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ÄÐÀÌÀÒÈ×ÍÅ É ÎÏÒÈÌ²ÑÒÈ×ÍÅ 
Â ÆÈÒÒ² ÒÀ ÒÂÎÐ×ÎÑÒ² ÂÀÑÈËß ËßÙÓÊÀ

Âàñèëü Ê³íäðàòîâè÷ Ëÿùóê íà ðî äèâ ñÿ  
1 áå ðåçíÿ 1948 ðî êó â ñåë³ Ñòàðèé Ïî÷à¿â 

Êðå ì’ÿíåöüêîãî ðàéîíó Òåð íîï³ëüñüêî¿ îáëàñò³. 
Ìèêîëà Ïøåíè÷íèé ç öüîãî ïðèâîäó çàçíà÷èâ, 
ùî Âàñèëåâ³ âåëüìè ïîòàëàíèëî, ïîçàÿê íàðî-
äèâñÿ ó áëàãîñëîâåííîìó êðà¿, «îñâÿ÷åíîìó ïå-
ðå äçâîíîì íåïðîìèíàëüíèì ³ íåïåðåáóòí³ì», 
íåïîäàë³ê Ïî÷à¿âñüêî¿ Ñâÿòî-Óñïåíñüêî¿ Ëàâ-
ðè – âåëèêî¿ ñâÿòèí³ õðèñòèÿíñòâà. Â³ä áóäèí-
êó áàòüê³â âèäíî ö³ëèé àðõ³òåêòóðíèé àíñàìáëü 
öåð êîâ ³ ñîáîð³â, ñëàâíó Ïî÷à¿âñüêó äçâ³íèöþ. 
Öÿ çåìëÿ íàðîäèëà áàãàòî îáäàðóâàíü, íà í³é 
ïðà öþâàëè âèäàòí³ õóäîæíèêè – Õâîðîñòåöü-
êèé ³ Øàòê³âñüêèé, òóò ó 1846 ðîö³ ïîáóâàâ 
óêðà¿íñüêèé ãåí³é Òàðàñ Øåâ÷åíêî ³ íàìàëþâàâ 
÷îòèðè àêâàðåë³ êðàºâèä³â Ëàâðè. 

Ä³ä Âàñèëÿ, ïîëÿê çà íàö³îíàëüí³ñòþ, ïðèé-
íÿâøè ïðàâîñëàâ’ÿ, ðåâíî çàõèùàâ íàøó â³ðó. 

1916 ðîêó, â Ïåðøó ñâ³òîâó â³éíó, íà òåðè-
òîð³¿ Ïî÷à¿âùèíè â³äáóëèñÿ æîðñòîê³ áî¿ ì³æ 
öàðñüêèìè ðîñ³éñüêèìè ³ àâñòðî-í³ìåöüêèìè 
â³éñüêàìè. Ì³ñöåâå íàñåëåííÿ, óíèêàþ÷è æîð-
ñòîêîãî òà áðóòàëüíîãî ñòàâëåííÿ îêóïàíò³â, 
çíå âàãè äî ïðàâîñëàâíèõ ñâÿòèíü, çìóøåíå 
áó ëî âò³êàòè. Â á³ãàõ, ó ñåë³ Áîðîäà¿âêà ïîáëè-
çó Êàòåðèíîñëàâà (íèí³ Äí³ïðîïåòðîâñüê), ó 
ßêîâà Òèìîô³éîâè÷à òà Áëàãîâ³ðíî¿ Êñåí³¿ Âà-
ñè ë³âíè, íàðîäèëàñÿ äîíüêà Îðëîâñüêà (Ëÿ-
ùóê) Ìàð³àìíà ßê³âíà – ìàòè ïîåòà. 

Áàòüêî, Ëÿùóê Ê³íäðàò ²âàíîâè÷, íàðîäèâ-
ñÿ 6 æîâòíÿ 1927 ðîêó. Áàáóñÿ ïî áàòüêîâ³é 
ë³í³¿, Ïåñòèíà Ïèëèï³âíà, áóäó÷è ïàòð³îòêîþ 
Óêðà¿íè, çàëþáëåíîþ â ð³äíèé êðàé, ôîðìó-
âàëà â ä³òÿõ ñïðàãó äî ï³çíàííÿ, ëþáîâ äî íà-
ðîäíèõ òðàäèö³é, ìàëà âåëèêèé âïëèâ íà ôîð-
ìóâàííÿ íàö³îíàëüíîãî õàðàêòåðó. 
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Áàòüêè ïîåòà áóëè âèõ³äöÿìè ç ñåëÿí. Ìàòè 
ïðàöþâàëà â êîëãîñï³ â³ä ÷àñó éîãî çàñíóâàííÿ. 
Áóëà ³ ÷ëåíîì ïðàâë³ííÿ, ³ ëàíêîâîþ. Òàòî – ñòî-
ëÿðîì ó ì³æêîëãîñïí³é áóä³âåëüí³é îðãàí³çàö³¿. 

Íàðîäèâñÿ Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çîâñ³ì íåçðÿ÷èì 
íà ïðàâå îêî, à ë³âå îêî – ëèøå òðè â³äñîòêè 
çîðó. Íàéá³ëüøå ç äèòèíñòâà ëþáèâ òå, ùî çà-
áîðîíÿëîñü, – ÷èòàòè êíèãè. Â 1955 ðîö³ ï³øîâ 
äî ïåðøîãî êëàñó çâè÷àéí³ñ³íüêî¿ ñ³ëü ñü êî¿ 
Ñòà ðî ïî÷à¿âñüêî¿ çàãàëüíîîñâ³òíüî¿ âîñü ìè-
ð³÷íî¿ øêîëè, ÿêó çàê³í÷èâ ó 1963-ìó. Òîä³ æ 
³ çà ïàì’ÿòàëè éîãî â÷èòåë³, øêîëÿð³, ðîäèíà 
òà ñóñ³äè – ïîñò³éíî ç êíèãàìè, ÿê³ ââàæàâ ÷à-
ð³âíèì ñâ³òîì íåï³çíàíîãî é ìàã³÷íîãî ñëî-
âà. Çàâäÿêè êíèãàì, æèâó÷è â ïðîâ³íö³¿, ð³ñ ó 
äîñÿæíèõ ÷å ðåç ñëîâî äàëåêèõ ñâ³òàõ, âîäíî-
÷àñ âñ³ì ñâî¿ì ºñòâîì â³ä÷óâàþ÷è ÷àð³âíó îñîá-
ëè â³ñòü, íåïîâòîðí³ñòü ð³äíî¿ Ïî÷à¿âùèíè. 
Éîãî âðàæàëè êðàñà ïðèðîäè, ïåðø³ ïðîìåí³ 
ðàíêîâîãî ïåñòëèâîãî ñîíöÿ ³ éîãî çàõ³ä, à òîìó 
ÿêîñü ïî-ñâîºìó â³ä÷óâàâ ³ ëîâèâ äîáðîçè÷ëèâ³ 
áîæåñò âåíí³ äîòîðêè ëàã³äíîãî â³òðó. 

Íàâ÷àâñÿ ñòàðàííî, íàìàãàþ÷èñü íå â³äñòà-
âàòè â³ä çâè÷àéíèõ çðÿ÷èõ ä³òåé, ³ í³õòî íå çäî-
ãàäóâàâñÿ, ÿêèõ çóñèëü ïîòðåáóâàëî áàæàííÿ 
ïî÷óâàòèñÿ ïîâíîö³ííèì, áóòè – ÿê óñ³. ²íîä³ 
ä³ò ëàøíÿ ïîò³øàëàñÿ íàä éîãî íåçãðàáí³ñòþ, 
à Âàñèëåâ³ äîøêóëÿâ íå ô³çè÷íèé á³ëü ïàä³íü 
÷åðåç ð³çí³ ïðåäìåòè, à óñâ³äîìëåííÿ òîãî, ùî 
â³í – ìàéæå ñë³ïèé. Íà âñå æèòòÿ çàïàì’ÿòàâñÿ 
âèïàäîê, êîëè ä³â÷èíêà, ç ÿêîþ ãðàâñÿ, âïåâ-
íèâøèñü, ùî â³í ìàéæå íåçðÿ÷èé, íàçâàëà 
éîãî «ñë³ïà òþòÿ» é çàÿâèëà, ùî íå áóäå ç íèì 
ãðàòèñÿ. 

Â 1958 ðîö³ Âàñèëåâ³ Ëÿùóêó îäèí ³ç ó÷í³â 
Ô³ëàòîâà, ë³êàð Ìàçóð ²âàí Ñòåïàíîâè÷, âñòà-
íîâèâ òàêèé ä³àãíîç: âðîäæåíà êàòàðàêòà – ç 
óñ êëàäíåííÿìè. Ëèøå òîä³ â³í îïèíèâñÿ â êî ë³ 
ïîä³áíî¿ äîë³ ä³òåé Ëüâ³âñüêî¿ ñåðåäíüî¿ ñïå-
ö³àëüíî¿ øêîëè-³íòåðíàòó ¹100 äëÿ ïîçáàâ-
ëåíèõ çîðó ä³òåé, äå íàâ÷àâñÿ ç 1963 ðîêó ïî 
1966-èé. Òóò îñâî¿â àçáóêó é øðèôò Áðàéëÿ. Àæ 
ó òðàâí³ 65-ãî ðîêó â³í îô³ö³éíî îòðèìàâ ïåð-
øó ãðóïó ³íâàë³äíîñò³ ç äèòèíñòâà ïî çîðó. Äî 
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ïëåÿäó ïèñüìåííèê³â, æóðíàë³ñò³â, ðåäàêö³éíèõ 
ïðà ö³âíèê³â é ïðîñòî ïîö³íîâóâà÷³â êðàñíîãî 
ïèñüìåíñòâà. Áåçïåðå÷íèì ôàêòîì ïîñèëåí-
íÿ çàõîïëåííÿ ë³òåðàòóðíîþ òâîð÷³ñòþ áóëî 
òàêîæ ñï³ëêóâàííÿ ç äðóçÿìè-ë³òñòóä³éöÿìè, 
ð³âíåíñüêèìè ïîåòàìè, õóäîæíèêàìè, æóðíà-
ë³ñòàìè. Íàéáëèæ÷³ – ßðîñëàâ Ì³÷óäà, Ïåòðî 
Öåöèê, ÿê³ ÷àñòî éîãî íàâ³äóâàëè, êîëè â³í ïðî-
æèâàâ ó ãóðòîæèòêó ÓÒÎÑ. 

Âàñèëü Ê³íäðàòîâè÷ ïðèñâÿòèâ ßðîñëàâó 
Ì³÷óä³ ñâ³é ñîíåò «ßíòàðíîùîê³ ÿáëóêà, ìîâ 
ðàíü…», ÿêèé çãîäîì óâ³éøîâ ó çá³ðêó «Òüì³ 
íàïåðåê³ð». Öå íå ïðîñòî ñîíåò ³ç äîòðèìàííÿì 
14 ðÿäê³â çà çàêîíàìè ñîíåòó, à é àêðîñòèõ: ³ç 
ïåðøèõ ë³òåð ðÿäê³â ìîæíà ïðî÷èòàòè – «ßðîñ-
ëàâó Ì³÷óä³». 

ßê ðîç’ÿñíþº ó ñâî¿õ ñïîãàäàõ äîáðîä³é Âà-
ñèëü, äî íàïèñàííÿ öüîãî òâîðó éîãî ñïî íó êà-
ëè íå ëèøå âåëèêà ëþáîâ, ïî÷óòòÿ ñèìïàò³¿ òà 
ïîâàãè äî ßðîñëàâà, à é áàæàííÿ â³äïîâ³ñòè íà 
éîãî ïîåç³þ «ßáëóêà ïàäàþòü, ïàäàþòü...», îïóá-
ë³êîâàíó â ãàçåò³ «Çì³íà» ó êâ³òí³ 1968 ðîêó. 

Óêðà¿íñüêîãî òîâàðèñòâà íåçðÿ÷èõ áóâ ïðè-
éíÿòèé âîñåíè 1963 ðîêó. Ï³ñëÿ çàê³í÷åííÿ 
øêîëè, öåíòðàëüíå ïðàâë³ííÿ ÓÒÎÑ íàïðà-
âèëî Âàñèëÿ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷à ó ì³ñòî Ð³âíå íà 
ó÷áîâî-âèðîáíè÷å ï³äïðèºìñòâî ÓÒÎÑ, äå 
â³í ïðîïðàöþâàâ äâà ðîêè. 

Îòæå, áà÷èìî, ùî Âàñèëü ç äèòÿ÷èõ ðîê³â 
íàìàãàâñÿ æèòè ïîâíîö³ííèì, áàãàòîãðàí-
íèì æèòòÿì, âõîäèòè â ñîö³óì, à çàõîïëåííÿ 
ë³òåðàòóðîþ ñòàëî íàñò³ëüêè íåñòðèìíèì, ùî 
çàêîíîì³ðíèì áóâ éîãî ïîäàëüøèé âàæëè-
âèé æèòòºâèé êðîê: ó 1968 ðîö³ âñòóïèâ íà 
ñòàö³îíàðíó ôîðìó íàâ÷àííÿ äî Ð³âíåíñüêîãî 
äåðæàâíîãî ïåäàãîã³÷íîãî ³íñòèòóòó íà óê ðà¿í-
ñüêå â³ää³ëåííÿ ô³ëîëîã³÷íîãî ôàêóëüòåòó. 

Íàâ÷àííÿ â öüîìó âóç³ äàëî ìîæëèâ³ñòü 
âäîñêîíàëèòè òà ðîçâèíóòè ë³òåðàòóðíèé òà-
ëàíò. Âàæëèâó ðîëü ó øë³ôóâàíí³ ïîå òè÷ íî¿ 
ìàéñòåðíîñò³ â³ä³ãðàëà ó÷àñòü â ë³òå ðàòóðí³é 
ñòóä³¿ ïåä³íñòèòóòó, ÿêîþ êåðóâàâ ïðåêðàñíèé 
âèêëàäà÷, ïîåò Ìèêîëà Êóçüìåíêî. Ë³òåðàòóðíà 
ñòóä³ÿ, ï³ä éîãî êåð³âíèöòâîì, âèõîâàëà ö³ëó 
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Çàê³í÷èâøè ó 1972 ðîö³ íàâ÷àííÿ, îòðè ìàâ 
ôàõ ó÷èòåëÿ óêðà¿íñüêî¿ ìîâè òà ë³òåðàòó-
ðè, ùî äàëî çìîãó ï³âðîêó ïðàöþâàòè ó ðå-
äàê ö³¿ ð³âíåíñüêî¿ îáëàñíî¿ ìîëîä³æíî¿ ãà-
çå òè «Çì³íà», ïîò³ì – äâà ðîêè âèêëàäà÷åì 
âèðàçíî-õóäîæíüîãî ÷èòàííÿ íà ïåðøîìó 
êóð ñ³ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî ïåä³íñòèòóòó, çãîäîì – 
ìå òî äèñòîì â Ð³âíåíñüêîìó åêñêóðñáþðî, à 
òàêîæ – çàâ³äóâà÷åì ðåñïóáë³êàíñüêèõ êóð-
ñ³â ï³äâèùåííÿ êâàë³ô³êàö³¿ òîðã³âåëüíèõ ïðà-
ö³âíèê³â â Ð³âíåíñüêîìó òåõí³êóì³ ðàäÿíñü-
êî¿ òîðã³âë³. Ïðîòå õâîðîáà ºäèíîãî çðÿ÷îãî 
îêà ïðîãðåñóâàëà, é ó ñåðïí³ 1976 ðîêó ïî-
âåðíóâñÿ òðóäèòèñÿ ðÿäîâèì ðîá³ò íèêîì íà 
Ð³âíåíñüêå ó÷áîâî-âèðîáíè÷å ï³ä ïðèºìñòâî 
ÓÒÎÑ. Ó 1991 ðîö³ âòðàòèâ ðåøòêè çîðó, íå 
ìàþ÷è íàâ³òü ñâ³òëîâ³ä÷óòòÿ. Ïðàöþâàòè áó-
ëî âàæêî (âèãîòîâëÿëè ïîñèëêè äëÿ ïîòðåá 
ïîøòè), àëå äèðåêòîð øêîëè ñëàáîçîðèõ ³ ñë³-
ïèõ Ñèäîðåíêî Îëåã Äàíèëîâè÷ íàäàâ Âàñè-
ëåâ³ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷ó ìîæëèâ³ñòü äîäàòêîâî 
ïðà öþâàòè íà òðåòèíó ñòàâêè â÷èòåëåì óê-

ðà¿íñüêî¿ ìîâè òà ë³òåðàòóðè, é ñàìå öÿ ïðàöÿ 
ïðèíî ñèëà éîìó âåëè÷åçíó âò³õó, ìîæëèâ³ñòü 
ðåàë³çóâàòè ñåáå ÿê ó÷èòåëÿ, ïåðåäàâàòè 
çíàííÿ ë³òåðàòóðè. 

Íàéá³ëüøèé âïëèâ íà âèá³ð ïðîôåñ³¿ çðî-
áèëà ìàòè ïîåòà, ÿêà âñå æèòòÿ ìð³ÿëà ñòàòè 
â÷èòåëüêîþ, çíàëà íàïàì’ÿòü Øåâ÷åíêîâîãî 
«Êîáçàðÿ», áàãàòî ï³ñåíü óêðà¿íñüêîþ, ðî-
ñ³éñüêîþ òà ïîëüñüêîþ ìîâàìè, õî÷ çàê³í÷èëà 
ëèøå ï’ÿòü êëàñ³â øêîëè. Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê 
ñóìîâèòî-æàðòîìà ãîâîðèòü: «Õóäîæíèêîì 
ïåíçëÿ íå ì³ã ñòàòè ÷åðåç â³äñóòí³ñòü çîðó, 
òîìó âèð³øèâ ñòàòè õóäîæíèêîì ñëîâà». 

²ç âîñüìè ðîê³â ïî÷àâ ìåðåæèòè â³ðø³, à 
äðóêóâàòèñÿ â ãàçåòàõ òà æóðíàëàõ – ç ÷î-
òèðíàäöÿòè. Ïåðøèé â³ðø íàñì³ëèâñÿ ïîêà-
çàòè â÷èòåëüö³ Êîëîáîâ³é Ãàëèí³ Ëóê’ÿí³âí³. 
Âîíà áóëà äóæå çâîðóøåíà ³ çàîõîòèëà äî 
òâîð÷îñò³. Îêð³ì íàïèñàííÿ âëàñíèõ ïîåç³é, 
óæå â 5 êëàñ³ çä³éñíèâ ïåðøèé ïåðåêëàä 
(Åä³ò Ñåãàë, «Ìîñòè») ç³ øê³ëüíîãî ï³äðó÷íèêà 
àíãë³éñüêî¿ ìîâè. 
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ßñêðàâèì ñïîãàäîì Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà é äîñ³ 
º 3-é ñåì³íàð þíèõ àâòîð³â Óêðà¿íè (ñ³÷åíü 
1965 ðîêó), ó ÿêîìó â³í áðàâ ó÷àñòü. Òîä³ 
â³äáóëèñÿ çíàéîìñòâà ïî÷àòêóþ÷èõ àâòîð³â 
ç êëàñèêàìè óêðà¿íñüêî¿ ë³òåðàòóðè. Íà 
ñåì³íàð³ âèñòóïàëè Àíäð³é Ìàëèøêî, Ïëà-
òîí Ìàéáîðîäà òà ³íø³. ²ç âåëè÷åçíèì çà-
õîïëåííÿì Âàñèëü çãàäóº ñâî¿ çíàéîìñòâà ç 
²ðèíîþ Â³ëüäå, Í³íîþ Ãíàòþê, Âîëîäèìèðîì 
Ëó÷óêîì, Âàñèëåì Ìîðóãîþ, Ìèõàéëîì Ñà-
÷åíêîì, Ëàâðåíò³ºì Êðàâöîâèì, Ãðèãîð³ºì 
Äåì’ÿí÷óêîì, Âîëîäèìèðîì Çàáàøòàíñüêèì, 
Ïåòðîì Êðàñþêîì, Âàñèëåì Ãëîòîâèì, Ìè-
êîëîþ Ðîìàí÷åíêîì òà ³íøèìè. Ï³äñóìêîì 
ðåñïóáë³êàíñüêîãî ñåì³íàðó þíèõ àâòîð³â 
áóâ çá³ðíèê «Òâîð÷³ñòü þíèõ» (âèäàâíèöò-
âî «Ðàäÿíñüêà øêîëà», Êè¿â, 1969, òèðàæåì 
5600 ïðèì³ðíèê³â, ïåðåäìîâà òà óïîðÿä-
íèê – Øàðãîðîäñüêà ².À.), äå áóëî âì³ùåíî 
äâà â³ðø³ Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà: «Âå÷³ðí³é åòþä» òà 
«Êîñàð³». Çãîäîì ö³ æ òâîðè áóëè ïåðåâèäàí³ 
â çá³ðö³ â³ðø³â ìîëîäèõ ïîåò³â «Ï³ñíÿ ³ ïðàöÿ» 

(â-âî «Êàìåíÿð». – Ëüâ³â. – 1974). Îêð³ì äâîõ 
â³ðø³â ç ïîïåðåäíüîãî àëüáîìà, áóëè ââåäåí³ 
«Íàñíàãà», «Ïîë³ñüêèé êðàé», «Íàðîäîâ³ ×èë³», 
«Óæå ëåòèòü ÷åðâîíîêðèëà îñ³íü». 

Â öüîìó æ âèäàíí³ áóëè îïóáë³êîâàí³ 
ïîåòè÷í³ òâîðè ³íøèõ ÷ëåí³â îáëàñíîãî 
ë³òîá’ºäíàííÿ Ð³âíåíùèíè: Ï. Âåëåñèêà, áàé-
êè ³ ãóìîðåñ êè Ë. Êóë³øà-Ç³íüê³âà («Ëåâ ³ Â³ë», 
«Ñêàðãà Ëèñè÷êè», «Â³ääÿ÷èâ», «Ï³ñëÿ ãðîìó», 
«Ñâÿòèé çëîä³é»), Îëåêñàíäðà ßöê³âñüêîãî. 

Îáðàâøè íàçàâæäè ñâ³é øëÿõ çà÷óäóâàí-
íÿ ìàã³ºþ ñëîâà, â³ä÷óâàþ÷è âåëèêó â³äïî â³-
äàëüí³ñòü ì³ñ³¿ ïèñüìåííèêà, ïîåò íåîäíîðà-
çîâî çâåðòàºòüñÿ äî ïðîáëåìè áóòòÿ ìèòöÿ 
ó ñâ³ò³ òà ïðèçíà÷åííÿ ìèñòåöòâà. Ñëîâî òà 
êíèãè – íåâ³ä’ºìíà ÷àñòèíà éîãî æèòòÿ. Äëÿ 
íüîãî âîíè – ä³ÿ ³ â÷èíîê, íàòõíåííà ïðàöÿ:

 Ïîåç³ÿ – íå ãðà, íå ìîäíèöÿ, – 
 Âîãîíü äóø³, ùî íå çãîðÿ!
 À â³í, ÿê âåñíîïòàõà, âîäèòüñÿ
 Ëèøå ï³ä äàõîì òðóäàðÿ. 
  («Ìîâ íà êîâàäëî – äðóæí³...»).
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Ñòàíîâëåííþ éîãî æèòòºâîãî êðåäî, âèñ-
ëîâëåíîãî â îäíîìó ³ç â³ðø³â, «Ì³öíî ñòàíó ÿ 
íà âàðò³ ñëîâà...», ñïðèÿëè ê³ëüêà ôàêòîð³â. 

Íàéâàæëèâ³øèé – ä³ÿëüí³ñòü ë³òåðàòóðíî¿ 
ñòóä³¿, çíàéîìñòâà òà äðóæáà ç Ãðèãîð³ºì 
×óáàºì, ßðîñëàâîì Ì³÷óäîþ, Ïåòðîì Öåöè-
êîì, Ìèõàéëîì Ñà÷åíêîì, Âàñèëåì Ìîðóãîþ, 
Ìèêîëîþ Ïøåíè÷íèì, Ìèêîëîþ Òèì÷àêîì. 
Ä³ÿëüí³ñòü ë³òåðàòóðíî¿ ñòóä³¿ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî 
ïåä³íñòèòóòó – âàæëèâà ñòîð³íêà â ³ñòîð³¿ 
âñüîãî ë³òåðàòóðíîãî ïðîöåñó Ð³âíåíùèíè 
òà Óêðà¿íè â ö³ëîìó ³ ïîòðåáóº îêðåìîãî 
äîñë³äæåííÿ, àäæå ò³, õòî â³äøë³ôóâàâ ñâ³é 
òàëàíò ó ñòóä³¿, ñòàëè ñêëàäîâèìè ÷àñòèíàìè 
ñó÷àñíîãî ë³òåðàòóðíîãî ïðîöåñó 60-õ – 80-õ 
ðîê³â äâàäöÿòîãî ñòîë³òòÿ, çà ÷àñè êîðîòêî¿ 
â³äëèãè âñòèãëè çàïàëèòè ç³ðêè ñâîãî òàëàí-
òó, íåçâàæàþ÷è íà â³äñóòí³ñòü ìîæëèâîñò³ 
ñïðàâæíüîãî äåáþòó íà ñòîð³íêàõ ïðåñè, 
áî «äîáà âèìàãàëà ïàðîâîçèê³â ïðî Ëåí³íà 
é ïîâ³ñòåé ïðî ïåðåäîâèê³â âèðîáíèöòâà». 
Ë³òåðàòóðíà ñòóä³ÿ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî ïåä³íñòè-

òóòó äàâàëà ìîæëèâ³ñòü ïîâíîö³ííèõ â³ä êðè-
òèõ âèñòóï³â íà ¿¿ çàñ³äàííÿõ. 

Ñï³ëêóâàííÿ ó òàêèõ ãóðòêàõ áóëî ðîç êî-
âà í³øèì, í³æ íà îáëàñíèõ ³ ðåñïóáë³êàíñüêèõ 
çëüîòàõ òâîð÷î¿ ìîëîä³ òà îá’ºäíàííÿõ ïðè 
Ñï³ë ö³ ïèñüìåííèê³â. Îáì³í ³íôîðìàö³ºþ, 
êíèãàìè, ïîâí³øå çíàéîìñòâî ç òâîð÷³ñòþ çà-
ðóá³æíèõ ïèñüìåííèê³â, îáì³í «ñàìâèäàâîì» 
ðîçøèðþâàëè ãîðèçîíòè çíàíü. Îêð³ì ë³òåðà-
òóðíî-ìèñòåöüêîãî îá’ºäíàííÿ ïåä³íñòèòóòó, 
ç’ÿâèëèñü ³íø³, â ÿêèõ áðàëè ó÷àñòü ò³ æ ñàì³ 
îñîáè. Òàê íà òîé ÷àñ ïðè ãàçåò³ «×åðâîíèé 
ïðàïîð» ä³ÿëà ë³òåðàòóðíà ñòóä³ÿ «Ïðîâåñ³íü», 
ÿêîþ êåðóâàâ êîëèøí³é ë³òñòóä³ºöü ªâãåí 
Øìîð ãóí. Çà çðàçêîì ë³òñòóä³¿ ³íñòèòóòó ïî÷à-
ëè ïðàöþâàòè ë³òåðàòóðíèé ãóðòîê «Àðçàìàñ» 
â øêîë³ ¹5 ì³ñòà Ð³âíîãî (éîãî ñòâîðèâ ³ î÷î-
ëþâàâ âèïóñêíèê ë³òñòóä³¿ Â’ÿ÷åñëàâ Ñó õà ÷îâ), 
à òàêîæ ñòóä³ÿ «×åðâîí³ ñóðìè», çàïî÷àòêîâàíà 
ïðè îáëàñí³é ìîëîä³æí³é ãàçåò³ «Çì³ íà» Ïåòðîì 
Öåöèêîì. Îñòàíí³é ó ñâî¿õ ñïî ãàäàõ ç³çíàºòüñÿ, 
ùî âèð³øèâ ñòâîðèòè òàêå îá’ºäíàííÿ âèíÿòêî-
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âî çà çðàçêîì ñòóä³¿ Ìèêîëè Êóçüìåíêà. Ö³ 
ïðèêëàäè ÿñêðàâî ³ëþñò ðóþòü òå, ùî âèïóñê-
íèêè-ñòóä³éö³ ñâ³äî ìî êåðóþòüñÿ ó ñâîºìó 
ïðîôåñ³éíîìó æèòò³ òèìè ïðèíöèïàìè, ÿê³ áó-
ëè ñïðèéíÿò³ íèìè â ðîêè, ïðîâåäåí³ ó ïåäà-
ãîã³÷íîìó ³íñòèòóò³ ì³ñòà Ð³âíîãî. 

Ðîçãëÿäàþ÷è ä³ÿëüí³ñòü ë³òñòóä³¿ â êîíòåêñò³ 
ë³òåðàòóðíîãî ïðîöåñó Ð³âíåíùèíè, ïîòð³á íî 
ùå ðàç çàçíà÷èòè, ùî âîíà íå îáìåæó âà ëàñü 
³í ñòèòóòñüêèìè ñò³íàìè. Õî÷à íàé âàæ ëè â³-
øèé ¿¿ âïëèâ âèÿâèâñÿ ñàìå òóò: âèïóñêíèêè 
éøëè ó ñâ³ò ñôîðìîâàíèìè îñîáèñòîñòÿìè ³ 
â ïîäàëüøîìó â³ä³ãðàëè âàæëèâó ðîëü ó ðîç-
âèòêó íàøîãî êðàþ. Êð³ì öüîãî, ñòóä³ÿ ñòàëà 
ÿñêðàâèì çðàçêîì äëÿ ðîáîòè ³íøèõ ïîä³áíèõ 
ñòðóêòóð. ßê óæå çàçíà÷àëîñÿ, ë³òñòóä³éö³ 
ðåãóëÿðíî ïðîâîäèëè âè¿çí³ çàñ³äàííÿ. Òîìó, 
íà ïåðøèé ïîãëÿä íåïîì³òíà ðîáîòà ñòóä³¿, 
ùî ìàëà á ñòîñóâàòèñÿ ëèøå âóçó, îõîïèëà 
âñþ îáëàñòü. 

Êîæåí ³ç ë³òñòóä³éö³â ìàâ ìîæëèâ³ñòü â³ä-
íàéòè âëàñíèé òâîð÷èé øëÿõ, ðîçâèíóòè ñâî¿ 

ñèëüí³ ñòîðîíè òàëàíòó, àëå äðóêóâàòèñü, ÷è 
âèäàòè ïîåòè÷íó çá³ðêó, â ò³ ÷àñè áóëî ñêëàä-
íî. Äî ïðîãîëîøåííÿ Óêðà¿íè íåçàëåæíîþ 
äåðæàâîþ ó 1991 ðîö³ – Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ìàâ 
îïóáë³êîâàí³ ëèøå ïîîäèíîê³ äîá³ðêè â îá-
ëàñíèõ ãàçåòàõ «Çì³íà» ³ «×åðâîíèé ïðàïîð», 
ðàéîíí³é ïåð³îäè÷í³é ïðåñ³ òà òðüîõ ðåñ-
ïóáë³êàíñüêèõ çá³ðíèêàõ: «Òâîð÷³ñòü þíèõ» 
òà «Ï³ñíÿ ³ ïðàöÿ», ÿê³ ìè çãàäóâàëè âèùå, ³ àëü-
ìàíàõ «Â³òðèëà» (â-âî «Ìîëîäü», Êè¿â, 1973). 

Çãîäîì – âèäàííÿ çá³ðêè (1992), ïóáë³êàö³¿ â 
àíòîëîã³¿ äóõîâíî¿ ïîåç³¿ «Áëàãîñëîâåíü» (Òåð-
íîï³ëü, 1994), âñåóêðà¿íñüê³é ïðàâîñëàâ í³é ãà-
çåò³ «Íàøà â³ðà» (¹4 çà êâ³òåíü 2006 ð.), òèæ-
íåâèêó öåíòðàëüíî¿ ñï³ëêè ñïîæèâ÷èõ òîâàðèñòâ 
Óêðà¿íè «Â³ñò³» (¹30 çà 27 ëèïíÿ 2006 ð.) òà 
³íøèõ ïåð³îäè÷íèõ âèäàííÿõ. 

Íà ñüîãîäí³ éîãî òâîð÷èé äîðîáîê ñêëàäàº 
8 êíèæîê ïîåç³é òà ïåðåêëàä³â. 

Ïåðøà çá³ðêà «Ïî÷à¿âñüêà ìîçà¿êà» âèéø-
ëà 1992 ðîêó ó âèäàâíèöòâ³ «Àçàë³ÿ». Ñêëà-
äàºòüñÿ ç òðüîõ ðîçä³ë³â: «Ñâ³òàíêîâèé øëÿõ», 
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«Îñâ³ä÷åííÿ» òà «Íå áëóêàé». Â³ðø «Óæå 
ëåòèòü ÷åðâîíîêðèëà îñ³íü» âèíåñåíî íà 
ïåðø³ ñòîð³íêè, â³í º ñâîºð³äíèì åï³ãðàôîì, â 
ÿêîìó âèñëîâëþºòüñÿ îñíîâíà æèòòºñòâåðäíà 
äóìêà àâòîðà: «ß áóäó æèòè òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð». 
Ë³ðè÷íèé ãåðîé çá³ðêè – îñîáèñò³ñòü, ñïîâ-
íåíà íàñêð³çíèì îïòèì³çìîì, ùî ñïîâ³äóº 
õðèñòèÿíñüê³ ö³ííîñò³, à òîìó ¿õ çàì³íþº 
ô³ëî ñîôñüêèé ïîãëÿä â³ðóþ÷î¿ ëþäè íè – âñå 
ìèíå, àëå òàê ìàº áóòè, òîìó ñïðèéìàº âñ³ 
âèïðîáóâàííÿ ÿê íàëåæíå, áî â³í ãîòîâèé íà 
æåðòâó çàðàäè Õðèñòà. 

Äðóãà çá³ðêà ïîáà÷èëà ñâ³ò 1997 ðîêó 
³ ìàº íàçâó «Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðà-
ãà». Ñêëàäàºòüñÿ ç äâîõ ðîçä³ë³â: ó ïåðøîìó 
«² ñîíöþ ïîêëîíèâñÿ ñîíÿõ» îá’ºäíàí³ 15 
ïîå ç³é, à äðóãèé çíàéîìèòü ÷èòà÷³â ³ç ïåðå-
êëàäàìè ç àíãë³éñüêî¿, á³ëîðóñüêî¿, ïîëüñüêî¿ 
òà ðîñ³éñüêî¿ ë³òåðàòóð. Ñàìà íàçâà êíèæ-
êè º ïðîìîâèñòîþ. Äëÿ ë³ðè÷íîãî ãåðîÿ 
õàðàêòåðí³ â³ðà â ñåáå, ïîêëèê, ïîðèâ, òîìó 
ïåðåâàæàþòü îáðàçè ãðîìó, áóð³, âîãíþ:

Âñ³ äîðîãè ïàõíóòü íàì âåñíîþ:
Áóõàðåñò, Âàðøàâà, Òàëë³íí, Ïðàãà... 
Ìè í³÷îãî íå â³çüìåì ç ñîáîþ. 
Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðàãà. 
Îäåðæèì³ ùèðîþ ëþáîâ’þ, 
Äå â íàñ ë³âà, çíàºìî, äå ïðàâà. 
Ìè í³÷îãî íå â³çüìåì ç ñîáîþ. 
Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðàâà... 
 («Âñ³ äîðîãè ïàõíóòü íàì âåñíîþ...»).

Ðâåìîñü â áóðÿí³ ãðîìè
Ïîì³æ ÿâîðàìè. 
Ãðàþòü ÿðèìè ãðóäüìè
Çîð³ íàä ÿðàìè... 
 («Ðâåìîñü â áóðÿí³ ãðîìè»).

«Òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð» (1998) º òðåòüîþ ëàñ-
ò³â êîþ Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà. Âîíà, ÿê ³ ïîïåðåä-
íÿ, ì³ñòèòü â³ðø³ é ÷èñëåíí³ ïåðåêëàäè. Ó ö³é  
çá³ðö³ ë³ðè÷íèé ãåðîé íàéá³ëüøå óïîä³á íþ-
ºòüñÿ äî àâòîðñüêîãî «ß», òîìó ïåðåä ÷èòà-
÷åì ïîñòàº á³îãðàô³ÿ ïîåòà, â³ääçåðêàëåíà ó 
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òâîðàõ – ó òâîðàõ ëåãêî âï³çíàºòüñÿ ïðîæè-
òå é ïåðåæèòå. Ïîåç³¿-ñïîãàäè â³äíîñÿòü íàñ 
ó éîãî ð³äíå ñåëî, ÷àñè äèòèíñòâà, äå ìàºìî 
ìîæëèâ³ñòü ïîáà÷èòè áàòüê³â ïîåòà, óëþáëåí³ 
êíèãè, ëþäåé, ÿê³ ìåøêàëè ïîðó÷. Îêð³ì öüîãî, 
ïðèñóòí³ é â³ðø³ ç õðèñòèÿíñüêèìè ìîòèâàìè. 

×åòâåðòîþ – º «Íîøà áäæîëè», ùî ç’ÿâèëàñü 
2000 ðîêó ó âèäàâíèöòâ³ «Âîëèíñüê³ îáåðåãè»: 
«Äîðîãèì áàòüêàì Ìàð³¿ ßê³âí³ òà Ê³íäðàòó 
²âàíîâè÷ó ç ñèí³âñüêîþ ëþáîâ’þ ïðè ñâÿ-
÷óþ». Ñêëàäàºòüñÿ ç 8-ìè ðîçä³ë³â, êîæåí 
³ç ÿêèõ ìàº â ñîá³ îá’ºäíàí³ ºäèíîþ òåìîþ 
÷è ñï³ëüíèìè ìîòèâàìè ïîåç³¿. Òàê, ó ðîçä³ë³ 
«Ï³ñíÿ ç-ï³ä êðèë» îïîâ³äà÷ ïåðåíîñèòü íàñ ç³ 
ñâîãî çîâí³øíüîãî (çìàëþâàííÿ ñåëà, ëþäåé, 
ùî îòî÷óþòü ë³ðè÷íîãî ãåðîÿ) ó âíóòð³øí³é 
ñâ³ò. Ïåðåâàæàþòü ðîçäóìè, ç’ÿâëÿºòüñÿ òåìà 
êîõàííÿ. 

Ó íàñòóïíîìó ðîçä³ë³ – «Ïðîð³ñòü» – âè-
ñî êî õóäîæíÿ ïåéçàæíà ë³ðèêà. Ïðèõ³ä âåñ-
íè, ïðîáóäæåííÿ ïðèðîäè, ¿¿ îíîâëåííÿ. 
«Ñòàðîïî÷à¿âñüêå äæåðåëî» – ðÿäêè, ïðèñâÿ-

÷åí³ ð³äíîêðàºâ³, à ó ðîçä³ë³ «Â³ðóþ» ïåðåâà-
æàþòü õðèñòèÿíñüê³ ìîòèâè. Òóò ìîæíà ïðî-
ñòåæèòè çàìêíóò³ñòü ÷àñîâîãî ïðîñòîðó – â³í 
º öèêë³÷íèì: Íîâèé ð³ê – Âåëèêäåíü – Ð³çäâî. 
Òàêà îñîáëèâ³ñòü çóìîâëþºòüñÿ áàæàííÿì 
àâòîðà â³äòâîðèòè ïîâòîðþâàí³ñòü ïðèðîä-
íüîãî êîëîîá³ãó. 

Ïåðåäìîâîþ äîêòîðà ô³ëîëîã³÷íèõ íàóê 
ßðîñëàâà Ïîë³ùóêà ïî÷èíàºòüñÿ ï’ÿòà çá³ðêà 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ» (2005), 
ÿêà òåæ ä³ëèòüñÿ íà â³ñ³ì ðîçä³ë³â. Îñîáëè-
âî ö³ííèì äëÿ íàñ º äðóãèé, ùî îçàãëàâëåíèé 
«Äîïîêè äçâ³í ó ãðóäÿõ á’º», â ÿêîìó àâòîð 
â³ä÷óâàº ñåáå áåçïîñåðåäíüî ïðè÷åòíèì äî 
òîãî, ùî â³äáóâàºòüñÿ íàâêîëî íüîãî, ó éîãî 
äåðæàâ³: 

 Ïîëóì’ÿ ïðè÷åòíîñò³ äî âñüîãî
 Íàìè õàé êåðóº ïîâñÿê÷àñ... 
   («Ïðè÷åòí³ñòü»).
Îñòàíí³ äåñÿòü ðîê³â ó òâîð÷îìó âæèíêó 

ïîåòà òà ãðîìàäñüêîìó ñòàíîâëåíí³ áóëè áà-
ãàòèìè íà ðàä³ñí³ ïîä³¿. 
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Ó 2005 ðîö³ â ³íôîðìàö³éíîìó áþëåòåí³ 
«²íâà.net», âèïóñê ¹11, âèäðóêóâàíî äîá³ðêó 
â³ðø³â Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà ç ïåðåäìîâîþ Ëþä-
ìèëè Ìàð÷óê («Ð³äíîìó ñåëó», «Ìàìèí õë³á», 
«Ìîÿ á³áë³îòåêà», «Ïåñèì³ñòó», «Îñâ³ä÷åííÿ», 
«×îì òè, ùàñòÿ…»). Ç’ÿâèëîñü ê³ëüêà ïóáë³-
êàö³é â ïåð³îäèö³. Âðàõîâóþ÷è äîñòàòíþ 
ê³ëüê³ñòü ïóáë³êàö³é, äðóç³ ðåêîìåíäóþòü 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà â ÷ëåíè Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè 
ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè. Ó ñâî¿é ðåêîìåíäàö³¿ 
ïîåò, ñêóëüïòîð, õóäîæíèê ³ êîìïîçèòîð Ìè-
êîëà Òèì÷àê çàçíà÷àº, ùî äîëÿ ñóäèëà éîìó 
äàâíî çíàòè Âàñèëÿ ÿê ëþäèíó, «á³ëÿ äóõîâ-
íîãî âîãíèùà ÿêî¿ ìè ÷àñòî ãð³ëèñÿ ó ÷àñè 
«ñîâºòñüêî¿» õîëîäíå÷³, ÿê ïîåòà, ùî íåñì³ëî 
íàìàöóâàâ ñòðóíè ñâîãî ñåðöÿ – ³ òâîðèâ ãî-
ëîñ â³ðøà». Çàâåðøóºòüñÿ ðåêîìåíäàö³ÿ ñëî-
âàìè: «Òðüîìà ñâî¿ìè çá³ðî÷êàìè ïîåç³é â³í 
ñòóêàº â äóøó ÷èòà÷à, ó äâåð³ Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ 
Ñï³ëêè… Â³ä÷èí³òü, áðàòîâå, áî öÿ ëþäèíà 
áà÷èòü ëþáëÿ÷èì ñåðöåì». Ìèêîëà Ïøåíè÷-
íèé ó ñâî¿é ðåêîìåíäàö³¿ çàçíà÷àº, ùî Âàñèëü 

Ëÿùóê, ÿêèé º àâòîðîì òàëàíîâèòèõ ïîåç³é 
ê³ëüêîõ êíèæîê, ñòàðòóâàâ ó ë³òåðàòóðó äà-
ëåêîãî ÷åðâíÿ 1965 ðîêó: «Ëóíàº ï³ñíÿ ñîêî-
ëèíà ² ðâåòüñÿ â ñèíº ï³äíåáåññÿ... Ñï³âó÷ó 
ñëóõàé Óêðà¿íó, Çðóñèô³êîâàíà Îäåñî! ß íå 
ïðîáà÷ó ñàìîäóðó Ç éîãî áðóäíèìè ìàòþêà-
ìè, Çà òå, ùî çëà íàêî¿â çäóðó ² ùå õèçóºòüñÿ 
íàä íàìè. Ñï³âàº ëüâ³âñüêà «ñîòà» øêîëà, 
Àæ ñëîâî õîäèòü Ãåðêóëåñîì… Òåáå öÿ ï³ñ-
íÿ, çíàþ, êîëå, Çðóñèô³êîâàíà Îäåñî!». Ðå-
êîìåíäóþ÷è Âàñèëÿ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷à, ÷ëåí 
ÍÑÏÓ Êîíäðàòþê Àíäð³é ²âàíîâè÷ íàãîëî-
ñèâ íà éîãî ïë³äí³é ïðàö³ ó ãàëóç³ ïîåòè÷-
íîãî ïåðåêëàäó ç ³íøèõ ìîâ. Çàâåðøóþ÷è 
ðåêîìåíäàö³þ, çàçíà÷àº, ùî Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê 
êîæíèì ñâî¿ì òâîð÷èì äíåì óòâåðäæóº 
âèñîê³ ö³ííîñò³ áóòòÿ. 

Òàëàíò Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà îïðèÿâíþºòüñÿ íàñ-
òóïíîþ þâ³ëåéíîþ ïîåòè÷íîþ çá³ðêîþ «Äçâ³-
íèöÿ», ÿêà âèéøëà äðóêîì ó ëþòîìó 2008 ðîêó 
òà ïðèóðî÷åíà 60-ð³÷÷þ àâòîðà. Ó í³é ì³ñòÿòüñÿ 
ïåðåäìîâà Ìèêîëè Áåðåçè, ùî ìàº íàçâó «ßê 
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ï³ä âàæêîþ íîøåþ áäæîëà», òà òðè ðîçä³ëè: ó 
ïåðøîìó ç íèõ, «Ùîá ëþäÿì çàâæäè ñîíÿ÷íî 
áóëî», ïåðåäðóêîâàí³ êðàù³ ðå÷³ ç ïîïåðåäí³õ 
çá³ðîê; äðóãèé, «Áëàãîâ³ñí³ äçâîíè», çíàéîìèòü 
³ç íîâèìè ïîåç³ÿìè, à ñàìå – «Ñïàñ³ííÿ», «Íà 
â³äñòàí³ ðóêè», «Ïîåç³ÿ» òà «Äçâ³íèöÿ»; òðåò³é 
ñêîìïîíîâàíèé ³ç ïåðåêëàä³â ³ ìàº íàçâó â³ðøà 
Åä³ò Ñåãàë – «Ìîñòè». Óñï³øíà ïðåçåíòàö³ÿ ö³º¿ 
çá³ðêè â³äáóâàºòüñÿ â ñòóäåíòñüêîìó ñåðå-
äîâèù³ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî äåðæàâíîãî ãóìàí³òàð-
íîãî óí³âåðñèòåòó. 

Çãîäîì çíîâó ìèòåöü ïîäàðóâàâ ÷èòà-
÷àì ñèìïàòè÷íó êíèæèíó – «Þíîñò³ ùåìëè-
âèé ïëèí». Ïîò³ì, 2010-ãî ðîêó, âèäàâíèöò-
âî «Âîëèíñüê³ îáåðåãè» áëàãîñëîâèëî ó ñâ³ò 
îøàòíèé 384-ñòîð³íêîâèé òîìèê âèáðàíèõ 
òâîð³â ³ ïåðåêëàä³â – «Çàïàõëà íåõâîðîù ³ 
ì’ÿòà» (îäíà ³ç íàéêðàùèõ ïîåòè÷íèõ çá³ðîê 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà!). 

Ïîäàëüø³ ÷èñëåíí³ ïóáë³êàö³¿: 10 ëþòîãî 
2011 ðîêó – ãàçåòà «Ñ³ì äí³â» (÷. 7), ãàçåòà 
«Çåëåí³ øàòè» (25 áåðåçíÿ 2011 ð.) – ç ïåðåä-

ìîâîþ Þë³¿ Áîíäþ÷íî¿ «Ï³ä äàõîì òðóäàðÿ», 
ãàçåòà «Êðåìåíåöüêèé â³ñíèê» (5 ñåðïíÿ 2011 
ðîêó «Ó Êóëèêîâ³ ðàéîííå ñâÿòî ïîåç³¿»), òàêó 
æ ³íôîðìàö³þ ïîâòîðèëà ãàçåòà «Ä³àëîã» çà 
26 ñåðïíÿ 2011 ðîêó (ó ñòàòò³ «Ñëîâî ïðî 
Óêðà¿íó» ïîäàºòüñÿ ³íôîðìàö³ÿ ïðî òå, ùî ó 
ñ. Êóëèêîâ³ íà Êðåì’ÿíå÷÷èí³ â³äáóëîñÿ ñâÿ-
òî ïîåç³¿, äå âèñòóïèëè ïîíàä 30 àâòîð³â òà 
âèêîíàâö³â ïîåç³é; ó ö³é æå ñòàòò³ éäåòüñÿ ïðî 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà òà éîãî òâîð÷³ çäîáóòêè). 

Ëèøå â ñåðïí³ 2012 ðîêó ïîâòîðíî áó ëè 
ç³áðàí³ ðåêîìåíäàö³¿ äëÿ âñòóïó äî Íà ö³î-
íàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè Ëÿùó-
êà Âàñèëÿ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷à. Íà öåé ðàç äî Ñï³ëêè 
ïîäàëè çâåðíåííÿ Îëåêñàíäð ²ðâàíåöü, Þð³é 
Êîâàëü, Þë³ÿ Áîíäþ÷íà, Àíàòîë³é Êðè-
ëîâåöü. 

Ó æîâòí³ 2012-ãî ðîêó ó ì³ñò³ Êèºâ³ íà çà-
ñ³äàíí³ ïðåçèä³¿ îäíîãîëîñíî ïðèéíÿòèé â ÷ëå-
íè Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè. 

Íà çîð³ ñâîãî æèòòÿ Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê áà÷èâ 
ñâ³ò ñóö³ëüíèì, àëå âæå íàâ³òü ó ðàííüîìó ñëî-
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â³ ðîçìåæîâàíî ñòðóìåíÿòü çì³íþâàí³ îêðåì³ 
êàðòèíè âåñåëèõ ³ ñóìíèõ âèäèâ-ç’ÿâ. Ðîçäóìè 
íàä âëàñíîþ äîëåþ ïðèâåëè äî óñâ³äîìëåííÿ, 
ùî â³í íå âèïàäêîâèé ïîäîðîæí³é íà çåìë³, 
òîìó â³ðø³ ïîåòà ïåðåéíÿò³ ëþáîâ’þ äî ñâ³òó é 
ëþäåé. Ïîðÿä ç òèì, âñå ãëèáøå â³ä÷óâàºòüñÿ 
ïðèñóòí³ñòü â àâòîðñüêîìó ñâ³ò³ Òâîðöÿ. 

Â³ä÷óâàºòüñÿ, ùî àâòîð, áàæàþ÷è âèêîíà-
òè ñâîþ ì³ñ³þ ìèòöÿ, â êàíâó áàãàòüîõ ïîåòè÷-
íèõ òâîð³â óâîäèòü òåìó ãðîìàäÿíñüêîãî ïî-
êëèêàííÿ, íàìàãàííÿ ïðèñâÿòèòè ñâîº æèòòÿ 
ñëóæ³ííþ ëþäÿì ³ Áîãîâ³. Äî òàêèõ íàëåæàòü 
«ßê ï³ä âàæêîþ íîøåþ áäæîëà», «Ùîá ëþ-
äÿì çàâæäè ñîíÿ÷íî áóëî», «Áëàãîâ³ñí³ äçâî-
íè», «Ñïàñ³ííÿ», «Íà â³äñòàí³ ðóêè», «Ïîåç³ÿ» 
òà «Äçâ³íèöÿ». Ïðèñòðàñíèì â³ðøåì, ïðè-
ñâÿ÷åíèì Óêðà¿í³, ùî ìàº íàçâó «Òàê áóäå!», 
ïî÷èíàºòüñÿ òðåòÿ çá³ðêà. Ó òâîð³ «Áîðãè» àâ-
òîð, íà ïðîòèâàãó ðîç÷àðóâàííÿì òà ïî÷óòòÿì 
áåçïîðàäíîñò³, çàêëèêàº íå ñòîÿòè îñòîðîíü 
æîäíèõ æèòòºâèõ ïåðèïåò³é:

Áî ïîêè çëî õîâàºòüñÿ çà î÷³, 
Áî ïîêè á³é ç ì³ùàíñòâîì íå çàòèõ, 
Ó ñâ³ò³ º òÿæêèé, íàéòÿæ÷èé çëî÷èí – 
Áàéäóæèì áóòè äî ñòðàæäàíü ëþäñüêèõ. 
     («Áîðãè»).

×èìàëî â³ðø³â ïîêëàäåí³ íà ìóçèêó é ñòàëè 
ï³ñíÿìè. Öå, çîêðåìà, ãëèáîêî ë³ðè÷í³, ïðè-
ñâÿ÷åí³ íåçàáóòí³é ìàòåð³ ïîåòà, ïåðå ïîâíåí³ 
í³æíèõ ïî÷óòò³â òà áåçìåæíî¿ ñè í³âñüêî¿ 
ëþáîâ³. Îñîáëèâî âèð³çíÿºòüñÿ «Íå áëóêàé», 
ÿêà ìàº ð³çí³ ìåëîä³¿ – êîìïîçèòîð³â Àíàòîë³ÿ 
Àíäðóõîâà, Àíäð³ÿ Ïàñòóøåíêà, Ë³ë³¿ Êîáèëü-
íèê, àëå êîæíà òàëàíîâèòà ïî-ñâîºìó. 

Íåçâàæàþ÷è íà â³äñóòí³ñòü çîðó, ñêëàäíîù³ â 
êîðèñòóâàíí³ äîâ³äêîâîþ ë³òåðàòóðîþ òà ñëîâ íè-
êàìè, Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ïîñò³éíî åêñïåðè ìåíòóº. 

Ó äåáþòí³é çá³ðö³ «Ïî÷à¿âñüêà ìîçà¿êà» º 
äâ³ ïîåç³¿, «Íåâèðàçí³ êîíòóðè õìàð» òà «Îñâ³ä-
÷åííÿ», íàïèñàí³ «á³ëèì â³ðøåì», êîòð³ õî÷ 
íåðè ìîâàí³, ïðîòå – ç ÷³òêîþ âíóòð³øíüîþ 
ñòðóêòóðîþ. Íàïðèêëàä:
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Íåâèðàçí³ êîíòóðè õìàð
Íàïîëîõàí³ ðàä³ñíèì â³òðîì
Íàïîâíåí³ éîãî øóìîì
Ç³ùóëåí³ êðîíè ãóñòèõ ÷åðåøåíü
Ñîííèé öâ³ò êóëüáàáè
Ùî â³ä ö³êàâîñò³ âñòàëà íàâøïèíüêè
Çàñìàãë³ ãîë³âêè òþëüïàí³â
Ï’ÿíëèâèé äóõ êîíâàë³¿
Íàðöèñ³â á³ëèé ñì³õ
Áðàòèêè ç ìàìèíîãî ãîðîäó
Âñå öå ïðèÿçíî îõîïèëî ìåíå
Ñòàðîïî÷à¿âñüêèì ë³òîì
ßêå çàï³çíèëîñÿ íèí³
Á³ëüø ÿê íà ö³ëèé ì³ñÿöü. 
  («Íåâèðàçí³ êîíòóðè õìàð»).

«Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ», ùî ì³ñòèòüñÿ â îäíî-
éìåíí³é êíèæö³, íàïèñàíèé òåæ âåðë³áðîì, 
àäæå ì³ñòèòü ó ñîá³ íåðèìîâàí³ òà íåð³âíî-
íàãîëîøåí³ â³ðøîðÿäêè. 

Êð³ì öüîãî, ó âèäàíí³ «Ïî÷à¿âñüêà ìî çà¿-
êà» çíàõîäèìî âåëüìè ö³êàâèé æàíðîâèé 

ð³çíîâèä – ðîíäåëü. Öå – äàâíüîôðàíöóçüêà 
ïîåòè÷à ôîðìà, òâ³ð ³ç 13 ðÿäê³â, äå îáîâ’ÿç êîâ³ 
ðèìîâàí³ ïîâòîðè ç äâîõ íàñêð³çíèõ ðèì. Òàêèõ 
â³ðø³â ó çá³ðö³ äâà: «Ìè ç áàòüêîì òåæ ìóðóºì 
õàòó...» òà «Çàïàõëà íåõâîðîù ³ ì’ÿòà...». Ö³ 
ïîåç³¿ ñêëàäàþòüñÿ ç òðüîõ ñòðîô, ç ÿêèõ äâ³ º 
êàòðåíàìè, à îäíà – ï’ÿòèâ³ðøåì. Ðîíäåë³ ìàþòü 
òàêó ñõåìó ðèìóâàííÿ: àááà àáàá àááàà. 

Âàðòèìè óâàãè, ç ïîãëÿäó íàÿâíîñò³ øè ðî-
êîãî ñïåêòðó æàíðîâîãî ðîçìà¿òòÿ ïîåç³é, º  
äâ³ çá³ð êè òâîð³â Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà: «Íîøà 
áäæîëè» òà «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ». Ó íèõ àâòîð 
âèïðîáîâóº ñåáå ó òàêèõ æàíðàõ, ÿê ïàë³íä-
ðîì, àêðîâ³ðø, ùåäð³âêà, êîëÿäêà, ì³êðîáàé-
êà, ðóáà¿ òà õîêó. ×èìàëî íåîëîã³çì³â. 

Ïàë³íäðîì, àáî ïåðåâåðòåíü, – â³ðòóîçíà 
â³ð øîâà ôîðìà, â ÿê³é ïåâíå ñëîâî, àáî é ö³ëó 
ôðàçó, ìîæíà ÷èòàòè çë³âà íàïðàâî ³ íàâïàêè, 
ïðè çáåðåæåíí³ çì³ñòó. Äî ö³º¿ ôîðìè àâòîð 
çâåð òàºòüñÿ äàâíî – ùå ç³ ñòóäåíòñüêèõ ðîê³â. 
Êîëè â «Ìîºìó ïîìåøêàíí³» ïàë³íäðîì³÷í³ ðÿä-
êè çàéìàþòü ÷àñòèíó ðîçä³ëó «Âñÿêà âñÿ÷èíà», 
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òî â «Íîø³ áäæîëè» ¿ì â³äâåäåíî îêðåìèé ðîçä³ë, 
íàç âà ÿêîãî òåæ º ïàë³íäðîìíîþ, – «Äèâîâèä». 
Íàâåäåìî äåÿê³ â³ðøîâàí³ ðÿäêè, íàïèñàí³ òàêèì 
ñïîñîáîì: «À ä³ä â³â ä³äà», «Óäîâ Ìàêàð âèëèâ 
ðàêàì âîäó», «Êî÷èí Øóðà âèøèâà ðóøíè÷îê». 

Ïèøå â³í ³ ïàðîä³¿. Âäàëèìè âèõîäÿòü ³ 
òð³î ëåòè, é ñîíåòè. Âèêîðèñòîâóº ³ òàêèé 
æàíð, ÿê ðóáà¿. Öå ÷îòèðèâ³ðø (ÿê ïðàâèëî, 
ô³ëîñîôñüêîãî çì³ñòó) çà ñõåìîþ ðèìóâàííÿ: 
àà-áà. ª âîíè ó «Íîø³ áäæîëè». Âîíè â³äïîâ³-
äàþòü óñ³ì êëàñè÷íèì âèìîãàì. 

Íå öóðàºòüñÿ íàø çåìëÿê ³ òðàäèö³éíî¿ ôîð-
ìè ÿïîíñüêî¿ ïîåç³¿, ùî ìàº íàçâó õîêó ³ º òðè-
ðÿäêîâèì íåðèìîâàíèì â³ðøåì. Çíàõîäèìî 
òâîðè öüîãî æàíðó â çá³ðö³ «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ»:

 ² âíóêîì áóâ ÿ, 
 ² ñèíîì áóâ. 
 Íå çîãëÿä³âñÿ, ÿê ñòàâ ä³äóñåì. 
Íåïåðåâåðøåíî¿ ìàéñòåðíîñò³ âåðñèô³êà ö³¿ 

àâòîð äîñÿãàº ó íàïèñàíí³ ïîåç³é àêðîâ³ð øåì, 
àáî, çà âèçíà÷åííÿì ñàìîãî Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà, 
àêðîñòèõîì. Íàéá³ëüøó ¿õ ê³ëüê³ñòü áà÷èìî ó 

êíèæö³ «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ». ª çâè ÷àéí³, ïðîñò³, 
â ÿêèõ ïåðø³ áóêâè êîæíîãî ðÿäêà, ïðî÷èòàí³ 
çâåðõó âíèç, ðîçêîäîâóþòü ïðèñâÿòó ÷è ïîáà-
æàííÿ, íàïðèêëàä: «×óäåñ íà ìóçèêà» (Ëþäî÷ö³ 
ßêîâ÷óê), «Æèòòÿ ç Áîãîì» (²ãîðåâ³ Îô³ëàòó), 
«ßñêðà âèì ë³òîì, ó çåë³ äóõìÿí³ì…» (ßðîñëàâó 
Ïîë³ùóêó), ñîíåò-àêðîâ³ðø (ßðîñëàâó Ì³÷óä³), 
«Ìîÿ óÿâà îáðàç òâ³é ìàëþº…» (Ì³ø³ ²ëü÷óêó íà 
çãàäêó), «Õðåùåíèêó-ñâÿùåíèêó» (Êîë³ Ï³âíþ). 
Òîä³ ÿê ïðèñâÿòà «Ìèêîë³ Áåðåç³» ðîçêîäîâóºòüñÿ 
çà äâîìà ïåðøèìè ë³òåðàìè êîæíîãî ðÿäêà:

 Ìè, íà÷å ïòàõè, çãàäóºì òîé ÷àñ, 
 Êîëè öâ³ëà íàâêðóã ïîãîæà äíèíà, 
 Ë³òàëè ÷èñò³ ìð³¿ ñåðåä íàñ, 
 Áåíòåæèëè ³ â³ðø³, ³ êàëèíà. 
 Ðåòåëüíà Ìóçà ³ õóäèé Ïåãàñ
 Ç³áðàëè âñ³õ, ÿê äîëÿ òîïîëèíà. 
Âèñîêà âïðàâí³ñòü àâòîðà ïîëÿãàº â òîìó, ùî 

â³í çàêîäîâóº ñëîâà é ó òðåò³é ë³òåð³ â³ðøî âàíèõ 
ðÿäê³â, ïðè öüîìó ïðèñâÿòè ïîòð³áíî ÷èòàòè ó 
çâîðîòíîìó ïîðÿäêó – çíèçó âãîðó («ßê þíèì 
áóâ òè…», Àíàòîë³þ Êðèëîâöþ), àáî çâåðõó äî-
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íèçó, («Â³éíè íå áóäå», Êîë³ Ïàâëþêó), íàâ³òü 
ó ÷åòâåðò³é ë³òåð³ – çãîðè äîíèçó («Òðèâîæíèé 
÷àñ», Â³êòîðó Ñòåïàíþêîâ³, òà «Î, ëþáëþ òåáå 
ì³öíî-ì³öíî», Áàðàí÷óêó Âàëåð³þ)!

Ïåðåêëàäàöüêà ä³ÿëüí³ñòü

Çà ñïîãàäàìè ñàìîãî àâòîðà, ³íòåð ïðå òó âàòè 
â³ðø³ ç ³íøèõ ìîâ ïî-óêðà¿íñüêè â³í ïî÷àâ ùå ó 
ï'ÿòîìó êëàñ³ íà óðîêàõ Ìèðîñëàâè Ïèëèï³âíè 
Äóäàð.  "Ìîñòè" Åä³ò Ñåãàë:

ßêáè ÿ ìîãëà áóäóâàòè,
Òîä³ ïðîêëàäàëà á øèðîê³ ìîñòè –
Íà Àëüïè ñòð³ìê³, íà Êàðïàòè,
Ùîá ñ³ðó íåïðèÿçíü â áåçîäíþ çìåñòè.
ß áóäó õîäèòè ïî ñâ³òó,
Âñ³ì ëþäÿì íàçóñòð³÷ óñì³øêó íåñòè,
¯ì òèñíóòè ðóêè é ðàä³òè,
Ùî ç ïîòèñê³â ðóê âèðîñòàþòü ìîñòè.
Äîáðîòí³ ïåðåêëàäè ì³ñòÿòüñÿ â øåñòè âè-

äàííÿõ Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà, ïî÷èíàþ÷è ç äðó ãî¿ 
çá³ðêè "Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðàãà", â 
ÿê³é íàÿâí³ ïîåòè àíãëîìîâí³ (Òîìàñ Ìóð, Ãåíð³ 

Ëîíãôåëëî, Òîìàñ Ãóä, Îñêàð Óàéëüä, Ðîáåðò 
Ãðåéâñ, Ä³êñ³ Â³ëüñîí, Ðîáåðò Ñò³âåíñîí, Êàðë 
Ñåíäáåðã, Åä³ò Ñåãàë), ïîëüñüê³ (Ôðàíö³øåê 
Ôåí³ êîâñüêèé, Òàäåóø Ïàâëÿê, Ñòàí³ñëàâ Ì³ñà-
êîâñüêèé, Âëàäèñëàâ Áðîíåâñüêèé, Ñòåôàí 
Â³ò â³öüêèé), á³ëîðóñüê³ (Ãàëè íà Êàðæàíºâñüêà, 
ªâäîê³ÿ Ëîñü) òà ðîñ³éñüê³ (Ìèêîëà Êóçüì³í, 
Ìèõàéëî Âîðîíåöüêèé, Âàäèì Øåôíåð, Ôåä³ð 
Òþò÷åâ, Âîëîäèìèð Ñåìåíîâ).

Ó íàñòóïí³é, "Òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð", ÷èòàº ìî íî-
â³ ïåðåêëàäè àâòîðà – ëèøå ç ïîëü ñü êî¿ òà ðî-
ñ³éñüêî¿ ìîâ. Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ðîçøèðþº êîëî 
ìàéñòð³â ðîñ³éñüêî¿ ë³òå ðàòóðè – ç'ÿâëÿþòüñÿ 
òàê³ ³ìåíà, ÿê Ìàð³ÿ Êîì³ññàðîâà, Îëåêñàíäð 
Ïðîêîô'ºâ, Ñåðã³é Âàñèëüºâ, ªâãåí ªâòóøåí-
êî, Ðîáåðò Ðîæäåñòâåíñüêèé, Âàñèëü Ôåäîðîâ.

Êíèæêà "Íîøà áäæîëè" âì³ñòèëà ðîçä³ë 
"Ïåðåêëàäè", â ÿêîìó âæå ïðîíèêëèâî çâó-
÷àòü ïî-óêðà¿íñüêè Äæîðäæ Ãîðäîí Áàéðîí, 
Â³ëüÿì Áëåéê, Äæîí Ì³ëüòîí ³ ðîñ³éñüêîìîâ-
í³ – Âàäèì Øåôíåð, Îëåêñàíäð Ïðîêîô'ºâ, 
Îëåêñàíäð ×óðê³í, Ðîñòèñëàâ Çàññ.
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Ó "Ìîºìó ïîìåøêàíí³" ïåðåêëàä³â çíà÷-
íî á³ëüøå, í³æ ó ïîïåðåäí³õ âèäàííÿõ. Çíà-
õîäèìî òóò â³ðø³ é Îëåêñàíäðà Òâàðäîâñüêî-
ãî, ³ Ðîáåðòà Áåðíñà, ³ Þë³óøà Ñëî âàöüêîãî, 
é Îëåêñàíäðà Ïóøê³íà. Ñàìå îñòàíí³é ïåðå-
êëàä çàñëóãîâóº íåàáèÿêî¿ óâàãè:

 ß ïàì'ÿòàþ ìèòü ÷óäîâó: 
 ßâèëàñü òè, ÿê ñâ³ò ðîñè. 
 Âèä³ííÿì ëèíåø ìèìî çíîâó, 
 ßê ãåí³é ÷èñòî¿ êðàñè. 
 Â ïîëîí³ ñìóòêó, áåçóò³øíèé, 
 Ó ñóºò³ ìèðñüêèõ çàáàâ, 
 Áðèí³â òâ³é ãîëîñ äîâãî í³æíèé, 
 Ó ñíàõ òâ³é îáðàç ÷àðóâàâ. 
 Éøëè ðîêè. Áóð³, â³òåð ñí³æíèé
 Ðîçâ³ÿâ äàâí³õ íèçêó ìð³é. 
 ² ÿ çàáóâ òâ³é ãîëîñ í³æíèé, 
 Íåáåñíèé îáðàç ìèëèé òâ³é. 
 Â ãëóõ³é íåâîë³ äí³ äëÿ ìåíå 
 Òÿãíóëèñü òèõî, ìëà – ÿê ë³ñ. 
 Òàì – í³ êîõàííÿ, í³ íàòõíåííÿ, 

 Í³ áîæåñòâà æèòòÿ, í³ ñë³ç.
 Çáóäèëî äóøó ïîòåïë³ííÿ –
 Òè çíîâ ÿâèëàñü, ìîâ ç ÿñè, 
 ßê íåâëîâèìå ñíó âèä³ííÿ, 
 ßê ãåí³é ÷èñòî¿ êðàñè. 
 Òà é ñåðöå ò³øèòüñÿ áëàæåííå: 
 Äëÿ íüîãî âæå âîñêðåñëè çíîâ 
 ² áîæåñòâî ñàìå, é íàòõíåííÿ, 
 É æèòòÿ, ³ ñëüîçè, ³ ëþáîâ.

Â þâ³ëåéí³é êíèç³ "Äçâ³íèöÿ" ì³ñòÿòüñÿ 
ïåðåäðóêè ïåðåêëàä³â ³ç ïîïåðåäí³õ çá³-
ðîê. Âñüîãî ó òâîð÷îìó äîðîáêó àâòîðà íà-
ðàõîâóºòüñÿ 136 ïåðåêëàä³â, ç ÿêèõ 48 ç 
àíãë³éñüêî¿, 45 ç ðîñ³éñüêî¿, 40 ç ïîëüñüêî¿,  
2 ç á³ëîðóñüêî¿ òà 1 ç í³ìåöüêî¿ ìîâ.

Âàðòî çàóâàæèòè, ùî íåâåëèêà ê³ëüê³ñòü â³ð-
ø³â ³íòèìíî¿ ë³ðèêè ó òâîð÷îìó äîðîá êó Âàñèëÿ 
Ëÿùóêà êîìïåíñóºòüñÿ íàÿâí³ñòþ ïåðåêëàä³â 
òâîð³â òàêî¿ òåìàòèêè. Íàïðèê ëàä, â³ðø Ðîáåðòà 
Áåðíñà "×åðâîíà, ÷åðâîíà òðîÿíäà", çãàäàíèé 
øåäåâð Îëåêñàíäðà Ïóøê³íà "ß ïàì'ÿòàþ ìèòü 
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÷óäîâó...", Âàñèëÿ Ôåäîðîâà "Ëèöå æóðáîþ 
â³äá³ëþ..." òà "Ëþáîâ ìåí³, ÿê áëèñêàâêà", Ñåðã³ÿ 
Âàñèëüºâà "Ïðèéøëà ëþáîâ", ªâãåíà ªâòóøåí-
êà "Òè øåïîò³ëà â êëîïîò³..." òà ³íø³.

1960-1970-ò³ ðîêè – ïîðà íàéá³ëüøîãî 
ðîçêâ³òó ïåðåêëàäàöüêî¿ òâîð÷îñò³ áàãàòüîõ 
ïèñüìåííèê³â. Àäæå íà çì³íó àðåøò³â 1965 
ðîêó ïðèéøîâ ÷àñ ïîãðîìíèöüêî¿ õâèë³ àðåøò³â 
òà ðåïðåñ³é ïî÷àòêó ñ³ì äå ñÿòèõ, òîìó â³äëó÷åí³ 
ìàéæå íà äåñÿòèë³òòÿ â³ä äðóêó âëàñíèõ òâîð³â, 
çàéìàëèñü ïå ðå êëàäàöüêîþ ä³ÿëüí³ñòþ, ùî äà-
âàëî çìî ãó ïóáë³êóâàòèñü. Ã. Êî÷óð, àïåëþþ÷è 
äî ïåðåêëàäà÷³â, ñòàâèâ âèìîãó, ùîá ìîëîä³ ïî-
åòè ïîñò³éíî êîíñóëüòóâàëèñÿ ç³ ñïåö³àëüíîþ 
ë³òåðàòóðîþ, âèçíà÷èâøè ¿õ êðåäî: "Íåìàº 
ìåæ³ äîñêîíàëîñò³. Ìè, ãð³øí³, ìàºìî ñèä³òè äî 
ñüîìîãî ïîòó çà ñëîâíèêàìè".

Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çàõîïëþâàâñÿ ëåãê³ñòþ ïå-
ðåê ëàä³â Ìàêñèìà Ðèëüñüêîãî, Ãðèãîð³ÿ Êî-
÷óðà, Áîðèñà Òåíà, òîìó äóæå ñêðóïóëüîçíî 
ï³äõîäèâ äî ö³º¿ ñïðàâè, âîë³â çðîáèòè ìåíøå, 
àëå – íà â³äïîâ³äíîìó ð³âí³.

Ç ðîêàìè çíàííÿ ³íøèõ ìîâ ïîåòîì âäîñ êî-
íàëþþòüñÿ ³, ÿê ñâ³ä÷èòü öÿ ïîåòè÷íà çá³ðêà  
âñ³õ 154-õ ñîíåò³â Â.Øåêñï³ðà, âêàçóþòü íà 
âëàñíó ìàíåðó ³ ñïîñ³á ïå ðå êëàäàöòâà Â.Ëÿùó-
êà, ùî âèìàãàº ïðè ñóò íîñò³ ó òâîð³ äóõó ñàìîãî 
ïå ðåêëà äà ÷à, çàëèøàþ÷è â óêðà¿íñüêîìîâíèõ 
âà ð³àí òàõ ïðèñóòí³é ÷óæîçåìíèé òàëàíò ³ 
âëàñ íå òâ³ð, àëå îæèâëþþ÷è éîãî ñâî¿ì õèñ -
òîì, òà é ³íäèâ³äóàëüí³ñòþ ñàìîãî ³í òåð ïðå-
òà òîðà. Ìîæ íà ç ïåâí³ñòþ íàãîëîñèòè íà 
³í äèâ³äóàëüí³é, îðè ã³íàëüí³é ôîðì³ ïåðå êëà-
äó, ùî íàìàãàºòüñÿ äîð³âíÿòèñÿ äî àâòîð ñü-
êî¿ ñàìîáóòíîñò³, ïåðåòâî ðþþ÷èñü ó ñï³â-
àâòîðñòâî (ñï³âàâòîðñòâî, íå ëèøå ïåðåêëàä!). 

Äîáðå â³äîì³ ïîåòè÷í³ ÿâèùà ñåðåä íüî-
â³÷íîãî ñîíåòà Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çóì³â ðîçãëÿ-
íóòè ï³ä íåñïîä³âàíèì êóòîì çîðó, ïîì³òèâ 
òå, ùî áàéäóæå îìèíàëè ³íø³, àêòóàë³çóâàâ 
³ âîñêðåñèâ òå, ùî äàâíî â³ä³éøëî ó ìèíóëå, 
íåïîâòîðíèì ñëîâîì ââ³â â óí³âåðñàëüíèé 
ïîåòè÷íèé êîíòåêñò íàéãëèáøó ñóòí³ñòü ñâî-
ãî ïîåòè÷íîãî áóòòÿ – óêðà¿íñüêèé òðàã³çì, 
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óêðà¿íñüêó ñòèõ³þ ³ óêðà¿íñüêó ãàðìîí³þ. ² 
öèì âò³ëèâ ³äåþ ïåðåñîòâîðåííÿ óêðà¿íñüêî¿ 
êóëüòóðè çàñîáàìè õóäîæíüîãî ïåðåêëàäó.

Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çàçíà÷àº: "Áåç ñëîâíèêà ïå-
ðåêëàäàòè íå ðèçèêóþ, áî íàâ³òü îäíå ñëîâî, 
çðîçóì³ëå íåïðàâèëüíî, ìîæå ç³ïñóâàòè âñþ 
òâîð÷ó ïðàöþ". Êîëè âëàñí³ òâîðè áóëî ïðî-
áëåìíî îïóáë³êóâàòè, ïåðåêëàä äàâàâ çìîãó  
÷åðåç îáðàçè-ñèìâîëè ³íøîãî ìèòöÿ óòâåðäè-
òèñÿ ñàìîìó. Òàêà âíóòð³øíÿ åì³ãðàö³ÿ ÷åðåç 
ñåáå ó ³íøèé (â³ëüíèé) ñâ³ò ñòàâàëà ìîæëèâ³ñ-
òþ ïðîòèñòîÿòè æîðñòîê³é ðåàëüíîñò³.

Ïîáóòóº õèáíà äóìêà, ùî ïåðåêëàä º äçåð-
êàëüíèì â³äîáðàæåííÿì ³, ÿêùî âèõîäèòü çà 
ìåæ³ ðåàëüíîãî òåêñòó, òî ïåðåêëàäà÷, ÿê äçåð-
êàëî, ïîãàíî âèêîíóº ñâî¿ ôóíêö³¿.

Ïðîáëåìà ïåðåêëàäó íå º âè÷åðïíîþ, 
ïîñòàò³ öèõ ìàéñòð³â ñëîâà ïîñò³éíî âè ìàãà-
òèìóòü äî ñåáå óâàãè, ¿ì ïîòð³áí³ ñï³â òâîðö³, 
à íå êðèòèêè, ãîëîâíå – íå ìåòà (âøàíóâàííÿ 
÷è êðèòèêà), à øëÿõ (ïîøóê). Àäæå ïåðåêëà-
äà÷ í³áè í³÷îãî íîâîãî íå âèíàõîäèòü. Àëå áåç 

îðèã³íàëó, ùî éîãî ñòâîðèâ óæå ÿêèéñü ïèñü-
ìåííèê, íå áóëî á âèòâîðó ìèñòåöòâà – ïåðå-
êëàäó, íå áóëî á ³ õóäîæíèêà-ïåðåêëàäà÷à.

Îòîæ, äî ïðîáëåìè ïåðåêëàäíîãî òâîðó íå 
ìîæíà ï³äõîäèòè ÿê äî çâè÷àéíîãî õóäîæíüî-
ãî. Ïîòð³áíî â³äíàéòè ïåâíèé íàñòð³é, òîáòî 
ç³íòåðïðåòóâàòè. ² ãîëîâíå – íå çàãóáèòèñÿ ó 
öèõ ³íòåðïðåòàö³ÿõ.

Â. Øåêñï³ð – îäèí ³ç ñèìâîë³â ºâðî ïåéñüêî¿ 
êóëüòóðè. Öÿ ïðîñòà òåçà ïîÿñ íþº òîé ôàêò, 
÷îìó äî éîãî òâîð÷îñò³ ïîñò³éíî çâåðòàþòü-
ñÿ ïîãëÿäè âñå íîâèõ ³ íîâèõ ïîêîë³íü. Ó 
íàóö³ âèä³ëèëàñÿ íàâ³òü îêðåìà äèñöèïë³íà – 
øåêñï³ðîçíàâñòâî, ùî ðîçâèâàºòüñÿ â áàãà-
òüîõ íàö³îíàëüíèõ êóëüòóðàõ. 

²ñòîð³ÿ óêðà¿íñüêî¿ Øåêñï³ð³àíè íàë³ ÷óº 
âæå ï³âòîðè ñîòí³ ë³ò: çà öåé ÷àñ âîíà ïðîéøëà 
øëÿõ â³ä ïåðøèõ ôðàãìåíòàðíèõ àäàïòàö³é  
äðàìàòè÷íèõ òâîð³â êîðèôåÿ àæ äî ö³ë³ñíîãî 
îõîïëåííÿ éîãî òâîð÷îñò³. Òåïåð, ìàþ÷è ïîâ-
íîãî Øåêñï³ðà, ïåðåêëàäåíîãî óêðà¿íñüêîþ 
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ìîâîþ, âàðòî çóïèíèòèñü íà îêðåìèõ ïîñòàòÿõ 
ñàìå íàøî¿ â³ò÷èçíÿíî¿ Øåêñï³ð³àíè, íà ³ìåíàõ, 
ÿê³ ðàí³øå íå òàê ÷àñòî ïîòðàïëÿëè â êîëî íàó-
êîâèõ äîñë³äæåíü. ßê íå äèâíî, àëå äî òàêèõ ïî-
ñòàòåé äî íåäàâíüîãî ÷àñó íàëåæàâ ³ Ãðèãîð³é 
Êî÷óð. Öåé ïèñüìåííèê ïîñ³äàº âèç íà÷íå 
ì³ñöå â ïëåÿä³ óêðà¿íñüêèõ øåêñï³ ðîçíàâö³â, 
àäæå â³í – ³ ïåðåêëàäà÷ Øåêñï³ðîâîãî "Ãàì-
ëåòà", ³ äîñë³äíèê éîãî òâîð÷îñò³, ³ ïîåò, ó òâî-
ðàõ ÿêîãî çíàõîäèìî ÿê ïðÿì³, òàê ³ ïðèõîâàí³ 
øåêñï³ð³âñüê³ àëþç³¿.

Äìèòðî Ïàëàìàð÷óê ïåðåêëàäàâ ö³ ñîíåòè 
ùå ç ïî÷àòêó 1950-õ ðîê³â. Ë³òåðàòóðíà êðèòè-
êà ââàæàº äàí³ ñïðîáè äóæå âäàëèìè, ïðîòå çà-
îõî÷óâàëà é ³íøèõ äî ïðàö³ íàä Øåêñï³ðîâèìè 
ñîíåòàìè. Æîäåí ïåðåê ëàä, ñëóøíî çàóâàæó-
âàâ Ã.Êî÷óð, ÿêèì áè äîñ êîíàëèì íå áóâ, íå º 
ìåæåþ òâîð÷èõ äîñÿãíåíü ³ íå ïîâèíåí ñòàâà-
òè íà çàâàä³ ³íøèì.

Ïåðåêëàäàöüêèé äîðîáîê óêðà¿íñüêî¿ 
Øåê ñï³ð³àíè Ï.Ñâºíö³öüêîãî, Þ.Ôåäüêî âè-
÷à, Ì.Ñòà ðèöüêîãî, Ì.Êîñòîìàðîâà, Ï.Êó -

ë³ øà (ïåðåêëàäè ÿêîãî ².Ôðàíêî, ÿê â³ äîìî, 
çà ðà õîâóâàâ äî ï³äâàëèí íîâî¿ óê ðà ¿í ñüêî¿ 
ë³ òåðàòóðè), Ëåñ³ Óêðà¿íêè, Ï.Ãðà áîâñü êîãî, 
Ì.Âîðîíîãî, Ïàíàñà Ìèð íîãî, Ã.Õîòêåâè÷à, 
ß.Ãîðäèíñüêîãî, à ñåðåä ñó÷àñ íèõ ìàéñòð³â – 
À.Ãîçåíïóäà, Ì.Áàæàíà, ².Êî÷åðãè, Â.Ìè ñèêà, 
Ë.Òàíþêà, ²ðèíè Ñòå øåíêî, Ì.Ðèëüñüêîãî, 
Áî ðèñà Òåíà, ².Êîñ òåöüêîãî, Ä.Ïàëàìàð÷óêà, 
Î.Òàð íàâñüêîãî, Ä.Ïàâëè÷êà. Òåïåð óê ðà¿í-
ñüêó Øåêñï³ð³àíó ìîæíà äîïîâíèòè íîâèì 
³ìå íåì – Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê, ÿêèé ñòâåðäæóº:

– Øåêñï³ð, ÿê ³ êîæåí ãåí³é ëþäñòâà, áà-
ãàòîëèêèé. Ó íîâ³òí³õ ÷àñàõ ñàìå â³í (íå â³ä-
êèäàþ÷è, î÷åâèäíî, ñâî¿õ ïîïåðåäíèê³â ç 
"öàðñòâà äóõà") ñòàº ñèìâîëîì ºâðî ïåéñüêî¿ 
êóëüòóðè. Òîìó-òî ïåðåêëàäà òè Øåêñï³ðà – 
îçíà÷àº âõîäèòè â êîëî öè â³ë³çîâàíèõ íàðîä³â. 
² â êîæíîìó ³íøîìó êóëüòóðíîìó ñåðåäîâèù³ 
â³í ÿâëÿº ùîðàçó ñâîº íîâå îáëè÷÷ÿ. Øåêñï³ð³â 
ïðîô³ëü ìàº áàãàòî ðèñ ñâîãî íàéóâàæí³øîãî 
÷èòà÷à, òîáòî ïåðåêëàäà÷à. ßñíà ð³÷, ùî ðå-
ìåñëî ïåðåêëàäà÷à – íåïðîñòå.
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Çðîçóì³ëî, öå – ð³çí³ Øåêñï³ðè, êîæåí ç 
ÿêèõ íåñå íà ñîá³ âèäèìó ïå÷àòü ñâîãî ïåðå-
ñîòâîðèòåëÿ. Ó êîæíîãî ç ïåðåêëàäà÷³â – ñâ³é 
øëÿõ äî Øåêñï³ðà...

Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê, âêàçóþ÷è íà îñîáëèâ³ñòü 
öèõ ñîíåò³â, çàçíà÷àº, ùî âîíè ïåðåâàæíî 
íàïèñàí³ ïðîòÿãîì 1592-1598 ðîê³â, à îêðå-
ìîþ êíèãîþ âïåðøå âèäàí³ 1609-ãî, ðîçì³ðîì, 
ÿêèé íàçèâàºòüñÿ "ï’ÿòè ñòîï íèé ÿìá". Êî-
æåí ìàº ÷îòèðíàäöÿòèðÿäêîâó êîìïîçèö³þ, 
äå ïåðø³ äâàíàäöÿòü ìîæ íà ðîçä³ëèòè íà òðè 
ñòðîôè ç ÷îòèðìà ðÿäêàìè â êîæí³é. Ó òðüîõ 
êàòðåíàõ ïîåò óñòàíîâëþº òåìó ÷è ïðîáëåìó, 
à çàòèì ï³äñóìîâóº ¿¿ â ïðèê³íöåâîìó äèñòèõó, 
ÿêèé ³íîä³ íàçèâàþòü çàìêîì. Ñõåìà ðèìó-
âàííÿ êàòðåí³â – abab cdcd efef. Äèñòèõ (çà-
ìîê) ðèìóºòüñÿ – gg. Òàêó ñòðóê òóðó ñîíåòà 
çàçâè÷àé íàçèâàþòü – àíãë³éñüêèé ñîíåò, àáî 
øåêñï³ð³âñüêèé ñî íåò, – íà â³äì³íó â³ä êëà-
ñè÷íîãî, ÷è ³òà ë³éñüêî-ôðàíöóçüêîãî, ñîíåòà 
Ïåòðàðêè (êëàñèô³êàö³ÿ Ñ.².Êà÷óðîâñüêîãî), 
ôîð ìà ÿêîãî ñêëàäàºòüñÿ ³ç äâîõ ÷àñòèí: ðè-

ìîâàíî¿ îêòàâè (abbaabba) ³ ðèìîâàíîãî ñåê-
ñòåòà (cdcdcd).

