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Vilia miretur vulgus; mihi flavus Apollo
Pocula Castalia plena ministret aqua.
Ovidius. «De Amore»

JlemeBka U3yMJIsIET TOJY; MYCTh ANOJJIOH
PBIKEBOJIOCHIH MHE IOCTaBUT YalH,
MOJIHbIE KACTAJILCKON BOABI.

Osuduii. «O nwbeu»



To the Right Honourable Henry Wriothesly,
earl of Southampton, and baron of Titchfield.

RIGHT HONOURABLE,

I know not how I shall offend in dedicating
my unpolished lines to your Lordship, nor
how the world will censure me for choosing
so strong a prop to support so weak a burden:
only, if your honour seem but pleased,

I account myself highly praised, and vow

to take advantage of all idle hours, till I have
honoured you with some graver labour.

But if the first heir of my invention proved
deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a
godfather, and never after ear so barren a
land, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest.
I leave it to your honourable survey, and your
honour to your heart’s content; which I wish
may always answer your own wish and the
world’s hopeful expectation.

Your Honour’s in all duty,
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE



Joctonourennomy I'enpu Paitann,
rpacgy CayrremnToHy u 6apony Tuudunny

BAumiA CBETJAOCTS,

He 3nalo cam, xak 1 ocMenuics nocBeTuTh Bawm,
MWJIOPJI, MOM KODSIBbl€ CTPOKH, HE 3Hal0, TPOCTUT
JIM MHE CBET BbIGOP CTOJIb MOIIHOM ONOPbLI NPH
CTOJIb JIETKOM GpeMEeHH, HO eC/iM MOii lap He
ockop6uT Baulero JocTOMHCTBA, TO 5 IOYTY 3TO
BBICLIEIO HArpafoii, U MOKIAHYCh HE 3HATh OTAbIXA,
roka He Hanuuly B Baury uectsb Tpys 6oJiee Becomblii.
Ecnn xe nepsoe auts Moux ganTasuit okaxercs
HeJlocTO#HBIM Bac, s MHe GyZ€T CThIZIHO 3a TO, YTO
A1 BbIGpas JJIs1 HETO TaKoOro 61aropoAHOro KPeCTHOTro
OTL@, U 5 C TeX MOP YK€ HE OCMEJIOCh BO3/eIbIBaTh
CTOJIb GECIUIOAHYIO NOUBY, YTOObI HE NOJY4YHTD
BHOBb TaKOro IJIOXoro ypoxas. fl ocrasssio aTo
npoussejeHre Ha Bam aocronouTteHHbI cyn,

CyA Y4E€CTH U CEpJALIA; M XKeJalo MCTOJHEHUA Bcex
Bammx xxesnaHuit U Bcex HaJexJ, KOTOpble
BoajaraeT Ha Bac mup.

OcTaloch NOKOPHBIM cyroi Bawei wecmu,
Yuiabsam HIEKCIUP
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EVEN as the sun with purple-colour’d face

Had ta’en his last leave of the weeping morn,

Rose-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the chase;

Hunting he lov’d, but love he laugh’d to scorn;
Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him,
And like a bold-fac’d suitor ’gins to woo him.

‘Thrice fairer than myself,” thus she began,

‘The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare,

Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man,

More white and red than doves or roses are;
Nature that made thee, with herself at strife,
Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

‘Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed,
And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow;
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know:
Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses
And being set, I ’ll smother thee with kisses:

’



ITo mecTy MOKpoMy B riiasax 3apu
C HajyTBIX COJIHLA HIEK yAApHJI JIyd.
Anonuc Bckaub. BoH TaM, BepxoM — cMOTpH,
Kak kpacHomek! Bop3sle nalor ¢ kpyy,
Cama Benepa Maibumky cMellHa,
Kak uMineHka, BU3XKUT CKBO3b I1€CHi1 Jilait oHa!

«CaMoti ce6s MHe ThI MuUIei Tpukpar!
I{apb-BETHUK 10JIEBOM, MO HECPaBHEHHO CJIaAKHii!
Ilo MHeHbIO HUM®, BCEX Kpalle Thl OAPSA
KpacHee xa 6esee roy6ka y posnl B rpsjke.

Te6st npupoaa B MyKax poAuia,

Bosce, xak 651 ¢ TOGOM He yMepaa.

Jii, npeJsiecTb, He comes Obl ThI C KOHA,
Jla x BeTke noBoJ 6bI HE MOABA3A,
Cenno ocraBus! CrpbITHH, BCA TBOS
3neck craakux TailH Benepuna xasHal
Cioza caguch, Tlie HET IUIEHbS 3MeN,
M xapxuM nouenyem kpoBb corpeii!
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‘And yet not cloy thy lips with loath’d satiety,
But rather famish them amid their plenty,
Making them red and pale with fresh variety;
Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty:
A summer’s day will seem an hour but short,
Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.’

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm,

The precedent of pith and livelihood,

And, trembling in her passion, calls it balm,

Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good:
Being so enrag’d, desire doth lend her force
Courageously to pluck him from his horse.

Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein,
Under her other was the tender boy,
Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain,
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy;
She red and hot as coals of glowing fire,
He red for shame, but frosty in desire.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough

Nimbly she fastens;—O! how quick is love:—

The steed is stalled up, and even now

To tie the rider she begins to prove:
BackWard she push’d him, as she would be thrust,
And govern’d him in strength, though not in lust.



He BopoTu npecsimeHHOro pTa,
Ho, nonuslit Mena, packpeiBait Juia Menal :
To 6nexHa, To KpoBaBa J1acK YepTa,
CTo YMOKOB MMI'OM U B3aCOC, KaKk B BOAy!
JleHb JleTa KPaCHOTO YMYMTCS 4acoM,
MbI BKyCHO Cry6UM CYTKH NI€PBBIM KJIAaCCOM!»

Y xBaTh J1aflOoHDb, U XaJHO JIWXET MOoT,
Mua psoM ¢ TOBOAOM, U 3aNlax KpeIbIlia,
Jlpoxa, ckBO3b HO3JPH TAHET, TOUHO INbET,
Xpuns: «<Mue craako!» Exnyna xyma

Y 3esca ax. [Tpugan on goukxe cu.

INayx oTpok B npax, YT06 BO3BEHYATH 3101 MBLL.

OnHolt pykoit cMUpAS CKaKyHa,
Kacaercs 1o useruka apyroii.
OH asn, oH 6eJ, cBUHel, Kak ¢ OOAyHa,
IMyabcupyer moa nmoTHolo muleei,
Omna kpacHeif yris ¥ xapye IUIUT.
Ou — niel;, TMUIb Ha LEKaX CBEPKAET CTBIA.

Hamenmu BeTky A58 y3/ibl KPUBYIO,

Macrauur npnnﬁé,b — ‘pacroporsa CTpPacTb.

«C xoHem nopsziok. Jait ka o6Moaryio,

Kak cryrats BCaJIHNKa». MrHOBEHHO — WacThb!
Tonk napns Haaayﬁ%, Kak GblI BCs B MCHyTE.
CKok Ha Herol ia B Upec/ax HeT HaTyrH...

-

11
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So soon was she along, as he was down,
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips:
Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown,
And ’gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips;
And kissing speaks, with lustful language broken,
‘If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never open.’

He burns with bashful shame; she with her tears
Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks;
Then with her windy sighs and golden hairs
To fan and blow them dry again she seeks:
He saith she is immodest, blames her miss;
What follows more she murders with a kiss.

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast,
Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and bone,
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste,
Till either gorge be stuff’d or prey be gone;
Even so she kiss’d his brow, his cheek, his chin,
And where she ends she doth anew begin.




XoTs ero B najieHbe JOrHaa,

Onepcs oH 0 JIOKOTb, U OHa

Ja c6oky no mexe! On: «Kax morna?!»

Jlnmupe poT OTKPBUI — YK TaM ee CJIIOHA.
U peus ee, ckBO3b TPyAHOE AbIXaHbE:

«Yyp — He pyrarbcs — npuayury ryamu!»

ITosopHo kpacen oH. OHa xe miayer...

Mouns, cnesamu TymmT xap mekH,

Berp c ry6 nerur, anatas rpuBa Maller,

MoxkpuT 10HIIa, TPET IOKOHOM CYXUM —
«OcTaBbTe 3Ty rajjocThb, rocrnoxal» —
Ho naBuT Ha A3bIK S3bIK, JpOXKa.

Tax KTOB TpsicETCH y OPJINLbI KPYIIeit,
PBs sipo XMp, U3 IUVIOTH KOCTh TPACH,
C pbiBKaMH CTpalllHbIX KpbUI, B IIpax, B IyX, Bce, Bcs!
JloTna, MIu 10 CHITOCTH THETYyHIEH,
Tax 106, 1aHUTEI, GOpoAy coceT,
Y xak MOKOHYMUT — CHI3BHOBA HAauHET.

13
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Forc’'d to content, but never to obey,

Panting he lies, and breatheth in her face;

She feedeth on the steam, as on a prey,

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace;
Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers,
So they were dew’d with such distilling showers.

Look! how a bird lies tangled in a net,
So fasten’d in her arms Adonis lies;
Pure shame and aw’d resistance made him fret,
Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes:
Rain added to a river that is rank
Perforce will force it overflow the bank.

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats,

For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale;

Still is he sullen, still he lowers and frets,

"Twixt crimson shame and anger ashy-pale;
Being red, she loves him best; and being white,
Her best is better’d with a more delight.



[1puUTHCHYTBIN, OH TEPIUT He o6,

Bcnores, ¥ BBIABIXAET €if B IMLIO.

Omna x BIIMBaeT 3TOT AyX B cebs,

bBphI3r cioHb, cosb IOTa MHUTCS €il pocoi.
«Ax, mycTb Obl LEKHU 3apOoCJIM LIBETaMH,
Takumu opomaeMs! cTpysamul..»

Hy npsM xak nTaika B IyTax CETEBBIX,
PacxpucraH oTpok B GelICHBIX pyKaX.
OTnop, No30p M CTHIA B I1a3aX CyXMX,
U nakoM rues eii B ApOCTHBIX ouax!
Tak BemHui TMBEHD, PEKY OPOCHB,
V3 6eperos KpyTbiX POJHT pa3jiuB.

Mouib6a U3 HEXHBIX YCT ee, Mobbal
IIpUHUKHYTH YIIKOM K 3BOHY BOJIE6CTBa,
Ho on yrpioM u 301. «Ilpu ueM ciosa?»
Kak ctbig, 6arpos, u 6ejieH, kak cyanba,
Kax et pymsinel HpaBUTCA JIMXOH,
Jla 1 xorja oH GieAHEHbKHI TaKo!

15
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Look how he can, she cannot choose but love;

And by her fair immortal hand she swears,

From his soft bosom never to remove,

Till he take truce with her contending tears,
Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks all wet;
And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless debt.

Upon this promise did he raise his chin
Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave,
Who, being look’d on, ducks as quickly in;
So offers he to give what she did crave;
But when her lips were ready for his pay,
He winks, and turns his lips another way.

Never did passenger in summer’s heat
More thirst for drink than she for this good turn.
Her help she sees, but help she cannot get;
She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn:
‘O! pity,’ 'gan she cry, ‘flint-hearted boy:
"Tis but a kiss I beg; why art thou coy?




Ectb BBIGOp Yy Hero, He Y Hee,
beccmepTHas pywaercs, creHas,
He cneats ¢ Hero, nokyaa... B Tom naer
Jlio6y1o KIATBY, Bce MPUIIOMHHas,
YTo moracuTh NbUIaHbE CJAE3HBIX CTPYH,
YTO BBINMYTATBHCSA AACT JMMIb MOLIEYit.

Ha o6emanbe KIIOHYB NOXGOPOAKOM,
Kak Ha KpIOYOK, KaK U3 BOJHEI B JIy4H,
Kak pri6a, kax HBIPOK, HalyraH, KPOTOK,
SBun on poT, MOJ, IIATY MOJYYH,
Ho numb xocHy/cs )XeHCKMI poT 3aiora,
OtaepHya BOOK 3aKycKy HEJOTpOTra.

PocuHKM B 3acyXy He jKaXJeT MyTHHUK,
Kak sxeHumHa, 4To6 OH BepHYJI eif poT,
M numox 661 B rpa3b! AH 4HCT, aH HE pacIyTHHK..
Topar rnasa, apimaTcs... 3y6 Heiimer.
«Jla 4TO Xe Thl 32 KAMEHHBI IOHEL?
Hy nait xoTp nouesyitunk, HakoHen!

17
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‘I have been woo’d, as I entreat thee now,
Even by the stern and direful god of war,
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow,
Who conquers where he comes in every jar;
Yet hath he been my captive and my slave,
And begg’d for that which thou unask’d shalt have.

‘Over my altars hath he hung his lance,

His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest,

And for my sake hath learn’d to sport and dance,

To toy, to wanton, dally, smile, and jest;
Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red,
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed.

“Thus he that overrul’d I oversway’d,
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain:
Strong-temper’d steel his stronger strength obey’d,
Yet was he servile to my coy disdain.
O! be not proud, nor brag not of thy might,
For mastering her that foil’d the god of fight.

‘Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine,—

Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red,—

The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine:

What seest thou in the ground? hold up thy head:
Look in mine eyeballs, there thy beauty lies;
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes?



ITpoury o ToM, 3aueM kO MHe BXHBYIO
ByitHoo6uBbIit 6erayn bButsoGor,
He ruyBimii cpoy »HIHCTYIO BbIIO;
ThbMBI BpaXxe¥ IOIHPAJ €ro calor,
Ho cran MouM pa6oMm, MHe MOXUMHSAICS,
BoabpMmu x TO, Ui Yyero oH yHuxaics!

OH nostoxu1 CBOH APOT Ha MOl anTapp,

YxacHpill IMT U ONl€PEHHBII1 1LIeM,

M B yecTb MOIO NaXxkoM SABWICA LAphb,

Bce anrpama crisican, 6bu1 MATOK, 4TO TBOH KpeM,
AbKOB MO BBIGPAJ IIOJIEBBIM IIATPOM,
3a KpOBM IrpoM B BUCKaxX OTAa/l U KPOBb, U TPOM.

A nocaxguna ropzoro naps

Ha nene u3 Mmuinapaa aneix pos,

CraJib c3xaB PyKOH, IJIEBKOM OTOHb CMUPH,

Pexna: ,Her, He mo6mo s Bac, repoii-c”,
Tak He kmunICa 6 BJIACTBIO ThI, Cajlara,
Hax cepanem, npesupasmem ax Bapsra'.

Hy xe, TpoHb ryGbl MHE, POT HE3E€MHOIA,
Kyna He xunb, Moii Toxe poT xopouy,
Benp o6umii nouenyit-to, Moii, Ho TBOH.
Yto B 3eMJI0 TKHYJICS, YTO B 3€MJie Haljelb?
B Mou rnasa BarnsiHu-Ka, MIIBIH péTrm,
Yro X ry6 He CIUTh, yXK pa3 B [J1a3aX TaK CBETHIIb?

! Bapuawm: Tak He kuumics 6 BAaCTbIO Th, eit-6ory,
Han cepauem, npesupasmem ax Cpaporal
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‘Art thou asham’d to kiss? then wink again,
And I will wink; so shall the day seem night;
Love keeps his revels where there are but twain;
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight:
These blue-vein’d violets whereon we lean
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

‘The tender spring upon thy tempting lip
Shows thee unripe, yet mayst thou well be tasted.
Make use of time, let not advantage slip;
Beauty within itself should not be wasted:
Fair flowers that are not gather’d in their prime
Rot and consume themselves in little time.

‘Were I hard-favour’d, foul, or wrinkled-old,
Ill-nurtur’d, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice,
O’erworn, despised, rheumatic, and cold,
Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice,
Then mightst thou pause, for then I were not for thee;
But having no defects, why dost abhor me?



CrecHsiembesi? 3aXXMyphbcs, JOPOToii,

U a saxmypiock. Xouenib B HOYb ChIrpaTh?

Jlpyr, B Tese XUTh HEJIb3s Aylle OXHOM,

ITo6anyiica, HMKTO He GyleT 3HATD,
QPuanky He paccKaXyT JeNeCTKaMH,
Yto Hammmu paszasieHbl 6okamu!

IlycTb HeT ycoB nokyaa Haz ry6o#,

Oaun anpens! A Bce xe, Jait Ha npooy,

JlaBaii ux mycTHUM B Xol, M 3eBC ¢ TO6OIA,

CupzeTsb B cebe, KakK XKUTb IO/ KphIIKOii rpo6a,
Koraa 11seTka BoJilie6HOro He CHAThH
Ckopeii ¢ KycTa, OH MOXET Be/lb YBATD!

