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Shakespeare Sznnals

E’om fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beaut's rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease,
His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweetself 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, makest waste in niggarding.
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.




SHEKSPIR - SONETE

ﬁga cdo krijesé e bukur duam shtesé

Qé tréndafil’i bukuris’ mos fishket;

Por, kur té piget, gjé prej saj mos mbesé,

Burbugja né kujtim té pértérihet.

Por ti, i kredhur n’ata sy plot drité,

Me frymén ténde flakén e mban gjallg;

Shkakton uri ku derdhen mirésité,

Armik i vetes pérse béhesh vallé?

Tani stoli qé je i rruzullimit,

Kasnec pa shok pranvere té shkélgyer,

Né gonxhen ténde ti varros gézimin,

Né varféri thesar’ ke pér ta kthyer.
Botén méshiro, mbaje két thesar
Dhe bukurin’ mos e mbulo né varr.




Shakespears Sonnets

I

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field,
Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now,
Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held;
Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasures 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.
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Zg‘“r dyzet dimra ballin t& ta thajné
Dhe t& ta fishkin gjithé bukuring,
Kur zhele do té bjeré nga ¢do ané
Ky petk qgé sot ty ta solis rining,
Kur té t& pyesin: “Vallé ku ka ikur
Ai thesar i shtrenjté i bukurisé?”
Té thuash: “Ja kétu né syte e fikur”,
Do t’ish njé turp i madh i kotésisé.
Po sa do mburreshe até dité sikur
T’u thoshe: “Ja, ky djalé ¢ma ndriti
Ky bir ka trashéguar até nur
Qé m’iku pér ngaheré me rininé!”
Dhe kur n’acar té pleqeris’ té ngrish,

Gjakun té nxeht’ né dej do ndiesh sérish.

plegeriné!




shakespeara Sonnsts

Vil

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 middie age,
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,
Attending on his golden piligrame;
But when from highmost pitch, with weary car
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,
The eyes, ‘fore duteous, now converted are
From his low tract, and look another way:
So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon,
Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son.




