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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.




VII

%biko, nga lindja sa ka nisur dielli

Kokén e zjarrt’ ta ngrejé plot shkélgim;

Syté nga toka drejtohen nga gielli

Dh’e pérshéndesin plot me adhurim.

Pastaj si ngjitet deri lart né kulm,

Né breshériné e drités tij té zjarrté,

Syté gé poshté e shohin prap’ me ngulm

Duke e ndjekur né shtegtim’n e arté.

Por kur nga kulmi i lodhur nis té zbresé

Edhe té marré udh’n e peréndimit,

Syt’ plot respekt qé e shihnin két’ shkélgesé

Tani kémbejné shtegun e drejtimit.
Ashtu dhe ti do mbec i shkret’ pa fjalé
Sa je i ri nga pas mos lénc njé djalé.




Shakespears Sonnsts

Tt is for fear to wet a widow's eye _
That thou consumest thyself 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 hathin the world an end,
And kept unused, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits

That on himself such murderous shame commits.
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%e friké se vejushen mos lésh vetém
Mbytur né lot gé rri i pamartuar?
Pa djal’ késhtu sikur ta lésh ti jetén
Me kuje bota ka pér té vajtuar.
Vejusha jote bota do té jeté,
Né lot do shkrij’ pa djalé ti né shkofsh;
Kur ¢do vejushe para saj do keté
N& syté e djalit ninzén e té shoqt.
Ajo, qé shkapérdari prish pa u menduar,
S’humbet, se shkon diku dhe prapé vlen;
Por bukuria, si té ket’ kaluar,
Si dhe rinia ikén dhe mé s’vjen.
Te ty ndaj tjerve s’paska dashuri
Qékur ndaj vetes kaq mizor je ti.

1




Shakespeare Sonnsts

XVIi

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 | 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 streched metre of an antique song:
But were some child of yours alive that time,
You should live twice,- in it, and in my rhyme.




SHEKSPIR - SONETE

XVII

%ush i beson né t’arthmen vargut tim
Edhe sikur té ndrijé nga hiri yt?
Si i njé varri ai éshté shémbéllim
Q¢ jetén ténde né terriné e mbyt.
Né varg té ri té shkrija bukuriné
E syvet tu dhe gjithé nurin ténd,
“Génjen” do thoshin brezat q& do ving,
E tillé bukuri s’lind né asnjé vend!”
Edhe ky varg nga koha ashtu i zverdhur
Dhe i pérbuzur do té flaket tej,
Si llomotitje e njé plaku té rrjedhur,
O marrézi poeti tevegel.
Por djal’ né lén¢ pas teje trashégim,
Te ai do rrosh si dhe te vargu im.
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XX

As an unperfect actor on the stage,
Who with his fear is put besides 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 leam to read what silent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.

14
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XXIII

%i njé aktor i dobét qé né skené

Nga frika rolin fare e harron,

Apo si ai nga pezmi qé& z& zien

Sa valé e forcés zemrén ia ligshton,
Ashtu dhe un’ nga frika s’di t'i them
Fjalét qé i kané hije dashurisé

Q& mé ka shémbur edhe béré ujem,

Nén’ zgjedh’n e saj keq fort mé ka molisé.
Librat e mi ti léri, pra, té jené

Kasnecé té nemitur t& kétij gjiri;

Shpérblim e dashuri te ty kérkojn’ té gjejné
Mé shumé se gjuha qé u shpreh mé sé miri.
Fjalét e dashurisé sé heshtur i lexo,

Dégjo me sy, si¢ bén ai gé do.

15
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XXVII

Weary with toil, | haste me to my bed,
The dear repose for limbs with travel tired;

But then begins a journey in my head,
To work my mind, when body's work expir'd:
For then my thoughts (from far where | 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 thy 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.
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XXVII

;Lodhur nga puna bie pér té fjetur
Trupin ta ¢lodh nga udhétimi i gjaté,
Kur trupi clodhjen mé né fund ka gjetur,
Mendja shtegtimin e nis népér naté.
Aher’ mendimet, porsi haxhileré,
Marrin njé udhé e shkojné drejt tek ti;
Qepallat e rénduar s'mbyllen asnjéheré,
Terrin shikojné qé e sheh i verbéti.
Edhe aher’ me syté e mi té vdjerré
Me shpirtin tim un’ hijen ta sodis,
Q& varur si stoli né natén sterré,
Té zezén naté e ndrit dhe e stolis.

Pra, ditén trupi, natén truri im,

Pér ty dhe veten time s’gjejné pushim.
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Shakespears Sonnats

XXV

How can | then return in happy plight,

That am debarr'd the benefit of rest?

When day’s oppression is not eas'd 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 | toil, still farther off from thee.

| tell the day, to please him, thou art bright,

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven;

So flatter | the swart-complexion'd night;

When sparkling stars twire not, thou gild'st the even.
But day doth daily draw my SOITOWS longer,

And night doth nightly make grief's strength seem
stronger.
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XXVIII

%i té mé qeshé buza pa mé thuaj

Kur shpirti im njé ¢ast nuk gjen pushim,

Kur dité e naté e naté e dité uné vuaj,

Pér ankth’ e dités nata s’gjen shérim?

Kur ditén nata e kjo ditén lufton,

Bashkohen kundér meje e mé sfilisin:

Dita me puné e nata rri vajton

Sepse larg teje orét mé mérzisin.

Dités i them , ta marr pak me té miré,

Se ti e ndrit me re kur gielli nxin;

Natés sé zezé i them: “S’ka errésiré

Kur ti, si yll, kur yjet s’ndrijné, shéndrin.”
Cdo dité mé shumé venitem prej léngatés,
Cdo naté mé i zi mé duket terri i natés.
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XXIX

When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,
| all alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries,
Aqd look upon myself, and curse my fate,
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Fea.tur’d like him, like him with friends posses'd,
Dgsnring this man's art, and that man’s scope,
Wlth what | most enjoy contented least:
Yetin these thoughts myself almost despising,
H«’:-lply I'think on thee, and then my state
(Like to the lark at break of days arising
From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate;
For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings,
That then | scorn to change my state with kings.
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XXIX

;Rur shpirt helmuar strukem né vetmi

Mjerimin tim kur qaj plot pikéllim,

Qiellin trazoj me klithma pa dobi

Dhe rri mallkoj ahere fatin tim;

Njé tjetér fat lakmoj un’ mé té miré,

T’akcilit hijeshiné ta kisha uné,

Migt e njé tjetri, artin e véshtirg,

Até gé e kam mé pak dhe e dua shumé.

