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PREDMLUVA

hake-spere’s Sonnets znél titul kvartového svazku, ktery vydal v roce

1609 londynsky tiskat Thomas Thorpe. V knize, kterou nikoli autor,

ale jisty T. T. (zfejmé zminény tiskaf) dedikuje jistému panu W. H.,
bylo 154 sonettl a bésefi A Lover’s Complaint (Milen¢in néfek), u niZ byl
plnym jménem uveden jako autor William Shakespeare. Kniha se tak pfi-
fadila k podobné koncipovanym svazkim spojujicim sbirku sonetl s del${
bésnickou skladbou, jak je vytvofili basnici Edmund Spencer, Samuel
Daniel, Thomas Lodge, Giles Fletcher a jini. A pfece se od nich vyrazné
li$i. Shakespearovy sonety vysly asi o deset let pozdéji, kdy sonetovd
méda uz byla passé, a hlavné, zatimco predchozi basnici v sonetech v pet-
rarkovském duchu opévovali nedostizné ddmy svého srdce, jejichZ jména
vetkli do titult svych sbirek, a v néslednych ,,ndfcich® nechédvali padlé Zeny
ztikat se htichu ¢&i Z4dat satisfakci, Shakespeare tento model zcela pfevra-
til. V jeho Sonetech se basnik v prvni ¢4sti obraci k anonymnimu muzi,
jehoZ identita zGstdvd skrytd, a v ¢asti druhé je pak adresdtem sonetd ano-
nymni ,¢ernd ddma“, kterd je pfimym protikladem dobového idedlu krésy
i dobrych mravi. Dalsi nejmenovanou postavou sbirky je basnikuv literdr-
ni sok. Posledni dva sonety, lascivné ladéné parafrize antického piibéhu
o buzku ldsky Amorovi, tvofi jakysi epilog k sonetovému vénci. V Milen-
¢iné narku pak zrazend Zena Zaluje na svého svidce, ale na rozdil od zen
pfedeslych autortl, které oklamény svého pddu hofce lituji a milence zatra-
cuji, Shakespearova vad$nivd Zalostnice podlehla vérolomnému svidci
védomé, nepfestivd ho obdivovat, a dokonce pfiznavid, Ze kdyby to bylo
mozné, podlehla by mu znovu.

Skandélni obsah knihy s ndznaky homosexudlnich & jinych amordlné
pocitovanych vztahu i tajemné okolnosti jejtho vzniku mély ziejmé znad-
ny vliv na pfijeti sbirky i na promény jeji podoby pfi néslednych vydénich.
Prestoze v alzbétinskych intelektudlnich kruzich se péstovala helénistickd
kultura, v niZ méla ldska mezi muzi své misto, a dokonce sdm kral Jakub L.
se hldsil ke svym milcim, v oéich cirkve a puritdinskych mé$tant byla
homosexualita hrdelnim zlo¢inem. Zd4 se, Ze pravé pro obsahovou zdvad-
nost ztejmé uz k reedici knihy za Shakespearova Zivota nedoslo. V roce
1640 vydal John Benson Bdsné, napsané panem Williamem Shake-spearem,
které obsahuji vielijak pfeskupené a do vétsich celkdl pospojované Shake-



spearovy sonety, pficemZ Milendin néfek je zatazen mezi bdsné jinych
autort té doby. Benson zasdhl do textu i tak, Ze v bésnich explicitné urce-
nych muzi zaménil, byt nedusledné, muzskd zdjmena Zenskymi a oslove-
n{ ,chlapée® nahradil neutrdlnim vyrazem ,ldsko®. V této podobé se Bdsné
dockaly hned nékolika vyddni. V osmnéctém stoleti se vydavatelé postup-
né vraceli ke znéni z roku 1609, ale ndznaky homosexuality obsazené
v basnich nadale zakryvali, byt tieba jen matoucimi ndzvy. Az Edmond
Malone ve svém kritickém souborném vydani Her a bdsni Williama Shake-
speara z roku 1790 vratil Sonetim pivodn{ podobu. Nicméné Milenéin
nafek zafadil na samy zdvér svazku, az za sbirku Va$nivy poutnik a
bdsett Fénix a hrdlicka. V komentéfi pak uvedl, Ze Sonety obsahuji ,,sto
dvacet” (sic) basni uréenych muzi. Tehdej$i Anglie se téZko vyrovnédvala
s tim, Ze jeji velky bard psal milostné bdsné muzi. Sdm Malone se snazil
utlumit skandélnost svého tvrzen{ poukazovinim na to, ze bésnik vlastné
nevyjadfuje versi eroticky vztah, ale v duchu doby sklddd hold $lechtické-
mu mecendsi.

