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Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in their wealth, some in their body’s force,

Some in their garments though new-fangled ill;

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse;

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest:

But these particulars are not my measure,

All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’ costs,

Of more delight than hawks and horses be;

And having thee, of all men’s pride I boast:
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this away, and me most wretchcd make.

by William Shakespeare

KoHKypc «06pii XxydosxcHb020 nepekaady»
Pobomy suxonana Ceimenvcoka Bikmopisa JIA-02

[TuiaeTbcst XTOCh CAHOM, XTOCh- YMIHHSIM,
Boepetbcs 1HINN B IaTH IOPOTTi,

XTOCh CTAaTKOM MUIIHUM, XTOCh — B OO0 CyMJIIHHSIM,
Komych npuro»xi KoHi Ta XOpTH.

J1J1s1 KOXKHOTO € IIacTS B IIbOMY CBITI,
[I{o6 HamyBaTHcs, I’ THITh, IIBICTH.
Ane s MeHe Or1ara He BIKPHTI:
Jlume 3 To6010 X04y BianBicTH!

TBos 1r000B- IIHHIIIA BIaIH,

Jlopo’kua 30710Ta, KOLITOBHIIIA PUKPAC.
Hagino >x MeH1 KOHI Ta XOpTH?

SIK1110 MEHE CHIIBHIIIUM POOUIIT TH.

Ane 00rocs, 110 SKIIO I1JIEII,
MeHe Ha BIYHI MyKH [IPUPIYELL.



