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Sonnet 1

From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease
His tender heir might bear his memory.
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.
Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaudy spring,
Within thine own bud buriest thy content,
And, tender churl, mak’st waste in niggarding.
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.

Sonetul 1

Vrem toti ca orice-i viu scumpi pui si odrasleasca,

Iar roza frumusetii nicicdnd si n-aibd moarte;

Pe cel mai copt se cade ca timpul si-1 coseasca,

Pentru ca-acel mai tdndr in amintiri s-1 poarte.

Tu insa, logodit cu ai tai proprii ochi senini,

Focul luminii cu vreascuri din tine iti hrinesti

Si foamete-aduci acolo unde-i belsug si plin,

Dulcii-ti fiinte crud, vrijmas tu tie te vadesti;

Iar tu, acela care-acum al lumii nou odor

Esti — si al priméverii-n floare singur olacar,

Ti-ngropi in propriu-ti mugur jinduitorul dor

Si risipesti zgércindu-te, tu, scump si dulce-avar.
De lume si ai mild; de nu, un nesatul vei fi
Pierzi ce-i de drept al lumii, ce groapa va-nghiti.
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Sonnet 2

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,

Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,

Will be a tattered weed, of small worth held.

Then being asked where all thy beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty” days,

To say within thine own deep-sunken eyes

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use

If thou couldst answer, “This fair child of mine

Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,”

Proving his beauty by succession thine.
This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.

Sonetul 2

Cand patruzeci de ani cu fruntea ti s-or rizboi,

Brazde-adinci sapind in cAmpul frumusetii tale,

Scumpul junetii strai, ce toti se-ntrec a il cinsti,

Réaméne-va o zdreantd fir’ nicio ciutare.

Und’ ti-e ascunsd frumusetea de vei fi-ntrebat,

Unde-i avantul jun si-avutul zilelor ce-au fost,

C-au ramas si spui in ochii-fi, cu licar infundat,

Rusine-arzanda-ar fi si lauda fara de rost.

Frum’setii tale oare ce laiida s-ar cuveni

De-ai zice: ,,Rdbojul meu, pruncu-acesta minunat

{1 va-nchide — si drept scuzi imi va folosi

Céandva”, céci va vadi frumosul, ce-i prin sange dat.
Asta-ar fi ca tu, bitran, te-1 simti relnviat
Si-o sd-ti vezi sangele cald, cand tu-1 simfi cd e-nghetat.

2lusty: full of animal life and spirits, lively and active (Schmidt).
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Sonnet 3

Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest,
Now is the time that face should form another,
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.
For where is she so fair whose uneared womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?
Or who 1s he so fond will be the tomb
Of his self-love, to stop posterity?
Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime;
So thou through windows of thine age shalt see,
Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.
But if thou live remembered not to be,
Die single and thine image dies with thee.

Sonetul 3

Priveste oglinda-ti si spune-i fetei ce-o zdresti
Cé-i timpul ca alta ca ea si zimisleascd;
De nu te-ndemni acum ca, proaspiti, s-o innoiesti,
Tu lumea-nseli si-o mama n-o lasi si se-alduiasca.
Cici cine-i minunea al cérei pantec nerodit
Ca tu sa-i fii plugar cuteazi-a nu voi?
Si cine-i cel care, din mandria-i oséndit
Gropii, ar vrea, cu zel, chiar el plamada-a-si stavili?
Esti chipul mamei, iar ea, prin tine, ale sale
Dulci tinereti recheama, de-april preaminunat;
Vedea-vei, deci, prin fereastra varstniciei tale,
Al tau de aur ev, ce-si rdde de-un chip brazdat.
Dar, daci tu traiesti ca sa nu fii amintit,
Muri-vei singur — si chipu-ti cu tine-a i pierit.
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Sonnet 4

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy?
Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but doth lend,
And, being frank, she lends to those are free.
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse
The bounteous largess given thee to give?
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use
So great a sum of sums yet canst not live?
For having traffic with thyself alone,
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.
Then how when nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canst thou leave?
Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,
Which uséd lives th’executor to be.

