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[i oueit 10 coHus He piBHAIN,
Kopan HixkHiimmii 3a 1i ycra,

He GimocHIXHI 1Y OBaJIH,

MoB 3 IpOoTy YOpHOTI0 KOCa I'ycTa.
Tposinn 6araro 3ycTpivaB s BCIOAM,
Ta nHa ii 00144l He cTpivas,

I nuie Tak BoHa, SIK JUIITYTh JIFOMIH,
A He KOHBaJI1 MK TUKUX TPaB.

I rosnocy i piBHATH HEe Tpeba

Jlo My3uKH, MUTIIIOT MEHI,

He 3Hato mipo xoxmy OoruHs i3 Heba,
A KpOKH MHJIOT — I[IJIKOM 3€MHi.

I Bce 'k BOHa — HalKpalia oMK THMH,
o caBieHi moxBajaMH ITyCTHMH.

Ilepexnao JI. llanamapuyka

COHET Ne 130 aHrnidcbKoO0 (OpUTiHAJ)

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips' red;

If snow be white; why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damasked, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks,

And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw a goddess go -

My mistress when she walks treads on the ground.
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare.