Edhe késhtu, kur veten e urrej

Pér fat té sjell ndér mend dhe shpirti im

(Si lauresha qé ngjitet lart né qiej

Nga toka e zymté) kéndon plot ngazéllim:
Se dashuriné e émbél ténde kur kujtoj
As mbret té jem aheré nuk lakmoj.
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When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing | sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste:
Than can | 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 the expense of many a vanish'd sight;
Than can | grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which | new pay as if not paid before.

But if the while | think on thee, dear friend,

All losses are restor'd and sorrows end.

22
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%ur sjell ndér mend kujtimin e nemitur
Té zérave qé humbén né greminé,
Rri psherétij p’r ata qé jané venitur,
Vajtoj me mall pér ditét qé mé s’viné.
Dhe syté e mi gé nuk ishin mésuar
Té derdhnin lot, ia shkrepin fort t& qarit;
Vajtoj pér dashurité e paharruar,
Pér shokét gé né gjum’ kan’ rén’ té varrit.
Brengosem prap pér brengat qé mé rané,
Cdo humbje prap mé sjell njé hidhérim;
Vajtoj sérish ata qé mé nuk janeé,
Sikur nuk i kam garé me lotin tim.
Por ty kur té kujtoj ¢do breng e mund,
Harroj ¢do humbje e ¢do zymnim merr fund.
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XXXI

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,
Which | by lacking have supposed dead;
And there reigns love, and all love's loving parts,
And all those friends which | 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 remowed 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 | loved | view in thee,

And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.

24
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XXXI

ﬁé gjirin ténd gjithé zemrat kané seliné

Té cilat kallur thosha jané né dhe;

Té dashurve té zhdukur bukuriné

Té pavenitur ruajtur e ke.

Sa heré pér té vdekurit kam qaré

Nga dashuria e shenjté i ngashéryer;

Me lot kujtimin dendur ua kam larg,

Por ti té gjithé ata i ke rrémbyer.

Ti varri je ku rron dashni e vdekur

Me trofeté e té dashurve stolisur;

Né veten ténde se ¢'m’i paske tretur

Ti copat e késaj zemre té sfilitur.
Fytyrat mé té dashura i gjej tek ti,
I yti (i gjithé atyre) jam tani.
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XXXIll

P ull many a glorious morning have | seen

Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchymy;

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 sun 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 masked him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;
Suns of the world may stain, when heaven’s sun

staineth.
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XXXIII

%a heré e kam shijuar bukuriné

E nadjes dielli majat kur ndricon;

Kur shtrin fytyr'n e arté né léndiné

Dhe ujérat e zbeta i praron.

Papritmas i lejon té mblidhen reté

Fytyrén giellore t’'ia mbulojné véshtrimit;

Pa diell bota duket krejt e shkreté

Kur tinés ai shket drejt peréndimit.

Ashtu dhe dielli im mé ndriti ndaj té gdhiré

Dhe mé verboi me rrezet plot shkélqim;

Ndriti njé oré dhe, né errésiré,

Ma la tani, se reté u mblodhén plim.
Kur dielli i giellit fshihet prapa reve,
Si mos na fshihet dielli i tokés neve?
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XL

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

For all the day they view things unrespected;

But when | 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 hapy show

To the clear day with thy much clearer light,

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!

How would, | say, mine eyes be blessed made

By looking on thee in the living day,

When in dead of night thy fair imperfect shade

Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!
All days are nights to see, till | see thee,
And nights, bright days when dreams do show thee

me.
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XLIII

;ﬁﬂé miré shoh kur natén syté i mbyll;

Se ditén s’shoh gjé tjetér ve¢ pércmim;

Né éndérr mé fanitesh si njé yll

Dhe té sodis né terrin plot shkélgim.

Ti, gé me hijen ténde hijet i fekstin,

Si do t& dukej hija jote, thuaj,

Ditén kur dielli shkrep e vetétin,

Kur hija jote verbon syté e shuar?

Me ¢’drit’ do ti bekoje syté e mi

Kur té té shihnin né dritén e dités,

Kur hija jote né terr si stoli

Mé ndrin né gjumé si ylli llamburités?
Dita pér mua, kur s’té shoh, s’ka drité;
Té shoh né éndérr - nata béhet dite.

29



XLVI

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war,

How to divide the conquest of thy sight;

Mine eye my heart thy 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 closed never pierced with cristal eyes,

But the defendant doth that plea deny,

And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

. To ‘cide 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 thine outward part,

And my heart's right thine inward love of heart.

30
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XLVI

g?)yté e mi dhe zemra jané né lufté té rrepte:

Se kush do ta fitojé nurin ténd té rrallé;

Syté ia mohojné zemrés kété té drejté,

As zemra syve kété thesar s’ua fal.

Zemra kérkon té té keté né gji,

(Kthiné ku s’depértojné syte e kulluar),

Por syté nuk pranojné kurrsesi

Qé t'u shpétojé ky thesar i ¢gmuar.

Né njé kuvend ahere na u mblodhén

Mendimet kété puné pér ta shoshitur;

Se ¢’do t'u jepej paléve vendosén,

Syve té kulluar dhe zemrés sé zhuritur:
Syve t'u falnin gjithé bukuring,
Zemrés té zemrés sate dashuriné.