Ñòèëü ñîíåò³â Ïåòðàðêè áóâ äóæå ïîïó-
ëÿðíèé ñåðåä àâòîð³â ÷àñ³â ªëèçàâåòè, àëå â³í 
íå êîðèñòóâàâñÿ âèçíàííÿì Øåêñï³ðà.

Ò³ëüêè òðè ³ç 154 ñîíåò³â Øåêñï³ðà íå â³ä-
ïîâ³äàþòü óêàçàí³é ñòðóêòóð³: öå – ñîíåò 99, 
ÿêèé ìàº 15 ðÿäê³â; 12-ðÿäêîâèé ñîíåò – 126, ³ 
ñîíåò 145, íàïèñàíèé ÿìá³÷íèì òåò ðàìåòðîì.

Â³ëüÿì Øåêñï³ð òâîðèâ ó äîáó Ðåíåñàí-
ñó. Éîãî ñîíåòè íå íàëåæàòü äî êðàùèõ 
òâîð³â ìèòöÿ, àëå òðàïëÿþòüñÿ ñåðåä íèõ ³ 
ñïðàâæí³ ïåðëèíè. Òàêèì, çîêðåìà, º ñîíåò 
ï³ä íîìåðîì 66. Âàæêî ñêàçàòè, ÷è ö³ òâîðè 
àâòîá³îãðàô³÷í³, ÷è í³, îñê³ëüêè ïîä³áí³ ñþ-
æåòè âçàãàë³ õàðàêòåðí³ äëÿ Â³äðîäæåííÿ.

Ñîíåò ìàº ÷³òêó ³ ñòðóíêó ïîåòè÷íó ôîð ìó, 
ÿêà âèêëèêàº çíà÷í³ òðóäíîù³ ïðè ïåðåêëàä³. 
Àíãë³éñüêèé, àáî øåêñï³ ð³âñüêèé, ñîíåò ñêëà-
äà ºòüñÿ ç òðüîõ êàò ðå í³â ³ ô³íàëüíîãî äâîâ³ðøà 
ç ÷³òêèì ðèìóâàííÿì – àáàáâãâãää ºº. Öå òàêîæ 
âèêëèêàº òðóäíîù³ ïðè ïåðåêëàä³, îñê³ëüêè âè-
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ìà ãàº â³ä ïåðåêëàäà÷à äîñêîíàëîãî çíàííÿ ìî-
âè, îñîáëèâî ñèíîí³ì³â, òðàäèö³é ðîñ³éñüêîãî 
ïîå òè÷íîãî ïåðåêëàäó, ÿêó çàïî÷àòêóâàâ Â. 
Æó êîâñüêèé ³ ïðî ÿêó ùå ðàí³øå Î.Ïóøê³í 
ñêàçàâ: "Ïîäñòðî÷íûé ïåðåâîä íèêîãäà íå 
ìîæåò áûòü âåðåí".

Îñü â³í – ñîíåò 66 (ïåð. Ä. Ïàëàìàð÷óê):

Ñòîìèâøèñÿ, âæå ñìåðò³ ÿ áëàãàþ,
Áî ñêð³çü í³ê÷åìí³ñòü â ðîçêîø³ ñàìà,
² â çëèäíÿõ ÷åñòü äîõîäèòü äî îä÷àþ,
² ÷èñò³é â³ðíîñò³ øëÿõ³â íåìà,
² ñèëó íåì³÷ çàáèâà â êàéäàíè,
² ÷åñòü ä³âî÷à âòîïòàíà ó áðóä,
² ïî÷åñò³ íå òèì, õòî ã³äíèé øàíè,
² äîñêîíàëîñò³ – ãàíåáíèé ñóä,
² çëó – äîáðî ïîñòàâëåíå â ñëóæíèö³,
² âëàäîþ óÿðìëåí³ ìèòö³,
² ³ñòèíó ââàæàþòü çà äóðíèö³,
² ãèíå õèñò â íåäîóìà â ðóö³.
Ñòîìèâøèñü òèì, ñïîêîþ ïðàãíó ÿ, 
Òà âìåðòè íå äàº ëþáîâ òâîÿ.

(Â. Øåêñï³ð. Òâîðè â øåñòè òîìàõ. –  
Ê.: Äí³ïðî, 1986. – Ò. 6. – Ñ. 651-652).

Çàãàëîì, ïåðåêëàäà÷³ ïåðåäàþòü ñìèñë 
³íêîëè âèòîí÷åí³øå, í³æ îðèã³íàë. Â îðè ã³ íàë³ 
"cry", "maiden", â ïåðåêëàäàõ "çîâó – áëàãàþ", 
"äåâñòâåííîñòü – ÷åñòü ä³âî÷à", à "tounge-
tied" ÷àñòî âçàãàë³ ³ãíîðóºòüñÿ ïåðåêëàäà÷àìè. 
Ä.Ïàëàìàð÷óê ïðàãíå äî á³ëüø-ìåíø òî÷íîãî 
â³äòâîðåííÿ îðèã³íàëó, Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê – òâîð-
÷îãî (íàä öèì ñîíåòîì ïðàöþâàâ äîâãèé ÷àñ). 
Íåäàðåìíî Æóêîâñüêèé ñêàçàâ: "Ïåðåêëàäà÷ ó 
ïðîç³ – ðàá, ïåðåêëàäà÷ ó ïîåç³¿ – ñóïåðíèê".

Íàä öèìè ïåðåêëàäàìè Â.Ëÿùóê ïðàöþ-
âàâ ìàéæå ï³âñòîë³òòÿ, àëå íàé³íòåíñèâ í³øå – 
îñòàíí³ äåâ’ÿòü ðîê³â. Ïåðåêëàâ óñ³ 154 ñî íåòè 
Â.Øåêñï³ðà, ïðè÷îìó 150, 151, 153, 154 – ç 
âàð³àíòàìè. Àêöåíòóâàâ óâàãó íà çáåðåæåíí³ 
îáðàç³â.

Â³äïîâ³äàþ÷è íà âàæêå çàïèòàííÿ "Ùî òà-
êå ïåðåêëàä: ³íòåðïðåòàö³ÿ ÷è ðåïðî äóêö³ÿ?" 
– Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ââàæàº, ùî íå ìîæíà íàä-
ì³ðíî çàõîïëþâàòèñü ôîðìîþ îðèã³íàëó òà 
äîñë³â íî â³äòâîðþâàòè òåêñò, àäæå â åïî õó 
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êîìï’þòåðèçàö³¿ ïåðåêëàñòè òåêñò ³ç ñâîº-
ð³äíîþ ãðàìàòèêîþ, ³ç áàãàòèì êëàñè÷íèì 
ñëîâíèêîì ìîæå é îðãòåõí³êà. Ïåðåäàòè æ ñëî-
âà ïåðåíîñíîãî çíà÷åííÿ, ëþäñüêå â³ä ÷óòòÿ, ùî 
ïðèñóòíº â òåêñò³ çà ìàòåð³àëüíîþ îáîëîíêîþ 
òåêñòó, íå ï³ä ñèëó íàéñêëàäí³øîìó ìåõàí³çìîâ³ 
ìàøèíè – ç íüîãî çíèêàº ëåãê³ñòü, ïðèðîäí³ñòü 
ïîåòè÷íîãî âèðàçó, ³ öå âæå íå ìèñòåöüêèé òâ³ð. 
Ñëîâî, âèðâàíå ç êîíòåêñòó, íå çâó÷èòü ó â³ðø³; 
íå â³ä÷óâàºòüñÿ ì³öíîãî âíóòð³øíüîãî çâ'ÿçêó 
âñ³õ ñë³â, ôðàç, ïîå òè÷íèõ ðÿäê³â. 

Íàïðèêëàä, ó 116 ñîíåò³ Øåêñï³ðà îäèí 
³ç ðÿäê³â Ñàìó¿ë Ìàðøàê ïåðåêëàâ òàêèì ÷è-
íîì: "Ëþáîâ – ìîâ â áóðþ ï³äíÿòèé ìàÿê". 
Àíàë³çóþ÷è öå ì³ñöå, Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ä³éøîâ 
âèñíîâêó, ùî ìàÿê íå ìîæå ï³äí³ìàòèñÿ â 
áóðþ, é ïðîïîíóº ÷èòà÷àì ñâ³é âàð³àíò ôðàçè: 
"Ëþáîâ – öå â áóðþ ðÿò³âíèé ìàÿê".

...Íîâ³ ï³äõîäè äî ïåðåêëàäó çàñòîñîâóâà ëè 
ìîëîä³ ïðåäñòàâíèêè 60-õ, ÿê³ âèéøëè íà àâàí-
ñöåíó ³ ÿêèì íå äàëè äîãðàòè ï'ºñó äî ê³íöÿ.

Áî íå çàâæäè ñïðèÿòëèâ³ óìîâè ñóïðîâîä-
æóâàëè óêðà¿íñüêèé õóäîæí³é ïå ðåêëàä ó 
÷àñè ï³ñëÿ ðîçâ³í÷àííÿ êóëüòó îñîáè. 1978 ð³ê 
– ïîãðîì ó ïåð³îäè÷íîìó âèäàíí³ "Âñåñâ³ò", 
òàê çâàíà ÷èñòêà ðåäàêö³¿, êîëè öåé ÷àñîïèñ 
çðîáèâñÿ ðàïòîì íåäîçâîëåíî ïîïóëÿðíèì. 
Ã.Êî÷óð (ïðîâ³äíèé ïåðåêëàäà÷ òîãî ÷àñó) 
çàçíàâ äåñÿòèë³òíüîãî çàñëàííÿ ó ïîëÿðí³é 
²íò³, à â 70-õ ðîêàõ â³í ðàçîì ç Ì.Ëóêàøåì 
(îñòàíí³é – çà ëèñ òà íà çàõèñò ².Äçþáè) áóâ 
âèêëþ÷åíèé ³ç Ñï³ëêè ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè ³ 
ïðèðå÷åíèé íà äåñÿòèð³÷íå íåäðóêóâàííÿ.

Àëå â 60-ò³ ðîêè âèäàâíèöòâî "Äí³ïðî" 
çà ñíóâàëî "Á³áë³îòåêó ñâ³òîâî¿ êëàñèêè", à ó 
1988 ð. – ñåð³þ "Çàðóá³æíà ïðîçà XX ñò.". 
Âèäàâàëèñÿ ó öèõ ñåð³ÿõ òâîðè, ùî ïðîéøëè 
æîðñòêó öåíçóðó.

Ó 70-ò³ ðîêè, êîëè áàãàòî ãîâîðèòè íå äîç-
âîëÿëîñÿ, êîëè âèëó÷àëèñÿ, íå ïóá ë³ êóâà ëè-
ñÿ, "àðåøòîâóâàëèñÿ" íåòðà äèö³éí³ ïîå ç³¿, 
ïåðåêëàä çàëèøàâñÿ ºäèíîþ íà ä³ºþ, ÷è íå 
îñòàííüîþ ìîæëèâ³ñòþ ñàìîâèðàæåííÿ. Áà-
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ãàòî ïîåò³â (çîêðåìà – äèñèäåíòè) "âò³êàëè" 
â ïåðåêëàä, ñòàþ÷è ïðîçîðèì ñêëîì. Çäå-
á³ëüøîãî ïîïóëÿðèçóâàëàñÿ àíãëîìîâíà ë³òå-
ðàòóðà.

² ÿêùî ñåðåä ôåîäàëüíî-ñåðåäíüîâ³÷íî¿ 
åïîõè ìîæíà çíàéòè ÿêåñü ùàñòÿ, òî ò³ëüêè 
äóõîâíå, ñïðÿìîâàíå íàçàä, äî ðÿòóâàííÿ 
êóëüòóð äàâí³õ ÷àñ³â, ³ âïåðåä, äî ÿñíîãî, áà-
äüîðîãî óòâåðäæåííÿ äóõó â äîáó, ÿêà ³íàêøå 
ö³ëêîì ï³äïàëà á ï³ä çàñèëëÿ ïåñèì³çìó é 
ïåðåæèòê³â ìàòåð³àëüíîãî ñâ³òó. 

Ïðàöåëþáíîñò³, íàòõíåííîãî çàâçÿòòÿ, ïî-
âñÿêäåííîãî íåñïîêîþ, íåâäîâîëåííÿ äî ñÿã-
íóòèì Â.Ëÿùóêîâ³ – íåïîçè÷àòè! Çíîâó ³ çíî âó 
ïîâåðòàºòüñÿ áåçñîííèìè íî÷àìè äî, çäàâàëîñÿ 
á, òàêè îñòàòî÷íîãî âàð³àíòó – ³ ïðàâèòü, ðå äà-
ãóº, óòî÷íþº, ïåðåïèñóº, â³äãðàíþº ñàì ñåáå. 

Ñêàæ³ìî, ó êíèæö³ âèáðàíîãî õîðîøîþ 
æ âäàëàñÿ ê³íö³âêà 5-ãî ñîíåòà: "...Êâ³òêè 
çãóáèëè ïèøíèé áëèñê, ðîñó, // Òà çáåðåã-
ëè âñå æ äóøó ³ êðàñó". Í³, îñü òàê çâó÷àòè-

ìå ë³ïøå, ïîçàÿê ³ òî÷í³øå, é õóäîæí³øå, 
é ëàêîí³÷í³ øå – íà ö³ëèõ òðè ñëîâà ìåíøå: 
"Êâ³òêè çãóáèëè ïèøí³ ïåëþñòêè. // ßñà 
äóø³ çîñòàëàñü– íà â³êè". Ùå é ó ïåðøî-
ìó ðÿäêó (íå³ñïîâ³äèì³ ïóò³ Òâî¿, Ãîñïîäè!) 
ðèìà âíóòð³øíÿ ç’ÿâèëàñÿ: "êâ³òêè – ïåëþñò-
êè"... Ã³äíèé ïîøàíè, ïîäèâó ³ íàñë³äóâàííÿ 
ïåðåë³ê ìîæíà ³ ìîæíà ïðîäîâæóâàòè... À 
íàïðèê³íöåâ³ â³ðø³ ÷àñòî ïîñòàâàëè íàâ³òü 
àôîðèñòè÷íèìè...

Ìð³þ÷è â³äòâîðèòè ðåíåñàíñíó çàõ³äíî-
ºâðîïåéñüêó îñîáèñò³ñòü, ç âëàñòèâèì ¿é ñïî-
ñîáîì ìèñëåííÿ ³ ïî÷óòò³â, íàø ñó÷àñíèê Âà-
ñèëü Ëÿùóê ðàçîì ³ç àâòîðîì òâîðèòü íîâèé 
³äåàë ëþäèíè, âèçíà÷àëüíèìè ðèñàìè ÿêî¿ 
ñòàëè – óí³âåðñàëüíà îñâ³÷åí³ñòü, äóõîâíà 
ñâîáîäà, ãàðìîí³ÿ ðîçóìó é ïî÷óòò³â.

Äìèòðî ÊÐÀÂÅÖÜ,
êàíäèäàò ô³ëîëîã³÷íèõ íàóê, 

ëàóðåàò ïðîñâ³òÿíñüêî¿ ïðåì³¿ 
³ìåí³ Ãðèöüêà ×óáàÿ





ÑÎÍÅÒÈ
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Sonnet 1

From fairest creatures we desire increase,

That thereby beauty's Rose might never die,

But as the riper should by time decease,

His tender heir might bear his memory:

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,

Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel,

Making a famine where abundance lies,

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.

Ñîíåò 1

×åêàºì âðîæà¿â, îä êðàùèõ ëîç.

Êðàñà – ÿê ìèòü â óñì³øö³ íåëóêàâ³é.

Êîëè òðîÿíäó âèñòóäèòü ìîðîç – 

Öâ³ñòèìóòü ïåëþñòêè â ¿¿ óÿâ³.

À òè – â ñâîþ çàêîõàíèé êðàñó.

¯é â³ääàºø ³ ñèëè âñ³, ³ ñîêè.

Çáèâàþ÷è ìåòåëèêîì ðîñó,

Íå áóäü ñêóïèì, áåçäóøíèì ³ æîðñòîêèì.

Îêðàñà äí³â çàæóðåíèõ ìî¿õ,

Âåñíè äî÷àñíèé, íåòðèâêèé ãëàøàòàé.

Ìàéáóòíüîãî â òîá³ çà÷àâñü ãîð³õ,

Äå ìàéæå ïîðó÷ – ñêíàð³ñòü ³ ðîçòðàòà.

Æàë³ºø ñâ³ò. Çåìë³ íå â³ääàâàé

Ãðÿäóùèõ ë³ò áåçö³ííèé óðîæàé.
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Sonnet 2

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field,

Thy youth's proud livery, so gaz'd on now,

Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held:

Then being asked where all thy beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserv'd thy beauty's use,

If thou couldst answer, 'This fair child of mine

Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,'

Proving his beauty by succession thine!

This were to be new made when thou art old,

And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold.

Ñîíåò 2

Ïðîáîðîçíÿòü, ÿê íà ÷îë³ òâî¿ì,

Ãëèáîêèìè ñë³äàìè ñîðîê çèì.

Òà õòî çãàäàº òâ³é îøàòíèé ä³ì,

Â ÿê³ì òè áóâ, ìîâ ñîê³ë, ìîëîäèì?

Òåáå ñïèòàþòü: «Äå òâîÿ êðàñà? 

Êóäè ñõîâàâ òè êðèõ³òêè ìàë³?».

Òè áà÷èø ñàì, ùî ìîëîä³ñòü çãàñà,

Ùî íåòðèâêå æèòòÿ íà ö³é çåìë³.

ßê â³äïîâ³äü, áóëè á òâî¿ ñëîâà:

«Âè ïîäèâ³òüñÿ íà ä³òåé ìî¿õ.

Ìîÿ êîëèøíÿ ñâ³æ³ñòü â íèõ – æèâà,

Öå – âèïðàâäàííÿ ïðîéäåíèõ äîð³ã».

Íåõàé ç ë³òàìè âèõîëîëà êðîâ

Îá³çâåòüñÿ â òâî¿ì íàùàäêó çíîâ.
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Sonnet 3

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest

Now is the time that face should form another,

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.

For where is she so fair whose unear'd womb

Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb

Of his self-love, to stop posterity?

Thou art thy mother's glass, and she in thee

Calls back the lovely April of her prime:

So thou through windows of thine age shalt see

Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remember'd not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

Ñîíåò 3

×óäåñíèé îáðàç â äçåðêàë³ ïîáà÷èø –

Éîãî íå çàãóáè ñåðåä çàáàâ.

Ëèø â³ðí³ñòþ ïðèðîä³ òè â³ääÿ÷èø,

Áëàãîñëîâåííÿ æ³íêó íå ïîçáàâ.

Êðàñóíÿ ñìåðòíà îä êîõàííÿ ñë³ïíå,

Ç òîáîþ á íà êðàé ñâ³òó ðàäà éòè.

Íåâæå òâîº áåçñìåðòÿ íåïîòð³áíå?

Ñåáå íàäì³ðó ëþáèø, ïåâíî, òè.

Ñòàíü áàòüêîì â øëþá³, âèáðàâøè äðóæèíó,

² ìàì³ íàãàäàé êâ³òíåâ³ äí³.

À áóäó÷è áè ë³òí³ì, â³äïî÷èíóâ

Ïðè þíîñò³ â³ä÷èíåí³ì â³êí³.

Áî ÿê îáìåæèøñÿ â æèòò³ ñóäüáîþ,

Ïîìðåø ³ ñàì, ³ îáðàç òâ³é – ç òîáîþ.
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Sonnet 4

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend

Upon thy self thy beauty's legacy?

Nature's bequest gives nothing but doth lend,

And being frank she lends to those are free.

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse

The bounteous largess given thee to give?

Profitless usurer, why dost thou use

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?

For having traffic with thyself alone,

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.

Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone,

What acceptable Audit canst thou leave?

Thy unused beauty must be tomb'd with thee, 

Which, used, lives th'executor to be.

Ñîíåò 4

Ñâ³é ñïàäîê, ìàðíîòðàòíèêó, ãàñè,

Íå áóäü, ÿê ãð³ì, ùî ïàëèòü â ïîë³ äóáà.

Äàðåìíî – Áîã íàì íå äàº êðàñè,

Òà é âîëÿ â áîðã äàºòüñÿ âîëåëþáàì.

Íà¿âíèé ñêíàðî, ñïåðøó çàðîáè

Òå, ùî â ìàéáóòíº âçÿâ, ÿê ïåðåäà÷ó.

Áåçö³íí³ òè ïðèõîâóºø ñêàðáè

É íå çàïàí³â ç áàãàòñòâà òîãî, áà÷ó.

Óãîäè óêëàäàºø ñàì ñîá³,

Íå ìàþ÷è ïðèáóòê³â, ÿê â áàãàòèõ.

ßêèé æå â³ääàñè òè çâ³ò ñóäüá³

² ç ÷èì ïðèéäåø äî áàòüê³âñüêî¿ õàòè?

Ç òîáîþ ëèê ïðèéäåøí³õ âñ³õ ÷àñ³â

Çåìëÿ ïðèéìå â íåâò³ëåí³é êðàñ³.
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Sonnet 5

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell

Will play the tyrants to the very same

And that unfair which fairly doth excel,

For never resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter and confounds him there;

Sap check'd with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o'ersnowed 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 distill'd though they with winter meet,

Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.

Ñîíåò 5

Íåçðèìèé ìàéñòåð, íà÷å õåðóâèì,

Ïðåäèâíèì ñâÿòîì îñÿâàº íàñ

É â³äíîñèòü âñå ïîòîêîì êðóãîâèì,

Ùî ðàäóâàëî é ãð³ëî âîäíî÷àñ.

Ãîäèí ³ äí³â íåñòðèìàíèé ïîò³ê

Íåñå ë³òà ó êðóãîâåðòü çàâ³é.

Äå ëèñò îïàâ – çàñòèã â äåðåâàõ ñ³ê.

Çåìëÿ äð³ìà, ³ á³ëèé ïëàù íà í³é.

Ëèø êâ³òíó÷³ òðîÿíäè çàïàøí³,

Ëåòþ÷³ â’ÿçí³, ñõîâàí³ ó ñêëî,

Íàãàäóþòü – ùå é ÿê! – â ìîðîçí³ äí³,

Ùî òåïëå ë³òî âñå-òàêè áóëî.

Êâ³òêè çãóáèëè ïèøí³ ïåëþñòêè.

ßñà äóø³ çîñòàëàñü – íà â³êè.
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Sonnet 6

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface

In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill'd:

Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place

With beauty's treasure ere it be self-kill'd.

That use is not forbidden usury,

Which happies those that pay the willing loan;

That's for thyself to breed another thee,

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one;

Ten times thyself were happier than thou art,

If ten of thine ten times refigured thee:

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart,

Leaving thee living in posterity?

Be not self-will'd, for thou art much too fair

To be death's conquest and make worms thine heir.

Ñîíåò 6

Äèâèñü: ìîâ ë³ä, õîëîäíà ³ êðèõêà,

Çèìà äî òåáå íèøêîì äîáåðåòüñÿ.

Õî÷ äóõ âåñíè, ìîâ þíîñò³ ð³êà,

Äçâåíèòü íà äí³ íåâ’ÿíó÷îãî ñåðöÿ.

Íåìîâ ëþäèíà, âí³ñøè ö³ííèé âêëàä,

Îòðèìóºø íåçì³ðÿí³ â³äñîòêè.

Òà â þí³ñòü ïîâåðíóòèñü áè íàçàä,

Â³ä÷óâøè çàäîâîëåííÿ âèñîêå.

Òè æèòèìåø íà ñâ³ò³ ùå íå ðàç,

Ïðîäîâæåííÿ ó ä³òÿõ çíîâ îáðàâøè.

² ç òîãî áóäåø ãîðäèé ïîâñÿê÷àñ,

Ùî ñìåðòü ñâîþ ïåðåáîðîâ íàçàâøå.

Òè – ùåäðî îáäàðîâàíèé ñóäüáîþ,

Òà äîñêîíàë³ñòü íå ïîìðå ç òîáîþ.
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Sonnet 7

Lo in the orient when the gracious light

Lifts up his burning head, each under eye

Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,

Serving with looks his sacred majesty;

And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly hill,

Resembling strong youth in his middle age,

Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,

Attending on his golden pilgrimage;

But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,

The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are

From his low tract, and look another way:

So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon,

Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son.

Ñîíåò 7

Ìàëþê-ñâ³òàíîê ï³ä³éìà, ëåäü ñâ³ò,

Ïàëàþ÷ó ãîë³âêó. Ñí³ï. ªñòâî.

² âñå, ùî äèõà, ÿâíî øëå ïðèâ³ò,

Çóñòð³âøè ïðîìåíèñòå áîæåñòâî.

Êîëè ñâ³òèëî â ïîëóäíåâèé ÷àñ

Â çåí³ò³ ñèë íàä íàìè ïðîë³òà,

Ðàä³º âñå æèâå íàâêîëî íàñ –

Òî ñâ³òèòü êîë³ñíèöÿ çîëîòà.

ßê ñîíöå, ñâ³é çàâåðøóþ÷è êðóã,

Ñõîâà çà íåáîêðàé íåõèòðèé á³ã,

Òüìà øàíóâàëüíèê³â éîãî ³ ñëóã

Çîðÿòü î÷èìà â ïðîòèëåæíèé á³ê. 

Ñâîãî äàé ñèíà. Ìîâáè ïòàøåíÿ,

Â³í ñòð³íå ñîíöå çàâòðàøíüîãî äíÿ.
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Sonnet 8

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

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:

Why lovest thou that which thou receiv'st not gladly,

Or else receiv'st with pleasure thine annoy?

If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,

By unions married, do offend thine ear,

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds

In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.

Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,

Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,

Resembling sire and child and happy mother

Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing;

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,

Sings this to thee, 'Thou single wilt prove none'.

Ñîíåò 8

Òè – ìóçèêà. Íàòóðà ìóçèêàëüíà

Íåçðîçóì³ëèé ñìóòîê âèäàº.

×îìóñü íàé÷óäîòâîðí³øèì êîõàííÿì

Æèòòÿ íå ïåðåïîâíèëîñü òâîº.

×è, ìîæå, â òîìó – òàºìíèöÿ ìóêè,

² â ïîãëÿäàõ çàæóðè º ïå÷àòü,

Ùî âèð³âíÿí³, âèñòðàæäàí³ çâóêè,

ßê äîê³ð óñàì³òíåííþ, çâó÷àòü.

Ïðèñëóõàéñÿ, ÿê çëàãîäæåí³ ñòðóíè

Âèâîäÿòü í³æíî ãîëîñè ñâî¿,

Íåìîâáè ìàòè, áàòüêî, õëîïåöü þíèé

Ñï³âàþòü ðàçîì, í³áè ñîëîâ’¿.

Â îðêåñòð³ íîòè ïðîçâó÷àòü â³äâåðò³:

Ùî îäèíîêèé øëÿõ – òîòîæíèé ñìåðò³.



38

Sonnet 9

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye

That thou consumest thy self in single life?

Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die,

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife;

The world will be thy widow and still weep

That thou no form of thee hast left behind,

When every private widow well may keep

By children's eyes her husband's shape in mind.

Look what an unthrift in the world doth spend

Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;

But beauty's waste hath in the world an end,

And kept unused, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits

That on himself such murd'rous shame commits.

Ñîíåò 9

Íàïåâíî, áîÿ÷èñü âäîâèíèõ ñë³ç,

Òè íå çâ’ÿçàâ í³ ç êèì ñåáå êîõàííÿì.

ßê ôàòóì ãð³çíèé áè òåáå â³äí³ñ,

Ïðèíèøê áè ñâ³ò â æàëîá³ ñïîçàðàííÿ.

Â ñâî¿é äèòèí³ êèíóòà âäîâà

Çíàõîäèòü ðàä³ñòü, âò³õó íåâ³ä’ºìíó.

À òè ãîòîâèé ò³ëüêè íà ñëîâàõ

Ïðîäîâæèòèñü ó ñèíîâ³ ñâîºìó.

Çàëèøèø, ñìåðòíèé, íà÷å êðóò³¿,

Áàãàòñòâî, ùî íàáóâ, íåìîâ ïîëîâó.

Êðàñà. Çíèêàþòü âæå ñë³äè ¿¿,

Òà é íå ïîâåðíåø ìîëîäîñò³ çíîâó.

² òîé, õòî çðàäæóº ñåáå, ñâÿòîãî,

Íå ëþáèòü â öüîìó ñâ³ò³ á³ëüø í³êîãî.
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Sonnet 10

For shame! deny that thou bear'st love to any,

Who for thy self art so unprovident.

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,

But that thou none lov'st is most evident;

For thou art so possess'd with murderous hate

That 'gainst thy self thou stick'st not to conspire,

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate

Which to repair should be thy chief desire.

O change thy thought, that I may change my mind:

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?

Be as thy presence is gracious and kind,

Or to thy self at least kind-hearted prove:

Make thee an other self for love of me,

That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

Ñîíåò 10

Ïðèçíàéñü, ÿê íà äóõó: êîãî êîõàºø?

Òè äîáðå çíàºø: ëþáëÿòü âñ³ òåáå.

Âñþ þíó ì³öü áåçäóìíî âèòðà÷àºø,

Æèâåø, ÿê ìàðíîòðàòíèê, ³ òåïåð...

Â ñîá³ ñàìîìó, ëþòèé, ìèëèé âðàæå,

Òè ðîçä³ëÿºø ëàñêè ñêóïî âñ³ì.

Íå îáíîâëÿºø çîâñ³ì ³ íå âàæèø

Ðîäèííèé ñïàäîê, ñâ³é ÷óäîâèé ä³ì.

Áóäü êðàñåíåì ïàëêèì íå ò³ëüêè çîâí³,

Õðàíè ïîðîçóì³ííÿ ñâ³òó ãðàíü.

Íå ìó÷ ìåíå é ñåáå â ñóìí³ì áåçñîíí³,

Ùåäð³øèì ³ äîáð³øèì, äðóæå, ñòàíü.

Êðàñà òâîÿ, ùî ñõîæà íà ïîåìó,

Õàé â³ê æèâå ó ñèíîâ³ òâîºìó.
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Sonnet 11

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow'st

In one of thine, from that which thou departest;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow'st,

Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest,

Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase;

Without this, folly, age, and cold decay:

If all were minded so, the times should cease

And threescore year would make the world away.

Let those whom nature hath not made for store,

Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish:

Look whom she best endow'd, she gave the more,

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:

She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby

Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.

Ñîíåò 11

Ñòàð³ºì õóòêî ìè, ÿê ³ ðîñòåì,

Ïðîäîâæóºìî ð³ä ñâ³é ó íàùàäêó.

² ïîêîë³ííÿ – ñâ³æå, ìîëîäå – 

Òàê ñàìî ðîçïî÷íå æèòòÿ ñïî÷àòêó.

Òàêèé çàêîí êðàñè. Áî ùå â ³ìë³

Íàì ñîíöå â íåá³ ùèðî çàñâ³òàëî.

Êîëè á ä³òåé íå ñòàëî íà çåìë³,

Òî ñâ³ò áè ùåç, ïðîæèâøè äóæå ìàëî.

Õòîñü áóâ ë³íèâèé, ïîò³ì ñòàâ ñòàðèé,

Áåçëèêî ³ñíóâàâ ³ íåïîðÿäíî.

À òè êîëèñü òàê³ ä³ñòàâ äàðè,

Ùî ïîâåðíóòè ìàºø ìíîãîêðàòíî.

Ìàéñòåðíî ñêîíñòðóéîâàíà ïå÷àòå!

Ïîðà é òîá³ ñâ³é â³äòèñê ðîçïî÷àòè.
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Sonnet 12

When I do count the clock that tells the time,

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;

When I behold the violet past prime,

And sable curls all silver'd o'er with white;

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,

And summer's green all girded up in sheaves

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,

Then of thy beauty do I question make,

That thou among the wastes of time must go,

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake

And die as fast as they see others grow;

And nothing 'gainst time's scythe can make defence

Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.

Ñîíåò 12

Êîëè ãîäèííèê ï³çí³é ÷àñ ïðîá’º

² í³÷ çàâëàäàðþº íàâêðóãè,

Ô³àëêà ñõèëèòü ùå ñòåáëî ñâîº,

² ñêðîí³ âêðèþòü ñèâèíè ñí³ãè.

ßê â³òåð ëèñòÿ ðâå ³ç ïîâíèõ êðîí,

Ùî ïðèõèñòêîì ñëóæèëè äëÿ êîð³â,

Êîëè çàñòàíó äðóãà ïîõîðîí,

Êîòðèé ïîìåð, ÿê ò³ëüêè çàõâîð³â, –

ß äóìàþ ïðî êó÷åð³ òâî¿:

Êîëèñü ¿ì äîâåäåòüñÿ îäöâ³ñòè,

Ìîâ êâ³òàì ã³ð, ïàñîâèù òà ãà¿â,

Äå áóäå çãîäîì ùîñü íîâå ðîñòè.

Íàðîäæóé ñèíà. Ïîì³æ ãð³çíèõ çèì.

Õî÷ ñï³ëêóâàòèñü ïîò³ì áóäå ç êèì.
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Sonnet 13

O that you were your self; but love you are

No longer yours, than you your self here live:

Against this coming end you should prepare,

And your sweet semblance to some other give.

So should that beauty which you hold in lease

Find no determination; then you were

Your self again, after your self's decease,

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,

Which husbandry in honour might uphold

Against the stormy gusts of winter's day

And barren rage of death's eternal cold?

O, none but unthrifts, dear my love, you know,

You had a father, let your son say so.

Ñîíåò 13

Íå çì³íþéñÿ, à áóäü òàêèì, ÿê º,

Æèâè â ñîá³ ñàìîìó, íà÷å ä³ì.

Êîëè æèòòÿ çàê³í÷èòüñÿ òâîº,

Õàé áóäå õòîñü ïðîäîâæåííÿì òâî¿ì.

Íà âèçíà÷åíèé òåðì³í Áîã äàâ äåíü

É êðàñó – òîá³ òà êîæíîìó ³ç íàñ.

Òîæ õàé çà ïðàâîì âñå öå ïåðåéäå 

Òâîºìó ñïàäêîºìöþ â ³íøèé ÷àñ.

Â òóðáîòëèâèõ ðóêàõ äîáðîòíèé ä³ì

Íå çàäðèæèòü ï³ä íàòèñêîì çèìè.

Í³êîëè õàé íå çàïàíóº â í³ì

Çëèé ïîäèõ ñìåðò³, õîëîäó, ï³òüìè.

Çàâåðøèòüñÿ ïîðà æèòòºâèõ áóð,

² ñêàæå ñèí: «Ó ìåíå áàòüêî áóâ».
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Sonnet 14

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck,

And yet methinks I have astronomy,

But not to tell of good or evil luck,

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons' quality;

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,

Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind,

Or say with princes if it shall go well,

By oft predict that I in heaven find:

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,

And, constant stars, in them I read such art

As truth and beauty shall together thrive,

If from thy self to store thou wouldst convert;

Or else of thee this I prognosticate:

Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and date.

Ñîíåò 14

Íå ïî ç³ðêàõ ÿ äîëþ ïðîâ³ùàþ.

Íàóêà íå ï³äêàçóº ìåí³,

ßê³ ç íèõ ïåðåäóþòü óðîæàþ,

×óì³, ïîæåæ³, ãîëîäó, â³éí³.

Ñóäèòè íå áåðóñü, ùî ïðî ïîãîäó

Çèìîþ, ë³òîì çíàº êàëåíäàð.

Âíî÷³ íå âèçíà÷àâ ïî íåáîçâîäó – 

Â ÷è¿ì êðàþ, ÷è äîáðèé áóäå öàð.

Òà áà÷ó ÿ â î÷àõ òâî¿õ íàä³þ,

² íàâ³òü çîð³ âêàçóþòü íà òå,

Ùî ïðàâäà ³ êðàñà óäâîõ çóì³þòü

Ïðîäîâæèòè â ñèíàõ æèòòÿ ñâÿòå.

À ÿêùî – í³, òî – â ÿì³, ï³ä ïëèòîþ,

Ïîãàñíóòü ïðàâäà ³ êðàñà ç òîáîþ.
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Sonnet 15

When I consider every thing that grows

Holds in perfection but a little moment,

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;

When I perceive that men as plants increase,

Cheered and cheque'd even by the self-same sky,

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,

And wear their brave state out of memory;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,

Where wasteful time debateth with decay,

To change your day of youth to sullied night;

And all in war with Time for love of you,

As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

Ñîíåò 15

Êîëè ïîäóìàþ, ùî ìèòü ºäèíà

Ðîçìåæóâàëà â’ÿíåííÿ ³ ð³ñò,

Ùî ñâ³ò öåé íåçáàãíåííèé, ìîâ êàðòèíà,

Ñóç³ð’ÿìè ôîðìóº ÷àñ, ðóõ, çì³ñò.

Ùî íàñ, ðîñëèí, òåíä³òíèõ ïîëîíÿíîê,

Âèðîùóþòü ³ ãóáëÿòü íåáåñà,

Ùî þí³ñòü æèâèòü ñîêîì íàñ âåñíÿíèì,

Òà ñèëà â’ÿíå, ñîõíå, ÿê ðîñà.

Òâîºþ ò³øóñü, ìîâ ä³â÷à, âåñíîþ.

Êðàñà ï’ÿíêà çàõîïëþº ìåíå.

Òà ãð³çíèé ÷àñ ï³äñòóïíî éäå â³éíîþ,

Íåâ³äâîðîòíî òåìðÿâó æåíå.

Õàé â³ðø ì³é äîïîìîæå õî÷ ó ñëîâ³

Äí³ ïîíîâèòè âñ³ òâî¿ ÷óäîâ³.
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Sonnet 16

But wherefore do not you a mightier way

Make war upon this bloody tyrant time,

And fortify your self in your decay

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?

Now stand you on the top of happy hours,

And many maiden gardens yet unset

With virtuous wish would bear you living flowers,

Much liker than your painted counterfeit:

So should the lines of life that life repair,

Which this (Time's pencil or my pupil pen)

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair

Can make you live your self in eyes of men.

To give away your self keeps your self still,

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.

Ñîíåò 16

Àëå ÿê ÷àñ â÷èíèâ äëÿ íàñ îáëîãó,

Ìè â ðîçêâ³ò³ ñâîºìó ãèíåì á³ëüø.

Íàâ³ùî çãóá³ òè äàºø äîðîãó,

ßê ì³é í³ê÷åìíèé ³ áåçïë³äíèé â³ðø?

Òè óñï³õ³â äîñÿã â æèòò³ çåìíîìó.

Áàãàòî þíèõ, ñòðèìàíèõ ñåðäåöü

Òîá³ ñêîðèòèñü ïðàãíóòü, ìîëîäîìó,

ßê ìàéñòðîâ³ ð³çåöü ÷è îë³âåöü.

Æèòòÿ. Âîíî íå ìèëóº í³êîãî – 

Í³ ãóëüòÿ¿â, í³ ëåæí³â, í³ ðîççÿâ.

Îò çàêîõàéñÿ – æèòèìåø íå ñòðîãî,

ßê îë³âåöü, ÿêîãî â ðóêè âçÿâ.

Â³ääàâøèñÿ ëþáîâ³ ñïðàâæí³é íèí³,

Â íîâîìó òâîð³ æèòèìåø – â ëþäèí³.
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Sonnet 17

Who will believe my verse in time to come

If it were fill'd with your most high deserts?

Though yet heaven knows it is but as a tomb

Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.

If I could write the beauty of your eyes

And in fresh numbers number all your graces,

The age to come would say, 'This poet lies,

Such heavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly faces.'

So should my papers (yellow'd with their age)

Be scorn'd, like old men of less truth than tongue,

And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage

And stretched metre of an antique song:

But were some child of yours alive that time,

You should live Twice in it, and in my rhyme.

Ñîíåò 17

ßêèé áî ÷àð³âíèé, öíîòëèâèé òè!

Ç òâî¿õ ÷åñíîò ÿ â³ðø ïî÷íó â’ÿçàòè.

Îñü íàäïèñ íàäìîãèëüíî¿ ïëèòè.

×è çìîæå â³í ùîñü ëþäÿì ðîçêàçàòè?

Íàìàëþâàòè ñïðîáóþ ïîðòðåò,

Ùîá â³äòâîðèòè â íüîìó ëèê ÷óäåñíèé.

Íàùàäîê ñêàæå: «Çàáðåõàâñü ïîåò,

Îáëè÷÷þ äàâøè êîëîðèò íåáåñíèé».

Â³äêèíå ãåòü ïîæîâêë³ ñòîð³íêè,

Íàõìóðèòüñÿ, ùå é âèñì³º ðàïòîâî,

Ùå é äîêîðîì, ñóâîðèì ³ ã³ðêèì,

ßê îïîíåíò, íàêðèº êîæíå ñëîâî.

ßêáè òâ³é ñèí ä³æäàâñÿ öèõ ïîä³é,

Òè æèâ áè â í³ì, ÿê ³ â ñòðîô³ ìî¿é.
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Sonnet 18

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer's lease hath all too short a date;

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd,

And every fair from fair some-time declines,

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,

Nor shall death brag thou wander'st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st:

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

Ñîíåò 18

Òåáå í³ ç êèì íå ñïëóòàºø â ö³ äí³,

Òè – ³äåàë, ùî ëþáëÿòü âñ³, ï³çíàâøè.

Ëàìàº áóðÿ êâ³òè âåñíÿí³.

Òàêîæ íåäîâãîâ³÷íå é ë³òî íàøå.

Òî ñîíöå î÷³ íàì çàñë³ïèòü âðàç,

Òî íåáîì õìàðíèì áðèçêàº íåãîäà...

Ãîëóáèòü, í³æèòü, íåïîêî¿òü íàñ

Ðÿñíà ñâî¿ìè ïðèìõàìè ïîãîäà.

Òè – ïîâåí ñèëè, ïàõîù³â, ñòðåìë³íü,

Òîáîþ êâ³òíóòü ñîíÿõè ñîíåòà.

Òåáå íå çàõîâàº ñìåðòíà ò³íü

Ó ïðèõèñòêó â³ê³â – ðÿäêàõ ïîåòà.

Ñåðåä æèâèõ ïîñåëèøñÿ íàâ³êè,

Äîïîêè ëþäñòâî íå ç³ìêíå ïîâ³êè.
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Sonnet 19

Devouring time, blunt thou the lion's paws,

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce Tiger's jaws,

And burn the long-liv'd Phoenix in her blood;

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleet'st,

And do whate'er thou wilt, swift footed time,

To the wide world and all her fading sweets;

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:

O carve not with thy hours my love's fair brow,

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;

Him in thy course untainted do allow

For beauty's pattern to succeeding men.

Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,

My love shall in my verse ever live young.

Ñîíåò 19

Çàâäàé âñ³ì ëåâàì ïàí³êè ³ ñòðàõó,

Ðâè òèãðàì ³êëà òàê, ùîá êðîâ òåêëà.

Ç³òðè ó ïðàõ óñå, ùî âèéøëî ç ïðàõó,

² Ôåí³êñà â êðîâ³ ñïàëè äîòëà.

Çèìîþ, ë³òîì áóäü, àáî âåñíîþ,

Ç³ ñë³ç ðîáè óñì³øêó, ç ïëà÷ó – ñì³õ.

Ç ëþäüìè òâîðè – ùî õî÷åø, ÿê ç³ ìíîþ,

Îäèí òîá³ çàáîðîíÿþ ãð³õ:

Îáëè÷÷ÿ þíå äðóãà äîðîãîãî

Äî çìîðøîê íå äîâîäü òóïèì ð³çöåì.

Íåõàé ïðåêðàñí³ ðèñè, ùî º â íüîãî,

Ïîñëóæàòü ³ â ìàéáóòíüîìó âç³ðöåì.

À ÿê ó çìîðøêè äðóãà âáåðåø òè, –

Ì³é â³ðø éîãî çóì³º âáåðåãòè.
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Sonnet 20

A woman's face with nature's own hand painted

Hast thou, the Master-Mistress of my passion;

A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted

With shifting change, as is false women's fashion;

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;

A man in hue all Hues in his controlling,

Which steals men's eyes and women's souls amazeth.

And for a woman wert thou first created,

Till nature as she wrought thee fell a-doting,

And by addition me of thee defeated,

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.

But since she prick'd thee out for women's pleasure,

Mine be thy love and thy love's use their treasure.

Ñîíåò 20

Íåíà÷å æ³íêà, í³æíà ³ âðîäëèâà,

À âäà÷ó ìàºø ÷îëîâ³÷ó òè.

Ñåðäåöü âëàäèêî, áàâèøñÿ ãðàéëèâî,

Áåíòåæíî¿ ñÿãíóâøè âèñîòè!

Äóøà òâîÿ â áàãàòîëþäí³ì âèð³,

ßê ñÿéâî çîëîòèñòå ì³æ â³ê³â.

Áî ïîãëÿäè, ïðîíèêëèâ³ òà ùèð³,

Õâèëþþòü ³ ä³â÷àò, ³ þíàê³â.

Òåáå ïðèðîäà ì³òèëà â ä³âîöòâî,

Çäðóæèëà é ùîéíî ðîç’ºäíàëà íàñ.

Ñòð³ìêèì îáäàðóâàëà ïàðóáîöòâîì,

Àáè æ³íîê ïðèâàáëþâàâ âñÿê÷àñ.

×óæîìó é ñâîìó íå çàøêîäü çäîðîâ’þ,

Íåìîâ ïðîðîê – ç ëþäüìè ä³ëèñü ëþáîâ’þ.
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Sonnet 21

So is it not with me as with that Muse,

Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse,

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse,

Making a couplement of proud compare

With sun and moon, with earth and sea's rich gems,

With April's first born flowers, and all things rare

That heaven's air in this huge rondure hems.

O let me true in love but truly write,

And then believe me, my love is as fair

As any mother's child, though not so bright

As those gold candles fix'd in heaven's air:

Let them say more that like of hearsay well;

I will not praise that purpose not to sell.

Ñîíåò 21

Íå îäîïèñåöü ÿ, íå â³ðøîìàç,

Ëàñêàâèõ äàì íå óáëàæàâ äîâ³ð’ÿì.

Íå äàðóâàâ, òðàïëÿëîñü õî÷ íå ðàç,

ßñêðàâèé ì³ñÿöü ¿ì, à ùå – ñóç³ð’ÿ.

Íåõàé ñîá³ çìàãàþòüñÿ ìèòö³,

ßê º â ìåòàôîðè÷íîñò³ ïîòðåáà.

Õàé ä³ñòàþòü ³ ïîäàþòü â ðóö³ –

Ïåðëèíè âñ³õ ìîð³â, çåìë³ òà íåáà.

Â ÷óòòÿõ ³ â ñëîâ³ íå òåðïëþ áðåõí³, 

² ïðàâäè íå õîâàþ ï³ä çàáðàëà.

Êðàñóíÿ ìèëà – äîðîãà ìåí³,

Â³ä ìàìè êðîâ ùå ç ìîëîêîì ââ³áðàëà.

Ëþáîâ ìîÿ – áàëüçàì, ïðîòå – íå êðàì,

² ÿ ¿¿ í³êîìó íå ïðîäàì.
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Sonnet 22

My glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date,

But when in thee time's furrows I behold,

Then look I death my days should expiate.

For all that beauty that doth cover thee

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me.

How can I then be elder than thou art?

O therefore love be of thy self so wary

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

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill:

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;

Thou gav'st me thine, not to give back again.

Ñîíåò 22

Îáìàí äçåðêàë! Íåâæå ñòàðèì ÿ º?

Ìè æ ä³ëèìîñÿ þí³ñòþ ç òîáîþ.

ßê ÷àñ ïðîáîðîçíèòü ÷îëî òâîº,

Çíîâ áóäó ïåðåìîæåíèé þðáîþ.

ßê â äçåðêàëî, âäèâëÿþñü â îáðàç òâ³é,

Òî í³áè ìîëîä³þ, íå ñòàð³þ.

Ëîâëþ òâ³é ç³ð ç-ï³ä ÷îðíèõ áð³â òà â³é,

Âèêîõóþ÷è â ñåðö³ äàâíþ ìð³þ.

Àáè äî ïîñëóã âäàòèñÿ ìåí³,

Ñåáå ñòàðàºøñÿ îáåð³ãàòè.

² ÿ ãîòîâèé â ö³ ëóêàâ³ äí³

Ïðî òåáå äáàòè, íà÷å ð³äíà ìàòè.

Ñåðöÿ â íàñ òë³íí³, îä æèòòÿ çåìíîãî,

Òâîº ïîìðå – íå ñòàíå ³ ìîéîãî.
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Sonnet 23

As an unperfect actor on the stage

Who with his fear is put beside his part,

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,

Whose strength's abundance weakens his own heart;

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

The perfect ceremony of love's rite,

And in mine own love's strength seem to decay,

O'ercharged with burden of mine own love's might:

O let my books be then the eloquence

And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,

Who plead for love, and look for recompense,

More than that tongue that more hath more express'd.

O learn to read what silent love hath writ:

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.

Ñîíåò 23

Íåìîâ àêòîð, ùî ðàïòîì îí³ì³â,

Íå âòðèìàâ íèòêè âèâ÷åíî¿ ðîë³.

Ìîâ þðîäèâåöü, êèíóòèé ó ãí³â,

Ó áóéñòâ³ ïðàãíå çáèòê³â ìèìîâîë³.

Òàê ÿ ìîâ÷ó, âóñòà ìî¿ ìîâ÷àòü,

Ñï³òêíóâøèñü íà ðîçïå÷åíîìó ñëîâ³.

Ñòóëèëà íàñ íåâèäèìà ïå÷àòü

Áåçìåæíî¿ òà â³ðíî¿ ëþáîâ³.

Íåõàé ãîâîðÿòü Êíèãè ñòîð³íêè,

Òîä³ ÿê ðîçïî÷íåø ¿¿ ÷èòàòè.

Ç ìî¿ì ç³çíàííÿì ñåðöÿ, âñ³ â³êè

Áåçìîâíî çáåð³ãàòèìóòü öèòàòè.

Ñëîâà ëþáîâ³ – â êíèæå÷ö³ í³ì³é,

Î÷èìà ÷è ïî÷óºø ãîëîñ ì³é?
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Sonnet 24

Mine eye hath play'd the painter and hath steel'd

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.

Ñîíåò 24

Õóäîæí³ì îêîì ïðîáóþ íåñì³ëî

Íàìàëþâàòè ëèê, ùî Áîã ñòâîðèâ.

ª ðàìîþ äëÿ òåáå ìîº ò³ëî – 

² öå îäíà ç ìèñòåöüêèõ ïåðñïåêòèâ.

Òâîðèòè – äàâíÿ çâè÷êà íåçë³÷èìà,

Êð³çü ìàéñòðà âèäíî òâîð÷³ñòü éîãî ðóê.

ßñíèìè ïåðåõîïëþºø î÷èìà

Ò³ñíó ðîá³òíþ òà é óñå äîâêðóã.

Êîëè ìàëþþ – ìîâ îáíÿòèé ðàºì,

Â íàñ î÷³ – äðóæí³. Ðàä³ñíî ñòàº:

Ïàëàõêîòþ÷èì ñîíöåì çàçèðàº

Â ìîþ ìàéñòåðíþ îêî çíîâ òâîº.

Íà æàëü, ïîáà÷èòè ÷åðåç â³êíî

Íå ìîæó ñåðöÿ òâîãî âæå äàâíî.
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Sonnet 25

Let those who are in favour with their stars

Of public honour and proud titles boast,

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

Unlook'd for joy in that I honour most.

Great princes' favourites their fair leaves spread

But as the marigold at the sun's eye,

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foil'd,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toil'd:

Then happy I that love and am beloved,

Where I may not remove nor be removed.

Ñîíåò 25

Íàéêðàù³ çîð³ ïîñïðèÿëè òèì,

Õòî çäîáóâàâ äëÿ ñåáå âëàäó, ñëàâó.

Ìåí³ ñóäèëîñü áóòè ðÿäîâèì,

Óñïàäêóâàòè ìèë³ñòü íåëóêàâó.

Â ïðèäâîðíèõ ÷âàðàõ, â³ä îáìîâ, îáðàç –

² ôàâîðèòè êîòÿòüñÿ äîäîëó.

Îòàê áåç ñîíöÿ ãèíå ñîíÿõ âðàç,

Óëþáëåíåöü íåáåñíîãî ïðåñòîëó.

Êîëè îñòàíí³ ïðîãðàþòü áî¿

Çâèòÿæí³ ïîëêîâîäö³, ìîâáè ëåâè, –

Âòðà÷àþòü îðäåíè é ÷èíè ñâî¿,

Çíåâàãó ä³ñòàþòü îä êîðîëåâè.

Ìî¿ çäîáóòêè ð³äê³ñí³ é âàãîì³ – 

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ, îï³êà é øàíà â äîì³.

`

`
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Sonnet 26

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage

Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit;

To thee I send this written ambassage,

To witness duty, not to show my wit:

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine

May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it;

But that I hope some good conceit of thine

In thy soul's thought (all naked) will bestow it:

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving

Points on me graciously with fair aspect

And puts apparel on my tattered loving,

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect:

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee,

Till then not show my head where thou mayst prove me.

Ñîíåò 26

Âëàäèêî ì³é, íåìîâáè êîðîëþ,

Ùî âàðòèé øàíè, ïî÷åñòåé, ëþáîâ³, –

Òîá³ ïîñëàííÿ ïèñàíå ÿ øëþ,

Íå â êðàñíîìîâí³ì, àëå â ùèð³ì, ñëîâ³.

Òîá³ çíàéòè íå çì³ã ÿ ïèøíèõ ñë³â,

Íå ò³ëüêè ¿ì – ñîá³ ÿ íå íàëåæó.

Ïðèéìè, âäÿãíè ìî¿õ íàãèõ ïîñë³â

Â óÿâó, ùî ïîñëóæèòü çà îäåæó.

Êîëè ç íåáåñ ÿñíèé ×óìàöüêèé Øëÿõ

Äëÿ ìåíå ñòåæêîþ çíåíàöüêà ãðÿíå –

Íà íåâ³äîìèõ ëóêàõ ³ ïîëÿõ

Çàñÿº çíîâ æèòòÿ áàãàòîãðàííå.

Ëþáîâ, ìîâ ëèñò, ÿ ðîçãîðíó òîä³,

À ïîêè ùî ¿¿ òàþ â òîá³. 



57

Sonnet 27

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,

The dear respose for limbs with travel tired,

But then begins a journey in my head

To work my mind, when body's work's expired.

For then my thoughts (from far where I abide) 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,

Looking on darkness which the blind do see,

Save that my soul's imaginary sight

Presents their shadow to my sightless view,

Which like a jewel (hung in ghastly night)

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.

Lo thus by day my limbs, by night my mind

For thee and for myself no quiet find.

Ñîíåò 27

Í³ÿê ó ë³æêó, â òèø³, íå çàñíó,

Õî÷ íàòðóäèâñÿ ÿ çà ö³ëó äíèíó.

Íåìîâ ìåòåëèê – â ñîíÿ÷íó âåñíó,

Ó ñíàõ ³ ìð³ÿõ çíîâ äî òåáå ëèíó.

×óòòÿ ³ äóìè â ïóòü ìåíå æåíóòü –

Äî òåáå ðâóñÿ ñåðöåì ï³ë³ãðèìà,

² òà äîðîãà, òà ìàíëèâà ïóòü,

Ìåí³, ñë³ïîìó, – äîêîíå÷íî çðèìà.

Ñóìóþ âäåíü, êîëè òåáå íåìà,

Ñëîâà ïåðåâäÿãàþ â òåïëó îä³æ.

Äëÿ ìåíå ùàñòÿì ðîáèòüñÿ ï³òüìà,

Êîëè òè ç íåþ íåïîì³òíî âõîäèø.

Ñâîþ ëþáîâ, ³ ìð³¿, é äóìè ò³

Íàâ³êè çáåðåæó ÿ ó ïóò³.   
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Sonnet 28

How can I then return in happy plight

That am debarred the benefit of rest?

When day's oppression is not eased by night,

But day by night and night by day oppress'd,

And each (though enemies to either's reign)

Do in consent shake hands to torture me,

The one by toil, the other to complain

How far I toil, still farther off from thee.

I tell the day to please him thou art bright,

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven;

So flatter I the swart complexion'd night,

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild'st the even.

But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,

And night doth nightly make grief's length seem stronger.

Ñîíåò 28

Íåìà ñïî÷èíêó äëÿ áåçñîííèõ â³÷,

ßêîþ âòîìà íå áóëà á òÿæêîþ.

Íà çì³íó äíþ ³äå ïðèìàðíà í³÷ –

Òðèâîãà äíÿ ç í³ìîãî íåñïîêîþ.

² äåíü, ³ í³÷ çäðóæèëèñÿ íåìîâ,

ßê õì³ëü, ïåðåïëåëèñÿ ¿õí³ ðóêè.

Ïðàöþþ âäåíü, çóñòð³íóâøè ëþáîâ,

À â äîâãó í³÷ ñòðàæäàþ îä ðîçëóêè.

Êîëè ñâ³òàíîê òåìðÿâó ÷óæó

Â³äñóíå ãåòü, ìîâ àíãåë íà ñòîðîæ³,

Ñìàãëÿâ³é íî÷³ ÿ òîä³ ñêàæó,

Ùî ñîíöå é íåáî ëèø íà òåáå ñõîæ³.

Çäàþòüñÿ âàæ÷èìè íàñòóïí³ äí³,

À íî÷³ çíîâ – ïîõìóð³ ³ ñóìí³.
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Sonnet 29

When in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd,

Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee, and then my state

(Like to the lark at break of day arising)

From sullen earth sings hymns at heaven's gate;

For thy sweet love rememb'red such wealth brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

Ñîíåò 29

Êîëè ç ñîáîþ é ñâ³òîì íå â ëàäó,

Çãàäàâøè ÷àñ ëèõèõ íåçãîä ³ á³ä,

Ç ìîëèòâîþ áåçïë³äíîþ âïàäó,

Òóðáóþ÷è áàéäóæèé íåáîçâ³ä.

Íà äîëþ òèõî ñêàðæóñÿ ìîþ – 

² ïîì³íÿòèñü íåþ õî÷ó ç òèì,

Õòî á³ëüøå âñòèã â ìèñòåöòâ³, í³æ â áîþ,

Õòî â³ê ïðîæèâ ç êîõàííÿì íåïðîñòèì.

Òîä³ òåáå ïðèãàäóþ, ïîâ³ð!

Òàê ìàëîäóøí³ñòü ÿ ñâîþ êëÿíó.

Ìîâ æàéâ³ð, äîë³ çë³é íàïåðåê³ð,

Ìîÿ äóøà äîëàº âèøèíó.

Òà ïðîì³íÿòè á, äðóæå, íå ïîñì³â

Òâîþ ëþáîâ íà øàíó êîðîë³â.
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Sonnet 30

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste;

Then can I drown an eye (unused to flow)

For precious friends hid in death's dateless night,

And weep afresh love's long since cancell'd woe,

And moan th' expense of many a vanish'd sight;

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,

And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er

The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,

Which I new pay as if not paid before:

But if the while I think on thee (dear friend)

All losses are restored, and sorrows end.

Ñîíåò 30

Êîëè íà ñóä áåçìîâíèõ òàéíèõ äóì

ß âèêëèêàþ ñïîìèíè ùåìëèâ³,

Òî â³ä÷óâàþ âòðàòè, á³ëü ³ ñóì,

Íåìîâáè ìîêíó íà òðàâíåâ³é çëèâ³.

Ç î÷åé ìî¿õ òå÷å ñîëîíà ñëèçü,

Êîëè ñõèëÿþñü, äå áàòüê³â ìîãèëè,

Çîâó ëþáîâ îòó, ùî çâàâ êîëèñü,

² êëè÷ó âñå, ùî ð³äíå, ëþáå, ìèëå.

Âåäó ñóìíèé ðàõóíîê âòðàòàì òèì,

Íîâèõ óòðàò æàõàþñÿ ùå á³ëüøå.

Ö³íîþ æ äîðîãîþ ¿ì ïëàòèâ,

Ïëà÷ó çäîðîâ’ÿì ³ æèòòÿì, ³ â³ðøåì.

Íåâìåðëèé ð³ä çíàõîäæó ó òîá³,

Òîìó ³ âäÿ÷íèé Áîãó òà ñóäüá³.



61

Sonnet 31

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

Which I by lacking have supposed dead,

And there reigns Love, and all Love's loving parts,

And all those friends which I thought buried.

How many a holy and obsequious tear

Hath dear religious love stol'n from mine eye

As interest of the dead, which now appear

But things removed that hidden in thee lie.

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,

Who all their parts of me to thee did give,

That due of many now is thine alone.

Their images I loved, I view in thee,

And thou (all they) hast all the all of me.

Ñîíåò 31

Î, ï³ä ãðóäüìè – òâîº ñåðöåáèòòÿ,

Êîòðå ââàæàâ óñîïøèì ó ìîãèë³.

Ó ðèñàõ ìîëîäèõ òâîãî æèòòÿ

Îáëè÷÷ÿ áà÷ó – íåáàéäóæ³, ìèë³.

Íàä íèìè ÿ ïðîëèâ ÷èìàëî ñë³ç,

Óïàâøè íèöü íà êàì’ÿíó îñíîâó,

Òà íå íàçàâøå ôàòóì ¿õ îäí³ñ –

Ðîçï³çíàþ â òîá³ ¿õ íèí³ çíîâó.

Îñòàíí³é ïðèõèñòîê çíàéøëè îòóò

Óñ³ áëèçüê³ òà íåçàáóòí³ ëþäè.

Âîíè òîá³ ç ïîêëîíîì â³ääàþòü 

Òå ñîêðîâåííå, ùî íå ïåðåáóäå.

Òîæ äîðîãèõ çíàõîäæó ÿ â òîá³ –

Òîìó é ðàä³þ, é íå çäàþñü æóðá³.
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Sonnet 32

If thou survive my well contented day,

When that churl death my bones with dust shall cover,

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey

These poor rude lines of thy deceased Lover,

Compare them with the bett'ring of the time,

And though they be outstripp'd by every pen,

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,

Exceeded by the height of happier men.

O then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:

'Had my friend's Muse grown with this growing age,

A dearer birth than this his love had brought,

To march in ranks of better equipage:

But since he died and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I'll read, his for his love'.

Ñîíåò 32

Êîëè òè äåíü îòîé ïåðåæèâåø,

ßê â³ä³éäó äî â³÷íîãî ïîêîþ,

² ö³ ðÿäêè î÷èìà ïðîâåäåø,

ßê³ ïèñàëèñü äðóæíüîþ ðóêîþ, –

×è ïîð³âíÿºø ç ìîëîääþ ìåíå?

Ç ¿¿ ìèñòåöòâîì â³ðòóîçíèì, ãðîþ?

Í³õòî ç ìèòö³â ìåíå íå îáæåíå,

Áî ïðè æèòò³ ÿ ïîâåí áóâ òîáîþ.

ßêáè â äîðîç³ áóâ íå â³äñòàâàâ,

Íå äîâåëîñÿ á òðóäíîù³ äîëàòè.

Çà þíèõ, ìîæå, êðàùå á ÿ ïèñàâ –

Çâó÷àëè á â³ðø³, ÿê äçâ³íê³ ñîíàòè.

Îñê³ëüêè ç ìåðòâèì ñï³ð âåäóòü âîíè,

Â ìåí³ – ëþáîâ, à õèñò â íèõ – îö³íè.
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Sonnet 33

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy,

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace.

Even so my Sunne one early morn did shine

With all triumphant splendour on my brow;

But out alack, he was but one hour mine,

The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now.

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;

Suns of the world may stain when heaven's sun staineth.

Ñîíåò 33

ß ñïîñòåð³ã, ÿê ñîíöÿ êðàñíèé ñõ³ä

Ãîëóáèòü ãîðè ïðîìåíåì íåáåñ,

Çåëåíèì ëóêàì â ðîñàõ øëå ïðèâ³ò

² çîëîòèòü ïîâåðõíþ ñèí³õ ïëåñ.

Òà ÷àñîì äîçâîëÿº íåáîçâ³ä

Ç’ÿâèòèñü õìàðàì ³ç óñ³õ øèðîò.

Âîíè ïîõìóðèì ðîáëÿòü ÿñíèé ñâ³ò –

Çåìëÿ æ ÷åêàº ìèëîñò³, ùåäðîò.

Îòàê ³ ñîíöå íà êîðîòêèé ÷àñ

Ìåí³ âñì³õíóëîñü, ïîïëèâëî â ñâ³òè,

² ñí³ï ëþáîâ³, ìîâ æàðèíêà, çãàñ,

ßê òîé ïðîì³í÷èê, ÷èñòèé ³ ñâÿòèé.

Íå íàð³êàþ ÿ íà ñîíöå, í³!

Êð³ì òó÷ íåáåñíèõ, õìàðè º é çåìí³.
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Sonnet 34

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,

And make me travel forth without my cloak,

To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way,

Hiding thy brav'ry in their rotten smoke?

'Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,

For no man well of such a salve can speak

That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace;

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:

Th'offender's sorrow lends but weak relief

To him that bears the strong offence's cross.

Ah, but those tears are pearl which thy love sheeds,

And they are rich, and ransom all ill deeds.

Ñîíåò 34

Ïîîá³öÿëè ÿñíèé äåíü ìåí³:

ßê ç äîìó éøîâ, íå çàïàñàâñü ïëàùåì.

Ìåíå äîãíàëè õìàðè âåñíÿí³,

Ïîáèëà áóðÿ ãðàäîì ³ äîùåì.

Õî÷ ïîò³ì í³æíèì ïðîìåíåì ç-çà õìàð

Òè ëàã³äíî òîðêíóëàñü äî ÷îëà,

Âçíàêè ä³ñòàâñÿ ãðàäîâèé óäàð – 

Çàãî¿òè âñ³õ ðàí òè íå çìîãëà.

Òâî¿é, îäíàê, çàæóð³ ÿ íå ðàä,

Ðîçêàÿí³ñòü í³÷îãî íå äàº, –

Òà é çàñïîêî¿òè óæå íàâðÿä

×è âäàñòüñÿ ñåðöå ñêðèâäæåíå ìîº.

Ïîòîêè ñë³ç, íåìîâ êàñêàä ïåðëèí,

Òâ³é çìèëè ãð³õ. Áà! – íàâ³òü íå îäèí.
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Sonnet 35

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:

Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud,

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.

All men make faults, and even I in this,

Authorizing thy trespass with compare,

My self corrupting, salving thy amiss,

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are;

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense, 

Thy adverse party is thy Advocate, 

And 'gainst myself a lawful plea commence:

Such civil war is in my love and hate

That I an accessary needs must be

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.

Ñîíåò 35

Òè âèíåí, äðóæå? Íå ñóìóé, îäíàê.

Áåç êîëþ÷îê ³ ðóæà íå ðîñòå.

Â ñòðóìêó – ï³ùèíêè, ó çåìë³ – õðîáàê,

Ó ïëÿìàõ – íàâ³òü ñîíöå íåïðîñòå.

Òå÷å íåâïèííî ïîìèëîê ð³êà,

Íå âñÿê ñâîþ ïðèáîðêóº ùå ïëîòü,

Íåìà í³êîãî íèí³ áåç ãð³õà –

Ñâÿòèé, áåçãð³øíèé ò³ëüêè º Ãîñïîäü.

Íåëåãêî é àäâîêàòîâ³, ìàáóòü,

Îïðàâäóâàòè íàñë³äêè ñóìí³.

Ëþáîâ, íåíàâèñòü, çëî ç äîáðîì âåäóòü

Âçàºìí³ ÷âàðè ó òîá³ é ìåí³.

Çëîâìèñíèêó ì³é ëþáèé, çðîçóì³é:

ß ðîçä³ëÿþ ãð³õ ³ âèðîê òâ³é.

`



66

Sonnet 36

Let me confess that we two must be twain,

Although our undivided loves are one:

So shall those blots that do with me remain

Without thy help by me be borne alone.

In our two loves there is but one respect,

Though in our lives a separable spite,

Which though it alter not love's sole effect,

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love's delight.

I may not ever-more acknowledge thee,

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame,

Nor thou with public kindness honour me,

Unless thou take that honour from thy name:

But do not so, I love thee in such sort

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

Ñîíåò 36

Õî÷ äâîº íàñ, ìè – í³áè ùîñü îäíå,

Òîá³ â³÷-íà-â³÷ øàíó âîçäàþ.

Ì³é áóäü-ÿêèé ïîðîê íåõàé ìèíå,

Àáè íå çàïëÿìèòè ÷åñòü òâîþ.

Ëþáîâ îäíà, îäí³ñ³íüêà â îáîõ,

Òà ã³ðêîòà ó êîæíîãî – ñâîÿ.

Êóäè òåáå âåäå ì³æ ëþäè Áîã,

Òóäè ï³òè íå ìàþ ïðàâà ÿ...

Ùå çíåìàãàþ â’ÿçíåì â ñàìîò³,

Â ïîëîí³ ìóê, âàãàíü ³ áîðîòüáè.

Íå ìîæó çàðàç, õî÷ áè ÿê õîò³â,

Òîá³ âêëîíèòèñü íà î÷àõ þðáè.

Íó, ùî æ, íåõàé – êîëè ç³éäó â ð³ëëþ,

Ç òîáîþ ÷åñòü ³ äîëþ ðîçä³ëþ.
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Sonnet 37

As a decrepit father takes delight

To see his active child do deeds of youth,

So I, made lame by Fortune's dearest spite,

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth;

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,

Or any of these all, or all, or more

Entitled in their parts do crowned sit,

I make my love engrafted to this store:

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised,

Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give

That I in thy abundance am sufficed,

And by a part of all thy glory live:

Look what is best, that best I wish in thee;

This wish I have; then ten times happy me.

Ñîíåò 37

Ëþáëþ – ÿê áàòüêî ìîëîäèõ ñèí³â,

Òîáîþ ò³øóñÿ íà ñõèë³ â³êó.

ßêáè íå òè, ÿ ìó÷èâñÿ á ³ ñêí³â,

Òîæ âåëüìè âäÿ÷íèé çà òâîþ îï³êó.

Â òîá³ ö³íþ çäîðîâ’ÿ, ðîçóì, õèñò,

ßð³íü ùåäðîò, óâàãó íåñõîëîëó

Âáèðàþ â ñåáå, ìîâ îñ³íí³é ëèñò,

ßêîãî ÷àñ îò-îò ç³ðâå äîäîëó.

Òâî¿ì òóðáîòàì äíåñü íåìà ê³íöÿ,

Ïåðåä òîáîþ ÷óþñü âèíóâàòèì – 

Ìåí³ çàáðàêëî õèñòó é îë³âöÿ,

Ùîá âåëè÷ äèâíó ç òåáå çìàëþâàòè.

Â òîá³ – âåðøèíà âñ³õ áàæàíü òà ìð³é,

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ – òî ñêàðá ³ ñòàòîê ì³é.
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Sonnet 38

How can my Muse want subject to invent

While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my verse

Thine own sweet argument, too excellent

For every vulgar paper to rehearse?

O give thy self the thanks if aught in me

Worthy perusal stand against thy sight,

For who's so dumb that cannot write to thee,

When thou thy self dost give invention light?

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth

Than those old nine which rhymers invocate;

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth

Eternal numbers to outlive long date.

If my slight Muse do please these curious days,

The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.

Ñîíåò 38

Õ³áà ëþäñüêà ôàíòàç³ÿ ñëàáà?

Óÿâà òâîð÷à ç ìóçîþ éäóòü â ïàð³.

Ç íàñ ðîáëÿòü ïîâåëèòåëÿ é ðàáà

Êðàñà, ëþáîâ – ÷è íàâ³òü î÷³ êàð³.

Äàºø íàñíàãó, é ìè áåðåì ïàï³ð –

Ó â³ðø³ ëëþòüñÿ, ìîâ ó ñíàõ, ñîíàòè.

Ìèòåöü º á³äíèé ³ í³ìèé, ïîâ³ð,

ßêùî òåáå íå ìîæå îñï³âàòè.

Íå âñ³ì, íå âñ³ì âäàâàëîñü â³äíàéòè

Öþ ìóçó, ïîëîõëèâó òà ïðîçîðó.

Ìèòö³ çàëèøàòüñÿ â â³êàõ, ÿê òè,

Áî çáåðåãëè ³ äóõ, ³ íåïîêîðó.

Ïîäÿêóþòü íàùàäêè íåçë³÷åíí³:

Ìèòöÿì – çà òðóä, òîá³ – çà ñìàê â íàòõíåíí³.
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Sonnet 39

O how thy worth with manners may I sing,

When thou art all the better part of me?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring,

And what is't but mine own when I praise thee?

Even for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,

That by this separation I may give

That due to thee which thou deserv'st alone.

O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave

To entertain the time with thoughts of love,

Which time and thoughts so sweetly dost deceive,

And that thou teachest how to make one twain,

By praising him here who doth hence remain.

Ñîíåò 39

Íó, ÿê òîá³ õâàëó ñâîþ âîçäàì,

ßêùî óäâîõ – ³ñòîòà ìè îäíà?

Òîä³ é ñåáå – íàïåðåê³ð êàòàì! –

Õâàëèòè äîâåäåòüñÿ, ãð³øíèì, íàì.

Êðàñó, ÿê âîäó, ï’þ, íåìîâáè ëîñü,

Àáè ñêàðáè ìèë³ø³ â³äíàéòè,

Àáè òîá³ ïî÷óòè äîâåëîñü

Îò³ ñëîâà, ÿêèõ ëèø ã³äíèé òè.

Ðîçëóêè ³ íåäóãè íàâçàºì

Ùå áóäóòü âèïðîáîâóâàòè íàñ.

Õî÷ ïîð³çíî ç òîáîþ ìè æèâåì,

Öå äîçâîëÿ îáìàíþâàòè ÷àñ.

ßê íàïàäå ðîçëóêà ÷è íåäóãà –

Äðóã â³ðíèé çàâøå äáàòèìå ïðî äðóãà.
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Sonnet 40 

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all;

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;

All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.

Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest;

But yet be blamed, if thou this self deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robb'ry, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty;

And yet love knows it is a greater grief

To bear love's wrong, than hate's known injury.

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,

Kill me with spites, yet we must not be foes.

Ñîíåò 40

Âñ³ ïðèñòðàñò³ ç êîõàííÿì òè â³çüìè,

ßê õî÷åø – íå âåðòàé âñüîãî íàçàä.

Âñå, ùî ëþáîâ’þ çâåòüñÿ ì³æ ëþäüìè,

Òè â³ä³áðàâ îä ìåíå. Ùî ñêàçàòü?

Òè öþ ëþáîâ (äóõìÿíèé îáåð³ã),

ßê ô³ì³àì íàéêðàùèé, ðîçêàäèâ.

Òîá³ â ïðîâèíó é ñëîâà íå ïðîð³ê:

Ìåí³ ïîêèíóâ ÷îðíó ðîçê³ø äèâ – 

Æåáðàöüêó òîðáó... Õî÷ ëþáîâ – íå çâ³ð.

Âîíà, ÿê ùàñòÿ, ç âîëåþ ðîñëà.

² ÿ íå áà÷ó, äðóæå ì³é, ïîâ³ð,

Òîáîþ íèí³ ñêîºíîãî çëà.

Òâî¿ ãð³õè º íà äîáðî, ìàáóòü.

Ìåíå – óáèé, à âîðîãîì – íå áóäü.
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Sonnet 41

Those petty wrongs that liberty commits,

When I am some-time absent from thy heart,

Thy beauty, and thy years full well befits,

For still temptation follows where thou art.

Gentle thou art and therefore to be won,

Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed;

And when a woman woos, what woman's son

Will sourly leave her till he have prevailed?

Ay me, but yet thou mightst my seat forbear,

And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,

Who lead thee in their riot even there

Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth: 

Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,

Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.

Ñîíåò 41

Ó ïóñòîùàõ, ùî çàâäàþòü îáðàç,

Î çâàáíèêó, âñå íàéäîðîæ÷å ãóáèø.

Ïðî â³ðí³ñòü çàáóâàþ÷è íå ðàç,

Ñïîêóñíèêó, òè ³íøèõ ñíîì ãîëóáèø.

Ïðèâ³òíèì – çàâøå ëåñòîù³ áåç ìåæ,

Òâîÿ äóøà ñïîêóñàìè áàãàòà.

Ðîçê³øíî, áåçòóðáîòíî òàê æèâåø –

Òåáå êîõàþòü ³ æ³íêè, é ä³â÷àòà.

Êîëè óïåðøå ³íøó îá³éíÿâ, –

Ñàì ³íøèì ñòàâ, í³æ áóâ êîëèñü, äî òîãî...

Îòàê ³ äðóãà çðàäèâ, ïðîì³íÿâ,

Ïîçáàâèâøè ñïîêîþ äîðîãîãî. 

Êîëè æ íåâ³ðí³é ñåðöå äàâ øàëåíå,

Òè âäðóãå ïðàâäó â³ä³áðàâ â³ä ìåíå.
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Sonnet 42

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly;

That she hath thee is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.

Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye:

Thou dost love her, because thou knowst I love her;

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,

Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.

If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain,

And losing her, my friend hath found that loss;

Both find each other, and I lose both twain,

And both for my sake lay on me this cross;

But here's the joy; my friend and I are one;

Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone.

Ñîíåò 42

Î, âîëîä³º âñå æ âîíà òîáîþ!

² – íàâïàêè... Òà íå ó ò³ì ïå÷àëü...

Íå çíàþ÷è íàéìåíøîãî ñïîêîþ,

Ïàëêó ïðèâ’ÿçàí³ñòü ãóáèòè æàëü.

Òà âàì, îáîì, îäíàêîâî ðàä³þ,

Äóøà ñóìíà ñòî ìóê ïåðåíåñå...

Êîõàéòåñÿ... ïëåêàòèìó íàä³þ,

Ùî â³ðíèé äðóã, ìîâ ñêàðá, – ïîíàä óñå...

Õî÷à óòðàò ìî¿õ âè íå çíàéøëè ùå,

Ìî¿ âñ³ çãóáè âàì ïîâ³ääàþ – 

Áî òó ëþáîâ çíàéøîâ ì³é äðóã íàéáëèæ÷èé,

² ÿ ñâîãî êîõàííÿ íå òàþ.

Íàì âèïàëà îáîì íàãîäà íèí³ –

Êîðèòèñÿ ³ ëåñòèòè ºäèí³é.
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Sonnet 43

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,

For all the day they view things unrespected;

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,

And darkly bright are bright in dark directed.

Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,

How would thy shadow's form form happy show

To the clear day with thy much clearer light,

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!

How would (I say) mine eyes be blessed made

By looking on thee in the living day,

When in dead night their fair imperfect shade

Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!

All days are nights to see till I see thee,

And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.

Ñîíåò 43

Âñ³ äí³ áåç òåáå – õìàðí³, ÿê íåñïîê³é,

Ç òîáîþ â ñíàõ – ³ íåáî ãîëóáå.

Äîëàòè íî÷³ äîâã³, îäèíîê³

ß ÷åðåç ñèëó çìóøóþ ñåáå.

²ç êèì áè â ñíàõ ëþáîâ öþ ïîð³âíÿòè?

Òîìó é áóâà, ùî ñïîìèíîì æèâó.

Í³õòî íå çíàº, òà é íàâ³ùî çíàòè,

Ùî â³äáóëîñÿ ç íàìè íàÿâó.

Âèä³ííÿ íåáà é ñîíöÿ – ïîëóäíåâ³!

ßê ñîí òîðêíåòüñÿ ïåðåâòîìè â³÷ –

Íàçóñòð³÷ òåïëîìó, æèâîìó äíåâ³

Ñòóïàº ìåðòâà áåçãîëîñà í³÷.

Â ðîçëóö³ äåíü, ÿê í³÷, òÿãíóâñü ìåí³.

Ç òîáîþ – äåíü ïðèõîäèòü ³ ââ³ ñí³.
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Sonnet 44

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,

Injurious distance should not stop my way,

For then despite of space I would be brought

From limits far remote where thou dost stay.

No matter then although my foot did stand

Upon the farthest earth removed from thee,

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land

As soon as think the place where he would be.

But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought,

To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone,

But that so much of earth and water wrought

I must attend time's leisure with my moan,

Receiving naught by elements so slow

But heavy tears, badges of either's woe.

Ñîíåò 44

ßêáè ëèø äóìêà âò³ëèëàñÿ â ïëîòü,

Òî ÿ á óò³ê â³ä øóìó é ñóºòè.

Íàéäàëüøó çì³ã áè â³äñòàíü ïîáîðîòü,

Àáè òåáå ³ â ñóò³íêàõ çíàéòè.

Ëèøèâ áè ì³ñòà øóìíèé áàëàãàí,

Êðàñó ë³ñ³â ³ äóõ ÷óäåñíèõ íèâ.

Óÿâíî ïåðåòíóâ áè îêåàí,

Í³õòî á ìåíå ó ñâ³ò³ íå ñïèíèâ.

Ëþäèíà ÿ – ³ç íåì³÷íèì ºñòâîì.

² õî÷ âñå á³ã çà ìð³ÿìè êóäèñü,

Ñîòâîðåíèé ³ç åëåìåíò³â äâîõ –

Ç âîäè é çåìë³, íå ìîæó çíÿòèñü â âèñü.

Çåìëÿ – äî íå¿ ò³ëîì ÿ ïðèð³ñ.

Âîäà – ìî¿ ã³ðê³ ïîòîêè ñë³ç.
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Ñîíåò 45

Âîãîíü, ïîâ³òðÿ – ñêëàäíèêè â áóäîâ³

Óñüîãî ñâ³òó, äå òåïåð æèâåì.

Äóìîê ºäíàííÿ ³ âîãîíü ëþáîâ³

Òîá³ äàðóþ, – ùàñòÿ íàâçàºì.

Ö³ äâ³ íàï³âïðèáîðêàí³ ñòèõ³¿

Äî òåáå ïåðåøëþ ó âñ³ ê³íö³.

Ó äí³ çâè÷àéí³ ³ ó äí³ ëèõ³¿

Âîíè äîëàþòü â³äñòàíü, ìîâ ã³íö³.

Äâà ³íø³ ñêëàäíèêè – çåìëÿ ç âîäîþ –

Îáòÿæóþòü ìåíå, áåðóòü ñâîº:

Âîãíåì ³ äóõîì – îñü ÷èì äóøó ãîþ,

Áî òè – çäîðîâèé, òè – ó ìåíå º.

Ïðîòèñòîÿòè ëåãøå áóðåâ³ÿì,

Êîëè ç òîáîþ â³ðà º ³ ìð³ÿ.

Sonnet 45

The other two, slight air and purging fire,

Are both with thee, wherever I abide;

The first my thought, the other my desire,

These present absent with swift motion slide.

For when these quicker elements are gone

In tender embassy of love to thee,

My life, being made of four, with two alone

Sinks down to death, oppress'd with melancholic,

Until life's composition be recured

By those swift messengers return'd from thee,

Who even but now come back again assured

Of their fair health, recounting it to me:

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

I send them back again and straight grow sad.
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Ñîíåò 46

Ñåðöÿ òà î÷³ – äîðîãà ð³äíÿ –

Âîþþòü íåâãàìîâíî ì³æ ñîáîþ.

² ÿ íå ìîæó âèðâàòèñü í³ÿê

²ç ¿õíüîãî øàëåíîãî äâîáîþ.

Ì³æ ñåðöåì òà î÷èìà – ÿ äàâíî...

Òåáå íå ìîæó ïîä³ëèòè ç íèìè.

Òåáå õîâàº ñåðöå àæ íà äíî,

Áî â äçåðêàë³ î÷åé òè º íåçðèìèé.

Íàðåøò³ âèðîê âèíåñëè äóìêè,

Âñå ðîçñóäèâøè ³ ðîçìåæóâàâøè.

Íàãîðîäèëè î÷³ ñíîì òîíêèì,

À ñåðöþ âèïàâ êðàùèé ñêàðá – íàçàâøå.

Äîâ³ðèòè âäàëîñÿ ¿ì, ïîâ³ð:

Ñåðöÿì – ÷óòòÿ, ç³íèöÿì – äîáðèé ç³ð.  

Sonnet 46

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war

How to divide the conquest of thy sight;

Mine eye my heart their picture's sight would bar,

My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie 

(A closet never pierced with crystal eyes),

But the defendant doth that plea deny

And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To side this title is impannelled

A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart,

And by their verdict is determined

The clear eye's moiety and the dear heart's part:

As thus; mine eye's due is their outward part,

And my heart's right their inward love of heart.
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Sonnet 47

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,

And each doth good turns now unto the other:

When that mine eye is famish'd for a look,

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,

With my love's picture then my eye doth feast

And to the painted banquet bids my heart;

Another time mine eye is my heart's guest

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part:

So, either by thy picture or my love,

Thy self away are present still with me;

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,

And I am still with them and they with thee;

Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight

Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight.

Ñîíåò 47

² ñåðöå, é î÷³ òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð

Çäðóæèëèñÿ, ùîá íå ï³ääàòèñü ìóö³,

Êîëè òåáå äàðåìíî êëè÷å ç³ð,

À ñåðöå çàäèõàºòüñÿ â ðîçëóö³.

Òâî¿ì ïîðòðåòîì ä³ëÿòüñÿ âîíè:

Ç³ð ñåðöþ äàñòü, ùîá ò³øèëîñü óâîëþ.

À ïîò³ì ñåðöå âèéìè ç ãëèáèíè,

Äëÿ îêà – ìð³¿, âò³õè ïåâíó äîëþ.

Ó ïîìèñëàõ ³ â ä³ë³ ïîâñÿê÷àñ

Ìè íåðîçëó÷í³ áóäåìî ç òîáîþ.

Ó áóäü-ÿêó õâèëèíó ïîì³æ íàñ

Öÿ äóìêà áóäå ñï³ëüíîþ, îäíîþ.

Ì³é ç³ð ìàëþº îáðàç òâ³é ââ³ ñí³

² ñåðöå ñïëÿ÷å áóäèòü ó ìåí³.
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Sonnet 48

How careful was I, when I took my way,

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,

That to my use it might un-used stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,

Thou best of dearest and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not lock'd up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast,

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part;

And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear,

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

Ñîíåò 48

Î, ñêàðáå ì³é, òîáîþ ÿ áàãàòèé,

Ó ñêðèíþ íå êëàäó, íåìà é çàìêà,

Òîæ ìóøó â ñåðö³ ðåâíî çáåð³ãàòè,

Ùîá íå âçÿëà ïîæàäëèâà ðóêà.

Ïåðåä òîáîþ âñ³ ìèðñüê³ ïðèíàäè 

² çîëîòî áëèñêó÷å – ìîâ ñì³òòÿ.

Òîáîþ çàâøå ÿ âò³øàòèñü ðàäèé,

Áî òè – äîðîæ÷èé, í³æ ìîº æèòòÿ.

Òåáå íå âñòåðåãòè ìåí³, áî âäà÷ó

Íåïîñèäþ÷ó ìàºø ³ ìåòêó.

