III. 3 MaHCTEepPHi XYAOKHLOI0 NMEPEKAAAY

Nicholas Breton

A Solemn Toy

If that love had been a king,

He would have commanded beauty:
But he is a silly thing,

That hath sworn to do her duty.
If that love had been a god,

He had then been full of grace:
But how grace and love are odd,
“Tis too plain a piteous case.
No: love is an idle jest,

That hath only made a word,
Like unto a cuckoo’s nest,

That hath never hatched a bird.
Then from nothing to conceive
That may any substance be,

Yet so many doth deceive;

Lord of heaven, deliver me.
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Hikonac bpeton

Ceawenna izpauika

Kaxe xToch, KOXaHHs — 1ap.
[{ap Ou BcTUT Kpacy ckoputu!
Hi, mr000B — 071Ha 3 HE311ap,
3000B’s13aHUX POOUTH.

Kaxxe XxTOCh, KOXaHHS — OOT.
IIlo x 3a Oor 6e3 Omaroaati?
Ta He 3HAKAEN X YIBOX,
['ipko, 1m0 To01 cKa3aTH.

Hi, m:060B — moranuii xxapr,
TinbKu i clloBa, OO pPaaiTH;
Bin raizna 303y:m11 Bapt —
JKoxeH nrax He BUMIIIOB 3BIATH.
Tox, HEe 3HATH BIJI YOTO

(bo x0u sk 3’IBUTHUCH MOXE),
Mos Bij Bopora cBoro,
boponu mene, o boxe.
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Nicholas Breton

A Waggery

Children’s Ahs and women’s Ohs,
Do a wondrous grief disclose;
Where a dug the t’one will still,
And the t’other but a will.

Then in God’s name let them cry;
While they cry, they will not die:
For but few that are so curst

As to cry until they burst.

Say, some children are untoward:
So some women are as froward:

Let them cry them, ‘twill not kill them;
There is time enough to still them.
But if pity will be pleased

To relieve the small diseased,

When the help is once applying,
They will quickly leave their crying.
Let the child then suck his fill,

Let the woman have her will;

All will hush, was heard before;

Ah and Oh, will cry no more.
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Hikonac bpeTon

Kapm

“AI” miTeH, )KiHOY1 “oXu”

He cxoBatoTh cy™m HITpPOXH.

L{i MOBYaTh, IK COCKH J1IOTh,
T1 )k — auIIe, KOJIU 3BOJIIOTH.
Xait Toni kpuyaTh Ha bora;

SIK peByTb, HE TUHYTH 3 TOT'O:
Mauio Tux, XT0 Ma€ Baauy
Po3scigatucs B miayy.
KaxyTtb, € HEBIA1 JITH,

3 4OTro TYT KIHKaM pajiiTH:
Xaii momiauyTh, ix He BO € 11€,
Yac oroBraTucs Jac 1e.

Pa3 xani momomararoThb

I Mmanmux cnabux 3BUIBHSIOTH,
To KOJM BKE JIKH BIKUTI,
JI1001 KUHYTh TOJIOCUTH.

Xau BaocTavy I’ € TUTHUHKA,
Xal cBaBOJIUTH JIF00A JKIHKA;
BiyxHe KpuK, TH K 9yB paHiIle;
“Ai” HeMa, 0e3 “0XIB” — THIIIA.
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Robert Greene

Jealousy

When gods had framed the sweet of women’s face,
And locked men’s looks within their golden hair,
That Phoebus blushed to see their matchless grace,
And heavenly gods on earth did make repair;

To quip fair Venus’ overweening pride,

Love’s happy thoughts to jealousy were tied.