Pochybnosti provézejici Thorpovo vyddni z roku 1609 vzbuzuje jak
nezvykly titul, tak i podivnd dedikace. Mnoz{ kritikové navic poukazuji na
fadu technickych nedostatka a tiskovych chyb, které toto vydani obsahuje.
Dlouho proto pfetrvaval nazor, Ze Thorpovo vydani je pirdtské a Ze autor
nemél vliv ani na sloZeni svazku, ani na fazeni a ¢islovéni jednotlivych bas-
ni. Kniha se tak stala jednou z nejvétsich zdhad svétového pisemnictvi, kte-
rou se mnoho generaci kritikii a komentétora snaZ{ rozlousknout. Zivoto-
pisné orientovani kritici patraji po identité pana W. H., dohaduji se, kdo
byla ,¢ernd ddma“ & bésnicky rival a jaky vztah méli k Shakespearovi.
Numerologicky orientovani kritici interpretuji sonety ve shodé s &isly,
jimiZ jsou oznaceny. Rada vydavateli a komentitora navic z uméleckych
davodu zpochybriuje Shakespearovo autorstvi bdsné Milendin nafek a do
svych vydéni Sonett ji ani nezafazuji.

Pohled na Shakespearovy sonety se za¢ind proméfiovat po roce 1986,
kdy pé¢i Johna Kerrigana vychazeji v edici New Penguin Shakespeare Sonety
spole¢né s Milen¢inym nafkem jako integrilni souldsti svazku. Textolo-
gické analyzy celkem vérohodné prokdzaly, Ze autorem této basné je vskut-
ku Shakespeare. Dalsi kritickd vydani (The Arden Shakespeare, The Oxford
Shakespeare) v tomto duchu na Kerriganovo vydani navazuji, navic vyvra-
ceji tradovany nézor, Ze Thorpovo vydani z roku 1609 bylo vydanim pirat-
skym. Zd4 se, Ze koncepce sbirky a fazeni sonetu je dilem autora. Technic-
ké provedeni véetné dedikace padd pak na vrub nakladateli, ktery knihu
vydal v dobé, kdy byl Shakespeare mimo Londyn.

Tak jako Shakespeare ve svych dramatech dokdzal staré formy a témata

pfetvofit v Zivouci objevnd dila, stejného zdzraku se mu podafilo docilit
v zanru lyrické poezie. Uzce vymezeny prostor ¢trndcti versa sonetu, kte-
try jeho pfedchidci i soudasnici napliiovali umné vystavénymi popisy,
kdzanimi ¢i chvalozpévy, Shakespeare prohloubil, zdramatizoval, nabil
nesmirnym mnozstvim pocitd, ndlad a protikladnych vnitfnich prozitka.
Pfestoze zhusta vyuzivd konven¢niho poetického materidlu své doby -
Castymi ,hrdiny“ jeho sonet jsou (as, liska, ruze, hvézdy, odi, srdce,
den, noc, svétlo, tma, poezie aj. -, uvadi je do piekvapivych souvislosti,
konfrontuje je se soudobym svétem financi, politiky, ptirody ¢i s filozofic-
kymi a ndbozenskymi koncepty. Nebyvale $iroky je pfitom jeho vyrazovy
rejstifk. Uchvatné poetické obrazy se v Sonetech stiidaji s pragmatickymi
glosami, vzletnd abstrakta pfechdzeji ve vyrazivo jadmé az obhroublé, zani-
cend vyzndni se stfidaji s pocity nejhlubsi skepse a deprese, patos se zlom{
v ironii a humor, mytus v lechtivou lascivnost. Navzdory této tematické
1 vyrazové pestrosti md vsak sbirka soudrznost a pevny tvar. Jednotlivd
témata se zrcadli, proménuji, nahliZeji z nejraznéjsich hledisek. Chceme-li,
muzeme Sonety ¢ist jako ptibéh bésnika milujictho mladsiho, snad uroze-
ného pfitele a sou¢asné i jistou ,éernou ddmu“ pochybné povésti, oba jsou
mu spolu nevérni a navic se do jejich milostného trojihelniku zaplete i bés-
nikv konkurent. Omezit se pfi ¢tenf sbirky na tento pfibéh by oviem zna-
menalo nesmirné ochuzeni. Jen u minima milostnych sonetd v ¢4sti véno-
vané pfiteli autor vyjevuje pohlavi adresita. VétSina sonett rod zaml¢uje
a odehrava se pouze ve vztahu ,jd“ a ,ty“. Jejich hlavnim hrdinou pak spi-
$e nez obtizné identifikovatelnd, spiland i opévovand milovand osoba je
bésnik sdm a jeho rozjitfené nitro, které k ndm ovSem promlouva divérné
zndmym hlasem nasich vé3ni, nasich pochybnosti, sebeldsky i sebemrska¢-
stvi. Shakespeare, dramatizdtor nasich emoci, tu s ndmi hraje mistrovskou
hru, pfi niz nedofecenost, tajemnost bdsni nuti (tendfe aktivné dotvafet
jeho poezii na podkladé vlastnich emoci a vlastnich zkugenosti.

