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William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.
Transl ated into Romani an
1

Contents

From fairest creatures we desire increase

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow
When forty winters shall besiege thy brow
Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame

Then | et not winterds ragg
Lo! in the orient when the gracious light

Music to hear, why hear 6st

|l s it for fear to wet a wi
For shame deny that thou b
As f ast as thou shal't wane

When | do count the clock that tells the time
O! that you were your self; but, love, you are

Not from the stars do | my judgement pluck
When | consider every thing that grows

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
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Who will believe my verse in time to come

Shall |1 compare thee t

Devouring Time, blunt

i an

0O a
t hou

A womands face with nature

So is it not with me as with that Muse

My glass shall not persuade me | am old

As an unperfect actor on the stage

Mi ne eye hath playdd t
Let those who are in favour with their stars

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage

Weary with toil, | haste me to my bed
How can | then return in happy plight
When in disgrace with

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts

If thou survive my well -contented day

Full many a glorious morning have | seen
Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day
No more be grieved at that which thou hast done
Let me confess that we two must be twain

As a decrepit father takes delight

How can my muse want subject to invent

O! how thy worth with manners may | sing
Take all my loves, my love, yea take them all
Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits

That thou hast her it is not all my grief
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When most | wink, then do mine eyes best see
If the dull substance of my flesh were thought
The other two, slight air, and purging fire
Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took

How careful was | when | took my way
Against that time, if ever that time come
How heavy do | journey on the way

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence

So am | as the rich, whose blessed key
What is your substance, whereof are you made
O! how much more doth beauty beauteous seem
Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said

Being your slave what should | do but tend

That god forbid, that made me first your slave
If there be nothing new, but that which is
Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore
Is it thy will, thy image should keep open
Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye
Against my love shall be as | am now

Wh e n

have seen by Ti meds

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea
Tired with all these, for restful death | cry

Ah! wherefore with infection should he live
Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn

Those

parts of thee
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That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect

No longer mourn for me when | am dead

O! lest the world should task you to recite

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

But be contented when that fell arrest

So are you to my thoughts as food to life

Why is my verse so barren of new pride

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear
So oft have | invoked thee for my muse

Whilst | alone did call upon thy aid

O how [ faint when | of you do write

Or | shall live, your epitaph to make

| grant thou wert not married to my muse

| never saw that you did painting need

Who is it that says most, which can say more
My tongue -tied muse in manners holds her still
Was it the proud full sail of his great verse
Farewell, thou art too dear for my possessing
When thou shalt be disposed to set me light
Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault
Then hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now
Some glory in their birth, some in their skill

But do thy worst to steal thyself away

So shall I live, supposing thou art true

They that have power to hurt and will do none
How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame
Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness
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How like a winter hath my absence been
From you have | been absent in the spring
The forward violet thus did | chide
Where art thou, Muse,
O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends

t hat

Myloveisst rengt hendd, though

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth

To me, fair friend, you never can be old

Let not my | ove be cal
When in the chronicle of wasted time

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

0d

What 6s in the brain that

O, never say that | was false of heart

Al as, ©6tis true | have
O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide

Your love and pity doth the impression fill

Since | left you, mine eye is in my mind

gon

Or whet her doth my mind,

Those lines that | before have writ do lie

Let me not to the marriage of true minds

Accuse me thus: that | have scanted all

Like as, to make our appetites more keen

What potions have | drunk of Siren tears

That you were once unkind befriends me now
0Tis better to be vile
Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that | do change
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If my dear love were but the child of state
Were Ot aught to me | bore
O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
In the old age black was not counted fair
How oft, when thou, my mus

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame

My mistressd eyes are noth

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art
Thine eyes | love, and they, as pitying me
Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan

So, now | have confessdd t

Whoever hath her wish,
If thy soul check thee that | come so near

Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine eyes
When my love swears that she is made of truth
O, call not me to justify the wrong

Be wise as thou art cruel; do not press

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate

Lo! as a careful housewife runs to catch

Two loves | have of comfort and despair
Those | ips that Loveos
Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth

My love is as a fever, longing still

O me, what eyes hath Love put in my head
Canst thou, O cruel! say | love thee not

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might
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Love is too young to know what conscience is p. 208
Il n loving thee thou knowds p.210
Cupid laid by his brand and fell asleep p. 211
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Mr. WILLIAM

SHAKESPEARES

COMEDIES,
HISTORIES; &
TRAGEDIES.

Publifhed according to the True Originall Copies.

L0 N DO N
Printed by Ifaac Iaggard,and Ed. Blount. 1623
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Tr ans|

From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty® rose might never die,
But asthe riper should by time decease,
His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feedst thy light & 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 & fresh ornament,
And only herald to the gaudy spring,
Within thine own bud buriest thy content,
And, tender churl, mak &t waste in niggarding:
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world & due, by the grave and thee.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu

9
Sonet 1
¢i vrem pe cei frumoli rodi nd
Un trandafir, c¢c©nd toamna |
Dar -<inefu,nusmasd ase
Parfum, culori, “n muguri noi
Dar tu, ce doar In ochii-T i dul ci privelti

, Li loaalri fdocul 1 or shA te desf et
¢Ti eiti dulimané Bogat te cre
Comoara-Ti furi de unul singur, |
Tu, hnrnhzit acestei I umi podo
El tsiol ul unei primaAaveri ce min
Pncat de rodul risipit cu gra
Li ars cu |l Acomie “nainte.

Tr ez-tejnutel n-sgropat

Cu tot cu har, cat nu te-a i semhnnat .
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Il Sonet 2
When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, COnd patruzeci de ierni te vo
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty & field, LiTi va apune fala juveniln,
Thy youth & proud livery so gazed on now, A tiner eliviai pmaiemn
Will be a totter @ weed of small worth held: O vechitirApl ®&nhgsnde mil n.
Then being asked,where all thy beauty lies, Vei fi-ntrebat: 0Averea unde-o  ©,i i ?
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, Vor da rnspuns adOncile gnvan
To say, within thine own deep sunken eyes, CeTi “ngr op@Chi@ratidd unt e a:
Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise. Dar ~ Tiulvaefi o, sAr mane.
How much more praise deservd thy beauty & use, Cu mult mai |l esne bAtr©neTea
If thou couldst answer @rhis fair child of min e Va fi iertatn, dacn vei rnspu
Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse 0 oPrivateset copil, mAn va purta:
Proving his beauty by succession thine! Acol o sunt, -lpmgle.edl "~ ntreabhn

This were to be new made when thou art old, Li s©nge caind hperfian evenel e

And see thy blood warm when thou feel &t it cold. Va curge-atunci cand moartea-T i 4 €pdite.
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William Shakespeare
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Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
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[l Sonet 3
Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest Priveéten ochi: o faTn noun
Now is the time that face should form another; De-a i znmisli, c©nd asta se de
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest, Te vei gnsi |l a fel ~n amOGndou
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother. Nefericelt:i O viitoare mamn,
For where is she so fair whose unead womb Demaial tepdi miNMuwi er i hambar
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry? At ©t de plin, sn nu viseze gr
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb Li nici ala nebun un grnAadinar
Of his self-love, to stop posterity? SfmprAltie sAamGnTa “n poOr Ou.
Thou art thy mother & glass and she in thee Tu eilti oglinda mamei tale " n
Calls back the lovely April of her prime; Al ti nerAprftezaur,ei de
So thou through windows of thine age shalt see, La f el i tu, “n apa ei adoOnc
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time. Pr i vdeapdi, spre anii cei de aur:

But if thou live, remember @ not to be, De chip lipsit c©nd singur el

Die single and thine image dies with thee. Oglinzile din tine se desprind.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
12

Son o
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William Shakespeare
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Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
13
v Sonet 4
Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend Frumos nesnbuit, copil chzut
Upon thy self thy beauty & legacy? ¢n patimi ergeni ste, molt
Nature & bequest gives nothing, but doth lend, De occe rfiisi pelti? Un ~mprumut
And being frank she lends to those are free: E tot ce dn, [i doar vremel ni
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse De ce “"ntreci “n cheltuield: m
The bounteous largess given thee to give? Li iroselti-edaf® patimi ce Ti
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use Avut nemhAsurat e picntur a:
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live? Nimic nu e etern, nu eflti bog
For having traffic with thy self alone, Te zAvoratempliniinegr e
Thou of thy self thy sweet self dost deceive: cmbrATilAramAdel ttd ne se
Then how when nature calls thee to be gone, Un eu pervers... Ce lali atun
What acceptable audit canst thou leave? Mol tenitorilor? Nimic, firelt
Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee, Lumina ta se stinge “n pAmont
Which, used, lives thdexecutor to be. Cu tine-odatg in ultimul cuvant.
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William Shakespeare

Sonn
Tr ans|

Vv

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame
The lovely gaze where every eyedoth 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 o@r-snowed and bareness every where:
Then were not summerd distillation left,
A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,
Beauty® effect with beauty were beretft,
Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was:
But flowers distill @, though they with winter meet,

Leese buttheir show; their substance still lives sweet.

ets. Sonete. Parallel Texts. )

ated into Romanian by Radu Ltefnnescu
14
Sonet 5
Acel ali soare bun ce o rnsfafT
Li swalddmcea | ui l umi nn fl oar
¢i va sluTi c©ndva plnp©nda f
Ca un t i r-iaespirardani ndu
Cu toamne | unei ,t Crparsec ni,ar nn s
Acolo unde frunzele uscate
Sevorintoarcen cri ptel e de i asch
Sh doarmn somn de ger. Li d
Pe un pervamatro Vidazrmare cn
Ofloare-a | Acr i madgheasma [ ti i, e
PereTilor de sticln, ce phAstr
Ca un reproil, din trupul scur
Cti viaTa ei-arugbtel i de chip s
Mustelte ncn, dulce, dedesub
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Vi Sonet 6
Then let not winter & ragged hand deface, cond iernile oribile veliminte
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distilled: Pe trupul vepruinin,tale vor sn
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place SAFi distilezi esenfa “nainte
With beauty & treasure ere it be seHkilled. Ca farmecu-i |l Auntric sn apunn,
That use is not forbidden usury, Li tolarrunn vas ce rAsplntelite
Which happies those that pay the willing loan; Pe cei ce il deschid, cu un profit:
That& for thy self to breed another thee, Cnci dnruind “n el, bogatul c
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one; Copiii d©nd dob®©ndn " nzecit,
Ten times thy self were happier than thou art, Li tot de zece ori mai vesel
If ten of thine ten times refigured thee: Nepnhnsnd omgardt ea cea perfidn;
Then what could death do if thou shouldst depart, cond |l ali posteritnTii chipur
Leaving thee living in posterity? Mai [ tie ela wpoei k> e sn

Be not selfwilled, for thou art much too fair Frumos rAmOi , [ nu festin de

To be death® conquest and make worms thine heir. Streetmmarciopi i i tni eterni
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VI Sonet 7
Lo! in the orient when the gracious light O, ¢dietitum se ridicn Soare
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye ¢cn glorie, din pronia eternn,
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight, L 4daprinde zi, iar dedesubt, popoare
Serving with looks his sacred majesty; De muritori “~n humn se proste
And having climbed the steep -up heavenly hill, O, g, deléstele coline
Resembling strong youth in his middle age, Din bol Til e -dtingepi ni i cum | e
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still, Li tonmmOnhaceare Tine
Attendin g on his golden pilgrimage: De fraiele amiezii, cand se stinge
But when from highmost pitch, with weary car, Abia simTiit, rAmudd mi e a:
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day, Deii e sus, “n aurul din razhn
The eyes,dore duteous, now converted are O umbrn diapl @@ zar ea,
From his low tract, and look another way: Ingenunchind. L i noapte ce ur meazn.
So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon De fiu lipsit, defli ajuns pe
Unlooked on diest unless thou get a son. Li tu | aef eulrhahumi
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VIiI Sonet 8
Music to hear, why hear &t thou music sadly? ¢ mi par i mOhnit, deli o alnAnut
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy: ¢ Ti mOlng©i e auzul . Te apash
Why lov &t thou that which thou receiv &t not gladly, Aceastnhn armomi @? Mai pl nc
Or else receivst with pleasure thine annoy? E leneia cAdere “n angoasn?
If the true concord of well -tuned sounds, Li totuli dsolin bl ©ndel e
By unions married, do offend thine ear, Te plictisesc ori Ti se par ¢
They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds E pentirunadn | esne sn te Tii
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear. Departe de ce singur nu poTi
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another, Maibine-ascul tn notele cum cresc
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering; Din magice vibraTii reciproce
Resembling sire and child and happy mother, Inpartituri di stincte, Ii lipesc,
Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing: BAnrbat, femeie (i copil, o vo

Whose speechless song being many, seeming one, L o p t FTroGurghiunit Intr -unul

Sings this to thee:drhou single wilt prove none. & Li l ogodit cu moa@artea stn neb
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IX Sonet 9
Is it for fear to wet a widow @& eye, Tu ai ales acum singurntatea
That thou consumdt thy self in single life? Deea vnduvei jelanie sn scapi?
Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die, Darcandsevant ©mpl a snh mori, cetat
The world will wail thee like a makeless wife; Te va jeli la fel, [ nu "~ nca
The world will be thy widow and still weep Dec©t zndnrniciei, care cur mn
That thou no form of thee hast left behind, ¢n spiTa ta, imaginea. Nevast
When every private widow well may keep tdar fi pnstrat “n trup de plc
By children & eyes, her husbands shape in mind: Plecand,oieicut i ne [ i pe ast a.
Look what an unthrift in the world doth spend SAmMOn T a -idesfanare;j t n
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it; Dincei e dat, nednruind “n | oc,
But beauty® waste hath in the world an end, Frumosu-il i i a doar faima rea pe ¢
And kept unused the user so destroys it. O v a -nkalcdptelor soroc.

