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Do letmém priblédnuti k predohozim prekladiinm,
ve snaze prelogit basnicky, led vérné, pdarovat fraze a radky,
ale i s nékolika ndabradnini drobniistkami a hiZikani do poctn,
bez prebliZeni, Ze sonety jsou adresovany rigné jako tykac a vykadi,
s nabytim presvédienim, e sonety vyynacené tykdanim json adresoviny
poriiznu tmavé milence, & spolecnénmn synovi ... i sobe, ... s pocitem, e
adresdtem vykdni jsou myj. mlady plavovlasy slechtic, prostiedkovate!
setkdni s laskon, mecenas basnika a prenesené ielesnény biih ldsky
(Amor), i starsi osoby, ... dbaje na to, e nékteré sonety jsou rejmé
uréeny metaforicky ... Siunci, Mésici, Casn, Smrti, Lasce, Visni,
aby to v prekladu piisobilo stejné ,na zamysilenou’ jako origindl,
§ ukdagkovym readlenim tpografie, ale 3nalnon interpuntkcl,
protoge lestina mid natolik jinou slabitnost a rytmicnost,
Ze dodret rytmické schema Znamend text zahustis,
tadit ag k nadmérné gramatické Sroubovanost,
ale neg se pustit do parafrizovdni obsahu,
gamésmat délici Lirky k upresnéni.
S pravym znénim vpravo.

&
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... prond sonet nent ocislovin ...

Od krdsnych stvoreni Zdddme riisti,
by krdsy Rtze nikdy negemiela,

vykvét val'_é .doz;;aje, 'éd{” %vi”?f ”5{5) FRom faireft creatures we defire increafe,
Pﬂ/é,; v dédici, Vﬂlj V%POW,”@]‘/’ f‘*’/d" B That thereby beauties Rgfe might neuer die,
Tvjm zabledénim do toych jasnych od, But as the riper fhould by time deceafe,

krmis svij svit, palivem, co 1€ stravi,

S . His tender heire might beare his memory:
% hojnosti hlad pak byvd jen, ag vkrod

o ot ot But thou contracted to thine owne bright eyes,
2 r,afgﬂfw’ @ 1¢ sama mﬁi Rarae. Feed’t thy lights flame with felfe {fub{tantiall fewell,
St svéZim ornamentem svéta, jara . . .
odondsts on. ik kem d i Making a famine where aboundance lies,
PreaRuCstLjen 1y s 0.poveirs, Thy felfe thy foe,to thy fweet felfe too cruell:
ve vlastnim poupéti, kdo skryt se stard,
. I e Thou that art now the worlds frefh ornament,

popletou je, co phitva vsim, co Setri: i

Mej k svétu soncit, negli Zroutem byt And only herauld to the gaudy fpring,

7 . ’ Within thine owne bud burieft thy content,

pyfrat suély svij hrob jen vjpasi. And tender chorle makit waft in niggarding:

Ke svétu soucit méj, nac Srout se stit, Pitty the world,or elfe this glutton be,
o s0ét by Xhlh pak do bhrobu se pat To eate the worlds due,by the graue and thee.

Svéta je Skoda, kdi nenasyti,
pozit, co nabizi, neg hrob tviy byt
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2 2
Ciyficet Zim asf oblebne tvou hlavn, VVHen fortie Winters thall befeige thy brow,
zakapy Zbrazdi polnosti té krdsy, And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field,
honosnou livrej mladistvého stavu Thy youthes proud livery {o gaz’d on now,
prg;ﬁé/nz' v [d,?j/) v ﬁ%%ﬁjp/gyg[) /é/dw Wil be a totter’d weed of {mal worth held:
Pak na dotaz, kam krdsa tva se klidi, Then being afkt,where all thy beautie lies,
kam pokladnice jarych dni, jich moc; Where all the treafure of thy lufty daies;
co 1ty at’ v zapadljch tvych olich skidi To {ay within thine owne deepe {unken eyes,
po kradmém studu, 3 nemistych jig poct. Were an all-eating fhame,and thriftleflé praife.
Vsak, o co vic, ugndni nalezi 1, How much more praife deferu’d thy beauties vie,
pokud e odvétit, v ditéti mém If thou couldft an{were this faire child of mine
dli soucet miij, a 3a mne vypovi 1i, Shall fum my count,and make my old excufe
on, Rrasy dédicné, je diikazem. Proouing his beautie by {fucceffion thine.
Tak, nové, po staru, ma vejit 3 tebe, This were to be new made when thou art ould,
a hidt ton Rrev, nez; tulne, kdyz uz ebe. And fee thy blood warme when thou feel’{t it could.
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Hled' do zreadla svého, tvari v tvadr,
dals7 tvar styorit ma, at’ ddl se skvi,
cerstyy stav achytit, ne kalendar
oklame svét, odepre materstvi.
Kterd je slicna tak, Ze odiekne
tirodu tvého hospodareni?
Ktery do sebechval se zablédne,
ag pohrbi poslonpnosti stvareni?
Jsi obraz matky své, ta skrze né
vzpoming Duben svjch krds rogkvetu,
skrg prizory tak, navék, achove
navzdory vriskdm, lato roletn.
Zijes-li v zapomnéni pusting,
tvrl] Obraz s tebou Zemre, jediné.
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L. Ooke in thy glafle and tell the face thou vewett,
Now is the time that face thould forme an other,
Whofe frefh repaire if now thou not reneweft,
Thou doo’{t beguile the world,vnblefle fome mother.
For where is the {o faire whofe vn-eard wombe
Difdaines the tillage of thy husbandry?

Or who is he {o fond will be the tombe,
Of his felfe loue to {top pofterity?
Thou art thy mothers glafle and fhe in thee
Calls backe the louely Aprill of her prime,
So thou through windowes of thine age fhalt fee,
Difpight of wrinkles this thy goulden time.

But if thou liue remembred not to be,

Die fingle and thine Image dies with thee.
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Nestridma poblednosti, promrhas VN'thrifty louelinefle why doft thou {pend,
na sobé, dédictvi krds svérenych? Vpon thy felfe thy beauties legacy?
Prirody odkaz je jen piijika, zva% Natures bequeft giues nothing but doth lend,
beziirolnd, bez dani vsemoznych: And being franck fhe lends to thofe are free:
Tak, skoupd slicnosti, proc lakomis Then beautious nigard why dooft thou abufe,
5 bobatstvim krds na roxddvint, tvym? The bountious largefle giuen thee to giue?
Bez zisku lichvdri, pro lichvaris Profitles vierer why dooft thou vie
s tou kupou kup, a negijes jen s tim? So great a fumme of fummes yet can’{t not live?
Na sebe brit transakce obchods, For hauing traffike with thy {elfe alone,
sebe jen sebou klames, podvadis, Thou of thy felfe thy fweet felfe doft deceaue,
ag priroda zaveli k odchod, Then how when nature calls thee to be gone,
Jaky jen Audit a se vystavis? What acceptable 4#dit can’{t thou leaue?
Tvou ladnost, ladem, vezmes do hrobu, Thy vnuf’d beauty muit be tomb’d with thee,
uita, preckda pobrbu podobn. Which vied liues th’executor to be.
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T3 hodiny, co négné ramovaly
krdsny pobled, co vsechny stabuje,
rddy by pak tyranigovaly,

vzhleden co k vzhlednémmn se vtabuje:

Cas neutuchajici 1éto zve

do zimy osklivé, tam uvézni,

gmragi tok mizy, listi oderve,

Rasnézi krdsu, kolem vyprazdni.

Kdyg z léta destildt by jenom byl

tekutym véxném v sklenném azdént,

pak krdsy ozdobnost by odzdobil,

vzpominky prosty, bex nzgardent.
Kvet destilovany, byt’ zim by znal,

ac pousti vzbled, obsah ma sladky dal.
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THofe howers that with gentle worke did frame,

The louely gaze where euery eye doth dwell

Will play the tirants to the very fame,

And that vnfaire which fairely doth excell:

For neuer refting time leads Summer on,

To hidious winter and confounds him there,

Sap checkt with froft and luftie leau’s quite gon.

Beauty ore-fnow’d and barenes euery where,

Then were not fummers diftillation left

A liquid prifoner pent in walls of glafle,

Beauties effeét with beauty were bereft,

Nor it nor noe remembrance what it was.
But flowers diftil’d though they with winter meete,
Leefe but their fhow,their {fubftance {till liues {weet.
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AP ruka imy, drsna, nexhyzdi

10 léto, neg 3 néj bude destilat:

Fidlu oslad; poklad at’ je v ni,

krdsy, nez sejde v odkvet, sebe klit:

To neni zakdzané lichvarstv,

kdyz Stesti prijckn sméji odplcet;

11, kdo si dalsi 3 sebe vyslechti,

desetkerdt §tésti, da-li na deset,

desetkrdt 1y, desetkerdt stastnéjsi,

kdyZ 2 tebe deset by 1¢ tvarnilo,

co s tim tva smrt, byt sebeschopnéysi,

kdyg v potomcich dil it se 3darilo?
Krdsy mas moc, lepsi zdroj krdsy smén,
neg smrti trofey, cervii rodokmen.
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THen let not winters wragged hand deface,
In thee thy fummer ere thou be diftil’d:
Make {weet fome viall;treafure thou {fome place,
With beautits treafure ere it be felfe kil’d:
That vfe is not forbidden viery,
Which happies thofe that pay the willing lone;
That’s for thy felfe to breed an other thee,
Or ten times happier be it ten for one,
Ten times thy felfe were happier then thou art,
If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee,
Then what could death doe if thou fhould’{t depart,
Leauing thee liuing in pofterity?
Be not {elfe-wild for thou art much too faire,
To be deaths conque{t and make wormes thine heire.
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.. S upoornénin na slovni hiicku se slovy sun/som, slunce a syn ...

7 7

Hle v Orientn, kdyZ tvar pogvedne L Oe in the Orient when the graciouslight,
svétlo Zdrné, vsech ponienych Jrak Lifts vp his burning head,each vnder eye

kor? se mu, a vhiru poblédne, Doth homage to his new appearing fight,

5 obdivem, majestitu na 3a3rak, Seruing with lookes his {acred maiefty,

pak, kdy3 na vrehol nebes vysplha, And hauing climb’d the {teepe vp heauenly hill,
Jak statny mladik, vypinaje si, Refembling {trong youth in his middle age,
smrtelnych rakit dal svij privod md, Yet mortall lookes adore his beauty {till,
eskortu k tazent, co vylatil: Attending on his goulden pilgrimage:

A% s vrcholu, svou kdru trmdd, But when from high-moft pich with wery car,
Jak 5/”?/ stare, d”f’” SR dcern, Like feeble age he reeleth from the day,

5{‘” (drive _dbdé/) o odprad, The eyes(fore dutious)now conuerted are
dipadken jeho si @ z’;iecbmm: From his low tralt and looke an other way:

Tak 1y, co vychzys do polede, So thou,thy felfe out-going in thy noon:

bex s nka 3emresls, Kdo poblédne. Vnlok’d on dieft vnlefle thou get a fonne.
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.. Rrdsnd tivodni hiicka o miizickosti a hudbé/ muzice, viz 165 sonet 128

8

Naposlech hudba, proc ma té posmutnit,
med k medu sladky, blaho & blabu je:
Proc milujes, co nechees pripustit,
s radosti pripmes, co jen susmje?
Kdyz vérny souzvuk, tonii sladénycb,
sexdanych, skripavy se tobé 3dd,
vez, e jen sladce kdraji tvij hiich,
hrt solo, kde vic partsi snést se mad:
Shs, jedna struna s druhon, v mangelstvi,
rogezni drubou, vddem spolecnynm;
Jak otce, décka, matky radosti,
v souladu vdjenmmném ni, tonem svym.
Beze slov, mnozi, stoji za notou,
Ze jednotlivost tvd je prazdnoton.

8

MVfick to heare,why hear’{t thou mufick {adly,
Sweets with fweets warre not ,ioy delights in ioy:
Why lou’{t thou that which thou receauft not gladly,
Or elfe receau’{t with pleafure thine annoy ?

If the true concord of well tuned founds,
By vnions married do offend thine eare,
They do but {weetly chide thee , who confounds
In finglenefle the parts that thou fhould’{t beare:
Marke how one {tring {weet husband to an other,
Strikes each in each by mutuall ordering;
Refembling fier,and child,and happy mother,
Who all in one,one pleafing note do fing:
Whofe {peechlefle fong being many,{feeming one,
Sings this to thee thou fingle wilt proue none.
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Bojis' se oko vdovy zavlait, IS it for feare to wet a widdowes eye,

e poird tviij Zivot samota? That thou confum’{t thy felfe in fingle life?
Ach, bez potomka navidy odejit, Ah;if thou ifTulefle thalt hap to die,

svét bude truchlit, jako vdova tvd, The world will waile thee like a makelefle wife,
svét bude oplikavat, o 1o spis, The world wilbe thy widdow and ftill weepe,
e po 1o tu forma nexbyla, That thou no forme of thee haft left behind ,
kdy3 kazdd béznd vdova ma svon skiyis, When euery priuat widdow well may keepe,

v ocich svych déti, rysy manzela:
Hle, marnotratnik, jak ngiva svét,
premistuje se jen, svét ddl jej znd,
v$ak krdsa, vyplitvand, skonli hned,
nenzgita, viastniken nilena:

K nikomu lasku v hrudi nebosti,

kdo Skody, vragedné, si dopusti.

By childrens eyes,her husbands fhape in minde:
Looke what an vnthrift in the world doth {pend
Shifts but his place,for {till the world inioyes it
But beauties wafte hath in the world an end,
And kept vav{de the vier {o deftroyes it:

No loue toward others in that bofome fits

That on himfelfe fuch murdrous thame commits.
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Ostudné ldsku k drubym upirat,
tak sebe sama ferdtka drgis, prec,
uznej, e leckdo ma té velmi rdd,
vsak, Ze ty nikoho, je jasnd véc:
Tebe, arci vragedna zloba syt
Ze nevdhds byt k sobé v rikladn,
a zavrseni domu vnimds v suti,
kdyz mas nant dbdt, nesetre nakladsi:
Zmén ndzor svij, jd hodnocent sve,
md, nad ldsku, 2dst, binbsi zaznam mit?
K tvé pritommosti, nédné, sibledné,
ndlezi k sobé aspori chovat city

Ruiili niné, drubé ja nech po sobe,

at’ krdsa $ije ddl, tvd v podobe.
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FOr fhame deny that thou bear’{t loue to any
Who for thy felfe art fo vnprouident
Graunt if thou wilt,thou art belou’d of many,
But that thou none lou’{t is moft euident:
For thou art {o pofleft with murdrous hate,
That gain{t thy felfe thou {tickit not to confpire,
Seeking that beautious roofe to ruinate
Which to repaire thould be thy chiefe defire :
O change thy thought,that I may change my minde,
Shall hate be fairer log’d then gente loue?
Be as thy prefence is gracious and kind,
Or to thy felfe at leat kind harted proue,
Make thee an other felfe for loue of me,
That beauty {till may liue in thine or thee.
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Jak rychle chatris, rychle dorostes, AS faft as thou fhalt wane {o faft thou grow’{t,
v jednom 3 téch svych, od kterych odehazis, In one of thine,from that which thou departeft,
a lerstvon krev, co v mladi darujes, And that frefh bloud which yongly thou beftow’1t,
Ra viastni mlddi méj, kdyz nchazis, Thou maift call thine,when thou from youth conuerteft,
v ném sidli mondyost, krisa, sireni Herein liues wifdome,beauty,and increafe,

vné posetilost, vék a chladny mar,
pokud vech zamer, k svéta niceni
dej 117 dvacitky let, a je 3 néj cir:
Priroda ty, co neobdarila,
at’ hrubé, pusté, nazgmar vypusti,
hled, komn do vinku vsak viogila;
0 Stédrost peluj, se vSi Stédrostiy
M 2 tebe pecet’, s kterou vyrazit,
ddl tisknont mas se, privod nekazit.

Without this follie,age,and could decay,
If all were minded {o,the times thould ceafe,
And threefcoore yeare would make the world away:
Let thofe whom nature hath not made for {tore,
Harfh,featurelefle,and rude , barrenly perrith,
Looke whom fhe beft indow’d,fhe gaue the more;
Which bountious guift thou thould{t in bounty cherrifh,
She caru’d thee for her feale,and ment therby,
Thou thouldit print more,not let that coppy die.

translation © Vadav Z | Pinkava, 2010



Shakespearovy sonety

12 12

Kdyss dbim, jak v hodin redi séitim ias, VVHen I doe count the clock that tels the time,

Fim chrabry den, e moiil noci vsdl, And fee the braue day {unck in hidious night,

fialky zvadly nadech, prosly jas, When I behold the violet paft prime,

v soboli kader vstiibien bily Sal: And fable curls or filuer’d ore with white :

Kdy# statné stromy vidim, bez listi, When lofty trees I {ee barren of leaues,

co prily stadu sikryt, pod stiny, Which erft from heat did canopie the herd

a gelert 1éta, v snopi avist, And Sommers greene all girded vp in fheaues

na mardch ebrin, vousy od jini: Borne on the beare with white and briftly beard:

Pak fkrisa tvi se méni, v otaznik, Then of thy beauty do I queftion make

musis-li také tam, kde ias jen 1l That thou among the waftes of time muft goe,

Sladkosti krds, prec, zapron i svij vnik, Since fweets and beauties do them-felues forfake,

mion, aby dalsi 3 nich zas vyrosthy; And die as fait as they fee others grow,
A proti kose Casu neni val, And nothing gain{t Times fieth can make defence
nes, mnogent se, v-tas, nes; by ¢ vzal. Saue breed to braue him,when he takes thee hence.
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Kéz sebou zsistat, avsak lisko vy

ug nejste, jenom § sebou meskdte,

chystejte véas, pred koncem této hry,

ddl sladfkost predat, komu uznite.

Ta krdsa, kterd v poubém ndjmu je,

at’ najde uplatnéni, resent,

az, skonu navdor, vase vdoruje

Jforma, ve sladkém plodu nosent.

Kdo diim svij nechd, necht’se rozpadne,

Jj% Cestnd sprdva nmi udret,

a ustdat ndpory imniho dne,

marny bés smrti mrazi vydrget?
Jenom mrhac, draba ldsko vite,
svého Otce, Synem dosvédiite.
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O That you were your felfe,but loue you are
No longer yours,then you your {elfe here liue,
Againft this cumming end you fhould prepare,
And your {fweet femblance to fome other giue.
So thould that beauty which you hold in leafe
find no determination,then you were
You felfe again after your felfes deceafe,
When your {weet iffue your {weet forme thould beare.
Who lets {o faire a houfe fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might vphold,
Again{t the {tormy gufts of winters day
And barren rage of deaths eternall cold?
O none but vnthrifts,deare my loue you know,
You had a Father,let your Son fay fo.
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Ze hvézd, své sisudky ja nezobu,

presto mam svoji Astronomii;

gndt hjch, & dobrych, sanci podobn,

mor, netirodu, nemdnm v rezit.

Neumin na minutu predvidat

kazdého necas, hrom, dést, povétr,

(& Princiim na tagenich povidat,

mtif pobled do nebes, jak unsetyi.

Tvé oz, vse co vim, mi evuji,

Stdlice sviti v nich, a dist je Zndm,

vérnost a krdsa spolu vybuji,

kdyg sebe uloZis, jak predjimidn.
A pokud ne, mdim prognozu a vést,
konec tvilj, koncem Pravdy, Krdsy jest.
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N Ot from the {tars do I my iudgement plucke,
And yet me thinkes I haue Aftronomy,
But not to tell of good,or euil lucke,
Of plagues,of dearths,or {eafons quallity,
Nor can I fortune to breefe mynuits tell;
Pointing to each his thunder,raine and winde,
Or f{ay with Princes if it fhal go wel
By oft predi¢t that I in heauen finde.
But from thine eies my knowledge I deriue,
And conftant {tars in them I read f{uch art
As truth and beautie thal together thriue
If from thy felfe,to {tore thou wouldit conuert:
Or elfe of thee thisI prognofticate,
Thy end is Truthes and Beauties doome and date.
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Uvaz, jak vsechno rist si doprava,

byt’ na svém vrcholn dlf krdtce jen.

Jeviste siré, nic neg vyprava,

komentdr Hvézd nad, viiv ma ntajen.

Kayz vnimam lidi wist, vzat od rostlin,

k oblasu, k mire, téze obloby:

Mladistvi mizon vys, pak od vysin,

azg apomnéni najdon polohy.

Pak liboviile vratké ndavstéyy

mldadim vis obobaci, pred 3raky,

Cax, mrhac, § ipadken ma timinyy,

Jak den vas ménit v noci prizraky;
vzdor vdlce C asu, s tim, jak mdm vds rdd,
co bere vdm, ja stihdam dopsavat.
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Iy

WHen I confider euery thing that growes

Holds in perfection but a litdle moment.
That this huge {tage prefenteth nought but thowes
Whereon the Stars in {ecret influence comment.
When I perceiue that men as plants increafe,
Cheared and checkt euen by the felfe-fame skie:
Vaunt in their youthfull fap,at height decreafe,
And were their braue {tate out of memory.
Then the conceit of this inconftant {tay,
Sets you moft rich in youth before my fight,
Where waftfull time debateth with decay
To change your day of youth to {ullied night,
And all in war with Time for loue of you
As he takes from you,I ingraft you new.
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I7Sak proc se, mocné, v boji nestietnéte, BVt wherefore do not you a mightier waie
5 Easem, tim krvelacnym tyranem? Make warre vppon this bloudie tirant time?
Pred zfizon, dil, se v opevnéni pnéte, And fortifie your felfe in your decay
stnéisim, nez je prazdnych versii viem? With meanes more blefled then my barren rime?
Jste na vrcholu vsech svych stastnych chvil, Now {tand you on the top of happie houres,
a mnoho zabrad, jesté panenskych, And many maiden gardens yet vnfet,
nést vase Zivé kvéty ma 3a cil, With vertuous wifh would beare your liuing flowers,
radej, nez podobizen podvodnych: Much liker then your painted counterfeit:
Tak %iti édry Sivot vyspravi, So thould the lines of life that life repaire
neg (Casu tuska, & miyj aceke hrot) Which this (Times penfel or my pupill pen)
co nema vahu, vami vypovi, Neither in inward worth nor outward faire
e jste ddl na ocich, pro lidsky rod. Can make you liue your felfe in eies of men,
Dat ze sebe, tim sebe zachovat, To giue away your {elfe keeps your felfe ftill,
Kev Rresbon vtabi, ddl lad dochovat. And you muft liue drawne by your owne {weet skill,
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Kdo nvérz mym slokdnm v budoncnn,

kdyg miru vasich asinh navrsim?

Prestoge, biihvi, je-li pomnik snii

Zivota stin, se zdobnym ndvrsin:

Ja, umét vasich oci popsat jas,

a cerstvé siitat vSechny vase vnady,

vék pristi ek by, Bdsnik basni as,

tak bogské, s lidskym, nejde dobromady.

Tehdy mé listy (véky zaglontlé)

vbudi jen smich, jak starci bldaboly,

1y$y, vase, pry g Sive Basnické,

g Antickych 3pévi, co vse prebnaly.
Bude Ii Zit vsak dité vdam, v ten ias,
vy dvakrdt, v ném, a ve slokdch mych as.

Shakespearovy sonety

7

VVHo will beleeue my verfe in time to come

If it were fild with your moft high deferts?
Though yet heauen knowes it is but as a tombe
Which hides your life , and fhewes not halfe your parts:
If T could write the beauty of your eyes,
And in frefh numbers number all your graces,
The age to come would fay this Poet lies,
Such heauenly touches nere toucht earthly faces.
So thould my papers (yellowed with their age)
Be {corn’d,like old men of leflé truth then tongue,
And your true rights be termd a Poets rage,
And {tretched miter of an Antique fong.
But were {fome childe of yours aliue that time,
You fhould liue twife in it,and in my rime.
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Na tebe krithy je i Letni den? SHall I compare thee to a Summers day?
V%dyt’ ty jsi krdsnéjsi a vlidnéisi: Thou art more louely and more temperate:
Pucici Kvéten spétrd vitr smén, Rough windes do fhake the darling buds of Maie,
a Léta druby dech nezkonejss: And Sommers leafe hath all too fhort a date:
Obéas, a% lité, oko nebe dsti, Sometime too hot the eye of heauen fhines,
pak, Lasto, Zlatou plet’ si akryva; And often is his gold complexion dimm’d,
kagdickd krdsa 3 krdsy upousts, And euery faire from faire fome-time declines,
nehod a it béh ji podryva: By chance,or natures changing courfe vntrim’d:
Vétnost vsak o tvé 1éto dobre dba, But thy eternall Sommer fhall not fade,
privaby, té, nebudon zakryté Nor loofe pofleffion of that faire thou ow’it,
smrtty co stinem svym se holedba, Nor fhall death brag thou wandr’{t in his thade,
Jiné 18 rysky véint, letité; When in eternall lines to time thou grow’it,
dokavad trvd dech, a v olich svit, So long as men can breath or eyes can fee,
tak. dlonho tn, v mych Yadcich, budes 331, So long liues this,and this giues life to thee,
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Vsegravy lase, otup tiapy Lvi,

em priméj, potér svij cpdt ve chitan el

tesaky vyrvi, 3 Tygrich Celisti,

Fénixce vékii krev, spal, na popel,

rozdave doby, nezdarile, viidne,

libovolné ¢in, hbité, nevazan,

il svéta sladkosti, na sesle, bidné:

Jen podly locin ten, méj gakazan,

g mildcka cela, hodin nenkroj,

nai nerysuj, prastarym perem svym,

obepluj jej, at’ dal je krdsy dro,

za vor at’ slouzd, lidem ndslednym.
Nedas-/, Cfaye, stdr, vdor Spatnosti,

mily, v mych versich midd, $ij vécnosti.

Shakespearovy sonety

I9

DEuouring time blunt thou the Lyons pawes,
And make the earth deuoure her owne {weet brood,
Plucke the keene teeth from the fierce Tygers yawes,
And burne the long liv’d Phanix in her blood,
Make glad and forry feafons as thou fleet’(t,
And do what ere thou wilt {wift-footed time
To the wide world and all her fading fweets:
But I forbid thee one moit hainous crime,
O carue not with thy howers my loues faire brow,
Nor draw noe lines there with thine antique pen,
Him in thy courfe vntainted doe allow,
For beauties patterne to fucceding men.
Yet doe thy worit ould Time difpight thy wrong,
My loue fhall in my verfe euer liue young.
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.. § Raciiskym presvédienim, Ze popisovanym je maly syndcek, s tvari po mamince, nebo Amor ...

20

Tvar Zeny, malbu od prirody samé

mds, co je Viided Vlddkyné mych vasni, 20

Zeny mas srdce nézné, ne co klame,

nestilé, tékavé, tak Sendm wldstn, A Womans face with natures owne hand painted,

Oko nad jejich jas, mii kol se stic: Hafte thou the Mafter Miftris of my paffion,

Zlatis vse, na co pobled zaméruses, A womans gentle hart but not acquainted

odstinem mug, Odstiny prejinadis With fhifting change as is falfe womens fafhion,

ber mugiim zrak, duse Zen oshinges, An eye more bright then theirs,lefle falfe in rowling:
Gilding the obie& where-vpon it gazeth,

pro Jenn tys byl nejdiiv utvoren, A man in hew all Hews in his controwling,

nez priroda, té stvoric, s potésenin

dodala, cims ode mmne odvren,

mas navic to, co pro mmne nicim nent.
Kdyz vypichla t¢ Zendm k libosti
1€ réd i€, jim poklddej radosti.

Which {teales mens eyes and womens {oules amafeth.
And for a woman wert thou firft created,

Till nature as the wrought thee fell a dotinge,

And by addition me of thee defeated,

By adding one thing to my purpofe nothing.

pro Zenu tys byl stvoren vylogent But fince fhe prickt thee out for womens pleafure,

e priroda, 1 swoiit; v 3aijel Mine be thy loue and thy loues vfe their treafure.
mne dala mezi tebon poragene,

itleten jednim smysl neuleti.
Rdyz vypichla té Sendm k potésent
gndm wého darn lisky uplatnén.
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.. § ne lak docela potlalenym dojmenm, Ze prinejmensim tfento sonet napsala maminka,
treba takova Aemilia Bassano Lanyer (1569 ~ 1645), kterd porodila nemanselského syna jménem Henry Carey stejnojmennénn otei r.1593 ale nest ...

21

U mne to nent, jako u t¢ 3 Mz,

co v jeho slokdch krdsku maluje,

co nebesy vse dobit, mai za vkus,

a slicnost svou, se vSemi métuge,
vytvdr? brdé spoje, za primeér

mad Slunce, Luny, zemé, moii skvost:
Proni kvét Dubna, vse od vzacnych sfer,
Jich nebes obif okrub jima dost,
necht’ lasky vérnost vérné popsat ddm,
pak nvét, liska ma je pobledna,
Jak dité matky, kaZdeé, kteron ndm,
byt lata lustrn nebe, nedozna:

AP prebani, kdo klepy 5ir7 rid,

_jd neprodavdm, proc se Zaprodat.

21

SO is it not with me as with that Mulfe,
Stird by a painted beauty to his verfe,
Who heauen it felfe for ornament doth vfe,
And euery faire with his faire doth reherfe,
Making a coopelment of proud compare
With Sunne and Moone,with earth and feas rich gems:
With Aprills firft borne flowers and all things rare,
That heauens ayre in this huge rondure hems,
O let me true in loue but truly write,
And then beleeue me,my loue is as faire,
As any mothers childe,though not {o bright
As thofe gould candells fixt in heauens ayer:
Let them fay more that like of heare-fay well,
I will not prayfe that purpofe not to fell.
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M zreadlo mi star? nevnuts,
dokud je mlddi s tebou spojenc,
vSak v tvdri tvé, brazd lasn hlédnuti
ukdze moje dny, 3a selten.
Veskerd krdsa, co té pokryva,
Je mého srdece okdzaly pldst,
mé Zaje v tvoji bhrudi, ja tvé manm,
tak jak bych starsi tebe mobh byt, Jvlast’?
Pro mmne, 6 lasko opatruy se, chrai,
Jak ji zas, pro tebe, o sebe dbdm,
srdge tvé nesu, nedopustim nai,
Jak chiva dité brani chorobdm,
Nemysli na své, ag mé vybasne,
neman jej od tebe jen docasné.

Shakespearovy sonety

22

MY glafle fhall not perfwade me I am ould,

So long as youth and thou are of one date,

But when in thee times forrwes I behould,

Then look I death my daies fhould expiate.

For all that beauty that doth couer thee,

Is but the {feemely rayment of my heart,

Which in thy breft doth liue,as thine in me,

How can I then be elder then thou art?

O therefore loue be of thy felfe {fo wary,

As I not for my felfe,but for thee will,

Bearing thy heart which I will keepe {o chary

As tender nurfe her babe from faring ll.
Prefume not on thy heart when mine is {laine,
Thou gau’{t me thine not to giue backe againe.
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.. U poslednim vidkn visuilni hiicka na ostrovtip pravopisem wit/ wibt, chybi vsak with, to hear with eyes, uslyset olina ...

23 23
AS an vnperfect altor on the ftage,

Jak herec, novic, byva trémou jat

na jevisti, 3 role vyveden,

¢ dravec rozlicen, ag nucen rvdt,

svou viastni silou v srdei oslaben,

prilis se bojim, vémost vyslovit,

bych ustdl ldsky ceremonidl,

$tla mé ldsky umi vysilit,

pod tihou velké lisky nejdn dal:

AL jsou mé knily vyrelnosti mou,

tichym predvojem hrudi vymlumé,

prosbon o laskn, za ni odplaton,

nad jagyk vic, co vic se vycekne.
O ué se, vyéist tiché lisky spis,
olima naslouchat je lasky 1ys.

