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I  

 
From fairest creatures we desire increase, 

That thereby beautyõs rose might never die, 

But as the riper should by time decease, 

His tender heir might bear his memory:  

But thou contracted to thine own bright eyes,  

Feedõst thy light õs flame with self -substantial fuel,  

Making a famine where abundance lies, 

Thy self thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel: 

Thou that art now the world õs fresh ornament, 

And only herald to the gaudy spring,  

Within thine own bud buriest thy content,  

And, tender churl, mak õst waste in niggarding:  

   Pity the world, or else this glutton be,  

   To eat the worldõs due, by the grave and thee. 

 

Sonet 1 

 
ċi vrem pe cei frumoĺi rodind, am vrea 

Un trandafir, c©nd toamna ´l apleacń,            

Dar ´ncń-i viu, sń lase-n urma sa                

Parfum, culori, ´n muguri noi sń treacń. 

Dar tu, ce doar în ochii-Ťi dulci priveĺti 

Ĺi laĺi doar focul lor sń te desfete 

ċŤi eĺti duĺmané Bogat te crezi? Nu eĺti, 

Comoara-Ťi furi de unul singur, biete. 

Tu, hńrńzit acestei lumi podoabń 

Eĺti solul unei primńveri ce minte. 

Pńcat de rodul risipit cu grabń 

Ĺi ars cu lńcomie ´nainte. 

Trezeĺte-te, nu te lńsa-ngropat  

Cu tot cu har, cât nu te-ai semńnat. 
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II  

 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,  

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty õs field, 

Thy youth õs proud livery so gazed on now,  

Will be a totterõd weed of small worth held:  

Then being asked, where all thy beauty lies,  

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,  

To say, within thine own deep sunken eyes, 

Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise. 

How much more praise deservõd thy beautyõs use, 

If thou couldst answer ôThis fair child of min e 

Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,õ 

Proving his beauty by succession thine! 

   This were to be new made when thou art old,  

   And see thy blood warm when thou feel õst it cold. 

 

Sonet 2 

 

C©nd patruzeci de ierni te vor brńzda  

Ĺi-Ťi va apune fala juvenilń,                

A tinereŤii hainń-Ťi va pńrea                        

O vechiturń: ai sń-Ťi pl©ngi de milń. 

Vei fi -ntrebat: òAverea unde-o Ťii?ó, 

Vor da rńspuns ad©ncile gńvane 

Ce-Ťi ´ngroparń fruntea: òChiar ació! 

Dar ´Ťi va fi ruĺine, o, sńrmane. 

Cu mult mai lesne bńtr©neŤea ta  

Va fi iertatń, dacń vei rńspunde:  

òPriveĺte-acest copil, mń va purta: 

Acolo sunt, pe el ´ntreabń-l unde.ó 

Ĺi s©nge cald prin venele-ngheŤate 

Va curge-atunci când moartea-Ťi r©de-n spate. 
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III    

 

Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest  

Now is the time that face should form another;  

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,  

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother. 

For where is she so fair whose unearõd womb  

Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?  

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb  

Of his self-love, to stop posterity?  

Thou art thy mother õs glass and she in thee 

Calls back the lovely April of her prime;  

So thou through windows of thine age shalt see, 

Despite of wrinkles this thy  golden time. 

   But if thou live, remember õd not to be, 

   Die single and thine image dies with thee. 
 

Sonet 3 

 

Priveĺte-te ´n ochi: o faŤń nouń 

De-ai zńmisli, c©nd asta se destramń, 

Te vei gńsi la fel ´n am©ndouń. 

Nefericeĺti o viitoare mamń, 

De mai aĺtepŤi! Nu-i nicńieri hambar 

At©t de plin, sń nu viseze gr©u, 

Ĺi nici aĺa nebun un grńdinar 

Sń-mprńĺtie sńm©nŤa ´n p©r©u. 

Tu eĺti oglinda mamei tale ´ncń, 

Al tinereŤii ei de-April tezaur,  

La fel ĺi tu, ´n apa ei ad©ncń  

Priveĺti ônapoi, spre anii cei de aur: 

De chip lipsit c©nd singur eĺti, murind, 

Oglinzile din tine se desprind.  
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IV  

 

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend  

Upon thy self thy beauty õs legacy? 

Natureõs bequest gives nothing, but doth lend, 

And being frank she lends to those are free: 

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse 

The bounteous largess given thee to give? 

Profitless usurer, why dost thou use  

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live? 

For having traffic with thy self alone,  

Thou of thy self thy sweet self dost deceive: 

Then how when nature calls thee to be gone, 

What acceptable audit canst thou leave? 

   Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,  

   Which, used, lives thõ executor to be.     

 

Sonet 4 

 

Frumos nesńbuit, copil cńzut 

ċn patimi egoiste, moĺtenirea 

De ce Ťi-o risipeĺti? Un ´mprumut 

E tot ce dń, ĺi doar vremelnic, Firea. 

De ce ´ntreci ´n cheltuieli mńsura 

Ĺi iroseĺti ´n patimi ce Ťi-e dat? 

Avut nemńsurat e picńtura:  

Nimic nu e etern, nu eĺti bogat. 

Te zńvorńĺti, spre-a te-mplini în reci  

ċmbrńŤiĺńri: ´n tine se-amńgeĺte 

Un eu pervers... Ce laĺi atunci c©nd pleci 

Moĺtenitorilor? Nimic, fireĺte: 

Lumina ta se stinge ´n pńm©nt 

Cu tine-odatõ, în ultimul cuvânt.  
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V 

 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame  

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,  

Will play the tyrants to the very same  

And that unfair which fairly doth excel;  

For never-resting time leads summer on 

To hideous winter, and confounds him there;  

Sap checked with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone, 

Beauty oõer-snowed and bareness every where: 

Then were not summerõs distillation left,  

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,  

Beautyõs effect with beauty were bereft, 

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was:  

   But flowers distill õd, though they with winter meet,  

   Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.   

Sonet 5 

 

Acelaĺi soare bun ce o rńsfaŤń, 

Ĺi scaldń-n dulcea lui luminń floarea, 

ċi va sluŤi c©ndva plńp©nda faŤń, 

Ca un tiran, tńindu-i respirarea 

Cu toamne lungi, spre iarnń s-o t©rascń, 

Acolo unde frunzele  uscate 

Se vor întoarce-n criptele de iascń 

Sń doarmń somn de ger... Ĺi dacń poate 

Pe un pervaz, ´Ťi pare cń-ntr -o vazń                  

O floare-a lńcrimat, sń ĺtii, e-agheasma 

PereŤilor de sticlń, ce pństreazń 

Ca un reproĺ, din trupul scurs, mireasma: 

Cńci viaŤa ei, deĺi de chip s-a rupt,  

Musteĺte ´ncń, dulce, dedesubt. 
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VI  

 

Then let not winter õs ragged hand deface, 

In thee thy summer, ere thou be distilled:  

Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place 

With beautyõs treasure ere it be self-killed.  

That use is not forbidden usury,  

Which happies those that pay the willing loan;  

Thatõs for thy self to breed another thee, 

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one; 

Ten times thy self were happier than thou art,  

If ten of thine ten times refigured thee:  

Then what could death do if thou shouldst depart,  

Leaving thee living in posterity?  

   Be not self-willed, for thou art much too fair  

   To be deathõs conquest and make worms thine heir.   

Sonet 6 

 

C©nd iernile oribile veĺminte 

Pe trupul verii tale vor sń punń, 

Sń-Ťi distilezi esenŤa ´nainte 

Ca farmecu-i lńuntric sń apunń, 

Ĺi toarn-o într -un vas ce rńsplńteĺte 

Pe cei ce îl deschid, cu un profit: 

Cńci dńruind ´n el, bogatul creĺte, 

Copiii d©nd dob©ndń ´nzecit, 

Ĺi tot de zece ori mai vesel trece, 

Nepńsńtor, de moartea cea perfidń; 

C©nd laĺi posteritńŤii chipuri zece 

Mai ĺtie ea pe care sń-l ucidń? 

Frumos rńm©i, ĺi nu festin de viermi: 

Strecoarń-te-n copiii tńi eterni. 
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VII  

 

Lo! in the orient when the gracious light  

Lifts  up his burning head, each under eye 

Doth homage to his new-appearing sight, 

Serving with looks his sacred majesty;  

And having climbed the steep -up heavenly hill,  

Resembling strong youth in his middle age,  

Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,  

Attendin g on his golden pilgrimage:  

But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,  

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day, 

The eyes, ôfore duteous, now converted are 

From his low tract, and look another way:  

   So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon  

   Unlooked on  diest unless thou get a son. 

Sonet 7 

 

O, uitń-te cum se ridicń Soare 

ċn glorie, din pronia eternń, 

Ĺi-aprinde zi, iar dedesubt, popoare 

De muritori ´n humń se prosternń.  

O, uitń-te, celestele coline 

Din bolŤile luminii cum le-atinge, 

Ĺi-i t©nńr ´ncń-n m©na care Ťine 

De frâiele amiezii, când se stinge  

Abia simŤit, ´n urmń-i, rńsuflarea: 

Deĺi e sus, ´n aurul din razń, 

O umbrń din apus ôi-apleacń zarea,  

Îngenunchind. Ĺi-i noapte ce urmeazń.  

De fiu lipsit, deĺi ajuns pe culme, 

Ĺi tu la fel muri-vei, fńrń urme. 
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VIII  

 

Music to hear, why hearõst thou music sadly? 

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:  

Why lov õst thou that which thou receiv õst not gladly,  

Or else receivõst with pleasure thine annoy? 

If the true concord of well -tuned sounds, 

By unions married, do offend thine ear,  

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds 

In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.  

Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,  

Strikes each in each by mutual ordering; 

Resembling sire and child and happy mother,  

Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing: 

   Whose speechless song being many, seeming one, 

   Sings this to thee: ôThou single wilt prove none. õ    

 

Sonet 8 

 

ċmi pari m©hnit, deĺi o alńutń 

ċŤi m©ng©ie auzul. Te apasń  

Aceastń armonie? Mai plńcutń 

E leneĺa cńdere ´n angoasń? 

Ĺi totuĺi dacń bl©ndele-i solii  

Te plictisesc ori Ťi se par caduce, 

E pentru cń-i mai lesne sń te Ťii 

Departe de ce singur nu poŤi duce.  

Mai bine-ascultń notele cum cresc 

Din magice vibraŤii reciproce, 

În partituri distincte, ĺi lipesc, 

Bńrbat, femeie ĺi copil, o voce 

Ĺoptindu-Ťi: òSurghiunit într -unul  

Ĺi logodit cu moartea stń nebunul.ó 
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IX  

 

Is it for fear to wet a widow õs eye, 

That thou consumõst thy self in single life? 

Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die, 

The world will wail thee like a makeless wife;  

The world will be thy widow and still weep  

That thou no form of thee hast left behind,  

When every private widow well may keep  

By childrenõs eyes, her husbandõs shape in mind: 

Look what an unthrift in the world doth spend  

Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;  

But beautyõs waste hath in the world an end, 

And kept unused the user so destroys it. 

   No love toward others in that bosom sits  

   That on himself such murdõrous shame commits.  

 

Sonet 9 

 

Tu ai ales acum singurńtatea 

De-a vńduvei jelanie sń scapi? 

Dar când se va-nt©mpla sń mori, cetatea 

Te va jeli la fel, ĺi nu ´ncapi 

Dec©t zńdńrniciei, care curmń 

ċn spiŤa ta, imaginea. Nevasta 

ţi-ar fi pństrat ´n trup de plod o urmń: 

Plecând, o iei cu tine ĺi pe asta. 

Sńm©nŤa risipitń-i desfrânare; 

Din ce-i e dat, nedńruind ´n loc, 

Frumosu-ĺi ia doar faima rea pe care 

O va sńdi-n al criptelor soroc. 

Când nu-Ťi iubeĺte inima, socoate  

Cń-n tine ai ucis o alta, poate. 
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X   

 

For shame deny that thou bearõst love to any, 

Who for thy self art so unprovident.  

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,  

But that thou none lovõst is most evident: 

For thou art so possessed with murderous hate, 

That ôgainst thy self thou stickõst not to conspire, 

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate 

Which to repair should be thy chief desire.  

O! change thy thought, that I may change my mind:  

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love? 

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind, 

Or to thyself at least kind -hearted prove: 

   Make thee another self for love of me, 

   That beauty still may live in thine or thee.  

Sonet 10 

 

ċn mulŤi te risipeĺti, c©nd ´i provoci, 

Ruĺine n-ai: îl ai pe vino-ncoace. 

Dar recunoaĺte, rńule, te joci, 

Ĺi-i limpede cń nimeni nu-Ťi mai place. 

O patimń ce-n tine unelteĺte 

ċŤi ruineazń farmecul, lascivń, 

Cu furia desfr©ului, ĺi-opreĺte 

A firii zńmislire, deopotrivń. 

Te schimbń dar, de vrei sń fiu al tńu, 

Ĺi dń-i din nou iubirii ôntâietate 

ċn faŤa urii; sau mńcar, prea rńu 

Încearc-a nu mai fi cu tine. Poate, 

Din dragoste de mine renńsc©nd, 

Splendori uitate -or reveni, curând. 
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XI  

 

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growõst 

In one of thine, from that which thou departest;  

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow õst, 

Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest.  

Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase; 

Without this folly, age, and cold decay:  

If all were minded so, the times should cease 

And threescore year would make the world away.  

Let those whom nature hath not made for store, 

Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish: 

Look whom she best endowõd, she gave the more; 

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:  

   She carvõd thee for her seal, and meant thereby, 

   Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die. 

Sonet 11 

 

Cu cât decazi, cu-at©t mai t©nńr creĺti 

ċn fiul tńu, de care te separi: 

În sângele pe care-l dńruieĺti 

Te-oi recunoaĺte, altul sń rńsari. 

Aĺa trńieĺti, prin fii ĺi prin nepoŤi, 

Aĺa prinzi rńdńcini, nu-n burlńcie; 

De ar gândi la fel ca tine toŤi, 

S-ar stinge LumeaéDucń-se-n pustie 

Cel sterp, hidos ĺi rńu de la Naturń, 

ċn urmń e, dar primul sń disparń! 

Vezi, Firea doar de cei bogaŤi se-ndurń; 

Sńm©nŤń dń-i, ĺi-ogoarele ´i arń: 

Cu harul Ei, desparte-te de moarte, 

Ĺi du-i pecetea-aleasń mai departeé 
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XII  

 

When I do count the clock that tells the time, 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;  

When I behold the violet past prime,  

And sable curls, all silvered oõer with white;  

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves, 

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,  

And summer õs green all girded up in sheaves, 

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,  

Then of thy beauty do I question make, 

That thou among the wastes of time must go, 

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake 

And die as fast as they see others grow; 

   And nothing ôgainst Timeõs scythe can make defence 

   Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.  

Sonet 12 

 

C©nd orologiul muĺcń din secundń, 

Ĺi trupul crud al florii ´l rńpune, 

Când zorile în neguri le cufundń, 

Ĺi-ncńrunŤeĺte plete de tńciune, 

C©nd plopi trufaĺi, ce-au ocrotit de soare 

Cirezile, de frunze se dezbracń,  

Ĺi verdele de mai, cu resemnare, 

Pe catafalcul spicelor se-apleacń, 

Mń-ntreb de ĺtii cum va veni, fireascń, 

Eclipsa frumuseŤii ce dezmiardń 

FiinŤa ta, ca-n alt vlństar sń creascń, 

De ai urmaĺi. Nu-i ´nvńŤat sń piardń 

Eternul Timp, dar crudele -i porunci  

Le poŤi desfide ´mpńcat atunci. 
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XIII  

 

O! that you were your self; but, love, you are  

No longer yours, than you your self here live:  

Against this coming end you should prepare,  

And your sweet semblance to some other give: 

So should that beauty which you hold in lease 

Find no determination; then you were  

Yourself again, after yourselfõs decease, 

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.  

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay, 

Which husbandry in honour might uphold,  

Against the stormy gusts of winter õs day 

And barren rage of deathõs eternal cold? 

   O! none but unthrifts. Dear my love, you know,  

   You had a father: let your son say so. 

Sonet 13 

 

O, tare-ai vrea neschimbńtor sń treci,  

Prieteneé dar trńitor ´n luturi, 

Nu Ťi-e ´ngńduit: te-nsoarń deci, 

Ĺi dńruieĺte-Ťi alte ´nceputuri. 

Cńci doar aĺa va ĺti frumosu-Ťi chip 

Ce Firea-Ťi hotńr´, sń-ĺi recunoascń 

EsenŤele, ĺi dulcele-arhetip  

C©nd vei pleca, ´n forme noi sń creascń. 