No love toward others in that bosom sits cand nu-T i i ubelte inima, socoate

That on himself such murd Gous shame commits.

C An tine ai ucis o alta, poate.
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Marc Chagall
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X

For shamedeny that thou bear &t love to any,
Who for thy self art so unprovident.
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,
But that thou none lov &t is most evident:
For thou art so possessed with murderous hate,
That @ainst thy self thou stick &t not to conspire,
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate
Which to repair should be thy chief desire.
O! change thy thought, that | 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.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated
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into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 10

¢n mulTi te risipelti, cond
Ru i i siefl aipe vino-ncoace.

Dar recunoalte, rnule, te joc
Li | i mpede e mle@@eni nu

O patimnticree uneltelte

¢ Ti ruineazn farmecul , |l asci v
Cu furia depfebubui, i

A firii zAnmislire, deopotrivh
Te schimbn dar, de vrei sn fi
L i -idimnou iubirii &taietate

¢n faTa urii; sau mhAcar, prea
Incearc-a nu mai fi cu tine. Poate,

Din dragoste de mine rennsc®On

Splendori uitate -or reveni, curand.
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Xl Sonet 11
As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growgt Cucatdecazicuat ©t mai t ©nnAr crelti
In one of thine, from that which thou departest; ¢cn fiul tnAnu, de care te separ
And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow &t Insangelepecarel dAr ui el ti
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest. Teoi recunoalte, altul sA rAs:
Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase; Ala trAaielti, prin fii [Ti pri
Without this folly, age, and cold decay: Al a prinzi -nr Abdudrclinncii,e ;nu
If all were minded so, the times should cease Deargandilafelca tine toTi,
And threescore year would make the world away. Sar stinge Lsempustié Ducn
Let those whom nature hath not made for store, Cel sterp, hidos i rnu de | a
Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish: ¢cn urmh e, dar primul sn disp
Look whom she best endowdl, she gave the more; Vezi, Firea doardudeéei ;cei bogaT

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:
She candl thee for her seal, and meant thereby,
Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.

SAamoenfin-ofrmarel e "~ i arn:
Cu harul Ei, desparte-te de moarte,

Li -igaceteaa | emain departeé
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Xl

When | do count the clock that tells the time,

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;

When | behold the violet past prime,

And sable curls, all silvered o@r with white;

When lofty trees | see barren of leaves,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,

And summer & green all girded up in sheaves,

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,

Then of thy beauty do | 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 @ainst Time& scythe can make defence
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.
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into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 12

COnd orol ogi ul mulcn din secu

Li trupul crud al florii ~ 1 r
Cand zorileinnegurilecuf undn,

LinchnrunTeite plete de tAciune
cond pl opi-autocratitfdadodare, ¢ e

Cirezile, de frunze se dezbra

Li verdele de mai, cu resemna

Pe catafalcul spicelorsea p| eac n,
[t

Mintreb de cum va veni,
Eclipsa frumusa&Tii ce dezmiar
FiinTe tad,t owd nstar sn creasct
De ai wur-malnvANat sn piardn
Eternul Timp, dar crudele -i porunci

Le poTi desfide “mpAcat atunc
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X1

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 yourself& 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 & day
And barren rage of death& eternal cold?
O! none but unthrifts. Dear my love, you know,
You had a father: let your son say so.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 13
O,tareecai vrea neschimbntor sn tr
Prieteneé dar trnitor “n |l utu
Nu -efi " ngnedsioar Ateeci,
Li dnrTuii edllttee " nceputuri
Chnci doar alaTwvachip frumosu
Ce FireaT i hotiir Tecuunoasch
EsenTel e,arhetp dul cel e
COnd vei pleca, “n forme noi
NU -i ni meni ~H iparaasgei nf s i
Ca st e-al familiei avut,
cond iarna cu furtuni nesnTio
l zbelite crunt -i'seut por Ti . VI Ast
Li casnAn velnicieié Fiu, odathn
SA ai ue nmadti! TAcum fii tatn.
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XV Sonet 14
Not from the stars do | my judgement pluck; MAh cred un soi de astrolog, d
And yet methinks | have Astronomy, ¢nTel epci uneandorountia, nu mi
But not to tell of good or evil luck, Li nu prezic de ghinioane 1
Of plagues, of dearths, or seasongquality; Der odul toamnelor, de ploai e,
Nor can | fortune to brief minutes tell, De f oamet en, adren nwinaT a
Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind, A prinTilor, de {fansnhn, bognTi
Or say with princes if it shall go well De tunet, ploi, de toate céate sunt.
By oft predict that | in heaven find: StiimmTarag din cerul care | ti
But from thine eyes my knowledge | derive, Din ochii tnhnié Ei stele fixe
And, constant stars, in them | read such art Li viitorul “1 citesc mai vVviu
As truth and beauty shall together thrive, ¢n adevnisainchis,e ~n e
If from thyself, to store thou wouldst convert; L i frate cu lumina... Dar un fiu

Or else of thee this | prognosticate: Deno sn ai cOnd vei muri, pre:

Thy end is truth & and beauty® doom and date. Din toate astea n-o mai fi nimic.
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XV

When | 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 | perceive that men as plants increase,
Cheered and checked even by the seHsame 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, | engraft you new.

William Shakespeare
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into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 15

COnd vnhnd dapanacel eewresc

Sau c©t de scurt “n glorie ex
Liafarn de spectacol ul ceresc
Nu au n-oswdatescridoicul t n,

Destinele; cum ei privesc in sus

Ca iarba,-acesaiaTicede

Li duc aceeali sevnAn spre apus
Lacimitrulcu-ami ntiri, i pier,

cn toadastn | ume osO©nditn,
Cu-at ©t mai t Onnaparec hi pul tnu m
¢n ciuda vremii alung®©nd grnb
Spre noaptea lungn, ciobul tn
cncerc, iubind, cu ea din rns
SA lupdfi ¢catshAc lumini de ier
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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, Time & 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.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 16
intne-i Timp, i vrea sA mi te i
Te |l upt A, sdugprr,avsireTui el ti
Cu arme noi. Un vers nu poate-avea
Puterea binecuvoOntnarii. EIti
inflobarecacum. Te vnAnd “n ochi de f
Ursind virtutea -n floare, oglindit
Mai viu dec©t al fi putut vre
SA zugrhvesc, de strnaluciri o
Pricepe: doar un fiu te va descrie
Al a ellmi. Vorbind, nu fac dec
A destrnma,olsnnimeai n
Ce chip ~Ti stn “n suflet znv
Pict-eazdahiar tu, fugind de or
¢cn trup de prunc, o0 pOG©nzn te
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XVII Sonet 17
Who will believe my verse in time to come, Degeaba scriu de tine: nu mor crede
If it were fill @ with your m ost high deserts? Deelam sh |l e spun cnhn el ti nnscu-
Though yet heaven knows it is but as a tomb Li culmea e, din ceea ce se V
Which hides your life, and shows not half your parts. Eu multe drAnmuiesc, de obicei
If I could write the beauty of your eyes, | ar -@lacwrea ~naihabwmncea m
And in fresh numbers number all your graces, SA te “mbrac, al dezlega “n v
The age to come would say@rhis poet lies; Metafora. Mi-ar spune-a | @i nci unn!
Such heavenly touches neter touchd earthly faces.0 Frumoscaelnwi fi u de .@pnmoOnt ean
So should my papers, yellowd with their age, Maibine-ar fi sn mn dispreTuiasch
Be scorrdl, like old men of less truth than tongue, Poet baAtr©n, flecar | praf ui
And your true rights be term @ a poet® rage Li tot ala viorbasd de mine
And stretched metre of an antique song: Eu stiu ce [Itiu: ala eliti, ne

But were some child of yours alive that time, Dar ¢edatbiei znmi sl i un prunc

You should live twice, in it, and in my rhyme. o, ~Ti pr omtatunc. sonetel e mi
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XVIII Sonet 18
Shall | compare thee to a summers day? Co zi dealv aarsfe ntuei
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: Dargloriai-escurt A: prea ul or
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, Un v©Ont de -avaiprclumweiazh
And summer & lease hath all too short a date: Lalelele;tu-l treci, fermecntor e
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, Vezi, soarele ba arde, bai ascuns,
And often is his gold complexion dimmed, L aiurpun | efrumes; ce
And every fair from fair sometime declines, ¢l piemdehihmrde nepntruns,
By chance, or nature® changing course untrimmed: Sau 1n al Firii mers capricios,
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, Dar tu el ti alstaditel , f ar mecul
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow Gt, Desparte vremi; desAvoOriirii
Nor shall death brag thou wander &t in his shade, Tu rulinezi i Moartea, pe phi
When in eternal lines to time thou grow &t, At ot stnp©nitoareé Li mai viu
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, Ca viaTa elti,edatici sti hul me
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. Cot ochii vnad, 1 i ni mil e bat
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XIX Sonet 19
Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion& paws, Cenuli din Phoenix “ncnhn fumeg
And make the earth devour her own sweet brood; Te vnd cum spul beri, nemilos,
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger® jaws, Din col Tii tigrului ai rupté
And burn the long -liv @ phoenix, in her blood; M-al tepTi, o, -nhi mglumitnt oar ce
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleetst, I n glie daminh i eipera fn
And do whate @r thou wilt, swift -footed Time, Cond poarta -@rsmmiveeliii | e
To the wide world and all her fading sweets; Znpezil eé -enfputereot ul Ti
But | forbid thee one most heinous crime: Unlucrunu-Ti "~ ngAdui: snAn sluTelti
O! carve not with thy hours my love & fair brow, lubitului gingalele spr®©ncene
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen; cCond moOzgnhnl el ti cu anticul pe
Him in thy course untainted do allow ¢ nduren [ i deiblasteme)
For beauty® pattern to succeeding men. Chisertit urmalilor model é

Yet, do thy worst old Time: despite thy wrong, Oricum, in versul meu, chiarden-ascul Ti |,

My love shall in my verse ever live young. Mai t©nnAr va trnai, [i ani ma i
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XX Sonet 20
A woman & face with nature® own hand painted, Ce farmec bbEONAgENAtNE@DNN
Hast thou, the master mistress of my passion; Natura-n chi pul tnu i1 ubit revar si
A woman & gentle heart, but not acquainted O oead vorbind prin 0el6, dar vindecathn
With shifting change, as is false women fashion: De firea nestatornicn [i fals
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling, Cu aur, mult mai darnic n privire,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth; Bl agos | eatngilfemeie-rcsime,
A man in hue all hues in his controlling, Dar st np ©laeéiporchiref r i v
Which steals men& eyes and womeris souls amazeth. De-a ispiti un gand, un ochi, mai bine.
And for a woman wert t hou first created,; Lainceput, femeieeai f ost creat n;
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting, Dar | a sf @©rdriftgo sNtaitturr a
And by addition me of thee defeated, Tea vr ut-nmineEnperieicheat n
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. Cu-a meavirtute-ntine-ad hugi t n,

But since she prickd thee out for women & pleasure, Eatea rnpit femeil or; avere

Mine be thy love and thy love & use their treasure. Ce-a meaiacum, furandalorp | hcer e.
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XXI Sonet 21
So is it not with me as with that Muse, O, nmcwinpai Tficpoetul
Stirred by a painted beauty to his verse, Met aforei celeste, cn de Sus
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use Al tept sA mA “nveTe alfabetul
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse, Vr eo Mu z fstilul mi sam supus
Making a couplement of proud compare Acest ei mode plinn de fervoar
With sun and moon, with earth and se&s rich gems, A comparaTiei: smaralde, sor.i
With April & first-born flowers, and all things rare, Sau flori de-april, cu epitete care
That heaven air in this huge rondure hems. Din graTie divinaAn, dau fiori
O! let me, true in love, but truly write, LAs-miii sn scriu precum iubesc,
And then believe me, my love is as fair Adevnrat, cum pruncul e i ubi't
As any mother & child, though not so bright De mama sa; deli, mArturisesc
As those gold candles fixed in heaven& air: Cn de alirnuang henr ui t

Let them say more that like of hearsay well; Cu har. Nu-s negustor, nu-mi laud marfa;

| will not praise that purpose not to sell. ¢n linilte, mai bine sunn har
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XXl

My glass shall not persuade me | am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date;

But when in thee time & furrows | behold,

Then look | 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 | then be elder than thou art?

O! therefore love, be of thyself sowary

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

Bearing thy heart, which | will keep so chary

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain,
Thou gav&t me thine, not to give back again.

37

Sonet 22

Ea zishet c@n, dar o desfi d:

Oglinda mea elo isetaumn ce el ti
Cu mugurii; eu poate doar un rid

Privind, mi -a | ami nt i de Marea Vamn.
Dar mai bntr©n nu pot shA mA g
A fi, cOo©nd tinereTea ta ~mbr a
O i niameaiceo regnsesc

At ©t de asemnnntoare. Dachn
De azi, ai grija ei, cum o snh

Li e-ata, daedoica de copil,

De dr ag u-hsanuAuiAvraro a

Ams-0 pnzesc,-iexin dul cel e
L i -imrutarg: dar una de-i uci sn,
EternitateachesnnmOne
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XX

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 strength® abundance weakens his own heart;
So |, for fear of trust, forget to say

The perfect ceremony of loved rite,

And in mine own love & strength seem to decay,
Odcercharg@ with burthen of mine own love & might.
O! let my looks be then the eloquence

And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,

Who plead for love, and look for recompense,

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated

More than that tongue t hat more hath more expressi.

