Viljamas Sekspyras

SONETAI

1.

Geidaujame, kad vaismedis keroty

Ir leisty atzalas, ir viskas klotys dailiai, —
Tegu sau krinta ziedlapiai nuo roziy,
Bet Ggliai jas atsimena su meile:

O tu, patsai save jsizilréjes,
Grazumui savo viska atiduodi,
DidZiausig turtg leisdamas ant véjo,
Pats sau esi ir priesas neraliuotas.

Tu Zemés papuosalas vienadienis;
Pavasaris, kurj skelbi, neilgas,

Esi pradétas, nieko nepradéjes,
Gobsuolis, islaidautojas niekingas.

Gailékis sau, taciau i$ gelmeny
ISleisk daug agliy, atvasy liauny.

5.

Kaip iSmintingas meistras patyliukais
Stebukly Svente mums surengia Laikas,
Cia pat neliauja savo ratg sukes,

Kur mes j koja niekaip nepataikom.

Net nematai, o vasara panyra

Dieny ir valandy tekméj j gruod;;
Belapiai medziai, syvai jy apmire,
Apmirus zemé po baltom paklodém.

ISliko vien tik roziy aromatas,

Lakus belaisvis j stiklus jkliuves,

Kai speigas mus ir Sal¢mirysté krato,
Jis primena, kas vasarojant buve.

Mes matome, kas ziedui atsitiko,
Taciau skaisti substancija isliko.

24.

Mana akis tave iSgraviravo, —
Sirdy a3 tavo atvaizda nesioju,
Dabar esu gyvieji rémai tavo!
Perspektyva visi menai puikuojas;



Tai apie meistrg spresk iS meistriSkumo,
Ziarédamas 3iuos rémuos j portreta.
Ogi dirbtuve, kur pluséta buvo

Akiy stiklais ir meile kalinéta.

Mudviejy akys taip yra susije:
Savom tave matau as savo sieloj,
O saulé i$ padangiy karalijos
Tavom — apzilrinéja mano sienas.

Deja, deja, savom akim pro langa
Sirdies tavos matyti nejstengiu.

65.

Granitas, varis, Zemé, o ir jura
Neatlaikys, kai bus Mirtis atéjus, —
Tai kaipgi Laikas grozio nesugurins,
Jei grozis toks trapus yra kaip gélés?

Kaip gali Laiko leksma atlaikyti
Dvelkimas liepos, jeigu kietg uola
Isiute bangos baigia sudauzyti?
Ir juodvario, ir marmuro kolona...

O karcios mintys! Kaip galéciau rasti
Tavajam groziui priegloba nuo Laiko?
Ir kaip Svytuokle sustabdyti — rankom?
Lai judesj ir stingulj sutaiko!

Neéra vilties né laso. Tavo vaizdas
ISlieka ten, kur Sviecia juodos raidés.

116.

AS sandraugai dviejy Sirdziy nedrjsciau
Pakisti kojos. Kaip, sakyk, jstengty
Sudrumsti meilés Sviesg iSdavysté?
Nezino meilé uztvary, nei slenksciy!

O ne! Ji amzinasis Svyturys,

Kur per didziausig audra kelig rodo.
Jinai — Zvaigzdé ir Sviesulas, kuris
Jareiviui naktj suvokima duoda.

Ji ne léle, kuria Laikai ateje

Kaip rozeés spalva veiduose isblukins,
Ir nuo uzgriGvanciy audry bei véjy

Ji nenublyksta kaip raudonis IGpy.

O jeigu as netiesa Cia kalbéjau,
Tai nerasiau, ir niekas nemyléjo!



132.

Man mielos tavo akys, ir sakau:
,JUs apleistajam teikiate paguoda
Ir gedula jus pasirinkot juoda

Nuo tol, kai savo draugo netekau.”

Tu patikek, sauletekis ne taip
Senyva veida rytmecio gaivina,

Ir ta Zvaigzdé, kuri dangun iseis, —
Akis, nuzvelgianti mus vakaring,

Ne tokia spinduliuota ir Sviesi,

Kaip zvilgsnis nuskaidréjes, lyg sudievu...
O, jeigu gedulingam debesy

Ir savo Sirdj bitumei sudéjus!

Sakyciau as, kad tikras grozis — juodas,
Naktis mums daug ryskesne Sviesg duoda.