Nu -i nimeni ´n paraginń sń-ĺi lase 

Castelul ĺi-al familiei avut,  

C©nd iarna cu furtuni nesńŤioase 

Izbeĺte crunt ´n porŤi. Vlństaru-i scut 

Ĺi casń veĺnicieié Fiu, odatń, 

Sń ai urmaĺi Ťi-e dat! Acum fii tatń. 
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XIV  

 

Not from the stars do I my judgement pluck;  

And yet methinks I have Astronomy,  

But not to tell of good or evil luck,  

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasonsõ quality;  

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,  

Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind,  

Or say with princes if it shall go well  

By oft predict that I in heaven find:  

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,  

And, constant stars, in them I read such art 

As truth and beauty shall together thrive,  

If  from thyself, to store thou wouldst convert;  

    Or else of thee this I prognosticate: 

   Thy end is truth õs and beautyõs doom and date.     

 

Sonet 14 

 

Mń cred un soi de astrolog, deĺi 

ċnŤelepciunea bolta nu mi-o-ndrumń, 

Ĺi nu prezic de ghinioane ĺi  

De rodul toamnelor, de ploaie, ciumń, 

De foamete, de viaŤa-n amńnunt 

A prinŤilor, de ĺansń, bogńŤie, 

De tunet, ploi, de toate câte sunt. 

StiinŤa-mi trag din cerul care ĺtie: 

Din ochii tńié Ei stele fixe mi-s, 

Ĺi viitorul ´l citesc mai viu, 

ċn adevńrul ce ´n ei s-a-nchis, 

Ĺi-i frate cu lumina... Dar un fiu  

De n-o sń ai c©nd vei muri, prezic, 

Din toate astea n-o mai fi nimic.  
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XV 

 

When I consider every thing that grows  

Holds in perfection but a little moment,  

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows 

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment; 

When I perceive that men as plants increase, 

Cheered and checked even by the self-same sky, 

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,  

And wear their brave state out of memory;  

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,  

Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay 

To change your day of youth to sullied night,  

   And all in war with Time for love of you,  

   As he takes from you, I engraft you new.  

Sonet 15 

 

C©nd vńd cum dau ônapoi acei ce cresc 

Sau c©t de scurt ´n glorie exultń,  

Ĺi-afarń de spectacolul ceresc   

Nu au nimic, ĺi-o stea le scrie,-ocultń, 

Destinele; cum ei privesc în sus 

Ca iarba, ´nsetaŤi de-acelaĺi cer, 

Ĺi duc aceeaĺi sevń spre apus 

La cimitir ul cu-amintiri, ĺi pier, 

ċn toatń-aceastń lume os©nditń,  

Cu-at©t mai t©nńr chipul tńu mi-apare, 

ċn ciuda vremii alung©nd grńbitń 

Spre noaptea lungń, ciobul tńu de soare; 

ċncerc, iubind, cu ea din rńsputeri  

Sń lupt: ca sń-Ťi ´ntorc lumini de ieri. 
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XVI  

 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way  

Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time?  

And fortify your self in your decay  

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme? 

Now stand you on the top of happy hours,  

And many maiden gardens, yet unset, 

With virtuous wish would bear you living flowers,  

Much liker than your painted counterfeit:  

So should the lines of life that life repair,  

Which this, Timeõs pencil, or my pupil pen,  

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair,  

Can make you live your self in eyes of men. 

   To give away yourself, keeps yourself still,  

   And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.  

Sonet 16 

 

În tine -i Timp, ĺi vrea sń mi te ia. 

Te luptń, dar, sń-i supravieŤuieĺti 

Cu arme noi. Un vers nu poate-avea   

Puterea binecuv©ntńrii. Eĺti 

În floare-acum. Te vńd ´n ochi de fatń 

Ursind virtutea -n floare, oglindit  

Mai viu dec©t aĺ fi putut vreodatń 

Sń zugrńvesc, de strńluciri orbité 

Pricepe: doar un fiu te va descrie 

Aĺa cum eĺti. Vorbind, nu fac dec©t 

A destrńma, ĺi nimeni n-o sń ĺtie 

Ce chip ´Ťi stń ´n suflet zńvor©t. 

Picteazń-te chiar tu, fugind de orń: 

ċn trup de prunc, o p©nzń te implorń. 
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XVII  

 

Who will believe my verse in time to come,  

If it were fill õd with your m ost high deserts? 

Though yet heaven knows it is but as a tomb 

Which hides your life, and shows not half your parts.  

If I could write the beauty of your eyes,  

And in fresh numbers number all your graces,  

The age to come would say ôThis poet lies; 

Such heavenly touches neõer touchõd earthly faces.õ 

So should my papers, yellowõd with their age,  

Be scornõd, like old men of less truth than tongue,  

And your true rights be term õd a poetõs rage 

And stretched metre of an antique song: 

   But were some child of yours alive that time,  

   You should live twice, in it, and in my rhyme.  

Sonet 17 

 

Degeaba scriu de tine: nu m-or crede 

De-am sń le spun cń eĺti nńscut din zei. 

Ĺi culmea e, din ceea ce se vede 

Eu multe drńmuiesc, de obicei. 

Iar dacń-aĺ vrea ´n haina cea mai bunń 

Sń te ´mbrac, aĺ dezlega ´n van 

Metafora. Mi -ar spune-aĺa: òMinciunń! 

Frumos ca el nu-i fiu de pńm©ntean.ó 

Mai bine-ar fi sń mń dispreŤuiascń, 

Poet bńtr©n, flecar ĺi prńfuit, 

Ĺi tot aĺa vorbind de mine-i las, cń 

Eu stiu ce ĺtiu: aĺa eĺti, negreĺit. 

Dar dacń-odatõ vei zńmisli un prunc 

O, ´Ťi promit, sonetele mi-arunc. 
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XVIII  

 

Shall I compare thee to a summerõs day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:  

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,  

And summer õs lease hath all too short a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimmed,  

And every fair from fair sometime declines,  

By chance, or natureõs changing course untrimmed:  

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,  

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owõst, 

Nor shall death brag thou wander õst in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou grow õst, 

   So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 

   So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

Sonet 18 

 

C-o zi de varń te-aĺ asemui 

Dar gloria i -e scurtń: prea uĺor 

Un v©nt de mai cuteazń-a-i pńlmui 

Lalelele; tu-l treci, fermecńtoré 

Vezi, soarele ba arde, ba-i ascuns, 

Ĺi auru-i pńleĺte; ce-i frumos  

ċĺi pierde haru-n chip de nepńtruns, 

Sau în al Firii mers capricios,  

Dar tu eĺti altfel, farmecul tńu sfânt 

Desparte vremi; desńv©rĺirii fiu,   

Tu ruĺinezi ĺi Moartea, pe pńm©nt     

Atot stńp©nitoareé Ĺi mai viu 

Ca viaŤa eĺti, cńci stihul meu Ťi-e dat, 

C©t ochii vńd, ĺi inimile baté 
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XIX 

 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lionõs paws, 

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;  

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tigerõs jaws, 

And burn the long -livõd phoenix, in her blood;  

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleetõst, 

And do whate õer thou wilt, swift -footed Time, 

To the wide world and all her fading sweets;  

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime: 

O! carve not with thy hours my love õs fair brow,  

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;  

Him in thy course untainted do allow  

For beautyõs pattern to succeeding men.  

   Yet, do thy worst old Time: despite thy wrong,  

    My love shall in my verse ever live young.  

Sonet 19 

 

Cenuĺi din Phoenix ´ncń fumeg©nd, 

Te vńd cum spulberi, nemilos, ĺi cum 

Din colŤii tigrului ai rupté De c©nd 

M-aĺtepŤi, o, Timp! ċntoarce-mń acum 

In glie dacń vrei, ĺi fń-mi sń spere  

C©nd poarta primńverii le-o striveĺti,  

Zńpezileé cń totul Ťi-e-n putere. 

Un lucru nu -Ťi ´ngńdui: sń sluŤeĺti 

Iubitului gingaĺele spr©ncene,  

C©nd m©zgńleĺti cu anticul penel; 

ċndurń-te ĺi iartń-l de blesteme, 

Cń e sortit urmaĺilor modelé 

Oricum, în versul meu, chiar de n -asculŤi, 

Mai t©nńr va trńi, ĺi ani mai mulŤi. 

 

 

 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
34 

 

 

XX 

 

A womanõs face with natureõs own hand painted,  

Hast thou, the master mistress of my passion; 

A womanõs gentle heart, but not acquainted 

With shifting change, as is false womenõs fashion: 

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,  

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;  

A man in hue all hues in his controlling,  

Which steals menõs eyes and womenõs souls amazeth. 

And for a woman wert t hou first created; 

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,  

And by addition me of thee defeated,  

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.  

   But since she prickõd thee out for womenõs pleasure, 

   Mine be thy love and thy love õs use their treasure. 

Sonet 20 

 

Ce farmec bl©nd, stńp©n-stńp©nń-mi, toatń 

Natura -n chipul tńu iubit revarsń; 

O òeaó vorbind prin òeló, dar vindecatń 

De firea nestatornicń ĺi falsń; 

Cu aur, mult mai darnic în privire,  

Blagosloveĺti ce-atingi, femeie-n sine, 

Dar stńp©nind frivola ei pornire 

De-a ispiti un gând, un ochi, mai bine.  

La început, femeie-ai fost creatń; 

Dar la sf©rĺit, Natura-ndrńgostitń 

Te-a vrut a Ei; ĺi-n mine-mperecheatń 

Cu-a mea virtute-n tine-adńugitń, 

Ea te-a rńpit femeilor; avere 

Ce-a mea-i acum, furând a lor  plńcere. 
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XXI  

 

So is it not with me as with that Muse,  

Stirred by a painted beauty to his verse, 

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use 

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse,  

Making a couplement of proud compare  

With sun and moon, with earth and seaõs rich gems, 

With April õs first-born flowers, and all things rare,  

That heavenõs air in this huge rondure hems. 

O! let me, true in love, but truly write,  

And then believe me, my love is as fair 

As any motherõs child, though not so bright  

As those gold candles fixed in heavenõs air: 

   Let them say more that like of hearsay well; 

   I will not praise that purpose not to sell.  

Sonet 21 

 

O, nu vń-nchipuiŤi c-aĺ fi poetul 

Metaforei celeste, cń de Sus 

Aĺtept sń mń ´nveŤe alfabetul 

Vreo Muzń, sau cń stilul mi -am supus 

Acestei mode plinń de fervoare 

A comparaŤiei: smaralde, sori, 

Sau flori de-april, cu epitete care 

Din graŤie divinń, dau fiori. 

LńsaŤi-mń sń scriu precum iubesc, 

Adevńrat, cum pruncul e iubit 

De mama sa; deĺi, mńrturisesc, 

Cń de arhangheli nu mi -s dńruit 

Cu har. Nu -s negustor, nu-mi laud marfa;  

ċn liniĺte, mai bine sunń harfa. 
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XXII  

 

My glass shall not persuade me I am old, 

So long as youth and thou are of one date; 

But when in thee timeõs furrows  I behold, 

Then look I death my days should expiate.  

For all that beauty that doth cover thee, 

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me:  

How can I then be elder than thou art? 

O! therefore love, be of thyself so wary  

As I, not for myself, but for thee will;  

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary  

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.  

   Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain, 

   Thou gavõst me thine, not to give back again. 

Sonet 22 

 

Ea zice cń-s bńtr©n, dar o desfid: 

Oglinda mea eĺti tu, ce eĺti de-o seamń 

Cu mugurii; eu poate doar un rid  

Privind, mi -aĺ aminti de Marea Vamń. 

Dar mai bńtr©n nu pot sń mń g©ndesc 

A fi, c©nd tinereŤea ta ´mbracń 

O inimńña meañce-o regńsesc 

At©t de asemńnńtoare. Dacń                        

De azi, ai grija ei, cum o sń am 

Ĺi eu de-a ta, ca doica de copil, 

De dragul tńu, ca-n sânul lui Avram  

Am s-o pńzesc, ´n dulcele-i exil.  

Ĺi nu-i un târg: dar una de-i ucisń, 

Eternitatea ne rńm©ne-nchisń. 
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XXIII  

 

As an unperfect actor on the stage, 

Who with his fear is put beside his part,  

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,  

Whose strengthõs abundance weakens his own heart; 

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say 

The perfect ceremony of loveõs rite, 

And in mine own love õs strength seem to decay, 

Oõerchargõd with burthen of mine own love õs might.  

O! let my looks be then the eloquence 

And dumb presagers of my speaking breast, 

Who plead for love, and look for recompense, 

More than that tongue t hat more hath more expressõd. 

   O! learn to read what silent love hath writ:  

   To hear with eyes belongs to loveõs fine wit.  

Sonet 23 

 

Ca un actor cu meĺteĺug puŤin, 

ċnvins de trac, ´nŤepenit ĺi mut, 

Ca leul ce în tragicu-i preaplin  

ċĺi fr©nge-n sine urletul tńcut,               

La fel ĺi eu, ´n toate amator, 

Ĺi ´ndoit de mine, am uitat 

Ceremonia dragostei: actor 

De marea-i patimń ´mpovńrat. 

Te lasń-n ochii mei atunci în loc  

Sń te afunzi, cńci mai convingńtor 

Decât pot ei, eu n-aĺ pleda deloc, 

Ĺi rńsplńteĺte-le ofranda. E uĺor 

Sń-i ´nŤelegi: tńcerea ascult©nd, 

Lumina lor vei auzi, curând.  
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XXIV  

 

Mine eye hath playõd the painter and hath steelõd, 

Thy beautyõs form in table of my heart;  

My body is the frame wherein ôtis held, 

And perspective it is best painterõs art. 

For through the painter must you see his skill,  

To find where your true image pictur õd lies, 

Which in my bosomõs shop is hanging still, 

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.  

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done: 

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me 

Are windows to my breast, where -through the sun  

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee;  

   Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art, 

   They draw but what they see, know not the heart.  

 

Sonet 24 

 

În joacń, din priviri, mi te-am pictat 

Pe inimń, ca trupul meu o ramń 

Tabloului sń-i fie; contemplat,  

Priveliĺte ´Ťi sunt, de bunńseamń. 

În mine-Ťi vei gńsi mereu portretul 

Adevńrat, ce dńinuie; te am 

ċn pieptul de artist, pe ĺevaletul 

Strńluminat de chipul tńu, pe-un geam 

Ce-ai ĺlefuit, privindu-l. De-ajutor  

Le-au fost ĺi ochii mei, cu ´nc©ntare  

Pict©nd, deĺi lumina nu-i a lor: 

Ai tńi le sunt ferestrele spre soare,  

C©nd ei t©njesc spre mńiestrita artń  

A inimii, ce mi -a rńmas la poartń. 

 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
40 

 

 
Salvador Dali: Romeo and Juliet 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
41 

 

 

XXV 

 

Let those who are in favour with their stars  

Of public honour and proud titles boast,  

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars  

Unlookõd for joy in that I honour most.  

Great princesõ favourites their fair leaves spread 

But as the marigold at the sunõs eye, 

And in themselves their pride lies buried,  

For at a frown they in their glory die.  

The painful warrior famoused for fight,  

After a thousand victories once foiled,  

Is from the book of honour razed quite,  

And all the rest fo rgot for which he toiled:  

   Then happy I, that love and am beloved, 

   Where I may not remove nor be removed. 

Sonet 25 

 

Fortuna pe aleĺi sń-i fericeascń, 

ċn demnitńŤi ĺi faimń, eu o las. 

Pe mine nu a vrut sń mń iubeascń 

Deloc, dar e destul ce mi-a rńmas. 

Un prinŤ ´ĺi coase mantia din razń, 

Ca florile, cu aur de-mprumut.  

Sńrmanul: zeul arde la amiazń 

Ĺi ´l trimite ´napoi ´n lut.  

O, iatń un soldat cu spada-n m©nń: 

A c©ĺtigat mereu, dar azi, strńpuns,  

Se-apleacń-ncet ĺi muĺcń din Ťńr©nń:  

Istoria sń-l uite,  e de-ajuns. 

Iubind, iubit, mń simt etern. E toatń 

Averea mea, ĺi nu-mi va fi luatń. 
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XXVI  

 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage  

Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,  

To thee I send this written embassage, 

To witness duty, not to show my wit:  

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine  

May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it,  

But that I hope some good conceit of thine 

In thy soulõs thought, all naked, will bestow it:  

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving,  

Points on me graciously with fair as pect, 

And puts apparel on my tottered loving,  

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect: 

   Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee; 

   Till then, not show my head where thou mayst prove me.  

Sonet 26 

 

Cń sunt de-a ta fiinŤń-adânc legat, 

De asta-Ťi scriu, iubit stńp©n: trufie   

Sń-Ťi povestesc de mine, niciodatõ  

Nu voi avea. Vasalului sń-i fie 

Iertatń cutezanŤañprea sńrac 

ċn vorbe, sń-ĺi plńteascń datoria. 

De altfel, e mai ´nŤelept sń tac: 

Mai bine lasń-mń ´n visteria 

ċnchipuirii tale, p©nń c©nd 

Va trece-o stea mai binevoitoare 

Pe cerul meu, c-o mantie-mbrńc©nd 

Aceste vorbe zdrenŤuite, care 

Abia atunci vor spune cât iubesc; 

Mai mult nu mń sili sń-Ťi dovedesc. 