Milené¢in néfek je pevnou soucdsti této hry. Pfibéh divky zestdrlé Zalem,
kterou svidce ziska tim, Ze ji vénuje dary a sonety od vSech svych byvalych
milenek, jimz zlomil srdce, neni jen humornou parodii podobné ladénych
piibéht. Pies veskerou absurditu bdsni nechybi jimavost a vroucnost.

Shakespearovy sonety jsou knihou o ldsce ve vSech podobach. Nezile-
Z{ pfili§ na tom, zda jde o lasku legitimnf{ ¢i nelegitimni, hetero-, homo- &
bisexudlni, tragickou ¢ komickou, duchovni ¢i fyzickou. DileZité je, co l4s-
ka s ¢lovékem udéld, jak ji kdo proziva. Shakespearovi se podatilo vyjadfit
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Sonnets

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,
Thyself 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.

2

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 tattered 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 deserved 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.

10

12

Sonety

1

Krasa by méla rozmnozovat krésu,
pak nikdy nezhyne - jak rtize kvét
utaty neuprosnou kosou ¢asu
v poupatech navriti se zase zpét.
V3ak tobé sta¢i obzor vlastnich odi,
jsi plamen, jenz sdm v sobé vyhofi.
Kdyz upirds své dary svétu, zloc¢in
na sobé pichés, na nés pitikofi.
Ty, ozdoba a chlouba dnesnich dni,
ty, z néhoZ muze nové jaro vzkvést,
tak marnotratné pfi svém skrbleni
pohibivas v sobé vlastni ratolest.
Slituj se nad ndmi, nez zhltne zem
s tebou 1 bohatstvi, jez patf{ vSem.

2

Az Ctyficet zim oblehne tvé Celo
a zbrazdi pole krasy zakopy,
tvou vystroj mlddi, honosnou a skvélou,
obrati v cary, o lesk oloupi.
Pak na dotaz, kde je tva krdsa ted,
kde lezi poklady téch skvélych dob,
dés$ pouze zahanbenou odpovéd,
zZe vse na dné tvych odi naslo hrob.
O¢ vlidngjsi bys ke své krase byl,
kdybys tak mohl fici: ,Moje dité
spldci muy dluh za léta krasnych chvil.”
V ném zlstdval bys dél na tomto svété.
A ve starobé mohla by té hfit
tva mladd krev, az do zil vstoupi chlad.

11



Sonnets

Sonety

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, 4

For where is she so fair whose uneared womb

Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb

Of his self-love to stop posterity? 8

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. 12
But if thou live, remembered not to be,
Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

4

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend

Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy?

Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but doth lend,

And being frank, she lends to those are free: 4

Than, 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? 8

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? 12
Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,
Which used, lives th’ executor to be.

12

V zrcadle promluv se svym obrazem,

Ze nacase je stvorit dal$i odraz
podoby, kterd spéje ke zkize,

vsak obnovit se d4, byt pouze nacas.
Kterdpak Zena je tak povznesend,

ze ladem nechdva urodny klin?

A ktery muz tak cti si svého jména,
Ze nesnese, aby ho nesl syn?

Své matce zrcadlem jsi, ve kterém
na vlastni krdsu hledi dojat4,

i ty se budes kochat pohledem

na svoje mladi, na svd vnoucata.