Bynp B uMpbsX f, WIH KPYroM B MOpIIMHAX,
T'op6aroit, gpsaxuIoii, abIcoit 1 GOIBHOM,
Kopssoii u ¢ppurnaHoit xypaunHoit,
Bussxaia 6 Bcsi B comnsx, Tak ¢pur co MHoii!
Cka3san 6bl Tbl: ,MHe 3Ta npsHb He mapa!®
Ho Beirasixy s nagHo u He crapo! 21

~_
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‘Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow;
Mine eyes are grey and bright, and quick in turning;
My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow;
My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning;
My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand felt,
Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt.

‘Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear,
Or like a fairy trip upon the green,
Or, like a nymph, with long dishevell’d hair,
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen:
Love is a spirit all compact of fire,
Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire.

‘Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie;
These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support me;
Two strengthless doves will draw me through the sky,
From morn till night, even where I list to sport me:
Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee?

‘Is thine own heart to thine own face affected?
Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left?
Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected,
Steal thine own freedom, and complain on theft.
Narcissus so himself himself forsook,
And died to kiss his shadow in the brook.



Uro x xytecsa? Jlo6 nokyna 6e3 MOpIIMH,
Cep sipKkuii I71a3 ¥ BECEJIO CTPEJISIET,
M Bo3pacT 6eCKOHEYHBIX HMEHHH,

Msue CHOCY HET, IIOTbh C KAXJbIM JHEM CBEXXaeT,

BosbMu XOTB pyKy, M B TBOEH, BJaXHa,
YTonHeT M pacnjaaBUTCs oHa!

Benn, s cyx TBOIA neHbeM oyapyio,

Wb GbICTpBI HOXKKM B BO3JyX OTOPBY,

M B 3naTe Biac, He BCKOJIBIXHYB TpPaBy,

ITpomuycs, ciaesa B meckax He npopuéyxo!
Jl1o60Bb ecTb AyX, U3 IULIAaMEHHU OTJIMTHII,
Crnenos He ocTaBasIOT appoAUThI!

B mmnoBHuMKoM 3apocmiuit CKJIOH peyHoM
Bapyr npreirHy u Ha JiernecTkax nNpuJsAry,
JlBa BAXMPS BO3HOCAT 06pa3 Moit —
Tak nérko To, uTO Ha TE6A, GEAHATY,
Tax paBuT; MAcKka Urp MOUX GbICTpa,
Kak Mur rpaHuipl Houm u yrpal

Yo x mobums Tei? He camoe ce6s au?

Yro x, Apyr, obute caMmoro cebs.

Bcio xuanb recuuity myitnei repe6al’

B 6e3ymuu, cBoGone u nevaim. o
3Hait, K OTpaKeHbIO IyGbl BCE TAHYIN |
Hapuyce, na uMokHys HpyA, U HOTOHy.u;..

23
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‘Torches are made to light, jewels to wear,

Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use,

Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear;

Things growing to themselves are growth’s abuse:
Seeds spring from seeds, and beauty breedeth beauty;
Thou wast begot; to get it is thy duty.

‘Upon the earth’s increase why shouldst thou feed,
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed?
By law of nature thou art bound to breed,
That thine may live when thou thyself art dead,;
And so in spite of death thou dost survive,
In that thy likeness still is left alive.’

By this the love-sick queen began to sweat,
For where they lay the shadow had forsook them,
And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat,
With burning eye did hotly overlook them;
Wishing Adonis had his team to guide,
So he were like him and by Venus’ side.




Hanennbcs, 6puiuinaHT, cBepkail, cBeua,

JlexapcTso — netica! M nackait, kpacal

M nyx B HO3apIO, M Y6y Ha Ileyva,

A caM c ycaM 6bITb Belllb B ce6e Hesbas!
Kpaca poaur kpacy, TpaBa — Tpaby,
Poxxnennblit nomxeH Mue! U 1 30By!

He moxemn Tbl, 3eMHBIX BKylIas GJar,
He naTb ce6s xpyruM Ha BKyC H IIBET,
Ipuwen Harum, 1 MUp NOKUHENb Har!
ITpukpoiics, 1 octaBb XHMBBIM CBOI cien!
U HecMOTps Ha CMEpTh, Thl JJIMIIbCS B TEX,
Koro ocraBun xuThb TBOI1 serkuii rpex!»

C oTBepruyTO#f 6OrMHHU JILETCH NOT...
Jlecnas TeHb Ha COJIHIE PaCTBOPUJIACD,
Turan B nonAHEBHBIN Xap, yCTaB, KakK 4epT,
Inage BHY3, ¥ B 3pake NOXOTh BOLAPHJIACh:
«BoT 6B BepHYTb AJIOHKCY CBOGOZY,
Jla mogMeHUTH KpacaBLa MHe, ypoay!» 25
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And now Adonis with a lazy spright,

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye,

His louring brows o’erwhelming his fair sight,

Like misty vapours when they blot the sky,
Souring his cheeks, cries, ‘Fie! no more of love:
The sun doth burn my face; I must remove.’

‘Ay me,” quoth Venus, ‘young, and so unkind?
What bare excuses mak’st thou to be gone;
Il sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind
Shall cool the heat of this descending sun:
I’ll make a shadow for thee of my hairs;
If they burn too, I'’ll quench them with my tears.

‘The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm,
And lo! I lie between that sun and thee:
The heat I have from thence doth little harm,
Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneth me;
And were I not immortal, life were done
Between this heavenly and earthly sun.



ARoHMC, € 3aTOPMOXEHHOIT iyl oo
Banserca. Henpusasup Taxena,

I';1a3 350, 3BeHAmMUX HOA GpoBeii Ayroio,
Kax (cBer) HeGec BApyr Tyua npecexa:

«[Tomnu, — kpuunT, — Thdy! O Mmobsu xopom!

S meku cxer Ha conuue! Cromn, He TPOXb!»

«Tak 10H, a y HacToJIbKO XaMoBaT! —
OTtBetoMm 6bL10. — Het Te6Ge nmomanni!
Ceiiyac B3l0XHY, TaKk CBeXHii apoMaT
Pra oxsiagut tebe JIaHUTHI, Yajo,
ITpuMosnKHYU B 30J0THIX KyApeil TeHU.
Kak BCOBIXHYT KyApH, CJie3 IMOTOK — CBEPKHH.

CustioT, HO He XryTcs Hebeca,
naHb, 1 Tenepb MeX COJIHLIEM M TOGOH,
Mex AByx orseii, Ho coJIHIle — JIMIIb OCa,
OrHeM 3MeUHBIM 3paK COYMTCH TBOM,
Ox, ka6l 1 6eccMepTHOI1 He Gblia,
Mex xapkux TBepAel BCIBIXHYTb — U JOTa!
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‘Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel?
Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth.
Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not feel
What tis to love? how want of love tormenteth?
O! had thy mother borne so hard a mind,
She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind.

‘What am I that thou shouldst contemn me this?
Or what great danger dwells upon my suit?
What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss?
Speak, fair; but speak fair words, or else be mute:
Give me one kiss, I ’ll give it thee again,
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain.

‘Fie! lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone,
Well-painted idol, image dull and dead,
Statue contenting but the eye alone,
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred:
Thou art no man, though of a man’s complexion,
For men will kiss even by their own direction.’

This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue,
And swelling passion doth provoke a pause;
Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong;
Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause:
And now she weeps, and now she fain would speak,
And now her sobs do her intendments break.



Thl, napens, uro? KpemeHs wib xene3Hsk?
He xameHb Tbl, BeJib Karisi KAMEHb TOUYMT.
Boob6ue, CbiH XEeHIUHDBI ThI, WX KaK?
Kak? JXeHcknit CbIH — U XEHIUHBI He XodeT!
A ecau Thl MOXOXK Ha MaTh TBOIO,
Kowmy c Heil yranoch co3gaTh ceMbio?!

Jla 3a Koro xe Tbl MEHS CUMTAEID,
YTo Bech JPOXKUILD, KaK MOJ| HOXXOM GapaH?
HecuacTHblit nouesyHIIKO CKpBIBACIIb
B ry6enxax! Hy, xotb cioo! 11pin, nanan!
Mouruu u jait, a 9 BepHy o6paTHO,
Umox MHe U aBa TeGe, U HaM NPUATHO!

Tedy, xya nyqersasas, yrec!
Jypaukuit unos, uepcTBbiii ucTykan!
ByJabDKHMK, NOLEI0BaHHbIN B3acoc,
My:xuK, Kakoif Thl MaTepblo ObLI cpaH?!
Her, ne Myxuk, ot Myxuka Tol panTHK!
My:kHK HesyeT caM; Thl, MAIbYUK — cOOKy 6aHTHK!» 29

U Bapyr ee sA3bIk MOTUAHHEM OKOBaH,
U naysa rynsmas B ry6ax,
Eii gyurHo, KypHo, CTpPacTHBIH Kap B Held, CIOBOM,
Cebs He uyeT, COK FOPUT B TPYAAX,
U cneapl ropbkye y Heil 6€3MOJIBHBI
JIbioT, kak pyueit. B Mo3ry xxe — 3Byku 1OMGPBL.



Sometimes she shakes her head, and then his hand;
Now gazeth she on him, now on the ground;
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band:
She would, he will not in her arms be bound;
And when from thence he struggles to be gone,
She locks her lily fingers one in one.

‘Fondling,’ she saith, ‘since I have hemm’d thee here
Within the circuit of this ivory pale,
I'’ll be a park, and thou shalt be my deer;
Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale:
Graze on my lips, and if those hills be dry,
Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie.

‘Within this limit is relief enough,
Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful plain,
Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough,
To shelter thee from tempest and from rain:
Then be my deer, since I am such a park;
30 No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand bark.’



TpsaxHeT KyApsAMH, CXBATUT MaJbIly PyKY,

To B 3eMmI0 BEPHTCS, TO B MHJIOE JIULIO,

OO6HuMeT U DPMIBHET, WM JACT BOJIO JPYTY,

Yro6 npunackain. To 6opercs ¢ IOHLIOM,
Korza on pBercs, peik U3J1aB JypHO#,
IMepcTol 3aMKOM CJ1araeT 3a €ro CIIMHOM.

U rosopurt: «Pa3 s Te6sa noiimana,

B cBoit po30BbIii, B CBOIt GI€AHBII IJIEH IPYAHOI,

Boitau B Mo# caj 0JIEIKOM I'OJJOBaJIbIM,

ITeit ¢ ry6, macuch B KyApAX, JVKU, PORHOIA,
ConeHble X0NMBI IpyAei cyxue,
A To crryckaiicst B X0JI, riie reiisepsi 3iaThle!

A — cag 3eMHOI1, BO MHE BCero HaiJelb:
Mook 3eneHbli, XpycTKuit 6eblii Areis,
Xo0nMOB M yal MOMX NpeKpacHa Jpoxb!
OuJenb, TBOM CleJ 3leCh He CHICKATh cOOakKe,
Boiinu B Moit 6ypesioM, kak B POXHBIH IOM,
U naxe maiickoii 6ypu cMoJKHET rpom!»
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At this Adonis smiles as in disdain,

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple:

Love made those hollows, if himself were slain,

He might be buried in a tomb so simple;
Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie,
Why, there Love liv'd and there he could not die.

These lovely caves, these round enchanting pits,
Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ liking.
Being mad before, how doth she now for wits?
Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking?
Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn,
To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn!

Now which way shall she turn? what shall she say?

Her words are done, her woes the more increasing;

The time is spent, her object will away,

And from her twining arms doth urge releasing:
‘Pity,” she cries; ‘some favour, some remorse!’
Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse.

But, lo! from forth a copse that neighbours by,

A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud,

Adonis’ tramping courser doth espy,

And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs aloud:
The strong-neck’d steed, being tied unto a tree,
Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he.



IMpesputenbHo AfoHHC OCKIabasics,
Benepe MOUKM Ha lleUKaX IOKasal.
Ax, 4TO 32 IMOYEK BJAJIC/IbLIEM OH ABJISJICSA,
Cama mo60Bb MX NpoBepTea, erosal
OT/NUHO 3Has, XOTh YMPH XO38MH,
A XUTb BOBEK JIO6BH BOCTIOMHHAHbAM!

AX SIMOYKH, axX paKOBHHBI 3/1a!
Jlymia GOruHM pyxHysia B UX rpoGml,
Yo 3710 M1106BU, KOTAA YK JIOOHLIL Thl KO3/1a?
CaegieT ¢ yMa, HO ThI YK€ C yMa COMLIA...
Yro smouku? Bes rpyas nonxa cepaeyHoi 310651,
CaoumM opyxucMm Benepa cpaxeHa,
CsuxHya, B SMOYKH IIOIIaB, MO3TH OHa.

YTo ckaxellb Ha XOJOAHYIO YXMBUIKY?
Her cioB, prizanbsa corpsicaior 61ocT,
Jan nepy on. Beaen 6bicTpoMy 3aThLUIKY
OHa KpUYHT O COCTOSIHbE YYBCTB:
«Ilo6yab, He yxoam, 1063ai1 MeHs!..»
Ho BnauT oH UMb CBOETO KOHSA...

Ho Bapyr xo6bisa, M3 COCECTBEHHBIX KyCTOB
Brickakupasi, KpyTHT rop/ibIM Kpynom
U nexno pxer. U Bce. M1 koHb roToB.
Banexxuux pasameTaB B ycep/ibe IJIyNOM,
OH pBercs € NPUBA3H, U CYK XPYCTHT.
3BYK JIONHYBIIEH y3/(bI U CTYK KOMBIT.

2--.3326
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Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds,

And now his woven girths he breaks asunder;

The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds,

Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s thunder;
The iron bit he crushes 'tween his teeth,
Controlling what he was controlled with.

His ears up-prick’d; his braided hanging mane
Upon his compass’d crest now stand on end,;
His nostrils drink the air, and forth again,
As from a furnace, vapours doth he send:
His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire,
Shows his hot courage and his high-desire.

Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps,
With gentle majesty and modest pride;
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps,
As who should say, ‘Lo! thus my strength is tried;
And this I do to captivate the eye
34 Of the fair breeder that is standing by.’



O KxOopHH JIpeB, O MIIUCTbIE KAMEHbS
ITogxoBs! ObIOT; Xpan, 3BOH, NOANPYTH TPECK;
Tep3aeTr 3eMio rBO3/Ib 6€3 COXANCHDS;
U nousa cToHeT, oryas Jec;
MyHAIITYK jKele3HbIi XPYCTHY Ha 3y6ax —
Kro 6bL1 paboM, BAPYT ckayeT, Kak MOHapx!

Ymamu npsnas, oH Me4eT OrHb

3J1aTHCTO IPUBBI Ha CIIMHY KPYTYIO,

U mpimryT n8oe 3amMuieBbIX GepJor,

Kak Mexu, Ha MOBEPXHOCTb OTHEBYIO.
B3op xapok, Kak KJIMHOK Ha HaKOBaJlbHe,
H MosoT cepana 6beTcs B TaKT JK€JaHbS.

OH KOHL-TaHIIOp, OH YTO, Y4eH GaneTy?
Kak Msrko BeanyaB, Kak rOpAO CKPOMEH,
KormnsiToM 6beT KONBITO, XBOCT, KaK JIEHTa,
Bot-BoT M ckaxeT: «[lpaBia, cuibHBIH HOMEp?
OH npeaHa3HaYeH MaJleHbKOM KOGbLIKE,
A x Heii UMelo YYBCTB GYKETHMK NBLIKHI». 35




What recketh he his rider’s angry stir,
His flattering ‘Holla,’ or his ‘Stand, I say?’
What cares he now for curb or pricking spur?
For rich caparisons or trapping gay?
He sees his love, and nothing else he sees,
Nor nothing else with his proud sight agrees.

Look, when a painter would surpass the life,
In limning out a well-proportion’d steed,
His art with nature’s workmanship at strife,
As if the dead the living should exceed;
So did this horse excel a common one,
In shape, in courage, colour, pace and bone.

Round-hoof’d, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long,

Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide,

High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong,

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide:
Look, what a horse should have he did not lack,
Save a proud rider on so proud a back.

Sometimes he scuds far off, and there he stares;
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather;
To bid the wind a base he now prepares,
And whe’r he run or fly they know not whether;
For through his mane and tail the high wind sings,
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather’d wings.



U uro KOHIO X034iCKHe NPUKa3bI:
«JH, THI, Ha3aJ, KOMY f TOBOPIO!»,
Yro mmop yaap, YTo IUIeTKa 3a MPOKasbl?..
371aTa MoIoHa, rpo3/ibs SHTapIo
Ha yenpake — KOHb cJien OT 060XKaHb.
Bxpyr o6pasa n1106BM ciernoe BeK ApokaHbe,

A cam xXopoll; CMOTpH-Ka, XKHBOTHCELL

Hanyman B X0JICT MPHPOAY 3aiUIIOYUTD

U nate eit kpacoTy, nponopuuii BUAMMOCTbD,

Ho riaako MepTBoe, a XXM3Hb (aX-aXx) TOPUMTD!
U TonbKO KOHB, XOTh XHB, HO COpa3MEpPEH:
Cratb, ¢popMa, IITPUX U I[BET, U aGpUC BepeH.