Sonetul 4

Iubit risipitor, de ce-al frum’setii tale-avut,
Ce-ai mostenit, 1l cheltui si esti insuti pierzator?
Nu-i déruit-a Firii zestre, ci-i doar cu-mprumut
Si,-n darnicia-i, ea-mprumuta pe cheltuitori.
Deci tu, preaminunat avar, de ce sd osandesti
Bogata avere, ce ti-a fost daté spre-a o da?
Camatar far’ dobanda si spor, de ce folosesti
Asa suma de-averi, dar nu-ti poti duce viata ta?
Fiindca tu, numai cu tine insuti negutind,
Te-nseli pe tine, furdndu-ti sinele gingas;
Si-atunci cand Firea-ti va spune ci esti tu la rand
Sa pleci, ce socoteli multumitoare poti sé lasi?
S-o-ngropa cu tine frum’setea tinuta in zadar,
Dar va trii, de-i folosita — si ti-o fi notar.
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Sonnet 5

Those hours that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell

Will play the tyrants to the very same

And that unfair which fairly doth excel.

For never-resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter and confounds him there,

Sap checked with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o’er-snowed and bareness everywhere.

Then were not summer’s distillation left,

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft,

Nor it nor no remembrance what it was.
But flowers distilled, though they with winter meet,
Leese’ but their show; their substance still lives sweet.

Sonetul 5

Orele-acelea, care-n dulce trudd-au intrupat

Mandrul ochi und’ orice ochi catd si se puna,

Rol de tirani acestei vii zidiri vor fi jucat

Si vor répi a frumusetii noi cununa.

Cici timpul fir-odihné vara, de zor, o-mpinge

Spre hdda iarnd — si-acolo, crud, o nimiceste,

Ingheats seva, frunzei verzi viata i-o stinge,

Frumosu-i nins si pustiul peste tot domneste.

De n-ar rdiméne esenta verii-ntemnitata,

Si fie rob lichid, intre pereti de sticld prins,

Puterea frum’setii s-ar duce cu ea odatd —

Si ea, i amintirea a ce-a fost, se va fi stins.
Floarea, scursid-n esentd, iarna de-o pridideste,
Chipul doar isi pierde, cdci miezu-i mereu traieste.

3 Jeese: to lose (Schmidt).
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Sonnet 6

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface,
In thee thy summer ere thou be distilled:
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place,
With beauty’s treasure ere it be self-killed:
That use is not forbidden usury,
Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That’s for thy self to breed another thee,
Or ten times happier be it ten for one,
Ten times thy self were happier than thou art,
If ten of thine ten times refigured thee:
Then what could death do if thou shouldst depart,
Leaving thee living in posterity?
Be not self-willed for thou art much too fair,
To be death’s conquest and make worms thine heir.

Sonetul 6

Deci, mana zbarciti-a iernii acum tu n-o lasa
Sé-ti piarda vara far’ ca esenta-ti s-o pastreze,
Pune-ntr-un sip dulceata; rodu-ti varsd undeva;
Comoara mandra-ti lasé, si nu se ruineze!
Asa de faci, nu-i camatd ingraditd-anume...
De-ist pret, datornica-ti cé-i norocoasé-a zice.
Atéta ar fi doar: incd un fu s-aduci pe lume,
De zece ori pe-atita — ai fi si mai ferice! -
Cici sinele-ti de zeci de ori mai bucuros va fi
De-ar lastari din tine zece, nu un singur fiu.
Putere moartea n-o avea, cand te vei prapadi,
Prin dulcile-ti odrasle, tu vei rdméne vesnic viu.
Nu fi van si indéréitnic, esti mult prea minunat
Ca s-ajungi tu pradd mortii, de viermi sa fii méncat.
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Sonnet 7

Lo, in the Orient when the gracious light
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,
Serving with looks his sacred majesty;
And having climbed the steep-up heavenly hill,
Resembling strong youth in his middle age,
Yet mortal looks‘adore his beauty still,
Attending on his golden pilgrimage.
But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,
Like feeble age he reeleth from the day,
The eyes, ’fore duteous, now converted” are
From his low tract and look another way.
So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon,
Unlooked on diest unless thou get a son.