O! learn to read what silent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to loved fine wit.

38

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 23

Ca un actor cu melteiug puTin
¢cnvins de trac, “nTepenit [

Ca leul ce in tragicu-i preaplin

¢l i fnrsieugest ul tAcut ,

La f el [ eu, “n toate amator
Li “"ndoit de mine, am uitat
Ceremonia dragostei: actor

Demareai pati mnh mpovnrat .

T e Inachihmei atunci in loc

Sn te afunzi, chci ma i convin
Decatpotei,eunal pleda del oc,
LrAsplfieebfeanda. E ulor

SA “"nTel egi thAcerea ascult Or

Lumina lor vei auzi, curand.
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Transl ated

XXIV

Mine eye hath play @ the painter and hath steeld,
Thy beauty @ form in table of my heart;
My body is the frame wherein dis held,
And perspective it is best painterd art.
For through the painter must you see his skKill,
To find where your true image pictur @ lies,
Which in my bosom & 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.
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into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 24

Injoacnhn, din-ampigtati ri , mi te
Pe inimn, ca trupul meu O rar
Tabl o wilfie contemplat,

Privelilte ~Ti sunt, de bunnAs
Inmne-Ti vei gnsi mereu portret
Adevnrat, ce dninuie; te am
¢n pieptul de artist, pe [eva
StrhAal uminat hdangeam pul

Ceai || ef uiltDe-ajyori vi ndu

leeau fost [i ochili mei, cu "~ n
Pict©nd, de-aior:l umi na nu

Ai tnAi |l e sunt ferestrele spr
COnd ei tOnjesc spre mniestri
Ainimi,cemi-a rnmas | a poarthnh.
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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
Unlook @ for joy in that | honour most.

Great princesofavourites their fair leaves spread

But as the marigold at the sun& 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 | may not remove nor be removed.
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Sonet 25

Fortuna
cn demn
Pe mine

an

by

Radu

pie faereilde assic n,

Deloc, dar e destul ce mia
Un prinT ~1i
Ca florile, cu aur de-mprumut.

SAr manu
Ci 1 t
0, i atn

A coltigat

Seap!| emaxeit i
| st o fluite, e desdjuns.

l ubi nd,
Aver ea

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015

LtefAnescu

itnTi i faimA, eu o |
nu a vrut sn mn iubea

rnmas.

coase mantia din
| zeul arde | a amiazn
rimite “napoi “n |lut.
un smlmM@nncu spada

mer eu, dar azi, st

mulcA din TAro©nhn
i ubi t mn simt etern.
mend , viai friul uatn.



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

Transl ated

XXVI

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,
To thee | 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 | hope some good conceit of thine
In thy soul & 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 | dare to boast how | do love thee;
Till then, not show my head where thou mayst prove me.

42

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 26

ChA su-at t d eafldnd leydt,n

DeastaTi sicurbiiut, st np©n: trufie

SAFi povestesc @6e mine, nicioc

Nu voi avea.ifevasal ul ui  sn

l ertatn Aputeeaz smTraa c

¢n vorihbie,plshiit eascn datori a.
De altfel, e mai “nTelept sn
Mai bimé |"aswisteria
cnchipuirii tale, p©nn c¢c©nd

Va trece-o stea mai binevoitoare

Pe cerul meu, co mantie-mb r nc ©n d
Aceste vorbe zdrenTuite,
Abia atunci vor spune cat iubesc;

Mai mult ndimidowieldiessn

car e
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XXVII

Weary with toil, | 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 & work& expired:

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

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,

Looking on darkness which the blind do see:

Savethat my soul & 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 find.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 27
E noapte iar, [i drumurile 1 u
Mh ostenesc | i mn grnbesc ' n
Dar noi c¢cnlAatorii “"ncep atunc
in minte, cand din trup m -am aruncat.
De-aici, departe, gandul peregrin
Spre cerul-nthezéeiandcn,
Un chip iubit, ce numai orbul prin
Intunecimi 1l mangaie, clipind,
Dar nu |-Tii ,umbirmgur giuvaer
Al hnul ui cu soarel e dit,
Ce scaldn “"n splendori al nop
Li dAruieite chip “ntinerit.
Ce viaTnAn! Ziua drum I noapt e
Odi hnA nu ne mai gnsim nicicC
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XXV Sonet 28

How can | then return in happy plight, Ma i pot emiintoradestinuls N

That am debarred the benefit of rest? Cand sufletul de-o d i hi jefait,

When day& oppression is not easi by night, L i noapdesan varnii el te chinul

But day by night and night by day oppress a, Nel iniltiascomnitte zi ua |

And each, though enemies to either& reign, C mi p aroe \rie-adaat mana

Do in consent shake hands to torture me, Lin ciuda dul mAniei, mA silesc

The one by toil, the other to complain SA umbl u zi dgungupn tine,

How far I toil, still farther off from thee. |l ar noaptea, ch nu elti, snA t

| tell the day, to please him thou art bright, Ca so induplec, zilei spun: omn cr ed e,

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven: Luminii lui de no rii grei nu -i p.aés n

So flatter | the swart-complexion @ night, | ar noEle $téauace se vede

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild &t the even. ¢cn serile cOnd negura se | ash
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer, Dar chinul zilei Tine mai mu |
And night doth nightly make grief & length seem stronger. Durerea -mbpfih@m@®nmcn.
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XXIX Sonet 29
When in disgrace with fortune and men & eyes Nesocotit de oameni i de soa
| all alone beweep my outcast state, Ma pl ©ng de viaTa fArn chApntcC
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, StAp©nul ui ceeldesiuarrdt,n [ i mi
And look upon myself, and curse my fate, CredinTa, imar sbhheslti em®i é
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, Al renunTa-npdeilada, fArA
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed, La tot ce sumtn, faa ,din virtuT
Desiring this man & art, and that mand scope, DesAvOriind “n har i “ndrnazn
With what | most enjoy co ntented least; Cu farmec nou, destinul meu obscur!
Yet in these thoughts my self almost despising, Din fericire, go©ndul <cntre ti
Haply | think on thee, and then my state, Miseindreapt-o cl i pn, i ur c©nd
Like to the lark at break of day arising Ca mierla dimineTii, din ruin
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven& gate; Un imn spre cer, renasc, inseninand:

For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings cond “nTeleg @ducedr agostea mi

That then | scorn to change my state with kings. Mh sidinnh, cerfietor umil, un duc
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When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
| summon up remembrance of things past,
| sigh the lack of many a thing | sought,

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

Then can | drown an eye, unused to flow,
For precious friends hid in death & dateless night,
And weep afresh love & long since cancel@@ woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanisha sight:
Then can | grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o Gr
The sad account of forebemoaned moan,
Which | new pay as if not paid before.

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

All losses are restord and sorrows end.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 30

Secretul meu suspin icoane vechi
Ma i -« mdlancolicul trecut,

Ca ore noi din timpul scurs, perechi,
S #mi irosesc in rana de-nceput,

Sn mai revnr @vdiTrmtochi ul ne

O lacrimn, -awapusri et eni ce

¢n noaptea -habdatd capnt, i

SA mn “nchin vedeniei de sus,
Ca jeluind ce am mai plans, demult,

I n tomul disperninarii, socotit,
Sadauginccun geamnt, ca mai mu | t

Dat or sh fainu ndaei tpolth tciet é
Dar e de-ajuns un gand fugar la tine,
Prieten-miliaugegmi sainpar Ti ne.
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XXXI Sonet 31
Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts, E inima-T i regat de inimi, toate
Which | by lacking have supposed dead; ¢cnsufl eTi ndmipbiti et eni ce
And there reigns Love, and all Love & loving parts, Li-am uitat demult, sau duli s
And all those friends which | thought buried. Dar “~n vi r-auprBvesti. i har te
How many a holy and obsequious tear Dedincolo-mi furarn, prin iubire,
Hath dear religious love stol & from mine eye, Atatea lacrime, cum doar un sfant
As interest of the dead, which now appear Ar fi vArsat, preamilostiv di
But things remov @ that hidden in thee lie! Acum sunt vii, deli le elti n
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live, SAlal prietenilor mei, “n tin
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone, Trofeele trecutul ui ~ mi [t
Who all their parts of me to thee did give, Plecand,teau dnruit cum se cuvine,
That due of many now is thine alone: Cu tot ce sunt; prin ei "~ mi a

Their images | lovd, | view in thee, n chipurile lor te -aduni, firesc,

And thou (all they) hast all the all of me. Cumeu,iubindu-vn, "~ n tine cresc.
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XXXII Sonet 32
If thou survive my well -contented day, De vei trni nefericita vreme
When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover Cand eu, intors in colb, voi fi uitat,
And shalt by fortune once more re -survey Citind din nou stangacele poeme
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover, Ce Taiscri$ peietenul plecat,
Compare them with the bett&ing of the time, C o mp ale ca marile condeie:
And though they be outstripped by every pen, De | i-acastea fivor mai prejos,
Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme, ¢n sufl et pehitraut eiad,i mn sn
Exceeded by the height of happier men. Nu pentru rimA... O, [Ii drnaghn
O! then vouchsafe me but this loving thought: Prietene, mh binecuvOnteazn
dad my friend & Muse grown with this growing age, Cugandudaces:oPncatar de trnit,
A dearer birth than this his love had brought, Ar sta alnAnturi celor ce semne
To march in ranks of better equipage: ¢n cartea mniestriei. De citi

But since he died and poets better prove, Citi-v o i  tobatmira I fel:

Theirs for their style 1 8l read, his for his love @ Pe ei, “"n stido; “"n flacnrn, p
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XXX Sonet 33
Full many a glorious morning have | seen Adesea am vhAzut cum di mineaTa
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye, Pogoarn slava de | umini pe cr
Kissing with golden face the meadows green, Cu verde fraged sarut©nd f ©One
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy; L i aurind “n alchimii celeste
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride lzvoarele,cand at-hi saAscundn
With ugly rack on his celestial face, Sub norii gr ei hnl Aduind pe s
And from the forlorn world his visage hide, Comor i-dzeia-abiia nAnsc©ndhn,
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace: Sintoarcn lumii faTa spre apusc
Even so my sun one early morn did shine, ¢n tinerefe,rdan n mine
With all triumphant splendour on my brow; Anvel montat culorile |l a fel,
But out, alack, he was but one hour mine, Darrepedesa stins:-ami aarfmbr n
The region cloud hath maska him from me now. l-a strecurat otravn “n penel

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth; Dar scurta glorie nu-miede-oc ar h;

Suns of the world may stain when heaven& sun staineth. cCond sorii fug, ai nol tri pot
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XXXIV Sonet 34
Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day, De ce miai prevestit o zi cu soare?
And make me travel forth without my cloak, Sunt gol, furtunam-aajunsdi n ur mn,
To let base clouds dertake me in my way, Li chi pulant rde pmird rairte
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke? Sub noriai cerfTairiilior tur mné
dris not enough that through the cloud thou break, O,nu-idestuls-arunci z©mbind o razh
To dry the rain on my storm -beaten face, Pe faTa mea udatn de furtunn!
For no man well of such a salve can speak, Cuvintele duioase-mi ulfureazn
That heals the wound, and cures not the disgrace: MOhnirea doar, rulinea nu; e
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief; Cninta, i regretul e doj ana
Though thou repent, yet | have still the loss: Ce s i nagales, daf &l naduce
The offender& sorrow lends but weak relief Deplinn vindecare pentru rana
To him that bears the strong offence cross. Ceo poartn upwicrbcet ul ca pe

Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds, Dar lacrimile tale, nestemate

And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds. Din dragoste, rAscumphrn pninca
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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 | bring in sense,
Thy adverse party is thy advocate,
And @ainst myself a lawful plea commence:
Such civil war is in my love and hate,

That | an accessary need must be,

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.
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Sonet 35

Nu te cai fdecete: [i spinii

Tot roze sunt, izvoarele-au nnmo |l |,

Eclipsa-i somnul trandav al luminii,

Laleaua dn omizilor obol
Vezi,umbrele-s ur site fiecnrui

La fel friugeiu, npdruilmci nd
Prncatul trupului, grelesc, da
De alt pncat mai greu sn te d
Fiindichsunt ispitelor izvor é
Tn mine Tnsumi lupt; ne @duplecat

Judecntor al desfro©nnhnrii, or
Al dulcii necredinTe avocat
Corupt: furat, dar hoTul ui co
Sunt phngubali-arkicevi novat, s
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XXXVI Sonet 36
Let me confess that we two must be twain, Maibine-ar fi de tine snAn mn rup,
Although our undivided loves are one: Ca f aiTma rsAiAim@©nn nepAt at n;
So shall those blots that do with me remain, D e {niiubire suntem doar un trup,
Without thy help, by me be borne alone. inviaThn ha fel ocara toatn
In our two loves there is but one respect, Sfmi fie, aladar. Un singur Te
Though in our lives a separable spite, Avemiubindu -ne, dar ne dezbinn
Which though it alter not love & sole effect, O soartn rea; “n miezul ei | a
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love & delight. Ne treene dveisadTa nri puTinn.
I may not evermore acknowledge thee, L ni ci -miu e€remlgradiuit
Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame, Chindru deamcdé ncut, ruline
Nor thou with public kindness honour m e, SAli mai adulci; ~ rnodhooiatr e a
Unless thou take that honour from thy name: Vasuferide-ai mil n pentru mine.

But do not so, | love thee in such sort, Al meu fiind, nu irosi in lume

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. lertandu-mn, al tAu, al meu r enume
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XXXVII

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his active child do deeds of youth,
So |, made lameby Fortune& 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,
| make my love engrafted to this store:
So then | am not lame, poor, nor despisal,
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give
That I in thy abundance am suffica,
And by a part of all thy glory live.
Look what is best, that best | wish in thee:
This wish | have; then ten times happy me!

