Yunoam

MeHcnup




William
SIIilliﬁS]lCﬂl'ﬁ
AP WD
The Sonnets




Yuapsam

MEKCOHp
NP LY.

CoHeTnl

MOCKBA

@16 O\g’ ;



YIK 821.111-1

bBK

1141

84(4Ben)-5
11141

Cepust ocnoBana B 2001 roxy
Odopmnenne Andpes Cayxosa

[Tepesoy ¢ anrauiickoro Camyura Mapwaxa,
Bopuca Ilacmepnaxa, Huxonas lepbens

Illexcup, Yuiabsam.

Conersi : [nep. ¢ anri.|/ Yumaesam [ekcrmp. —
Mocksa : UsnparennbctBo «I», 2016. — 336 c. —
(Haponnas 1noasust).

ISBN 978-5-699-57782-8

Benunkosenubie coneTsl Yuabsama Hlekciupa, 154 me-
JIeBpa aHIJIMHCKON 110931H, yOJIKyeMble Ha s13bIKe OpH-
rUHaJa U B KJaccnveckux nepesogax Camynsaa Mapinaka.

Conersl Yusbsima Illekcnimpa 10 cuX 1mop OCTaOTCS
O/IHMM M3 CaMbIX 3ara/[OYHbIX SIBJEHUII B MUPOBOW JINTE-
parype, 1CCJIe[I0BATE N CIIOPSIT O CIYUYAMHOCTH HOSIBJIEHU ST
COHETOB B T1€4aTH, O IPOTOTUIIAX T€POEB — CMYTJION BO3JIIO-
GJIEHHOH, CBETIOBOJOCOM JAPYTeE, TI0ITE-COMEPHUKE U O Ta-
uHCTBeHHOM MucTtepe W. H., KOTOPOMY HOCBSIIIIEHbBI COHETBI.

VIIK 821.111-1
BBK 84(4Ben)-5

© C. Mapmak, nepesoy. Hacaenuuku, 2016
© B. Ilacrepuak, nepesoa. Hacaenuuku, 2016
© Odopmrenne.

ISBN 978-5-699-57782-8 000 «Hznatenserso «I», 2016



SONNETS

COHETDI

TO THE ONLIE BEGETTER OF
THESE INSUING SONNETS
MR. W.H. ALL HAPPINESSE
AND THAT ETERNITIE PROMISED BY
OUR EVER-LIVING POET
WISHETH
THE WELL-WISHING
ADVENTURER IN
SETTING
FORTH

T.T.



From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease,
His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.
Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaudy spring,
Within thine own bud buriest thy content,
And, tender churl, mak’st waste in niggarding:
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.
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Mpbl ypoxkasi eM OT JIy4IluX JIo3,
Yrob KpacoTa Kia, He yBsIas.

[IycTp BAHYT JIenecTKU CO3PEBIIUX PO3,
XpaHuT UX MaMATb po3a MOJIOJASL.

A TBI, B ¢BOIO BIIOOJIEHHBIH KPACOTY,

Bce smyumue eit otmaBast cokm,

OO6uJibe TIpeBpaIaeiib B HUIIETY, —

CBoit aueiinuii Bpar, 6e3MyIIHBIN U JKECTOKMUIA.

Thl — yKpailieHbe HbIHENTHETO JTHST
HenonrospemenHoii BecHbI Tamatrai, —
Ipsinyiiee B 3auaTke XOPOHS,
CoenuHsienb CKapeIHOCTh C PACTPATOM.

Kanest mup, 3emiie He nipeiaBai
Ipaaymux jet nmpexkpacHbIil yposkaii!
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When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gaz’d on now,
Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held;
Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,
To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.
How much more praise deserv’d thy beauty’s use,
If thou couldst answer ‘This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,’
Proving his beauty by succession thine!
This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.
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Korna TBo€ uesno nusboposzst

[ny6oKMMU cJiefiaMi COPOK 3KM,

Kro Oyzser mOMHUTD HAPCTBEHHbBIN HAPSI],
THymasgch KaakuM pyOuieM TBOUM?

N na Bompoc: «Ime mpsiuyTes ceitgac
OcTtaTKu KpacoThbl BECEJIbIX JIET?» —

Yro ckaxems ToI? Ha gHe yracmmx rias?
Ho 37101t HacMmernkoit 6ymet TBOW OTBET.

