Sonnet 116: Let me not to the marriage of true minds
BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove:

O no! it is an ever-fixed mark

That looks on tempests and is never shaken;

It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle's compass come:

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,

But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

MemaTb COeIMHEHBI OBYX Cceplell
A He HamMmepeH. MoxeT JM M3MeHa
Jio6BM Oe3MEPHOM I[IOJIOXUTL KOHEel?
JIIoOOBb He BHaeT yOBUIM M TJIEHA.

Jio6boBbr - Han Oypel HNOOHATHM Mafk,
He MepkHymMM BO Mpake UM TyMaHe.
Jio6OoBb - 3BesIa, KOTOPOK MOPSAK

OnpenensgeT MECTO B OKeaHe.

JIoOOBBb - He KyKJIa XaJlkasg B pykKax
Y BpeMeHM, CTUpanlero PO3H

Ha mnjaMeHHHIX yCTax M Ha lekax,

/I He CTpallHE e}y BPEMEeHU YyI'PO3H.

A ecimM g He IpaB U JIXeT MOM CTUX,
To HeT JiOOBM — M HET CTUXOB MOUX!
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