Sonet 37

Mol neagul srenedfotil ei te ¢

La fel i eu, de lTansnAn vAaduvi
Mh fericesc | a umbra ta, cum
Din tot ceaeaiel tnif Apawide

Chn dacn farm sau bognTie, har
Sau toate “"megreunn, el e nu
¢cn zestrea mea, iubind, “ncer
SATi fur dieceaifimplus eni r

Deii des tvortedinuic de dispreT,
La umbra-T i gl orioasn mn hrnhAnesc
Din ce arunci: ofrandan-ar e pr eT,

Firimiturami -edeeaj uns sn crescé

Li astfel bine ~Ti doresc mer
flvoiavea-nsutit, apoi, [ eu.
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How can my muse want subject to invent,
While thou dost breathe, that pour &t 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 who & 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.
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Sonet 38

De pl i ct i-mieadeplangeu z a

De c©nd “n hambrad@ graTiei mn
Li teme dulci “mi dai; dar pr
Sunt foile ce-am oropsit, stangaci.

Di n mi l-ahp ldeec it-mg\gnapr n

E doar a ta, cnhnci orice menes
FAapturii tale pipnanind | umina,
L joricat de prost,te-ar povest.i l a felé
O, fii a zecea muzn, [i stApc
Pe celelalte noun, “nzecit.
Lu©ond poeflfui deamOnn,

Spre nemuriredu-i , mel telugit é
Eu doar trudesc, sorbindu-te de har,
De-aceea plac acestui ev bizar.
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XXXIX Sonet 39
O! how thy worth with manners may | sing, Cum oare sA te laud? Eiti din
When thou art all the better part of me? FAr©ma cea mai dragn, miezul
What can mine own praise to mine own self bring? Ce mi-ar aduce lauda de sine
And what is @ but mine own when | praise thee? Cantandu-mn  ali-a? Ni nebun?
Even for this, let us divided live, N-ar fi ma i “"nTelept ca doun n
And our dear love lose nhame of single one, Sh poarte dragostele noastre,
That by this separation | may give | se cuvine bunului renume
That due to thee which thou deserv &t alone. Cel ai , -midragostea,gnmncar .
O absence! what a torment wouldst thou prove, AbsenTn, tveicare’ ngndui
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave, Decacele zile searbede sn fug
To entertain the time with thoughts of love, Cudulcile-Ti  mi n c # gandiin?stars u
Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive, SA mnA-adjuntcd , nici viclelug;
And that thou teachest how to make one twain, lubind alia cum mA “nveTi, nu
By praising him here who doth hence remain. Nici un folos: din mine rupi un ram...
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XL Sonet 40
Take all my loves, my love, yea take them all; ¢ Ti daumii udba rglleri i, iatn!
What hast thou then more than thou hadst before? Crezic-a i  snhubife mai bogat?
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call; O,nu.Tun-ai -igpiadevnr atn
All mine was thine, before thou hadst this more. Niciuneia, catmi-e f t i i ubirii dat.
Then, if for my love, thou my love receivest, Dedragulmeu,de-ai sh primelti vreun
| cannot blame thee, for my love thou usest; Spre desfntarea trupului, nu
But yet be blamda, if thou thy self deceivest Sh te condamn, dar nu “mi e t
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest. Cn doar te lali ispitelor, so
| do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief, Tol har iubit, deli i furi av
Although thou steal thee all my poverty: Snracului, de tot wvei fi iert
And yet, love knows it is a greater grief Doaroiubire-f i mi stuie durerea
To bearlove® wrong, than hate® known injury. Trndimati ®, de |l esne [i curat.
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows, Cu graTie lascivna, rnaAau i bun
Kill me with spites yet we must not be foes. Ucide-mnA . . . duTimassumtu, ori cum.
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XLI

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits,
When | 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 assaif;
And when a woman woos, what woman & son
Will sourly leave her till he have prevail @?
Ay me! but yet thou might &t 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.

William Shakespeare
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Sonet 41

Acel e dul ci picate sAvoOriind,
cCond uneor iTidipn eicraitmn

MA vrei, de frumuseTea ta se
Li -adnei i tnhAi puTini, nerulinat,
Ch nobil eiti, deci bun de cu
Cu farm alijderea, femei te v
Li -inubArbat de ele plnaAamndi't
Din mr dessgapea$ @ ul or .

Dar pan-aici, nebune! Tn hotar

Nu “mi intra, pe cale elti shn
Un “ndoit @Acdtt: ia dmaa ;
Starnind-o,é praf [ i pulbere prefad
Cuvrajataprivile i  cumi nTi |,

L i l eghAnmoGnt ul nostru, c¢c©nd mnh
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XL Sonet 42
That thou hast her it is not all my grief, Afostamea,atai acum, i [t
And yet it may be said | loved her dearly; Ch o iubeam; mn alteptam sn d
That she hath thee is of my wailing chief, Dar c¢cnh acum de drept i aparT
A loss in love that touches me more nearly. E-o pierderecea pr oapeoannom.
Loving offenders thus | will excuse ye: Dar tot -wnhng®redur,i [vAal mAal ag
Thou dost love her, because thou knowdst | love her; ¢Ti zic: era firesc sn o aleg
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, |l ubei ti precwum iedbteiscdr aigi cn
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her. Ltiind,nl grhiehse eandu.
If I lose thee, my loss is my love® gain, Te pierd, o pierd, ferice dar de voi,
And losing her, my friend hath found that loss; Ch-avfi ghsi t-ndoitCOI ti gul e
Both find each other, and | lose both twain, lubire -avand din mine améandoi,
And both for my sake lay on me this cross: Cot eu rnmGn de chin blagosl o
But hered the joy; my friend and | are one; Batjocurn a sorTii: fraTi de
Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone. Nu pot de neiubire a mn pl ©ng
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XLII Sonet 43
When most | wink, then do mine eyes best see, RAnsari abia-iomédidid ochi i mi
For all the day they view things unrespected; Treziami-e oricum delertnAciune,
But when | sleep, in dreams they look on thee, Chn ochilor lTumina le stn zid.
And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed. ¢n beznnhn tai | uminn de tAhAci un
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright, Cedoarcuumbra-Ti Yambr el e |l e sperii,
How would thy shadow & form form happy show Ca s imtremdenucumva-n | umi nnA
To the clear day with thy much clearer light, cntreci | umaved, ar zntoar e
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so! Caorbilors-o dnrui, cristalinné
How would, | say, mine eyes be blessed made Ne nvATat, cum oare al putea
By looking on thee in the living day, ¢cn plinn zi, sh te privesc ' n
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade Canddoarcco umbrnAn mn orbelti? ¢n
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay! Mi-e soarele de mO©ine dimineaT

All days are nights to see till | see theg Cn nu t e am,uamapte,i st n

And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me. L i noaptea zi, ¢c©nd te visez,
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XLIV Sonet 44
If the dull substance of my flesh were thought, Denal mai fi “n trupul greu 1
Injurious distance should not stop my way; L depnr t-awrtegal e nu m
For then despite of space | would be brought, Deeacest phAmoOGnt, -nsipre casa ta,
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. Abisurile lumii -al  ful ger a,
No matter then although my foot did stand DezmiAnr gimmmi,ndcwm doar goOndi nd
Upon the farthest earth remov @ from thee; La tine, al tnia pAmMOnt, ocea
For nimble thought can jump both sea and land, Li-ategnsi é cum go©ndul, doar v
As soon as think the place where he would be. Desfacen ti mp al znrilor | i man.
But, ah! thought kills me that | am not thought, Sunt znAmipgl ilt @inmeat ,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone, Ce mn stri vezbaru-acumpr i t mi
But that so much of earth and water wrought, Li mA ucide-sg@n@nudlé cn nu
| must attend time & leisure with my moan; Al tept iertarea Timpului, “n

Receiving nought by elements so slow Sh mhA " ntor-s:féacat, din ce

But heavy tears, badges of eithe woe. Sunt doar o lacrimin curg®©nd p
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XLV Sonet 45
The other two, slight air, and purging fire Cnci focul, aerul, “n chip su
Are both with thee, wherever | abide; Te "nsoTfTesc acolo unde elti,
The first my thought, the other my desire, lubire-g ©nd plecatn " n exil;
These presentabsent with swift motion slide. Aceste elemente |l e primelt:i
For when these quicker elements are gone Ca soli ai dragostei, iar eu
In tender embassy of love to thee, Cu apa |Ii pAimentul , care, | ti
My life, being made of four, with two alone MA trag mMoajbobe;dpar stnAnpoOn,
Sinks down to death, oppressd with melancholy; MAn sting atunci “n lungi mel a
Until life & composition be recured Un lucru doar mn |iniltelte:
By those swift messengers returnd from thee, FAnptumia tmai mite ca rnspuns
Who even but now come back again, assured Ambasadorii dragostei, jurand
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me: Chn el ti ~ mtdreag ulnis ébi ne

This told, | joy; but then no longer glad, O climphrmgesc i eu, apoi

| send them back again, and straight grow sad. Cu ~ nt r-itrienit &apei. T i
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XLVI Sonet 46
Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war, Mi-s inima i ochiul pul i pe s
How to divide the conquest of thy sight; Decandcuvrajatasau ~ mbnt at :
Mine eye my heart thy picture & sight would bar, ElI vrea snAnnstrep@Qmepsain,
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right. lareasemp ot r i veddate, c¢n
My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie, Sn te pnansipeti punéint r
A closet never piercd with crystal eyes, Incareochinnau ce chut a;
But the defendant doth that plea deny, Dar el ®Eomnpner n:
And says in him thy fair appearance lies. A mea, de drept: doar eu o pot vedea. 0
To &ide this title is impannelled C a -iSmpace, gandurile toate,
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heatrt; Ceparteai ni mi i ,-o sTei d,ti e,
And by their verdict is dete rmined Au h o tobe n@ine, fie date:
The clear eygs moiety, and the dear heart part: Paratului spectacolul divin

As thus: mine eye@ due is thine outward part, Al chipului; iar ei, fioru -nchis

And my heart & right, thine inward love of heart. ¢cn inimn, din dragoste. .. am
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Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other:
When that mine eye is famisha@ for a look,
Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,
With my love & picture then my eye doth feast,
And to the painted banquet bids my heatrt;
Another time mine eye is my heart & 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 | am still with them, and they with thee;
Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight
Awakes my heart, to heart® and eye$delight.

William Shakespeare
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into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 47

Mi-s i ni ma i ochi ul “"nTel ese:
Candde-o ocheadn el e “"nsetat

Li inima “ndrngostitn Tese
Mel ancol i i-pndaté | o invitn

La un festin de farmec | I unm
Din chipul tnhAnu sorbind; Il a rcC
Li ea “udunedriamha ci nnA,

Cun gomnddem priveliltii temei
Li astfel-tedaabloui r ©ndu

lubirii aproape -mi e, c fifiar dachn
Plecaté co©nd gondul ui i elt]i
Li go©nd sunt #mot pomai frmwlit nu
l ar c©nd adorm, i ispitelte,

Cunoipl nceri , s pl evnedgohaeraezan .c e

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Tr ans|

XLVII

How careful was | when | 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 | not lockd@ up in any chest,
Save where thou art not, though | 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 & | fear,
For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated

71

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 48

Ca nu cumva talharii de pe drum

S fmi prade fleacurile dragi, pe toate

leeam “ncuiat cu grijn; ce nebut
Pe tine tocmai, chipul care poate

Sn umileascnhn orice giuvaer,
Cel carmd WwiamkBazuvOnteazn

Cu desfntninri, tOl harului mize
Iltecam | hsat acasn fnrn pazn!
Ma i ftiu un loc din care plec
Li mi te dHdannVvegat de

E tainiTa din inimA, o I¢tii
Acol o dulcea |liniite cu noi e
Del i-ar d&i -iamimenisfant,u

Li ni cidnsligarnpe pAnmont .
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XLIX Sonet 49
Against that time, if ever that time come, Va fi o zi, va trebui s-accept:
When | shall see thee frown on my defects, cond rid ~ mi-vei¢réece af | a, i nu
When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum, Cu dragostea; judecnhtor de dr
Called to that audit by advis @ respects; Bal anTa “-msdplecedr i i n
Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass, Cun soare stins mh vei “nvnlu
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye, ZO©mbind fugar, shA mA “nveTi u
When love, converted from the thing it was, ¢cn firea schhinmbnt oare vei
Shall reasons find of settled gravity; Temeidi $mstifice trndarea.
Against that time do | ensconce me here, Afar 8de tine n-am nimic mai bun
Within the knowledge of mine own desert, n sufletu-mi pl ebeu, i [tiu cn so.
And this my hand, against my self uprear, N-o pot schimba, dar mArturi e
To guard the lawful reasons on thy part: ChAnt e me i-egpledareal poarta

To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws, S -odléschid voifisilitmi-el t i dr aghn,