KpyraokonsiTeiit, 6a6k1 — TOUHO 6a6OYKH,
B rpyau mupok, riasact, ¢ Ho3pe# AbIXyyeio,
He Buc103a/1, KOPOTKOYX, BCE KaK IO CIIpaBOYKe,
H ¢ unoxoapio MArkoii 1 Moryueio.
Taxas somans roxa JJjis Toro,
YTo6BI HOCUTH rEeposi MOETo. 37

VYBbl ¥ ax... Bapyr koHsb, 6bIBasO, NpsHeT,

Ycaplma 3ByK KpyTAIIErocs Imyxa

U npsapaer na nerkuii Berep yxo

U Bapyr, xak 6yATO B3MaXOM KpPbLIbEB KAHET
JleTyu Kak BO3/yX, TPMBY, XBOCT Iylla,
Kak 6yaTo ckaueT ¢ KpbUIbIMHU Ayllia.



38

He looks upon his love, and neighs unto her;

She answers him as if she knew his mind;

Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her,

She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind,
Spurns at his love and scorns the heat he feels,
Beating his kind embracements with her heels.

Then, like a melancholy malcontent,

He vails his tail that, like a falling plume

Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent:

He stamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume.
His love, perceiving how he is enrag’d,
Grew kinder, and his fury was assuag’d.

His testy master goeth about to take him;
When lo! the unback’d breeder, full of fear,
Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him,
With her the horse, and left Adonis there.
As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them
Out-stripping crows that strive to over-fly them.



K 3a3H06ymKe COCENSAICh, CMOTPHT XKapKo.
YMuiIbHO JKIAET OTBETA YXaXEP,

Eii BusieH on HackBo3b. Kak cTpacTHO paxer ero ToBapka,

Bce neBku MOGAT B3ZIOXU HA O30P.
ITycts cepane sxepebsiube eit OTKPHITO,
Jlsraer, kak kaGJIyK, TaK BOT KOIBITO.

W xoHb MeTaHXOJIMYHBIM YYAAKOM,
XBOCTOM MOTast KHCJIO, KaK IUIIOMaXeM,
CBoil niaBsAMIACS KPYN CMTACA€T BETEPKOM,
B TeHb OTCTYynuB, ¥ JIUNKUX MYX JaBs XKe.
Yapes cue, CTAHOBUTCS KOKETKA
ITpuserauseit. U uro x? Pacrasi, geTka..

X0351H CTPOTUH X04eT BJIe3Th B CEIJIO.
Hy b1 cMOTpH, Mep3aBKa yrajgaia,
OT peBHOCTH KaK JePHET NpoYb (Ha3JI0) —
U BHOBB CEe/IO OT KOHHMKA cOexalo.
Kak ncuxu, MuaTcs 1o Jiecy cTpemrias,
Bopon opymux kpenxo Hamyras.
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All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits,

Banning his boisterous and unruly beast:

And now the happy season once more fits,

That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest;
For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong
When it is barr’d the aidance of the tongue.

An oven that is stopp’d, or river stay’d,

Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage:

So of concealed sorrow may be said;

Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage;
But when the heart’s attorney once is mute,
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit.

He sees her coming, and begins to glow,—
Even as a dying coal revives with wind,—
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow;
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind,
Taking no notice that she is so nigh,
For all askance he holds her in his eye.

O! what a sight it was, wistly to view

How she came stealing to the wayward boy;

To note the fighting conflict of her hue,

How white and red each other did destroy:
But now her cheek was pale, and by and by
It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from the sky.



ANOHHUC OMYCTHJICA HA TTECOK.

U xepebua pyraer Ha 4eM CBET.

U BHOBL rOPHT HaJIEX/bI YTOJIEK

B rpyau Benepsi, mouemy Gbl HET.
Biio6neHHbIi BePUT, YTO GONTAUBLINH POT
pyab oT pa3psiBa cepaua ynacer.

Korzaa 3akpbiTa neus, korjia 3anpyxeH ToK,
To apocTHeit Bojga u kapue NbUI OTHA.
Tak u Hanop crTpacrei, rpy6 Jia XKecTox,
PassesTb nnoMoraet 60JTOBHS.

S3bik — XOpomuii cepALy afBOKaT,

A KTO MOJIYaJI — y BCEX CTaJ BUHOBAT.

BeHepy BHAs, OH pacCBUpeIe,

Kak 6yarTo Ha yriiM oHa noxya,

HaxsuHys riy6ike nuisy, 3acomnes.

H cMOTpHUT B 3eMJI0, YEPHYIO, KakK AYJIO,
PenenTtos BoBce TaM He HaxoAs.
Crens 3a Heit u gymry 6epess.

3aHsTeH BUJ 6OrMHU MOJIOJOA,
ITonaymeit mo-ruiacTyHCKH K COpBaHLy.
3aHATEH M1l pyMsiHel HAIMBHOM,
Bua kpacku, npeiraoiei no Juiy,
Benblit HanuB JaHUT, ¥ BAPYT — HE TPOHB! —
BbeT MoJIHME aHTOHOBCKHI1 OrOHb.
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Now was she just before him as he sat,

And like a lowly lover down she kneels;

With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat,

Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels:
His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand’s print
As apt as new-fall'n snow takes any dint.

O! what a war of looks was then between them;

Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing;

His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them;

Her eyes woo’d still, his eyes disdain’d the wooing:
And all this dumb play had his acts made plain
With tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did rain.

Full gently now she takes him by the hand,

A lily prison’d in a gaol of snow,

Or ivory in an alabaster band;

So white a friend engirts so white a foe:
This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling,
Show’d like two silver doves that sit a-billing.




Hy sor. l'[ozucpa.nact, HCITOABOJIb K IIEHDbKY,
Bosne6Holo 3Meeio y KoJieH,
H nonpapisieT mIANy HapeHbKy.
Jlpyroii pykoii KOCHYBIIMCH MIEHHDIX BEH,
U Boiwe, rae noieurHa (Bor Moit),
Aneno npouutoe, Kak c/iefi B CHEry 3UMOM.

H ciun6amch B30phI MX, KaK JBa KIMHKA:

Ee — Monsimue, ero — ruerymme

Inasa, 1 pasMUHYIUCH Ba M.

Ax, x mymeii xano6e npespenbe nyuiee!
Tax BbIT/IAfEN CIIEKTAKIb, M B TAHTOMHUME
ITopxanu cne3bl NTULAMM CEJIbIMU.

Pyxu He oTHHMaeT OH y Hel,

Kak nnnusa TopuuT (THpE) Ccpeln CHera. .

Kuctp Mpamopa ThI B aiebacTp Brei,

Bpaxneben Geiblit GennsHe Habera,

Boiina kpacor, HacuIMs KI1yOOK,

U ropausky kiolomuii roay6oxk. 43



Once more the engine of her thoughts began:

‘O fairest mover on this mortal round,

Would thou wert as I am, and I a man,

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound;
For one sweet look thy help I would assure thee,
Though nothing but my body’s bane would cure thee.

‘Give me my hand,’ saith he, ‘why dost thou feel it?’

‘Give me my heart,’ saith she, ‘and thou shalt have it;

O! give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it,

And being steel’d, soft sighs can never grave it:
Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard,
Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine hard.’

‘For shame,’ he cries, ‘let go, and let me go;

My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone,

And ’tis your fault I am bereft him so:

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone:
For all my mind, my thought, my busy care,
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.’

Thus she replies: ‘Thy palfrey, as he should,
Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire:
Affection is a coal that must be cool’d;
Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire:
The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none;
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone.



Jyutu noyToBbii roy6s — JaMCKHU A3BIYOK —

ITposopxosan: «Kymup Mot B cMepTHOM Mupe,

bByab Tel feBuna, 6yab 51 My)KHYOK,

To6oit cnpocTta nopanen, 6yib 1 B TUpe
Jlio60BHOM — TO yx 51 6 Hamen Gaib3am,
XoTs 6bl 3an1aTHI COGOIO CaM».

«Otpnaii MHe, ypa, PyKy, YTO IpMCTaia?»
«Her, — roBopuT, — cHayaa faii MHe pyKy
U cepaue, 4T06 YyryHHBIM He Ka3ajoCh,
Crenoe ckyuHo He 6peJio no Kpyry,
He To u 51 cama ouyryneio,
Hanonumpmucek yyrynueii Teoeio».

«ITozophuna! — opet oH. — Y6upaiica!
Becb neHb KOHIO NOJ XBOCT, YTO B JIeC yApal,
Bce — ¢doxkycel TBOM! Coxer meku, KpacHbI#,
bea nomanu! Her, MaTs, Te6e nopa!
He no Te6s MHe, eciim xouellb 3HATh.
Konsxky 6 oT KOGbLIbI OTOPBATH».

Ha uro ona: «Ax, 3HauMT, Xxepebual
W mexy TeM, BII06GIEHHOrO AyIIEBHO,

A TpyaHo, JaXke eCJIM ThI B cepjilaX,
XOJIOMHLIM CleIaTh IJ1aMsl CTPACTH FHEBHO,
besbpexHeit Mops xkap cepaell-yrieii,

Tax 6e3 TosKy — OpaTh Ha Jomajeii.
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‘How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree,

Servilely master’d with a leathern rein!

But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair fee,

He held such petty bondage in disdain;
Throwing the base thong from his bending crest,
Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast.

‘Who sees his true-love in her naked bed,
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white,
But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed,
His other agents aim at like delight?
Who is so faint, that dare not be so bold
To touch the fire, the weather being cold?

‘Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy;

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee,

To take advantage on presented joy;

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach thee.
O learn to love; the lesson is but plain,
And once made perfect, never lost again.’

5,%@'1
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ITokopcTBeHHBII CMOTpEJICSA KOHBb Ha ,ATh",
Ero nepxana nerkas yazaa,
Ho cronio koGeL1y yBUAATS,
Bce nonHyno, Tenepb ojiHa 3Be3/a.
IMoanpyru pasneTeauch, ¥ MyHAWTYK,
3y6amu CIOMaHHbIH, M3/jajl IE€YaIbHbIA 3BYK.

A kTO GBI, BUJS TOJIYIO OAPYXKKY
Ha 6eso3uMHecHeXKHOH NPOCTHIHE,
M3s11mHO KaMHYBIIYIO CJIIOHKOMN Ha MOJYIIKY,
XoTb nociie y>)kuHa, He BCIILIXHET, BECh B OTHE.
Korza Mopo3a XOTb 3y6bIMHU CTy4H,
Kro seHuTCS pasxeub OroHb B Ie4n?

Jpyxoyex, MU3BBUHMM-Ka MbI C TOGOH
Kous. Te6e 6b1 cnen ¢ HUX 6paTh npuMep,
Pa3 mHe He ynanochs npuBuTh TEOE J1I0GOBB,
Te6s 06yunT pxymmii kaBanep.
CMoOTpH, YpOK JI0GBY, ee HayKa —
ITpocTas v NpUATCTBEHHAS WTYKa».
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‘I know not love,” quoth he, ‘nor will not know it,
Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it;
*Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it;
My love to love is love but to disgrace it;
For I have heard it is a life in death,
That laughs and weeps, and all but with a breath.

‘Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish’d?

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth?

If springing things be any jot diminish’d,

They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth:
The colt that ’s back’d and burden’d being young
Loseth his pride and never waxeth strong.

‘You hurt my hand with wringing; let us part,

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat:

Remove your siege from my unyielding heart;

To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate:
Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your flattery;
For where a heart is hard, they make no battery.’

‘What! canst thou talk?’ quoth she, ‘hast thou a tongue?

O! would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing;

Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double wrong;

I had my load before, now press’d with bearing:
Melodious discord, heavenly tune, harsh-sounding,
Ear’s deep-sweet music, and heart’s deep-sore wounding.



«3HaTh HE X04y OTHIO/b BCIO 3Ty APSHb,

Kyna ckakatb, Benib AieBka He KaGaHYHK,

Ckyuuila 3To BC€, U Thl — OTCTaHb.

JI1060Bb, 11060BBIO, 1106, TI06H, O MAJIbYUK,
JKusHb nocjie cMepTH B A€TAX, CJI€3bl, CMEX...
Jla nydme B rpo6, ueM ceit BO3XylIHbIii rpex!

Kro xoauT B 6pIoKax, riie MOTHSA He BIIMTA?
Kto noMut BeTky BepGbl 10 BECHBI?
Kro TonueT uyTh NpPOKIIOHYBIIEE KUTO —
Tomy He cBeTAT X1€6yIIKH BKYCHBI!
Bnpsaru-xa B rwryr Manoro xepe6eHka,
U BeipacTeT He Jomajb, a KJISYOHKa!

Xopom KpyTHTh MHE HaJiblibl, H3JIOMaCHIb,
ITpocTH, npouaii, mycras 60J1TOBHA,
Hanpacho moii kopa6b Thl aGopaaxuimb,
Yro rpevyeckoro 1mjamMs MHe OTHs?
YTpu xe conm, BOIUIM, JIECTh U BPakH,
Opex He o 3ybam TBoei#i aTake!»

«Yro capimy 51?7 Hemoit 3arosopui!
Ho sryume 661 TbI, MHJIBIIT MOIA, MOJTgas!
Masbuniika, YTO B Aylle Thl HATBOPHI,
TBoit craakuii rojoc aerreM B CEpALC CTa,
I'ne Masio caaaKkoro v Tak-to 6nL10!
Moii cayx TBOs KaHTaTa oTpaBmal
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‘Had I no eyes, but ears, my ears would love
That inward beauty and invisible;
Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move
Each part in me that were but sensible:
Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see,
Yet should I be in love by touching thee.

‘Say, that the sense of feeling were bereft me,
And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch,
And nothing but the very smell were left me,
Yet would my love to thee be still as much;
For from the still’tory of thy face excelling
Comes breath perfum’d that breedeth love by smelling.

‘But O! what banquet wert thou to the taste,
Being nurse and feeder of the other four;
Would they not wish the feast might ever last,
And bid Suspicion double-lock the door,
Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest,
5O Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast?’



3Hail — 1 ocslenuy, noJo6I0 Ha CIyX
JBwxennii ckpunky, ¢eldTy HeXHbIX B3JIOXOB,
OrjioxHy s — BCA IUIOTh, KaK YyTKUH IyX,
BocuyBcTByeT kacaHbe ClafiKUX TOKOB!

U uTo MHe B TOM, UTO I1a3, ymeH JUuIyCh?

S nMme xacaHbeM B KU3HU YAEPKYChb!

A ecnu 4yBCTBa BCE MEHS TIOKHUHYT
M ue CMOTY s1 KOXY OCs3aTh,
Yrto B Tom?! [lokysa HO3APH HE OCTBIHYT,
CTpacTb He yCTYIUT CMEPTH HU Ha NAAb!
Y0BAT HO3JpH lieK 6raroyxaHbe,
W HanuTaeT cTpacTb TBOE AblXaHbe!

M Bkyc! Tol 6 TosbKO 3HAJ, KaKOMH Thbl MUP!
Ha uTo ueThlpe uyBCcTBa OCTalbHbIE?

Bxyc HebbiBasblii, Kak ()PYKTOBbIH XHUP,
Jlio60Bb uMeeT. [lBepy Ha 3aMOK BXOJHbIE,

l'lpoqb PE€BHOCTD, XK€Yb — NPOHBIPJHBbLIX I‘OCTeﬁ,

BoBeku noJiou 6yab, 0 cTOJ cTpacTeii!»
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Once more the ruby-colour’d portal open’d,

Which to his speech did honey passage yield;

Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d

Wrack to the seaman, tempest to the field,
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds,
Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds.

This ill presage advisedly she marketh:
Even as the wind is hush’d before it raineth,
Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh,
Or as the berry breaks before it staineth,
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun,
His meaning struck her ere his words begun.

And at his look she flatly falleth down,
For looks kill love and love by looks reviveth;
A smile recures the wounding of a frown;
But blessed bankrupt, that by love so thriveth!
The silly boy, believing she is dead,
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red;

And all-amaz’d brake off his late intent,

For sharply he did think to reprehend her,

Which cunning love did wittily prevent:

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her!
For on the grass she lies as she were slain,
Till his breath breatheth life in her again.



OTKpELLT POT OTPOK — pPOT ajeit py6uHa,
JlaGbl U3 yCT peke MeXOBOil Teub,
Peke u3 nuen Kycauux, NuIMrpumy
Pot kpacHblii oc npeaBemaeT cMepPTh.
3aps Takas TONMT WIXYHbI, Gpuru,
Jlec BaT Ha oBen, pBeT cyacThe NTHII, KaK BapBap —
JIUCTbAA KHUTH.
H B poT eMy cMOTp#i, OHa Tpeneller,
Eit naysa xymHa nepej rposoii,
Bosk B ¢peBpase Tak CKaJUT NacTh 3J10BelIE
Ha xeptsy. Kak nox noausToii Horoi
Yepuuumna, Kak rpyAb 3a Iar 10 My,
Ona MepTBa — JMIIb 3y6bl NPOGIECHYIH.