154.

Meilés dievaitis po medziu prisnado,
Nusviedes degla degant; j salj,

Ir pagalvoje, kad apgrobt jj gali,
Nimfos is giriy dunksanciy iSsprado.

Viena dievaite prie ugnies prislinko,
Kuri mergeléms tiek kanciy suteikus,
Griebé ta karsta jnagj, naudinga, —
Drybsok, dievaiti, masy bédos baigias!

Vandenys sraunds nuo deglo karstéja, —
Daugelj ligy pasigydé Zmonés.

Ir a$ | maudykle buvau Sig atéjes,

Tam, kad iSvengciau jausmo nemalonés.

Meilé jSildo vandenis, bet tie vandens
Neatvésina meilés, bandyk sau nebandes!

Verté Sigitas Geda

1.

From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease,
His tender heir might bear his memory:

But thou contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel,



Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thy self thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel:

Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament,
And only herald to the gaudy spring,

Within thine own bud buriest thy content,
And tender churl mak’st waste in niggarding:

Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.

5.

Those hours that with gentle work did frame
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell
Will play the tyrants to the very same,

And that unfair which fairly doth excel:

For never-resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter and confounds him there,

Sap checked with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,
Beauty o’er-snowed and bareness every where:

Then were not summer’s distillation left
A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty's effect with beauty were bereft,
Nor it nor no remembrance what it was.

But flowers distilled though they with winter meet,
Leese but their show, their substance still lives sweet.

24.

Mine eye hath played the painter and hath stelled,
Thy beauty's form in table of my heart,

My body is the frame wherein 'tis held,

And perspective it is best painter’s art.

For through the painter must you see his skill,
To find where your true image pictured lies,
Which in my bosom'’s shop is hanging still,
That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes:

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done,
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee;

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art,
They draw but what they see, know not the heart.



65.

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o’ersways their power,

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,

Whose action is no stronger than a flower?

O how shall summer’s honey breath hold out,
Against the wrackful siege of batt'ring days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,
Nor gates of steel so strong but time decays?

O fearful meditation, where alack,

Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hid?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back,
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

O none, unless this miracle have might,
That in black ink my love may still shine bright.

116.

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments, love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove.

O no, it is an ever-fixed mark

That looks on tempests and is never shaken;

It is the star to every wand'ring bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come,

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,

But bears it out even to the edge of doom:

If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

132.

Thine eyes I love, and they as pitying me,
Knowing thy heart torment me with disdain,
Have put on black, and loving mourners be,
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.

And truly not the morning sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east,
Nor that full star that ushers in the even
Doth half that glory to the sober west

As those two mourning eyes become thy face:



O let it then as well beseem thy heart
To mourn for me since mourning doth thee grace,
And suit thy pity like in every part.

Then will I swear beauty herself is black,
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.

154.

The little Love-god lying once asleep,

Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand,

Whilst many nymphs that vowed chaste life to keep,
Came tripping by, but in her maiden hand,

The fairest votary took up that fire,

Which many legions of true hearts had warmed,
And so the general of hot desire,

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarmed.

This brand she quenched in a cool well by,
Which from Love's fire took heat perpetual,
Growing a bath and healthful remedy,

For men discased, but I my mistress’ thrall,

Came there for cure and this by that I prove,
Love's fire heats water, water cools not love.

William Shakespeare, Sonetai, Vilnius, Zara, 2009, p. 25, 29, 50, 96, 152, 169, 192.
Teksty originalai is http://poetry.eserver.org/sonnets/



Sonetai

IS gero medzio laukiam atzalos,
Kad ji pratesty mirstantj jo grozj.
Nuo rudenio salnos nuvyto roze,

Bet greit kita jos vietoj suliepsnos.

O tu, susizavéjes savimi,
Eikvoji tus¢iomis brangiausia lobj,
Lyg meilés priesas tu jos turtg grobi

Ir savyje vien sau jégy semi.

Tu, Sio pasaulio Ziedas isdidus,
Pavasario skelbéjas trumpaamzis,
Tu kaip Sykstuolis, viska pasiglemzes,

Patsai save skriaudi, skriaudi kitus.

Nenesk j graba dovanos retos,

Kurig gavai i$ motinos gamtos!