 

 

 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
43 

 

 

XXVII  

 

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,  

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired;  

But then begins a journey in my head 

To work my mind, when body õs workõs expired:  

For then my thoughts --from far where I abide -- 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,  

Looking on darkness which the blind do see:  

Save that my soulõs imaginary sight  

Presents thy shadow to my sightless view, 

Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,  

Makes black night beauteous, and her old face new. 

   Lo! thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,  

   For thee, and for myself, no quiet fin d. 

Sonet 27 

 

E noapte iar, ĺi drumurile lungi 

Mń ostenesc ĺi mń grńbesc ´n pat. 

Dar noi cńlńtorii ´ncep atunci, 

În minte, când din trup m -am aruncat. 

De-aici, departe, gândul peregrin  

Spre cerul tńu se urcń,-ntrezńrind 

Un chip iubit, ce numai orbul prin  

Întunecimi îl mângâie, clipind,  

Dar nu ĺi umbra-Ťi, singur giuvaer 

Al hńului cu soarele zidit, 

Ce scaldń ´n splendori al nopŤii cer 

Ĺi-i dńruieĺte chip ´ntinerit. 

Ce viaŤń! Ziua drum ĺi noaptea g©nd, 

Odihnń nu ne mai gńsim nicic©ndé 
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XXVIII  

 

How can I then return in happy plight,  

That am debarred the benefit of rest? 

When dayõs oppression is not easõd by night,  

But day by night and night by day oppress õd, 

And each, though enemies to eitherõs reign, 

Do in consent shake hands to torture me, 

The one by toil, the other to complain  

How far I toil, still farther off from thee.  

I tell the day, to please him thou art bright,  

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven:  

So flatter I the swart-complexionõd night,  

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild õst the even. 

   But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,  

   And night doth nightly make grief õs length seem stronger. 

Sonet 28 

 

Mai pot eu oare sń-mi întorc destinul,  

Când sufletul de -odihnń-i jefuit,  

Ĺi noaptea ´mi desńv©rĺeĺte chinul 

Neliniĺtii, ce ziua l-a scornit?  

ċmi pare cń de-o vreme ĺi-au dat mâna    

Ĺi-n ciuda duĺmńniei, mń silesc 

Sń umblu ziua dupń tine,õntruna,  

Iar noaptea, cń nu eĺti, sń te jelesc. 

Ca s-o înduplec, zilei spun: òmń crede, 

Luminii lui de no rii grei nu -i pasń.ó 

Iar nopŤii: òEl e steaua ce se vede  

ċn serile c©nd negura se lasń.ó 

Dar chinul zilei Ťine mai mult ´ncń, 

Durerea nopŤii sń-mi rńm©nń-ad©ncń. 
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XXIX 

 

When in disgrace with fortune and men õs eyes 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,  

And look upon myself, and curse my fate,  

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,  

Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,  

Desiring this manõs art, and that manõs scope, 

With what I most enjoy co ntented least; 

Yet in these thoughts my self almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state,  

Like to the lark at break of day arising  

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heavenõs gate; 

   For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings 

   That then I scorn to change my state with kings.  

Sonet 29 

 

Nesocotit de oameni ĺi de soartń 

Ma pl©ng de viaŤa fńrń cńpńt©i 

Stńp©nului cel surd, ĺi mi-e deĺartń 

CredinŤa, iar blestemu-mi stń dint©ié 

Aĺ renunŤa pe loc, fńrń-ndoialń, 

La tot ce sunt, ca din virtuŤi sń fur, 

Desńv©rĺind ´n har ĺi ´ndrńznealń 

Cu farmec nou, destinul meu obscur! 

Din fericire, g©ndul cńtre tine 

Mi se îndreapt-o clipń, ĺi urc©nd 

Ca mierla dimineŤii, din ruine 

Un imn spre cer, renasc, înseninând: 

C©nd ´nŤeleg ce dragostea mi-aduce 

Mń simt, din cerĺetor umil, un duceé 
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XXX 

 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 

I summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,  

And with old woes new wail my dear time õs waste: 

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow, 

For precious friends hid in deathõs dateless night, 

And weep afresh loveõs long since cancellõd woe, 

And moan the expense of many a vanishõd sight: 

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o õer 

The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 

Which I new pay as if not paid before.  

   But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,  

   All losses are restorõd and sorrows end. 

Sonet 30 

 

Secretul meu suspin icoane vechi 

Mai catń-n melancolicul trecut,  

Ca ore noi din timpul scurs, perechi, 

Sń-mi irosesc în rana de-nceput, 

Sń mai revńrs din ochiul neõnvńŤat 

O lacrimń, cu prieteni ce-au apus 

ċn noaptea fńrń capńt, ĺi-încõodatõ  

Sń mń ´nchin vedeniei de sus, 

Ca jeluind ce am mai plâns, demult, 

In tomul disperńrii, socotit, 

S-adaug înc-un geamńt, ca mai mult  

Dator sń fiu de tot ce-am mai plńtité 

Dar e de-ajuns un gând fugar la tine, 

Prieten drag, sń-mi iau ce-mi aparŤine. 
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XXXI  

 

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts, 

Which I by lacking have supposed dead; 

And there reigns Love, and all Loveõs loving parts, 

And all those friends which I thought buried.  

How many a holy and obsequious tear  

Hath dear religious love stol õn from mine eye, 

As interest of the dead, which now appear  

But things removõd that hidden in thee lie!  

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,  

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,  

Who all their parts of me to thee did give,  

That due of many now is thine alone:  

   Their images I lovõd, I view in thee,  

   And thou (all they) hast all the all of me.  

Sonet 31 

 

E inima-Ťi regat de inimi, toate 

ċnsufleŤind prieteni ce-am iubit  

Ĺi i-am uitat demult, sau duĺi sunt poate, 

Dar ´n virtuŤi ĺi har te-au prevestit. 

De dincolo-mi furarń, prin iubire, 

Atâtea lacrime, cum doar un sfânt 

Ar fi vńrsat, preamilostiv din fire; 

Acum sunt vii, deĺi le eĺti morm©nt. 

Sńlaĺ prietenilor mei, ´n tine  

Trofeele trecutului ´mi ĺtii.  

Plecând, te-au dńruit cum se cuvine, 

Cu tot ce sunt; prin ei ´mi aparŤii: 

În chipurile lor te -aduni, fi resc, 

Cum eu, iubindu -vń, ´n tine cresc. 
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XXXII  

 

If thou survive my well -contented day, 

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover  

And shalt by fortune once more re -survey 

These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover, 

Compare them with the bettõring of the time,  

And though they be outstripped by every pen,  

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,  

Exceeded by the height of happier men. 

O! then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:  

ôHad my friend õs Muse grown with this growing age,  

A dearer birth than this his love had brought,  

To march in ranks of better equipage: 

   But since he died and poets better prove, 

   Theirs for their style I õll read, his for his loveõ.  

Sonet 32 

 

De vei trńi nefericita vreme 

Când eu, întors în colb, voi fi uitat,  

Citind din nou stângacele poeme 

Ce Ťi le-a scris prietenul plecat, 

Comparń-le cu marile condeie: 

Deĺi de-acestea fi-vor mai prejos, 

ċn suflet pentru patimń sń-Ťi steie,   

Nu pentru rimń... O, ĺi drńgństos,  

Prietene, mń binecuv©nteazń 

Cu gânduõ acest: òPńcat, de-ar fi trńit, 

Ar sta alńturi celor ce semneazń 

ċn cartea mńiestriei. De citit,  

Citi -voi tot, ĺi-oi admira la fel:  

Pe ei, ´n stil; ´n flacńrń, pe el.ó 
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XXXIII  

 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen  

Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye, 

Kissing with golden face the meadows green, 

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;  

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 

With ugly rack on his celestial face, 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,  

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:  

Even so my sun one early morn did shine, 

With all triumphant splendour on my brow;  

But out, alack, he was but one hour mine, 

The region cloud hath maskõd him from me now.  

   Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;  

   Suns of the world may stain when heavenõs sun staineth.  

Sonet 33 

 

Adesea am vńzut cum dimineaŤa 

Pogoarń slava de lumini pe creste 

Cu verde fraged sarut©nd f©neaŤa, 

Ĺi aurind ´n alchimii celeste 

Izvoarele, ca-ndatń sń-ĺi ascundń 

Sub norii grei hńlńduind pe sus,  

Comorile, ĺi-n ziua-abia nńsc©ndń, 

Sń-ntoarcń lumii faŤa spre apus. 

ċn tinereŤe, ĺi ´n mine-o razń 

A-nveĺm©ntat culorile la fel, 

Dar repede s-a stins: o sumbrń-amiazń 

I-a strecurat otravń ´n penel. 

Dar scurta glorie nu -mi e de-ocarń; 

C©nd sorii fug, ai noĺtri pot sń moarń. 
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XXXIV  

 

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day, 

And make me travel forth without my cloak,  

To let base clouds oõertake me in my way,  

Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?  

ôTis not enough that through the  cloud thou break,  

To dry the rain on my storm -beaten face, 

For no man well of such a salve can speak, 

That heals the wound, and cures not the disgrace: 

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;  

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss: 

The offenderõs sorrow lends but weak relief  

To him that bears the strong offenceõs cross.  

   Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds, 

   And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.  

Sonet 34 

 

De ce mi-ai prevestit o zi cu soare? 

Sunt gol, furtuna m -a ajuns din urmń, 

Ĺi chipul tńu pierit-a-n depńrtare  

Sub norii grei ĺi-a ceŤurilor turmńé 

O, nu-i destul s-arunci z©mbind o razń  

Pe faŤa mea udatń de furtunń! 

Cuvintele duioase-mi uĺureazń 

M©hnirea doar, ruĺinea nu; e bunń 

CńinŤa, ĺi regretul e dojana                                

Ce singur Ťi-ai ales, dar el n-aduce 

Deplinń vindecare pentru rana 

Ce-o poartń umilitul ca pe-o cruce. 

Dar lacrimile tale, nestemate 

Din dragoste, rńscumpńrń pńcateé 
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XXXV 

 

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:  

Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud: 

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun, 

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud. 

All men make faults, and even I in this,  

Authorizing thy trespass with compare,  

Myself corr upting, salving thy amiss,  

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are; 

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense, 

Thy adverse party is thy advocate, 

And ôgainst myself a lawful plea commence: 

Such civil war is in my love and hate,  

   That I an accessary needs must be, 

   To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.  

Sonet 35 

 

Nu te cńi de ce-ai fńcut: ĺi spinii 

Tot roze sunt, izvoarele-au nńmol, 

Eclipsa-i somnul trândav al luminii,  

Laleaua dń omizilor obol. 

Vezi, úmbrele-s ursite fiecńrui: 

La fel ĺi eu, prin rugń ´ndulcind 

Pńcatul trupului, greĺesc, dar stńrui 

De alt pńcat mai greu sń te desprind, 

Fiindcń-Ťi sunt ispitelor izvoré 

În mine însumi lupt; ne õnduplecat  

Judecńtor al desfr©nńrii, or 

Al dulcii necredinŤe avocat 

Corupt: furat, dar hoŤului complice, 

Sunt pńgubaĺul vinovat, s-ar zice. 
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XXXVI  

 

Let me confess that we two must be twain, 

Although our undivided loves are one:  

So shall those blots that do with me remain, 

Without thy help, by me be borne alone.  

In our two loves there is but one respect, 

Though in our lives a separable spite, 

Which though it alter not love õs sole effect, 

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from loveõs delight. 

I may not evermore acknowledge thee, 

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame,  

Nor thou with public kindness honour m e, 

Unless thou take that honour from thy name:  

   But do not so, I love thee in such sort, 

   As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.  

  

 

Sonet 36 

 

Mai bine-ar fi de tine sń mń rup, 

Ca faima sń-Ťi rńm©nń nepńtatń; 

Deĺi-n iubire suntem doar un trup,  

În viaŤń nu-i la fel: ocara toatń 

Sń-mi fie, aĺadar. Un singur Ťel 

Avem iubindu -ne, dar ne dezbinń 

O soartń rea; ´n miezul ei la fel, 

Ne trece viaŤa-n desfńtńri puŤinń. 

Ĺi nici nu cred cń-mi e ´ngńduit 

Cńindu-mń de ce-am fńcut, ruĺine 

Sń-Ťi mai aduc;  onoarea-Ťi ´ndoit 

Va suferi, de-ai milń pentru mine. 

Al meu fiind, nu irosi în lume  

Iertându -mń, al tńu, al meu renume. 
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XXXVII  

 

As a decrepit father takes delight 

To see his active child do deeds of youth, 

So I, made lame by Fortuneõs dearest spite, 

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth;  

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,  

Or any of these all, or all, or more, 

Entitled in thy parts, do crowned sit,  

I make my love engrafted to this store: 

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despisõd, 

Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give 

That I in thy abundance am sufficõd, 

And by a part of all thy glory live.  

   Look what is best, that best I wish in thee: 

   This wish I have; then ten times happy me! 

 

Sonet 37 

 

Moĺneagul se fńleĺte c-un nepot, 

La fel ĺi eu, de ĺansń vńduvit,  

Mń fericesc la umbra ta, cum pot, 

Din tot ce eĺti sau ce-ai ´nfńptuit. 

Cń dacń ĺarm sau bogńŤie, har, 

Sau toate ´mpreunń, ele nu-s 

ċn zestrea mea, iubind, ´ncerc mńcar 

Sń-Ťi fur din moĺtenire ce-ai în plus. 

Deĺi de tot nu-s vrednic de dispreŤ, 

La umbra-Ťi glorioasń mń hrńnesc 

Din ce arunci: ofranda n-are preŤ, 

Firimitura mi -e de-ajuns sń crescé 

Ĺi astfel bine ´Ťi doresc mereu: 

Îl voi avea-nsutit, apoi, ĺi eu. 
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XXXVIII  

 

How can my muse want subject to invent,  

While thou dost breathe, that pour õst into my verse 

Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 

For every vulgar paper to rehearse? 

O! give thy self the thanks, if aught in me  

Worthy perusal stand against thy sight;  

For whoõs so dumb that cannot write to thee, 

When thou thy self dost give invention light?  

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth  

Than those old nine which rhymers invocate;  

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth  

Eternal numbers to outlive long date.  

   If my slight muse do please these curious days, 

   The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.  

Sonet 38 

 

De plictisealń muza-mi nu se plânge 

De c©nd ´n haina graŤiei mń-mbraci, 

Ĺi teme dulci ´mi dai; dar prea nńt©nge 

Sunt foile ce-am oropsit, stângaci. 

Din milń de te-apleci asuprń-mi, vina  

E doar a ta, cńci orice menestrel                                    

Fńpturii tale pipńind lumina, 

Ĺi-oricât de prost, te-ar povesti la felé 

O, fii a zecea muzń, ĺi stńp©nń 

Pe celelalte nouń, ´nzecit. 

Lu©nd poeŤii veacului de m©nń, 

Spre nemurire du-i, meĺteĺugité 

Eu doar trudesc, sorbindu-te de har, 

De-aceea plac acestui ev bizar. 
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XXXIX 

 

O! how thy worth with manners may I sing,  

When thou art all the better part of me? 

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring? 

And what is õt but mine own when I praise thee? 

Even for this, let us divided live,  

And our dear love lose name of single one, 

That by this separation I may give 

That due to thee which thou deservõst alone. 

O absence! what a torment wouldst thou prove, 

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave, 

To entertain the time with thoughts of love,  

Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive,  

   And that thou teachest how to make one twain,  

   By praising him here who doth hence remain.  

Sonet 39 

 

Cum oare sń te laud? Eĺti din mine 

Fńr©ma cea mai dragń, miezul bun. 

Ce mi-ar aduce lauda de sine 

Cântându-mń aĺa? N-aĺ fi nebun? 

N-ar fi mai ´nŤelept ca douń nume 

Sń poarte dragostele noastre, iar? 

I se cuvine bunului renume  

Ce-l ai, ´ntreagń-mi dragostea, mńcar. 

AbsenŤń, tu, ´ngńdui-vei oare 

De-acele zile searbede sń fug 

Cu dulcile -Ťi minciuni? Nu-i gând în stare 

Sń mń ajute-atunci, nici vicleĺug; 

Iubind aĺa cum mń ´nveŤi, nu am 

Nici un folos: din mine rupi un ram...  
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XL 

 

Take all my loves, my love, yea take them all; 

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before? 

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;  

All mine was thine, before thou hadst this more.  

Then, if for my love, thou my love receivest,  

I cannot blame thee, for my love thou usest; 

But yet be blamõd, if thou thy self deceivest  

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.  

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,  

Although thou steal thee all my poverty:  

And yet, love knows it is a greater grief  

To bear loveõs wrong, than hateõs known injury.  

   Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,  

   Kill me with spites yet we must not be foes.  