M axnyna, n 3aBajmiach B IpOK.
Hona Barnsizom — 6nemymum no6seyouiineii,
YnapusumnM us-noj 6poseit aapom,
B rpyasb. «Ax!» (Ho 4T06 no6.mmke Tak CBAIUTbLCS,
Ymeruna.) O BepUT, KypayokK.
Eii mwexu TperT, M rae Ta 6J€AHOCTD HIEK?

Jlypax 3a6bl1 Bce BepHble CJIOBa,

KoTopsiMu XoTen oT6pOCHTh NPHCTaBATY.

Jlucuna ueproBa, Hy Thl U rojiosal

XoTb cMepTh U306pa3uilib, YTO6 TOJNLKO HE MONAJO.
B TpaBe 3acTiBIIM, KaK NapaIMTUYKA,
JKzer 3amaxa U3 MUJIBIX Iy0 JIMCHYKa.
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He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks,
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard,
He chafes her lips; a thousand ways he seeks
To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr’d:
He Kkisses her; and she, by her good will,
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still.

The night of sorrow now is turn’d to day:
Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth,
Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array
He cheers the morn and all the world relieveth:
And as the bright sun glorifies the sky,
So is her face illumin’d with her eye;

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd,
As if from thence they borrow’d all their shine.
Were never four such lamps together mix’d,
Had not his clouded with his brows’ repine;
But hers, which through the crystal tears gave light,
54 Shone like the moon in water seen by night.




OH HOC el TpeT, OH JIYIUT IO LlieKaM,
M, nanpubl BHIKPYTHB, CUMTAET MYJIbC 3aMsCThs,
OH nyer B ry6n! eit. «Kaxoit g xam, —
OH aymaeT, — yrpo6ui, BOT HecyacTbe!»
Packassmnce, 6an6ec ee neayer.
(Kouneuno sxe, ona MepTBa U He KaliyeT.)

U BoT — 0, cuacTbe! — Tyya nponecsach!
JBe dhopTouku oyeii NpOBETPUBAIOT AYUIY,
OH, CJIOBHO COJIHIIE, HAJIUJI CBETOM IpS3b,
ByinB xu3Hb, Kak okeaH, B 6ecpOpPMEHHYIO JIyxKy.
B HouHylo cepocTb — okeaH Hebec.
OrBepanack TBepAb oyec B candupax CIAAKUX Cles.

3pa'—lKH CKBO3b CJIE€3bI B3IJisAJ €ro Halljiu,

Kak 6y,LlTO NHWJIN U3 HETO CBOE CUAHDLE,

C JIYHOIO COJIHLI€ BMECTE BBbICb B3OILIH,

H Bot YK B3ODp €ro YKPbIT 3a O6JIaKaMl/l,
Ee xe B3rJsA B Ipyay Cji€3, AHEM HArpeTom,
FOpI/IT, KaK MecCsl, OTPaXECHHBIM CBETOM.
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‘O! where am I?’ quoth she, ‘in earth or heaven,
Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire?
What hour is this? or morn or weary even?
Do I delight to die, or life desire?
But now I liv’d, and life was death’s annoy;
But now I died, and death was lively joy.

‘O! thou didst kill me; kill me once again:

Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine,

Hath taught them scornful tricks and such disdain

That they have murder’d this poor heart of mine;
And these mine eyes, true leaders to their queen,
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen.

‘Long may they kiss each other for this cure!

O! never let their crimson liveries wear;

And as they last, their verdure still endure,

To drive infection from the dangerous year:
That the star-gazers, having writ on death,
May say, the plague is banish’d by thy breath.

‘Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted,

What bargains may I make, still to be sealing?

To sell myself I can be well contented,

So thou wilt buy and pay and use good dealing;
Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips.



«Oi, raeii-To s? — 6OrMHA Bonpomaia, —
Bokpyr Oanmn, 3eMi1s1, BOJIHA UM OFOHb?
KoTopsrit yac? Konen unm Hayano?
S ymepaa unb poaunacy? M rae TBoO# KOHB?
O, NOMHIO BKYC CMEPTEIbHbIH XU3HH XKYTKOH,
M cMepThb Kaszanack MHe xuBeiieil WyTKOI.

U o1 youn mens! Youn! Youn!

VY6eii xxe BHOBB, 0, U3Bepr GecceplaeyHbiii!

I'nasa couynThbes SA0M HaydmII

W oTpaBisiTh MHE )XH3Hb, TBOIl HPaB HEYEJOBEYHbIH.
Kornaa 651 ry6 Tbl He 06100b13aJ,
YBuzenu 661 cMEPTh Naky MOM — IJia3a.

Ienyi xe Bo cnacenbe oba oxa,

YT06 CHHMM MX He BBILBECTD, KakK ILIallaMm,

3paukamM, OKa FOPAT OHH TIyGOKO,

3EeMHYIO IIOTh HE XpaTb YyMHbIM rOfiaM.
AcTpoJior, 4TO TBOPUT MMPOIHCaHbE,
PeueT, 4TO MUD XHMBUT TBOE JibIXaHbe

Cypryu CJIoHbl ie4aThbio Iy6 Hakpo#,
O, ckoJibKo 3amayy g 3a nocjanbe!
S sannauy, noxanyiicra, aymoii,
Kynu ee, ona — ouaposanbe;
3a BecTOuKy roTOBa i OTAATh
Ce6s. Bot ycT cypryu, BaaBu nievarsb!
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‘A thousand kisses buys my heart from me;

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one.

What is ten hundred touches unto thee?

Are they not quickly told and quickly gone?
Say, for non-payment that the debt should double,
Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble?’

‘Fair queen,’ quoth he, ‘if any love you owe me,
Measure my strangeness with my unripe years:
Before I know myself, seck not to know me;
No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears:
The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast,
Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste.

‘Look! the world’s comforter, with weary gait,
His day’s hot task hath ended in the west;
The owl, night’s herald, shrieks, 'tis very late;
The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest,
And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven’s light
58 Do summon us to part and bid good night.



Ienio s cepaie B Thi LieJOBHEH,
Cnabo 110 0AHOMY UX OTCUMTATD?
Cro pa3 npo jaecaTh, He Haliielib CMelIHe i
Llensr. CMenIHbIE ZEHBIM IPEX HE JaTh,
A To Ha CYeTUMK NOoMNafielllb, IPOCPOYUB,
Ho 4To aBe ThImH, TaK, MPOMEXIY IPOYUM?»

«Ilocaymaii, ¢pes, ecru Bnpasay JoOULIb,
Cnuiy Ha BO3pacT Bce MOM (UHTHI,

Ce6s He 3HAIOIETO NIPUrYOHUB — 3aryOMIlb,
Jlaii cTaTh mMypeHKy LIyKoil, CIbINHILD, ThI?
Th1 5 cauBy emp-TO 3penyio, Kak Mej,

A He 3esenylo, 4To6 3260J1€J1 X)KUBOT?

CMOTpH, 3aKPbLIO COJHBIMIKO KAJIUTKY

Ha 3anaze, Tpyaom yromieso,

3ayxajsa coBa, YATasg TbMbI OTKPBITKY,

Craja B xJieBaxX, ¥ NITHLbI B THE3JAX CHOAT AABHO.
U yroabusle Tyuu Heba cBeT
3actaanu... Ham 65l y>x npocTUTLCA CEA.
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‘Now let me say good night, and so say you;
If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.’
‘Good night,” quoth she; and ere he says adieu,
The honey fee of parting tender’d is:
Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace;
Incorporate then they seem, face grows to face.

Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backward drew
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth,
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew,
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth:
He with her plenty press’d, she faint with dearth,
Their lips together glu’d, fall to the earth.

Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey,

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth;

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey,

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth;
Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so high,
That she will draw his lips’ rich treasure dry.

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil,
With blindfold fury she begins to forage;
Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil,
And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage;
Planting oblivion, beating reason back,
Forgetting shame’s pure blush and honour’s wrack.



Jasait apyr apyry ckaxeM ,Jlo6py Houb®,

M 6yner nouenyii Teée Tornar.

«Jlal Jlo6poit HouM», — KpUKHYJIa 3B€3/ia

Benepa. Tonbko OH OTBETUTDH XOYET,
OHa BKpYT 1lleM CTPacTHO 06BHJIACh,
U B ry6pl NpHOTKPbIThIE BIMIACD.

Teneps, nokyna ry6 He oréeper
KopainoBeix MO IJIEHHUK OT JIOG3aHbA,
OHna cJIIoHBI BIIMBAET CJIAJKHI MeJ,
U nouesyit Hapymmw1 paccraBaHbe.

OH 3a10XHy/ICcs, es KaxJIET JackK,

U, chuBuych, NajaioT B AECATHINA pas.

Tax cTpacTh BIMBaeT KaJHO XEPTBbI JPOXKb,
Tax pbich xpeT 3aiiKy, HONOCTACh HeJENIo,
PoT — pakeTHp, A€HBIY COCYLIMIT HOX,
Passienn 10 HUTKH 3a ILUIOXO€E MOBEAEHBE,

Kak Mropb-kHs3b Tak 060K JpeBIIsH,

Taxk Ha uccoxiem PTY CTPACTb-COKOJI KDOBbIO IbAH.

Pa3b6oii B Helt 6yauT ajoe ciagocTpacThbe,
M kpyTUTCA B HEHCTOBCTBE OHa,
JbIMsich TMLOM, B Iapax XMeJbHOTro 6e306pas3bs,
B 6ecuecTHOM riyme JomnbsiHa NbsHa,
Moaru kujas B IaMEHHYIO ThMY,
U cToix, ¥ gyury pactepss B AbIMY.
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Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing,
Like a wild bird being tam’d with too much handling,
Or as the fleet-foot roe that ’s tir’d with chasing,
Or like the froward infant still'd with dandling,

He now obeys, and now no more resisteth,

While she takes all she can, not all she listeth.

What wax so frozen but dissolves with tempering,
And yields at last to every light impression?
Things out of hope are compass’d oft with venturing,
Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commission:
Affection faints not like a pale-fac’d coward,
But then woos best when most his choice is froward.

When he did frown, O! had she then gave over,
Such nectar from his lips she had not suck’d.
Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover;
What though the rose have prickles, yet ’tis pluck’d:
Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast,
Yet love breaks through and picks them all at last.
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A oH, pa3/iaB/ieHHbIiI KOBapHBIMM THCKaMH,
Kak cxBopymka cnpocra pe6subiMHU pyKaMH,
Wb 3arsaHHbii OJIeHb NIpEJ eChbUM PbIKOM,
W auts npej MaTepUHCKUM JIMKOM,
OH et HU B ueM yx GoJibllle He IEPEYHT,
Bort 6e3 nperpaj ona UKpy-TO MeYer.

Bock tBepa. Ho Tak Msarueer ot Harpesa,
Yro TpoHeub — OTMEYaTOK HAIHULIO.
Hanexnay samensieT nbu1 JymeBHbliH,

He naxHymuii HM Mepoii, HU KOHLIOM,

JIio608Bb OTHIOJb HE POACTBEHHHILIA CTpaxa,

I'Ipe*r Ha pOXOH, AypHa, 4YTO poCcOMaxa.

HaxMypb oH 6poBb, ¥ BLLIbETCS OGPATHO
HexTap coHbl M3 aJHbIX )XEHCKHX YCT,
Jli06asa KOKOCTb FOHUT 6€3BO3BPATHO
CrpacTb, mun o60poHsAET alblii KyCT.
Ho crpacTp u gBaguaTs oboiigeT 3aMKoOB,
PBsa Bce nseThl, Bcex n3bexaB IIMIIOB.



For pity now she can no more detain him;

The poor fool prays her that he may depart:

She is resolv’d no longer to restrain him,

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart,
The which, by Cupid’s bow she doth protest,

He carries thence incaged in his breast.

‘Sweet boy,’ she says, ‘this night I ’ll waste in sorrow,
For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch.
Tell me, Love’s master, shall we meet toomorrow?
Say, shall we? shall we? wilt thou make the match?’
He tells her, no; to-morrow he intends
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends.

‘The boar!” quoth she; whereat a sudden pale,

Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose,

Usurps her cheeks, she trembles at his tale,

And on his neck her yoking arms she throws:
She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck,
He on her belly falls, she on her back.




XKaip, Ko yrpa He yaepxaTh 60JBaHa,

Yro HOET, YMOJISISl OTIIYCTHUTD,

W eit npuxoauTCsA POT OTOPBATh OT KpaHa,

Ckasas: «IIpomaii sxe, Aa He cMeit 3a6bITh!
Kak ragko ynectu Bo pTy ¢ co6oio
Uyxoe cepjie ¢ BOTKHYTOH cTpesioo!

Ax, cnageHbKui, 51 10 yTpa nporuiayy!

Te6s rimasa 601bHOMY CEPALY HE MOKaXYT,

Kaxk Hacuer 3aBTpa cMOTpHIIB? A? A, 3aifunk?

A, xak Tbl 3aBTpa? Uro, Moii 60r, BeAb Na xKeP»
«HeT, U3BMHM, — OTBETHJIA CTEHA, —
Cobpasicst koe ¢ keM Ha kaGaHa».

«Ha xa6ana?» BoT TyT oHa GieaHeeT.
Kak nosoTHO Hax TOJIBKOYTOWLIHO# po30ii,
Or cloBa «Bernpb» B JIMLO €if CTyXka BeeT.
Ha mee BucHeT, nepenyraHa yrpo3oit.

H, Bpose HeHapoO4HO, BHHU3 BJEYeT.

M — na cnuHy noJ HUM, JIOBKa, Kak 4yepr!

3--3326
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Now is she in the very lists of love,
Her champion mounted for the hot encounter:
All is imaginary she doth prove,
He will not manage her, although he mount her;
That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy,
To clip Elysium and to lack her joy.

Even as poor birds, deceiv’d with painted grapes,
Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw,
Even so she languisheth in her mishaps,
As those poor birds that helpless berries saw.
The warm effects which she in him finds missing,
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing.

But all in vain; good queen, it will not be:

She hath assay’d as much as may be prov’d;

Her pleading hath deserv’d a greater fee;

She ’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not lov’d.
‘Fie, fie!’ he says, ‘you crush me; let me go;
You have no reason to withhold me so.’




HeyxTo noxpaanace? Y oH Ha Heii!
Bepxom cokonuk xapkuii, Bce roroso!
O, cok MeuTbl — 06HJIbHEN BCcex cialoHek!
IMpmxmypuaack... AH HET TOJYKA KHUBOTO...
U cyx Boane Boabl TanTana por,
3auura, Bulb, 6aba B paii, 1a cpasy X OT BOPOT...

Kak G6eqHble o6MaHyThie ITHYKH

PucoBaHHbI€ STOABI KIIIOOT,

Tak mMamyT ee HOrM No NMpPUBBIYKE,

A AroJ HeT B XKeJyAKaX NTHL, U TYT...
XKap HaBepcTaTh, yNyLIEHHBII MO )KUBOTOM,
CrapaeTcs LeJNyIOIHUMCS PTOM.

Bce 6e3 Toaxy, napuna, 3psa Maxaia,

Bce cpeacrsa xopouu, Jia TOJIKy B HUX...

Tsl, paccTapasBuimce, 310pOBO Nonaia,

Jlio608b TBI. ThI BMIOGHIACH. MI3BUHH. ..
«Tby Ha Te6s1, — oper, — mycTH, JocTanal
C uyero 6 onAThb Thl TaK MEHS 3aXOMyTasa?»




‘Thou hadst been gone,” quoth she, ‘sweet boy, ere this,
But that thou told’st me thou wouldst hunt the boar.
O! be advis’d; thou know’st not what it is
With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore,
Whose tushes never sheath’d he whetteth still,
Like to a mortal butcher, bent to kill.

‘On his bow-back he hath a battle set

Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes;

His eyes like glow-worms shine when he doth fret;

His snout digs sepulchres where’er he goes;
Being mov’d, he strikes whate’er is in his way,
And whom he strikes his crooked tushes slay.

‘His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d,
Are better proof than thy spear’s point can enter;
His short thick neck cannot be easily harm’d;
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture:
The thorny brambles and embracing bushes,
As fearful of him part, through whom he rushes.

‘Alas! he nought esteems that face of thine,
To which Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes;
Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips, and crystal eyne,
Whose full perfection all the world amazes;
But having thee at vantage, wondrous dread!
Would root these beauties as he roots the mead.



«O, ThI 6 ymes, MOl c1akui, yxoas,

Ho cTpamen MHe paccka3s TBOM 06 oXxoTe,

IIpexynpexnaio a Tebs, auTH,

Bam xaGaHa He B3ATb 32 3J0POBO XKMBETE,
U kak MACHMK CKOTHHYIIKE — IITBIKOM,
YxaceH HeJOGUTBII Benpb KIbIKOM!

leTnnucTas Mopaa kabaHa,

Bcs B nene, yrpoxaionie-yxacHa,

U Haj riasaMu anbIMM CIIMHA

T'op6aTa, nouBy XKpeT OH eXxeyYacHo,
Morue! post BceM, KTO Monajer
Ha xupik ero. OH XploKaeT, peBerT.

