To Be or Not To Be To Be or Not To Be
Tax 6br1 nun ve 6oirs? Bor rak BOITPOC... To be, OR NOT to be; - that is the QUESTION:-

CTpazaTs JIu MHe yMy TaKOMY Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer

7T cTpeda U NICTOK YKU3HU HCHABUCTHOHR The slings AND arrows of outrageous fortune,

Wau coBpaTh Te CUIlbI, YTO OCTAJNUCH B TEJE, OR to take arms against a sea of troubles,

U TOBH MOKOHUUTL ¢ TOM OKecaHOM Hea? l'akue mMbicau... AND, by opposing, END them? - To die - to sleep
BEITE MOMXKET, B caMoOM zedie, -NO more; AND by a sleep to say we END
YmMepeTh, yeHY Th, Y4TOBHI MOKOHYUTh ¢ 9TOR TOIOBHOIO DOJIKIO The heart-ache, ANT) the thousand NATURAL shocks
M rhicsiveldd Apyrux HEAYIOB, TEJO YHACHEN0BATh CHOCOOHOT .. That flesh is heir to, ’tis a consumation

Bot paspemenne npobiiem, sejaeMoe CTPacTHO Ymeperh, YceuyTh! Devoutly to be wish’d. To die - to sleep; -

M Mose T jare BUAEeTh CHbl! To sleep! perchance to dream: ay, there’s the rub;
Ho Bce ne Tak 1O pocTo... — YUTO IPUCHATLC For in that sleep of DEATH what dreams may come,
HaM B TOM CMEPTHOM CHe, When we have shuffled OFF this mortal coil,

Korzma MLI mepecTaluM BOTOUATLCA Must give us pause: there’s the respect

o zemie 7 That makes calamity of so long LIFE;

Bot 10-TO M 0HO... HaBepHO ¢cTh NpUYMHA MOYECMY For who would bear the whips AND scorns of TIME,
He ynoBanoce mpekpaTuTh CTpalaHbsi The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely
BTOW JUIMHHOW U3HU HUKOMY. The pangs of despised LOVE, the law’s delay,

Hy, cam moaym: The insolence of office, AND the spurns

KTO Bbl BRIHOCUII yjlaphl BPEMEHHU, That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
HECHPABEIUBOCTL YIHETATENER, N3 eBKU 10pAea, When he himSELF might his quietus make
JI0OBY Npe3pelnoil MyKn fa 3aTHKKU OIPOKPATOB De3 KOHIa. With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
Ja elle UMHOBHUKOB HAXAJLCTBO U ODbLIBATEILH To grunt AND sweat under a weary LIFE,
TJIEBKU B AOCTOWHYIO MosTa AyIly, But that the dread of something after DEATH, -
KOrJa TakK MPOCTO MOKHO BBIIO O MOIOKUTH BCEMY KOHEI The UNdiscover’d country from whose bourn
Ilpoctbim yaapom octporo Hoxa? Hy KT0 OBl BHIHOCWI BCIO TAXKECTH 9TUX Del, NO traveller returns, - puzzles the will,

IOTEN ¥ XPIOKaJ M3MOMKCHHBIHA HU3HBIO, €CJU OB AND makes us rather bear those ills we have
HE 9TOT YKac OT HeTo-TO MOCAE CMEPTH — HEM3BCIAHHOM CTPaHHI, Than to fly to others that we know NO'L' of 7
U3 UbErO UpeBa BO3BPAIEHbS HET, Thus conscience does make cowards of us ALL;
He CKOBBIBAJ Obl BOJIIO U HE 3ACTABIAI HAC BLIHOCUTh Te Be/lbl, 4TO UMeeM, AND thus the native hue of resolution

BMECTO TOI0, 4I0Bbl JIeTe b HABTPeUyY HEU3BEJAAHHbIX Joceie De . Is sicklied o’er with a pale cast of thought,
Tak B TpycoB pasym npeBpaniaer Hac, AND enterprises of great pith ANT moment,
M rak eccrecrsennblii, Kaszauaoch Obl, HOAXOL- With this regard, their currents turn awry
pellleHne 1o KOpeHb MOAPBIBAETCA XOIOAHBIM MPOHIECKOM CO3HAHUA. AND lose the NAME of ACTION.

W nauunanus,
BEJIMKUE 110 CYTU U 110 BDEMEHU CO3IaHUA, (Hamlet's soliloquy by Will. Shakespeare)
CBOpauMBaloT CBOMW JOTWUYHBIA X0OI

W paszbusabarotca o Hamero cosHanua Y1 EC.