Íå çà÷èíþ ó ñåðö³, ã³ðêî ïëà÷ó, –

Â íàéäàëüøîìó âèäí³ºøñÿ êóòêó.

Òåáå, ìîâ õèæà ïòèöÿ ç âèñîòè,

Êðàä³é ³ â ñåðö³ ìîæå â³äíàéòè.
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Sonnet 49

Against that time (if ever that time come)

When I shall see thee frown on my defects,

When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum,

Call'd to that audit by advised respects;

Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass

And scarcely greet me with that sun thine eye,

When love, converted from the thing it was,

Shall reasons find of settled gravity;

Against that time do I ensconce me here

Within the knowledge of mine own desert,

And this my hand against my self uprear,

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part:

To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws,

Since why to love I can allege no cause.

Ñîíåò 49

Òîé ÷îðíèé äåíü õàé îìèíàº íàñ:

Êîëè ìî¿ òè âèÿâèø ïîðîêè,

Òâîãî òåðï³ííÿ âè÷àõíå çàïàñ,

Âòå÷åø â³ä ìåíå – çàéâî¿ ìîðîêè.

Êîëè ç³éäåìîñü ó þðá³ ëþäñüê³é,

Îêèíåø ïîãëÿäîì – ñêóïèì ³ ÿñíèì.

² â íüîìó õîëîä ÿ â³ä÷óþ òâ³é,

Â îáëè÷÷³ þí³ì, ëþá³ì ³ ïðåêðàñí³ì.

Â òîé äåíü, êîëè ïîçáóäóñÿ óò³õ,

Çáàãíóòü ìåí³ ñâ³äîì³ñòü äîïîìîæå,

Ùî ÿ íå âàðòèé ³ ñë³ä³â òâî¿õ, –

Ç òèì ëèõîì ïðèìèðèòèñÿ íå ìîæó.

Â ñòîñóíêàõ íàøèõ – ìàëî ïåðñïåêòèâ.

Áî ùàñòÿ â òåáå ÿ íå çàñëóæèâ.



80

Sonnet 50

How heavy do I journey on the way,

When what I seek (my weary travel's end)

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,

'Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend.'

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me,

As if by some instinct the wretch did know

His rider loved not speed being made from thee:

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on

That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide,

Which heavily he answers with a groan

More sharp to me than spurring to his side,

For that same groan doth put this in my mind:

My grief lies onward and my joy behind.

Ñîíåò 50

Íåëåãêî éòè ó êóðÿâ³ äîð³ã,

Ìåíå ùåìëèâà îãîðòàº òóãà.

Ò³ êðàù³ äí³ ÿ â ïàì’ÿò³ çáåð³ã,

Êîëè íå â³ääàëÿâñü îä ñâîãî äðóãà.

Òåïåð äîëàþ âåðñòâè íàâìàííÿ,

Êîðþñÿ ïðèìõàì íåïðîñòî¿ äîë³,

Ïðèøïîðþþ ëåäà÷îãî êîíÿ,

Áî ï³ñëÿ êîðìó â³í ³äå ïîâîë³.

À â³òåð âèº, ñâèùå íàâçäîã³í,

Òà ñêàêóíà íå ñòàíó ï³äãàíÿòè.

Îõ, ðîçóì³º òàê ïðåêðàñíî â³í,

Ùî ë³ïøèõ äí³â éîìó âæå íå ÷åêàòè!

Ïîäóìàâ, çàçèðíóâøè â äàëèíó:

Êîëèñü ïèâ ìåä – ñêóøòóþ é ïîëèíó.

`
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Sonnet 51

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence

Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed:

From where thou art why should I haste me thence?

Till I return, of posting is no need.

O what excuse will my poor beast then find,

When swift extremity can seem but slow?

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind,

In winged speed no motion shall I know:

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace,

Therefore desire (of perfect'st love being made)

Shall neigh no dull flesh in his fiery race,

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade, 

Since from thee going he went wilful slow, 

Towards thee I'll run and give him leave to go.

Ñîíåò 51

Â³ä÷óâ ÿ ïèë äîðîæí³é, ïðèñìàê ñë³ç,

Íåñòåðïíèé íîðîâ ìëÿâîãî êîíÿ,

Êîëè ìåíå â³í ó âèãíàííÿ â³ç,

Ëåäü êðîêóâàâ ³ ùå ñîá³ êóíÿâ.

Êîëè íàçàä âåðòàòèñü äîâåëîñü,

Éîãî ÿ ãíàâ ³ øïîðàìè êîëîâ,

Àáè ëåò³â, ÿê â³ä ïîãîí³ ëîñü,

Ùîá, í³áè âèõîð, ì÷àâñÿ ñòð³ìãîëîâ.

ßñíà çäîãàäêà âðàç îñòåðåãëà,

Íåíà÷å áëèñêàâêà, â ïóò³ ìåíå:

Íå ìîæå â³í ëåò³òè, ÿê ñòð³ëà,

Â á³ãó – áàæàíü ñòð³ìêèõ íå çäîæåíå.

Íå ìîæå, í³, â³äçíà÷èòèñÿ ê³íü

Ñòð³ìêèì ïîëüîòîì âèùèõ óñòðåìë³íü.

`
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Sonnet 52

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key

Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure,

The which he will not ev'ry hour survey,

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,

Since, seldom coming, in that long year set,

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,

Or captain jewels in the carcanet.

So is the time that keeps you as my chest,

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,

To make some special instant special blest,

By new unfolding his imprison'd pride.

Blessed are you whose worthiness gives scope, 

Being had to triumph, being lack'd to hope.

Ñîíåò 52

ß âîëîä³þ ñêàðáîì ïîòàéíèì,

Éîãî êëþ÷åì óì³þ â³äìèêàòè,

Ïðîòå ÿ ìàëî êîðèñòóþñü íèì,

Õî÷ îêî ò³øàòü îí³êñè, àãàòè.

Î, ÷àñòî äí³ ïîõìóð³, ÿê ïå÷àëü...

² ð³äêî äí³ ñâÿòêîâ³, óðî÷èñò³...

Àëìàçè â³äøë³ôîâàí³, íà æàëü,

Òðàïëÿþòüñÿ íå çàâøå ó íàìèñò³.

Ðàä³þ ÿ, êîëè ñóâîðèé ÷àñ,

Íåìîâ øêàòóëêà ç ðîçê³øøþ, ñòðîêàòî

Ñâî¿ì íà÷èííÿì çà³ñêð³º âðàç

² áóäåíü ïåðåòâîðþº íà ñâÿòî.

Òè îùàñëèâëþºø ìåíå ñòð³÷àííÿì

² òðåïåòíèì â ðîçëóö³ ñïîä³âàííÿì.

`
`

`
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Sonnet 53

What is your substance, whereof are you made,

That millions of strange shadows on you tend,

Since every one hath every one one shade,

And you but one, can every shadow lend?

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit

Is poorly imitated after you;

On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set,

And you in Grecian tires are painted new;

Speak of the spring and foison of the year:

The one doth shadow of your beauty show,

The other as your bounty doth appear,

And you in every blessed shape we know.

In all external grace you have some part, 

But you like none, none you, for constant heart.

Ñîíåò 53

Î, çâ³äêè òè, ùî âñ³õ áåðåø â ïîëîí,

ßê òà ÿñêðàâà ç³ðêà – ìåðåõò³ííÿì?

² çà òîáîþ êîòèòüñÿ ì³ëüéîí

ßñíèõ â³äáèòê³â íàâïåðåéìè ò³íÿì.

² ðóêè, é î÷³ ìàºø ÷àð³âí³ –

Òâîÿ êðàñà, ìîâ ñîíöå, íåçíèùåííà.

Â àíòè÷íîìó Àäîí³ñà âáðàíí³ –

Âñ³ áà÷èëè á: òè êðàùèé, í³æ Ãåëåíà...

Êâ³òó÷îþ âåñíîþ, ïîëåì æíèâ,

Îñ³ííüîþ ôðóêòîâîþ ïîðîþ

Äóõìÿíèé, ùåäðèé – âñå òè ïåðåæèâ,

Æèòòÿ ùîðàç º â³õîþ íîâîþ.

Òåáå ö³íóþ, ìîâ ð³äíþ, ùî ìàþ.

À ñåðöå â³ðíå – ç ÷èì ÿ ïîð³âíÿþ?

`
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Sonnet 54

O how much more doth beauty beauteous seem

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give!

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem

For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker blooms have full as deep a dye

As the perfumed tincture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly

When summer's breath their masked buds discloses:

But for their virtue only is their show,

They live unwoo'd, and unrespected fade,

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so,

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 

When that shall vade by verse distills your truth.

Ñîíåò 54

Â îçäîá³ ïðàâäè é ÷èñòîòè çåìíî¿

Òâîÿ êðàñà ìèë³øà óñòîêðàò,

Áî òè º äóæ÷èì, í³æ óñ³ ãåðî¿,

ßê ì³æ êâ³òîê òðîÿíäè àðîìàò.

À º ³ç êîëþ÷êàìè é äèêà ðîæà,

¯¿ ³ùå øèïøèíîþ çîâóòü.

Ïîðîêàìè íà ãð³øíèöþ òàê ñõîæà,

Áåç àðîìàòó ñïðàâæíÿ ¿¿ ñóòü.

Æèòòÿ òðîÿíäè – ÷åñíå ³ â³äâåðòå,

ßñêðàâå, òèõå, ìóæíº, áîéîâå.

Æèâà òðîÿíäà íå áî¿òüñÿ âìåðòè,

Áî é ï³ñëÿ ñìåðò³ â ïàõîùàõ æèâå.

Öâ³òè, êðàñóéñü ³ òè â ìîºìó ñëîâ³,

Â ìî¿õ ñîíåòàõ, ñïîâíåíèõ ëþáîâ³.

`

`
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Sonnet 55

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments

Of princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme;

But you shall shine more bright in these contents

Than unswept stone besmear'd with sluttish time.

When wasteful war shall Statues overturn,

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn

The living record of your memory.

'Gainst death, and all oblivious enmity

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room

Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.

So, till the judgment that your self arise, 

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.

Ñîíåò 55

Ç ìîãèëüíèõ ïëèò ÷àñ áóêâè ç³øêðåáå.

Íå äîáåðåòüñÿ ëèø äî òèõ ðÿäê³â,

ßêèìè íèí³ ÿ çáåð³ã òåáå –

¯õ íå ïîêðèº áðóä ÷è ïèë â³ê³â.

Õîäà â³éíè, ³ áóíò³â, ³ ïîâñòàíü

Çìåòå ïîãðóääÿ ³äîë³â çåìíèõ,

Òà íå çìåòå â³ðøîâàíèõ ïèñàíü –

Òè, äðóæå, â³÷íî ñÿÿòèìåø â íèõ.

Í³ÿêà ñìåðòü íå ñòðå òåáå íà äíî,

Ëþä íå çàáóäå æîäíî¿ ç ï³ñåíü.

Òè æèòèìåø â íàùàäêàõ âñå îäíî,

Àæ ïîêè íå íàñòàíå Ñóäíèé äåíü.

Äîïîêè ìèòü íå íàä³éäå îñòàííÿ –

Â ï³ñíÿõ ³ â³ðøàõ òè æèâè, êîõàííÿ.
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Sonnet 56

Sweet love, renew thy force, be it not said

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,

Which but today by feeding is allay'd,

Tomorrow sharpen'd in his former might:

So love be thou, although today thou fill

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fulness,

Tomorrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.

Let this sad Int'rim like the ocean be

Which parts the shore, where two contracted new

Come daily to the banks, that when they see

Return of love, more blest may be the view;

As call it winter, which being full of care 

Makes summer's welcome thrice more wish'd, more rare.

Ñîíåò 56

Ïðîêèíüñü, êîõàííÿ, áî òâîº æàëî

ª ãîñòðèì â³ñòðÿì ãîëîäó ³ ñïðàãè.

Àáè òè âðàç íàñèòèòèñü ìîãëî,

×åðïíè ñîá³ íîâèé çàðÿä íàñíàãè.

Áëóêàºø òè, íåìîâ îõëÿëèé çâ³ð,

Õîâàþ÷èñü ó íîðè áåçãîì³íí³,

Æèâåø, ÿê â³ðà, òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð, –

Íå â òë³íí³ ñ³ð³ì, à â ÿñí³ì ãîð³íí³.

Ùîá ÷àñ êîõàííÿ áóâ íàì äîðîãèé,

Õàé ñòàíóòü îêåàíîì âñ³ ðîçëóêè,

Õàé äâîº, âèéøîâøè íà áåðåãè,

Îäíå îäíîìó ïðîñòÿãàþòü ðóêè.

Ç õóðäåëèöåþ ùåçíå õîëîä-õàì,

Æàäàíå ë³òî óñì³õíåòüñÿ íàì.
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Sonnet 57

Being your slave, what should I do but tend

Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend,

Nor services to do, till you require;

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour

Whilst I (my sovereign) watch the clock for you,

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour

When you have bid your servant once adieu;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,

But like a sad slave stay and think of nought

Save where you are how happy you make those.

So true a fool is love that in your Will 

(Though you do any thing) he thinks no ill.

Ñîíåò 57

Íå ãàþ÷èñü, ïîê³ðíî, áåç ðîçìîâè,

Íå ùàäÿ÷è é æèòòÿ, áî òî – âîãîíü, –

Òâ³é â³ðíèé ðàá íà âñå ï³òè ãîòîâèé,

Àáè ëèøåíü ïîêëèêàâ òè éîãî.

Ðàá ñòåðïèòü âñå: íóäüãó ³ êïèíè, é ìóêó...

Âäèâëÿþ÷èñü ó ñèí³é íåáîêðàé,

Ïðèéìàº íåñïîä³âàíó ðîçëóêó,

ßê ëèø ïî÷óº ãð³çíå: «Ïðîùàâàé!».

Íå äîçâîëÿº ïîìèñëîì ðåâíèâèì

Âèñîêèé ïåðåõîäèòè ïîð³ã.

Ââàæàº íèí³ êîæíîãî ùàñëèâèì,

Õòî õâèëå÷êó ç òîáîþ áóòè ì³ã.

Ðîáè ùî õî÷åø, áàéäóæå ñë³ïîìó...

Íå çàï³äîçðþþ òåáå í³ â ÷îìó.
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Sonnet 58

That god forbid that made me first your slave,

I should in thought control your times of pleasure,

Or at your hand th'account of hours to crave,

Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure.

O let me suffer (being at your beck)

Th' imprison'd absence of your liberty,

And patience tame, to sufferance bide each cheque

Without accusing you of injury.

Be where you list, your charter is so strong

That you yourself may privilage your time

To what you will; to you it doth belong.

Your self to pardon of self doing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell, 

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.

Ñîíåò 58

Íå ìàþ ïðàâà ÿ êîíòðîëþâàòè

Òâîãî äîçâ³ëëÿ, ñîõðàíè Ãîñïîäü!

Ñàì âèáèðàé ñîá³ êîîðäèíàòè,

Ñâ³é âëàñíèé ÷àñ, ÿê õî÷åø, òàê ïðîâîäü.

Ïàíè ïåðåä ðàáàìè íå ï³äçâ³òí³,

Ðàáó íå ñòàíå äîãîäæàòè ïàí.

Òîìó â ðàáà í³äå é í³êîëè â ñâ³ò³

Íå âèíèêàº çàéâèõ çàïèòàíü.

Ëþáîâ çàäîâîëüíÿºòüñÿ ñóäüáîþ:

×è òî âåñíà, ÷è ë³òî, ÷è çèìà –

Ñîá³ ñàìà ãð³øèòü ïåðåä ñîáîþ

² âèáà÷àº òåæ ñîá³ ñàìà.

Òâ³é ÷àñ òóðáîò, çàíÿòü ³ íàñîëîäè

Ïåðåñóìóþ, ÿê ³ ÷àñ íåãîäè.
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Sonnet 59

If there be nothing new, but that which is

Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled,

Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss

The second burthen of a former child!

O that record could with a backward look,

Even of five hundred courses of the sun,

Show me your image in some antique book,

Since mind at first in character was done,

That I might see what the old world could say

To this composed wonder of your frame;

Whether we are mended or were better they,

Or whether revolution be the same.

O sure I am the wits of former days 

To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

Ñîíåò 59

ßêùî íà ñâ³ò³ âñå äàâíî áóëî –

Ìèíóëå º ïðîîáðàçîì íîâîãî:

Çíåâ³ðà é â³ðà, äîáðîòà ³ çëî,

Ùîá ì³ã ë³ïèòè âñÿê ñåáå ñàìîãî.

ßêáè ïðîáèâ òè ïàì’ÿòü – êðèãó êðèã –

Ï’ÿòñîò êðóã³â ïðîáèâ ³ íå çëóêàâèâ,

Òî â íàéäðåâí³ø³é â³äíàéøîâ áè ç Êíèã

Ñâîº îáëè÷÷ÿ, ÿñíå ³ ëàñêàâå.

Âèâ÷àé ìèíóëå, ïîêè íå ïîìåð,

Òâîðè ìàéáóòíº – äîñêîíàëå äèâî.

Ïðèðîä³ âñóïåðå÷ ñë³ïèé Ãîìåð

Ïîä³¿ äàâí³ âèñâ³òëèâ ïðàâäèâî.

Î, â³ðþ, ãàðí³, êîâàí³ ñëîâà

Íåñëà ãåðîÿì ñëàâà áîéîâà.

`
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Sonnet 60

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,

So do our minutes hasten to their end,

Each changing place with that which goes before,

In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity once in the main of light

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd,

Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,

And time that gave doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth

And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow: 

And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,

Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 

Ñîíåò 60

Îäèí çà îäíèì á’º ìîðñüêèé ïðèá³é,

Õâèëèíà òÿãíå ³íø³ ñòî õâèëèí.

² ùàñòÿ, é ãîðå ùåçíóòü, öàðþ ì³é,

Íåâ³äâîðîòíèé ÷àñó òèõèé ïëèí.

ßê ò³ëüêè çíîâ ïðèéäå ó ñâ³ò ìàëÿ,

Òðèìàº ñìåðòü íàä íèì ñâîþ êîñó,

², ñê³ëüêè á íå æèëî âîíî, çåìëÿ

Ð³çöåì éîãî ñïîòâîðþº êðàñó.

Ï³äñòóïíèé âáèâöÿ, íåâáëàãàííèé ÷àñ,

Æàõëèâ³ çìîðøêè íà ÷îë³ êëàäå.

Â³í ò³øèòü, ëþáèòü, ïîò³ì ãóáèòü íàñ – 

Â³ä íüîãî ìè íå ä³íåìîñü í³äå.

Òà ÷àñ íå ñïàëèòü ç â³ðøàìè ïàï³ð –

Â íèõ æèòèìåø ñìåðòÿì íàïåðåê³ð.

`
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Sonnet 61

Is it thy will thy image should keep open

My heavy eyelids to the weary night?

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,

While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?

Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee

So far from home into my deeds to pry,

To find out shames and idle hours in me,

The scope and tenure of thy jealousy?

O no, thy love, though much, is not so great:

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake,

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,

To play the watchman ever for thy sake:

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere, 

From me far off, with others all too near.

Ñîíåò 61

×è íå òâîÿ ïðîâèíà ïåðøà º

Â ò³ì, ùî ç³ìêíóòè ÿ íå ìîæó â³é?

Êîëè ïîáà÷ó ìèëèé îáðàç òâ³é,

Ìåí³ çàñíóòè ñåðöå íå äàº.

Õ³áà íå òè ïðèõîäèø óâ³ ñí³,

Ðîçáóðõóþ÷è ìð³¿ òà äóìêè,

Ùîá äîêîðîì, ñóâîðèì ³ ì’ÿêèì,

Ïðî ñâÿò³ñòü íàãàäàòè çíîâ ìåí³?

Ëþáîâ ìîÿ ñèëüí³øà çà òâîþ.

Ìè ç íåþ ÷àñ íå ãàºìî äëÿ ñíó.

Òîá³, ùàñëèâöþ, á³ëüøå ïîÿñíþ:

Ç ëþáîâ’þ íà ñòîðîæ³ ÿ ñòîþ.

² õî÷ ÿ çáèâñÿ, ìîâ ëåëåêà, ç í³ã:

Êîìóñü – áëèçüêà, ìåí³ – äàëåêà, – â ñí³.
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Sonnet 62

Sin of self love possesseth all mine eye

And all my soul, and all my every part;

And for this sin there is no remedy,

It is so grounded inward in my heart.

Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,

No shape so true, no truth of such account,

And for my self mine own worth do define,

As I all other in all worths surmount.

But when my glass shows me my self indeed

Beated and chopp'd with tann'd antiquity,

Mine own self love quite contrary I read:

Self so self loving were iniquity.

'Tis thee (my self) that for my self I praise, 

Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

Ñîíåò 62

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ – ìîãóòíÿ, ïåðåâ³ð!

¯¿ í³ùî íå çìîæå ïîáîðîòü.

Âîíà ïðîíèêëà â êðîâ ìîþ ³ ïëîòü,

Ìîâ ñîíöå, ñÿº – çëó íàïåðåê³ð.

Ãð³õ åãî¿çìó – òî âåëèêèé ãð³õ.

Ó êîãî çàçäð³ñòü, æàäîáà â î÷àõ –

Òîé ó áàãíþêó âòðàïèâ, òîé çà÷àõ,

Ïåðåñòóïèâ ïîðÿäíîñò³ ïîð³ã.

²ñêðèòüñÿ íåáî çîëîòîì çàãðàâ,

Òå÷å æèòòÿ ó ðàäîñò³, æóðá³.

Íîâ³ ñêàðáè çíàõîäÿ÷è â òîá³,

Þíàöüêèé â³ê ÿ ç ë³òí³ì ðîç³ãðàâ.

Çà âñ³õ äîðîæ÷èé ñåðöåì, õèñòîì òè.

ßê ñîíöå, òè âç³ðöåì º ÷èñòîòè.
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Sonnet 63

Against my love shall be as I am now,

With time's injurious hand crush'd and o'er-worn;

When hours have drain'd his blood and fill'd his brow

With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn

Hath travell'd on to age's steepy night,

And all those beauties whereof now he's king

Are vanishing or vanish'd out of sight,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring;

For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age's cruel knife,

That he shall never cut from memory

My sweet love's beauty, though my lover's life:

His beauty shall in these black lines be seen, 

And they shall live, and he in them still green.

Ñîíåò 63

Òîé ÷îðíèé äåíü õàé ë³ïø íå íàñòàº,

Êîëè â³ä ñë³ç æèòòÿ ñòàº ñîëîíå.

Çìàðí³º, çìîðùèòüñÿ ÷îëî òâîº,

² êðîâ ãàðÿ÷à ðàïòîì îõîëîíå.

Êîëè ïðèéäóòü äî òåáå íà ïîð³ã

Ò³, äëÿ êîòðèõ òè áóâ ÿñíèì ñâ³òèëîì,

Òîä³ óñå, ùî â ïàì’ÿò³ çáåð³ã,

ß ò³ëüêè ÷îðíèì îïèøó ÷îðíèëîì.

Â³ä çàáóòòÿ ³ ñìåðò³, ïðî çàïàñ,

ß ïðèõîâàþ íåçâè÷àéíó çáðîþ,

Àáè òâ³é ìèëèé îáðàç íå ïîãàñ,

À áóâ, ÿê ïðèêëàä, ³íøîìó ãåðîþ.

Ðÿäî÷êîì ÷îðíèì çáðîÿ âèðóøà.

Òâîÿ öâ³òå áàðâèñòà â í³ì äóøà.                                                                                                                                            
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Sonnet 64

When I have seen by time's fell hand defaced

The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed,

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the wat'ry main,

Increasing store with loss and loss with store;

When I have seen such interchange of state,

Or state itself confounded to decay;

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate, 

That time will come and take my love away.

This thought is as a death which cannot choose 

But weep to have that which it fears to lose.

Ñîíåò 64

Ìè áà÷èìî – íåâèäèìà ðóêà

Çì³òàº âñå, ðóéíóþ÷è, ïîæåæ³

Òà çåìëåòðóñó ï³ääàº, øìàòêàì –

Ôîðòå÷í³ ìóðè ³ äçâ³íè÷í³ âåæ³.

Âñå óìèðà, ÿê ³ êðèâàâèé êðèê,

Áî âèïðàâäàííÿ ãð³øíèêàì íåìàº.

Ìàë³º â îêåàíàõ ìàòåðèê,

Àáî íà ìîðå ñóøà íàñòóïàº.

Êîëè ñòèõ³ÿ çîïàëó ãðÿäå –

Ðîçêîëè â êîðîë³âñòâàõ, êàãàíàòàõ...

Ó íåáóòòÿ òèõåíüêî â³ä³éäå

Ëþáîâ ìîÿ, íàä³ÿìè áàãàòà.

Ç æèòòÿì ðîçëó÷àòü ³ òåáå, é ìåíå –

Í³êîãî ç íàñ öÿ ìèòü íå ïðîìèíå.
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Sonnet 65

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,

But sad mortality o'er-sways 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.

Ñîíåò 65

Íå âèñòîÿòü ó ñìåðòíîìó äâîáî¿

Àí³ ãðàí³ò, í³ ìîðå, àí³ ì³äü...

Òåíä³òíèé âèòâ³ð êðàñîòè ëþäñüêî¿

(Òèì ïàê – òðîÿíäà) ãèíå ìèìîõ³òü.

Ïåðåáóâàº â ÷àñ³, óâ îáëîç³

Íå ò³ëüêè ðóæ³ ïîëóì’ÿíèé öâ³ò,

À é ñêåëÿ âðÿòóâàòèñÿ íå â çìîç³,

Íå êàæó÷è óæå ïðî ö³ëèé ñâ³ò.

Ã³ðêà çàäóìî, ïîêàæè – ÿêîþ

ª ñõîâàíêà äëÿ òë³ííî¿ êðàñè?

ßê çóïèíèòè ìàÿòíèê ðóêîþ,

Ùîá äîáðèé ÷àñ ëèõ³ ïðèñïàâ ÷àñè?

Ñïàñå îä ñìåðò³, çàõîâà, ïðèãîðíå

Òâ³é ìèëèé îáðàç – ëèø ÷îðíèëî ÷îðíå.
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Sonnet 66

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,

As to behold desert a beggar born,

And needy Nothing trimm'd in jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,

And strength by limping sway disabled,

And art made tongue-tied by authority,

And Folly (doctor-like) controlling skill,

And simple-Truth miscall'd Simplicity,

And captive-good attending captain ill:

Tired with all these, from these would I be gone, 

Save that to die, I leave my love alone.

Ñîíåò 66

×åêàþ ñìåðò³, ãîä³ âæå ìåí³ –

Â áàãàòèõ ùîñü âèìîëþâàòü, ïðîõàòè,

Ëîâèòè ïðàâäó íà ëèïê³é áðåõí³

² øèòè ðèçè äëÿ í³ê÷åì ïèõàòèõ.

Òåðï³òè âàæêî ³ ñêàæåíèé óì,

É ä³òåé çà÷àòèõ ìàñîâó ïîãóáó,

É ä³âîöòâî þíå, êèíóòå íà ãëóì,

² ñòàð³ñòü íåçàõèùåíó áåççóáó,

×èíîâíèöüê³ ï³äîçðè íà ìèòö³â,

² äóð³ñòü â ìàñö³ âèííîãî ïðîðîêà,

² ÷åñòü ëþäñüêó, ç³ì’ÿòó â êóëàö³,

É äîáðî, ùî ïðèñëóãîâóº ïîðîêàì.

Ìåí³ íàáðèäëî âñå öå, çðîçóì³é!

Ëèø íàäèõàº æèòè îáðàç òâ³é.



98

Sonnet 67

Ah wherefore with infection should he live,

And with his presence grace impiety,

That sin by him advantage should achieve

And lace itself with his society?

Why should false painting imitate his cheek,

And steal dead seeing of his living hue?

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek

Roses of shadow, since his rose is true?

Why should he live, now nature bankrupt is,

Beggar'd of blood to blush through lively veins,

For she hath no exchequer now but his,

And proud of many, lives upon his gains?

O him she stores, to show what wealth she had 

In days long since, before these last so bad.

Ñîíåò 67

Íàâ³ùî ó ïîðîêàõ â³í æèâå?

Áåç÷åñòÿ âèïðàâäîâóº – äëÿ ÷îãî?

Ãð³õàì ëàøòóº ñâÿòî â³êîâå,

Æîíãëþº ³ ðîçáåùóº ñòàðîãî.

Â äîãîäó êîñìåòè÷íèì êîëüîðàì

Çíèêà ÷îìóñü ðóì’ÿíåöü ïîëóì’ÿíèé.

Õ³áà ïðèðîäè çàïàõóùèé õðàì

Ùå ïîòðåáóº ðóæ ³ç ïîðöåëÿíè?

×îìó éîãî ïðèðîäà áåðåæå?

Âîíà æ òåïåð ³ ìëÿâà, ³ áåçñèëà

(Áî é íà ùîêàõ òàêîæ áåçñèëà âæå

Âîãíåì òà êðîâ’þ ãðàòè â éîãî æèëàõ).

À áåðåæå âîíà éîãî òîìó,

Ùîá ðîçð³çíÿòè ë³òî ³ çèìó.
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Sonnet 68

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,

When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,

Before these bastard signs of fair were born,

Or durst inhabit on a living brow;

Before the golden tresses of the dead,

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away,

To live a second life on second head,

Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay:

In him those holy antique hours are seen,

Without all ornament, itself and true,

Making no summer of another's green,

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new.

And him as for a map doth nature store, 

To show false Art what beauty was of yore.

Ñîíåò 68

Â éîãî îáëè÷÷³ òîé â³äáèòîê âèñòèã,

Êîëè â³í áóâ ùå ñâ³æèì ³ ÿñíèì,

Íåìîâ òåíä³òíèé ïðîë³ñîê ïðå÷èñòèé – 

Íàéïåðøèé ïðîÿâ ðàííüî¿ âåñíè.

Êîëè äî ðóê íå âòðàïèëà ïåðóêà,

ßêó ïðîäàâ çàìîæíèé ÷îëîâ³ê,

ßêó òà¿ëà ìóì³ÿ áåçðóêà

Ó ñàðêîôàç³, ìîæå, ñïîêîíâ³ê.

Éîãî îáëè÷÷ÿ – ñêðîìíå òà ïðèâ³òíå,

Ôàëüøèâ³ áàðâè íå çàøèëè ãóá.

Äóøà éîãî ³ ïàõêîòèòü, ³ êâ³òíå,

Áî â³í òàêè äîáðÿ÷èé æèòòºëþá.

Éîãî ïðèðîäà çáåðåãëà äëÿ íàñ

Êðàñîþ ïðàâäè. Ìîäà – äëÿ ïðèêðàñ.

`
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Sonnet 69

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view

Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;

All tongues (the voice of souls) give thee that due,

Utt'ring bare truth, even so as foes Commend.

Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown'd;

But those same tongues that give thee so thine own

In other accents do this praise confound

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.

They look into the beauty of thy mind,

And that in guess they measure by thy deeds;

Then churls, their thoughts (although their eyes were kind)

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds:

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show, 

The soil is this, that thou dost common grow.

Ñîíåò 69

Òâî¿ äóøà ³ çîâí³øí³ñòü çàâæäè

Áëèùàòü, ìîâ ñàä, ³ ñÿþòü, ìîâ àãàòè.

Çàãàëüíèé âèðîê äðóæáè é âîðîæäè

Íå ìîæå ùîñü â³äíÿòè ÷è äîäàòè.

Äëÿ çîâí³øíîñò³ çîâí³øíÿ õâàëà.

Õóëà æ áóâàº ³íîä³ æîðñòîêà.

Äî ñâ³òëà é òüìè þðáó íå ðàç âåëà 

Âëàñòèâ³ñòü ñåðöÿ, ñõîâàíà â³ä îêà.

ßê³ á ïðî äóøó òè íå ÷óâ ñëîâà,

À äçåðêàëî äóø³ – ¿¿ ä³ÿííÿ.

Áóð’ÿí òàêîæ ó çàò³íêó õîâà

Äóõìÿíèõ ðóæ îêðèëåíå ç³òõàííÿ.

Òâ³é ñàä ïëîäàìè ùåäðèé íà îñêîìó:

Äîñòóïíèé âñ³ì, ³ â òîé æå ÷àñ – í³êîìó.



101

Sonnet 70

That thou are blamed shall not be thy defect,

For slander's mark was ever yet the fair;

The ornament of beauty is suspect,

A Crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.

So thou be good, slander doth but approve

Their worth the greater, being woo'd of time,

For Canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,

And thou present'st a pure unstained prime.

Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of young days,

Either not assail'd or victor being charged;

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise,

To tie up envy evermore enlarged:

If some suspect of ill mask'd not thy show, 

Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.

Ñîíåò 70

ßêùî ïë³òêóº, êïèòü ³ç òåáå âîðîã,

Òî õàé ñåáå â ñîá³ ï³çíàº ñàì.

Êîëè âãîð³ øèðÿº ÷îðíèé âîðîí –

Öå íå çàâàäèòü ÷èñòèì íåáåñàì.

Òîìó íàêëåïè çâîäÿòüñÿ â îáìîâàõ,

Òîìó ³ ðàíÿòü ïîãëÿäè ÷åðñòâ³,

Ùî òè – íåïîãð³øèì³ñòü ïðèíöèïîâà,

Ìîâ íàéí³æí³øèé ïóï’ÿíîê â ÷åðâ³.

Õðàíè, ìîâ îêî, õðèñòèÿí ³äåþ,

Áî ë³êóâàòèñü òðåáà é ë³êàðÿì,

Áî ÷èñòîòîþ é ïðàâäîþ ñâîºþ 

Òè íå çàòóëèø ðîòà ïë³òêàðÿì.

Ñåðöÿ íå âñ³ – îáëåñëèâ³ é ëóêàâ³:

Òè äðóç³â ÷åñíèõ ìàâ áè ó äåðæàâ³. 

`
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Sonnet 71

No longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell;

Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it; for I love you so

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

O if (I say) you look upon this verse

When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse;

But let your love even with my life decay,

Lest the wise world should look into your moan

And mock you with me after I am gone.

Ñîíåò 71

Êîëè ïîìðó, òî äîâãî íå òóæè.

Â îñòàííþ ïóòü ç³ äçâîíàìè ïðîâîäü.

Ç³ ñâ³òó ÿ, ùî áóâ ìåí³ ÷óæèì,

Ç³éäó ó ñâ³ò, äå òî÷àòü ÷åðâè ïëîòü.

Íå çàâäàâàé æàëþ ÷åðåç ðîêè.

Ïðîñòè ìåí³, ùî âèáðàâ ñóïîê³é.

Ðóêè, ùî íàïèñàëà ö³ ðÿäêè,

Íå áåðåæè ó ïàì’ÿò³ ñâî¿é.

Ñêëàäó ïîâ³êè, ùîéíî âäàðèòü ãð³ì.

Çàáóäü íàâ³êè òè ìîº ³ì’ÿ.

ß äóæå õî÷ó, ùîá ç æèòòÿì ìî¿ì

Âìèòü çàõîëîëà ³ ëþáîâ òâîÿ.

Çàáóäü – òàê ëåãøå ³ òîá³, é ìåí³,

Ùîá íå ñì³ÿëèñü òóò ³ âäàëèí³. 
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Sonnet 72

O lest the world should task you to recite

What merit lived in me, that you should love

After my death (dear love) forget me quite,

For you in me can nothing worthy prove.

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie,

To do more for me than mine own desert,

And hang more praise upon deceased.

Than niggard truth would willingly impart:

O lest your true love may seem false in this,

That you for love speak well of me untrue,

My name be buried where my body is,

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.

For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,

And so should you, to love things nothing worth.

Ñîíåò 72

Ïðî ñîêðîâåííå áóäåø ãîâîðèòè –

Ìåíå çàáóòè íå ñï³øè, çàæäè,

Êîëè ïîãàñíóòü ìèë³ êîëîðèòè,

Êîëè â ìîãèëó ëÿæó íàçàâæäè.

Äëÿ ìåíå òè, ìîâ íåáà ïîäàðóíîê,

Ìèòü âèðóâàëà íàìè îáîìà.

Â êîõàíí³ áóâ îáìàíëèâèé ðÿòóíîê,

² â ä³ÿõ – òàêîæ ðÿò³âíèé îáìàí.

Ùîá íåíàðîêîì ñïîìèíîì áðåõëèâèì

Íå çàïëÿìèòè ³ñòèííó ëþáîâ,

Çàáóäü í³ê÷åìó ç ³ìåíåì ÷âàíëèâèì –

Öüîãî áëàãàþ â òåáå çíîâ ³ çíîâ.

Î, íå ìîÿ áóëà ó ò³ì çàñëóãà,

Ùî ìàâ îï³êó äîðîãîãî äðóãà.

`
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Sonnet 73

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few do hang

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.

In me thou seest the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire

Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

Ñîíåò 73

Áàãðÿíèé ëèñòîïàä óæå â ìåí³,

Îäèí çà îäíèì êðóæåëÿº ëèñò.

² ãîë³ êðîíè ìåðçíóòü â âèøèí³,

Â ÿêèõ çàìîâê âåñåëèé ùåáåò-ñâèñò.

Â ìåí³ òè áà÷èø òîé âå÷³ðí³é ÷àñ,

ßê çàõ³ä ñîíöÿ, ùî ïîãàñ êîëèñü.

² ÿñíèé êóïîë íåáà âæå â³ä íàñ,

Íåíà÷å ñìåðòþ, ñóò³íêîì ïðèêðèâñü.

Â ìåí³ òè áà÷èø ñÿéâî íåçåìíå,

Ùî ïåðåéøëî íà ïîï³ë äàâí³õ äí³â.

Ñòð³ìêå æèòòÿ, ùî â áåçêðàé ïðîìèíå,

Ñòàº òåïåð ìîãèëîþ ìåí³.

Òè áà÷èø âñå, òà áëèçüê³ñòþ ê³íöÿ

Òóã³øå íàø³ çâ’ÿçàíî ñåðöÿ.

 



105

Sonnet 74

But be contented when that fell arrest

Without all bail shall carry me away,

My life hath in this line some interest,

Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.

When thou reviewest this, thou dost review

The very part was consecrate to thee:

The earth can have but earth, which is his due;

My spirit is thine, the better part of me:

So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life,

The prey of worms, my body being dead,

The coward conquest of a wretch's knife,

Too base of thee to be remembered.

The worth of that is that which it contains,

And that is this, and this with thee remains.

 Ñîíåò 74

Êîëè ìåí³ ó÷èíèòüñÿ àðåøò –

Áåç âèêóïó, àìí³ñò³é òà â³äñòðî÷êè,

Òîä³ íå êàì³íü, íå ìîãèëüíèé õðåñò,

À ïàì’ÿòíèêîì áóäóòü ö³ ðÿäî÷êè.

Äëÿ ñåáå òè çíàéäåø â ìî¿õ ðÿäêàõ

Âñå òå, ùî ãð³øíå ñåðöå ïî÷óâàëî.

Íåõàé çåìë³ ä³ñòàíåòüñÿ ì³é ïðàõ, –

Ìåíå çãóáèâøè, òè óòðàòèø ìàëî.

Ç òîáîþ áóäå ñâ³òëî, ùî â ìåí³,

À ñìåðòü â³çüìå óñå íåäîâãîâ³÷íå –

Òîé îñàä, ùî çàëèøèòüñÿ íà äí³,

Âñå, ùî áðîäÿãà ï³äáåðå çóñòð³÷íèé.

¯é – ÷åðåïêè ðîçáèòî¿ ìàê³òðè.

Òîá³ – äóøà ³ ì³é ñîíåò íåõèòðèé.

`
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Sonnet 75

So are you to my thoughts as food to life,

Or as sweet-season'd showers are to the ground;

And for the peace of you I hold such strife

As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found.

Now proud as an enjoyer and anon

Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure,

Now counting best to be with you alone,

Then better'd that the world may see my pleasure;

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight

And by and by clean starved for a look;

Possessing or pursuing no delight,

Save what is had or must from you be took.

Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,

Or gluttoning on all, or all away.

Ñîíåò 75

Âòàìîâóºø òè ì³é ãîëîäíèé ç³ð,

ßê ïîëå îñâ³æàþ÷à âîëîãà. 

Ëå÷ó íåïðèìèðåííèé, íà÷å çâ³ð,

Äî ñõîâàíîãî ñêàðáó äîðîãîãî.

Òðåì÷ó, ìîâ ñêíàðà, âäåíü ³ óâ³ ñí³,

Áîþñü ïî÷óòè êðîêè ï³äë³ é íèö³,

Ùîá íå çàñòàâ êðàä³é â ñàìîòèí³

Ìåíå á³ëÿ êîøòîâíî¿ ñêàðáíèö³.

Ðîçäìóõóþ áëàæåíñòâî, ìîâ ³ñêðó,

² ò³øóñÿ íà¿äêàìè ÿ ðàäî. 

² ðàé, ³ ïåêëî â òåáå çàáåðó,

Ìîÿ íàä³º, ìóêî òà ðîçðàäî.

Â öèõ äí³â ñòðîêàò³ì äèâí³ì ðîçìà¿òò³ –

² âáîãèé ÿ, ³ íàéáàãàòøèé â ñâ³ò³.

`
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Sonnet 76

Why is my verse so barren of new pride,

So far from variation or quick change?

Why with the time do I not glance aside

To new found methods and to compounds strange?

Why write I still all one, ever the same,

And keep invention in a noted weed,

That every word doth almost tell my name,

Showing their birth and where they did proceed?

O know, sweet love I, always write of you,

And you and love are still my argument;

So all my best is dressing old words new,

Spending again what is already spent:

For as the sun is daily new and old,

So is my love still telling what is told.

Ñîíåò 76

Ì³é â³ðø, íà æàëü, í³÷èì íå ïîêàçíèé,

Áåç ð³çíîáàðâ’ÿ îáðàç³â íåçâè÷íèõ.

Éîìó áðàêóº áëèñêó, íîâèçíè,

ßñêðàâèõ òðîï³â, ñâ³æèõ, ïîåòè÷íèõ.

Çàáóâ äàâíî, ÿê á³ãàâ ïî ðîñ³.

Ñòàðå ëàõì³òòÿ îäÿãàþ çíîâó.

Ìîº ³ìåííÿ, ³ öå çíàþòü âñ³,

Ìîºìó êîæíîìó âëàñòèâå ñëîâó.

Òè ùîñü íîâå ïî÷óºø ³ çáàãíåø,

ßê äèâî. ßê ìîëèòâó ïåðåä ÷àºì.

Àáè íå ìàëà ï³ñíÿ ïóò ³ ìåæ,

Íàñíàãó é ñèëó Áîã ìåí³ âðó÷àº.

Òå ñàìå ñîíöå ñõîäèòü íàä³ ìíîþ,

Îäíàê ùîðàçó ñÿº íîâèçíîþ.
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Sonnet 77

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear,

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste;

These vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear,

And of this book this learning mayst thou taste:

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show

Of mouthed graves will give thee memory;

Thou by thy dial's shady stealth mayst know

Time's thievish progress to eternity.

Look! what thy memory cannot contain

Commit to these waste blacks, and thou shalt find

Those children nursed, deliver'd from thy brain,

To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.

These offices, so oft as thou wilt look,

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.

Ñîíåò 77

Ëþñòåðêî ñèâèíó òîá³ ïîêàæå,

Ãîäèííèê – çãóáó äí³â. Îòîæ, ìîëèñü!

Òâ³é â³ðø ðÿäêàìè íà ñòîð³íêó ëÿæå,

Õòîñü íåîäì³ííî ïðî÷èòà êîëèñü.

Î, ñêðîí³ ñèâ³ º íå ò³ëüêè â ìåíå,

Äâ³ ñòð³ëêè íà ãîäèííèêó ïîâçóòü:

Æèòòÿ – öå áëàãî íàøå äîñòåìåííå – 

¯ñòü ÷àñó õèæà íåâñèòèìà ñóòü.

Óâ³êîâ³÷òå ÿñíèìè ñëîâàìè

Âñå, ùî íå â ñèëàõ ïàì’ÿòü çáåðåãòè.

Ñâî¿õ ä³òåé, äàâíî çàáóòèõ âàìè,

Çíàéäåòå âè ó âèð³ ñóºòè.

Áî ò³ ñëîâà, ï³ä³áðàí³ ïðàâäèâî,

Òàÿòü â ñîá³ â³äîáðàæàëüíå äèâî.
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Sonnet 78

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse

And found such fair assistance in my verse

As every Alien pen hath got my use

And under thee their poesy disperse.

Thine eyes that taught the dumb on high to sing

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly

Have added feathers to the learned's wing

And given grace a double majesty.

Yet be most proud of that which I compile,

Whose influence is thine, and born of thee:

In others' works thou dost but mend the style,

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be;

But thou art all my art and dost advance

As high as learning my rude ignorance.

Ñîíåò 78

Æèâè ó ñåðö³, ñåñòðî ÷àð³âëèâà.

Òåáå ÿ, çîðå, ìóçîþ íàçâàâ.

Òåáå ïåðåõîïèëè, íà÷å çëèâà,

Ìàéñòðè â³äîìèõ êàíò³â òà îêòàâ.

Òè, ùî í³ìîãî ñï³âó íàó÷èëà,

Ïðèìóñèëà íåâ³ãëàñà çìîâ÷àòü,

Áåççàõèñíèì ïîäàðóâàëà êðèëà,

À òâîðàì – âåëè÷àâîñò³ ïå÷àòü.

Äóøà áåç òåáå, íà÷å áåç³ìåííà,

² ïîëîõëèâà, í³áè çàé÷åíÿ.

Ï³ñíÿì – ïîë³ò, ïîåòîâ³ – íàòõíåííÿ, –

Äàºø. Òè ¿õ â ñîá³ íå çà÷èíÿé.

Ïîåç³ÿ òâîÿ, íåìîâ æèòòÿ,

Â ìèñòåöòâî ïåðåòâîðþº ÷óòòÿ.

`
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Sonnet 79

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace,

But now my gracious numbers are decay'd

And my sick Muse doth give an other place.

I grant (sweet love) thy lovely argument

Deserves the travail of a worthier pen,

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent

He robs thee of and pays it thee again.

He lends thee virtue and he stole that word

From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give

And found it in thy cheek; he can afford

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.

Then thank him not for that which he doth say,

Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.

Ñîíåò 79

Òè áóâ ìåí³ ºäèíèì äæåðåëîì

Ïîåç³¿, ùî âèò³êàëà â³ðøåì.

Â³äíèí³ ìîâáè ìàþ ïåðåëîì:

Â³ðøóþ – ìàëî, ç ìóçîþ – ùå ã³ðøå.

Áåçñèëëÿ óñâ³äîìëþþ ñâîº –

Íå ìîæó ïîçìàãàòèñÿ ó ñëîâ³.

Îäíå õâèëþº, æàëþ çàâäàº: 

Ùî þí³ ñèëè – ïðîòè ìåíå, â çìîâ³. 

Íîâ³ ïîåòè ùîñü áåðóòü ó íàñ,

Áî º ñï³âöÿìè ³ êðàñè, ³ öíîòè.

Òà â³ääàþòü íàëåæíå ïîâñÿê÷àñ,

Îö³íþþ÷è âñ³ òâî¿ ÷åñíîòè.

Íåõàé ñîá³ îñï³âóþòü. Îäíà÷å, 

Â íèõ áîðæíèêîì íå áóäåø òè, þíà÷å.
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Sonnet 80

O how I faint when I of you do write,

Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,

And in the praise thereof spends all his might,

To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame.

But since your worth (wide as the ocean is) 

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear,

My saucy bark (inferior far to his)

On your broad main doth wilfully appear.

Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat,

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride,

Or (being wrack'd) I am a worthless boat,

He of tall building and of goodly pride:

Then if he thrive and I be cast away,

The worst was this, my love was my decay.

Ñîíåò 80

Ì³é â³ðø, ì³é ãîëîñ ðîçòàþòü, ÿê ñí³ã.

À ÿ æ íåäàâíî ñòàâèâ ¿õ íà ÷àòè.

Ó íàäçâè÷àéí³ì ãðîì³ ñòðóí ñâî¿õ

Ìåíå ñï³âåöü ïðèìóøóº ìîâ÷àòè.

Î, ñê³ëüêè â îêåàíñüêó äàëèíó

Ìîãóòí³é êîðàáåëü ïëèâå íåâïèííî!

Ç’ÿâèòèñÿ é ñîá³ ÿ ðèçèêíó,

ßê ÷îâíèê, ÿê ãîð³õîâà ëóøïèíà.

Âåëèêå òå îñíàùåíå ñóäíî

Ãîòóºòüñÿ äî áóð, íåìîâ äî áîþ.

Òà íå áîþñÿ õâèëü ÿ âñå îäíî,

Áî ïîäóìêè æèâó ëèøå òîáîþ.

Çíåíàöüêà âìðó ÷è áóäó æèòè, êâîëèé, –

Ëþáîâ³ íå ïîêèíó ÿ í³êîëè.
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Sonnet 81

Or I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten.

From hence your memory death cannot take,

Although in me each part will be forgotten.

Your name from hence immortal life shall have,

Though I (once gone) to all the world must die:

The earth can yield me but a common grave,

When you entombed in men's eyes shall lie.

Your monument shall be my gentle verse,

Which eyes not yet created shall o'er-read,

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse

When all the breathers of this world are dead,

You still shall live (such virtue hath my pen) 

Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths of men.

Ñîíåò 81

Õòî ç íàñ ðàí³ø ïîêèíå âñå æèâå, –

Î, ìèëèé äðóæå, ÿ íå çíàþ, ïðîá³!

Êîëè æèòòÿ ìîº ñìåðòü îá³ðâå,

Òî ïîõîâàºø ó ïðîñòîìó ãðîá³.

Íà öâèíòàð ìåðòâå ò³ëî ïîíåñóòü...

Êàçàâ ÿêèéñü ïðîðîê, ùî äí³ – ëóêàâ³.

Òâî¿ êðàñà, ëþáîâ, äóøà ³ ñóòü

Âêàðáóþòüñÿ íàâ³ê â ëþäñüê³é óÿâ³.

À ïîñòàìåíòîì óïðîäîâæ ñòîë³òü

Ìî¿ äëÿ òåáå ùèð³ äóìè áóäóòü, –

Â ìî¿õ ñîíåòàõ âåñü òâ³é äóõ ñòî¿òü,

Òåáå, ïîâ³ð, íàùàäêè íå çàáóäóòü.

Çåìíèé êîëèñü ïîêèíóâøè ñâ³é ïðàõ,

Òè æèòèìåø ç³ ñëîâîì  íà âóñòàõ.
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Sonnet 82

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse

And therefore mayst without attaint o'erlook

The dedicated words which writers use

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise,

And therefore art enforced to seek anew

Some fresher stamp of the time bettering days.

And do so love, yet when they have devised

What strained touches rhetoric can lend,

Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized

In true plain words by thy true-telling friend;

And their gross painting might be better used

Where cheeks need blood; in thee it is abused.

Ñîíåò 82

Òè íå â³í÷àâñÿ ç ìóçîþ, î í³!

Ïîáëàæëèâèé ç³ ìíîþ, äàëåá³.

Çìàãàþòüñÿ ñï³âö³, – ³ íå îäí³, – 

Õâàëåáí³ îäè ïèøó÷è òîá³.

Ùîá ³ õîò³â, ¿ì íå ñòóëþ ðîò³â.

Òè çâèê äî êðàùèõ îä, à íå ñóìíèõ.

¯ì â³ðèòè íå ñòàíó é ïîãîò³â,

ßêáè é ùîñü ìóäðå òè çíàéøîâ ó íèõ.

Ïðèðîä³ íå ïîòð³áíî çàéâèõ áàðâ.

Í³ øòó÷íå ðîçìàëüîâóâàííÿ ãóá.

Áàëàêàíèíè, Ãîñïîäè, ïîçáàâ!

Áî òè, ì³é äðóæå, – êðàñåíü, âîëåëþá.

Ïîìàäè óíèêàé ïåðåäóñ³ì.

Òâîãî ðóì’ÿíöþ âèñòà÷èòü óñ³ì.
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Sonnet 83

I never saw that you did painting need

And therefore to your fair no painting set;

I found (or thought I found) you did exceed

The barren tender of a poet's debt;

And therefore have I slept in your report,

That you yourself being extant well might show

How far a modern quill doth come too short,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.

This silence for my sin you did impute,

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb,

For I impair not beauty being mute,

When others would give life and bring a tomb.

There lives more life in one of your fair eyes

Than both your poets can in praise devise.

Ñîíåò 83

Òè îá³éøîâñÿ áåç ïîìàäè é ôàðá.

² ïðàâèëüíî â÷èíèâ öå, ÿê íà ìåíå.

Òâîÿ êðàñà – òî íàéö³íí³øèé ñêàðá,

ßê ³ äóøà, ÿê ³ æèòòÿ øàëåíå.

Íå ìàþ çâè÷êè, ùîá – òåáå ïîâ÷àòü.

Òè – ³äåàë, âç³ðåöü áëàãîä³ÿííÿ.

Òîæ íà âóñòà ìî¿ ëÿãëà ïå÷àòü

Ãàëàíòíîãî ³ ñêðîìíîãî ìîâ÷àííÿ.

Ïðîñòè ìîº¿ ìóçè í³ìîòó,

Âîíà – â³äâåðòà é ÷åñíà ïîì³æ íàìè.

Ñï³âö³ òâîþ õîâàþòü êðàñîòó 

Í³ê÷åìíèìè õâàëåáíèìè ðÿäêàìè.

Âîíè äàðåìíî ïðîáóþòü ïåðîì

Òå, ùî ï³ä ñèëó ò³ëüêè íàì îáîì.
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Sonnet 84

Who is it that says most, which can say more

Than this rich praise, that you alone, are you,

In whose confine immured is the store

Which should example where your equal grew.

Lean penury within that pen doth dwell

That to his subject lends not some small glory;

But he that writes of you, if he can tell

That you are you, so dignifies his story;

Let him but copy what in you is writ,

Not making worse what nature made so clear,

And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,

Making his style admired every where.

You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,

Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse.

Ñîíåò 84

Õòî çíà ñëîâà ãàðÿ÷³ ïðîçîðëèâ³ –

Îò³ ñëîâà, ùî òè – º ò³ëüêè òè?

Êðàñ³ òâî¿é òà ïîñòàò³ âðîäëèâ³é

Ïîä³áíå ùîñü í³õòî íå ì³ã çíàéòè.

ßêèé æå á³äíèé â³ðø ³ íåö³êàâèé!

Í³ ñîíöÿ â í³ì, àí³ æèâèõ çàãðàâ.

Òî íå ïîåò, ùî ó ðÿäêàõ ëóêàâèâ,

Ùî ³ òåáå òîáîþ íå íàçâàâ.

Ïîåò íå òîé, õòî äîãîäæàº ìîä³,

À òîé, ó êîãî – âäà÷à áîéîâà,

Õòî ëèöàðåì ïðàâäèâèì º â íàðîä³,

Õòî ðèçèêóº, òâîðÿ÷è äèâà.

Î, ëåñòîùàìè ë³ïëåíà õâàëà – 

Ùå ã³ðø, ÿê ôàëüø. Ùå ã³ðøå, í³æ õóëà.
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Sonnet 85

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,

While comments of your praise, richly compiled,

Reserve their character with golden quill

And precious phrase by all the Muses filed.

I think good thoughts whilst others write good words,

And like unlettered clerk still cry 'Amen'

To every Hymn that able spirit affords,

In polish'd form of well-refined pen.

Hearing you praised, I say ' 'Tis so, 'tis true',

And to the most of praise add something more;

But that is in my thought, whose love to you,

(Though words come hindmost) holds his rank before.

Then others, for the breath of words respect,

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.

Ñîíåò 85

Ìîÿ, áà÷, ìóçà – ñêðîìíà é ìîâ÷àçíà.

Ì³æ òèì, ïîåòè âèäàòí³ êðóãîì

Òîá³ âî ñëàâó ïèøóòü ïèñüìåíà

Ïàíåã³ðè÷íèì çîëîòèì ïåðîì.

Ïîãàñëà ìóçà – ïîõâàëüáè  êàì³í...

À ÿ, êîëè çâó÷èòü ºëåéíèé ñï³â,

Ìîâ òîé äÿ÷îê òóïèé, êàæó «àì³íü»

Â ê³íö³ âðî÷èñòî âèìîâëåíèõ ñë³â.

Ñï³âö³ – ëóêàâ³, òàê âîíî ³ ºñòü:

Çàïîá³ãàþòü (õî÷ ³ ãð³õ, ³ ñì³õ),

Âîçäàþ÷è òâî¿ì çàñëóãàì ÷åñòü.

Ìîÿ æ ïîøàíà – â ïîìèñëàõ ìî¿õ.

Òîá³ ÿ â³ðþ ïîâí³ñòþ. Ìåíå æ –

Òè ¿õí³ìè ñëîâàìè íå ïðîéìåø.
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Sonnet 86

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,

Bound for the prize of all too precious you,

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,

Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew?

Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write

Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead?

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night

Giving him aid, my verse astonished.

He, nor that affable familiar ghost

Which nightly gulls him with intelligence

As victors of my silence cannot boast;

I was not sick of any fear from thence:

But when your countenance fill'd up his line,

Then lack'd I matter; that enfeebled mine.

Ñîíåò 86

À âóòëèé ÷îâåí ì³ðÿ ãëèáèíó...

Ïî îêåàíàõ – ñÿþ÷³ â³òðèëà...

Òðàã³÷íó ³, ìîæëèâî, íå îäíó

Ìåí³ ðåàëüí³ñòü ³ñòèíó â³äêðèëà.

Íå ãð³º, ò³ëüêè áîëþ çàâäàº 

Ðîçïàëåíå áàãàòòÿ ìîëîäèìè,

Ùî ñåðöå ïðèãîëîìøèëè òâîº, –

Çìàãàòèñÿ íå â ñèë³ ÿ âæå ç íèìè.

Òâîºìó áàðäîâ³ ñïðèÿº äóõ

Âîëõâ³â, ùî º, ìîâ ìàïà, áåçò³ëåñíèé, –

Ìî¿õ ñòàðå÷èõ íå ëîñêî÷å âóõ... 

² ÿ ìîâ÷ó, õî÷ ìàþ äàð ñëîâåñíèé.

Ñâî¿ì ñï³âöåì çàõîïëþºøñÿ òè.

Â ì³é â³ðø, ÿê â ä³ì, íå êâàïèøñÿ çàéòè.

`
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Sonnet 87

Farewell, thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou know'st thy estimate:

The Charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;

My bonds in thee are all determinate.

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?

And for that riches where is my deserving?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And so my patent back again is swerving.

Thy self thou gavest, thy own worth then not knowing,

Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mistaking;

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,

Comes home again, on better judgement making.

Thus have I had thee as a dream doth flatter,

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.

Ñîíåò 87

Ïðîùàé, ëþáîâå, ìèëèé ñêàðáå ì³é.

Çàòðèìàþ òåáå ÿ íåíàäîâãî.

Äóìêè ñ³äëàëè êðèëà ãàðíèõ ìð³é,

Ñ³äëàé ó ïóòü ñâîãî ³ òè ãí³äîãî.

Áåðó òåáå ó ñíè. ²íàêøå íàì

Â ðîçëóö³ âàæêî áóäå áåç íàä³¿.

Äëÿ ìåíå òè, ëþáîâå, íà÷å õðàì,

Â ÿê³ì äóøà ñï³âàº é ìîëîä³º.

Òè ì÷èø ó äàëü, ïðèøïîðèâøè êîíÿ,

² â’ÿíå öâ³ò, ëåë³ÿíèé òîáîþ.

À ÿ áåð³ã äî íèí³øíüîãî äíÿ

Äàðóíêè ñí³â ç íåìðóùîþ ëþáîâ’þ.

Êîëè áóâ ñîí, â ðóêàõ òðèìàâ êîðîíó.

Ç³ ñíîì – íå ñòàëî í³ ¿¿, í³ òðîíó.
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Sonnet 88

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light,

And place my merit in the eye of scorn,

Upon thy side against myself I'll fight,

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.

With mine own weakness being best acquainted,

Upon thy part I can set down a story

Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted;

That thou in losing me shalt win much glory:

And I by this will be a gainer too,

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,

The injuries that to myself I do,

Doing thee vantage, double vantage me.

Such is my love, to thee I so belong,

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.
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ßê ò³ëüêè òè çíåâ³ðèøñÿ â ìåí³,

Ï³ääàâøè ³ ï³äîçð³, ³ çíåâàç³, –

Çàëèøóñÿ îäèí, â ñàìîòèí³,

Ïðèéìó ïðîâèíó â áóäü-ÿê³é ç îêàç³é.

Ìîþ íàéêðàùó ï³ñíþ ³ç ï³ñåíü

Ïåðåòâîðèòè ì³ã áè ÿ íà ïîâ³ñòü.

Áî ëàäåí âèçíàâàòè äåíü ó äåíü

Ñâî¿ ãð³õè, àáè îìèòè ñîâ³ñòü.

Õî÷à ³ çíåìàãàþ â áîðîòüá³,

Òåðïëþ îáðàçè, êðèâäè, ÷àñòî ïëà÷ó, –

Âñþ ïåðåìîãó â³ääàþ òîá³,

Íàòîì³ñòü º – ïîðàçêà òà íåâäà÷à.

Õàé áóäó æåðòâîþ íåïðàâîòè,

Àáè â óñüîìó ðàö³þ ìàâ òè.
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Sonnet 89

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault,

And I will comment upon that offence;

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt,

Against thy reasons making no defence.

Thou canst not (love) disgrace me half so ill,

To set a form upon desired change,

As I'll myself disgrace, knowing thy will,

I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange:

Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue

Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell,

Lest I (too much profane) should do it wrong

And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee against myself I'll vow debate,

For I must ne'er love him whom thou dost hate.
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Ñêàæè ìåí³, ùî òðàïèëîñÿ çíîâ?

Òè çðàäó ï³äêèäàºø, ìîâ ïîë³íî!

ß øêóòèëüãàâ, êîëè äî òåáå éøîâ,

À ïîâåðòàâñÿ – ï³äâåðíóâ êîë³íî.

Òè íå çíàéäåø òàêèõ äîøêóëüíèõ ñë³â,

ßê ÿ ñòâîðþ ó ïåðø³ì-ë³ïø³ì â³ðø³.

Ìîâ áëèñêàâêè, ìåòàºø ëþòèé ãí³â,

² ìè â³ä òîãî, íà÷å õë³á, ÷åðñòâ³ø³.

Íå çíà í³õòî, íàñê³ëüêè ùåäðèé òè.

Õî÷ ÿ – ãëóõèé, ñë³ïèé òà êëèøîíîãèé –

Â äóø³ ëþáîâ ãîòîâèé áåðåãòè,

Î÷³êóþ÷è êðèõòó äîïîìîãè.

Ñàì ³ç ñîáîþ á’þñÿ â áîðîòüá³,

Àáè íå ñòàòè âîðîãîì òîá³.
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Sonnet 90

Then hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now;

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross,

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,

And do not drop in for an after-loss.

Ah do not, when my heart hath 'scaped this sorrow,

Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,

To linger out a purposed overthrow.

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

When other petty griefs have done their spite,

But in the onset come, so shall I taste

At first the very worst of fortune's might,

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,

Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.
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Òè ðîçëþáèâ, áî ëëþòü íà ìåíå áðóä,

Ùåäðîòàìè òâîº æèòòÿ çíàìåííå.

Òà ÿ áëàãàþ: äðóæå ì³é, íå áóäü

Ïîãóáîþ îñòàííüîþ äëÿ ìåíå.

Òîá³ óñå ïðîáà÷ó, âñå ïðîùó:

É óäàðè íåñïîä³âàí³ ó ñïèíó,

² ãðîìîâèöþ ç â³äðàìè äîùó,

² ñîíöå â î÷³ ç â³òðîì áåçóïèííèì. 

Íå ïîêèäàé ìåíå â îñòàííþ ìèòü,

Êîëè ñåáå âæå îá³éòè íå çìîæó,

À êðàùå – êèíü, ÿê çìîæó ñàì ñëóæèòü

Ñîá³ òà áëèæíüîìó âî ñëàâó Áîæó.

Òâîþ ëþáîâ çãóáèòè íàçàâæäè –

Íåìà íà ñâ³ò³ ã³ðøî¿ á³äè.
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Sonnet 91

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in their wealth, some in their body's force,

Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse;

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest:

But these particulars are not my measure:

All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments' costs,

Of more delight than hawks and horses be;

And having thee, of all men's pride I boast:

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take

All this away and me most wretched make.
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Ò³ – ÷âàíÿòüñÿ, ùî ðîäîì º áàãàò³,

Ò³ – ê³íüìè, ïîëåì, ³íø³ – ãàìàíöåì,

Ò³ – îðäåíîì, ò³ – áðîøêîþ íà ïëàòò³,

Ò³ – ïñàìè... Íå ñóä³ìî ¿õ çà öå.

ª ð³çí³ óïîäîáàííÿ â ëþäèíè,

Òà íàéìèë³øå â êîæíî¿ – îäíå.

Òî îñîáëèâå ùàñòÿ ³ ºäèíå –

Âîíî äëÿ ìåíå, ñïðàâä³, ãîëîâíå.

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ – òî ñêàðá óñüîãî ñâ³òó,

Ö³íí³øèé çà êîðîíè êîðîë³â.

Òî – ë³êè îä íåäóãè ³ ïðèñòð³òó,

Öå – çãðàÿ íàéäîðîæ÷èõ ñîêîë³â.

Íå ðîçì³íÿþ â³ðíîñò³ òâîº¿

Íà æàë³ñòü òèõ, ó êîãî – ïðèâ³ëå¿.

`
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Sonnet 92

But do thy worst to steal thyself away,

For term of life thou art assured mine,

And life no longer than thy love will stay,

For it depends upon that love of thine.

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,

When in the least of them my life hath end.

I see a better state to me belongs

Than that which on thy humour doth depend:

Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,

Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.

O what a happy title do I find,

Happy to have thy love, happy to die!

But what's so blessed-fair that fears no blot?

Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not.
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Îä ìåíå òè íå ìîæåø óòåêòè,

Ìî¿ì òè áóäåø äî îñòàíí³õ äí³â.

Ìåæóº â³ê ì³é ç â³êîì ñóºòè,

À âñå æ ëþáîâ’þ æèâ ³ íå çá³äí³â.

Íåìàº ã³ðøî¿ á³äè, ÿê ãð³õ,

Çàëåæí³ñòü äîðîãà ìåí³ ÿêðàç, –

Çàëåæí³ñòü â³ä íåìèëîñòåé òâî¿õ,

² ïðèìõ, ³ íåñïîä³âàíèõ îáðàç.

Äóøà òâîÿ ñïîêîþ íå äàº.

Òâî¿õ, îäíàê, ÿ íå áîþñÿ çðàä.

Áî, çíàþ÷è, ùî òè ó ìåíå º,

Â ëþáîâ³ ïîìèðàòè áóäó ðàä.

² õî÷ çàêðàëàñü êðèâäà íå îäíà,

Òà ÷àøó âèï’þ ç ðóê òâî¿õ äî äíà.

`
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Sonnet 93

So shall I live, supposing thou art true,

Like a deceived husband; so love's face

May still seem love to me, though alter'd new;

Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place.

For there can live no hatred in thine eye,

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change,

In many's looks the false heart's history

Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange.

But heaven in thy creation did decree

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell,

Whate'er thy thoughts, or thy heart's workings be,

Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell.

How like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow,

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show!
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Õî÷à – íå â³ðíà, àëå òè – ç³ ìíîþ.

Òàêà âæå äîëÿ âèïàëà, ìàáóòü.

Ëóêàâ³ î÷³ ñâ³òÿòüñÿ ëþáîâ’þ, –

Î, ñåðöåì êðàùå íåçðàäëèâà áóäü.

Òâ³é ïîãëÿä íå âèêàçóº ì³íëèâèõ

Í³ ìóê, í³ ãàäîê, àí³ âîðîæäè.

Îáëè÷ áàãàòî ìèëèõ º, çâàáëèâèõ,

Ùî âì³þòü çàõîâàòè çëà ñë³äè.

Íàïåâíî, òàê óæå óãîäíî Áîãó,

Ùî áðåøóòü íàâ³òü ëàã³äí³ âóñòà,

Ùî âèäíî âñ³ì òåáå, íàãó òà âáîãó,

Êîëè ³ñêðèòüñÿ ò³ëüêè ÷èñòîòà.

² ñÿºø òè æèòòÿ íàïðèê³íö³,

Ìîâ ÿáëóêî ó ªâèí³é ðóö³.

`
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Sonnet 94

They that have power to hurt and will do none,

That do not do the thing they most do show,

Who, moving others, are themselves as stone,

Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow,

They rightly do inherit heaven's graces

And husband nature's riches from expense;

They are the lords and owners of their faces,

Others, but stewards of their excellence.

The summer's flower is to the summer sweet,

Though to itself it only live and die,

But if that flower with base infection meet,

The basest weed outbraves his dignity:

For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds;

Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.
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Õòî ñÿº çëîì, àëå íå ÷èíèòü çëà,

Õî÷ âîëîä³º âàæåëÿìè âëàäè,

Ó êîìó íåõ³òü äî ãð³õà çðîñëà,

Êîìó îãèäí³ ²ðîäè é Ïèëàòè,

Õòî éøîâ çà âîëþ áèòèñü ³ ñòðàæäàòü,

Õòî ïðèñâÿòèâ ñåáå ìîëèòâàì Áîãó, –

Äàðóº íåáî òîìó áëàãîäàòü

² äëÿ ñïàñ³ííÿ âêàçóº äîðîãó.

Õòî æèâ ãð³õîâíî ë³òî íå îäíå,

ßê ðóæà â ïàð³ ç ÷åðâ’ÿêîì, ùî ãàäèòü, –

Òîãî íå÷èñòà ñèëà ïðîêîâòíå

É íà ìóêè â³÷í³ â ïåêëî â³äïðîâàäèòü.

Çð³âíÿòèñÿ íå ìîæå é ç áóäÿêîì

Íàéêðàùà ç ðóæ, ç³ïñóòà ÷åðâ’ÿêîì.
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Sonnet 95

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame

Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name!

O in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose!

That tongue that tells the story of thy days

(Making lascivious comments on thy sport)

Cannot dispraise, but in a kind of praise,

Naming thy name, blesses an ill report.

O what a mansion have those vices got

Which for their habitation chose out thee,

Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot,

And all things turns to fair that eyes can see!

Take heed (dear heart) of this large privilege:

The hardest knife ill used doth lose his edge.
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Ñâ³é ñòèä õîâàòè âì³ºø çàëþáêè.

×åðâ’ÿê ç òðîÿíäè ñ³ê æåíå, ìîâ êðîâ,

Ç’¿äàþ÷è ïàõó÷³ ïåëþñòêè, –

Òàê ³ òåáå òâ³é íîðîâ ïîáîðîâ.

Ïðî òåáå – ïîãîâ³ð òàêèé ãóäå,

×óòêè òàíöþþòü íà õâîñòàõ ñîðîê.

Â³ä îêà íå ñõîâàºøñÿ í³äå,

ßê ìå÷ ³ðæà – òåáå ïñóº ïîðîê.

Ó òâîìó ïðå÷óäîâîìó äâ³ðö³

Òîáîþ âñ³ ó çàõâàò³ áåç ìåæ.

Õî÷ ìàñêó äîáðó ìàºø íà ëèö³,

Êðàñè ãð³õîâíî¿ íå âáåðåæåø.

Áî ìå÷, ÿêîãî çàâøå ¿ñòü ³ðæà,

Âñòîêðàò ñòàº òóï³øèì çà íîæà.
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Sonnet 96

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness;

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport;

Both grace and faults are loved of more and less:

Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort.

As on the finger of a throned queen

The basest jewel will be well esteem'd,

So are those errors that in thee are seen

To truths translated and for true things deem'd.

How many lambs might the stern wolf betray,

If like a lamb he could his looks translate!

How many gazers mightst thou lead away,

If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state!

But do not so, I love thee in such sort

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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Îäí³ – â ïîëîí³ óñï³õ³â òâî¿õ,

À ³íø³ – ìîâ ñóïåðíèêè â áîþ.

Òè âñ³ ÷åñíîòè âèì³íÿâ íà ãð³õ,

Ïîïðàâøè íîðîâîì ³ ÷åñòü ñâîþ.

Ôàëüøèâèé êàì³íü, ÿê àëìàç, áëèùèòü

Ó ïåðñí³ êîðîë³âñüê³ì çîëîò³ì.

Òâî¿ ïîðîêè, ñõîâàí³ ï³ä ùèò

Þíàöüêèõ ë³ò, çäàþòüñÿ ÷åñòþ ¿ì.

Òà ñê³ëüêè á âîâê íå ïåðåâ³â îâåöü,

Âäÿãíóâøè í³æíå ³ç ÿãíÿò ðóíî,

² ñê³ëüêè á þíèõ íå ñêîðèâ ñåðäåöü, –

Â³í ñóìóâàòè áóäå âñå îäíî.

Òè áîðîçíèòè âòîìèøñÿ ð³ëëþ.

Ñïèíèñü! ß – òâ³é, áî ÷åñòü òâîþ ä³ëþ.
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Sonnet 97

How like a winter hath my absence been

From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!

What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen!

What old December's bareness every where!

And yet this time removed was summer's time;

The teeming autumn big with rich increase,

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,

Like widowed wombs after their lords' decease:

Yet this abundant issue seem'd to me

But hope of orphans and un-father'd fruit;

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,

And, thou away, the very birds are mute:

Or if they sing, 'tis with so dull a cheer

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's near.
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ßê áóâ äàëåêî òè, ì³é â³ðíèé äðóã!

Ìåí³ çäàâàëîñü, ùî ïðèéøëà çèìà.

Ç â³òðàìè, ñí³ãîì â³õîëüíî íàâêðóã –

Ìîðîçíèé ãðóäåíü, ÿê òåáå íåìà.

Ç òîáîþ – âåñíè, ë³òî, ñîëîâ’¿...

Áî ðîçãàíÿºø ñìóòîê, ñàìîòó...

Íåñå âæå îñ³íü âðîæà¿ ñâî¿,

Ôàòó âäÿãíóâøè çíîâó çîëîòó. 

Ñèð³òñüêó äîëþ âèáðàëè ïëîäè.

Áåç òåáå ñâ³ò – ÿê ìîëîäà âäîâà.

Ïî¿äåø, ³ íàñòàíóòü õîëîäè.

Òåáå íåìà – ³ ïòàøêà íå ñï³âà.

Òàì, äå ñèíè÷îê çàï³çí³ëèé ñâèñò,

Â ïåðåä÷óòò³ çèìè æîâò³º ëèñò.
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Sonnet 98

From you have I been absent in the spring,

When proud pied April (dress'd in all his trim)

Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing,

That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell

Of different flowers in odour and in hue

Could make me any summer's story tell,

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew;

Nor did I wonder at the Lily's white,

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;

They were but sweet, but figures of delight,

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seem'd it winter still, and you away,

As with your shadow I with these did play.
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Íàñ êâ³òåíü ðîçëó÷èâ, ï’ÿíêèé, áåçæóðíèé,

Âñå îæèâèâøè â³ÿííÿì ðÿñíèì.

Âíî÷³ âñ³ çîð³, Ìàðñè ³ Ñàòóðíè

Ñì³ÿëèñü, òàíöþâàëè ðàçîì ç íèì.

Êðàñà êâ³òîê íåçàéìàíèõ – ïðàâäèâà.

Í³ ¿õí³é äóõ, í³ ¿õí³ êîëüîðè

Íå ñïðàâèëè íà ìåíå òîãî äèâà,

Êîòðîãî ÿ î÷³êóâàâ çãîðè.

Í³ öâ³ò ë³ëå¿, ñí³æíèé, á³ëîêðèëèé,

Àí³ òðîÿíäè ïóðïóðîâèé öâ³ò –

Íå çàì³íèëè, íàâ³òü íå â³äêðèëè,

Òâîãî îáëè÷÷ÿ ðîçïàø³ëèé âèä.

Çèìà áóëà â ìåí³, à áëèñê âåñíè

Íå ñòàâ òàêèì, ÿê òè êîëèñü, – ÿñíèì.
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Sonnet 99

The forward violet thus did I chide:

'Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells,

If not from my love's breath? The purple pride

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells

In my love's veins thou hast too grossly dyed.'

The lily I condemned for thy hand,

And buds of marjoram had stol'n thy hair;

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,

One blushing shame, an other white despair;

A third, nor red nor white, had stol'n of both

And to his robbery had annex'd thy breath;

But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth

A vengeful canker eat him up to death.

More flowers I noted, yet I none could see

But sweet, or colour it had stol'n from thee.
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Çà òå, ùî â òåáå çàïàõè êðàäå,

Ìàë³é ô³àëö³ ñòàâ ÿ äîêîðÿòè.

Òâîº îáëè÷÷ÿ, ñâ³æå, ìîëîäå,

Îá’ºêòîì ñòàëî çëîä³¿â çàâçÿòèõ.

À êðàä³¿ – öå êâ³òè âåñíÿí³.

Î, øïåòèòè ÿ ¿õ íå ïåðåñòàíó:

Ùî ðóê òâî¿õ ë³ëåÿ – â á³ëèí³,

Òâîº âîëîññÿ – â ïó÷êàõ ìàéîðàíó.

Íàðöèñè ìàþòü ÷èñòîòó òâîþ,

Â òðîÿíäè º ðóì’ÿíåöü òâ³é ÷åðâîíèé.

Êâ³òêàì äîãàíè òèõî ðîçäàþ,

Áî ùå íå á’þòü ïî íàñ âå÷³ðí³ äçâîíè.

Ñâ³ò çàïàõóùèõ êâ³ò³â, ÿê âîãîíü,

Çáèðàº áàðâè ³ç òâî¿õ äîëîíü.
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Sonnet 100

Where art thou, Muse that thou forget'st so long

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?

Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthless song,

Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light?

Return forgetful Muse, and straight redeem

In gentle numbers time so idly spent;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem

And gives thy pen both skill and argument.

Rise, resty Muse, my love's sweet face survey,

If time have any wrinkle graven there;

If any, be a Satire to decay,

And make time's spoils despised every where.

Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;

So thou prevent'st his scythe and crooked knife.
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Î, ìóçî, äå òè, ÷îì í³ì³ âóñòà,

×îìó äåøåâèé óñì³õ ïðîäàºø?

Òâîÿ ðîáîòà â ñóºò³ – ïóñòà.

Í³ê÷åìíèì ñëàâó íàùî âîçäàºø?

Æàãó ÷åñíîò ó ëþäÿõ ïðîáóäè

Íå ò³ëüêè áëèñêîì â³ðø³â òà ïîåì –

Âîãíåííó â ñåðöå ïðèñòðàñòü ïîêëàäè,

Âóñòà íàïîâíè ñëîâîì, ÿê âîãíåì.

Áàæàííÿ ÷åñíî æèòè ðîçïàëè!

Àáî – ðîçâ³é ó íåïðîãëÿäíèõ ñíàõ.

Ùîá ì³ã ï³çíàòè äðóãà áóäü-êîëè

Éîãî íàùàäîê ó òâî¿õ ï³ñíÿõ.

À ùå – øàíóé, ÿêùî äîçâîëèòü ÷àñ.

Óñ³ì ºñòâîì æèâèé â³í ïîì³æ íàñ.
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Sonnet 101

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends

For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed?

Both truth and beauty on my love depends;

So dost thou too, and therein dignified.

Make answer, Muse, wilt thou not haply say

'Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix'd;

Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay;

But best is best, if never intermixed?'

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb?

Excuse not silence so, for't lies in thee

To make him much outlive a gilded tomb,

And to be praised of ages yet to be.

Then do thy office, Muse, I teach thee how

To make him seem long hence as he shows now.

Ñîíåò 101

Î, ëåãêîâàæíà ìóçî, íó ÷îãî,

Â³äâ³âøè ïðàâäó ç áëèñêó ÷èñòîòè,

Âæå íå ìàëþºø äðóãà òè ìîãî 

Ó äîáëåñò³, ÿêîìó ð³âíà òè?

Íàâ³ùî êàæåø – âðîäó ïðèêðàøàòü,

Êîëè âîíà – ïðèºìíà, ãîâ³ðêà?

Íå ïîòðåáóº íèí³ ïèøíèõ øàò –

Äóõ ìàº ðóæ³, ñâ³æ³ñòü îã³ðêà.

Êðàñà äîëàº ïåêëî ñóºòè,

Äèâóº êîæíîãî, íåíà÷å ìàã.

Àáè ñâîº¿ ñëàâè çáåðåãòè –

Ó ïîçîëîò³ êðàùèé ñàðêîôàã.

Íå çàéìàíèì, ÿêèì â³í º, çãîðè

Ó íüîìó ñâ³òó îáðàç â³äòâîðè.
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Sonnet 102

My love is strengthen'd, though more weak in seeming;

I love not less, though less the show appear:

That love is merchandized, whose rich esteeming,

The owner's tongue doth publish every where.

Our love was new and then but in the spring

When I was wont to greet it with my lays,

As Philomel in summer's front doth sing

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:

Not that the summer is less pleasant now

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,

But that wild music burthens every bough

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.

Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue:

Because I would not dull you with my song.

Ñîíåò 102

Ëþáëþ. Íå ÷àñòî ìîâëþ ÿ ïðî öå.

Í³æí³ø ëþáëþ. Õî÷ ³íø³ âñÿêèé ðàç

Áóäü-äå (â ï³òüì³ ÷è âäåíü, ï³ä ïðîì³íöåì)

Âñþ äóøó âèñòàâëÿþòü íàïîêàç.

Âóçüêîþ ñòåæêîþ äî òåáå éøîâ,

Ãàðÿ÷èì ñëîâîì, ï³ñíåþ ì³æ òðàâ.

ßê ñîëîâåéêî, ïðîñëàâëÿâ ëþáîâ

Ëèø íàâåñí³, à âë³òêó – çàìîâêàâ.

Ñàäè öâ³òóòü, ÷åêàþ÷è ïëîä³â,

Õî÷ ð³äêî ÷óþòü íîòè ñîëîâ’¿â.

ßê äîâãî íå ñòèõà, ñòàº òîä³

Ïòàøèíèé ùåáåò, ìîâ çâè÷àéíèé ñï³â.

Çàìîâê ³ ÿ, áî ï³çí³ ñîëîâ’¿

Âæå ïðèïèíèëè òüîõêàííÿ ñâî¿. 
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Sonnet 103

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth,

That having such a scope to show her pride,

The argument all bare is of more worth

Than when it hath my added praise beside!

O blame me not, if I no more can write!

Look in your glass, and there appears a face

That over-goes my blunt invention quite,

Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace.

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend,

To mar the subject that before was well?

For to no other pass my verses tend

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell;

And more, much more than in my verse can sit,

Your own glass shows you when you look in it. 

Ñîíåò 103

Íå ïèøå ìóçà á³ëüøå òâ³é ïîðòðåò,

ßêèõ áè ôàðá âîíà íå çàáàãëà.

Î, á³äíà ìóçà, ÿê ³ ì³é ñþæåò!

Íàâ³ùî ïðàâä³ çàéâà ïîõâàëà?

Òîìó é ìîâ÷ó. Çàãëÿíü æå äî äçåðêàë,

Áåççàñòåðåæíî òî÷íèõ ³ ñóìíèõ, –

Òîä³ ïîáà÷èø, âèùå â³ä ïîõâàë,

×îëî ñâîº, çîáðàæåíå ó íèõ.

Ùî â³äòâîðèëà òà äçåðêàëüíà ãëàäü,

Íå ïåðåäàñòü ïàë³òðà ÷è ð³çåöü.

Íå õî÷ó ìàëþâàòè íàâçäîãàä,

Áî äîñêîíàëèé ç³ïñóþ âç³ðåöü.

Òâ³é îáðàç ÷èñòèé, íà÷å õåðóâèì.

Â³í ñÿº êðàùå â äçåðêàë³ ñâî¿ì.
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Sonnet 104

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were when first your eye I eyed,

Such seems your beauty still. Three Winters cold,

Have from the forests shook three summers' pride,

Three beauteous springs to yellow Autumn turn'd

In process of the seasons have I seen,

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn'd,

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.

Ah yet doth beauty, like a dial hand,

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceived;

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand,

Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived,

For fear of which, hear this thou age unbred:

Ere you were born was beauty's summer dead.

Ñîíåò 104

Òè íå çì³íèâñÿ ïðîòÿãîì òðüîõ ë³ò.

ßêèì òè áóâ, òàêèì º ³ òåïåð.

Íà ñêðîí³ ñð³áíèé âïàâ òðüîõ çèì íàë³ò,

Íà êàïåëþñ³ – êâ³òêà ³ç òðüîõ ïåð.

Ç òðüîõ ðóæ âåñíè, ç òðüîõ ÿã³ä ë³ò îòèõ,

ßê ç ïîëÿ õë³á, âèçáèðóþ ñëîâà.

Ñàäè – ó ôðóêòàõ, â øàòàõ çîëîòèõ,

Ë³ñ ðîçäÿãíóëà îñ³íü äîùîâà.

Òà ñòð³ëêà öèôåðáëàò íå ïîëèøà,

Âîíà ïî öèôðàõ ëåäâå-ëåäâå éäå.

Áóëà ³ áóäå þíîþ äóøà,

Õî÷à îáëè÷÷ÿ âæå íå ìîëîäå.

Òîá³ íå òðåáà ñìåðò³? Òîæ – õîä³ì!

Áóëà æ – ïåðåä íàðîäæåííÿì òâî¿ì...
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Sonnet 105

Let not my love be call'd idolatry,

Nor my beloved as an idol show,

Since all alike my songs and praises be

To one, of one, still such, and ever so.

Kind is my love today, tomorrow kind,

Still constant in a wondrous excellence;

Therefore my verse to constancy confined,

One thing expressing, leaves out difference.

Fair, kind and true, is all my argument,

Fair, kind, and true varying to other words;

And in this change is my invention spent,

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.

Fair, kind and true, have often lived alone,

Which three till now never kept seat in one. 

Ñîíåò 105

Íå íàçèâàé êóìèðîì öþ êðàñó,

ßçè÷íèöüêèõ îáðÿä³â íå ïðèéìó.

Ëþáîâí³ ã³ìíè, â³ðø³ ÿ íåñó –

Ïðî íüîãî, ³ äëÿ íüîãî, ³ éîìó.

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ æàãó÷à, ÿê ñâ³÷à, –

Äèõàííÿì ðóæ, íàðöèñ³â, õðèçàíòåì.

Êîëè íîâîãî â³ðøà íàì³÷àâ,

Òî íå øóêàâ í³ çàìèñë³â, í³ òåì.

Äîáðî, êðàñà ³ â³ðí³ñòü. Íå çãàñà

¯õ áëèñê àëìàçíèé â ïåðñí³ äîðîã³ì.