Ero 60xa 1meTHHMCTO YE€pPCTBHI,
IToxu-ka Mpokosu UX, MaTbUYMK, TMKOH,
Jlo ToscTOl Ieu He XOCTaThb, YBbI!
Bo rueBe 6beTCsi OH CO JIbBOM-BJIaJIBIKOH,
Kosoune kyctsl — ¥ Te, macys,
Korza oH mpeT, curaioT BpacchiiHyio.

OH He yBUIMT KPacoThl TBOEH
U He 3aMperT OT Gyiecka CUX Oue,
IIpexpacHBIX pyK, I'y6 HEXXHBIX HE OLICHHUT,

Kaxk MHPp BECh OLI€EHHJI, A TOJIBKO MODAY BCIIEHUT.

U ecn nob6epercs, uyp! uyp! Ax!
HapoeT rpyas, Kak poeTcs B KOPHAX.
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‘O! let him keep his loathsome cabin still;

Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends:

Come not within his danger by thy will;

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends.
When thou didst name the boar, not to dissemble,
I fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did tremble.

‘Didst thou not mark my face? was it not white?
Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye?
Grew I not faint? And fell I not downright?
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie,
My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest,
But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my breast.

‘For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy
Doth call himself Affection’s sentinel;
Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny,
And in a peaceful hour doth cry “Kill, killl”
Distempering gentle Love in his desire,
70 As air and water do abate the fire.



He TpoHb ThI N€xk6HIa €r0 CBUHOTO,

Kpacasuy Hu k yeMy onacHbI#f MOHCTP.

Puck 106poBOJILHBIN ITYCT, MaJIbIl, BEPhb CJIOBY,

Yxaunus TOT, 4eil CIyX K COBETY Jpyra ocTp.
Mowu KONeHKH CTYKHYJIUCh, KaK KaMHU
Cynnb6bl1, eaBa Ha3BaJl Thl kabaHa MHe.

3aMeTHs1 Thl, KakK cTaa A 6jeqHa?

A yxaca Bo B3risiie He yBUIeNn?

KosbLom pyk, HOr cBOMX OT kaGaHa

Baexy Te6s x rpyam. O, BHuay, BHuAM!
I'pyne B3BOJIHOBaIACh, CIVIOIIL CepALEGHEHbE,
Te6s kauHyBIIM, KaK 3eMJIETPACEHbE.

Bean s peBHylo, Tak Bceraa B 068U
EcTb peBHOCTD — JIOXKHBII CTOPOX HACHAXKAEHDS,
»Bpar, Bpar! — kpuunT. — Bop, Bop, 1081, KaBu!
beit nacMepTh!“ A BOKpPYr — HM JYHOBEHbSI.

Tak cepauy Henaneko xo 6expl,

Kax ¢axesy ot BeTpa xa BojbI.
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‘This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy,

This canker that eats up Love’s tender spring,

This carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy,

That sometime true news, sometime false doth bring,
Knocks at my heart, and whispers in mine ear
That if I love thee, I thy death should fear:

‘And more than so, presenteth to mine eye

The picture of an angry-chafing boar,

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie

An image like thyself, all stain’d with gore;
Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed
Doth make them droop with grief and hang the head.

‘What should I do, seeing thee so indeed,
That tremble at the imagination?
The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed,
And fear doth teach it divination:
I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow,
If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow.

‘But if thou needs wilt hunt, be rul’d by me;
Uncouple at the timorous flying hare,
Or at the fox which lives by subtilty,
Or at the roe which no encounter dare:
Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the downs,
And on thy well-breath’d horse keep with thy hounds.



Haywnuk mxuB. JHKHB MaKOCTHBIN IITHOH!

Yepsb, NoXUPaIOIHii BECHY 1O6OBHYIO,

JIxeT S3bIKOM MPaBAMBON CKa3KH OH,

U Bapyr coBpeT Bcio npaBiy 6e3yCiOBHYIO.
MHe rosioc 6bL1, BEIyeT CEPALIE MHE,
Kommap, 3akaT TBOUX MHE BUAETb JHEM,

Mue 60s1bHO, MHE NPEACTaBUIOCH Ceiuac,
Kaxk 6ynro snech BaGenreHHbI GbL1 KabaH,
Ha 4ybMX CIIMHHBIX MIMIAX JIEXKaJ Kak pa3
Teb6e nono6GHBINi HEKTO, B AbIpax paH,

C GonTaromenca MEPTBOH roJIOBOH,

H xpoBb Tekna B 11BeTOYEK rONy6ONt.

YTo fesaTh MHE C BUJEHUEM GOJIBHBIM?
OHo npuBHJENOCHh U CKPBLIOCH,
Ho Mbic/b 0 HEM He CKpBLIACh C HUM,
Moo, npouty, Hy caesail MMJIOCTb,
Te6e — cMepTh, rope MHe! — { uyio B TOKax BeTpa,
Korza HazaBTpa Thl JOTOHUIIb BETIPS. 73

Te6e noxait oxory? Uro x, U3BOJIb,
Tonsit cebe no poimmuam 3aiuumKy,
Jlucy yapaTb U3 HOPKH IPUHEBOJID,
OuJieHs1, ATMHHOPOTOro He CJIMIIKOM,
Tousiics 3a TPYCAMBBIMM 3BEPSAMH,
Ckauy, TpaBM HX 3JIbIMU KOGenamu!



‘And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare,

Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles

How he outruns the winds, and with what care

He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles:
The many musits through the which he goes
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes.

‘Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep,
To make the cunning hounds mistake their smell,
And sometime where earth-delving conies keep,
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell,
And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer;
Danger deviseth shifts; wit waits on fear:

‘For there his smell with others being mingled,
The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to doubt,
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out;
Then do they spend their mouths: Echo replies,
74 As if another chase were in the skies.



ITogHMMYT HCBI B KyCTaX KOCOro Tpyca,
A OH — NeT/IATh, XUTPUTD, CyALOBI CrIacaThCs,
3a HUM, 3a BETPOM BCKayb, — KaK XOuellb, JI€JI0 BKyca, —
Tyna, ciona, oH He Ha4HeT KycaTbCs,
OH U3 JIOXGUHKH B HOPKY Jia B JIOXKOUHKY,
3anacT 3ajauKky, yMOTaeT MCHHKY.

ITpockaueT Mex oBel] rycToil oTapsl,
3anaxHeT XKMPHBIM 3aIIaXOM OBLIBI,
3aCKOYMT B TOCTH K KPOJMKY Ha mapy —
W papyr 3aMOJIKHYT, IOTEPABLUIMCD, MChI.
A TO B OJIEHBUX KaThIIIKAX NOTPETCH...
/y TPYCOB — HY OTKyZa uTo 6epeTcs?
//
CMenraet 3anax, IOAM €ro yHIoxai,
HapnyeT ononuusmyiocs csopy,
Jlaji cMoskHeT, 3a3B€HUT KOMapHK B YXO,
Ho cHOBa xapkiM TOHYMM 3anax BIIOpY,
H c obnakoB pasgacTcs a3xa 3BOH,
Kak 6ynTo Ha Hebe TakoH XKe roH. 75
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‘By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill,
Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear,
To hearken if his foes pursue him still:
Anon their loud alarums he doth hear;
And now his grief may be compared well
To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell.

‘Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch
Turn, and return, indenting with the way;
Each envious briar his weary legs doth scratch,
Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay:
For misery is trodden on by many,
And being low never reliev’d by any.

‘Lie quietly, and hear a little more;
Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise:
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar,
Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralize,
Applying this to that, and so to so;
For love can comment upon every woe.

‘Where did I leave?’ ‘No matter where,” quoth he;
‘Leave me, and then the story aptly ends:
The night is spent,” ‘Why, what of that?’ quoth she.
‘I'am,’” quoth he, ‘expected of my friends;

And now 'tis dark, and going I shall fall.’

‘In night,” quoth she, ‘desire sees best of all.’



A 3asan ussaneka, Ha XoJMe

Ha snans! 3aiH1e NpUNOAHUMAACD,

Ywmamu saii 10Bs1i, OKaMeHeJl.

U cxaueT cepalie B HeM, He YHUMasACh,
B ToMeHbe CMEPTHOM CJIbIIIA, KaK CKBO3b COH,
Jlaii, xak 609K NOXOPOHHBIN 3BOH.

Yapullib €ro JOpoOXKH Thl B poce,
IMeTnsiomuit ero yBUAMIIG 1yTh,
Kaxk nanku o6erasiv xaMHu Bce,
Bce Tenu, Bce. Bcé HaBOAMIO KYTb.
Bce, Bcs, onacHo 6b110 OTOBCIOAY.
Hu apyx6e He cryunThbes ¢ HUM, HY 4yay.

Jlexxu, nexu, He npbirai, MaJIb4UK MOii,
Mens nociymaii, HUKyIa He PBHUCh,
H xypb kabanbio OT cebs J0JIOH,
XoTb He 11061 MeHs, Jja IOAYUHUCD,
bynse s xoTh KTO, a Kes10 roBoOpIO.
JIio60Bb BCe 3naet! Beps, s B kopeHs 3pio!

Tax uro s ropopuna?» — «HamnnepaTs!
Ilycru, noiiny, U cka3ouke KOHell,

Houb na aBope!» — «Hy, Houb.» — «fl % Tak npocnaTs

Puckyio BcTpeuy! — 3aopan oHen. —
A cuac noiiay Aa LIENHYCh B TEMHOTE!»
Omna B otBeT: «ThMa — cBeTOU KpacoTe.
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‘But if thou fall, O! then imagine this,
The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips,
And all is but to rob thee of a kiss.
Rich preys make true men thieves; so do thy lips
Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn,
Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn.

‘Now of this dark night I perceive the reason:

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine,

Till forging Nature be condemn’d of treason,

For stealing moulds from heaven that were divine;
Wherein she fram’d thee in high heaven’s despite,
To shame the sun by day and her by night.

‘And therefore hath she brib’d the Destinies,
To cross the curious workmanship of nature,
To mingle beauty with infirmities,
And pure perfection with impure defeature;
Making it subject to the tyranny
Of mad mischances and much misery;



M ynagems — 3HaTb, 32 HOT'H 3CMJIsS
Tebs cxpaTuia, yTo6 TOGOM BJAAETD,
Yr106bl HACHJILHO LIeJIOBaTh Tebs,

CraTb BAPYr BOPOBKOIi: Kak OT JieHer, obaileTh

Or ry6! [luana npsyeTcsa cama
Cpennb Ty4, 605Ch cOitTH € TO6OI ¢ ymal

S, kcTaTH, NOHKUMAIO, YTO 32 MpaK —

boruHs B3rusn cepe6paHbIi OTBOAMT,

BoT sio uero npekpaceH Thl, Iypak,

UYrto He60 OT cpaBHEHMS YXOAMT!
Bosich, 4TO 6/1€CKOM COJHIIE Thl 3aTMUIIb,
A MecsIl cTaHET CepEeHbKUM, KAaK MbIIlb!»

BabiBaeT k poky 61eHas GoruHs,

YT06 C HElo He MOIJia 3eMJISi PaBHATbCS:

«Pok, nayponyit kpacoTsl CBATBIHH,

Cyau ee uepTaM B TEHSX TEpSAThCH,
IMpeameToM clienas 37106HBIX TUPaHUMH
M Husocreit, 1a u Boobue, youii!»
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‘As burning fevers, agues pale and faint,
Life-poisoning pestilence and frenzies wood,
The marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint
Disorder breeds by heating of the blood;
Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn’d despair,
Swear nature’s death for framing thee so fair.

‘And not the least of all these maladies
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under:
Both favour, savour, hue, and qualities,
Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder,
Are on the sudden wasted, thaw’d and done,
As mountain-snow melts with the mid-day sun.

‘Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity,

Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns,

That on the earth would breed a scarcity

And barren dearth of daughters and of sons,
Be prodigal: the lamp that burns by night
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light.

‘What is thy body but a swallowing grave,
Seeming to bury that posterity
Which by the rights of time thou needs must have,
If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity?

If so, the world will hold thee in disdain,

Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.



U poxk Hacnai, nociaymas, 6J1eHbI Kap.
SIn B KPOBBL NPOHMK — YYMOIO KPOBb COTpEJach,
THMIOmUX HEPBOB OJEPEBEHENIOCTb...
«BnuTanm KocTH IIaBsmMil noxap,
3a 6eck TBOI MCTUT Ge3yMHeM YHBIHMIT
CBoJi ropHMit YepHBIH, CBOJA TOPHHII CHHUIA!

U HeT rpaHnLbl MPOKAXKEHHBIX JHEMH,
Yeit MuT ¢ IMXBOIO MPUBELET K N00eIe,
Hap 3b16K0it KpacoToi BLICOKMX YyBCTB, CTPacTeii,
U Tb1 nocnenuuit BUAET UX Ha CBETE.
Bricoxuit x1an MX, CHETr paHUTHBIX rop,
Kunur, pactonnen conHueM, KpyTuT cop!

Tax YTO )X HEBUHHOCTb 6€3 TOJKY XpaHHIIb? -
Tel uTO, BecTaNKa? — YUCT, Kak TPU MOHAIKuU?!
C Hux 6paTh NpuUMep — TaK HM OJMH MaJIbIII
He npooper, uto oH poxjeH B pybauike!
Byae npoue, TpaThcs, B 1aMny mMaco sei!
UYT06 He cTeMHeNa MpeecTh HalluX JHelt!

Yro nnoTe TBOA Takoe, Kak He rpoo?
JleTeit nox KpeIMKO# AymaImui TBOMX,
KoTopbix He poawr Thl — XMOT TbI, 3U100!
B cokppITOii TeMHOTE ThI JyLIMIIb UX,
U yTO X, YTO THI yMEH J]a HE PACIyTHHUK?
Korzaa BceM BUAHO, KTO Thl €CTh — NPECTYINHUK!
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‘So in thyself thyself art made away;

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife,

Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do slay,

Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life.
Foul-cankering rust the hidden treasure frets,
But gold that ’s put to use more gold begets.’

‘Nay then,” quoth Adon, ‘you will fall again

Into your idle over-handled theme;

The kiss I gave you is bestow’d in vain,

And all in vain you strive against the stream;
For by this black-fac’d night, desire’s foul nurse,
Your treatise makes me like you worse and worse.

‘If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues,

And every tongue more moving than your own,

Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s songs,

Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown;
For know, my heart stands armed in mine ear,
And will not let a false sound enter there;



B te6e BoitHa. 'paknaHckas Boiinal
Boiina c To6o10 Gynymux aerTeu,
Camoy6wmiilia, Tel XOTb OKpacHeii!
JleToy6uiilie coBecTs He cTpamIHal
Iryn B 3emuio 3apeiBalomuil TagaHT.
TpatTb ileHbIH, Wb THI )XU3HU AUIETAHT!»

«OnATh Tl HaYala CBOIO BOJILIHKY?

Ja s ee yx cymaTs He Mory,

3ayeMm 5 B ry6Ghl LEJIOBAI KPETUHKY,

Yo B 2106, yTo 1o a6y! JlutATko, ,ary” —
Hounrsle noxoTuBbie MOTYyTH,
MHe YTO-TO MEP3KO OT TaKOMH NMoapyru.

Mmeit Tbl ABAALIATH THICAY S3BIKOB,

Uyme MeJIOMUX CepAEYHO, KaK JIUCTOYKH,

3Byyalux, Kak CUpeH 3anpeTHbIi 308, —

Bpews! ymu BockoMm 3a1MThI, KaKk 60YKH.
IMpuBsizaH K MauTe KPENKOIO CTPYHOIH,
S paBHOAyLIEH K Nary6e Mopckoii!
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‘Lest the deceiving harmony should run

Into the quiet closure of my breast;

And then my little heart were quite undone,

In his bedchamber to be barr’d of rest.
No, lady, no; my heart longs not to groan,
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone.

‘What have you urg’d that I cannot reprove?

The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger;

I hate not love, but your device in love,

That lends embracements unto every stranger.
You do it for increase: O strange excuse!
When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse.

‘Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled,
Since sweating Lust on earth usurp’d his name;
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame;
Which the hot tyrant stains and soon bereaves,
As caterpillars do the tender leaves.

‘Love comforteth like sunshine after rain,

But Lust’s effect is tempest after sun;

Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain,

Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done.
Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton dies;
Love is all truth, Lust full of forged lies.