Who with his feare is put befides his part,
Or {fome fierce thing repleat with too much rage,
Whofe {trengths abondance weakens his owne heart;
So I for feare of truft,forget to {ay,
The perfect ceremony of loues right,
And in mine owne loues {trength feeme to decay,
Ore-charg’d with burthen of mine owne loues might:
O let my books be then the eloquence,
And domb prefagers of my {peaking breft,
Who pleade for loue,and look for recompence,
More then that tonge that more hath more expreft.
O learne to read what filent loue hath writ,
To heare wit eies belongs to loues fine wiht.
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Mg zor, jak hravy malit, kradmo vryl
tych tvarii vzor, na desku srdecni,
mé télo ram je, klery upevnil
perspektivu, jiz Malir zvytecni.
Skrze zor Maliviiv tak, dovedny,
Ize nalézt ryzd Podobiznu svou,
visi v mé hrudni sini vystavni,
Sit a okna ma lesk tvych olf dvou:
Hiled' dobre, oci ocim oplici,
mij formu tvou, iy prizor, osvit, dr,
okna v mou dusi, Slunce svitici
radostné slidy jinri, na tvou tvar-

ZLor chytracky, vsak, dilo 3kresiue,

kresli, co vidét, ne co v srdei Je.

Shakespearovy sonety

24

M1Ine eye hath play’d the painter and hath f{teeld,
Thy beauties forme in table of my heart,
My body is the frame wherein ti’s held,
And perfpetiue it is beft Painters art.
For through the Painter muft you fee his skill,
To finde where your true Image pictur’d lies,
Which in my bofomes thop is hanging {til,
That hath his windowes glazed with thine eyes:
Now fee what good-turnes eyes for eies haue done,
Mine eyes haue drawne thy fhape,and thine for me
Are windowes to my breft, where-through the Sun
Delights to peepe,to gaze therein on thee
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art
They draw but what they {ee,know not the hart.
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V'Sichni, jichg hvézdy vzbiirn stoupayi,
at’ slavon poct se pyiz, okdzale,
Stesténa 2apira mne, potajt,

165im se 3a své Rygené, byt malé.

Pod princii protekct, at’ listy éer?,

Jak NMésicky jen, proti slunce Joruy
nahrobky pychy poubé, taci, kter?
gmralenim sejdon, nahle, bezesporn.
Vlecnik, rmutny, boji prosiaven,
po tisic bitvdch napoprvé srazgen,

Je g knihy chrabrych smazdn, vyplaven,
vse zapomennto, ac byval vagen:

Stastnéisi ja, miluji, miluji,
neodbyvam, mmne nedbyvayi.

Shakespearovy sonety

25

L Et thofe who are in fauor with their ftars,

Of publike honour and proud titles boft,

Whil{t I whome fortune of fuch tryumph bars

Vnlookt for ioy in that I honour moft;

Great Princes fauorites their faire leaues {pread,

But as the Marygold at the funs eye,

And in them-felues their pride lies buried,

For at a frowne they in their glory die.

The painefull warrier famofed for worth,

After a thoufand vi€tories once foild,

Is from the booke of honour rafed quite,

And all the reft forgot for which he toild:
Then happy I that loue and am beloued
Where I may not remoue,nor be remoued.
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... neg orisek prekladovy, tento sonet je oriskem vikladovym, zde vérné ve snazge prenést nejasnosti dal. (ale tieba je minén Eros, spojen s isti #la) ...

26

Pane mé lasky, jemng v poddanstvi
tvou dsluhon mij tivazek je spjat;
zasildm i 3de psané poselstvi,
na diikaz; ricty, ne se vychlonbat.
Ta sicta velkd, slaby divtip mii
chudobny sdélit, postradaje vét;
doufiam e vlidny nazor, Zameér tviy
J¢] (v naboté) pripusti ga podnét;
ag hvézda jakds, klerd vede mne
mii, viidné, kladny aspekt dopreje,
mé milovani nuzné oblékne,
by v uznani tvé byla nadeje,

Tehdy si tronfun vict, jak tebe mdnm

v lasce, diiv, hlavu skrytou ponechdn.

26

L.Ord of my loue,to whome in vaflalage

Thy merrit hath my dutie {trongly knit;

To thee I fend this written ambaflage

To witnefle duty, not to fhew my wit.

Duty fo great,which wit {fo poore as mine

May make {eeme bare,in wanting words to fhew it;

But that I hope {fome good conceipt of thine

In thy foules thought (all naked) willbftow it:

Til what{oeuer ftar that guides my mouing,

Points on me gratioufly with faire afpet,

And puts apparrell on my tottered louing,

To fhow me worthy of their {weet refpet,
Then may I dare toboaft how I doe loue thee,
Til then,not thow my head where thou maift proue me.
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Po vysileni spécham, na loZe,
k sladfémn oddychu tam iidy vou,
pak zalne, v hlavé, cesta jistéZe,
prdce mysl, nad téla sinavon.
Pak mystenky (3 mista kde vyikdvam)
pont’ zanicenon k tobé osnuji,
ma vicka, sklesld, znovu otvirdanm,
do temna, jaké slepei vnimayi.
Az do mé duse, predstay vnitini vhled,
tvaij odlesk vnese, slepym olim vstrie
drahokam (visi v temnn priser) hned,
temnotu kerdslt, omladi ji lic.
Hle, za dne télo, v noci mysl bdi,
pro tebe, sebe, klidn nebleds.

Shakespearovy sonety

27

W Eary with toyle,I haft me to my bed,

The deare repofe for lims with trauaill tired,

But then begins a iourny in my head

To worke my mind,when boddies work’s expired.

For then my thoughts(from far where I abide)

Intend a zelous pilgrimage to thee,

And keepe my drooping eye-lids open wide,

Looking on darknes which the blind doe fee.

Saue that my foules imaginary fight

Prefents their fhaddoe to my fightles view,

Which like a iewell (hunge in gaftly night)

Makes blacke night beautious,and her old face new.
Loe thus by day my lims,by night my mind,
For thee,and for my felfe,noe quiet finde.
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Jak mam se vracet, snaset iitrapy,

vyhody odpocinku nemaje?

Noc nezlehii mi, co den natropi,

ddl dni jen, jak den noci, diktuje.

Oba (byt’ v opozici panuyi)

mne ruku v ruce tryni, tyrany

JSem nejprv praci, pak si sté3uji

Ze od tebe je dilka na hony.

Dni namlouvam, e jas tvij krasl jej,

kdyF nebe nkryto je v mracen skrys:

Prikrdslim zatemnélé noci dej,

bezhvézdné nebe, Ze ty poglatis.
V'Sak, den co den, miij smutek tabne ddl,
noc co noc, tably, posiluje Zal.

Shakespearovy sonety

2.3

HOw can I then returne in happy plight

That am debard the benifit of reft?

When daies oppreflion is not eazd by night,

But day by night and night by day opreit.

And each(though enimes to ethers raigne)

Doe in confent thake hands to torture me,

The one by toyle,the other to complaine

How far I toyle,ftill farther off from thee.

I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright,

And do’{t him grace when clouds doe blot the heauen:

So flatter I the fwart complexiond night,

When fparkling {tars twire not thou guil’{t th’ eauen.
But day doth daily draw my forrowes longer,
And night doth nightly make greefes length {feeme {tronger.
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Kdyg Stestona, i lidé, zatrati,

v samoté lfdnm, nad stavem béZence,

do nebe volat, bosky, neplati,

a proklindam svij osud, tracence.

Zavidim vsem, nadéji bobatstvi,

chei toho 1ysy, toho pritele,

schopnosti toho, toho mognosti,

co 1éSilo by, mam a svigele,

vSak, kdyg ug skoro sebon pobrddm,

na tebe vpomenu si, nastests,

a stay mij (jako Skiivan k vysindan,)

stoupd, pév k Nebes brandm vynésti,
v3pominka na tvon lisku, bobatd,
mne vynasi, nad Krile, knigata.

Shakespearovy sonety

29

VVHen in difgrace with Fortune and mens eyes,

I all alone beweepe my out-caft {tate,

And trouble deafe heauen with my bootlefle cries,

And looke vpon my felfe and curfe my fate.

Wifhing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featur’d like him,like him with friends pofleft,

Defiring this mans art,and that mans skope,

With what I moit inioy contented leaft,

Yet in thefe thoughts my felfe almoft defpifing,

Haplye I thinke on thee, and then my {tate,

(Like to the Larke at breake of daye arifing)

From f{ullen earth {ings himns at Heauens gate,
For thy fweet loue remembred fuch welth brings,
That then I skorne to change my {tate with Kings.
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Kdy, u seance sablonbanych chvil, VVHen to the Seffions of fweet filent thought,
vzpominku na vse proslé vyvolim, I fommon vp remembrance of things pait,
vzdychnu, co nemdn, na svij sen, co shnil, I figh the lacke of many a thing I fought,
lipim, co s marnym Casem udélim: And with old woes new waile my deare times wafte:
Okeo se topi (plavec slaby jsem), Then can I drowne an eye(vn-v{’d to flow)
za drahé, tracené ve smrti tié, For precious friends hid in deaths dateles night,
a placu zas, nad davné lasky snem; And weepe a frefh loues long fince canceld woe,
co vSe uz neuviding, mudi mé. And mone th’expence of many a vannifht fight.
Pak kiivdi mi, kiivdy jig 2kriZene, Then can I greeue at greeuances fore-gon,
zas té%ce norim se, do hore hor, And heauily from woe to woe tell ore
zas 1éty skladam, davno slogené, The fad account of fore-bemoned mone,
a spldcim, ditv-splacenych diubii mor. Which I new pay,as if not payd before.
VSak, kdyz na tebe myslim (pritels) But if the while I thinke on thee (deare friend)
Rprdty se rati, rany acelr. All loffes are reftord,and forrowes end.
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Tvd hrud je pokladnici srdei vsech, Thy bofome is indeared with all hearts,
Je, pozbyty, mi prisly zemielé Which I by lacking haue fuppofed dead,
tam Ldska je, ve viech svyjch soucistech, And there raignes Loue and all Loues louing parts,
Jens za pohibené mél jsem, pritele. And all thofe friends which I thought buried.
Kolik posvatnych, ponizenych siz How many a holy and obfequious teare
vzala mi liska 3 0, pobognd, Hath deare religious loue {tolne from mine eye,
sirok téch mrtvyeh, co tn vidim zas, As intereft of the dead,which now appeare,
kazgdy jen vzat a skryt, ta Zdlodna But things remou’d that hidden in there lie.
a hrobka jsi, kde skryty pregily, Thou art the graue where buried loue doth liue,
véncena naky lasek ymiivsich, Hung with the tropheis of my louers gon,
co 3¢ mne valy, tobé svérily, Who all their parts of me to thee did giue,
co_jenom e je, od nich presivst. That due of many,now is thine alone.
Obragy ldsky, v nich, ted v tobé 31im, Their images I low’d, I view in thee,
v 10bé (i v nich) je ve, co dati smim. And thou(all they)haft all the all of me.
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... Opet téma o potomkn polatém 2 ldsky klery je dilem nad sebelepsi verse, pointa je v vddcich 10 a3 12 ...

32

Pokud miyy, spokojeny, den ty presijes,
kdy kiupan smrt mé kosti Zaprdsi,
zas nékdy objevis a problédnes,
co mrtvy Mily tropil ve versich:
Porovnds-li, s vjkvétem odbdobi,
ac perlivych per nedostihai,
v téch versich lasky je, nad ozdoby
Stastlived, co do vysin sabaji.
Pak s5lib mi jen, sivahy laskavost,
riist jeho Miiza do dob souiasnych,
svou ldskou prerost, rodil dragsi skvost,
jez misto md v privodu honosnych:
ZLemrel, a lepsi Bdsnici jsou tu,

styl v jejich bdsnich, laskn v jebo ctu.

32

IF thou furuiue my well contented daie,

When that churle death my bones with duft fhall couer
And fhalt by fortune once more re-furuay:
Thefe poore rude lines of thy deceafed Louer:
Compare them with the bett’ring of the time,
And though they be out-{tript by euery pen,
Referue them for my loue,not for their rime,
Exceeded by the hight of happier men.
Oh then voutfafe me but this louing thought,
Had my friends Mufe growne with this growing age,
A dearer birth then this his loue had brought
To march in ranckes of better equipage:

But fince he died and Poets better proue,

Theirs for their {tile ile read,his for his loue.
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.. vig somnet 7, opét slovni hra se gaménitelnymi slovy slunce a syn ...

33 33

Tolik disviti slavnych vidél jsem, FVIl many a glorious morning haue I {eene,

vrcholy poctit, okem vysost;, flatter the mounuaine tops with {oueraine eie,

Polibit, Flaton v, loutky lem; Kifling with golden face the meddowes greene;

Sed hladin, alchymickon lesklosts: Guilding pale {treames with heauenly alcumy:

Leckdy zas, mrzkym mrakim povolit Anon permit the bafeft cloudes to ride,

by brazdily nebeskon jeho tvdr, With ougly rack on his celeftiall face,

odvrhnont svét, odyratit lice svit, And from the for-lorne world his vifage hide

k zdpadu krdst se, zostuzeny $har: Stealing vnfeene to welt with this difgrace:

Tak mého S nka svit mi rozbresk den Euen {o my Sunne one early morne did fhine,

v$7 slavou, triumfilné, do iela, With all triumphant {plendor on my brow,

vSak ouba, miij na hodinku byl jen, But out alack,he was but one houre mine,

nez, mocny mrak mi skryl jej, docela. The region cloude hath mask’d him from me now.
Zaé, ldska ma, mu vinu nepriznd, Yet him for this,my loue no whit difdaineth,

s'nka e-mé stin, slinka 3 nebe znd. Suns of the world may {taine,whé heauens {un {tainteh.
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34

Proc skib tviij znél, e bude pékny den,

primél mé vycestovat, bez, pliste,

abych byl mracen slotou predstizen,

1vé slavy clonou, hnusnou obzwldaste.

Obcas, jen prorazit mrak nestact,

susit mou tvar od desté, po bours,

sotva vSak mit a lek, co neléd,

hanbu, tak ranhojic jen pobonri:

Tvé zostuzent, Zal mi ponechd,

twym pokdnim trit tratit nemobu,

vinika litost, slaba itécha,

pro néj co nes kiiZ tékych postibi.
Ach ldsky sk, téch perel vypust’, svych,

bobatstvi, vjkupné, vSech skutksi hich.

34

VVHy didit thou promife {fuch a beautious day,
And make me trauaile forth without my cloake,
To let bace cloudes ore-take me in my way,
Hiding thy brau’ry in their rotten {moke.
Tis not enough that through the cloude thou breake,
To dry the raine on my {torme-beaten face,
For no man well of fuch a falue can fpeake,
That heales the wound, and cures not the difgrace:
Nor can thy fhame giue phificke to my griefe,
Though thou repent , yet I haue {till the lofle,
Th’offenders {forrow lends but weake reliefe
To him that beares the {trong offenfes lofle.
Ah but thofe teares are pearle which thy loue theeds,
And they are ritch,and ranfome all ill deeds.
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N O more bee greeu’d at that which thou haft done,

Nebud' dal na stiru se svymi ciny,

viz Rigi tmy, fontdan stribra kal,
zatmeént mraky, Luny, Slnce skorny,
v poupéti Skiidce hnusny Zije, ddl.
Chybovat lidské, jd 6% chybuyi,
prestupek tvri, mnou pod dstitu jat,
Dpromijim tobe, sebe snizuj,
omlonvam hrichy, nad diub omlonvat:
Smysiné skiugy sondinm nesondit,
tvaij odpiirce, tviij viastni Adyokdt,
Zalobu jdu, na sebe, ustrojit;
ldsku a lobu, tak na kordy hndt,

e spolupachatel jsem, uplacen,

akcesor pri loupesi, okrdcen.

Rofes haue thornes,and filuer fountaines mud,
Cloudes and eclipfes {taine both Moone and Sunne,
And loathfome canker liues in fweeteft bud.
All men make faults,and euen I in this,
Authorizing thy trefpas with compare,
My felfe corrupting faluing thy amifle,
Excufing their {ins more then their {ins are:
For to thy fenfuall fault I bring in fence,
Thy aduerfe party is thy Aduocate,
And gainit my felfe a lawfull plea commence,
Such ciuill war is in my loue and hate,
That I an acceflary needs muft be,
To that {weet theefe which fourely robs from me,
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AP dosvédiim, Ze my jsme dvojeni,

ac svorni jednou ldskou, pojici:

Tim spis, jen na mné, skvrn myjch ulpéni,

a unesu_je, bez té pomoci.

V" dyou liskdch, jeden zdameér jedndini,

ac ivot, spolecny, je rogstépen,

coF neodklani lisky kondni,

lec krdti ias, k laskani vycdlenén.

Nadile nelze mi se k tobé ndt,

Rostougen, polit ostouent 1é,

ant 1y me, vereiné, unavat,

neg nesnizit tim vlastni renome:
Nediit tak, ji tak milovat t¢ dbam,

e dobré jméno, tvé, tim k dobru mam.

Shakespearovy sonety
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L. Et me confefle that we two muft be twaine,
Although our vndeuided loues are one:
So fhall thofe blots that do with me remaine,
Without thy helpe , by me be borne alone.
In our two loues there is but one refped,
Though in our liues a {eperable {pight,
Which though it alter not loues fole effet,
Yet doth it {teale fweet houres from loues delight,
I may not euer-more acknowledge thee,
Leaft my bewailed guilt fhould do thee thame,
Nor thou with publike kindnefle honour me,
Vnlefle thou take that honour from thy name:
But doe not {o,I loue thee in fuch fort,
As thou being mine,mine is thy good report.
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Jak potési se otec, vyZily,

It décko, Gile, v mladi Gnnosts,

tak jd, ochromen Stest/ SVévoli,

1ésim se Stavem Wym a ryost.

AP krdson, rodem, umem, penézi

obdaren, négm, vsim, & dalsim snad,

g tituld piisedicich vitézi

Ja lasku vstépim v jejich korun sad:

Pak nejsem chromy, chudy, zavrgen,

ddl mage tvého stinu obivu,

Ja 3 tého prebytku jsa ndrgen,

s 42dibku slavy tvé, jsem nagivn:

V'Se nejlepsi jen preji tobe, s tim,

jd Stesti své desetindsobin.
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AS a decrepit father takes delight,
To fee his attiue childe do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by Fortunes deareft {pight
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth.
For whether beauty,birth,or wealth,or wit,
Or any of thefe all,or all,or more
Intitled in their parts,do crowned fit,
I make my loue ingrafted to this {tore:
So then I am notlame,poore, nor difpi’d,
Whilit that this fhadow doth {uch {ub{tance giue,
That I in thy abundance am {ufhic’d,
And by a part of all thy glory liue:
Looke what is beft,that beft I wifh in thee,
"This wifh I haue,then ten times happy me.
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Proc Miiza ma si zamérovat cil,
kdyg dechemr svym mi dujes ve sloky,
1vé skvostné jsoucno jen bych ponizil
na papir sprosty, jen pro nacviky:
Sobé si déknj, pokud v nejmensim
vyplod miij, pobled tviij si zaslongi,
kdopak by nezvlad tobé napsat rym,
kdy%, 3 tebe, invence svit vyragi?
Desdton Miizon bud, vic desetkrat,
nez onéch devét v ricté basniki,
a kdo 1€ prizve, vydat must, snad
bezpocet, nad tas dalnych rocnifkii.
Ma Miiza slaba je, kdyg osvé?,
snaba mné, tobé pocty nalei.
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38

HOw can my Mufe want {ubieét to inuent
While thou doft breath that poor’{t into my verfe,
Thine owne {weet argument,to excellent,
For euery vulgar paper to rehearfe:
Oh giue thy felfe the thankes if ought in me,
Worthy perufal {tand againit thy fight,
For who’s {o dumbe that cannot write to thee,
When thou thy felfe doft giue inuention light?
Be thou the tenth Mufe,ten times more in worth
Then thofe old nine which rimers inuocate,
And he that calls on thee,let him bring forth
Eternal numbers to out-liue long date.
If my {light Mufe doe pleafe thefe curious daies,
The paine be mine,but thine fhal be the praife.
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Ach, jak t¢ opévovat, dvorile,

kdyZ jsi jen lepsi casti mého ja?

Tak chdlit, sebevice 3darile,

Jen sebechvdla je, i kdy je tvdy

i proto Fijme oddélené ddl,

ndm, v ldsce, jedno jméno neslongg,

tim odlonlenim rid bych tobé dal

to, co si beze mne jen Jaslongis:

Ach absence, Setiis mufk extrémm,

ddvas mi volnost, a tim k prospéchu

cas, k rogjimant laskyplnémmn,

Jez v mysii tvor? sladfkon ritéchu.
Udis mne, jedno ve dyi rozdélit,
Xde chvalit jej, kdo dal ma vddlen byt.
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OH how thy worth with manners may I {inge,

When thou art all the better part of me?

What can mine owne praife to mine owne felfe bring;

And what is’t but mine owne when I praife thee,

Euen for this,let vs deuided liue,

And our deare loue loofe name of fingle one,

That by this feperation I may giue:

That due to thee which thou deferu’{t alone:

Oh abfence what a torment would{t thou proue,

Were it not thy foure leifure gaue {weet leaue,

To entertaine the time with thoughts of loue,

VVhich time and thoughts fo fweetly doft deceiue.
And that thou teacheft how to make one twaine,
By praifing him here who doth hence remaine.
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Vezmi si, ldsko, vSechny lasky mié,

k Cemu 11 je, téch lasek nabyti?

Zidné to lasky, lisko, vedle 1,

¢o jd 11 dal, ta vice dala ti:

Kdyg, pro mou laskn, prijmes laskn mou,

Jsem bez vybrad, ladem ji nenechis,

v$ak vyctu ti, pokud to Isti je tvou,

ochutnat jen, co vracet odmitds.

Promijim 11, jak okrddds miij cit,

kdyz seberes se mii, vSe postradam:

Ldska znd dobre, jak zle potrapit,

ldsky precin, nad nendvisti Srdam.
Necudny sam, co vychlouba se 3hjm,
k smrti mé poniguj, svdr nevolins.
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T Ake all my loues,my loue,yea take them all,

What haft thou then more then thou hadit before?

No loue,my loue,that thou maift true loue call,

All mine was thine,before thou had{t this more:

Then if for my loue,thou my loue receiueft,

I cannot blame thee,for my loue thou vieft,

But yet be blam’d,if thou this felfe deceaueft

B y wilfull tafte of what thy felfe refufeit.

I doe forgiue thy robb’rie gentle theefe

Although thou {teale thee all my pouerty:

And yet loue knowes it is a greater griefe

To beare loues wrong,then hates knowne iniury.
Lafciuious grace,in whom all il wel fhowes,
Kill me with {pights yet we muft not be foes.
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Ty probresky, o volnost natropi, THofe pretty wrongs that liberty commits,
kdy%, na éas, ze srdce mé vykazes, When I am fome-time abfent from thy heart,
10é krise, véken, pocty vykiopd, Thy beautie,and thy yeares full well befits,
pokusent, jde, kam se nkdes. For {till temptation followes where thou art.
Tvd jemnost likd nebojicny én, Gentle thou art,and therefore to be wonne,
krdsu tvou, titok aby zachvatil, Beautious thou art,therefore to be affailed.
kdyz Zena dvor? se, & geny syn And when a woman woes,what womans {onne,
nechd ji byt, nes by ji uchvatil. Will fourely leaue her till he haue preuailed.
ME bled' si, avsak mne si nevsimey, Aye me,but yet thou migh{t my feate forbeare,
kdref svou krdsn, mladi zahyby, And chide thy beauty,and thy {traying youth,
co na scesti ¢ odvddéjt, v rej, Who lead thee in their ryot euen there
hned dva tim lomit, vérné prisliby: Where thou art forft to breake a two-fold truth:
Jejé, co krdsou svou si privadis, Hers by thy beauty tempting her to thee,
tilj, tooji krdson e mé podvadis. Thine by thy beautie beeing falfe to me.
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Ze ty mds ji, neni ma Zalost celd,

prestoge plati, Fe ji mél jsem v ldsce,

to, Ze md ona tebe bol mi déld,

tot’ trdta lisky, kierd byla v sazee.

Provinilci, omlouvam takto oba:

Ty mds ji rdd, nebot’ ji rad ji mdim,

ona jen pro mne, ac je na mne bhrubd,

sndst, mné zavdek, pritel ji ngndva,

kdyZ ji té tratim, moje liska iskd,

kdyz trdcim ji, bned piitel Ine se blig,

sblizuji se, ma laska nonzi piskd,

vSak oba, kvili mné, to je mij ki
V'Sak rozgkos ney, Ze pritel miij jsem ja,

mdment sladké, mne jen rada mid.

4.2

THat thou haft her it is not all my griefe,
And yet it may be {aid I lou’d her deerely,
That fhe hath thee is of my wayling cheefe,
A lofle in loue that touches me more neerely.
Louing offendors thus I will excufe yee,
Thou dooft loue her,becaufe thou knowit I loue her,
And for my fake euen {o doth fhe abufe me,
Suffring my friend for my fake to approoue her,
If T loofe thee,my lofle is my loues gaine,
And loofing her,my friend hath found that lofle,
Both finde each other,and I loofe both twaine,
And both for my fake lay on me this crofle,
But here’s the ioy,my friend and I are one,
Sweete flattery,then fhe loues but me alone.
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Kdys oci zambousim, tak problédun, WHen moft I winke then doe mine eyes be{t {ee,

cely den vida véci osklivé,

kdyg spim, tak ve snu tebe gablédnn,

grak. temmyn jasem svitl, do tmy ve.

Kdyg stiny, stinem svym, tak osvétlis,

co lesky tvardi, ditvar taniici

teprve, za dne, svétlem roxdris,

I slepy rak, Fe stin 7 3arici?

Jak (pravim) oci mél bych blagene,

by za Ziveho dne t¢ spatrily?

Cog v mrtvé noci neri stiny tve,

svétlé, byt do spdanku se zavrely?
Duny, kdy té nevidim, jen noci jsou,

noci v$ak dny, kdyz ve snech 2aris tmou.

For all the day they view things vnrefpeéted,
But when I {leepe,in dreames they looke on thee,
And darkely bright,are bright in darke directed.
Then thou whofe thaddow fhaddowes doth make bright,
How would thy fhadowes forme,forme happy fhow,
To the cleere day with thy much cleerer light,
When to vn-{eeing eyes thy fhade fhines {o?
How would (I {fay) mine eyes be blefled made,
By looking on thee in the liuing day ?
When in dead night their faire imperfet thade,
Through heauy {leepe on fightlefle eyes doth {tay?
All dayes are nights to fee till I {ee thee,
And nights bright daies when dreams do thew thee me,
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Pokud bych, 5 mysh, téla stavbu mél, IF the dull {fubftance of my fleth were thought,

dimornd Sir by v cesté nestdla,

pak, navdor ddli bych se dostavil,
g ddlky md mysl k tobé dostala,

at’ ug bych kdekoli svou nobou stdl,
na drubém konci svéta od tebe,
mysii hbit, more, em bych prekonal,
momentem prant, dny sondobe.
Ach, sivahy mam téké nadmira,
nez abych odlonieni preskocil,

e emé, vody, utkdn premiru,
uvazdn k lasu, stesk bych sirodil.

Iniurious diftance fhould not {top my way,

For then difpight of {fpace I would be brought,
From limits farre remote,where thou dooft {tay,
No matter then although my foote did {tand
Vpon the fartheft earth remoou’d from thee,

For nimble thought can iumpe both fea and land,
As foone as thinke the place where he would be.
But ah,thought kills me that I am not thought
To leape large lengths of miles when thou art gone,
But that {o much of earth and water wrought,

I muft attend,times leafure with my mone.

Nic 2 Zivli zdlonhavych jsem nedostal,

Receiuing naughts by elements {o floe,
neg kapky 163kych siz, dvou znacny Zal.

But heauie teares,badges of eithers woe.
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Druzi, vzduch lebky, oberi olistny,

Jdou s tebou vsude, at’ jsem kdekoliv,

mystici pronim, drubym Zddostny,

nestaly, rogtékany, ackoliv.

Kdygt Zivly bbitéjsi z nich odejdon,

vydat se za tebon, mi 1 yslanci,

] Zavot g vl &y dva distanou,

upaddnm k smrti, smutnim beg sandi.

Dotehdy, nez se Zivot vyrovna,

a 1yehli poslove, od tebe 3pet,

sdéli mi, jak tvé gdravi jim se 3dd

pevné a silné, jak chei uslyset.
Zjistim-li, Znejistim, mié stesti prye,
Xpet Zenu je, mily smntek as mij bic
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THe other two,{light ayre,and purging fire,

Are both with thee,where euer I abide,
The firft my thought,the other my defire,
Thefe prefent abfent with {wift motion {lide.
For when thefe quicker Elements are gone
In tender Embafie of loue to thee,
My life being made of foure,with two alone,
Sinkes downe to death,oppreft with melancholie.
Vntill liues compofition be recured,
By thofe fwift meflengers return’d from thee,
Who euen but now come back againe aflured,
Of their faire health,recounting it to me.

This told,I ioy,but then no longer glad,

I {end them back againe and {traight grow fad.
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My zrak, se srdeem vilit, o Zivot,

Jak délit ndrok tebe hledet si,

grak srdei uprel by 1¢ zablédnout,

srdce Zas raku, pravo jednact,

mé srdce hdji se, e nosi te,

(v komore kam Zrak nikdy nedozrel)

vSak obvinény tvrds, v odpete,

e plavy obraz, tviij v ném vidy se skvél.

Porota toho sporn zasedad,

tivah, co v srdei json, dil vyloi,

a jejich vyrok rozhodnuti dd,

graku jen dil, srdci dil nale?.
Takto, mym olim patii vnéjsi tvar,
a srdei vnitini laska, srdce Zir.
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MIne eye and heart are at a mortall warre,

How to deuide the conqueft of thy fight,

Mine eye,my heart their pictures fight would barre,

My heart,mine eye the freeedome of that right,

My heart doth plead that thou in him dooft lye,

(A clofet neuer pear{t with chriftall eyes)

But the defendant doth that plea deny,

And fayes in him their faire appearance lyes.

To fide this title is impannelled

A queft of thoughts,all tennants to the heart,

And by their verdi¢t is determined

The cleere eyes moyitie,and the deare hearts part.
As thus,mine eyes due is their outward part,
And my hearts right,their inward loue of heart.
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Trak, se srdeem, priméi nzavi, BEtwixt mine eye and heart a league is tooke,
a jeden drubému vstiic vychazi, And each doth good turnes now vnto the other,
kdy prabne zrak, aby se zabled?, When that mine eye is famifht for a looke,
nebo, kdy% srdee vzdechy uchizi; Or heart in loue with fighes himfelfe doth {mother;
kdy oko syti obraz, lisky mié, With my loues picture then my eye doth feaft,
k hostiné barev, srdce prigve si: And to the painted banquet bids my heart:
A jindy, srdee, oko zase 3ve, An other time mine eye is my hearts gueft,
prisednont k lasky stolu poprosi. And in his thoughts of loue doth fhare a part.
AP skrze obrazg, nebo lisky vzdych, So either by thy picture or my loue,
chybis mi, presto stile se mnou jses, Thy feife away,are prefent {till with me,
nenniges v3dalit se od sivah mych, For thou nor farther then my thoughts canft moue,
a jd jsem s nimi, ony s febou 145, And T am ftill with them,and they with thee.