Sonetul 7

Priveste-n Rasarit: cAnd madrita strélucire

Isi salta fruntea de foc, orice ochi de pe pamant

Spre nou-nascutul chip se pleacd, dand cinstire

Si stand cu ochii-n slujba astrului méret si sfént;

Urcand pieptis costisa spre cer, in varf razbeste

In miezul vietii, ca verdea junete fiind,

Iar ochiul muritor mereu farmecu-i slaveste;

Gribesc toti sd-1 stea-n slujba-n aurosul sdu colind.

Dar cand, din culmea cea de sus, in caru-i ostenit,

Ca varsta grea, pleaca din zi, pasii-i se-mpleticesc;

Ochii, care-altidata supusi s-au atintit,

Se-ntorc de la scdzuta-i cale si-ntr-alt loc privesc.
La fel, de treci spre-amiaza si peste sine-{i pasesti,
Te stingi neluat in seamd, dac-un fiu nu zamislesti.

* duteous: respectfiil, obsequious; to convert: to turn off (Schmidt).
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Sonnet 8

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.

Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not gladly,

Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy?

If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,

By unions married, do offend thine ear,

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds

In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.

Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,

Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,

Resembling sire and child and happy mother,

Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing;
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee: “Thou single wilt prove none.”

Sonetul 8

Tu, zvon dulce-n auz, de ce-asculti, trist, melodia?

Desfatul si-ajunge, se vor cele-ncéntitoare;

De ce-ndrégesti ce nu-ti starneste bucuria

Ori, pe dos, primesti cu drag aceea ce te doare?

Dac-armonia plind din calm-unduiosul cant

Iti supara-auzul, chiar de notele-s legate

Ca-n cununii, ele te dojenesc pe tine bland

Ca 1ti pustiesti isonul in singuritate.

Cum sonul strunei se-nsoteste cu-altul, ia seami:

Ciupite una-ntr-alta, dupdolaltd suna,

La fel ca un tatd, un fiu si-o ferice mama

Care dau, toti ca unul, zvon dulce impreuna;
Iar cantul fard vorbe — cum, multi, ei par doar unul —
iti canti-asa: ,,Singur de esti, o s-ajungi niciunul!”
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Sonnet 9

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye
That thou consum’st thyself in single life?
Ab, if thou issueless shalt hap to die,
The world will wail thee like a makeless wife;
The world will be thy widow and still weep,
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,
When every private widow” well may keep,
By children’s eyes, her husband’s shape in mind.
Look what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;
But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end,
And kept unused, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits

That on himself such murd’rous shame commits.

Sonetul 9

De teamai cé o vaduva cu ochii-n lacrimi lasi,
Sé te irosesti in singuratica viata?
Ah! De-o fi sé se intdmple sd mori fir’de urmasi,
Lumea te va jeli ca, fari sot, o soatd.
Lumea-ti va fi viduva si din plans nu va-nceta,
Cécinu vei ldsa in urmi nicio zugravire
Cu chipu-ti, cand orice vaduva si-ar putea pistra,
Privindu-si fiii, pe-al sdu sot in amintire.
Orice cheltuieste-n Jume un om nesabuit
Locul doar 1si schimbad: tot lumea se fericeste
De-aceasta; risipa de frumos are un sférsit;
Nefolosit, il pierde cel ce nu-1 foloseste.
Nu este iubire de-al{ii-n sin l-acel ce lasa
Si-mplineste-n contra-si asa crima rusinoasa.

* private: particular (opposed to general) (Schmidt).
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