OT yxa npoub, BOKaJIbHOE HCKYCCTBO!
C MouM JipIXaHbeM IIECHS 3Ta HE CJINJIACh.
beii, cepaue, He y3aHaBllee HM YyBCTBa,
beii poBHO, HUKYJa He TOponsACh!
Her, ¢des, ner, He paHb €ro xecToko,
IMycTh ALIIMT IPYAL JIETKO M OAMHOKO!

beccrnopHbIX C/I0B Ha cBETE HET, JMCa,
IlyTe HeywIOHHBIN KO GeAbl JOBOANT!
Jli060Bb UKCTa — HO €CJIM HE TPA3HA
M xpet He Bce, YTO MO NYTH HAXOAUT
A XpeT — Tak CJIOBHO OIyXOJib PacTeT,
Bce Bper, Bce u3BUHAET TEM, UTO XKpeT!

Taxk He 3081 MO6GOBLIO anneTuT!
XoTb 3aMeHKJ OO0 OH TOpHHMH XJ1a] cTpacTeit,
Jlio6Bu, nox Mackoii, )KafHbIi POT CMEPIUT,
Cnanus LBeThbI 3JIOBOHHBIN CyXoBeit,

Bceli HEXHOCTBIO IPUPOLI 3aBIAZEB,

bop xpeT orpoMHoii ryceHu1bI 3€B.

Kak goxab rpubHoii, 11060Bb 61E€CTUT B TPaBe,
A 6iryn — xak 6yps B oJJIeHb 30J10TOi!
Jl1060BL — KalleJib Hebec Ha CUHEBe,
bayn — samoposku maiickoio sapeit!
Jlo6oBb — 6eccmMepTha! IloxoTs — uctienaer!
Jlio6BM Bce Benomo, 6yn — Bce no3abbiBaeT!
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‘More I could tell, but more I dare not say;

The text is old, the orator too green.

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away;

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen:
Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended,
Do burn themselves for having so offended.’

With this he breaketh from the sweet embrace

Of those fair arms which bound him to her breast,

And homeward through the dark laund runs apace;

Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress’d.
Look, how a bright star shooteth from the sky,
So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye;

Which after him she darts, as one on shore
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend,
Till the wild waves will have him seen no more,
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend:
So did the merciless and pitchy night
Fold in the object that did feed her sight.



Eme 611 51 ckasan Tebe, ga xBaTuT!
bes yc oparop, ¢ 60poxoio pen,
IMomen a. Yro ¢ Tockoii 3nech BpeMs TpaTUTD?
TyT cTBIA, TYT THEB BCIO AylIy MOTYT CXK€Yb...
Insub, ymm 3aropeauchb ¥ NbLUIAIOT,
FkeT cryx TBOH NbAHBIM 6pes ¥ orymaeT».

OH pa3pbIBaeT CJIafKOE KOJBIO

O6bATHH, y IPYAU €ro Jep>KaBLIMX,

U ynupaet B HO4b, 3aKpBbIB JIMLO.

W Ha crivue JieXxUT, He COJIOHO XJjebaBliu,
Benepa. C He6a najaer 3se3ja...
U na mexe ee ropur ciesa.

Crnepur 3a HUM — 3Be3J0i1 cBOE# ynaBuIeii,
Tak, xak MOpoi OTIIBLIBIIMI JPYXKHUH YesH
CrnenuM, 1aBHO HCUE3HYBIIMIA MeX BOJH,
Yx c o6rakaMy napyca cMellaBIIMii.
Tak BoJHBI HOUBIO YHEC/IH C COGOM
Toro, ke B3op nuTaICA rosy60ii. 87
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Whereat amaz’d, as one that unaware

Hath dropp’d a precious jewel in the flood,

Or ’stonish’d as night-wanderers often are,

Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood;
Even so confounded in the dark she lay,
Having lost the fair discovery of her way.

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans,
That all the neighbour caves, as seeming troubled,
Make verbal repetition of her moans;
Passion on passion deeply is redoubled:
‘Ay me!’ she cries, and twenty times, ‘Woe, woe!’
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so.

She marking them, begins a wailing note,
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty;
How love makes young men thrall and old men dote;
How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty:
Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe,
And still the choir of echoes answer so.

Her song was tedious, and outwore the night,
For lovers’ hours are long, though seeming short:
If pleas’d themselves, others, they think, delight
In such like circumstance, with such like sport:
Their copious stories, oftentimes begun,
End without audience, and are never done.



Pactepsnna, kak JeBylika, B pexke

CiryvaiiHo yronupmas gparoe

Kosbno, wib nyTHuk, paken B ubeil pyke

ITorac HerajaHHO NOPOi1 HOYHOIO;
KpomemHoit TeMHOTOI# ynpyueHa,
TrHXOHBKO Jiexa IU1aKaja oHa

U no rpynu pykoit ce6s cryyana.

Eii 3X0 BTOpPHJIO KPYXHEBIX Teniep

U cTons! 6eaHOI ieBbl TOBTOPAIIO,

M Boasewaso 60jb ee NoTepk...
Pa3 nBanuaTh NOBTOPHIIO CIOBO «rope» —
3Byk oTpaxkeHHH CJIOB B HOYHOM MHHOpE.

U, cabla 3ByK, YHbLIAs!, OHa
Ilemepam BTOpUTH NecHell NpHHSIACS.
Ilpenanuii B Hell OTKpbLIACH CTApHHA,
IMe1n cTapyeckmii, IOHIOB GE3yCBIX CTPACTH,
Y mMynpocTs riaynopaTyio CTUXOB
IToeT ona noj Xop nemepHbIX PTOB.

Bcio HOYB NPOUIHIINCE CKYYHbIE HaIlEeBBl,

Ho Houb kOpoTKOIO Kas3anach e,

Baxkub! Bi1106J€HHBIM MaJIEHbKHE TEMBI,

KoTopsle ueM paiblie, TeM CKyuHei;
OHu c BOCTOProM Bce HecyT TOT 6pen,
KoropoMmy koHIa U clymiaTens HeT.



For who hath she to spend the night withal,
But idle sounds resembling parasites;
Like shrilltongu’d tapsters answering every call,
Soothing the humour of fantastic wits?
She says, *'Tis so:” they answer all, “’Tis so;’
And would say after her, if she said ‘No.’

Lo! here the gentle lark, weary of rest,
From his moist cabinet mounts up on high,
And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast
The sun ariseth in his majesty;
Who doth the world so gloriously behold,
That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d gold.

Venus salutes him with this fair good morrow:
‘O thou clear god, and patron of all light,
From whom each lamp and shining star doth borrow
The beauteous influence that makes him bright,
There lives a son that suck’d an earthly mother,
9o May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other.’



C KeM HoYb ei IPOBECTH, KOMY OTKPBIThCS?
JIMb 3XO-PHKMBAJIKA BCE BO3bMET,
Yro6, Kak cayxaHKa, TYT XKe COTIaCHThCS,
XOoTb M HE3HAMO, YTO OHA HECET.
Ho cnpocut: «Jla?» — u 3xo «/lal» oTseTnT;
«HeT» cxaxeT — M CIIy’aHKa ¢ Helo B «<HETH».

Ho yrpo yx, 1 B3BHJICS )KaBOPOHOK,
Ckyuas CHOM, U3 KOMHATKH CBO€H,
PaccBeTHbI} B3/10X cepeOpAH U TaK TOHOK...
Ilonconnyx oTaennIcs OT KOpHEH,
B3aomen Ha He60 — 3eMJ1I0 pHUCOBATb,
3/1aTUTb XOJIMbI M KPOHBI IITPUXOBATD.

Benepa 6ora cosnHIia IpHUBEYaeT:
«J, 3/IpaBCTBY#, CBeTO3apHBIN Lapb JIyyeii!
Cseuoi1 ¥ 3Be3/jJaMH TBOIA e3Jl [I0BEJIEBAET,
Tol gepkuIIbL CBA3KY K KPacoTe KIioYeH,
Tak 3Haii: poKAEHHbIH MaTepbIO 3€MHOI
AnOHHKC CBET 3aTMMJI BBICOKHH TBOJ!» 91
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This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove,
Musing the morning is so much o’erworn,
And yet she hears no tidings of her love;
She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn:
Anon she hears them chant it lustily,
And all in haste she coasteth to the cry.

And as she runs, the bushes in the way

Some catch her by the neck, some Kiss her face,

Some twine about her thigh to make her stay:

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace,
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache,
Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake.

By this she hears the hounds are at a bay;

Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder

Wreath’d up in fatal folds just in his way,

The fear whereof doth make him shake and shudder;
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds
Appals her senses, and her spirit confounds.

For now she knows it is no gentle chase,
But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud,
Because the cry remaineth in one place,
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud:
Finding their enemy to be so curst,
They all strain courtesy who shall cope him first.



U, npuxBacTHYB, MUUT B MUPTOBYIO POy,

Bonnysick, 4TO YK yTPO-TO, JABHO Jib

Te! npobyauncs, Apyr, OT Mpaka HOMU?

He capimno ncos. Momuunt poxok. Tumb. 3Ho#.
Ho BoOT B JIecHOI1 IIynIn poXKOBO NEHbeE.
Kpuk, wym, — Tyaal J/Ipoxa ot HeTepneHss,

bexxur ona, u nec eit nenkui BAPYrT,
Jlackasich, TO CaHAAJINIO CHUMAET
C 60coit HOTH, TO BETKOi1 BbIpbIBAET
Cepbry, TO miaThe €if LemseT Cyk.
OHa, KaK JlaHb JiecHasi, 60s13JIMBa,
Tenenxa MuuT KOpMUTDL. BoT 6pbi3HET MOJIO3UBO!

Ho — ax! Bapyr uamennica necuit naii.
U neBa Ha MTHOBEHbE KaMEHEET,
Kak eciiu 651 BcIiosissia Ha TPOIKH Kpaii
3Mes U 3alnnena nepej Hero.
Tax Bu3r co6aumii rpyaib €€ TPEBOXUT,
Cmymas yMm, 3Meelo cepALe ITI0XKeT. 93

He 3asn tam! He 3aau! Her! Measenn!

Her, xyxe! Jles! Ax, ner! Ka6an npoxisTslii!

Bce Tam xe necuit BU3r, a OH — peBeTh,

CkyasT ncel, 6yATO MaJjible HIEHATA,
ITpoTHBHUK cTpalleH TyT HaBEpHSAKa,
Ilonu-xa, npeBpaTH ThI I1ca B IeHKa!
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This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear,

Through which it enters to surprise her heart;

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear,

With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part;
Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield,
They basely fly and dare not stay the field.

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy,

Till, cheering up her senses sore dismay’d,

She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy,

And childish error, that they are afraid,;
Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more:
And with that word she spied the hunted boar,

Whose frothy mouth bepainted all with red,

Like milk and blood being mingled both together,

A second fear through all her sinews spread,

Which madly hurries her she knows not whither:
This way she runs, and now she will no further,
But back retires to rate the boar for murther.



3BEHUT B ylIaxX yHbLIbIH BU3r cobak
M sxankum cTpaxoM B cepjlie IPOHHKaeT,
Kposb B TOT € MMT OT cepjlia OT/IMBAET,
XJ1aeoT pyKH U TEMHO B IJ1a3ax!
M uneHbl KaMEHEIOT, KaK COJAATHI —
bea snamenu u xaymme pacniaThl.

U BoT cTouT Tpenemymeil oBe4YKkoi
U uyscTBa yHUMaeT, TOpONSACH,
CeGe TBepAd: MOJ, YyASATCA MHE BEYHO
Kakue-uubynn crpaxu, He cnpocscs!
Ja nepecrath 6bi rIynocreil CrpamiuThCs!
Bapyr — Benps B kposu! On npuiraer, oH MYHTCH,

JbIMATCS KPOBB M II€HA HA KJIbIKAX,
KpoBb ¢ MoJIokOM, Kak FOBOPAT MOPOIO;
[Momxuaky et TpsAceT NOBTOPHBIH CTpax,
H — ax! — 6exuT, He BracTBys coboio!
U scrana. Her, yx 6pocuiacek o6paTHO,
H Mbicab ogHa: «Y6UT, yOUT HewagHo!»
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A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways,
She treads the path that she untreads again;
Her more than haste is mated with delays,
Like the proceedings of a drunken brain,
Full of respects, yet nought at all respecting,
In hand with all things, nought at all effecting.

Here kennel’d in a brake she finds a hound,

And asks the weary caitiff for his master,

And there another licking of his wound,

’Gainst venom’d sores the only sovereign plaster;
And here she meets another sadly scowling,
To whom she speaks, and he replies with howling.

When he hath ceas’d his ill-resounding noise,
Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and grim,
Against the welkin volleys out his voice;
Another and another answer him,
Clapping their proud tails to the ground below,
Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they go.

Look, how the world’s poor people are amaz’d
At apparitions, signs, and prodigies,
Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gaz’'d,
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies;
So she at these sad sighs draws up her breath,
And, sighing it again, exclaims on Death.



Yxe kpyrom Bce Tpomnbl obexana,

Jlecok, TPONMHKY K 03€epy, JIECOK,

KycTbl HecuacTHBIE nepenoMana,

Tak nbsiHbIA, 6€CTONKOBBIH MyXHYOK
Kpyrom ua6nl cBoei, kKayasch, 6poauT
U Bce myTH TepseT, YTO HAXOAMT.

Bor B 6ypesiome BMAUT 1ICa OHAa:

Ou naer Tak CTBIIUINBO, 1 HE B CTacE.

Jlpyroii nec sxxeT paHbl, U CJIIOHA

B xpoBu 1, He Jaii 60r, KOHEYHO, B AJE...
K naburoii cyke po6ko obpaTuia
CioBa, ¥ Ta B OTBET MPOTSXKHO B3BbLIA;

W nonro B He6o Tek celt ckopOHbIi BOH.
Bapyr nec siBuics, YyrojbHbli, kKak Tpayp,
Ckyns noHMKUIEH HU3KO IOJIOBOIA.
Eme, eme... Y BoloT Bceil opaBoii.
Jpoxa, nojKaBUIM ropiplie XBOCThHI,
ITpuxaTsl yiim UX, XBaTaloT BO3JyX PThI.

Bechk Mup J0fCcKOit NeyanbHO cyeBepeH

M BepyeT (oGbIuaii cTapHHbI)

B nyxoB u BeibM, TAMHCTBEHHbBIE CHBI

U BUAMT CMBICI, YTO IIe-TO B HUX 3aTEpsH.
Tak cTpamHbiM NcaM noBepHIa OHa
M CmepTh 30BeT — Ha Heil JIOXUT BUHa!
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‘Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean,
Hateful divorce of love,’—thus chides she Death,—
‘Grim-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost thou mean
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath,

Who when he liv’'d, his breath and beauty set

Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet?

‘If he be dead, O no! it cannot be,

Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it;

O yes! it may; thou hast no eyes to see,

But hatefully at random dost thou hit.
Thy mark is feeble age, but thy false dart
Mistakes that aim and cleaves an infant’s heart.

‘Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke,
And, hearing him, thy power had lost his power.
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke;
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’st a flower.
Love’s golden arrow at him should have fled,
98 And not Death’s ebon dart, to strike him dead.



«O, CmepTs, O TOWMMII U KOCT/IABLIIH Bpar!
3a uTO ThI Tak JI060BL BOZHEHABUAE?
I'poboBriit npu3pak, 3eMasHON yepBak!
Ilpoub U3 Kpacel NOXUIEHHOH, U3bLAM!
Komy nanec o6uay 6pennnlii npax,
Yto posoii uses, U Kak puaika nax?!

Ckaxxu, oH MepTB? O HeT, He MOXeT cTaThes!
Hert! Tol xpacoit ero no6exenal
Her! Te1 ciena! He posam yausastbcs,
PBaTh ¢ HEHaBUCTBIO — BOT TBOU Aenal
ThI B CTAapOCTh METHIIb, HO HE3pAUMIi IJ1a3
Peb6enxa B cepale nopasun B 3101 yac.

Kak 3HaTb, JM1Ib CJIOBO OH IIPOU3HECH,

To ThI 681, CMEPTB, CAATACH, Thl 6 oTCTynMIIAl

Pok nosesien Te6e B ax xyury yHecTH,

Ho He copHsk c 3emiieil Thl padsyymnia,
Amypa Jyk He BJacTeH GbUl HajJ HUM, —
TBoil yepHbIii JIyk ero passesia B Abim!
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‘Dost thou drink tears, that thou provok’st such weeping?
What may a heavy groan advantage thee?
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see?
Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour,
Since her best work is ruin’d with thy rigour.’

Here overcome, as one full of despair,

She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopp’d

The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair

In the sweet channel of her bosom dropp’d;
But through the flood-gates breaks the silver rain,
And with his strong course opens them again.

O! how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow;
Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye;
Both crystals, where they view’d each other’s sorrow,
Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry;

But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain,

Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again.

Variable passions throng her constant woe,

As striving who should best become her grief;

All entertain’d, each passion labours so,

That every present sorrow seemeth chief,
But none is best; then join they all together,
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather.



Tl 112 ropioYMx cjie3 MOUX HAIUTHCH?

3ayem TeGe MOi CHPOT/IMBbBIH MIay?

3aueM eMy Tenepb Tak CJIAafKO CIIUTCH?