A pokud spi, tviij obraz v zrakn mém Or if they {leepe, thy picture in my fight

probouzi srdee, & jejich radosten. Awakes my heart,to hearts and eyes delight.
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Jak opatrné vZdy jsem amykal
drobnosti, bezpecné v¢dy, na cestdch,
by krom mé na né nikdo nesahal,
tak véxnil je, pred falsi rukou stih?
Vsak ty, co moje skvosty uzemnis,
vtécha mocna, nyni tézky Zal,
nejlepsi g drahyeh, cil mé péce spis,
JSi na pospas vsem lodéjickim, ddl.
Tebe jsem nezaviel v svou trublici,
leda kde nejst, navdor citiim mym,
uprostred hrudi chovat lec té chei,
ve volném pobybu i nebraniny
Odtamtud beztak nkradnou te, prec,
vérnost je lup, tak cenénd to vec.

Shakespearovy sonety

48

HOw carefull was I when I tooke my way,

Each trifle vnder trueft barres to thruft,

That to my vie it might vn-vied {tay

From hands of falfehood,in fure wards of truft ?

But thou,to whom my iewels trifles are,

Moft worthy comfort,now my greateft griefe,

Thou beft of deereft,and mine onely care,

Art left the prey of euery vulgar theefe.

Thee haue I not lockt vp in any cheft,

Saue where thou art not,though I feele thou art,

Within the gentle clofure of my breft,

From whence at pleafure thou maift come and part,
And euen thence thou wilt be {tolne I feare,
For truth prooues theeuifh for a prize {o deare.
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Navzdory éasu (pokud prijde ten) AGainft that time ( if euer that time come)
kdy budes mraiit se, na vady mé, When I fhall {ee thee frowne on my defets,
1é lisky soutet tehdy dovrsen, When as thy loue hath caft his vemoft fumme,
audit by probéh, nezicastnéné, Cauld to that audite by aduif’d refpelts,
vzdor dobé té, kdy cize projdes dil, Again{t that time when thou fhalt {trangely pafle,
nepozdravis, se s'nkem v oku svén, And fcarcely greete me with that {funne thine eye,
ag laska sesld 3 podob co jsem nal When loue conuerted from the thing it was
rozumu prida, t&kne nafkladem. Shall reafons finde of fetled grauitie.
navzdor 1¢ dobé, 3de se nkliddnm, Again{t that time do I infconce me here
véda, opustén byt si zaslonsim Within the knowledge of mine owne defart,
a tuto ruku na se vtdhnu sdnm, And this my hand,again{t my felfe vpreare,
v ochrané tvého prava, kieré rim; To guard the lawfull reafons on thy part,

Nechat nine, chuddka, krok opravnén, To leaue poore me,thou haft the {trength of lawes,

neb milovat je bediivodné jen. Since why toloue,I can alledge no caufe.
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Jak t5kE je mi cestu razit dil, HOw heauie doe I iourney on the way,
kdyZ to, co chei, (iinavné pouti cil) When what I {feeke (my wearie trauels end)
ug, kdy? oddych, blageny, bys znal, Doth teach that eafe and that repofe to fay
0 kolif mil dil pritel tiij by byl. Thus farre the miles are meafurde from thy friend.
Twor, co mne nese, Zalem zatizen, 'The beaft that beares me,tired with my woe,
klopyta dal, tihou se adychd, Plods duly on,to beare that waight in me,
Jak kdyby ubozik ten tusil jen, As if by fome inftin&t the wretch did know
Jak jezdec od tebe moc nespécha: His rider lou’d not {fpeed being made from thee:
Ostruba krvavd jej nevzpru, The bloody {purre cannot prouoke him on,
Ji% do slabin dostdava, ze vztekn, That fome-times anger thrufts into his hide,
Jen zasténd, a vk ten dorazi Which heauily he anfwers with a grone,
do mne snad vie, nez brot mu do bokii; More fharpe to me then {purring to his fide,
sten tryzni mé, sivabou nelibon, For that {fame grone doth put this in my mind,
Jdu Zaln vstric, radost mam a sebou. My greefe lies onward and my ioy behind.
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Tak, lisko, omluvit mas liny vdor
tupého ore, od tebe jsa hndn,
odtud kde jsi, prol stvdt se, na iikor
navratu pét, kdys poston netékdin.
Pod jakon zdiminkon ma spéchat ki,
kdyz seberychlejsi, prec dlonhavym
Jevi se mai, jd chei, jak povétron,
okiidlen 1itit se vpred stremblavym
tiprkent, nedostignym pro kone,
neb vasern (3 lasky vroucné kondni)
bez, tige matné hmoty, pld ve mné,
vSak lisko, 3 ldsky promin, louddini
herky mé, odechdzivsi svéhlave,
Dpribéhnu sdm, jej postu po pastve.

Shakespearovy sonety
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THus can my loue excufe the flow offence,
Of my dull bearer,when from thee I {peed,
From where thou art,why fhoulld I ha{t me thence,
Till I returne of pofting is noe need.
O what excufe will my poore beaft then find,
When {wift extremity can {eeme but {low,
Then fhould I {purre though mounted on the wind,
In winged {peed no motion fhall I know,
Then can no horfe with my defire keepe pace,
Therefore defire (of perfeéts loue being made)
Shall naigh noe dull flefh in his fiery race,
But loue,for loue,thus fhall excufe my iade,
Since from thee going,he went wilfull flow,
Towards thee ile run,and giue him leaue to goe.
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Jsent bohdc, jako ten co tiima klic

blaby, od pokladnice vzdcnost,

probligi obias jen, zas skryva pryc,

by neotupil vdcnost radosti.

Tak tu a tam jen, vzdacné, vjpravné

v roce jsou rogimistény hostiny,

Jak kameny, hodnoty naramné,

¢z vrehni Drabokamy koruny.

Tak cas svou trublu, v nig jste pokladen,

Satnif, ve kterém roba prebyvd,

zas v okamikn ndble honosném

odbali, skvost, co zamien ukryva.
Zebndm vim, 3 hodnot svjch kdo odkryje,
dostat je triumf, cekat, nadéje.
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SO am I as the rich whofk blefled key,

Can bring him to his fweet vp-locked treafure,

The which he will not ev’ry hower {uruay,

For blunting the fine point of feldome pleafure.

Therefore are feafts {o {ollemne and fo rare,

Since fildom comming in the long yeare fet,

Like {tones of worth they thinly placed are,

Or captaine Iewells in the carconet.

So is the time that keepes you as my cheft,

Or as the ward-robe which the robe doth hide,

T'o make fome fpeciall inftant {peciall bleft,

By new vnfoulding his imprifon’d pride.
Blefled are you whofe worthinefle giues skope,
Being had to tryumph,being lackt to hope.
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VVHat is your {ub{tance,whereof are you made,

Z jaké jste substance, ze které hmoty,
Ze miliony leskii vibrujete?
Ragdy ma sviij jen odlesk, svoje Saty,

vy sam vSem prijiite svrlj lesk, kdyz cheete:

Adonis, popsdin, je jen podvrh mrzky,
Jen Spatnd kopie vaseho voru,
tvar Heleny pry md nad vsechny krisky,
vy od Rek jste vzorem jejich tvari:
O jarn 7eé; pak o plodnosti roka,
proni, jen stinem vasich rogkveti,
druba si od vds nese stédrou sloku,
tvar pogebnany, vds ma v ndmetu.
Na graciich, vas dil je nadmérny,
sdm bez srdce, nestaly, nevérny.

That millions of {trange fhaddowes on you tend?
Since euery one,hath euery one,one fhade,
And you but one,can euery thaddow lend:
Defcribe Adonis and the counterfet,
Is poorely immitated after you,
On Hellens cheeke all art of beautie {et,
And you in Greczan tires are painted new:
Speake of the {pring,and foyzon of the yeare,
The one doth thaddow of your beautie thow,
‘The other as your bountie doth appeare,
And you in euery blefled thape we know.

In all externall grace you haue fome part,

But you like none,none you for conftant heart.
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Ach, 0 co vic je krdsa krdsnéjsi,

kdyg zdobi i, co vérnost prindsi,

Riige je krdsnd, avsak libéisi

dike viini sladké, kterou obnasi:

Lahorklé kvéty 163 json barevné

Jak Riige, cise vonné tinktury,

na stegnyjch trnech visi, malebné

ve vétru braji poupat bravury:

V'sak jsou jen viastni ctnosti vystavné,

bez ndmlny, bez obdivu, & odkvetu,

umitou pak samy. Rige neslabne,

mire v parfem, sladkych vini paletn:
Tak chlapée mlddi, ag cas odrod,

esenct veémosti vers dosvédd.

Shakespearovy sonety
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OH how much more doth beautie beautious feeme,
By that {fweet ornament which truth doth giue,
The Rofe lookes faire, but fairer we it deeme
For that fweet odor,which doth in it liue:

The Canker bloomes haue full as deepe a die,

As the perfumed tin¢ture of the Rofes,

Hang on fuch thornes,and play as wantonly,

When {ommers breath their masked buds difclofes:

But for their virtue only is their fhow,

They liue vnwoo’d, and varefpected fade,

Die to themfelues . Sweet Rofes doe not {o,

Of their {fweet deathes, are fweeteft odors made:
And {o of you,beautious and louely youth,
When that thall vade,by verfe diftils your truth.
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Ani mramor, & monumentii Jlat

Princit neni nad moc miého hlasu,

versi, v nich drit budete, prekryvat,

kdmen, potiisnény béhnou casn.

Az valka 3pustla Sochy prevrati,

a kamenifki spdry vyveérd,

ni MartQv med, ni valky vplanuti:

Zivy vas zaznam, a v néj divéra.

Navzdory smrti, sitrap pamét,

vy pretrvdte, mista si najde, svd,

chvdla vas, v 0lich véiné zaveti,

co svét do koncii kdzy doplitva.
Az do dne vkriseni vstanete zas,
Xde Fijte, v olich milencii vas jas.

Shakespearovy sonety
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N Ot marble, nor the guilded monument,
Of Princes thall out-liue this powrefull rime,
But you fhall fhine more bright in thefe contents
Then vnfwept {tone, befmeer’d with {luttifh time.
When waitefull warre fhall Szazues ouer-turne,
And broiles roote out the worke of mafonry,
Nor Mars is fword, nor warres quick fire fhall burne:
The liuing record of your memory.
Gainft death,and all oblivious emnity
Shall you pace forth, your praife fhall {til finde roome,
Euen in the eyes of all pofterity
That weare this world out to the ending doome.
So til the iudgement that your felfe arife,
You liue in this,and dwell in louers eies.
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Lisko, at’ navrat sil tvyeh vyvriti,
ges ostr? tratila, prec dbej, jak chut’
kterd dnes krmena, se nasyti,
Ritra as ostrd, silnd je, 163 bud.
Tak lasko jednej, dnes rak napli, vpij
se do dvon ocf, ag po vitek chvéni,
itra bled lacné zas, a nezabi
ducha té Ldsky, mdlobou otupéni:
Bud, smutny Mezicase, jako Ocedn,
odloncien biehu, na néj% dvojice
se denné vraci, as ji uvitdan:
V'%dyt navrat lisky 1657 nejuice.

Zima je 3a tim, plna krusnych dnii,

Ze Léto trojndsob si prejem, vdacnych snii:
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Sweet loue renew thy force , be it not faid
Thy edge fhould blunter be then apetite,
Which but too daie by feeding is alaied,
To morrow fharpned in his former might.
So loue be thou,although too daie thou fill
Thy hungrie eies,euen till they winck with fulnefle,
Too morrow {ee againe,and doe not kill
The fpirit of Loue,with a perpetual dulnefle:
Let this {ad /n#rim like the Ocean be
Which parts the fhore,where two contracted new,
Come daily to the banckes,that when they fee:
Returne of loue,more ble{t may be the view.
As cal it Winter,which being ful of care,

Makes Somers welcome,thrice more wifh’d,more rare:
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Jsa vasim otrokem, co byjvi mi, ne dbit BEing your {laue what fhould I doe but tend,
Jak plyne éas, a kdy si prejete? Vpon the houres,and times of your defire?
Miij éas je bezcenny, proc jemu holdovat; I haue no precious time at al to {pend;
nic za 1ikol, ne¥ po em prabnete. Nor feruices to doe til you require.
Jd nevyéitim vieklost bez konce, Nor dare I chide the world without end houre,
hodin, jez hliddm (svému panovi), Whilft I(my foueraine)watch the clock for you,
nezakysnu, nad hotem absence, Nor thinke the bitternefle of abfence fowre,
kdyz ddte sbobem svému sluhovi, VVhen you haue bid your feruant once adieue.
Netroufal bych si Zarlit na to, s kym, Nor dare I queftion with my iealious thought,
kde byvate, a jak ias travite, VVhere you may be,or your affaires fuppofe,
Jen smutny otrok. Gekdnm, nemystin, But like a fad flaue {tay and thinke of nought
nez na to, jak ty drubé tésite. Saue where you are , how happy you make thofe.
Prostoducha je liska, V'ilda v ni, So true a foole is loue,that in your Will,
(Co chaete, Giite), nic 3le nevyzni. (Though you doe any thing)he thinkes no ill.
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Chraii Biih, jeng vam mne cela porobil,

ge bych vim, v duchu, kratil hezké chvile,

(2 od vds blasky o nich Fadoni,

JSa gavdan vdm, (ekdnm, jak vdm mile.

Dowolte abych trpél (jak vas pes)

absenci vasi prizné, nvéxneént,

a v trpélivost krotil, vyckal, snes

rany, vSak na vds nevnes obvinéni.

Navzdory sklonsim, kurs vas jisty, stile

natolik, e vas las je vyhrazen

Jen vlastni vili vast, viastni dale,

vy odpoustite jen svych viastnich vin.
Mg los je lekat, pekelné byt jak,

nevinit, nesoudit vds, tak & tak.

Shakespearovy sonety
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THat God forbid , that made me fir{t your flaue,
I thould in thought controule your times of pleafure,
Or at your hand th’ account of houres to craue,
Being your vaflail bound to {taie your leifure.
Oh let me {uffer(being at your beck)
Th’ imprifon’d abfence of your libertie,
And patience tame,to {ufferance bide each check,
Without accufing you of iniury.
Be where you lift,your charter is {o {trong,
That you your {elfe may priuiledge your time
To what you will,to you it doth belong,
Your felfe to pardon of felfe-doing crime.
I am to waite,though waiting {o be hell,
Not blame your pleafure be it ill or well.
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Pokud nového pranic nens, jis IF their bee nothing new,but that which is,
vie bylo diive, pak um $ili nas, Hath beene before , how are our braines beguild,
ktery¥ chee podit plod, potrici, kdy Which laboring for inuention beare amiffe
diive zrozené décko nosi as? The f{econd burthen of a former child ?
Ach ké by zaznam stadil blédnont spét, Oh that record could with a back-ward looke,
Sluneénich béhi pét set preklenont, Euen of fiue hundreth courfes of the Sunne,
hle, dal vim visa%, 3 kniby davnych let, Show me your image in fome antique booke,
prvenstvi v mysli 17m, e spolebnout. Since minde at firft in carrelter was done.
Pak vidél bych, dle antickych dob rad, That I might fee what the old world could fay,
Jich soud, jak vase strojim ve3rent, To this compofed wonder of your frame,
Xda my dnes lépe, oni drive snad, Whether we are mended,or where better they,
@ stené, jdonce v krnbu sevren. Or whether reuolution be the fame.
Jsem jist, Ze predehozd jig, viipnych vét, Oh fure I am the wits of former daies,
horsim vsak pocty snests, k nobdan svét. To {ubietts worfe haue giuen admiring praife.
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Jak viny, plizivé, k oblaz ki plagi,
tak nase minuty ke konc jdou.
stitddni stragi jen, na stari staz,
po sobé, vpred jen, vsichni za sebou.
Narozeni do svétla rozbresknuti,
lezeme do koruny poledne,

srpecky gatmeéni pak sistup vnuts,
las ktery ddaval, dary vyzvedne.
Cas miidi prispendli do sbirky, vnese
do krdsy rysi, rysky soubéne,

vSe trivi, pravé, vzdcné, jeho kose
vse ga nic stoji, i to nebeéné.

Snad docas necha stdat mych versikil.

Kruton rukon, at’ jde mi na mskn.

Shakespearovy sonety
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LIke as the waues make towards the pibled fhore,

So do our minuites haften to their end,

Each changing place with that which goes before,

In fequent toile all forwards do contend.

Natiuity once in the maine of light.

Crawles to maturity,wherewith being crown’d,

Crooked eclipfes gainft his glory fight,

And time that gaue,doth now his gift confound.

Time doth tranfhxe the florifh {et on youth,

And delues the paralels in beauties brow,

Feedes on the rarities of natures truth,

And nothing {tands but for his fieth to mow.
And yet to times in hope,my verfe fhall {tand
Praifing thy worth,difpight his cruell hand.
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Je viili tvou, tviij Obrag moje vicka

vzpird, by neklesly, se noci vzdaly?

Tvé prani, Ze miij odpocinek vyckd,

a Stiny, jakby tvé, miij rak kol sdali?

Tvdj duch, kterj$to s sebe vysilas

daleko 3 domu, slidit neleni,

by znal mych vin, cas promrhany az,

tot’ dosah, rozsah tvého Zdrleni?

Kdepak, tva liska, velkd, nema dani,

moje, mé oko nuti do tmy 0t

md ldska, pravd, v oddechu mi brani,

ponocny jsem, na strazi pro tviy klid.
Stregim té, atimeo ty jinde bdis,
Jd ddl madm, druzi k tobé prilis bliz.
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IS it thy wil,thy Image fhould keepe open

My heauy eielids to the weary night?
Doft thou defire my {lumbers fhould be broken,
While thadowes like to thee do mocke my fight?
Is it thy {pirit that thou {fend’{t from thee
So farre from home into my deeds to prye,
To find out thames and idle houres in me,
The skope and tenure of thy Ieloufie?
O no,thy loue though much,is not fo great,
It is my loue that keepes mine eie awake,
Mine owne true loue that doth my reft defeat,
To plaie the watch-man euer for thy fake.
For thee watch I,whil{t thou doft wake el{fewhere,

From me farre of , with others all to neere.
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Hiich sebelisky miij srak obsadil, SInne of felfe-loue poflefleth al mine eie,

mon celon dusi, ldst mon kagdickon,
Na tento hrich ni lektvar nema sil,
Je v hloubi srdee, silou celiikon.
Nikdo, prec, nema nad mou viastni tvar
vic rovny postoy, padné sdélent,
hodim se sobé, nad vsi inventar,
nad vsechna veskerenstva vtélent.
Kay%, vsak, se vskutkn sobé readlim,
pomldcen, znacné, vékem seslosts,
pak, sebeldsky rub si pripustin,
a laskat se, 1im hivérilosti.
Tebe (mé ja) vsak, pro se pochvilin,

sviij vék si krdson tych dnsi osdlim.

And all my {oule,and al my euery part;
And for this finne there is no remedie,
It is {o grounded inward in my heart.
Me thinkes no face {o gratious is as mine,
No fhape {o true,no truth of fuch account,
And for my felfe mine owne worth do define,
AsT all other in all worths furmount.
But when my glafle fhewes me my felfe indeed
Beated and chopt with tand antiquitie,
Mine owne felfe loue quite contrary I read
Selfe,fo felfe louing were iniquity,
T’is thee(my felfe)that for my felfe I praife,
Painting my age with beauty of thy daies,
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Neg mého milého las dogene,

Jak mé, nilivym hndtem 3naven, bit,

odkrven hodinami, vrisiené

1yh plné lelo maje, mladi svit

_Jeho tak pokroliv do noci Stari,

a vSechny krasy, jejichg Krdlem je,

migict, mielé, neg takto mari

pokladnn, jez mu Jaro vénuje:

Ja hradbu stavim, tomn naproti,

vzdor dyce, kruté, proklatého 1/ ¢ku,

by nikdy nevyriznul 3 pameti

krdsu mé lasky, jeho Fiti vdéku.
Spanilost jeho, v cerni bude znét

radki, dal Zivyeh, dal v nich zelenét.

Shakespearovy sonety

63

AGainft my loue fhall be as I am now

With times iniurious hand chrufht and ore-worne,

When houres haue dreind his blood and fild his brow

With lines and wrincles,when his youthfull morne

Hath trauaild on to Ages {teepie night,

And all thofe beauties whereof now he’s King

Are vanifhing,or vanifht out of fight,

Stealing away the treafure of his Spring.

For fuch a time do I now fortifie

Againft confounding Ages cruell knife,

That he fhall neuer cut from memory

My {weet loues beauty,though my louers life.
His beautie fhall in thefe blacke lines be {eene,
And they fhall liue , and he in them {till greene.
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Kay% videél jsem, jak tasn mrzky bmat
hyzdil, a slavou proslon vystlal hroby,
vezi, kdys vysokych, el k gemi chat,
a vétnon mosazg, smrt jak véndd, dobi.
Kdyg videl jsem, vin More lacnost, v plén,
na dkor brat, od biehu Kralovstvi,
pak pevné zemé isk od rise vin,
Dprisuny e trdt, traty 3 vitestvi,
Kdyg videl jsem, stav stdtu, promeénny,
(i stdt, jak sdm se hroutil, padly, shnil,
Ruin mmne naniil, 3 1€ vymeény
vnimat, jak Cas mé lisky vezme cil
Uvaha k smrti, nezbyvd ne lkdt

nad vsin, co mit, je mit o co se bat.
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VVHen I haue feene by times fell hand defaced

The rich proud coft of outworne buried age,

When {ometime loftie towers I {fee downe rafed,

And brafle eternall flaue to mortall rage.

When I haue feene the hungry Ocean gaine

Aduantage on the Kingdome of the thoare,

And the firme foile win of the watry maine,

Increafing {tore with lofle,and lofle with {tore.

When I haue feene {uch interchange of {tate,

Or {tate it {elfe confounded, to decay,

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate

That Time will come and take my loue away.
This thought is as a death which cannot choofe
But weepe to haue,that which it feares to loofe.
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Ni mosaz, kimen, sem, & besmesné STnce brafle,nor {tone,nor earth,nor boundlefle fea,
more, viak smrti stesk ovlidd svét, But {ad mortallity ore-fwaies their power,
Jak s této by Frdsa vyvizne, How with this rage thall beautie hold a plea,
Ji% moc a vliv json chabé, jako kvér? Whofe altion is no {tronger then a flower?

Jak léta medu dech ma vytrvat, O how fhall fummers hunny breath hold out,
oblezen, midcen beranidlem dni, Againft the wrackfull fiedge of battring dayes,
kdyg nezmar skal neumi vdorovat When rocks impregnable are not fo {toute ,

lasu, jez znecti 3 ocele Zdbranu? Nor gates of {teele {o {trong but time decayes?
Ach sivaha to trudnd, kampak vhod O fearefull meditation, where alack,

md Gasu Skvost, vné trubly, jen se skrjt? Shall times beft Iewell from times cheft lie hid?

C7 ruky sila zmar? éasu chod, Or what {trong hand can hold his {wift foote back,

(i gpustosent krds ma amezit?
Nidg, jen e by zdzrak ten mél sil,
v tusi, mé lasky jas by navidy il.

Or who his fpoile or beautie can forbid?
O none,vnleffe this miracle haue might,
That in black inck my loue may {till fhine bright.

translation © Vadav Z | Pinkava, 2010



Shakespearovy sonety

66 66

1 ysilen tim, volim po klidu smrti, TYr’d with all thefe for reftfull death I cry,

videét jak dslnzny je chuddkem, As to behold defert abegger borne,

tu jak se nese vySiorené Smet, And needie Nothing trimd in iollitie,

tu od vyzndni sistup ndtlakenm, And purett faith vnhappily forfworne,

tu laté ceny trapné udélen, And gilded honor thamefully mifplait,

tu divéich ctnosti hrubé pasent, And maiden vertue rudely {trumpeted,

tu vrcholného nectné pokdlent, And right perfection wrongfully difgrac’d,

tu podrazené sily skosent, And {trength by limping {way difabled ,

tu jak je miiza moci umiléena, And arte made tung-tide by authoritie,

tu bloud (jak doktor) kibicuje unm, And Folly (Do&or-like) controuling skill,

tu prostd pravda prostinkon je vand, And fimple-Truth mifcalde Simplicitie,

tu dobro v poutech slonz vidéim liim. And captiue-good attending Captaine ill.
Tim vysilen, od toho chei mit Klid; Tyr’d with all thefe,from thefe would I be gone,
vSak k smrti nedhci ldsku opustit. Saue that to dye,I leaue my loue alone.
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Proipak by s nakazon mél prebyvat,
bezbozmym, pritomnosti, poctn vdal,
ag hrich by iskal skrz néj vyhod snad,
a jeho druginon se lemoval?
Proc fales licila by jebo tvar,
unmrtvit v ni nddechi Zivoncich?
Chatrnou krdasou proc mu astiit 3ar,
rig nanést, kdyz ma Riige na licich?
Proc %it, kdyZ prirozenost v sipadkn,
bez krve je, jez (ilé $ily rdi,
ta mi jen jeho fondy na spldtku,
Dys$ni se, Zivi, cim on privadi?

Jeho si chova, diikaz hojnosti,

Jez byla ditv, neg prisly té5kosti.
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AH wherefore with infe&ion thould he liue,
And with his prefence grace impietie,
That finne by him aduantage thould atchiue,
And lace it felfe with his focietie ?
Why fhould falfe painting immitate his cheeke,
And fteale dead feeing of his living hew?
Why fhould poore beautie indirectly feeke,
Rofes of thaddow,fince his Rofe is true?
Why fhould he liue,now nature banckrout is,
Beggerd of blood to blufh through liuely vaines,
For fhe hath no exchecker now but his,
And proud of many,liues vpon his gaines?
O him fhe ftores,to fhow what welth the had,
In daies long fince,before thefe lait {o bad.
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Tak jeho tvar je mapou, proshich dni,

dob krds i odkvetu, jak kvéti dnes,

neg parchantélé finty pustit k ni

drze se vtirat, nad Zivouci nést:

Nezg zlaté kadere, jak mirtvych havy,

0zdoby nabrobkd, by sklizely,

it napodrubé, at’ jen drubé blavy

rouno kras mrtvych jen at’ vesels:

V" ném zbozné, staré hodiny jsou znit,

bez ornamentsi, pravdu vede, 137,

g vyhonkii cizich léto nedélat,

(i prevlek krdsy, 3 nkradenych prizi.
Tak v ném ma Prirozenost mapu svou,
ddt Falsi lekci, krdson predesion.
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THus is his cheeke the map of daies out-worne,
When beauty liu’d and dy’ed as flowers do now,
Before thefe baftard fignes of faire were borne,
Or durft inhabit on a living brow:

Before the goulden trefles of the dead,

The right of fepulchers,were fhorne away,

To liue a {cond life on fecond head,

Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay:

In him thofe holy antique howers are feene,

Without all ornament,it felfe and true,

Making no fummer of an others greene,

Robbing no ould to drefle his beauty new,
And him as for a map doth Nature {tore,
To thew faulfe Art what beauty was of yore.
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To % tebe, co je svétn na oiich, THofe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view,
md vie, o srdce moblo by si prit: Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend:
Svedig (e dusi) ve vsech jazycich, All toungs(the voice of foules)giue thee that end,

tu v pravdé, je¥ i soci daji Znit. Vttring bare truth,euen f{o as foes Commend.
Zevnéisek vnéjsi, oblas ovénd, Their outward thus with outward praife is crownd,
v$ak stejné hlasy, co ti popreji But thofe fame toungs that giue thee {o thine owne,
co dluzno je ti, pocty poztent, In other accents doe this praife confound

kdy bledi ddl, nes ol dopreji. By feeing farther then the eye hath fhowne.
Hledi-li si tvé mysl, vnitinich frds, They looke into the beauty of thy mind,

Jichs odhad podle skutkii vsazi v ni, And that in guefle they meafure by thy deeds,
zakysnon soudy (byt’ zrak laskal sna), Then churls their thoughts(although their eies were kind)
Re krdsny kvét, plevelem zavdn, To thy faire flower ad the rancke {mell of weeds,

Esenci 1vé a v3bledu, & sonznéni, But why thy odor matcheth not thy thow,
Skodi tvd pustlost, rasit nelent. The folye is this,that thou doe{t common grow.
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A, byt narten, neni na lament,
Gstého, hana méri, miré nai,
krdsa md dobad vidy ga ornament,
Jak VV'rany let, co krizi nebes bar.
Bud, dobrem svym, klevetim na obti,
hodnota roste g éasu dvorent,
biichu Cerv laska poupé, o to spis;
v rogkvetn 1% 16, (sté stvorent.
Nstrahy mladi uz t¢ minnby,
bez sigmy, napadent vitézstvi,
vSak chvdla, sotva, stadt dovoli
vyhrit nad rogpinavou davisti.

Pokud by naznak vad tvych nebyl zndt,

pak srdcim vSem mds nirok kralovat.
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THat thou are blam’d fhall not be thy defect,

For {landers marke was euer yet the faire,
The ornament of beauty is {ufpect,
A Crow that flies in heauens {weete{t ayre.
So thou be good,{lander doth but approue,
Their worth the greater beeing woo’d of time,
For Canker vice the {weeteft buds doth loue,
And thou prefent’{t a pure vnitayined prime.
Thou haft pait by the ambufh of young daies,
Either not aflayld,or vi€tor beeing charg’d,
Yet this thy praife cannot be {oe thy praife,
To tye vp enuy,euermore inlarged,
If fome fufpect of ill maskt not thy thow,
Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts fhould{t owe.
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Netruchlete po mné, a zemru ja,
ag uslysite mruty, chmurny von
varovat svét, kam vedla cesta ma,

od hnusu svéta, k bnusu cervich 3on:
AP nepripomind, tu radek st
rukn, co psala, ja vds tak mam rdd,
radin, mne 3 vasich sivah odelist,
neg ga cenu bolu v nich setrvat.

Ach pokud (arci) vers ten sledujete,
a jd (snad) bych byl blinou zavalen,
mé jméno jen at’ negpakujete;

svon lasku se mnou etlit nechte, jen.

Nez, mondry svét by, ve vasem ripéni,
rel divod dat vas ke mné, k tupén.
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N Oe Longer mourne for me when I am dead,

Then you fhall heare the furly fullen bell

Giue warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world with vilde{t wormes to dwell:

Nay if you read this line,remember not,

The hand that writ it,for I loue you fo,

That I in your {weet thoughts would be forgot,

If thinking on me then fhould make you woe.

