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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.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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.
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Son o
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William Shakespeare
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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

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

- oy

Marc Chagall: Romeo and Juliet
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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
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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

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



William Shakespeare
Sonnets. Sonete. Parallel Texts.

Transl ated

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.

23

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.
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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

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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