Emy, npu xoM GblI BCAKUI CIMIIKOM 3pAY.
C To6o0i1 Tenepb Bech MUp NpebyeT B ccope,
Teo1 nyumiee ykpana s nem! O, rope!»

H obMepsia B MOTYAaHUHY TOCKIMBOM.
Ynanu kyApH Ha IPHKPBITHIE I71a3a,
3akpbIBIIM yTh CJI€3aM, KaK MOPIO LLTIO3 lepeJi OTJIMBOM,
Ha nepcu uT06 He kanHyna ciesa.
Ho Bexu ne ynepxkat. Cnes pyuei,
Cepebpsn, y BeHepsbl u3 oueii.

Kak orinuuib ri1asa ee ot cjie3 B HUX?

Pa3 ciessl Ha ry1azax — rjasa B cesax!

JIBoitHoli candup B ABOHHOH neyayu B BO3AYX

CBoil TounT 6Gj1eck, YyTh CYXO Ha HIEeKaX,
Kax B neHp ABosmuiics — TO BETPEHBIIA, TO IPO3HBIIA,
Bagox BeicymHT M0, Ja A0KAb HAMOYMT CJIE3HBII. 101

Ee crenanbs pasHbIM NOJHBI YYBCTBOM,
Kaxk BosiHBI B MOpE, KTO M3 HUX GbIcTpEii?
Bas kaxblit rOBOPUT, YTO OT Hero eif rpycTHoO,
Ho Bcex coceanux He U3GerHyTh €if.
Her sryumeit Mexxay MHOrMMH BOJIHaMHU;
Tak He6O, 3aTHYBIIMCH OGJIaKaMH. ..
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By this, far off she hears some huntsman holla;
A nurse’s song ne’er pleas’d her babe so well:
The dire imagination she did follow
This sound of hope doth labour to expel;

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice,

And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice.

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide,

Being prison’d in her eye, like pearls in glass;

Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside,

Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pass,
To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground,
Who is but drunken when she seemeth drown’d.

O hard-believing love! how strange it seems
Not to believe, and yet too credulous;
Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes;
Despair and hope make thee ridiculous:
The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely,
In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly.



«Yro? ITapyc? 3necb?» — KpUUUT OXOTHUK MOJIOAOH,
Kak kosbi6enibHag CKBO3b JETCKUH CTpaX HOYHOM,
M xoJicT HaBA3YMBLIA BOOOpaKeHbA
Hagexpl 3Byk manut 6€3 coKaleHb.

Oronb HageX bl PadOCTbIO NbUIAET,

3nakoMblii rosoc... Cepue, €KHyB, TaeT.

O, uygo! Ya#u1u c1e3bl MYaTCS BCIATH?

Yl TOUHO, B YALIKM XEMUYTa KaTATCA.

OnHa copBajiach Ha IIEKy ONATH

U HaumHaeT B KaIULIO PacIliaBiaThCH,
YT06 B rpA3HbIi POT NONAcTb paMaTeEPHU-3EMIIE,
Bcerza xoTopas oT ciie3 HaBecee.

JI1060Bb XUTpa (B TOM CMBICJIE, YTO CJIOXKHA).
He Bepur. BepuT TyT e 6esornaaHo,
CrpajaHeaM, CYACTbAM BCEM — IleHa ofHal
Jloxb — cBet! Jloxb — mpak! He crbiino? Hy u nanHo...
Mpak BpeT, 4TO OH Ha Bac CEroJ{Hs 3JIoH,
CBeT TyT e BpeT, YTO JHOGUT BCel Aymoii, 103




Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought,
Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame;
It was not she that call’d him all to naught,
Now she adds honours to his hateful name;
She clepes him king of graves, and grave for kings,
Imperious supreme of all mortal things.

‘No, no,’ quoth she, ‘sweet Death, I did but jest;
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear
Whenas I met the boar, that bloody beast,
Which knows no pity, but is still severe;
Then, gentle shadow,—truth I must confess,—
I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s decease.

“Tis not my fault: the boar provok’d my tongue;
Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander;
"Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong;
1 did but act, he ’s author of my slander:
Grief hath two tongues: and never woman yet,
104 Could rule them both without ten women’s wit.’

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive,

Her rash suspect she doth extenuate;

And that his beauty may the better thrive,

With Death she humbly doth insinuate;
Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs; and stories
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories.



U Tlenenona pacryckaeT TKaHb...
Anonuc xus! Yero Ha CMepTh pyraThcs?
He ynecna, Tak 3HaumT, ¥ He JpsaHb!
MuHyTHBIH Bpar yxe JIO6UM, IPHU3HATBCS.
¥Yx CmepTs — Llapuua rpo6os, I'po6 uapei,
U paxxe — paspenieHbe Bcex Lemneit.

«Her, ner, Te1, CMepThb, He AyMaii, f He 3JI10Ch,
A rak... HemHoro npocro Hamyrajaacsb,
S xabaHoB B KpOBH, BOOGILE, GOIOCH,
Taxue 3sepu... M, mpoctu, coppaiocs...
He ruesaiics, Tenb Muias Mos,
3a apyra musoro 6osnack CAypy f.

S He XoTena, Bce xkabaH Xypaukmii,
O, cBeTaas, CKaXu, 4To6 OH M3L0X!
Bce oH, cBUHBS, €My 6bl Bce pyraThbcs,
Ero, ero 6e3HpaBCTBEHHBII IIOABOX».
PasjgBoeH ropeM skeHCKHil SI3BIYOK,
C nByMs He CIIpaBUTCSA AaM CaMbIX YMHBIX MOJIK... 105

Hapnesch, uro AZJOHUC-TO XKHBOIA,
OHa 10/1KHa IOBCIOAY U3BHHUTHCA,
YTo6 1Ben kpacaBYMK, ¥ — HU Godke Moii!
Ilepen xypHOCOii erosur aesuia,
Bce BcnoMHUB: TpaypHbie Kpensl,
Tpuymdsl, cnenxu, runcoBbie CIUIEHI...
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‘O Jove!” quoth she, ‘how much a fool was I,
To be of such a weak and silly mind
To wail his death who lives and must not die
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind;
For he being dead, with him is beauty slain,
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again.

‘Fie, fie, fond love! thou art so full of fear

As one with treasure laden, hemm’d with thieves;

Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear,

Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.’
Even at this word she hears a merry horn
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn.

As falcon to the lure, away she flies;

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light;

And in her haste unfortunately spies

The foul boar’s conquest on her fair delight;
Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the view,
Like stars asham’d of day, themselves withdrew:




«Ha6urasn no6osbio gypa! CrbigHo!
YMom KypuHBIM, 6a6bUM, HE NOTHATH,
Morna Jib Takyio npenecTb CMEPTh OTHATD,
IToka xoTb uTO-TO *UBO? OUEBUIHO,

C nuM kpacoTa 6bl ymepJia caMma,

A 6e3 Hee Gexn cBeT coiifieT ¢ ymal

Tbdy Ha 11060Bb, Thy Ha MeHs, TPyCHXY!»

Tax cxpaueHHbIH pa3boHHUKOM KyTlell,

Bce He cMekHeT, OTKyla B3ATbCS JIMXY,

Ho B xa0M 3ByKe CJIBIIIUT CBOH KOHELL.
Bapyr peub npepBas OXOTHHYHI POXOK,
W npespaTtusiach JieBULIA B IPbIXKOK!

Kaxk cokon Ha cBUCTOK, Mama KyApSMH,
Kax u Bcerna, He NnpUMHHas Tpas,
Muur, nerkas, Ho BAPYT, Nepejx HOraMH,
OH okasasicss — HOTM pacKUAaB.

JlexxuT HeABHXHO, COUTBLIN KaGaHOM.

B3op cpasy racHer, 6JIeKHYT 3Be3/ibl B HEM.
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Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit,
Shrinks backwards in his shelly cave with pain,
And there, all smother’d up, in shade doth sit,
Long after fearing to creep forth again;
So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled
Into the deep dark cabins of her head:

Where they resign their office and their light

To the disposing of her troubled brain;

‘Who bids them still consort with ugly night,

And never wound the heart with looks again;
Who, like a king perplexed in his throne,
By their suggestion gives a deadly groan,

Whereat each tributary subject quakes;
As when the wind, imprison’d in the ground,
Struggling for passage, earth’s foundation shakes,
Which with cold terror doth men’s minds confound.
This mutiny each part doth so surprise
That from their dark beds once more leap her eyes;

And, being open’d, threw unwilling light

Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench’d

In his soft flank; whose wonted lily white

With purple tears, that his wound wept, was drench’d:
No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or weed,
But stole his blood and seem’d with him to bleed.



YnuTka npaYeT pOXKKH, TOJbKO TPOHD,
BoneanenHo yiias B cBOIO U3BECTKY,
YIOTHO# C/IM3BIO, TOYHO CTPYIKOH BOCKY,
Tyma ropsauuii yxxaca orotb;
Tak npej KpOBaBLIM TEJIOM XEHCKUIT B3rIA]
B riasuuiie posxku cnpsiTai, 4To TOpYart.

U, ckpbiBIIMCh B yepen, (aKkeablMK JPOKUT,

O BujeHHOM TBepAsA GOJBLHBIM MO3raM,

Moar Tymut ¢akesn 3peHbs ¥ GPIO3KUT:

«Kyna c ornem? Trl noananums Mot xpam!»
T'yaut nape-cepaua norpeGaibHblil 3BOH,
FOPHT aJITapb N1 NICPCBCPHYT TPOH...

U Bce npoxat y ropoza BHyTpH.
Tax ras, B 3emJie CUAALMH, BAPYT TPACET
Tiopbmbl cBoeit BopoTa. Tpeck u xpun,
JlomaeT Kks1ajiKy, 4TO BO3BEJI pacyer.
Bech opranuaM Tak CTpaliHO COJAPOrHyJCS,
YTo Gersbiil B3rsAj HyTpa 3pauykoB KOCHYJICS

Y, npoTHB BOJIH, BLUIMJICS HA CBET

Cpepx mWMpPOYEHHOM U TIlyOOKOH paHbl.

B 6oky nuneitHoM — GUBHSA CTPalIHbIN ClEA,

Kak cneapl — cok U3 npopeau 6arpsnblii,
Tpasy, UBETbI KPYroM KpPOBb 3aJIMBaET,
Tpasa kak 6yATO KPOBBIO MCTEKAET,

10¢
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This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth,
Over one shoulder doth she hang her head,
Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth;
She thinks he could not die, he is not dead:
Her voice is stopp’d, her joints forget to bow,
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now.

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly,

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three;

And then she reprehends her mangling eye,

That makes more gashes where no breach should be:
His face seems twain, each several limb is doubled;
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled.

‘My tongue cannot express my grief for one,
And yet,” quoth she, ‘behold two Adons dead!
My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone,

Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead:

Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire!
So shall I die by drops of hot desire.




M ypoHUB roJioBKy Ha ILJIeyo,

boruns na nosisive ckop6u BcTaia,

Ho Bce eme He Bepur, Bce ele

He Bepur B TO, 4TO CMepTHOrO He cTaO.
IlepexBaTIO TOPJIO U ABMKEHbE,
I'nasa couumy ¢ yMa oT HanpsiXKeHbs.

U Tak ynopHo B TpelmMHY IJISAUT,
YTo BUAMT TPM APOXAMMH 3paukaMH,
W HeHaBUAUT B30D CBOIi, U APOXKUT:
«YTO yac paH yTpOWJIU, Bbl IbSAHBI?» —
Owna munut uM. Crazo Tena asa.
A MeHbllle HE BMELIAET roJoBa.

«YTO X HbIHUE MHE HEe BbICKAa3aTh TOCKU?
K Tomy e y MeHs ABOUTCSH TpYyN,
Crie3 Gosibllie HET, U JIETKHE CYXH,
Topsar. CriiomHo orotib CBUHIIOBBIX TPY6,
A xaxjana ero, v He IpUJETCA...
CsuHell, HaBEpPHO, U3 3Pa4YKOB IMOJIBETCS. 111
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‘Alas! poor world, what treasure hast thou lost?
What face remains alive that ’s worth the viewing?
Whose tongue is music now? what canst thou boast
Of things long since, or anything ensuing?
The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and trim;
But true-sweet beauty liv’d and died with him.

‘Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear!

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you:

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear;

The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth hiss you:
But when Adonis liv’d, sun and sharp air
Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of his fair:

‘And therefore would he put his bonnet on,
Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep;
The wind would blow it off, and, being gone,
Play with his locks: then would Adonis weep;
And straight, in pity of his tender years,
They both would strive who first should dry his tears.

‘To see his face the lion walk’d along
Behind some hedge, because he would not fear him;
To recreate himself when he hath sung,
The tiger would be tame and gently hear him;
If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey,
And never fright the silly lamb that day.



Mup, s ckaxy Te6e, 4TO THI yTpaTHI!

Tel panocTsb ri1a3 yrpaTii, MUp NPOKIATHIMH,

U my3biku TeGe He ycabIXaTh!

Mup cran Tenepb XpoMoii, KpUBO, rop6aThlIif,
CBexy TBOM IBETHI, 1a U MECTPHI,
Ho xTo TbI 6€3 ymepiueit KpacoThi?

Haunuce, npocTOBOIOCKHIX XKEHIIHH 3Pa,
BecuapHbIX, He II€JIOBaHHBIX JY4OM
U BoaxyxoM, ubsi KpacoTa — XUMepa,
Bac syu coxokeT, BaM cTaHeT BeTp — 6uuom!
A xak onm k AnloHucy aerenu!
lenoTky yap yBoposaTh xoTeu!

W mwnsany Hagsuran Ha 6poBH oOH,

Yrob6 cosHlle noj nojs He NPOHUKAIIO,

CpbiBas mIsIy, BeTep MYaJCs BOH,

INox nnay AfgoHuca, JIOXMaTHI KyApH IIajo,
U ynusasicb BUAOM CJie3 MJIAABIX,
Pyranuce 6oru, kTo ocymuT ux!

Kak noxwupan ero oyamu jieB! —
Ho cnpsraBumce, 4To6 He IyraTh pe6eHka, —
A ToT BApYT 3anoeT, Kak ¢ielTa, 3BOHKO —
U turp cominen, ocknabs cTpaluHblii 3eB.
3aroBopuT — U BOJIK, TOMSCH OT IJIaJia,
He nananaeT Ha 6apanbe cTazo.

113



14

‘When he beheld his shadow in the brook,

The fishes spread on it their golden gills;

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took,

That some would sing, some other in their bills
Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red cherries;
He fed them with his sight, they him with berries.

‘But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar,
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave,
Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore;
Witness the entertainment that he gave:

If he did see his face, why then I know

He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d him so.

“Tis true, ’tis true; thus was Adonis slain:

He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear,

Who did not whet his teeth at him again,

But by a kiss thought to persuade him there;
And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine
Sheath’d unaware the tusk in his soft groin.



Korna ero TeHn najana B pydeit,

To prIGkH B Hell CUSJIM YHCTBIM 3J1aTOM,

A nTHLBI [TeIM Ha CBETY o4eif,

Cretajuch 1 KOPMHJIM BUHOTPAJIOM,
CiuB, BHIIEH CBINAIH, BCErO NMOAPAL,
YT06 TOJNBKO MAJIbYMK MMOJAPUI MM B3I

A 37106HBI} BENpPb C Y’)KAaCHBIMU KJIbIKAMH,
I'nspeBwmnii IMINB CKBO3b 3€MJIIO Ha I'POOHI,
H oH He usbexan cBoeil cynpobI:
Ho, ocnennennniit xpacoTsl yyamy,
YBepeHa, 4To B3AJICS 11€J1I0BaTh,
A NOJIY4HIIOCH TOJIBKO KH3HB OTHATD...

S B npaBae aTUX C/0B y6exAEHA.

Anonnc noabesxan yaapuTh UKOHM,

U pcnbixHys10 TYT cepale kabaHa,

He rueBoM, Ho JI060BbIO NIpeBEIUKOIA.
OH 1eIoBaThCS K MAILUMKY IOJIe3,
A nosyunics Ha 60Ky Hajpes...
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‘Had I been tooth’d like him, I must confess,
With kissing him I should have kill’d him first;
But he is dead, and never did he bless
My youth with his; the more am I accurst.’
With this she falleth in the place she stood,
And stains her face with his congealed blood.

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale;

She takes him by the hand, and that is cold;

She whispers in his ears a heavy tale,

As if they heard the woeful words she told;
She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes,
Where, lo! two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies;

Two glasses where herself herself beheld

A thousand times, and now no more reflect;

Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell’d,

And every beauty robb’d of his effect:
‘Wonder of time,’ quoth she, ‘this is my spite,
That, you being dead, the day should yet be light.

‘Since thou art dead, lo! here I prophesy,
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend:
It shall be waited on with jealousy,
Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end;
Ne’er settled equally, but high or low;
That all love’s pleasure shall not match his woe.