O if (I fay) you looke vpon this verfe,

When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay,

Do not fo much as my poore name reherfe;

But let your loue euen with my life decay.
Leaft the wife world fhould looke into your mone,
And mocke you with me after I am gon.
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Ach, kdyby svét vds Zddal, vyslovit
co ve mné bylo ldsky-hodné, snad,
Do smrti mé, (ma lisko) dejte kot
neb, ve mné neni spetky vhodnych vnad.
Leda snad lez, tak cudnon, v obéh dit,
co slouzila by mné, nad dslby,
a neboZtika skivon lastovat,
nad chudé pravdy skoupé sislnby:
Ach, negli skre vérnou lasku svou
ddt ddt, Ze 3 ldsky, sklouzdvdte v lez,
nechat’ mé jméno k télu akopou,
ne, nechat %it, a Jostouzget vds 163,
Ja zostouzim se tim, co plodim, vsim,
vy, ldskou k bezcennému, predevsin.
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O Leaft the world thould taske you to recite,
What merit liv’d in me that you fhould loue
After my death (deare loue) for get me quite,
For you in me can nothing worthy proue.
Vnlefle you would deuife fome vertuous lye,
"To doe more for me then mine owne defert,
And hang more praife vpon deceafed I,

Then nigard truth would willingly impart:

O leaft your true loue may feeme falce in this,

That you for loue fpeake well of me vntrue,

My name be buried where my body is,

And live no more to fhame nor me,nor you.
For I am fhamd by that which I bring forth,

And fo thould you,to loue things nothing worth.
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Sad vidis ve mné onen rofni Eas THat time of yeeare thou maift in me behold,

Zlutich listii, co sotva istaly

na vétvich, ve kteryoh je imy tias,
kiiry pustle, kde ptaci pivali.

Ve mné 7S soumrak, takového dne,
kdy Slunce na Zdpadeé skomira,

Jez, po kusech, noc temnd ukradne,
druhd tvdr smrti, vse v klid zavira.
2745 ve mné obert, jesté dobrivat,

v ndnosu popele, 3 dob kdyF byl mlid,

Jak na smrtelném lo%i dogivat,
udusen tim, co sytilo mu hlad.

To vidis ve mné, proto milujes

tak silné, co tak brgy pozbydes.

When yellow leaues,or none,or few doe hange
Vpon thofe boughes which fhake again{t the could,
Bare rn’wd quiers,where late the fweet birds {ang.
In me thou feeft the twi-light of fuch day,
As after Sun-fet fadeth in the Wedt,
Which by and by blacke night doth take away,
Deaths {fecond felfe that feals vp all in reft.
In me thou feeft the glowing of {uch fire,
That on the afhes of his youth doth lye,
As the death bed,whereon it muit expire,
Confum’d with that which it was nurrifht by.
This thou perceu’{t,which makes thy loue more {trong,
To loue that well,which thou muft leaue ere long.
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Spokgj se s tim, ag nably zatykal
bez mozné kance odylece mne v ddl,
Ze Zivot miij 1dd svétil, nejinac,
tak radky na pamdtku ponechal.
Az budes’ bledet na né, na to hled,
e kagdon ldsti json i svécene,
zem patri gemi, at’ svou vrsi bnéd,
JSem dusi tvdly, 3 1€ lepsi idsti sve.
Co pozbydes, je bez Zivota, kal,
krm Cervii, moje télo po smrti,
bidifk, kys, trofej nectné nbodal,
nehodno to je tvého vSimmuli.
Hodnota spociva pak v obsabu,
a ten je 3de, a tobé k dosabu.
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BVtbe contented when that fell areft,
With out all bayle fhall carry me away,
My life hath in this line fome intereft,
Which for memoriall {till with thee fhall {tay.
When thou reuewedt this,thou doeft reuew,
The very part was confecrate to thee,
The earth can haue but earth,which is his due,
My {pirit is thine the better part of me,
So then thou haft but loft the dregs of life,
The pray of wormes,my body being dead,
The coward conqueft of a wretches knife,
To bafe of thee to be remembred,
The worth of that,is that which it containes,
And that is this, and this with thee remaines.
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Jste, pro mou mysl, jako 5ivina SO are you to my thoughts as food to life,

pro Zivot, sladky dést, co vlasi zem; Or as fweet {feafon’d thewers are to the ground;
po Fdibei % vds, ma pile, Fivena And for the peace of you I hold {uch ftrife,
skrblifa pzfg/ggm ,éjgbg cennosten. As twixt a mifer and his wealth is found.

Tu stastné kochd se, a poté gas Now proud as an inioyer,and anon

viha, zda Cas mu poklad ukradne, Doubting the filching age will {teale his treafure,
Jja vds chei skryt, pak svétu napospas, Now counting beft to be with you alone,

na obdiv stavét stésti, prikladné. Then betterd that the world may {ee my pleafure,
Nekdy jsem syt 3 hostiny vasich vnad, Some-time all ful with feafting on your fight,

o case, hlad mé trapi, jen vis 0, And by and by cleane ftarued for a looke,

chut’ mdm, & stiham ponze holdovat Poflefling or purfuing no delight

v, G vSemn o 3 vds Re jen v3dt, Saue what is had,or muft from you be tooke.

Takto se souzim denné, prejidnm, Thus do I pine and furfet day by day,

obzerstvim, nouzi, ddl se Jajidanm. Or gluttoning on all,or all away,
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Proc jsou mé verse pusté novinek?
V'zddlené od rozmari, proméning
Proc; obias, neprijimam pogvanesk
od novych metod, ldstnich slouienin?
Proc pisi kol, obchazim jeden bod,
invenci halim v proslé ohavi,
v ouéndch slov, mé jméno, frazi rod
roxvétveny, pribuzmych bez slavy?
Vexte, lasko, o vds ji chet v3dy pst,
laska a vy, pointa se neméni:
Jen, lépe, stard slova previéka,
zas a as lerpat, pres vycerpani:
Jak slunce denné staronové je,
stdld laska se neopakuge.
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VVHy is my verfe {o barren of new pride?
So far from variation or quicke change?
Why with the time do I not glance afide
To new found methods,and to compounds {trange
Why write I {till all one,euer the {ame,
And keepe inuention in a noted weed,
That euery word doth almoft fel my name,
Shewing their birth,and where they did proceed
O know fweet loue I alwaies write of you,
And you and loue are {till my argument:
So all my beft is drefling old words new,
Spending againe what is already {pent:
For as the Sun is daily new and old,
So is my loue {till telling what is told,
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I xhled, i prosly, zrcadlo tvé sdéli THy glafle will fhew thee how thy beauties were,

cifernik, twych vzdacnych minut mary,
v prazdné listy, mysl tva se vtel,
v této knize chutnej moudra dary.
Vrdsky, které zreadli se, vpravde,
hrobii tamy v pamét’ pripusti,
Istivy stin pres cifernik di zavdék
casu krokiim, kradmo, k véinosts.
Hled, ag kam tva pamét’ nedosdabne,
vlog se v prazdny blanfket, nvidis
ditka mogkn; kojen, kazdy vtdhne
rucky k myst, sexndmit se blig.
Téch nalegitosti si bledét, dbat,

bude tyym iskem, svazkn doda lat.

Thy dyall how thy pretious mynuits wafte,
The vacant leaues thy mindes imprint will beare,
And of this booke,this learning maift thou tafte.
The wrinckles which thy glafle will truly fhow,
Of mouthed graues will giue thee memorie,
Thou by thy dyals fhady {tealth maift know,
Times theeuifh progrefle to eternitie.
Looke what thy memorie cannot containe,
Commit to thefe wafte blacks,and thou thalt finde
Thofe children nurft,deliverd from thy braine,
To take a new acquaintance of thy minde.
Thefe offices,{o oft as thou wilt looke,
Shall profit thee,and much inrich thy booke.
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Casto jsem tebe Miizou Castoval,
a ladnou posilu bral pro sviij rym,
sled Cizich brk mé krédo sledoval,
zandsel pod tva kiidla, ledasiim.
Tvé oii, k 2pévu, némé primél,
1é3kopddné, do vysin zalétat,
ummnym pak, okiidlent zumnély,
noblese daly dvoji Mayestiit.
V'sak vic si povag tobo, co jd stavim,
inspirovdno tebon, ditko tve,
u jinych, pouge opravujes stavy,
Umiény, tvymi lady 3dobi se.
VSak u mé vsim jsi, skrz tvé vedent
zgnorantsvi mé stoupd, k védeni.
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SO oft haue I inuok’d thee for my Mufe,
And found fuch faire affiftance in my verfe,
As euery A/ien pen hath got my vie,
And vnder thee their poefie difperfe.
Thine eyes,that taught the dumbe on high to {ing,
And heauie ignorance aloft to flie,
Haue added fethers to the learneds wing,
And giuen grace a double Maieftie.
Yet be moft proud of that which I compile,
Whofe influence is thine,and borne of thee,
In others workes thou dooft but mend the {ftile,
And Arts with thy fweete graces graced be.
But thou art all my art,and dooft aduance
As high as learning,my rude ignorance.
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KdyZ jen ji o pomoc t¢ vybizel,

Jen verse meé, tiy, jenmmny, mély lad,
vsak moje (isla, dnes, json pro svizel,
a chord Miiza ddva jinde snad.
Budiz (lasko) tviij vyrazg, sivaba,
zaslongi snahy hodnéjsibo brka,
¢o od tebe vsak Bdsnik vymahd,
vezme, pak vrdti tobe, jeho ruka.
Davd-li ctnost, to slovo ulonpil
g Jedndni tvého, krdsu, kterou dd,
nasel v tvé tvdrz: V'ydat nema sil,
véndit, né3 tim, co 3 tebe vyzvida.

Tak jemu, za slova, dik nedluzis,
co dingil tobe, sobé splacis, spis.
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W Hil{t I alone did call vpon thy ayde,

My verfe alone had all thy gentle grace,

But now my gracious numbers are decayde,

And my fick Mufe doth giue an other place.

I grant ({weet loue) thy louely argument

Deferues the trauaile of a worthier pen,

Yet what of thee thy Poet doth inuent,

He robs thee of,and payes it thee againe,

He lends thee vertue,and he {tole that word,

From thy behauiour,beautie doth he giue

And found it in thy cheeke: he can affoord

No praife to thee,but what in thee doth liue.
Then thanke him not for that which he doth fay,
Since what he owes thee,thou thy felfe dooit pay,
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Jdou na mé mdloby, o vds takto psat,
kdyz lepsi duchem vase jméno nese,
Jez, celon moci, chee tak vyzdvibat,

azg vazne jagyk, véhlas vas jak dme se.
V7sak hodnost vase (Siry Ocedn),
prosté i honosné prec plachty vndsi,
mtiy drgy sték (R nému tak nesrovndn)
do vasich vod se s trochon viile sndsi.
Negmélii pomoc vase, vznese mne,

at’ on, na vasich hlubindch dal plachti,
dojde-li (R vraku) lodky bezcenné,

on Wi se, a s honosnosti jacht.

Tak md-li vzkvétat on, ja troskotat,

Skoda jen, Ze 3 mé lasky miij byl vrat.

Shakespearovy sonety
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O How I faint when I of you do write,

Knowing a better {pirit doth vie your name,
And in the praife thereof {pends all his might,
To make me toung-tide {peaking of your fame.
But fince your worth (wide as the Ocean is)
The humble as the proudeft faile doth beare,
My fawfie barke (inferior farre to his)
On your broad maine doth wilfully appeare.
Your fhallowelt helpe will hold me vp a floate,
Whilft he vpon your foundlefle deepe doth ride,
Or ( being wrackt) I am a worthleflé bote,
He of tall building,and of goodly pride.

Then If he thriue and I be caft away,

The wor{t was this,my loue was my decay.
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ORI fhall live your Epitaph to make,

Pressiji-li, vis Epitaf vim vryt,
Or you {uruiue when I in earth am rotten,

G vy, zatimeo jd budu tit v zemi,

DryEz paméti nelze vas smrtt smyt, From hence your memory death cannot take,
byt ve mné kagdy dil vpominky némi. Although in me each part will be forgotten.
Vas véhlas projde nesmrtelné brany, Your name from hence immortall life fhall haue,
byt ji (ag pryé) zeela svét opustim, Though I (once gone) to all the world muft dye,
em, byt’ mi pripusti jen hrubé dmy, The earth can yeeld me but a common graue,
vam odf svit da hrobku, s ndavéstim. When you intombed in mens eyes thall lye,
Mé jemné verse json vas monument, Your monument fhall be my gentle verfe,
dist budon 06, 3 tvdri budoncich, Which eyes not yet created fhall ore-read,
Jazyky nacvic vas doknment, And toungs to be,your beeing thall rehearfe,
byt ’VWV ¢, o dychd dnes, Slo na oddych. When all the breathers of this world are dead,
Zit mte ddl (vdék Pera schopnosti) You {till fhall liue (fuch vertue hath my Pen)
kam dychne dech, a 3 muzi vyisti. Where breath moft breaths,euen in the mouths of men.
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Uzndm, bex moji Miizgy k sexddni, I Grant thou wert not married to my Mufe,

mas pravo, bez poskvrny, nevnimat And therefore maieft without attaint ore-looke
mifend slova, psand k vyzndni, The dedicated words which writers vie

oslavit subjekt, knihdm poebnat. Of their faire fubiect,blefling euery booke.

Ve zlatu znalosti, i vzezient, Thou art as faire in knowledge as in hew,

tvd hodnota tak nad mé chvaly ni, finding thy worth alimmit paf{t my praife,

Ze musi ddl jit, bledat 3jitreni And therefore art inforc’d to {feeke anew,

v berstvych tiscich Casu-tepnych dni. Some frefher {tampe of the time bettering dayes.
Tak lasko i, adl se dovtipis, And do {o loue,yet when they haue deuifde,
Jak snasné Vyreinost si pristele, What {trained touches Rhethorick can lend,

mds 1yd lad, s nims rye souciti
Dprima red; uprimmého pritele.

AL jejich hruby obraz naliti

Thou truly faire,wert truly fimpathizde,

In true plaine words,by thy true telling friend.
And their grofle painting might be better v{’d,

bezkervé tvdre, tvé ar’ neniii. Where cheekes need blood,in thee it is abuf’d.
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Mné neni tieha lidit vasi toir: I Neuer {faw that you did painting need,

malebnosti malba nepostonZi.
Vim jen (dommivim se), %e tato 3ar
i nad bidu slov, jeg Bdsnik diui.
Zaspal jsem, nad nadepsanon stati,
vy jste, v $ivé forme, tepileisi
diikaz, jak sondobé brko krdti,
lrolent ve vas darilefsi.
Odmilkn mit 3a hrich, 3ddani klame,
xdslugnym jsem véncen tichen, némyy
nerusim prec vyrok krdsy sanie.
Druzi zagiva vam versi emi.
Jiskra $iti v jednom vasem oku

predci duel Poetickych sofkii.

And therefore to your faire no painting fet,

I found( or thought I found) you did exceed,

The barren tender of a Poets debt:

And therefore haue I {lept in your report,

That you your felfe being extant well might thow,

How farre a moderne quill doth come to fhort,

Speaking of worth,what worth in you doth grow,

This filence for my finne you did impute,

Which fhall be moft my glory being dombe,

For I impaire not beautie being mute,

When others would giue life,and bring a tombe.
There liues more life in one of your faire eyes,
Then both your Poets can in praife deuife.
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Kdo vyreiny je vic, Ze vic snad sdeéll,
neg chvdla ta, e jenom vy jste vy,

u koho skryt je gdsobnik, tak skvély,
Ze ukdzal by pro vds obdoby.
Hubena bida v Brku, které nevi,
subjektn priznat spetku vysosti,

v$ak pokud o vds pise, kdyz jen povi,
Ze sebou jste, dd spisu hodnosti.

AP opise jen to, co ve vds dl,

a nekagi, co prirogené dr,

vzapéti, vtipem bude prosiuly,
stylistou, jemuz kazdicky se kori.

Vm, k pogehndni, viastni kletbou e,
0 chvdlu stdt, nechvalné shazuge.
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WHo is it that {ayes moft,which can {ay more,
Then this rich praife,that you alone,are you,
In whofe confine immured is the {tore,

Which fhould example where your equall grew,
Leane penurie within that Pen doth dwell,
That to his {fubiet lends not fome {mall glory,
But he that writes of you,if he can tell,
That you are you,{o dignifies his {tory.
Let him but coppy what in you is writ,
Not making worfe what nature made fo cleere,
And fuch a counter-part fhall fame his wit,
Making his {tile admired euery where.

You to your beautious bleflings adde a curfe,

Being fond on praife,which makes your praifes worfe.
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MY toung-tide Mufe in manners holds her {till,
While comments of your praife richly compil’d,
Referue their Charaéter with goulden quill,

Ma Miiza, znémmnéld, se drii 3pét,
zatimeo soudy chval na vds se deron,

své Rysy kryji glatym brkem vet,

a od Miiz vjplii vletnyoh frizi beron. And precious phrafe by all the Mufes fil’d.
Ja v mysii ctim, a jini v slovech péj, I thinke good thoughts,whil{t other write good wordes,
Jak pisar neunmy, hldasam Amen And like vnlettered clarke ftill crie Amen,
Chvalozpéviim, co duchaplné znéji, To euery Himne that able {pirit affords,
sibledny kazdy, brkem vytiiben. In politht forme of well refined pen.
Shsim lest vim, pritakdvim, vsak, tak, Hearing you praifd,I {ay ’tis {o, ’tis true,
A navreh slavy pridam spetkeu svou, And to the moft of praife adde {fome-thing more,
Jen v mysli, v ni k1 dm ldsky nesu znak, But that is in my thought,whofe loue to you
(pred davem slov) jde vpredu, 5 nobleson. (Though words come hind-moft)holds his ranke before,
A ostatni mne, 3 dcty k licent, Then others,for the breath of words refped,
pomlonvaji, 2a hlonpé micent. Me for my dombe thoughts,{peaking in effect.
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To piné plachty jeho velkych basni,
na cesté iskat prizen (cennon) vasi,
mé Zralé myslenky v mij mogek tésni,
v kobku, 2t délohy v nig proné rasi?
T jeho duch, od duchii uien psani
nade smrt, k smrti mne tak porazil?
Ne, ani on, nocniho prepsavaini
ni pomocnik, muj vers by garazil.
Nz on, ni hodny duch ten povédonmry,
Jeng jeho divtip 2bysti? po nocich,
nepysni se, e uwmlcet mé umrt,
e bazen prisia odtud, s bezmoci.
Kdyz vase tvdr se & némmn pridala,
ta zasahla mé, ze sil vydala.
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VVAs it the proud full faile of his great verfe,

Bound for the prize of (all to precious) you,
That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearce,
Making their tombe the wombe wherein they grew?
Was it his {pirit,by {pirits taught to write,
Aboue a mortall pitch,that {truck me dead ?
No,neither he,nor his compiers by night
Giuing him ayde,my verfe aftonifhed.
He nor that affable familiar ghoft
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence,
Asvi&tors of my filence cannot boaft,
I was not fick of any feare from thence.
But when your countinance fild vp hisline,
Then lackt I matter,that infeebled mine.
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Sbobem, ty jsi nad miru priviastnént,
odbad své ceny nds dost, bez blesu,
Upz's trl] propustku ma, ve Svém Inéni:
Ja dluhopis mam k tobe, do casu.
Jak nez g tvé dotace si jd t¢ drgim,
proé nabyt jméni, navzdor jistiné?
Lidsluby k tomu darn neutrgin,
svij patent vratit, Xbyvd jediné.
Sebe dar, tehdy, bez znalosti ceny,
mné, obdarovin, ja se v tomto splet,
toij velky dar, mé myiné Zhodnocent,
by lépe zhodnotil se, musi pét.

Tak meél jsem té, jak pochlebny je sen,

ve spanku Krdlem, ne kdy3 probuzen.

87

FArewell thou art too deare for my pofleffing,
And like enough thou knowit thy eftimate,
The Charter of thy worth giues thee releafing:
My bonds in thee are all determinate.
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting,
And for that ritches where is my deferuing?
The caufe of this faire guift in me is wanting,
And {o my pattent back againe is {weruing.
Thy felfe thou gau’{t,thy owne worth then not knowing,
Or mee to whom thou gau’{t it,elfe miftaking,

So thy great guift vpon mifprifion growing,
Comes home againe,on better iudgement making.
Thus haue I had thee as a dreame doth flatter,

In {leepe a King,but waking no {fuch matter.
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AZ usondss, e mne choes lebiovat, VVHen thou fhalt be difpode to fet me light,

stavét miij piinos v apovrden, And place my merrit in the eie of skorne,
Jdu na tvou stranu, proti sobé stdt, Vpon thy fide,again{t my felfe ile fight,

ctnosti 1é hdjit, v kiivém torzent: And proue thee virtuous,though thou art forfworne:
Jé prec zndm nejlip slabé stranky své, With mine owne weakenefle being beft acquainted,
z e strany ltak se vylet sestavi Vpon thy part I can {et downe a {tory

mych skrytjch chyb, jak jini Spinit se: Of faults conceald,wherein I am attainted:

Ze mne se v3dds, 1€ znainé proslave: That thou in loofing me fhall win much glory:

Lja tim Ziskam, neni pochyby, And I by this wil be a gainer too,

svou laskyplnnon mysl tobé vddr, For bending all my louing thoughts on thee,

a poskozenim viastni osoby The iniuries that to my {elfe I doe,

tak, 3 tweho isku, dyakrat Ziskdvat.
Ma liska tak se tobé pokori,
v tvilj prospéch snesu vsechna prikori.

Doing thee vantage,duble vantage me.
Such is my loue,to thee I fobelong,
That for thy right,my felfe will beare all wrong.
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S Ay that thou didit forfake mee for {fome falt,

Kdyg zatratis mne, das mi za vinu,
pak k provinéni doddm souznéni,
it chiizi Spatnou, chodit prestanm:
Nevytknu idné odiivodnént.
Neniizes (lisko) tak mé bédovat,
Zddouct Zméné vnutit formu, vné,
Jjak sebe ja, tvon viili sledovat,
gaddvim ndmost, eela Jeiinm se:
Cestu 1i nezkii%in, a na rtech mych
10€ sladké lasky jméno nesmi Ipét,

bez (profannich) mych sivah Skodlivych:

Starou ndmost jen v dobrém uvddet.
Pro tebe zapru se, jak zapovis,
bez lasky & tomn, jehog nesnasis.

And I will comment vpon that offence,
Speake of my lamenefle, and I {traight will halt:
Again{t thy reafons making no defence.
Thou canit not (loue)difgrace me halfe {o ill,
To fet a forme vpon defired change,
As ile my felfe difgrace,knowing thy wil,
I will acquaintance {trangle and looke ftrange:
Be abfent from thy walkes and in my tongue,
Thy {weet beloued name no more fhall dwell,
Leait I(too much prophane)thould do it wronge:
And haplie of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee,again{t my felfe ile vow debate,

For I muft nere loue him whom thou do{t hate.
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T'Hen hate me when thou wilt, if euer,now,

Chees li mme nendvidét, nékdy, rac,
Now while the world is bent my deeds to crofle,

nynt, kdyz svét mé skutky krizuse,

piidej se & Osud, mé v predielon tac Ioyne with the {pight of fortune,make me bow,
nevstupuj po vsem, a% si uzgje: And doe not drop in for an after loffe:
Neprijd, ag moje srdee 3 brazdy, nest, Ah doe not,when my heart hath fcapte this {forrow,
unikne, novu cesat proslé hore, Come in the rereward of a conquerd woe,
nepridey, k vichru noci, itrka dést, Giue not a windy night a rainie morrow,
prodiongit sotva prekonané, spore. To linger out a purpofd ouer-throw.
Opustis-li mne, nebud postedni, If thou wilt leaue me, do not leaue me laft,
azg drobnych steskii sled dal gndt svou 3dst, When other pettie griefes haue done their {pight,
Spis zkraje pripd, at’ chutndm 3dreent, But in the onfet come,fo {tall I tafte
osudu ranu hned, nejtéZst vlast. At firft the very worft of fortunes might.
12yt bédy, nad nimiz dnes béduji, And other {traines of woe, which now {feeme woe,
kdyz tebe tratim, 3a to nestoji. Compar’d with lofl¢ of thee,will not {feeme fo.
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Nékteré urozenost hije, jiné srucnost SOme glory in their birth,fome in their skill,

nékteré moc, jiné zas sila svali, Some in their wealth, fome in their bodies force,

nékteré Satnik, po novinkdch latnost: Some in their garments though new-fangled ill:

Nekteré Sokol, Chrti, Koné v cvalu. Some in their Hawkes and Hounds,{fome in their Horfe.

Naturel, kagdy, ma své potésent, And euery humor hath his adiuné pleafure,

kde radost naléza si predevsim, Wherein it findes a ioy aboue the reft,

v$ak v uvedenych vrchovatost nent, But thefe perticulers are not my meafure,

v$e dobré predcim viastnim, nejlepsin. All thefe I better in one generall beft.

Twa lska je mi vic nez Slechty rod, Thy loue is bitter then high birth to me,

nad poklad, hodnost svrski, ndakladnych, Richer then wealth,prouder then garments coft,

nad Sokoly, ii Hrebce je mi vhod: Of more delight then Hawkes or Horfes bee:

Ty jsi ma pycha, obdiv ostatnich. And hauing thee,of all mens pride I boaft.
Ubohy v jednom jsem, 3e vezmes-i, Wretched in this alone,that thou maift take,

hned uboZakem budn, na hol. All this away,and me moft wretched make.
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Déley co umis; odplizit se v dal,

na dozivoti mas mou jistotn,

Zivot, nad lasku tvou by nezistal,

zavisly na ni, nutné k Zivotu.

Proc krivdy nejhorsi ja mam se bat,

kdyZ i v 1 nejmensi rim do%its,

vidim, me cekd lepsi osud, snad,

neg na tvé libovili staviti.

M nezpikld tva mysl, nejistd,

neb mdm-li Zivot s tebou svdzdn, jen,

mdm Stésti v Stitn psané, dolista,

Stastné mit lasku tvou, & Stastny skon!
Co vsak je svétle, bez skvrn rusent,
podvadis-li mne, nemdm tuseni.
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BVt doe thy worft to {teale thy felfe away,

For tearme oflife thou art aflured mine,

And life no longer then thy loue will {tay,

For it depends vpon that loue of thine.

Then need I not to feare the worlt of wrongs,

When in the leaft of them my life hath end,

I {ee,abetter {tate to me belongs

Then that,which on thy humor doth depend.

Thou can{t not vex me with incon{tant minde,

Since that my life on thy reuolt doth lie,

Oh what a happy title do I finde ,

Happy to haue thy loue, happy to die!
But whats {o blefled faire that feares no blot,
Thou maift be falce, and yet I know it not.
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Tak mam it dal, vérit té vérnost,

Jak mangel parohdc, tak tvare dba,

e laskyplné 1%, vdor tedkosti:

Tij pobled mdm, tvé srdce odbiha.

Neb ve tvém okn nepregije e,

tak 3 néj jd nepoxndm nic menene,

ve vSednich tvarich srdee byva 13

a g ndlad (57, v ryscich tvdrnéné.

Nebe vsek stvorilo t¢ s vyitenim,

e ve 1é tvdri laska navidy dli,

v rozporu s mysli, srdce sklicenin,

tvaij vhled, neg sladky vyraz, nesdel.
U jablko BNy roste krisa tvd,
kdy%, v nesonladu, sladce vypada.
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SO fhall I live,fuppofing thou art true,
Like a deceiued husband,fo loues face,
May {till feeme loue to me,though alter’d new:
Thy lookes with me,thy heart in other place.
For their can live no hatred in thine eye,
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change,
In manies lookes,the falce hearts hiftory
Is writ in moods and frounes and wrinckles {trange.
But heauen in thy creation did decree,
That in thy face fweet loue thould euer dwell,
What ere thy thoughts, or thy hearts workings be,
Thy lookes thould nothing thence, but {weetnefle tell.
How like Zauzes apple doth thy beauty grow,
If thy {weet vertue anfwere not thy thow.
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Ti ranars, co sider nenplatni, THey that haue powre to hurt,and will doe none,
w0 nedokazui, Gm last json zndt, "That doe not do the thing,they mo{t do thowe,
co vSemi hnou, sami jak kimen statni, Who mouing others,are themfelues as {tone,
netecni v pokuseni, v hlavé chlad: Vnmooued,could,and to temptation {low:
Pravem ti, 3 nebes, dédi pozebnant, They rightly do inherrit heauens graces,
spravei jsou vsech piirody pokladii, And husband natures ritches from expence,
11 json svych tvdri, neztracenych, Pani, They are the Lords and owners of their faces,
lokajstvi viikol, jejich prikladn: Others,but {tewards of their excellence:
Kvet, letni, k létu, sladce sic se lisa, The fommers flowre is to the fommer {weet,
Jen pro sebe viak e, do kosy, Though to it {elfe,it onely live and die,
nad taky kvét, kdyZ ndkaza v ném hnisa, But if that flowre with bafe infeGtion meete,
nejhors? plevel vyis se honosi: The bafeft weed out-braues his dignity:
Nejsladsi, chovanim se v ocet 3méni, For {weeteft things turne {owreft by their deedes,
lilie nad plevel ipi, v bidném tlent. Lillies that fefter, {mell far worfe then weeds.
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HOw fweet and louely doft thou make the thame,
Which like a canker in the fragrant Rofe,
Doth {pot the beautie of thy budding name?
Oh in what {weets doeft thou thy finnes inclofe!

Jak sladis, kraslis nectné hanbeni,

které, jak nakaza v té Riige kvétu,
poskvrni tvého jména poupeni?

Ach, biichy své, v jak sladkém skryvas krytu!

Jazyk, jez S dnii tvych sdélent, That tongue that tells the {tory of thy daies,
(a chlipné miriuje se o tyyeh hrach) (Making lafciuious comments on thy {port)
nemige hanét, chvdlit nelent, Cannot difpraife,but in a kinde of praife,
vyndsi jméno e, tim svéti krach. Naming thy name, blefles an ill report.
Ach, jaky paldc hiichy ophjvd, Oh what a manfion haue thofe vices got,
Jez za své sidlo si t¢ vybraly, Which for their habitation chofe out thee,
kde zdvoj krdsy vady 3akryvd, Where beauties vaile doth couer euery blot,
vSe vnadné jen, co oku 3aveli! And all things turnes to faire,that eies can fee!
T véz (mé srdee) a ber na 3retel, Take heed (deare heart)of this large priviledge,
nestiidmost tupi, tvrdd nad lepel. The hardeft knife ill v{’d doth loofe his edge.
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Miidi 1i zazlivagi, svévoli, SOme {ay thy fault is youth,fome wantonefle,

Jinid 1% privab v mladi, ve sportu,
privab i chyby tabnou kdekol::

Okrasu  chyb mas, ve svém resortu:

Jak na prstenu Korunované

i vSedni kdmen skvi se noblesné:

Tak nedostatky v tobeé patrne,

v hodnoty rostou, 13, honosne.

Koliko Jehiiat, kruty Vlk by sved,

kdyby na Jehné zménil vzezrent.

Pobledii kolik ty pak, naopét,

g pogice moci, stavu dreni?
Nedini tak, ji t¢ beztak miluji,

A tim, Ze mdm té, povést spravuji.

Some fay thy grace is youth and gentle {port,
Both grace and faults are lou’d of more and lefle:
Thou makit faults graces,that to thee refort:
As on the finger of a throned Queene,
The bafeft Iewell wil be well efteem’d:
So are thofe errors that in thee are {eene,
To truths tranflated,and for true things deem’d.
How many Lambs might the {terne Wolfe betray,
If like a Lambe he could his lookes tranflate.
How many gazers migh{t thou lead away,
If thou wouldit vfe the {trength of all thy {tate?
But doe not {o,I loue thee in fuch fort,
As thou being mine,mine is thy good report.
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Je odlonleni Zimé podobné,
od tebe, radost g roku miiva?
Co tmavé dny mé, svétlem chudobné?
Prosince spoust, tak hola, mraziva?
A, cas traceny, byl letni cas,
a plodny Podzim, ristem kypid,
obtékdn plodem mlidi, bujnych krds,
Jak lina vdov, jichg Pdn byl Zijici:
Mné s plodnosti ton piista v rozjimani
Sirotkii prani, plodi po otci,
bez potéch 1 éta, na té vyikavini,
Ze by tu nejsi, mlkli Zpévdce.