JlocroiiHeii mpo3ByYaau Obl CI0BA:
«BblI mocMoTpuTE HA MOUX JleTel.
Most 6bL1ast CBEKECTh B HUX JKUBA,
B Hux omnpasjanbe cTapocTU MOEI».

ITyckail ¢ rogamu CTBIHYyIAsI KPOBb
B naciemgnuke TBoeM TbIIaeT BHOBD!
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Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest
Now is the time that face should form another;
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.
For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb,
Of his self-love, to stop posterity?
Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime;
So thou through windows of thine age shalt see,
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remember’d not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.
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[TpexpacHbIit 06JIUK B 3epKajie Thl BUIHIIID,
W, eciv OBTOPUTD He MOCIIEUINIID

CBou YepThl, IPUPOJY Thi OOUUIIID,
BaarocsioBenbs KeHIMHY JTUITUIID.

Kakast cmepTHas He Oyzer pana
Otmath Tebe HETPOHYTYIO HOBH?
Wnu 6ecemeprus Tebe He HALO0, —
Tak BesuKa K cebe TBOSI TOOOBD?

[l MaTEePUHCKUX TJ1a3 Thl — OTPasKeHbe
JlaBHO TIPOMUABIITUXCS ATIPETHCKUX THEN.
W 7Bl HaliZienb M0/ CTApPOCTh yTellleHbe
B takux ke okHaxX I0HOCTU TBOEII.

Ho, orpanuuus KusHb CBOEi Cyap0010,
Toi cam ymperib, u 06pa3 TBOH — ¢ TOOOIO.
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Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thy self thy beauty’s legacy?
Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but doth lend,
And being frank she lends to those are free:
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse
The bounteous largess given thee to give?
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?
For having traffic with thy self alone,
Thou of thy self thy sweet self dost deceive:
Then how when nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canst thou leave?
Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,
Which, used, lives th’ executor to be.
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PactpaTunk Musblii, pactoyaenb Tbl

CBoe HacJIeZICTBO B OyiicTBE CyMacOPOTHOM.
[Ipupozsa HaMm He JApUT KPACOTBHI,

Ho B moar maetr — cBo6GOIHAS CBOOOIHBIM.

[IpenecTHbIil CKpsITa, THI IPUCBOUTH Pall
To, uto gano Tebe s mepesadn.
HecuntanHbIN THI YKpbIBaelb Ka,

He cranoBsich ot atoro boraue.

ThbI 3aKJII0YaCIb CAEJIKN CaM C COOOH,
Cebs mumas npubbLieil 6oraTbix.

W B rposHblii yac, Ha3HAYEHHbIH CyabOON,
Kaxkoii oTuer oTmamib B CBOMX pacTpaTax?

C 106010 06pas ByayInux BpeMeH,
Hesomnomennsiii, 6yaer norpedem.
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Those hours, that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,

Will play the tyrants to the very same

And that unfair which fairly doth excel;

For never-resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter, and confounds him there;

Sap checked with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o’er-snowed and bareness every where:

Then were not summer’s distillation left,

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft,

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was:
But flowers distill’d, though they with winter meet,
Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.
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YKpazikoii BpeMs ¢ TOHKMM MacTepCTBOM
Boutme6Hblii MpasiHUK CO3/IaeT U TJ1a3.
U 10 ke BpeMs B Gere KPyroBom

YHocuT Bce, 4TO paloBajIo HaC.

YacoB u gHel 6e3yep:KHbINA TOTOK
YBoauT 7eTO B CyMpaK 3UMHUX JHEH,
[me meT MUCTBBI, 3aCTHLI B IEPEBBSIX COK,
3emJisT MepTBa 1 GEJTBIH TIJTal Ha Hel.

W TonpkO apoMar IBETYIIUX PO3 —
JleTyunii 1jIeHHUK, 3aMI€PThI B CTEKJE, —
Hamomunaer B cTyxy 1 MOpo3

O ToM, 4TO JIeTO OBLIO Ha 3eMJIE.

CBoii mpexxHUl GJIECK yTPATUIIN 1[BETHI,
Ho coxpanuam aynry KpacoThl.
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