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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 

 

 

 

 



William Shakespeare  
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. 

Translated into Romanian by Radu Ĺtefńnescu 
23 

 

 

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. 

 

 

 

 