 

Sonet 40 

 

ċŤi dau iubirile-mi de glorii, iatń! 

Crezi c-ai sń fii-n iubire mai bogat? 

O, nu. Tu n-ai sń-i spui adevńratń 

Niciuneia, cât mi -eĺti iubirii dat. 

De dragul meu, de-ai sń primeĺti vreuna 

Spre desfńtarea trupului, nu pot 

Sń te condamn, dar nu ´mi e totuna 

Cń doar te laĺi ispitelor, socot. 

T©lhar iubit, deĺi ´i furi averea 

Sńracului, de tot vei fi iertat; 

Doar o iubire -ĺi mistuie durerea 

Trńdńrii,ñat©t de lesne ĺi curat. 

Cu graŤie lascivń, rńu ĺi bun, 

Ucide-mń... duĺman nu-Ťi sunt, oricum. 
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XLI  

 

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits,  

When I am sometime absent from thy heart, 

Thy beauty, and thy years full well befits,  

For still temptation follows where thou art.  

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 

Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailõd; 

And when a woman woos, what woman õs son 

Will sourly leave her till he have prevail õd? 

Ay me! but yet thou might õst my seat forbear, 

And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,  

Who lead thee in their riot even there 

Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth: -- 

   Hers by thy beauty tempting her to thee,  

   Thine by thy beauty being false to me.  

Sonet 41 

 

Acele dulci pńcate sńv©rĺind,  

C©nd uneori din inimń-Ťi plecat 

Mń vrei, de frumuseŤea ta se prind, 

Ĺi de-anii tńi puŤini, neruĺinat, 

Cń nobil eĺti, deci bun de cucerit, 

Cu ĺarm aĺijderea, femei te vor, 

Ĺi nu-i bńrbat de ele plńmńdit 

Din mreajń sń le scape-aĺa uĺor. 

Dar pân-aici, nebune! În hotar 

Nu ´mi intra, pe cale eĺti sń faci 

Un ´ndoit pńcat: a mea-i, ĺtii doar; 

Stârnind-o, ôn praf ĺi pulbere prefaci 

Cu vraja ta privirile -i cuminŤi, 

Ĺi legńm©ntul nostru, c©nd mń minŤié 
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XLII  

 

That thou hast her it is not all my grief,  

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly;  

That she hath thee is of my wailing chief, 

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.  

Loving offenders thus I will excuse ye:  

Thou dost love her, because thou knowõst I love her; 

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, 

Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.  

If I lose thee, my loss is my loveõs gain, 

And losing her, my friend hath found that loss;  

Both find each other, and I lose both twain, 

And both for my sake lay on me this cross: 

   But hereõs the joy; my friend and I are one; 

   Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone.  

 

Sonet 42 

 

A fost a mea, a ta-i acum, ĺi ĺtii 

Cń o iubeam; mń aĺteptam sń doarń,  

Dar cń acum de drept ´i aparŤii, 

E-o pierdere ce-aproape mń omoarń... 

Dar tot vń iert, ĺi-n g©nduri vńlmńĺag 

ċŤi zic: era firesc sń o alegi, ĺi tu 

Iubeĺti precum iubesc; ĺi cń-mi eĺti drag 

Ĺtiind, la fel, ea-n grabń-Ťi se dńdu...  

Te pierd, o pierd, ferice dar de voi, 

Cń v-aŤi gńsit! C©ĺtigul e-ndoit  

Iubire -având din  mine amândoi,  

C©t eu rńm©n de chin blagoslovit. 

Batjocurń a sorŤii: fraŤi de s©nge, 

Nu pot de neiubire a mń pl©ngeé 
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XLIII  

 

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see, 

For all the day they view things unrespected; 

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee, 

And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed.  

Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,  

How would thy shadow õs form form happy show  

To the clear day with thy much clearer light,  

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!  

How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made 

By looking on thee in the living day,  

When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade  

Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay! 

   All days are nights to see till I see thee, 

   And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.  

Sonet 43 

 

Rńsari abia c©nd ochii mi-i închid:  

Trezia mi-e oricum deĺertńciune, 

Cń ochilor lumina le stń zid...  

ċn beznń tai luminń de tńciune, 

Ce doar cu umbra-Ťi ¼mbrele le sperii, 

Ca sń mń-ntreb de nu cumva-n luminń 

ċntreci lumina arzńtoare-a verii, 

Ca orbilor s-o dńrui, cristalinńé  

Ne´nvńŤat, cum oare aĺ putea 

ċn plinń zi, sń te privesc ´n faŤń, 

Când doar c-o umbrń mń orbeĺti? ċn ea 

Mi -e soarele de m©ine dimineaŤń! 

Cń nu te am, mi-e ziua tristń noapte, 

Ĺi noaptea zi, c©nd te visez, departe... 
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XLIV  

 

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,  

Injurious distance should not stop my way;  

For then despite of space I would be brought, 

From limits far remote, where thou dost stay.  

No matter then although my foot did stand  

Upon the farthest earth removõd from thee; 

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land,  

As soon as think the place where he would be. 

But, ah! thought kills me that I am not thought,  

To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone, 

But that so much of earth and water wrought,  

I must attend timeõs leisure with my moan;  

   Receiving nought by elements so slow 

   But heavy tears, badges of eitherõs woe.  

Sonet 44 

 

De n-aĺ mai fi ´n trupul greu ´nchis, 

Ĺi depńrtarile nu m-ar lega  

De-acest pńm©nt, spre casa ta, ca-n vis 

Abisurile lumii -aĺ fulgera, 

Dezmńrginindu-mń, cum doar g©ndind 

La tine, aĺ tńia pńm©nt, ocean, 

Ĺi te-aĺ gńsié cum g©ndul, doar voind,  

Desface-n timp al zńrilor liman. 

Sunt zńmislit din apń ĺi pńm©nt, 

Ce mń strivesc; oprit mi-e zboru-acum, 

Ĺi mń ucide g©ndul cń nu-s g©ndé 

Aĺtept iertarea Timpului, ´n fum 

Sń mń ´ntorc: aici, din ce-s fńcut, 

Sunt doar o lacrimń curg©nd pe lut. 
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XLV  

 

The other two, slight air, and purging fire  

Are both with thee, wherever I abide;  

The first my thought, the other my desire,  

These present-absent with swift motion slide.  

For when these quicker elements are gone 

In tender embassy of love to thee, 

My life, being made of four, with two alone  

Sinks down to death, oppressõd with melancholy;  

Until life õs composition be recured 

By those swift messengers returnõd from thee, 

Who even but now come back again, assured 

Of thy fair health, recounting it to me:  

   This told, I joy; but then no longer glad,  

   I send them back again, and straight grow sad.  

Sonet 45 

 

Cńci focul, aerul, ´n chip subtil, 

Te ´nsoŤesc acolo unde eĺti, 

Iubire -g©nd plecatń ´n exil; 

Aceste elemente le primeĺti 

Ca soli ai dragostei, iar eu rńm©n 

Cu apa ĺi pńm©ntul, care, ĺtii, 

Mń trag ´n jos; pe moarte doar stńp©n,  

Mń sting atunci ´n lungi melancolii. 

Un lucru doar mń liniĺteĺte: c©nd 

Fńptura ta-mi trimite ca rńspuns 

Ambasadorii dragostei, jurând  

Cń eĺti ´ntreg ĺi bine-ndeajunsé 

O clipń mń-ntregesc ĺi eu, apoi 

Cu ´ntristare Ťi-i trimit ônapoi. 
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XLVI  

 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war, 

How to divide the conquest of thy sight;  

Mine eye my heart thy picture õs sight would bar,  

My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.  

My heart doth plead that  thou in him dost lie,  

A closet never piercõd with crystal eyes, 

But the defendant doth that plea deny,  

And says in him thy fair appearance lies.  

To ôcide this title is impannelled  

A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart; 

And by their verdict is dete rmined  

The clear eyeõs moiety, and the dear heartõs part: 

   As thus: mine eyeõs due is thine outward part,  

   And my heart õs right, thine inward love of heart.  

Sonet 46 

 

Mi -s inima ĺi ochiul puĺi pe sfadń, 

De când cu vraja ta s-au ´mbńtat: 

El vrea sń stńp©neascń-ntreaga pradń,  

Iar ea se-mpotriveĺte, cń-i e dat 

Sń te pństreze ´ntr-un sipetñspuneñ 

În care ochii n-au ce cńuta; 

Dar el se apńrń: òE o minune 

A mea, de drept: doar eu o pot vedea.ó  

Ca sń-i împace, gândurile toate, 

Ce partea inimii, se ĺtie, -o Ťin, 

Au hotńr©t: ò De mâine, fie date: 

Pârâtului spectacolul divin  

Al chipului; iar ei, fioru -nchis 

ċn inimń, din dragoste... am zis!ó 
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XLVII  

 

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, 

And each doth good turns now unto the other: 

When that mine eye is famishõd for a look, 

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,  

With my love õs picture then my eye doth feast, 

And to the painted banquet bids my heart;  

Another time mine eye is my heartõs guest, 

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part: 

So, either by thy picture or my love,  

Thy self away, art present still with me;  

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,  

And I am still with them, and they with thee;  

   Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight  

   Awakes my heart, to heartõs and eyesõ delight.   

Sonet 47 

 

Mi -s inima ĺi ochiul ´nŤelese: 

Când de-o ocheadń el e ´nsetat 

Ĺi inima ´ndrńgostitń Ťese 

Melancolii, el o invitń-ndatõ 

La un festin de farmec ĺi luminń 

Din chipul tńu sorbind; la r©ndul ei, 

Ĺi ea ´l cheamń uneori la cinń, 

C-un g©nd sń-i dea priveliĺtii temei: 

Ĺi astfel admir©ndu-te, tabloul 

Iubirii aproape -mi e, chiar dacń-ai fi  

Plecaté c©nd g©ndului ´i eĺti ecoul,     

Ĺi g©nd sunt tot, mai mult nu-mi poŤi fugi; 

Iar c©nd adorm, ´i ispiteĺte, treazń, 

Cu noi plńceri, splendoarea ce-i vegheazń. 
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XLVIII  

 

How careful was I when I took my way,  

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,  

That to my use it might unused stay  

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!  

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,  

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,  

Thou best of dearest, and mine only care, 

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.  

Thee have I not lockõd up in any chest, 

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,  

Within the gentle closure of my breast,  

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part; 

   And even thence thou wilt be stol õn I fear, 

   For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.  

Sonet 48 

 

Ca nu cumva tâlharii de pe drum  

Sń-mi prade fleacurile dragi, pe toate  

Le-am ´ncuiat cu grijń; ce nebun...  

Pe tine tocmai, chipul care poate 

Sń umileascń orice giuvaer, 

Cel care viaŤa-mi binecuv©nteazń  

Cu desfńtńri, t©lharului mizer 

I te-am lńsat acasń fńrń pazń! 

Mai ĺtiu un loc din care pleci sau vii 

Ĺi mi te dai legat de bunńvoie, 

E tainiŤa din inimń, o ĺtii: 

Acolo dulcea liniĺte cu noi e, 

Deĺi, de-arńŤi aĺa, nu-i nimeni sfânt,  

Ĺi niciun loc nu-i sigur pe pńm©nt. 
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XLIX  

 

Against that time, if ever that time come,  

When I shall see thee frown on my defects, 

When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum, 

Called to that audit by advis õd respects; 

Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass,  

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye, 

When love, converted from the thing it was,  

Shall reasons find of settled gravity; 

Against that time do I ensconce me here, 

Within the knowledge of mine own desert,  

And this my hand, against my self uprear,  

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part:  

   To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws, 

   Since why to love I can allege no cause. 

Sonet 49 

 

Va fi o zi, va trebui s-accept: 

C©nd rid ´mi vei afla, ĺi nu-l vei trece  

Cu dragostea; judecńtor de drept,  

BalanŤa ´ndurńrii n-o s-aplece.   

C-un soare stins mń vei ´nvńlui 

Z©mbind fugar, sń mń ´nveŤi uitarea; 

ċn firea schimbńtoare vei gńsi 

Temeiul sń-Ťi justifice trńdarea. 

Afarõ de tine n-am nimic mai bun  

În sufletu -mi plebeu, ĺi ĺtiu cń soarta 

N-o pot schimba, dar mńrturie pun 

Cń-ntemeiatń Ťi-e plecarea; poarta 

Sń Ťi-o deschid voi fi silit; mi -eĺti dragń, 

Dar lege e: nu poŤi pństra, dezleagń. 
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 How heavy do I journey on the way,  

When what I seek, my weary travelõs end, 

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say, 

ôThus far the miles are measured from thy friend! õ 

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe, 

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me, 

As if by some instinct the wretch did know  

His rider lov õd not speed being made from thee. 

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on,  

That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide, 

Which heavily he answers with a groan,  

More sharp to me than spurring to his side; 

    For that same groan doth put this in my mind,  

    My grief lies onward, and my joy behind.  

Sonet 50 

 

E greu la drum ĺi de prisos e graba, 

C©nd capńtul nu-i vńd; aud un glas: 

òAceste leghe le aĺterni degeaba, 

Prietenul departe Ťi-a rńmas.ó 

De plumb ´mi e ĺi dobitocul, parcń 

O voce dinńuntru i-a ĺoptit 

Cń g©ndul de ´ntoarcere mń-ncearcń, 

Ĺi cń-i minciunń pintenul rotit 

ċnfipt ´n crupń, sń-l îndemn mai iute.  

Acum se-opreĺte, geme; ´l ascult, 

Ca s©nger©nd prin fire nevńzute, 

Cu el alńturi, sń-nŤeleg mai mult: 

Iubire las ´n spate ĺi plńcere, 

Iar zńrile-s deschise spre durere. 
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LI  

 

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence 

Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed:  

From where thou art why should I haste me thence? 

Till I return, of  posting is no need. 

O! what excuse will my poor beast then find,  

When swift extremity can seem but slow? 

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind,  

In winged speed no motion shall I know,  

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace. 

Therefore desire, (of perfectõst love being made) 

Shall neigh, no dull flesh, in his fiery race;  

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade- 

   Since from thee going, he went wilful -slow, 

   Towards thee Iõll run, and give him leave to go.  

Sonet 51 

 

De n-am temei s-alerg, nici iapa n-are; 

Ĺi uite cum iubirea mea ´i scuzń 

Pńcatul leneviei. Mń-ntreb oare 

Ce va scorni m©rŤoaga mea lńuzń 

Pe drumul de întoarcere, când goana, 

Oricât de-ameŤitoare, tot o joacń   

ċmi va pńrea? De fricń, lighioana 

Se va sili cu v©ntul sń se-ntreacń: 

Degeaba, cńci dorinŤa mea-i fńcutń 

Din dragoste curatń, ĺi nu-i grabń 

Decât a ei mai mare. Dar o-ajutń 

Din nou iubirea, ĺi sńrmana gloabń 

Iertatń fi-va: cń iubirea-i clipń, 

Ĺi din iubire o sń-mi fac aripń... 
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LII  

 

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key, 

Can bring him to his sweet up -locked treasure, 

The which he will not every hour survey,  

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.  

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare, 

Since, seldom coming in the long year set, 

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,  

Or captain jewels in the carcanet. 

So is the time that keeps you as my chest, 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,  

To make some special instant special-blest, 

By new unfoldin g his imprisonõd pride.  

   Blessed are you whose worthiness gives scope, 

   Being had, to triumph; being lacked, to hope.  

Sonet 52 

 

O cheie am la scrin, vrńjitń, dar 

Arareori o folosesc; bogatul 

ôĹi-iubeĺte diamantul, da-i avar, 

Ĺi nu vrea sń-i toceascń luciul; datul  

Festinului cu grijń-l drńmuiesc,  

Iar pentru desfńtńri o zi anume 

Aleg, precum un giuvaer ceresc 

Orneazń doar coroanele; costume 

Nemaivńzute scot atunci din el 

Pństrate pentru sńrbńtori, comoarń 

Ce-i dńruitń ochilor la fel 

Cum temniŤei, lumina de afarń. 

O cheie spre extaz, vrajitń,-mi eĺti 

C©nd te supun; ĺi jind, c©nd ´mi lipseĺti. 
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LIII  

 

What is your substance, whereof are you made, 

That millions of strange shadows on you tend? 

Since every one hath, every one, one shade, 

And you but one, can every shadow lend. 

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit  

Is poorly imitated after you;  

On Helenõs cheek all art of beauty set, 

And you in Grecian tires are painted new:  

Speak of the spring, and foison of the year, 

The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 

The other as your bounty doth appear; 

And you in every blessed shape we know. 

   In all external grace you have some part, 

   But you like none, none you, for constant heart.  

Sonet 53 

 

Din ce esenŤń oare eĺti fńcut 

Cń umbre, milioane, Ťi se-nchinń? 

O umbrń are fiece nńscut, 

Dar tu ´n toŤi pe-a ta o laĺi, luminń. 

ċn chipul lui Adonis am gńsit 

O imitaŤie de-a ta, deĺartń, 

Iar pictorul Elenei a sorbit  

Din vraja ta desńv©rĺita-i artń. 