Since why to love | can allege nocause. Dar |l ege e: nal @eadn. pAanstra, d
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How heavy do | journey on the way,
When what | seek, my weary travel & end,
Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,
Or'hus far the miles are measured from thy friend! 6
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 @ 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.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
74
Sonet 50
E greu la drum [ de prisos e
COnd capintwAd;nuaud un gl as:
OAceste |l eghe le alterni dege:
Prietenuli-adepaiase T
De plumb “"mi e i dobitocul,
O voce diaAlumptriut i
Chn gO©ndul de -ncnetaoracric,er e mn
Li-<iciminciunn pintenul rotit
cnfipt 7~ 4hindemnumpifute. s n
Acumse-opr el te, geme; ascul t,
Ca s©nger®©nd prin fire nevhzu
Cuelal At umrTel esgi mai mul
lubire las “n spate I pl hcer

| ar % desdhiseespre durere.
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LI Sonet 51
Thus can my love excuse the slow offence De n-am temei s-alerg, nici iapa n-are;
Of my dull bearer when from thee | speed: Li uite cum iubirea mea “~i sc
From where thou art why should | haste me thence? Pancat ul | entreb caree i . Mni
Till | return, of posting is no need. Ce va scorni moGr Toaga mea | nu
O! what excuse will my poor beast then find, Pe drumul de intoarcere, cand goana,
When swift extremity can seem but slow? Oricatde-ame Ti t oare, tot o joach
Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind, ¢cmi va phnrea? De fricn, | ighi
In winged speed no motion shall | know, Se va sili onure®aoaful sn se
Then can no horse with my desire keep pace. Degeaba, cnc-i fHocuniha mea
Therefore desire, (of perfectdt love being made) Din dragostei camabm, [ n u
Shall neigh, no dull flesh, in his fiery race; Decataeimaimare.Darcaj ut h
But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade- Din nou iubirea, i sArmana g

Since from thee going, he went wilful -slow, l ert-aan th-ii chi paéa

Towards thee Idl run, and give him leave to go. Li din i-mibifraec oarsinpn.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
76

Paul Falconer Poole: Ferdinandand Miranda

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
77

LIl Sonet 52
So am | as the rich, whose blessed key, O cheie am |l a scrin, vrnjithnh,
Can bring him to his sweet up -locked treasure, Arareori o folosesc; bogatul
The which he will not every hour survey, diubeite di-bamantul, da
For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure. Li nu -vr eacuwiadatul |
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare, Festinul di daouw nmuriiejsrc,
Since, seldomcoming in the long year set, |l ar pentru desfAtnri o zi anu
Like stones of worth they thinly placed are, Aleg, precum un giuvaer ceresc
Or captain jewels in the carcanet. Orneazn doar coroanele; costu
So is the time that keeps you as my chest, Nemaivnzute scot atunci din e
Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide, PAstrate pentru sArbntori, co
To make some special instant specialblest, Cei dnruitn ochilor | a fel
By new unfoldin g his imprison @ pride. Cum temni Tde, af amiina

Blessed are you whose worthiness gives scope, O cheie spremexeéehbzi vrajitn,

Being had, to triumph; being lacked, to hope. cond te supun; Ii jind, c©nd
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LI Sonet 53
What is your substance, whereof are you made, Din ce esenTn oare elti fhAacut
That millions of strange shadows on you tend? CA umbr e, minlcihdame, Ti se
Since every one hath, every one, one shade, Oumbrn are fiece nhAscut,
And you but one, can every shadow lend. Dar tu “an ttaoToi Ilpd i, | uminn.
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit ¢cn chipul | ui Adonis am gnsi't
Is poorly imitated after you; O imitaTta,ddel artn,
On Helen® cheek all art of beauty set, lar pictorul Elenei a sorbit
And you in Grecian tires are painted new: Din vraja t-ia artsmvoriita
Speak of the spring, and foison of the year, ¢cn primAveri, I nstare se desp
The one doth shadow of your beauty show, Din trupul tAu, i1 ar toamna ce
The other as your bounty doth appear; tie graTia; [i astfel, locuind
And you in every blessed shape we know. ¢cn fiecare formn cunoscutn,

In all external grace you have some part, Din toate elti, neschimbnAtor,

But you like none, none you, for constant heart. Dar sinele de lume te desparte.
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O! how much more doth beauty beauteous seem Ma i preTi oasmipader umuseTea
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give. candens o Ti-a& die vdrer u | pur,
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem Cum rozele-s mai ademenitoare,
For that sweet odour, which doth in it live. Ch |I'e ghicim parfumul ; ~“mpr ej
The canker blooms have full as deep a dye O roznhn are trandafiri snl bati
As the perfumed tincture of the roses, Cu-aceeali spini, sublim dezvh
Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly Privirilor aceleali vii croma
When summer@ breath their masked buds discloses: Candvantul " i rnsfaTn; dar pnlind,
But, for their virtue only is their show, PeTi Ti de nimeni, singura vir
They live unwoo @, and unrespected fade; Le e uitatn, [i se sting “~n d
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so; In timp ce rozele-s recunoscute
Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made: Li dincolo, “n dulcele parfun
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, Lafelteoi distila, o, tinereTe,

When that shall vade, my verse distills your tru th. Li eu, “n vers: cu stoich tri
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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, besmeafd with sluttish time.
When wasteful war shall statues overturn,
And broils root out the work of masonry,
Nor Mars his sword, nor war & quick fire shall burn
The living record of your memory.
dGainst 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 Geyes.

81

Sonet 55

Ce rost au marmura de pe morminte

L aurul din cripte? Versul d
E de folos aducerii aminte,

O | tlepsidra-i regilor gropar.

Statuile, sub sabia lui Marte,

Umil vor snAnruta c©ndva TAr ©na
Pal ate vor cndea, dar nu e mo
SAfi ardn, vie, amintirea: unct
Cu versul meu fiind, strivind uitarea,

¢n glorie te vei afla “n toTi
Ce vor trni sptezare@ai , gr nbind
De nephAtruns a marii judecnTi
cond soarta ~Ti vei 1Tti Ti tu
Tr Ai-edchiienphnti mirii, cal zi
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LVI Sonet 56
Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said Re n a et ascutete, iubire,
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite, Nu mn I nsa sn cred cn mai vOr
Which but to -day by feeding is allay @, t iepoftatrupuluiide-Ti vii “~n fire,
To-morrow sharpened in his former might: Ma i mult ca ieri veli fl amOnzi
So, love, be thou, although to-day thou fill Li mai-Ti i plli-ediaptaul at n
Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink with fulness, De |l enevie; fulger®©nd, “ncear
To-morrow see again, and do not Kill LAuntric-a fuminhp iathn:
The spirit of love, with a perpetual dulness. Eo al,t-dcieanul taie parch
Let this sad interim like the ocean be cntinderea uscatului “n doun,
Which parts the shore, where two contracted new De-o parte eu, de-o parte tu, privirea
Come daily to the banks, that when they see Scrut®©nd “n zAri, “nTeleg®nd
Return of love, more blest may be the view; Spre desif ndantri dieéspninr Tirea.

As call it winter, which being full of care, Sauspunei cl i pei de sfoO©riealn ia

Makes summer®& welcome, thrice more wished, more rare. Ce vara mult mai dulce ne "~ nt
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LVII Sonet 57
Being your slave what should | do but tend Sunt doar un rob “ncremenit |
Upon the hours, and times of your desire? Cu-nochipeceasungndui nTei tal e,
| have no precious time at all to spend; Sper ©nd, mi nduwtr ui s secundn,
Nor services to do, till you require. Chemandu-mn . Ni mi eni-ngoalea m,
Nor dare | chide the world without end hour, Amiezeledecandteai dus; [tii, firea
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for yo u, NesATi ocea,snstmip©ne, [i de
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour, | zv or ul-esetd iar orbirea
When you have bid your servant once adieu; Sal t e racelogad®6 ce ucide,
Nor dare | question with my jealous thought Mi -e peste poate. O, nui gelozie
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose, In gandul meu amar,ce-cades “~ntreabn
But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought Cu cine te petreci... imispun: oS n f i e
Save, where you are, how happy you make those. Li ei l a fBegdeoabnici Ti!

So true a fool is love, that in your will, Mi-e dr agomscreeaz irricatar e,

Though you do anything, he thinks no ill. Po Ti -orfcea muevoi gandi urat.
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LV

That god forbid, that made me first your slave,
| 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 imprison @ 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.
| am to wait, though waiting so be hell,
Not blame your pleasure be it ill or well.

William Shakespeare
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Sonet 58

Prin voia Bommdprtuil, Ti

De-aTi "~ ngrndi capriciile, dact
Te-ntreb, umil, pe unde -a i hoi nhArit,

Chiar de o fac “n go©nd; robi a
cngndii-swvin T, “ntemni Tat,
Cum-min " ndur, tnemut, singurnt
De nici un rnu nu te acuz, pl
Cond “"mi wvei fi; ai toatn |1ib
Tu folmsckdare, -adtafnp©ne,

Cum si4nTimaécnplncut; e timpul
Spr e deisdt, dar munit,

Chiar tu ~Ti dai tradarilor i
Sn judec nu cdoarf ost sortit,
Sh te altept, cu sufletul ama
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LIX

If there be nothing new, but that which is
Hath been before, how are our brains beguild,
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 | 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 | am the wits of former days,

To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

William Shakespeare
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Sonet 59

Nimic nu -i nou, dar g©ndul nu o |1

Li stnruie, naiv, “n truda sa
De-a pl Asmui zadarnicn trufie

SA nailtdd unmipAntr©nit dej a.

Prin veacudricifpmrhifuditteat e,

Istoria de m-ar purta-napoi,

Teal regnsi descris cu simpli-t
in forme de-nceput, ce-acum par noi,

Aflandce-au spus mael tri. de demu
Privindu -l i o pDeersan:v ©r [ i t !

Oricat de buni, nu vor putea mai mult

Ur maliaCred, doar voi aTi irosi
Culorile “n chipuri fnAnrn nume
Ni mi c | As @nedalialsepluinleo.r
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LX Sonet 60
Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore, Gonind,sent orc | a mal, acel eal: u
So do our minutes hasten to their end; Li se zdrobesc-ntbhe st©nci: iar
Each changing place with that which goes before, Se nasc, cum zestrea de secunde
In sequent toil all forwards do contend. Din piepturile nostre, la soroc.
Nativity, once in the main of light, Un Soare “"n eclipsn cheamn Lu
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned, Apusul cuibnAreite “n amiazhnh,
Crooked eclipses @ainst his glory fight, Cnci  Tirotitg. intotdeauna
And Time that gave doth now his gift confound. Tenebrel eessce dinmirsdzn.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth Fiind, aducem lumii un adaos;
And delves the parallels in beauty & brow, Prisosul nalte riduri. Penite
Feeds on the rarities of nature truth, Natura noast-nhieosse ~ntoarce
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow: Ca moartedidriapt isndi ferentn:
And yet to times in hope, my verse shall stand Dar bir acfruud, triumfnAtor mereu
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. Tl voi Tnvinge, sper, cu versul meu.
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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 &t from thee

So far from home into my deeds to pry,

To find out shames 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.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 61
Mi-s ochii grei, dar treji, e
¢n faTn au un chip. E vrerea
E-o u mthici, @le somnul meu razéand:
Mrntrebacuieoare.Deal afl a

Cn spiritelal Atgadni c

¢n toate curios, al bAnui

Ch vrei sn [tii ce fac, [i da
MA port, ala cum nu ai vrea s
Dar nu! Nu -i dorul théltu at ©t de

E-a mea iubirea ce mA Tine viu
Veghindu-mn, cu ochiul <cel Al alt,
Al tnAnu, “n tot ce fac. Li paz
¢Biunt i euJi spceontinel e

Cu alnfsdTealeti, cu mine nu.
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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 | all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shows me myself indeed
Beated and choppd with tanned antiquity,
Mine own self-love quite contrary | read;
Self so seltloving were iniquity.
aris thee, myself, that for myself | praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated

90

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 62

Dec©t sA te iubelti, phcat ma

Eu nu cunosc, dartotmi-s dr ag: r AmoOn

Robit de mine,-n tot ce eal meu,

Li -mmiu vad | eac. Model el or stn
Nici nu mnhA cthdmp omai graTios

Decat al meu, sau trup mai inrudit
Cu-al zeilor. Frumosu-i doar frumos:

Deasupra lui, mAn [tiu desnvor
Dar ¢c©nd oglinda mn aratn dre
¢mbAtro©nit, wuscat (i cenuliu,
Incep s hAndndii esc: mai nTel ept

Ar fi s-0 cred pe ea, cat nui tarziu:
l ar noi -utnolpndsihnte cOnt ,
Cu vraja ta pe anii mei pictand.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
91

LXI Sonet 63
Against my love shall be as | am now, Li tu vei foizi ca mine “~ntr
With Time & injurious hand crush @ and od@rworn; Crestat de gheara timpului, golit
When hours have drain@ his blood and fill @ his brow De s©nge, mGzgnlit cu ridur.i
With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn O neglurfiava sugruma, cumplit,
Hath travell @ on to age® steepy night; Aceastn dimineaTn; frumuseTi
And all those beauties whereof now he& king Pecareacum domnelti, se vor fi
Are vanishing, or vanished out of sight, Pe veci prinos t©l harului de
Stealing away the treasure of his spring; Biruitor,intr-un aprilie rApus.
For such a time do | now fortify Prin vers, jefuitorului etern
Against confounding age & cruel knife, Miampotrivesc, rup®©nd acel cuT
That he shall never cut from memory Ce taie amintirea, Ii altern
My sweet love & beauty, though my lover & life: Splendorii tale chip dumnezeit

His beauty shall in these black lines be seen, De pe acum: de timpulvreas-o | t ear gn,

And they shall live, and he in them still green. RAMONNA -vweagdten sl ovnAn neagr n.
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LXIV

When | have seen by Times fell hand defacd

The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;

When sometime lofty towers | see down -razd,

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;

When | 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 | 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.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 64
COnd am vAzmutr witmit ui | e
Murind “ncet, cetnTile semeTe
Cum lutului nimicitorse -nc hi nn,
Li bulonszcrijelit de bntr©neTe
COnd am vnzut oceanul cum i nu
Regatul TArmului “nvins, 1i |
Un alt pninmOn4d, phnwnrwmnoehim, snh
¢cnvingntor, din furia retrash
CoOnd am vAzut chA lumea e milc
Sau scurt popas n drumul cnt
Am n T eiheeus Tirprin care
l ubirea mi va fi pe veci dep

Nu poate-alege muritorul gand:
Doar plange ce va pierde in curand.
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LXV Sonet 65
Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea, Cand moartea-i peste tot, in lut, in ape,
But sad mortality o @&rsways their power, ¢cn bronz, “n piatrn, mn "~ ntre
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, Puteav a f r umu s-iesdapea t a s n
Whose action is no stronger than a flower? Cu bfaBuab, nelitiutor, de flc
O! how shall summer & honey breath hold out, Ar fi “"n stare dulcea ei I umi
Against the wrackful siege of battering days, S fmduplece a Timpului stihie,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout, cCond poeorTleil dreuginii se “~nchini
Nor gates of steel so strong but Time decays? Linprafs-ant ors a st©ncilor tnrie
O fearful medit ation! where, alack, Ce gond “nfricolat! L oare u
Shall Time& best jewel from Timed chest lie hid? sn T ascunzi, tu, Lume, giu
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back? Cel mai de preT.,fld@ohder?i pt el
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid? E cinevasopreasci Temni cer ul ?