31
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LXIn

Against my love shall be, as | am now,

With Time's injurious hand crush’'d and o’erworn;

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 | 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.
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LXIII

%ur Koha e némur do té béjé kérdiné,
Si mua ta dérrmojé thesarin tim,
Acari i saj kur gjakun do t’ia ngrijé
Dhe rrudhat né shémtim t’ia kthejné bukuriné;
Méngjesi i tij i bukur kur té thyhet
Dhe n’errésiré té natés t€ mbarojé,
Dhe gjithé kjo bukuri atje té zhytet
Dhe pranverén né dimér t’ia ndryshojé;
Pér até koh' e mpreh un kété thiké:
Ajo vértet do t’ia rrémbejé rininé
Dhe jetén, por aspak un nuk kam friké
Q& kujtimit t’ia fshijé bukuriné:

Se nuri i tij, né kété varg té zi,

I gjallé do té mbetet si ai!
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LXIV

When | have seen by Time's fell hand defaced

The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age;

When sometimes lofty towers | see down-razed,

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;

When | have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the watery main,

Increasing store with loss, and loss with store;

When | 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.
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LXIV

%ur shoh se dora e Kohés kaq mizore

Té shekujve qé shkuan prishi bukurinég,

Kur shoh pértoké kulla madhéshtore

Dhe bronzin e pérjetshém vdekja si e grin;

Kur shoh si turret vala né ogean

Dhe mbretérisé sé zallit tokat ia rrémben,

Pastaj dhe toka ujérat si i pérlan,

Té dy fitimi humbjen si shpérblen;

Kur shoh se si ndérron ¢do gjé né boté,

Ku prishja ve¢ sundon mbi gjithé stolité,

Me hidhérim rri e mendoj ndér loté

Se Koha nurin ténd do ma rrémbejé njé dité.
Ja, ky mendim si vdekje ésht pér mua,
Dhe qaj se mos humbas até qé dua.

35



Shakespeare Sonnets

LXV

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o'ersways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?
0, how shall summer's honey breath hold out
Against the wreckful siege of battering 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.
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LXV

%ur bronzi, guri, toka, deti pa kufi
Vdekjen s’e mposhtin dot kur u vérsulet,
C’té thoté bukuria né kété stuhi
Ajo qé éshté e brishté porsi lulet?
Si t’i géndrojé frymamjalté e majit
Rrethimit rrénimtar té ditéve né sulm,
Kur shkrepat e thepisur lart né zgrip t& malit
Dhe dyert prej celiku Koha i humb?
Mendim i lemerishém! Po ku, vallg,
Té Kohés do té ruajmé stoliné?
Kush vallé at’ cap’n e saj té shpejté do ndalg,
Kush s’do ta lér té fishket bukuriné?
Askush, vecse né ngjafté kjo mrekulli,
Qé né mellan’e zi té ndrish pérjeté ti.
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LXVI

Tir'd with all these for restful death | 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 madextongue-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 | be gone,
Save that, to die, | leave my love alone.

——— e —
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LXVI

1‘ lodhur nga té gjitha vdekjen e thérras,-
Kur shoh meritén mbetur si jetim,
Dhe varfanjakun veshur gjithé gaz,
Dhe besimin e shkelur me pér¢mim,
Dhe nderin lemerisht té poshtéruar,
Dhe pastértiné e vashés té pérlyer,
Dhe forcén nga i ¢ali té munduar,
Dhe artin nga pushteti gojémbérthyer,
Dhe mjeshtéring shum’ keq té telendisur,
Dhe marréziné t’i prijé zotésiseé,
Dhe té vértetén ta quajné té stisur,
Dhe ndjenjat t’i shérbejné ligésisé,
I lodhur nga kéto, jetés i jepja fund,
Por vetém té té 1& pas meje s’'mund.
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No longer mourn for me when | am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that | 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 | love you so,
That | in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O, if, | say, you look upon this verse
When | 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 | am gone.
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LXXI

ﬁlbaj zi pér mua ditén qé té vdes
Sa té kumbojé kambana plot vajtim
Me lajmin nga kjo boté e ndyré uné zbres
Ndér krimbat mé té ndyré té gjej pushim.
N& m’i kéndofsh kta vargje as ndér mend
Mos sill até qé i shkroi; aq fort té dua,
Sa s’dua ta 1éndoj mendimin ténd
Me hidhérim né mé kujtofsh ti mua.
Né m’i kéndofsh, them, vargjet gé po shkruaj,
Mbuluar varrin kur ta kem me bar,
As emrin tim njeriu mos ia thuaj,
Ti mbylle dashuriné me trupin tim né varr.
Se s’dua jo, qé bota té na tallé;
Té ngrysur, kur té vdes, t’ta shohé ballé.
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LXXVIII

50 oft have | invoked thee for my Muze

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 | 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.
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LXXVIII

gq shpesh ke gené pér mua Muza ime
Dhe vargun tim aq bukur ke géndisur,
Sa gjithé poetét ndogén udhén time
Dhe poeziné me ty e kané stolisur.
Memecin syté e tu e béné té kéndojé,
Padituriné té ngrihet fluturim,
Dhe krahut t& mésuar pendé t’i shtojé,
Dhe bukurisé t’i shtojé bukuriné.
Krenar ji ti té gjitha pér cka shkruaj,
Se vargu im tek ty gjen frymézim;
Tek ty stoliné e gjen vargu i huaj,
Por jetén ti ia fale vargut tim.
Gjithé arti im je ti; lart e mé lart
Bonjakun vargun tim e ngre né art.
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LXXXI

Ur I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when | 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 |, 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.
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LXXXI

ﬁga ne té dy vallé kush do vdesé i pari
Uné apo ti, s’e di; por njé gjé di:
Kujtimin ténd ty nuk ta mbulon varri
I kalbur kur té jem né dhené e zi.
I paharruar emri yt do mbetet
Kur uné nga kjo boté té jem fshiré;
Njé varr e aq nga toka do mé ngelet
Kur ti né varr do rrosh i pértériré.
Njé monument pér ty kto vargje po ndértojné
Q& syté e pakrijuar njé dité do kéndojné;
Dhe gjuhét qé do viné pér ty do ligjérojné
Té vdekur kur té jené ata gé sot jetojné.
Ti vdekje s’ke: i tillé éshté art im
Q& né frymén e njerzve cdo cast té pértérin.
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Cvi