ċn primńveri, lństare se desprind 

Din trupul tńu, iar toamna cea tńcutń 

ţi-e graŤia; ĺi astfel, locuind 

ċn fiecare formń cunoscutń, 

Din toate eĺti, neschimbńtor, o parte; 

Dar sinele de lume te desparte. 
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LIV  

 

O! how much more doth beauty beauteous seem 

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give.  

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 

For that sweet odour, which doth in it live.  

The canker blooms have full as deep a dye 

As the perfumed tincture of the roses, 

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly  

When summerõs breath their masked buds discloses: 

But, for their virtue only is their show,  

They live unwoo õd, and unrespected fade; 

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:  

   And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,  

   When that shall vade, my verse distills your tru th.  

Sonet 54 

 

Mai preŤioasń frumuseŤea-mi pare 

Când e-nsoŤitń de-adevńrul pur, 

Cum rozele-s mai ademenitoare, 

Cń le ghicim parfumul; ´mprejur 

O rozń are trandafiri sńlbatici 

Cu-aceeaĺi spini, sublim dezvńluind 

Privirilor aceleaĺi vii cromatici 

Cand vântul  ´i rńsfaŤń; dar pńlind, 

PeŤiŤi de nimeni, singura virtute 

Le e uitatń, ĺi se sting ´n drum, 

În timp ce rozele-s recunoscute 

Ĺi dincolo, ´n dulcele parfum. 

La fel te-oi distila, o, tinereŤe, 

Ĺi eu, ´n vers: cu stoicń tristeŤe. 
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LV  

 

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments  

Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;  

But you shall shine more bright in these contents 

Than unswept stone, besmearõd with sluttish time.  

When wasteful war shall statues overturn,  

And broils root out the work of masonry,  

Nor Mars his sword, nor war õs quick fire shall burn  

The living record of your memory.  

ôGainst death, and all oblivious enmity  

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room  

Even in the eyes of all posterity 

That wear this world out to the ending doom.  

   So, till the judgment that yourself arise,  

   You live in this, and dwell in lovers õ eyes. 

 

Sonet 55 

 

Ce rost au marmura de pe morminte 

Ĺi aurul din cripte? Versul doar 

E de folos aducerii aminte, 

O ĺtii; clepsidra-i regilor gropar.  

Statuile, sub sabia lui Marte, 

Umil vor sńruta c©ndva Ťńr©na, 

Palate vor cńdea, dar nu e moarte 

Sń-Ťi ardń, vie, amintirea: una 

Cu versul meu fiind, strivind uitarea,  

ċn glorie te vei afla ´n toŤi 

Ce vor trńi atunci, grńbind spre zarea 

De nepńtruns a marii judecńŤi, 

C©nd soarta ´Ťi vei ĺti ĺi tu: dar azi 

Trńieĺte-n ochii-mpńtimirii, calzi. 
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LVI  

 

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said 

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite, 

Which but to -day by feeding is allayõd, 

To-morrow sharpened in his former might:  

So, love, be thou, although to-day thou fill  

Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink with fulness,  

To-morrow see again, and do not kill  

The spirit of love, with a perpetual dulness.  

Let this sad interim like the ocean be 

Which parts the shore, where two contracted new 

Come daily to the banks, that when they see 

Return of love, more blest may be the view; 

   As call it winter, which being full of care,  

   Makes summerõs welcome, thrice more wished, more rare. 

Sonet 56 

 

Renaĺte-te, ascute-te, iubire, 

Nu mń lńsa sń cred cń mai v©rtoasń 

ţi-e pofta trupului: de -Ťi vii ´n fire, 

Mai mult ca ieri vei flam©nzi, tńioasń. 

Ĺi mai ridicń-Ťi pleoapa-ndestulatń 

De lenevie; fulger©nd, ´ncearcń 

Lńuntrica luminń-a firii, iatń: 

E-o altń zi, ĺi-oceanul taie parcń 

ċntinderea uscatului ´n douń, 

De-o parte eu, de-o parte tu, privirea  

Scrut©nd ´n zńri, ´nŤeleg©nd cń nouń 

Spre desfńtńri ni-i datń despńrŤirea. 

Sau spune-i clipei de sf©rĺealń iarnń, 

Ce vara mult mai dulce ne ´ntoarnń. 

 

 

 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
83 

 

 

LVII  

 

Being your slave what should I do but tend  

Upon the hours, and times of your desire? 

I have no precious time at all to spend; 

Nor services to do, till you require.  

Nor dare I chide the world without end hour,  

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for yo u, 

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour, 

When you have bid your servant once adieu; 

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought  

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose, 

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought 

Save, where you are, how happy you make those. 

   So true a fool is love, that in your will,  

   Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.  

Sonet 57 

 

Sunt doar un rob ´ncremenit la p©ndń, 

Cu-n ochi pe ceasu-ngńduinŤei tale, 

Sper©nd, tńcut, sń-mi dńrui o secundń, 

Chemându-mń. Nimic nu am, mi-s goale 

Amiezele de când te-ai dus; ĺtii, firea  

NesńŤioasń mi-e, stńp©ne, ĺi de 

Izvorul tńu mi-e sete, iar orbirea                             

S-aĺtern pe-acel òadioó ce ucide, 

Mi -e peste poate. O, nu-i gelozie 

În gândul meu amar, ce-ades ´ntreabń 

Cu cine te petreci... îmi spun: òSń fie 

Ĺi ei la fel de fericiŤi!.ó Neghioabń 

Mi -e dragostea, ĺi-ncrezńtoare,-ncât 

PoŤi face-orice: nu voi gândi urât.  
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LVIII  

 

That god forbid, that made me first your slave,  

I should in thought control your times of pleasure,  

Or at your hand the account of hours to crave, 

Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure! 

O! let me suffer, being at your beck, 

The imprisonõd absence of your liberty; 

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check, 

Without accusing you of injury.  

Be where you list, your charter is so strong 

That you yourself may privilege your time  

To what you will; to you it doth belong  

Yourself to pardon of self -doing crime.  

   I am to wait, though waiting so be hell,  

   Not blame your pleasure be it ill or well.  

Sonet 58 

 

Prin voia Domnului, Ťi-s rob, ĺi-oprit  

De-a-Ťi ´ngrńdi capriciile, dacń 

Te-ntreb, umil, pe unde -ai hoinńrit, 

Chiar de o fac ´n g©nd; robia, tacń. 

ċngńduie-mi sń-nvńŤ, ´ntemniŤat, 

Cum sń-mi ´ndur, tńcut, singurńtatea; 

De nici un rńu nu te acuz, plecat    

C©nd ´mi vei fi; ai toatń libertatea. 

Tu foloseĺte-o doar, stńp©ne,-aĺa  

Cum simŤi cń-i mai plńcut; e timpul care 

Spre desfńtare-i dat, dar nu uita,  

Chiar tu ´Ťi dai trńdńrilor iertare: 

Sń judec nu am fost sortit, ci doar 

Sń te aĺtept, cu sufletul amar. 
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LIX  

 

If there be nothing new, but that which is  

Hath been before, how are our brains beguilõd, 

Which labouring for invention bear amiss  

The second burthen of a former child. 

Oh that record could with a backward  look, 

Even of five hundred courses of the sun, 

Show me your image in some antique book, 

Since mind at first in character was done, 

That I might see what the old world could say  

To this composed wonder of your frame;  

Whether we are mended, or where better they, 

Or whether revolution be the same.  

   Oh sure I am the wits of former days,   

   To subjects worse have given admiring praise. 

Sonet 59 

 

Nimic nu -i nou, dar g©ndul nu o ĺtie, 

Ĺi stńruie, naiv, ´n truda sa 

De-a plńsmui: zadarnicń trufie, 

Sń naĺti un plod ´mbńtr©nit deja. 

Prin veacuri prńfuite,õn cńrŤi uitate, 

Istoria de m-ar purta -napoi, 

Te-aĺ regńsi descris cu simplitate, 

În forme de-nceput, ce-acum par noi, 

Aflând ce-au spus maeĺtrii de demult, 

Privindu -ĺi opera: òDesńv©rĺit! 

Oricât de buni, nu vor putea mai mult  

Urmaĺii.ó òCred, doar voi aŤi irosit 

Culorile ´n chipuri fńrń nume, 

Nimic lńs©nd aleĺiloró, le-aĺ spune. 
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LX 

 

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore, 

So do our minutes hasten to their end; 

Each changing place with that which goes before, 

In sequent toil all forwards do contend.  

Nativity, once in the main of light,  

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned,  

Crooked eclipses ôgainst his glory fight,  

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.  

Time doth transfix the flourish  set on youth 

And delves the parallels in beautyõs brow, 

Feeds on the rarities of natureõs truth, 

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:  

   And yet to times in hope, my verse shall stand 

   Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.  

Sonet 60 

 

Gonind, se-ntorc la mal, aceleaĺi unde 

Ĺi se zdrobesc de st©nci: iar alte-n loc 

Se nasc, cum zestrea de secunde 

Din piepturile nostre, la soroc.  

Un Soare ´n eclipsń cheamń Luna, 

Apusul cuibńreĺte ´n amiazń, 

Cńci Timpu-i rotitor. Întotdeauna  

Tenebrele se zńmislesc din razń. 

Fiind, aducem lumii un adaos;  

Prisosul naĺte riduri. Penitentń, 

Natura noastrń se ´ntoarce-n haos 

Ca moartea drept sń-ĺi ia, indiferentń: 

Dar braŤu-i crud, triumfńtor mereu, 

Îl voi învinge, sper, cu versul meu.  
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LXI  

 

Is it thy will, thy image should keep open 

My heavy eyelids to the weary night?  

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken, 

While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?  

Is it thy spirit that thou send õst from thee 

So far from home into my deeds to pry,  

To find out sham es and idle hours in me, 

The scope and tenor of thy jealousy? 

O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great: 

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake: 

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,  

To play the watchman ever for thy sake: 

   For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake elsewhere,  

   From me far off, with others all too near.  

Sonet 61 

 

Mi -s ochii grei, dar treji, e ca ĺi c©nd 

ċn faŤń au un chip. E vrerea ta? 

E-o umbrń-aici, de somnul meu râzând: 

Mń-ntreb a cui e oare. De-aĺ afla 

Cń spiritul ĺńgalnic e al tńu, 

ċn toate curios, aĺ bńnui 

Cń vrei sń ĺtii ce fac, ĺi dacń rńu 

Mń port, aĺa cum nu ai vrea sń ĺtii. 

Dar nu! Nu -i dorul tńu at©t de ônalt: 

E-a mea iubirea ce mń Ťine viu, 

Veghindu -mń, cu ochiul celńlalt, 

Al tńu, ´n tot ce fac. Ĺi paznic, ĺtiu, 

ċŤi sunt ĺi eu, spre binele-Ťi, c©nd tu 

Cu alŤii te-nsoŤeĺti, cu mine nu. 
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LXII  

 

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye 

And all my soul, and all my every part;  

And for this sin there is no remedy,  

It is so grounded inward in my heart.  

Methinks no face so gracious is as mine, 

No shape so true, no truth of such account; 

And for myself mine own worth do define,  

As I all other in all worths surmount.  

But when my glass shows me myself indeed 

Beated and choppõd with tanned antiquity,  

Mine own self -love quite contrary I read; 

Self so self-loving were iniquity.  

   ôTis thee, myself, that for myself I praise, 

   Painting my age with beauty of thy days.  

Sonet 62 

 

Dec©t sń te iubeĺti, pńcat mai greu 

Eu nu cunosc, dar tot mi-s drag: rńm©n  

Robit de mine,-n tot ce e al meu, 

Ĺi nu-mi vńd leac. Modelelor stńp©n, 

Nici nu mń tem cń-i chip mai graŤios 

Decât al meu, sau trup mai înrudit  

Cu-al zeilor. Frumosu-i doar frumos:  

Deasupra lui, mń ĺtiu desńv©rĺit. 

Dar c©nd oglinda mń aratń drept, 

ċmbńtr©nit, uscat ĺi cenuĺiu, 

Încep sń mń-ndoiesc: mai ´nŤelept 

Ar fi s -o cred pe ea, cât nu-i târziu:  

Iar noi trńind ´ntr-unul, sń te c©nt,  

Cu vraja ta pe anii mei pictând.  
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LXIII  

 

Against my love shall be as I am now, 

With Timeõs injurious hand crushõd and oõerworn;  

When hours have drainõd his blood and fill õd his brow  

With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn  

Hath travell õd on to ageõs steepy night; 

And all those beauties whereof now heõs king 

Are vanishing, or vanished out of sight,  

Stealing away the treasure of his spring;  

For such a time do I now fortify  

Against confounding ageõs cruel knife, 

That he shall never cut from memory  

My sweet loveõs beauty, though my loverõs life: 

   His beauty shall in these black lines be seen, 

   And they shall live, and he in them still green. 

Sonet 63 

 

Ĺi tu vei fi ca mine ´ntr-o zi: 

Crestat de gheara timpului, golit  

De s©nge, m©zgńlit cu riduri mii; 

O negurń-Ťi va sugruma, cumplit, 

Aceastń dimineaŤń; frumuseŤi 

Pe care-acum domneĺti, se vor fi dus 

Pe veci prinos t©lharului de vieŤi, 

Biruitor, într -un aprilie rńpus. 

Prin vers, jefuitorului etern  

Mń-mpotrivesc, rup©nd acel cuŤit 

Ce taie amintirea, ĺi aĺtern 

Splendorii tale chip dumnezeit  

De pe acum: de timpul vrea s-o ĺteargń, 

Rńm©nń verde-n astń slovń neagrń. 
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LXIV  

 

When I have seen by Timeõs fell hand defacõd 

The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;  

When sometime lofty towers I see down -razõd, 

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage; 

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 

Advantage on the kingdom of  the shore, 

And the firm soil win of the watery main,  

Increasing store with loss, and loss with store; 

When I have seen such interchange of state, 

Or state itself confounded to decay; 

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate  

That Time will come and take my love away.  

   This thought is as a death which cannot choose 

   But weep to have that which it fears to lose.  

Sonet 64 

 

C©nd am vńzut statuile-n ruinń 

Murind ´ncet, cetńŤile semeŤe 

Cum lutului nimicitor se -nchinń, 

Ĺi bronzul scrijelit de bńtr©neŤe; 

C©nd am vńzut oceanul cum inundń 

Regatul Ťńrmului ´nvins, ĺi lasń 

Un alt pńm©nt, ´n urmń, sń-l pńtrundń 

ċnvingńtor, din furia retrasń;  

C©nd am vńzut cń lumea e miĺcare 

Sau scurt popas ´n drumul cńtre moarte, 

Am ´nŤeles cń vine-un Timp în care 

Iubirea ´mi va fi pe veci departeé  

Nu poate-alege muritorul gând:  

Doar plânge ce va pierde în curând. 
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LXV  

 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea, 

But sad mortality oõersways their power,  

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 

Whose action is no stronger than a flower? 

O! how shall summerõs honey breath hold out, 

Against the wrackful siege of battering days,  

When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong but Time decays? 

O fearful medit ation! where, alack, 

Shall Timeõs best jewel from Timeõs chest lie hid? 

Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?  

Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?  

   O! none, unless this miracle have might, 

   That in black ink my love may still shine bright.  

Sonet 65 

 

Când moartea-i peste tot, în lut, în ape, 

ċn bronz, ´n piatrń, mń ´ntreb cum oare  

Putea-va frumuseŤea ta sń-i scape, 

Cu braŤu-i slab, neĺtiutor, de floare? 

Ar fi ´n stare dulcea ei luminń 

Sń-nduplece a Timpului stihie,  

C©nd porŤi de-oŤel ruginii se ´nchinń 

Ĺi-n praf s-a-ntors a st©ncilor tńrie? 

Ce g©nd ´nfricoĺat! Ĺi oare unde 

Sń ´Ťi ascunzi, tu, Lume, giuvaerul                   

Cel mai de preŤ, c©nd criptele-s flńm©nde? 

E cineva s-opreascń Temnicerul? 

Nu -i nimeni, doar miracolul ce -mi duce 

Cerneala-n vers, iubirea c©nd strńluce. 
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LXVI  

 

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,  

As to behold desert a beggar born, 

And needy nothing trimm õd in jollity,  

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,  

And gilded honour shamefully misplac õd, 

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,  

And right perfection wrongfully disgrac õd, 

And strength by limping sway disabled  

And art made tongue -tied by authority,  

And folly, doctor -like, controlling skill,  

And si mple truth miscall õd simplicity,  

And captive good attending captain ill:  

   Tirõd with all these, from these would I be gone,  

   Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 

Sonet 66 

 

De tot scârbit, în moarte-aĺ vrea sń fug, 

Sa nu-i mai vńd ´n zdrenŤe pe cei buni,  

SluŤenia ornatń cu belĺug, 

CredinŤa compromisń de minciuni, 

Pe harnic ´n batjocurń plńtit, 

Fecioarele împinse la desfrâu, 

Dezonorat pe cel desńv©rĺit, 

Pe ĺchiop Ťin©nd zburdńlnicia-n frâu, 

ĹtiinŤa-nlńnŤuitń de tiran, 

Talentul explicat de idioŤi, 

Apo strofat cel pur, ca grobian, 

Ĺi gardianul slugńrind la hoŤi. 