A nymaio, 6yab y MeHs KIBIKH,
S 6 nepsas ero Torzxa yomia,
MHe npocTo 0Ka3ajoch HE C PyKH,
OH ymep... On ymen. Hegomo6wura...»
U, nagas na sy c MepTBeLOM,
B xpoBH 4yTb TeIIOH MaxkeTcs JHLOM.

Ha ry6p1 B3rnsieT, Ho yx 6GJejeH por,
3a pyKy cXBaTHT — KOa JIeAsiHasl,
M Ha yxo ckaGpe3HOCTb BAPYr LIENHET,
Kak 6yaTo oH JsiexuT Bce NOHMMa,
Ho, HakOHEL-TO, BEKH MOAHSIA —
M3 MepTBbLIX cBeTOUEH COYMJIACh MIJia.

Benepa wacto oTpaxasach B HUX,
Ho BoT ceroaHs 3epkasa mycrhl,
Kyna ucuessnia SpkoCTb MX, JKHUBbIX?
Tyna xe, B cies MTHOBEHHOH KPacOTBHI..
Omna wennysna: «<EcTs oaun Bonpoc,
Tol MepTB, a IeHb KaK JieHb... YTO X ¢ HUM CTPACIIOCH?

Hrak, Tol MepTs... [IpopoyecTso Moe:
Tenepb n060Bb U3BEAET NIEYAIb!
IMoBcioJly peBHOCTD BJIC3ET B TKaHb €.
O! T'ops BKyC y C/IaIOCTHBIX Hayal,
M Huxorja He OPOBHY, HO TakK,
YTo6 TOHKMH JIy4 OKyTas CTpaIIHbIif Mpak!

11/
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‘It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud,

Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while;

The bottom poison, and the top o’erstraw’d

With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile:
The strongest body shall it make most weak,
Strike the wise dumb and teach the fool to speak.

‘It shall be sparing and too full of riot,

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures;

The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet,

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treasures;
It shall be raging mad, and silly mild,
Make the young old, the old become a child.

‘It shall suspect where is no cause of fear;

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust;

It shall be merciful, and too severe,

And most deceiving when it seems most just;
Perverse it shall be, where it shows most toward,
Put fear to valour, courage to the coward.



CrpacTb ckopoTeuHo# 6yzeT, 6yAeT JDKUBOIA,
Ee 3agymuT xH3HM CyXoBeii;
CkpbIBasich 1oJi HAUMHKOIO KPacHBOI,
Hamensl s 1ory6uT ThMy JIIOAEH

HsaHocuT Teso, Mo3r J060BHUK BCAK,

U cTaneT nuib 60TAIOIMI JypaK...

IMycts xaguuyaeT, nycTs 6pocaeT NEHbIH,
ITycTs Mepy noTepsieT B Hell CTapHK,
banpuTel 6yayT oT 1IOGBH — 4TO JAETH,
Y106 ros 6orau, 4To6 HUIIKHA ObII BEJIUK,
Poxnaer nanoros u GysiHOB,
Pe6aT cocrapuT, ope6auUT cTapUKaHOB!

IlycTk ceer cTpax, rlie cTpaxy He IpH ueM,
IMycTs Ha yxacHoe BeneT 6e3 APOXH,
IlycTe 6yneT 6J1aropoAHBIM HajlauoM,
O6maHbiBas TaM, rae «Ceartbiii boxe!»
KoBapcTBo HOCHT B Macke MPAMOTHI,
Iepoii oT Tpyca 6pocHTCs B KyCTBhI. 11¢
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‘It shall be cause of war and dire events,
And set dissension ’twixt the son and sire;
Subject and servile to all discontents,
As dry combustious matter is to fire:
Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy,
They that love best their love shall not enjoy.’

By this, the boy that by her side lay kill’d

Was melted like a vapour from her sight,

And in his blood that on the ground lay spill’d,

A purple flower sprung up, chequer’d with white;
Resembling well his pale cheeks, and the blood
Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to smell,
Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath;
And says within her bosom it shall dwell,
Since he himself is reft from her by death:
She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears
Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears.



IlycTh cTaHeT OCHOBaHMEM BOIHBI,
OrTna 1 cbIHa NycTh MOAHUMET B 60iA,
CosoMHHKOM, poxJaloeil OroHs,
Hecs spak HenpomaeMoii BuHbl!
Pa3a coxpymuia cMepTh BCIO CTPACTh MOIO,
Jlio6uTh ApyruM s npaBa He Aaiol»

M TyT Banasumeecs pAnoM Tesio

BuesanHo npeBpaTHIOCH B JIErKHii nap...

Kposb cobpanack u B cTebenn 3arycrena.

U BOT UBETOK — MOXO0XMUit Ha TIOJIbIAH...
Taxk 6611 OH Gexi, M BMecTe ¢ TeM 6arpos,
Hanomunas mioTs, 1 BMecTe KpOBb.

K nserxy ceituac e npyxuMas Hoc,
HlckaTh 3HaKOMBI#i 3anax pTa B3sjacA...
W sanax B cepaue, kak BETOK, NPOpPOC...
XoTb NapoM IJIOTh N0 BETPY YHECIacH.
CopBas, k rpyau 6ecCHILHO NPHKHUMAET,
U3 cTebns cok cl1€3010 BbICTYNAET. 121
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‘Poor flower,” quoth she, ‘this was thy father’s guise,
Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire
For every little grief to wet his eyes:
To grow unto himself was his desire,
And so ’tis thine; but know, it is as good
To wither in my breast as in his blood.

‘Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast;

Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right:

Lo! in this hollow cradle take thy rest,

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night:
There shall not be one minute in an hour
Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love’s flower.’

Thus weary of the world, away she hies,
And yokes her silver doves; by whose swift aid
Their mistress, mounted, through the empty skies
In her light chariot quickly is convey’d;
Holding their course to Paphos, where their queen
Means to immure herself and not be seen.



«beansxeukal — menHyno 60xxecTBo. —
Orel TBOH, LIBETUK, TaAK Xe IJIAKaJI CIAIKO,
Bce ciessl ucropraio y Hero,
Bce, uTo He OH — eMy GLIBAJIO rajKo.

Poc nist ce6s1, a Thl yBSIHBD Ha MHe,

A He B KpOBM OTLOBCKOIi, TaKk BepHee.

3xech, Ha rpyau, Gblia €ro MocTelb,

HacyiexoBai Tel npaBo cnaTh Ha Hei,

B nox6uHke atoii 6yap ¢ To6olo Jlean

U cepaua cTyk BAOJIbL BEpEHUIbI JHEI;
Yro6 51 11BeTKa He LieJI0Bajla — B CYTKH
bBes aToro He MUHET U MUHYTKH».

Mup et nocteii. ITopa ua mupa eii!

JlByx BaAXmpeii 30BeT ¢ MycThIX Hebec,

H B xonecHULY AMKUX rojyGeit

BnipsraeTr. Mur — u akunax ucyes...
Caoii myTb fepika Ha octpoBok ITadoc.
U Bce... BepHyTbcs eii He f0BeIOCH.
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KOMMEHTAPHH

ExBa v HaiineTcs 4enoBex, KOTOPOMY HEM3BECTHO Bblpaske-
HHE «IIEKCIIMPOBCKUI HaKall cTpacTed». 3a 3TUM CKPbIBAIOT-
Csl KpOBaBbIE 3aroBOPbI, YOMICTBA M Tparudeckas Jo6oBb,
M3BECTHbBIE HaM 1o Jpamam Besvkoro Illekcniupa. Taxoke Ham
xopouo u3sBecteH Illekcrnp cOHETOB: POH3UTENBLHOM JIU-
PHUECKO# HCIIOBEAM, HE TEPAIOLIEH CBOEro OYapOBaHHUs yxKe
400 snet. Ho ecTb eme oxuH, Majio 3HaKOMBIi1 HaM, a IIOTOMY
BABOIiHe Heo6buHbIi lllexciup — aBTOp NMO3MBI «Benepa u
AnoHuc», MoaMbl, KOTOpasi COeAMHWIA B cebe Haka JpaMa-
THYECKUX CTPACTEH, TOHKYIO IMPUYHOCTb COHETOB, YyBCTBEH-
HOCTb ¥ 3POTH3M aHTHYHOCTH M (UIOCOPCKUE pasMblilLIe-
HUSI O CYUIHOCTH JIOGBHU.

CirygaeTcs, NPUYMHOI NOABIEHUS HEOPAMHAPHOTO NPOM3-
BeJICHMA UCKYCCTBA CTAHOBUTCS HE COBCEM 6/1aroNnpHATHOE CTe-
yeHue o6cTosTeNbCcTB. Tak npousonuio 1 ¢ nosmoit «Benepa
n Anonuc». OHa 6buia Hanucada B 1593 roxy, Bo Bpems
JIOHZIOHCKO# YyMbl, KOTa Te€aTpbl ObLTH 3aKPbIThl Ha KapaH-
THUH, ¥ BEJIMKUI ApaMaTypr, B MOMEHT BbIHYXJEHHOIO Iepe-
PbIBa, PELIMJ TIOAHATE CBOH IIPECTHK I103TA — Be/ib 033U
cYMTaJIach TOTAa Bbile Apambl. He ciayvaiino B mocBsimenun
csoeMy nokposuTtenio, rpagy Cayrremnrony, Illexcinp Ha-
3BaJI N1O3MY «IIepBEHIEM CBoeii aHTa3nM».

[Tosma uMesia HeGLIBaIBII MO TeM BpeMeHaM ycmex. OHa
NOJIyYyrJa BBICOKYIO OII€HKY 2BTOPHMTETHBIX KPMTHKOB M



BbIEpKajia WECTh NepeusfiaHuii 3a 13 setr — HM oaHa U3
nbec [llekcnupa He GbLIa CTONL NOMYJISAPHA.

B ueMm xe cexper? Kak 1 BO MHOTMX CBOUX POU3BECHUSIX,
Ilexcrnup ucnosb3yeT 3aMMCTBOBaHHBIN CioxeT. B nanHOM
cyyae OH OGpamaeTcsl K OJHOMY M3 CaMbIX M3BECTHBIX U
BOCTPEGOBaHHBIX CIOXKETOB aHTUYHOI Mudosoruu: ucro-
puu 106K Gorunu Benepnl k 3eMHOMY I0HOLIE AZIOHHCY.

Ente B aHTUYHOCTH 3TOT CIOXKET HMeJl MHOTO TPAKTOBOK;
JI0 Hac IOUUIM Mo MeHblued mepe Tpu. Ob6uas cioxeTHas
JIMHUSA TakoBa: 6oruHs BeHepa, paccepANBLINCE HA HE IOYM-
TaBIIYIO €€ 11apCKylo A0Yb (OyAylyio MaTh AOHNCA), BHYIIH-
Jia el CTPacTb K POAHOMY OTIY, KOTOPHBII, HUYEro He NOoJ0-
3peBasi, BCTYNaeT B CBSI3b C OYEPHIO, a 3aTEM NPOKIMHAET
ee. born npeBpaTiIM HECUACTHYIO B MMPPOBOE JIEPEBO, U3
CTBOJIa KOTOPOTO POJMJICA MaIbYUK YAUBUTEIbHOH Kpaco-
Thl. OH CTaJI CIIyTHUKOM (10 HEKOTOPLIM BEPCHAM — BO3JIIOG6-
JeHHbIM) BeHepsl. PasrueBannas Jluana (AnosuioH) HacbLIa-
€T Ha IOHOWy JMKOro KaGaHa, KOTOpBIl €ro CMepTeJbHO
paHuT. BeHepa ropeko onakupaeT AJlOHMCa U IIpEBPaiaeT
€ro B I[BETOK.

M3 xpoBu AzoHHCa BBIPacTaIOT po3bl, a U3 cie3 Benepsl —
aHEeMOHBI.

W3 Bcero MHoroo6pasus cioxeTHbIX JuHuit Hlexkcrinp
BBIGPAJ TOJBKO OJIH, OBMIMEBCKUI MOTUB: AJIOHHC HE OT-
BeyaeT BeHepe B3amMHocTbiO. [ToamMa npakTuyecku auine-
Ha AeHCTBUS, HO ylepXKUBaeT BHUMaHHE CBOEH KpacO4HOC-
TbIO, HANIPSKEHHOM 3poTHYHOCTHIO. OHAaKO 3Ta 103Ma — HE
o mo6BU. B Hell MPOMCXOAUT CTOJKHOBEHHE JIBYX XHM3HEH-
HBIX MO3MIMH, ABYX TUIOB 3srouama. BeHepa, ociemnennas
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CBOEH CTpacThio, HE BUANT B AJIOHMCE XHMBOIO UeJIOBeKa.
Bcemu cBoMMU AeHCTBHSMH OHa OCKOPOGJISIET €ro MYXKCKoe
camoJio6yie, Jieasi HEBO3MOXKHbBIM COivxeHne. AIIOHHUC ke —
CJIMIIIKOM MOJIOJ|, CIMIIKOM IOIJIOLEH IOHOHIECKUMU 3a6aBa-
mu. OH He roToB ellle K CEpbe3HbIM YYBCTBaM, a Ji060Bb B
BUJIE pacnajlleHHOM cTpacTbio BeHeprl ckopee OTTalKMBaeT
ero. BosHukaeTt Bonpoc: a ectb JiM BOoG1Le JT1060Bb U 4TO OHa
O3Hauaer?

®unan 103MbI He CTABUT TOYKY B CTOJKHOBeHHH BeHepol
u Anonuca. HecMoTps Ha cMepThb repos, UX CHOp He paspe-
HIaeTCA YbMM-TN00 NopakeHHeM. AJIOHHC OTKa3bIBaeTCs OT
YyBCTBEHHOM J106BU U rMGHeT, Benepa npoxinHaeT 1060Bb
M YXOJZMT OT JIOAEH.

Fenuit Illexcnupa CKpbUI B [IO3ME€ MHOXECTBO CMbICJIO-
BbIX MJacToB. Kaxabiit oTKpbIBalOmMMII ee HaxOAUT HanbGo-
Jiee 6JIM3KMIA eMy CMbIC], cosfiaeT cBoii TekcT u cBoe npouTe-
HHE NO3MBbI.

Crp. 19. byunonobussiii bezar bumeoboe... — Peub npet o
Mapce, Gore BoiiHbI, B aHTHUHOI MH}OIOrNK — JTOGOBHHKE
(B HEKOTOpPBIX MHTEpNpETAIUAX Myxe) BeHnepsl.

Crp. 23. Hapyucc, da umoxnys npyd, u nomonya... — Hapumcc
B rpeyeckoii Mudororun — 1oHomAa HeoObIYaHOM KPacoThl,
HaKa3aHHbIH 3a 6e3pa3jnMyuMe K BIIOGICHHBIM B HETO XKEHIIH-
Ham. Bio6uics B co6cTBeHHOE OTpaXKeHHe H yMep OT JIo6GBH
k cebe. ITo apyroi BepcuM — yTOHYI, CTPEMSICh CIUTBCH CO
CBOMM OTpaKe€HHEM.

Ctp. 61. Heopv xnase max obnoxcun opesasn... — Knencknii
kHA3b HIrops, cbin Plopuka, 6bl1 U3BECTEH CBOMM KOPBICTO-



mobueM; B 944 roJy oH NpeAlpUHIL NIOXOJ Ha IUIeMsA JpeB-
JIIH C LIeJIbIO YBEJIMYCHUS JIaHH, OJHAKO IpeANpHUATHE 3a-
KOHYWIOCh rubesbio camoro Hrops.

Crtp. 67. H cyx soane 600w Tanmana pom... — Ilo rpeyeckomy
mudy, TanTan 6bUI OCYXKAEH 3a IIPECTYIUIEHUS NPOTUB 60roB
Ha BEYHbIE MyYEHHSA: TOMSCDb XaXAOMH, OH CTOUT IIO TOpJIO B
BOJie, HO HE MOXXET HAIIUTbCS; TEP3aeMblil TOJOJOM, HE MO-
JKET JOCTaTh IUIOJIOB, OKPYXAIOUIMX €ro; Haji €ro roJI0BOM
HaBHCAEeT CKala, ©KEMUHYTHO rpo3suias ynacTh.

Crp. 105. H [lenesona pacnyckaem mxans... — Peub uget o
ITenenone, xene Oxncces, oxxuaaomei BO3BpamieH1s CBOe-
ro Myxa. ITooGelas cBOMM jkeHMXaM, 4YTO BbliGepeT ceGe
My>Ka [I0CJIE TOTO, KaK COTKET NorpebGalbHOE MOKPhIBAJIO /1S
CBOETO TECTS1, OHA [10 HOYaM pacIlyckalla COTKaHHOE 3a JIcHb,
9TOOBI paboTa He NMPOJABUTalach.

Crp. 123. Csoii nyms depaxca na ocmposox Ilagoc. — B ropone
IMagoc, Ha ocrpose Kput, Haxomwics xpam AdpoauTsl
(Benepnl), Hambosee nountaemslii B ['peruu.

M. Meavruxosa
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