Then grew a wrinkle on fair Venus’ brow;

The amber sweet of love is turned to gall;
Gloomy was heaven; bright Phoebus did avow
He could be coy, and would not love at all,
Swearing, no greater mischief could be wrought
Than love united to a jealous thought.
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PoGeprt I'pin

Peernowi

HapaBmm yap iHO4YOMY JIUITIO,
3aMKHYBIIIH B KOCaX TMOTJISIT YOJIOBIUMIA, —
[apiBcs DeO, sk 6aunuB BPOY 1IIO;

boru 3 HeOec 3eMHUI 3MIHWIN 3BUYA:
AGu Benepa 30ynacs nmuxu,

JIt000B niliManu B peBHOII OOTH.

Tox MopuuThcsa Benepune 4oo;
SlHTapHUN Me KOXaHHS JUIEThCS KOBUY:
I'poza, 60 BugHO debOBI OYyII0,

[lo moti COpOMUBCH UH HE JIFOOUTH 30BCIM.
Hi, ripiioro HiXTO BXke HE YTHE,

Komnu 11000B 1 peBHOIIII — OJTHE.
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Anthony Munday

Beauty Sat Bathing

Beauty sat bathing by a spring

Where fairest shades did hide her;

The winds blew calm, the birds did sing,
The cool streams ran beside her.

My wanton thoughts enticed mine eye
To see what was forbidden

But better memory said Fie;

So vain desire was chidden.

Into a slumber then | fell,

And fond imagination

Seemed to see, but could not tell

Her feature or her fashion:

But even as babes in dreams do smile
And sometimes fall a-weeping,

So | awaked as wise that while

As when | fell a-sleeping.
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Eutoni Manmi

Cmpymox

CTpyMOK; KpacyHs 0 CTpyMKa
Cnyctuiiace, TiHI — 3 HEIO,
CmiBayio mTacTBo, 1 CTpiMKa
CrpyMuHKa HIIJIa 32 HEXO.
JIyMKY MaHWJIY 31p Ty,
Kynu ne MmoxkHa 30py,

Ta e 6axxaHHsI 3aCy/IUB,
[Ipummnerus criorax: “Copom!”

S motiMm Tpoxu 3aapimMan

I, Bipsium ysiBi,

MoB 6auuB, TIIEKH O HE BII3HAB
JIvtis 11 ¥ mocTaBU:

I, MOB Mans, 110 MOKe B CHaX
BcMiXHYTHCE 49U CIIJIAaKHYTH,

S, mpoOyIUBIIKCH, CTIIBKY K 3HAB,
SIK MUTB, 1110 MaB 3aCHYTH.
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Sir Philip Sidney

My True Love Hath My Heart ...

My true love hath my heart, and | have his,

By just exchange one for the other given:

| hold his dear, and mine he can not miss;

There never was a bargain better driven.

His heart in me keeps me and him in one;

My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides:
He loves my heart for once it was his own;

| cherish his because in me it bides.

His heart his wound received from my sight;
My heart was wounded with his wounded heart:
For as from me on him his hurt did light,

So still methought in me his hurt did smart.
Both equal hurt, in this change sought our bliss:
true love hath my heart, and | have his.
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diumn CigHi

Moe mu maew cepue...

Moe T mae cepiie, s — TBOE,

Ile 0OMiH: cepiie 1HIITIOMY BIIXOAUTH —
TBoe HOIITY, TOO1 MOTO CTae,

XTO B CBITI TaK JOTPUMYBAB Yroau?
Moe B T0061 301pae HAC B OJIHE,

TBO€ B MeH1 UyTT 1 TyMU BOAUTb,
JIro6:10 TBOE, 00 B KUIaX KPOB KEHE,
A TH — MO€, 00 3 TpyIeil HE BUXOIUTb.
I cepiie — pana BiJ o4eit MOIX —
ITopaHeHHAM CBOIM MO€ YIIKOAUTH:
Miii 01516 B TBOEMY CEpIll HIOU CTHX,
Ta TBIif HISIK B MOEMY HE TTPOXO/IUT.
[e piBHUMIA O171b, JIUIIT OOMIH TIACTSIM €:
Moe Tn maenn cepiie, s — TBOE.

PP

130 505250 PEHECAHCHI CTYIII V| cRcReR