When in the chronicle of wasted time
| 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,

| see their antique pen woukd 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.
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CVI

%ur né kroniké té shekujve té shkuar
Ndesh né pérshkrime bukurish té vdjerré,
Vargje qé bukuria ka kénduar
Pér zonjat dhe kalorésit e ndjeré;
Si né pasqyré kur shoh veté bukuriné
E dorés, kémbés, buzés, syrit ténd,
Vallé si do ta thurte penda e lashté lavdiné
Ténde sikur té t’ shihte pérnjimend?
Hiret e tua jané vec profeci
E bukurisé qé ata kané éndérruar;
Me sy pérfytyruan, s’'mundén kurrsesi
Né varg ta shtinin ty pér té lavduar.
Dhe ne qé sot t&€ shohim, t&€ mahnitur,
Lavdiné ta sodisim gjuhélidhur.
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0, never say that | was false of heart,

Though absence seem'd my flame to qualify!
As easy might | from myself depart,
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie:
That is my home of love; if | have rang'd,
Like him that travels, | return again;
Just to the time, not with the time exchang'd,
So that myself bring water for my stain.
Never believe, though in my nature reign'd
All frailities 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.
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yo, kurré mos mé quaj té pabesé:

Larg teje zjarri im vlon pérséri;

Si mund larg teje té isha né mungesé

Kur shpirtin tim ti veté e ke né gji?

Atje strehohet zemra gjaté stuhiség;

Né paca bredhur si shtegtar, sérish

Ja ku po vij , besnik i dashurisé,

Dhe té sjell ujé qé njollén té ma fshish.

Té meta kam vértet, por asnjéheré

Ato s’do té pérlyejné kété gjak

Sa uné té ¢mendem pér dicka pa vleré

Té jap thesarin qé kam shténé né lak.
Shkreti pér mua éshté ky rruzullim
Pa ty, o i bukuri trendafili im.
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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 confunds,
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.
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CXXVIII

éa heré qé ti, o moj muzika ime,
Luan muziké dhe derdh melodi
Kur preklat pérkédhelin gishtérinjté
Dhe telat tingéllijné plot harmoni,
Oh, sa zili i kam preklat e shpejta
Qé hidhen e t’i puthin ato duar,
Kur prané buzét e mia té shkreta
Digjen si prush dhe rriné turpéruar.
Kur buzét shohin se si né tastieré
Gishtat preklat ¢apkéné i gudulisin,
Sa duan prekla té ishin menjéheré
Q& druné e vdekur mé mos ta zilisin.
Me kaq kur preklat u gézokan, dua:
Atyre faliu gishtat - buzét mua.
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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.

| have seen roses damask'd red and white,

But no such roses see | 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 | know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound:

I grant | never saw a goddess go, _

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, | think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.
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CXXX

%i dielli s’jané syté e mikes sime;
M’i kuq korali ésht se buza e saj;
E bardhé bora, e zeshkét ngjyra e gjinjve,
Né koké i derdhet e erréta floknajé.
Tréndafila té kuq, té bardh’ kam paré,
Por fageve té saj s’kam paré té till€;
M’i émbél shumé ésht kundérmim’ i lules
Se era e djersés qé i léshojné gjinjté.
Shkrihem kur e dégjoj, edhe pse melodi
Mé t’émbél ka muzika kur kumbon,
Si ecén njé hyjneshé uné s’di,
Né toké shkel mikja ime kur kalon.

Po ja ku po béj be pér peréndi

Si ajo nuk shohin mé kta syté e mi.
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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 | dare not be so bold,
Although | swear it to myself alone.
And to be sure that is not false | swear,
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face,
One on another's neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgement’s place.
In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds,
And thence this slander, as | think, proceeds.
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CXXXI

ﬁlizore je si bukurit’ krenare
Qé bukuria i lind plot mizori;
Ti miré e di se zemra e dehur fare
Té mban si mé té vyerén stoli.
Se hiri yt, - té tjerét ¢’kam dégjuar,-
Zemrén ta shkrij’ né lot s’paska fuqi;
Guxim nuk kam té them se kan’ gabuar,
B&j be se kané té drejté dhe e di.
Dhe pérséri béj be plot me rénkime
Se nuri yt i zi, ajo floknajé
T’ errét ashtu si¢ jané zemra ime
Posi stoli té shtrenjta do t'i mbajé.

E zezé nuk je ti, jo, nga fytyra,

E zezé je nga gjith’ kéto mynxyra.
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CXLI

Z[n faith | 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 my 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 likness of a man,
Thy proud heart's slave and vassal wretch to be:
Only my plague thus far | count my gain,
That she that makes me sin, awards me pain.
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CXLI

m:é them té drejtén syté e mi s’té duan:

C’té meta ke ata fort miré e ding;

Por zemra ime té metat e tua

As qé i sheh dhe té fal dashuriné.

Té gjuhés sate as veshét ligjérimin

S’ta duan, as té duarve pérkédhelité,

As pamjen, zérin, as dhe kundérmimin

Qé né gosti mé ftojné si ¢do dité.

As pesé shqgisat as dhe mendja e shkreté

Ksaj zemre tarallake ¢’t’'i béjné s’ding;

Mé kot mundohen shérim pér t'i gjeté,

Qé tej ta flaké qé sot robériné. ,
Por prap né kété breng’ jam i gézuar:
O ti, mékati im, ¢'mé ke dérrmuar!
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My love is as a fever, longing still

For that which longer nurseth the disease;

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,

The uncertain sickly appetite to please.

My reason, the physician to my love,

Angry that his prescription are not kept,

Hath left me, and | desperate now approve,

Desire his death, which physic did except.