Sleit de toate astea, aĺ pleca,  

Dar lumii pradń las iubirea mea. 
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LXVII  

 

Ah! wherefore with infection should he live,  

And with his presence grace impiety,  

That sin by him advantage should achieve, 

And lace itself with his society?  

Why should false painting imitate his cheek,  

And steal dead seeming of his living hue? 

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek  

Roses of shadow, since his rose is true? 

Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is,  

Beggarõd of blood to blush through lively veins?  

For she hath no exchequer now but his, 

And proud of many, lives upon his gains.  

   O! him she stores, to show what wealth she had 

   In days long since, before these last so bad.  

Sonet 67 

 

De ce-ar trńi cu rńul ´mpreunń? 

Pńcatului Ťin©nd tovńrńĺie, 

Sń-i dea prilej sń urce? Sń se spunń 

Cń ´l ´nnobileazń? Sń ´i fie 

Contrafńcutń-n p©nzń mńreŤia, 

Sub fardul calp? Culorile sń-i fure? 

De ce-ar trńi? Sń-ngńduie hoŤia 

De farmec viu, nuanŤelor impure? 

De ce-ar trńi? Natura e sleitń, 

Cerĺindu-i s©ngele, ca o comoarń 

A venei ´nsetate, t©lhńritń 

De tot ce-a izvodit odinioarń: 

O! El e doar ce mai pństreazń-acum, 

Spre laudń, ´n veacu-acest, de fum. 
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LXVIII  

 

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn, 

When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,  

Before these bastard signs of fair were born, 

Or durst inhabit on a living brow;  

Before the golden tresses of the dead, 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away, 

To live a second life on second head; 

Ere beautyõs dead fleece made another gay:  

In him those holy antique hours are seen, 

Without all ornament, itself and true,  

Making no summer of another õs green, 

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new; 

   And him as for a map doth Nature store,  

   To show false Art what beauty was of yore.  

 

Sonet 68 

 

Obrazul lui, istorie: o hartń 

A rozelor apuse înainte 

Ca pudra sń urzeascń-o nouń artń 

Pe chipul mincinos; când azi morminte  

Se p©ngńresc, a pńrului podoabń 

Furatń-i morŤilor, ĺi pusń peste 

O tigvń r©ncedń, gńtealń snoabń, 

ċnveselind sinistru alte Ťeste, 

ċn el, adevńratń, se pństreazń 

Splendoarea-ntreagń, ce odinioarń 

A refuzat cu verdele din razń 

De ´mprumut sń-ĺi fńureascń varń: 

Ĺi doar pe el Natura-l Ťine hartń, 

Ce-i pur, de fńcńturń sń despartń. 
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LXIX  

 

Those parts of thee that the worldõs eye doth view 

Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;  

All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due, 

Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend. 

Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown õd; 

But those same tongues, that give thee so thine own, 

In other accents do this praise confound 

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown. 

They look into the beauty of thy mind,  

And that in guess they measure by thy deeds; 

Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes were kind,  

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds:  

   But why thy odour matcheth not thy show,  

   The soil is this, that thou dost common grow.  

Sonet 69 

 

În tot ce lumii -arńŤi, aproape n-ai 

Nimic de ´ndreptat, cń eĺti frumos; 

E adevńru-ntreg, în orice grai 

Rostit, chiar de duĺmani, cum graŤios, 

Ce-i pentru ochi, de ochi e-ncununat, 

Prinos firesc, splendori înapoind;                   

Dar gândul vrea ce ochiului nu -i dat, 

Ĺi trece mai departe, iscodind 

ċn chipul dinńuntru, p©ngńrit 

De fapta rea, ca lauda-napoi 

Sń-ĺi ia, pun©nd pe floarea ta, sc©rbit,  

Miasma buruienii de noroi:  

De ce-i aĺa? Parfumul e-ngropat  

ċn roza vńmuitń de pńcat. 
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LXX 

 

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect, 

For slanderõs mark was ever yet the fair; 

The ornament of beauty is suspect, 

A crow that flies in heavenõs sweetest air. 

So thou be good, slander doth but approve 

Thy worth the greater being wooed of time;  

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love, 

And thou presentõst a pure unstained prime. 

Thou hast passed by the ambush of young days 

Either not assailed, or victor being charged; 

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise, 

To tie up envy, evermore enlarged, 

   If some suspect of ill masked not thy show, 

   Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.  

 

Sonet 70 

 

Nu -i vina ta cń eĺti b©rfit: e treazń 

Invidia, ĺi gloria Ťi-o spurcń; 

Suspiciunea ce e alb pńteazń, 

Precum un corb vńzduhu-n care urcń. 

E de ajuns ca bun sń fii: cu timpul, 

Ĺi-n clevetiri ´n graŤie vei creĺte, 

Cńci viermele iubeĺte anotimpul 

C©nd mugurii cei dulci pleznesc. Regeĺte, 

Ai ocolit ´n anii de vńpaie,  

Capcana desfńtńrii-amńgitoare,  

Dar sabia virtuŤilor nu taie 

Zavistia; regate, la picioare, 

De inimi, chipul m©ndru Ťi-ar aĺterne, 

ċn lipsa ei: dar mńĺti ´l str©ng, eterne. 
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LXXI  

 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead  

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell  

Give warning to the world that I am fled  

From this vile world with vilest worms to dwell:  

Nay, if you read this line, remember not  

The hand that writ it, for I love you so,  

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,  

If thinking on me then should make you woe.  

O! if, I say, you look upon this verse, 

When I perhaps compounded am wit h clay, 

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse; 

But let your love even with my life decay;  

   Lest the wise world should look into your moan,  

   And mock you with me after I am gone.  

Sonet 71 

 

Sń pl©ngi, prietene, c©nd voi fi dus, 

Doar pânõ la primul dangńt; cobor©t 

Voi fi atunci, din iadul cel de sus,  

ċn casa viermilor, ospńŤ. At©t. 

Citeĺte-mń de poŤi, dar nu g©ndi 

La mâna care-a scris, cń n-ai putea 

Sń-ngńdui amintirea: m-ai jeli; 

Mai simplń e uitarea, curgi ´n ea. 

Nu mń rosti prea des, mń-ncetineĺti,  

Ĺi poate-n lut m -amestec chiar atunci. 

Din gându -Ťi dulce scoate-mń: tu eĺti,  

Eu voi fi fost; doar moartea dń porunci.      

De faci altcum, vor r©de ´nŤelepŤi, 

De tine-aici, de mine, ´ntre drepŤi. 
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LXXII  

 

O! lest the world should task you to recite 

What merit lived in me, that you should love  

After my death, --dear love, forget me quite, 

For you in me can nothing worthy prove.  

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie,  

To do more for me than mine own desert, 

And hang more praise upon deceased I 

Than niggard truth would willingly impart:  

O! lest your true love may seem false in this 

That you for love speak well of me untrue,  

My name be buried where my body is,  

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.  

   For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,  

   And so should you, to love things nothing worth.    

Sonet 72 

 

Decât silit de unii, c-am fost bun 

Sń spui, c©nd eu voi fi de tot plecat, 

Mai bine taci, ĺi uitń-mń de-acum: 

Mi -ar sta mai rńu aĺa-nfrumuseŤat. 

Chiar dacń mi-ai scorni virtuŤi, n-ai face 

Din eul meu pustiu, nimic mai mult,  

Iar slova epitafului, stângace, 

M-ar stânjeni; minciuni nu vreau s -ascult. 

Dec©t iubirea ta adevńratń 

Sń li se parń falsń, c©nd declamń, 

ċngroapń-mi numele cu trupu -odatń 

Ĺi ne vom rupe-atunci, de bunńseamń, 

Eu, de dizgraŤia ce-n urmń-o las, 

Iar tu, nimic iubind, de -acest popas. 
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LXXIII  

 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold  

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 

Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou seeõst the twilight of such day  

As after sunset fadeth in the west; 

Which by and by black night doth take away,  

Deathõs second self, that seals up all in rest.  

In me thou seeõst the glowing of such fire, 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 

As the death-bed, whereon it must expire, 

Consumõd with that which it was nourish õd by. 

   This thou perceivõst, which makes thy love more strong, 

   To love that well, which thou must leave ere long.   

 

Sonet 73 

 

E toamnń vremeaõn care m-ai aflat. 

E v©nt, ĺi frunze ce mai am, puŤine, 

Îngân-un c©nt de mierlń-nmormântat  

În strana ramurilor, pe ruine.  

Priveĺte-mń, sunt ziua ce se pleacń 

ċncetiĺor, spre braŤul de apus 

Al nopŤii ce o cheamń, sń-ĺi petreacń 

Acel rństimp secund, ´n somn supus. 

Ascultń-mń, sunt doar o p©lp©ire 

A focului ce -n sine ´ĺi consumń 

SubstanŤa tinereŤii, ĺi ´n Fire 

Se-ntoarce, scrum, ´ngenunchind ´n humń; 

Ĺi poate-aĺa, iubirea-Ťi mai ad©ncń 

ċŤi va pńrea, aici c©t mai eĺti ´ncń.  
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LXXIV  

 

But be contented when that fell arrest 

Without all bail shall carry me away,  

My life hath in this line some interest,  

Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.  

When thou reviewest this, thou dost review  

The very part was consecrate to thee: 

The earth can have but earth, which is his due; 

My spirit is thine, the better part of me:  

So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life, 

The prey of worms, my body being dead;  

The coward conquest of a wretchõs knife, 

Too base of thee to be remembered. 

   The worth of that is that which it contains,  

   And that is this, and this with thee remains.  

Sonet 74 

 

C©ndva luntraĺul mń va recunoaĺte,                         

Ĺi vom pluti spre vńmi: sń nu-Ťi mai pese. 

A doua oarń stihul mń va naĺte, 

Iar duhul meu în tine ´ĺi va Ťese 

Memoria. Iubirea Ťi-e-nchinatń, 

Apleacń-te ĺi ia ce-Ťi aparŤine, 

Acolo-s eu, sńm©nŤa mea curatń; 

Pńm©ntului, ce-i greu i se cuvine, 

Ĺi viermii-nveseleĺte, cum borhotul 

Din vinul pur, ´ncet la fund se lasń. 

Atât vei pierde: trupul meu, cu totul  

Sortit uitńrii. Partea mea aleasń, 

Din ad©ncimi desprinsń, va pleca 

Spre tine, ca sń dńinuie, a ta. 
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LXXV  

 

So are you to my thoughts as food to life, 

Or as sweet-seasonõd showers are to the ground; 

And for the peace of you I hold such strife  

As ôtwixt  a miser and his wealth is found.  

Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon 

Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure;  

Now counting best to be with you alone,  

Then betterõd that the world may see my pleasure: 

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight,  

And by and by clean starved for a look;  

Possessing or pursuing no delight 

Save what is had, or must from you be took. 

   Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,  

   Or gluttoning on all, or all away.  

Sonet 75 

 

Mi -eĺti g©ndului ospńŤ, c©nd flńm©nzesc 

Ĺi ploaie când mi-e iunie uscat; 

Zg©rcit, mń cert cu mine, cń-mi pńzesc 

Nesńbuit comoara: desfńtat 

De-al meu avut ĺi-ngrijorat apoi,  

C©nd ´nŤeleg cń-s pizmuit de hoŤi; 

ċndestulat cń suntem numai noi, 

Sau nńzuind sń mi te-arńt la toŤi: 

De joi sńtul de-al dragostei festin 

Ca vineri o privire sń-Ťi conjur; 

Nimic dorind afar õ de ce-am din plin,  

Din plinul tńu, dar lacom vreau sń-Ťi fur. 

Ĺi uite-aĺa, mi-e foame sau mń-mbuib  

Cu zborul tńu, nici pasńre, nici cuib. 
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LXXVI  

 

Why is my  verse so barren of new pride, 

So far from variation or quick change? 

Why with the time do I not glance aside  

To new-found methods, and to compounds strange? 

Why write I still all one, ever the same,  

And keep invention in a noted weed,  

That every word doth  almost tell my name, 

Showing their birth, and where they did proceed?  

O! know sweet love I always write of you,  

And you and love are still my argument;  

So all my best is dressing old words new, 

Spending again what is already spent: 

   For as the sun is daily new and old,  

   So is my love still telling what is told.  

Sonet 76 

 

De ce mi-e versu-mbńtr©nit o piatrń, 

V©ltoarea apei domolind? Mńcar 

De m-aĺ topi ´n stilul vremii, artń 

A ĺlefuirii ritmurilor, dar 

Putere n-am sń schimb acum veĺm©ntul 

În care-mbrac acelaĺi vechi discurs, 

ċnc©t mń tem cń fiul meu, cuv©ntul, 

Pńrintele-ĺi trńdeazń; timpul scurs, 

Prietene, mi-a ´nsoŤit rostirea 

Cu slava ta, ce straiul preŤios 

Mi -a pus în vechiul stih, spre înnoirea 

Metaforei ´mbńtr©nind frumos:  

Cum stins ori viu e soarele, aĺa 

Mi -e dragostea, arzând ce-i ars deja. 
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LXXVII  

 

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear,  

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste;  

The vacant leaves thy mindõs imprõnt will bear,  

And of this book  this learning mayst thou taste.  

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show  

Of mouthèd graves will give thee memory;  

Thou by thy dial õs shady stealth mayst know  

Timeõs thievish progress to eternity.  

Look what thy memory cannot contain,  

Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find  

Those children nursed, delivered from thy brain,  

To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.  

   These offices, so oft as thou wilt look,  

   Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.  

Sonet 77 

 

ţi-or povesti de farmecu-Ťi pńlit 

Oglinzi, iar ceasul, orele cum fug; 

O urmń-Ťi lasń doar, istorisit, 

Un g©nd, pe foaia albń. Din belĺug  

Te mai ´nvaŤń riduri de pe chip: 

La fel cu groapa ce te-aĺteaptń Ťi-s. 

Priveĺte umbra-n ceasul de nisip: 

Te-nvaŤń Timp, trńg©ndu-te-n abis. 

Memoria nu -Ťi poate tot pństra, 

Vezi bine. Las-o foii. Vei gńsi 

Copiii minŤii tale-acolo, ca 

Sń ´i ´mpaci cu tine, ĺi vei fi 

ċmbogńŤit. E-o rugń ´napoi, 

Ce Ťi-o ´nalŤi: sń ai mai multe foi. 
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LXXVIII  

 

So oft have I invoked thee for my M use,  

And found such fair assistance in my verse,  

As every alien pen hath got my use,  

And under thee their poesy disperse.  

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to sing,  

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly,  

Have added feathers to the learnèdõs wing  

And giv en grace a double majesty.  

Yet be most proud of that which I compile,  

Whose influence is thine and born of thee:  

In othersõ works thou dost but mend the style,  

And arts with thy sweet graces gracèd be;  

   But thou art all my art, and dost advance  

   As high as learning my rude ignorance.  

 

Sonet 78 

 

Te-am invocat, ĺi mi-ai ´nsufleŤit 

De-atâtea ori poemele, încât 

Mai toŤi sńracii-n har s-au pripńĺit 

La umbra ta, din chipul coborât  

Sń fure stil sau duh dezlegńtor 

De limbi: ĺi aripi noi le-ai pus 

ċnvńŤńceilor, ca mai uĺor 

Sń zboare spre-nńlŤimi. Dar mai presus 

De ei mń vńd, ĺi mult mai m©ndru sunt, 

Fiindcń simt cń darul mi-e nńscut 

Din tine chiar, nu meĺteĺug mńrunt, 

Cum e al lor: sf©rĺit ĺi ´nceput 

ċn artń-mi eĺti menit sń mń ridici, 

Cu-nvńŤńtura, dintre ucenici.  
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LXXIX  

 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,  

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace,  

But now my gracious numbers are decayed,  

And my sick muse doth give another place.  

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument  

Deserves the travail of a worthier pen,  

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent  

He robs thee of and pays it thee again.  

He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word  

From thy behavior; beauty doth he give  

And found it in thy cheek:  he can afford  

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.  

   Then thank him not for that which he doth say,  

   Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.   

Sonet 79 

 

Când singur mie îmi dictai poeme, 

Potirul de luminń-Ťi beam, ´ntreg. 

Dar m-ai lńsat. Acum sunt orb: de-o vreme, 

ċl fericeĺti pe altul. ċnŤeleg 

Cń tema dulce-a frumuseŤii tale 

Ar merita un alt condei, mai bun,  

Dar salba ei de giuvaericale 

Robitń Ťi-e, ĺi-ntoarsń doar. ċŤi spun, 

Virtutea ce poetul Ťi-o-mprumutń 

E tot a ta, furatń; ´n tablou 

Culori nu -Ťi poate-adńuga, le mutń 

ċn altń ramń, doar veĺm©ntu-i nou. 