A Svitori-li, mdle a bez ducha,

a listii bled; /¢ Zimy predtucha.
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HOw like a Winter hath my abfence beene

From thee,the pleafure of the fleeting yeare?
What freezings haue I felt,what darke daies {eene?
What old Decembers barenefle euery where?
And yet this time remou’d was fommers time,
The teeming Autumne big with ritch increafe,
Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime,
Like widdowed wombes after their Lords deceafe:
Yet this aboundant iflue feem’d to me,
But hope of Orphans,and vn-fathered fruite,
For Sommer and his pleafures waite on thee,
And thou away,the very birds are mute.

Or if they fing,tis with {o dull a cheere,

That leaues looke pale,dreading the Winters neere.
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Od vés ji pryéjsem byl, dil od jara, FRom you haue I beene abfent in the {pring,
kdy% chrabry Duben (v$ak se ovéndil) When proud pide Aprill (dreft in all his trim)
dal miladou svéZest vSemu, 3 bujara: Hath put a fpirit of youth in euery thing:
Saturn sdm, 1Ry, § nin 5i skotadi, That heauie Sazurne laught and leapt with him.
vSak ani ptaikii sniisky, sladky vdech Yet nor the laies of birds,nor the {fweet {mell
vSemosnych kvétin vini, odstini, Of different flowers in odor and in hew,
mne k vypravéni léta nedal dech: Could make me any fummers {tory tell:
Ci ndrué vybrat, sebrat koétinu: Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew:
Nezas’ jsem nad Lilie bélobon, Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white,
nectil jsem Riize syté mmént, Nor praife the deepe vermillion in the Rofe,
nexvan tak libou, volnon dlibon: They weare but fweet,but figures of delight:
Omalovinek, 3 vaseho razent. Drawne after you, you patterne of all thofe.

A Zima 3dala se, vy daleko, Yet feem’d it Winter {till,and you away,

R vds stinobra, j hrdl ji, toliko. As with your thaddow I with thefe did play.
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Tronfalou fialkn jsem pokdral,
Klodéjko, odkud viiné sladkd tva,
kdyF ne g mé ldsky dechn, od fial,
Je3 v pleti mékkych lici nosiva?

Ci snad Slas doZit do $il lasky, dal,
Lilii pro tvou rukn odsondiy,

kvét majoranky, Ze krad vlasy tve,
Riige, na trny hrigné sesadu,
zardény stud nas, bledi onfale:

T7ett, ni 1i%, ni bél, nas oba sved,

k lupn pak dech tvilj jal se nchvititi,
vSak pro svou loupez, 3 bujné pychy, hned,
mistitelka Zhouba pozrela jej, & smrti.

Videl jsem dalsi kvéty, dadné pak,

co viini, barvu ukradli 17 vsak.
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T'He forward violet thus did I chide,

Sweet theefe whence didit thou {teale thy fweet that {mels
If not from my loues breath,the purple pride,
Which on thy foft cheeke for complexion dwells?
In my loues veines thou hait too grofely died,
The Lillie I condemned for thy hand,
And buds of marierom had {tolne thy haire,
The Rofes fearefully on thornes did {tand,
Our blufhing thame,an other white difpaire:
A third nor red,nor white,had {tolne of both,
And to his robbry had annext thy breath,
But for his theft in pride of all his growth
A vengfull canker eate him vp to death.

More flowers I noted,yet I none could fee,

But fweet,or culler it had {tolne from thee.
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Kde meskds Miizo, dloubo diusna ji VVHere art thou Mufe that thou forgetit {olong,

pojednat o tom, 3 leho mas svon moc?
Zda v pisent, vsedni, silu vybijis,
slabnes, svym svétlem mrhds, na pomoc.
V'zpomert st, vrat’ se Miizo, odpykat,
v laskavych cslech, lichost 3bytecnon,
zapéj ve sluch, jez md 1wé sloky rdd,
dd tvémn peru rudmost vyrecnon.
Miizo vstan, hledej v tvari lasky znaky,
ez cas by vyryl, vrdsky mrzuté,
a pokud ano, Satirizuj faky
casu Zymar, v dilo vSemii sepsuté.
Dej lisce slivn ditv, nez vzal by las
svon kosou, stpem, nenech napospas.

To {peake of that which giues thee all thy might?

Spendit thou thy furie on fome worthlefle {fonge,

Darkning thy powre to lend bafe {ubiets light.

Returne forgetfull Mufe,and {traight redeeme,

In gentle numbers time {o idely fpent,

Sing to the eare that doth thy laies efteeme,

And giues thy pen both skill and argument.

Rife refty Mufe,my loues {weet face {uruay,

If time haue any wrincle grauen there,

If any,be a Satire to decay,

And make times {poiles difpifed euery where.
Giue my loue fame fafter then time walfts life,
So thou preuentit his fieth,and crooked knife.
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Ach Mrizo vzdornd, jak se vykoupi,
Zes presla krdsu vérné Zbarvenon?
Pravda a krdsa na mé lisce lpi:
Ty také, stoupds jejich pricinon:
Odpovez, Miizo, nepovis to snad,
pravda se necti piibarvovinin,
krdsa beg sminkii skoli, ryzich vnad:
Nejlepsi ztrdci, prisad michanim.
Jej chvalit netieba, tvych relf stop?
Proc uznat ticho, v3dyt’ je na tobé
ddt, aby preil pozlaceny hrob:
Budonci vék vzdal hold, t¢ podobe.
Konej svon praci Miizo, vysvétlim,

Jak ddt, by zdril ddl, jak skvi se svym.

Shakespearovy sonety
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OH truant Mufe what fhalbe thy amends,

For thy negle& of truth in beauty di’d?
Both truth and beauty on my loue depends:
So doft thou too,and therein dignifi’d:
Make anfwere Mufe,wilt thou not haply faie,
Truth needs no collour with his collour fixt,
Beautie no penfell,beauties truth to lay:
But beft is beft,if neuer intermixt.
Becaufe he needs no praife,wilt thou be dumb?
Excufe not filence {o,for’t lies in thee,
To make him much out-liue a gilded tombe:
And to be praifd of ages yet to be.
Then do thy office Mufe,I teach thee how,
To make him {eeme long hence,as he fhowes now.
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Ma ldska sili, alli slabsi 2da se,
nent ji min, al mii je k vidén,
vsak laska 3bozim je, kdyF bobatne se,
JiZ maye, vecnik vyda, vereni.
Laiska nase nova byla, gjara,
Ja chtél ji zdravit svymi slokanii,
Jak Slavik, kraje lta, pét se stara,
a flétnu jeho dusi Zralé dny:
Ne, ge by léto bylo méné pékné,
neg kdyz svym chorem noci velebil,
vSak, divon hudbon, kagda vétev téZkne,
a casté sladké bere chuti sil.
Tak také driim jazyk oblas 3pét:
Nechei vds gpévem svym prec otupét.

I02

MY loue is {trengthned though more weake in {ee-ming

I loue not lefle,thogh lefle the thow appeare,

That loue is marchandiz’d,whofe ritch efteeming,

The owners tongue doth publith euery where.

Our loue was new,and then but in the {pring,

When I was wont to greet it with my laies,

As Philomell in fummers front doth finge,

And ftops his pipe in growth of riper daies:

Not that the fummer isleflé pleafant now

Then when her mournefull himns did huth the night,

But that wild mufick burthens euery bow,

And fweets growne common loofe their deare delight.
Therefore like her,I fome-time hold my tongue:
Becaufe I would not dull you with my {onge.
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Ach jaké basné nese Miiza ma,
jeg prostor taky mad, se vyjadyit,
kdyg prosty vyrazg vic se vyjinid,

neg kdyz ja chei svou chvdlon obdarit.
Neméjte za 0é, nemobu dil psat!
V7 zreadlo bledte, tvar tam k vidéni,
Jez invenci mou prostou, mnohokrdt
Drevysi, tupi, je mé Zhanben.

Bylo by pobrichu pak, ve snaze
opravit cil dity dravy, marit ddl,

a dokonat mych versi nesndize
popsanim vasich vnad a dari, chval.

Shakespearovy sonety
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A Lack what pouerty my Mufe brings forth,
That hauing fuch a skope to thow her pride,
The argument all bare is of more worth
Then when it hath my added praife befide.
Oh blame me not if I no more can write!
Looke in your glafle and there appeares a face,
That ouer-goes my blunt inuention quite,
Dulling my lines,and doing me difgrace.
Were it not {infull then {triuing to mend,
To marre the {ubieé& that before was well,
For to no other pafle my verfes tend,

Then of your graces and your gifts to tell.

Mnobem, negli 3 mych versii, mnobem vi,

And more,much more then in my verfe can fit,
v greadle 2rite, kdyF vam bhledi vstric.

Your owne glafle fhowes you,when youlooke in it.
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My nestarnonci plavy piitels,

Jak vasich olf proni ndabled 3 mych,

tak krasny dal: T17 Zimy orvaly

do studu svrsky g lesii ozdobnych,

117 vesny gelontnout ag v Jesenc

v procesi rocnich dob jsem nvidél,

1% Dubny vonné, Cervniim do vybné,

odkdy jd vasi zeler svéZi 3rel.

Vsak kradma ruika krdsy Orlgje

co stoji gal; plizivé okrddd,

vas nddech pro mne ustavicny je,

v pohybn, kyzg mé oko nexvlada.
S obledemn nac slys, stari hrubé, vzkaz,
neg vy byl rozen, mrelo léto kris.

Shakespearovy sonety
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104.

T'O me faire friend you neuer can be old,

For as you were when fir{t your eye I eyde,
Such feemes your beautie {till: Three Winters colde,
Haue from the forrefts fhooke three fummers pride,
Three beautious {prings to yellow 4utumne turn’d,
In procefle of the feafons haue I {eene,
Three Aprill perfumes in three hot Tunes burn’d,
Since fir{t I {faw you frefth which yet are greene.
Ah yet doth beauty like a Dyall hand,
Steale from his figure,and no pace perceiu’d,
So your {weete hew,which me thinkes {till doth {tand
Hath motion,and mine eye may be deceaued.
For feare of which,heare this thou age vnbred,
Ere you were borne was beauties fummer dead.
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A moji lasku nexvon Modldrstvim,
ge za Modln bych lisku vydival,
kdyg moje 3pévy, chvdly, predevsim
Jednotné json, na jeden ndmet, dal.
Laskd, ma ldska, dnes a itra, jes
vérnd Je, stald, v podiv vytecne,

tak moje verse vage v stalost 163,
Jednotu sdili, rozdily vsak ne.

Lad, viidnost, vérnost popsat, o to jde,
lad, vlidnost, vérnost, jinak, frazi prost,
invence moje tak cas vénuje,

témata narag, 1 ma, vile dost.

Lad, viidnost, vérnost, riizni adreson.

17 74, a% dodnes, vedli kazdy svon.
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10§

L Et not my loue be cal’d Idolatrie,

Nor my beloued as an Idoll thow,

Since all alike my fongs and praifes be

To one,of one,{till {fuch,and euer {o.

Kinde is my loue to day,to morrow kinde,

Still conftant in a wondrous excellence,

Therefore my verfe to conftancie confin’de,

One thing exprefling,leaues out difference.

Faire,kinde,and true,is all my argument,

Faire,kinde and true,varrying to other words,

And in this change is my inuention {pent,

Three theams in one,which wondrous {cope affords.
Faire, kinde,and true haue often liu’d alone.
Which three till now,neuer kept feate in one.
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WHen in the Chronicle of wafted time,

Kady%, nad Kronikou promarnéné doby,
popis vnimdn, nejhecich stvorent,
lad, jez rymy staré ladné zdobi,
Panim, mrtvym, Rytiri dvoreni,
R popisti nejspanilejsich nén,
rucek, nogek, oct, lel, a rti,
Iim, jak 3 Pera dob by vedlo psani
0 krdsdch, jim3 viddnete vy, tu.
Jejich oslavovani jen vésti
sondobé dny, v nich predvidat vds ric.
A& zraky jasnozizvymi se blyst,
beztak, jejich chvdla sotva staci:
Az my, dnes vidouce skry dnesni grak,
Zasneme, jazyk k chvdle schazi vsak.

I {ee difcriptions of the faireft wights,

And beautie making beautifull old rime,

In praife of Ladies dead,and louely Knights,

Then in the blazon of fweet beauties beft,

Of hand,of foote,of lip,of eye,of brow,

I fee their antique Pen would haue expreft,

Euen f{uch a beauty as you maifter now.

So all their praifes are but prophefies

Of this our time,all you prefiguring,

And for they look’d but with deuining eyes,

They had not {till enough your worth to fing :
For we which now behold thefe prefent dayes,
Haue eyes to wonder,but lack toungs to praife.
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N7 bazen mad, ni duse prorockd
celého svéta, nad budoucnem snice,
gnd trvdani mé ldsky, nadlidskd
pry sila 2kdzy ma ji v moci, vice.
Smrtelnda Luna presta zatmeéni,
tusent sva shazuji Predzvést,
koruny jistot zdobi Domnéni,
mir trima Olivovnik vecnosti.
Po kapkdch této utésené doby,
ldska ma kvete, smrt mam upsanon,
navzdor ji, vstanu, 3 chudyeh versii zdoby,
at’ daviim némym ddl je pohromon.
A ty zde najdes pomnik viastninm dnsim,
ag spadne hreben zashim tyraniim.

Shakespearovy sonety

107

N Ot mine owne feares,nor the prophetick foule,
Of the wide world,dreaming on things to come,
Can yet the leafe of my true loue controule,
Suppofde as forfeit to a confin’d doome.

The mortall Moone hath her eclipfe indur’de,
And the {ad Augurs mock their owne prefage,
Incertenties now crowne them-felues aflur’de,
And peace proclaimes Oliues of endlefle age,
Now with the drops of this moft balmie time,
My loue lookes frefh,and death to me fubfcribes,
Since fpight of him Ile liue in this poore rime,
While he infults ore dull and fpeachlefle tribes.
And thou in this fhalt finde thy monument,
When tyrants crefts and tombs of brafe are fpent.
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Co v mosu je, co Tus smi vyliis, VVHat’s in the braine that Inck may character,
co nescetly i disy mon vémon duss, Which hath not figur’d to thee my true {pirit,
co nové rict, ky% novy zapocet, What’s new to fpeake,what now to regifter,
Jak sdélit lisku mon, tyych hodnot vysi? That may exprefle my loue,or thy deare merit ?
Nic chlapée sladky, jako modlithn Nothing fweet boy,but yet like prayers diuine,
musin, co den, to samé opakovat, I muft each day fay ore the very {ame,
nic prosté, ty iy, ja zas tyym se v, Counting no old thing old,thou mine,I thine,
Jak kdyF 1i jméno Sel jsem posvécovat. Euen as when firft I hallowed thy faire name.
By liska vétna, v lasky nové schrance, So that eternall loue in loues frefh cafe,
nenesla prach a tjmu start jig, Waighes not the duft and iniury of age,
smi upiit vrdskdm misto, po 1€ strance Nor giues to neceflary wrinckles place,
starobylost ma za pazete spis, But makes antiquitie for aye his page,
v ném nddech proni lasRy, chovany, finding the firft conceit of loue there bred,
pres vnéjsi dojems, R smrti srovnany. Where time and outward forme would fhew it dead,
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0, nikdy netvrd, ge mdm klamné srdee,
byt, s odstupem, Ze skabne %dr, se 3da,
spis mob bych, od sebe, se vzddlit vice,
a duse ma, v twém dechu domov ma:
M lasky domov, pakli mivim ven,
Jjak cestovatel, 3as se navracin,
v nejryssi cas, a casem nemenén,
duse dd donsek, jims se olistim.
Nempysti, e bych kdy, byt unvitr’ jen
slabosti mam, je krougi v Zildch vsad,
posetilosti jat, byl poskvrnén
do miry té, tych kladsi odbyvat:
Pres Vesmir blas miij jinak nezazni,
tys Riige ma, veskeré své mdm v ni.

Shakespearovy sonety
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O Neuer fay that I was falfe of heart,

Though abfence feem’d my flame to quallifie,
As eafie might I from my felfe depart,
As from my foule which in thy breft doth lye :
That is my home of loue,if T haue rang’d,
Like him that trauels I returne againe,
Tuft to the time,not with the time exchang’d,
So that my felfe bring water for my {taine,
Neuer belecue though in my nature raign’d,
All frailties that befiege all kindes of blood,
That it could fo prepofterouflie be {tain’d,
To leaue for nothing all thy fumme of good :
For nothing this wide Vniuerfe I call,
Saue thou my Rofe,in it thou art my all.
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Zel, Je to tak, jd krouzil kol a kol
na pobled za Saska se ustrojil,
vyhrezl ct, nejdrazsi zaprodal,
a 3 novych prizni staré hiichy sil.
Véru, ja vérnost skoupé stedoval
tikosem, eigen: U vSech svatych si
tiskoky témi k srdei mladi Zval,
skrg horst ponal, iim jsi lasko 1y,
a skonde, manm, co bude trvalé,
apetit sviij nebudn brousit, Jvin
gkouset, co vmugi starého pritele,
Bobha lasky, jemuz jsem zavdzan.
Tak nvite] mé, nejlepsi pod nebem,

na hrud’ svou, nej, nejnilovanéisi vem.

Shakespearovy sonety

.. Jakoby navrat domi...

IIO

AL as ’tis true,I haue gone here and there,

And made my felfe a motley to the view,
Gor’d mine own thoughts, {old cheap what is moft deare,
Made old offences of affeétions new.
Motft true it is,that T haue lookt on truth
Afconce and {trangely: But by all aboue,
Thefe blenches gaue my heart an other youth,
And worfe eflaies prou’d thee my beft of loue,
Now all is done,haue what fhall haue no end,
Mine appetite I neuer more will grin’de
On newer proofe,to trie an older friend,
A God in loue,to whom I am confin’d.
Then giue me welcome,next my heauen the beft,
Euen to thy pure and moft moft louing breft.
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Mné k dobru, snad, plisnite fortunou,
ta vinna bohyné je, hiichi mych,
1é, zaopatrit mé je pod cenou,
neg 3 penéz, ba i mravi veremych.
Tim ma mé jméno cejeh, co tadi nan,
Dprirozenosti samié priméni
k 0bzivé 163, jak Barvitova dla,
politute mne, prejte obmiény.
Jsa svolny pacient, bram dousky rdd,
loky Octa, na mou silnon infekci,
nic horké natolik, tak horce brit,
ni pokdni dvé, korekci korekci.
Pritels litute mne, slibuji,
vds soucit stali a mmne ahoji.

Shakespearovy sonety

... fortune : fortuna, ale i jméni ...

III

O For my fake doe you wifh fortune chide,

The guiltie goddefle of my harmfull deeds,

That did not better for my life prouide,

Then publick meanes which publick manners breeds.

Thence comes it that my name receiues a brand,

And almoft thence my nature is fubdu’d

To what it workes in,like the Dyers hand,

Pitty me then,and wifh I were renu’de,

Whilft like a willing pacient I will drinke,

Potions of Eyfell gain{t my {trong infetion,

No bitterneflé that I will bitter thinke,

Nor double pennance to corret correction.
Pittie me then deare friend,and I aflure yee,
Euen that your pittie is enough to cure mee.
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Vas cat, a souct, plni impresi,

JiZ sprosty skanddl vtisk mi do lela,
co na tom mné, kdo chvili, hartusi,
kdyz zatravnite Spatné docela?

V'y jste mé V'se, nym ma byt disilim

vyshySet banu, chvdln 3 vasich rti,

a nikdo mé, jd ivym nesdélin,

co ocelt, o zmeéni v dobrota.

V7 hlubokon Strz tak hazin obledy

na jiné hlasy, nutim k miceni

kritiky nebo chvdly Nobsledy:

Hle, jak mad preziravost nelent.
Slechtét vas, toliko mne ajima,
krom meé, svét vase Fiti nevnima.

Shakespearovy sonety
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YOur loue and pittie doth th’impreffion fill,

Which vulgar {candall {tampt vpon my brow,
For what care I who calles me well or ill,
So you ore-greene my bad,my good alow?
You are my All the world,and I muit {triue,
To know my fhames and praifes from your tounge,
None elfe to me,nor I to none aliue,
That my {teel’d {fence or changes right or wrong,
In fo profound .44ifne I throw all care
Of others voyces,that my Adders fence,
To cryttick and to flatterer {topped are:
Marke how with my neglec I doe difpence.
You are {o {trongly in my purpofe bred,
That all the world befides me thinkes y’are dead.
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Odlonien od vas, vidim mysii déns, SInce Ileft you,mine eye is in my minde,

1 co mi veli, hled’ si svého tu,

trdcl svon funkdi, dsti 3 oslepent,
vidouc jen oblas, tnudiz mino bhru:
Prazddné zddani nepreddva srde,
zda ptik, ¢ kvét, tvari si nevsind,
md myst, cile viastnich mikdi trdci,
pousts, co chytd svyma ocima:
AP jde o0 ostry, nebo mékky svit,
vidént ladnych, nebo krivych tvori,
at’ hory, more, den, & noc md 1t:

Z vran, holubicek, tvdri vasich tvari.

Nenasycena vami, simérne,
mysl mad, vérnd, Sali nevérné.

And that which gouernes me to goe about,
Doth part his fun&ion,and is partly blind,
Seemes feeing,but effectually is out:
For it no forme deliuers to the heart
Of bird,of flowre,or fhape which it doth lack,
Of his quick obiects hath the minde no part,
Nor his owne vifion houlds what it doth catch:
For if it {fee the rud’{t or gentleit fight,
The moft {weet-fauor or deformedit creature,
The mountaine,or the {ea,the day,or night:
The Croe,or Doue,it fhapes them to your feature.
Incapable of more repleat,with you,
My moft true minde thus maketh mine vntrue.
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Zda ditvtip, vimi korunoven, sele, OR whether doth my minde being crown’d with you

vsaje monarchi mor ten, pochlebnost?

Ci 3¢ mam tordit, 3¢ mé oko nelZe,

znd Alchymie g vas7 lisky dost?

Obludy, véci prosty souladu

za cherubiny mit, vds postavy,

zdokonalovat, co md dvadu,

hned jak do orii se co postavi,

Ach proni spis, tot’ graku lichocent,

mé mysli Stédré, dousky lahodi,

mé oko nd co gustem je, a nent,

a k chutim mysii, pohdr vyladi.
Pokud to ma byt jed, hrich zmensi si,
e oko, 3 lasky, proni okusi.

Drinke vp the monarks plague this flattery ?
Or whether fhall I {ay mine eie faith true,
And that your loue taught it this Alcamie?
To make of monf{ters,and things indige{t,
Such cherubines as your {weet felfe refemble,
Creating euery bad a perfet beft
As faft as obiedts to his beames aflemble:
Oh tis the firft,tis flatry in my {eeing,
And my great minde moft kingly drinkes it vp,
Mine eie well knowes what with his guit is greeing,
And to his pallat doth prepare the cup.
If it be poifon’d,tis the lefler finne,
That mine eye loues it and doth fir{t beginne.
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T'Hofe lines that I before haue writ doe lie,
Euen thofe that {aid I could not loue you deerer,
Yet then my iudgement knew no reafon why,
My moft full lame fhould afterwards burne cleerer.
But reckening time,whofe milliond accidents

Radky, jez psal jsem d¥iv, json prolhané,
co di, e nemoh bych vds mit vic rdd,
tehdy mym rogumen: nesexnane,

Ze plny Zdr maiyj jasnéj bude plat.

Vsak v souitn, las, skrz miliony nebod,

Pplaz, skibi klin, kaz Krdlii dekereti, Creepe in twixt vowes,and change decrees of Kings,

okord krdsu, tupi osti? dohod, Tan {acred beautie,blunt the fharp’{t intents,

a pevné viile svede 3 ndmém: Diuert {trong mindes to th’courfe of altring things:

Zel, znejistén tak asu tyranstvim, Alas why fearing of times tiranie,

mél bych snad dit, jak nejvic rad vds mdm, Might I not then {ay now I loue you beft,

Jakmile nad jistotu jist byv tinm, When I was certaine ore in-certainty,

ovéndit soncasnost, vydor obavam: Crowning the prefent,doubting of the reft:
Ladska je Nemluvné, tak slov bych dal, Loue is a Babe , then might I not {ay {o
a ldsce riist, je3, roste stle dil. To giue full growth to that which {till doth grow.
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116.

Bych sitatek vérnych mysii neslabil,
odmitam vady. Ldskon pak nent,
chyb vsimat si, ménit je ze vSech sil,
poklonkovat jejich odstranéni:
Takble ne! Ldska navidy vede svou
Je nad bour?, neotvesitelndy
Stalice, bdi nad barkon bloudilon
Ji% cenn nezndme, byt’ vyskou sdélna.
Ne Ldsku, ret a lic jen sklizi Cas
s1pu krugnici, kdyg md na ranu:
Hodindm a tydniim napospas
Ldska preckd gkdazu ag na hranu.
Paklige chyba, na mne vinu sval,
Jd nepsal 3bla, muggenneniloval.
muz, e nemiloval.
mug Zen nemiloval.
mnge nemiloval.

119

L Et me not to the marriage of true mindes
Admit impediments,loue is not loue
Which alters when it alteration findes,
Or bends with the remouer to remoue.
O no,it is an euer fixed marke
That lookes on tempefts and is neuer fhaken;
It is the {tar to euery wandring barke,
Whofe worths vinknowne,although his higth be taken.
Lou’s not Times foole,though rofie lips and cheeks
Within his bending fickles compafle come,
Loue alters not with his breefe houres and weekes,
But beares it out euen to the edge of doome:
If this be error and vpon me proued,
I neuer writ,nor no man euer loued.
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Obvirite mne, Ze vse jsem promamil,

Cim mél jsem dslub vasich oplatit,

navstivit vasi lsku apomnél,

ke které kagdy den mé vige cit,

e las jsem, casto, travil s bihvikym,

predkupni privo vase, lasn vdal,

napinal plachty, vétrim vsemoznyn,

od vas co nejdal bych se vdaloval.

ZLapiste svévole a chyby mi,

v tibledny soupis, souhrn nezdarii,

pred prikry pobled, chmurny, stavte mne,

vSak nesestrelete, v lobném rogmaru:
My apel zni, e dbal jsem priikazn
vérnosti lasky vast, dikazn.
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ACcufe me thus,that I haue {canted all,
Wherein I thould your great deferts repay,
Forgot vpon your deareft loue to call,
Whereto al bonds do tie me day by day,
That I haue frequent binne with vnknown mindes,
And giuen to time your owne deare purchaf’d right,
That I haue hoyited faile to al the windes
Which fhould tranfport me fartheft from your fight.
Booke both my wilfulnefle and errors downe,
And on iuft proofe {furmife,accumilate,
Bring me within the leuel of your frowne,
But fhoote not at me in your wakened hate:
Since my appeale faies I did {triue to prooue
The conftancy and virtue of your loue
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Tu ve snaze chut’ k jidln vytiibit,
lacné latky sobé vnucujenme,
(i skrytym nedubiim pak predejit,
nevolnosti, davit vbuzujenze.
Tak, presycen jsa vasi sladkosti,
hotkym vitviim podrobil jsem stravu;
vzpougen dobrého bydla mélkosts,
predchazeje chorobnému stavu.
Tak predvidaye lasky silohn,
g proshich vytek nepéstovat vady,
k léché prived] zdravi polobu,
Ji%, ag seslon, lecily by jed).

Tou lekci, vpravde, Fivot ochucen,

lek travi jej, kdo 3 vas byl znechucen.
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LIke as to make our appetites more keene

With eager compounds we our pallat vrge,

As to preuent our malladies vnfeene,

We ficken to thun ficknefle when we purge.

Euen {o being full of your nere cloying fweetnefle,

To bitter {fawces did I frame my feeding;

And ficke of wel-fare found a kind of meetnefle,

To be difea’d ere that there was true needing.

Thus pollicie in loue tanticipate

The ills that were,not grew to faults affured,

And brought to medicine a healthfull {tate

Which rancke of goodneflé would by ill be cured.
But thence I learne and find the leflon true,
Drugs poyfon him that {o fell ficke of you.
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Ty loky, co ze Sirén sk jsem pil,
lih 2 alembickych banék, 3 pekla kal,
nadéjim bazgen, baznim nade vlil,
kdyz doufal 2vitézit, dal upadal?
Jak bidné chybné, srdce dopusténi,
citivsi se, jak nikdy, blagené?
Usasem o6i 3 Diilksi vyhostént,
horecky vteklé, roty blonznéné?
Prinosiim ztrat ted jsem s to nvérit,
e lepst, zhim se jesté Zlepsiva.
a g ldsky zmaru, as ji postavit,
pak na ladu, a sile iskdv.
Zpét jsem, pokdran, vyhrad nemaye,
trdt sk mil] Hikrit vic neg vydage.
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WHat potions haue I drunke of Syren teares
Diftil’d from Lymbecks foule as hell within,
Applying feares to hopes,and hopes to feares,

Still loofing when I faw my felfe to win?
What wretched errors hath my heart committed,
Whilit it hath thought it {elfe {o blefled neuer?
How haue mine eies out of their Spheares bene fitted
In the diftraltion of this madding feuer?
O benefit of ill, now I find true
That better is, by euil {till made better.
And ruin’d loue when it is built anew
Growes fairer then at fir{t,more {trong,far greater.
So I returne rebukt to my content,
And gaine by ills thrife more then I haue {pent.
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THat you were once vnkind be-friends mee now,
And for that {forrow , which I then didde feele,
Needes muft I vnder my tran{greflion bow,

Vds bezeit div je dnes mé spriznén,
a pro truchlent, tehdy pognane,
nabddd a miij precin, sklonéni,

net mosazy ocel, v Nervy kovan. Vnleffe my Nerues were brafle or hammered {teele.
Kdy# vds ma nelaskavost rozhodila, For if you were by my vnkindnefle fhaken
jak vase mne, Cas ved i do pekel, As I by yours , y’haue pait a hell of Time,
a jd jak tyran nelenil jsem hola And 1 a tyrant haue no leafure taken
zvazit, skrz vas hrich, jd co vytrpél. To waigh how once I {uffered in your crime.
O ké¥ by noc béd npomenout hnala O that our night of wo might haue remembred
v cit milj, jak teké rany davd stesk, My deepeft fencehow hard true {orrow hits,
bych brzy vam, jak vase prizen prila, And foone to you,as you to me then tendred
balzam 163, dopral, hrudi na bolest! The humble {alue,which wounded bofomes fits!
Ze precin vs je dnes mé spropimé, But that your trefpafle now becomes a fee,
ptl] vykoupt vds, vas vykoupi mne. Mine ranfoms yours,and yours muft ranfome mee.

translation © Vadav Z | Pinkava, 2010



Shakespearovy sonety

.. Jeden e stézejnich sonetl, tak proc ne na dva pokusy ...

121

Je lépe glosyn byit, neg za losyna,
kayz, nebyit takym, beztak hanu sklidi,

vzat ndrok na radost, k)% ta je brand 121
ne jak nas cit dd, lec jak druzi vids.
Pr ;67;“/@ [@ ci ZKOZO%VZ o T'IS better to be vile then vile efteemed,
uvitat mély moji bugnou krev: . .
Ci po mych chybich slidit slabii stacs When not to be,receiues reproach of being,
voli-li 3a 31 brdt mych kladi gev? And the iuft pleafure loft,which is {fo deemed,
Jsem, ktery jsem, a ti co mivi na mé . .
st mich wvad ont vlastnt pone Not by our feeling,but by others feeing.
rovny jsens, méfen Riiym metrem klapmne, For Why fthould others falfe adulterat eyes
K73 vadné sougy nie nes; neodsonen; Giue falutation to my {portiue blood?