Past cure | am, now reason is past care,

And frantic- mad with evermore unrest;

My thoughts and my discourse as mad men'’s are,

At random from the truth vainly express'd;
For | have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. ‘
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CXLVII

iBosi léngaté ésht zjarri i dashurisé

Qé s’ngopet kurré me helmin qé e helmon;

Pér t’i pushuar dhembjet e urisé

Me vrer ushqehet shpirti kur léngon.

Dhe mendja qé mjekonte dashuring,

M’u zemérua, iku dhe mé la;

Né hall t&é madh mé la mua té ziné,

Se asnjéheré s’béra si mé tha.

Tani sémundja ime s’ka shérim;

Kjo buzé e shkreté s’béhet kurré né gaz;

Si i shkalluar s’gjej njé ¢ast pushim,

Dhe s’di ¢’'mendoj, e s’di as veté ¢'flas.
Té dija diell qé drité kudo shpérndan,
Por qenke naté sterré e ferr katran.
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CXLVII

D 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 | 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.
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CXLVIII

@ dashuri, c¢faré sy mé vure, moj, né ballé

Qé ky véshtrimi im ngahera mé gabon?

Né mos po mendja ku ka fluturuar vallé

Q& ndryshe i sheh gjérat, ndryshe i gjykon?

Né éshté hijeshi ajo gé, i mahnitur,

Rri e sodis, pse bota thoné se jam gabuar?

Né s’éshté, dashuria mendjen ma ka ndritur

Se syri i dashurisé ésht verbuar.

Si té& mos jeté i verbér syri i dashurisé

Nga lotét i venitur né pagjumési?

Pra, kam pse té gabohem : gjaté stuhisé

As dielli nuk sheh kur gielli ésht me shi.
T& verbér, dashuri dinake, ti mé mban,
Té metat mos t’t’i shohé syri im qé qan.
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Pasthénie

Kétopak sonete t& Shekspiritndofta nuk do t'ikisha
pérkthyer kurré sikur t& mos m'i kish kérkuar rasti. Ishte viti
1940, kur merreshame studimin e anglishtes duke ndjekur
mésimet e emisioneve t& BBC-sé qé pérsériteshin disa
heré né dité. Mésimet fillestare té sé hénés dhe sé martés
shkallézoheshinnévéshtirasi gjatéjavés derisa, té shtunén,
ditén e fundit, recitoheshin me njs mjeshtrité rrallé copa té
zgjedhura proze dhe poezie t& letérsisé angleze. Kéto
mésime letérsie, ndonése té véshtira Pérnjohurité e miaté
atéhershme né nivelin gjuhésor, i ndigja me vémendje dhe
. interesim té vecanté, Késhty y njoha, pér heré té paré, me
prozénebukurté Spectator-it, ts A ddisonit, g mé kumbonte
né vesh si proza e Madame de Sevigne, apo e Volterit, Njé
dité dégjova dicka g& mé tronditithells. Meésuesi, gé ishte, si
duket, edhe aktor nga Ményra se si recitonte aq bukur
vargjet me njé zé té melodishém Q€ mé preku qé né tingujt
e pareé, thase doté recitonte sonetin e 65 t& Shekspirit dhe
porositi té merrnim njé pené dhe njé copé letér pér te
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shkruar poezing, té cilén, pasi ta lexonte né fillim me
shpejtésiné e zakonshme, do ta thoshte pérséri, por kété
radhé, at dictation speed, né ményré gé nxénésitté mundta
shkruanin. Ndoga me kujdes késhillén e profesorit dhe e
shkrova sonetin. Pastaj profesori e recitoi edhe njé heré
sonetin meritmin e zakonshém. Dégjimiitreté, gévinte pasi
gené shpjeguar fialét e véshtira té sonetit dhe kur teksti
ishte béré shumé mé i kuptueshém, pati njé kumbim
mahnités pér mua qé isha tashmé i dehur qé né té parin, i
ai udhétari qé, i lodhur nga njé udhé e gjaté, me sy té
pérgjumur, ndodhet papritmas para njé pamjeje mbyturné
drité dhe bukuri: “Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor
boundless sea ...". E mésova pérmendésh sonetin brenda
asaj gjysém ore qé kishte vazhduar mésimi dhe, njé dité,
shumé vjet mé voné, né disa rrethana qé nuk ishin asgak tt:a:
volitshme pér té pérkédhelur Muzén tek éndérroja, si¢ me
ndodh shpesh, mé kumboi névesh kyvarg: “Kur bronzi, QUf_"~
toka, deti pa kufi..". Vargu i Shekspirit mé kumboi né shqip
vetvetiu me té njejtin ritém dhe rimé té fialés sé fundit t&
vargut qé tingéllonte me °i". Por vazhdimni nuk ishte aspak i

lehté. U desh té kalonin edhe disa vjet té tjeré kur, né Vi‘g’;
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1958, e botova né Revisén “Néndori” bashké me shtaté
sonete té tjeré.

Njé pérputhje e habitshme rrethanash ndodhi
shumé vijetmévoné né njé qytet, -dhe c'gytet!- kus'mapriste
mendja kurré qé té shkoja gjaté gjysmé shekulli gé ndenja si
zogu né kuvli. Mé 189390vajta né Londér., i ftuar nga kunatiim.
Aty njoha mikun anglez té kunatit, avokatin-noter David
Keating, i cili na shtroi nj€ darké né njé klub té Londrés. Né
darké ndodhej edhe njé népunés i Ministrisé sé Jashtme
bashkéme zonjén. E shogjaefiiste fréngjishten rrjedhshém,
kurrse aijo. Pata fatin té jern ulur prané tij, dhe u detyrova té
flas gjithé kohénanglisht, gjé qé s'e kam néthua. Bashkéfolési,
- né mos gabohem,- Mister Martin, meqé dinte qé kisha
perkthyer Koperfildin e Dikensit, disa koredité Shekspirit si
dhe disa sonete, mé tha: "Kurisha né kolezh, mbaj mend se
profesori na komentoi njé dité sonetin : "Since brass, nor
stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea". Uné e ndérpreva dhe
vazhdova: " But sad mortality o' ersways their power..."
Ai mbeti pa mend, mé véshtroi gjaté sikur s'u zinte besé
veshéve dhe tha : "Unbelievable!" | thashé se nuk kishte
asgjé té pabesueshme né kété rast dhe se do té kisha qgéné
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me té vérteté njé fenomen sikur t'i dija pérmendsh té gjithé
sonetet e Shekspirit, por gé.pér fat té keq, dija vetém kEte.
Dhe itregova se si e kisha mésuar kété poezi pesédhjet vjet
té shkuara.. Si zbritém nga zonat eterike né tokén e Anteut,
i pérpogém gotat me njé cheers.