Öÿ ñâ³æ³ñòü òðèºäèíà, ìîâ ðîñà,

²ñêðèòü îáëè÷÷ÿì ëàã³äíèì òâî¿ì.

Äîáðî, êðàñà ³ â³ðí³ñòü – îáíÿëèñü 

Â õàðàêòåð³ òâîºìó ùå êîëèñü.
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Sonnet 106

When in the chronicle of wasted time

I see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme

In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,

Then in the blazon of sweet beauty's best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,

I see their antique pen would have express'd

Even such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring,

And for they look'd but with divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing:

For we, which now behold these present days,

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.

Ñîíåò 106

Ñóâî¿ ìàíóñêðèïò³â äàâí³õ êíèã

Ðÿäêàìè ñòîð³íîê ñâî¿õ ïîæîâêëèõ

Ðîçêàçóþòü ³ñòîð³þ ³íòðèã

Âîëîäàð³â òà ëèöàð³â, ùî çìîâêëè.

Ñòîë³òòÿìè çáåðåæåíà êðàñà.

Âîëîññÿ, óñì³õ, äàìè ÷îðíîáðîâ³...

Òîá³ ïîäàðóâàëè íåáåñà

Ì³öíó ëþáîâ ó íàéäðåâí³ø³ì Ñëîâ³.

Ïîåò íå çì³ã êðàñóíþ ÷àð³âíó

Ïî÷óòè çà íåçðèìèìè äâåðèìà,

Âäèâëÿþ÷èñü ó ìð³éíó äàëèíó

Çàêîõàíèìè, ÿðèìè î÷èìà.

Êîìóñü – áëèçüêà, äëÿ òåáå – ïîòàéíà,

Ìîâ÷èòü, ÿê íåçâîðóøíà äàâíèíà.

`
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Sonnet 107

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,

Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom.

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured,

And the sad augurs mock their own presage,

Incertainties now crown themselves assured,

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time,

My love looks fresh, and death to me subscribes,

Since spite of him I'll live in this poor rhyme,

While he insults o'er dull and speechless tribes:

And thou in this shalt find thy monument,

When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are spent. 

Ñîíåò 107

Äèâóº íåáî ìåðåõò³ííÿì ç³ð,

² âêðèòè âñåñâ³ò âåñü íå ìîæå òó÷à.

Íåíà÷å ñòðàõ ì³é òà ïðîðî÷èé ç³ð,

Ëþáîâ³ ñìåðòü, çäàâàëîñü, íåìèíó÷à.

Çàòåìíåííÿ ñâî¿ ïåðåæèëè –

² ñîíöå, é ì³ñÿöü, ³ äàëåê³ çîð³.

Íàä³ÿ, â³ðà – ã³äí³ ïîõâàëè,

Áî º ñâ³òàíêè â ùåáåò³ áàäüîð³ì.

Ðîçëóêè ñìåðò³ íå áîÿòèñü íàì!

Õî÷ ïîìèðàºì, òà êîëèñü âîñêðåñíåì!

À ñìåðòü ñë³ïà ñòðàøíà ëèø ïëåìåíàì

Íåïðîñâ³ùåííèì, òîáòî – áåçñëîâåñíèì.

Ïåðåæèâåø ³ òè â êîëîí³ ñë³â 

Ãåðáè âåëüìîæ ³ òðîíè êîðîë³â.
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Sonnet 108

What's in the brain that ink may character

Which hath not figured to thee my true spirit?

What's new to speak, what now to register,

That may express my love or thy dear merit?

Nothing, sweet boy, but yet, like prayers divine,

I must each day say o'er the very same;

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,

Even as when first I hallow'd thy fair name.

So that eternal love in love's fresh case

Weighs not the dust and injury of age,

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place,

But makes antiquity for aye his page,

Finding the first conceit of love there bred,

Where time and outward form would show it dead.

Ñîíåò 108

×è ìîæå íèí³ êâîëèé ìîçîê ì³é

Óñ³ äóìêè ïàïåðó ïåðåäàòè?

Ïëåêàâ òîá³ ÿ ñàä íàä³é òà ìð³é –

Ëþáîâíî, ùèðî, ÿê óì³º ìàòè.

Ëþáîâ áåçñìåðòíà ñÿº, ÿê àëìàç,

² º, ïî ñóò³, çàâøå äîðîãîþ.

Çí³ìàº çìîðøêè ³ç ÷îëà íå ðàç,

² ñòàðîñò³, ìîâ ðàá, ñòàº ñëóãîþ.

Êîëè òè áóâ ìàëåñåíüêèì õëîï’ÿì,

ß äîëþ ïðîâ³ùàâ òâîþ ðîçëîãó.

Òîá³ ñîíåòè âîçñèëàþ ÿ,

Íåìîâ ìîëèòâè ³ñòèííîìó Áîãó.

Ëþáîâ, áóâà, íàðîäæóºòüñÿ é òàì,

Äå âæå íå â³ðÿòü ³ ¿¿ ñë³äàì.
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Sonnet 109

O never say that I was false of heart,

Though absence seem'd my flame to qualify;

As easy might I from my self depart

As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie:

That is my home of love; if I have ranged,

Like him that travels I return again;

Just to the time, not with the time exchanged,

So that myself bring water for my stain.

Never believe, though in my nature reign'd,

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,

That it could so preposterously be stain'd,

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;

For nothing this wide universe I call,

Save thou, my Rose, in it thou art my all.

Ñîíåò 109

Íå çðàäæóâàâ òîá³ í³äå é í³ â ÷îìó,

Íå äîïóñêàâ ì³æ íàñ ÿ âîðîæäè.

Ëþáîâ òðèìàºòüñÿ òâîãî ëèø äîìó,

Çàðó÷íèöåþ ñòàâøè íàçàâæäè.

Òè – ì³é ïðèòóëîê, º ëþáîâ ì³æ íàìè.

Çà öå ïîäÿêà – Áîãó òà ñóäüá³.

Íîñèâ ÿ âîäó, ùî çìèâàº ïëÿìè,

Íîñèâ áî ðàä³ñòü íå ëèøå ñîá³.

Òè, äðóæå, âåñü ãîðèø áëàãîä³ÿííÿì,

Õî÷à ãð³õè ïàëèëè þíó êðîâ.

Â³ä òåáå éòèìó é ï³çíî, é ñïîçàðàííÿ,

Òà ïîâåðòàòèñü áóäó çíîâ ³ çíîâ.

Î, ñâ³ò ìåðö³â, òàêèé íåäîñêîíàëèé!

Ùàñëèâ³ ò³, ùî ³ñòèíó ï³çíàëè!
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Sonnet 110

Alas 'tis true, I have gone here and there

And made my self a motley to the view,

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear,

Made old offences of affections new;

Most true it is that I have look'd on truth

Askance and strangely; but, by all above,

These blenches gave my heart another youth,

And worse essays proved thee my best of love.

Now all is done, have what shall have no end,

Mine appetite I never more will grind

On newer proof, to try an older friend,

A God in love, to whom I am confined.

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,

Even to thy pure and most most loving breast. 

Ñîíåò 110

Òî ïðàâäà. Áëàçíþâàâ ÿ ³ áðîäèâ,

² æèâ íà âîë³, íà÷å ñêîìîðîõè.

Ìåëîä³¿ íå÷óâàíèé ìîòèâ

Ìåíå äî ñåáå âàáèâ – ³ íå òðîõè.

Òî ïðàâäà, ùî ÿ Ïðàâä³ ñîãð³øèâ,

Ùî íå âïðèòóë, à ìèìî âñå äèâèâñÿ.

Òî ïðàâäà, ùî ³ç ìóçîþ äðóæèâ

² æèòè íà÷å âäðóãå íàðîäèâñÿ.

Áî ïîëþáèâ æèòòÿ óñ³ì ºñòâîì,

Äå ðàä³ñòü îá³éìàºòüñÿ ç æóðáîþ.

Íå íàçèâàâ òåáå ÿ áîæåñòâîì,

Õî÷à ³ æèâ äëÿ òåáå ³ òîáîþ.

Ìåí³ òè â íåá³ ïðèõèñòîê çíàéäè,

Íà ãðóäÿõ Ïðàâäè ÷èñòî¿ çàâæäè. 
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Sonnet 111

O for my sake do you with fortune chide,

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,

That did not better for my life provide

Than public means which public manners breeds.

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,

And almost thence my nature is subdued

To what it works in, like the dyer's hand:

Pity me then, and wish I were renewed,

Whilst like a willing patient I will drink

Potions of eisel 'gainst my strong infection;

No bitterness that I will bitter think,

Nor double penance to correct correction.

Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye

Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

Ñîíåò 111

ßê õî÷åø – ëàé, ñâàðè ìåíå, êëÿíè...

ß äîëåþ ìîºþ âèíóâàòèé.

Õàé íèí³ ìåëþòü ÿçèêè-ìëèíè, –

Äàâíî âæå ïåðåñòàâ æåáðàêóâàòè.

×è ìàëÿð ïðèõîâàº ðåìåñëî?

Îòàê ìåí³ öå ïðîêëÿòå çàíÿòòÿ

Òàâðîì, ùî íå çìèâàºòüñÿ, ëÿãëî, –

Äîïîìîæè ïîçáóòèñÿ ïðîêëÿòòÿ.

Áåç íàð³êàííÿ ë³êè âñ³ ïðèéìó –

Â³ä ïîëèíó ã³ðêîãî àæ äî ðóòè.

Àáè íå âïàñòè ó ñòðàøíó ï³òüìó,

Âñþ ã³ðêîòó ãîòîâèé ïðîêîâòíóòè.

Òà æàë³ñòþ ñâîºþ â³ðíèé äðóã

Ìåíå âðÿòóº â³ä óñ³õ íåäóã.
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Sonnet 112

Your love and pity doth th'impression fill

Which vulgar scandal stamped upon my brow,

For what care I who calls me well or ill,

So you o'er-green my bad, my good allow?

You are my all the world, and I must strive

To know my shames and praises from your tongue;

None else to me, nor I to none alive,

That my steel'd sense or changes right or wrong.

In so profound Abysm I throw all care

Of others' voices, that my adder's sense

To critic and to flatterer stopped are.

Mark how with my neglect I do dispense:

You are so strongly in my purpose bred

That all the world besides methinks y'are dead.

Ñîíåò 112

Î, äðóæå ì³é, ëþáîâ’þ òà äîáðîì

Òè çìèâ óñå, ùî ïîãîâ³ð íàêëå¿â.

² ðîçïðîùàòèñü äîïîì³ã ç òàâðîì

Ïåðåñóä³â, ïðèíèæåíü ³ íàêëåï³â.

Òâ³é äîê³ð ìèëèé ³ òâîÿ õâàëà –

Ìåí³ äîðîæ÷³, àí³æ áðåõ ïîõìóðèé.

Òâîÿ óâàãà ñòðåñ ïåðåìîãëà,

² ÿ ç ìåòàëó âèáóäóþ ìóðè.

² ñêèíó â ïð³ðâó áðóä ç êóáëîì ãàäþê,

Áî ¿õ øèï³ííÿ – ï³äëå ³ çóõâàëå.

ß âæå íå ÷óþ òèõ ñëèçüêèõ êàòþã,

Ùî â î÷³ ëåñòÿòü, ëåçî æ – ïðèõîâàëè.

Ïîì³æ ìåðö³â ºñòâî æèâå òâîº:

Ëþáîâ, ÿê ë³êè, ìåðòâèì ðîçäàº.
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Sonnet 113

Since I left you mine eye is in my mind,

And that which governs me to go about

Doth part his function and is partly blind,

Seems seeing, but effectually is out;

For it no form delivers to the heart

Of bird, of flower, or shape which it doth latch.

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part,

Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch;

For if it see the rud'st or gentlest sight,

The most sweet-favour or deformed'st creature,

The mountain or the sea, the day or night,

The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature.

Incapable of more replete, with you

My most true mind thus maketh mine [eye] untrue.

Ñîíåò 113

ßê ðîçëó÷àþñü, äèâíèé îáðàç òâ³é

Ó ñíàõ äèâëþñü – äóøåþ, íå î÷èìà.

² çíàº ñïåêà, çíàº ãðîçîâ³é,

Ùî íàñ ºäíà ëþáîâ íåðîçëó÷èìà.

Â³äì³íí³ñòü º ó çîðó òà î÷åé,

ßê ³ çàíÿòòÿ – çãóáíå é æèòòºäàéíå.

Äóøåâíèì çîðîì áà÷ó ñâ³ò ðå÷åé

Íå òàê, ÿê áà÷èâ îêîì ÿ çâè÷àéíèì.

Ó âñüîìó – ðèñè ³ñòèíí³ òâî¿.

Òîáîþ ñâ³ò ìîâ÷èòü, ñï³âà, ñì³ºòüñÿ...

² ãîëóá, ³ âîðîíà, é ñîëîâ’¿,

² ò³íü ãà¿â, ³ ñèíÿ ãëàäü îçåðöÿ...

Òîáîþ ïîâåí ìåëîä³éíèé ñîí.

Ñåðöÿ, ìîâ äçâîíè, á’þòüñÿ â óí³ñîí.

`
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Sonnet 114

Or whether doth my mind being crown'd with you,

Drink up the monarch's plague, this flattery?

Or whether shall I say mine eye saith true,

And that your love taught it this Alchemy?

To make of monsters and things indigest

Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,

Creating every bad a perfect best,

As fast as objects to his beams assemble?

O! 'tis the first, 'tis flattery in my seeing,

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up:

Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeing,

And to his palate doth prepare the cup:

If it be poison'd, 'tis the lesser sin

That mine eye loves it and doth first begin.

Ñîíåò 114

Íåâæå äî ìåíå ç øàíîþ äî í³ã,

ßê äî ìîíàðõà, ïåñòîù³ ïîâçóòü?

Íåâæå î÷èìà ëåñòèòè çíîâ ì³ã?

Íå â³ðþ ÿ â àëõ³ì³¿ ìîãóòü.

Ç ÷óäîâèñüêà, ç íåâèäèìèõ ðå÷åé

Òâîðèòè ìîæå õåðóâèìà â³í.

Òåïëî, ÿê ïðîì³íü àíãåëüñüêèõ î÷åé,

Òåáå ç³ãð³º êðàùå, í³æ êàì³í.

Â³äîìî çîðó – ëàñêó ñ³ºø òè.

Éîìó â³äîìî âñå, ùî ÿ ëþáëþ.

Â³í ÷àøó âì³º â÷àñíî ï³äíåñòè,

Áî çíàº, ùî ñìàêóº êîðîëþ.

À áóâ áè ÿä: ñïîêóòóþ÷è ãð³õ –

Â³í ñêóøòóâàâ áè øâèäøå â³ä óñ³õ.
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Sonnet 115

Those lines that I before have writ do lie,

Even those that said I could not love you dearer:

Yet then my judgment knew no reason why

My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer.

But reckoning time, whose million'd accidents

Creep in 'twixt vows and change decrees of kings,

Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp'st intents,

Divert strong minds to the course of altering things:

Alas why fearing of time's tyranny,

Might I not then say 'Now I love you best,'

When I was certain o'er in-certainty,

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest?

Love is a Babe, then might I not say so,

To give full growth to that which still doth grow.

Ñîíåò 115

Íåïðàâäó ìîâèâ òà áðåõàâ ì³é â³ðø –

Ëþáîâ ÿ íèæ÷å ñòàâèâ, í³æ íàä³þ.

Òåïåð êîõàþ ãëèáøå ³ ïàëê³ø,

Íàéâèùèìè ÷óòòÿìè ïëîìåí³þ.

Êîõàííÿì ÿ ³ òâîð÷³ñòþ ãîð³â,

² âèïàäê³â ñòèõ³ºþ, ùî ðâàëà –

² êëÿòâè, ³ ïðèñÿãè êîðîë³â,

² òîé çàêîí, äå ëæà áóëà çóõâàëà.

Êîëèñü íå â³ðèâ äîëåíüö³-ñóäüá³,

² äèâóâàëî âñå ìåíå ùîìèò³.

Âãàìîâóâàâ ÿ ïðèñòðàñò³ â ñîá³,

Ìî¿ ÷óòòÿ äî òåáå íå ðîçìèò³. 

Ëþáîâ – äèòèíà. Õî÷ áè ï³äðîñëà.

Íå çàïîä³þ ï³äëîñò³ ÷è çëà.
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Sonnet 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.

Ñîíåò 116

ß íà çàâàä³ äâîì ñåðöÿì íå ñòàâ –

Çàðàäè øëþáó, çãîäè, ìèðó é ùàñòÿ.

Êð³çü ïðèçìó ÷âàð, ñêàíäàë³â ÷è âèñòàâ

Êîõàííÿ â³ðíå òë³íó íå ï³ääàñòüñÿ.

Ëþáîâ – öå â áóðþ ðÿò³âíèé ìàÿê,

Íåìåðêíó÷èé ó ìîðîö³ òóìàí³â. 

Ëþáîâ – çîðÿ, ç ÿêîþ ³ ìîðÿê

Í³êîëè íå çàáëóäèòü â îêåàí³.

Íå ëÿëüêà æàëþã³äíà ó ðóêàõ

×àñó, ùî òíå ñåðïîì ïàëê³ ðóì’ÿíö³

Íà ÷îëàõ, ïëîìåí³þ÷èõ ùîêàõ.

Öå – ñâ³ò, ÿêèé ðîçâèäíþºòüñÿ âðàíö³.

ßêùî æ – íåïðàâäà ó ðÿäêàõ ìî¿õ,

Òî ³ êîõàòè, ïåâíî, áóëî á ãð³õ.

`
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Sonnet 117

Accuse me thus: that I have scanted all,

Wherein I should your great deserts repay,

Forgot upon your dearest love to call,

Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;

That I have frequent been with unknown minds

And given to time your own dear purchased right;

That I have hoisted sail to all the winds

Which should transport me farthest from your sight.

Book both my wilfulness and errors down

And on just proof surmise accumulate;

Bring me within the level of your frown,

But shoot not at me in your waken'd hate;

Since my appeal says I did strive to prove

The constancy and virtue of your love.

Ñîíåò 117

Ñóäè ìåíå, àëå íå äóæå ñòðîãî.

Íåâæå ÿ íèí³ â³ðí³ñòü íå çáåð³ã?

Òâîãî íå ì³ã ïîêèíóòè ïîðîãó,

Õî÷ äîñ³ ÷óþ ïîêëèêè äîð³ã...

Òâ³é ÷àñ ÿ êðàâ, à íå ðîáèâ í³÷îãî.

Ïðîñòè, à õî÷ – ñóâîðî ïîêàðàé.

Íå ðàç ìåíå ó ïîøóêàõ íîâîãî

Íåñëè â³òðèëà ó ÷óæèíñüêèé êðàé.

Æèâó ëþáîâ, ³ æàðòè, ³ ðîçâàãè

Íå õîðîíè ó ïîìèñë³ ñóìí³ì 

² ãð³çíèì, ïîâíèì îñóäó çíåâàãè,

Íå óáèâàé òè ïîãëÿäîì ñâî¿ì.

Òàê. Âèíåí ÿ... Òâîÿ òåïåð ëþáîâ,

Íàñê³ëüêè â³ðíèé òè, ïîêàæå çíîâ.
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Sonnet 118

Like as to make our appetite more keen,

With eager compounds we our palate urge,

As to prevent our maladies unseen

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge,

Even so, being full of your ne'er cloying sweetness,

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness

To be diseased, ere that there was true needing.

Thus policy in love, t'anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured

And brought to medicine a healthful state

Which rank of goodness, would by ill be cured;

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true,

Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.

Ñîíåò 118

Äëÿ àïåòèòó ç ïðÿíîù³â ïðèïðàâè,

Ìè â ðîò³ âèêëèêàºì ã³ðêîòó.

Âæèâàºìî äî ÷àþ ãîñòð³ ñòðàâè,

² çàâäàºìî áîëþ æèâîòó.

Ðîçáàëóâàíèé áóéíîþ ëþáîâ’þ,

Øóêàâ òðàâó, ùî çâåòüñÿ äèâîñèë.

Áî ñàì ñîá³ ïîäóìàâ: «Íåçäîðîâ’ÿ», –

Õî÷ ïîâåí áóâ áàäüîðîñò³ ³ ñèë.

Àáè íå ìàòè ïðèêðîñòåé ç êîõàííÿ,

Àáè âòåêòè â³ä âèãàäàíèõ á³ä,

Âàðèâ ÿ ç³ëëÿ çâå÷îðà ³ çðàííÿ –

Âçíàêè äàëèñÿ ë³êè ç þíèõ ë³ò. 

ßêùî ëþáîâ – øàëåíà ³ òðèâîæíà,

Òî ë³êóâàòèñü òðàâàìè íå ìîæíà.
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Sonnet 119

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears,

Distill'd from limbecks foul as hell within,

Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears,

Still losing when I saw myself to win!

What wretched errors hath my heart committed,

Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never!

How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted

In the distraction of this madding fever!

O benefit of ill, now I find true

That better is by evil still made better,

And ruin'd love when it is built anew

Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater.

So I return rebuked to my content

And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.

Ñîíåò 119

ßêèì íàïîºì îòðó¿âñÿ ÿ?

Íåâæå ñë³çüìè ã³ðêèìè, ùî â Ñèðåíè?

Ïåêåëüíî ³ íà ñåðöå ä³º ÿä –

Òî á³äíå, òî ðîçê³øíå, òî ñìèðåííå...

Âîíî – íåìîâáè ãðóäè ðîçòèíà,

Ðîçêàëàòàëîñü äçâîíîì, ÿê äçâ³íèöÿ.

² î÷³ ìðóæèòü äèâíà òà¿íà,

Ùî ñõîâàíà â ðîçøèðåíèõ ç³íèöÿõ.

Î, áëàãîä³éíà ñèëî âòðàòè çëà!

Â³ä òåáå â ãîð³ ìè ñòàºì äîáð³ø³.

Òè ñîâ³ñòü ³ ëþáîâ ïðèáåðåãëà

Óñ³ì, õòî ðîçãóáèâñü íà ðîçäîð³ææ³.

Êîëè çàçíàâ ÿ ãîðÿ, ëèõà, âòðàò,

Äóøåþ ñòàâ áàãàòøèì óñòîêðàò.

`
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Sonnet 120

That you were once unkind befriends me now,

And for that sorrow which I then did feel,

Needs must I under my transgression bow,

Unless my nerves were brass or hammered steel.

For if you were by my unkindness shaken

As I by yours, y'have pass'd a hell of Time;

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken

To weigh how once I suffered in your crime.

O that our night of woe might have rememb'red

My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,

And soon to you, as you to me, then tend'red

The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits!

But that your trespass now becomes a fee;

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.

Ñîíåò 120

Ùî òè æîðñòîêèé – öå äëÿ ìåíå êðàùå.

Õàé ïîòåðïàþ, òà íå â ò³ì ïå÷àëü,

À â ò³ì, ùî í³ñ òîá³ ÿ êðèâäè âàæ÷³,

Áî çàì³ñòü ñåðöÿ ìàâ êîëþ÷ó ñòàëü.

Íå ðàç, íå äâà òåáå äîøêóëüíî âðàçèâ,

Õî÷ íàø³ äí³, ìîâ õì³ëü, ïåðåïëåëèñü.

Ìåíå ãí³òèëè ïðèêðîù³, îáðàçè,

ßêèõ â³ä òåáå çàçíàâàâ êîëèñü.

Òîá³, ì³é äðóæå, äîâãà ìóêà íî÷³

Õàé íàãàäà, ùî â³ä÷óâàâ ÿ ñàì,

² òè, òàêîæ, ³ç âäÿ÷í³ñòþ, îõî÷å

Ïðèéìåø ö³ëþùèé êàÿòòÿ áàëüçàì.

Ãð³õè îäèí îäíîìó çàâäàºì –

Ðîçêàÿííÿìè æ ãàñèì íàâçàºì.  
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Sonnet 121

'Tis better to be vile than vile esteemed,

When not to be receives reproach of being,

And the just pleasure lost, which is so deemed,

Not by our feeling but by others' seeing.

For why should others' false adulterate eyes

Give salutation to my sportive blood?

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies,

Which in their wills count bad what I think good?

No, I am that I am, and they that level

At my abuses reckon up their own;

I may be straight though they themselves be bevel

By their rank thoughts, my deeds must not be shown

Unless this general evil they maintain,

All men are bad and in their badness reign.

Ñîíåò 121

Îé, íå â÷àùàé â ãîñòèíó ÷è íà ÷àé,

Ùîá çàéâî¿ óíèêíóòè õàëåïè!

Î÷åé â ñ³ðêà ñîá³ íå ïîçè÷àé –

Íå éäè òóäè, äå ñ³þòüñÿ íàêëåïè.

² êðàìàð³, ³ ñóää³ ÿê îäèí –

Ìàí³ïóëþþòü, ãîäÿòü ëèõîñëîâ’þ,

Ëþäåé âñ³õ ì³ðÿþòü íà ñâ³é àðøèí, –

Í³õòî ³ç íèõ, ÿê òè, íå æèâ ëþáîâ’þ.

Øïèêè îáëåñëèâ³, õàé á’þòü ëîáè!

Ëóêàâîìó íå ïîïàäàéñÿ â ñ³ò³!

×èòà÷ó ì³é, òè ñâ³òó íå ëþáè

² íå ëþáè òîãî, ùî º ó ñâ³ò³.

Äîáðà íåìà, íå áóäå é íå áóëî,

Áî ïðàâëÿòü ñâ³òîì ñàòàíà ³ çëî.
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Sonnet 122

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

Full character'd with lasting memory,

Which shall above that idle rank remain,

Beyond all date, even to eternity:

Or at the least, so long as brain and heart

Have faculty by nature to subsist,

Till each to razed oblivion yield his part

Of thee, thy record never can be miss'd.

That poor retention could not so much hold,

Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold,

To trust those tables that receive thee more:

To keep an adjunct to remember thee

Were to import forgetfulness in me.

Ñîíåò 122

Íå ä³ñòàâàé ç ìîð³â íà áåðåã òè

Ò³ âîñêîâ³ ïðîïàì’ÿòí³ òàáëèö³...

ß îáðàç òâ³é çóì³þ çáåðåãòè

Ùå ë³ïø, ÿê ñóâåí³ð òâ³é íà ïîëèö³.

Ïîãëÿíü – íåíà÷å ïðèãîðùåþ ìð³é,

Ëåòèòü æèòòÿ áóðõëèâå áåççóïèííî...

Òè æèòè áóäåø â ïàì’ÿò³ ìî¿é,

Äîïîêè ñàì êîëèñü òåæ íå çàãèíó.

² äóìàºø òè ³íêîëè: «Íåâæå

Òà ìîëîä³ñòü, ÿê ñâ³÷å÷êà, ïîãàñíå?..».

Î, ñåðöå ëþáèòü, ìîçîê ñòåðåæå

Òâ³é îáðàç þíèé, ìèëèé òà ïðåêðàñíèé.

Õòî ïàì’ÿòêó ïðî êîãîñü áåðåæå,

Òîãî ³ ïàì’ÿòü çðàäæóº óæå.
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Sonnet 123

No! Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change:

Thy pyramids built up with newer might

To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;

They are but dressings of a former sight.

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire

What thou dost foist upon us that is old,

And rather make them borne to our desire

Than think that we before have heard them told.

Thy registers and thee I both defy,

Not wond'ring at the present nor the past,

For thy records and what we see doth lie,

Made more or less by thy continual haste.

This I do vow and this shall ever be;

I will be true despite thy scythe and thee.

Ñîíåò 123

Î ÷àñå, õî÷ ç³ãíóâ ìåíå, ñõèëèâ, –

Íå ò³øñÿ òèì, ùî ÿ äîï³ðó – ä³ä.

Í³÷îãî òè íîâîãî íå ñòâîðèâ – 

Îä õðàì³â äî âèñîêèõ ï³ðàì³ä.

Í³õòî â³ä íåâáëàãàííî¿ êîñè

Íå âò³ê, õî÷ ÿê áè ì³öíî íå ñòîÿâ.

² ëþäè, ³ ïîä³¿, ³ ÷àñè

Íà êðóãè ïîâåðòàþòüñÿ ñâîÿ.

Íå ÷âàíüñÿ òèì, ùî â òåáå º àðõ³â.

Éîìó â áàçàðíèé äåíü ö³íà ìàëà:

Ìîãèëè ³äîë³â çåìíèõ öàðê³â

Ïîêðèþòü áóð’ÿíè òà êîâèëà.

Î ÷àñå, âñóïåðå÷ ³ çëó, é òîá³ –

ß ïîâñÿêäåííî â³ðíèé áîðîòüá³.

`
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Sonnet 124

If my dear love were but the child of state,

It might for fortune's bastard be unfathered,

As subject to time's love or to time's hate,

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gathered.

No, it was builded far from accident;

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent,

Whereto th'inviting time our fashion calls:

It fears not policy, that Heretic,

Which works on leases of short numb'red hours,

But all alone stands hugely politic,

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with showers.

To this I witness call the fools of time 

Which die for goodness, who have lived for crime.

Ñîíåò 124

Íå õò³â áè ÿ, ùîá ìàëþêà áåç ïðàâ,

Äèòèíó ïîçàøëþáíîãî êîõàííÿ,

Ìîâ öóöåíÿ, áåçæàëüíî õòîñü êàðàâ,

Ìîâ êâ³òêó â áóð’ÿí³, ùî ñîõíå çðàííÿ.

Ïåðåæèâàº òðóäíîù³ ëþáîâ –

Ìîëþñÿ ç íåþ (íå ñì³þñü, íå ïëà÷ó).

Áî ç íåþ éòèìó, ç íåþ çàâæäè éøîâ –

Âîíà äàðóº é óñï³õ, ³ íåâäà÷ó.

Êîõàííþ âñå äàºòüñÿ íåñïðîñòà, 

Éîìó ñóïðîòèâ ÷èíÿòü âëàäà é õàìè:

Â óìîâàõ íåéìîâ³ðíèõ âèðîñòà –

² äàë³ éäå øëÿõåòíèìè øëÿõàìè.

Îáðàâ òè ñïîñ³á íå îäèí ç íàéêðàùèõ –

Êðàñó ³ ãð³õ. Ùî æ ìîæå áóòè òÿæ÷å?..
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Sonnet 125

Were't aught to me I bore the canopy,

With my extern the outward honouring,

Or laid great bases for eternity,

Which proves more short than waste or ruining?

Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour

Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent

For compound sweet, forgoing simple savour,

Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent?

No, let me be obsequious in thy heart,

And take thou my oblation, poor but free,

Which is not mix'd with seconds, knows no art,

But mutual render, only me for thee.

Hence, thou suborn'd Informer, a true soul 

When most impeach'd stands least in thy control.

Ñîíåò 125

Çà ÷åñòü òàêó ÿ äÿêóâàâ áè Áîãó –

Òðèìàòè íàä òîáîþ áàëäàõ³í.

Ùå á ì³ã – çàêëàñòè êàì’ÿíó çàëîãó,

Ùîá âèð³âíÿòè ì³ñöå ì³æ ðó¿í.

Õòî â³ëüíèé ÷àñ ïðîâ³â ó íàñîëîä³,

Õòî â óðíó êèíóâ íå àëìàç – äèòÿ,

Òîìó ðÿòóíêó ñïîä³âàòèñü ãîä³,

Òîé âòðàòèâ ñìàê äî ñïðàâæíüîãî æèòòÿ.

Ïðèéìè, ÿê õë³á, ìîº ³ì’ÿ ðîçëîãå,

À ÿ – òâî¿õ ïîâåðíåíü áóäó æäàòü.

Õàé áåðåæóòü òåáå óñ³ äîðîãè

É ëþáîâ³ íåï³äêóïíà áëàãîäàòü.

Ñïîêóñî áåçñîðîìíà, â³ä³éäè!

Îáåð³ãàþ äóøó â³ä á³äè.
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Sonnet 126

O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power

Dost hold time's fickle glass, his fickle, hour;

Who hast by waning grown, and therein show'st

Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self grow'st;

If Nature (sovereign mistress over wrack),

As thou goest onwards still will pluck thee back,

She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill

May time disgrace and wretched minutes kill.

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure,

She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure:

Her Audit (though delay'd) answer'd must be, 

And her Quietus is to render thee.

Ñîíåò 126

Òè íåïîñèëüíó âçÿâ íà ñåáå íîøó,

ßê áåçòóðáîòíèé äæìåëèê íàâåñí³.

ß ñï³â÷óâàþ, õëîï÷å ì³é õîðîøèé, – 

Òåáå ÷åêàþòü íàñë³äêè ñóìí³.

Òè ãðàºøñÿ ³ òðàâàìè, é áàðâ³íêîì,

Íå çíàþ÷è ñâîìó çäîðîâ’þ ìåæ.

Ïèùàòü âàêõàíêè ãîëîñíî ³ äçâ³íêî,

ßê ò³ëüêè çíîâ ¿õ í³æíî îá³éìåø.

Ùàäèòü ïðèðîäà íàñ óñ³õ äî ÷àñó,

Íîâ³ óò³õè ñòàâèòü íà ïëå÷å.

Êîëè ñòàð³ºì, òî âîíà â³äðàçó 

Ï³äñòóïíî çðàäèòü, à ñàìà – âòå÷å.

ßê ìàðíîòðàòíèê äîâãèõ ë³ò, ãîäèí,

Òè ðîçðàõóíîê ìàòèìåø îäèí.
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Sonnet 127

In the old age black was not counted fair,

Or if it were, it bore not beauty's name;

But now is black beauty's successive heir,

And beauty slander'd with a bastard shame:

For since each hand hath put on nature's power,

Fairing the foul with Art's false borrow'd face,

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower,

But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace.

Therefore my Mistress' eyes are raven black,

Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem

At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack,

Slandering creation with a false esteem:

Yet so they mourn becoming of their woe, 

That every tongue says beauty should look so.

Ñîíåò 127

Êîëèñü òîïòàëè áàðâó ÷îðíèõ ôàðá,

Íå øàíóâàëè êîëüîðó æàëîáè.

Òåïåð ñâ³ò âèçíàâ êîë³ð öåé, ìîâ ñêàðá,

Ìîâ ÷åñòü ³ ñêðîìí³ñòü ãàðíî¿ îñîáè.

Ç òèõ ï³ð, ÿê çàì³íèëà ÷îðíîòà

Ïðèðîäí³ áàðâè, ñâ³æ³, ïåðâîçäàíí³,

Ïðàâ ïîçáóëàñü îñòàíí³õ êðàñîòà,

ßê áåçïðèòóëüíå ñåðöå ó âèãíàíí³.

Â êîõàíèõ íàøèõ êîñè, áðîâè, ç³ð

Ä³ñòàëè òåìíèé-òåìíèé êîë³ð íî÷³

² íîñÿòü í³áè òðàóðíèé óá³ð,

Êðàñè çåìíî¿ ñïðàãë³ òà îõî÷³.

¯ì òàê ïàñóº ÷îðíà öÿ ôàòà,

Áî êðàñîòîþ ñòàëà ÷îðíîòà.
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Sonnet 128

How oft, when thou, my music, music play'st,

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds

With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway'st

The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,

Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap,

To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,

Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap,

At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand!

To be so tickled, they would change their state

And situation with those dancing chips,

O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,

Making dead wood more bless'd than living lips.

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this, 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.

Ñîíåò 128

² ðåâíî çàçäðþ, é ò³øóñÿ òîáîþ,

Êîëè òîðêàºø òè ñòðóíê³ ëàäè, –

Áîæåñòâåííîþ ñïîâíþþòüñÿ ãðîþ

Êëàâ³àòóðè çäðóæåí³ ðÿäè.

Òóæó, êîëè ñâî¿ ìàéñòåðí³ ðóêè 

Êëàäåø, ÿê öâ³ò, òàíöþþ÷èì ëàäàì,

Ç³ðâàâøè ç íèõ ìåëàíõîë³éí³ çâóêè,

À íå ìî¿ì çàæóðåíèì âóñòàì.

Òîä³ ÿ õî÷ó êëàâ³øàìè ñòàòè,

Â³ä÷óòè ëàñêó ïàëü÷èê³â òâî¿õ, –

ß á ì³ã â³ä ùàñòÿ í³æíî òðåïåòàòè,

Áî äîòîðê óñò, ÿê óñì³øêà, íå ãð³õ.

ßêùî öå ùàñòÿ âèïàëî ñòðóí³:

Â³ääàé æå ðóêè – ¿é, âóñòà – ìåí³.

`
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Sonnet 129

Th'expense of spirit in a waste of shame

Is lust in action, and till action, lust

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust,

Enjoy'd no sooner but despised straight,

Past reason hunted, and no sooner had,

Past reason hated, as a swallow'd bait

On purpose laid to make the taker mad:

Mad in pursuit and in possession so,

Had, having, and in quest, to have, extreme,

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe,

Before, a joy proposed, behind a dream.

All this the world well knows; yet none knows well 

To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

Ñîíåò 129

Ñåáå ââàæàºø þíèì, íå ñòàðèì,

Âò³øàºøñÿ õâèëèííèì ñëàäîñòðàñòÿì.

Öåé ïî÷óòò³â ãð³õîâí³øèé íåñòðèì

Ùå ïîìèëêîâî íàçèâàþòü ùàñòÿì.

Íàïîâíþþòü îäí³ ïðåçèðñòâîì ïëîòü.

Âñ³ ³íø³ òðóáëÿòü, ùî âîíè – ñìèðåíí³.

Íà ñåðöå êîæíå äèâèòüñÿ Ãîñïîäü,

Áîã áà÷èòü âñå, ùî ñõîâàíî â ³ìåíí³.

Íå çàâøå, äðóæå, áóäåø ìîëîäèì,

Òðèìàéñü ïîäàë³ â³ä áàãàòîæåíñòâà.

Ìèðñüêà ëþáîâ ðîçâ³ºòüñÿ, ÿê äèì,

Ëèø íåçåìíà – ïîêëè÷å äî áëàæåíñòâà.

Âîð³ò íåáåñíèõ ìè íå îá³éäåì:

Éäå ãð³øíèé â ïåêëî, ïðàâåäíèé – â Åäåì.

`
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Sonnet 130

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips red;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks,

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw a goddess go,  

My mistress when she walks treads on the ground.

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 

As any she belied with false compare.

Ñîíåò 130

Ò³ î÷³ – çîð³, ÿê ñàìà äîâ³ðà,

Âóñòà – êîðàëè ð³äê³ñíèõ ïîð³ä.

Ïëå÷åé ñìàãëÿâèõ ïîëîòí³º øê³ðà,

Âîëîññÿ â’ºòüñÿ, ìîâáè ÷îðíèé äð³ò.

Äàìàñüêà ðóæà çàïàëàõêîò³ëà

Ðóì’ÿíöåì ïèøíèì ÷èñòî¿ ùîêè,

Âåñíîþ ïàõíå ñâ³æå þíå ò³ëî,

Íåìîâ ô³àëîê ðàíí³õ ïåëþñòêè.

Âè íå çíàéäåòå äîñêîíàëèõ çãèí³â

Àí³ â ïîñòàâ³, àí³ íà ÷îë³.

Íå éäóòü – ïëèâóòü ïîâàæíî òàê ãðàôèí³,

Âîíà æ ñòóïàº ïðîñòî ïî çåìë³.

Íå ïðèãàñà êîõàíà é ïîì³æ òèìè,

Ùî ïðè äâîð³ º ëåäü íå çîëîòèìè.
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Sonnet 131

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,

As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel;

For well thou know'st to my dear doting heart

Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel.

Yet in good faith some say that thee behold,

Thy face hath not the power to make love groan;

To say they err I dare not be so bold,

Although I swear it to my self alone.

And, to be sure that is not false I swear,

A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face,

One on an other's neck, do witness bear

Thy black is fairest in my judgment's place.

In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds, 

And thence this slander as I think proceeds.

Ñîíåò 131

Òè ìàºø âëàäó, çàáàãàíîê ð³é,

ßê ³ óñ³ âðîäëèâ³, ïèøí³ ïàííè.

ß ñë³ïî çàêîõàâñÿ â îáðàç òâ³é –

Òè º äàðóíîê äîë³ íåçð³âíÿííèé.

«Ñëüîçè íå âàðò³ – ëèê òâ³é, ÷îðí³ áðîâè», –

Õàé äåõòî êàæå, àëå òè – íå â³ð.

Çàñìàãëèé ñòàí ÿ áåðåãòè ãîòîâèé 

×óòêàì ³ áðåõàì âñ³ì íàïåðåê³ð.

Áî ÷îðíèé êîë³ð êó÷åð³â òâî¿õ,

Òâîº ñìàãëÿâå ìîëîäå îáëè÷÷ÿ –

Ïðåêðàñí³, òîæ ëþáèòè ¿õ – íå ãð³õ,

Ïðèðîäà ¿õíÿ – í³æíà, òàºìíè÷à.

Íå â ò³ì á³äà, ùî ÷îðíîòó âäÿãëà,

À â ò³ì, ùî ÷îðí³ âñ³ òâî¿ ä³ëà.
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Sonnet 132

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,

Knowing thy heart torments 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 th'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.

Ñîíåò 132

Ìåí³ íåëåãêî áåç òâî¿õ î÷åé.

Õîðîíèø äðóãà. Õòî éîãî ïðèãîðíå?

Òâîº îáëè÷÷ÿ – â òðàóð³ íî÷åé,

² òè ñàìà çîäÿãíóòà ó ÷îðíå.

Î ñîíöÿ ñâ³ò, â³í áëèæ÷èé íàì â³ä ç³ð

² ïðèòàìàííèé âðàí³øíüîìó ñõîäó! 

Íåáåñ ïðîçîðèõ ç³ðî÷êà, ïîâ³ð,

Â ñîá³ òà¿òü áîæåñòâåííó ïðèðîäó.

Çîðþ æàë³º â³êîâ³÷íà ìëà –

Òó, ïðîìåíèñòó, æóðíó ³ ïðîùàëüíó.

ßêáè â æàëîáó ñåðöå òè âäÿãëà,

Â òàêó ì’ÿêó, ïðîíèêëèâó, ïå÷àëüíó, –

ß äóìàâ áè, ùî êðàñîòè âåñíà,

ßê ìîðîê – ÷îðíà, à ï³òüìà – ÿñíà.
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Sonnet 133

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan

For that deep wound it gives my friend and me;

Is't not enough to torture me alone,

But slave to slavery my sweet'st friend must be?

Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken,

And my next self thou harder hast engrossed

Of him, my self, and thee, I am forsaken,

A torment thrice threefold thus to be crossed.

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom's ward,

But then my friend's heart let my poor heart bail;

Whoe'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard;

Thou canst not then use rigour in my jail:

And yet thou wilt, for I, being pent in thee, 

Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.

Ñîíåò 133

Íå áóäü, äóøå, ï³äñòóïíîþ ó ñëîâ³,

À çðàäàìè íàä ñâ³òîì – íå ãðèìè.

Òâîº¿ – ³ íåñòåðïíî¿, ³ çëî¿ –

Ìè ç äðóãîì íå óíèêíåìî òþðìè.

Çàìó÷èëà æîðñòîê³ñòþ ñâîºþ.

Áî òðüîõ ñåðäåöü ïîçáóòèñü íå õîò³â.

Òà âòðàòèâ ÿ ³ç ð³äíîþ çåìëåþ

Ñåáå, òåáå, à äðóãà – é ïîãîò³â.

Î, òðà÷ó âñå, óñå – ê ëèõ³é ãîäèí³!

² ñàì ÿ ñòàâ çàðó÷íèêîì òâî¿ì.

ßêáè ìåí³ äîçâîëèëà â³äíèí³,

Òî á çàâøå áóâ ó äðóãà âàðòîâèì.

Áëàãàííÿ – ìàðí³: òè – ìîÿ â’ÿçíèöÿ.

Æàäàíà âîëÿ, íà÷å ìð³ÿ, ñíèòüñÿ.
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Sonnet 134

So now I have confess'd that he is thine,

And I my self am mortgaged to thy will,

My self I'll forfeit, so that other mine

Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still:

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

For thou art covetous and he is kind;

He learn'd but surety-like to write for me,

Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.

The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take,

Thou usurer, that put'st forth all to use,

And sue a friend came debtor for my sake;

So him I lose through my unkind abuse.

Him have I lost, thou hast both him and me: 

He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.

Ñîíåò 134

Òåïåð – â³í òâ³é, ³ ðàäè – âæå íåìà.

Çâèêàºòå ³ ò³øèòåñü ïîâîë³...

Î, äðóãîâ³ òè ñòàëà, ÿê òþðìà!

Äóø³ ìîº¿ ÷àñòêà – ó íåâîë³.

Äðóã – äóæå ÷åìíèé, ñêðîìíèé â ïðîñòîò³,

Ç òîáîþ – ³ õîðîáðèé â³í, ³ äîáðèé,

Ç òîáîþ äí³ ïðîâîäèòü çîëîò³, –

Îä ìåíå â³ääàëÿºòüñÿ, ìîâ îáð³é.

Â òîá³ – ëèõâàðêè íåâñèòèìà ñóòü:

Çàñòîñóâàâøè ïàñòêè ³ ïðèíàäè,

Òâî¿ î÷èö³ íàñ îáîõ ïàñóòü,

Ùîá ìàòè çèñê äàðîâàíî¿ âëàäè.

Ì³é äðóã îáðàâ ñîþç ³ ñò³íè ãîë³,

À ÿ ïîçáóâñü íàâ³êè ùàñòÿ é âîë³.
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Sonnet 135

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will,

And Will to boot, and Will in overplus;

More than enough am I that vex thee still,

To thy sweet will making addition thus.

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious,

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine?

Shall will in others seem right gracious,

And in my will no fair acceptance shine?

The sea all water, yet receives rain still

And in abundance addeth to his store;

So thou, being rich in Will, add to thy Will

One will of mine, to make thy large Will more.

Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill; 

Think all but one, and me in that one Will.

Ñîíåò 135

Ìîº ³ì’ÿ, ìî¿ áàæàííÿ äîë³ –

Çâó÷àòü ðîçêîòèñòî, íåìîâáè ãð³ì.

Âîë³ííÿ, ìð³¿ òà ðîçêóòà âîëÿ –

Óñå çëèëîñÿ â ³ìåí³ ìî¿ì.

ß íåçàëåæíî, â³ëüíî æèòè ìð³ÿâ.

Ìè ëþáèì âîëþ, îòæå – íå ÷óæ³.

Íàïåðåê³ð øàëåíèì áóðåâ³ÿì –

Çíàéäè ïðèòóëîê çðàíåí³é äóø³.

Íå ñêí³þòü ïîâíîâîäí³ îêåàíè,

Êîëè ¿ì áóðÿ ëëº íàäì³ð äîùó...

Î, âîëåëþáêî, óñì³õ òâ³é – æàäàíèé!

Ïðîñòè ìåí³, ³ ÿ òîá³ ïðîùó.

Òè ìàòèìåø ðîçðàäó ³ ïðèâ³ëëÿ,

ßêùî ïîëþáèø â³ëüíèì äóõîì Â³ëÿ.
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Sonnet 136

If thy soul cheque thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Will,

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there;

Thus far for love, my love-suit sweet fulfil.

Will, will fulfil the treasure of thy love,

I, fill it full with wills, and my will one.

In things of great receipt with ease we prove

Among a number one is reckon'd none:

Then in the number let me pass untold,

Though in thy store's account I one must be;

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold

That nothing me, a something sweet to thee:

Make but my name thy love, and love that still, 

And then thou lovest me, for my name is Will.

Ñîíåò 136

Ìîæëèâî, äóøó ìàºø òè íåçðÿ÷ó?

¯é ïîÿñíè, áóäü ëàñêà, â ÷îìó ð³÷!

Âñ³õ âîëü áàæàííÿ ÿ òîä³ ïîáà÷ó,

Êîëè ³ì’ÿ ïî÷óþ çóñ³á³÷.

Ñêóïà íà ëàñêó – âì³ºø ïðèõèëèòüñÿ,

Ñòðóíêà ³ ãîðäà – âïàñòè ìîæåø íèöü.

Í³÷îãî òàì íå çíà÷èòü îäèíèöÿ,

Äå º áàãàòî ñëàâíèõ îäèíèöü.

Õàé ñâ³ò íå âèçíàº ìåíå, ñ³ðîìó,

Àæ ïîêè õàð÷ óáîãèé íå äî¿ì,

Ùîá ëèø ó òâîìó äîì³ íåñòàðîìó

ß çàëèøèâñÿ ç ³ìåíåì ñâî¿ì.

²ì’ÿ ìîº òè ñïåðøó ïîëþáè – 

Íå çíàòèìåø í³ çðàäè, í³ æóðáè. 
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Sonnet 137

Thou blind fool love, what dost thou to mine eyes,

That they behold, and see not what they see?

They know what beauty is, see where it lies,

Yet what the best is take the worst to be.

If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks

Be anchor'd in the bay where all men ride,

Why of eyes' falsehood hast thou forged hooks,

Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied?

Why should my heart think that a several plot

Which my heart knows the wide world's common place?

Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not

To put fair truth upon so foul a face?

In things right true my heart and eyes have erred, 

And to this false plague are they now transferred.

Ñîíåò 137

Ñë³ïà ëþáîâ ïðè÷àðóâàëà âñå,

Âñ³ áðàíöÿìè ¿¿ ñòàþòü îõî÷å. 

Â ðóêàõ ñâÿòîø îáëóäó, ôàëüø íåñå –

Õîâàº ãð³õ ï³ä ïîêðèâàëîì íî÷³.

Õòîñü í³áè â ñåðöå âäàðèâ íàâ³äë³ã

Â òó ìèòü, ÿê ÿê³ð îïóñêàëè â âîäó...

Ñþäè ïðÿìóþòü ³íø³ êîðàáë³,

Ùîá ìàòè âò³õó, ðàä³ñòü, íàñîëîäó.

ß âòðàïèâ ñåðöåì ó ïðî¿æäæèé äâ³ð –

Ó ïàñòêó ïîïàäàþòüñÿ ùàñëèâ³.

Õòîñü òàê ðåòåëüíî ï³äìàíóâ ì³é ç³ð,

Íàäàâøè ïðàâä³ êîíòóðè áðåõëèâ³.

Ïðàâäèâå ñâ³òëî çàì³íèëà òüìà –

Áðåõíÿ ïàíóº â ñåðö³, ÿê ÷óìà.

`
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Sonnet 138

When my love swears that she is made of truth

I do believe her, though I know she lies,

That she might think me some untutor'd youth,

Unlearned in the world's false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,

Although she knows my days are past the best,

Simply I credit her false speaking tongue:

On both sides thus is simple truth suppress'd.

But wherefore says she not she is unjust?

And wherefore say not I that I am old?

O love's best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told:

Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 

And in our faults by lies we flattered be.

Ñîíåò 138

Çàêîõàíà, ââàæàºø ó õâàëüá³

Ìåíå õëîï÷èñüêîì ïðè øàëåí³ì äèâ³.

É òåáå õâàëþ, áî â³ðþ ÿ òîá³,

Áî äóìàþ: òâî¿ ñëîâà – ïðàâäèâ³.

Òè ëåñòîù³ ïðèíîñèø òåæ ìåí³.

² ïîõâàëà ïðèéìàºòüñÿ âñÿ ìíîþ, –

Íåìîâ äàíèíà ïðàâä³, íå áðåõí³.

² ïàëåí³þ âïåðøå ÿ âåñíîþ.

À âñå-òàêè ðîêè áåðóòü ñâîº.

² ÿê îäíå á îäíîìó íå áðåõàëè,

Òðèìàéìîñÿ òàêèìè, ÿê ìè º,

Âïðîäîâæ áàãàòîë³òíüî¿ íàâàëè.

Ìè ëåñòèìî íàâçàºì äåíü ïðè äí³: 

² â ëþáîùàõ æèâåìî, ³ – â áðåõí³. 

`
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Sonnet 139

O call not me to justify the wrong

That thy unkindness lays upon my heart;

Wound me not with thine eye but with thy tongue,

Use power with power and slay me not by art.

Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight,

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside:

What need'st thou wound with cunning when thy might

Is more than my o'er-pressed defence can bide?

Let me excuse thee: ah, my love well knows

Her pretty looks have been mine enemies,

And therefore from my face she turns my foes,

That they elsewhere might dart their injuries:

Yet do not so, but since I am near slain, 

Kill me outright with looks and rid my pain.

Ñîíåò 139

Ïåðåä ëþäüìè ïðèõîâóâàòü íå çìóøóé 

Òâî¿ – íåñïðàâåäëèâ³ñòü, çèñê, îáìàí...

Ñëîâàìè çëèìè íå ðîç’ÿòðþé äóøó,

Íå çàâäàâàé, êðàñóíå, áîëþ é ðàí.

Ëþáè òîãî, êîãî é ðàí³ø ëþáèëà,

Íå â³äâåðòàé ñâî¿õ, òîïîëå, â³é.

Ïðîùàòèìó, ïðîùó, ïðîùàþ, ìèëà, –

Òîæ íå â³äâîäü, áóäü ëàñêà, ïîãëÿä ñâ³é.

Ìîãëà á îäíèì ëèø ïîçèðêîì óáèòè –

Ïîñì³â áè õòî ââ³éòè â òâî¿ ñàäè... 

Òåáå é ïî ñìåðò³ áóäó ÿ ëþáèòè, –

Î, ãîëîâè ìîº¿ íå ùàäè!

Ìå÷åì äâîñ³÷íèì, ïîãëÿäîì – çí³âå÷:

Õàé, íåðîçóìíà, ïîëåòèòü ³ç ïëå÷.
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Sonnet 140

Be wise as thou art cruel, do not press

My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain,

Lest sorrow lend me words and words express

The manner of my pity wanting pain.

If I might teach thee wit, better it were,

Though not to love, yet love to tell me so, 

As testy sick-men, when their deaths be near,

No news but health from their physicians know;  

For if I should despair, I should grow mad,

And in my madness might speak ill of thee;

Now this ill wresting world is grown so bad,

Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be.

That I may not be so, nor thou belied, 

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go wide.

Ñîíåò 140

ßê òè ëèõà, íàñò³ëüêè áóäü ³ ìóäðà –

Çàìêíåíèõ âóñò ï³ä ãí³â íå ðîçìèêàé.

Íå äîïîìîæóòü àí³ ãðèì, í³ ïóäðà, –

Òâîº ïðåçèðñòâî ëëºòüñÿ ÷åðåç êðàé.

ßêùî íå ëþáèø, – íå çàïëþùóé î÷³,

Íå çàñòóïàé ñîáîþ ë³õòàð³â,

Áî õâîðèé òàêîæ ïðàâäó çíàòè õî÷å,

ßêîþ á íå áóëà, â³ä ë³êàð³â.

ß, ñëàâà Áîãó, ùå íå çáîæåâîë³â,

Òåðïëþ óñå, ùî òâ³é ÿçèê íåñå,

Â³ä ëèõîñë³â’ÿ ñòðèìóþñü ïîâîë³,

Çëîìîâíèé ñâ³ò ïî÷óòè ì³ã áè âñå.

Àáè óíèêíóòè ãàíüáè, ÿðìà,

Êðèâè äóøåþ, â â³÷³ – áóäü ïðÿìà. 

`
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Sonnet 141

In faith I do not love thee with mine eyes,

For they in thee a thousand errors note,

But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise,

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote;

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune delighted,

Nor tender feeling to base touches prone,

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with thee alone;

But my five wits nor my five senses can

Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee,

Who leaves unsway'd the likeness of a man,

Thy proud heart's slave and vassal wretch to be:

Only my plague thus far I count my gain, 

That she that makes me sin awards me pain.

Ñîíåò 141

Î, íå çëþáèâ òåáå ñóâîðèé ç³ð,

ßê ò³ëüêè âàäè âñ³ òâî¿ ïîáà÷èâ.

Ëèø ñåðöå ëþáèòü çëó íàïåðåê³ð.

Áà! – íàâ³òü â³ðèòü, áî âîíî – íåçðÿ÷å.

Íå çà÷åïèëà â³÷ òâîÿ êðàñà,

Ñìàêó òà íþõó, äîòèêó òà ñëóõó...

Òåáå çáàãíóòü ñïðèÿëè íåáåñà,

Áî ñåðöå á’ºòüñÿ ïî òîá³ ùîäóõó.

Éîìó îäíîìó, ïðîá³, íåâòÿìêè,

Ùî òè – ëóêàâà çðàäíèöÿ âåëüìîæíà,

Ùî í³ íà ìèòü, íå òå ùî âñ³ ðîêè,

Òîá³ ïî-ðàáñüêè â³ðèòè íå ìîæíà.

Â ìî¿õ ñòîñóíêàõ ç Íåáîì ³ Çåìëåþ

Òè º ëèøå ãð³øèíêîþ ìîºþ.
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Sonnet 142

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate,

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving:

O but with mine compare thou thine own state,

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving,

Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine,

That have profaned their scarlet ornaments

And seal'd false bonds of love as oft as mine,

Robb'd others' beds' revenues of their rents.

Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov'st those

Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee,

Root pity in thy heart, that, when it grows

Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide, 

By self-example mayst thou be denied.

Ñîíåò 142

Ëþáîâ – ì³é ãð³õ. Òâ³é ñïðàâåäëèâèé ãí³â 

Ïðîùàòè ìàº âàäè, ÿê ³ âòðàòè.

² òâ³é òóìàí ç ìî¿ì â³ääàëåí³â,

Ëþáîâ³ á³ëüø íå ñòàíåø äîêîðÿòè.

Íå ìàþòü ïðàâà ³ òâî¿ âóñòà

Ìåíå ñóäèòè, ãð³øíîãî òîáîþ, –

Îñêâåðíåíà áî ¿õíÿ êðàñîòà

Áåç÷åñòÿì, ëæåþ, çðàäîþ, ãàíüáîþ.

×è º ãð³øí³øèé õòîñü ³ç íàñ îáîõ?

Ëþáëþ òåáå, òè æ – ³íøîãî íàäáàëà.

Íàñ ðîçñóäèòè ìîæå ò³ëüêè Áîã,

À íå òâîÿ áåçæàë³ñí³ñòü çóõâàëà.

ßêùî íå ìàºø æàëîñò³, ãàé-ãàé! –

¯¿ òîä³ é â³ä ³íøèõ íå ÷åêàé...
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Sonnet 143

Lo as a careful housewife runs to catch

One of her feather'd creatures broke away,

Sets down her babe and makes all swift dispatch

In pursuit of the thing she would have stay,

Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase,

Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent

To follow that which flies before her face,

Not prizing her poor infant's discontent:

So runn'st thou after that which flies from thee,

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me,

And play the mother's part, kiss me, be kind:

So will I pray that thou mayst have thy Will, 

If thou turn back, and my loud crying still.

Ñîíåò 143

Äèòÿ ëèøèâøè, ãíàòèñü çà êóðìè,

Ùî øêîäó êîÿòü, ìàòè âèðóøà.

Íåâò³øíèìè, ãàðÿ÷èìè ñë³çüìè

Ìàëåíüêà îáëèâàºòüñÿ äóøà.

Äàðåìíî âñå... Çàõåêàíà, á³æèòü...

Äçüîáè çáèòîøí³ çíîâó òóò ÿê òóò,

Áî íåâãàìîâí³ êóðè í³ íà ìèòü

Ïåðåïî÷èòü õàçÿéö³ íå äàäóòü...

Òàê òè ñàìîãî êèíóëà ìåíå –

Ñï³øèø çà òèì, ùî á³ãà íàâñ³á³÷,

×îãî í³õòî í³ÿê íå çäîæåíå...

À ÿ òóæó â ðîçëóö³ – äåíü ³ í³÷.

Îáëèø êðèëàòó ìð³þ, îñü – æèòòÿ!

Âïóñòè ó ñåðöå çìó÷åíå äèòÿ.
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Sonnet 144

Two loves I have of comfort and despair,

Which like two spirits do suggest me still:

The better angel is a man right fair,

The worser spirit a woman colour'd ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my sight,

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,

Wooing his purity with her foul pride.

And whether that my angel be turn'd fiend

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell,

But being both from me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another's hell:

Yet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt, 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

Ñîíåò 144

ß ì³æ äâîìà, íåìîâ êóäëàòèé äèì...

Äâ³ ïðèñòðàñò³ íàâ³ÿâ áóðåâ³é:

Áëàêèòíîîêèé õëîïåöü, ñåðàôèì,

² äåìîí ó ñï³äíèö³ – í³áè ñâ³é.

Öÿ ìèòü íàñòàíå â êîæíîìó æèòò³,

Êîëè Îòåöü íàø ñêàæå: «Âèáèðàé!..».

Â³äâåðíåìî â³ä ñåáå ìè òîä³:

Âñ³ ïðàâåäíèêè – ïåêëî, ãð³øí³ – ðàé.

Ì³é äðóã ³ äåìîí – ÿê îäíà ñ³ì’ÿ.

Í³õòî íå çíà, ÿê ìó÷óñü íèí³ ÿ.

Áî ïåðåéìàþñü íåàáèÿê òèì:

Ùî âèð³øèòüñÿ ç àíãåëîì ñâÿòèì?

Ïðî íüîãî ÿ äîâ³äàþñü òîä³,

ßê ñâ³ä÷èòèìó â Áîæîìó Ñóä³.
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Sonnet 145

Those lips that Love's own hand did make

Breathed forth the sound that said 'I hate'

To me that languish'd for her sake;

But when she saw my woeful state,

Straight in her heart did mercy come,

Chiding that tongue that ever sweet

Was used in giving gentle doom,

And taught it thus anew to greet:

'I hate' she alter'd with an end,

That follow'd it as gentle day

Doth follow night, who like a fiend

From heaven to hell is flown away;

'I hate' from hate away she threw, 

And sav'd my life, saying 'not you'.

Ñîíåò 145

«Íåíàâèäæó!» – ñêàçàëà ³ çàìîâêëà,

Íåìîâáè ïðèêóñèëà ñâ³é ÿçèê.

Æîðñòîêå ñëîâî – íà÷å ìå÷ Äàìîêëà!

Ç âóñò ëàã³äí³ ñëîâà ÿ ÷óòè çâèê.

Ç òèõ ëþáèõ âóñò ³ç ðàä³ñòþ, îõî÷å

Çáèðàâ, ìîâ ÿãîäè, ñìà÷í³ ñëîâà.

Òåïåð êîõàí³é çàãëÿäàþ â î÷³:

×è íå ³ñêðèíêó õèòðîñò³ õîâà?

Íàðàç³ â òåáå âèíèêëà ïîòðåáà – 

Íà ìèë³ñòü, ëàñêó ïîì³íÿòè ãí³â.

Òè ñõàìåíóëàñü â÷àñíî, ç³ðêî ç íåáà,

Ïî-³íøîìó òâ³é ïîãëÿä çàÿñí³â.

«Íåíàâèäæó», – ñêàçàëà, àëå âðàç

Äîáàâèëà ³ç âèãóêîì: «Íå Âàñ!».
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Sonnet 146

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

[                ] these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body's end?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store;

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;

Within be fed, without be rich no more: 

So shalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men, 

And death once dead, there's no more dying then.

Ñîíåò 146

Äóøå ìîÿ, æèòòÿ çåðíîì ãð³õîâíèì

Íå ñòàíü â äîãîäó â³÷íèì áóíòàðÿì, –

Æèâè ñìèðåííî, ³ æèòòÿì äóõîâíèì

Íå ïîòðåáóº ðîçïèñó òâ³é õðàì.

Äóøå! Ìè – ãîñò³ íèí³ òèì÷àñîâ³.

Äèâèñü íà âñå ïðèñê³ïëèâî çãîðè,

Áóäü îáåðåæíà â ä³ÿõ, äóìö³, ñëîâ³,

² Ãîñïîäó ìîëèòâó ñîòâîðè.

Äåðçàé, äóøå, ³ç êîæíèì òèæíåì, ðîêîì,

Ïðèìíîæóé â íåáåñàõ íîâ³ ñêàðáè.

Ùîá òëÿ é ÷åðâà íå ç’¿ëè íåíàðîêîì,

Îò³ ñêàðáè áåçñìåðòíèìè çðîáè.

Òîä³ òåáå çâ³í÷àº ïåðåìîãà,

Êîëè ïîëþáèø ³ ïðîñëàâèø Áîãà!
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Sonnet 147

My love is as a fever, longing still

For that which longer nurseth the disease,

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,

Th'uncertain sickly appetite to please.

My reason, the physician to my love,

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve,

Desire is death, which physic did except.

Past cure I am, now reason is past care,

And frantic mad with ever-more unrest,

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are,

At random from the truth vainly express'd;

For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee bright, 

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

Ñîíåò 147

Êîõàííÿì ÿ çàñëàá – ³ íå íà æàðò,

Äî ìåíå öÿ õâîðîáà íå áàéäóæà:

Òî – ëèõîìàíèòü, à òî – êèäà â æàð...

Ë³êóþñü òèì, â³ä ÷îãî çàíåäóæàâ.

Ì³é ðîçóì-ë³êàð ïðèçíà÷àòè çíîâ

Íàäóìàâ ð³çí³ òðàâè òà êîð³ííÿ,

Òà ÿ éîãî íå ñëóõàâ íàñòàíîâ,

² â³í ï³øîâ, áî âæå íå ìàâ òåðï³ííÿ.

Äóøà – â íåâèë³êîâíîìó ÿðì³.

Õâîð³þ äàë³. Ïðèïèñè – ò³ æ ñàì³.

Ïîêèíóâ äóøó ðîçóì-ë³êàð ì³é:

Âîíà ñòðàæäàº â â³ä÷à¿, íåñòÿì³.

Êîëè íå ñòàëî ðîçóìó-óìà,

Çäàëèñÿ: ïåêëîì – ðàé, à ñâ³òëîì – òüìà.
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Sonnet 148

O me, what eyes hath love put in my head,

Which have no correspondence with true sight,

Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled,

That censures falsely what they see aright?

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,

What means the world to say it is not so?

If it be not, then love doth well denote

Love's eye is not so true as all men's: no,

How can it? O how can love's eye be true,

That is so vex'd with watching and with tears?

No marvel then though I mistake my view:

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

O cunning love, with tears thou keep'st me blind, 

Lest eyes well seeing thy foul faults should find.

Ñîíåò 148

Êîõàííÿ çàòóìàíèëî ì³é ç³ð...

×è çðèìå áóòè áà÷åíèì íå õî÷å?

Íå ÷³òêî âèäíî: æ³íêà òè ÷è çâ³ð, –

Ìî¿ áîÿòüñÿ îáìàíóòèñü î÷³.

Íàïåâíî, ìàþ äóøó äèâàêà,

Çàñë³ïëåíó êîõàííÿì ³ íåçðÿ÷ó...

Òè ñâ³òîâ³ çäàºøñÿ íå òàêà,

ßêîþ ÿ òåáå óäîìà áà÷ó.

×è ñâ³ò îñë³ï, ÷è – ì³é íåäîáðèé ç³ð?

Óçð³òè ïðàâäó çàâàæàþòü ñëüîçè.

² ñîíöå ñÿº â íåá³ äî òèõ ï³ð,

Äîïîêè çåìëþ íå óìèþòü ãðîçè.

Êîõàííÿ – õèòðå: ñë³ç ëëº ðó÷à¿,

Ùîá õóòêî çìèòè âñ³ ãð³õè ñâî¿.
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Sonnet 149

Canst thou, O cruel, say I love thee not,

When I against myself with thee partake:

Do I not think on thee when I forgot

Am of my self, all tyrant for thy sake?

Who hateth thee that I do call my friend,

On whom frown'st thou that I do fawn upon,

Nay, if thou lour'st on me, do I not spend

Revenge upon my self with present moan?

What merit do I in my self respect,

That is so proud thy service to despise,

When all my best doth worship thy defect,

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?

But love, hate on, for now I know thy mind;

Those that can see thou lov'st, and I am blind.

Ñîíåò 149

Òîá³ ïîòð³áíà ñâàðîê òå÷³ÿ?

Âåäåìî í³áè â³éíè ìè ç òîáîþ.

Õ³áà íå íà òâîºìó áîö³ ÿ 

Âîþþ, çáðîþ çäàþ÷è áåç áîþ?

Íàòîì³ñòü, ùîáè äàòè â³äêîøà,

Ñîþçè óêëàäàâ ³ç âîðîãàìè.

Äî äðóç³â íå ãîðíóëàñÿ äóøà:

Äî íèõ ÿ îáåðòàâñü, ÿê â³ë, – ðîãàìè.

Ðîáèâ öå âñå äëÿ òåáå, íå çà ãð³ø.

Äóøà – â ïðîâèíàõ, ñêîºíèõ ùîêðîêó.

Òâ³é ãð³õ çà áëàãà âñ³ ëþäñüê³ ìèë³ø: 

Ç³ ìíîþ òè áóëà ³ º æîðñòîêà.

Ìåí³, ñë³ïîìó, áà÷èòüñÿ îäíå:

Òè ëþáèø çðÿ÷èõ, îòæå – íå ìåíå.
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Sonnet 150

O from what power hast thou this pow'rful might,

With insufficiency my heart to sway,

To make me give the lie to my true sight,

And swear that brightness doth not grace the day?

Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,

That in the very refuse of thy deeds

There is such strength and warrantise of skill

That in my mind thy worst all best exceeds?

Who taught thee how to make me love thee more

The more I hear and see just cause of hate?

O, though I love what others do abhor,

With others thou shouldst not abhor my state:

If thy unworthiness raised love in me, 

More worthy I to be beloved of thee.



185

Ñîíåò 150 (1-é âàð³àíò)

×îìó, ñêàæè, òâîÿ òåíä³òíà ñèëà 

Ìåíå ïðèòÿãóº, ìîâ áäæ³ë íåêòàð?

ß ïîëþáèâ ³ çëî, ùî òè íîñèëà,

Áî ñâÿòî â³ðèâ: òî – íåáåñíèé äàð.

Ùîá çíàâ ðàí³ø òåáå, ëóêàâêî, òðîõè,

Ç òâî¿ì æèòòÿì áè íå â’ÿçàâ ñâîº.

×îìóñü òîä³ ñïîäîáàëèñü ïîðîêè

É äèâàöòâà âñ³, ÿê³ íà ñâ³ò³ º.

Îäíîìó Áîãó – ïî÷åñò³ òà ñëàâà.

Æèâèìè ùå ïîêàéòåñÿ, âóñòà!

Ãð³õ³â ñâî¿õ íå âèçíàºø, ëóêàâà?

Íå äóìàâ ÿ, ùî òè òàêà ïóñòà.

Êîõàííÿ òîé, íàïåâíî, âàðòèé º,

Õòî íåâèïðàâí³é – ñåðöå â³ääàº.

Ñîíåò 150 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Çâ³äê³ëü ÷åðïàºø ñèëè, äóõîì êâîëà, 

Àáè çàãðàëà þíà êðîâ ìåí³?

Íà ÿñíèé äåíü, ÿêáè æ â³í ïëîìåí³â,

Ç³íèöü ìî¿õ íàä³ÿ íå ñõîëîëà.

×åñíîòè º – íåìà òîä³ ìîðîêè.

Ùî íåãàòèâíèì âèäàëîñü þðá³,

Ìåí³ ñïîäîáàëîñü ÿêðàç â òîá³ –

Óñ³ äèâàöòâà, ïðèìõè ³ ïîðîêè.

Æèòòÿ íå çíàþòü íàâ³òü åðóäèòè.

Ó ñâ³ò³ äåë³êàòíå âñå ëþáëþ –

Êðèõêå, íåìîâ ç³ ñêëà ÷è êðèøòàëþ...

Çà öå ìåíå, áóäü ëàñêà, íå ñóäè òè.

Êîõàííÿ îñîáëèâå òèì áóëî,

Ùî ïîëþáèâ ÿ ãð³øíó – âñ³ì íà çëî. 
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Sonnet 151

Love is too young to know what conscience is;

Yet who knows not conscience is born of love,

Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove.

For thou betraying me, I do betray

My nobler part to my gross body's treason;

My soul doth tell my body that he may

Triumph in love, flesh stays no farther reason,

But rising at thy name doth point out thee

As his triumphant prize, proud of this pride,

He is contented thy poor drudge to be,

To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.

No want of conscience hold it that I call

Her love, for whose dear love I rise and fall.
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Ñîíåò 151 (1-é âàð³àíò)

Êîõàííÿ ïåðøå – ñíèòüñÿ ³ ñòàðîìó.

ßêùî – âçàºìíå, òî – á³äè íåìà.

Íå äîêîðÿé ìåíå, áóäü ëàñêà, â òîìó,

Â ÷³ì, äîáðå çíàºø, âèííà òè ñàìà.

Ìè ëþáîùàìè ñïîâíèëèñü âñåö³ëî,

Øàë âîëîä³º íàìè îáîìà...

Çâèòÿæíèé äóõ ì³é ñïîêóøàº ò³ëî,

Íåêòàðîì íàñîëîäè îá³éìà.

Íà ïîêëèê òâ³é âñÿ ïëîòü ãîðèòü ëþáîâ’þ,

Ëåòèòü, ùîá äîãîäèòè, ñòð³ìãîëîâ,

Ñòèõ³éíî ìð³º – ïàäàòè ç òîáîþ,

Ùîá ï³ä³éìàòèñü äî øàëåíñòâà çíîâ.

Õòî ñëóãóâàâ ³ æèâ ó ïàíñüê³ì äîì³,

Òîìó êîõàííÿ é ïðèñòðàñò³ â³äîì³.  

Ñîíåò 151 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Íå çíàº þí³ñòü äîêîð³â ñóìë³ííÿ:

Êîõàííÿì ïåðåïîâíåíà óùåðòü.

Áåç äîñâ³äó íà¿âíå ïîêîë³ííÿ

Íå â³äàº, äå – â³÷í³ñòü, à äå – ñìåðòü.

Òîáîþ çðàäæåíèé, ñåáå íåñì³ëî

Áîñÿöüêèì ïî÷óòòÿì ÿ â³ääàþ.

Òâ³é äðóã íà ãð³øíå ïðîâîêóº ä³ëî –

Ãàðÿ÷à ïëîòü ñâÿòêóº ìèòü ñâîþ.

Â³ä ïåðøîãî êèâêà âîíà ãîòîâà

Òîá³ â³ääàòè ³ ñíàãó, é ëþáîâ,

Òîá³ ñëóæèòè â áóäü-ÿêèõ óìîâàõ,

Ëåò³òè, ïàäàòè ç òîáîþ çíîâ.

Õòî ìàâ ëþáîâí³ çëåòè ³ ïàä³ííÿ,

Òîé äîáðå çíàº ãëèáèíó ñóìë³ííÿ.
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Sonnet 152

In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn,

But thou art twice forsworn to me love swearing,

In act thy bed-vow broke and new faith torn,

In vowing new hate after new love bearing.

But why of two oaths' breach do I accuse thee,

When I break twenty: I am perjured most;

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee

And all my honest faith in thee is lost,

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness:

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy,

And to enlighten thee gave eyes to blindness,

Or made them swear against the thing they see:

For I have sworn thee fair: more perjured eye

To swear against the truth so foul a lie.

Ñîíåò 152

Êîõàâ. Ãð³øèâ. Ìîÿ, à íå ÷èÿñü.

Ïîðóøóâàëà êëÿòâó  – ³ íå äâ³÷³.

Ïîäðóæíþ ÷åñòü óòîïòóþ÷è â ãðÿçü,

Ìîâ êîðîëåâà, äèâèøñÿ ó â³÷³.

Íàâ³ùî íèí³ òàê âèíþ òåáå?

Õ³áà çà òåáå ñàì íå ùå ãð³øí³øèé?

Ñóâîðå çíàº íåáî: ÿ – ïëåáåé,

Àäæå ëàìàâ ïðèñÿãè ùå ðàí³øå.

Õî÷à ³ êëÿâñü ëþäèí³ íå îäí³é

Òâî¿ìè áëàãîðîäñòâîì, ÷èñòîòîþ...

Òîìó é îñë³ï ó ñîíÿ÷íîìó äí³,

Ùîá òè çäàâàëàñü äîáðîþ, ñâÿòîþ.

Êîëè êàçàâ, ùî – ÷åñíà ³ ñâÿòà,

Ñâî¿ áðåõíåþ îñêâåðíÿâ óñòà.





190

Sonnet 153

Cupid laid by his brand and fell asleep:

A maid of Dian's this advantage found,

And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep

In a cold valley-fountain of that ground;

Which borrow'd from this holy fire of Love

A dateless lively heat, still to endure,

And grew a seeting bath, which yet men prove

Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.

But at my mistress' eye love's brand newfired,

The boy for trial needs would touch my breast;

I, sick withal, the help of bath desired,

And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest,

But found no cure: the bath for my help lies

Where Cupid got new fire – my mistress' eyes.
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Ñîíåò 153 (1-é âàð³àíò)

Àìóð ñâîãî çàêèíóâ ñìîëîñêèïà

² çàäð³ìàâ – îäðàçó, áåç äóìîê.

Ïîáà÷èëà ðóñàëêà ôàêåë â ëèïàõ –

Éîãî âçÿëà, æáóðíóëà ó ñòðóìîê.

Â ñòðóìêó íåìîâáè ùîñü çàêëåêîò³ëî,

Ïîãàñëà ãîëîâåøêà â³ä âîäè...

Ùîá ë³êóâàòè îä íåäóãè ò³ëî,

Ï³øëè áîëÿù³ é íåì³÷í³ òóäè...

Ìåí³ æàð â ñåðöå êèíóëî äëÿ ïðîáè 

Ç î÷åé êîõàíèõ êàïîñíå õëîï’ÿ...

Í³ÿê íå ìîæó çáóòèñÿ õâîðîáè –

Ùå ç òîãî ÷àñó áèòèé Áîãîì ÿ...

Ìåíå çö³ëèòè ìîæå íå ñòðóìîê,

À î÷³, áåç ÿêèõ ÿ é ñàì ïðîìîê.

Ñîíåò 153 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Ïðèë³ã Àìóð, ïîêëàâøè ôàêåë çáîêó.

ßê çàäð³ìàâ, òî äàâ ³ õðîïàêà.

Òîé ôàêåë í³ìôó íàëÿêàâ í³âðîêó,

Âîíà ç âîãíåì ïîá³ãëà äî ñòðóìêà.

Âòîïèëà ãîëîâåøêó. Çàêèï³ëî,

Çàâèðóâàëî ðàïòîì äæåðåëî...

Éøëè â³ä íåäóã ïîë³êóâàòè ò³ëî.

Íå çíàþ, ñê³ëüêè òàì ëþäåé áóëî.

ß íå õîäèâ òóäè, òà ð³÷ íå â öüîìó...

Ç î÷åé êðàñóí³ âçÿâ áîæîê âîãîíü,

Çàí³ñ ó ñåðöå, íà á³äó ñë³ïîìó,

Ïåêåëüíèõ ìóê çàâäàâ ç òðåìêèõ äîëîíü...

Ñòðóìîê íå çö³ëèòü. Í³ òåïåð, í³ ç íî÷³...

À – çö³ëÿòü î÷³. Â³ääàí³. Æ³íî÷³.
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Sonnet 154

The little Love-god lying once asleep

Laid by his side his heart inflaming brand,

Whilst many nymphs that vow'd 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 warm'd;

And so the general of hot desire

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm'd.

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 diseased; but I, my mistress' thrall,

Came there for cure, and this by that I prove:

Love's fire heats water, water cools not love.
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Ñîíåò 154 (1-é âàð³àíò)

Ñïàâ áîã êîõàííÿ. Ðàíü áóëà ïîõìóðà.

Ãîð³â ïðè íüîìó ôàêåë çàçâè÷àé.

Éøëè í³ìôè ìèìî ñîííîãî Àìóðà.

Îäíà ç íèõ – ôàêåë âêèíóëà â ðó÷àé.

Çàï³íèëîñü! ßê ãð³ì, çàæåáîí³ëî

Â³ä ãîëîâåøêè â õàùàõ äæåðåëî...

Òóäè çö³ëÿòè íåì³÷ ñâîãî ò³ëà

Çàêîõàíèõ áàãàòî òåæ ïðèéøëî.

² ÿ òàì áóâ, ³ ë³êóâàâñü âîäîþ,

ßêà é ìîº çäîðîâ’ÿ áåðåãëà.

Êîëèñü ïðèéäó ç ðóñàëêîþ ðóäîþ,

Ùîá çàïàñòèñÿ äèâîì äæåðåëà...

Ëþáîâ ç³ãð³ëà âîäó, à âîäà 

Ëèøå ç êîõàííÿì – â³÷íà, ìîëîäà.

Ñîíåò 154 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Çàñíóâ Àìóð. À ë³ñ òóìàí îêóòàâ.

Ñìîëîþ äèõàâ ôàêåë óâ ³ìë³.

Éøëè í³ìôè ìèìî áîãà-áàëàìóòà,

Âòîïèëè ñìîëîñêèïà â äæåðåë³.

Çëåò³ëè áðèçêè âãîðó – äî ïàã³ëëÿ,

Ç³ðâàâøè çâóêè ãðîìó ³ çì³¿...

Òóäè áîëÿù³ ðóøèëè ç äîâê³ëëÿ,

Ùîá ë³êóâàòè ñëàáîù³ ñâî¿.

Áóâ òàêîæ òàì, âòåêëà ìîÿ íåäóãà,

Áî îòóäè íå ðàç, íå äâà õîäèâ.

Ïðèéíÿâ öåé êëþ÷ ³ ïîäðóãó, ³ äðóãà – 

Âñ³õ îçäîðîâèâ ñòðóìåíåì âîäè.

Ëþáîâ ñÿãíóëà âîä, ùîá íå õîëîëè.

Öå æ äæåðåëî – íå çàìåðçà í³êîëè.
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Ï²ÑËßÑËÎÂÎ

Ðÿñíà òâîð÷³ñòü ³ äí³ æèòòÿ ãåí³-

àëüíîãî Â³ëüÿìà Øåêñï³ðà (1564-

1616) ñïîâíåí³ òðèâîã, äðàìàòèçìó. Ïîâèò³ 

íåïðîãëÿäíèì ñåðïàíêîì çàãàäêîâî¿ 

òàºìíè÷îñò³. Ñâî¿ì ïîåòè÷íèì îáäàðóâàí-

íÿì Â³ëüÿì Øåêñï³ð ïî-äîáðîìó ïîëîíèâ 

³ ïðîäîâæóº ïîëîíèòè óñ³õ íåáàéäóæèõ 

ëþäåé, ùî æèëè, æèâóòü ³ æèòèìóòü íà ö³é 

çåìë³. Â ÷èñëî éîãî ïîëîíåíèõ ïîòðàïèâ ³ ÿ 

– ëþäèíà äóæå îáìåæåíèõ ô³çè÷íèõ ìîæ-

ëèâîñòåé â³ä ñàìîãî íàðîäæåííÿ. Âèêëèê 

ñâîº¿ äîë³ ÿ ïðèéíÿâ, ÿê ùîñü íàëåæíå. 

Ìóæíüî. Ñïîê³éíî. Ïîçáàâëåíèé çìîãè 

ï³çíàâàòè î÷èìà äîâêîëèøí³é ñâ³ò, ðàíî, 

ùå çìàëêó, â³ä÷óâ, ùî âîëîä³þ ð³äê³ñíèì 

çîðîì ãîñòðî¿ ³íòó¿ö³¿. Îêð³ì òîãî, Áîã äàº 

ìåí³ ìàéæå ôåíîìåíàëüíó ïàì’ÿòü.

ßðå ñîíöå Øåêñï³ðîâîãî ñîíåòà íå ò³ëü-

êè ïîëîíèëî, à çíåíàöüêà âðàçèëî, çáåí òå-

æèëî, ñêîëèõíóëî, ðîçáóäèâøè ìîþ þíó 

ñïëÿ÷ó äóøó. Ç òèõ ï³ð âèíîøóâàâ ïîòàéíó 

³ ñîëîäêó ìð³þ – íå ëèøå ïåðåêëàñòè, à é 

ïåðåñï³âàòè ¿õ (ñîíåòè) ³ çðîáèòè öå ïî-

ñâîºìó, íå òàê, ÿê öå ðîáèëè ïîïåðåäí³ 

ìàéñòðè ñëîâà. Íèí³, äîðîãèé ÷èòà÷ó, â  

òâî¿õ ðóêàõ – ïë³ä áàãàòîð³÷íî¿ ïðàö³. Íà-

ñê³ëüêè âäàëîñÿ ìåí³ äîñÿãòè ñâîº¿ ìð³¿, ñó-

äèòè òîá³. Âñÿ ñëàâà ³ âåëèêà ïîäÿêà çà öå – 
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â³÷íî æè âî ìó Áîãó. Áåç Áîæî¿ âñåìîãóòíüî¿ 

ï³äòðèìêè, äîïîìîãè ³ áëàãîñëîâåííÿ ÿ íå 

çì³ã áè çðî áè òè æîäíîãî êðîêó. 

Ùèðî, ñåðäå÷íî äÿ êóþ óñ³ì, õòî áðàâ 

áåçïîñåðåäíþ ó÷àñòü ó ñòâîðåíí³ ö³º¿ 

äîâãîî÷³êóâàíî¿ êíè ãè. Îñîá ëèâà ìîÿ ïî-

äÿêà âèäàâíèöòâó "Âî ëèíñüê³ îáåðåãè", 

çàñ íîâ íèöåþ ÿêîãî º íàä çâè ÷àé íî äîáðî-

ñîâ³ñíà òà ÷óéíà, ïðàöå ëþá íà Òåòÿíà 

Îëåê ñàíäð³âíà Âëàñþê. Äÿêóþ ðåäàêòî-

ðàì Ìèêîë³ òà Ëþáîâ³ Ïøåíè÷íèì, êî-

ðåêòîðó Ë³ä³¿ Ðèáåíêî, àâòîðó ïåðåäìîâè 

Äìèòðîâ³ Êðàâöþ, õóäîæíüîìó ðåäàêòîðó 

Îëåêñàíäðó Ñòàøóêó, õóäîæíèêîâ³, þíî-

ìó âèïóñêíèêîâ³ Ñòàðîïî÷à¿âñüêî¿ ñåðåä-

íüî¿ øêîëè, ùî íà Òåðíîï³ëüùèí³, Ìèêîë³ 

Ãîðïèíþêó, à òàêîæ Àíàòîë³þ Ì³çåðíîìó 

çà íàäàííÿ ôîòî. 

