Sonnet LXXX

O, how I faint when | of you do write,

Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,
And in the praise thereof spends all his might,
To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame!
But since your worth, wide as the ocean is,
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear,
My saucy bark inferior far to his

On your broad main doth willfully appear.
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat,
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride;
Or being wreck'd, | am a worthless boat,

He of tall building and of goodly pride:

Then if he thrive and | be cast away,

The worst was this; my love was my decay.

TepsieT Nk MOM XMUBOCTU LIBETA,

Korga, npekpacHasi, Yy>Kum nepom,

Y10 nonckycHen moero, Bocneta

Tol. A Xe peyen Tepso gap NPUTOM.

Ho cmeeT naabsa CKpoMHasi MOs
PacnpaBuTb napyc, rae kopabnb MHOK
YXe HeceTcs BO BECb AYX, CBUCTS, —

B 6e3bpexbe okeaHa, NOfIHOro To0on.
[lan xxe XxoTb TeHb BnarocnoBeHbsA MHe,
UT0o6bl HE KaHYTb B rnybb 6e340HHbIX BOA.
Nnb rpyaon wenok 6biTb Ha neneHe
Bnectawen rnagn, roe Becb Hebocsoa?
Korga > BKYCUT AYLLOO YNOEHbE

OH, Mmos nto60oBb MHE — paspyLUEHbE.
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