Bemiegis Laikas dirba pamazu
Ir rodo mums didingag savo mena.
Bet tai, kas akiai miela ir grazu,

Siame pasauly neilgai gyvena.

Ziarek, pirmyjy 3alciy genama,

Zalioji vasara nuo musy beéga...



Jau atslenka tylom gudi ziema

Ir beria mums j veida Saizy sniega.

Tiktai kvapniy ziedy laki dvasia,
Mazoj stiklingj celéj uzdaryta,
Tau primena kas vakara kas ryta,

Kaip tu dziaugeisi saule laukuose.

Prarado gélés grozj trumpalaikj,

Bet sielg jo nevystancia islaike.

24

Akis manoji stengiasi slaptai
Tave nupiesti Sirdyje kaip gyva.
AS rémus tau atstoju, kaip matai,

Ir iSlaikau graziausig perspektyva.

Sviesa i$ tavo spindinciy akiy
Dirbtuvés mano prieblandon srovena.
Geéreékis savo atvaizdu puikiu

Ir per Karéja zvilgtelk j jo mena!

Taip mes draugaujam: savo akimis
Tave bandau as sieloj nutapyti,
O tavo akys dziaugias tylomis

Ir mano celéje lyg saulé Svyti.

AS dievinu akis! Tiktai gailiuos,

Kad Sirdj atvaizduot negali jos.



64

Maciau, kaip Laiko atSiauraus ranka
Pavercia dulkém galingiausig marg,
Kaip sutrupa senovés prabanga

Ir ilgaamzé gelezis suglra;

Maciau, kaip jara potvyniu placiu
[ sausuma sau godziai kelig skina,
O Zemé jai atsako tuo paciu

Ir braunasi tolyn j vandenyna.

Maciau, kaip laimé kinta nuolatos,
Kaip viska niokoja Mirtis besoté.
Nejaugi ji nepagailés ir tos,

Kurig taip myliu? Litdna pagalvoti...

Kol meilés lobis toks yra trapus,

Tol galo mano sielvartui nebus!

116

Dviejy Sirdziy istikima draugysté
Jokiy nepaiso klitciy kelyje.
Juk meilé — dar ne meilé jeigu ja

Sutriuskina klasta ar iSdavyste.

Tikroji meilé — tai zvaigzdé skaisti,
Kuri né mirksniui nepaliauja degti
Ir drasina jareivj gadzig naktj,

Kai laivg svaido viesulai pikti.



Ne, meilé ne pastumdélé Likimo;
Jai visagalis Laikas nebaisus,
Kuris naikina lapy radastus

Ir is visy tg pacig duokle ima.

Jei tau meluoja posmai siy eiliy, —

Nebér pasauly meilés! AS tyliu...

132

Kaip man patinka tavo akys juodos!
Lyg jusdamos, kad pamirSai mane,
Jos uzsivilko gedula — ir rodos,

Kad ziGri su uZzuojauta Svelnia.

Skaistveidé saulé masy zvilgsnj keri,
Kai teka jauno rytmecio gaisuos;
Mus jaudina pirma zvaigzdé vakare,

Skelbéja tyliai Zengiancios tamsos.

O as tavy akiy gelméj juodojoj
Palaimg ir uzuomarstj randu,
Nors gaila man, kad gedulo Sydu

Sirdies aptraukti tu nesugalvojai...

Tuomet sakyciau drasiai visada,

Kad grozio saulé bina tik juoda!



154

Amdras kartag pamiskéj miegojo,
Palikes deglg smilkstantj. Umai
Smagus barelis nimfy greitakojy

IS tankumyno isléké linksmai.

Viena jy, apveidi, guvi mergaite,
Suprato, kas Cia guli po medziu,
Ir nuginklavo miegant; dievaitj,

Kurs tiek skaisCiy sudegino Sirdziy!

Ji panardino degla j upelj, -
Skaidrus vanduo jkaito kaip ugnis.
Ligas visokias puikiai gydo jis,

Tik man vienam pagelbéti negali.

Aistra jSildo vandenj, bet nieks

Juo atvésinti meilés nepajégs.

IS angly kalbos verté Aleksys Churginas

Viljamas §ekspyras, Dramos, sonetai, Vilnius: Vaga, 1986, p. 609, 611, 621, 641, 667, 675, 686.