Õàé áóäå íàâ³êè ïðîñëàâëåíèé âåëèêèé, 

ìèëîñòèâèé ³ âñåëþáëÿ÷èé Áîã íàø ²ñóñ 

Õðèñòîñ, õâàëà ³ íàéùèð³øà Éîìó ïîäÿêà 

â³ä ìåíå!
Âàñèëü ËßÙÓÊ, 

÷ëåí Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè 
ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè 

òà Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ ñï³ëêè 
æóðíàë³ñò³â Óêðà¿íè
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ÄÐÀÌÀÒÈ×ÍÅ É ÎÏÒÈÌ²ÑÒÈ×ÍÅ 
Â ÆÈÒÒ² ÒÀ ÒÂÎÐ×ÎÑÒ² ÂÀÑÈËß ËßÙÓÊÀ

Âàñèëü Ê³íäðàòîâè÷ Ëÿùóê íà ðî äèâ ñÿ  
1 áå ðåçíÿ 1948 ðî êó â ñåë³ Ñòàðèé Ïî÷à¿â 

Êðå ì’ÿíåöüêîãî ðàéîíó Òåð íîï³ëüñüêî¿ îáëàñò³. 
Ìèêîëà Ïøåíè÷íèé ç öüîãî ïðèâîäó çàçíà÷èâ, 
ùî Âàñèëåâ³ âåëüìè ïîòàëàíèëî, ïîçàÿê íàðî-
äèâñÿ ó áëàãîñëîâåííîìó êðà¿, «îñâÿ÷åíîìó ïå-
ðå äçâîíîì íåïðîìèíàëüíèì ³ íåïåðåáóòí³ì», 
íåïîäàë³ê Ïî÷à¿âñüêî¿ Ñâÿòî-Óñïåíñüêî¿ Ëàâ-
ðè – âåëèêî¿ ñâÿòèí³ õðèñòèÿíñòâà. Â³ä áóäèí-
êó áàòüê³â âèäíî ö³ëèé àðõ³òåêòóðíèé àíñàìáëü 
öåð êîâ ³ ñîáîð³â, ñëàâíó Ïî÷à¿âñüêó äçâ³íèöþ. 
Öÿ çåìëÿ íàðîäèëà áàãàòî îáäàðóâàíü, íà í³é 
ïðà öþâàëè âèäàòí³ õóäîæíèêè – Õâîðîñòåöü-
êèé ³ Øàòê³âñüêèé, òóò ó 1846 ðîö³ ïîáóâàâ 
óêðà¿íñüêèé ãåí³é Òàðàñ Øåâ÷åíêî ³ íàìàëþâàâ 
÷îòèðè àêâàðåë³ êðàºâèä³â Ëàâðè. 

Ä³ä Âàñèëÿ, ïîëÿê çà íàö³îíàëüí³ñòþ, ïðèé-
íÿâøè ïðàâîñëàâ’ÿ, ðåâíî çàõèùàâ íàøó â³ðó. 

1916 ðîêó, â Ïåðøó ñâ³òîâó â³éíó, íà òåðè-
òîð³¿ Ïî÷à¿âùèíè â³äáóëèñÿ æîðñòîê³ áî¿ ì³æ 
öàðñüêèìè ðîñ³éñüêèìè ³ àâñòðî-í³ìåöüêèìè 
â³éñüêàìè. Ì³ñöåâå íàñåëåííÿ, óíèêàþ÷è æîð-
ñòîêîãî òà áðóòàëüíîãî ñòàâëåííÿ îêóïàíò³â, 
çíå âàãè äî ïðàâîñëàâíèõ ñâÿòèíü, çìóøåíå 
áó ëî âò³êàòè. Â á³ãàõ, ó ñåë³ Áîðîäà¿âêà ïîáëè-
çó Êàòåðèíîñëàâà (íèí³ Äí³ïðîïåòðîâñüê), ó 
ßêîâà Òèìîô³éîâè÷à òà Áëàãîâ³ðíî¿ Êñåí³¿ Âà-
ñè ë³âíè, íàðîäèëàñÿ äîíüêà Îðëîâñüêà (Ëÿ-
ùóê) Ìàð³àìíà ßê³âíà – ìàòè ïîåòà. 

Áàòüêî, Ëÿùóê Ê³íäðàò ²âàíîâè÷, íàðîäèâ-
ñÿ 6 æîâòíÿ 1927 ðîêó. Áàáóñÿ ïî áàòüêîâ³é 
ë³í³¿, Ïåñòèíà Ïèëèï³âíà, áóäó÷è ïàòð³îòêîþ 
Óêðà¿íè, çàëþáëåíîþ â ð³äíèé êðàé, ôîðìó-
âàëà â ä³òÿõ ñïðàãó äî ï³çíàííÿ, ëþáîâ äî íà-
ðîäíèõ òðàäèö³é, ìàëà âåëèêèé âïëèâ íà ôîð-
ìóâàííÿ íàö³îíàëüíîãî õàðàêòåðó. 
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Áàòüêè ïîåòà áóëè âèõ³äöÿìè ç ñåëÿí. Ìàòè 
ïðàöþâàëà â êîëãîñï³ â³ä ÷àñó éîãî çàñíóâàííÿ. 
Áóëà ³ ÷ëåíîì ïðàâë³ííÿ, ³ ëàíêîâîþ. Òàòî – ñòî-
ëÿðîì ó ì³æêîëãîñïí³é áóä³âåëüí³é îðãàí³çàö³¿. 

Íàðîäèâñÿ Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çîâñ³ì íåçðÿ÷èì 
íà ïðàâå îêî, à ë³âå îêî – ëèøå òðè â³äñîòêè 
çîðó. Íàéá³ëüøå ç äèòèíñòâà ëþáèâ òå, ùî çà-
áîðîíÿëîñü, – ÷èòàòè êíèãè. Â 1955 ðîö³ ï³øîâ 
äî ïåðøîãî êëàñó çâè÷àéí³ñ³íüêî¿ ñ³ëü ñü êî¿ 
Ñòà ðî ïî÷à¿âñüêî¿ çàãàëüíîîñâ³òíüî¿ âîñü ìè-
ð³÷íî¿ øêîëè, ÿêó çàê³í÷èâ ó 1963-ìó. Òîä³ æ 
³ çà ïàì’ÿòàëè éîãî â÷èòåë³, øêîëÿð³, ðîäèíà 
òà ñóñ³äè – ïîñò³éíî ç êíèãàìè, ÿê³ ââàæàâ ÷à-
ð³âíèì ñâ³òîì íåï³çíàíîãî é ìàã³÷íîãî ñëî-
âà. Çàâäÿêè êíèãàì, æèâó÷è â ïðîâ³íö³¿, ð³ñ ó 
äîñÿæíèõ ÷å ðåç ñëîâî äàëåêèõ ñâ³òàõ, âîäíî-
÷àñ âñ³ì ñâî¿ì ºñòâîì â³ä÷óâàþ÷è ÷àð³âíó îñîá-
ëè â³ñòü, íåïîâòîðí³ñòü ð³äíî¿ Ïî÷à¿âùèíè. 
Éîãî âðàæàëè êðàñà ïðèðîäè, ïåðø³ ïðîìåí³ 
ðàíêîâîãî ïåñòëèâîãî ñîíöÿ ³ éîãî çàõ³ä, à òîìó 
ÿêîñü ïî-ñâîºìó â³ä÷óâàâ ³ ëîâèâ äîáðîçè÷ëèâ³ 
áîæåñò âåíí³ äîòîðêè ëàã³äíîãî â³òðó. 

Íàâ÷àâñÿ ñòàðàííî, íàìàãàþ÷èñü íå â³äñòà-
âàòè â³ä çâè÷àéíèõ çðÿ÷èõ ä³òåé, ³ í³õòî íå çäî-
ãàäóâàâñÿ, ÿêèõ çóñèëü ïîòðåáóâàëî áàæàííÿ 
ïî÷óâàòèñÿ ïîâíîö³ííèì, áóòè – ÿê óñ³. ²íîä³ 
ä³ò ëàøíÿ ïîò³øàëàñÿ íàä éîãî íåçãðàáí³ñòþ, 
à Âàñèëåâ³ äîøêóëÿâ íå ô³çè÷íèé á³ëü ïàä³íü 
÷åðåç ð³çí³ ïðåäìåòè, à óñâ³äîìëåííÿ òîãî, ùî 
â³í – ìàéæå ñë³ïèé. Íà âñå æèòòÿ çàïàì’ÿòàâñÿ 
âèïàäîê, êîëè ä³â÷èíêà, ç ÿêîþ ãðàâñÿ, âïåâ-
íèâøèñü, ùî â³í ìàéæå íåçðÿ÷èé, íàçâàëà 
éîãî «ñë³ïà òþòÿ» é çàÿâèëà, ùî íå áóäå ç íèì 
ãðàòèñÿ. 

Â 1958 ðîö³ Âàñèëåâ³ Ëÿùóêó îäèí ³ç ó÷í³â 
Ô³ëàòîâà, ë³êàð Ìàçóð ²âàí Ñòåïàíîâè÷, âñòà-
íîâèâ òàêèé ä³àãíîç: âðîäæåíà êàòàðàêòà – ç 
óñ êëàäíåííÿìè. Ëèøå òîä³ â³í îïèíèâñÿ â êî ë³ 
ïîä³áíî¿ äîë³ ä³òåé Ëüâ³âñüêî¿ ñåðåäíüî¿ ñïå-
ö³àëüíî¿ øêîëè-³íòåðíàòó ¹100 äëÿ ïîçáàâ-
ëåíèõ çîðó ä³òåé, äå íàâ÷àâñÿ ç 1963 ðîêó ïî 
1966-èé. Òóò îñâî¿â àçáóêó é øðèôò Áðàéëÿ. Àæ 
ó òðàâí³ 65-ãî ðîêó â³í îô³ö³éíî îòðèìàâ ïåð-
øó ãðóïó ³íâàë³äíîñò³ ç äèòèíñòâà ïî çîðó. Äî 
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ïëåÿäó ïèñüìåííèê³â, æóðíàë³ñò³â, ðåäàêö³éíèõ 
ïðà ö³âíèê³â é ïðîñòî ïîö³íîâóâà÷³â êðàñíîãî 
ïèñüìåíñòâà. Áåçïåðå÷íèì ôàêòîì ïîñèëåí-
íÿ çàõîïëåííÿ ë³òåðàòóðíîþ òâîð÷³ñòþ áóëî 
òàêîæ ñï³ëêóâàííÿ ç äðóçÿìè-ë³òñòóä³éöÿìè, 
ð³âíåíñüêèìè ïîåòàìè, õóäîæíèêàìè, æóðíà-
ë³ñòàìè. Íàéáëèæ÷³ – ßðîñëàâ Ì³÷óäà, Ïåòðî 
Öåöèê, ÿê³ ÷àñòî éîãî íàâ³äóâàëè, êîëè â³í ïðî-
æèâàâ ó ãóðòîæèòêó ÓÒÎÑ. 

Âàñèëü Ê³íäðàòîâè÷ ïðèñâÿòèâ ßðîñëàâó 
Ì³÷óä³ ñâ³é ñîíåò «ßíòàðíîùîê³ ÿáëóêà, ìîâ 
ðàíü…», ÿêèé çãîäîì óâ³éøîâ ó çá³ðêó «Òüì³ 
íàïåðåê³ð». Öå íå ïðîñòî ñîíåò ³ç äîòðèìàííÿì 
14 ðÿäê³â çà çàêîíàìè ñîíåòó, à é àêðîñòèõ: ³ç 
ïåðøèõ ë³òåð ðÿäê³â ìîæíà ïðî÷èòàòè – «ßðîñ-
ëàâó Ì³÷óä³». 

ßê ðîç’ÿñíþº ó ñâî¿õ ñïîãàäàõ äîáðîä³é Âà-
ñèëü, äî íàïèñàííÿ öüîãî òâîðó éîãî ñïî íó êà-
ëè íå ëèøå âåëèêà ëþáîâ, ïî÷óòòÿ ñèìïàò³¿ òà 
ïîâàãè äî ßðîñëàâà, à é áàæàííÿ â³äïîâ³ñòè íà 
éîãî ïîåç³þ «ßáëóêà ïàäàþòü, ïàäàþòü...», îïóá-
ë³êîâàíó â ãàçåò³ «Çì³íà» ó êâ³òí³ 1968 ðîêó. 

Óêðà¿íñüêîãî òîâàðèñòâà íåçðÿ÷èõ áóâ ïðè-
éíÿòèé âîñåíè 1963 ðîêó. Ï³ñëÿ çàê³í÷åííÿ 
øêîëè, öåíòðàëüíå ïðàâë³ííÿ ÓÒÎÑ íàïðà-
âèëî Âàñèëÿ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷à ó ì³ñòî Ð³âíå íà 
ó÷áîâî-âèðîáíè÷å ï³äïðèºìñòâî ÓÒÎÑ, äå 
â³í ïðîïðàöþâàâ äâà ðîêè. 

Îòæå, áà÷èìî, ùî Âàñèëü ç äèòÿ÷èõ ðîê³â 
íàìàãàâñÿ æèòè ïîâíîö³ííèì, áàãàòîãðàí-
íèì æèòòÿì, âõîäèòè â ñîö³óì, à çàõîïëåííÿ 
ë³òåðàòóðîþ ñòàëî íàñò³ëüêè íåñòðèìíèì, ùî 
çàêîíîì³ðíèì áóâ éîãî ïîäàëüøèé âàæëè-
âèé æèòòºâèé êðîê: ó 1968 ðîö³ âñòóïèâ íà 
ñòàö³îíàðíó ôîðìó íàâ÷àííÿ äî Ð³âíåíñüêîãî 
äåðæàâíîãî ïåäàãîã³÷íîãî ³íñòèòóòó íà óê ðà¿í-
ñüêå â³ää³ëåííÿ ô³ëîëîã³÷íîãî ôàêóëüòåòó. 

Íàâ÷àííÿ â öüîìó âóç³ äàëî ìîæëèâ³ñòü 
âäîñêîíàëèòè òà ðîçâèíóòè ë³òåðàòóðíèé òà-
ëàíò. Âàæëèâó ðîëü ó øë³ôóâàíí³ ïîå òè÷ íî¿ 
ìàéñòåðíîñò³ â³ä³ãðàëà ó÷àñòü â ë³òå ðàòóðí³é 
ñòóä³¿ ïåä³íñòèòóòó, ÿêîþ êåðóâàâ ïðåêðàñíèé 
âèêëàäà÷, ïîåò Ìèêîëà Êóçüìåíêî. Ë³òåðàòóðíà 
ñòóä³ÿ, ï³ä éîãî êåð³âíèöòâîì, âèõîâàëà ö³ëó 
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Çàê³í÷èâøè ó 1972 ðîö³ íàâ÷àííÿ, îòðè ìàâ 
ôàõ ó÷èòåëÿ óêðà¿íñüêî¿ ìîâè òà ë³òåðàòó-
ðè, ùî äàëî çìîãó ï³âðîêó ïðàöþâàòè ó ðå-
äàê ö³¿ ð³âíåíñüêî¿ îáëàñíî¿ ìîëîä³æíî¿ ãà-
çå òè «Çì³íà», ïîò³ì – äâà ðîêè âèêëàäà÷åì 
âèðàçíî-õóäîæíüîãî ÷èòàííÿ íà ïåðøîìó 
êóð ñ³ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî ïåä³íñòèòóòó, çãîäîì – 
ìå òî äèñòîì â Ð³âíåíñüêîìó åêñêóðñáþðî, à 
òàêîæ – çàâ³äóâà÷åì ðåñïóáë³êàíñüêèõ êóð-
ñ³â ï³äâèùåííÿ êâàë³ô³êàö³¿ òîðã³âåëüíèõ ïðà-
ö³âíèê³â â Ð³âíåíñüêîìó òåõí³êóì³ ðàäÿíñü-
êî¿ òîðã³âë³. Ïðîòå õâîðîáà ºäèíîãî çðÿ÷îãî 
îêà ïðîãðåñóâàëà, é ó ñåðïí³ 1976 ðîêó ïî-
âåðíóâñÿ òðóäèòèñÿ ðÿäîâèì ðîá³ò íèêîì íà 
Ð³âíåíñüêå ó÷áîâî-âèðîáíè÷å ï³ä ïðèºìñòâî 
ÓÒÎÑ. Ó 1991 ðîö³ âòðàòèâ ðåøòêè çîðó, íå 
ìàþ÷è íàâ³òü ñâ³òëîâ³ä÷óòòÿ. Ïðàöþâàòè áó-
ëî âàæêî (âèãîòîâëÿëè ïîñèëêè äëÿ ïîòðåá 
ïîøòè), àëå äèðåêòîð øêîëè ñëàáîçîðèõ ³ ñë³-
ïèõ Ñèäîðåíêî Îëåã Äàíèëîâè÷ íàäàâ Âàñè-
ëåâ³ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷ó ìîæëèâ³ñòü äîäàòêîâî 
ïðà öþâàòè íà òðåòèíó ñòàâêè â÷èòåëåì óê-

ðà¿íñüêî¿ ìîâè òà ë³òåðàòóðè, é ñàìå öÿ ïðàöÿ 
ïðèíî ñèëà éîìó âåëè÷åçíó âò³õó, ìîæëèâ³ñòü 
ðåàë³çóâàòè ñåáå ÿê ó÷èòåëÿ, ïåðåäàâàòè 
çíàííÿ ë³òåðàòóðè. 

Íàéá³ëüøèé âïëèâ íà âèá³ð ïðîôåñ³¿ çðî-
áèëà ìàòè ïîåòà, ÿêà âñå æèòòÿ ìð³ÿëà ñòàòè 
â÷èòåëüêîþ, çíàëà íàïàì’ÿòü Øåâ÷åíêîâîãî 
«Êîáçàðÿ», áàãàòî ï³ñåíü óêðà¿íñüêîþ, ðî-
ñ³éñüêîþ òà ïîëüñüêîþ ìîâàìè, õî÷ çàê³í÷èëà 
ëèøå ï’ÿòü êëàñ³â øêîëè. Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê 
ñóìîâèòî-æàðòîìà ãîâîðèòü: «Õóäîæíèêîì 
ïåíçëÿ íå ì³ã ñòàòè ÷åðåç â³äñóòí³ñòü çîðó, 
òîìó âèð³øèâ ñòàòè õóäîæíèêîì ñëîâà». 

²ç âîñüìè ðîê³â ïî÷àâ ìåðåæèòè â³ðø³, à 
äðóêóâàòèñÿ â ãàçåòàõ òà æóðíàëàõ – ç ÷î-
òèðíàäöÿòè. Ïåðøèé â³ðø íàñì³ëèâñÿ ïîêà-
çàòè â÷èòåëüö³ Êîëîáîâ³é Ãàëèí³ Ëóê’ÿí³âí³. 
Âîíà áóëà äóæå çâîðóøåíà ³ çàîõîòèëà äî 
òâîð÷îñò³. Îêð³ì íàïèñàííÿ âëàñíèõ ïîåç³é, 
óæå â 5 êëàñ³ çä³éñíèâ ïåðøèé ïåðåêëàä 
(Åä³ò Ñåãàë, «Ìîñòè») ç³ øê³ëüíîãî ï³äðó÷íèêà 
àíãë³éñüêî¿ ìîâè. 
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ßñêðàâèì ñïîãàäîì Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà é äîñ³ 
º 3-é ñåì³íàð þíèõ àâòîð³â Óêðà¿íè (ñ³÷åíü 
1965 ðîêó), ó ÿêîìó â³í áðàâ ó÷àñòü. Òîä³ 
â³äáóëèñÿ çíàéîìñòâà ïî÷àòêóþ÷èõ àâòîð³â 
ç êëàñèêàìè óêðà¿íñüêî¿ ë³òåðàòóðè. Íà 
ñåì³íàð³ âèñòóïàëè Àíäð³é Ìàëèøêî, Ïëà-
òîí Ìàéáîðîäà òà ³íø³. ²ç âåëè÷åçíèì çà-
õîïëåííÿì Âàñèëü çãàäóº ñâî¿ çíàéîìñòâà ç 
²ðèíîþ Â³ëüäå, Í³íîþ Ãíàòþê, Âîëîäèìèðîì 
Ëó÷óêîì, Âàñèëåì Ìîðóãîþ, Ìèõàéëîì Ñà-
÷åíêîì, Ëàâðåíò³ºì Êðàâöîâèì, Ãðèãîð³ºì 
Äåì’ÿí÷óêîì, Âîëîäèìèðîì Çàáàøòàíñüêèì, 
Ïåòðîì Êðàñþêîì, Âàñèëåì Ãëîòîâèì, Ìè-
êîëîþ Ðîìàí÷åíêîì òà ³íøèìè. Ï³äñóìêîì 
ðåñïóáë³êàíñüêîãî ñåì³íàðó þíèõ àâòîð³â 
áóâ çá³ðíèê «Òâîð÷³ñòü þíèõ» (âèäàâíèöò-
âî «Ðàäÿíñüêà øêîëà», Êè¿â, 1969, òèðàæåì 
5600 ïðèì³ðíèê³â, ïåðåäìîâà òà óïîðÿä-
íèê – Øàðãîðîäñüêà ².À.), äå áóëî âì³ùåíî 
äâà â³ðø³ Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà: «Âå÷³ðí³é åòþä» òà 
«Êîñàð³». Çãîäîì ö³ æ òâîðè áóëè ïåðåâèäàí³ 
â çá³ðö³ â³ðø³â ìîëîäèõ ïîåò³â «Ï³ñíÿ ³ ïðàöÿ» 

(â-âî «Êàìåíÿð». – Ëüâ³â. – 1974). Îêð³ì äâîõ 
â³ðø³â ç ïîïåðåäíüîãî àëüáîìà, áóëè ââåäåí³ 
«Íàñíàãà», «Ïîë³ñüêèé êðàé», «Íàðîäîâ³ ×èë³», 
«Óæå ëåòèòü ÷åðâîíîêðèëà îñ³íü». 

Â öüîìó æ âèäàíí³ áóëè îïóáë³êîâàí³ 
ïîåòè÷í³ òâîðè ³íøèõ ÷ëåí³â îáëàñíîãî 
ë³òîá’ºäíàííÿ Ð³âíåíùèíè: Ï. Âåëåñèêà, áàé-
êè ³ ãóìîðåñ êè Ë. Êóë³øà-Ç³íüê³âà («Ëåâ ³ Â³ë», 
«Ñêàðãà Ëèñè÷êè», «Â³ääÿ÷èâ», «Ï³ñëÿ ãðîìó», 
«Ñâÿòèé çëîä³é»), Îëåêñàíäðà ßöê³âñüêîãî. 

Îáðàâøè íàçàâæäè ñâ³é øëÿõ çà÷óäóâàí-
íÿ ìàã³ºþ ñëîâà, â³ä÷óâàþ÷è âåëèêó â³äïî â³-
äàëüí³ñòü ì³ñ³¿ ïèñüìåííèêà, ïîåò íåîäíîðà-
çîâî çâåðòàºòüñÿ äî ïðîáëåìè áóòòÿ ìèòöÿ 
ó ñâ³ò³ òà ïðèçíà÷åííÿ ìèñòåöòâà. Ñëîâî òà 
êíèãè – íåâ³ä’ºìíà ÷àñòèíà éîãî æèòòÿ. Äëÿ 
íüîãî âîíè – ä³ÿ ³ â÷èíîê, íàòõíåííà ïðàöÿ:

 Ïîåç³ÿ – íå ãðà, íå ìîäíèöÿ, – 
 Âîãîíü äóø³, ùî íå çãîðÿ!
 À â³í, ÿê âåñíîïòàõà, âîäèòüñÿ
 Ëèøå ï³ä äàõîì òðóäàðÿ. 
  («Ìîâ íà êîâàäëî – äðóæí³...»).
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Ñòàíîâëåííþ éîãî æèòòºâîãî êðåäî, âèñ-
ëîâëåíîãî â îäíîìó ³ç â³ðø³â, «Ì³öíî ñòàíó ÿ 
íà âàðò³ ñëîâà...», ñïðèÿëè ê³ëüêà ôàêòîð³â. 

Íàéâàæëèâ³øèé – ä³ÿëüí³ñòü ë³òåðàòóðíî¿ 
ñòóä³¿, çíàéîìñòâà òà äðóæáà ç Ãðèãîð³ºì 
×óáàºì, ßðîñëàâîì Ì³÷óäîþ, Ïåòðîì Öåöè-
êîì, Ìèõàéëîì Ñà÷åíêîì, Âàñèëåì Ìîðóãîþ, 
Ìèêîëîþ Ïøåíè÷íèì, Ìèêîëîþ Òèì÷àêîì. 
Ä³ÿëüí³ñòü ë³òåðàòóðíî¿ ñòóä³¿ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî 
ïåä³íñòèòóòó – âàæëèâà ñòîð³íêà â ³ñòîð³¿ 
âñüîãî ë³òåðàòóðíîãî ïðîöåñó Ð³âíåíùèíè 
òà Óêðà¿íè â ö³ëîìó ³ ïîòðåáóº îêðåìîãî 
äîñë³äæåííÿ, àäæå ò³, õòî â³äøë³ôóâàâ ñâ³é 
òàëàíò ó ñòóä³¿, ñòàëè ñêëàäîâèìè ÷àñòèíàìè 
ñó÷àñíîãî ë³òåðàòóðíîãî ïðîöåñó 60-õ – 80-õ 
ðîê³â äâàäöÿòîãî ñòîë³òòÿ, çà ÷àñè êîðîòêî¿ 
â³äëèãè âñòèãëè çàïàëèòè ç³ðêè ñâîãî òàëàí-
òó, íåçâàæàþ÷è íà â³äñóòí³ñòü ìîæëèâîñò³ 
ñïðàâæíüîãî äåáþòó íà ñòîð³íêàõ ïðåñè, 
áî «äîáà âèìàãàëà ïàðîâîçèê³â ïðî Ëåí³íà 
é ïîâ³ñòåé ïðî ïåðåäîâèê³â âèðîáíèöòâà». 
Ë³òåðàòóðíà ñòóä³ÿ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî ïåä³íñòè-

òóòó äàâàëà ìîæëèâ³ñòü ïîâíîö³ííèõ â³ä êðè-
òèõ âèñòóï³â íà ¿¿ çàñ³äàííÿõ. 

Ñï³ëêóâàííÿ ó òàêèõ ãóðòêàõ áóëî ðîç êî-
âà í³øèì, í³æ íà îáëàñíèõ ³ ðåñïóáë³êàíñüêèõ 
çëüîòàõ òâîð÷î¿ ìîëîä³ òà îá’ºäíàííÿõ ïðè 
Ñï³ë ö³ ïèñüìåííèê³â. Îáì³í ³íôîðìàö³ºþ, 
êíèãàìè, ïîâí³øå çíàéîìñòâî ç òâîð÷³ñòþ çà-
ðóá³æíèõ ïèñüìåííèê³â, îáì³í «ñàìâèäàâîì» 
ðîçøèðþâàëè ãîðèçîíòè çíàíü. Îêð³ì ë³òåðà-
òóðíî-ìèñòåöüêîãî îá’ºäíàííÿ ïåä³íñòèòóòó, 
ç’ÿâèëèñü ³íø³, â ÿêèõ áðàëè ó÷àñòü ò³ æ ñàì³ 
îñîáè. Òàê íà òîé ÷àñ ïðè ãàçåò³ «×åðâîíèé 
ïðàïîð» ä³ÿëà ë³òåðàòóðíà ñòóä³ÿ «Ïðîâåñ³íü», 
ÿêîþ êåðóâàâ êîëèøí³é ë³òñòóä³ºöü ªâãåí 
Øìîð ãóí. Çà çðàçêîì ë³òñòóä³¿ ³íñòèòóòó ïî÷à-
ëè ïðàöþâàòè ë³òåðàòóðíèé ãóðòîê «Àðçàìàñ» 
â øêîë³ ¹5 ì³ñòà Ð³âíîãî (éîãî ñòâîðèâ ³ î÷î-
ëþâàâ âèïóñêíèê ë³òñòóä³¿ Â’ÿ÷åñëàâ Ñó õà ÷îâ), 
à òàêîæ ñòóä³ÿ «×åðâîí³ ñóðìè», çàïî÷àòêîâàíà 
ïðè îáëàñí³é ìîëîä³æí³é ãàçåò³ «Çì³ íà» Ïåòðîì 
Öåöèêîì. Îñòàíí³é ó ñâî¿õ ñïî ãàäàõ ç³çíàºòüñÿ, 
ùî âèð³øèâ ñòâîðèòè òàêå îá’ºäíàííÿ âèíÿòêî-
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âî çà çðàçêîì ñòóä³¿ Ìèêîëè Êóçüìåíêà. Ö³ 
ïðèêëàäè ÿñêðàâî ³ëþñò ðóþòü òå, ùî âèïóñê-
íèêè-ñòóä³éö³ ñâ³äî ìî êåðóþòüñÿ ó ñâîºìó 
ïðîôåñ³éíîìó æèòò³ òèìè ïðèíöèïàìè, ÿê³ áó-
ëè ñïðèéíÿò³ íèìè â ðîêè, ïðîâåäåí³ ó ïåäà-
ãîã³÷íîìó ³íñòèòóò³ ì³ñòà Ð³âíîãî. 

Ðîçãëÿäàþ÷è ä³ÿëüí³ñòü ë³òñòóä³¿ â êîíòåêñò³ 
ë³òåðàòóðíîãî ïðîöåñó Ð³âíåíùèíè, ïîòð³á íî 
ùå ðàç çàçíà÷èòè, ùî âîíà íå îáìåæó âà ëàñü 
³í ñòèòóòñüêèìè ñò³íàìè. Õî÷à íàé âàæ ëè â³-
øèé ¿¿ âïëèâ âèÿâèâñÿ ñàìå òóò: âèïóñêíèêè 
éøëè ó ñâ³ò ñôîðìîâàíèìè îñîáèñòîñòÿìè ³ 
â ïîäàëüøîìó â³ä³ãðàëè âàæëèâó ðîëü ó ðîç-
âèòêó íàøîãî êðàþ. Êð³ì öüîãî, ñòóä³ÿ ñòàëà 
ÿñêðàâèì çðàçêîì äëÿ ðîáîòè ³íøèõ ïîä³áíèõ 
ñòðóêòóð. ßê óæå çàçíà÷àëîñÿ, ë³òñòóä³éö³ 
ðåãóëÿðíî ïðîâîäèëè âè¿çí³ çàñ³äàííÿ. Òîìó, 
íà ïåðøèé ïîãëÿä íåïîì³òíà ðîáîòà ñòóä³¿, 
ùî ìàëà á ñòîñóâàòèñÿ ëèøå âóçó, îõîïèëà 
âñþ îáëàñòü. 

Êîæåí ³ç ë³òñòóä³éö³â ìàâ ìîæëèâ³ñòü â³ä-
íàéòè âëàñíèé òâîð÷èé øëÿõ, ðîçâèíóòè ñâî¿ 

ñèëüí³ ñòîðîíè òàëàíòó, àëå äðóêóâàòèñü, ÷è 
âèäàòè ïîåòè÷íó çá³ðêó, â ò³ ÷àñè áóëî ñêëàä-
íî. Äî ïðîãîëîøåííÿ Óêðà¿íè íåçàëåæíîþ 
äåðæàâîþ ó 1991 ðîö³ – Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ìàâ 
îïóáë³êîâàí³ ëèøå ïîîäèíîê³ äîá³ðêè â îá-
ëàñíèõ ãàçåòàõ «Çì³íà» ³ «×åðâîíèé ïðàïîð», 
ðàéîíí³é ïåð³îäè÷í³é ïðåñ³ òà òðüîõ ðåñ-
ïóáë³êàíñüêèõ çá³ðíèêàõ: «Òâîð÷³ñòü þíèõ» 
òà «Ï³ñíÿ ³ ïðàöÿ», ÿê³ ìè çãàäóâàëè âèùå, ³ àëü-
ìàíàõ «Â³òðèëà» (â-âî «Ìîëîäü», Êè¿â, 1973). 

Çãîäîì – âèäàííÿ çá³ðêè (1992), ïóáë³êàö³¿ â 
àíòîëîã³¿ äóõîâíî¿ ïîåç³¿ «Áëàãîñëîâåíü» (Òåð-
íîï³ëü, 1994), âñåóêðà¿íñüê³é ïðàâîñëàâ í³é ãà-
çåò³ «Íàøà â³ðà» (¹4 çà êâ³òåíü 2006 ð.), òèæ-
íåâèêó öåíòðàëüíî¿ ñï³ëêè ñïîæèâ÷èõ òîâàðèñòâ 
Óêðà¿íè «Â³ñò³» (¹30 çà 27 ëèïíÿ 2006 ð.) òà 
³íøèõ ïåð³îäè÷íèõ âèäàííÿõ. 

Íà ñüîãîäí³ éîãî òâîð÷èé äîðîáîê ñêëàäàº 
8 êíèæîê ïîåç³é òà ïåðåêëàä³â. 

Ïåðøà çá³ðêà «Ïî÷à¿âñüêà ìîçà¿êà» âèéø-
ëà 1992 ðîêó ó âèäàâíèöòâ³ «Àçàë³ÿ». Ñêëà-
äàºòüñÿ ç òðüîõ ðîçä³ë³â: «Ñâ³òàíêîâèé øëÿõ», 
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«Îñâ³ä÷åííÿ» òà «Íå áëóêàé». Â³ðø «Óæå 
ëåòèòü ÷åðâîíîêðèëà îñ³íü» âèíåñåíî íà 
ïåðø³ ñòîð³íêè, â³í º ñâîºð³äíèì åï³ãðàôîì, â 
ÿêîìó âèñëîâëþºòüñÿ îñíîâíà æèòòºñòâåðäíà 
äóìêà àâòîðà: «ß áóäó æèòè òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð». 
Ë³ðè÷íèé ãåðîé çá³ðêè – îñîáèñò³ñòü, ñïîâ-
íåíà íàñêð³çíèì îïòèì³çìîì, ùî ñïîâ³äóº 
õðèñòèÿíñüê³ ö³ííîñò³, à òîìó ¿õ çàì³íþº 
ô³ëî ñîôñüêèé ïîãëÿä â³ðóþ÷î¿ ëþäè íè – âñå 
ìèíå, àëå òàê ìàº áóòè, òîìó ñïðèéìàº âñ³ 
âèïðîáóâàííÿ ÿê íàëåæíå, áî â³í ãîòîâèé íà 
æåðòâó çàðàäè Õðèñòà. 

Äðóãà çá³ðêà ïîáà÷èëà ñâ³ò 1997 ðîêó 
³ ìàº íàçâó «Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðà-
ãà». Ñêëàäàºòüñÿ ç äâîõ ðîçä³ë³â: ó ïåðøîìó 
«² ñîíöþ ïîêëîíèâñÿ ñîíÿõ» îá’ºäíàí³ 15 
ïîå ç³é, à äðóãèé çíàéîìèòü ÷èòà÷³â ³ç ïåðå-
êëàäàìè ç àíãë³éñüêî¿, á³ëîðóñüêî¿, ïîëüñüêî¿ 
òà ðîñ³éñüêî¿ ë³òåðàòóð. Ñàìà íàçâà êíèæ-
êè º ïðîìîâèñòîþ. Äëÿ ë³ðè÷íîãî ãåðîÿ 
õàðàêòåðí³ â³ðà â ñåáå, ïîêëèê, ïîðèâ, òîìó 
ïåðåâàæàþòü îáðàçè ãðîìó, áóð³, âîãíþ:

Âñ³ äîðîãè ïàõíóòü íàì âåñíîþ:
Áóõàðåñò, Âàðøàâà, Òàëë³íí, Ïðàãà... 
Ìè í³÷îãî íå â³çüìåì ç ñîáîþ. 
Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðàãà. 
Îäåðæèì³ ùèðîþ ëþáîâ’þ, 
Äå â íàñ ë³âà, çíàºìî, äå ïðàâà. 
Ìè í³÷îãî íå â³çüìåì ç ñîáîþ. 
Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðàâà... 
 («Âñ³ äîðîãè ïàõíóòü íàì âåñíîþ...»).

Ðâåìîñü â áóðÿí³ ãðîìè
Ïîì³æ ÿâîðàìè. 
Ãðàþòü ÿðèìè ãðóäüìè
Çîð³ íàä ÿðàìè... 
 («Ðâåìîñü â áóðÿí³ ãðîìè»).

«Òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð» (1998) º òðåòüîþ ëàñ-
ò³â êîþ Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà. Âîíà, ÿê ³ ïîïåðåä-
íÿ, ì³ñòèòü â³ðø³ é ÷èñëåíí³ ïåðåêëàäè. Ó ö³é  
çá³ðö³ ë³ðè÷íèé ãåðîé íàéá³ëüøå óïîä³á íþ-
ºòüñÿ äî àâòîðñüêîãî «ß», òîìó ïåðåä ÷èòà-
÷åì ïîñòàº á³îãðàô³ÿ ïîåòà, â³ääçåðêàëåíà ó 
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òâîðàõ – ó òâîðàõ ëåãêî âï³çíàºòüñÿ ïðîæè-
òå é ïåðåæèòå. Ïîåç³¿-ñïîãàäè â³äíîñÿòü íàñ 
ó éîãî ð³äíå ñåëî, ÷àñè äèòèíñòâà, äå ìàºìî 
ìîæëèâ³ñòü ïîáà÷èòè áàòüê³â ïîåòà, óëþáëåí³ 
êíèãè, ëþäåé, ÿê³ ìåøêàëè ïîðó÷. Îêð³ì öüîãî, 
ïðèñóòí³ é â³ðø³ ç õðèñòèÿíñüêèìè ìîòèâàìè. 

×åòâåðòîþ – º «Íîøà áäæîëè», ùî ç’ÿâèëàñü 
2000 ðîêó ó âèäàâíèöòâ³ «Âîëèíñüê³ îáåðåãè»: 
«Äîðîãèì áàòüêàì Ìàð³¿ ßê³âí³ òà Ê³íäðàòó 
²âàíîâè÷ó ç ñèí³âñüêîþ ëþáîâ’þ ïðè ñâÿ-
÷óþ». Ñêëàäàºòüñÿ ç 8-ìè ðîçä³ë³â, êîæåí 
³ç ÿêèõ ìàº â ñîá³ îá’ºäíàí³ ºäèíîþ òåìîþ 
÷è ñï³ëüíèìè ìîòèâàìè ïîåç³¿. Òàê, ó ðîçä³ë³ 
«Ï³ñíÿ ç-ï³ä êðèë» îïîâ³äà÷ ïåðåíîñèòü íàñ ç³ 
ñâîãî çîâí³øíüîãî (çìàëþâàííÿ ñåëà, ëþäåé, 
ùî îòî÷óþòü ë³ðè÷íîãî ãåðîÿ) ó âíóòð³øí³é 
ñâ³ò. Ïåðåâàæàþòü ðîçäóìè, ç’ÿâëÿºòüñÿ òåìà 
êîõàííÿ. 

Ó íàñòóïíîìó ðîçä³ë³ – «Ïðîð³ñòü» – âè-
ñî êî õóäîæíÿ ïåéçàæíà ë³ðèêà. Ïðèõ³ä âåñ-
íè, ïðîáóäæåííÿ ïðèðîäè, ¿¿ îíîâëåííÿ. 
«Ñòàðîïî÷à¿âñüêå äæåðåëî» – ðÿäêè, ïðèñâÿ-

÷åí³ ð³äíîêðàºâ³, à ó ðîçä³ë³ «Â³ðóþ» ïåðåâà-
æàþòü õðèñòèÿíñüê³ ìîòèâè. Òóò ìîæíà ïðî-
ñòåæèòè çàìêíóò³ñòü ÷àñîâîãî ïðîñòîðó – â³í 
º öèêë³÷íèì: Íîâèé ð³ê – Âåëèêäåíü – Ð³çäâî. 
Òàêà îñîáëèâ³ñòü çóìîâëþºòüñÿ áàæàííÿì 
àâòîðà â³äòâîðèòè ïîâòîðþâàí³ñòü ïðèðîä-
íüîãî êîëîîá³ãó. 

Ïåðåäìîâîþ äîêòîðà ô³ëîëîã³÷íèõ íàóê 
ßðîñëàâà Ïîë³ùóêà ïî÷èíàºòüñÿ ï’ÿòà çá³ðêà 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ» (2005), 
ÿêà òåæ ä³ëèòüñÿ íà â³ñ³ì ðîçä³ë³â. Îñîáëè-
âî ö³ííèì äëÿ íàñ º äðóãèé, ùî îçàãëàâëåíèé 
«Äîïîêè äçâ³í ó ãðóäÿõ á’º», â ÿêîìó àâòîð 
â³ä÷óâàº ñåáå áåçïîñåðåäíüî ïðè÷åòíèì äî 
òîãî, ùî â³äáóâàºòüñÿ íàâêîëî íüîãî, ó éîãî 
äåðæàâ³: 

 Ïîëóì’ÿ ïðè÷åòíîñò³ äî âñüîãî
 Íàìè õàé êåðóº ïîâñÿê÷àñ... 
   («Ïðè÷åòí³ñòü»).
Îñòàíí³ äåñÿòü ðîê³â ó òâîð÷îìó âæèíêó 

ïîåòà òà ãðîìàäñüêîìó ñòàíîâëåíí³ áóëè áà-
ãàòèìè íà ðàä³ñí³ ïîä³¿. 
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Ó 2005 ðîö³ â ³íôîðìàö³éíîìó áþëåòåí³ 
«²íâà.net», âèïóñê ¹11, âèäðóêóâàíî äîá³ðêó 
â³ðø³â Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà ç ïåðåäìîâîþ Ëþä-
ìèëè Ìàð÷óê («Ð³äíîìó ñåëó», «Ìàìèí õë³á», 
«Ìîÿ á³áë³îòåêà», «Ïåñèì³ñòó», «Îñâ³ä÷åííÿ», 
«×îì òè, ùàñòÿ…»). Ç’ÿâèëîñü ê³ëüêà ïóáë³-
êàö³é â ïåð³îäèö³. Âðàõîâóþ÷è äîñòàòíþ 
ê³ëüê³ñòü ïóáë³êàö³é, äðóç³ ðåêîìåíäóþòü 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà â ÷ëåíè Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè 
ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè. Ó ñâî¿é ðåêîìåíäàö³¿ 
ïîåò, ñêóëüïòîð, õóäîæíèê ³ êîìïîçèòîð Ìè-
êîëà Òèì÷àê çàçíà÷àº, ùî äîëÿ ñóäèëà éîìó 
äàâíî çíàòè Âàñèëÿ ÿê ëþäèíó, «á³ëÿ äóõîâ-
íîãî âîãíèùà ÿêî¿ ìè ÷àñòî ãð³ëèñÿ ó ÷àñè 
«ñîâºòñüêî¿» õîëîäíå÷³, ÿê ïîåòà, ùî íåñì³ëî 
íàìàöóâàâ ñòðóíè ñâîãî ñåðöÿ – ³ òâîðèâ ãî-
ëîñ â³ðøà». Çàâåðøóºòüñÿ ðåêîìåíäàö³ÿ ñëî-
âàìè: «Òðüîìà ñâî¿ìè çá³ðî÷êàìè ïîåç³é â³í 
ñòóêàº â äóøó ÷èòà÷à, ó äâåð³ Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ 
Ñï³ëêè… Â³ä÷èí³òü, áðàòîâå, áî öÿ ëþäèíà 
áà÷èòü ëþáëÿ÷èì ñåðöåì». Ìèêîëà Ïøåíè÷-
íèé ó ñâî¿é ðåêîìåíäàö³¿ çàçíà÷àº, ùî Âàñèëü 

Ëÿùóê, ÿêèé º àâòîðîì òàëàíîâèòèõ ïîåç³é 
ê³ëüêîõ êíèæîê, ñòàðòóâàâ ó ë³òåðàòóðó äà-
ëåêîãî ÷åðâíÿ 1965 ðîêó: «Ëóíàº ï³ñíÿ ñîêî-
ëèíà ² ðâåòüñÿ â ñèíº ï³äíåáåññÿ... Ñï³âó÷ó 
ñëóõàé Óêðà¿íó, Çðóñèô³êîâàíà Îäåñî! ß íå 
ïðîáà÷ó ñàìîäóðó Ç éîãî áðóäíèìè ìàòþêà-
ìè, Çà òå, ùî çëà íàêî¿â çäóðó ² ùå õèçóºòüñÿ 
íàä íàìè. Ñï³âàº ëüâ³âñüêà «ñîòà» øêîëà, 
Àæ ñëîâî õîäèòü Ãåðêóëåñîì… Òåáå öÿ ï³ñ-
íÿ, çíàþ, êîëå, Çðóñèô³êîâàíà Îäåñî!». Ðå-
êîìåíäóþ÷è Âàñèëÿ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷à, ÷ëåí 
ÍÑÏÓ Êîíäðàòþê Àíäð³é ²âàíîâè÷ íàãîëî-
ñèâ íà éîãî ïë³äí³é ïðàö³ ó ãàëóç³ ïîåòè÷-
íîãî ïåðåêëàäó ç ³íøèõ ìîâ. Çàâåðøóþ÷è 
ðåêîìåíäàö³þ, çàçíà÷àº, ùî Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê 
êîæíèì ñâî¿ì òâîð÷èì äíåì óòâåðäæóº 
âèñîê³ ö³ííîñò³ áóòòÿ. 

Òàëàíò Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà îïðèÿâíþºòüñÿ íàñ-
òóïíîþ þâ³ëåéíîþ ïîåòè÷íîþ çá³ðêîþ «Äçâ³-
íèöÿ», ÿêà âèéøëà äðóêîì ó ëþòîìó 2008 ðîêó 
òà ïðèóðî÷åíà 60-ð³÷÷þ àâòîðà. Ó í³é ì³ñòÿòüñÿ 
ïåðåäìîâà Ìèêîëè Áåðåçè, ùî ìàº íàçâó «ßê 
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ï³ä âàæêîþ íîøåþ áäæîëà», òà òðè ðîçä³ëè: ó 
ïåðøîìó ç íèõ, «Ùîá ëþäÿì çàâæäè ñîíÿ÷íî 
áóëî», ïåðåäðóêîâàí³ êðàù³ ðå÷³ ç ïîïåðåäí³õ 
çá³ðîê; äðóãèé, «Áëàãîâ³ñí³ äçâîíè», çíàéîìèòü 
³ç íîâèìè ïîåç³ÿìè, à ñàìå – «Ñïàñ³ííÿ», «Íà 
â³äñòàí³ ðóêè», «Ïîåç³ÿ» òà «Äçâ³íèöÿ»; òðåò³é 
ñêîìïîíîâàíèé ³ç ïåðåêëàä³â ³ ìàº íàçâó â³ðøà 
Åä³ò Ñåãàë – «Ìîñòè». Óñï³øíà ïðåçåíòàö³ÿ ö³º¿ 
çá³ðêè â³äáóâàºòüñÿ â ñòóäåíòñüêîìó ñåðå-
äîâèù³ Ð³âíåíñüêîãî äåðæàâíîãî ãóìàí³òàð-
íîãî óí³âåðñèòåòó. 

Çãîäîì çíîâó ìèòåöü ïîäàðóâàâ ÷èòà-
÷àì ñèìïàòè÷íó êíèæèíó – «Þíîñò³ ùåìëè-
âèé ïëèí». Ïîò³ì, 2010-ãî ðîêó, âèäàâíèöò-
âî «Âîëèíñüê³ îáåðåãè» áëàãîñëîâèëî ó ñâ³ò 
îøàòíèé 384-ñòîð³íêîâèé òîìèê âèáðàíèõ 
òâîð³â ³ ïåðåêëàä³â – «Çàïàõëà íåõâîðîù ³ 
ì’ÿòà» (îäíà ³ç íàéêðàùèõ ïîåòè÷íèõ çá³ðîê 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà!). 

Ïîäàëüø³ ÷èñëåíí³ ïóáë³êàö³¿: 10 ëþòîãî 
2011 ðîêó – ãàçåòà «Ñ³ì äí³â» (÷. 7), ãàçåòà 
«Çåëåí³ øàòè» (25 áåðåçíÿ 2011 ð.) – ç ïåðåä-

ìîâîþ Þë³¿ Áîíäþ÷íî¿ «Ï³ä äàõîì òðóäàðÿ», 
ãàçåòà «Êðåìåíåöüêèé â³ñíèê» (5 ñåðïíÿ 2011 
ðîêó «Ó Êóëèêîâ³ ðàéîííå ñâÿòî ïîåç³¿»), òàêó 
æ ³íôîðìàö³þ ïîâòîðèëà ãàçåòà «Ä³àëîã» çà 
26 ñåðïíÿ 2011 ðîêó (ó ñòàòò³ «Ñëîâî ïðî 
Óêðà¿íó» ïîäàºòüñÿ ³íôîðìàö³ÿ ïðî òå, ùî ó 
ñ. Êóëèêîâ³ íà Êðåì’ÿíå÷÷èí³ â³äáóëîñÿ ñâÿ-
òî ïîåç³¿, äå âèñòóïèëè ïîíàä 30 àâòîð³â òà 
âèêîíàâö³â ïîåç³é; ó ö³é æå ñòàòò³ éäåòüñÿ ïðî 
Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà òà éîãî òâîð÷³ çäîáóòêè). 

Ëèøå â ñåðïí³ 2012 ðîêó ïîâòîðíî áó ëè 
ç³áðàí³ ðåêîìåíäàö³¿ äëÿ âñòóïó äî Íà ö³î-
íàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè Ëÿùó-
êà Âàñèëÿ Ê³íäðàòîâè÷à. Íà öåé ðàç äî Ñï³ëêè 
ïîäàëè çâåðíåííÿ Îëåêñàíäð ²ðâàíåöü, Þð³é 
Êîâàëü, Þë³ÿ Áîíäþ÷íà, Àíàòîë³é Êðè-
ëîâåöü. 

Ó æîâòí³ 2012-ãî ðîêó ó ì³ñò³ Êèºâ³ íà çà-
ñ³äàíí³ ïðåçèä³¿ îäíîãîëîñíî ïðèéíÿòèé â ÷ëå-
íè Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè. 

Íà çîð³ ñâîãî æèòòÿ Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê áà÷èâ 
ñâ³ò ñóö³ëüíèì, àëå âæå íàâ³òü ó ðàííüîìó ñëî-
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â³ ðîçìåæîâàíî ñòðóìåíÿòü çì³íþâàí³ îêðåì³ 
êàðòèíè âåñåëèõ ³ ñóìíèõ âèäèâ-ç’ÿâ. Ðîçäóìè 
íàä âëàñíîþ äîëåþ ïðèâåëè äî óñâ³äîìëåííÿ, 
ùî â³í íå âèïàäêîâèé ïîäîðîæí³é íà çåìë³, 
òîìó â³ðø³ ïîåòà ïåðåéíÿò³ ëþáîâ’þ äî ñâ³òó é 
ëþäåé. Ïîðÿä ç òèì, âñå ãëèáøå â³ä÷óâàºòüñÿ 
ïðèñóòí³ñòü â àâòîðñüêîìó ñâ³ò³ Òâîðöÿ. 

Â³ä÷óâàºòüñÿ, ùî àâòîð, áàæàþ÷è âèêîíà-
òè ñâîþ ì³ñ³þ ìèòöÿ, â êàíâó áàãàòüîõ ïîåòè÷-
íèõ òâîð³â óâîäèòü òåìó ãðîìàäÿíñüêîãî ïî-
êëèêàííÿ, íàìàãàííÿ ïðèñâÿòèòè ñâîº æèòòÿ 
ñëóæ³ííþ ëþäÿì ³ Áîãîâ³. Äî òàêèõ íàëåæàòü 
«ßê ï³ä âàæêîþ íîøåþ áäæîëà», «Ùîá ëþ-
äÿì çàâæäè ñîíÿ÷íî áóëî», «Áëàãîâ³ñí³ äçâî-
íè», «Ñïàñ³ííÿ», «Íà â³äñòàí³ ðóêè», «Ïîåç³ÿ» 
òà «Äçâ³íèöÿ». Ïðèñòðàñíèì â³ðøåì, ïðè-
ñâÿ÷åíèì Óêðà¿í³, ùî ìàº íàçâó «Òàê áóäå!», 
ïî÷èíàºòüñÿ òðåòÿ çá³ðêà. Ó òâîð³ «Áîðãè» àâ-
òîð, íà ïðîòèâàãó ðîç÷àðóâàííÿì òà ïî÷óòòÿì 
áåçïîðàäíîñò³, çàêëèêàº íå ñòîÿòè îñòîðîíü 
æîäíèõ æèòòºâèõ ïåðèïåò³é:

Áî ïîêè çëî õîâàºòüñÿ çà î÷³, 
Áî ïîêè á³é ç ì³ùàíñòâîì íå çàòèõ, 
Ó ñâ³ò³ º òÿæêèé, íàéòÿæ÷èé çëî÷èí – 
Áàéäóæèì áóòè äî ñòðàæäàíü ëþäñüêèõ. 
     («Áîðãè»).

×èìàëî â³ðø³â ïîêëàäåí³ íà ìóçèêó é ñòàëè 
ï³ñíÿìè. Öå, çîêðåìà, ãëèáîêî ë³ðè÷í³, ïðè-
ñâÿ÷åí³ íåçàáóòí³é ìàòåð³ ïîåòà, ïåðå ïîâíåí³ 
í³æíèõ ïî÷óòò³â òà áåçìåæíî¿ ñè í³âñüêî¿ 
ëþáîâ³. Îñîáëèâî âèð³çíÿºòüñÿ «Íå áëóêàé», 
ÿêà ìàº ð³çí³ ìåëîä³¿ – êîìïîçèòîð³â Àíàòîë³ÿ 
Àíäðóõîâà, Àíäð³ÿ Ïàñòóøåíêà, Ë³ë³¿ Êîáèëü-
íèê, àëå êîæíà òàëàíîâèòà ïî-ñâîºìó. 

Íåçâàæàþ÷è íà â³äñóòí³ñòü çîðó, ñêëàäíîù³ â 
êîðèñòóâàíí³ äîâ³äêîâîþ ë³òåðàòóðîþ òà ñëîâ íè-
êàìè, Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ïîñò³éíî åêñïåðè ìåíòóº. 

Ó äåáþòí³é çá³ðö³ «Ïî÷à¿âñüêà ìîçà¿êà» º 
äâ³ ïîåç³¿, «Íåâèðàçí³ êîíòóðè õìàð» òà «Îñâ³ä-
÷åííÿ», íàïèñàí³ «á³ëèì â³ðøåì», êîòð³ õî÷ 
íåðè ìîâàí³, ïðîòå – ç ÷³òêîþ âíóòð³øíüîþ 
ñòðóêòóðîþ. Íàïðèêëàä:
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Íåâèðàçí³ êîíòóðè õìàð
Íàïîëîõàí³ ðàä³ñíèì â³òðîì
Íàïîâíåí³ éîãî øóìîì
Ç³ùóëåí³ êðîíè ãóñòèõ ÷åðåøåíü
Ñîííèé öâ³ò êóëüáàáè
Ùî â³ä ö³êàâîñò³ âñòàëà íàâøïèíüêè
Çàñìàãë³ ãîë³âêè òþëüïàí³â
Ï’ÿíëèâèé äóõ êîíâàë³¿
Íàðöèñ³â á³ëèé ñì³õ
Áðàòèêè ç ìàìèíîãî ãîðîäó
Âñå öå ïðèÿçíî îõîïèëî ìåíå
Ñòàðîïî÷à¿âñüêèì ë³òîì
ßêå çàï³çíèëîñÿ íèí³
Á³ëüø ÿê íà ö³ëèé ì³ñÿöü. 
  («Íåâèðàçí³ êîíòóðè õìàð»).

«Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ», ùî ì³ñòèòüñÿ â îäíî-
éìåíí³é êíèæö³, íàïèñàíèé òåæ âåðë³áðîì, 
àäæå ì³ñòèòü ó ñîá³ íåðèìîâàí³ òà íåð³âíî-
íàãîëîøåí³ â³ðøîðÿäêè. 

Êð³ì öüîãî, ó âèäàíí³ «Ïî÷à¿âñüêà ìî çà¿-
êà» çíàõîäèìî âåëüìè ö³êàâèé æàíðîâèé 

ð³çíîâèä – ðîíäåëü. Öå – äàâíüîôðàíöóçüêà 
ïîåòè÷à ôîðìà, òâ³ð ³ç 13 ðÿäê³â, äå îáîâ’ÿç êîâ³ 
ðèìîâàí³ ïîâòîðè ç äâîõ íàñêð³çíèõ ðèì. Òàêèõ 
â³ðø³â ó çá³ðö³ äâà: «Ìè ç áàòüêîì òåæ ìóðóºì 
õàòó...» òà «Çàïàõëà íåõâîðîù ³ ì’ÿòà...». Ö³ 
ïîåç³¿ ñêëàäàþòüñÿ ç òðüîõ ñòðîô, ç ÿêèõ äâ³ º 
êàòðåíàìè, à îäíà – ï’ÿòèâ³ðøåì. Ðîíäåë³ ìàþòü 
òàêó ñõåìó ðèìóâàííÿ: àááà àáàá àááàà. 

Âàðòèìè óâàãè, ç ïîãëÿäó íàÿâíîñò³ øè ðî-
êîãî ñïåêòðó æàíðîâîãî ðîçìà¿òòÿ ïîåç³é, º  
äâ³ çá³ð êè òâîð³â Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà: «Íîøà 
áäæîëè» òà «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ». Ó íèõ àâòîð 
âèïðîáîâóº ñåáå ó òàêèõ æàíðàõ, ÿê ïàë³íä-
ðîì, àêðîâ³ðø, ùåäð³âêà, êîëÿäêà, ì³êðîáàé-
êà, ðóáà¿ òà õîêó. ×èìàëî íåîëîã³çì³â. 

Ïàë³íäðîì, àáî ïåðåâåðòåíü, – â³ðòóîçíà 
â³ð øîâà ôîðìà, â ÿê³é ïåâíå ñëîâî, àáî é ö³ëó 
ôðàçó, ìîæíà ÷èòàòè çë³âà íàïðàâî ³ íàâïàêè, 
ïðè çáåðåæåíí³ çì³ñòó. Äî ö³º¿ ôîðìè àâòîð 
çâåð òàºòüñÿ äàâíî – ùå ç³ ñòóäåíòñüêèõ ðîê³â. 
Êîëè â «Ìîºìó ïîìåøêàíí³» ïàë³íäðîì³÷í³ ðÿä-
êè çàéìàþòü ÷àñòèíó ðîçä³ëó «Âñÿêà âñÿ÷èíà», 
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òî â «Íîø³ áäæîëè» ¿ì â³äâåäåíî îêðåìèé ðîçä³ë, 
íàç âà ÿêîãî òåæ º ïàë³íäðîìíîþ, – «Äèâîâèä». 
Íàâåäåìî äåÿê³ â³ðøîâàí³ ðÿäêè, íàïèñàí³ òàêèì 
ñïîñîáîì: «À ä³ä â³â ä³äà», «Óäîâ Ìàêàð âèëèâ 
ðàêàì âîäó», «Êî÷èí Øóðà âèøèâà ðóøíè÷îê». 

Ïèøå â³í ³ ïàðîä³¿. Âäàëèìè âèõîäÿòü ³ 
òð³î ëåòè, é ñîíåòè. Âèêîðèñòîâóº ³ òàêèé 
æàíð, ÿê ðóáà¿. Öå ÷îòèðèâ³ðø (ÿê ïðàâèëî, 
ô³ëîñîôñüêîãî çì³ñòó) çà ñõåìîþ ðèìóâàííÿ: 
àà-áà. ª âîíè ó «Íîø³ áäæîëè». Âîíè â³äïîâ³-
äàþòü óñ³ì êëàñè÷íèì âèìîãàì. 

Íå öóðàºòüñÿ íàø çåìëÿê ³ òðàäèö³éíî¿ ôîð-
ìè ÿïîíñüêî¿ ïîåç³¿, ùî ìàº íàçâó õîêó ³ º òðè-
ðÿäêîâèì íåðèìîâàíèì â³ðøåì. Çíàõîäèìî 
òâîðè öüîãî æàíðó â çá³ðö³ «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ»:

 ² âíóêîì áóâ ÿ, 
 ² ñèíîì áóâ. 
 Íå çîãëÿä³âñÿ, ÿê ñòàâ ä³äóñåì. 
Íåïåðåâåðøåíî¿ ìàéñòåðíîñò³ âåðñèô³êà ö³¿ 

àâòîð äîñÿãàº ó íàïèñàíí³ ïîåç³é àêðîâ³ð øåì, 
àáî, çà âèçíà÷åííÿì ñàìîãî Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà, 
àêðîñòèõîì. Íàéá³ëüøó ¿õ ê³ëüê³ñòü áà÷èìî ó 

êíèæö³ «Ìîº ïîìåøêàííÿ». ª çâè ÷àéí³, ïðîñò³, 
â ÿêèõ ïåðø³ áóêâè êîæíîãî ðÿäêà, ïðî÷èòàí³ 
çâåðõó âíèç, ðîçêîäîâóþòü ïðèñâÿòó ÷è ïîáà-
æàííÿ, íàïðèêëàä: «×óäåñ íà ìóçèêà» (Ëþäî÷ö³ 
ßêîâ÷óê), «Æèòòÿ ç Áîãîì» (²ãîðåâ³ Îô³ëàòó), 
«ßñêðà âèì ë³òîì, ó çåë³ äóõìÿí³ì…» (ßðîñëàâó 
Ïîë³ùóêó), ñîíåò-àêðîâ³ðø (ßðîñëàâó Ì³÷óä³), 
«Ìîÿ óÿâà îáðàç òâ³é ìàëþº…» (Ì³ø³ ²ëü÷óêó íà 
çãàäêó), «Õðåùåíèêó-ñâÿùåíèêó» (Êîë³ Ï³âíþ). 
Òîä³ ÿê ïðèñâÿòà «Ìèêîë³ Áåðåç³» ðîçêîäîâóºòüñÿ 
çà äâîìà ïåðøèìè ë³òåðàìè êîæíîãî ðÿäêà:

 Ìè, íà÷å ïòàõè, çãàäóºì òîé ÷àñ, 
 Êîëè öâ³ëà íàâêðóã ïîãîæà äíèíà, 
 Ë³òàëè ÷èñò³ ìð³¿ ñåðåä íàñ, 
 Áåíòåæèëè ³ â³ðø³, ³ êàëèíà. 
 Ðåòåëüíà Ìóçà ³ õóäèé Ïåãàñ
 Ç³áðàëè âñ³õ, ÿê äîëÿ òîïîëèíà. 
Âèñîêà âïðàâí³ñòü àâòîðà ïîëÿãàº â òîìó, ùî 

â³í çàêîäîâóº ñëîâà é ó òðåò³é ë³òåð³ â³ðøî âàíèõ 
ðÿäê³â, ïðè öüîìó ïðèñâÿòè ïîòð³áíî ÷èòàòè ó 
çâîðîòíîìó ïîðÿäêó – çíèçó âãîðó («ßê þíèì 
áóâ òè…», Àíàòîë³þ Êðèëîâöþ), àáî çâåðõó äî-
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íèçó, («Â³éíè íå áóäå», Êîë³ Ïàâëþêó), íàâ³òü 
ó ÷åòâåðò³é ë³òåð³ – çãîðè äîíèçó («Òðèâîæíèé 
÷àñ», Â³êòîðó Ñòåïàíþêîâ³, òà «Î, ëþáëþ òåáå 
ì³öíî-ì³öíî», Áàðàí÷óêó Âàëåð³þ)!

Ïåðåêëàäàöüêà ä³ÿëüí³ñòü

Çà ñïîãàäàìè ñàìîãî àâòîðà, ³íòåð ïðå òó âàòè 
â³ðø³ ç ³íøèõ ìîâ ïî-óêðà¿íñüêè â³í ïî÷àâ ùå ó 
ï'ÿòîìó êëàñ³ íà óðîêàõ Ìèðîñëàâè Ïèëèï³âíè 
Äóäàð.  "Ìîñòè" Åä³ò Ñåãàë:

ßêáè ÿ ìîãëà áóäóâàòè,
Òîä³ ïðîêëàäàëà á øèðîê³ ìîñòè –
Íà Àëüïè ñòð³ìê³, íà Êàðïàòè,
Ùîá ñ³ðó íåïðèÿçíü â áåçîäíþ çìåñòè.
ß áóäó õîäèòè ïî ñâ³òó,
Âñ³ì ëþäÿì íàçóñòð³÷ óñì³øêó íåñòè,
¯ì òèñíóòè ðóêè é ðàä³òè,
Ùî ç ïîòèñê³â ðóê âèðîñòàþòü ìîñòè.
Äîáðîòí³ ïåðåêëàäè ì³ñòÿòüñÿ â øåñòè âè-

äàííÿõ Âàñèëÿ Ëÿùóêà, ïî÷èíàþ÷è ç äðó ãî¿ 
çá³ðêè "Íàñ íå áóäå – áóäå íàøà ñïðàãà", â 
ÿê³é íàÿâí³ ïîåòè àíãëîìîâí³ (Òîìàñ Ìóð, Ãåíð³ 

Ëîíãôåëëî, Òîìàñ Ãóä, Îñêàð Óàéëüä, Ðîáåðò 
Ãðåéâñ, Ä³êñ³ Â³ëüñîí, Ðîáåðò Ñò³âåíñîí, Êàðë 
Ñåíäáåðã, Åä³ò Ñåãàë), ïîëüñüê³ (Ôðàíö³øåê 
Ôåí³ êîâñüêèé, Òàäåóø Ïàâëÿê, Ñòàí³ñëàâ Ì³ñà-
êîâñüêèé, Âëàäèñëàâ Áðîíåâñüêèé, Ñòåôàí 
Â³ò â³öüêèé), á³ëîðóñüê³ (Ãàëè íà Êàðæàíºâñüêà, 
ªâäîê³ÿ Ëîñü) òà ðîñ³éñüê³ (Ìèêîëà Êóçüì³í, 
Ìèõàéëî Âîðîíåöüêèé, Âàäèì Øåôíåð, Ôåä³ð 
Òþò÷åâ, Âîëîäèìèð Ñåìåíîâ).

Ó íàñòóïí³é, "Òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð", ÷èòàº ìî íî-
â³ ïåðåêëàäè àâòîðà – ëèøå ç ïîëü ñü êî¿ òà ðî-
ñ³éñüêî¿ ìîâ. Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ðîçøèðþº êîëî 
ìàéñòð³â ðîñ³éñüêî¿ ë³òå ðàòóðè – ç'ÿâëÿþòüñÿ 
òàê³ ³ìåíà, ÿê Ìàð³ÿ Êîì³ññàðîâà, Îëåêñàíäð 
Ïðîêîô'ºâ, Ñåðã³é Âàñèëüºâ, ªâãåí ªâòóøåí-
êî, Ðîáåðò Ðîæäåñòâåíñüêèé, Âàñèëü Ôåäîðîâ.

Êíèæêà "Íîøà áäæîëè" âì³ñòèëà ðîçä³ë 
"Ïåðåêëàäè", â ÿêîìó âæå ïðîíèêëèâî çâó-
÷àòü ïî-óêðà¿íñüêè Äæîðäæ Ãîðäîí Áàéðîí, 
Â³ëüÿì Áëåéê, Äæîí Ì³ëüòîí ³ ðîñ³éñüêîìîâ-
í³ – Âàäèì Øåôíåð, Îëåêñàíäð Ïðîêîô'ºâ, 
Îëåêñàíäð ×óðê³í, Ðîñòèñëàâ Çàññ.
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Ó "Ìîºìó ïîìåøêàíí³" ïåðåêëàä³â çíà÷-
íî á³ëüøå, í³æ ó ïîïåðåäí³õ âèäàííÿõ. Çíà-
õîäèìî òóò â³ðø³ é Îëåêñàíäðà Òâàðäîâñüêî-
ãî, ³ Ðîáåðòà Áåðíñà, ³ Þë³óøà Ñëî âàöüêîãî, 
é Îëåêñàíäðà Ïóøê³íà. Ñàìå îñòàíí³é ïåðå-
êëàä çàñëóãîâóº íåàáèÿêî¿ óâàãè:

 ß ïàì'ÿòàþ ìèòü ÷óäîâó: 
 ßâèëàñü òè, ÿê ñâ³ò ðîñè. 
 Âèä³ííÿì ëèíåø ìèìî çíîâó, 
 ßê ãåí³é ÷èñòî¿ êðàñè. 
 Â ïîëîí³ ñìóòêó, áåçóò³øíèé, 
 Ó ñóºò³ ìèðñüêèõ çàáàâ, 
 Áðèí³â òâ³é ãîëîñ äîâãî í³æíèé, 
 Ó ñíàõ òâ³é îáðàç ÷àðóâàâ. 
 Éøëè ðîêè. Áóð³, â³òåð ñí³æíèé
 Ðîçâ³ÿâ äàâí³õ íèçêó ìð³é. 
 ² ÿ çàáóâ òâ³é ãîëîñ í³æíèé, 
 Íåáåñíèé îáðàç ìèëèé òâ³é. 
 Â ãëóõ³é íåâîë³ äí³ äëÿ ìåíå 
 Òÿãíóëèñü òèõî, ìëà – ÿê ë³ñ. 
 Òàì – í³ êîõàííÿ, í³ íàòõíåííÿ, 

 Í³ áîæåñòâà æèòòÿ, í³ ñë³ç.
 Çáóäèëî äóøó ïîòåïë³ííÿ –
 Òè çíîâ ÿâèëàñü, ìîâ ç ÿñè, 
 ßê íåâëîâèìå ñíó âèä³ííÿ, 
 ßê ãåí³é ÷èñòî¿ êðàñè. 
 Òà é ñåðöå ò³øèòüñÿ áëàæåííå: 
 Äëÿ íüîãî âæå âîñêðåñëè çíîâ 
 ² áîæåñòâî ñàìå, é íàòõíåííÿ, 
 É æèòòÿ, ³ ñëüîçè, ³ ëþáîâ.

Â þâ³ëåéí³é êíèç³ "Äçâ³íèöÿ" ì³ñòÿòüñÿ 
ïåðåäðóêè ïåðåêëàä³â ³ç ïîïåðåäí³õ çá³-
ðîê. Âñüîãî ó òâîð÷îìó äîðîáêó àâòîðà íà-
ðàõîâóºòüñÿ 136 ïåðåêëàä³â, ç ÿêèõ 48 ç 
àíãë³éñüêî¿, 45 ç ðîñ³éñüêî¿, 40 ç ïîëüñüêî¿,  
2 ç á³ëîðóñüêî¿ òà 1 ç í³ìåöüêî¿ ìîâ.

Âàðòî çàóâàæèòè, ùî íåâåëèêà ê³ëüê³ñòü â³ð-
ø³â ³íòèìíî¿ ë³ðèêè ó òâîð÷îìó äîðîá êó Âàñèëÿ 
Ëÿùóêà êîìïåíñóºòüñÿ íàÿâí³ñòþ ïåðåêëàä³â 
òâîð³â òàêî¿ òåìàòèêè. Íàïðèê ëàä, â³ðø Ðîáåðòà 
Áåðíñà "×åðâîíà, ÷åðâîíà òðîÿíäà", çãàäàíèé 
øåäåâð Îëåêñàíäðà Ïóøê³íà "ß ïàì'ÿòàþ ìèòü 
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÷óäîâó...", Âàñèëÿ Ôåäîðîâà "Ëèöå æóðáîþ 
â³äá³ëþ..." òà "Ëþáîâ ìåí³, ÿê áëèñêàâêà", Ñåðã³ÿ 
Âàñèëüºâà "Ïðèéøëà ëþáîâ", ªâãåíà ªâòóøåí-
êà "Òè øåïîò³ëà â êëîïîò³..." òà ³íø³.

1960-1970-ò³ ðîêè – ïîðà íàéá³ëüøîãî 
ðîçêâ³òó ïåðåêëàäàöüêî¿ òâîð÷îñò³ áàãàòüîõ 
ïèñüìåííèê³â. Àäæå íà çì³íó àðåøò³â 1965 
ðîêó ïðèéøîâ ÷àñ ïîãðîìíèöüêî¿ õâèë³ àðåøò³â 
òà ðåïðåñ³é ïî÷àòêó ñ³ì äå ñÿòèõ, òîìó â³äëó÷åí³ 
ìàéæå íà äåñÿòèë³òòÿ â³ä äðóêó âëàñíèõ òâîð³â, 
çàéìàëèñü ïå ðå êëàäàöüêîþ ä³ÿëüí³ñòþ, ùî äà-
âàëî çìî ãó ïóáë³êóâàòèñü. Ã. Êî÷óð, àïåëþþ÷è 
äî ïåðåêëàäà÷³â, ñòàâèâ âèìîãó, ùîá ìîëîä³ ïî-
åòè ïîñò³éíî êîíñóëüòóâàëèñÿ ç³ ñïåö³àëüíîþ 
ë³òåðàòóðîþ, âèçíà÷èâøè ¿õ êðåäî: "Íåìàº 
ìåæ³ äîñêîíàëîñò³. Ìè, ãð³øí³, ìàºìî ñèä³òè äî 
ñüîìîãî ïîòó çà ñëîâíèêàìè".

Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çàõîïëþâàâñÿ ëåãê³ñòþ ïå-
ðåê ëàä³â Ìàêñèìà Ðèëüñüêîãî, Ãðèãîð³ÿ Êî-
÷óðà, Áîðèñà Òåíà, òîìó äóæå ñêðóïóëüîçíî 
ï³äõîäèâ äî ö³º¿ ñïðàâè, âîë³â çðîáèòè ìåíøå, 
àëå – íà â³äïîâ³äíîìó ð³âí³.

Ç ðîêàìè çíàííÿ ³íøèõ ìîâ ïîåòîì âäîñ êî-
íàëþþòüñÿ ³, ÿê ñâ³ä÷èòü öÿ ïîåòè÷íà çá³ðêà  
âñ³õ 154-õ ñîíåò³â Â.Øåêñï³ðà, âêàçóþòü íà 
âëàñíó ìàíåðó ³ ñïîñ³á ïå ðå êëàäàöòâà Â.Ëÿùó-
êà, ùî âèìàãàº ïðè ñóò íîñò³ ó òâîð³ äóõó ñàìîãî 
ïå ðåêëà äà ÷à, çàëèøàþ÷è â óêðà¿íñüêîìîâíèõ 
âà ð³àí òàõ ïðèñóòí³é ÷óæîçåìíèé òàëàíò ³ 
âëàñ íå òâ³ð, àëå îæèâëþþ÷è éîãî ñâî¿ì õèñ -
òîì, òà é ³íäèâ³äóàëüí³ñòþ ñàìîãî ³í òåð ïðå-
òà òîðà. Ìîæ íà ç ïåâí³ñòþ íàãîëîñèòè íà 
³í äèâ³äóàëüí³é, îðè ã³íàëüí³é ôîðì³ ïåðå êëà-
äó, ùî íàìàãàºòüñÿ äîð³âíÿòèñÿ äî àâòîð ñü-
êî¿ ñàìîáóòíîñò³, ïåðåòâî ðþþ÷èñü ó ñï³â-
àâòîðñòâî (ñï³âàâòîðñòâî, íå ëèøå ïåðåêëàä!). 

Äîáðå â³äîì³ ïîåòè÷í³ ÿâèùà ñåðåä íüî-
â³÷íîãî ñîíåòà Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çóì³â ðîçãëÿ-
íóòè ï³ä íåñïîä³âàíèì êóòîì çîðó, ïîì³òèâ 
òå, ùî áàéäóæå îìèíàëè ³íø³, àêòóàë³çóâàâ 
³ âîñêðåñèâ òå, ùî äàâíî â³ä³éøëî ó ìèíóëå, 
íåïîâòîðíèì ñëîâîì ââ³â â óí³âåðñàëüíèé 
ïîåòè÷íèé êîíòåêñò íàéãëèáøó ñóòí³ñòü ñâî-
ãî ïîåòè÷íîãî áóòòÿ – óêðà¿íñüêèé òðàã³çì, 
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óêðà¿íñüêó ñòèõ³þ ³ óêðà¿íñüêó ãàðìîí³þ. ² 
öèì âò³ëèâ ³äåþ ïåðåñîòâîðåííÿ óêðà¿íñüêî¿ 
êóëüòóðè çàñîáàìè õóäîæíüîãî ïåðåêëàäó.

Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê çàçíà÷àº: "Áåç ñëîâíèêà ïå-
ðåêëàäàòè íå ðèçèêóþ, áî íàâ³òü îäíå ñëîâî, 
çðîçóì³ëå íåïðàâèëüíî, ìîæå ç³ïñóâàòè âñþ 
òâîð÷ó ïðàöþ". Êîëè âëàñí³ òâîðè áóëî ïðî-
áëåìíî îïóáë³êóâàòè, ïåðåêëàä äàâàâ çìîãó  
÷åðåç îáðàçè-ñèìâîëè ³íøîãî ìèòöÿ óòâåðäè-
òèñÿ ñàìîìó. Òàêà âíóòð³øíÿ åì³ãðàö³ÿ ÷åðåç 
ñåáå ó ³íøèé (â³ëüíèé) ñâ³ò ñòàâàëà ìîæëèâ³ñ-
òþ ïðîòèñòîÿòè æîðñòîê³é ðåàëüíîñò³.

Ïîáóòóº õèáíà äóìêà, ùî ïåðåêëàä º äçåð-
êàëüíèì â³äîáðàæåííÿì ³, ÿêùî âèõîäèòü çà 
ìåæ³ ðåàëüíîãî òåêñòó, òî ïåðåêëàäà÷, ÿê äçåð-
êàëî, ïîãàíî âèêîíóº ñâî¿ ôóíêö³¿.

Ïðîáëåìà ïåðåêëàäó íå º âè÷åðïíîþ, 
ïîñòàò³ öèõ ìàéñòð³â ñëîâà ïîñò³éíî âè ìàãà-
òèìóòü äî ñåáå óâàãè, ¿ì ïîòð³áí³ ñï³â òâîðö³, 
à íå êðèòèêè, ãîëîâíå – íå ìåòà (âøàíóâàííÿ 
÷è êðèòèêà), à øëÿõ (ïîøóê). Àäæå ïåðåêëà-
äà÷ í³áè í³÷îãî íîâîãî íå âèíàõîäèòü. Àëå áåç 

îðèã³íàëó, ùî éîãî ñòâîðèâ óæå ÿêèéñü ïèñü-
ìåííèê, íå áóëî á âèòâîðó ìèñòåöòâà – ïåðå-
êëàäó, íå áóëî á ³ õóäîæíèêà-ïåðåêëàäà÷à.

Îòîæ, äî ïðîáëåìè ïåðåêëàäíîãî òâîðó íå 
ìîæíà ï³äõîäèòè ÿê äî çâè÷àéíîãî õóäîæíüî-
ãî. Ïîòð³áíî â³äíàéòè ïåâíèé íàñòð³é, òîáòî 
ç³íòåðïðåòóâàòè. ² ãîëîâíå – íå çàãóáèòèñÿ ó 
öèõ ³íòåðïðåòàö³ÿõ.

Â. Øåêñï³ð – îäèí ³ç ñèìâîë³â ºâðî ïåéñüêî¿ 
êóëüòóðè. Öÿ ïðîñòà òåçà ïîÿñ íþº òîé ôàêò, 
÷îìó äî éîãî òâîð÷îñò³ ïîñò³éíî çâåðòàþòü-
ñÿ ïîãëÿäè âñå íîâèõ ³ íîâèõ ïîêîë³íü. Ó 
íàóö³ âèä³ëèëàñÿ íàâ³òü îêðåìà äèñöèïë³íà – 
øåêñï³ðîçíàâñòâî, ùî ðîçâèâàºòüñÿ â áàãà-
òüîõ íàö³îíàëüíèõ êóëüòóðàõ. 

²ñòîð³ÿ óêðà¿íñüêî¿ Øåêñï³ð³àíè íàë³ ÷óº 
âæå ï³âòîðè ñîòí³ ë³ò: çà öåé ÷àñ âîíà ïðîéøëà 
øëÿõ â³ä ïåðøèõ ôðàãìåíòàðíèõ àäàïòàö³é  
äðàìàòè÷íèõ òâîð³â êîðèôåÿ àæ äî ö³ë³ñíîãî 
îõîïëåííÿ éîãî òâîð÷îñò³. Òåïåð, ìàþ÷è ïîâ-
íîãî Øåêñï³ðà, ïåðåêëàäåíîãî óêðà¿íñüêîþ 
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ìîâîþ, âàðòî çóïèíèòèñü íà îêðåìèõ ïîñòàòÿõ 
ñàìå íàøî¿ â³ò÷èçíÿíî¿ Øåêñï³ð³àíè, íà ³ìåíàõ, 
ÿê³ ðàí³øå íå òàê ÷àñòî ïîòðàïëÿëè â êîëî íàó-
êîâèõ äîñë³äæåíü. ßê íå äèâíî, àëå äî òàêèõ ïî-
ñòàòåé äî íåäàâíüîãî ÷àñó íàëåæàâ ³ Ãðèãîð³é 
Êî÷óð. Öåé ïèñüìåííèê ïîñ³äàº âèç íà÷íå 
ì³ñöå â ïëåÿä³ óêðà¿íñüêèõ øåêñï³ ðîçíàâö³â, 
àäæå â³í – ³ ïåðåêëàäà÷ Øåêñï³ðîâîãî "Ãàì-
ëåòà", ³ äîñë³äíèê éîãî òâîð÷îñò³, ³ ïîåò, ó òâî-
ðàõ ÿêîãî çíàõîäèìî ÿê ïðÿì³, òàê ³ ïðèõîâàí³ 
øåêñï³ð³âñüê³ àëþç³¿.

Äìèòðî Ïàëàìàð÷óê ïåðåêëàäàâ ö³ ñîíåòè 
ùå ç ïî÷àòêó 1950-õ ðîê³â. Ë³òåðàòóðíà êðèòè-
êà ââàæàº äàí³ ñïðîáè äóæå âäàëèìè, ïðîòå çà-
îõî÷óâàëà é ³íøèõ äî ïðàö³ íàä Øåêñï³ðîâèìè 
ñîíåòàìè. Æîäåí ïåðåê ëàä, ñëóøíî çàóâàæó-
âàâ Ã.Êî÷óð, ÿêèì áè äîñ êîíàëèì íå áóâ, íå º 
ìåæåþ òâîð÷èõ äîñÿãíåíü ³ íå ïîâèíåí ñòàâà-
òè íà çàâàä³ ³íøèì.

Ïåðåêëàäàöüêèé äîðîáîê óêðà¿íñüêî¿ 
Øåê ñï³ð³àíè Ï.Ñâºíö³öüêîãî, Þ.Ôåäüêî âè-
÷à, Ì.Ñòà ðèöüêîãî, Ì.Êîñòîìàðîâà, Ï.Êó -

ë³ øà (ïåðåêëàäè ÿêîãî ².Ôðàíêî, ÿê â³ äîìî, 
çà ðà õîâóâàâ äî ï³äâàëèí íîâî¿ óê ðà ¿í ñüêî¿ 
ë³ òåðàòóðè), Ëåñ³ Óêðà¿íêè, Ï.Ãðà áîâñü êîãî, 
Ì.Âîðîíîãî, Ïàíàñà Ìèð íîãî, Ã.Õîòêåâè÷à, 
ß.Ãîðäèíñüêîãî, à ñåðåä ñó÷àñ íèõ ìàéñòð³â – 
À.Ãîçåíïóäà, Ì.Áàæàíà, ².Êî÷åðãè, Â.Ìè ñèêà, 
Ë.Òàíþêà, ²ðèíè Ñòå øåíêî, Ì.Ðèëüñüêîãî, 
Áî ðèñà Òåíà, ².Êîñ òåöüêîãî, Ä.Ïàëàìàð÷óêà, 
Î.Òàð íàâñüêîãî, Ä.Ïàâëè÷êà. Òåïåð óê ðà¿í-
ñüêó Øåêñï³ð³àíó ìîæíà äîïîâíèòè íîâèì 
³ìå íåì – Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê, ÿêèé ñòâåðäæóº:

– Øåêñï³ð, ÿê ³ êîæåí ãåí³é ëþäñòâà, áà-
ãàòîëèêèé. Ó íîâ³òí³õ ÷àñàõ ñàìå â³í (íå â³ä-
êèäàþ÷è, î÷åâèäíî, ñâî¿õ ïîïåðåäíèê³â ç 
"öàðñòâà äóõà") ñòàº ñèìâîëîì ºâðî ïåéñüêî¿ 
êóëüòóðè. Òîìó-òî ïåðåêëàäà òè Øåêñï³ðà – 
îçíà÷àº âõîäèòè â êîëî öè â³ë³çîâàíèõ íàðîä³â. 
² â êîæíîìó ³íøîìó êóëüòóðíîìó ñåðåäîâèù³ 
â³í ÿâëÿº ùîðàçó ñâîº íîâå îáëè÷÷ÿ. Øåêñï³ð³â 
ïðîô³ëü ìàº áàãàòî ðèñ ñâîãî íàéóâàæí³øîãî 
÷èòà÷à, òîáòî ïåðåêëàäà÷à. ßñíà ð³÷, ùî ðå-
ìåñëî ïåðåêëàäà÷à – íåïðîñòå.
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Çðîçóì³ëî, öå – ð³çí³ Øåêñï³ðè, êîæåí ç 
ÿêèõ íåñå íà ñîá³ âèäèìó ïå÷àòü ñâîãî ïåðå-
ñîòâîðèòåëÿ. Ó êîæíîãî ç ïåðåêëàäà÷³â – ñâ³é 
øëÿõ äî Øåêñï³ðà...

Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê, âêàçóþ÷è íà îñîáëèâ³ñòü 
öèõ ñîíåò³â, çàçíà÷àº, ùî âîíè ïåðåâàæíî 
íàïèñàí³ ïðîòÿãîì 1592-1598 ðîê³â, à îêðå-
ìîþ êíèãîþ âïåðøå âèäàí³ 1609-ãî, ðîçì³ðîì, 
ÿêèé íàçèâàºòüñÿ "ï’ÿòè ñòîï íèé ÿìá". Êî-
æåí ìàº ÷îòèðíàäöÿòèðÿäêîâó êîìïîçèö³þ, 
äå ïåðø³ äâàíàäöÿòü ìîæ íà ðîçä³ëèòè íà òðè 
ñòðîôè ç ÷îòèðìà ðÿäêàìè â êîæí³é. Ó òðüîõ 
êàòðåíàõ ïîåò óñòàíîâëþº òåìó ÷è ïðîáëåìó, 
à çàòèì ï³äñóìîâóº ¿¿ â ïðèê³íöåâîìó äèñòèõó, 
ÿêèé ³íîä³ íàçèâàþòü çàìêîì. Ñõåìà ðèìó-
âàííÿ êàòðåí³â – abab cdcd efef. Äèñòèõ (çà-
ìîê) ðèìóºòüñÿ – gg. Òàêó ñòðóê òóðó ñîíåòà 
çàçâè÷àé íàçèâàþòü – àíãë³éñüêèé ñîíåò, àáî 
øåêñï³ð³âñüêèé ñî íåò, – íà â³äì³íó â³ä êëà-
ñè÷íîãî, ÷è ³òà ë³éñüêî-ôðàíöóçüêîãî, ñîíåòà 
Ïåòðàðêè (êëàñèô³êàö³ÿ Ñ.².Êà÷óðîâñüêîãî), 
ôîð ìà ÿêîãî ñêëàäàºòüñÿ ³ç äâîõ ÷àñòèí: ðè-

ìîâàíî¿ îêòàâè (abbaabba) ³ ðèìîâàíîãî ñåê-
ñòåòà (cdcdcd).