Leda, e 3o své maji za e vsem, . . .

0 i, 10 2o, pantyié tak-e-lemn Or on my frailties why are frailer {pies;

Which in their wils count bad what I think good?
Noe,I am that I am,and they that leuell

Spis slizem byt, neg ga slig povagovin,
nebyt jim nestalt byt vyjtkam bradbay

jitécha pryé, kdys cit nds znevaovin, At my abufes,reckon vp their owne,
ndikdt vyndsi-li cizi sudba. .
Pt diit s s fulfonn, pidooks I may be {traight though they them-felues be beuel
neuctivi mon 1yxost, bnanou Sitim? By their rancke thoughtes,my deedes muft not be thown
Znejistét? Voda na mhin pro kiiviky, . . . .
0 i za 3Jé 10, co 5a hod citim, Vnlefle this generall euill they maintaine,
Jsem, ketery.jsem, kedo Spinn Kydd na mé All men are bad and in their badne{le raigne.

misto mych zdvad séitd viastni pouze,
rovny jsem, meéren kiijm metrem klammne,
skrz vadné sondy nic ne neodsonzen;
Leda, e 3lo své gevseobecriugi,
kujdni vsichni, moci pikle kuji.
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Toitj dar, é spisky vryty v mozha mim T'Thy guift,,thy tables,are within my braine

zapsany do paméti, nadile,
Jez nad tuctové vse, dnsi vsednich klam,
pretrvaji, ag véiné, trvale.
Ci alesport, jak srdce, mozkn thka,
Json od piirody schopny vydret,
neg vdayt, marn, 3 sebe kazgdy dai,
svou tebe (dst, tvrj gdznam ndret:
Negli by drgba tolik drgela,
netreba siitat ldasku, draha dost,
ze sebe svéril jsem jim docela
zdpus, je3 vyite toji vytecnost.
Drzet si adjunkta na vzpomeéni,
by pameét moji vedlo k pomnéni.

Full chara&erd with lafting memory,

Which fhall aboue that idle rancke remaine

Beyond all date euen to eternity.

Or at the leaft,{o long as braine and heart

Haue facultie by nature to {ubfiit,

Til each to raz’d obliuion yeeld his part

Of thee,thy record neuer can be mift:

That poore retention could not {fo much hold,

Nor need I tallies thy deare loue to skore,

Therefore to giue them from me was I bold,

To truft thofe tables that receaue thee more,
To keepe an adiunckt to remember thee,
Were to import forgetfulnefle in mee.
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Ne! Case, nechiub se, zmén ze mé vydobyt N O! Time, thou fhalt not boit that I doe change,
1vé pyramidy, tiebas s obnovou Thy pyramyds buyle vp with newer might
mne neohromi znova, co ma by, "To me are nothing nouell,nothing {trange,
Jsou proshich vzhledii pouhon ozdobon: They are but dreflings of a former fight:
Kritké dny nase, proto Zasneme, Our dates are breefe,and therefor we admire,
co nam a stard dila vnucujes, What thou doft foyi{t vpon vs that is ould,
radéj je ke své chuti vznesenme, And rather make them borne to our defire,
neli brit, co ug bylo, za vetes: Then thinke that we before haue heard them tould:
Ja spisy tyymi, tebou pohrdam, Thy regifters and thee I both defie,
neuzndm dnesni, ani minule, Not wondring at the prefent,nor the paft,
neb apisy teé, co kdo viddva, For thy records,and what we fee doth lye,
Rou, ukvapenim tvym json prosiule: Made more or les by thy continuall haft:
To slib miiy, na tom trvat budu s, This I doe vow and this fhall euer be,
v3dor viemn, co Wilj 3dabér pokost. I will be true difpight thy fyeth and thee.
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M liska je-li ditkem Stéstény
pak nemanzelskym, bokenm, bez otce,
terd lasky casu, Casu hanéni,
k plevelu plevel, 3 kvéti kytice.
Nevznikla 2 nebody jen opory,
netrpt falsi pompy dismévi,
nesnasi roghorient ridery,
jeg nese doba v médnim odévu:
Bez bazné ke Kaciiam postoyi,
co v krdtkém sledn hodin natropi,
ne, sama progiravost, ustoji,
neroste s horken, dést’ ji netopt.
ZLvu lasu posetilce dosvédiit,

pro dobro miou, jichg v hiichu Zivot Zit.
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YF my deare loue were but the childe of {tate,

It might for fortunes bafterd be vnfathered,

As {ubieé to times loue,or to times hate,

Weeds among weeds,or flowers with flowers gatherd.

No it was buylded far from accident,

It fuffers not in {fmilinge pomp,nor falls

Vnder the blow of thralled difcontent,

Whereto th’inuiting time our fathion calls:

It feares not policy that Heriticke,

Which workes on leafes of Thort numbred howers,

But all alone {tands hugely pollitick,

‘That it nor growes with heat,nor drownes with fhowres.
To this I witnes call the foles of time,
Which die for goodnes,who haue liv’d for crime.
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Co naplat mné je, nosit nebesa, VVEr’t ought to me I bore the canopy,
zevnéjskem vndset pocty vmesenym With my extern the outward honoring,
zdklady pro véinost snad nanesa, Or layd great bafes for eternity,

Jeg kridtce drsh, 2kazgy Gnénim? Which proues more fhort then wait or ruining?
Hiedjich, co méli formmu, naklonnost, Haue I not feene dwellers on forme and fauor
tratili vse, co preplaceli pacht Lofe all,and more by paying too much rent
premiru sladce; vidali prejicnost, For compound fweet;Forgoing fimple fauor,
ubohy dispéch, v olich Zdvist, krach. Pittifull thrivors in their gazing {pent.

Ne, at’ jdu, prosebnikem, v srdei i, Noe,let me be obfequious in thy heart,
vem chudou oblaci nou, bezplatnon, And take thou my oblacion,poore but free,
nepokazenon smesi, prostou Isti Which is not mixt with {feconds,knows no art,
vdjemnost, 3 sebe, tobé vyznanon. But mutuall render onely me for thee.

Zmiz, Spicle dplatny, véz, vérnon dusi Hence,thou fubbornd/nformer, a trew {oule

na pranjr das-h, noc tva nevystrasi. When moft impeacht,{tands leait in thy controule.
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O, ty miyy klniino, co ve své moci
mds casu srp, hodiny presypaci:

Ty ubyvanim rostes, a tim spis
milence sinnym svétlem nasvitis.
Prirodon (vseho zmarn viddkyni)
za chodn vpred, jsi nucen k convini,
k. tomu 1€ ma, aby tak jeji unmz
prebijel minut, casu neroum.
Vsak boj se O, tebe za hiitku ma,
A 1€ jen, v truble své nenecha!
Na Audit (opogdéné) odpovi,
Kvitanci vydi #, a vyhovi.

( ) tu presypacich hodin Zobrazeni

( ) srpeckal lici vtip Je, & pobaveni

126

O Thou my louely Boy who in thy power,
Doeft hould times fickle glafle,his fickle,hower:
Who haft by wayning growne,and therein thou’{t,
Thy louers withering,as thy fweet felfe grow’{t.
If Nature(foueraine mifteres ouer wrack)
As thou goeft onwards {till will plucke thee backe,
She keepes thee to this purpofe,that her skill.
May time difgrace,and wretched mynuit kill.
Yet feare her O thou minnion of her pleafure,
She may detaine,but not {till keepe her trefure!
Her Audite (though delayd) anfwer’d muit be,
And her Quzetus is to render thee.

( )
( )
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Za starjoh dob, ernd la ve stinu IN the ould age blacke was not counted faire,
Pplavé, nikdy Eriskou jmenovina: Or if it weare it bore not beauties name:
Nez zdédila by krisy kornnu But now is blacke beauties {uccefliue heire,
Krisa ta, je 3parchantélon zvina, And Beautie {landerd with a baftard thame,
neb, v rukdch, nad Prirody dovednost, For fince each hand hath put on Natures power,
krdsli hnus, Lici méroun falesnon, Fairing the foule with Arts faulfe borrow’d face,
krdsa ug neni svatd navysost, Sweet beauty hath no name no holy boure,
svriena, ma se za vyhosténon. But is prophan’d,if not liues in difgrace.
Proto, mé Milé, o&i Havrani, Therefore my Mifterfle eyes are Rauen blacke,
cerné jak saze json, jak truchlici, Her eyes fo {uted,and they mourners {eeme,
nad tmavon krasou, skryton v fistrani; At fuch who not borne faire no beauty lack,
uraika Dila, podvrh ceni. Slandring Creation with a falfe efteeme,

Jak béduji, privab sviij 3dvibay, Yet {o they mourne becomming of their woe,

krasy bled' ve svilj stin ddl vrhajt. That euery toung faies beauty thould looke fo.
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Jak casto, kdyZ mi miiznou budbu hris,

na bogské drevo zvnlis pohyby,

sladkymi prsty jemné kolébas,

sonlad strun sluch mij syti, dsobi,

Ja zavidim, jak Kloudici jasaji,

polibit jemnon skrytou tvoji dlar,

mé prabnou 1ty jichg sklizen sklizert,

nad troufalosti dieva, rdi se za.

Byt laskdny tak, sni o iméné,

brat misto koliki, co tand tu,

pres né3 jdou prsti kriicky vnesene,

prat dievu dar, nad osud Zivych 4.
Kolitkii necham, at’ si jasaji,

Jim prsty dej, 1ty, mé at’ libaji.

Shakespearovy sonety

. THIICRA MUZIRA ...

12.8

HOw oft when thou my mufike mufike playft,
Vpon that blefled wood whofe motion founds
With thy {weet fingers when thou gently {wayft,
The wiry concord that mine eare confounds,
Do I enuie thofe Iackes that nimble leape,

To kifle the tender inward of thy hand,
Whil{t my poore lips which thould that harueft reape,
At the woods bouldnes by thee blufhing {tand.
To be {o tikled they would change their {tate,
And fituation with thofe dancing chips,
Ore whome their fingers walke with gentle gate,
Making dead wood more bleft then liuing lips,
Since faufie Iackes {o happy are in this,
Giue them their fingers,me thy lips to kifle.
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Mrhani Duchen v hanby pustiné

Je chtite vyraz, ditve nez je syt

Je e [, 3 vragdy, krvi obvinén,
divoky, hruby, kruty. Nevérit.

Jak ugit, padd v opovrgent,

rozunmin navdor, cilem Stvanice,
rozumin navtek, lickon k porent,
kdo pozrt, toho Fblazni velice.

K honbé i viastnictvi tak svidnd past,
mivat, mit, shanét, v extrém Zene jen,
samotné blaho, nebetyina strast,
pred sebon piislib, vzadu, zdani sen.

To vse svét znd, vsak nexnd tolik, nuge

by odved od rije, jez k peklu vede musze.

Vydey Miz Zivnyeh v hanbi vyjpusti
Je chtic pri Gnu, pred n stavén, chtic
gkrven, vrah did-dajny, hndn k stignost,
diy, beg zabran, kruty. Vi pryc ...
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TH’expence of Spirit in a wafte of fhame

Is luft in a&ion,and till action , luft

Is periurd,murdrous,blouddy full of blame,

Sauage,extreame,rude,cruell,not to truit,

Inioyd no fooner but difpifed {traight,

Paft reafon hunted, and no fooner had

Paft reafon hated as a {wollowed bayt,

On purpofe layd to make the taker mad.

Made In purfut and in pofieffion {o,

Had,hauing,and in que{t,to haue extreame,

A blifle in proofe and proud and very wo,

Before a ioy propofd behind a dreame,
All this the world well knowes yet none knowes well,
To thun the heauen that leads men to this hell.
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Nad oli Milé, siunce jasnéjsi,

nad rtiky jejt, kordl rudé pla,

nez jeji ntadra, snih je bélejsi;

Vlas nosi, tem 'no Cerné drdtky ma:

Damasek Rii%i, cervenobily

Ji v Ragich lici sotva dozani,

parfémii viiné spis mé posili

neg 2 Milé sist co dychne, zavani.

Sice rdd naslouchdm, kdyg rozmlonva,

v$ak tichvatnéi Hudba zazni mi:

Nevim, jak bohyné jde, proplouva,

Mili své nogky drgi pri gemi.
Nicmeéne, laska mope, pravdiva,
vzdend e, nad srovnani mdmiva.
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MY Miftres eyes are nothing like the Sunne,

Currall is farre more red,then her lips red,

If fnow be white,why then her brefts are dun:

If haires be wiers,black wiers grow on her head:

I haue feene Rofes damaskt,red and white,

But no fuch Rofes{ee I in her cheekes,

And in fome perfumes is there more delight,

Then in the breath that from my Miftres reekes.

I loue to heare her {peake,yet well I know,

That Muficke hath a farre more pleafing found:

I graunt I neuer {aw a goddefle goe,

My Miftres when fhee walkes treads on the ground.
And yet by heauen I thinke my loue as rare,
As any fhe beli’d with falfe compare.
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Tyranickd jsi, tak jak dilo Isti,

Jak krdsek pychy prepych, kruty klanmy

vSak vis, mé srdce un pat le3i 1,

J8i nejkrdasnéisi vzacny Drabokan.

Vsak je i takych, co t¢ 2reli, sond,

Ze g ldsky tvdr tva nevyloudi sten;

nerozporoval bych to, nejsem kloud,

vsak sobé v nitru prisahdm to jen.

Ze nesdlim se, na potvrzent,

tisici vdech vZbouzi tvd, v nitru, tvar,

a krky nase nesou stvrent,

tvd ernd, u mé ni, nad plavych zar.
V7 nicem tak cernd, jak kdyg nicemna,
1¢ ocerviugi v myst, do temma.
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‘T'Hou art as tiranous,{o as thou art,

As thofe whofe beauties proudly make them cruell;
For well thou know’{t to my deare doting hart
Thou art the faireft and moft precious Iewell.
Yet in good faith fome fay that thee behold,
Thy face hath not the power to make loue grone;
To {ay they erre,I dare not be {fobold,
Although I fweare it to my felfe alone.
And to be {ure that is not falfe I {weare
A thoufand grones but thinking on thy face,
One on anothers necke do witnefle beare
Thy blacke is faireft in my iudgements place.
In nothing art thou blacke faue in thy deeds,
And thence this flaunder as I thinke proceeds.
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THine eies I loue,and they as pittying me,

Tvé oli bitam, soucit hledi 2 nich,
Knowing thy heart torment me with di{daine,

Jak srdce tvé mne trjzni, preblizi,

a v terni lisek hostii smutecnich, Haue put on black,and louing mourners bee,

soustrastné na mon bolest pohlii. Looking with pretty ruth vpon my paine.

Ba ani Shunce ranni, na Nebi, And truly not the morning Sun of Heauen

lip nectt Sedé lice 1ychodn, Better becomes the gray cheeks of th’Eaft,

a Hvézdy jas, V'eceru podoby, Nor that full Starre that vfhers in the Eauen

Jen napiil svéti strohost Zapadn, Doth halfe that glory to the {fober Weit

Jak ol ranéné tvé tari ladi: As thofe two morning eyes become thy face:

Tak dej, at’ v srdei tvém se vyjima O let it then as well befeeme thy heart

truchlent pro mne, kieré 1i tak sed, "T'o mourne for me fince mourning doth thee grace,

a soucit ke mné, vse 1é dojima. And fute thy pitty like in euery part.
Pak odprisabam, liska cernd je, Then will I {fweare beauty her felfe is blacke,
vse be3 10é pleti Spinit hodlaje. And all they foule that thy complexion lacke.
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BEfhrew that heart that makes my heart to groane
For that deepe wound it giues my friend and me;
I’{t not ynough to torture me alone,

But flaue to {lauery my {fweet’{t friend muft be.
Me from my felfe thy cruell eye hath taken,

Vem srdee das, jez mé, tak nuti skudet,
Ra gdsab 163ky, pritele i mne;

neni dost toho, samého mmne mulit,

vsak otrocen miy drahy pritel je.

M bez sebe v 2or kruty vnucent,

a v dalsim jd, byv ukruindji jat, And my next felfe thou harder haft ingrofled,
on, jd, a ty tak pro mé tracen, Of him,my felfe,and thee I am forfaken,
mnk trojmo, tech, Ri7E nutno prekonat: A torment thrice three-fold thus to be crofled :
ME srdce v ocelovon hrud'si svag, Prifon my heart in thy {teele bofomes warde,
Dpiitelovo si za jistinu vem, But then my friends heart let my poore heart bale,
at’ jsem kde jsem, mé srdce dam mn v strag, Who ere keepes me,let my heart be his garde,
bys nebiesila v Kobce natlaken. Thou canft not then vie rigor in my Iaile.

1 Sak stejné budes, ja v 16 nvrsen, And yet thou wilt,for I being pent in thee,

Jsenm nucen tvym by, svjm viim zadrien. Perforce am thine and all that is in me.
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134

Tak nyni priznal jsem, %e jeho mds,
Ze sam jsem svazdn libovili tvon,
propadnout sebe necham, pakli das
druha mi nazpét, dil byt oporon:
Tak neucinis, ni on 3 vile prost,
neb ¥y jsi latnd, on pln obled,
on Za mne upsal sebe navysost,
pod obligace vazbu dyou nds tu.
Tvé krdsy predpis vezmes sama dl,
lichvarit se vsim co mas k uziti,
R pritele mamit diub, co za mé vzal,
Je] tratim tak, kiili Znenzits.

Jd jebo tratil, tvoji on, i ja,

on plni vse, mad neni svoboda.

134

SO now I haue confeft that he is thine,

And I my felfe am morgag’d to thy will,

My felfe Ile forfeit,fo that other mine,

Thou wilt reftore to be my comfort {till:

But thou wilt not,nor he will not be free,

For thou art couetous,and he is kinde,

He learnd but furetie-like to write for me,

Vnder that bond that him as faft doth binde.

The {tatute of thy beauty thou wilt take,

Thou viurer that put’{t forth all to vfe,

And fue a friend,came debter for my fake,

So him I loofe through my vnkinde abufe.
Him haue Iloft, thou haft both him and me,
He paies the whole,and yet am I not free.
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135

AP ta ma vic co chtit, ty mas co chtié

svon Nlnici, a presto Vilidka,

jd obdaren jsem dost, bych tiimal klic,

k. 1vé sladké voliére pro ptika.

Prej 5i, aby tva Vila obsabld

zavazken byla dost pro 1Vilnika,

by jind Vila Vilka nestabla,

od plavé k pravé pét at’ utikd:

More, co pretékd, dést’ prijimi

nadmirn tongi vic si dopravat,

nevolky bobatd, t¢ 2ajimd

mtij s 1o Je, vic tvou Niléu roztavat.
Nevpust, ni zhurta ani s prosiken,
Jiné, jen ja prec twym jsem Nilikens.

35

WHo euer hath her with,thou hait thy #7,

And #i/ too boote,and #7/ in ouer-plus,

More then enough am I that vexe thee {till,

To thy {fweete will making addition thus.

Wilt thou whofe will is large and fpatious,

Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine,

Shall will in others {eeme right gracious,

And in my will no faire acceptance fhine:

The {ea all water,yet receiues raine {till,

And in aboundance addeth to his ftore,

So thou beeing rich in /#7/ adde to thy #7/,

One will of mine to make thy large /7 more.
Let no vnkinde,no faire befeechers kill,
Thinke all but one,and me in that one #7/.
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Rayz duse zhrozi se, ge dordinm,
ubezped; Bl jsens, budn, vile tvd,

at’ vi, e ypustis co je soudem tvym, 136
na cesté lasky vse, co vypljva.
23};@;%5;%%@2%’5@ IF thy foule check thee that I come f{o neere,
<or PO a 5 jﬁ//;p i Sweare to thy blind foule that I was thy ##,
dobledny piifem jednooinika. And will thy foule knowes is admitted there,
ng 7%;%2 'gj% Z ‘i]j;z'f/ea, Thus farre for loue, my loue-fute fweet fullfill.
bez drahot nula tvoje nejblis; Will, will fulfill the treafure of thy loue,
jé 7?2 /”;Z ZZ;/@ZZ[Z;Z»?;%;'@' » I fill it full with wils,and my will one,

yune, nebot’ ji N'il-nast-ro-gictoval In things of great receit with eafe we prooue.

Among a number one is reckon’d none.

Ko dnis mabidi oddad i i) ;
B duse nabidd oddal i prichod Then in the number let me pafle vntold,

slepé té prisabej: Willa chei prirogené,

a duse vi e Vilik vstup, ne vjchod Though in thy {tores account I one mufit be,
sladce ma pinit, hnizdo lisky $ené. . .
Nilik sy siklon do trnbly 1€ lishy For nothing hold me,fo it pleafe thee hold,
pridd, nad Vilény je dobyvatel That nothing me,a fome-thing fweet to thee.
Pri velkych primech snadnd na otigky .
Je odpoved, jeden je na pakatel. Make but my name thy loue,and loue that .ﬂ:l.”.,
Tak v wdstupu jd projau nexuizen, And then thou loueft me for my name is ##7.

prestoge v schrance jd jsem jednickon,
nic nexdri mne, na té nadreny,
nejsem nic neg tvou sladkon vécickou.
Miluj jen jméno mé, neb Will ja jsem
ks na tvij vkus, ze jména William.
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137

Zasleply blonde, ldsko, nech mych od,
Jez bledi, nevidi co vidayi:
V77 co je krdsa, vidi kam se stdci,
vsak nejlepsi, v neghorsim vnimayi.
Rdyg salby oci kotvi v 2anjeti,
v dtoce té, vSech muzii pristavem,
proé; g falsi olz, hdcky kovat jde 1,
kam srdee sond mdm svdazan, s prilivem?
Proc srdee za soukromon piidu miéi,
co srdce vi, Ze vSech je pastvina?
M oci vidi to, vSak Zdapor tvor?,
1% 1y lad, kde tvar je odporna,
Od pravdy véru, srdce, olf vkus
ujel, ma ke moru nepravosti skluz.

137

THou blinde foole loue,what doo{t thou to mine eyes,
That they behold and fee not what they fee :
They know what beautie is,fee where it lyes,
Yet what the beft is,take the worft to be.
If eyes corrupt by ouer-partiall lookes,
Be anchord in the baye where all men ride,
Why of eyes falfehood haft thou forged hookes,
Whereto the iudgement of my heart is tide ?
Why fhould my heart thinke that a {euerall plot,
Which my heart knowes the wide worlds common place?
Or mine eyes {eeing this,{ay this is not
To put faire truth vpon f{o foule a face,
In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred,
And to this falfe plague are they now tranfferred.
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Kdyg laska vérnosti se 3aiikd,

vérim, byt dobre vim, jak ona e,

md mé a neumného miadika,

prostého fals, je svét dokdze.

Z lichotky té, Ze pro ni miady jsem,

byt Ze dny dozrdly mé, dobre nd,

Ja, hiiup, ji vérim, s kitvym jazyiken,

a pravdu potlacujen: oba dya:

Proc neprizna, e pravdn zapira?

Proc nepriznam si sam, Ze mam svij vék?

Liska nejradej vérn predstird,

Kdo ma rad, star, & poctu let nema vdék.
Opravdu spolu nestojime, prec,
bezvadné lhat si, lichotiva vet.

Shakespearovy sonety

<. VIR poxndmbkn k sonetn 144 ..

138

W Hen my loue {weares that the is made of truth,

I do beleeue her though I know fhe lyes,

That fhe might thinke me {fome vntuterd youth,

Vnlearned in the worlds falfe fubtilties.

Thus vainely thinking that fhe thinkes me young,

Although the knowes my dayes are pait the beft,

Simply I credit her falfe {peaking tongue,

On both fides thus is fimple truth fuppreft :

But wherefore {ayes fhe not fhe is vniuit ?

And wherefore fay not I that I am old?

O loues beft habit is in feeming truit,

And age in loue,loues not t’haue yeares told.
Therefore I lye with her,and fhe with me,
And in our faults by lyes we flattered be.
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Ode mne nechtéj hajit prikori,
Jak nevlidnosti 115 srdee mié,
ni rakem rat, at’ jazyk liters,
ragné rag, nesrdze mne Uskoise,
prizney, Ze odbihds; na dobled vsak
zapovez; srdei okenr odbyvaty
Mas nutno ranit Isti, jsonc mocnd tak,
md obrana nemd jak vdorovat?
Omluvil bych #é, laska dobre vi,
e jeji lady na mé sitolily,
tak proto rikladné pry¢ odyraci,
by svymi hroty jinde poranili:
V'Sak nelin tak, dej rann 3 milosti,
dobij mé okem, Zbav mé bolests.

Shakespearovy sonety

139

O Call not me to iuftifie the wrong,
That thy vnkindnefl¢ layes vpon my heart,
Wound me not with thine eye but with thy toung,
Vie power with power,and {lay me not by Art,
Tell me thou lov’{t elfe-where;but in my fight,
Deare heart forbeare to glance thine eye afide,
What needit thou wound with cunning when thy might
Is more then my ore-pre{t defence can bide?
Let me excufe thee,ah my loue well knowes,
Her prettie lookes haue beene mine enemies,
And therefore from my face fhe turnes my foes,
That they elfe-where might dart their iniuries :
Yet do not fo,but fince I am neere {laine,
Kill me out-right with lookes,and rid my paine.
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Moudrd bud, tak jak krutd, netiskni
mou némon 1rpnost, opovrene:

Neg 2al by slov mi dal, co vyteskni
nentéSeny bol miij, verejne.

Kéz vtipn nandil bych tebe, ve prospéch
ne milovat, vSak ldsku vyzndvat,
nevrljm chorym, kter? trdc dech,
Lékar ma prec jen dravé pravy dit.
Raybych mél zonfat, tak bych zesilel,
v Stlenstvi, na 1€ sama pominva,

v tom svété kazgeném, co gavelel

blondsim, at’ bludnd 2dst’ se zamlounva.

Bych nebyl tak, [5i & tobé nesire,

Hied vpred, byt’ srdcem mijis, do Sire.

Shakespearovy sonety

140

BE wife as thou art cruell,do not prefle
My toung-tide patience with too much difdaine :
Leaft forrow lend me words and words exprefle,
The manner of my pittie wanting paine.
If T might teach thee witte better it weare,
Though not to loue,yet loue to tell me {o,
As teftie fick-men when their deaths be neere,
No newes but health from their Phifitions know.
For if I thould difpaire I fhould grow madde,
And in my madnefle might fpeake ill of thee,
Now this ill wrefting world is growne {o bad,
Madde flanderers by madde eares belecued be.
That I may not be {o, nor thou be lyde,
Beare thine eyes {traight , though thy proud heart goe wide.
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V' pravdé t¢ nemiluji ocima

neb v tobé vidi chyb ag na tisic,

co preziraji, srdee dojinma,

obdivuje té, vbledn nedbajic.

Ani mym usinm 1ec tva neladi,

nerkuli citim, si t¢ obhmatat,

chut’ mou a &Geh, vabeni nesvadi

hostiné smysiné té holdovat:

V'sak pét mych mouder, smysii, nestad,

blahové jedno srdce odradit,

slouzit ti, 3 muze stin jen, v podrud,

twym pysmym srdcem dt se porobit:
Nakazn mou mdm a 3isk, dosavad,
ze ta, proit biesim, bol mi davd nat.

Shakespearovy sonety
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IN faith I doe not loue thee with mine eyes,

For they in thee a thoufand errors note,

But ’tis my heart that loues what they difpife,

Who in difpight of view is pleafd to dote.

Nor are mine eares with thy toungs tune delighted,

Nor tender feeling to bafe touches prone,

Nor tafte, nor {mell, defire to be inuited

To any {enfuall feaft with thee alone:

But my fiue wits,nor my fiue {fences can

Difwade one foolifh heart from feruing thee,

Who leaues vnfwai’d the likenefle of a man,

Thy proud hearts flaue and vaffall wretch to be :
Onely my plague thus farre I count my gaine,
That fhe that makes me {inne,awards me paine.
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Lska miij hrich je, nendvist tvd ctnost,
odpor k hrichu, mé hiisné vdsné vniku,
O dis li & mémn stavu v sonvislost
sviij stav, mne kdrat mad vic otagniki,
a pokud kdrat, tak ne e tych rt,
Jez Sarlat sviij tak casto neuctil
falsi pont lasky slibi, jak mé tu
st rentu 3 cigich o vyloupily.
Je vddné milovat 1é, jak ty volis
vdbit svym okem, jd t¢ pobled,
odpoustét ve svém srdei, pokud svolis,
neputkne, ohled berouc v obledy.
Tougis-li po tom, co si Zakryvds,
viastnim vorem svij narok podryvds.

Shakespearovy sonety
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L. Oue is my finne,and thy deare vertue hate,
Hate of my finne,grounded on finfull louing,
O but with mine, compare thou thine owne ftate ,
And thou fhalt finde it merrits not reproouing,
Or if it do , not from thofe lips of thine,
That haue prophan’d their {carlet ornaments,
And feald fal{e bonds of loue as oft as mine,
Robd others beds reuenues of their rents.
Be it lawfull I loue thee as thou lou’{t thofe,
Whome thine eyes wooe as mine importune thee,
Roote pittie in thy heart that when it growes,
Thy pitty may deferue to pittied bee.
If thou dooft {eeke to haue what thou dooft hide,
By felfe example mai’{t thou be denide.
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Aj jako dbald hospodyrika stve se

a operenym s, co pryc padi,

pologi décko, hbité pogvedne se,

prondsleduje to, co pobyt vadi:

Lec décko opomennté ji stiba,

svym brekem jeji pogornost pét shani,

ta vSak je uprena, na co se miba:

Nedba na, décka ubohého, rvani;

tak i ty genes se, 3a tim co probd,

a jd, té décko, po 1vé stopé snagné,

ag lapis to, v co doufds, nebud mircha:

Zas matkn hraj, libej mne, laskes néne.
Ja budn modlit se, budWille tva,

Jen vrat’ se, utis place muka ma.

Shakespearovy sonety

oo jen bud, Wille, a ...

143

L Oe as a carefull hufwife runnes to catch,

One of her fethered creatures broake away,

Sets downe her babe and makes all {wift difpatch

In purfuit of the thing the would haue {tay:

Whilit her negleted child holds her in chace,

Cries to catch her whofe bufie care is bent,

To follow that which flies before her face:

Not prizing her poore infants difcontent;

So runft thou after that which flies from thee,

Whil{t I thy babe chace thee a farre behind,

But if thou catch thy hope turne back to me:

And play the mothers part kifle me,be kind.
So will I pray that thou maift haue thy #7/,
If thou turne back and my loude crying {till.
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T'Wo loues I haue of comfort and difpaire,
Which like two {pirits do fugieft me ftill,
The better angell is a man right faire:
The worfer {pirit a woman collour’d il.

Dué lisky mdm, k iitése, skleslosts,
duchy a rddce mého dusevna,

Z andeéli vzor, mug plavé jasnosti:
Horsi duch, %ena, nectné barevna.