* * *

C'jané sonetet e Shekspirit dhe c'éshté théné pér
to?

Me sa duket, Shekspiri ka filluar té shkruajé sonete
né fillim té viteve 1590. Né komeding e hershme té tij
"Mundimet e kota té dashuris€" dialogu, heré-heré, merr
formén e sonetit. Sipas biograféve, Shekspiri atéhere
shkonte shpesh né pallatin e kontit Southempton, té cilit
astehereikishtekushtuar dypoemat etij "Venusi dheAdonisi"
dhe " PérdhunimiiLukrecés". Né kété pallat, zbukuruar me
r té gdhendura plot ojme dhe me mure te veshura me
qilimé té bukur dhe té stolisura me piktura té mjeshtérve
italiané, luhej shpesh muziké italiane dhe, ca mé shpesh,
kéndoheshin edhe sonete. Mé 1598, Meres. pérmend
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"sonetet e Eémbla té Shekspirit gé ishin béré té njohura né
rrethin e migve té tij. Né vitin 1598, botuesi, William
Graggard, botoi dy sonete té Shekspirit dhe, mé né fund, mé
1603, té gjitha sonetet dolén né botim té vecanté.

Botuesi i kétij libérthi, Thomas Torp, né kushtimin e
kétyre soneteve, i drejtohet njé personi qé shénohet me
gérmat nistore "W.H" E ¢c'nuk éshté shkruar pérté zbuluar
personin qé fshihej prapakétyre dy gérmave! Kétouavishnin
Henry Wriothesly-t kontit té Southamptonit dhe William
Herbertit, kontit t& Pembrokut. Jo vetém, po edhe shumété
tjeréve, té njohur dhe té panjohur. Puna arriti deri aty sa, njé
shakaxhi, hodhi mendimin se kéto gérma s'fshihnin asgjé
mé shumé se "William Himself", domethéné Shekspirin
veté! Domethéné autori ia kushtonte vetvetes kéto sonete!
Kété "zbulim" e mbéshteti shumé seriozisht Baristorffi,

komentuesi gierman i Shekspirit.

Nuk éshté nevoja té ndalemi né céshtje qé nuk
ngrihen mbi fakte té provuara. Le té kalojmé mé miré né njé
temétjetér, shumémeé interesante, gé doté nashérbejé pér
ndricimin e skutave té fshehta qé ruajné pérbrenda kéto
sonete.
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Sipas mendimit mé té pérhapur dhe mé té
shéndoshé, personat pérté cilét béhet fjalé né kéto sonete
jané tre: poeti, miku i tij dhe " zonja zeshkane". Sipas kétij
arsyetimi, té néntédhjetenénté sonetet e para i kushtohen
mikut.

Duhet théné se Shekspiri e vierésonte shumé lart
ndjenjén e migésisé, té cilén e ka shfaqurné " Dyzotérinjnga
Verona" né figurén e Valentinit, né "Hamletin", né figurén e
Horacit. Sipas Shekspirit, migésia provon té giitha ndjenjat
enjeriut: gézimin gé faltakimime mikun, hidhériminendarjes,
brengén qé shkakton xhelozia. Duhet véné re gjithashtu se
edhe gjuha e asaj kohe, gé shprehte ndjenjat e thella té&
migésisé, ishte po ajo qé shprehte edhe ajo e dashurisg,
gjuha e madrigaleve. Atyre té Rilindjes u kéndonte zemra e
ngazélluar nga ndjenja té holla dashurie dhe fisnikérie.

C'i thoté mikut Shekspiri né sonetet e tif? Té heqé
doré nga vetmia, té martohet, té selitet, té trashégohet,
sepse hijeshia, qé sotrréngjennéfytyréne tij, me kohé do té
venitet dhe do té zhuket pérngaheré, vec né mos Iénté njé
trashégimtar gé té ruajé, sipasqyré e gjallé, bukuring e tijté
sotme. vetém késhtu kjo bukuri do t'i shpétojé "thikés" sé
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Kohés. Poeti gahet pér fatin e mikut, né té cilin dashuria pér
té éshté ngushéllimi i vetém. Né sonetet 128, 141, 147,
148 nadel né skené njé figuré ere: " zonja zeshkane", qé fut
grindjen midis poetit dhe mikut té vet. Poeti e do shumé
zeshkanen por, megjithaté, e qorton pér vuajtjet gé i
shkakton ajo atif dhe mikut.

Sonetetjané shumété ndryshém nga njéri-tjetri. Sa
mé shumé qé té hysh né brendiné e tyre, aq mé thellé do té
ndjesh té fshehtén qé ruajné pérbrenda. Dhe do té bindesh
setemat qé trajtojné ato jané shumé mé té thella dhe se aty
béhet fjalé pér mé shumé se dy veta, sepse ato pasqyrojné
fakte té ndryshme g€ nuk na i jep neve biografia shumé pak
e njohur e dramaturgut dhe e poetitté madh, ngaqé atojané
shkruar né kohéra dhe rrethana té ndryshme té jetés. Ku
dihet, pér shembull, se shumica e soneteve i jané kushtuar
vetém njé miku? Pérse té mos mendohet se shumica nga
ato soneteikushtohen njété dashure? Dhe kétunadeldicka
enigmatike: dihet se né gjuhén angleze mbiemrat nuk kané
ndryshim gjinie né mashkullore dhe femérore, késhtuqé, né
shumicén e rasteve, fjalét e Embla té dashurisé nuk dihet se
kujt i drejtohen, njé té dashure apo njé miku? Pérpara késaj
enigme pérkthyesi le té pyesé zemrén e vet dhe té diktojé
fialét qé i thoté ajo. Duhet théné se teoria qé pohon se

68



SHEKSPIR - SONETE

shumica e soneteve té Shekspirit hymnizon mikun u hodh,
pér heré té paré, nga fundiishekullit XVIll. Deri atéhere ishin
té mendimit se né shumé sonetet e veta Shekspiri e kishte
fialén pér té dashurén e vet.