Nu -i mulŤumi c-a scris: tu ´Ťi compui 

De unul singur stihurile lui.  
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LXXX 

 

O! how I faint when I 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 wracked, I am a worthless boat,  

He of tall building and of goodly pride:   

   Then, if he thrive and I be cast away,  

   The worst was this: my love was my decay.  

 

Sonet 80 

 

Cum aĺ putea, c©nd vńd cń menestrelul  

Te laudń, eu, cel umil ĺi sec, 

Sń te mai c©nt? Acelaĺi ne e Ťelul, 

Dar meĺteĺugul nu pot sń-i întrec. 

Doar cń oceanul tńu ad©nc ´l lasń 

Adesea sń pluteascń, pe cel mic, 

Capricios: în luntrea-mi ticńloasń, 

Urm©nd hoŤeĺte graŤiosul bric, 

M-av©nt atunci, tńind aceleaĺi ape,  

Sperând ca dintr-o toanń sń mń tragi 

Din necuprins, spre Ťńrmurile-aproape, 

Deĺi, mń tem, tot velele Ťi-s dragi... 

De mń scufunzi c©nd te iubesc aĺa, 

E-un lucru trist, dar fi -va vina mea. 
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LXXXI  

 

Or I shall live, your epitaph to make,  

Or you survive, when I in earth am rotten,  

From hence your memory death cannot take,  

Although in me each part will be forgotten.  

Your name from hence immortal life shall have,  

Though I, once gone, to all the world must die:  

The earth can yield me but a common grave,  

When you entombèd in menõs eyes shall lie.  

Your monument shall be my gentle verse,  

Which eyes not yet created shall oõer-read,  

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse  

When all the breathers of this world are dead;   

   You still shall live ñsuch virtue hath my penñ  

   Where breath most breathes, evõn in the mouths of men.  

 

Sonet 81 

 

De-o fi ca epitaful sń-Ťi compun 

Sau dimpotrivń, de-oi pleca întâi, 

Uitat de toŤi, nu ĺtiu; un trup mai bun 

Gńsi-vei chiar aici: ´n stih rńm©i 

Cu numele de glorie, prin ani  

Ce vor veni, sub ochii lumii noi;  

Al meu, sńpat pe-o cruce de sńrmani 

Mń va urma-n uitare, ĺters de ploié 

Morm©nt mai bl©nd, iubite, Ťi-oi sńpa 

ċn versul meu; priviri ce ´ncń nu-s 

Te vor citi, ĺi guri te-or lńuda, 

C©nd astńzi cei ce sunt se vor fi dus. 

Ne´ntrecutń-n meĺteĺug, o lirń 

Te-o aĺeza pe buze ce respirń. 

 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
116 

 

 
Pablo Picasso: Shakespeare 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
117 

 

 

LXXXII  

 

I grant thou wert not married to my muse,  

And therefore mayst without attaint o õerlook  

The dedicated words which writers use  

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.  

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,  

Finding t hy worth a limit past my praise;   

And therefore art enforced to seek anew  

Some fresher stamp of the time-bettõring days.  

And do so, love; yet when they have devised  

What strainèd touches rhetoric can lend,  

Thou, truly fair, wert truly sympathized  

In true plain words by thy true -telling friend.  

   And their gross painting might be better used  

   Where cheeks need bloodñin thee it is abused.  

Sonet 82 

 

Am ´nŤeles, nu-i vina ta cń unii 

Te laudń aĺa: ei au ´n faŤń 

Un chip ce stń zńlog perfecŤiunii, 

Iar muza mea de mult nu mai Ťi-e soaŤńé 

ċnalt ´n spirit, m©ndru pe mńsurń, 

Gńsind cń slova mea ´Ťi e datoare, 

Te vezi silit sń cauŤi o gravurń 

Ce-Ťi veĺniceĺte zilele ´n floare; 

Pe cine-aĺtepŤi? Pe-un oarecine 

Psalmodiindu -ĺi lirica vulgarń? 

Cń adevńrul locuieĺte-n mine, 

Ar trebui sń crezi; pe dinafarń 

Doar eu te ĺtiu, prietene: ĺofranul 

E-al altora, al meu e porŤelanul. 
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LXXXIII  

 

I never saw that you did painting need,  

And therefo re to your fair no painting set;  

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed  

The barren tender of a poetõs debt:  

And therefore have I slept in your report,  

That you yourself, being extant, well might show  

How far a modern quill doth come too short,  

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.  

This silence for my sin you did impute,  

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb.  

;  

For I impair not beauty, being mute,  

When others would give life, and bring a tomb.  

   There lives more life in one of your fair eyes  

   Than both your poets can in praise devise.   

Sonet 83 

 

Nu -Ťi trebuie sulemeneli ĺi fard, 

Culorile penelului nu -Ťi prind 

Pe-obraz: cu searbńd meĺteĺug, un bard        

Te m©zgńleĺte doar. Aĺa g©ndind, 

Acestei lumi de orbi mi te -am ascuns, 

Ca singur sń te-nfńŤiĺezi, ĺi-ncet, 

Virtutea ta vorbind îndeajuns,  

Sń-i dńruieĺti un autoportret. 

Tńcerii mele doar tńcere-i dai,  

Nu glorie, ba chiar, cum m -am temut, 

Tu vinń ´i gńseĺti, c©nd alŤii-un rai  

Fńgńduindu-Ťi, giulgiu Ťi-au cusut. 

ċŤi spun, e viaŤń-n ochii tńi, ĺi har: 

ċn stihuri ei o cautń-n zadar. 
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LXXXIV  

 

Who is it that says most, which can say more  

Than this rich praise, that you alone are youñ  

In whose confõne immurèd is the store  

Which should example where your equal grew?  

Lean penury within that pen doth dwell  

That to his subject lends not some small glory;  

But he that writes of you, if he can tell  

That you are you, so dignifies his story.  

Let him but copy what in you is writ,  

Not making worse what nature made so clear,  

And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,  

Making his style admired everywhere.  

   You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,  

   Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse. 

Sonet 84 

 

Exiĺti. Ce-ar fi de spus mai mult? Din toate  

Cuvintele, e laudń mai vie? 

O pot gńsi? Ce spirit ônalt mai poate, 

Dezmńrginindu-se, sń te descrie? 

E mort poetul, dacń nu-mprumutń 

Din sângele-i eroului: de -ar spune 

Cń tu eĺti tu, ar mai trńi o sutń 

De ani în glorie. Cu-nŤelepciune, 

Sń copieze ce-a-nŤeles mai bine, 

Îngńduie-i; înnobilându -i gura, 

Va ´nceta sń p©ngńreascń-n rime 

Ce-a zńmislit ´n tine, pur, Natura... 

E un blestem c©nd lauda ´Ťi place: 

Primeĺti puŤin, ĺi-s vorbe mici, sńrace. 
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LXXXV  

 

My tongue -tied muse in manners holds her still,  

While comments of your praise, richly compiled,  

Reserve their character with golden quill  

And precious phrase by all the muses filed.  

I think good thoughts, whilst other write good words,  

And like unlettered clerk still cry òAmenó  

To every hymn that able spirit affords,  

In polished form of well -refinèd pen.  

Hearing you praised, I say òôTis so, ôtis true,ó  

And to the most of praise add something more;  

But that is in my thought, whose love to you,  

Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before.  

   Then others for the breath of words respect,  

   Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.   

Sonet 85 

 

C©nd nouń muze ĺlefuiesc o rimń, 

Ĺi-n broderii de epitete Ťes 

Omagiul pe mantia -Ťi mai finń                                     

Ca aurul, eu tac: e de-nŤeles.                              

Eu te slńvesc ´n g©nd, ´n stihuri, alŤii; 

Diacon fńrń carte, strig òaminó 

La fiecare imn pe care ônalŤii    

PrelaŤi ´l intoneazń, ĺi mń-nchin.  

òAĺa-ió, rostesc de fiecare datń, 

Ĺi lauda, tńcut, le-o întregesc 

Iubindu -te; dar vorba-i mai ´nceatń: 

Tu inima auzi întâi, firesc.  

Pe ei tu laudń-i cń scriu mai bine; 

Cń tac, vorbind cu-adevńrat, pe mine. 
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LXXXVI  

 

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,  

Bound for the prize of all too precious you,  

That did  my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,  

Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew?  

Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write  

Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead?  

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night  

Giving him aid, my verse astonishèd.  

He, nor that affable familiar ghost  

Which nightly gulls him with intelligence,  

As victors of my silence cannot boast.  

I was not sick of any fear from thence;  

   But when your countenance filled up his line,  

   Then lacked I matter, that enfeebled mine.  

Sonet 86 

 

Dar cine-i umflń p©nzele ĺi cine 

Covor ales în drum i -a aĺternut                                     

Acestui hoŤ? E-acelaĺi care-n mine 

A ´ngropat un stih abia nńscut? 

E spiritu -i, de spirite damnate 

Purtat spre culmi în care eu m-am frânt? 

O, nu. Nici el, nici ele, vinovate  

Nu sunt cń tac, cń nu-mi gńsesc cuv©nt. 

Ĺi nici nńluca binevoitoare 

Ce noaptea-i dńruieĺte har, o, nu 

M-a-nvinsé. Bolnav de-a spectrelor teroare 

Eu nu mń ĺtiu a fi: dar ´ĺi umpl¼ 

Poemele, ´n chip desńv©rĺit 

Cu dulcea-mi temń, tu. Ĺi m-a golit. 
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LXXXVII  

 

Farewell, thou art too dear for my possessing,  

And like enough thou know õst thy estimate.  

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;  

My bonds in thee are all determinate.  

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting,  

And for that riches where is my deserving?  

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,  

And so my patent back again is swerving.  

Thyself thou gavõst, thy own worth then not knowing,  

Or me, to whom thou gavõst it, else mistaking;  

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,  

Comes home again, on better judgment making.  

   Thus have I had thee as a dream doth flatter:  

   In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.   

Sonet 87 

 

Rńm©i cu bine! Nu pot sń te Ťin... 

Cń sunt sńrac, ĺi scump eĺti, ai aflat. 

Iubirea-i datń zborului: de chin,  

De piatra care-Ťi sunt, fii dezlegat. 

Averea ce în mine-ai cheltuit  

ċntoarcń-se! Cum oare s-o primesc 

Când nu-s nimic, ĺi de dispreŤuit 

E tot ce am? Te-ai dńruit, regesc,  

Ori preŤul ´ncń nu-Ťi ĺtiai? Viclean, 

ţi-am ´nĺelat privirile? Oricum, 

Eu nu te merit, plânsul mi -e în van: 

De drept, e-al altuia ce fur acum. 

Cń te-am avut a fost un vis, o ĺtiu: 

Un rege gol, trezindu -se-n pustiu.  
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LXXXVIII  

 

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light  

And place my merit in the eye of scorn,  

Upon thy side against myself Iõll fight,  

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.  

With mine own weakness being best acquainted,  

Upon thy part I can set down a story  

Of faults concealed, wherein I am attainted,  

That thou in losing me shalt win much glory.  

And I by this will be a gainer too,  

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,  

The injuries that to myself I do,  

Doing thee vantage, double vantage me.  

   Such is my love, to thee I so belong,  

   That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.  

Sonet 88 

 

C©nd cu ocarń ochii tńi lovind, 

Mń vor strivi, nevrednic precum sunt, 

M-oi arunca asuprń-mi, dovedind  

Cń adevńr grńiesc ĺi nu-s un sfânt. 

Pńcatu-ascuns mi-oi dezveli, cń doar 

Obiĺnuitu-m-am cu el, ĺi nici 

Nu m -oi lupta, ca astfel sń dispar 

Ĺi tu, neprihńnit, sń te ridici. 

Vei propńĺi, pńcatul c©nd mi-l strig:  

De rńnile ce mi le fac mereu, 

Ferindu-te, tu vei avea c©ĺtig, 

Din binele-Ťi hrńnindu-mń ĺi eu. 

Aĺa de-ad©nc mń simt al tńu, ´nc©t 

Cu bucurie-ndur ce Ťi-e urât. 
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LXXXIX  

 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault,  

And I will comment upon that offense.  

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt,  

Against thy reasons making no defense.  

Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill,  

To set a form upon desired change,  

As Iõll myself disgrace, knowing thy will;  

I will acquaintance strangle and look strange,  

Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue  

Thy sweet belovèd name no more shall dwell,  

Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong  

And haply of our old acquaintance tell.  

   For thee against myself Iõll vow debate,  

   For I must neõer love him whom t hou dost hate.  

Sonet 89 

 

De m-ai lńsa, spun©nd cń Ťi-am greĺit, 

M-aĺ dezvinovńŤi, m©hnit; dar c©nd 

ċmi zici cń-s ĺchiop, eu mń supun, sfiit, 

Ĺi mń trezesc, minune, ĺchiopńt©nd... 

Sń mń deteĺti tu nu ĺtii sń o faci 

Mai mult decât pot eu; de vrei temei  

Sa mń ´nlocuieĺti, te porŤi st©ngaci, 

Cńci milń Ťi-e: pleca-voi, dacń vrei, 

Dar nu-mi ieĺi ´n cale niciodatõ, 

Ca nu cumva, greĺind, sń mń trezesc 

Pe buze cu un nume adorat, 

Ĺi cń ne ĺtim, nńt©ng, sń pomenescé 

De partea ta, ômpotrivń-mi mń ridic, 

Spre-a nu iubi  ce-i vrednic de nimic.  
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XC 

 

Then hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now,  

Now while the world is bent my deeds to cross;  

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,  

And do not drop in for an after -loss:  

Ah, do not, when my heart hath ôscaped this sorrow,  

Come in the rearward of a conquered woe.  

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,  

To linger out a purposed overthrow.  

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,  

When other petty griefs have done their spite  

But in the onset come; so shall I taste  

At first the very worst of fortune õs might;  

   And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,  

   Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.   

Sonet 90 

 

De-acum ônainte ura ta sń taie 

Din mine hńlci ´ntregi; ba nu, acum! 

Cń tot mi-e surd norocul ĺi mń-ndoaie     

Pânõ la pńm©nt: dar nu-mi ieĺi ´n drum 

C©nd rana se va fi ´nchis ĺi sorŤii,  

Cu multń trudń, poate-i voi schimba, 

Ĺi nu-mi ploua ´n zori, c©nd v©ntul nopŤii  

Mai suflń ´ncń-n dimineaŤa mea... 

De vrei sń pleci, nu am©na, loveĺte, 

Cńci alte rele mń vor fi slńbit, 

SńgeŤi tocite, biciuind orbeĺte 

Aceleaĺi rńnié ´nfige-mi un cuŤit,  

Sń-mi amintesc cum sf©ĺie-o durere, 

Ĺi-arsura ei sń-mi parń m©ng©iere. 
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XCI 

 

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,  

Some in their wealth, some in their bodiesõ 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 garmentsõ cost, 

Of more delight than hawks or horses be; 

And having thee, of all menõs pride I boast: 

   Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take 

   All this away and me most wretched make.   

Sonet 91 

 

Se laudń cu stirpea lor mai marii,  

Iar alŤii din ĺtiinŤń-ĺi fac onoare, 

Sau se petrec cu ĺoimii, cu ogarii, 

Cu patima veĺmintelor bizare. 

E-n firea omului sń se ´nchine 

Plńcerii deopotrivń lui: dar mie 

Strńine toate-mi sunt, gńsind ´n tine 

O desfńtare ce le-ntrece, vie, 

Iubirea ta: de-ob©rĺie mai bunń, 

Mai scumpń ca averea, mai ´naltń 

Ca zborul ĺoimului; cńci ´mpreunń 

Le-agonisii spre lauda cealaltń. 

Cu-at©t mai gol rńm©n c©nd n-am în jur  

Fńptura ta, pustiul sń-mi îndur...  
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XCII  

 

But do thy worst to steal thyself away,  

For term of life thou art assured mine,  

And life no longer than thy love will stay,  

For it depends upon that love of thine.  

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,  

When in the least of them my life hath end.  

I see a better state to me belongs 

Than that which on thy humour doth depend;  

Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,  

Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.  

O, what a happy title do I find,  

Happy to have thy love, happy to die!  

   But whatõs so blessed-fair that fears no blot? 

   Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not.  

Sonet 92 

 

Fń tot ce poŤi mai rńu: a te fura 

Din mine. Viu, te am. Nu mai departe,  

Iar viaŤa-mi  nu va zńbovi nici ea, 

Urzitń din iubire fiõnd, ĺi parte... 

Mai are rost de moarte sń mń tem 

C©nd mń ucide cea mai micń ĺoaptń? 

De al capriciilor crunt blestem  

De-o sń mń rup, un alt rost mń aĺteaptń.  