Ñòèëü ñîíåò³â Ïåòðàðêè áóâ äóæå ïîïó-
ëÿðíèé ñåðåä àâòîð³â ÷àñ³â ªëèçàâåòè, àëå â³í 
íå êîðèñòóâàâñÿ âèçíàííÿì Øåêñï³ðà.

Ò³ëüêè òðè ³ç 154 ñîíåò³â Øåêñï³ðà íå â³ä-
ïîâ³äàþòü óêàçàí³é ñòðóêòóð³: öå – ñîíåò 99, 
ÿêèé ìàº 15 ðÿäê³â; 12-ðÿäêîâèé ñîíåò – 126, ³ 
ñîíåò 145, íàïèñàíèé ÿìá³÷íèì òåò ðàìåòðîì.

Â³ëüÿì Øåêñï³ð òâîðèâ ó äîáó Ðåíåñàí-
ñó. Éîãî ñîíåòè íå íàëåæàòü äî êðàùèõ 
òâîð³â ìèòöÿ, àëå òðàïëÿþòüñÿ ñåðåä íèõ ³ 
ñïðàâæí³ ïåðëèíè. Òàêèì, çîêðåìà, º ñîíåò 
ï³ä íîìåðîì 66. Âàæêî ñêàçàòè, ÷è ö³ òâîðè 
àâòîá³îãðàô³÷í³, ÷è í³, îñê³ëüêè ïîä³áí³ ñþ-
æåòè âçàãàë³ õàðàêòåðí³ äëÿ Â³äðîäæåííÿ.

Ñîíåò ìàº ÷³òêó ³ ñòðóíêó ïîåòè÷íó ôîð ìó, 
ÿêà âèêëèêàº çíà÷í³ òðóäíîù³ ïðè ïåðåêëàä³. 
Àíãë³éñüêèé, àáî øåêñï³ ð³âñüêèé, ñîíåò ñêëà-
äà ºòüñÿ ç òðüîõ êàò ðå í³â ³ ô³íàëüíîãî äâîâ³ðøà 
ç ÷³òêèì ðèìóâàííÿì – àáàáâãâãää ºº. Öå òàêîæ 
âèêëèêàº òðóäíîù³ ïðè ïåðåêëàä³, îñê³ëüêè âè-
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ìà ãàº â³ä ïåðåêëàäà÷à äîñêîíàëîãî çíàííÿ ìî-
âè, îñîáëèâî ñèíîí³ì³â, òðàäèö³é ðîñ³éñüêîãî 
ïîå òè÷íîãî ïåðåêëàäó, ÿêó çàïî÷àòêóâàâ Â. 
Æó êîâñüêèé ³ ïðî ÿêó ùå ðàí³øå Î.Ïóøê³í 
ñêàçàâ: "Ïîäñòðî÷íûé ïåðåâîä íèêîãäà íå 
ìîæåò áûòü âåðåí".

Îñü â³í – ñîíåò 66 (ïåð. Ä. Ïàëàìàð÷óê):

Ñòîìèâøèñÿ, âæå ñìåðò³ ÿ áëàãàþ,
Áî ñêð³çü í³ê÷åìí³ñòü â ðîçêîø³ ñàìà,
² â çëèäíÿõ ÷åñòü äîõîäèòü äî îä÷àþ,
² ÷èñò³é â³ðíîñò³ øëÿõ³â íåìà,
² ñèëó íåì³÷ çàáèâà â êàéäàíè,
² ÷åñòü ä³âî÷à âòîïòàíà ó áðóä,
² ïî÷åñò³ íå òèì, õòî ã³äíèé øàíè,
² äîñêîíàëîñò³ – ãàíåáíèé ñóä,
² çëó – äîáðî ïîñòàâëåíå â ñëóæíèö³,
² âëàäîþ óÿðìëåí³ ìèòö³,
² ³ñòèíó ââàæàþòü çà äóðíèö³,
² ãèíå õèñò â íåäîóìà â ðóö³.
Ñòîìèâøèñü òèì, ñïîêîþ ïðàãíó ÿ, 
Òà âìåðòè íå äàº ëþáîâ òâîÿ.

(Â. Øåêñï³ð. Òâîðè â øåñòè òîìàõ. –  
Ê.: Äí³ïðî, 1986. – Ò. 6. – Ñ. 651-652).

Çàãàëîì, ïåðåêëàäà÷³ ïåðåäàþòü ñìèñë 
³íêîëè âèòîí÷åí³øå, í³æ îðèã³íàë. Â îðè ã³ íàë³ 
"cry", "maiden", â ïåðåêëàäàõ "çîâó – áëàãàþ", 
"äåâñòâåííîñòü – ÷åñòü ä³âî÷à", à "tounge-
tied" ÷àñòî âçàãàë³ ³ãíîðóºòüñÿ ïåðåêëàäà÷àìè. 
Ä.Ïàëàìàð÷óê ïðàãíå äî á³ëüø-ìåíø òî÷íîãî 
â³äòâîðåííÿ îðèã³íàëó, Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê – òâîð-
÷îãî (íàä öèì ñîíåòîì ïðàöþâàâ äîâãèé ÷àñ). 
Íåäàðåìíî Æóêîâñüêèé ñêàçàâ: "Ïåðåêëàäà÷ ó 
ïðîç³ – ðàá, ïåðåêëàäà÷ ó ïîåç³¿ – ñóïåðíèê".

Íàä öèìè ïåðåêëàäàìè Â.Ëÿùóê ïðàöþ-
âàâ ìàéæå ï³âñòîë³òòÿ, àëå íàé³íòåíñèâ í³øå – 
îñòàíí³ äåâ’ÿòü ðîê³â. Ïåðåêëàâ óñ³ 154 ñî íåòè 
Â.Øåêñï³ðà, ïðè÷îìó 150, 151, 153, 154 – ç 
âàð³àíòàìè. Àêöåíòóâàâ óâàãó íà çáåðåæåíí³ 
îáðàç³â.

Â³äïîâ³äàþ÷è íà âàæêå çàïèòàííÿ "Ùî òà-
êå ïåðåêëàä: ³íòåðïðåòàö³ÿ ÷è ðåïðî äóêö³ÿ?" 
– Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ââàæàº, ùî íå ìîæíà íàä-
ì³ðíî çàõîïëþâàòèñü ôîðìîþ îðèã³íàëó òà 
äîñë³â íî â³äòâîðþâàòè òåêñò, àäæå â åïî õó 
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êîìï’þòåðèçàö³¿ ïåðåêëàñòè òåêñò ³ç ñâîº-
ð³äíîþ ãðàìàòèêîþ, ³ç áàãàòèì êëàñè÷íèì 
ñëîâíèêîì ìîæå é îðãòåõí³êà. Ïåðåäàòè æ ñëî-
âà ïåðåíîñíîãî çíà÷åííÿ, ëþäñüêå â³ä ÷óòòÿ, ùî 
ïðèñóòíº â òåêñò³ çà ìàòåð³àëüíîþ îáîëîíêîþ 
òåêñòó, íå ï³ä ñèëó íàéñêëàäí³øîìó ìåõàí³çìîâ³ 
ìàøèíè – ç íüîãî çíèêàº ëåãê³ñòü, ïðèðîäí³ñòü 
ïîåòè÷íîãî âèðàçó, ³ öå âæå íå ìèñòåöüêèé òâ³ð. 
Ñëîâî, âèðâàíå ç êîíòåêñòó, íå çâó÷èòü ó â³ðø³; 
íå â³ä÷óâàºòüñÿ ì³öíîãî âíóòð³øíüîãî çâ'ÿçêó 
âñ³õ ñë³â, ôðàç, ïîå òè÷íèõ ðÿäê³â. 

Íàïðèêëàä, ó 116 ñîíåò³ Øåêñï³ðà îäèí 
³ç ðÿäê³â Ñàìó¿ë Ìàðøàê ïåðåêëàâ òàêèì ÷è-
íîì: "Ëþáîâ – ìîâ â áóðþ ï³äíÿòèé ìàÿê". 
Àíàë³çóþ÷è öå ì³ñöå, Âàñèëü Ëÿùóê ä³éøîâ 
âèñíîâêó, ùî ìàÿê íå ìîæå ï³äí³ìàòèñÿ â 
áóðþ, é ïðîïîíóº ÷èòà÷àì ñâ³é âàð³àíò ôðàçè: 
"Ëþáîâ – öå â áóðþ ðÿò³âíèé ìàÿê".

...Íîâ³ ï³äõîäè äî ïåðåêëàäó çàñòîñîâóâà ëè 
ìîëîä³ ïðåäñòàâíèêè 60-õ, ÿê³ âèéøëè íà àâàí-
ñöåíó ³ ÿêèì íå äàëè äîãðàòè ï'ºñó äî ê³íöÿ.

Áî íå çàâæäè ñïðèÿòëèâ³ óìîâè ñóïðîâîä-
æóâàëè óêðà¿íñüêèé õóäîæí³é ïå ðåêëàä ó 
÷àñè ï³ñëÿ ðîçâ³í÷àííÿ êóëüòó îñîáè. 1978 ð³ê 
– ïîãðîì ó ïåð³îäè÷íîìó âèäàíí³ "Âñåñâ³ò", 
òàê çâàíà ÷èñòêà ðåäàêö³¿, êîëè öåé ÷àñîïèñ 
çðîáèâñÿ ðàïòîì íåäîçâîëåíî ïîïóëÿðíèì. 
Ã.Êî÷óð (ïðîâ³äíèé ïåðåêëàäà÷ òîãî ÷àñó) 
çàçíàâ äåñÿòèë³òíüîãî çàñëàííÿ ó ïîëÿðí³é 
²íò³, à â 70-õ ðîêàõ â³í ðàçîì ç Ì.Ëóêàøåì 
(îñòàíí³é – çà ëèñ òà íà çàõèñò ².Äçþáè) áóâ 
âèêëþ÷åíèé ³ç Ñï³ëêè ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè ³ 
ïðèðå÷åíèé íà äåñÿòèð³÷íå íåäðóêóâàííÿ.

Àëå â 60-ò³ ðîêè âèäàâíèöòâî "Äí³ïðî" 
çà ñíóâàëî "Á³áë³îòåêó ñâ³òîâî¿ êëàñèêè", à ó 
1988 ð. – ñåð³þ "Çàðóá³æíà ïðîçà XX ñò.". 
Âèäàâàëèñÿ ó öèõ ñåð³ÿõ òâîðè, ùî ïðîéøëè 
æîðñòêó öåíçóðó.

Ó 70-ò³ ðîêè, êîëè áàãàòî ãîâîðèòè íå äîç-
âîëÿëîñÿ, êîëè âèëó÷àëèñÿ, íå ïóá ë³ êóâà ëè-
ñÿ, "àðåøòîâóâàëèñÿ" íåòðà äèö³éí³ ïîå ç³¿, 
ïåðåêëàä çàëèøàâñÿ ºäèíîþ íà ä³ºþ, ÷è íå 
îñòàííüîþ ìîæëèâ³ñòþ ñàìîâèðàæåííÿ. Áà-
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ãàòî ïîåò³â (çîêðåìà – äèñèäåíòè) "âò³êàëè" 
â ïåðåêëàä, ñòàþ÷è ïðîçîðèì ñêëîì. Çäå-
á³ëüøîãî ïîïóëÿðèçóâàëàñÿ àíãëîìîâíà ë³òå-
ðàòóðà.

² ÿêùî ñåðåä ôåîäàëüíî-ñåðåäíüîâ³÷íî¿ 
åïîõè ìîæíà çíàéòè ÿêåñü ùàñòÿ, òî ò³ëüêè 
äóõîâíå, ñïðÿìîâàíå íàçàä, äî ðÿòóâàííÿ 
êóëüòóð äàâí³õ ÷àñ³â, ³ âïåðåä, äî ÿñíîãî, áà-
äüîðîãî óòâåðäæåííÿ äóõó â äîáó, ÿêà ³íàêøå 
ö³ëêîì ï³äïàëà á ï³ä çàñèëëÿ ïåñèì³çìó é 
ïåðåæèòê³â ìàòåð³àëüíîãî ñâ³òó. 

Ïðàöåëþáíîñò³, íàòõíåííîãî çàâçÿòòÿ, ïî-
âñÿêäåííîãî íåñïîêîþ, íåâäîâîëåííÿ äî ñÿã-
íóòèì Â.Ëÿùóêîâ³ – íåïîçè÷àòè! Çíîâó ³ çíî âó 
ïîâåðòàºòüñÿ áåçñîííèìè íî÷àìè äî, çäàâàëîñÿ 
á, òàêè îñòàòî÷íîãî âàð³àíòó – ³ ïðàâèòü, ðå äà-
ãóº, óòî÷íþº, ïåðåïèñóº, â³äãðàíþº ñàì ñåáå. 

Ñêàæ³ìî, ó êíèæö³ âèáðàíîãî õîðîøîþ 
æ âäàëàñÿ ê³íö³âêà 5-ãî ñîíåòà: "...Êâ³òêè 
çãóáèëè ïèøíèé áëèñê, ðîñó, // Òà çáåðåã-
ëè âñå æ äóøó ³ êðàñó". Í³, îñü òàê çâó÷àòè-

ìå ë³ïøå, ïîçàÿê ³ òî÷í³øå, é õóäîæí³øå, 
é ëàêîí³÷í³ øå – íà ö³ëèõ òðè ñëîâà ìåíøå: 
"Êâ³òêè çãóáèëè ïèøí³ ïåëþñòêè. // ßñà 
äóø³ çîñòàëàñü– íà â³êè". Ùå é ó ïåðøî-
ìó ðÿäêó (íå³ñïîâ³äèì³ ïóò³ Òâî¿, Ãîñïîäè!) 
ðèìà âíóòð³øíÿ ç’ÿâèëàñÿ: "êâ³òêè – ïåëþñò-
êè"... Ã³äíèé ïîøàíè, ïîäèâó ³ íàñë³äóâàííÿ 
ïåðåë³ê ìîæíà ³ ìîæíà ïðîäîâæóâàòè... À 
íàïðèê³íöåâ³ â³ðø³ ÷àñòî ïîñòàâàëè íàâ³òü 
àôîðèñòè÷íèìè...

Ìð³þ÷è â³äòâîðèòè ðåíåñàíñíó çàõ³äíî-
ºâðîïåéñüêó îñîáèñò³ñòü, ç âëàñòèâèì ¿é ñïî-
ñîáîì ìèñëåííÿ ³ ïî÷óòò³â, íàø ñó÷àñíèê Âà-
ñèëü Ëÿùóê ðàçîì ³ç àâòîðîì òâîðèòü íîâèé 
³äåàë ëþäèíè, âèçíà÷àëüíèìè ðèñàìè ÿêî¿ 
ñòàëè – óí³âåðñàëüíà îñâ³÷åí³ñòü, äóõîâíà 
ñâîáîäà, ãàðìîí³ÿ ðîçóìó é ïî÷óòò³â.

Äìèòðî ÊÐÀÂÅÖÜ,
êàíäèäàò ô³ëîëîã³÷íèõ íàóê, 

ëàóðåàò ïðîñâ³òÿíñüêî¿ ïðåì³¿ 
³ìåí³ Ãðèöüêà ×óáàÿ



ÑÎÍÅÒÈ
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Sonnet 1

From fairest creatures we desire increase,

That thereby beauty's Rose might never die,

But as the riper should by time decease,

His tender heir might bear his memory:

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,

Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel,

Making a famine where abundance lies,

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.

Ñîíåò 1

×åêàºì âðîæà¿â, îä êðàùèõ ëîç.

Êðàñà – ÿê ìèòü â óñì³øö³ íåëóêàâ³é.

Êîëè òðîÿíäó âèñòóäèòü ìîðîç – 

Öâ³ñòèìóòü ïåëþñòêè â ¿¿ óÿâ³.

À òè – â ñâîþ çàêîõàíèé êðàñó.

¯é â³ääàºø ³ ñèëè âñ³, ³ ñîêè.

Çáèâàþ÷è ìåòåëèêîì ðîñó,

Íå áóäü ñêóïèì, áåçäóøíèì ³ æîðñòîêèì.

Îêðàñà äí³â çàæóðåíèõ ìî¿õ,

Âåñíè äî÷àñíèé, íåòðèâêèé ãëàøàòàé.

Ìàéáóòíüîãî â òîá³ çà÷àâñü ãîð³õ,

Äå ìàéæå ïîðó÷ – ñêíàð³ñòü ³ ðîçòðàòà.

Æàë³ºø ñâ³ò. Çåìë³ íå â³ääàâàé

Ãðÿäóùèõ ë³ò áåçö³ííèé óðîæàé.
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Sonnet 2

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field,

Thy youth's proud livery, so gaz'd on now,

Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held:

Then being asked where all thy beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserv'd thy beauty's use,

If thou couldst answer, 'This fair child of mine

Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,'

Proving his beauty by succession thine!

This were to be new made when thou art old,

And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold.

Ñîíåò 2

Ïðîáîðîçíÿòü, ÿê íà ÷îë³ òâî¿ì,

Ãëèáîêèìè ñë³äàìè ñîðîê çèì.

Òà õòî çãàäàº òâ³é îøàòíèé ä³ì,

Â ÿê³ì òè áóâ, ìîâ ñîê³ë, ìîëîäèì?

Òåáå ñïèòàþòü: «Äå òâîÿ êðàñà? 

Êóäè ñõîâàâ òè êðèõ³òêè ìàë³?».

Òè áà÷èø ñàì, ùî ìîëîä³ñòü çãàñà,

Ùî íåòðèâêå æèòòÿ íà ö³é çåìë³.

ßê â³äïîâ³äü, áóëè á òâî¿ ñëîâà:

«Âè ïîäèâ³òüñÿ íà ä³òåé ìî¿õ.

Ìîÿ êîëèøíÿ ñâ³æ³ñòü â íèõ – æèâà,

Öå – âèïðàâäàííÿ ïðîéäåíèõ äîð³ã».

Íåõàé ç ë³òàìè âèõîëîëà êðîâ

Îá³çâåòüñÿ â òâî¿ì íàùàäêó çíîâ.



32

Sonnet 3

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest

Now is the time that face should form another,

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.

For where is she so fair whose unear'd womb

Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb

Of his self-love, to stop posterity?

Thou art thy mother's glass, and she in thee

Calls back the lovely April of her prime:

So thou through windows of thine age shalt see

Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remember'd not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

Ñîíåò 3

×óäåñíèé îáðàç â äçåðêàë³ ïîáà÷èø –

Éîãî íå çàãóáè ñåðåä çàáàâ.

Ëèø â³ðí³ñòþ ïðèðîä³ òè â³ääÿ÷èø,

Áëàãîñëîâåííÿ æ³íêó íå ïîçáàâ.

Êðàñóíÿ ñìåðòíà îä êîõàííÿ ñë³ïíå,

Ç òîáîþ á íà êðàé ñâ³òó ðàäà éòè.

Íåâæå òâîº áåçñìåðòÿ íåïîòð³áíå?

Ñåáå íàäì³ðó ëþáèø, ïåâíî, òè.

Ñòàíü áàòüêîì â øëþá³, âèáðàâøè äðóæèíó,

² ìàì³ íàãàäàé êâ³òíåâ³ äí³.

À áóäó÷è áè ë³òí³ì, â³äïî÷èíóâ

Ïðè þíîñò³ â³ä÷èíåí³ì â³êí³.

Áî ÿê îáìåæèøñÿ â æèòò³ ñóäüáîþ,

Ïîìðåø ³ ñàì, ³ îáðàç òâ³é – ç òîáîþ.
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Sonnet 4

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend

Upon thy self thy beauty's legacy?

Nature's bequest gives nothing but doth lend,

And being frank she lends to those are free.

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse

The bounteous largess given thee to give?

Profitless usurer, why dost thou use

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?

For having traffic with thyself alone,

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.

Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone,

What acceptable Audit canst thou leave?

Thy unused beauty must be tomb'd with thee, 

Which, used, lives th'executor to be.

Ñîíåò 4

Ñâ³é ñïàäîê, ìàðíîòðàòíèêó, ãàñè,

Íå áóäü, ÿê ãð³ì, ùî ïàëèòü â ïîë³ äóáà.

Äàðåìíî – Áîã íàì íå äàº êðàñè,

Òà é âîëÿ â áîðã äàºòüñÿ âîëåëþáàì.

Íà¿âíèé ñêíàðî, ñïåðøó çàðîáè

Òå, ùî â ìàéáóòíº âçÿâ, ÿê ïåðåäà÷ó.

Áåçö³íí³ òè ïðèõîâóºø ñêàðáè

É íå çàïàí³â ç áàãàòñòâà òîãî, áà÷ó.

Óãîäè óêëàäàºø ñàì ñîá³,

Íå ìàþ÷è ïðèáóòê³â, ÿê â áàãàòèõ.

ßêèé æå â³ääàñè òè çâ³ò ñóäüá³

² ç ÷èì ïðèéäåø äî áàòüê³âñüêî¿ õàòè?

Ç òîáîþ ëèê ïðèéäåøí³õ âñ³õ ÷àñ³â

Çåìëÿ ïðèéìå â íåâò³ëåí³é êðàñ³.
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Sonnet 5

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell

Will play the tyrants to the very same

And that unfair which fairly doth excel,

For never resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter and confounds him there;

Sap check'd with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o'ersnowed 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 distill'd though they with winter meet,

Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.

Ñîíåò 5

Íåçðèìèé ìàéñòåð, íà÷å õåðóâèì,

Ïðåäèâíèì ñâÿòîì îñÿâàº íàñ

É â³äíîñèòü âñå ïîòîêîì êðóãîâèì,

Ùî ðàäóâàëî é ãð³ëî âîäíî÷àñ.

Ãîäèí ³ äí³â íåñòðèìàíèé ïîò³ê

Íåñå ë³òà ó êðóãîâåðòü çàâ³é.

Äå ëèñò îïàâ – çàñòèã â äåðåâàõ ñ³ê.

Çåìëÿ äð³ìà, ³ á³ëèé ïëàù íà í³é.

Ëèø êâ³òíó÷³ òðîÿíäè çàïàøí³,

Ëåòþ÷³ â’ÿçí³, ñõîâàí³ ó ñêëî,

Íàãàäóþòü – ùå é ÿê! – â ìîðîçí³ äí³,

Ùî òåïëå ë³òî âñå-òàêè áóëî.

Êâ³òêè çãóáèëè ïèøí³ ïåëþñòêè.

ßñà äóø³ çîñòàëàñü – íà â³êè.
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Sonnet 6

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface

In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill'd:

Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place

With beauty's treasure ere it be self-kill'd.

That use is not forbidden usury,

Which happies those that pay the willing loan;

That's for thyself to breed another thee,

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one;

Ten times thyself were happier than thou art,

If ten of thine ten times refigured thee:

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart,

Leaving thee living in posterity?

Be not self-will'd, for thou art much too fair

To be death's conquest and make worms thine heir.

Ñîíåò 6

Äèâèñü: ìîâ ë³ä, õîëîäíà ³ êðèõêà,

Çèìà äî òåáå íèøêîì äîáåðåòüñÿ.

Õî÷ äóõ âåñíè, ìîâ þíîñò³ ð³êà,

Äçâåíèòü íà äí³ íåâ’ÿíó÷îãî ñåðöÿ.

Íåìîâ ëþäèíà, âí³ñøè ö³ííèé âêëàä,

Îòðèìóºø íåçì³ðÿí³ â³äñîòêè.

Òà â þí³ñòü ïîâåðíóòèñü áè íàçàä,

Â³ä÷óâøè çàäîâîëåííÿ âèñîêå.

Òè æèòèìåø íà ñâ³ò³ ùå íå ðàç,

Ïðîäîâæåííÿ ó ä³òÿõ çíîâ îáðàâøè.

² ç òîãî áóäåø ãîðäèé ïîâñÿê÷àñ,

Ùî ñìåðòü ñâîþ ïåðåáîðîâ íàçàâøå.

Òè – ùåäðî îáäàðîâàíèé ñóäüáîþ,

Òà äîñêîíàë³ñòü íå ïîìðå ç òîáîþ.
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Sonnet 7

Lo in the orient when the gracious light

Lifts up his burning head, each under eye

Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,

Serving with looks his sacred majesty;

And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly hill,

Resembling strong youth in his middle age,

Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,

Attending on his golden pilgrimage;

But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,

The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are

From his low tract, and look another way:

So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon,

Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son.

Ñîíåò 7

Ìàëþê-ñâ³òàíîê ï³ä³éìà, ëåäü ñâ³ò,

Ïàëàþ÷ó ãîë³âêó. Ñí³ï. ªñòâî.

² âñå, ùî äèõà, ÿâíî øëå ïðèâ³ò,

Çóñòð³âøè ïðîìåíèñòå áîæåñòâî.

Êîëè ñâ³òèëî â ïîëóäíåâèé ÷àñ

Â çåí³ò³ ñèë íàä íàìè ïðîë³òà,

Ðàä³º âñå æèâå íàâêîëî íàñ –

Òî ñâ³òèòü êîë³ñíèöÿ çîëîòà.

ßê ñîíöå, ñâ³é çàâåðøóþ÷è êðóã,

Ñõîâà çà íåáîêðàé íåõèòðèé á³ã,

Òüìà øàíóâàëüíèê³â éîãî ³ ñëóã

Çîðÿòü î÷èìà â ïðîòèëåæíèé á³ê. 

Ñâîãî äàé ñèíà. Ìîâáè ïòàøåíÿ,

Â³í ñòð³íå ñîíöå çàâòðàøíüîãî äíÿ.
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Sonnet 8

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

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:

Why lovest thou that which thou receiv'st not gladly,

Or else receiv'st with pleasure thine annoy?

If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,

By unions married, do offend thine ear,

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds

In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.

Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,

Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,

Resembling sire and child and happy mother

Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing;

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,

Sings this to thee, 'Thou single wilt prove none'.

Ñîíåò 8

Òè – ìóçèêà. Íàòóðà ìóçèêàëüíà

Íåçðîçóì³ëèé ñìóòîê âèäàº.

×îìóñü íàé÷óäîòâîðí³øèì êîõàííÿì

Æèòòÿ íå ïåðåïîâíèëîñü òâîº.

×è, ìîæå, â òîìó – òàºìíèöÿ ìóêè,

² â ïîãëÿäàõ çàæóðè º ïå÷àòü,

Ùî âèð³âíÿí³, âèñòðàæäàí³ çâóêè,

ßê äîê³ð óñàì³òíåííþ, çâó÷àòü.

Ïðèñëóõàéñÿ, ÿê çëàãîäæåí³ ñòðóíè

Âèâîäÿòü í³æíî ãîëîñè ñâî¿,

Íåìîâáè ìàòè, áàòüêî, õëîïåöü þíèé

Ñï³âàþòü ðàçîì, í³áè ñîëîâ’¿.

Â îðêåñòð³ íîòè ïðîçâó÷àòü â³äâåðò³:

Ùî îäèíîêèé øëÿõ – òîòîæíèé ñìåðò³.



38

Sonnet 9

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye

That thou consumest thy self in single life?

Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die,

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife;

The world will be thy widow and still weep

That thou no form of thee hast left behind,

When every private widow well may keep

By children's eyes her husband's shape in mind.

Look what an unthrift in the world doth spend

Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;

But beauty's waste hath in the world an end,

And kept unused, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits

That on himself such murd'rous shame commits.

Ñîíåò 9

Íàïåâíî, áîÿ÷èñü âäîâèíèõ ñë³ç,

Òè íå çâ’ÿçàâ í³ ç êèì ñåáå êîõàííÿì.

ßê ôàòóì ãð³çíèé áè òåáå â³äí³ñ,

Ïðèíèøê áè ñâ³ò â æàëîá³ ñïîçàðàííÿ.

Â ñâî¿é äèòèí³ êèíóòà âäîâà

Çíàõîäèòü ðàä³ñòü, âò³õó íåâ³ä’ºìíó.

À òè ãîòîâèé ò³ëüêè íà ñëîâàõ

Ïðîäîâæèòèñü ó ñèíîâ³ ñâîºìó.

Çàëèøèø, ñìåðòíèé, íà÷å êðóò³¿,

Áàãàòñòâî, ùî íàáóâ, íåìîâ ïîëîâó.

Êðàñà. Çíèêàþòü âæå ñë³äè ¿¿,

Òà é íå ïîâåðíåø ìîëîäîñò³ çíîâó.

² òîé, õòî çðàäæóº ñåáå, ñâÿòîãî,

Íå ëþáèòü â öüîìó ñâ³ò³ á³ëüø í³êîãî.
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Sonnet 10

For shame! deny that thou bear'st love to any,

Who for thy self art so unprovident.

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,

But that thou none lov'st is most evident;

For thou art so possess'd with murderous hate

That 'gainst thy self thou stick'st not to conspire,

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate

Which to repair should be thy chief desire.

O change thy thought, that I may change my mind:

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?

Be as thy presence is gracious and kind,

Or to thy self at least kind-hearted prove:

Make thee an other self for love of me,

That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

Ñîíåò 10

Ïðèçíàéñü, ÿê íà äóõó: êîãî êîõàºø?

Òè äîáðå çíàºø: ëþáëÿòü âñ³ òåáå.

Âñþ þíó ì³öü áåçäóìíî âèòðà÷àºø,

Æèâåø, ÿê ìàðíîòðàòíèê, ³ òåïåð...

Â ñîá³ ñàìîìó, ëþòèé, ìèëèé âðàæå,

Òè ðîçä³ëÿºø ëàñêè ñêóïî âñ³ì.

Íå îáíîâëÿºø çîâñ³ì ³ íå âàæèø

Ðîäèííèé ñïàäîê, ñâ³é ÷óäîâèé ä³ì.

Áóäü êðàñåíåì ïàëêèì íå ò³ëüêè çîâí³,

Õðàíè ïîðîçóì³ííÿ ñâ³òó ãðàíü.

Íå ìó÷ ìåíå é ñåáå â ñóìí³ì áåçñîíí³,

Ùåäð³øèì ³ äîáð³øèì, äðóæå, ñòàíü.

Êðàñà òâîÿ, ùî ñõîæà íà ïîåìó,

Õàé â³ê æèâå ó ñèíîâ³ òâîºìó.
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Sonnet 11

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow'st

In one of thine, from that which thou departest;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow'st,

Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest,

Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase;

Without this, folly, age, and cold decay:

If all were minded so, the times should cease

And threescore year would make the world away.

Let those whom nature hath not made for store,

Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish:

Look whom she best endow'd, she gave the more,

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:

She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby

Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.

Ñîíåò 11

Ñòàð³ºì õóòêî ìè, ÿê ³ ðîñòåì,

Ïðîäîâæóºìî ð³ä ñâ³é ó íàùàäêó.

² ïîêîë³ííÿ – ñâ³æå, ìîëîäå – 

Òàê ñàìî ðîçïî÷íå æèòòÿ ñïî÷àòêó.

Òàêèé çàêîí êðàñè. Áî ùå â ³ìë³

Íàì ñîíöå â íåá³ ùèðî çàñâ³òàëî.

Êîëè á ä³òåé íå ñòàëî íà çåìë³,

Òî ñâ³ò áè ùåç, ïðîæèâøè äóæå ìàëî.

Õòîñü áóâ ë³íèâèé, ïîò³ì ñòàâ ñòàðèé,

Áåçëèêî ³ñíóâàâ ³ íåïîðÿäíî.

À òè êîëèñü òàê³ ä³ñòàâ äàðè,

Ùî ïîâåðíóòè ìàºø ìíîãîêðàòíî.

Ìàéñòåðíî ñêîíñòðóéîâàíà ïå÷àòå!

Ïîðà é òîá³ ñâ³é â³äòèñê ðîçïî÷àòè.
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Sonnet 12

When I do count the clock that tells the time,

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;

When I behold the violet past prime,

And sable curls all silver'd o'er with white;

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,

And summer's green all girded up in sheaves

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,

Then of thy beauty do I question make,

That thou among the wastes of time must go,

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake

And die as fast as they see others grow;

And nothing 'gainst time's scythe can make defence

Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.

Ñîíåò 12

Êîëè ãîäèííèê ï³çí³é ÷àñ ïðîá’º

² í³÷ çàâëàäàðþº íàâêðóãè,

Ô³àëêà ñõèëèòü ùå ñòåáëî ñâîº,

² ñêðîí³ âêðèþòü ñèâèíè ñí³ãè.

ßê â³òåð ëèñòÿ ðâå ³ç ïîâíèõ êðîí,

Ùî ïðèõèñòêîì ñëóæèëè äëÿ êîð³â,

Êîëè çàñòàíó äðóãà ïîõîðîí,

Êîòðèé ïîìåð, ÿê ò³ëüêè çàõâîð³â, –

ß äóìàþ ïðî êó÷åð³ òâî¿:

Êîëèñü ¿ì äîâåäåòüñÿ îäöâ³ñòè,

Ìîâ êâ³òàì ã³ð, ïàñîâèù òà ãà¿â,

Äå áóäå çãîäîì ùîñü íîâå ðîñòè.

Íàðîäæóé ñèíà. Ïîì³æ ãð³çíèõ çèì.

Õî÷ ñï³ëêóâàòèñü ïîò³ì áóäå ç êèì.
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Sonnet 13

O that you were your self; but love you are

No longer yours, than you your self here live:

Against this coming end you should prepare,

And your sweet semblance to some other give.

So should that beauty which you hold in lease

Find no determination; then you were

Your self again, after your self's decease,

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,

Which husbandry in honour might uphold

Against the stormy gusts of winter's day

And barren rage of death's eternal cold?

O, none but unthrifts, dear my love, you know,

You had a father, let your son say so.

Ñîíåò 13

Íå çì³íþéñÿ, à áóäü òàêèì, ÿê º,

Æèâè â ñîá³ ñàìîìó, íà÷å ä³ì.

Êîëè æèòòÿ çàê³í÷èòüñÿ òâîº,

Õàé áóäå õòîñü ïðîäîâæåííÿì òâî¿ì.

Íà âèçíà÷åíèé òåðì³í Áîã äàâ äåíü

É êðàñó – òîá³ òà êîæíîìó ³ç íàñ.

Òîæ õàé çà ïðàâîì âñå öå ïåðåéäå 

Òâîºìó ñïàäêîºìöþ â ³íøèé ÷àñ.

Â òóðáîòëèâèõ ðóêàõ äîáðîòíèé ä³ì

Íå çàäðèæèòü ï³ä íàòèñêîì çèìè.

Í³êîëè õàé íå çàïàíóº â í³ì

Çëèé ïîäèõ ñìåðò³, õîëîäó, ï³òüìè.

Çàâåðøèòüñÿ ïîðà æèòòºâèõ áóð,

² ñêàæå ñèí: «Ó ìåíå áàòüêî áóâ».
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Sonnet 14

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck,

And yet methinks I have astronomy,

But not to tell of good or evil luck,

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons' quality;

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,

Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind,

Or say with princes if it shall go well,

By oft predict that I in heaven find:

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,

And, constant stars, in them I read such art

As truth and beauty shall together thrive,

If from thy self to store thou wouldst convert;

Or else of thee this I prognosticate:

Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and date.

Ñîíåò 14

Íå ïî ç³ðêàõ ÿ äîëþ ïðîâ³ùàþ.

Íàóêà íå ï³äêàçóº ìåí³,

ßê³ ç íèõ ïåðåäóþòü óðîæàþ,

×óì³, ïîæåæ³, ãîëîäó, â³éí³.

Ñóäèòè íå áåðóñü, ùî ïðî ïîãîäó

Çèìîþ, ë³òîì çíàº êàëåíäàð.

Âíî÷³ íå âèçíà÷àâ ïî íåáîçâîäó – 

Â ÷è¿ì êðàþ, ÷è äîáðèé áóäå öàð.

Òà áà÷ó ÿ â î÷àõ òâî¿õ íàä³þ,

² íàâ³òü çîð³ âêàçóþòü íà òå,

Ùî ïðàâäà ³ êðàñà óäâîõ çóì³þòü

Ïðîäîâæèòè â ñèíàõ æèòòÿ ñâÿòå.

À ÿêùî – í³, òî – â ÿì³, ï³ä ïëèòîþ,

Ïîãàñíóòü ïðàâäà ³ êðàñà ç òîáîþ.



44

Sonnet 15

When I consider every thing that grows

Holds in perfection but a little moment,

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;

When I perceive that men as plants increase,

Cheered and cheque'd even by the self-same sky,

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,

And wear their brave state out of memory;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,

Where wasteful time debateth with decay,

To change your day of youth to sullied night;

And all in war with Time for love of you,

As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

Ñîíåò 15

Êîëè ïîäóìàþ, ùî ìèòü ºäèíà

Ðîçìåæóâàëà â’ÿíåííÿ ³ ð³ñò,

Ùî ñâ³ò öåé íåçáàãíåííèé, ìîâ êàðòèíà,

Ñóç³ð’ÿìè ôîðìóº ÷àñ, ðóõ, çì³ñò.

Ùî íàñ, ðîñëèí, òåíä³òíèõ ïîëîíÿíîê,

Âèðîùóþòü ³ ãóáëÿòü íåáåñà,

Ùî þí³ñòü æèâèòü ñîêîì íàñ âåñíÿíèì,

Òà ñèëà â’ÿíå, ñîõíå, ÿê ðîñà.

Òâîºþ ò³øóñü, ìîâ ä³â÷à, âåñíîþ.

Êðàñà ï’ÿíêà çàõîïëþº ìåíå.

Òà ãð³çíèé ÷àñ ï³äñòóïíî éäå â³éíîþ,

Íåâ³äâîðîòíî òåìðÿâó æåíå.

Õàé â³ðø ì³é äîïîìîæå õî÷ ó ñëîâ³

Äí³ ïîíîâèòè âñ³ òâî¿ ÷óäîâ³.
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Sonnet 16

But wherefore do not you a mightier way

Make war upon this bloody tyrant time,

And fortify your self in your decay

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?

Now stand you on the top of happy hours,

And many maiden gardens yet unset

With virtuous wish would bear you living flowers,

Much liker than your painted counterfeit:

So should the lines of life that life repair,

Which this (Time's pencil or my pupil pen)

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair

Can make you live your self in eyes of men.

To give away your self keeps your self still,

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.

Ñîíåò 16

Àëå ÿê ÷àñ â÷èíèâ äëÿ íàñ îáëîãó,

Ìè â ðîçêâ³ò³ ñâîºìó ãèíåì á³ëüø.

Íàâ³ùî çãóá³ òè äàºø äîðîãó,

ßê ì³é í³ê÷åìíèé ³ áåçïë³äíèé â³ðø?

Òè óñï³õ³â äîñÿã â æèòò³ çåìíîìó.

Áàãàòî þíèõ, ñòðèìàíèõ ñåðäåöü

Òîá³ ñêîðèòèñü ïðàãíóòü, ìîëîäîìó,

ßê ìàéñòðîâ³ ð³çåöü ÷è îë³âåöü.

Æèòòÿ. Âîíî íå ìèëóº í³êîãî – 

Í³ ãóëüòÿ¿â, í³ ëåæí³â, í³ ðîççÿâ.

Îò çàêîõàéñÿ – æèòèìåø íå ñòðîãî,

ßê îë³âåöü, ÿêîãî â ðóêè âçÿâ.

Â³ääàâøèñÿ ëþáîâ³ ñïðàâæí³é íèí³,

Â íîâîìó òâîð³ æèòèìåø – â ëþäèí³.



46

Sonnet 17

Who will believe my verse in time to come

If it were fill'd with your most high deserts?

Though yet heaven knows it is but as a tomb

Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.

If I could write the beauty of your eyes

And in fresh numbers number all your graces,

The age to come would say, 'This poet lies,

Such heavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly faces.'

So should my papers (yellow'd with their age)

Be scorn'd, like old men of less truth than tongue,

And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage

And stretched metre of an antique song:

But were some child of yours alive that time,

You should live Twice in it, and in my rhyme.

Ñîíåò 17

ßêèé áî ÷àð³âíèé, öíîòëèâèé òè!

Ç òâî¿õ ÷åñíîò ÿ â³ðø ïî÷íó â’ÿçàòè.

Îñü íàäïèñ íàäìîãèëüíî¿ ïëèòè.

×è çìîæå â³í ùîñü ëþäÿì ðîçêàçàòè?

Íàìàëþâàòè ñïðîáóþ ïîðòðåò,

Ùîá â³äòâîðèòè â íüîìó ëèê ÷óäåñíèé.

Íàùàäîê ñêàæå: «Çàáðåõàâñü ïîåò,

Îáëè÷÷þ äàâøè êîëîðèò íåáåñíèé».

Â³äêèíå ãåòü ïîæîâêë³ ñòîð³íêè,

Íàõìóðèòüñÿ, ùå é âèñì³º ðàïòîâî,

Ùå é äîêîðîì, ñóâîðèì ³ ã³ðêèì,

ßê îïîíåíò, íàêðèº êîæíå ñëîâî.

ßêáè òâ³é ñèí ä³æäàâñÿ öèõ ïîä³é,

Òè æèâ áè â í³ì, ÿê ³ â ñòðîô³ ìî¿é.
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Sonnet 18

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer's lease hath all too short a date;

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd,

And every fair from fair some-time declines,

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,

Nor shall death brag thou wander'st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st:

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

Ñîíåò 18

Òåáå í³ ç êèì íå ñïëóòàºø â ö³ äí³,

Òè – ³äåàë, ùî ëþáëÿòü âñ³, ï³çíàâøè.

Ëàìàº áóðÿ êâ³òè âåñíÿí³.

Òàêîæ íåäîâãîâ³÷íå é ë³òî íàøå.

Òî ñîíöå î÷³ íàì çàñë³ïèòü âðàç,

Òî íåáîì õìàðíèì áðèçêàº íåãîäà...

Ãîëóáèòü, í³æèòü, íåïîêî¿òü íàñ

Ðÿñíà ñâî¿ìè ïðèìõàìè ïîãîäà.

Òè – ïîâåí ñèëè, ïàõîù³â, ñòðåìë³íü,

Òîáîþ êâ³òíóòü ñîíÿõè ñîíåòà.

Òåáå íå çàõîâàº ñìåðòíà ò³íü

Ó ïðèõèñòêó â³ê³â – ðÿäêàõ ïîåòà.

Ñåðåä æèâèõ ïîñåëèøñÿ íàâ³êè,

Äîïîêè ëþäñòâî íå ç³ìêíå ïîâ³êè.
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Sonnet 19

Devouring time, blunt thou the lion's paws,

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce Tiger's jaws,

And burn the long-liv'd Phoenix in her blood;

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleet'st,

And do whate'er thou wilt, swift footed time,

To the wide world and all her fading sweets;

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:

O carve not with thy hours my love's fair brow,

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;

Him in thy course untainted do allow

For beauty's pattern to succeeding men.

Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,

My love shall in my verse ever live young.

Ñîíåò 19

Çàâäàé âñ³ì ëåâàì ïàí³êè ³ ñòðàõó,

Ðâè òèãðàì ³êëà òàê, ùîá êðîâ òåêëà.

Ç³òðè ó ïðàõ óñå, ùî âèéøëî ç ïðàõó,

² Ôåí³êñà â êðîâ³ ñïàëè äîòëà.

Çèìîþ, ë³òîì áóäü, àáî âåñíîþ,

Ç³ ñë³ç ðîáè óñì³øêó, ç ïëà÷ó – ñì³õ.

Ç ëþäüìè òâîðè – ùî õî÷åø, ÿê ç³ ìíîþ,

Îäèí òîá³ çàáîðîíÿþ ãð³õ:

Îáëè÷÷ÿ þíå äðóãà äîðîãîãî

Äî çìîðøîê íå äîâîäü òóïèì ð³çöåì.

Íåõàé ïðåêðàñí³ ðèñè, ùî º â íüîãî,

Ïîñëóæàòü ³ â ìàéáóòíüîìó âç³ðöåì.

À ÿê ó çìîðøêè äðóãà âáåðåø òè, –

Ì³é â³ðø éîãî çóì³º âáåðåãòè.
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Sonnet 20

A woman's face with nature's own hand painted

Hast thou, the Master-Mistress of my passion;

A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted

With shifting change, as is false women's fashion;

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;

A man in hue all Hues in his controlling,

Which steals men's eyes and women's souls amazeth.

And for a woman wert thou first created,

Till nature as she wrought thee fell a-doting,

And by addition me of thee defeated,

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.

But since she prick'd thee out for women's pleasure,

Mine be thy love and thy love's use their treasure.

Ñîíåò 20

Íåíà÷å æ³íêà, í³æíà ³ âðîäëèâà,

À âäà÷ó ìàºø ÷îëîâ³÷ó òè.

Ñåðäåöü âëàäèêî, áàâèøñÿ ãðàéëèâî,

Áåíòåæíî¿ ñÿãíóâøè âèñîòè!

Äóøà òâîÿ â áàãàòîëþäí³ì âèð³,

ßê ñÿéâî çîëîòèñòå ì³æ â³ê³â.

Áî ïîãëÿäè, ïðîíèêëèâ³ òà ùèð³,

Õâèëþþòü ³ ä³â÷àò, ³ þíàê³â.

Òåáå ïðèðîäà ì³òèëà â ä³âîöòâî,

Çäðóæèëà é ùîéíî ðîç’ºäíàëà íàñ.

Ñòð³ìêèì îáäàðóâàëà ïàðóáîöòâîì,

Àáè æ³íîê ïðèâàáëþâàâ âñÿê÷àñ.

×óæîìó é ñâîìó íå çàøêîäü çäîðîâ’þ,

Íåìîâ ïðîðîê – ç ëþäüìè ä³ëèñü ëþáîâ’þ.
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Sonnet 21

So is it not with me as with that Muse,

Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse,

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse,

Making a couplement of proud compare

With sun and moon, with earth and sea's rich gems,

With April's first born flowers, and all things rare

That heaven's air in this huge rondure hems.

O let me true in love but truly write,

And then believe me, my love is as fair

As any mother's child, though not so bright

As those gold candles fix'd in heaven's air:

Let them say more that like of hearsay well;

I will not praise that purpose not to sell.

Ñîíåò 21

Íå îäîïèñåöü ÿ, íå â³ðøîìàç,

Ëàñêàâèõ äàì íå óáëàæàâ äîâ³ð’ÿì.

Íå äàðóâàâ, òðàïëÿëîñü õî÷ íå ðàç,

ßñêðàâèé ì³ñÿöü ¿ì, à ùå – ñóç³ð’ÿ.

Íåõàé ñîá³ çìàãàþòüñÿ ìèòö³,

ßê º â ìåòàôîðè÷íîñò³ ïîòðåáà.

Õàé ä³ñòàþòü ³ ïîäàþòü â ðóö³ –

Ïåðëèíè âñ³õ ìîð³â, çåìë³ òà íåáà.

Â ÷óòòÿõ ³ â ñëîâ³ íå òåðïëþ áðåõí³, 

² ïðàâäè íå õîâàþ ï³ä çàáðàëà.

Êðàñóíÿ ìèëà – äîðîãà ìåí³,

Â³ä ìàìè êðîâ ùå ç ìîëîêîì ââ³áðàëà.

Ëþáîâ ìîÿ – áàëüçàì, ïðîòå – íå êðàì,

² ÿ ¿¿ í³êîìó íå ïðîäàì.
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Sonnet 22

My glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date,

But when in thee time's furrows I behold,

Then look I death my days should expiate.

For all that beauty that doth cover thee

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me.

How can I then be elder than thou art?

O therefore love be of thy self so wary

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

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill:

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;

Thou gav'st me thine, not to give back again.

Ñîíåò 22

Îáìàí äçåðêàë! Íåâæå ñòàðèì ÿ º?

Ìè æ ä³ëèìîñÿ þí³ñòþ ç òîáîþ.

ßê ÷àñ ïðîáîðîçíèòü ÷îëî òâîº,

Çíîâ áóäó ïåðåìîæåíèé þðáîþ.

ßê â äçåðêàëî, âäèâëÿþñü â îáðàç òâ³é,

Òî í³áè ìîëîä³þ, íå ñòàð³þ.

Ëîâëþ òâ³é ç³ð ç-ï³ä ÷îðíèõ áð³â òà â³é,

Âèêîõóþ÷è â ñåðö³ äàâíþ ìð³þ.

Àáè äî ïîñëóã âäàòèñÿ ìåí³,

Ñåáå ñòàðàºøñÿ îáåð³ãàòè.

² ÿ ãîòîâèé â ö³ ëóêàâ³ äí³

Ïðî òåáå äáàòè, íà÷å ð³äíà ìàòè.

Ñåðöÿ â íàñ òë³íí³, îä æèòòÿ çåìíîãî,

Òâîº ïîìðå – íå ñòàíå ³ ìîéîãî.
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Sonnet 23

As an unperfect actor on the stage

Who with his fear is put beside his part,

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,

Whose strength's abundance weakens his own heart;

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

The perfect ceremony of love's rite,

And in mine own love's strength seem to decay,

O'ercharged with burden of mine own love's might:

O let my books be then the eloquence

And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,

Who plead for love, and look for recompense,

More than that tongue that more hath more express'd.

O learn to read what silent love hath writ:

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.

Ñîíåò 23

Íåìîâ àêòîð, ùî ðàïòîì îí³ì³â,

Íå âòðèìàâ íèòêè âèâ÷åíî¿ ðîë³.

Ìîâ þðîäèâåöü, êèíóòèé ó ãí³â,

Ó áóéñòâ³ ïðàãíå çáèòê³â ìèìîâîë³.

Òàê ÿ ìîâ÷ó, âóñòà ìî¿ ìîâ÷àòü,

Ñï³òêíóâøèñü íà ðîçïå÷åíîìó ñëîâ³.

Ñòóëèëà íàñ íåâèäèìà ïå÷àòü

Áåçìåæíî¿ òà â³ðíî¿ ëþáîâ³.

Íåõàé ãîâîðÿòü Êíèãè ñòîð³íêè,

Òîä³ ÿê ðîçïî÷íåø ¿¿ ÷èòàòè.

Ç ìî¿ì ç³çíàííÿì ñåðöÿ, âñ³ â³êè

Áåçìîâíî çáåð³ãàòèìóòü öèòàòè.

Ñëîâà ëþáîâ³ – â êíèæå÷ö³ í³ì³é,

Î÷èìà ÷è ïî÷óºø ãîëîñ ì³é?
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Sonnet 24

Mine eye hath play'd the painter and hath steel'd

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.

Ñîíåò 24

Õóäîæí³ì îêîì ïðîáóþ íåñì³ëî

Íàìàëþâàòè ëèê, ùî Áîã ñòâîðèâ.

ª ðàìîþ äëÿ òåáå ìîº ò³ëî – 

² öå îäíà ç ìèñòåöüêèõ ïåðñïåêòèâ.

Òâîðèòè – äàâíÿ çâè÷êà íåçë³÷èìà,

Êð³çü ìàéñòðà âèäíî òâîð÷³ñòü éîãî ðóê.

ßñíèìè ïåðåõîïëþºø î÷èìà

Ò³ñíó ðîá³òíþ òà é óñå äîâêðóã.

Êîëè ìàëþþ – ìîâ îáíÿòèé ðàºì,

Â íàñ î÷³ – äðóæí³. Ðàä³ñíî ñòàº:

Ïàëàõêîòþ÷èì ñîíöåì çàçèðàº

Â ìîþ ìàéñòåðíþ îêî çíîâ òâîº.

Íà æàëü, ïîáà÷èòè ÷åðåç â³êíî

Íå ìîæó ñåðöÿ òâîãî âæå äàâíî.
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Sonnet 25

Let those who are in favour with their stars

Of public honour and proud titles boast,

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

Unlook'd for joy in that I honour most.

Great princes' favourites their fair leaves spread

But as the marigold at the sun's eye,

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foil'd,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toil'd:

Then happy I that love and am beloved,

Where I may not remove nor be removed.

Ñîíåò 25

Íàéêðàù³ çîð³ ïîñïðèÿëè òèì,

Õòî çäîáóâàâ äëÿ ñåáå âëàäó, ñëàâó.

Ìåí³ ñóäèëîñü áóòè ðÿäîâèì,

Óñïàäêóâàòè ìèë³ñòü íåëóêàâó.

Â ïðèäâîðíèõ ÷âàðàõ, â³ä îáìîâ, îáðàç –

² ôàâîðèòè êîòÿòüñÿ äîäîëó.

Îòàê áåç ñîíöÿ ãèíå ñîíÿõ âðàç,

Óëþáëåíåöü íåáåñíîãî ïðåñòîëó.

Êîëè îñòàíí³ ïðîãðàþòü áî¿

Çâèòÿæí³ ïîëêîâîäö³, ìîâáè ëåâè, –

Âòðà÷àþòü îðäåíè é ÷èíè ñâî¿,

Çíåâàãó ä³ñòàþòü îä êîðîëåâè.

Ìî¿ çäîáóòêè ð³äê³ñí³ é âàãîì³ – 

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ, îï³êà é øàíà â äîì³.

`

`
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Sonnet 26

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage

Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit;

To thee I send this written ambassage,

To witness duty, not to show my wit:

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine

May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it;

But that I hope some good conceit of thine

In thy soul's thought (all naked) will bestow it:

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving

Points on me graciously with fair aspect

And puts apparel on my tattered loving,

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect:

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee,

Till then not show my head where thou mayst prove me.

Ñîíåò 26

Âëàäèêî ì³é, íåìîâáè êîðîëþ,

Ùî âàðòèé øàíè, ïî÷åñòåé, ëþáîâ³, –

Òîá³ ïîñëàííÿ ïèñàíå ÿ øëþ,

Íå â êðàñíîìîâí³ì, àëå â ùèð³ì, ñëîâ³.

Òîá³ çíàéòè íå çì³ã ÿ ïèøíèõ ñë³â,

Íå ò³ëüêè ¿ì – ñîá³ ÿ íå íàëåæó.

Ïðèéìè, âäÿãíè ìî¿õ íàãèõ ïîñë³â

Â óÿâó, ùî ïîñëóæèòü çà îäåæó.

Êîëè ç íåáåñ ÿñíèé ×óìàöüêèé Øëÿõ

Äëÿ ìåíå ñòåæêîþ çíåíàöüêà ãðÿíå –

Íà íåâ³äîìèõ ëóêàõ ³ ïîëÿõ

Çàñÿº çíîâ æèòòÿ áàãàòîãðàííå.

Ëþáîâ, ìîâ ëèñò, ÿ ðîçãîðíó òîä³,

À ïîêè ùî ¿¿ òàþ â òîá³. 
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Sonnet 27

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,

The dear respose for limbs with travel tired,

But then begins a journey in my head

To work my mind, when body's work's expired.

For then my thoughts (from far where I abide) 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,

Looking on darkness which the blind do see,

Save that my soul's imaginary sight

Presents their shadow to my sightless view,

Which like a jewel (hung in ghastly night)

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.

Lo thus by day my limbs, by night my mind

For thee and for myself no quiet find.

Ñîíåò 27

Í³ÿê ó ë³æêó, â òèø³, íå çàñíó,

Õî÷ íàòðóäèâñÿ ÿ çà ö³ëó äíèíó.

Íåìîâ ìåòåëèê – â ñîíÿ÷íó âåñíó,

Ó ñíàõ ³ ìð³ÿõ çíîâ äî òåáå ëèíó.

×óòòÿ ³ äóìè â ïóòü ìåíå æåíóòü –

Äî òåáå ðâóñÿ ñåðöåì ï³ë³ãðèìà,

² òà äîðîãà, òà ìàíëèâà ïóòü,

Ìåí³, ñë³ïîìó, – äîêîíå÷íî çðèìà.

Ñóìóþ âäåíü, êîëè òåáå íåìà,

Ñëîâà ïåðåâäÿãàþ â òåïëó îä³æ.

Äëÿ ìåíå ùàñòÿì ðîáèòüñÿ ï³òüìà,

Êîëè òè ç íåþ íåïîì³òíî âõîäèø.

Ñâîþ ëþáîâ, ³ ìð³¿, é äóìè ò³

Íàâ³êè çáåðåæó ÿ ó ïóò³.   
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Sonnet 28

How can I then return in happy plight

That am debarred the benefit of rest?

When day's oppression is not eased by night,

But day by night and night by day oppress'd,

And each (though enemies to either's reign)

Do in consent shake hands to torture me,

The one by toil, the other to complain

How far I toil, still farther off from thee.

I tell the day to please him thou art bright,

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven;

So flatter I the swart complexion'd night,

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild'st the even.

But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,

And night doth nightly make grief's length seem stronger.

Ñîíåò 28

Íåìà ñïî÷èíêó äëÿ áåçñîííèõ â³÷,

ßêîþ âòîìà íå áóëà á òÿæêîþ.

Íà çì³íó äíþ ³äå ïðèìàðíà í³÷ –

Òðèâîãà äíÿ ç í³ìîãî íåñïîêîþ.

² äåíü, ³ í³÷ çäðóæèëèñÿ íåìîâ,

ßê õì³ëü, ïåðåïëåëèñÿ ¿õí³ ðóêè.

Ïðàöþþ âäåíü, çóñòð³íóâøè ëþáîâ,

À â äîâãó í³÷ ñòðàæäàþ îä ðîçëóêè.

Êîëè ñâ³òàíîê òåìðÿâó ÷óæó

Â³äñóíå ãåòü, ìîâ àíãåë íà ñòîðîæ³,

Ñìàãëÿâ³é íî÷³ ÿ òîä³ ñêàæó,

Ùî ñîíöå é íåáî ëèø íà òåáå ñõîæ³.

Çäàþòüñÿ âàæ÷èìè íàñòóïí³ äí³,

À íî÷³ çíîâ – ïîõìóð³ ³ ñóìí³.
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Sonnet 29

When in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd,

Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee, and then my state

(Like to the lark at break of day arising)

From sullen earth sings hymns at heaven's gate;

For thy sweet love rememb'red such wealth brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

Ñîíåò 29

Êîëè ç ñîáîþ é ñâ³òîì íå â ëàäó,

Çãàäàâøè ÷àñ ëèõèõ íåçãîä ³ á³ä,

Ç ìîëèòâîþ áåçïë³äíîþ âïàäó,

Òóðáóþ÷è áàéäóæèé íåáîçâ³ä.

Íà äîëþ òèõî ñêàðæóñÿ ìîþ – 

² ïîì³íÿòèñü íåþ õî÷ó ç òèì,

Õòî á³ëüøå âñòèã â ìèñòåöòâ³, í³æ â áîþ,

Õòî â³ê ïðîæèâ ç êîõàííÿì íåïðîñòèì.

Òîä³ òåáå ïðèãàäóþ, ïîâ³ð!

Òàê ìàëîäóøí³ñòü ÿ ñâîþ êëÿíó.

Ìîâ æàéâ³ð, äîë³ çë³é íàïåðåê³ð,

Ìîÿ äóøà äîëàº âèøèíó.

Òà ïðîì³íÿòè á, äðóæå, íå ïîñì³â

Òâîþ ëþáîâ íà øàíó êîðîë³â.
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Sonnet 30

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste;

Then can I drown an eye (unused to flow)

For precious friends hid in death's dateless night,

And weep afresh love's long since cancell'd woe,

And moan th' expense of many a vanish'd sight;

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,

And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er

The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,

Which I new pay as if not paid before:

But if the while I think on thee (dear friend)

All losses are restored, and sorrows end.

Ñîíåò 30

Êîëè íà ñóä áåçìîâíèõ òàéíèõ äóì

ß âèêëèêàþ ñïîìèíè ùåìëèâ³,

Òî â³ä÷óâàþ âòðàòè, á³ëü ³ ñóì,

Íåìîâáè ìîêíó íà òðàâíåâ³é çëèâ³.

Ç î÷åé ìî¿õ òå÷å ñîëîíà ñëèçü,

Êîëè ñõèëÿþñü, äå áàòüê³â ìîãèëè,

Çîâó ëþáîâ îòó, ùî çâàâ êîëèñü,

² êëè÷ó âñå, ùî ð³äíå, ëþáå, ìèëå.

Âåäó ñóìíèé ðàõóíîê âòðàòàì òèì,

Íîâèõ óòðàò æàõàþñÿ ùå á³ëüøå.

Ö³íîþ æ äîðîãîþ ¿ì ïëàòèâ,

Ïëà÷ó çäîðîâ’ÿì ³ æèòòÿì, ³ â³ðøåì.

Íåâìåðëèé ð³ä çíàõîäæó ó òîá³,

Òîìó ³ âäÿ÷íèé Áîãó òà ñóäüá³.
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Sonnet 31

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

Which I by lacking have supposed dead,

And there reigns Love, and all Love's loving parts,

And all those friends which I thought buried.

How many a holy and obsequious tear

Hath dear religious love stol'n from mine eye

As interest of the dead, which now appear

But things removed that hidden in thee lie.

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,

Who all their parts of me to thee did give,

That due of many now is thine alone.

Their images I loved, I view in thee,

And thou (all they) hast all the all of me.

Ñîíåò 31

Î, ï³ä ãðóäüìè – òâîº ñåðöåáèòòÿ,

Êîòðå ââàæàâ óñîïøèì ó ìîãèë³.

Ó ðèñàõ ìîëîäèõ òâîãî æèòòÿ

Îáëè÷÷ÿ áà÷ó – íåáàéäóæ³, ìèë³.

Íàä íèìè ÿ ïðîëèâ ÷èìàëî ñë³ç,

Óïàâøè íèöü íà êàì’ÿíó îñíîâó,

Òà íå íàçàâøå ôàòóì ¿õ îäí³ñ –

Ðîçï³çíàþ â òîá³ ¿õ íèí³ çíîâó.

Îñòàíí³é ïðèõèñòîê çíàéøëè îòóò

Óñ³ áëèçüê³ òà íåçàáóòí³ ëþäè.

Âîíè òîá³ ç ïîêëîíîì â³ääàþòü 

Òå ñîêðîâåííå, ùî íå ïåðåáóäå.

Òîæ äîðîãèõ çíàõîäæó ÿ â òîá³ –

Òîìó é ðàä³þ, é íå çäàþñü æóðá³.
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Sonnet 32

If thou survive my well contented day,

When that churl death my bones with dust shall cover,

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey

These poor rude lines of thy deceased Lover,

Compare them with the bett'ring of the time,

And though they be outstripp'd by every pen,

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,

Exceeded by the height of happier men.

O then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:

'Had my friend's Muse grown with this growing age,

A dearer birth than this his love had brought,

To march in ranks of better equipage:

But since he died and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I'll read, his for his love'.

Ñîíåò 32

Êîëè òè äåíü îòîé ïåðåæèâåø,

ßê â³ä³éäó äî â³÷íîãî ïîêîþ,

² ö³ ðÿäêè î÷èìà ïðîâåäåø,

ßê³ ïèñàëèñü äðóæíüîþ ðóêîþ, –

×è ïîð³âíÿºø ç ìîëîääþ ìåíå?

Ç ¿¿ ìèñòåöòâîì â³ðòóîçíèì, ãðîþ?

Í³õòî ç ìèòö³â ìåíå íå îáæåíå,

Áî ïðè æèòò³ ÿ ïîâåí áóâ òîáîþ.

ßêáè â äîðîç³ áóâ íå â³äñòàâàâ,

Íå äîâåëîñÿ á òðóäíîù³ äîëàòè.

Çà þíèõ, ìîæå, êðàùå á ÿ ïèñàâ –

Çâó÷àëè á â³ðø³, ÿê äçâ³íê³ ñîíàòè.

Îñê³ëüêè ç ìåðòâèì ñï³ð âåäóòü âîíè,

Â ìåí³ – ëþáîâ, à õèñò â íèõ – îö³íè.
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Sonnet 33

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy,

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace.

Even so my Sunne one early morn did shine

With all triumphant splendour on my brow;

But out alack, he was but one hour mine,

The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now.

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;

Suns of the world may stain when heaven's sun staineth.

Ñîíåò 33

ß ñïîñòåð³ã, ÿê ñîíöÿ êðàñíèé ñõ³ä

Ãîëóáèòü ãîðè ïðîìåíåì íåáåñ,

Çåëåíèì ëóêàì â ðîñàõ øëå ïðèâ³ò

² çîëîòèòü ïîâåðõíþ ñèí³õ ïëåñ.

Òà ÷àñîì äîçâîëÿº íåáîçâ³ä

Ç’ÿâèòèñü õìàðàì ³ç óñ³õ øèðîò.

Âîíè ïîõìóðèì ðîáëÿòü ÿñíèé ñâ³ò –

Çåìëÿ æ ÷åêàº ìèëîñò³, ùåäðîò.

Îòàê ³ ñîíöå íà êîðîòêèé ÷àñ

Ìåí³ âñì³õíóëîñü, ïîïëèâëî â ñâ³òè,

² ñí³ï ëþáîâ³, ìîâ æàðèíêà, çãàñ,

ßê òîé ïðîì³í÷èê, ÷èñòèé ³ ñâÿòèé.

Íå íàð³êàþ ÿ íà ñîíöå, í³!

Êð³ì òó÷ íåáåñíèõ, õìàðè º é çåìí³.
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Sonnet 34

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,

And make me travel forth without my cloak,

To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way,

Hiding thy brav'ry in their rotten smoke?

'Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,

For no man well of such a salve can speak

That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace;

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:

Th'offender's sorrow lends but weak relief

To him that bears the strong offence's cross.

Ah, but those tears are pearl which thy love sheeds,

And they are rich, and ransom all ill deeds.

Ñîíåò 34

Ïîîá³öÿëè ÿñíèé äåíü ìåí³:

ßê ç äîìó éøîâ, íå çàïàñàâñü ïëàùåì.

Ìåíå äîãíàëè õìàðè âåñíÿí³,

Ïîáèëà áóðÿ ãðàäîì ³ äîùåì.

Õî÷ ïîò³ì í³æíèì ïðîìåíåì ç-çà õìàð

Òè ëàã³äíî òîðêíóëàñü äî ÷îëà,

Âçíàêè ä³ñòàâñÿ ãðàäîâèé óäàð – 

Çàãî¿òè âñ³õ ðàí òè íå çìîãëà.

Òâî¿é, îäíàê, çàæóð³ ÿ íå ðàä,

Ðîçêàÿí³ñòü í³÷îãî íå äàº, –

Òà é çàñïîêî¿òè óæå íàâðÿä

×è âäàñòüñÿ ñåðöå ñêðèâäæåíå ìîº.

Ïîòîêè ñë³ç, íåìîâ êàñêàä ïåðëèí,

Òâ³é çìèëè ãð³õ. Áà! – íàâ³òü íå îäèí.
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Sonnet 35

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:

Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud,

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.

All men make faults, and even I in this,

Authorizing thy trespass with compare,

My self corrupting, salving thy amiss,

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are;

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense, 

Thy adverse party is thy Advocate, 

And 'gainst myself a lawful plea commence:

Such civil war is in my love and hate

That I an accessary needs must be

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.

Ñîíåò 35

Òè âèíåí, äðóæå? Íå ñóìóé, îäíàê.

Áåç êîëþ÷îê ³ ðóæà íå ðîñòå.

Â ñòðóìêó – ï³ùèíêè, ó çåìë³ – õðîáàê,

Ó ïëÿìàõ – íàâ³òü ñîíöå íåïðîñòå.

Òå÷å íåâïèííî ïîìèëîê ð³êà,

Íå âñÿê ñâîþ ïðèáîðêóº ùå ïëîòü,

Íåìà í³êîãî íèí³ áåç ãð³õà –

Ñâÿòèé, áåçãð³øíèé ò³ëüêè º Ãîñïîäü.

Íåëåãêî é àäâîêàòîâ³, ìàáóòü,

Îïðàâäóâàòè íàñë³äêè ñóìí³.

Ëþáîâ, íåíàâèñòü, çëî ç äîáðîì âåäóòü

Âçàºìí³ ÷âàðè ó òîá³ é ìåí³.

Çëîâìèñíèêó ì³é ëþáèé, çðîçóì³é:

ß ðîçä³ëÿþ ãð³õ ³ âèðîê òâ³é.

`
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Sonnet 36

Let me confess that we two must be twain,

Although our undivided loves are one:

So shall those blots that do with me remain

Without thy help by me be borne alone.

In our two loves there is but one respect,

Though in our lives a separable spite,

Which though it alter not love's sole effect,

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love's delight.

I may not ever-more acknowledge thee,

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame,

Nor thou with public kindness honour me,

Unless thou take that honour from thy name:

But do not so, I love thee in such sort

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

Ñîíåò 36

Õî÷ äâîº íàñ, ìè – í³áè ùîñü îäíå,

Òîá³ â³÷-íà-â³÷ øàíó âîçäàþ.

Ì³é áóäü-ÿêèé ïîðîê íåõàé ìèíå,

Àáè íå çàïëÿìèòè ÷åñòü òâîþ.

Ëþáîâ îäíà, îäí³ñ³íüêà â îáîõ,

Òà ã³ðêîòà ó êîæíîãî – ñâîÿ.

Êóäè òåáå âåäå ì³æ ëþäè Áîã,

Òóäè ï³òè íå ìàþ ïðàâà ÿ...

Ùå çíåìàãàþ â’ÿçíåì â ñàìîò³,

Â ïîëîí³ ìóê, âàãàíü ³ áîðîòüáè.

Íå ìîæó çàðàç, õî÷ áè ÿê õîò³â,

Òîá³ âêëîíèòèñü íà î÷àõ þðáè.

Íó, ùî æ, íåõàé – êîëè ç³éäó â ð³ëëþ,

Ç òîáîþ ÷åñòü ³ äîëþ ðîçä³ëþ.
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Sonnet 37

As a decrepit father takes delight

To see his active child do deeds of youth,

So I, made lame by Fortune's dearest spite,

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth;

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,

Or any of these all, or all, or more

Entitled in their parts do crowned sit,

I make my love engrafted to this store:

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised,

Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give

That I in thy abundance am sufficed,

And by a part of all thy glory live:

Look what is best, that best I wish in thee;

This wish I have; then ten times happy me.

Ñîíåò 37

Ëþáëþ – ÿê áàòüêî ìîëîäèõ ñèí³â,

Òîáîþ ò³øóñÿ íà ñõèë³ â³êó.

ßêáè íå òè, ÿ ìó÷èâñÿ á ³ ñêí³â,

Òîæ âåëüìè âäÿ÷íèé çà òâîþ îï³êó.

Â òîá³ ö³íþ çäîðîâ’ÿ, ðîçóì, õèñò,

ßð³íü ùåäðîò, óâàãó íåñõîëîëó

Âáèðàþ â ñåáå, ìîâ îñ³íí³é ëèñò,

ßêîãî ÷àñ îò-îò ç³ðâå äîäîëó.

Òâî¿ì òóðáîòàì äíåñü íåìà ê³íöÿ,

Ïåðåä òîáîþ ÷óþñü âèíóâàòèì – 

Ìåí³ çàáðàêëî õèñòó é îë³âöÿ,

Ùîá âåëè÷ äèâíó ç òåáå çìàëþâàòè.

Â òîá³ – âåðøèíà âñ³õ áàæàíü òà ìð³é,

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ – òî ñêàðá ³ ñòàòîê ì³é.
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Sonnet 38

How can my Muse want subject to invent

While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my verse

Thine own sweet argument, too excellent

For every vulgar paper to rehearse?

O give thy self the thanks if aught in me

Worthy perusal stand against thy sight,

For who's so dumb that cannot write to thee,

When thou thy self dost give invention light?

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth

Than those old nine which rhymers invocate;

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth

Eternal numbers to outlive long date.

If my slight Muse do please these curious days,

The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.

Ñîíåò 38

Õ³áà ëþäñüêà ôàíòàç³ÿ ñëàáà?

Óÿâà òâîð÷à ç ìóçîþ éäóòü â ïàð³.

Ç íàñ ðîáëÿòü ïîâåëèòåëÿ é ðàáà

Êðàñà, ëþáîâ – ÷è íàâ³òü î÷³ êàð³.

Äàºø íàñíàãó, é ìè áåðåì ïàï³ð –

Ó â³ðø³ ëëþòüñÿ, ìîâ ó ñíàõ, ñîíàòè.

Ìèòåöü º á³äíèé ³ í³ìèé, ïîâ³ð,

ßêùî òåáå íå ìîæå îñï³âàòè.

Íå âñ³ì, íå âñ³ì âäàâàëîñü â³äíàéòè

Öþ ìóçó, ïîëîõëèâó òà ïðîçîðó.

Ìèòö³ çàëèøàòüñÿ â â³êàõ, ÿê òè,

Áî çáåðåãëè ³ äóõ, ³ íåïîêîðó.

Ïîäÿêóþòü íàùàäêè íåçë³÷åíí³:

Ìèòöÿì – çà òðóä, òîá³ – çà ñìàê â íàòõíåíí³.
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Sonnet 39

O how thy worth with manners may I sing,

When thou art all the better part of me?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring,

And what is't but mine own when I praise thee?

Even for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,

That by this separation I may give

That due to thee which thou deserv'st alone.

O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave

To entertain the time with thoughts of love,

Which time and thoughts so sweetly dost deceive,

And that thou teachest how to make one twain,

By praising him here who doth hence remain.

Ñîíåò 39

Íó, ÿê òîá³ õâàëó ñâîþ âîçäàì,

ßêùî óäâîõ – ³ñòîòà ìè îäíà?

Òîä³ é ñåáå – íàïåðåê³ð êàòàì! –

Õâàëèòè äîâåäåòüñÿ, ãð³øíèì, íàì.

Êðàñó, ÿê âîäó, ï’þ, íåìîâáè ëîñü,

Àáè ñêàðáè ìèë³ø³ â³äíàéòè,

Àáè òîá³ ïî÷óòè äîâåëîñü

Îò³ ñëîâà, ÿêèõ ëèø ã³äíèé òè.

Ðîçëóêè ³ íåäóãè íàâçàºì

Ùå áóäóòü âèïðîáîâóâàòè íàñ.

Õî÷ ïîð³çíî ç òîáîþ ìè æèâåì,

Öå äîçâîëÿ îáìàíþâàòè ÷àñ.

ßê íàïàäå ðîçëóêà ÷è íåäóãà –

Äðóã â³ðíèé çàâøå äáàòèìå ïðî äðóãà.
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Sonnet 40 

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all;

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;

All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.

Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest;

But yet be blamed, if thou this self deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robb'ry, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty;

And yet love knows it is a greater grief

To bear love's wrong, than hate's known injury.

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,

Kill me with spites, yet we must not be foes.

Ñîíåò 40

Âñ³ ïðèñòðàñò³ ç êîõàííÿì òè â³çüìè,

ßê õî÷åø – íå âåðòàé âñüîãî íàçàä.

Âñå, ùî ëþáîâ’þ çâåòüñÿ ì³æ ëþäüìè,

Òè â³ä³áðàâ îä ìåíå. Ùî ñêàçàòü?

Òè öþ ëþáîâ (äóõìÿíèé îáåð³ã),

ßê ô³ì³àì íàéêðàùèé, ðîçêàäèâ.

Òîá³ â ïðîâèíó é ñëîâà íå ïðîð³ê:

Ìåí³ ïîêèíóâ ÷îðíó ðîçê³ø äèâ – 

Æåáðàöüêó òîðáó... Õî÷ ëþáîâ – íå çâ³ð.

Âîíà, ÿê ùàñòÿ, ç âîëåþ ðîñëà.

² ÿ íå áà÷ó, äðóæå ì³é, ïîâ³ð,

Òîáîþ íèí³ ñêîºíîãî çëà.

Òâî¿ ãð³õè º íà äîáðî, ìàáóòü.

Ìåíå – óáèé, à âîðîãîì – íå áóäü.
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Sonnet 41

Those petty wrongs that liberty commits,

When I am some-time absent from thy heart,

Thy beauty, and thy years full well befits,

For still temptation follows where thou art.

Gentle thou art and therefore to be won,

Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed;

And when a woman woos, what woman's son

Will sourly leave her till he have prevailed?

Ay me, but yet thou mightst my seat forbear,

And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,

Who lead thee in their riot even there

Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth: 

Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,

Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.

Ñîíåò 41

Ó ïóñòîùàõ, ùî çàâäàþòü îáðàç,

Î çâàáíèêó, âñå íàéäîðîæ÷å ãóáèø.

Ïðî â³ðí³ñòü çàáóâàþ÷è íå ðàç,

Ñïîêóñíèêó, òè ³íøèõ ñíîì ãîëóáèø.

Ïðèâ³òíèì – çàâøå ëåñòîù³ áåç ìåæ,

Òâîÿ äóøà ñïîêóñàìè áàãàòà.

Ðîçê³øíî, áåçòóðáîòíî òàê æèâåø –

Òåáå êîõàþòü ³ æ³íêè, é ä³â÷àòà.

Êîëè óïåðøå ³íøó îá³éíÿâ, –

Ñàì ³íøèì ñòàâ, í³æ áóâ êîëèñü, äî òîãî...

Îòàê ³ äðóãà çðàäèâ, ïðîì³íÿâ,

Ïîçáàâèâøè ñïîêîþ äîðîãîãî. 

Êîëè æ íåâ³ðí³é ñåðöå äàâ øàëåíå,

Òè âäðóãå ïðàâäó â³ä³áðàâ â³ä ìåíå.
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Sonnet 42

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly;

That she hath thee is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.

Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye:

Thou dost love her, because thou knowst I love her;

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,

Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.

If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain,

And losing her, my friend hath found that loss;

Both find each other, and I lose both twain,

And both for my sake lay on me this cross;

But here's the joy; my friend and I are one;

Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone.

Ñîíåò 42

Î, âîëîä³º âñå æ âîíà òîáîþ!

² – íàâïàêè... Òà íå ó ò³ì ïå÷àëü...

Íå çíàþ÷è íàéìåíøîãî ñïîêîþ,

Ïàëêó ïðèâ’ÿçàí³ñòü ãóáèòè æàëü.

Òà âàì, îáîì, îäíàêîâî ðàä³þ,

Äóøà ñóìíà ñòî ìóê ïåðåíåñå...

Êîõàéòåñÿ... ïëåêàòèìó íàä³þ,

Ùî â³ðíèé äðóã, ìîâ ñêàðá, – ïîíàä óñå...

Õî÷à óòðàò ìî¿õ âè íå çíàéøëè ùå,

Ìî¿ âñ³ çãóáè âàì ïîâ³ääàþ – 

Áî òó ëþáîâ çíàéøîâ ì³é äðóã íàéáëèæ÷èé,

² ÿ ñâîãî êîõàííÿ íå òàþ.

Íàì âèïàëà îáîì íàãîäà íèí³ –

Êîðèòèñÿ ³ ëåñòèòè ºäèí³é.
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Sonnet 43

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,

For all the day they view things unrespected;

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,

And darkly bright are bright in dark directed.

Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,

How would thy shadow's form form happy show

To the clear day with thy much clearer light,

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!

How would (I say) mine eyes be blessed made

By looking on thee in the living day,

When in dead night their fair imperfect shade

Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!

All days are nights to see till I see thee,

And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.

Ñîíåò 43

Âñ³ äí³ áåç òåáå – õìàðí³, ÿê íåñïîê³é,

Ç òîáîþ â ñíàõ – ³ íåáî ãîëóáå.

Äîëàòè íî÷³ äîâã³, îäèíîê³

ß ÷åðåç ñèëó çìóøóþ ñåáå.

²ç êèì áè â ñíàõ ëþáîâ öþ ïîð³âíÿòè?

Òîìó é áóâà, ùî ñïîìèíîì æèâó.

Í³õòî íå çíàº, òà é íàâ³ùî çíàòè,

Ùî â³äáóëîñÿ ç íàìè íàÿâó.

Âèä³ííÿ íåáà é ñîíöÿ – ïîëóäíåâ³!

ßê ñîí òîðêíåòüñÿ ïåðåâòîìè â³÷ –

Íàçóñòð³÷ òåïëîìó, æèâîìó äíåâ³

Ñòóïàº ìåðòâà áåçãîëîñà í³÷.

Â ðîçëóö³ äåíü, ÿê í³÷, òÿãíóâñü ìåí³.

Ç òîáîþ – äåíü ïðèõîäèòü ³ ââ³ ñí³.
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Sonnet 44

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,

Injurious distance should not stop my way,

For then despite of space I would be brought

From limits far remote where thou dost stay.

No matter then although my foot did stand

Upon the farthest earth removed from thee,

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land

As soon as think the place where he would be.

But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought,

To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone,

But that so much of earth and water wrought

I must attend time's leisure with my moan,

Receiving naught by elements so slow

But heavy tears, badges of either's woe.

Ñîíåò 44

ßêáè ëèø äóìêà âò³ëèëàñÿ â ïëîòü,

Òî ÿ á óò³ê â³ä øóìó é ñóºòè.

Íàéäàëüøó çì³ã áè â³äñòàíü ïîáîðîòü,

Àáè òåáå ³ â ñóò³íêàõ çíàéòè.

Ëèøèâ áè ì³ñòà øóìíèé áàëàãàí,

Êðàñó ë³ñ³â ³ äóõ ÷óäåñíèõ íèâ.

Óÿâíî ïåðåòíóâ áè îêåàí,

Í³õòî á ìåíå ó ñâ³ò³ íå ñïèíèâ.

Ëþäèíà ÿ – ³ç íåì³÷íèì ºñòâîì.

² õî÷ âñå á³ã çà ìð³ÿìè êóäèñü,

Ñîòâîðåíèé ³ç åëåìåíò³â äâîõ –

Ç âîäè é çåìë³, íå ìîæó çíÿòèñü â âèñü.

Çåìëÿ – äî íå¿ ò³ëîì ÿ ïðèð³ñ.

Âîäà – ìî¿ ã³ðê³ ïîòîêè ñë³ç.
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Ñîíåò 45

Âîãîíü, ïîâ³òðÿ – ñêëàäíèêè â áóäîâ³

Óñüîãî ñâ³òó, äå òåïåð æèâåì.

Äóìîê ºäíàííÿ ³ âîãîíü ëþáîâ³

Òîá³ äàðóþ, – ùàñòÿ íàâçàºì.

Ö³ äâ³ íàï³âïðèáîðêàí³ ñòèõ³¿

Äî òåáå ïåðåøëþ ó âñ³ ê³íö³.

Ó äí³ çâè÷àéí³ ³ ó äí³ ëèõ³¿

Âîíè äîëàþòü â³äñòàíü, ìîâ ã³íö³.

Äâà ³íø³ ñêëàäíèêè – çåìëÿ ç âîäîþ –

Îáòÿæóþòü ìåíå, áåðóòü ñâîº:

Âîãíåì ³ äóõîì – îñü ÷èì äóøó ãîþ,

Áî òè – çäîðîâèé, òè – ó ìåíå º.

Ïðîòèñòîÿòè ëåãøå áóðåâ³ÿì,

Êîëè ç òîáîþ â³ðà º ³ ìð³ÿ.

Sonnet 45

The other two, slight air and purging fire,

Are both with thee, wherever I abide;

The first my thought, the other my desire,

These present absent with swift motion slide.

For when these quicker elements are gone

In tender embassy of love to thee,

My life, being made of four, with two alone

Sinks down to death, oppress'd with melancholic,

Until life's composition be recured

By those swift messengers return'd from thee,

Who even but now come back again assured

Of their fair health, recounting it to me:

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

I send them back again and straight grow sad.
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Ñîíåò 46

Ñåðöÿ òà î÷³ – äîðîãà ð³äíÿ –

Âîþþòü íåâãàìîâíî ì³æ ñîáîþ.

² ÿ íå ìîæó âèðâàòèñü í³ÿê

²ç ¿õíüîãî øàëåíîãî äâîáîþ.

Ì³æ ñåðöåì òà î÷èìà – ÿ äàâíî...

Òåáå íå ìîæó ïîä³ëèòè ç íèìè.

Òåáå õîâàº ñåðöå àæ íà äíî,

Áî â äçåðêàë³ î÷åé òè º íåçðèìèé.

Íàðåøò³ âèðîê âèíåñëè äóìêè,

Âñå ðîçñóäèâøè ³ ðîçìåæóâàâøè.

Íàãîðîäèëè î÷³ ñíîì òîíêèì,

À ñåðöþ âèïàâ êðàùèé ñêàðá – íàçàâøå.

Äîâ³ðèòè âäàëîñÿ ¿ì, ïîâ³ð:

Ñåðöÿì – ÷óòòÿ, ç³íèöÿì – äîáðèé ç³ð.  

Sonnet 46

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war

How to divide the conquest of thy sight;

Mine eye my heart their picture's sight would bar,

My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie 

(A closet never pierced with crystal eyes),

But the defendant doth that plea deny

And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To side this title is impannelled

A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart,

And by their verdict is determined

The clear eye's moiety and the dear heart's part:

As thus; mine eye's due is their outward part,

And my heart's right their inward love of heart.
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Sonnet 47

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,

And each doth good turns now unto the other:

When that mine eye is famish'd for a look,

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,

With my love's picture then my eye doth feast

And to the painted banquet bids my heart;

Another time mine eye is my heart's guest

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part:

So, either by thy picture or my love,

Thy self away are present still with me;

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,

And I am still with them and they with thee;

Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight

Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight.

Ñîíåò 47

² ñåðöå, é î÷³ òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð

Çäðóæèëèñÿ, ùîá íå ï³ääàòèñü ìóö³,

Êîëè òåáå äàðåìíî êëè÷å ç³ð,

À ñåðöå çàäèõàºòüñÿ â ðîçëóö³.

Òâî¿ì ïîðòðåòîì ä³ëÿòüñÿ âîíè:

Ç³ð ñåðöþ äàñòü, ùîá ò³øèëîñü óâîëþ.

À ïîò³ì ñåðöå âèéìè ç ãëèáèíè,

Äëÿ îêà – ìð³¿, âò³õè ïåâíó äîëþ.

Ó ïîìèñëàõ ³ â ä³ë³ ïîâñÿê÷àñ

Ìè íåðîçëó÷í³ áóäåìî ç òîáîþ.

Ó áóäü-ÿêó õâèëèíó ïîì³æ íàñ

Öÿ äóìêà áóäå ñï³ëüíîþ, îäíîþ.

Ì³é ç³ð ìàëþº îáðàç òâ³é ââ³ ñí³

² ñåðöå ñïëÿ÷å áóäèòü ó ìåí³.
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Sonnet 48

How careful was I, when I took my way,

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,

That to my use it might un-used stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,

Thou best of dearest and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not lock'd up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast,

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part;

And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear,

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

Ñîíåò 48

Î, ñêàðáå ì³é, òîáîþ ÿ áàãàòèé,

Ó ñêðèíþ íå êëàäó, íåìà é çàìêà,

Òîæ ìóøó â ñåðö³ ðåâíî çáåð³ãàòè,

Ùîá íå âçÿëà ïîæàäëèâà ðóêà.

Ïåðåä òîáîþ âñ³ ìèðñüê³ ïðèíàäè 

² çîëîòî áëèñêó÷å – ìîâ ñì³òòÿ.

Òîáîþ çàâøå ÿ âò³øàòèñü ðàäèé,

Áî òè – äîðîæ÷èé, í³æ ìîº æèòòÿ.

Òåáå íå âñòåðåãòè ìåí³, áî âäà÷ó

Íåïîñèäþ÷ó ìàºø ³ ìåòêó.