V7 peklo mé vtdhnout hned, mé Senské 3o, To win me {oone to hell my femall euill,
vzor andéla mi odyést s olf bleds, Tempteth my better angel from my fight,
przmit mi svétee v dibla, 3da by So: And would corrupt my faint to be a diuel:
Jeho ctnost, hnusnou snysinosti svady. Wooing his purity with her fowle pride.
Zda andél mayj se v dibla proméni, And whether that my angel be turn’d finde,
Jen tusit mobu, nic vSak najisto, Sufpect I may,yet not directly tell,
JSouce vSak mé dal druzi vidjenmnt, But being both from me both to each friend,
andéla v pekla drub, Je st je s to. I gefle one angel in an others hel.
To nezgistim, ddl gvot 3nejisti, Yet this fhal I nere know but liue in doubt,
nez andél 3la dobrého vyhosts. Till my bad angel fire my good one out.
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Ty 1ty o vsmikly 3 Lasky ruk THofe lips that Loues owne hand did make,

vydechly vuk, ,%et’ hanim véz,
ke mné, jez strpél pro ni muk:
Kdyg uzrela miij bédny stesk,
hned v srdei milost priznala,
kdrala jazyk, samy med,
JimZ leda jemné kdrala:
Ulila zas jej vitat hned:
Zet’ hanim upravila as
ndsledné, jako jenny den
Pprijde, kdyF noci pekel das
g nebe je v peklo nvrgen.
Zet’ hanim han by zprostila
Ze 1_im vég Zivot vrdtila.

Breath’d forth the found that {aid I hate,
To me that languifht for her fake:
But when fhe faw my wofull {tate,
Straight in her heart did mercie come,
Chiding that tongue that euer {weet,
Was v{de in giuing gentle dome:
And tought it thus a new to greete:
I hate fhe alterd with an end,
That follow’d it as gentle day,
Doth follow night who like a fiend
From heauen to hell is flowne away.
I hate,from hate away fhe threw,
And fauv’d my life faying not you.
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Ubohd duse, stied mé hiisné zemé,

mé hrisné gemé biickou jsi, vzpurnych sil,

Proc v nitru Ikds a ujidas se ve mné,

ac vnéjsi steny vydobit mds cil?

Proé ndaklad znacny, u tak kritké drby,

marnis na sesly palde, napovéz?

A Cervi, dédici excesii tr$by

chovance pozri? Takd téla mez?

V'%4f se spis v slugebnika odevzets,

at’ napini tviy sklad straddani dar;

Kup boZi termin, prodej hodin smeti:

Krm nitro své, bobatstvi vné prej zmar:
Tak pozri smrt, je3 muze pogird,

o smrte smrti ag, nic negymira.

14.6

POore foule the center of my finfull earth,

My finfull earth thefe rebbell powres that thee array,
Why doft thou pine within and {uffer dearth
Painting thy outward walls fo coftlie gay?
Why {o large coft hauing fo fhort a leafe,
Doft thou vpon thy fading manfion {fpend?
Shall wormes inheritors of this excefle
Eate vp thy charge? is this thy bodies end?
Then foule live thou vpon thy feruants lofle,
And let that pine to aggrauat thy {tore;
Buy tearmes diuine in felling houres of drofle:
Within be fed, without be rich no more,
So fhalt thou feed on death,that feeds on men,
And death once dead,ther’s no more dying then.
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Jak horecka ma liska, prabnonc
po prodlongent viastni choroby,
krmi svou slabost, vétné slabnouci,
Jen pachut’ nedugivon dsobi.
Rozum, této mé lasky Lektvarnifk,
losti, Ze recepisy mrhdm, Stvdn,
opustil mne, a ja ted, nestastnik,

Zadonim smrt, kyF Lék je zakdzan.

Neni mi lékn, Rozum nedba jiz,
neklid maj v blongnéni se obraci;
tivahon, slovy, silenosti bif%,
scestné pak pravda pryc se vytrdciy
Latimeo jd 3a svétlici t¢ mél,
1y patris noci, temmnu, do pekel.

Shakespearovy sonety
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MY loue is as a feauer longing {till,

For that which longer nurfeth the difeafe,
Feeding on that which doth preferue the ill,
Th’vncertaine ficklie appetite to pleafe:
My reafon the Phifition to my loue,
Angry that his prefcriptions are not kept
Hath left me,and I defperate now approoue,
Defire is death,which Phifick did except.
Paft cure I am,now Reafon is paft care,
And frantick madde with euer-more vnreft,
My thoughts and my difcourfe as mad mens are,
At randon from the truth vainely expreft.
For I haue fworne thee faire,and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell,as darke as night.
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s

O!jaké oii v hlavé mam, vdék ldsce,
e json tak vdalené od videni,
a pokud ne, kde rozum na vychazee,
e, co 17 dobre, hali v mdameni?
Kay% ladné je, co vadny zrak miij svadi,
co svét chee 1ict, odmitavosti svou?
Pokud ne, liska popis kladné ladi,
Ldsky zrak vérny min, nez kol co jdon:
Coge? Miize byt vérny Ldsky 3rak,
upreny, gaslzeny, nebohy?
Pak neni div, 21t vybled myiné tak,
ddl bez slunce, bez (isté oblohy.

O lisky lest, oslepit mé skr sk,

neg vad bych nasel, progrel piilis brzy.
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O Me! what eyes hath loue put in my head,

Which haue no correfpondence with true fight,

Or if they haue,where is my iudgment fled,

That cenfures falfely what they fee aright ?

If that be faire whereon my falfe eyes dote,

What meanes the world to fay it is not {o ?

If it be not,then loue doth well denote,

Loues eye is not {o true as all mens:no,

How can it? O how can loues eye be true,

That is {o vext with watching and with teares?

No maruaile then though I miftake my view,

The {unne it felfe {ees not,till heauen cleeres.
O cunning loue,with teares thou keep{t me blinde,
Leaft eyes well feeing thy foule faults fhould finde.
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Jak smiis, krutd, rict, Fe t¢ nemdm rad,
kdyg tobé stranim, sobé navzdory:
Nemyslim na té, kdy se zapirdam,
sobé, tyran, nutim tvé ameéry?
Kdo, proti tobe, ddl je drubem mym,
koho, na néjg se mracis, ngndvam,
ba, pokud na mé, sobé opldcim,
pomstu na sobé konav, sténdvdam?
Copak bych jakys nznal v sobé klad,
Jez troufl by si tebou pobrdat,
M nej, cti v tobé kazgdy nesonlad,
Jak jen tvyech olf mik dd nabddat.

Dl nendvid me, lasko, rozmar ndm,

Mas v ldsce vidouci, jd slepy, sam.

Shakespearovy sonety

149

CAnft thou O cruell,fay I loue thee not,
When I again{t my felfe with thee pertake :
Doe I not thinke on thee when I forgot
Am of my felfe, all tirant for thy {ake?
Who hateth thee that I doe call my friend,
On whom froun’ft thou that I doe faune vpon,
Nay if thou lowr{t on me doe I not {pend
Reuenge vpon my felfe with prefent mone?
What merrit do I in my felfe refpe&,
That is {o proude thy feruice to difpife,
When all my be{t doth worthip thy defe&,
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes.
But loue hate on for now I know thy minde,
Thofe that can fee thou lou’ft,and I am blind.
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.. takové jednoduché slovo ,deed’, a tak dvojznacné ...

150 150
Adh odkud moc mas, sily takové OH from what powre haft thou this powrefull might,
mié srdce Zviklat k nedostatelnosts, VVith infufficiency my heart to {way,
Se pripoustim si salby zrakové To make me giue the lie to my true {ight,
prisabat, den, Ze nema svételnosti? And {were that brightneflée doth not grace the day?
Kde beres slusivost téch spatnosti, Whence haft thou this becomming of things il,
Ze v odpadcich tyeh Gnii, doklads, That in the very refufe of thy deeds,
dli moc tak garucenych rucnosti, There is fuch {trength and warrantife of skill,
Ze mdm 1é nehorsi nad vysadu? That in my minde thy wor{t all be{t exceeds?
Kdo uéil t, bych prabnul potrble, Who taught thee how to make me loue thee more,
Gm vic nt, 21im piidin pro nendvist, The more I heare and fee iuft caufe of hate,
tak rdd mit ostatnimi odvrhl, Oh though I loue what others doe abhor,
5 nimt, mne 3avrhnont, 1 nemd vést. VVith others thou thould{t not abhor my {tate.
Nehodna, vzbudilas-ii lasku mon, If thy vaworthinefle raifd loue in me,

mdm dslnh, ndrokovat ldsku tvon.

More worthy I to be belou’d of thee.

translation © Vadav Z | Pinkava, 2010
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.. dalsi karndlné vyinivajici motiv, dle mého nejlepsiho védoni a svédoni ...

151 I51
Lska vék nemd, chipat svédoms, L Oue is too young to know what confcience is,
kazgdy z-na-s-védomy se 2 lasky rod, Yet who knowes not confcience is borne of loue,
SGurtka, nennt’ sklonznont, béda i, Then gentle cheater vrge not my amifle,
nez bys byl strijjeem, jeng mé hiichy plod. Leaft guilty of my faults thy {weet felfe proue.
Ty ge mé prograzujes, raguje For thou betraying me, I doe betray
vznesenost moji, v bidném téle sice, My nobler part to my grofe bodies treafon,
mad duse veli #ln, schvaluge, My f{oule doth tell my body that he may,
k triumfu v lsce, télo nedba vice. Triumph in loue,flefh {taies no farther reafon.
V'sak na tvij povel vstane, miri cwilit, But ryfing at thy name doth point out thee,
za cenu hrdé tebe chitice stoji, As his triumphant prize,proud of this pride,
spokojen na tvém dile nddeni(i, He is contented thy poore drudge to be
1 tobé stat, po boku padnont v boji. To {tand in thy affaires,fall by thy fide.
Ne bez, svédomi tvrde, dim, Ee vdt No want of confcience hold it that I call,
Ji vds$ni, proit tak vstdvin, padim rad. Her loue,for whofe deare loue I rife and fall.
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... NATONE Slabikarent ...

I52

152
IN louing thee thou know’{t I am forfworne,

T¢ milovat, jsem kiivopriseznik,

dvojmo ty, té mné lasky vndsent,

loge slih 2radit, nove viry vznik,

SVE3L shib 2asti 3 lasky noseni:

Prot ze dvou piisab grad t¢ obviriugi,

sdm dvacet vydav; nejkrivejsich vet,

bez, prisab, klenim tobé nbliup:

Ma vira v tebe pryé, a nikdy 3pét.

Ja néhy hloub tvon blonbil sliby prece:

Tvé lasce, vérnosti nes 2dsliby,

1¢ osvétit, dal oci slepé ldsce,

Je zapiisah, zaprit co ey by.
Ja za hodnou t¢ mél: Zrak radon mou,
vpravdeé se dusovat, 3a leg tak hanebnou.

But thou art twice forfworne to me loue fwearing,

In alt thy bed-vow broake and new faith torne,

In vowing new hate after new loue bearing:

But why of two othes breach doe I accufe thee,

When I breake twenty:I am periur’d moft,

For all my vowes are othes but to mifufe thee:

And all my honeit faith in thee is loit.

For I haue fworne deepe othes of thy deepe kindnefle:

Othes of thy loue,thy truth,thy conftancie,

And to inlighten thee gaue eyes to blindnefle,

Or made them {were again{t the thing they fee.
For I haue {fworne thee faire:more periurde eye,
To {were againft the truth fo foule a lie.
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... neodpustil jsem si pravopisnon hiiiku a mor nakonec ...

153 133
Amor # louce uleh, upad v snévi C/#id laid by his brand and fell a {leepe,
Diany divka sanci hned vidéla, A maide of Dyans this aduantage found,
liskytvorného ohné ponorent And his loue-kindling fire did quickly {teepe
v chlad tiné lina zemé, co ndéli: In a could vallie-fountaine of that ground:
Ta Z){ﬂ/ﬂj@bO oben vasné, bozvz; Which borrowd from this holie fire ofloue,
beziasy vy Zar, jes dodnes pla, A dateleflé liuely heat ftill to indure,
a vzniklo viidlo, 3 néhog mugi 163, And grew a feething bath which yet men proue,
zavlekhjm syfliim kiira vysostna: Againit {trang malladies a {foueraigne cure:
V'sak na pobled mié milé, novou strelu But at my miftres eie loues brand new fired,
vystal hoch, hrudi mé se dotkenul Zeb, The boy for triall needes would touch my breft,
Jd churav, pral si lazné 1é tu silu, I fick withall the helpe of bath defired,
tristni host chory, tamto mifil spéch. And thether hied a fad diftemperd guett.

Lék v lazni nemdm, mné IZivé zapreny,

But found no cure,the bath for my helpe lies,
A mor vplil; vrial je milé grak upreny.

Where Cupid got new fire;my miftres eye.
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Maly Ldsky-Biigek zaspal kdysi,
o boku miél, srdei Zeh, pochoden,
a mnohé Nympy, cudné, kolem $ly si,
Jen _jedna vztahla na néj divi dia,
libezna rebolnice ohné vala,
Jeg ditv ug hidval srdei 1egie,
procez, vasnivé touhy Generdla
ve snu, dlarii Panny 3bavila vyzbroje.
Pochoderi v blizké Studni nbasila,
Jez g vdsné vzala Zar co véiné pla,
tak lazen ozdravnd se ustavila,
pro miige choré, jd, Milé za osla,
tam Sel se lé(it, tim Ze se potvrdi,
vasni vie voda, i vdsen negehladi.

Shakespearovy sonety

154

THe little Loue-God lying once a {leepe,

Laid by his fide his heart inflaming brand,
Whil{t many Nymphes that vou’d chaft life to keep,
Came tripping by,but in her maiden hand,
The fayreft votary tooke vp that fire,
Which many Legions of true hearts had warm’d,
And fo the Generall of hot defire,
Was {leeping by a Virgin hand difarm’d.
This brand fhe quenched in a coole Well by,
Which from loues fire tooke heat perpetuall,
Growing a bath and healthfull remedy,
For men difea{d,but I my Miftrifle thrall,
Came there for cure and this by that I proue,
Loues fire heates water,water cooles not loue.

FINIS.

translation © Vadav Z | Pinkava, 2010
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Doslovem: Co tim chtél piekladatel fici?

K tomuto pfekladu mne vedlo nékolik pohnutek. Hlavnim davodem bylo to, prosté zkusit.

Piitom jsem namatkové sem tam piecetl ukazky z dosavadnich ceskych piekladua.

Zaujalo m¢, jak se navzajem lisi. A jak se lisf od originalu.

Jenze, ona po &yiedh staletich neni jednotna ani pfedloha.

Mou laskou je basnicky pfeklad a snaha, kterou vyjadfuje sonet 105:

AL moji ldskn nezvou Modldrstvim,
ge za Modlu bych lasku vydaval,
kdyz moje pévy, chvaly, predevsim
Jednotné json, na jeden ndamet, ddl.
Laskd, ma ldska, dnes a zitra, jest
vérnd je, stald, v podiy vytecné,
tak moje verse vdge v stdlost té%,
Jednotu sdils, rozdily vsak ne.
Lad, vlidnost, vérnost popsat, o to jde,
lad, viidnost, vérnost, jinak, frazi prost,
invence moje tak las vénue,
témata nardaz, 175 ma, vile dost.
Lad, viidnost, vérnost, rizni adreson.
T3 175, ag dodnes, vedli kazdy svou.

LEt not my loue be cal’d Idolatrie,

Nor my beloued as an Idoll thow,

Since all alike my fongs and praifes be

To one, of one,ftill fuch,and euer fo.

Kinde is my loue to day,to morrow kinde,

Still con{tant in a wondrous excellence,

Therefore my verfe to conftancie confin’de,

One thing exprefling,leaues out difference.

Faire,kinde,and true,is all my argument,

Faire,kinde and true,varrying to other words,

And in this change is my inuention {pent,

Three theams in one,which wondrous fcope affords.
Faire,kinde,and true,haue often liu’d alone.
Which three till now,nener kept feate in one.

Shakesp earovy sonety jsou, nebo alespon byvaly, v Anglii, kde jsem vyrastal, soucasti Skolnf vyuky anglictiny.
Nejen mné, ale i mym vrstevnfkim se proto tak tro chu zprotivily —, navic jsou docela naro¢nym ¢tenim.
V hodinach anglického jazyka a literatury bylo ovsem soucasti véd sonety interpretovat.
Kdyz jsem se rozhodl sonety pfelozit, pfedsevzal jsem si, ze budu piekladat z originalnifho textu, a ne z redakéné
upraveného, at’ uz kymkoli. A interpretovat je nebudu, alespon ne urputné, jen ikonoklasticky zpo chybnim dosavadni
vyklady, bude-li to namisté, a nechdm vyklad na ¢tenafich.
Vedl mne k tomu obzvlast’ fakt, Ze sonet 116 byl vysazen s ¢islem 119 a Ze znam pojem kontrolniho souctu.
Sonet totiz pojednava o myslence, ze laska nebaziruje na nedostatdch, Ze je stala a pevna, neni malichernd, neopravuje. Zavéreéné ,,If this be error and upon me proued, I neuer
writ,nor no man euer loued* zni kategoricky. ,,Pokud toto je mj omyl, pak jsem nikdy nepsal ...* Samotny zavér je vicerosmyslny, ale pfelozil jsem jej trojsmyslné pouzitim
vlastni pravopisné hticky: ,,ja nepsal zbla, muZzennemiloval.“ kde posledni ,pteklep’, souslovi dvou / tif slov, své viznamy prozradi pfeétenim, ne pfepsanim. Korekto rim

natruc

doslov: Vadav Z | Pinkava, 5. ledna 2011



Shakespearovy sonety

V tomtéz sonetu je zajimava i souvislost mezi zdanlivé nahodilym a zmateénym pravopisem slova ,higth“ a kontextem v némz se objevuje. ,,It is the [tar to every wandring barke,
Whole worths unknowne, although his higth be taken.* Doslova: [Laska] je hvézdou kazdé zbloudilé barce (¢7 kagdémn zatonlanému stékn?), jejiz hodnota je neznama, i kdyz
viska(?) je zaznamenana / zaméfena. Ceho? Hvézdy?

Vyska mtze byt ve smyslu hloubky ponoru, barka je zatézkana, nevime jakym bfemenem, ale podle ponoru soudé, néjakym... Neni to nardzka na téhotenstvi? Nebo jde o zaméfeni
jesté jinak? Totiz higth takto psano by se vyslovilo podobné jako slovo Hythe, nebo Hithe, oz znamena utodste, pifstav. Takze se nam ta zbloudila zatézkana barka, nesoud
nepoznanou cennost, dostane az do utodsté, kam ma zamifeno, diky pevnému a stalému, vysoce vyzdvizenému voditku lasky. Zajimavé zpestieni. Piinos originalu. V redakéné
upravenych verzich nenajdeme tento sonet ,, 119, jinak nez jako ,,116%, a s opravenym pravopisem.

Pravopis je prvni obéti redakénich zasahti. Upravou pravopisu se viak vytrad spousta vizudlnich hfiéek, kdovi zda nahodnydh: wile / wife, fight / fight apod.

Jsou i zvukomalebné hiicky. Slovo slunce zni jako syn, i kdyz psano Sunne a Sonne, a sonety 7 a 33 této hiicky vyuzivaji.

V sonetu 23 je na zavér, nepravopisné, ,,To heare wit eies belongs to loues fine wiht.“ To mutuje v redakéni uprave do téméf inverzniho ,, To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine
wit® a zase je to na muj vkus pivodné jasnd, vtipna a elegantni hiicka ilustrativn ¢ podtrhujid pointu, ze liska vyslysi o dma, tzn. vofma i mlcky, ale kazdopadné laska vnima nejen
jak jsou slova v sonetech napsana, ale jak znéj{ vyslovena.

V sonetu 130 se redakéné vytraci dvojsmysl ptivodnfho pravopisu ,,wiers® ,,If haires be wiers,black wiers grow on her head:“, pficemz vyslovit wiers v alzbétinské anglictiné ma
blizko ke slovim wears (Satstvo, méda) a wires (draty), a tudiZ je tu vyznamova hiicka ,,kdyZz nosi 1 Ces, tak ne jako Saty, ale jako draty®. Jinak by $lo o pouhé opakovani, hloupé
,»pokud vlasy jsou dratky tak ma na hlavé cerné dratky”. No a co?

Podobné v sonetu 129 sotva dnes nalezneme puvodni znéni,,A blifle in proofe and proud and very wo®, v redakén é upravenych znénich se ze slova proud stalo proved, a je konec
narazky na ,vycnivani‘. Ochablé.

V sonetu 111 se v prvnim fadku redakéné nahrazuje vysazené wilh (wish) smysluplnéjsim with, ale je to tak spravné? Prat si aby fortuna karala, nebo karat spolu s fortunou?

V sonetu 146 byva znadny zasah, a sice ¢asto schazi cely zacatek druhého fadku, ktety se redaktordm jevi jako tiskafska chyba, opakovani konce prviho fadku. Piinejmensim kvali
tomu, ze rytmicky ma druhy fadek v pavodnim znéni dvé slabiky navic. Jenze, sizet olovem nenf jen tak néjaky cut-and-paste podn.

V sonetech jsou ijiné anomalie, rytmické a strukturalni. Sonet 145 je ctyfstopy, s hifckou najméno Anne Hathaway. Sonet 99 je patnaaifadkovy, tj. ma o cely (prvni) fadek navig
sonet 126 je nejen sdruzené rymovany, ale postrada oba zavéredn é fadky, jejich misto zaujimaji nékolikamistné mezery, v zavorkach, paivodné kursivou. -Ze by misto pro
tajenku?

V sonetedh je také fada frazi v zavorkach, (42+ 2 prazdné na konci sonetu 120), z toho ani jedna na ¢tvrtém fadku jednoho ze sonetd, a fada slov, ne ve vSech svych instanddh, je
kursivou, zdanlivé nahodile. Co maji spoleéného Rose, Audit, Hens, Adonis, Hellens, Grecian, Statues, Mars, Intrim, Alien, Eaues, Saturne, S atire, Philomell, Auntummne, Abisme, Alcumie,
Syren, Heriticke, Informer, Audite, Quietus, Will (x11), CVpid, Dyans, Cupid? Libovtli? Pro¢jsou ctyii sonety uvozeny kursivou, a to zrovna pismeny W (79, 138) a § (65, 75)?

A  teptve ta zbésild interpunkce originalu? Zdvojeni pismen v ivodu sonetu 122 ve slové TThy ma byt tajny podpis vydavatele, jménem Thomas Thorpe? Pro¢ T.T. uvadi
dedikad na uvod ve tvaru tvafe, misto mezer sama tecka? Je ,onlie begetter” takto psano narazkou na lez, skryty amysl, nebo pfekryti sifrovym klicem? Fantazii se meze nekladou.

Nenf tiebas néco minéno tim, ze slovo eye (oko) zni jako ,i nebo ,I? Obzvlast’ v zavéru sonetu 152. Mam nckde zkusit tu nardzku dodrzet a pielozit o cka jako (v)icka? A mame
brat v sonetu 137 ono ,, If eyes corrupt by ouer-partiall lookes , jako upozomeénf ,,kdyby i¢ka byla zprznéna pfilis hotlivym dohlizenim® ... Co tim chtél basnik {a?

Co kdyby to celé byl zamér, a sonet 116/119 kontrolnim souctem a pasti na hotlivé redaktory! Ze by Shakespeare mél v sonetech néjakou sifru? V alzbétinské dobé to nebylo tak
neobvyklé. Pokud neni sonet 116 vysazen jako 119, nékdo se toho ujmul, a dal nehledejte Sifrovanou zpravu ... Piilis troufalé a senzacechtivé vaimani podkladu?

Ovsemze, piipadnou sifru se neda vylepsit korekturou, a pfelozit uz viibec ne. Ale nemusime veskeré tajntstky a libtistky hotlive nicit.
Tak & tak, kazdopadné stoji za uvahu, zda viibec zname -(a piekliddime) pavodni Shakespearovy sonety, at’ uz by byl ,,Shakespearem* a jejich autorem /autorkou/autory kdokoli.
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Redakéni zasahy jsou jiz tradid. Nanos ¢yf staleti redakénich dprav, vylepsovani a erudovanych vykladd, je znacy. S Gpravami pavodniho textu pfebirime nekriticky pfevzata
moudra. Stejné jako vSude na svété se dovek dozvida jako danou vég ze sonety jsou adresovany poraznu urozenému plavému mladikovi, nejen platonickému piiteli (1-77, 87—
120), basnickému sokovi (78-86), a tryznivé tmavé milence (127-154).

V samotném textu je vSak pramdlo podkladd pro vétsinu kanonickych tvrzeni, komu jsou d nejsou sonety adresovany, a z jakych pohnutek. Co tfeba moznost, ze sonet 126 je
adresovan Mésidi, ktery dochazi a couva? Ze 53 popisuje boha lasky Amora, v kontextu postav davnych veéki? A neni sonet 68 adresovan star$imu muzi, kterj odmita li¢ent
a paruku? A nepatff k nému i 67?2 A nemohlo by v sonetu 42 jit o frustraci otce, jehoz milenka se vénuje jejich synackovi, ktery je vSak vlastné jeho druhym ja? A tak dale.

Na zvazeni...

A pozor, kdyz uz takto zasadné polemizovat, tak dbejme toho, ze ptivodn{ znéni nam, kvali anglické gramatice, nejenze zastira pohlavi ad resatd, ale i autorovo! Komentatoii viibec
nedbaji byt’ seb eokrajovéjsi moznosti, Ze by nekteré sonety psala zena, Ze by slo o repliky, ze by souborné dilo bylo sonetovym dialogem. Nemozné?

Prekladatelé, dbali vykladovych konvendi, se pak volbou gramatickych obratt pfimo hrnou k zavazné interpretaci pohlavi adresatd, a samozfejmé i autora. Ono to totiz, leckdy, ani
jinak nejde. Na mj vkus podstatnou a zbytecnou ztratou informace v piekladu je piehlizeni nebo zastiran{ tykani, versus vykani v puvodnich sonetech. Vykani je v mensing, ale
je tam, ne tak souvisle, v 35 sonetech (13, 15-17, 242, 52-55, 57-59, 71, 72, 75, 76, 80, 81, 8386, 98, 102-104, 106, 111-115, 117, 118, 120). Pro& Komu? Nekde i plural?

Nedhci nikoho provokovat, ale aby ¢lovek néco dobfe pielozil, musi to nejprve pedlive dst. Nezaujaté, bez piedsudki, bez redakénich a vykladovych nanosa a natér. Neopisovat.
Proto jsem se vratil k pavodnimu znénii pravopisu, a musel jsem tedy &ist obzvlast’ pozorné.

Subjektivni vysledek mého prekladatelského tazeni je, ze mi dosavadni vyklady a preklady sonett piipadaji -znacné tendencni.

Shakesp eare nemusi byt chdpan jako homosexudln{ ¢i bisexudlni, (ov§em procby ne), kdyz nékteré sonety se mohou tykat vztahu otca a syna, tfebas nemanzelského, utajovaného,
aby j¢j tatin ek neposkodil tim, Ze by se k nému bez $ifry hlasil. (Obzvlast’ vymluvné jsou sonety 37 a 39.) Rada dalsich by podle sam otného pavodniho textu mohla pfedstavovat
alegorické sonety, jejichZ adresaty jsou poriaznu Amor, Eros, Laska, Miaza, Vasen, Slunce, Mésic, Cas, Smtt atd., s pifslusnou personifikaci. Nemuze byt adresatem basnik sam,
nepise sonety ve snaze zvéit sebe?

Za vykladni‘ Ize povazovat sonet 144, ajeho pfeklady. Vysel ve dvou variantach jiz o deset let difve ve sbirce The Passionate Pilgrim. Tento sonet je zichytnym bodem teoretiki,
explidtné kontrastuje dvé lasky, andélského plavého muze a zlo v opaném pohlavi a zbarveni ,, The better angell is a man right faire: The wotler [pirit a woman cllour'd il.“
Proto jsem si dal velmi zdleZet, aby muj pieklad zde byl co nevérn ¢jsi predloze, se vSemi narazkami. V fadku 11 ,,But being both from me both to each friend,” snad pomaha
variantn{ znéni ,,For being both to me: both, to each friend,” po dhopit, ze obé lasky jsou mi (ke mné, ze m¢, ode mé, viiéi mné) a sobé navzdjem vzdalené a zaroven blizké.

V dal$im fadku je nasnadé pohlavni obraznost ,jamy pekelné’, a symetricnost situace, ze kazdy andél-duch je, hada basnik, v pasti (pekla) druhého. Abych konedn é vyjadfil svou
,preferend’ vykladu: Shakespearovi jde o zasadni a vzneSenéjsi alegorii, nez pfiznavat své sklony. Jde o vztah ke dvoum laskdm -duchovno versus télesno. Mij nazor.

Secteno a podtrzeno, mym zamérem je podat Shakespearovy sonety sice v xiii-tém ceském piekladu, ale cerstvé, vém &jsi originalu, véetné naznaku hifcek, hadanek a rébusu, které
jsou v ném obsazeny. Ne vzdy to jde. Napiiklad, sonet 105 v uvodnim znéni zac¢ind ,,LEt not my loue be cal'd Idolatrie, Nor my beloued as an Idoll fhow,“. NepfeloZzitelné je, Ze
slovo Idol znad modlu, ikonu, bazka, aidol v jednom, ale zni zaroven jako Idle — liny, jalovy, zahaldvy, zbytecny, nednny... a psano Idoll pfipomina ,eye-doll*-panenku pro od.

Mohu-li, jako naprosto dvojjazycny dovek soudit, jak na mé, subjektivné, pusobi origindl versus pieklady, pak netvrdim, ze nékteré preklady nejsou lepsi, nez ty mé, a dokonce lepsf,
ladngjsi, a historickd hudba interp retovana modernimi hudebnimi nastroji a hudebniky nabiz{ lepsi zazitek.

Le¢, Shakespeare je Shakespeare, at’ uz byl Shakespearem kdokoli. Sonety jsou enigmaticky krasné. Pokusil jsem se je piiblizit ¢eskému ¢tenaii ¢ Ctenafce, co nejvérnéji a nejladnéji
zaroven, se v${ vlidnosti.

VZ]P

doslov: Vadav Z | Pinkava, 5. ledna 2011
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Z kopee liina oxvuken ddl nélo,
Ikant, sestron tidolni vystkane,
na védomi, jes dvojhlas vyslyselo,
Ja jal se sdilet tristné sdilené,
zhléd divi rysy, 3 bledé vielene,
prstendi nicie, stranek trhaji,

Jeji svét smutna bonre mitaji.

Na jeji hlavé 2 copii slamy il

pred Sluncem val, visdaze chranéni,
Jjez tvdiila se, e v ni dity byl $hnul
krdsy %ar, hasnouci ag k pohrbent,
cas nedokosil mladi rasent,

mlddi kus prec, vzdor dopusténi shiry,
a gdblesk krdsy poza sgeblé kiiry.

Casto zrak v Kapesnickn tetels,
emblémy zdobnymi se pysnici:
Hedpabi smdci v slané koupeli
$Iz, 2 bolu zralého se ronici,

a Casto Cita obsab tigici:

Nemiéné vzlykanim se ajikd,

a do vsech poloh narkem pronikd.
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FRom off a hill whofe concaue wombe reworded,
A plaintfull ftory from a fiftring vale

My {pirrits t’attend this doble voyce accorded,
And downe I laid to lift the {ad tun’d tale,

Ere long efpied a fickle maid full pale

Tearing of papers breaking rings a twaine,
Storming her world with forrowes,wind and raine.