Jen chces-li zmizet z lidské paméti,

Z1j pro sebe a zemfi bez déti.

4

Ta krésa, kterou od Pfirody mas,

ti nepatfi, je pouze vypujcena.
Pro¢ s ni tak nesetrné nakladas?
KdyZ z ni jen Cerpas, klesa jeji cena.
Ptiroda d4va vrchovaté tém,

kdo rozmnozi své jméni jesté vic.
Ty jsi byl obdarovdn majetkem,

a nezanechas z ného vubec nic?
Za sebe utricis svyj kapitél

a na potomky myslet, to se brdnis?
Poznis, Ze jsi sdm sebe oklamal,
az Pfiroda té vyzve k uctovani.

Tvé krésa s tebou skonéi pod zemi,

kdyZz mohla navéky Zit se v§emi.

13



Sonnets

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,
Will play the tyrants to the very same
And that unfair which fairly doth excel;
For never-resting time leads summer on
To hideous winter, and confounds him there;
Sap checked with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone,
Beauty o’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 distilled, though they with winter meet,

Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.

6

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distilled:
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-killed.
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-willed, for thou art much too fair
To be death’s conquest and make worms thine heir.

14

12

Sonety

Trvalo dlouho, nezli stvofil ¢as

ten obraz vSemi velebené krisy,

a zakrétko své dilo zac¢ne zas

z obrazu krdsy ménit v obraz zkdzy.
Padici minuty zazenou léto,

$tavnaté listi stromu oholi

a chladny piikrov snéhu zadusi to,

co nestihl mréz spalit na poli.

Kdo ma trest letnich kvéta schovanou
v lahviéce za sklem, muze pfi¢ichnout,
a krasy 1éta zas mu vytanou

jak skute¢né, 1 kdyz z nich zbyl jen troud.

Ten zimni necas kvéttim nacas vzal
jen vnéjsi vzhled, vak obsah trva ddl.

6

Aby kvét tvého 1éta prezil zimu,

tak postarej se, aby jeho pyl

z pestiku prenesl se na kvétinu

a krdsu tvou tvou krdsou obnovil.
Ta investice se vzdy vyplati

a zisk je znac¢ny, ba 1 pro chamtivce:
Cast sebe vlozis, a ta vydd ti
jednoho, dva, tfi — kolik se ti zachce.
Kdyz desetkrat sim sebe rozmnozis,
pak desetkrat jsi Stastnéj$i nez dfiv,
a 1 kdyZ bude$ dévno mrtev jiz,

v potomcich budes desetkréite Ziv.

Sviy odkaz mél bys predat budoucnosti,

takhle jen Cerviim odkaze$ své kosti.

15



Sonnets

Sonety

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 climbed 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,
Unlooked on diest, unless thou get a son.

8

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

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:

Why lov’st 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.’

16

12

7

KdyzZ na vychodé slunce zlatovlasé

své jasné oko rano otevfe,

kazdy se pokloni té nové krase

a hledi na ni v némé pokofe.

A kdyzZ se vyhoupne na modrou bén

a nad svétem se jak muz rozkrodi,

s obdivem vzhlédnou lidé ze vSech stran

k zafi, jez udefi je do odi.

Ale kdyz z vy$in sestupuje vratce,

dfiv zbozné pohledy se odvraceji

od trudné pouti nebohého starce,

kondici v nicoté a beznadéji.
Stejné tak po tobé se slehne zem,
kdyz neptevezme syn tvou pochoder.

Ty, hudba sama, hudbu nemds rad?
Vzdyt krésa krdsou, $tésti $téstim Zije.
Ty v rozladéni chces si notovat
a rozladi té ¢istd harmonie?
Jestlize dokonald souhra ténu
drdzdi tvly sluch, pak je to pouze tim,
ze dobfe vis, jak pfetézko je tomu,
kdo zveda svuj hlas proti ostatnim.
Pro¢ neptidés se k jejich souznéni?
Doplnuji se, ladi, splyvaji,
jak otec, matka, dité spfiznéni
mnohohlasné ti jedno zpivaji:
»A¢ samoten jsi cenén sebevic,
méj na paméti, ze sim nejsi nic.“

17



Sonnets

Sonety

9

[s it for fear to wet a widow’s eye
That thou consum’st 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 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 murderous shame commits.