Vezi, nu mń doare dacń mń trńdezi, 

Cńci numai viaŤa-i sorń cu trńdarea; 

Ĺi ce noroc, ´n dragoste sń crezi 

Trńind, iar mort, sń-i afli dezlegarea! 

O, cine-i sń sclipeascń fńrń patń? 

PoŤi sń mń-nĺeli, sń n-aflu niciodatń... 
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XCIII  

 

So shall I live, supposing thou art true,  

Like a deceived husband; so loveõs face 

May still seem love to me, though alterõd new; 

Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place:  

For there can live no hatred in thine eye, 

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change.  

In manyõs looks the false heartõs history 

Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange,  

But heaven in thy creation did decree 

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell;  

Whateõer thy thoughts or thy heart õs workings be, 

Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell. 

   How like Eveõs apple doth thy beauty grow,  

   If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show!  

Sonet 93 

 

Ĺi-aĺa, cń n-am de-ales, te cred fidel, 

Ca orice-ncornorat, cń mi te-arńŤi 

Cu-acelaĺi chip ĺi mń priveĺti la fel; 

Dar simt cń g©ndu-Ťi zboarń-n alte pńrŤi. 

Iar ochii tńi suavi nu par a ĺti 

Sń oglindeascń ura; te prefaci,           

Sń nu Ťi-o vńd, aĺa cum pot citi 

La alŤii mila-n rictusul stângaci? 

O, nu. Prin voia cerului, tu laĺi 

Privirii mele doar un soare blând,  

Ca orice arzi, sń nu ´i faci pńrtaĺi 

Pe cei ce te iubesc, împrumutând  

Splendoarea mńrului, ce-i dulce întru  

Amarul miez al Evei dinlńuntru. 
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XCIV  

 

They that have power to hurt and will do none,  

That do not do the thing they most do show,  

Who, moving others, are themselves as stone, 

Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow,  

They rightly do inherit heavenõs graces 

And husband natureõs riches from expense; 

They are the lords and owners of their faces, 

Others but stewards of their excellence. 

The summerõs flower is to the summer sweet, 

Though to itself it only live and die,  

But if that flower with base infection meet, 

The basest weed outbraves his dignity: 

   For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds; 

   Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.      

Sonet 94 

 

Ca st©nca, ´ngńduitori, ei tac, 

Ĺi drum dorinŤelor mereu ´nchid 

Cei ce ne pot rńni, ĺi nu o fac, 

Dar s©ngereazń-n miezul lor placid.  

Ei moĺtenesc acel talent sublim  

De-a risipi în zbor un mic prinos  

Al graŤiei, c©nd noi ne ´mpietrim  

În servitutea vorbelor, pe jos. 

Dar crinii sunt doar magicelor veri  

Pe plac, ĺi-i scurt al lor incert parfum;  

C©nd buruiana urcń m©ng©ieri 

Spre rod, ei mor ĺi putrezesc ´n drum, 

Cńci faptei lenevind, adeseori, 

DulceaŤa le dospeĺte ´n duhori. 
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XCV 

 

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame 

Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose, 

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name!  

O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose! 

That tongue that tells the story of thy days,  

Making lascivious comments on thy sport,  

Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise;  

Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 

O, what a mansion have those vices got 

Which for their habitation chose out thee,  

Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot,  

And all things turn to fair that eyes can see! 

   Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege; 

   The hardest knife ill -used doth lose his edge. 

Sonet 95 

 

Ca viermele ceõn mugur furiĺeazń,  

Seducńtor, al furtului pńcat, 

La fel ĺi tu, cu a dulceŤii razń  

Te ´ncńlzeĺti, curvar neruĺinat.  

Dar zvonul ce se rńsp©ndeĺteõn lume 

Te face de ocarń; toŤi te ĺtiu 

Lasciv ĺi desfrânat; renume 

DeõAdonis prefńcut ĺi fustangiu. 

Palat de glorie ĺi desfńtare 

E trupul tńu, ĺi viciul l-a gńsit; 

Oglinzi de farmec îl ascund de soare 

ċn hainele virtuŤii, iscusit,  

Dar nu te-ncredeõn har. C©ndva ĺi-o lamń 

De sabie se va toci. Ia seamń.  
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XCVI  

 

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness; 

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport; 

Both grace and faults are loved of more and less; 

Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort. 

As on the finger of a throned queen 

The basest jewel will be well esteemõd, 

So are those errors that in thee are seen 

To truths translated and for true things deem õd. 

How many lambs might the stern wolf betray,  

If like a lamb he could his looks translate!  

How many gazers mightst thou lead away,  

If thou would st use the strength of all thy state! 

   But do not so; I love thee in such sort 

   As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.  

 

Sonet 96 

 

Din tinereŤe unii-Ťi fac pńcat, 

Iar alŤii spun cń-i graŤie ĺi joc; 

Oricum ar fi, cu har eĺti rńsfńŤat: 

În palma ei, tu nu greĺeĺti deloc. 

Aĺa cum orice neõnsemnat inel 

Un deget de reginńõmpodobind,  

E diamant, ĺi ochii tńi, la fel, 

Mń ameŤesc, minciuni adeverind. 

Mń-ntreb c©Ťi miei ar ´nĺela un lup 

De-ar ĺti privi ´n ochii lor mai bl©nd! 

La fel, gândesc, de te-ai servi de trup  

Aĺa cum vrei, m-ai amńgi oric©nd. 

Dar nu o face; te iubesc oricum. 

Rńm©i al meu, aripń-Ťi sunt ĺi drum. 
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XCVII  

 

How like a winter hath my absence been 

From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year! 

What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen! 

What old Decemberõs bareness every where! 

And yet this time removed was summer õs time, 

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,  

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,  

Like widow õd wombs after their lords õ decease: 

Yet this abundant issue seemõd to me 

But hope of orphans and unfatherõd fruit;  

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 

And, thou away, the very birds are mute;  

   Or, if they sing, ôtis with so dull a cheer  

   That leaves look pale, dreading the winterõs near.  

Sonet 97 

 

Decembrie mi-a fost, când nu mi-ai fost: 

Prinos amar al timpului curgând  

Din norul mort; ĺi ceŤuri fńrń rost  

Pe cerul alb, m-au schilodit de gând. 

Apoi trecu ĺi iunie, udat 

De-o toamnń ca un p©ntec inutil 

De vńduvń, stńp©nului plecat 

ċn grabń ´nchin©ndu-i un copil.  

E fals belĺugul verii ĺi pustiu, 

Vlństar strivit de un stejar tńiat; 

De c©nd nu eĺti, lństunii nu mai ĺtiu  

Sń taie zori din c©mpul nemiĺcat, 

C©nd mierla aŤipeĺte la vecernii, 

Ĺi frunzele pńlesc de frica iernii. 
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XCVIII  

 

From you have I been absent in the spring, 

When proud -pied April dress õd in all his trim  

Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing,  

That heavy Saturn laughõd and leapõd with him.  

Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell 

Of different flowers in odour and in hue  

Could make me any summerõs story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew;  

Nor did I wonder at the lily õs white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;  

They were but sweet, but figures of delight,  

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.  

   Yet seemõd it winter still, and, you away,  

   As with your shadow I with these did play . 

Sonet 98 

 

De c©nd nu eĺti, trecu un alt April 

ċnveĺm©ntat de sńrbńtoare; sus, 

Saturn cel greu zâmbi ca un copil, 

Sorbind ĺi el din duhul nou, supus. 

Dar nu ĺtiurń pńsńri ĺi nici flori,  

Din c©nt sau din ameŤitor parfum,  

Sń ´mi alunge viscolele, ori 

Eu n-am mai vrut sń le ascult... ċn drum 

A crinilor zńpadń am strivit 

Ĺi nici cu-al rozei sânge nu am plâns; 

Sunt c·pii toate, cńci desńv©rĺit, 

În chipul tńu, tipar divin, le-ai strâns. 

M-am amńgit cu umbra ce-ai lńsat 

Plec©nd, ´n ele toate, ´ngheŤat. 
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XCIX 

 

The forward violet thus did I chide:  

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells, 

If not from my love õs breath? The purple pride 

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells  

In my loveõs veins thou hast too grossly dyed. 

The lily I condemned for thy hand,  

And buds of marjoram had stol õn thy hair:  

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,  

One blushing shame, another white despair; 

A third, nor red nor white, had stol õn of both 

And to his robbery had annexõd thy breath; 

But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth  

A vengeful canker eat him up to death.  

   More flowers I noted, yet I none could see 

   But sweet or colour it had stolõn from thee.  

Sonet 99 

 

Certat-am vioreaua: òS-ale tale 

Miresmele sau tocmai le-ai furat  

Din dulcea-i rńsuflare? ċn petale 

ċi vńd rubinul, s©nge dezgropat...ó 

De st©njenel, cń Ťi-a furat din palmń 

Zńpada somnoroasń, ce sń spun? 

La mńghiran sńrit-am cu sudalmń 

Cń-Ťi jefui zulufii. Mń rńzbun 

Pe-o rozń ce se-mbujorń de-ndatń 

Ce-am acuzat-o; alta, se albi 

Pe loc; trandafiria, ´nsetatń 

De prada-i dulce, buzele-Ťi, pieri 

Ca de-un blestem: e plinń iarba toatń 

De hoaŤele plńp©nde, cu duiumul, 

Ĺi toate-Ťi poartń boiul sau parfumul.  
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C 

 

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forget õst so long 

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?  

Spendõst thou thy fury on some worthless song,  

Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light? 

Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem  

In gentle numbers time so idly spent;  

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem 

And gives thy pen both skill and argument.  

Rise, resty Muse, my loveõs sweet face survey, 

If Time have any wrinkle graven there;  

If any, be a satire to decay, 

And make Timeõs spoils despised every where. 

   Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life; 

   So thou preventõst his scythe and crooked knife. 

 

Sonet 100 

 

O, muzń, rńtńceĺte de Ťi-e vrerea,          

Dar nu uita, doar dragostea cântând         

Te-ai ´nńlŤat... nu-Ťi irosi puterea    

În teme neõnsemnate, ca ĺi c©nd   

Te-ai rńzboi cu ¼mbrele. Vicleanń 

E Vremea, ĺi te-a vńduvit de har;                       

Rńscumpńrń-l cu dragoste, cń hranń          

Iubi rea-i meĺteĺugului, ĺi iar, 

Tr©ndavń muzń, dragul ´n luminń 

Adu -mi -l, cńci de ridul chipului         

E vinovatń Vremeañcń-i hainń 

Ĺi pictor prost: tu bunul nume du-i 

Iubirii mele, fulger, mai departe,   

Dec©t picteazń secera-i cu moarte. 
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CI 

 

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends 

For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed?  

Both truth and beauty on my love depends;  

So dost thou too, and therein dignified.  

Make answer, Muse: wilt thou not haply say  

ôTruth needs no colour, with his colour fix õd; 

Beauty no pencil, beautyõs truth to lay;  

But best is best, if never intermixõd?õ 

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb? 

Excuse not silence so; forõt lies in thee 

To make him much outlive a gilded tomb,  

And to be praised of ages yet to be. 

   Then do thy office, Muse; I teach thee how 

   To make him seem long hence as he shows now.   

Sonet 101 

 

O, Muzń vagaboandń, ce temei 

Gńseĺti sń taci la ce-i frumos ĺi pur, 

Uitând de -al meu iubit? O, tu nu bei  

Din slava lui? Sń nu-mi zici, te conjur,  

Cń tot ce-i viu respirń prin culori 

Ĺi nu ´ndurń fard, cń de penel 

Frumosul e-ntinat de-oricâte ori 

Artistul ´l rńsfaŤń, ĺi cń el, 

Perfect, nevoie n-are de veĺm©nt; 

N-ai nici o scuzń: e-n puterea ta 

Sń-l duci prin vremi, ca auru -n mormânt,  

Ca laudń din viitor sń ia. 

Tu fń-Ťi menirea; te ´nvńŤ eu cum 

Sń-l faci s-arate pururi ca acum. 
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CII  

 

My love is strengthenõd, though more weak in seeming; 

I love not less, though less the show appear: 

That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming 

The ownerõs tongue doth publish every  where. 

Our love was new and then but in the spring  

When I was wont to greet it with my lays,  

As Philomel in summer õs front doth sing  

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:  

Not that the summer is less pleasant now 

Than when her mournful hymns did hush  the night,  

But that wild music burthens every bough  

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.  

   Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue,  

   Because I would not dull you with my song.  

Sonet 102 

 

Iubesc mai mult, dar tot la fel ascund,  

Arńt puŤin, dar nu iubesc puŤin; 

Nu vreau ´n t©rg sń laud ce-n strńfund 

Pństrez al meu, ferit de ochi strńin. 

Iubirea nouń-a fost, într-un april  

Ce m-a gńsit c©nt©nd, cum la-nceput 

În prag de veri, privighetori; un tril  

Ce-l sting apoi, ´n arĺiŤń, tńcut. 

La fel sunt nopŤile acum, ĺi ea 

La fel adoarme crângul, la apus; 

Dar ramura de cântece-i mai grea, 

Ĺi dulcea-i vrajń de-nceput s-a dus. 

Aĺa ĺi eu, mai tac din c©nd ´n c©nd, 

Sń nu te supńr, sila am©n©ndé  
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CIII  

 

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth,  

That having such a scope to show her pride, 

The argument all bare is of more worth  

Than when it hath my added praise beside! 

O, blame me not, if I no more can write! 

Look in your glass, and there appears a face 

That over-goes my blunt invention quite,  

Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace.  

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend,  

To mar the subject that before was well? 

For to no other pass my verses tend 

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell;  

   And more, much more, than in my verse can sit  

   Your own glass shows you when you look in it.   

Sonet 103 

 

Culori de fum, o, Muza mea sńracń, 

Ai picurat în versul meu netot,  

Veĺm©nt modest, c©nd el vorbea... sń-i tacń            

Splendorile, sń nu orbesc de tot. 

Iubite, de sunt mut, nu -mi face vinń, 

Oglinda doar ´Ťi ĺtie chipul drag. 

Pe l©ngń ea, umilń-i orice rimń, 

Iar stihul meu, plictisitor, beteag.  

N-ar fi pńcat sń ĺlefuiesc o piatrń 

Deja desńv©rĺitń, ca s-o stric? 

Sń te pictez, n-am har destul ĺi artń, 

Spre darul tńu ´nalt, nu duc nimic: 

Poemul meu e umbra-Ťi doar, pńlindń, 

Mai mult din tine aflń din oglindńé 
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CIV  

 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 

For as you were when first your eye I eyed, 

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold 

Have from the forests shook three summersõ pride,  

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn õd 

In process of the seasons have I seen, 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burnõd, 

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 

Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial -hand, 

Steal from his figure and no pace perceived; 

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand,  

Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived: 

   For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred; 

   Ere you were born was beautyõs summer dead.  

Sonet 104 

 

Prietene, ca-n prima zi te vńd: 

De-atunci, trei veri au ´mbrńcat pńduri, 

Ĺi tot at©tea viscole, prńpńd 

De alb lńsarń-n tufele de muri.  

Cum se prefac ´n toamnń, am vńzut 

Trei primńveri ´ngńlbenind poteci, 

Ĺi-Aprilie arzând miresme -n lut  

De Iunie, la fel; tu, verde, treci... 

Se miĺcń-ncet al frumuseŤii ac 

Pe-al vieŤilor cadran, abia ĺoptit,                 

Iar dacń-n farmec parcń scazi, eu tac, 

Ĺi-ncerc sń cred cń ochiul m-a minŤit. 

Dar cń mń tem zic celor ce-or veni: 

Ce-a fost frumos nu v -a fost dat a ĺti... 
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CV 

 

Let not my love be callõd idolatry,  

Nor my beloved as an idol show,  

Since all alike my songs and praises be 

To one, of one, still such, and ever so. 

Kind is my love to -day, to-morrow kind,  

Still constant in a wondrous excellence; 

Therefore my verse to constancy confined, 

One thing expressing, leaves out difference. 

ôFair, kind and trueõ is all my argument,  

ôFair, kind, and trueõ varying to other words;  

And in this change is my invention spent,  

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords. 

   ôFair, kind, and true,õ have often lived alone, 

   Which three till now never kept seat in one.  

Sonet 105 

 

Vńz©nd cń-i scriu doar lui, acelaĺi, (cel 

Ce-mi pare tatń, fiu ĺi duh), mereu, 

Sń nu numiŤi iubirea mea un fel                           

De adoraŤie: el nu-i un zeu. 

Eu doar iubesc, cum azi, ĺi m©ine: bl©nd, 

Din inimń, statornic, virtuos; 

La el mi se opreĺte orice g©nd, 

Cusururi negńsindu-i. În frumos,  

ċn adevńr, ĺi tot ce-i bun, îl cânt: 

Cu ele trei, ĺi alte stihuri Ťes, 

Sunt gânduri care curg dintr -un cuvânt  

Ce poartń-n toate-un singur ´nŤeles: 

Iar dacń ieri icoanń ruptń-au fost, 

ċĺi regńsirń-n el sublimul rost.  
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