O! none, unless this miracle have might, Nu -i nimeni, doar miracolul ce -mi duce

That in black ink my love may still shine bright. Cernealan vers, i ubirea c©nd strfr
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LXVI Sonet 66
Tired with all these, for restful death | cry, De tot scarbit, inmoarte-al vrea snhn fug,
As to behold desert a beggar born, Sa nui mai vnAnd “nbunidrenTe pe ce
And needy nothing trimm @ in jollity, SluTenia ornatn cu beliug,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn, CredinTa compromisn de minciu
And gilded honour shamefully misplac @, Pe harnic “"n batjocurn plnatit
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, Fecioarele impinse la desfrau,
And right perfection wrongfully disgrac @, Dezonorat pe cel desnAavoriit,
And strength by limping sway disabled Pe ichiop Tin@nrdu zburdnial nici a
And art made tongue -tied by authority, LtiindhHhaTuitn de tiran,
And folly, doctor -like, controlling skKill, Talentul explicat de idioTi,
And simple truth miscall @ simplicity, Apo strofat cel pur, ca grobian,
And captive good attending captain ill: Li gardianul slugnrind la hoT
Tir @ with all these, from these would | be gone, Sleit de toate astea, al plec
Save that, to die, | leave my love alone. Dar | umi i pradn | as iubirea m

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare

Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

Tr ans|

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,
Beggar@ 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.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 67
Decear trni cu rnhAul ~“mpreunn?
PAcatului Tinond tovnarnAlie,
SA dea prilej shn urce? SN se
Ch "I “"nnobileazn? Sn i fie
Contrahnep®nan mnAreTia,
Sub fardul cafug? Culoril e sn
Decear t r-mgmwdwine hoTi a
De farmec viu, nuanTelor i mpu
Decear trni ? Natura e sleitn,
Cerl tindsuwwngel e, ca o comoarh
A venei “"nsetate, tOol hanritn
Detotcea i zvodit odinioarn:
O! EI e doar -@mmmai pnstreazn
Spr e | audrfacest,dafunv. e a c u
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Transl ated

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 beauty® dead fleece made another gay:

In him those holy antique hours are seen,

Without all ornament, itself and true,

Making no summer of another & 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.

98

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 68

Obrazul l ui, i storie: o hartn
A rozelor apuse Tnainte

Ca pudra s0 mnouzraasrchn

Pe chipul mincinos; cand azi morminte

Se p©ngnresc, a phrul ui podoa
Furatin mor Ti l or, i push peste
O tigvn r©ncedn, gntealn snoa
¢cnveselind sinistru alte Test
cn el, adeviAratn, se pnstreaz
Splendoareant r eagn, c¢ce odinioarn
A refuzat cu verdele din razn
De ~mpr uimutf rsuir eascnhn var A:

Li doar p+<¢ dHianrktart,ur a

Ceii pur, de fncnturn sn despal
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Transl ated

LXIX

Those parts of thee that the world& 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 @;
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.

i nto Romanian by Radu
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Sonet 69

Intotcelumii-ar ATi , naiproape

Ni mic de “ndreptat, cn elti f
E a d e-mtrag; o orice grai
Rostit, chiar de dulmani, cum

Ce-i pentru ochi, de ochi e-ncununat,
Prinos firesc, splendori Thapoind;

Dar gandul vrea ce ochiului nu -i dat,

Li tr ec artensaodindd e p

¢cn chipul dinnuntru,
De fapta rea, ca laudanapoi

pOngnr it

SAi ia, pun©nd pe floarea ta,
Miasma buruienii de noroi:

Decei al a? P-agropaut mu | e

¢cn roza vAmuitn de phAcat.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015

LtefAnescu



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
100

Sir John Everett Millais: Ophelia
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That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect,
For slander® mark was ever yet the fair;
The ornament of beauty is suspect,
A crow that flies in heaven & 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 present &t 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.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated

101

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 70

Nu-i vina ta cnAn elti borfit: e
| nvi di a, -ol ispalrocrii;a T
Suspiciunea ce e alb pnteazn,
Precum un c oemr bc avrnez dwrhcun .
Edeajunsca bun snin fi.i cu timpul
Lin clevetiri “n graTie vei c¢r
Chci viermele iubeite anoti mp
COnd mugurii cei dulci ©plezne
Ai ocolit “n anii de vnAnpai e,
Capcana demsigiitthoarie,

Dar sabia virtuTilor nu taie
Zavistia; regate, la picioare,

De inimi, chiapulalimemary Ti

¢n |lipsa ei dar mAalti | str
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No longer mourn for me when | am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell
Give warning to the world that | am fled
From this vile world with vilest worms
Nay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that writ it, for | 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 | 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 | am gone.

to dwell:

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated
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into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 71
Sn pl ©ngi, prietene, c¢cO©nd voli

Doarpandl a pr i mul cobor ©

Voi fi atunci, din iadul cel de sus,

dangnt ;

¢n casa viermilor, ospAT. AtcC
Citeditede poTi, dar nu gondi
Lamanacarea s c r talsputeac h n

Smgndui amiandiii rea: m

Mai simpln e uitarea, curgi
Nu mnA rost i -npcreetai ndeefst,i ,mn

Li p-o lat t eamestec chiar atunci.

Dingandu-Ti dul cneA :sctolmteef t i,

Eu voi fi fost; doar moartea
De f aci altcum, vor r©de “nTe
Detine-ai ci, de mine, “ntre drep’
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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 |
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 | am shamed by that which | bring forth,

And so should you, to love things nothing worth.

ated into Romanian by Radu LtefrAnnescu
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Sonet 72
Decaét silit de unii, c-am fost bun
Sn spui, c¢c©nd eu voi fi de to
Mai bine imacidoemi i uitn
Mi-ar sta mafrumuselflat .
Chi ar daaic Ns cnoir ndaiface rt uTi |, n

Din eul meu pustiu, nimic mai mult,
lar slova epitafului, stangace,

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

Dec Ot [
Sn | s e

t a
f al

ubirea
parn

adevniAnrath

s n, c©®nd dec

¢ ngr emrnumelecutrupu-od at n

Li ne v-amunuape de
Eude di z gm a rodas, c e
lar tu, nimic iubind, de -acest popas.
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John William Waterhouse: Miranda
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LXXII Sonet 73
That time of year thou mayst in me behold E t oa mn n& care exa aftat.
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang E vont, [i frunze ce mai am,
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, ingdn-un c©nt -dneorméritaé r | N
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. in strana ramurilor, pe ruine.
In me thou seedst the twilight of such day Privemhtesunt ziua ce se pleac
As after sunset fadeth in the west; ¢cncetilor, spre braTul de apu
Which by and by black night doth take away, Al nopTii cdio peteami,h sni
Death&® second self, that seals up all in rest. Acel rAstimp secund, “~n somn
In me thou seet the glowing of such fire, Ascuhi,nh sunt doar o pO©l pOire
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, Afoculuice-n sine “{i consumn
As the death-bed, whereon it must expire, SubstanTa tinereTii, i “~n Fi
Consumd with that which it was nourish @ by. Sent oarce, scrum, “ngenunchinc

This thou perceiv &t, which makes thy love more strong, L i palaa e iTibinmaéda ad©nchnh

To love that well, which thou must leave ere long. ¢Ti va pnAnrea, aici cOt mai el
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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 wretch& 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.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated
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i nto Romanian by Radu LtefAnescu
Sonet 74

coOndva luntralul mA va recuno

Li vom pluti <prenavnmiesesn nu

A doua oarn stihul mA va nalt

lar duhul meuintine 1 i va Tese

Me mori a. -énudhirreat A,

Apl eseni iTii apae Ti ne,

Acolo-s e u, sAmOnTa mea curatn;

PAmOnt u-lgteuise cavine,

Li virewersidl el te, cum borhotul
Din vinul pur, “ncet | a fund
Atat vei pierde: trupul meu, cu totul

Sortit wuitnridi Partea mea al
Din ad©ncimi desprinsn, va pl
Spre tine, ca sh dAainuie, a t
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So are you to my thoughts as food to life,
Or as sweetseasori showers are to the ground;
And for the peace of you | hold such strife
As a@wixt 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 better@ 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 | pine and surfeit day by day,
Or gluttoning on all, or all away.

William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated

107

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 75

Mi-el ti g©ndului ospAT, coO©nd f
Li  pelcamdanii-e iunie uscat;

ZgO©rcit, mnA ecneir tpnczue snti ne, cAN
Nesnbuit comoara: desfntat
De-al me u -ngrijotatapai, i

cond “nBelpégmumnt de hoTi;
cndestulat c¢cn suntem numai no
Sau nnAzui nadr fsth Inai ttoeT i

De | oi -adragasteifestie

Ca vineri -Toi podmnjiure; sn

Nimic dorind afar dde ce-am din plin,

Din plinul tnaAau, -Tdarf ulracom vr e
Li -aitee niioame-mbubu mn
Cu zborul tnAu, nici pashre, n

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
108

- L - o G R %

-

John William Waterhouse: Miranda
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LXXVI Sonet 76
Why is my verse so barren of new pride, Decemieverssmbnt r ©nit o piatrn,
So far from variation or quick change? VOl t oarea apei domol ind? Mnca
Why with the time do I not glance aside Dem-al topi “n stilul vremii,
To new-found methods, and to compounds strange? A T lefuiridi ritmurilor, dar
Why write | still all one, ever the same, Puterenram s schimb acum vel m@nt
And keep invention in a noted weed, incarembracacel al i vechi discurs,
That every word doth almost tell my name, cnc®©t mn tem cn fiul meu, CuUuv
Showing their birth, and where they did proceed? PAridtelte ndeazn; timpul scurs
O! know sweet love | always write of you, Prietene,mi-a “nsoTit rostirea
And you and love are still my argument; Cu slava ta, ce straiul preTi
So all my best is dressing old words new, Mi-a pus Tn vechiul stih, spre innoirea
Spending again what is already spent: Met aforei “mbntr®©nind frumos:

For as the sun is daly new and old, Cumstinsoriviuesoarel e, al a

So is my love still telling what is told. Mi -e dragostea, arzand cei ars deja.
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LXXVII Sonet 77
Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear, t dor povesti de farmecu-T i pnl it
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste; Oglinzi, iar ceasul, orele cum fug;
The vacant leaves thy mind® impr at will bear, O ur-mn | asn doar, istorisit,
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste. Un g©nd, pe foaia albn. Din b
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show Te mai “nvaTn riduri de pe ch
Of mouthéd graves will give thee memory; Lafelcugroapaceteal t eaqt n T
Thou by thy dial & shady stealth mayst know Pri vel t-aceasolbdenasip:
Time& thievish progress to eternity. TenvaTn Ti mp-enabisng©ndu
Look what thy memory cannot contain, Memoria nu -T i poate tot pnstr a,
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find Vezibine.Laso f oi i . Vei gnsi
Those children nursed, delivered from thy brain, Copi i macolof¢ai t al e
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind. SA i “mpaci cu tine, i wvei

These offices, so oft as thou wilt look, cmbognrdintug® “napoi,

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book. Ce-oTi"nal Ti: snA ai ma i mul te f
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Sooft have | 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 learnéd® wing

And giv en grace a double majesty.