10

For shame, deny that thou bear’st love to any,
Who for thyself 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 possessed with murderous hate
That ’gainst thyself 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 [ may change my mind:

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind,

Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove.
Make thee another self, for love of me,
That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

18

12

9

Zustal jsi svobodny jen z obavy,

Ze bys tu nechal uplakanou Zenu?
A7 odejdes, celd zem ovdovi

a bude plakat, volat po tvém jménu.
Pro kazdou vdovu byva tutéchou
manzela objevovat v odich déti,

az odejdes ty, nechd$ zemi svou

bezradnou, bez potomku, bez paméti.

Zbthdarma plytvat bohatstvim se da:

cos rozhdazel ty, jiny uziva si.

Jenomze krésa rychle uvadi;

kdyz neptedds ji dal, jsi vrahem krasy.
To prece neudélds vlastni zemi,
takovy zlo¢in vzit si na svédomi.

10

Pfiznej se, ze ti vlastné lidi vadi,

kdyz nenavézals dosud s nikym vztah.

Dobfe vis, Ze té mnozi maji rddi,
ty ale milovat mas asi strach.
Tobé je piijemnéj$i nendvist:
ne vuci jinym, ale vaci sobé.
Takovym citem muzes si byt jist,

kdyz zabydlel ses ve své vlastni zlobé.

Otevii dvefe, pust nékoho dél
ptes prah své zatvrzelé samoty.
Jestli jsi z domu lasku vykazal,
pak nejvice tim strddds praveé ty.
Uz kvali mné dej svétu potomky,
at tvoje krasa Zije navéky.

19



Sonnets

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. 4

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. 8

Let those whom Nature hath not made for store,

Harsh, featureless and rude, barrenly perish:

Look whom she best endowed she gave the more;

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish: 12
She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby
Thou shouldst print more, nor let that copy die.

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 silvered o’er with white; 4

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, 8

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; 12
And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make defence
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.

20

Sonety

11

Jak ¢lovék vadne, jeho ratolest

vyrézi stejné rychle do kvétu

a v nich pak bude znovu mladim kvést,

i kdyZ on sdm uz ddvno nenf tu.

Kde neni moudrost, krdsa, nadéje,

zustava hloupost, staroba a zmar,

a kdyby tohle ¢lovék nevédél,

byl by svét pouze Sedesit let stdr.

Ti, ze kterych je Spatné piiklad brat si,

hlupéci, hrubci, at jsou vyhubeni,

v$ak misto nich at se k ndm stéle vraci

moudi{ a dobf{ v novych pokolenich.
Ty jsi byl stvofen jako vzor nds vsech,
tak alespon pdr kopif tu nech.

12

Kdyz pocitim, jak zvon odbiji ¢as,
a vidim, jak den mizi v jdmé noci,
jak stifbrem zbarvuje se ¢erny vlas
a nézny kvitek vadne bez pomoci,
kdyZ py$ny strom, jenz daval chlddek stddu,
zoufale holé vétve k nebi vztdh
a zelenl 1éta m4 uz bilou bradu
a z poli svzeji ji na marich,
pak o tvé krase pfemyslim a ptim se,
zda musi navzdy s tebou odejit.
Vzdyt mnohd krdsa umird a zase
nové se rodi s novou nadéji.
Nikdo se nezachrini pred smrti,
budoucnost mas jen ve svém ditéti.

21



Sonnets

Sonety

13

O, that you were yourself; but, love, you are

No longer yours than you yourself here live:

Against this coming end you should prepare,

And your sweet semblance to some other give: 4

So should that beauty which you hold in lease

Find no determination; then you were

Yourself again, after yourself’s decease,

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear. 8

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? 12
O, none but unthrifts. Dear my love, you know
You had a father: let your son say so.

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; 4

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: 8

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 thyself to store thou wouldst convert; 12
Or else of thee this I prognosticate:
Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.

22

13

Chces byt sdm sebou? Sebou bud! Sdm ne!
KdyZ budes samotny, tak vezmes s sebou

sdm sebe, az ta chvile nastane,

a vzpominky na tebe nezustanou.

Sdm o sebe bys mél se postarat

a v jiném zanechat zde sebe sama,

jenz z tebe bude svoji krdsu brit,

a tvd podoba bude zachovana.