Íå çà÷èíþ ó ñåðö³, ã³ðêî ïëà÷ó, –

Â íàéäàëüøîìó âèäí³ºøñÿ êóòêó.

Òåáå, ìîâ õèæà ïòèöÿ ç âèñîòè,

Êðàä³é ³ â ñåðö³ ìîæå â³äíàéòè.
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Sonnet 49

Against that time (if ever that time come)

When I shall see thee frown on my defects,

When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum,

Call'd to that audit by advised respects;

Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass

And scarcely greet me with that sun thine eye,

When love, converted from the thing it was,

Shall reasons find of settled gravity;

Against that time do I ensconce me here

Within the knowledge of mine own desert,

And this my hand against my self uprear,

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part:

To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws,

Since why to love I can allege no cause.

Ñîíåò 49

Òîé ÷îðíèé äåíü õàé îìèíàº íàñ:

Êîëè ìî¿ òè âèÿâèø ïîðîêè,

Òâîãî òåðï³ííÿ âè÷àõíå çàïàñ,

Âòå÷åø â³ä ìåíå – çàéâî¿ ìîðîêè.

Êîëè ç³éäåìîñü ó þðá³ ëþäñüê³é,

Îêèíåø ïîãëÿäîì – ñêóïèì ³ ÿñíèì.

² â íüîìó õîëîä ÿ â³ä÷óþ òâ³é,

Â îáëè÷÷³ þí³ì, ëþá³ì ³ ïðåêðàñí³ì.

Â òîé äåíü, êîëè ïîçáóäóñÿ óò³õ,

Çáàãíóòü ìåí³ ñâ³äîì³ñòü äîïîìîæå,

Ùî ÿ íå âàðòèé ³ ñë³ä³â òâî¿õ, –

Ç òèì ëèõîì ïðèìèðèòèñÿ íå ìîæó.

Â ñòîñóíêàõ íàøèõ – ìàëî ïåðñïåêòèâ.

Áî ùàñòÿ â òåáå ÿ íå çàñëóæèâ.
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Sonnet 50

How heavy do I journey on the way,

When what I seek (my weary travel's end)

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,

'Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend.'

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me,

As if by some instinct the wretch did know

His rider loved not speed being made from thee:

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on

That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide,

Which heavily he answers with a groan

More sharp to me than spurring to his side,

For that same groan doth put this in my mind:

My grief lies onward and my joy behind.

Ñîíåò 50

Íåëåãêî éòè ó êóðÿâ³ äîð³ã,

Ìåíå ùåìëèâà îãîðòàº òóãà.

Ò³ êðàù³ äí³ ÿ â ïàì’ÿò³ çáåð³ã,

Êîëè íå â³ääàëÿâñü îä ñâîãî äðóãà.

Òåïåð äîëàþ âåðñòâè íàâìàííÿ,

Êîðþñÿ ïðèìõàì íåïðîñòî¿ äîë³,

Ïðèøïîðþþ ëåäà÷îãî êîíÿ,

Áî ï³ñëÿ êîðìó â³í ³äå ïîâîë³.

À â³òåð âèº, ñâèùå íàâçäîã³í,

Òà ñêàêóíà íå ñòàíó ï³äãàíÿòè.

Îõ, ðîçóì³º òàê ïðåêðàñíî â³í,

Ùî ë³ïøèõ äí³â éîìó âæå íå ÷åêàòè!

Ïîäóìàâ, çàçèðíóâøè â äàëèíó:

Êîëèñü ïèâ ìåä – ñêóøòóþ é ïîëèíó.

`
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Sonnet 51

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence

Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed:

From where thou art why should I haste me thence?

Till I return, of posting is no need.

O what excuse will my poor beast then find,

When swift extremity can seem but slow?

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind,

In winged speed no motion shall I know:

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace,

Therefore desire (of perfect'st love being made)

Shall neigh no dull flesh in his fiery race,

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade, 

Since from thee going he went wilful slow, 

Towards thee I'll run and give him leave to go.

Ñîíåò 51

Â³ä÷óâ ÿ ïèë äîðîæí³é, ïðèñìàê ñë³ç,

Íåñòåðïíèé íîðîâ ìëÿâîãî êîíÿ,

Êîëè ìåíå â³í ó âèãíàííÿ â³ç,

Ëåäü êðîêóâàâ ³ ùå ñîá³ êóíÿâ.

Êîëè íàçàä âåðòàòèñü äîâåëîñü,

Éîãî ÿ ãíàâ ³ øïîðàìè êîëîâ,

Àáè ëåò³â, ÿê â³ä ïîãîí³ ëîñü,

Ùîá, í³áè âèõîð, ì÷àâñÿ ñòð³ìãîëîâ.

ßñíà çäîãàäêà âðàç îñòåðåãëà,

Íåíà÷å áëèñêàâêà, â ïóò³ ìåíå:

Íå ìîæå â³í ëåò³òè, ÿê ñòð³ëà,

Â á³ãó – áàæàíü ñòð³ìêèõ íå çäîæåíå.

Íå ìîæå, í³, â³äçíà÷èòèñÿ ê³íü

Ñòð³ìêèì ïîëüîòîì âèùèõ óñòðåìë³íü.

`
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Sonnet 52

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key

Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure,

The which he will not ev'ry hour survey,

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,

Since, seldom coming, in that long year set,

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,

Or captain jewels in the carcanet.

So is the time that keeps you as my chest,

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,

To make some special instant special blest,

By new unfolding his imprison'd pride.

Blessed are you whose worthiness gives scope, 

Being had to triumph, being lack'd to hope.

Ñîíåò 52

ß âîëîä³þ ñêàðáîì ïîòàéíèì,

Éîãî êëþ÷åì óì³þ â³äìèêàòè,

Ïðîòå ÿ ìàëî êîðèñòóþñü íèì,

Õî÷ îêî ò³øàòü îí³êñè, àãàòè.

Î, ÷àñòî äí³ ïîõìóð³, ÿê ïå÷àëü...

² ð³äêî äí³ ñâÿòêîâ³, óðî÷èñò³...

Àëìàçè â³äøë³ôîâàí³, íà æàëü,

Òðàïëÿþòüñÿ íå çàâøå ó íàìèñò³.

Ðàä³þ ÿ, êîëè ñóâîðèé ÷àñ,

Íåìîâ øêàòóëêà ç ðîçê³øøþ, ñòðîêàòî

Ñâî¿ì íà÷èííÿì çà³ñêð³º âðàç

² áóäåíü ïåðåòâîðþº íà ñâÿòî.

Òè îùàñëèâëþºø ìåíå ñòð³÷àííÿì

² òðåïåòíèì â ðîçëóö³ ñïîä³âàííÿì.

`
`

`
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Sonnet 53

What is your substance, whereof are you made,

That millions of strange shadows on you tend,

Since every one hath every one one shade,

And you but one, can every shadow lend?

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit

Is poorly imitated after you;

On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set,

And you in Grecian tires are painted new;

Speak of the spring and foison of the year:

The one doth shadow of your beauty show,

The other as your bounty doth appear,

And you in every blessed shape we know.

In all external grace you have some part, 

But you like none, none you, for constant heart.

Ñîíåò 53

Î, çâ³äêè òè, ùî âñ³õ áåðåø â ïîëîí,

ßê òà ÿñêðàâà ç³ðêà – ìåðåõò³ííÿì?

² çà òîáîþ êîòèòüñÿ ì³ëüéîí

ßñíèõ â³äáèòê³â íàâïåðåéìè ò³íÿì.

² ðóêè, é î÷³ ìàºø ÷àð³âí³ –

Òâîÿ êðàñà, ìîâ ñîíöå, íåçíèùåííà.

Â àíòè÷íîìó Àäîí³ñà âáðàíí³ –

Âñ³ áà÷èëè á: òè êðàùèé, í³æ Ãåëåíà...

Êâ³òó÷îþ âåñíîþ, ïîëåì æíèâ,

Îñ³ííüîþ ôðóêòîâîþ ïîðîþ

Äóõìÿíèé, ùåäðèé – âñå òè ïåðåæèâ,

Æèòòÿ ùîðàç º â³õîþ íîâîþ.

Òåáå ö³íóþ, ìîâ ð³äíþ, ùî ìàþ.

À ñåðöå â³ðíå – ç ÷èì ÿ ïîð³âíÿþ?

`
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Sonnet 54

O how much more doth beauty beauteous seem

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give!

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem

For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker blooms have full as deep a dye

As the perfumed tincture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly

When summer's breath their masked buds discloses:

But for their virtue only is their show,

They live unwoo'd, and unrespected fade,

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so,

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 

When that shall vade by verse distills your truth.

Ñîíåò 54

Â îçäîá³ ïðàâäè é ÷èñòîòè çåìíî¿

Òâîÿ êðàñà ìèë³øà óñòîêðàò,

Áî òè º äóæ÷èì, í³æ óñ³ ãåðî¿,

ßê ì³æ êâ³òîê òðîÿíäè àðîìàò.

À º ³ç êîëþ÷êàìè é äèêà ðîæà,

¯¿ ³ùå øèïøèíîþ çîâóòü.

Ïîðîêàìè íà ãð³øíèöþ òàê ñõîæà,

Áåç àðîìàòó ñïðàâæíÿ ¿¿ ñóòü.

Æèòòÿ òðîÿíäè – ÷åñíå ³ â³äâåðòå,

ßñêðàâå, òèõå, ìóæíº, áîéîâå.

Æèâà òðîÿíäà íå áî¿òüñÿ âìåðòè,

Áî é ï³ñëÿ ñìåðò³ â ïàõîùàõ æèâå.

Öâ³òè, êðàñóéñü ³ òè â ìîºìó ñëîâ³,

Â ìî¿õ ñîíåòàõ, ñïîâíåíèõ ëþáîâ³.

`

`



86

Sonnet 55

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments

Of princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme;

But you shall shine more bright in these contents

Than unswept stone besmear'd with sluttish time.

When wasteful war shall Statues overturn,

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn

The living record of your memory.

'Gainst death, and all oblivious enmity

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room

Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.

So, till the judgment that your self arise, 

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.

Ñîíåò 55

Ç ìîãèëüíèõ ïëèò ÷àñ áóêâè ç³øêðåáå.

Íå äîáåðåòüñÿ ëèø äî òèõ ðÿäê³â,

ßêèìè íèí³ ÿ çáåð³ã òåáå –

¯õ íå ïîêðèº áðóä ÷è ïèë â³ê³â.

Õîäà â³éíè, ³ áóíò³â, ³ ïîâñòàíü

Çìåòå ïîãðóääÿ ³äîë³â çåìíèõ,

Òà íå çìåòå â³ðøîâàíèõ ïèñàíü –

Òè, äðóæå, â³÷íî ñÿÿòèìåø â íèõ.

Í³ÿêà ñìåðòü íå ñòðå òåáå íà äíî,

Ëþä íå çàáóäå æîäíî¿ ç ï³ñåíü.

Òè æèòèìåø â íàùàäêàõ âñå îäíî,

Àæ ïîêè íå íàñòàíå Ñóäíèé äåíü.

Äîïîêè ìèòü íå íàä³éäå îñòàííÿ –

Â ï³ñíÿõ ³ â³ðøàõ òè æèâè, êîõàííÿ.
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Sonnet 56

Sweet love, renew thy force, be it not said

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,

Which but today by feeding is allay'd,

Tomorrow sharpen'd in his former might:

So love be thou, although today thou fill

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fulness,

Tomorrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.

Let this sad Int'rim like the ocean be

Which parts the shore, where two contracted new

Come daily to the banks, that when they see

Return of love, more blest may be the view;

As call it winter, which being full of care 

Makes summer's welcome thrice more wish'd, more rare.

Ñîíåò 56

Ïðîêèíüñü, êîõàííÿ, áî òâîº æàëî

ª ãîñòðèì â³ñòðÿì ãîëîäó ³ ñïðàãè.

Àáè òè âðàç íàñèòèòèñü ìîãëî,

×åðïíè ñîá³ íîâèé çàðÿä íàñíàãè.

Áëóêàºø òè, íåìîâ îõëÿëèé çâ³ð,

Õîâàþ÷èñü ó íîðè áåçãîì³íí³,

Æèâåø, ÿê â³ðà, òüì³ íàïåðåê³ð, –

Íå â òë³íí³ ñ³ð³ì, à â ÿñí³ì ãîð³íí³.

Ùîá ÷àñ êîõàííÿ áóâ íàì äîðîãèé,

Õàé ñòàíóòü îêåàíîì âñ³ ðîçëóêè,

Õàé äâîº, âèéøîâøè íà áåðåãè,

Îäíå îäíîìó ïðîñòÿãàþòü ðóêè.

Ç õóðäåëèöåþ ùåçíå õîëîä-õàì,

Æàäàíå ë³òî óñì³õíåòüñÿ íàì.
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Sonnet 57

Being your slave, what should I do but tend

Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend,

Nor services to do, till you require;

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour

Whilst I (my sovereign) watch the clock for you,

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour

When you have bid your servant once adieu;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,

But like a sad slave stay and think of nought

Save where you are how happy you make those.

So true a fool is love that in your Will 

(Though you do any thing) he thinks no ill.

Ñîíåò 57

Íå ãàþ÷èñü, ïîê³ðíî, áåç ðîçìîâè,

Íå ùàäÿ÷è é æèòòÿ, áî òî – âîãîíü, –

Òâ³é â³ðíèé ðàá íà âñå ï³òè ãîòîâèé,

Àáè ëèøåíü ïîêëèêàâ òè éîãî.

Ðàá ñòåðïèòü âñå: íóäüãó ³ êïèíè, é ìóêó...

Âäèâëÿþ÷èñü ó ñèí³é íåáîêðàé,

Ïðèéìàº íåñïîä³âàíó ðîçëóêó,

ßê ëèø ïî÷óº ãð³çíå: «Ïðîùàâàé!».

Íå äîçâîëÿº ïîìèñëîì ðåâíèâèì

Âèñîêèé ïåðåõîäèòè ïîð³ã.

Ââàæàº íèí³ êîæíîãî ùàñëèâèì,

Õòî õâèëå÷êó ç òîáîþ áóòè ì³ã.

Ðîáè ùî õî÷åø, áàéäóæå ñë³ïîìó...

Íå çàï³äîçðþþ òåáå í³ â ÷îìó.
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Sonnet 58

That god forbid that made me first your slave,

I should in thought control your times of pleasure,

Or at your hand th'account of hours to crave,

Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure.

O let me suffer (being at your beck)

Th' imprison'd absence of your liberty,

And patience tame, to sufferance bide each cheque

Without accusing you of injury.

Be where you list, your charter is so strong

That you yourself may privilage your time

To what you will; to you it doth belong.

Your self to pardon of self doing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell, 

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.

Ñîíåò 58

Íå ìàþ ïðàâà ÿ êîíòðîëþâàòè

Òâîãî äîçâ³ëëÿ, ñîõðàíè Ãîñïîäü!

Ñàì âèáèðàé ñîá³ êîîðäèíàòè,

Ñâ³é âëàñíèé ÷àñ, ÿê õî÷åø, òàê ïðîâîäü.

Ïàíè ïåðåä ðàáàìè íå ï³äçâ³òí³,

Ðàáó íå ñòàíå äîãîäæàòè ïàí.

Òîìó â ðàáà í³äå é í³êîëè â ñâ³ò³

Íå âèíèêàº çàéâèõ çàïèòàíü.

Ëþáîâ çàäîâîëüíÿºòüñÿ ñóäüáîþ:

×è òî âåñíà, ÷è ë³òî, ÷è çèìà –

Ñîá³ ñàìà ãð³øèòü ïåðåä ñîáîþ

² âèáà÷àº òåæ ñîá³ ñàìà.

Òâ³é ÷àñ òóðáîò, çàíÿòü ³ íàñîëîäè

Ïåðåñóìóþ, ÿê ³ ÷àñ íåãîäè.
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Sonnet 59

If there be nothing new, but that which is

Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled,

Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss

The second burthen of a former child!

O that record could with a backward look,

Even of five hundred courses of the sun,

Show me your image in some antique book,

Since mind at first in character was done,

That I might see what the old world could say

To this composed wonder of your frame;

Whether we are mended or were better they,

Or whether revolution be the same.

O sure I am the wits of former days 

To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

Ñîíåò 59

ßêùî íà ñâ³ò³ âñå äàâíî áóëî –

Ìèíóëå º ïðîîáðàçîì íîâîãî:

Çíåâ³ðà é â³ðà, äîáðîòà ³ çëî,

Ùîá ì³ã ë³ïèòè âñÿê ñåáå ñàìîãî.

ßêáè ïðîáèâ òè ïàì’ÿòü – êðèãó êðèã –

Ï’ÿòñîò êðóã³â ïðîáèâ ³ íå çëóêàâèâ,

Òî â íàéäðåâí³ø³é â³äíàéøîâ áè ç Êíèã

Ñâîº îáëè÷÷ÿ, ÿñíå ³ ëàñêàâå.

Âèâ÷àé ìèíóëå, ïîêè íå ïîìåð,

Òâîðè ìàéáóòíº – äîñêîíàëå äèâî.

Ïðèðîä³ âñóïåðå÷ ñë³ïèé Ãîìåð

Ïîä³¿ äàâí³ âèñâ³òëèâ ïðàâäèâî.

Î, â³ðþ, ãàðí³, êîâàí³ ñëîâà

Íåñëà ãåðîÿì ñëàâà áîéîâà.

`
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Sonnet 60

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,

So do our minutes hasten to their end,

Each changing place with that which goes before,

In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity once in the main of light

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd,

Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,

And time that gave doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth

And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow: 

And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,

Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 

Ñîíåò 60

Îäèí çà îäíèì á’º ìîðñüêèé ïðèá³é,

Õâèëèíà òÿãíå ³íø³ ñòî õâèëèí.

² ùàñòÿ, é ãîðå ùåçíóòü, öàðþ ì³é,

Íåâ³äâîðîòíèé ÷àñó òèõèé ïëèí.

ßê ò³ëüêè çíîâ ïðèéäå ó ñâ³ò ìàëÿ,

Òðèìàº ñìåðòü íàä íèì ñâîþ êîñó,

², ñê³ëüêè á íå æèëî âîíî, çåìëÿ

Ð³çöåì éîãî ñïîòâîðþº êðàñó.

Ï³äñòóïíèé âáèâöÿ, íåâáëàãàííèé ÷àñ,

Æàõëèâ³ çìîðøêè íà ÷îë³ êëàäå.

Â³í ò³øèòü, ëþáèòü, ïîò³ì ãóáèòü íàñ – 

Â³ä íüîãî ìè íå ä³íåìîñü í³äå.

Òà ÷àñ íå ñïàëèòü ç â³ðøàìè ïàï³ð –

Â íèõ æèòèìåø ñìåðòÿì íàïåðåê³ð.

`
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Sonnet 61

Is it thy will thy image should keep open

My heavy eyelids to the weary night?

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,

While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?

Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee

So far from home into my deeds to pry,

To find out shames and idle hours in me,

The scope and tenure of thy jealousy?

O no, thy love, though much, is not so great:

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake,

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,

To play the watchman ever for thy sake:

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere, 

From me far off, with others all too near.

Ñîíåò 61

×è íå òâîÿ ïðîâèíà ïåðøà º

Â ò³ì, ùî ç³ìêíóòè ÿ íå ìîæó â³é?

Êîëè ïîáà÷ó ìèëèé îáðàç òâ³é,

Ìåí³ çàñíóòè ñåðöå íå äàº.

Õ³áà íå òè ïðèõîäèø óâ³ ñí³,

Ðîçáóðõóþ÷è ìð³¿ òà äóìêè,

Ùîá äîêîðîì, ñóâîðèì ³ ì’ÿêèì,

Ïðî ñâÿò³ñòü íàãàäàòè çíîâ ìåí³?

Ëþáîâ ìîÿ ñèëüí³øà çà òâîþ.

Ìè ç íåþ ÷àñ íå ãàºìî äëÿ ñíó.

Òîá³, ùàñëèâöþ, á³ëüøå ïîÿñíþ:

Ç ëþáîâ’þ íà ñòîðîæ³ ÿ ñòîþ.

² õî÷ ÿ çáèâñÿ, ìîâ ëåëåêà, ç í³ã:

Êîìóñü – áëèçüêà, ìåí³ – äàëåêà, – â ñí³.
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Sonnet 62

Sin of self love possesseth all mine eye

And all my soul, and all my every part;

And for this sin there is no remedy,

It is so grounded inward in my heart.

Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,

No shape so true, no truth of such account,

And for my self mine own worth do define,

As I all other in all worths surmount.

But when my glass shows me my self indeed

Beated and chopp'd with tann'd antiquity,

Mine own self love quite contrary I read:

Self so self loving were iniquity.

'Tis thee (my self) that for my self I praise, 

Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

Ñîíåò 62

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ – ìîãóòíÿ, ïåðåâ³ð!

¯¿ í³ùî íå çìîæå ïîáîðîòü.

Âîíà ïðîíèêëà â êðîâ ìîþ ³ ïëîòü,

Ìîâ ñîíöå, ñÿº – çëó íàïåðåê³ð.

Ãð³õ åãî¿çìó – òî âåëèêèé ãð³õ.

Ó êîãî çàçäð³ñòü, æàäîáà â î÷àõ –

Òîé ó áàãíþêó âòðàïèâ, òîé çà÷àõ,

Ïåðåñòóïèâ ïîðÿäíîñò³ ïîð³ã.

²ñêðèòüñÿ íåáî çîëîòîì çàãðàâ,

Òå÷å æèòòÿ ó ðàäîñò³, æóðá³.

Íîâ³ ñêàðáè çíàõîäÿ÷è â òîá³,

Þíàöüêèé â³ê ÿ ç ë³òí³ì ðîç³ãðàâ.

Çà âñ³õ äîðîæ÷èé ñåðöåì, õèñòîì òè.

ßê ñîíöå, òè âç³ðöåì º ÷èñòîòè.
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Sonnet 63

Against my love shall be as I am now,

With time's injurious hand crush'd and o'er-worn;

When hours have drain'd his blood and fill'd his brow

With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn

Hath travell'd on to age's steepy night,

And all those beauties whereof now he's king

Are vanishing or vanish'd out of sight,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring;

For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age's cruel knife,

That he shall never cut from memory

My sweet love's beauty, though my lover's life:

His beauty shall in these black lines be seen, 

And they shall live, and he in them still green.

Ñîíåò 63

Òîé ÷îðíèé äåíü õàé ë³ïø íå íàñòàº,

Êîëè â³ä ñë³ç æèòòÿ ñòàº ñîëîíå.

Çìàðí³º, çìîðùèòüñÿ ÷îëî òâîº,

² êðîâ ãàðÿ÷à ðàïòîì îõîëîíå.

Êîëè ïðèéäóòü äî òåáå íà ïîð³ã

Ò³, äëÿ êîòðèõ òè áóâ ÿñíèì ñâ³òèëîì,

Òîä³ óñå, ùî â ïàì’ÿò³ çáåð³ã,

ß ò³ëüêè ÷îðíèì îïèøó ÷îðíèëîì.

Â³ä çàáóòòÿ ³ ñìåðò³, ïðî çàïàñ,

ß ïðèõîâàþ íåçâè÷àéíó çáðîþ,

Àáè òâ³é ìèëèé îáðàç íå ïîãàñ,

À áóâ, ÿê ïðèêëàä, ³íøîìó ãåðîþ.

Ðÿäî÷êîì ÷îðíèì çáðîÿ âèðóøà.

Òâîÿ öâ³òå áàðâèñòà â í³ì äóøà.                                                                                                                                            

                           



95

Sonnet 64

When I have seen by time's fell hand defaced

The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed,

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the wat'ry main,

Increasing store with loss and loss with store;

When I have seen such interchange of state,

Or state itself confounded to decay;

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate, 

That time will come and take my love away.

This thought is as a death which cannot choose 

But weep to have that which it fears to lose.

Ñîíåò 64

Ìè áà÷èìî – íåâèäèìà ðóêà

Çì³òàº âñå, ðóéíóþ÷è, ïîæåæ³

Òà çåìëåòðóñó ï³ääàº, øìàòêàì –

Ôîðòå÷í³ ìóðè ³ äçâ³íè÷í³ âåæ³.

Âñå óìèðà, ÿê ³ êðèâàâèé êðèê,

Áî âèïðàâäàííÿ ãð³øíèêàì íåìàº.

Ìàë³º â îêåàíàõ ìàòåðèê,

Àáî íà ìîðå ñóøà íàñòóïàº.

Êîëè ñòèõ³ÿ çîïàëó ãðÿäå –

Ðîçêîëè â êîðîë³âñòâàõ, êàãàíàòàõ...

Ó íåáóòòÿ òèõåíüêî â³ä³éäå

Ëþáîâ ìîÿ, íàä³ÿìè áàãàòà.

Ç æèòòÿì ðîçëó÷àòü ³ òåáå, é ìåíå –

Í³êîãî ç íàñ öÿ ìèòü íå ïðîìèíå.
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Sonnet 65

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,

But sad mortality o'er-sways 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.

Ñîíåò 65

Íå âèñòîÿòü ó ñìåðòíîìó äâîáî¿

Àí³ ãðàí³ò, í³ ìîðå, àí³ ì³äü...

Òåíä³òíèé âèòâ³ð êðàñîòè ëþäñüêî¿

(Òèì ïàê – òðîÿíäà) ãèíå ìèìîõ³òü.

Ïåðåáóâàº â ÷àñ³, óâ îáëîç³

Íå ò³ëüêè ðóæ³ ïîëóì’ÿíèé öâ³ò,

À é ñêåëÿ âðÿòóâàòèñÿ íå â çìîç³,

Íå êàæó÷è óæå ïðî ö³ëèé ñâ³ò.

Ã³ðêà çàäóìî, ïîêàæè – ÿêîþ

ª ñõîâàíêà äëÿ òë³ííî¿ êðàñè?

ßê çóïèíèòè ìàÿòíèê ðóêîþ,

Ùîá äîáðèé ÷àñ ëèõ³ ïðèñïàâ ÷àñè?

Ñïàñå îä ñìåðò³, çàõîâà, ïðèãîðíå

Òâ³é ìèëèé îáðàç – ëèø ÷îðíèëî ÷îðíå.
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Sonnet 66

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,

As to behold desert a beggar born,

And needy Nothing trimm'd in jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,

And strength by limping sway disabled,

And art made tongue-tied by authority,

And Folly (doctor-like) controlling skill,

And simple-Truth miscall'd Simplicity,

And captive-good attending captain ill:

Tired with all these, from these would I be gone, 

Save that to die, I leave my love alone.

Ñîíåò 66

×åêàþ ñìåðò³, ãîä³ âæå ìåí³ –

Â áàãàòèõ ùîñü âèìîëþâàòü, ïðîõàòè,

Ëîâèòè ïðàâäó íà ëèïê³é áðåõí³

² øèòè ðèçè äëÿ í³ê÷åì ïèõàòèõ.

Òåðï³òè âàæêî ³ ñêàæåíèé óì,

É ä³òåé çà÷àòèõ ìàñîâó ïîãóáó,

É ä³âîöòâî þíå, êèíóòå íà ãëóì,

² ñòàð³ñòü íåçàõèùåíó áåççóáó,

×èíîâíèöüê³ ï³äîçðè íà ìèòö³â,

² äóð³ñòü â ìàñö³ âèííîãî ïðîðîêà,

² ÷åñòü ëþäñüêó, ç³ì’ÿòó â êóëàö³,

É äîáðî, ùî ïðèñëóãîâóº ïîðîêàì.

Ìåí³ íàáðèäëî âñå öå, çðîçóì³é!

Ëèø íàäèõàº æèòè îáðàç òâ³é.
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Sonnet 67

Ah wherefore with infection should he live,

And with his presence grace impiety,

That sin by him advantage should achieve

And lace itself with his society?

Why should false painting imitate his cheek,

And steal dead seeing of his living hue?

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek

Roses of shadow, since his rose is true?

Why should he live, now nature bankrupt is,

Beggar'd of blood to blush through lively veins,

For she hath no exchequer now but his,

And proud of many, lives upon his gains?

O him she stores, to show what wealth she had 

In days long since, before these last so bad.

Ñîíåò 67

Íàâ³ùî ó ïîðîêàõ â³í æèâå?

Áåç÷åñòÿ âèïðàâäîâóº – äëÿ ÷îãî?

Ãð³õàì ëàøòóº ñâÿòî â³êîâå,

Æîíãëþº ³ ðîçáåùóº ñòàðîãî.

Â äîãîäó êîñìåòè÷íèì êîëüîðàì

Çíèêà ÷îìóñü ðóì’ÿíåöü ïîëóì’ÿíèé.

Õ³áà ïðèðîäè çàïàõóùèé õðàì

Ùå ïîòðåáóº ðóæ ³ç ïîðöåëÿíè?

×îìó éîãî ïðèðîäà áåðåæå?

Âîíà æ òåïåð ³ ìëÿâà, ³ áåçñèëà

(Áî é íà ùîêàõ òàêîæ áåçñèëà âæå

Âîãíåì òà êðîâ’þ ãðàòè â éîãî æèëàõ).

À áåðåæå âîíà éîãî òîìó,

Ùîá ðîçð³çíÿòè ë³òî ³ çèìó.
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Sonnet 68

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,

When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,

Before these bastard signs of fair were born,

Or durst inhabit on a living brow;

Before the golden tresses of the dead,

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away,

To live a second life on second head,

Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay:

In him those holy antique hours are seen,

Without all ornament, itself and true,

Making no summer of another's green,

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new.

And him as for a map doth nature store, 

To show false Art what beauty was of yore.

Ñîíåò 68

Â éîãî îáëè÷÷³ òîé â³äáèòîê âèñòèã,

Êîëè â³í áóâ ùå ñâ³æèì ³ ÿñíèì,

Íåìîâ òåíä³òíèé ïðîë³ñîê ïðå÷èñòèé – 

Íàéïåðøèé ïðîÿâ ðàííüî¿ âåñíè.

Êîëè äî ðóê íå âòðàïèëà ïåðóêà,

ßêó ïðîäàâ çàìîæíèé ÷îëîâ³ê,

ßêó òà¿ëà ìóì³ÿ áåçðóêà

Ó ñàðêîôàç³, ìîæå, ñïîêîíâ³ê.

Éîãî îáëè÷÷ÿ – ñêðîìíå òà ïðèâ³òíå,

Ôàëüøèâ³ áàðâè íå çàøèëè ãóá.

Äóøà éîãî ³ ïàõêîòèòü, ³ êâ³òíå,

Áî â³í òàêè äîáðÿ÷èé æèòòºëþá.

Éîãî ïðèðîäà çáåðåãëà äëÿ íàñ

Êðàñîþ ïðàâäè. Ìîäà – äëÿ ïðèêðàñ.

`



100

Sonnet 69

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view

Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;

All tongues (the voice of souls) give thee that due,

Utt'ring bare truth, even so as foes Commend.

Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown'd;

But those same tongues that give thee so thine own

In other accents do this praise confound

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.

They look into the beauty of thy mind,

And that in guess they measure by thy deeds;

Then churls, their thoughts (although their eyes were kind)

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds:

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show, 

The soil is this, that thou dost common grow.

Ñîíåò 69

Òâî¿ äóøà ³ çîâí³øí³ñòü çàâæäè

Áëèùàòü, ìîâ ñàä, ³ ñÿþòü, ìîâ àãàòè.

Çàãàëüíèé âèðîê äðóæáè é âîðîæäè

Íå ìîæå ùîñü â³äíÿòè ÷è äîäàòè.

Äëÿ çîâí³øíîñò³ çîâí³øíÿ õâàëà.

Õóëà æ áóâàº ³íîä³ æîðñòîêà.

Äî ñâ³òëà é òüìè þðáó íå ðàç âåëà 

Âëàñòèâ³ñòü ñåðöÿ, ñõîâàíà â³ä îêà.

ßê³ á ïðî äóøó òè íå ÷óâ ñëîâà,

À äçåðêàëî äóø³ – ¿¿ ä³ÿííÿ.

Áóð’ÿí òàêîæ ó çàò³íêó õîâà

Äóõìÿíèõ ðóæ îêðèëåíå ç³òõàííÿ.

Òâ³é ñàä ïëîäàìè ùåäðèé íà îñêîìó:

Äîñòóïíèé âñ³ì, ³ â òîé æå ÷àñ – í³êîìó.
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Sonnet 70

That thou are blamed shall not be thy defect,

For slander's mark was ever yet the fair;

The ornament of beauty is suspect,

A Crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.

So thou be good, slander doth but approve

Their worth the greater, being woo'd of time,

For Canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,

And thou present'st a pure unstained prime.

Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of young days,

Either not assail'd or victor being charged;

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise,

To tie up envy evermore enlarged:

If some suspect of ill mask'd not thy show, 

Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.

Ñîíåò 70

ßêùî ïë³òêóº, êïèòü ³ç òåáå âîðîã,

Òî õàé ñåáå â ñîá³ ï³çíàº ñàì.

Êîëè âãîð³ øèðÿº ÷îðíèé âîðîí –

Öå íå çàâàäèòü ÷èñòèì íåáåñàì.

Òîìó íàêëåïè çâîäÿòüñÿ â îáìîâàõ,

Òîìó ³ ðàíÿòü ïîãëÿäè ÷åðñòâ³,

Ùî òè – íåïîãð³øèì³ñòü ïðèíöèïîâà,

Ìîâ íàéí³æí³øèé ïóï’ÿíîê â ÷åðâ³.

Õðàíè, ìîâ îêî, õðèñòèÿí ³äåþ,

Áî ë³êóâàòèñü òðåáà é ë³êàðÿì,

Áî ÷èñòîòîþ é ïðàâäîþ ñâîºþ 

Òè íå çàòóëèø ðîòà ïë³òêàðÿì.

Ñåðöÿ íå âñ³ – îáëåñëèâ³ é ëóêàâ³:

Òè äðóç³â ÷åñíèõ ìàâ áè ó äåðæàâ³. 

`
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Sonnet 71

No longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell;

Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it; for I love you so

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

O if (I say) you look upon this verse

When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse;

But let your love even with my life decay,

Lest the wise world should look into your moan

And mock you with me after I am gone.

Ñîíåò 71

Êîëè ïîìðó, òî äîâãî íå òóæè.

Â îñòàííþ ïóòü ç³ äçâîíàìè ïðîâîäü.

Ç³ ñâ³òó ÿ, ùî áóâ ìåí³ ÷óæèì,

Ç³éäó ó ñâ³ò, äå òî÷àòü ÷åðâè ïëîòü.

Íå çàâäàâàé æàëþ ÷åðåç ðîêè.

Ïðîñòè ìåí³, ùî âèáðàâ ñóïîê³é.

Ðóêè, ùî íàïèñàëà ö³ ðÿäêè,

Íå áåðåæè ó ïàì’ÿò³ ñâî¿é.

Ñêëàäó ïîâ³êè, ùîéíî âäàðèòü ãð³ì.

Çàáóäü íàâ³êè òè ìîº ³ì’ÿ.

ß äóæå õî÷ó, ùîá ç æèòòÿì ìî¿ì

Âìèòü çàõîëîëà ³ ëþáîâ òâîÿ.

Çàáóäü – òàê ëåãøå ³ òîá³, é ìåí³,

Ùîá íå ñì³ÿëèñü òóò ³ âäàëèí³. 
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Sonnet 72

O lest the world should task you to recite

What merit lived in me, that you should love

After my death (dear love) forget me quite,

For you in me can nothing worthy prove.

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie,

To do more for me than mine own desert,

And hang more praise upon deceased.

Than niggard truth would willingly impart:

O lest your true love may seem false in this,

That you for love speak well of me untrue,

My name be buried where my body is,

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.

For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,

And so should you, to love things nothing worth.

Ñîíåò 72

Ïðî ñîêðîâåííå áóäåø ãîâîðèòè –

Ìåíå çàáóòè íå ñï³øè, çàæäè,

Êîëè ïîãàñíóòü ìèë³ êîëîðèòè,

Êîëè â ìîãèëó ëÿæó íàçàâæäè.

Äëÿ ìåíå òè, ìîâ íåáà ïîäàðóíîê,

Ìèòü âèðóâàëà íàìè îáîìà.

Â êîõàíí³ áóâ îáìàíëèâèé ðÿòóíîê,

² â ä³ÿõ – òàêîæ ðÿò³âíèé îáìàí.

Ùîá íåíàðîêîì ñïîìèíîì áðåõëèâèì

Íå çàïëÿìèòè ³ñòèííó ëþáîâ,

Çàáóäü í³ê÷åìó ç ³ìåíåì ÷âàíëèâèì –

Öüîãî áëàãàþ â òåáå çíîâ ³ çíîâ.

Î, íå ìîÿ áóëà ó ò³ì çàñëóãà,

Ùî ìàâ îï³êó äîðîãîãî äðóãà.

`
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Sonnet 73

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few do hang

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.

In me thou seest the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire

Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

Ñîíåò 73

Áàãðÿíèé ëèñòîïàä óæå â ìåí³,

Îäèí çà îäíèì êðóæåëÿº ëèñò.

² ãîë³ êðîíè ìåðçíóòü â âèøèí³,

Â ÿêèõ çàìîâê âåñåëèé ùåáåò-ñâèñò.

Â ìåí³ òè áà÷èø òîé âå÷³ðí³é ÷àñ,

ßê çàõ³ä ñîíöÿ, ùî ïîãàñ êîëèñü.

² ÿñíèé êóïîë íåáà âæå â³ä íàñ,

Íåíà÷å ñìåðòþ, ñóò³íêîì ïðèêðèâñü.

Â ìåí³ òè áà÷èø ñÿéâî íåçåìíå,

Ùî ïåðåéøëî íà ïîï³ë äàâí³õ äí³â.

Ñòð³ìêå æèòòÿ, ùî â áåçêðàé ïðîìèíå,

Ñòàº òåïåð ìîãèëîþ ìåí³.

Òè áà÷èø âñå, òà áëèçüê³ñòþ ê³íöÿ

Òóã³øå íàø³ çâ’ÿçàíî ñåðöÿ.
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Sonnet 74

But be contented when that fell arrest

Without all bail shall carry me away,

My life hath in this line some interest,

Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.

When thou reviewest this, thou dost review

The very part was consecrate to thee:

The earth can have but earth, which is his due;

My spirit is thine, the better part of me:

So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life,

The prey of worms, my body being dead,

The coward conquest of a wretch's knife,

Too base of thee to be remembered.

The worth of that is that which it contains,

And that is this, and this with thee remains.

 Ñîíåò 74

Êîëè ìåí³ ó÷èíèòüñÿ àðåøò –

Áåç âèêóïó, àìí³ñò³é òà â³äñòðî÷êè,

Òîä³ íå êàì³íü, íå ìîãèëüíèé õðåñò,

À ïàì’ÿòíèêîì áóäóòü ö³ ðÿäî÷êè.

Äëÿ ñåáå òè çíàéäåø â ìî¿õ ðÿäêàõ

Âñå òå, ùî ãð³øíå ñåðöå ïî÷óâàëî.

Íåõàé çåìë³ ä³ñòàíåòüñÿ ì³é ïðàõ, –

Ìåíå çãóáèâøè, òè óòðàòèø ìàëî.

Ç òîáîþ áóäå ñâ³òëî, ùî â ìåí³,

À ñìåðòü â³çüìå óñå íåäîâãîâ³÷íå –

Òîé îñàä, ùî çàëèøèòüñÿ íà äí³,

Âñå, ùî áðîäÿãà ï³äáåðå çóñòð³÷íèé.

¯é – ÷åðåïêè ðîçáèòî¿ ìàê³òðè.

Òîá³ – äóøà ³ ì³é ñîíåò íåõèòðèé.

`
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Sonnet 75

So are you to my thoughts as food to life,

Or as sweet-season'd showers are to the ground;

And for the peace of you I hold such strife

As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found.

Now proud as an enjoyer and anon

Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure,

Now counting best to be with you alone,

Then better'd that the world may see my pleasure;

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight

And by and by clean starved for a look;

Possessing or pursuing no delight,

Save what is had or must from you be took.

Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,

Or gluttoning on all, or all away.

Ñîíåò 75

Âòàìîâóºø òè ì³é ãîëîäíèé ç³ð,

ßê ïîëå îñâ³æàþ÷à âîëîãà. 

Ëå÷ó íåïðèìèðåííèé, íà÷å çâ³ð,

Äî ñõîâàíîãî ñêàðáó äîðîãîãî.

Òðåì÷ó, ìîâ ñêíàðà, âäåíü ³ óâ³ ñí³,

Áîþñü ïî÷óòè êðîêè ï³äë³ é íèö³,

Ùîá íå çàñòàâ êðàä³é â ñàìîòèí³

Ìåíå á³ëÿ êîøòîâíî¿ ñêàðáíèö³.

Ðîçäìóõóþ áëàæåíñòâî, ìîâ ³ñêðó,

² ò³øóñÿ íà¿äêàìè ÿ ðàäî. 

² ðàé, ³ ïåêëî â òåáå çàáåðó,

Ìîÿ íàä³º, ìóêî òà ðîçðàäî.

Â öèõ äí³â ñòðîêàò³ì äèâí³ì ðîçìà¿òò³ –

² âáîãèé ÿ, ³ íàéáàãàòøèé â ñâ³ò³.

`
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Sonnet 76

Why is my verse so barren of new pride,

So far from variation or quick change?

Why with the time do I not glance aside

To new found methods and to compounds strange?

Why write I still all one, ever the same,

And keep invention in a noted weed,

That every word doth almost tell my name,

Showing their birth and where they did proceed?

O know, sweet love I, always write of you,

And you and love are still my argument;

So all my best is dressing old words new,

Spending again what is already spent:

For as the sun is daily new and old,

So is my love still telling what is told.

Ñîíåò 76

Ì³é â³ðø, íà æàëü, í³÷èì íå ïîêàçíèé,

Áåç ð³çíîáàðâ’ÿ îáðàç³â íåçâè÷íèõ.

Éîìó áðàêóº áëèñêó, íîâèçíè,

ßñêðàâèõ òðîï³â, ñâ³æèõ, ïîåòè÷íèõ.

Çàáóâ äàâíî, ÿê á³ãàâ ïî ðîñ³.

Ñòàðå ëàõì³òòÿ îäÿãàþ çíîâó.

Ìîº ³ìåííÿ, ³ öå çíàþòü âñ³,

Ìîºìó êîæíîìó âëàñòèâå ñëîâó.

Òè ùîñü íîâå ïî÷óºø ³ çáàãíåø,

ßê äèâî. ßê ìîëèòâó ïåðåä ÷àºì.

Àáè íå ìàëà ï³ñíÿ ïóò ³ ìåæ,

Íàñíàãó é ñèëó Áîã ìåí³ âðó÷àº.

Òå ñàìå ñîíöå ñõîäèòü íàä³ ìíîþ,

Îäíàê ùîðàçó ñÿº íîâèçíîþ.
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Sonnet 77

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear,

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste;

These vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear,

And of this book this learning mayst thou taste:

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show

Of mouthed graves will give thee memory;

Thou by thy dial's shady stealth mayst know

Time's thievish progress to eternity.

Look! what thy memory cannot contain

Commit to these waste blacks, and thou shalt find

Those children nursed, deliver'd from thy brain,

To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.

These offices, so oft as thou wilt look,

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.

Ñîíåò 77

Ëþñòåðêî ñèâèíó òîá³ ïîêàæå,

Ãîäèííèê – çãóáó äí³â. Îòîæ, ìîëèñü!

Òâ³é â³ðø ðÿäêàìè íà ñòîð³íêó ëÿæå,

Õòîñü íåîäì³ííî ïðî÷èòà êîëèñü.

Î, ñêðîí³ ñèâ³ º íå ò³ëüêè â ìåíå,

Äâ³ ñòð³ëêè íà ãîäèííèêó ïîâçóòü:

Æèòòÿ – öå áëàãî íàøå äîñòåìåííå – 

¯ñòü ÷àñó õèæà íåâñèòèìà ñóòü.

Óâ³êîâ³÷òå ÿñíèìè ñëîâàìè

Âñå, ùî íå â ñèëàõ ïàì’ÿòü çáåðåãòè.

Ñâî¿õ ä³òåé, äàâíî çàáóòèõ âàìè,

Çíàéäåòå âè ó âèð³ ñóºòè.

Áî ò³ ñëîâà, ï³ä³áðàí³ ïðàâäèâî,

Òàÿòü â ñîá³ â³äîáðàæàëüíå äèâî.
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Sonnet 78

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse

And found such fair assistance in my verse

As every Alien pen hath got my use

And under thee their poesy disperse.

Thine eyes that taught the dumb on high to sing

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly

Have added feathers to the learned's wing

And given grace a double majesty.

Yet be most proud of that which I compile,

Whose influence is thine, and born of thee:

In others' works thou dost but mend the style,

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be;

But thou art all my art and dost advance

As high as learning my rude ignorance.

Ñîíåò 78

Æèâè ó ñåðö³, ñåñòðî ÷àð³âëèâà.

Òåáå ÿ, çîðå, ìóçîþ íàçâàâ.

Òåáå ïåðåõîïèëè, íà÷å çëèâà,

Ìàéñòðè â³äîìèõ êàíò³â òà îêòàâ.

Òè, ùî í³ìîãî ñï³âó íàó÷èëà,

Ïðèìóñèëà íåâ³ãëàñà çìîâ÷àòü,

Áåççàõèñíèì ïîäàðóâàëà êðèëà,

À òâîðàì – âåëè÷àâîñò³ ïå÷àòü.

Äóøà áåç òåáå, íà÷å áåç³ìåííà,

² ïîëîõëèâà, í³áè çàé÷åíÿ.

Ï³ñíÿì – ïîë³ò, ïîåòîâ³ – íàòõíåííÿ, –

Äàºø. Òè ¿õ â ñîá³ íå çà÷èíÿé.

Ïîåç³ÿ òâîÿ, íåìîâ æèòòÿ,

Â ìèñòåöòâî ïåðåòâîðþº ÷óòòÿ.

`
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Sonnet 79

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace,

But now my gracious numbers are decay'd

And my sick Muse doth give an other place.

I grant (sweet love) thy lovely argument

Deserves the travail of a worthier pen,

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent

He robs thee of and pays it thee again.

He lends thee virtue and he stole that word

From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give

And found it in thy cheek; he can afford

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.

Then thank him not for that which he doth say,

Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.

Ñîíåò 79

Òè áóâ ìåí³ ºäèíèì äæåðåëîì

Ïîåç³¿, ùî âèò³êàëà â³ðøåì.

Â³äíèí³ ìîâáè ìàþ ïåðåëîì:

Â³ðøóþ – ìàëî, ç ìóçîþ – ùå ã³ðøå.

Áåçñèëëÿ óñâ³äîìëþþ ñâîº –

Íå ìîæó ïîçìàãàòèñÿ ó ñëîâ³.

Îäíå õâèëþº, æàëþ çàâäàº: 

Ùî þí³ ñèëè – ïðîòè ìåíå, â çìîâ³. 

Íîâ³ ïîåòè ùîñü áåðóòü ó íàñ,

Áî º ñï³âöÿìè ³ êðàñè, ³ öíîòè.

Òà â³ääàþòü íàëåæíå ïîâñÿê÷àñ,

Îö³íþþ÷è âñ³ òâî¿ ÷åñíîòè.

Íåõàé ñîá³ îñï³âóþòü. Îäíà÷å, 

Â íèõ áîðæíèêîì íå áóäåø òè, þíà÷å.
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Sonnet 80

O how I faint when I of you do write,

Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,

And in the praise thereof spends all his might,

To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame.

But since your worth (wide as the ocean is) 

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear,

My saucy bark (inferior far to his)

On your broad main doth wilfully appear.

Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat,

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride,

Or (being wrack'd) I am a worthless boat,

He of tall building and of goodly pride:

Then if he thrive and I be cast away,

The worst was this, my love was my decay.

Ñîíåò 80

Ì³é â³ðø, ì³é ãîëîñ ðîçòàþòü, ÿê ñí³ã.

À ÿ æ íåäàâíî ñòàâèâ ¿õ íà ÷àòè.

Ó íàäçâè÷àéí³ì ãðîì³ ñòðóí ñâî¿õ

Ìåíå ñï³âåöü ïðèìóøóº ìîâ÷àòè.

Î, ñê³ëüêè â îêåàíñüêó äàëèíó

Ìîãóòí³é êîðàáåëü ïëèâå íåâïèííî!

Ç’ÿâèòèñÿ é ñîá³ ÿ ðèçèêíó,

ßê ÷îâíèê, ÿê ãîð³õîâà ëóøïèíà.

Âåëèêå òå îñíàùåíå ñóäíî

Ãîòóºòüñÿ äî áóð, íåìîâ äî áîþ.

Òà íå áîþñÿ õâèëü ÿ âñå îäíî,

Áî ïîäóìêè æèâó ëèøå òîáîþ.

Çíåíàöüêà âìðó ÷è áóäó æèòè, êâîëèé, –

Ëþáîâ³ íå ïîêèíó ÿ í³êîëè.
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Sonnet 81

Or I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten.

From hence your memory death cannot take,

Although in me each part will be forgotten.

Your name from hence immortal life shall have,

Though I (once gone) to all the world must die:

The earth can yield me but a common grave,

When you entombed in men's eyes shall lie.

Your monument shall be my gentle verse,

Which eyes not yet created shall o'er-read,

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse

When all the breathers of this world are dead,

You still shall live (such virtue hath my pen) 

Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths of men.

Ñîíåò 81

Õòî ç íàñ ðàí³ø ïîêèíå âñå æèâå, –

Î, ìèëèé äðóæå, ÿ íå çíàþ, ïðîá³!

Êîëè æèòòÿ ìîº ñìåðòü îá³ðâå,

Òî ïîõîâàºø ó ïðîñòîìó ãðîá³.

Íà öâèíòàð ìåðòâå ò³ëî ïîíåñóòü...

Êàçàâ ÿêèéñü ïðîðîê, ùî äí³ – ëóêàâ³.

Òâî¿ êðàñà, ëþáîâ, äóøà ³ ñóòü

Âêàðáóþòüñÿ íàâ³ê â ëþäñüê³é óÿâ³.

À ïîñòàìåíòîì óïðîäîâæ ñòîë³òü

Ìî¿ äëÿ òåáå ùèð³ äóìè áóäóòü, –

Â ìî¿õ ñîíåòàõ âåñü òâ³é äóõ ñòî¿òü,

Òåáå, ïîâ³ð, íàùàäêè íå çàáóäóòü.

Çåìíèé êîëèñü ïîêèíóâøè ñâ³é ïðàõ,

Òè æèòèìåø ç³ ñëîâîì  íà âóñòàõ.



114

Sonnet 82

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse

And therefore mayst without attaint o'erlook

The dedicated words which writers use

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise,

And therefore art enforced to seek anew

Some fresher stamp of the time bettering days.

And do so love, yet when they have devised

What strained touches rhetoric can lend,

Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized

In true plain words by thy true-telling friend;

And their gross painting might be better used

Where cheeks need blood; in thee it is abused.

Ñîíåò 82

Òè íå â³í÷àâñÿ ç ìóçîþ, î í³!

Ïîáëàæëèâèé ç³ ìíîþ, äàëåá³.

Çìàãàþòüñÿ ñï³âö³, – ³ íå îäí³, – 

Õâàëåáí³ îäè ïèøó÷è òîá³.

Ùîá ³ õîò³â, ¿ì íå ñòóëþ ðîò³â.

Òè çâèê äî êðàùèõ îä, à íå ñóìíèõ.

¯ì â³ðèòè íå ñòàíó é ïîãîò³â,

ßêáè é ùîñü ìóäðå òè çíàéøîâ ó íèõ.

Ïðèðîä³ íå ïîòð³áíî çàéâèõ áàðâ.

Í³ øòó÷íå ðîçìàëüîâóâàííÿ ãóá.

Áàëàêàíèíè, Ãîñïîäè, ïîçáàâ!

Áî òè, ì³é äðóæå, – êðàñåíü, âîëåëþá.

Ïîìàäè óíèêàé ïåðåäóñ³ì.

Òâîãî ðóì’ÿíöþ âèñòà÷èòü óñ³ì.
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Sonnet 83

I never saw that you did painting need

And therefore to your fair no painting set;

I found (or thought I found) you did exceed

The barren tender of a poet's debt;

And therefore have I slept in your report,

That you yourself being extant well might show

How far a modern quill doth come too short,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.

This silence for my sin you did impute,

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb,

For I impair not beauty being mute,

When others would give life and bring a tomb.

There lives more life in one of your fair eyes

Than both your poets can in praise devise.

Ñîíåò 83

Òè îá³éøîâñÿ áåç ïîìàäè é ôàðá.

² ïðàâèëüíî â÷èíèâ öå, ÿê íà ìåíå.

Òâîÿ êðàñà – òî íàéö³íí³øèé ñêàðá,

ßê ³ äóøà, ÿê ³ æèòòÿ øàëåíå.

Íå ìàþ çâè÷êè, ùîá – òåáå ïîâ÷àòü.

Òè – ³äåàë, âç³ðåöü áëàãîä³ÿííÿ.

Òîæ íà âóñòà ìî¿ ëÿãëà ïå÷àòü

Ãàëàíòíîãî ³ ñêðîìíîãî ìîâ÷àííÿ.

Ïðîñòè ìîº¿ ìóçè í³ìîòó,

Âîíà – â³äâåðòà é ÷åñíà ïîì³æ íàìè.

Ñï³âö³ òâîþ õîâàþòü êðàñîòó 

Í³ê÷åìíèìè õâàëåáíèìè ðÿäêàìè.

Âîíè äàðåìíî ïðîáóþòü ïåðîì

Òå, ùî ï³ä ñèëó ò³ëüêè íàì îáîì.
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Sonnet 84

Who is it that says most, which can say more

Than this rich praise, that you alone, are you,

In whose confine immured is the store

Which should example where your equal grew.

Lean penury within that pen doth dwell

That to his subject lends not some small glory;

But he that writes of you, if he can tell

That you are you, so dignifies his story;

Let him but copy what in you is writ,

Not making worse what nature made so clear,

And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,

Making his style admired every where.

You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,

Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse.

Ñîíåò 84

Õòî çíà ñëîâà ãàðÿ÷³ ïðîçîðëèâ³ –

Îò³ ñëîâà, ùî òè – º ò³ëüêè òè?

Êðàñ³ òâî¿é òà ïîñòàò³ âðîäëèâ³é

Ïîä³áíå ùîñü í³õòî íå ì³ã çíàéòè.

ßêèé æå á³äíèé â³ðø ³ íåö³êàâèé!

Í³ ñîíöÿ â í³ì, àí³ æèâèõ çàãðàâ.

Òî íå ïîåò, ùî ó ðÿäêàõ ëóêàâèâ,

Ùî ³ òåáå òîáîþ íå íàçâàâ.

Ïîåò íå òîé, õòî äîãîäæàº ìîä³,

À òîé, ó êîãî – âäà÷à áîéîâà,

Õòî ëèöàðåì ïðàâäèâèì º â íàðîä³,

Õòî ðèçèêóº, òâîðÿ÷è äèâà.

Î, ëåñòîùàìè ë³ïëåíà õâàëà – 

Ùå ã³ðø, ÿê ôàëüø. Ùå ã³ðøå, í³æ õóëà.
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Sonnet 85

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,

While comments of your praise, richly compiled,

Reserve their character with golden quill

And precious phrase by all the Muses filed.

I think good thoughts whilst others write good words,

And like unlettered clerk still cry 'Amen'

To every Hymn that able spirit affords,

In polish'd form of well-refined pen.

Hearing you praised, I say ' 'Tis so, 'tis true',

And to the most of praise add something more;

But that is in my thought, whose love to you,

(Though words come hindmost) holds his rank before.

Then others, for the breath of words respect,

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.

Ñîíåò 85

Ìîÿ, áà÷, ìóçà – ñêðîìíà é ìîâ÷àçíà.

Ì³æ òèì, ïîåòè âèäàòí³ êðóãîì

Òîá³ âî ñëàâó ïèøóòü ïèñüìåíà

Ïàíåã³ðè÷íèì çîëîòèì ïåðîì.

Ïîãàñëà ìóçà – ïîõâàëüáè  êàì³í...

À ÿ, êîëè çâó÷èòü ºëåéíèé ñï³â,

Ìîâ òîé äÿ÷îê òóïèé, êàæó «àì³íü»

Â ê³íö³ âðî÷èñòî âèìîâëåíèõ ñë³â.

Ñï³âö³ – ëóêàâ³, òàê âîíî ³ ºñòü:

Çàïîá³ãàþòü (õî÷ ³ ãð³õ, ³ ñì³õ),

Âîçäàþ÷è òâî¿ì çàñëóãàì ÷åñòü.

Ìîÿ æ ïîøàíà – â ïîìèñëàõ ìî¿õ.

Òîá³ ÿ â³ðþ ïîâí³ñòþ. Ìåíå æ –

Òè ¿õí³ìè ñëîâàìè íå ïðîéìåø.
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Sonnet 86

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,

Bound for the prize of all too precious you,

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,

Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew?

Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write

Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead?

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night

Giving him aid, my verse astonished.

He, nor that affable familiar ghost

Which nightly gulls him with intelligence

As victors of my silence cannot boast;

I was not sick of any fear from thence:

But when your countenance fill'd up his line,

Then lack'd I matter; that enfeebled mine.

Ñîíåò 86

À âóòëèé ÷îâåí ì³ðÿ ãëèáèíó...

Ïî îêåàíàõ – ñÿþ÷³ â³òðèëà...

Òðàã³÷íó ³, ìîæëèâî, íå îäíó

Ìåí³ ðåàëüí³ñòü ³ñòèíó â³äêðèëà.

Íå ãð³º, ò³ëüêè áîëþ çàâäàº 

Ðîçïàëåíå áàãàòòÿ ìîëîäèìè,

Ùî ñåðöå ïðèãîëîìøèëè òâîº, –

Çìàãàòèñÿ íå â ñèë³ ÿ âæå ç íèìè.

Òâîºìó áàðäîâ³ ñïðèÿº äóõ

Âîëõâ³â, ùî º, ìîâ ìàïà, áåçò³ëåñíèé, –

Ìî¿õ ñòàðå÷èõ íå ëîñêî÷å âóõ... 

² ÿ ìîâ÷ó, õî÷ ìàþ äàð ñëîâåñíèé.

Ñâî¿ì ñï³âöåì çàõîïëþºøñÿ òè.

Â ì³é â³ðø, ÿê â ä³ì, íå êâàïèøñÿ çàéòè.

`
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Sonnet 87

Farewell, thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou know'st thy estimate:

The Charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;

My bonds in thee are all determinate.

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?

And for that riches where is my deserving?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And so my patent back again is swerving.

Thy self thou gavest, thy own worth then not knowing,

Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mistaking;

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,

Comes home again, on better judgement making.

Thus have I had thee as a dream doth flatter,

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.

Ñîíåò 87

Ïðîùàé, ëþáîâå, ìèëèé ñêàðáå ì³é.

Çàòðèìàþ òåáå ÿ íåíàäîâãî.

Äóìêè ñ³äëàëè êðèëà ãàðíèõ ìð³é,

Ñ³äëàé ó ïóòü ñâîãî ³ òè ãí³äîãî.

Áåðó òåáå ó ñíè. ²íàêøå íàì

Â ðîçëóö³ âàæêî áóäå áåç íàä³¿.

Äëÿ ìåíå òè, ëþáîâå, íà÷å õðàì,

Â ÿê³ì äóøà ñï³âàº é ìîëîä³º.

Òè ì÷èø ó äàëü, ïðèøïîðèâøè êîíÿ,

² â’ÿíå öâ³ò, ëåë³ÿíèé òîáîþ.

À ÿ áåð³ã äî íèí³øíüîãî äíÿ

Äàðóíêè ñí³â ç íåìðóùîþ ëþáîâ’þ.

Êîëè áóâ ñîí, â ðóêàõ òðèìàâ êîðîíó.

Ç³ ñíîì – íå ñòàëî í³ ¿¿, í³ òðîíó.
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Sonnet 88

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light,

And place my merit in the eye of scorn,

Upon thy side against myself I'll fight,

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.

With mine own weakness being best acquainted,

Upon thy part I can set down a story

Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted;

That thou in losing me shalt win much glory:

And I by this will be a gainer too,

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,

The injuries that to myself I do,

Doing thee vantage, double vantage me.

Such is my love, to thee I so belong,

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.

Ñîíåò 88

ßê ò³ëüêè òè çíåâ³ðèøñÿ â ìåí³,

Ï³ääàâøè ³ ï³äîçð³, ³ çíåâàç³, –

Çàëèøóñÿ îäèí, â ñàìîòèí³,

Ïðèéìó ïðîâèíó â áóäü-ÿê³é ç îêàç³é.

Ìîþ íàéêðàùó ï³ñíþ ³ç ï³ñåíü

Ïåðåòâîðèòè ì³ã áè ÿ íà ïîâ³ñòü.

Áî ëàäåí âèçíàâàòè äåíü ó äåíü

Ñâî¿ ãð³õè, àáè îìèòè ñîâ³ñòü.

Õî÷à ³ çíåìàãàþ â áîðîòüá³,

Òåðïëþ îáðàçè, êðèâäè, ÷àñòî ïëà÷ó, –

Âñþ ïåðåìîãó â³ääàþ òîá³,

Íàòîì³ñòü º – ïîðàçêà òà íåâäà÷à.

Õàé áóäó æåðòâîþ íåïðàâîòè,

Àáè â óñüîìó ðàö³þ ìàâ òè.
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Sonnet 89

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault,

And I will comment upon that offence;

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt,

Against thy reasons making no defence.

Thou canst not (love) disgrace me half so ill,

To set a form upon desired change,

As I'll myself disgrace, knowing thy will,

I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange:

Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue

Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell,

Lest I (too much profane) should do it wrong

And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee against myself I'll vow debate,

For I must ne'er love him whom thou dost hate.

Ñîíåò 89

Ñêàæè ìåí³, ùî òðàïèëîñÿ çíîâ?

Òè çðàäó ï³äêèäàºø, ìîâ ïîë³íî!

ß øêóòèëüãàâ, êîëè äî òåáå éøîâ,

À ïîâåðòàâñÿ – ï³äâåðíóâ êîë³íî.

Òè íå çíàéäåø òàêèõ äîøêóëüíèõ ñë³â,

ßê ÿ ñòâîðþ ó ïåðø³ì-ë³ïø³ì â³ðø³.

Ìîâ áëèñêàâêè, ìåòàºø ëþòèé ãí³â,

² ìè â³ä òîãî, íà÷å õë³á, ÷åðñòâ³ø³.

Íå çíà í³õòî, íàñê³ëüêè ùåäðèé òè.

Õî÷ ÿ – ãëóõèé, ñë³ïèé òà êëèøîíîãèé –

Â äóø³ ëþáîâ ãîòîâèé áåðåãòè,

Î÷³êóþ÷è êðèõòó äîïîìîãè.

Ñàì ³ç ñîáîþ á’þñÿ â áîðîòüá³,

Àáè íå ñòàòè âîðîãîì òîá³.
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Sonnet 90

Then hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now;

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross,

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,

And do not drop in for an after-loss.

Ah do not, when my heart hath 'scaped this sorrow,

Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,

To linger out a purposed overthrow.

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

When other petty griefs have done their spite,

But in the onset come, so shall I taste

At first the very worst of fortune's might,

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,

Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.

Ñîíåò 90

Òè ðîçëþáèâ, áî ëëþòü íà ìåíå áðóä,

Ùåäðîòàìè òâîº æèòòÿ çíàìåííå.

Òà ÿ áëàãàþ: äðóæå ì³é, íå áóäü

Ïîãóáîþ îñòàííüîþ äëÿ ìåíå.

Òîá³ óñå ïðîáà÷ó, âñå ïðîùó:

É óäàðè íåñïîä³âàí³ ó ñïèíó,

² ãðîìîâèöþ ç â³äðàìè äîùó,

² ñîíöå â î÷³ ç â³òðîì áåçóïèííèì. 

Íå ïîêèäàé ìåíå â îñòàííþ ìèòü,

Êîëè ñåáå âæå îá³éòè íå çìîæó,

À êðàùå – êèíü, ÿê çìîæó ñàì ñëóæèòü

Ñîá³ òà áëèæíüîìó âî ñëàâó Áîæó.

Òâîþ ëþáîâ çãóáèòè íàçàâæäè –

Íåìà íà ñâ³ò³ ã³ðøî¿ á³äè.
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Sonnet 91

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in their wealth, some in their body's force,

Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse;

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest:

But these particulars are not my measure:

All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments' costs,

Of more delight than hawks and horses be;

And having thee, of all men's pride I boast:

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take

All this away and me most wretched make.
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Ò³ – ÷âàíÿòüñÿ, ùî ðîäîì º áàãàò³,

Ò³ – ê³íüìè, ïîëåì, ³íø³ – ãàìàíöåì,

Ò³ – îðäåíîì, ò³ – áðîøêîþ íà ïëàòò³,

Ò³ – ïñàìè... Íå ñóä³ìî ¿õ çà öå.

ª ð³çí³ óïîäîáàííÿ â ëþäèíè,

Òà íàéìèë³øå â êîæíî¿ – îäíå.

Òî îñîáëèâå ùàñòÿ ³ ºäèíå –

Âîíî äëÿ ìåíå, ñïðàâä³, ãîëîâíå.

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ – òî ñêàðá óñüîãî ñâ³òó,

Ö³íí³øèé çà êîðîíè êîðîë³â.

Òî – ë³êè îä íåäóãè ³ ïðèñòð³òó,

Öå – çãðàÿ íàéäîðîæ÷èõ ñîêîë³â.

Íå ðîçì³íÿþ â³ðíîñò³ òâîº¿

Íà æàë³ñòü òèõ, ó êîãî – ïðèâ³ëå¿.

`
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Sonnet 92

But do thy worst to steal thyself away,

For term of life thou art assured mine,

And life no longer than thy love will stay,

For it depends upon that love of thine.

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,

When in the least of them my life hath end.

I see a better state to me belongs

Than that which on thy humour doth depend:

Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,

Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.

O what a happy title do I find,

Happy to have thy love, happy to die!

But what's so blessed-fair that fears no blot?

Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not.
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Îä ìåíå òè íå ìîæåø óòåêòè,

Ìî¿ì òè áóäåø äî îñòàíí³õ äí³â.

Ìåæóº â³ê ì³é ç â³êîì ñóºòè,

À âñå æ ëþáîâ’þ æèâ ³ íå çá³äí³â.

Íåìàº ã³ðøî¿ á³äè, ÿê ãð³õ,

Çàëåæí³ñòü äîðîãà ìåí³ ÿêðàç, –

Çàëåæí³ñòü â³ä íåìèëîñòåé òâî¿õ,

² ïðèìõ, ³ íåñïîä³âàíèõ îáðàç.

Äóøà òâîÿ ñïîêîþ íå äàº.

Òâî¿õ, îäíàê, ÿ íå áîþñÿ çðàä.

Áî, çíàþ÷è, ùî òè ó ìåíå º,

Â ëþáîâ³ ïîìèðàòè áóäó ðàä.

² õî÷ çàêðàëàñü êðèâäà íå îäíà,

Òà ÷àøó âèï’þ ç ðóê òâî¿õ äî äíà.

`



125

Sonnet 93

So shall I live, supposing thou art true,

Like a deceived husband; so love's face

May still seem love to me, though alter'd new;

Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place.

For there can live no hatred in thine eye,

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change,

In many's looks the false heart's history

Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange.

But heaven in thy creation did decree

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell,

Whate'er thy thoughts, or thy heart's workings be,

Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell.

How like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow,

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show!
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Õî÷à – íå â³ðíà, àëå òè – ç³ ìíîþ.

Òàêà âæå äîëÿ âèïàëà, ìàáóòü.

Ëóêàâ³ î÷³ ñâ³òÿòüñÿ ëþáîâ’þ, –

Î, ñåðöåì êðàùå íåçðàäëèâà áóäü.

Òâ³é ïîãëÿä íå âèêàçóº ì³íëèâèõ

Í³ ìóê, í³ ãàäîê, àí³ âîðîæäè.

Îáëè÷ áàãàòî ìèëèõ º, çâàáëèâèõ,

Ùî âì³þòü çàõîâàòè çëà ñë³äè.

Íàïåâíî, òàê óæå óãîäíî Áîãó,

Ùî áðåøóòü íàâ³òü ëàã³äí³ âóñòà,

Ùî âèäíî âñ³ì òåáå, íàãó òà âáîãó,

Êîëè ³ñêðèòüñÿ ò³ëüêè ÷èñòîòà.

² ñÿºø òè æèòòÿ íàïðèê³íö³,

Ìîâ ÿáëóêî ó ªâèí³é ðóö³.

`
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Sonnet 94

They that have power to hurt and will do none,

That do not do the thing they most do show,

Who, moving others, are themselves as stone,

Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow,

They rightly do inherit heaven's graces

And husband nature's riches from expense;

They are the lords and owners of their faces,

Others, but stewards of their excellence.

The summer's flower is to the summer sweet,

Though to itself it only live and die,

But if that flower with base infection meet,

The basest weed outbraves his dignity:

For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds;

Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.
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Õòî ñÿº çëîì, àëå íå ÷èíèòü çëà,

Õî÷ âîëîä³º âàæåëÿìè âëàäè,

Ó êîìó íåõ³òü äî ãð³õà çðîñëà,

Êîìó îãèäí³ ²ðîäè é Ïèëàòè,

Õòî éøîâ çà âîëþ áèòèñü ³ ñòðàæäàòü,

Õòî ïðèñâÿòèâ ñåáå ìîëèòâàì Áîãó, –

Äàðóº íåáî òîìó áëàãîäàòü

² äëÿ ñïàñ³ííÿ âêàçóº äîðîãó.

Õòî æèâ ãð³õîâíî ë³òî íå îäíå,

ßê ðóæà â ïàð³ ç ÷åðâ’ÿêîì, ùî ãàäèòü, –

Òîãî íå÷èñòà ñèëà ïðîêîâòíå

É íà ìóêè â³÷í³ â ïåêëî â³äïðîâàäèòü.

Çð³âíÿòèñÿ íå ìîæå é ç áóäÿêîì

Íàéêðàùà ç ðóæ, ç³ïñóòà ÷åðâ’ÿêîì.
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Sonnet 95

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame

Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name!

O in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose!

That tongue that tells the story of thy days

(Making lascivious comments on thy sport)

Cannot dispraise, but in a kind of praise,

Naming thy name, blesses an ill report.

O what a mansion have those vices got

Which for their habitation chose out thee,

Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot,

And all things turns to fair that eyes can see!

Take heed (dear heart) of this large privilege:

The hardest knife ill used doth lose his edge.
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Ñâ³é ñòèä õîâàòè âì³ºø çàëþáêè.

×åðâ’ÿê ç òðîÿíäè ñ³ê æåíå, ìîâ êðîâ,

Ç’¿äàþ÷è ïàõó÷³ ïåëþñòêè, –

Òàê ³ òåáå òâ³é íîðîâ ïîáîðîâ.

Ïðî òåáå – ïîãîâ³ð òàêèé ãóäå,

×óòêè òàíöþþòü íà õâîñòàõ ñîðîê.

Â³ä îêà íå ñõîâàºøñÿ í³äå,

ßê ìå÷ ³ðæà – òåáå ïñóº ïîðîê.

Ó òâîìó ïðå÷óäîâîìó äâ³ðö³

Òîáîþ âñ³ ó çàõâàò³ áåç ìåæ.

Õî÷ ìàñêó äîáðó ìàºø íà ëèö³,

Êðàñè ãð³õîâíî¿ íå âáåðåæåø.

Áî ìå÷, ÿêîãî çàâøå ¿ñòü ³ðæà,

Âñòîêðàò ñòàº òóï³øèì çà íîæà.
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Sonnet 96

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness;

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport;

Both grace and faults are loved of more and less:

Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort.

As on the finger of a throned queen

The basest jewel will be well esteem'd,

So are those errors that in thee are seen

To truths translated and for true things deem'd.

How many lambs might the stern wolf betray,

If like a lamb he could his looks translate!

How many gazers mightst thou lead away,

If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state!

But do not so, I love thee in such sort

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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Îäí³ – â ïîëîí³ óñï³õ³â òâî¿õ,

À ³íø³ – ìîâ ñóïåðíèêè â áîþ.

Òè âñ³ ÷åñíîòè âèì³íÿâ íà ãð³õ,

Ïîïðàâøè íîðîâîì ³ ÷åñòü ñâîþ.

Ôàëüøèâèé êàì³íü, ÿê àëìàç, áëèùèòü

Ó ïåðñí³ êîðîë³âñüê³ì çîëîò³ì.

Òâî¿ ïîðîêè, ñõîâàí³ ï³ä ùèò

Þíàöüêèõ ë³ò, çäàþòüñÿ ÷åñòþ ¿ì.

Òà ñê³ëüêè á âîâê íå ïåðåâ³â îâåöü,

Âäÿãíóâøè í³æíå ³ç ÿãíÿò ðóíî,

² ñê³ëüêè á þíèõ íå ñêîðèâ ñåðäåöü, –

Â³í ñóìóâàòè áóäå âñå îäíî.

Òè áîðîçíèòè âòîìèøñÿ ð³ëëþ.

Ñïèíèñü! ß – òâ³é, áî ÷åñòü òâîþ ä³ëþ.
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Sonnet 97

How like a winter hath my absence been

From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!

What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen!

What old December's bareness every where!

And yet this time removed was summer's time;

The teeming autumn big with rich increase,

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,

Like widowed wombs after their lords' decease:

Yet this abundant issue seem'd to me

But hope of orphans and un-father'd fruit;

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,

And, thou away, the very birds are mute:

Or if they sing, 'tis with so dull a cheer

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's near.
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ßê áóâ äàëåêî òè, ì³é â³ðíèé äðóã!

Ìåí³ çäàâàëîñü, ùî ïðèéøëà çèìà.

Ç â³òðàìè, ñí³ãîì â³õîëüíî íàâêðóã –

Ìîðîçíèé ãðóäåíü, ÿê òåáå íåìà.

Ç òîáîþ – âåñíè, ë³òî, ñîëîâ’¿...

Áî ðîçãàíÿºø ñìóòîê, ñàìîòó...

Íåñå âæå îñ³íü âðîæà¿ ñâî¿,

Ôàòó âäÿãíóâøè çíîâó çîëîòó. 

Ñèð³òñüêó äîëþ âèáðàëè ïëîäè.

Áåç òåáå ñâ³ò – ÿê ìîëîäà âäîâà.

Ïî¿äåø, ³ íàñòàíóòü õîëîäè.

Òåáå íåìà – ³ ïòàøêà íå ñï³âà.

Òàì, äå ñèíè÷îê çàï³çí³ëèé ñâèñò,

Â ïåðåä÷óòò³ çèìè æîâò³º ëèñò.
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Sonnet 98

From you have I been absent in the spring,

When proud pied April (dress'd in all his trim)

Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing,

That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell

Of different flowers in odour and in hue

Could make me any summer's story tell,

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew;

Nor did I wonder at the Lily's white,

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;

They were but sweet, but figures of delight,

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seem'd it winter still, and you away,

As with your shadow I with these did play.
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Íàñ êâ³òåíü ðîçëó÷èâ, ï’ÿíêèé, áåçæóðíèé,

Âñå îæèâèâøè â³ÿííÿì ðÿñíèì.

Âíî÷³ âñ³ çîð³, Ìàðñè ³ Ñàòóðíè

Ñì³ÿëèñü, òàíöþâàëè ðàçîì ç íèì.

Êðàñà êâ³òîê íåçàéìàíèõ – ïðàâäèâà.

Í³ ¿õí³é äóõ, í³ ¿õí³ êîëüîðè

Íå ñïðàâèëè íà ìåíå òîãî äèâà,

Êîòðîãî ÿ î÷³êóâàâ çãîðè.

Í³ öâ³ò ë³ëå¿, ñí³æíèé, á³ëîêðèëèé,

Àí³ òðîÿíäè ïóðïóðîâèé öâ³ò –

Íå çàì³íèëè, íàâ³òü íå â³äêðèëè,

Òâîãî îáëè÷÷ÿ ðîçïàø³ëèé âèä.

Çèìà áóëà â ìåí³, à áëèñê âåñíè

Íå ñòàâ òàêèì, ÿê òè êîëèñü, – ÿñíèì.
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Sonnet 99

The forward violet thus did I chide:

'Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells,

If not from my love's breath? The purple pride

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells

In my love's veins thou hast too grossly dyed.'

The lily I condemned for thy hand,

And buds of marjoram had stol'n thy hair;

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,

One blushing shame, an other white despair;

A third, nor red nor white, had stol'n of both

And to his robbery had annex'd thy breath;

But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth

A vengeful canker eat him up to death.

More flowers I noted, yet I none could see

But sweet, or colour it had stol'n from thee.
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Çà òå, ùî â òåáå çàïàõè êðàäå,

Ìàë³é ô³àëö³ ñòàâ ÿ äîêîðÿòè.

Òâîº îáëè÷÷ÿ, ñâ³æå, ìîëîäå,

Îá’ºêòîì ñòàëî çëîä³¿â çàâçÿòèõ.

À êðàä³¿ – öå êâ³òè âåñíÿí³.

Î, øïåòèòè ÿ ¿õ íå ïåðåñòàíó:

Ùî ðóê òâî¿õ ë³ëåÿ – â á³ëèí³,

Òâîº âîëîññÿ – â ïó÷êàõ ìàéîðàíó.

Íàðöèñè ìàþòü ÷èñòîòó òâîþ,

Â òðîÿíäè º ðóì’ÿíåöü òâ³é ÷åðâîíèé.

Êâ³òêàì äîãàíè òèõî ðîçäàþ,

Áî ùå íå á’þòü ïî íàñ âå÷³ðí³ äçâîíè.

Ñâ³ò çàïàõóùèõ êâ³ò³â, ÿê âîãîíü,

Çáèðàº áàðâè ³ç òâî¿õ äîëîíü.
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Sonnet 100

Where art thou, Muse that thou forget'st so long

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?

Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthless song,

Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light?

Return forgetful Muse, and straight redeem

In gentle numbers time so idly spent;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem

And gives thy pen both skill and argument.

Rise, resty Muse, my love's sweet face survey,

If time have any wrinkle graven there;

If any, be a Satire to decay,

And make time's spoils despised every where.

Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;

So thou prevent'st his scythe and crooked knife.
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Î, ìóçî, äå òè, ÷îì í³ì³ âóñòà,

×îìó äåøåâèé óñì³õ ïðîäàºø?

Òâîÿ ðîáîòà â ñóºò³ – ïóñòà.

Í³ê÷åìíèì ñëàâó íàùî âîçäàºø?

Æàãó ÷åñíîò ó ëþäÿõ ïðîáóäè

Íå ò³ëüêè áëèñêîì â³ðø³â òà ïîåì –

Âîãíåííó â ñåðöå ïðèñòðàñòü ïîêëàäè,

Âóñòà íàïîâíè ñëîâîì, ÿê âîãíåì.

Áàæàííÿ ÷åñíî æèòè ðîçïàëè!

Àáî – ðîçâ³é ó íåïðîãëÿäíèõ ñíàõ.

Ùîá ì³ã ï³çíàòè äðóãà áóäü-êîëè

Éîãî íàùàäîê ó òâî¿õ ï³ñíÿõ.

À ùå – øàíóé, ÿêùî äîçâîëèòü ÷àñ.

Óñ³ì ºñòâîì æèâèé â³í ïîì³æ íàñ.
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Sonnet 101

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends

For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed?

Both truth and beauty on my love depends;

So dost thou too, and therein dignified.

Make answer, Muse, wilt thou not haply say

'Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix'd;

Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay;

But best is best, if never intermixed?'

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb?

Excuse not silence so, for't lies in thee

To make him much outlive a gilded tomb,

And to be praised of ages yet to be.

Then do thy office, Muse, I teach thee how

To make him seem long hence as he shows now.
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Î, ëåãêîâàæíà ìóçî, íó ÷îãî,

Â³äâ³âøè ïðàâäó ç áëèñêó ÷èñòîòè,

Âæå íå ìàëþºø äðóãà òè ìîãî 

Ó äîáëåñò³, ÿêîìó ð³âíà òè?

Íàâ³ùî êàæåø – âðîäó ïðèêðàøàòü,

Êîëè âîíà – ïðèºìíà, ãîâ³ðêà?

Íå ïîòðåáóº íèí³ ïèøíèõ øàò –

Äóõ ìàº ðóæ³, ñâ³æ³ñòü îã³ðêà.

Êðàñà äîëàº ïåêëî ñóºòè,

Äèâóº êîæíîãî, íåíà÷å ìàã.

Àáè ñâîº¿ ñëàâè çáåðåãòè –

Ó ïîçîëîò³ êðàùèé ñàðêîôàã.

Íå çàéìàíèì, ÿêèì â³í º, çãîðè

Ó íüîìó ñâ³òó îáðàç â³äòâîðè.
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Sonnet 102

My love is strengthen'd, though more weak in seeming;

I love not less, though less the show appear:

That love is merchandized, whose rich esteeming,

The owner's tongue doth publish every where.

Our love was new and then but in the spring

When I was wont to greet it with my lays,

As Philomel in summer's front doth sing

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:

Not that the summer is less pleasant now

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,

But that wild music burthens every bough

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.

Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue:

Because I would not dull you with my song.
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Ëþáëþ. Íå ÷àñòî ìîâëþ ÿ ïðî öå.

Í³æí³ø ëþáëþ. Õî÷ ³íø³ âñÿêèé ðàç

Áóäü-äå (â ï³òüì³ ÷è âäåíü, ï³ä ïðîì³íöåì)

Âñþ äóøó âèñòàâëÿþòü íàïîêàç.

Âóçüêîþ ñòåæêîþ äî òåáå éøîâ,

Ãàðÿ÷èì ñëîâîì, ï³ñíåþ ì³æ òðàâ.

ßê ñîëîâåéêî, ïðîñëàâëÿâ ëþáîâ

Ëèø íàâåñí³, à âë³òêó – çàìîâêàâ.

Ñàäè öâ³òóòü, ÷åêàþ÷è ïëîä³â,

Õî÷ ð³äêî ÷óþòü íîòè ñîëîâ’¿â.

ßê äîâãî íå ñòèõà, ñòàº òîä³

Ïòàøèíèé ùåáåò, ìîâ çâè÷àéíèé ñï³â.

Çàìîâê ³ ÿ, áî ï³çí³ ñîëîâ’¿

Âæå ïðèïèíèëè òüîõêàííÿ ñâî¿. 
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Sonnet 103

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth,

That having such a scope to show her pride,

The argument all bare is of more worth

Than when it hath my added praise beside!

O blame me not, if I no more can write!

Look in your glass, and there appears a face

That over-goes my blunt invention quite,

Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace.

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend,

To mar the subject that before was well?

For to no other pass my verses tend

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell;

And more, much more than in my verse can sit,

Your own glass shows you when you look in it. 

Ñîíåò 103

Íå ïèøå ìóçà á³ëüøå òâ³é ïîðòðåò,

ßêèõ áè ôàðá âîíà íå çàáàãëà.

Î, á³äíà ìóçà, ÿê ³ ì³é ñþæåò!

Íàâ³ùî ïðàâä³ çàéâà ïîõâàëà?

Òîìó é ìîâ÷ó. Çàãëÿíü æå äî äçåðêàë,

Áåççàñòåðåæíî òî÷íèõ ³ ñóìíèõ, –

Òîä³ ïîáà÷èø, âèùå â³ä ïîõâàë,

×îëî ñâîº, çîáðàæåíå ó íèõ.

Ùî â³äòâîðèëà òà äçåðêàëüíà ãëàäü,

Íå ïåðåäàñòü ïàë³òðà ÷è ð³çåöü.

Íå õî÷ó ìàëþâàòè íàâçäîãàä,

Áî äîñêîíàëèé ç³ïñóþ âç³ðåöü.

Òâ³é îáðàç ÷èñòèé, íà÷å õåðóâèì.

Â³í ñÿº êðàùå â äçåðêàë³ ñâî¿ì.
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Sonnet 104

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were when first your eye I eyed,

Such seems your beauty still. Three Winters cold,

Have from the forests shook three summers' pride,

Three beauteous springs to yellow Autumn turn'd

In process of the seasons have I seen,

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn'd,

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.

Ah yet doth beauty, like a dial hand,

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceived;

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand,

Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived,

For fear of which, hear this thou age unbred:

Ere you were born was beauty's summer dead.

Ñîíåò 104

Òè íå çì³íèâñÿ ïðîòÿãîì òðüîõ ë³ò.

ßêèì òè áóâ, òàêèì º ³ òåïåð.

Íà ñêðîí³ ñð³áíèé âïàâ òðüîõ çèì íàë³ò,

Íà êàïåëþñ³ – êâ³òêà ³ç òðüîõ ïåð.

Ç òðüîõ ðóæ âåñíè, ç òðüîõ ÿã³ä ë³ò îòèõ,

ßê ç ïîëÿ õë³á, âèçáèðóþ ñëîâà.

Ñàäè – ó ôðóêòàõ, â øàòàõ çîëîòèõ,

Ë³ñ ðîçäÿãíóëà îñ³íü äîùîâà.

Òà ñòð³ëêà öèôåðáëàò íå ïîëèøà,

Âîíà ïî öèôðàõ ëåäâå-ëåäâå éäå.

Áóëà ³ áóäå þíîþ äóøà,

Õî÷à îáëè÷÷ÿ âæå íå ìîëîäå.

Òîá³ íå òðåáà ñìåðò³? Òîæ – õîä³ì!

Áóëà æ – ïåðåä íàðîäæåííÿì òâî¿ì...
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Sonnet 105

Let not my love be call'd idolatry,

Nor my beloved as an idol show,

Since all alike my songs and praises be

To one, of one, still such, and ever so.

Kind is my love today, tomorrow kind,

Still constant in a wondrous excellence;

Therefore my verse to constancy confined,

One thing expressing, leaves out difference.

Fair, kind and true, is all my argument,

Fair, kind, and true varying to other words;

And in this change is my invention spent,

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.

Fair, kind and true, have often lived alone,

Which three till now never kept seat in one. 

Ñîíåò 105

Íå íàçèâàé êóìèðîì öþ êðàñó,

ßçè÷íèöüêèõ îáðÿä³â íå ïðèéìó.

Ëþáîâí³ ã³ìíè, â³ðø³ ÿ íåñó –

Ïðî íüîãî, ³ äëÿ íüîãî, ³ éîìó.

Òâîÿ ëþáîâ æàãó÷à, ÿê ñâ³÷à, –

Äèõàííÿì ðóæ, íàðöèñ³â, õðèçàíòåì.

Êîëè íîâîãî â³ðøà íàì³÷àâ,

Òî íå øóêàâ í³ çàìèñë³â, í³ òåì.

Äîáðî, êðàñà ³ â³ðí³ñòü. Íå çãàñà

¯õ áëèñê àëìàçíèé â ïåðñí³ äîðîã³ì.