Yet be most proud of that which | compile,

Whose influence is thine and born of thee:

In otherséworks thou dost but mend the style,

And arts with thy sweet graces gracéd be;
But thou art all my art, and dost advance
As high as learning my rude ignorance.
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Sonet 78
Team invocait, hsufmlieTit
De-atatea ori poemele, incat
Mai t o T-nhassfamua @irii pnal it
La umbra ta, din chipul coborat
Sn fure stil sau duh dezl eghnt
De | i mbi faipusari pi noi | e
cnvAThAceilor, ca mai wulor
Sh zboamrel Bipmie. Dar mai presu
De ei mAn vAad, i mult mai m®©n
Fiindcn sime onsdat ul mi
Din tine chiar, nu meltelug nm
Cum e al lor: sfoeriit i “nce
¢n amiteliti menit shA mnA ridici

Cu-n v A T A dintre ugenici.
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William Blake: Oberon, Titania and Puck, with Fairies Dancing
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Whilst | alone did call upon thy aid, Cand singur mie imi dictai poeme,
My verse alone had all thy gentle grace, Potirul dé bemmpnn ntreg.
But now my gracious numbers are decayed, Darm-ai | nsat. Ac+«oweneunt orb: d
And my sick muse doth give another place. ¢l fericeliti pe altul. ¢nTele
| grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument CA t emaa dfurfcreuseTi i tale
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen, Ar merita un alt condei, mai bun,
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent Dar salba ei de giuvaericale
He robs thee of and pays it thee again. Robi®da-nibarsnsmomar. ¢Ti
He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word Virtutea omppomuuh Ti
From thy behavior; beauty doth he give E tot a ta, furatn; "~ n tabl ou
And found it in thy cheek: he can afford Culorinu-Ti peoodrtwega, | e mutn
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live. ¢n altA ramn,-indtubar vel mOntu
Then thank him not for that which he doth say, NuU -i mul Jaunsicrci s: tu ~Ti compui
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay. De unul singur stihurile lui.
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LXXX Sonet 80
O! how [ faint when | of you do write, Cum al putea, c©nd vAd chA men
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name, Te |l audn, eu, cel umi | i sec
And in the praise thereof spends all his might, Sh te mai coO©nt? Acelali ne e
To make me tongue-tied speaking of your fame. Dar meltel ugiintrecnu pot sn
But since your worth, wide as the ocean is, Doar c¢cn oceanul tnAnu adoGncec |
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear, Adesea sh pluteascn, pe cel 1§
My saucy bark, inferior far to his, Capricios: in luntrea-mi tichAloasn,
On your broad main doth willfully appear. Ur mend hoTelte graTiosul bric
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat, M-av©nt atunci, tnAnind acel eali
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride; Sperand cadintr-o t oann sn mn tragi
Or, being wracked, | am a worthless boat, Din necuprins;apreapes e TArmuril e
He of tall building and of goodly pride: Deli temi totsdrag.l el e Ti

Then, if he thrive and | be cast away, De mn scufunzi ¢c©nd te iubesc

The worst was this: my love was my decay. E-un lucru trist, dar fi -va vina mea.
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Or | shall live, your epitaph to make,
Or you survive, when | 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 entombéd in men& eyes shall lie.
Your monument shall be my gentle verse,
Which eyes not yet created shall der-read,
And tongues to be your being shall rehearse
When all the breathers of this world are dead,;
You still shall live i such virtue hath my pen fi

Where breath most breathes, e\dh in the mouths of men.
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Sonet 81
Deo fi ca -Bipitamplnsn
Sau di mp oaiplaca/imai, de
Uitat de toTi, nu Itiu;
Ghsiei chiar aici: “n

Cu numele de glorie, prin ani
Ce vor veni, sub ochii lumii noi;

LtefAnescu

un tr

stih rAr

Al meu, -eshnprruceede sArmani

MA va -nurunat are, [ ters de ploi
Mor moGnt mai blo@nd,Apiaubite, Ti
cn versul meu; -Spri viri ce “nc
Te vor ciir, |Audguri te

Cond astnzi cei ce sunt se Vo
Ne nt rrecuetint el ug, o lirhn

Teod eza pe buze ce respirhn.
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LXXXII Sonet 82
| grant thou wert not married to my muse, Am “nTeil esi,namuta cnAn uni.i
And therefore mayst without attaint o @rlook Te laudauafla: failn
The dedicated words which writers use Un chip ce stn znlog perfectTi
Of their fair subject, blessing every book. |l ar muza mea de mwlatTAirku mai T
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue, cnalt “n spirit, mGndru pe mn
Finding t hy worth a limit past my praise; GAnsind cnhn slova mea ~Ti e dat
And therefore art enforced to seek anew Te vezi silit sn cauTi o grav
Some fresher stamp of the timebettding days. CeTi velinicelite zilele “n fl o

And do so, love; yet when they have devised

What strainéd 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 bloodi in thee it is abused.

Pe cinea | t e p-lin odrecie
Psalmodiindu-l i |
Ch adevninruhmideocuielte

Ar trebui

Doar eu te

E-a | al
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| never saw that you did painting need,

And therefo re to your fair no painting set;

| found, or thought | found, you did exceed

The barren tender of a poefts debt:

And therefore have | 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 | 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.

William Shakespeare
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Sonet 83

Nu-Ti trebuie sulemenel. i fa
Culorile penelului nu -T i prind

Peobraz: cu searbnd melitelug,

Te m@zgnlelte doar. Ala gondi

Acestei lumi de orbi mi te -am ascuns,
Ca singunftn$inheei , i
Virtutea ta vorbind indeajuns,

SA dnruielti un autoportret.
Thceridi me l-edaidoar tnhcere

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

Tu vinA i gAaemlti, cond al Ti
Fngndulindug iautugut. u T

¢Ti swiuanliroehii tni, i har:

¢cn stihur-mzadai. 0o cautn
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Transl ated

LXXXIV

Who is it that says most, which can say more
Than this rich praise, that you alone are youf
In whose conf@he immured 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.

119

into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
Sonet 84

Ex i | tarfide spes mai mult? Din toate

Cuvintele,el audn mai vi e?

O pot ghs ialtn@igoaepi r it

Dezmhr gisrei,ndsuin t e descrie?

E mort poetmplr,unmuacin nu

Din séangele-i eroului: de -ar spune

Ch tu elti tu, ar mai trAi o

Deaniinglorie.Cu-nTel epci une,
SA copiamrfIeles mai bine,
in g n d-yinhnebilandu -i gura,

Va “"nceta simrimpgOngnr easchnh

Cea zhAmMmislit “n tine, pur, Naf
E un blestem c©nd | auda “~Ti p
Primelti-spudibe Mmici, snAnrace.
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LXXXV Sonet 85
My tongue -tied muse in manners holds her still, Cond noun muze [ lefuiesc o ri
While comments of your praise, richly compiled, Lin broderii de epitete Tes
Reserve their character with golden quill Omagiul pe mantia-Ti  mai f i nn
And precious phrase by all the muses filed. Caaurul,eutac:ede-n Tel es .
| think good thoughts, whilst other write good words, Eu te slnvesc "n goG©nd, “~"n sti
And like unlettered clerk still cry 0Amend Di acon fnr Mamnarte, strig
To every hymn that able spirit affords, La fiecare imn pe caredh a | Ti i
In polished form of well -refinéd pen. PrelaTi “ 1 inohinoneazn, [i mn
Hearing you praised, | say 0 s so, dis true,6 OAl -8, rostesc de fiecare datn,
And to the most of praise add something more; L | audaoginttegescut , | e
But that is in my thought, whose love to you, lubindu -te; dar vorba-i mai "~ nceatn:
Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before. Tu inima auzi intai, firesc.

Then others for the breath of words respect, Pe ei tiuclhawdcir i u mai bi ne;

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect. Cn tac, vadrelwinmrdatc,u pe mi ne.
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LXXXVI Sonet 86
Was it the proud full sail of his great verse, Dar cine-i umfl A pO©nzele i cine
Bound for the prize of all too precious you, Covoralesindrumi-a al ternut
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse, Acest ui-a helT@iBine ar e
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew? A “"ngropat un stih abia nnhAscu
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write E spiritu -i, de spirite damnate
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead? Purtat spre culmi in care eu m-am frant?
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night O, nu. Nici el, nici ele, vinovate
Giving him aid, my verse astonished. Nu sunt cnAmit agcn, s ecsic ncuu v ©n't .
He, nor that affable familiar ghost L ni ci nnl uca binevoitoare
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, Cenoapteai dnruielte har, o, nu
As victors of my silence cannot boast. M-aanvi ns é. Baspecteelor tedoare
| was not sick of any fear from thence; Eu nu mn [tiu a fi: dar “~1Ti u

But when your countenance filled up his line, Poemel e, “n chip desnAvoriit

Then lacked | matter, that enfeebled mine. Cudulcea-mi t e mn ,-adolit. . L i m
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Farewell, thou art too dear for my possessing, RAmO©i cu bineli nNu .pot sn te
And like enough thou know &t thy estimate. Ch sunt snArac, i scump el ti,
The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing; lubirea-i datnhn zborului: de chin,
My bonds in thee are all determinate. De piatracareTi sunt, fii dezlegat.
For how do | hold thee but by thy granting, Averea ce in mine-ai cheltuit
And for that riches where is my deserving? ¢ nt o-sel Qum oare so primesc
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting, candnu-s ni mi c, [ de dispreTuit
And so my patent back again is swerving. Etotceam?Teai dnruit, regesc,
Thyself thou gav &t, thy own worth then not knowing, Ori prefTulili hehan@ Viclean,
Or me, to whom thou gav &t it, else mistaking; tiam “nielat privirile? Oricur
So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, Eu nu te merit, plansul mi -e in van:
Comes home again, on better judgment making. De drept, e-al altuia ce fur acum.

Thus have | had thee as a dream doth flatter: Ch -ame avut a fost un vis, o I

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter. Un rege gol, trezindu -se-n pustiu.
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Thomas Stothard: Prospero, Miranda and Ariel
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LXXXVIII Sonet 88
When thou shalt be disposed to set me light COnd cu ocarn ochii tni | ovin
And place my merit in the eye of scorn, MA vor strivi, nevrednic prec
Upon thy side against myself 1 dl fight, M-0i ar un cmi daveding r n
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn. Chn adevAr ngsrunsfaats ¢ | |
With mine own weakness being best acquainted, P A ¢ ascuns mio i dezveli, c¢cn doar
Upon thy part | can set down a story Obil nmamucu el , 1i ni ci
Of faults concealed, wherein | am attainted, Num-oi |l upta, ca astfel sn dis
That thou in losing me shalt win much glory. Li tu, neprihnnit, sn te ridi
And | by this will be a gainer too, Vei propnl i, -pstiggatul c©nd mi
For bending all my loving thoughts on thee, De rAnil e ce mi |l e fac mereu,
The injuries that to myself | do, Ferindu-t e, tu vei avea cO©itig,
Doing the e vantage, double vantage me. Din binele-Ti  hr Ami ddu eu.

Such is my love, to thee | so belong, Al a-addlednc mn simt al tAu, ~ncoé

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong. Cu bucurie-n d u r -ecugat. T i
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Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault,
And | will comment upon that offense.
Speak of my lameness, and | 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 13l myself disgrace, knowing thy will;
I will acquaintance strangle and look strange,
Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue
Thy sweet beloved 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 1dl vow debate,

For | must ne@r love him whom t hou dost hate.

William Shakespeare
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Sonet 89

Dem-ai | Asa, sanmungernedi icth, Ti

M-al dezvinovaAaTi, mOhnit:; dar
¢mi z$ clickRifop, eu mA supun, s
Li mn trezesc, minune, f{chiop
SA mA detelti tu nu [tii snAn o
Mai mult decat pot eu; de vrei temei

Samh “nlocuielti, te porTi stc
Chnci mipedavdi , dach vrei,

Dar nu-mi i el i "ngcale niciodat
Ca nu cumva, grelind, sA mA t
Pe buze cu un nume adorat,

Li c¢cn ne ftim nAt©ng, sA ponm

De parteata,dnp ot rPmiv Amn r |
Spre-a nu iubi ce-i vrednic de nimic.

di c,
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XC Sonet 90
Then hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now, De-acum@m ai nte ura ta sn taie
Now while the world is bent my deeds to cross; Din mine hhnl cjacunint regi; ba nu
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, Ch t eet smir d n o mdoaies | | i mn
And do not drop in for an after -loss: Pandl a prAmonimi dad indn drum
Ah, do not, when my heart hath &caped this rrow, cCond rana se va fi “nchis 1
Come in the rearward of a conquered woe. Cu mul tn t4wvwidahimbapoat e
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, Li -imiu ploua “n zori, cOnd vOn-
To linger out a purposed overthrow. Mai sufnl ndi'micmeaTa mea.
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, De vrmeliesin, nu am©na, lovelte
When other petty griefs have done their spite Cnci alte rele mn vor fi slnb
But in the onset come; so shall | taste SAigeTi tocite, biciuind orbel
At first the very worst of fortune & might; Acel eali rminién aodTigt,

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe, Sfmi amint escodarerean sf ©f i e

Compared with loss of thee will not seem so. Liar sur anieipasm mOng©i er e .
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XCI Sonet 91
Some glory in their birth, some in their skill, Se |l audn cu stirpea | or mai m
Some in their wealth, some in their bodiesdforce, lar al Tiil idifmcl toiniomTre,
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill, Sau se petrec cu loimii, cu o
Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse; Cu patima velmintelor bizare.
And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure, E-nfreaomul ui sn se “nchine
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest: Pl Acerii deopotrivn lui: dar
But these particulars are not my measure; Strninmi teante, gnsind " n tine
All these | better in one general best. O desf ntmrecevice | e
Thy love is better than high birth to me, lubireata:de-o b ©r [ i e mai bunhn,
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments 6cost, Mai scumpn ca averea, mai “na
Of more delight than hawks or horses be; Ca zborul fToimului; chAci ~mpr
And having thee, of all men & pride | boast: Leecagonisii spre | auda ceal al t1

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take Cu-at ©t mai gol-amrimjm©n c¢c©nd n

All this away and me most wretched make. FAnptura tamiinguusti ul shn
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XClII Sonet 92
But do thy worst to steal thyself away, FA tot ce poTi ma i rnu: a te
For term of life thou art assured mine, Din mine. Viu, te am. Nu mai departe,
And life no longer than thy love will stay, | ar -minauTava znbovi nici ea,
For it depends upon that love of thine. Ur zitnAn didgnd,i ulbii rpearftie .
Then need | not to fear the worst of wrongs, Mai are rost de moarte sn mn
When in the least of them my life hath end. COnd mn wucide cea mai micnhAn [ o
| see a better state to me belongs De al capriciilor crunt blestem
Than that which on thy humour doth depend; Deeo snh mn rup, un alt rost mn
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind, Vezi, nu mn doare dacn mn trn
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. Cnci numssiorwi afia trndar ea;
O, what a happy title do | find, Li ce noroc, “n dragoste sn c
Happy to have thy love, happy to die! Trni nd, i-icaflidenlegardal, s n