Evérteta éshté se kéto sonete ungjizén me ndjenjat
e poetit. Kété e shohim dhe e ndjejmé fare miré nga ato
dridhje e ngashérime gé na shkaktojné fialét dridhése té
poezisé. Té ishin ashtu sic thoté Fletsheriné parathénjen e
ciklitté soneteve téveta se " pérdashuriné mundté shkruash
edhe pa géné i dashuruar, ashtu sic mund té shkruashpér
bujgésiné edhe pa ngaré parmendén"”, mund té bésh fare
miré sonete té akullta sic ka béré aiveté. Patiedhe kritiké gé
nukishinpoeté porzemérmbyllur, g€ nukendjené drithérirmin
dhe afshin e tyre. Kishte edhe nga ata gé, si Deliusi,
komentuesi gjerman i Shekspirit, tha se Shekspiri nuk i ka
ndjeré ato gé ka shkruar né sonetet, se ato vetém i ka
pérfytyruar, se nuk kané té béjné fare me jetén, se jané "
késhtjella né ajér" me té cilat ai ngushéllonte veten. Disa
komentues té huaj té Shekspirit kané théné se sonetet e
Shekspirit s'jané gjé tjetér vecse ushtrime retorike, ose
madrigale té shkruara né raste té ndryshme.

Por krejt ndryshe kané menduar poete té vérteté.
Goete ka théné se "né sonetet e Shekspirit cdo fjalé té
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léndon". Dhe poeti Worsdsworth i ka quajtur sonetet "
celési me té cilin Shekspiri na ka hapur zemrén e vet."

Sonetet e Shekspirit jané poezi té vérteta lirike.
Nganjéheré tek ato vihet re njé kumbim epik i poezisé
mesjetare. Né sonetin 106, poetithoté se " bukuriné e asaj
qé dashuron e kané parandjeré dhe parakénduar poetét e
lashté qgé thurmin viersha pér zonja dhe kalorés té hirshém:

Si ne pasqyré kur shoh veté bukuriné

E dorés, kémbes, buzés, syrit ténd,

Vallé si do ta thurte penda e lashte lavdiné

Tende sikur té t'shihte pérnjimend?

Sonetet nuk kéndojné vetém dashuriné e mikut dhe
té zonjés zeshkane. Ja c'thoté poeti né sonetin 31:

Ne gjirin tend gjithé zemrat kané seliné

Teé cilat kallur thosha jané né dhe;

Té dashurve té zhdukur bukuriné

Té pavenitur ruajtur e ke.

... Fytyrat meé té dashura i gjej tek ti.

I yti (i gjithé atyre) jam tani.

Sonetet e Shekspiritjovetém qé jané plot ndjenja té
bukura dhete ciltra, porjané ngjeshur edhe me mendime té
thella, mepsikologji efilozofitéthellé. Nuk ka sonet gété mos
kumbojé né vesh si monologét e famshém té tragjedive apo
té kormedive dhe té mos dredhé gilcat e zemrés me jone té
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thekshme: A nuk té kujton vargu i paré i sonetit 23 "Si nje
aktoridobét géne skené..."vargjet, pote Shekspirit: " Allthe
world's a stage, and all the men and women merely play-
ers.." " Si t& mé geshé buza pa mé thuaj" (28). " Kur sjell
ndér mend kujtimin e nemitur” (30); " Kur shoh se dora e
Kohes kaq mizore (64); " Kur bronzi, guri, toka, deti pa kufi
(65): Ja edhe soneti 66 gé i bén jehoné monologut te
famshém té Hamletit:

[ lodhur nga te gjitha vdekjen e theérras...

Disa sonete kané tingullin e njé nisjeje dialogu. Ja si
i drejtohet poeti atij ose asaj g€ dashuron:

Ne gjirin tend gjithé zemrat kane seline... (31)

... Ti, q¢ me hijen tende hijet i fekstin... (43)

. Mbaj zi per mua ditén gé te vdes ... (71)

Aq shpesh ke géné per mua muza ime...(78)

Jo. kurré mos mé quaj té pabesé (109)

Lexonimevéméndje sonetin 1 28dhedoténdjenisi
kumbajné tingujt e muzikes se pérftuar nga gishtérinjté g
gudulisin preklat capkene té tastierés qgé ngrihen e puthin
péllémbén eatyre duarveté bukuraqgéluajné meto.Njé heré
tjetér, kur poeti NuKk monologon, as dialogon, mbyllet né
vetvete dhe mediton: " Sa heréekam shijuar bukuring" (33];
" Kur koha e némur do té béjé kérdiné "(63); " Posiléngaté
eshtzjarriidashurisé" (1 47). Lexoni gjithashtumevémeéndje
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sonetet 33 dhe 65 dhe do té shihni se Shekspiri kishte né
shpirt até xixé qé shkélqgente edhe né shpirtin e Buonaratit
dhe Leonardos. Ja si fillon soneti 33:

Sa heré e kam shijuar bukuriné

E nadjes dielli majat kur ndrigon;

Kur shtrin fytyr'n e arté né léndiné

Dhe ujérat e zbeta i praron;"