Vpon her head a plattid hiue of {traw,

Which fortified her vifage from the Sunne,
Whereon the thought might thinke fometime it faw
The carkas of a beauty {pent and donne,

Time had not {ithed all that youth begun,

Nor youth all quit,but {pight of heauens fell rage,
Some beauty peept,through lettice of fear’d age.

Oft did the heaue her Napkin to her eyne,
Which on it had conceited chareters:
Laundring the filken figures in the brine,
That feafoned woe had pelleted in teares,
And often reading what contents it beares:
As often fhriking vndiftinguifht wo,

In clamours of all fize both high and low.



Oblas grak odbodlané upreny
md, primo vyvd v kldni okoli:
Obias odvddi pobled, stoleny
dokola k Zemi; nékdy do ddili
ocima miri kamsi, jakkol,
v$ad a prec nikam, neutéSent,

mysli a rakem kmitd smisené.

Lokny jen iices letmo drsici
hldsaji, jakds snaba Ze tu je;
praminky spousti klobouk kypici,
a skrané bledych lici lemuye,
nékteré stdle stugka sdruzuje,

a svazek poroby je dri dil,

v$ak volny, nedbd, aby svazoval.

Na tisic pogornosti g sischovy
Jantar a kiistal, Gagdt vyjima,

Je hazi, vrba rece do sprivy,

na jejimz Stkavém biehu dojima,
Jak lichva, vibko k vibku piijimad,
(2 Vlddeni Stédrost, sotva vypusti

po kapkdch nouzi, proudi krajnosti.
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Some-times her leueld eyes their carriage ride,
As they did battry to the {pheres intend:
Sometime diuerted their poore balls are tide,
To th’orbed earth ;lometimes they do extend,
Their view right on, anon their gafes lend,

To euery place at once and no where fixt,
The mind and {ight diftractedly commxit.

Her haire nor loofe nor ti’d in formall plat,
Proclaimd in her a carelefle hand of pride;
For {fome vntuck’d defcended her fheu’d hat,
Hanging her pale and pined cheeke befide,
Some in her threeden fillet {till did bide,

And trew to bondage would not breake from thence,

Though flackly braided in loofe negligence.

A thoufand fauours from a maund fhe drew,
Of amber chriftall and of bedded Iet,

Which one by one fhe in a riuer threw,

Vpon whofe weeping margent fhe was fet,
Like viery applying wet to wet,

Or Monarches hands that lets not bounty fall,

Where want cries fome;but where excefle begs all.



Slogend psani v poctu nemalén

probird, vzdycha, cary vrba v proud,
Prstendim latym, 3 kosti, lime lem

by Hrobky 3 bahna mély, z bliny hroud,
nez krajnich, krvi psanyjch, psani rvout
v hedvdbné vazbé, umné strojené

JSou, tanosnubné Zapeceténe.

Ta, tasto vidhou olf smddela,
libala, k pldci dovedena tak,
Sthajic, O krvi, 1% jsi rudila,

Jak nectné svédcis’ uzardéna vsak!
Cerri tuse, k zatraceni lepsi znak!
A rozhorlené trha ridky 1y,
nestastnd, necti vykazi iikryt).

Zbogny muz stido krav pds opodil,
byvaly raubir, znaly svétabéh
Duvora a Mésta, jens jiz odevzdal
tletii léta, odletét el spéch,

k fesandé strdadajici naprospéch
gamiril: Z dicty k stari Zadda ndt

pritiny Zalu, strucné, prani snad.
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Of folded {chedulls had fhe many a one,

Which fhe peruf d,fighd,tore and gaue the flud,
Crackt many a ring of Pofied gold and bone,
Bidding them find their Sepulchers in mud,
Found yet mo letters fadly pend in blood,
With fleided filke,feate and affe&tedly
Enfwath’d and feald to curious fecrecy.

Thefe often bath’d fhe in her fluxiue eies,

And often kift,and often gaue to teare,

Cried O falfe blood thou regifter of lies,

What vnapproued witnes dooft thou beare!

Inke would haue feem’d more blacke and damned heare!
This faid in top of rage the lines the rents,

Big difcontent,{o breaking their contents.

A reuerend man that graz’d his cattell ny,
Sometime a blufterer that the ruffle knew
Of Court of Cittie,and had let go by

The {wifte{t houres obferued as they flew,
Towards this affli¢ted fancy faftly drew:
And priuiledg’d by age defires to know

In breefe the grounds and motiues of her wo.



Tak sklouzne, drie sukovici svou;
odstupu dbaje, sedd vedle ni,

A opét nabida, kdyz vsedé json,
délit se s nim o svoje trapent:

Ze teba 3 toho néco prameni
img jeji gampeti truchlici

lze zmirnit, pravi stari prejici.

Otce, pravila, ve mné vidite,

Jak riny hodin vedou k ranéni;
let’ Ze jsem stard, neli Soudite,
véte, ne 3 véku, stesku 3 Cinéniy
mobla jsem dal byt kvétem k vidént,
a svégest sama, kdybych byvala
udrgovala Ldsku, nedala.

Jd neboha, pognala prilis brgy
ctitele mladi, jeng mou piizert chitél;
ten od prirody pobledné byl krdsy,
ag panny kazdé pobled na ném Ipél.
Lisce za pribytek, on stit se niél.
Jakmile 2 jeho ladi nénéla,

hned doma byla, nové Zbognéla.
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So flides he downe vppon his greyned bat;
And comely diftant fits he by her fide,
When hee againe defires her,being fatte,
Her greeuance with his hearing to deuide:
If that from him there may be ought applied
Which may her {uffering extafie aflwage

T'is promilt in the charitie of age

Father fhe faies,though in mee you behold
The iniury of many a blafting houre;

Let it not tell your Tudgement I am old,
Not age,but forrow,ouer me hath power;

I might as yet haue bene a {preading flower
Frefh to my felfe,if T had felfe applyed
Loue to my felfe,and to no Loue befide.

But wo is mee,too early I atttended

A youthfull fuit it was to gaine my grace;

O one by natures outwards {fo commended,
That maidens eyes {tucke ouer all his face,
Loue lackt a dwelling and made him her place.
And when in his faire parts fhee didde abide,
Shee was new lodg’d and newly Deified.



Kader? bnéd’ mu padia v kulerdch,

a kazdy gdvan, ktery kolem vldl,
hedpabné svitky ke risim sndsel, stah,
libezné hrdtky stvdari 2dlib dal,
pobled nai, mysl jimal, zaklinal:
V7%dyt jeho tvar jen v malém povédéla,
co velkolepost v rdji 14t by chtéla.

Muzgnosti bradu mél jen v osets,
[fenixe chmyii zacinalo jen
Jak samet nestiigeny, na pleti

vic holé nezli thané g pavucin.
Vsak o to vic vzhled jeho vystaven,
a prizné vybér vybrat neobstdl,

zda s nddechem, & bez néj lip si stdl.

Vysady jebo ladné jako vzhled,

hlas panensky, jez volnost opatii;
kdyz muzi pohnut, bouril jakbysmet
Kvétna a Dubna prelom povétrs,
laskavych vanki, co dech nesetrs.
Tak jary, svému mlidi na diikaz,
gevnéisek aprel silou vnitinich krds.
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His browny locks did hang in crooked curles,
And euery light occafion of the wind

Vpon his lippes their filken parcels hurles,
Whats fweet to do,to do wil aptly find,

Each eye that faw him did inchaunt the minde:
For on his vifage was in little drawne,

What largenefle thinkes in parradife was fawne.

Smal thew of man was yet vpon his chinne,

His phenix downe began but to appeare

Like vnfhorne veluet,on that termlefle skin
Whofe bare out-brag’d the web it feem’d to were.
Yet thewed his vifage by that coft more deare,
And nice affetions wauering {tood in doubt

If beft were as it was,or beft without.

His qualities were beautious as his forme,

For maiden tongu’d he was and thereof free;

Yet if men mou’d him,was he fuch a ftorme

As oft twixt May and Aprill is to fee,

When windes breath {weet,vnruly though they bee.
His rudenefle {o with his authoriz’d youth,

Did liuery falfenefle in a pride of truth.



Jezdec ag ag, od lidi & slySeni

ten kit od jezdce svého Cerpa sil

ne navzdor pysny, nese vneseny,

kol, skok a krok, smér vzal, i gastavil
a k tomu spor, dotaz, ten vystavil,

xda od néj kaini vytribil kagdy (in,

¢z on se vyznal, Orem vyznacen.

Vsak rozsudek se hbité dostavil,

to jeho podstata vse oFivila,
okrasnym ornamentin dala cil,

on vyjimal se, ne Ze schranka skvéld:
Pomickdm poloha jen poslouzila,
draly se prispet, jejich arny lem

mn nepiidal, on jim byl prinosen.

Vytribil chidcholeni jazyka
Jim vedl spory, mysl k hloubdini,
tu divod silny, hbitd replika
procitly pro néj, lebly ke spant,
rogesmal pldc, rozestkal vysmdni:
Mel vyrecnost a neobvykly um,
podehytit, poroucet vSem pocitiin.
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Wel could hee ride, and often men would fay

That horfe his mettell from his rider takes

Proud of fubie&ion,noble by the fwaie,

What rounds,what bounds,what courfe what {top he makes
And controuerfie hence a queftion takes,

Whether the horfe by him became his deed,

Or he his mannad’g,by’th wel doing Steed.

But quickly on this fide the verdiét went,

His reall habitude gaue life and grace

To appertainings and to ornament,
Accomplifht in him-felfe not in his cafe:

All ayds them-felues made fairer by their place,
Can for addicions,yet their purpof’d trimme
Peec’d not his grace but were al grac’d by him.

So on the tip of his fubduing tongue

All kinde of arguments and queftion deepe,
Al replication prompt,and reafon {trong

For his aduantage {till did wake and fleep,

To make the weeper laugh,the laugher weepe:

He hadthe diale& and different skil,
Catching al paflions in his craft of will.



Viddnul tak vseobecné, srdcim vsem,
starych a mladych, obon poblavim,

s nim v myslenkdch 51, sdilet kagdy vjem
a poslouzit mn, k cestam toulavym,
uhraniiv, svolenim viad bezhlavym,

co asi chtél by on, si dotaz, klid

kagdy, a prant spinit pral si rdd.

A v hojném poitu u nich gobrazen,
tak na ocich je, do rivahy vzat,
Jjak posetilesi vidina (i sen,

ze suvenyri ispéch dokdzat,

g domii a panstvi, kam se nvizat,
snazné se kochat, leskem vice vdn,

nez pravy Domici a bartipan.

Tolik jich bylo, ani na dotek,

prec mély se a srdce jeho past:

Jd nboha, tak prosta apletek,

a sobé cennd celd (nejen idst)

vdék mlddi umm, srdcem umnym mdst,
mié city uvrbla v moc jeho vnétu,

lodyhy zmar, miyj dar celého kvétu.
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That hee didde in the general bofome raigne
Of young, of old,and fexes both inchanted,

To dwel with him in thoughts,or to remaine

In perfonal duty,following where he haunted,
Confent’s bewitcht , ere he defire haue granted,

And dialogu’d for him what he would fay,
Askt their own wils and made their wils obey.

Many there were that did his piture gette

To ferue their eies,and in it put their mind,

Like fooles that in th’ imagination fet

The goodly obieéts which abroad they find

Of lands and manfions,theirs in thought aflign’d,

And labouring in moe pleafures to be{tow them,

Then the true gouty Land-lord which doth owe them.

So many haue that neuer toucht his hand
Sweetly fuppof’d them miftrefle of his heart:
My wofull felfe that did in freedome {tand,
And was my owne fee fimple(not in part)
What with his art in youth and youth in art
Threw my affetions in his charmed power,
Referu’d the {talke and gaue him al my flower.



Nez jako vrstevnice mé bych vala,
Zddala je, i Zddost povolila,

spis, sobé ke cti, ve ctnost uvazala,

a ddlkon bezpecnou ctnost obradila,
Jkusenost, vpery dabran postavila,
g diikazsi krvdcivsich, po rozmaru

nevéry Skvostu, jeho lasek mari.

Vsak kterd, odragena priklady,
sougenon kazn sama pokouss,

(2 proti sobé 2koust riklady,
xdolané hrozby vraci, pripousti?
Radou Ize zdrset jen, nic nezrusi:
Kady% v ragi, rady casto leblujeme
a g otupéni smysly bystiujene.

A nase miza s tim se nespokoji

drset se 3pét skr drubyeh konmadni,
mit sladké zapoveézené, jez, xdd se, Inaji
g 0bav e Skod, v nas prospéch 3 kazdni;
O chuti zdr se sondyi, jednini!

Kdo ma cit v distech musi kostovat,

byt’ rozum Stkal by, 3pozdén varovat.
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Yet did I not as fome my equals did

Demaund of him,nor being defired yeelded,
Finding my felfe in honour fo forbidde,

With {afeft diftance I mine honour fheelded,
Experience for me many bulwarkes builded

Of proofs new bleeding which remaind the foile
Of this falfe Iewell,and his amorous {poile.

But ah who euer fhun’d by precedent,

The deftin’d ill fhe muft her felfe aflay,

Or forc’d examples gainit her owne content
To put the by-paft perrils in her way?
Counfaile may {top a while what will not {tay:
For when we rage,aduife is often feene

By blunting vs to make our wits more keene.

Nor giues it fatisfaction to our blood,

That wee muft curbe it vppon others proofe,
T'o be forbod the {fweets that feemes {o good,
For feare of harmes that preach in our behoofe;
O appetite from iudgement {tand aloofe!

The one a pallate hath that needs will tafte,
Though reafon weepe and cry it is thy laft.



V'gdyt’ jd jej méla dil za podvodnika,
vzornik sam vytalek, rad obrati,
Jeng viastni sadbou v cizi Sady vnikd,
Své Rlamy lati 3 usmeévavych rti,
sliby ved v zdjmn necttt, bez citu,
Obrazy mysti, slovni proradnosti

smilné pocalo srdce, mizernosti.

Na tom jsem stavéla, své hajit Mésto,
nez acal obléhat mé: Dévce mé

méj slitovdni nad miladikem, vez to,
neboy se prisahy meé, pobogné,

co tobé dal jsem, jinym nemozné,

neb ji ditv pinil lisky posiini,

bez prisab, slibi, nexnal vygnant.

Veskeré moje siré preciny

g krve, ne 3 mysti hrisné vinikayi:
Lasky ni gndmka, poubé pociny,
Jichg Stran se vérnost, city straruji,
Kdo hanbu honil, s hanbou ukdi,
A ve mné o to meéné hanby zbylo,

0 co vic v jejich hanbé ndt mdnm dilo.
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For further I could fay this mans vntrue,

And knew the patternes of his foule beguiling,
Heard where his plants in others Orchards grew,
Saw how deceits were guilded in his {miling,
Knew vowes,wer e euer brokers to defiling,
Thought Charalters and words meerly but art,
And baftards of his foule adulterat heart.

And long vpon thefe termes I held my Citty,
T'ill thus hee gan befiege me :Gentle maid
Haue of my fuffering youth fome feeling pitty
And be not of my holy vowes affraid,

Thats to ye {worne to none was euer faid,

For feafts of loue I haue bene call’d vato

Till now did nere inuite nor neuer vovv.

All my offences that abroad you fee

Are errors of the blood none of the mind:

Loue made them not,with acture they may be,
Where neither Party is nor trew nor kind,

They fought their fhame that {o their fhame did find,
And fo much lefle of fhame in me remaines,

By how much of me their reproch containes,

10



A mezi vsemi, které grel mij rak
pragddné Zdir mé srdee neobidl,

(i v negmensin moun prizen stisnil pak,
(7 mne byl Zvabil od myeh 2dilib dal,
Ja strast jim strojil, sobé nedopril,

v srdcich mél lokage, vsak volnost svou,

a panoval vsi moci kralovskon.

Hied pozornosti, od granényeh srde,
gbledlych perel, 3 krve rubinii:

Na zndmbku citii propijéenych, vraci
sitrapy, rdént, jasnych odstind,
bezfkerevnost v bilém, choutky v karminu,
éinky désu, milé cudnost,

tabor? v srdcich, vdor vybojnosti.

Vsak Hle tn vnady viasi ozdobnych,
spletené s kovem v lasky objeti
Jsent od roglicnyeh, slicnych, nadbernych,
vyznani prijal, sizné vypét,

pridavkem 2 drahokamii posets,

a g 1vah hlubin, k skvostim, sonety
chvdlici Drub, raz, drahé kvality.
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Among the many that mine eyes haue {eene,

Not one whofe flame my hart fo much as warmed,
Or my affection put to th, {fmalleft teene,

Or any of my leifures euer Charmed,

Harme haue I done to them but nere was harmed,
Kept hearts in liveries,but mine owne was free,
And raignd commaunding in his monarchy.

Looke heare what tributes wounded fancies fent me,
Of palyd pearles and rubies red as blood:

Figuring that they their paflions likewife lent me
Of greefe and blufhes, aptly vnder{tood

In bloodlefle white,and the encrim{fon’d mood,
Effelts of terror and deare modefty,

Encampt in hearts but fighting outwardly.

And Lo behold thefe tallents of their heir,
With twifted mettle amoroufly empleacht

I haue receau’d from many a feueral faire,
Their kind acceptance, wepingly befeecht,
With th’annexions of faire gems inricht,

And deepe brain’d fonnets that did amplifie
Each {tones deare Nature,worth and quallity.

11



Diamant? Ten byl neoblomnych krds,
ukrytych skloni, vnitinich vlastnosts,
zelené temmy Smaragd, cerstvy jas,

co slabym 2dri pridd, svétlosti.

Z oblohy Safir, Opadl spolu cti
rozlicné tvary; kazdy drahokam

slitnosti fismév vZbonzel, nigas sanm.

Trofeje vsechny, $havych prabnut,

7 jemnych skrytyjeh tugeb, néinost,
vsak nelpét na nich, tot’ mé pohnuti,
vyddvat radéj k viastni marnosti:
Vam, proni, postedni mié svolnosti:
Tam musi mirit vase oblace,

byv Oltar 3 méni, 3 vasi dotace.

Ach rukn (vasi) vstric beg frazi vpred,
JiZ bélost chmyiim vagi vzdusnych chval,

a berte primer jak vam libo bned,

g horoucich plic chlonb vzhiiru vyvzdychal:
Jd, co vas siuba, snazné poslonchal,

vam pod vili, a k vasi bilanci

soucet jich slozil, 3 rraznyeh instanct.
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The Diamond?why twas beautifull and hard,
Whereto his inuif’d properties did tend,

The deepe greene Emrald in whofe frefh regard,
Weake fights their fickly radience do amend.
The heauen hewd Saphir and the Opall blend
With obiects manyfold ; each feuerall {tone,
With wit well blazond {mil’d or made fome mone.

Lo all thefe trophies of affections hot,

Of penfiu’d and fubdew’d defires the tender,
Nature hath chargd me that I hoord them not,
But yeeld them vp where I my felfe muit render:
That is to you my origin and ender:

For thefe of force muft your oblations be,

Since I their Aulter, you en patrone me.

Oh then aduance(of yours) that phrafeles hand,
Whofe white weighes downe the airy {cale of praife,
Take all thefe fimilies to your owne command,
Hollowed with fighes that burning lunges did raife:
What me your minifter for you obaies
Workes vnder you,and to your audit comes
Their diftract parcells,in combined fummes.



He, zde, co Jeptiska mi posiala,
Sestra, nad reholnice 3bognéjsi,
kterd se 3rekla dvorn, oddala
vzdenéisim dariim, v odkvét négnési,
velmoii cil, jich roucha dobnés,

s odstupem chladnym odebrala se,

travit svij Zivot v ldsce bezcase.

Vsak sladkd moje, té3ké ponechat
co nepatri ndm, lddnont netecne,
kde neni obrys hran, bez hranic hrdt,
ddl loudit hrdtky volné, bezdéiné,

ta povésti své vagi vytecné,

vybne se jizvam 3 bitvy, ritékenm,

absenci 1631, ne sil sitokem.

Promirite, vpravdé e se holedbdm,
nahodon nehodnou ji predstaven,
Jak v mgiku jeji odpor byl ten tam,
Jak hbité chtéla 3 kldastera zas ven:
Ze bozné vdsné, nabogenstvi skon:
Od pokuseni pryc se zaviela,
pokouset volné pak, by vyvrela.
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Lo this deuice was {fent me from a Nun,

Or Sifter {an&ified of holieft note,

Which late her noble fuit in court did thun,
Whofe rareft hauings made the blofloms dote,
For fhe was fought by {pirits of ritcheft cote,
But kept cold diftance,and did thence remoue,
To {fpend her living in eternall loue.

But oh my fweet what labour ift to leaue,

The thing we haue not,maftring what not {triues,
Playing the Place which did no forme receiue
Playing patient {ports in vnconitraind giues,

She that her fame fo to her felfe contriues,

The {carres of battaile {capeth by the flight,

And makes her abfence valiant,not her might.

Oh pardon me in that my boaft is true,
The accident which brought me to her eie,
Vpon the moment did her force fubdewe,
And now fhe would the caged cloifter flie:
Religious loue put out religions eye:

Not to be tempted would fhe be enur’d,
And now to tempt all liberty procure.
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Jak mocnd vy jste, Ach na slySenou,
lomend srdce, kterd patii mné,

svyeh fontdan vpli viila v nadrg mou:
Svou v Ocedn vas vievam podobneé:
Jim panugi, vy mné Fas naramne,
vdm k vitexstvi a dobru soncet bud,

sloucenych ldsek lék na chladnon hrud.

Ja Stunce svaté um mél pokouset,
Je krocené jsem odusevnit jal,
pobledsi vagil, v né se navaget,

7 posvécent sliby % cesty hnal:

O lisko mocnd, svazgek, skb, (i val
11 nezabrdni, kdepak porud

tys nade vse a vse mas v podrudi.

Kdy% zapiisobis; k cemu ochrany
gatuchbych vzori? Ty kdyg rozobnis,
Jak vystydlé jsou tytég zabrany,

at’ jméni, rodu, rddu, jména 173,

gbroj lasky -nedbat, priv, 3di, hanby ji%,
a v bol, je sndst, vndsi oslazen
Pelynek, si/ vsech, obav, nabbjch zmén.
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How mightie then you are, Oh heare me tell,
The broken bofoms that to me belong,

Haue emptied all their fountaines in my well:
And mine I powre your Ocean all amonge:

I {trong ore them and you ore me being {trong,
Mutt for your victorie vs all congeft,

As compound loue to phifick your cold breft.

My parts had powre to charme a facred Sunne,
Who difciplin’d I dieted in grace,

Beleeu’d her eies,when they t’ aflaile begun,
All vowes and confecrations giuing place:

O moft potentiall loue,vowe, bond,nor {pace
In thee hath neither {ting,knot,nor confine
For thou art all and all things els are thine.

When thou imprefle{t what are precepts worth
Of ftale example?when thou wilt inflame,
How coldly thofe impediments {tand forth

Of wealth of filliall feare,lawe, kindred fame,

Loues armes are peace , gaint rule , gainft fence , gainft thame

And fweetens in the fuffring pangues it beares,
The AMloes of all forces, Thockes and feares.
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Tu vsechna srdce, na mém zavisid,
meho lom citi, 1ipi, krvdci,

Jich prosba k vim je, na tom odyisid,
by napor na mé ustal, tryznic,

a stuch byl din mé snané petici,

a vira 3 duse, mému avazkn

vyhovét, za vhod brdt slib ke svazku.

Tak pravil, slizy v ocich, sesedal,
dotehdd v moji tvdr byl zabledén,

na licich proud 2 fontdny unikal,
slany tok dolii spésné odpddeén:

Jak zkrdsli pramen, tudy navdadén!
Pod Kristil zasklil zarnyeh Rizi lad,

plamen, skrz vidbu nadchnut, v novy sat.

Ach otce, pekla cdry jaké dli

v malitké kapce, si3y jediné?

Natog pak 3 0lf notné aplavy:
Nezdold voda srdce kamenné?

Hrud’ nejehladnéjsi roztit nemine,

(7 rozpoltit stud chladny, horky bés:
Zar podvojny, rd% vie, ne¥ chlad by snes.
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Now all thefe hearts that doe on mine depend,
Feeling it breake,with bleeding groanes they pine,
And fupplicant their fighes to you extend

To leaue the battrie that you make gain{t mine,
Lending foft audience, to my fweet defigne,

And credent foule,to that {trong bonded oth,
That fhall preferre and vndertake my troth.

This {aid,his watrie eies he did difmount,

Whofe fightes till then were leaueld on my face,
Each cheeke a riuer running from a fount,

With brynifh currant downe-ward flowed a pace:
Oh how the channell to the {treame gaue grace!
Who glaz’d with Chriftall gate the glowing Rofes,
That flame through water which their hew inclofes,

Oh father,what a hell of witch-craft lies,

In the {fmall orb of one perticular teare?

But with the invndation of the eies:

What rocky heart to water will not weare?
What breft {o cold that is not warmed heare,
Or cleft effe&t,cold modefty hot wrath:

Both fire from hence,and chill extinéture hath.
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VsSak jeho vdsen, nic neg um, lest 3vldst,
zdmer byl, sondnost moji rogsizet,

tam svlékla jsem své svétlé ctnosti pldst,
strag odstrojila, sicty s bazni slet,
Jd odbalena, on mné jakbysmet:

Tali jsme navdjem, roxdilny mok,

on travil mne, ja pro négj k ixni lok.

Rafinovanosti mél, v hojnosti,

ve singbdch Klamn, forem podivnyeh,
horkého rdéni, mokré slanosti,

(2 mdlobné bledi: lerpa, pousti 3 nich
Jak hodi se mn, 3 Salkdi Sdlicich:

Nad hrubidnstvim rdit se, soucit stkat,

3 tragickych scén pak blednount, omdlévat.

Nebylo srdce jemu na rovei,
Jez uniklo, kdyz nai hrot otolil,
_jak Prirogenost, jemna, krotkd lan:

v téch vnaddch skryt, iskal, co Zmr3alil,
branit se tviril, vykiik nalitil,

kdyz uvniti’ prahnul, prepych nadbibal,
panenstvi radil, cudnost vyzdvihal.
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For loe his paflion but an art of craft,

Euen there refolu’d my reafon into teares,
There my white {tole of chaftity I daft,

Shooke off my fober gardes,and ciuill feares,
Appeare to him as he to me appeares:

All melting,though our drops this diffrence bore,
His poifon’d me, and mine did him reftore.

In him a plenitude of fubtle matter,

Applied to Cautills,all {traing formes receiues,
Of burning blufhes,or of weeping water,

Or founding palenefle : and he takes and leaues,
In eithers aptnefle as it beft deceiues:

To blufh at {peeches ranck , to weepe at woes
Or to turne white and found at tragick fhowes.

That not a heart which in his leuell came,

Could fcape the haile of his all hurting ayme,
Shewing faire Nature is both kinde and tame :

And vaild in them did winne whom he would maime,
Againft the thing he fought,he would exclaime,
When he moft burnt in hart-wifht luxurie,

He preacht pure maide,and praifd cold chaftitie.
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Tak s pounhon rouskon Slechetnosti byl
nahy, sikladny das v ném zakryty,
pro nexnalé, nad sviidee povysil,

na Cherubina statut, kridlaty,
miladyeh a prostych tim pdd odbyty.
Tak ji té% padla, otazkon vsak jest,
Jak napodrubé sloila bych test.

Ze nakalivé v oku mokvi mu,
Ze falesny je Zar, jims lic svou rdi:
e biima srdce jeho do rytm,

Ze teskné vzdechy od plic kosats,
Ze pobnutky md, dluzgné, v zajets,
zas podvedlo by diiv-podvedenon,

gvrdtilo opét, Divku srovnanou.
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Thus meerely with the garment of a grace,
The naked and concealed feind he couerd,
That th’vnexperient gaue the tempter place,
Which like a Cherubin aboue them houerd,
Who young and fimple would not be fo louerd.
Aye me I fell,and yet do queftion make,

What I fhould doe againe for fuch a fake.

O that infeéted moyf{ture of his eye,

O that falfe fire which in his cheeke {o glowd :
O that forc’d thunder from his heart did flye,
O that fad breath his {pungie lungs beftowed,
O all that borrowed motion feeming owed,
Would yet againe betray the fore-betrayed,
And new peruert a reconciled Maide.

FINIS.
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Doslov:

Toto dilo vyslo spolu se Shakespearovymi Sonety v Quarto provedeni roku 1609. Jeho autorstvi byva zpochybriovino.

I % tohoto diivodu se obvykle nepreklida se Sonety. Autory dosud vydanych prekladsi json Antonin Kldstersky, Jarmila Urbankovi a Jir? Josek.
Prizndm se, Ze jsem podobné pochybnosti o antorstvi mél také, nez jsem se pustil do prekladn.

Po zkusenosti s prekladen viak mdm dojem, Ze jde o dilo sice o néco horsi nez Sonety v jagykové obratnosts, lec nabité svon obragnosti.

Povaguji to tedy dnes za juvenilii stejného Shakespeara, aneb stejného antora jako onéch Sonetd, spise, ne dilo nékobo jiného.
Preklad tohoto dila jsem pojal ponékud basnicky volnéji nes v pripadé Soneti, védome, v 3djnn mirné rebabilitace tohoto textu; ug se i alibil.

Mél jsem, docela necekané, trapent s nadpisem. Obyykly lesky nazev ,,Milencin ndrek* se mi nezda vyznamové trefny natolik, abych jej nexpochybnil jinym dirazen.
Lover® neni samo o sobé slovo, které 3naci muge nebo Zenu, Inamend prosté osobu, kterd aktivné miluje. Obvykleji se pouzivd pro muze. Kagdopddné v texctu nejde o néci
Milenkn ale o Zamilovanon do nékoho. Jde viak cdsteiné pravé o popis neblahé psychiky jejiho svidce a amanta. Complaint je slovo mezi pojnry Grievance a Affliction.
Nejde jen o Grievance, 1j vyjadieni stignosti a stéZovani si, ale i o Affliction, tj sténani a strdaddni pod jaimem vieklé a mognd neresitelné nesdadonct situace, nemoci
napriklad. Nadpis se dokonce di chdpat, byt okrajové, jako Milovnikiv nedub. Odtud tedy mij nazev Milostivé trapeni. Milostivé by miélo, ve smysiu pridavného jména,
spis znit Milostné, ale usondil jsem, e pro hiicku risknu nevoli Cestindri. Dotyind nestastnd je 3amoznd, nebo alespori notné obdarovand, kdyg lame prsteny ze lata

a slonoviny a gahazuje drahokamy, a proto jde o jakési trapeni Milostivé, v osobnim smysin. Ji a jeji.

Radybych to nadepsal po svém, tak co treba Ldsky stesk, nebo dokonce Litovini slitoviani. Posudte sami jak (ne)libo — abecedné; apel, béda, bédovant, bol, drama, elegie,
fiinkdni, hore, horekovdni, churavéni, jecent, jekot, kiiourdni, kincent, kiivda, kvicent, kvilent, lament, lkani, migerie, mrutost, muka, narikdnt, nedub, nesndz, nestésts,
oplakdvdni, orace, plac, postesk, protest, rmut, rozhortent, rehole, scéna, sklitent, skucent, sten, stesk, stéZovani, stidnost, straddni, stkant, trapent, trud, truchlent, utrpent,
nideél, sipént, vikiik, vylev, vzlykani, vlykot, zarmoncent, darmutek, bédovani, znbogent, al, atd. Nebo i ndrek.

Ale proc viastné ma Clestina tolik popisnych slov pro nepijemnosti? Tot’ otazka. .. V' Z]P
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