But what & so blessedfair that fears no blot? O,cinesi sn sclipeascn fnrn patn”

Thou mayst be false, and yet | know it not. PoTi -shemihaflIsti mi ci odat n.
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XClIlI Sonet 93
So shall I live, supposing thou art true, Lial a, -am de-ales, te cred fidel,
Like a deceived husband; so love® face Caoricencor nor atar nicthi mi t e
May still seem love to me, though alter @ new; Cu-acelali chip i mAn privelt]i
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place: Dar si mt -Tcin zgo@naddudh e pnir Ti
For there can live no hatred in thine eye, l ar ochii thAi suavi nu par a
Therefore in that | cannot know thy change. Sn ogl i uralte prefacin
In many & looks the false hearfs history ShA nw Vvinid, ala cum pot citi
Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange, La al Fnrictuswh$tangaci?
But heaven in thy creation did decree O, nu. Prin voia cerului, tu
That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell; Privirii mele doar un soare bland,
Whateder thy thoughts or thy heart & workings be, Ca orice arzi, sn nu i faci
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell. Pe cei ce te iubesc, imprumutand

How like Eve & apple doth thy beauty grow, Spl endoar eeiduléerintrd ui |,

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show! Amar ul mi ez al Evei dinl huntr
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They that have power to hurt and will do none, Ca st©nca, “"ngnhnduitori, ei ta
That do not do the thing they most do show, Li drum dorinTelor mereu “~nch
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone, Ceicenepot rnAani, (i nu o fac,
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow, Dar s ©n - miezeldozpiacid.
They rightly do inherit heaven@ graces Ei mol tenesc acel talent subl
And husband nature & riches from expense; De-a risipi in zbor un mic prinos
They are the lords and owners of their faces, Al graTiei, c©nd noi ne “~mpie
Others but stewards of their excellence. in servitutea vorbelor, pe jos.
The summer& flower is to the summer sweet, Dar crinii sunt doar magicelor veri
Though to itself it only live and die, Pe p l-imaurtal lbrincert parfum;
But if that flower with base infection meet, CoOnd buruiana urcn moOngO®i er i
The basest weed outbraves his dignity: Spre rod, ei mor i putrezesc
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds; Cnci faptei l enevind, adeseor
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds. DulceaTa |l e dospeite “n duhor
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XCV Sonet 95
How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame Caviermeleceh mugur furileazn,
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose, Seducntor, al furtul ui pncat,
Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name! La f el i tu, cu a dulceTii r
O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose! Te “"nchAlzelti, curvar nerulin
That tongue that tells the story of thy days, Dar zvonul ce@bhme raispO©ndelite
Making lascivious comments on thy sport, Te face de ocarn; toTi te 1ti
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise; L a s ¢ desframat; renume
Naming thy name blesses an ill report. DeAdonis prefrncut | fustangi |
O, what a mansion have those vices got Palat de glorie Ii desfnAtare
Which for their habitation chose out thee, E trupul tHughnlsiityiciul I
Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot, Oglinzi de farmec il ascund de soare
And all things turn to fair that eyes can see! ¢n hainele virtuTii, iscusit,

Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege; Darnute-ncredeth har . GoOnldavnan | i

The hardest knife ill -used doth lose his edge. De sabie se va toci. |l a seamn
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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 jewelwill be well esteem @,
So are those errors that in thee are seen
To truths translated and for true things deem @l.
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; | love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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Sonet 96
Din tinefieTfeaaunpgricat,

l ar al Tii gsmpdmechi | oc;
Oricum ar fi, cu har el ti r
Inpamaei,t u nu greleiti deloc.
Al a cum doseninatimel n e
Un deget dadpedoing,gi nn
E diamant, [i ochi.i
Mh ameTesc, minciuni adeverin
MiAntreb c©Ti miei ar “niela u
Dear [ti privi “n ochii lor m
La fel, gandesc, de teai servi de trup
Al a cum-avir eamn gni
Dar nu o face; te iubesc oricum.
RAimO©i al Meéeusuartipn

ns

tni, | a f

ori cond.

dr um.
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XCVII

How like a winter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!
What freezings have | felt, what dark days seen!
What old December&® bareness every where!
And yet this time removed was summer & time,
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,
Like widow @ wombs after their lords 6decease:
Yet this abundant issue seeni to me
But hope of orphans and unfatherd fruit;
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,
And, thou away, the very birds are mute;

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

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter & near.
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Sonet 97

Decembrie mi-a fost, cand nu mi-ai fost:
Prinos amar al timpului curgand

Din norul mort; [i ceTuri fnAr
Pe cerul alb, mau schilodit de gand.

Apoi trecu [Ii iunie, wudat

Deco toamnn ca un pO©ntec inuti
De vAduvin, stnp©nului plecat
¢n grabn fimedpi n©ndu

Efals bellugul verii i pusti
Vi Astar strivit de un stejar
De c¢c©nd nu eiti, I Astunii nu
Sh taie zori din c©mpul nemil
cCond mierla aTipeite |l a vecer
Li frunzele pnlesc de frica i
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XCVII Sonet 98
From you have | been absent inthe spring, De c©nd nu elti, trecu un al-t
When proud -pied April dress @ in all his trim ¢nvel montat de sArbAtoare; su
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, Saturn cel greu zambi ca un copil,
That heavy Saturn laugh@ and leap@ with him. Sorbind Ii el din duhul nou,
Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell Dar nu [ tiurn paAasari i ni ci
Of different flowers in odour and in hue Din c©nt sau din ameTitor par
Could make me any summerd story tell, SA "mi alunge viscolele, ori
Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew; Eun-am mai vrut sn | e ascul t.
Nor did | wonder at the lily & white, A crinilor znAnpadn am strivit
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose; Li n talorazei gange nu am plans;
They were but sweet, but figures of delight, Sunt c¢c-pii toate, chci desnhnvC
Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. Inchiput nu, ti pairstradsi vi n, | e

Yet seemd it winter still, and, you away, M-am amngit cai ulmbgat ce

As with your shadow | with these did play . Plec©nd, “n ele toate, “ngheT
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XCIX Sonet 99
The forward violet thus did | chide: Certat-am vioreaua: 0S-ale tale
Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells, Miresmele sau tocmai le-ai furat
If not from my love & breath? The purple pride Dindulcea-i rnsufl are? ¢n petale
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells ¢ci vnd rubinul ,6 s©Gnge dezgrop
In my love & veins thou hast too grossly dyed. De stO©nj-anéuratndin pal mn
The lily I condemned for thy hand, Znpada somnoroash, ce sSn spun
And buds of marjoram had stol & thy hair: La mnhAghi+amcuswamni t
The roses fearfully on thorns did stand, caTi jefui zulufii. MA rnzbun
One blushing shame, another white despair; Peo r oz fmbaug osred ad en
A third, nor red nor white, had stol & of both Ce-am acuzat-o; alta, se albi
And to his robbery had annex @ thy breath; Pe |l oc; trandafiria, "~ nsetath
But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth De prada-i dulce, buzele-Ti , pi er i
A vengeful canker eat him up to death. Cadeun bl estem: e plinnhn i1iarba
More flowers | noted, yet | none could see De hoaTele plAp®©nde, cu duiurm
But sweet or colour it had stol & from thee. Li tToia t peboalrsaurparfumul.
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C

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forget &t so long

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?

Spendét 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 love® sweet face survey,

If Time have any wrinkle graven there;

If any, be a satire to decay,

And make Time & spoils despised every where.
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;
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Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

ated
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Sonet 100
O, muzn, rhavieezel te de Ti

Dar nu uita, doar dragostea cantand

Teai “~nnliliatir.osinyputerea
intemenehh s emnate, ca i c©Ond

Te-a i rnzboi cu Yymbrele. Viclect
E Vremea,vhduviet de har;
RAscumpnhnecuw dragoste, cn hranhn
lubirea-i melitelugului, i iar,
Tr©ndavn muzn, dragul “~n | umi
Adu-mi-l , cnci de ri dul chipul ui
E vinovatfnc AVr keanerah

Li pictor prost4d tu bunul nunm

lubirii mele, fulger, mai departe,
Dec©t pi ct-ielamoarte.secer a
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Cl Sonet 101
O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends O, Muzn vagaboandn, ce temei
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed? Ghisel ti sin ftracmod al icepur ,
Both truth and beauty on my love depends; Uitand de -al meu iubit? O, tu nu bei
So dost thou too, and therein dignified. Di n sl ava-mizgijt&confin n u
Make answer, Muse: wilt thou not haply say Cn toviuresgi rn prin cul ori
or'ruth needs no colour, with his colour fix @; Li nu “ndurn fard, c¢cn de pene
Beauty no pencil, beauty truth to lay; Frumosul e-ntinat de -oricate ori
But best is best, if never intermix@?d Artistul 71 rasfaTn, i cnhn el
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb? Perfect, nevoienar e de vel mOnt ;
Excuse not silence so; foii lies in thee N-a i ni ci -nputseataz h: e
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb, S A duci prin vremi, ca auru -n mormant,
And to be praised of ages yet to be. Ca |l audn din viitor sn i
Then do thy office, Muse; | teach thee how Tu -FTAimenirea; te “nvAT eu cum
To make him seem long hence as he shows now. S H faci s-arate pururi ca acum.
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Cll Sonet 102
My love is strengthendl, though more weak in seeming; lubesc mai mult, dar tot la fel ascund,
I love not less, though less the show appear: Ar ptuTin, dar nu iubesc puTin;
That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming Nu vreau “~n Orsdg rxif ulnadud ce
The owner& tongue doth publish every where. Pastrez al meu, ferit de ochi
Our love was new and then but in the spring | ubi r e-afosh inta-un april
When | was wont to greet it with my lays, Cema ghsit cOnmtepubd, cum | a
As Philomel in summer & front doth sing in prag de veri, privighetori; un tril
And stops her pipe in growth of riper days: Cel sting apoi, “n ariiTnhn, tnAl
Not that the summer is less pleasant now Lafelsunt nopTile acum, [i ea
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night, La fel adoarme crangul, la apus;
But that wild music burthens every bough Dar ramura de cantece-i mai grea,
And sweets grown common lose their dear delight. Li ddl ove anpeput daalus.

Therefore like her | sometime hold my tongue, Al a i eu, mai tac din c©nd

Because | would not dull you with my song. SA nu te supnr, sila amGnond?é

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
144

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Radu LtefnAnnescu
145

Cll Sonet 103
Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth, Culori de fum, o, Muza mea sn
That having such a scope to show her pride, Ai picurat in versul meu netot,
The argument all bare is of more worth Vel mont modest, ciontdaced vorbe
Than when it hath my added praise beside! Splendorile, snA nu orbesc de
O, blame me not, if | no more can write! lubite, de sunt mut, nu-mi  f ace vi nn,
Look in your glass, and there appears a face Ogli nda doar ~ Ti [ tie chipul d
That over-goes my blunt invention quite, Pe | ©ngh-iea,r iwnmi Iri mni,
Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace. lar stihul meu, plictisitor, beteag.
Were it not sinful then, striving to mend, N-ar fi phicat sn [ lefuiesc o p
To mar the subject that before was well? Deja desnwastri€?i t A, ca s
For to no other pass my verses tend SA t e minctheaz, drest ul i artn,
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell; Spre darul thAu “nalt, nu duc

And more, much more, than in my verse can sit Poemul meu e umbra-T i doar, pnlindn,

Your own glass shows you when you look in it. Ma i mult din tine afln din og
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CIv

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,
For as you were when first your eye | eyed,
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold
Have from the forests shook three summersopride,
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn @
In process of the seasons have | seen,
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn @,
Since first | 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 beauty® summer dead.
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Sonet 104
Prietene,can prima zi te vnhd
De-at unci , trei veri au “mbrnc
Li tot at©tea viscole, prnAapnd
De al b-ntufélesde muiri.
Cum se prefac “"n toamnn, am v
Tr ei pri maver i “"ngnl benind po
L iAprilie arzand miresme -n lut
De lunie, la fel; tu, verde, treci...
Se mindetah frumuseTii ac
Peal vieTilor cadran, abia I oj
|l ar -dlafc&r mec parcn scazi, eu
Lincerc sn cred nmdmTddahi ul m
Dar c¢cn mn t eonvenii c cel or ce

Ce-afostfrumosnuv-a f os't
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CVv

Let not my love be calld@ 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.

d-air, kind and true 6is all my argument,

d-air, kind, and true dvarying to other words;

And in this change is my invention spent,

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.
d-air, kind, and true, 8have often lived alone,
Which three till now never kept seat in one.
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Sonet 105
VAzOnd sériu doar lui, acel al
Ce-mi pare tatn, fiu duh), I
SA nu numiTi iubirea mea un f
De ador afiuneeu. el nu
Eudoar i ubesc, cum azi [ mOi n
Din inimh, statornic virtuos
La el mi se oprelte orice gon
Cusururi +&fumes, ndu
¢n adevAribunfilcantt ot ©c
Cu ele trei, i alte stihuri
Sunt ganduri care curg dintr -un cuvant
Ce pomtgateetdin singur "~ nTel es
|l ar dacn i eraufost,coann ruptan

¢l i r & glBublimul rost.
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