Kéto vargje té shfagin menjéheré perspektivén e
tablosé qé zbulohet para syve té tu: dielli gé lind dhe gé ndrit
Sé pari majat e maleve dhe pastaj derdh dritén e tij poshté
né léndiné dhe né ujrat e zbeta. Ja edhe njé perspektivé
tjetérqé hapetqé nékadencatevargutté paré té sonetit 65:
"Kur bronzi, guri, toka, deti pa kufi ..." Eshohim
menjéheré monumentin (bronzi), piedestalin (guri), tokén,
ku pushon piedestali dhe detin qé shtrihet pa kufi ngabregu
i saj. Véshtrimi zbret nga lart poshté dhe shtrihet né
pafundési. C'mesazh ka dashur té na komunikojé Shekspiri
me kété sonet? Mendimin se monumentet prej bronzi, guri,
toka. deti, shkrepate maleve, dyert prejcelikunukigéndrojné
dot vdekjes qé i prish té gjitha. Ky mesazh jepet né shumé
Sonete, g€ né ato té parat kur poeti, kur mendon se ¢'kérdi
bénKohambinatyré dhe njerzit, késhillon mikun té martohet
dhe té Iéré njé djalé qé té trashégojé bukuring e tij: pastaj
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edhe né sonetet 63 dhe 65. Si mund t'i béhet ballé késaj
prishjejeté pérjetshme?Vetém meanén enjétrashégimtari
né rastin gienetik dhe té artit né mbretériné e shpirtit:

... vecse né ngjafté kjo mrekulli
Qé né mellan'e zi té ndrish pérjeté ti.

Perté shijuarsonetet e Shekspirit duhetté kthehemi
né até epoké kur. pas té mugétit té mesjetés, filluan t&
ndrinin rrezet e diellit qé lajméronin agimin e njé jete té re.
Botékuptimi qé kishin njerzit pér botén, tokén, jetén, diellin,
u ndryshua me krijimin e rrethanave té reja si pasojé e
zbulimeve té njépasnjéshme gé béheshin né fusha té
ndryshme. " Doubtthatthe sundothmove "ishkruanHamleti
Ofelisé ( Dysho se dielli léviz = thuaj dielli Iéviz) sepse, sipas
mendésisé sé atyre té mesjetés, toka dhe dielli ishin té
palévizshém. Morihov tregtia,marédhéniet e vietra feudale,
qé besoheshin té palékundshme dhe té pérjetshme, u
shthurén; gytete zuné e u rritén; anijet e tregtaréve, " té
kérkuesve té aventurave”, sic i quanin atéheré, filluan té
cajné ujérat e oqgeaneve dhe té lévizin né hapésira té
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ST ENET

Ladieis

pamatshme dhe té pamenduara deri atéhere. Dhe ashtu si
shtyheshin kufijté e horizontit gjeografik dhe astronomik,
shtriheshin dhe atamendoré dhe shpirtéroré. Ishte epokae
vendosjes s€ vetédijes. " Dije pa vetédije eéshté rrénimi i
shirtit" thoshte i madhi Rabelais gé pati 500 vjetorin e
lindjes mé 1994 dhe gé s'u zu fare né gojé né vendin toné.
Filozofi anglez Francis Bacon flaku tej té ashtuquajturat " té
vérteta té pérjetshme” té skolastikéve mesjetaré, hodhi
idené e krijimit té shkencés té bazuar né eksperimentimin,
né mésimin e sendeve. Vendin géndror né botékuptimin e
Rilindjes e zuri njeriu. Né letérsi dhe poezi vérshuan dhe
géluan ndjenjat e gjalla té njeriut. Sonetet e Shekspirit jané
pasqyré e gjallé e kétyre ndjenjave.

Ndonése shkrimtarét e mesjetés thoshin se jeta
tokésore Eshté e brishté dhekalimtare, bota, né ndérgjegjen
etyre, ishte sinjétablo e palévizshme. Prozatorét dhe poetét
e epokés sé Rilindjes flisnin dhe shkruanin pér
ndryshueshmeéring e pérjetshmeté génies. Sic e pamé, lufta
kundér fugisé rrénimtare té plotfugishme té Kohés éshté
njeé nga temat e parapélqyera té soneteve té Shekspirit. Né
kété lufté njeriu, sic thamé, ka vetém dy armé: trashégiminé
dhe artin.

Dhe kur n'acar té pleqérisé té ngrish
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Gjakun té nxeht' né dej do ndjesh sérish.

(N€& gofté selétrashégimtar(soneti2). Ky leitmotiv
pérséritet edhe né sonetet e tjeré. Nga ana tjetér, vetém
fugia e artit do t'i béjé ballé prishjes sé pérjetshme té
Kohés:

Se nuri i tij, né kété varg té zi

1 gjallé do té mbetet si ai (Soneti 63)

Trashégimia e njeriut éshté artiitij, po ashtu edhe
arti i tif mund té quhet trashégimia e tij. Vdekja dhe prishja
mé né fund munden dhe jeta trriumfon mbi to.

Sonetet e Shekspirit jané mbrujtur me pathosin e
bukurisé sé jetés, me thirrjen e zjarrté té poetit pér
vazhdimésiné e jetés. Ato, siedhe e gjithé veprimtaria e tij,
na grishin pér té shkuar pérpara drejt sé ardhmes.

Sonetet e Shekspirit jané té cmuara pér ne sepse
ato u béjné jehoné tragjedive dhe komedive té tij. Lexonii
sonetin 64 dhe do té shihni si revoltohet shpirtii poetit kur
sheh pércmimet qé béjné ligjin rreth tij:

 Kur shoh meritén mbetur si jetim...

Dhe besimin e shkelur me pér¢cmim...

Dhe nderin lemerisht té poshtéruar...

Dhe forcén nga i cali té munduar...

Kéto jané pérplasjet e pashmangshme qé u béjné
jehoné atyre té Hamletit, Makbethit etj.
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Perfat té keq, kjo pérmbledhje e vogél e soneteve te
Shekspirit jep vetém dritén e vagélluar té agimit, ose té asa)
té té mugétitté mbrémjes. Sonetet do té shkélgenin né téré
dritén etyreverbueseté diellit té mesdités sikur edhe ato gé
kané mbetur fshehur t'i kapte kjo drité. Né pritje, uroj gé
dikush tjetér té marré kété mundim dhe ta shtojé kété
thesar.

Vedat Kokona
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