Öÿ ñâ³æ³ñòü òðèºäèíà, ìîâ ðîñà,

²ñêðèòü îáëè÷÷ÿì ëàã³äíèì òâî¿ì.

Äîáðî, êðàñà ³ â³ðí³ñòü – îáíÿëèñü 

Â õàðàêòåð³ òâîºìó ùå êîëèñü.
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Sonnet 106

When in the chronicle of wasted time

I see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme

In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,

Then in the blazon of sweet beauty's best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,

I see their antique pen would have express'd

Even such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring,

And for they look'd but with divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing:

For we, which now behold these present days,

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.

Ñîíåò 106

Ñóâî¿ ìàíóñêðèïò³â äàâí³õ êíèã

Ðÿäêàìè ñòîð³íîê ñâî¿õ ïîæîâêëèõ

Ðîçêàçóþòü ³ñòîð³þ ³íòðèã

Âîëîäàð³â òà ëèöàð³â, ùî çìîâêëè.

Ñòîë³òòÿìè çáåðåæåíà êðàñà.

Âîëîññÿ, óñì³õ, äàìè ÷îðíîáðîâ³...

Òîá³ ïîäàðóâàëè íåáåñà

Ì³öíó ëþáîâ ó íàéäðåâí³ø³ì Ñëîâ³.

Ïîåò íå çì³ã êðàñóíþ ÷àð³âíó

Ïî÷óòè çà íåçðèìèìè äâåðèìà,

Âäèâëÿþ÷èñü ó ìð³éíó äàëèíó

Çàêîõàíèìè, ÿðèìè î÷èìà.

Êîìóñü – áëèçüêà, äëÿ òåáå – ïîòàéíà,

Ìîâ÷èòü, ÿê íåçâîðóøíà äàâíèíà.

`
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Sonnet 107

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,

Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom.

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured,

And the sad augurs mock their own presage,

Incertainties now crown themselves assured,

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time,

My love looks fresh, and death to me subscribes,

Since spite of him I'll live in this poor rhyme,

While he insults o'er dull and speechless tribes:

And thou in this shalt find thy monument,

When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are spent. 

Ñîíåò 107

Äèâóº íåáî ìåðåõò³ííÿì ç³ð,

² âêðèòè âñåñâ³ò âåñü íå ìîæå òó÷à.

Íåíà÷å ñòðàõ ì³é òà ïðîðî÷èé ç³ð,

Ëþáîâ³ ñìåðòü, çäàâàëîñü, íåìèíó÷à.

Çàòåìíåííÿ ñâî¿ ïåðåæèëè –

² ñîíöå, é ì³ñÿöü, ³ äàëåê³ çîð³.

Íàä³ÿ, â³ðà – ã³äí³ ïîõâàëè,

Áî º ñâ³òàíêè â ùåáåò³ áàäüîð³ì.

Ðîçëóêè ñìåðò³ íå áîÿòèñü íàì!

Õî÷ ïîìèðàºì, òà êîëèñü âîñêðåñíåì!

À ñìåðòü ñë³ïà ñòðàøíà ëèø ïëåìåíàì

Íåïðîñâ³ùåííèì, òîáòî – áåçñëîâåñíèì.

Ïåðåæèâåø ³ òè â êîëîí³ ñë³â 

Ãåðáè âåëüìîæ ³ òðîíè êîðîë³â.
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Sonnet 108

What's in the brain that ink may character

Which hath not figured to thee my true spirit?

What's new to speak, what now to register,

That may express my love or thy dear merit?

Nothing, sweet boy, but yet, like prayers divine,

I must each day say o'er the very same;

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,

Even as when first I hallow'd thy fair name.

So that eternal love in love's fresh case

Weighs not the dust and injury of age,

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place,

But makes antiquity for aye his page,

Finding the first conceit of love there bred,

Where time and outward form would show it dead.

Ñîíåò 108

×è ìîæå íèí³ êâîëèé ìîçîê ì³é

Óñ³ äóìêè ïàïåðó ïåðåäàòè?

Ïëåêàâ òîá³ ÿ ñàä íàä³é òà ìð³é –

Ëþáîâíî, ùèðî, ÿê óì³º ìàòè.

Ëþáîâ áåçñìåðòíà ñÿº, ÿê àëìàç,

² º, ïî ñóò³, çàâøå äîðîãîþ.

Çí³ìàº çìîðøêè ³ç ÷îëà íå ðàç,

² ñòàðîñò³, ìîâ ðàá, ñòàº ñëóãîþ.

Êîëè òè áóâ ìàëåñåíüêèì õëîï’ÿì,

ß äîëþ ïðîâ³ùàâ òâîþ ðîçëîãó.

Òîá³ ñîíåòè âîçñèëàþ ÿ,

Íåìîâ ìîëèòâè ³ñòèííîìó Áîãó.

Ëþáîâ, áóâà, íàðîäæóºòüñÿ é òàì,

Äå âæå íå â³ðÿòü ³ ¿¿ ñë³äàì.
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Sonnet 109

O never say that I was false of heart,

Though absence seem'd my flame to qualify;

As easy might I from my self depart

As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie:

That is my home of love; if I have ranged,

Like him that travels I return again;

Just to the time, not with the time exchanged,

So that myself bring water for my stain.

Never believe, though in my nature reign'd,

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,

That it could so preposterously be stain'd,

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;

For nothing this wide universe I call,

Save thou, my Rose, in it thou art my all.

Ñîíåò 109

Íå çðàäæóâàâ òîá³ í³äå é í³ â ÷îìó,

Íå äîïóñêàâ ì³æ íàñ ÿ âîðîæäè.

Ëþáîâ òðèìàºòüñÿ òâîãî ëèø äîìó,

Çàðó÷íèöåþ ñòàâøè íàçàâæäè.

Òè – ì³é ïðèòóëîê, º ëþáîâ ì³æ íàìè.

Çà öå ïîäÿêà – Áîãó òà ñóäüá³.

Íîñèâ ÿ âîäó, ùî çìèâàº ïëÿìè,

Íîñèâ áî ðàä³ñòü íå ëèøå ñîá³.

Òè, äðóæå, âåñü ãîðèø áëàãîä³ÿííÿì,

Õî÷à ãð³õè ïàëèëè þíó êðîâ.

Â³ä òåáå éòèìó é ï³çíî, é ñïîçàðàííÿ,

Òà ïîâåðòàòèñü áóäó çíîâ ³ çíîâ.

Î, ñâ³ò ìåðö³â, òàêèé íåäîñêîíàëèé!

Ùàñëèâ³ ò³, ùî ³ñòèíó ï³çíàëè!
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Sonnet 110

Alas 'tis true, I have gone here and there

And made my self a motley to the view,

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear,

Made old offences of affections new;

Most true it is that I have look'd on truth

Askance and strangely; but, by all above,

These blenches gave my heart another youth,

And worse essays proved thee my best of love.

Now all is done, have what shall have no end,

Mine appetite I never more will grind

On newer proof, to try an older friend,

A God in love, to whom I am confined.

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,

Even to thy pure and most most loving breast. 

Ñîíåò 110

Òî ïðàâäà. Áëàçíþâàâ ÿ ³ áðîäèâ,

² æèâ íà âîë³, íà÷å ñêîìîðîõè.

Ìåëîä³¿ íå÷óâàíèé ìîòèâ

Ìåíå äî ñåáå âàáèâ – ³ íå òðîõè.

Òî ïðàâäà, ùî ÿ Ïðàâä³ ñîãð³øèâ,

Ùî íå âïðèòóë, à ìèìî âñå äèâèâñÿ.

Òî ïðàâäà, ùî ³ç ìóçîþ äðóæèâ

² æèòè íà÷å âäðóãå íàðîäèâñÿ.

Áî ïîëþáèâ æèòòÿ óñ³ì ºñòâîì,

Äå ðàä³ñòü îá³éìàºòüñÿ ç æóðáîþ.

Íå íàçèâàâ òåáå ÿ áîæåñòâîì,

Õî÷à ³ æèâ äëÿ òåáå ³ òîáîþ.

Ìåí³ òè â íåá³ ïðèõèñòîê çíàéäè,

Íà ãðóäÿõ Ïðàâäè ÷èñòî¿ çàâæäè. 
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Sonnet 111

O for my sake do you with fortune chide,

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,

That did not better for my life provide

Than public means which public manners breeds.

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,

And almost thence my nature is subdued

To what it works in, like the dyer's hand:

Pity me then, and wish I were renewed,

Whilst like a willing patient I will drink

Potions of eisel 'gainst my strong infection;

No bitterness that I will bitter think,

Nor double penance to correct correction.

Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye

Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

Ñîíåò 111

ßê õî÷åø – ëàé, ñâàðè ìåíå, êëÿíè...

ß äîëåþ ìîºþ âèíóâàòèé.

Õàé íèí³ ìåëþòü ÿçèêè-ìëèíè, –

Äàâíî âæå ïåðåñòàâ æåáðàêóâàòè.

×è ìàëÿð ïðèõîâàº ðåìåñëî?

Îòàê ìåí³ öå ïðîêëÿòå çàíÿòòÿ

Òàâðîì, ùî íå çìèâàºòüñÿ, ëÿãëî, –

Äîïîìîæè ïîçáóòèñÿ ïðîêëÿòòÿ.

Áåç íàð³êàííÿ ë³êè âñ³ ïðèéìó –

Â³ä ïîëèíó ã³ðêîãî àæ äî ðóòè.

Àáè íå âïàñòè ó ñòðàøíó ï³òüìó,

Âñþ ã³ðêîòó ãîòîâèé ïðîêîâòíóòè.

Òà æàë³ñòþ ñâîºþ â³ðíèé äðóã

Ìåíå âðÿòóº â³ä óñ³õ íåäóã.
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Sonnet 112

Your love and pity doth th'impression fill

Which vulgar scandal stamped upon my brow,

For what care I who calls me well or ill,

So you o'er-green my bad, my good allow?

You are my all the world, and I must strive

To know my shames and praises from your tongue;

None else to me, nor I to none alive,

That my steel'd sense or changes right or wrong.

In so profound Abysm I throw all care

Of others' voices, that my adder's sense

To critic and to flatterer stopped are.

Mark how with my neglect I do dispense:

You are so strongly in my purpose bred

That all the world besides methinks y'are dead.

Ñîíåò 112

Î, äðóæå ì³é, ëþáîâ’þ òà äîáðîì

Òè çìèâ óñå, ùî ïîãîâ³ð íàêëå¿â.

² ðîçïðîùàòèñü äîïîì³ã ç òàâðîì

Ïåðåñóä³â, ïðèíèæåíü ³ íàêëåï³â.

Òâ³é äîê³ð ìèëèé ³ òâîÿ õâàëà –

Ìåí³ äîðîæ÷³, àí³æ áðåõ ïîõìóðèé.

Òâîÿ óâàãà ñòðåñ ïåðåìîãëà,

² ÿ ç ìåòàëó âèáóäóþ ìóðè.

² ñêèíó â ïð³ðâó áðóä ç êóáëîì ãàäþê,

Áî ¿õ øèï³ííÿ – ï³äëå ³ çóõâàëå.

ß âæå íå ÷óþ òèõ ñëèçüêèõ êàòþã,

Ùî â î÷³ ëåñòÿòü, ëåçî æ – ïðèõîâàëè.

Ïîì³æ ìåðö³â ºñòâî æèâå òâîº:

Ëþáîâ, ÿê ë³êè, ìåðòâèì ðîçäàº.
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Sonnet 113

Since I left you mine eye is in my mind,

And that which governs me to go about

Doth part his function and is partly blind,

Seems seeing, but effectually is out;

For it no form delivers to the heart

Of bird, of flower, or shape which it doth latch.

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part,

Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch;

For if it see the rud'st or gentlest sight,

The most sweet-favour or deformed'st creature,

The mountain or the sea, the day or night,

The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature.

Incapable of more replete, with you

My most true mind thus maketh mine [eye] untrue.

Ñîíåò 113

ßê ðîçëó÷àþñü, äèâíèé îáðàç òâ³é

Ó ñíàõ äèâëþñü – äóøåþ, íå î÷èìà.

² çíàº ñïåêà, çíàº ãðîçîâ³é,

Ùî íàñ ºäíà ëþáîâ íåðîçëó÷èìà.

Â³äì³íí³ñòü º ó çîðó òà î÷åé,

ßê ³ çàíÿòòÿ – çãóáíå é æèòòºäàéíå.

Äóøåâíèì çîðîì áà÷ó ñâ³ò ðå÷åé

Íå òàê, ÿê áà÷èâ îêîì ÿ çâè÷àéíèì.

Ó âñüîìó – ðèñè ³ñòèíí³ òâî¿.

Òîáîþ ñâ³ò ìîâ÷èòü, ñï³âà, ñì³ºòüñÿ...

² ãîëóá, ³ âîðîíà, é ñîëîâ’¿,

² ò³íü ãà¿â, ³ ñèíÿ ãëàäü îçåðöÿ...

Òîáîþ ïîâåí ìåëîä³éíèé ñîí.

Ñåðöÿ, ìîâ äçâîíè, á’þòüñÿ â óí³ñîí.

`
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Sonnet 114

Or whether doth my mind being crown'd with you,

Drink up the monarch's plague, this flattery?

Or whether shall I say mine eye saith true,

And that your love taught it this Alchemy?

To make of monsters and things indigest

Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,

Creating every bad a perfect best,

As fast as objects to his beams assemble?

O! 'tis the first, 'tis flattery in my seeing,

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up:

Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeing,

And to his palate doth prepare the cup:

If it be poison'd, 'tis the lesser sin

That mine eye loves it and doth first begin.

Ñîíåò 114

Íåâæå äî ìåíå ç øàíîþ äî í³ã,

ßê äî ìîíàðõà, ïåñòîù³ ïîâçóòü?

Íåâæå î÷èìà ëåñòèòè çíîâ ì³ã?

Íå â³ðþ ÿ â àëõ³ì³¿ ìîãóòü.

Ç ÷óäîâèñüêà, ç íåâèäèìèõ ðå÷åé

Òâîðèòè ìîæå õåðóâèìà â³í.

Òåïëî, ÿê ïðîì³íü àíãåëüñüêèõ î÷åé,

Òåáå ç³ãð³º êðàùå, í³æ êàì³í.

Â³äîìî çîðó – ëàñêó ñ³ºø òè.

Éîìó â³äîìî âñå, ùî ÿ ëþáëþ.

Â³í ÷àøó âì³º â÷àñíî ï³äíåñòè,

Áî çíàº, ùî ñìàêóº êîðîëþ.

À áóâ áè ÿä: ñïîêóòóþ÷è ãð³õ –

Â³í ñêóøòóâàâ áè øâèäøå â³ä óñ³õ.
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Sonnet 115

Those lines that I before have writ do lie,

Even those that said I could not love you dearer:

Yet then my judgment knew no reason why

My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer.

But reckoning time, whose million'd accidents

Creep in 'twixt vows and change decrees of kings,

Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp'st intents,

Divert strong minds to the course of altering things:

Alas why fearing of time's tyranny,

Might I not then say 'Now I love you best,'

When I was certain o'er in-certainty,

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest?

Love is a Babe, then might I not say so,

To give full growth to that which still doth grow.

Ñîíåò 115

Íåïðàâäó ìîâèâ òà áðåõàâ ì³é â³ðø –

Ëþáîâ ÿ íèæ÷å ñòàâèâ, í³æ íàä³þ.

Òåïåð êîõàþ ãëèáøå ³ ïàëê³ø,

Íàéâèùèìè ÷óòòÿìè ïëîìåí³þ.

Êîõàííÿì ÿ ³ òâîð÷³ñòþ ãîð³â,

² âèïàäê³â ñòèõ³ºþ, ùî ðâàëà –

² êëÿòâè, ³ ïðèñÿãè êîðîë³â,

² òîé çàêîí, äå ëæà áóëà çóõâàëà.

Êîëèñü íå â³ðèâ äîëåíüö³-ñóäüá³,

² äèâóâàëî âñå ìåíå ùîìèò³.

Âãàìîâóâàâ ÿ ïðèñòðàñò³ â ñîá³,

Ìî¿ ÷óòòÿ äî òåáå íå ðîçìèò³. 

Ëþáîâ – äèòèíà. Õî÷ áè ï³äðîñëà.

Íå çàïîä³þ ï³äëîñò³ ÷è çëà.
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Sonnet 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.

Ñîíåò 116

ß íà çàâàä³ äâîì ñåðöÿì íå ñòàâ –

Çàðàäè øëþáó, çãîäè, ìèðó é ùàñòÿ.

Êð³çü ïðèçìó ÷âàð, ñêàíäàë³â ÷è âèñòàâ

Êîõàííÿ â³ðíå òë³íó íå ï³ääàñòüñÿ.

Ëþáîâ – öå â áóðþ ðÿò³âíèé ìàÿê,

Íåìåðêíó÷èé ó ìîðîö³ òóìàí³â. 

Ëþáîâ – çîðÿ, ç ÿêîþ ³ ìîðÿê

Í³êîëè íå çàáëóäèòü â îêåàí³.

Íå ëÿëüêà æàëþã³äíà ó ðóêàõ

×àñó, ùî òíå ñåðïîì ïàëê³ ðóì’ÿíö³

Íà ÷îëàõ, ïëîìåí³þ÷èõ ùîêàõ.

Öå – ñâ³ò, ÿêèé ðîçâèäíþºòüñÿ âðàíö³.

ßêùî æ – íåïðàâäà ó ðÿäêàõ ìî¿õ,

Òî ³ êîõàòè, ïåâíî, áóëî á ãð³õ.

`
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Sonnet 117

Accuse me thus: that I have scanted all,

Wherein I should your great deserts repay,

Forgot upon your dearest love to call,

Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;

That I have frequent been with unknown minds

And given to time your own dear purchased right;

That I have hoisted sail to all the winds

Which should transport me farthest from your sight.

Book both my wilfulness and errors down

And on just proof surmise accumulate;

Bring me within the level of your frown,

But shoot not at me in your waken'd hate;

Since my appeal says I did strive to prove

The constancy and virtue of your love.

Ñîíåò 117

Ñóäè ìåíå, àëå íå äóæå ñòðîãî.

Íåâæå ÿ íèí³ â³ðí³ñòü íå çáåð³ã?

Òâîãî íå ì³ã ïîêèíóòè ïîðîãó,

Õî÷ äîñ³ ÷óþ ïîêëèêè äîð³ã...

Òâ³é ÷àñ ÿ êðàâ, à íå ðîáèâ í³÷îãî.

Ïðîñòè, à õî÷ – ñóâîðî ïîêàðàé.

Íå ðàç ìåíå ó ïîøóêàõ íîâîãî

Íåñëè â³òðèëà ó ÷óæèíñüêèé êðàé.

Æèâó ëþáîâ, ³ æàðòè, ³ ðîçâàãè

Íå õîðîíè ó ïîìèñë³ ñóìí³ì 

² ãð³çíèì, ïîâíèì îñóäó çíåâàãè,

Íå óáèâàé òè ïîãëÿäîì ñâî¿ì.

Òàê. Âèíåí ÿ... Òâîÿ òåïåð ëþáîâ,

Íàñê³ëüêè â³ðíèé òè, ïîêàæå çíîâ.
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Sonnet 118

Like as to make our appetite more keen,

With eager compounds we our palate urge,

As to prevent our maladies unseen

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge,

Even so, being full of your ne'er cloying sweetness,

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness

To be diseased, ere that there was true needing.

Thus policy in love, t'anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured

And brought to medicine a healthful state

Which rank of goodness, would by ill be cured;

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true,

Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.

Ñîíåò 118

Äëÿ àïåòèòó ç ïðÿíîù³â ïðèïðàâè,

Ìè â ðîò³ âèêëèêàºì ã³ðêîòó.

Âæèâàºìî äî ÷àþ ãîñòð³ ñòðàâè,

² çàâäàºìî áîëþ æèâîòó.

Ðîçáàëóâàíèé áóéíîþ ëþáîâ’þ,

Øóêàâ òðàâó, ùî çâåòüñÿ äèâîñèë.

Áî ñàì ñîá³ ïîäóìàâ: «Íåçäîðîâ’ÿ», –

Õî÷ ïîâåí áóâ áàäüîðîñò³ ³ ñèë.

Àáè íå ìàòè ïðèêðîñòåé ç êîõàííÿ,

Àáè âòåêòè â³ä âèãàäàíèõ á³ä,

Âàðèâ ÿ ç³ëëÿ çâå÷îðà ³ çðàííÿ –

Âçíàêè äàëèñÿ ë³êè ç þíèõ ë³ò. 

ßêùî ëþáîâ – øàëåíà ³ òðèâîæíà,

Òî ë³êóâàòèñü òðàâàìè íå ìîæíà.
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Sonnet 119

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears,

Distill'd from limbecks foul as hell within,

Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears,

Still losing when I saw myself to win!

What wretched errors hath my heart committed,

Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never!

How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted

In the distraction of this madding fever!

O benefit of ill, now I find true

That better is by evil still made better,

And ruin'd love when it is built anew

Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater.

So I return rebuked to my content

And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.

Ñîíåò 119

ßêèì íàïîºì îòðó¿âñÿ ÿ?

Íåâæå ñë³çüìè ã³ðêèìè, ùî â Ñèðåíè?

Ïåêåëüíî ³ íà ñåðöå ä³º ÿä –

Òî á³äíå, òî ðîçê³øíå, òî ñìèðåííå...

Âîíî – íåìîâáè ãðóäè ðîçòèíà,

Ðîçêàëàòàëîñü äçâîíîì, ÿê äçâ³íèöÿ.

² î÷³ ìðóæèòü äèâíà òà¿íà,

Ùî ñõîâàíà â ðîçøèðåíèõ ç³íèöÿõ.

Î, áëàãîä³éíà ñèëî âòðàòè çëà!

Â³ä òåáå â ãîð³ ìè ñòàºì äîáð³ø³.

Òè ñîâ³ñòü ³ ëþáîâ ïðèáåðåãëà

Óñ³ì, õòî ðîçãóáèâñü íà ðîçäîð³ææ³.

Êîëè çàçíàâ ÿ ãîðÿ, ëèõà, âòðàò,

Äóøåþ ñòàâ áàãàòøèì óñòîêðàò.

`
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Sonnet 120

That you were once unkind befriends me now,

And for that sorrow which I then did feel,

Needs must I under my transgression bow,

Unless my nerves were brass or hammered steel.

For if you were by my unkindness shaken

As I by yours, y'have pass'd a hell of Time;

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken

To weigh how once I suffered in your crime.

O that our night of woe might have rememb'red

My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,

And soon to you, as you to me, then tend'red

The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits!

But that your trespass now becomes a fee;

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.

Ñîíåò 120

Ùî òè æîðñòîêèé – öå äëÿ ìåíå êðàùå.

Õàé ïîòåðïàþ, òà íå â ò³ì ïå÷àëü,

À â ò³ì, ùî í³ñ òîá³ ÿ êðèâäè âàæ÷³,

Áî çàì³ñòü ñåðöÿ ìàâ êîëþ÷ó ñòàëü.

Íå ðàç, íå äâà òåáå äîøêóëüíî âðàçèâ,

Õî÷ íàø³ äí³, ìîâ õì³ëü, ïåðåïëåëèñü.

Ìåíå ãí³òèëè ïðèêðîù³, îáðàçè,

ßêèõ â³ä òåáå çàçíàâàâ êîëèñü.

Òîá³, ì³é äðóæå, äîâãà ìóêà íî÷³

Õàé íàãàäà, ùî â³ä÷óâàâ ÿ ñàì,

² òè, òàêîæ, ³ç âäÿ÷í³ñòþ, îõî÷å

Ïðèéìåø ö³ëþùèé êàÿòòÿ áàëüçàì.

Ãð³õè îäèí îäíîìó çàâäàºì –

Ðîçêàÿííÿìè æ ãàñèì íàâçàºì.  



154

Sonnet 121

'Tis better to be vile than vile esteemed,

When not to be receives reproach of being,

And the just pleasure lost, which is so deemed,

Not by our feeling but by others' seeing.

For why should others' false adulterate eyes

Give salutation to my sportive blood?

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies,

Which in their wills count bad what I think good?

No, I am that I am, and they that level

At my abuses reckon up their own;

I may be straight though they themselves be bevel

By their rank thoughts, my deeds must not be shown

Unless this general evil they maintain,

All men are bad and in their badness reign.

Ñîíåò 121

Îé, íå â÷àùàé â ãîñòèíó ÷è íà ÷àé,

Ùîá çàéâî¿ óíèêíóòè õàëåïè!

Î÷åé â ñ³ðêà ñîá³ íå ïîçè÷àé –

Íå éäè òóäè, äå ñ³þòüñÿ íàêëåïè.

² êðàìàð³, ³ ñóää³ ÿê îäèí –

Ìàí³ïóëþþòü, ãîäÿòü ëèõîñëîâ’þ,

Ëþäåé âñ³õ ì³ðÿþòü íà ñâ³é àðøèí, –

Í³õòî ³ç íèõ, ÿê òè, íå æèâ ëþáîâ’þ.

Øïèêè îáëåñëèâ³, õàé á’þòü ëîáè!

Ëóêàâîìó íå ïîïàäàéñÿ â ñ³ò³!

×èòà÷ó ì³é, òè ñâ³òó íå ëþáè

² íå ëþáè òîãî, ùî º ó ñâ³ò³.

Äîáðà íåìà, íå áóäå é íå áóëî,

Áî ïðàâëÿòü ñâ³òîì ñàòàíà ³ çëî.
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Sonnet 122

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

Full character'd with lasting memory,

Which shall above that idle rank remain,

Beyond all date, even to eternity:

Or at the least, so long as brain and heart

Have faculty by nature to subsist,

Till each to razed oblivion yield his part

Of thee, thy record never can be miss'd.

That poor retention could not so much hold,

Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold,

To trust those tables that receive thee more:

To keep an adjunct to remember thee

Were to import forgetfulness in me.

Ñîíåò 122

Íå ä³ñòàâàé ç ìîð³â íà áåðåã òè

Ò³ âîñêîâ³ ïðîïàì’ÿòí³ òàáëèö³...

ß îáðàç òâ³é çóì³þ çáåðåãòè

Ùå ë³ïø, ÿê ñóâåí³ð òâ³é íà ïîëèö³.

Ïîãëÿíü – íåíà÷å ïðèãîðùåþ ìð³é,

Ëåòèòü æèòòÿ áóðõëèâå áåççóïèííî...

Òè æèòè áóäåø â ïàì’ÿò³ ìî¿é,

Äîïîêè ñàì êîëèñü òåæ íå çàãèíó.

² äóìàºø òè ³íêîëè: «Íåâæå

Òà ìîëîä³ñòü, ÿê ñâ³÷å÷êà, ïîãàñíå?..».

Î, ñåðöå ëþáèòü, ìîçîê ñòåðåæå

Òâ³é îáðàç þíèé, ìèëèé òà ïðåêðàñíèé.

Õòî ïàì’ÿòêó ïðî êîãîñü áåðåæå,

Òîãî ³ ïàì’ÿòü çðàäæóº óæå.
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Sonnet 123

No! Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change:

Thy pyramids built up with newer might

To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;

They are but dressings of a former sight.

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire

What thou dost foist upon us that is old,

And rather make them borne to our desire

Than think that we before have heard them told.

Thy registers and thee I both defy,

Not wond'ring at the present nor the past,

For thy records and what we see doth lie,

Made more or less by thy continual haste.

This I do vow and this shall ever be;

I will be true despite thy scythe and thee.

Ñîíåò 123

Î ÷àñå, õî÷ ç³ãíóâ ìåíå, ñõèëèâ, –

Íå ò³øñÿ òèì, ùî ÿ äîï³ðó – ä³ä.

Í³÷îãî òè íîâîãî íå ñòâîðèâ – 

Îä õðàì³â äî âèñîêèõ ï³ðàì³ä.

Í³õòî â³ä íåâáëàãàííî¿ êîñè

Íå âò³ê, õî÷ ÿê áè ì³öíî íå ñòîÿâ.

² ëþäè, ³ ïîä³¿, ³ ÷àñè

Íà êðóãè ïîâåðòàþòüñÿ ñâîÿ.

Íå ÷âàíüñÿ òèì, ùî â òåáå º àðõ³â.

Éîìó â áàçàðíèé äåíü ö³íà ìàëà:

Ìîãèëè ³äîë³â çåìíèõ öàðê³â

Ïîêðèþòü áóð’ÿíè òà êîâèëà.

Î ÷àñå, âñóïåðå÷ ³ çëó, é òîá³ –

ß ïîâñÿêäåííî â³ðíèé áîðîòüá³.

`
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Sonnet 124

If my dear love were but the child of state,

It might for fortune's bastard be unfathered,

As subject to time's love or to time's hate,

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gathered.

No, it was builded far from accident;

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent,

Whereto th'inviting time our fashion calls:

It fears not policy, that Heretic,

Which works on leases of short numb'red hours,

But all alone stands hugely politic,

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with showers.

To this I witness call the fools of time 

Which die for goodness, who have lived for crime.

Ñîíåò 124

Íå õò³â áè ÿ, ùîá ìàëþêà áåç ïðàâ,

Äèòèíó ïîçàøëþáíîãî êîõàííÿ,

Ìîâ öóöåíÿ, áåçæàëüíî õòîñü êàðàâ,

Ìîâ êâ³òêó â áóð’ÿí³, ùî ñîõíå çðàííÿ.

Ïåðåæèâàº òðóäíîù³ ëþáîâ –

Ìîëþñÿ ç íåþ (íå ñì³þñü, íå ïëà÷ó).

Áî ç íåþ éòèìó, ç íåþ çàâæäè éøîâ –

Âîíà äàðóº é óñï³õ, ³ íåâäà÷ó.

Êîõàííþ âñå äàºòüñÿ íåñïðîñòà, 

Éîìó ñóïðîòèâ ÷èíÿòü âëàäà é õàìè:

Â óìîâàõ íåéìîâ³ðíèõ âèðîñòà –

² äàë³ éäå øëÿõåòíèìè øëÿõàìè.

Îáðàâ òè ñïîñ³á íå îäèí ç íàéêðàùèõ –

Êðàñó ³ ãð³õ. Ùî æ ìîæå áóòè òÿæ÷å?..



158

Sonnet 125

Were't aught to me I bore the canopy,

With my extern the outward honouring,

Or laid great bases for eternity,

Which proves more short than waste or ruining?

Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour

Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent

For compound sweet, forgoing simple savour,

Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent?

No, let me be obsequious in thy heart,

And take thou my oblation, poor but free,

Which is not mix'd with seconds, knows no art,

But mutual render, only me for thee.

Hence, thou suborn'd Informer, a true soul 

When most impeach'd stands least in thy control.

Ñîíåò 125

Çà ÷åñòü òàêó ÿ äÿêóâàâ áè Áîãó –

Òðèìàòè íàä òîáîþ áàëäàõ³í.

Ùå á ì³ã – çàêëàñòè êàì’ÿíó çàëîãó,

Ùîá âèð³âíÿòè ì³ñöå ì³æ ðó¿í.

Õòî â³ëüíèé ÷àñ ïðîâ³â ó íàñîëîä³,

Õòî â óðíó êèíóâ íå àëìàç – äèòÿ,

Òîìó ðÿòóíêó ñïîä³âàòèñü ãîä³,

Òîé âòðàòèâ ñìàê äî ñïðàâæíüîãî æèòòÿ.

Ïðèéìè, ÿê õë³á, ìîº ³ì’ÿ ðîçëîãå,

À ÿ – òâî¿õ ïîâåðíåíü áóäó æäàòü.

Õàé áåðåæóòü òåáå óñ³ äîðîãè

É ëþáîâ³ íåï³äêóïíà áëàãîäàòü.

Ñïîêóñî áåçñîðîìíà, â³ä³éäè!

Îáåð³ãàþ äóøó â³ä á³äè.
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Sonnet 126

O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power

Dost hold time's fickle glass, his fickle, hour;

Who hast by waning grown, and therein show'st

Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self grow'st;

If Nature (sovereign mistress over wrack),

As thou goest onwards still will pluck thee back,

She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill

May time disgrace and wretched minutes kill.

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure,

She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure:

Her Audit (though delay'd) answer'd must be, 

And her Quietus is to render thee.

Ñîíåò 126

Òè íåïîñèëüíó âçÿâ íà ñåáå íîøó,

ßê áåçòóðáîòíèé äæìåëèê íàâåñí³.

ß ñï³â÷óâàþ, õëîï÷å ì³é õîðîøèé, – 

Òåáå ÷åêàþòü íàñë³äêè ñóìí³.

Òè ãðàºøñÿ ³ òðàâàìè, é áàðâ³íêîì,

Íå çíàþ÷è ñâîìó çäîðîâ’þ ìåæ.

Ïèùàòü âàêõàíêè ãîëîñíî ³ äçâ³íêî,

ßê ò³ëüêè çíîâ ¿õ í³æíî îá³éìåø.

Ùàäèòü ïðèðîäà íàñ óñ³õ äî ÷àñó,

Íîâ³ óò³õè ñòàâèòü íà ïëå÷å.

Êîëè ñòàð³ºì, òî âîíà â³äðàçó 

Ï³äñòóïíî çðàäèòü, à ñàìà – âòå÷å.

ßê ìàðíîòðàòíèê äîâãèõ ë³ò, ãîäèí,

Òè ðîçðàõóíîê ìàòèìåø îäèí.
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Sonnet 127

In the old age black was not counted fair,

Or if it were, it bore not beauty's name;

But now is black beauty's successive heir,

And beauty slander'd with a bastard shame:

For since each hand hath put on nature's power,

Fairing the foul with Art's false borrow'd face,

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower,

But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace.

Therefore my Mistress' eyes are raven black,

Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem

At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack,

Slandering creation with a false esteem:

Yet so they mourn becoming of their woe, 

That every tongue says beauty should look so.

Ñîíåò 127

Êîëèñü òîïòàëè áàðâó ÷îðíèõ ôàðá,

Íå øàíóâàëè êîëüîðó æàëîáè.

Òåïåð ñâ³ò âèçíàâ êîë³ð öåé, ìîâ ñêàðá,

Ìîâ ÷åñòü ³ ñêðîìí³ñòü ãàðíî¿ îñîáè.

Ç òèõ ï³ð, ÿê çàì³íèëà ÷îðíîòà

Ïðèðîäí³ áàðâè, ñâ³æ³, ïåðâîçäàíí³,

Ïðàâ ïîçáóëàñü îñòàíí³õ êðàñîòà,

ßê áåçïðèòóëüíå ñåðöå ó âèãíàíí³.

Â êîõàíèõ íàøèõ êîñè, áðîâè, ç³ð

Ä³ñòàëè òåìíèé-òåìíèé êîë³ð íî÷³

² íîñÿòü í³áè òðàóðíèé óá³ð,

Êðàñè çåìíî¿ ñïðàãë³ òà îõî÷³.

¯ì òàê ïàñóº ÷îðíà öÿ ôàòà,

Áî êðàñîòîþ ñòàëà ÷îðíîòà.



162

Sonnet 128

How oft, when thou, my music, music play'st,

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds

With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway'st

The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,

Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap,

To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,

Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap,

At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand!

To be so tickled, they would change their state

And situation with those dancing chips,

O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,

Making dead wood more bless'd than living lips.

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this, 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.

Ñîíåò 128

² ðåâíî çàçäðþ, é ò³øóñÿ òîáîþ,

Êîëè òîðêàºø òè ñòðóíê³ ëàäè, –

Áîæåñòâåííîþ ñïîâíþþòüñÿ ãðîþ

Êëàâ³àòóðè çäðóæåí³ ðÿäè.

Òóæó, êîëè ñâî¿ ìàéñòåðí³ ðóêè 

Êëàäåø, ÿê öâ³ò, òàíöþþ÷èì ëàäàì,

Ç³ðâàâøè ç íèõ ìåëàíõîë³éí³ çâóêè,

À íå ìî¿ì çàæóðåíèì âóñòàì.

Òîä³ ÿ õî÷ó êëàâ³øàìè ñòàòè,

Â³ä÷óòè ëàñêó ïàëü÷èê³â òâî¿õ, –

ß á ì³ã â³ä ùàñòÿ í³æíî òðåïåòàòè,

Áî äîòîðê óñò, ÿê óñì³øêà, íå ãð³õ.

ßêùî öå ùàñòÿ âèïàëî ñòðóí³:

Â³ääàé æå ðóêè – ¿é, âóñòà – ìåí³.

`
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Sonnet 129

Th'expense of spirit in a waste of shame

Is lust in action, and till action, lust

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust,

Enjoy'd no sooner but despised straight,

Past reason hunted, and no sooner had,

Past reason hated, as a swallow'd bait

On purpose laid to make the taker mad:

Mad in pursuit and in possession so,

Had, having, and in quest, to have, extreme,

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe,

Before, a joy proposed, behind a dream.

All this the world well knows; yet none knows well 

To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

Ñîíåò 129

Ñåáå ââàæàºø þíèì, íå ñòàðèì,

Âò³øàºøñÿ õâèëèííèì ñëàäîñòðàñòÿì.

Öåé ïî÷óòò³â ãð³õîâí³øèé íåñòðèì

Ùå ïîìèëêîâî íàçèâàþòü ùàñòÿì.

Íàïîâíþþòü îäí³ ïðåçèðñòâîì ïëîòü.

Âñ³ ³íø³ òðóáëÿòü, ùî âîíè – ñìèðåíí³.

Íà ñåðöå êîæíå äèâèòüñÿ Ãîñïîäü,

Áîã áà÷èòü âñå, ùî ñõîâàíî â ³ìåíí³.

Íå çàâøå, äðóæå, áóäåø ìîëîäèì,

Òðèìàéñü ïîäàë³ â³ä áàãàòîæåíñòâà.

Ìèðñüêà ëþáîâ ðîçâ³ºòüñÿ, ÿê äèì,

Ëèø íåçåìíà – ïîêëè÷å äî áëàæåíñòâà.

Âîð³ò íåáåñíèõ ìè íå îá³éäåì:

Éäå ãð³øíèé â ïåêëî, ïðàâåäíèé – â Åäåì.

`
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Sonnet 130

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips red;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks,

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw a goddess go,  

My mistress when she walks treads on the ground.

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 

As any she belied with false compare.

Ñîíåò 130

Ò³ î÷³ – çîð³, ÿê ñàìà äîâ³ðà,

Âóñòà – êîðàëè ð³äê³ñíèõ ïîð³ä.

Ïëå÷åé ñìàãëÿâèõ ïîëîòí³º øê³ðà,

Âîëîññÿ â’ºòüñÿ, ìîâáè ÷îðíèé äð³ò.

Äàìàñüêà ðóæà çàïàëàõêîò³ëà

Ðóì’ÿíöåì ïèøíèì ÷èñòî¿ ùîêè,

Âåñíîþ ïàõíå ñâ³æå þíå ò³ëî,

Íåìîâ ô³àëîê ðàíí³õ ïåëþñòêè.

Âè íå çíàéäåòå äîñêîíàëèõ çãèí³â

Àí³ â ïîñòàâ³, àí³ íà ÷îë³.

Íå éäóòü – ïëèâóòü ïîâàæíî òàê ãðàôèí³,

Âîíà æ ñòóïàº ïðîñòî ïî çåìë³.

Íå ïðèãàñà êîõàíà é ïîì³æ òèìè,

Ùî ïðè äâîð³ º ëåäü íå çîëîòèìè.
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Sonnet 131

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,

As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel;

For well thou know'st to my dear doting heart

Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel.

Yet in good faith some say that thee behold,

Thy face hath not the power to make love groan;

To say they err I dare not be so bold,

Although I swear it to my self alone.

And, to be sure that is not false I swear,

A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face,

One on an other's neck, do witness bear

Thy black is fairest in my judgment's place.

In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds, 

And thence this slander as I think proceeds.

Ñîíåò 131

Òè ìàºø âëàäó, çàáàãàíîê ð³é,

ßê ³ óñ³ âðîäëèâ³, ïèøí³ ïàííè.

ß ñë³ïî çàêîõàâñÿ â îáðàç òâ³é –

Òè º äàðóíîê äîë³ íåçð³âíÿííèé.

«Ñëüîçè íå âàðò³ – ëèê òâ³é, ÷îðí³ áðîâè», –

Õàé äåõòî êàæå, àëå òè – íå â³ð.

Çàñìàãëèé ñòàí ÿ áåðåãòè ãîòîâèé 

×óòêàì ³ áðåõàì âñ³ì íàïåðåê³ð.

Áî ÷îðíèé êîë³ð êó÷åð³â òâî¿õ,

Òâîº ñìàãëÿâå ìîëîäå îáëè÷÷ÿ –

Ïðåêðàñí³, òîæ ëþáèòè ¿õ – íå ãð³õ,

Ïðèðîäà ¿õíÿ – í³æíà, òàºìíè÷à.

Íå â ò³ì á³äà, ùî ÷îðíîòó âäÿãëà,

À â ò³ì, ùî ÷îðí³ âñ³ òâî¿ ä³ëà.
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Sonnet 132

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,

Knowing thy heart torments 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 th'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.

Ñîíåò 132

Ìåí³ íåëåãêî áåç òâî¿õ î÷åé.

Õîðîíèø äðóãà. Õòî éîãî ïðèãîðíå?

Òâîº îáëè÷÷ÿ – â òðàóð³ íî÷åé,

² òè ñàìà çîäÿãíóòà ó ÷îðíå.

Î ñîíöÿ ñâ³ò, â³í áëèæ÷èé íàì â³ä ç³ð

² ïðèòàìàííèé âðàí³øíüîìó ñõîäó! 

Íåáåñ ïðîçîðèõ ç³ðî÷êà, ïîâ³ð,

Â ñîá³ òà¿òü áîæåñòâåííó ïðèðîäó.

Çîðþ æàë³º â³êîâ³÷íà ìëà –

Òó, ïðîìåíèñòó, æóðíó ³ ïðîùàëüíó.

ßêáè â æàëîáó ñåðöå òè âäÿãëà,

Â òàêó ì’ÿêó, ïðîíèêëèâó, ïå÷àëüíó, –

ß äóìàâ áè, ùî êðàñîòè âåñíà,

ßê ìîðîê – ÷îðíà, à ï³òüìà – ÿñíà.
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Sonnet 133

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan

For that deep wound it gives my friend and me;

Is't not enough to torture me alone,

But slave to slavery my sweet'st friend must be?

Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken,

And my next self thou harder hast engrossed

Of him, my self, and thee, I am forsaken,

A torment thrice threefold thus to be crossed.

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom's ward,

But then my friend's heart let my poor heart bail;

Whoe'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard;

Thou canst not then use rigour in my jail:

And yet thou wilt, for I, being pent in thee, 

Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.

Ñîíåò 133

Íå áóäü, äóøå, ï³äñòóïíîþ ó ñëîâ³,

À çðàäàìè íàä ñâ³òîì – íå ãðèìè.

Òâîº¿ – ³ íåñòåðïíî¿, ³ çëî¿ –

Ìè ç äðóãîì íå óíèêíåìî òþðìè.

Çàìó÷èëà æîðñòîê³ñòþ ñâîºþ.

Áî òðüîõ ñåðäåöü ïîçáóòèñü íå õîò³â.

Òà âòðàòèâ ÿ ³ç ð³äíîþ çåìëåþ

Ñåáå, òåáå, à äðóãà – é ïîãîò³â.

Î, òðà÷ó âñå, óñå – ê ëèõ³é ãîäèí³!

² ñàì ÿ ñòàâ çàðó÷íèêîì òâî¿ì.

ßêáè ìåí³ äîçâîëèëà â³äíèí³,

Òî á çàâøå áóâ ó äðóãà âàðòîâèì.

Áëàãàííÿ – ìàðí³: òè – ìîÿ â’ÿçíèöÿ.

Æàäàíà âîëÿ, íà÷å ìð³ÿ, ñíèòüñÿ.



168

Sonnet 134

So now I have confess'd that he is thine,

And I my self am mortgaged to thy will,

My self I'll forfeit, so that other mine

Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still:

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

For thou art covetous and he is kind;

He learn'd but surety-like to write for me,

Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.

The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take,

Thou usurer, that put'st forth all to use,

And sue a friend came debtor for my sake;

So him I lose through my unkind abuse.

Him have I lost, thou hast both him and me: 

He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.

Ñîíåò 134

Òåïåð – â³í òâ³é, ³ ðàäè – âæå íåìà.

Çâèêàºòå ³ ò³øèòåñü ïîâîë³...

Î, äðóãîâ³ òè ñòàëà, ÿê òþðìà!

Äóø³ ìîº¿ ÷àñòêà – ó íåâîë³.

Äðóã – äóæå ÷åìíèé, ñêðîìíèé â ïðîñòîò³,

Ç òîáîþ – ³ õîðîáðèé â³í, ³ äîáðèé,

Ç òîáîþ äí³ ïðîâîäèòü çîëîò³, –

Îä ìåíå â³ääàëÿºòüñÿ, ìîâ îáð³é.

Â òîá³ – ëèõâàðêè íåâñèòèìà ñóòü:

Çàñòîñóâàâøè ïàñòêè ³ ïðèíàäè,

Òâî¿ î÷èö³ íàñ îáîõ ïàñóòü,

Ùîá ìàòè çèñê äàðîâàíî¿ âëàäè.

Ì³é äðóã îáðàâ ñîþç ³ ñò³íè ãîë³,

À ÿ ïîçáóâñü íàâ³êè ùàñòÿ é âîë³.
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Sonnet 135

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will,

And Will to boot, and Will in overplus;

More than enough am I that vex thee still,

To thy sweet will making addition thus.

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious,

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine?

Shall will in others seem right gracious,

And in my will no fair acceptance shine?

The sea all water, yet receives rain still

And in abundance addeth to his store;

So thou, being rich in Will, add to thy Will

One will of mine, to make thy large Will more.

Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill; 

Think all but one, and me in that one Will.

Ñîíåò 135

Ìîº ³ì’ÿ, ìî¿ áàæàííÿ äîë³ –

Çâó÷àòü ðîçêîòèñòî, íåìîâáè ãð³ì.

Âîë³ííÿ, ìð³¿ òà ðîçêóòà âîëÿ –

Óñå çëèëîñÿ â ³ìåí³ ìî¿ì.

ß íåçàëåæíî, â³ëüíî æèòè ìð³ÿâ.

Ìè ëþáèì âîëþ, îòæå – íå ÷óæ³.

Íàïåðåê³ð øàëåíèì áóðåâ³ÿì –

Çíàéäè ïðèòóëîê çðàíåí³é äóø³.

Íå ñêí³þòü ïîâíîâîäí³ îêåàíè,

Êîëè ¿ì áóðÿ ëëº íàäì³ð äîùó...

Î, âîëåëþáêî, óñì³õ òâ³é – æàäàíèé!

Ïðîñòè ìåí³, ³ ÿ òîá³ ïðîùó.

Òè ìàòèìåø ðîçðàäó ³ ïðèâ³ëëÿ,

ßêùî ïîëþáèø â³ëüíèì äóõîì Â³ëÿ.
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Sonnet 136

If thy soul cheque thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Will,

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there;

Thus far for love, my love-suit sweet fulfil.

Will, will fulfil the treasure of thy love,

I, fill it full with wills, and my will one.

In things of great receipt with ease we prove

Among a number one is reckon'd none:

Then in the number let me pass untold,

Though in thy store's account I one must be;

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold

That nothing me, a something sweet to thee:

Make but my name thy love, and love that still, 

And then thou lovest me, for my name is Will.

Ñîíåò 136

Ìîæëèâî, äóøó ìàºø òè íåçðÿ÷ó?

¯é ïîÿñíè, áóäü ëàñêà, â ÷îìó ð³÷!

Âñ³õ âîëü áàæàííÿ ÿ òîä³ ïîáà÷ó,

Êîëè ³ì’ÿ ïî÷óþ çóñ³á³÷.

Ñêóïà íà ëàñêó – âì³ºø ïðèõèëèòüñÿ,

Ñòðóíêà ³ ãîðäà – âïàñòè ìîæåø íèöü.

Í³÷îãî òàì íå çíà÷èòü îäèíèöÿ,

Äå º áàãàòî ñëàâíèõ îäèíèöü.

Õàé ñâ³ò íå âèçíàº ìåíå, ñ³ðîìó,

Àæ ïîêè õàð÷ óáîãèé íå äî¿ì,

Ùîá ëèø ó òâîìó äîì³ íåñòàðîìó

ß çàëèøèâñÿ ç ³ìåíåì ñâî¿ì.

²ì’ÿ ìîº òè ñïåðøó ïîëþáè – 

Íå çíàòèìåø í³ çðàäè, í³ æóðáè. 
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Sonnet 137

Thou blind fool love, what dost thou to mine eyes,

That they behold, and see not what they see?

They know what beauty is, see where it lies,

Yet what the best is take the worst to be.

If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks

Be anchor'd in the bay where all men ride,

Why of eyes' falsehood hast thou forged hooks,

Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied?

Why should my heart think that a several plot

Which my heart knows the wide world's common place?

Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not

To put fair truth upon so foul a face?

In things right true my heart and eyes have erred, 

And to this false plague are they now transferred.

Ñîíåò 137

Ñë³ïà ëþáîâ ïðè÷àðóâàëà âñå,

Âñ³ áðàíöÿìè ¿¿ ñòàþòü îõî÷å. 

Â ðóêàõ ñâÿòîø îáëóäó, ôàëüø íåñå –

Õîâàº ãð³õ ï³ä ïîêðèâàëîì íî÷³.

Õòîñü í³áè â ñåðöå âäàðèâ íàâ³äë³ã

Â òó ìèòü, ÿê ÿê³ð îïóñêàëè â âîäó...

Ñþäè ïðÿìóþòü ³íø³ êîðàáë³,

Ùîá ìàòè âò³õó, ðàä³ñòü, íàñîëîäó.

ß âòðàïèâ ñåðöåì ó ïðî¿æäæèé äâ³ð –

Ó ïàñòêó ïîïàäàþòüñÿ ùàñëèâ³.

Õòîñü òàê ðåòåëüíî ï³äìàíóâ ì³é ç³ð,

Íàäàâøè ïðàâä³ êîíòóðè áðåõëèâ³.

Ïðàâäèâå ñâ³òëî çàì³íèëà òüìà –

Áðåõíÿ ïàíóº â ñåðö³, ÿê ÷óìà.

`
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Sonnet 138

When my love swears that she is made of truth

I do believe her, though I know she lies,

That she might think me some untutor'd youth,

Unlearned in the world's false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,

Although she knows my days are past the best,

Simply I credit her false speaking tongue:

On both sides thus is simple truth suppress'd.

But wherefore says she not she is unjust?

And wherefore say not I that I am old?

O love's best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told:

Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 

And in our faults by lies we flattered be.

Ñîíåò 138

Çàêîõàíà, ââàæàºø ó õâàëüá³

Ìåíå õëîï÷èñüêîì ïðè øàëåí³ì äèâ³.

É òåáå õâàëþ, áî â³ðþ ÿ òîá³,

Áî äóìàþ: òâî¿ ñëîâà – ïðàâäèâ³.

Òè ëåñòîù³ ïðèíîñèø òåæ ìåí³.

² ïîõâàëà ïðèéìàºòüñÿ âñÿ ìíîþ, –

Íåìîâ äàíèíà ïðàâä³, íå áðåõí³.

² ïàëåí³þ âïåðøå ÿ âåñíîþ.

À âñå-òàêè ðîêè áåðóòü ñâîº.

² ÿê îäíå á îäíîìó íå áðåõàëè,

Òðèìàéìîñÿ òàêèìè, ÿê ìè º,

Âïðîäîâæ áàãàòîë³òíüî¿ íàâàëè.

Ìè ëåñòèìî íàâçàºì äåíü ïðè äí³: 

² â ëþáîùàõ æèâåìî, ³ – â áðåõí³. 

`
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Sonnet 139

O call not me to justify the wrong

That thy unkindness lays upon my heart;

Wound me not with thine eye but with thy tongue,

Use power with power and slay me not by art.

Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight,

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside:

What need'st thou wound with cunning when thy might

Is more than my o'er-pressed defence can bide?

Let me excuse thee: ah, my love well knows

Her pretty looks have been mine enemies,

And therefore from my face she turns my foes,

That they elsewhere might dart their injuries:

Yet do not so, but since I am near slain, 

Kill me outright with looks and rid my pain.

Ñîíåò 139

Ïåðåä ëþäüìè ïðèõîâóâàòü íå çìóøóé 

Òâî¿ – íåñïðàâåäëèâ³ñòü, çèñê, îáìàí...

Ñëîâàìè çëèìè íå ðîç’ÿòðþé äóøó,

Íå çàâäàâàé, êðàñóíå, áîëþ é ðàí.

Ëþáè òîãî, êîãî é ðàí³ø ëþáèëà,

Íå â³äâåðòàé ñâî¿õ, òîïîëå, â³é.

Ïðîùàòèìó, ïðîùó, ïðîùàþ, ìèëà, –

Òîæ íå â³äâîäü, áóäü ëàñêà, ïîãëÿä ñâ³é.

Ìîãëà á îäíèì ëèø ïîçèðêîì óáèòè –

Ïîñì³â áè õòî ââ³éòè â òâî¿ ñàäè... 

Òåáå é ïî ñìåðò³ áóäó ÿ ëþáèòè, –

Î, ãîëîâè ìîº¿ íå ùàäè!

Ìå÷åì äâîñ³÷íèì, ïîãëÿäîì – çí³âå÷:

Õàé, íåðîçóìíà, ïîëåòèòü ³ç ïëå÷.
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Sonnet 140

Be wise as thou art cruel, do not press

My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain,

Lest sorrow lend me words and words express

The manner of my pity wanting pain.

If I might teach thee wit, better it were,

Though not to love, yet love to tell me so, 

As testy sick-men, when their deaths be near,

No news but health from their physicians know;  

For if I should despair, I should grow mad,

And in my madness might speak ill of thee;

Now this ill wresting world is grown so bad,

Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be.

That I may not be so, nor thou belied, 

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go wide.

Ñîíåò 140

ßê òè ëèõà, íàñò³ëüêè áóäü ³ ìóäðà –

Çàìêíåíèõ âóñò ï³ä ãí³â íå ðîçìèêàé.

Íå äîïîìîæóòü àí³ ãðèì, í³ ïóäðà, –

Òâîº ïðåçèðñòâî ëëºòüñÿ ÷åðåç êðàé.

ßêùî íå ëþáèø, – íå çàïëþùóé î÷³,

Íå çàñòóïàé ñîáîþ ë³õòàð³â,

Áî õâîðèé òàêîæ ïðàâäó çíàòè õî÷å,

ßêîþ á íå áóëà, â³ä ë³êàð³â.

ß, ñëàâà Áîãó, ùå íå çáîæåâîë³â,

Òåðïëþ óñå, ùî òâ³é ÿçèê íåñå,

Â³ä ëèõîñë³â’ÿ ñòðèìóþñü ïîâîë³,

Çëîìîâíèé ñâ³ò ïî÷óòè ì³ã áè âñå.

Àáè óíèêíóòè ãàíüáè, ÿðìà,

Êðèâè äóøåþ, â â³÷³ – áóäü ïðÿìà. 

`
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Sonnet 141

In faith I do not love thee with mine eyes,

For they in thee a thousand errors note,

But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise,

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote;

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune delighted,

Nor tender feeling to base touches prone,

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with thee alone;

But my five wits nor my five senses can

Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee,

Who leaves unsway'd the likeness of a man,

Thy proud heart's slave and vassal wretch to be:

Only my plague thus far I count my gain, 

That she that makes me sin awards me pain.

Ñîíåò 141

Î, íå çëþáèâ òåáå ñóâîðèé ç³ð,

ßê ò³ëüêè âàäè âñ³ òâî¿ ïîáà÷èâ.

Ëèø ñåðöå ëþáèòü çëó íàïåðåê³ð.

Áà! – íàâ³òü â³ðèòü, áî âîíî – íåçðÿ÷å.

Íå çà÷åïèëà â³÷ òâîÿ êðàñà,

Ñìàêó òà íþõó, äîòèêó òà ñëóõó...

Òåáå çáàãíóòü ñïðèÿëè íåáåñà,

Áî ñåðöå á’ºòüñÿ ïî òîá³ ùîäóõó.

Éîìó îäíîìó, ïðîá³, íåâòÿìêè,

Ùî òè – ëóêàâà çðàäíèöÿ âåëüìîæíà,

Ùî í³ íà ìèòü, íå òå ùî âñ³ ðîêè,

Òîá³ ïî-ðàáñüêè â³ðèòè íå ìîæíà.

Â ìî¿õ ñòîñóíêàõ ç Íåáîì ³ Çåìëåþ

Òè º ëèøå ãð³øèíêîþ ìîºþ.
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Sonnet 142

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate,

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving:

O but with mine compare thou thine own state,

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving,

Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine,

That have profaned their scarlet ornaments

And seal'd false bonds of love as oft as mine,

Robb'd others' beds' revenues of their rents.

Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov'st those

Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee,

Root pity in thy heart, that, when it grows

Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide, 

By self-example mayst thou be denied.

Ñîíåò 142

Ëþáîâ – ì³é ãð³õ. Òâ³é ñïðàâåäëèâèé ãí³â 

Ïðîùàòè ìàº âàäè, ÿê ³ âòðàòè.

² òâ³é òóìàí ç ìî¿ì â³ääàëåí³â,

Ëþáîâ³ á³ëüø íå ñòàíåø äîêîðÿòè.

Íå ìàþòü ïðàâà ³ òâî¿ âóñòà

Ìåíå ñóäèòè, ãð³øíîãî òîáîþ, –

Îñêâåðíåíà áî ¿õíÿ êðàñîòà

Áåç÷åñòÿì, ëæåþ, çðàäîþ, ãàíüáîþ.

×è º ãð³øí³øèé õòîñü ³ç íàñ îáîõ?

Ëþáëþ òåáå, òè æ – ³íøîãî íàäáàëà.

Íàñ ðîçñóäèòè ìîæå ò³ëüêè Áîã,

À íå òâîÿ áåçæàë³ñí³ñòü çóõâàëà.

ßêùî íå ìàºø æàëîñò³, ãàé-ãàé! –

¯¿ òîä³ é â³ä ³íøèõ íå ÷åêàé...
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Sonnet 143

Lo as a careful housewife runs to catch

One of her feather'd creatures broke away,

Sets down her babe and makes all swift dispatch

In pursuit of the thing she would have stay,

Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase,

Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent

To follow that which flies before her face,

Not prizing her poor infant's discontent:

So runn'st thou after that which flies from thee,

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me,

And play the mother's part, kiss me, be kind:

So will I pray that thou mayst have thy Will, 

If thou turn back, and my loud crying still.

Ñîíåò 143

Äèòÿ ëèøèâøè, ãíàòèñü çà êóðìè,

Ùî øêîäó êîÿòü, ìàòè âèðóøà.

Íåâò³øíèìè, ãàðÿ÷èìè ñë³çüìè

Ìàëåíüêà îáëèâàºòüñÿ äóøà.

Äàðåìíî âñå... Çàõåêàíà, á³æèòü...

Äçüîáè çáèòîøí³ çíîâó òóò ÿê òóò,

Áî íåâãàìîâí³ êóðè í³ íà ìèòü

Ïåðåïî÷èòü õàçÿéö³ íå äàäóòü...

Òàê òè ñàìîãî êèíóëà ìåíå –

Ñï³øèø çà òèì, ùî á³ãà íàâñ³á³÷,

×îãî í³õòî í³ÿê íå çäîæåíå...

À ÿ òóæó â ðîçëóö³ – äåíü ³ í³÷.

Îáëèø êðèëàòó ìð³þ, îñü – æèòòÿ!

Âïóñòè ó ñåðöå çìó÷åíå äèòÿ.
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Sonnet 144

Two loves I have of comfort and despair,

Which like two spirits do suggest me still:

The better angel is a man right fair,

The worser spirit a woman colour'd ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my sight,

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,

Wooing his purity with her foul pride.

And whether that my angel be turn'd fiend

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell,

But being both from me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another's hell:

Yet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt, 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

Ñîíåò 144

ß ì³æ äâîìà, íåìîâ êóäëàòèé äèì...

Äâ³ ïðèñòðàñò³ íàâ³ÿâ áóðåâ³é:

Áëàêèòíîîêèé õëîïåöü, ñåðàôèì,

² äåìîí ó ñï³äíèö³ – í³áè ñâ³é.

Öÿ ìèòü íàñòàíå â êîæíîìó æèòò³,

Êîëè Îòåöü íàø ñêàæå: «Âèáèðàé!..».

Â³äâåðíåìî â³ä ñåáå ìè òîä³:

Âñ³ ïðàâåäíèêè – ïåêëî, ãð³øí³ – ðàé.

Ì³é äðóã ³ äåìîí – ÿê îäíà ñ³ì’ÿ.

Í³õòî íå çíà, ÿê ìó÷óñü íèí³ ÿ.

Áî ïåðåéìàþñü íåàáèÿê òèì:

Ùî âèð³øèòüñÿ ç àíãåëîì ñâÿòèì?

Ïðî íüîãî ÿ äîâ³äàþñü òîä³,

ßê ñâ³ä÷èòèìó â Áîæîìó Ñóä³.
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Sonnet 145

Those lips that Love's own hand did make

Breathed forth the sound that said 'I hate'

To me that languish'd for her sake;

But when she saw my woeful state,

Straight in her heart did mercy come,

Chiding that tongue that ever sweet

Was used in giving gentle doom,

And taught it thus anew to greet:

'I hate' she alter'd with an end,

That follow'd it as gentle day

Doth follow night, who like a fiend

From heaven to hell is flown away;

'I hate' from hate away she threw, 

And sav'd my life, saying 'not you'.

Ñîíåò 145

«Íåíàâèäæó!» – ñêàçàëà ³ çàìîâêëà,

Íåìîâáè ïðèêóñèëà ñâ³é ÿçèê.

Æîðñòîêå ñëîâî – íà÷å ìå÷ Äàìîêëà!

Ç âóñò ëàã³äí³ ñëîâà ÿ ÷óòè çâèê.

Ç òèõ ëþáèõ âóñò ³ç ðàä³ñòþ, îõî÷å

Çáèðàâ, ìîâ ÿãîäè, ñìà÷í³ ñëîâà.

Òåïåð êîõàí³é çàãëÿäàþ â î÷³:

×è íå ³ñêðèíêó õèòðîñò³ õîâà?

Íàðàç³ â òåáå âèíèêëà ïîòðåáà – 

Íà ìèë³ñòü, ëàñêó ïîì³íÿòè ãí³â.

Òè ñõàìåíóëàñü â÷àñíî, ç³ðêî ç íåáà,

Ïî-³íøîìó òâ³é ïîãëÿä çàÿñí³â.

«Íåíàâèäæó», – ñêàçàëà, àëå âðàç

Äîáàâèëà ³ç âèãóêîì: «Íå Âàñ!».
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Sonnet 146

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

[                ] these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body's end?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store;

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;

Within be fed, without be rich no more: 

So shalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men, 

And death once dead, there's no more dying then.

Ñîíåò 146

Äóøå ìîÿ, æèòòÿ çåðíîì ãð³õîâíèì

Íå ñòàíü â äîãîäó â³÷íèì áóíòàðÿì, –

Æèâè ñìèðåííî, ³ æèòòÿì äóõîâíèì

Íå ïîòðåáóº ðîçïèñó òâ³é õðàì.

Äóøå! Ìè – ãîñò³ íèí³ òèì÷àñîâ³.

Äèâèñü íà âñå ïðèñê³ïëèâî çãîðè,

Áóäü îáåðåæíà â ä³ÿõ, äóìö³, ñëîâ³,

² Ãîñïîäó ìîëèòâó ñîòâîðè.

Äåðçàé, äóøå, ³ç êîæíèì òèæíåì, ðîêîì,

Ïðèìíîæóé â íåáåñàõ íîâ³ ñêàðáè.

Ùîá òëÿ é ÷åðâà íå ç’¿ëè íåíàðîêîì,

Îò³ ñêàðáè áåçñìåðòíèìè çðîáè.

Òîä³ òåáå çâ³í÷àº ïåðåìîãà,

Êîëè ïîëþáèø ³ ïðîñëàâèø Áîãà!
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Sonnet 147

My love is as a fever, longing still

For that which longer nurseth the disease,

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,

Th'uncertain sickly appetite to please.

My reason, the physician to my love,

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve,

Desire is death, which physic did except.

Past cure I am, now reason is past care,

And frantic mad with ever-more unrest,

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are,

At random from the truth vainly express'd;

For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee bright, 

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

Ñîíåò 147

Êîõàííÿì ÿ çàñëàá – ³ íå íà æàðò,

Äî ìåíå öÿ õâîðîáà íå áàéäóæà:

Òî – ëèõîìàíèòü, à òî – êèäà â æàð...

Ë³êóþñü òèì, â³ä ÷îãî çàíåäóæàâ.

Ì³é ðîçóì-ë³êàð ïðèçíà÷àòè çíîâ

Íàäóìàâ ð³çí³ òðàâè òà êîð³ííÿ,

Òà ÿ éîãî íå ñëóõàâ íàñòàíîâ,

² â³í ï³øîâ, áî âæå íå ìàâ òåðï³ííÿ.

Äóøà – â íåâèë³êîâíîìó ÿðì³.

Õâîð³þ äàë³. Ïðèïèñè – ò³ æ ñàì³.

Ïîêèíóâ äóøó ðîçóì-ë³êàð ì³é:

Âîíà ñòðàæäàº â â³ä÷à¿, íåñòÿì³.

Êîëè íå ñòàëî ðîçóìó-óìà,

Çäàëèñÿ: ïåêëîì – ðàé, à ñâ³òëîì – òüìà.
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Sonnet 148

O me, what eyes hath love put in my head,

Which have no correspondence with true sight,

Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled,

That censures falsely what they see aright?

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,

What means the world to say it is not so?

If it be not, then love doth well denote

Love's eye is not so true as all men's: no,

How can it? O how can love's eye be true,

That is so vex'd with watching and with tears?

No marvel then though I mistake my view:

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

O cunning love, with tears thou keep'st me blind, 

Lest eyes well seeing thy foul faults should find.

Ñîíåò 148

Êîõàííÿ çàòóìàíèëî ì³é ç³ð...

×è çðèìå áóòè áà÷åíèì íå õî÷å?

Íå ÷³òêî âèäíî: æ³íêà òè ÷è çâ³ð, –

Ìî¿ áîÿòüñÿ îáìàíóòèñü î÷³.

Íàïåâíî, ìàþ äóøó äèâàêà,

Çàñë³ïëåíó êîõàííÿì ³ íåçðÿ÷ó...

Òè ñâ³òîâ³ çäàºøñÿ íå òàêà,

ßêîþ ÿ òåáå óäîìà áà÷ó.

×è ñâ³ò îñë³ï, ÷è – ì³é íåäîáðèé ç³ð?

Óçð³òè ïðàâäó çàâàæàþòü ñëüîçè.

² ñîíöå ñÿº â íåá³ äî òèõ ï³ð,

Äîïîêè çåìëþ íå óìèþòü ãðîçè.

Êîõàííÿ – õèòðå: ñë³ç ëëº ðó÷à¿,

Ùîá õóòêî çìèòè âñ³ ãð³õè ñâî¿.
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Sonnet 149

Canst thou, O cruel, say I love thee not,

When I against myself with thee partake:

Do I not think on thee when I forgot

Am of my self, all tyrant for thy sake?

Who hateth thee that I do call my friend,

On whom frown'st thou that I do fawn upon,

Nay, if thou lour'st on me, do I not spend

Revenge upon my self with present moan?

What merit do I in my self respect,

That is so proud thy service to despise,

When all my best doth worship thy defect,

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?

But love, hate on, for now I know thy mind;

Those that can see thou lov'st, and I am blind.

Ñîíåò 149

Òîá³ ïîòð³áíà ñâàðîê òå÷³ÿ?

Âåäåìî í³áè â³éíè ìè ç òîáîþ.

Õ³áà íå íà òâîºìó áîö³ ÿ 

Âîþþ, çáðîþ çäàþ÷è áåç áîþ?

Íàòîì³ñòü, ùîáè äàòè â³äêîøà,

Ñîþçè óêëàäàâ ³ç âîðîãàìè.

Äî äðóç³â íå ãîðíóëàñÿ äóøà:

Äî íèõ ÿ îáåðòàâñü, ÿê â³ë, – ðîãàìè.

Ðîáèâ öå âñå äëÿ òåáå, íå çà ãð³ø.

Äóøà – â ïðîâèíàõ, ñêîºíèõ ùîêðîêó.

Òâ³é ãð³õ çà áëàãà âñ³ ëþäñüê³ ìèë³ø: 

Ç³ ìíîþ òè áóëà ³ º æîðñòîêà.

Ìåí³, ñë³ïîìó, áà÷èòüñÿ îäíå:

Òè ëþáèø çðÿ÷èõ, îòæå – íå ìåíå.
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Sonnet 150

O from what power hast thou this pow'rful might,

With insufficiency my heart to sway,

To make me give the lie to my true sight,

And swear that brightness doth not grace the day?

Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,

That in the very refuse of thy deeds

There is such strength and warrantise of skill

That in my mind thy worst all best exceeds?

Who taught thee how to make me love thee more

The more I hear and see just cause of hate?

O, though I love what others do abhor,

With others thou shouldst not abhor my state:

If thy unworthiness raised love in me, 

More worthy I to be beloved of thee.
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Ñîíåò 150 (1-é âàð³àíò)

×îìó, ñêàæè, òâîÿ òåíä³òíà ñèëà 

Ìåíå ïðèòÿãóº, ìîâ áäæ³ë íåêòàð?

ß ïîëþáèâ ³ çëî, ùî òè íîñèëà,

Áî ñâÿòî â³ðèâ: òî – íåáåñíèé äàð.

Ùîá çíàâ ðàí³ø òåáå, ëóêàâêî, òðîõè,

Ç òâî¿ì æèòòÿì áè íå â’ÿçàâ ñâîº.

×îìóñü òîä³ ñïîäîáàëèñü ïîðîêè

É äèâàöòâà âñ³, ÿê³ íà ñâ³ò³ º.

Îäíîìó Áîãó – ïî÷åñò³ òà ñëàâà.

Æèâèìè ùå ïîêàéòåñÿ, âóñòà!

Ãð³õ³â ñâî¿õ íå âèçíàºø, ëóêàâà?

Íå äóìàâ ÿ, ùî òè òàêà ïóñòà.

Êîõàííÿ òîé, íàïåâíî, âàðòèé º,

Õòî íåâèïðàâí³é – ñåðöå â³ääàº.

Ñîíåò 150 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Çâ³äê³ëü ÷åðïàºø ñèëè, äóõîì êâîëà, 

Àáè çàãðàëà þíà êðîâ ìåí³?

Íà ÿñíèé äåíü, ÿêáè æ â³í ïëîìåí³â,

Ç³íèöü ìî¿õ íàä³ÿ íå ñõîëîëà.

×åñíîòè º – íåìà òîä³ ìîðîêè.

Ùî íåãàòèâíèì âèäàëîñü þðá³,

Ìåí³ ñïîäîáàëîñü ÿêðàç â òîá³ –

Óñ³ äèâàöòâà, ïðèìõè ³ ïîðîêè.

Æèòòÿ íå çíàþòü íàâ³òü åðóäèòè.

Ó ñâ³ò³ äåë³êàòíå âñå ëþáëþ –

Êðèõêå, íåìîâ ç³ ñêëà ÷è êðèøòàëþ...

Çà öå ìåíå, áóäü ëàñêà, íå ñóäè òè.

Êîõàííÿ îñîáëèâå òèì áóëî,

Ùî ïîëþáèâ ÿ ãð³øíó – âñ³ì íà çëî. 
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Sonnet 151

Love is too young to know what conscience is;

Yet who knows not conscience is born of love,

Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove.

For thou betraying me, I do betray

My nobler part to my gross body's treason;

My soul doth tell my body that he may

Triumph in love, flesh stays no farther reason,

But rising at thy name doth point out thee

As his triumphant prize, proud of this pride,

He is contented thy poor drudge to be,

To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.

No want of conscience hold it that I call

Her love, for whose dear love I rise and fall.
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Ñîíåò 151 (1-é âàð³àíò)

Êîõàííÿ ïåðøå – ñíèòüñÿ ³ ñòàðîìó.

ßêùî – âçàºìíå, òî – á³äè íåìà.

Íå äîêîðÿé ìåíå, áóäü ëàñêà, â òîìó,

Â ÷³ì, äîáðå çíàºø, âèííà òè ñàìà.

Ìè ëþáîùàìè ñïîâíèëèñü âñåö³ëî,

Øàë âîëîä³º íàìè îáîìà...

Çâèòÿæíèé äóõ ì³é ñïîêóøàº ò³ëî,

Íåêòàðîì íàñîëîäè îá³éìà.

Íà ïîêëèê òâ³é âñÿ ïëîòü ãîðèòü ëþáîâ’þ,

Ëåòèòü, ùîá äîãîäèòè, ñòð³ìãîëîâ,

Ñòèõ³éíî ìð³º – ïàäàòè ç òîáîþ,

Ùîá ï³ä³éìàòèñü äî øàëåíñòâà çíîâ.

Õòî ñëóãóâàâ ³ æèâ ó ïàíñüê³ì äîì³,

Òîìó êîõàííÿ é ïðèñòðàñò³ â³äîì³.  

Ñîíåò 151 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Íå çíàº þí³ñòü äîêîð³â ñóìë³ííÿ:

Êîõàííÿì ïåðåïîâíåíà óùåðòü.

Áåç äîñâ³äó íà¿âíå ïîêîë³ííÿ

Íå â³äàº, äå – â³÷í³ñòü, à äå – ñìåðòü.

Òîáîþ çðàäæåíèé, ñåáå íåñì³ëî

Áîñÿöüêèì ïî÷óòòÿì ÿ â³ääàþ.

Òâ³é äðóã íà ãð³øíå ïðîâîêóº ä³ëî –

Ãàðÿ÷à ïëîòü ñâÿòêóº ìèòü ñâîþ.

Â³ä ïåðøîãî êèâêà âîíà ãîòîâà

Òîá³ â³ääàòè ³ ñíàãó, é ëþáîâ,

Òîá³ ñëóæèòè â áóäü-ÿêèõ óìîâàõ,

Ëåò³òè, ïàäàòè ç òîáîþ çíîâ.

Õòî ìàâ ëþáîâí³ çëåòè ³ ïàä³ííÿ,

Òîé äîáðå çíàº ãëèáèíó ñóìë³ííÿ.



188

Sonnet 152

In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn,

But thou art twice forsworn to me love swearing,

In act thy bed-vow broke and new faith torn,

In vowing new hate after new love bearing.

But why of two oaths' breach do I accuse thee,

When I break twenty: I am perjured most;

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee

And all my honest faith in thee is lost,

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness:

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy,

And to enlighten thee gave eyes to blindness,

Or made them swear against the thing they see:

For I have sworn thee fair: more perjured eye

To swear against the truth so foul a lie.

Ñîíåò 152

Êîõàâ. Ãð³øèâ. Ìîÿ, à íå ÷èÿñü.

Ïîðóøóâàëà êëÿòâó  – ³ íå äâ³÷³.

Ïîäðóæíþ ÷åñòü óòîïòóþ÷è â ãðÿçü,

Ìîâ êîðîëåâà, äèâèøñÿ ó â³÷³.

Íàâ³ùî íèí³ òàê âèíþ òåáå?

Õ³áà çà òåáå ñàì íå ùå ãð³øí³øèé?

Ñóâîðå çíàº íåáî: ÿ – ïëåáåé,

Àäæå ëàìàâ ïðèñÿãè ùå ðàí³øå.

Õî÷à ³ êëÿâñü ëþäèí³ íå îäí³é

Òâî¿ìè áëàãîðîäñòâîì, ÷èñòîòîþ...

Òîìó é îñë³ï ó ñîíÿ÷íîìó äí³,

Ùîá òè çäàâàëàñü äîáðîþ, ñâÿòîþ.

Êîëè êàçàâ, ùî – ÷åñíà ³ ñâÿòà,

Ñâî¿ áðåõíåþ îñêâåðíÿâ óñòà.
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Sonnet 153

Cupid laid by his brand and fell asleep:

A maid of Dian's this advantage found,

And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep

In a cold valley-fountain of that ground;

Which borrow'd from this holy fire of Love

A dateless lively heat, still to endure,

And grew a seeting bath, which yet men prove

Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.

But at my mistress' eye love's brand newfired,

The boy for trial needs would touch my breast;

I, sick withal, the help of bath desired,

And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest,

But found no cure: the bath for my help lies

Where Cupid got new fire – my mistress' eyes.
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Ñîíåò 153 (1-é âàð³àíò)

Àìóð ñâîãî çàêèíóâ ñìîëîñêèïà

² çàäð³ìàâ – îäðàçó, áåç äóìîê.

Ïîáà÷èëà ðóñàëêà ôàêåë â ëèïàõ –

Éîãî âçÿëà, æáóðíóëà ó ñòðóìîê.

Â ñòðóìêó íåìîâáè ùîñü çàêëåêîò³ëî,

Ïîãàñëà ãîëîâåøêà â³ä âîäè...

Ùîá ë³êóâàòè îä íåäóãè ò³ëî,

Ï³øëè áîëÿù³ é íåì³÷í³ òóäè...

Ìåí³ æàð â ñåðöå êèíóëî äëÿ ïðîáè 

Ç î÷åé êîõàíèõ êàïîñíå õëîï’ÿ...

Í³ÿê íå ìîæó çáóòèñÿ õâîðîáè –

Ùå ç òîãî ÷àñó áèòèé Áîãîì ÿ...

Ìåíå çö³ëèòè ìîæå íå ñòðóìîê,

À î÷³, áåç ÿêèõ ÿ é ñàì ïðîìîê.

Ñîíåò 153 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Ïðèë³ã Àìóð, ïîêëàâøè ôàêåë çáîêó.

ßê çàäð³ìàâ, òî äàâ ³ õðîïàêà.

Òîé ôàêåë í³ìôó íàëÿêàâ í³âðîêó,

Âîíà ç âîãíåì ïîá³ãëà äî ñòðóìêà.

Âòîïèëà ãîëîâåøêó. Çàêèï³ëî,

Çàâèðóâàëî ðàïòîì äæåðåëî...

Éøëè â³ä íåäóã ïîë³êóâàòè ò³ëî.

Íå çíàþ, ñê³ëüêè òàì ëþäåé áóëî.

ß íå õîäèâ òóäè, òà ð³÷ íå â öüîìó...

Ç î÷åé êðàñóí³ âçÿâ áîæîê âîãîíü,

Çàí³ñ ó ñåðöå, íà á³äó ñë³ïîìó,

Ïåêåëüíèõ ìóê çàâäàâ ç òðåìêèõ äîëîíü...

Ñòðóìîê íå çö³ëèòü. Í³ òåïåð, í³ ç íî÷³...

À – çö³ëÿòü î÷³. Â³ääàí³. Æ³íî÷³.
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Sonnet 154

The little Love-god lying once asleep

Laid by his side his heart inflaming brand,

Whilst many nymphs that vow'd 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 warm'd;

And so the general of hot desire

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm'd.

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 diseased; but I, my mistress' thrall,

Came there for cure, and this by that I prove:

Love's fire heats water, water cools not love.



193

Ñîíåò 154 (1-é âàð³àíò)

Ñïàâ áîã êîõàííÿ. Ðàíü áóëà ïîõìóðà.

Ãîð³â ïðè íüîìó ôàêåë çàçâè÷àé.

Éøëè í³ìôè ìèìî ñîííîãî Àìóðà.

Îäíà ç íèõ – ôàêåë âêèíóëà â ðó÷àé.

Çàï³íèëîñü! ßê ãð³ì, çàæåáîí³ëî

Â³ä ãîëîâåøêè â õàùàõ äæåðåëî...

Òóäè çö³ëÿòè íåì³÷ ñâîãî ò³ëà

Çàêîõàíèõ áàãàòî òåæ ïðèéøëî.

² ÿ òàì áóâ, ³ ë³êóâàâñü âîäîþ,

ßêà é ìîº çäîðîâ’ÿ áåðåãëà.

Êîëèñü ïðèéäó ç ðóñàëêîþ ðóäîþ,

Ùîá çàïàñòèñÿ äèâîì äæåðåëà...

Ëþáîâ ç³ãð³ëà âîäó, à âîäà 

Ëèøå ç êîõàííÿì – â³÷íà, ìîëîäà.

Ñîíåò 154 (2-é âàð³àíò)

Çàñíóâ Àìóð. À ë³ñ òóìàí îêóòàâ.

Ñìîëîþ äèõàâ ôàêåë óâ ³ìë³.

Éøëè í³ìôè ìèìî áîãà-áàëàìóòà,

Âòîïèëè ñìîëîñêèïà â äæåðåë³.

Çëåò³ëè áðèçêè âãîðó – äî ïàã³ëëÿ,

Ç³ðâàâøè çâóêè ãðîìó ³ çì³¿...

Òóäè áîëÿù³ ðóøèëè ç äîâê³ëëÿ,

Ùîá ë³êóâàòè ñëàáîù³ ñâî¿.

Áóâ òàêîæ òàì, âòåêëà ìîÿ íåäóãà,

Áî îòóäè íå ðàç, íå äâà õîäèâ.

Ïðèéíÿâ öåé êëþ÷ ³ ïîäðóãó, ³ äðóãà – 

Âñ³õ îçäîðîâèâ ñòðóìåíåì âîäè.

Ëþáîâ ñÿãíóëà âîä, ùîá íå õîëîëè.

Öå æ äæåðåëî – íå çàìåðçà í³êîëè.



195

Ï²ÑËßÑËÎÂÎ

Ðÿñíà òâîð÷³ñòü ³ äí³ æèòòÿ ãåí³-

àëüíîãî Â³ëüÿìà Øåêñï³ðà (1564-

1616) ñïîâíåí³ òðèâîã, äðàìàòèçìó. Ïîâèò³ 

íåïðîãëÿäíèì ñåðïàíêîì çàãàäêîâî¿ 

òàºìíè÷îñò³. Ñâî¿ì ïîåòè÷íèì îáäàðóâàí-

íÿì Â³ëüÿì Øåêñï³ð ïî-äîáðîìó ïîëîíèâ 

³ ïðîäîâæóº ïîëîíèòè óñ³õ íåáàéäóæèõ 

ëþäåé, ùî æèëè, æèâóòü ³ æèòèìóòü íà ö³é 

çåìë³. Â ÷èñëî éîãî ïîëîíåíèõ ïîòðàïèâ ³ ÿ 

– ëþäèíà äóæå îáìåæåíèõ ô³çè÷íèõ ìîæ-

ëèâîñòåé â³ä ñàìîãî íàðîäæåííÿ. Âèêëèê 

ñâîº¿ äîë³ ÿ ïðèéíÿâ, ÿê ùîñü íàëåæíå. 

Ìóæíüî. Ñïîê³éíî. Ïîçáàâëåíèé çìîãè 

ï³çíàâàòè î÷èìà äîâêîëèøí³é ñâ³ò, ðàíî, 

ùå çìàëêó, â³ä÷óâ, ùî âîëîä³þ ð³äê³ñíèì 

çîðîì ãîñòðî¿ ³íòó¿ö³¿. Îêð³ì òîãî, Áîã äàº 

ìåí³ ìàéæå ôåíîìåíàëüíó ïàì’ÿòü.

ßðå ñîíöå Øåêñï³ðîâîãî ñîíåòà íå ò³ëü-

êè ïîëîíèëî, à çíåíàöüêà âðàçèëî, çáåí òå-

æèëî, ñêîëèõíóëî, ðîçáóäèâøè ìîþ þíó 

ñïëÿ÷ó äóøó. Ç òèõ ï³ð âèíîøóâàâ ïîòàéíó 

³ ñîëîäêó ìð³þ – íå ëèøå ïåðåêëàñòè, à é 

ïåðåñï³âàòè ¿õ (ñîíåòè) ³ çðîáèòè öå ïî-

ñâîºìó, íå òàê, ÿê öå ðîáèëè ïîïåðåäí³ 

ìàéñòðè ñëîâà. Íèí³, äîðîãèé ÷èòà÷ó, â  

òâî¿õ ðóêàõ – ïë³ä áàãàòîð³÷íî¿ ïðàö³. Íà-

ñê³ëüêè âäàëîñÿ ìåí³ äîñÿãòè ñâîº¿ ìð³¿, ñó-

äèòè òîá³. Âñÿ ñëàâà ³ âåëèêà ïîäÿêà çà öå – 
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â³÷íî æè âî ìó Áîãó. Áåç Áîæî¿ âñåìîãóòíüî¿ 

ï³äòðèìêè, äîïîìîãè ³ áëàãîñëîâåííÿ ÿ íå 

çì³ã áè çðî áè òè æîäíîãî êðîêó. 

Ùèðî, ñåðäå÷íî äÿ êóþ óñ³ì, õòî áðàâ 

áåçïîñåðåäíþ ó÷àñòü ó ñòâîðåíí³ ö³º¿ 

äîâãîî÷³êóâàíî¿ êíè ãè. Îñîá ëèâà ìîÿ ïî-

äÿêà âèäàâíèöòâó "Âî ëèíñüê³ îáåðåãè", 

çàñ íîâ íèöåþ ÿêîãî º íàä çâè ÷àé íî äîáðî-

ñîâ³ñíà òà ÷óéíà, ïðàöå ëþá íà Òåòÿíà 

Îëåê ñàíäð³âíà Âëàñþê. Äÿêóþ ðåäàêòî-

ðàì Ìèêîë³ òà Ëþáîâ³ Ïøåíè÷íèì, êî-

ðåêòîðó Ë³ä³¿ Ðèáåíêî, àâòîðó ïåðåäìîâè 

Äìèòðîâ³ Êðàâöþ, õóäîæíüîìó ðåäàêòîðó 

Îëåêñàíäðó Ñòàøóêó, õóäîæíèêîâ³, þíî-

ìó âèïóñêíèêîâ³ Ñòàðîïî÷à¿âñüêî¿ ñåðåä-

íüî¿ øêîëè, ùî íà Òåðíîï³ëüùèí³, Ìèêîë³ 

Ãîðïèíþêó, à òàêîæ Àíàòîë³þ Ì³çåðíîìó 

çà íàäàííÿ ôîòî. 

Õàé áóäå íàâ³êè ïðîñëàâëåíèé âåëèêèé, 

ìèëîñòèâèé ³ âñåëþáëÿ÷èé Áîã íàø ²ñóñ 

Õðèñòîñ, õâàëà ³ íàéùèð³øà Éîìó ïîäÿêà 

â³ä ìåíå!
Âàñèëü ËßÙÓÊ, 

÷ëåí Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ Ñï³ëêè 
ïèñüìåííèê³â Óêðà¿íè 

òà Íàö³îíàëüíî¿ ñï³ëêè 
æóðíàë³ñò³â Óêðà¿íè
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