Chces nechat lezet ladem rodny dam

a vidét, jak se hrouti v zficeninu,

kdyz pomdhat by mohl potomkam

odrézet nacas smrtonosnou zimu?
Co dopftaval sis, ptej 1 ostatnim.
Tys otce mél, at m4 ho 1 tvyj syn.

14

Pfestoze hvézdy vyjevi mi dost,
nemohu na né v ni¢em spoléhat,
j4 nevy¢tu z nich svoji budoucnost,
ani kdy pfijde sucho, mor ¢i hlad.
Nebeskd znameni mi neprozradi,
kdy zatdhne se nebo vyjasni,
kdy budou padat kroupy nebo vlidy
a jaky bude prabéh pfistich dni.
Ale tvé o¢i jsou dvé stdlice
a v nich ¢tu skdlopevnou predpovéd,
Ze piivedes-li na svét dédice,
pravda a krdsa neopusti svét.
Zemies$-li bezdétny, je jistota,
ze pravda s krdsou zmizi ze svéta.
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15

When I consider every thing that grows

Holds in perfection but a little moment,

That this huge state presenteth nought but shows

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;

When I perceive that men as plants increase,

Cheered and checked e’en 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.

16

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time?
And fortify yourself 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 yourself in eyes of men.
To give away yourself keeps yourself still;

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

24

12

15

KdyZ uvédomim si, Ze vse, co Zije,

je dokonalé pouze na chvili

a zivot sdm je pouhd komedie,

do které buhvijak jsme vstoupili,

kdyz vidim ¢lovéka i rostlinu

pod stejnym nebem rast i uvadat,

plného mizy ted, jak susinu

vyschlého pak, az pfijde listopad,

pfi védomi, Ze vSechno pomine,

tvou krdsu obdivuji dvojndsob,

vzdyt jako pohlti noc svétlo dne,

tak tvoji krdsu pozfe temny hrob.
M¢é l4ska k tobé k vdlce s ¢asem nuti,
co vezme smrt, ja verSem vezmu smrti.

16

Coz neni zddnd Gc¢innéjsi zbran
na toho tyrana a vraha - Cas
nez moje verse, v nichz jsi uchovin
v podobé, kterd dosud nemd kaz?
Dnes mnoho mladych panen rddo by
ti nabidlo svij zdhon k oseti
a spi$ nez v moje plané vyplody
tvd podoba by presla do déti.
At radsi v potomcich nez v poezii
jsou tvoje ctnosti navzdy zvécnény,
protoze lep$i je, kdyz v jinych Ziji,
nez aby byly pouze ke {teni.
Jestli chces$ zustat lidstvu zachovan,
musis se o to postarat ty sam.
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Who will believe my verse in time to come,

If it were filled 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. 4

If T 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 touched earthly faces.’ 8

So should my papers, yellowed with their age,

Be scorned, like old men of less truth than tongue,

And your true rights be termed a poet’s rage

And stretched metre of an antique song: 12
But were some child of yours alive that time,
You should live twice, in it and in my rhyme.

18

Shall T 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: 4

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimmed;

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimmed,; 8

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; 12
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

26
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Kdo uvéfi mym ver$im v budoucnosti,
kdyZ vynasim té v nich az do nebe?
Bésen je ndhrobek tvé velikosti,
nezivd upominka na tebe.
[ kdybych z linek o¢i nebo tvare
do linek ver$ti umél opsat té,
budoucnost fekne: ,To jsou zvésty lhare!
Takové krdsa neni na svété.”
Z mych starych spisku, ¢asem zazloutlych,
jak z dédku, co si radi vymysleji,
tropili by si posmévécci smich,
vSak ja té nemoh popsat pravdivéji.

Mél bys mit dité. Az té zhltne zem,

zit bude§ dvakrit: v mych bédsnich a v ném.

18

Mam pfirovnat té ke krdsnému 1étu?

To obdobi je kratké, vrtkavé.

Jarnimu poupéti uz brzy z kvétu

okvétni listky letni vitr rve.

Dost ¢asto slunce pfili§ prudce péli,

jindy zas ne a ne se ukdzat,

a krasy, které se ti vé¢né zdily,

pry¢ s létem uleti a piijde chlad.

Je ale zpusob, jak se vysmat smrti,

ktera se chlubi, Ze té dostane.

MI4di a letn{ krdsa ztstanou ti

napotdd v fddcich bdsné napsané.
Pak dokud budou lidé na svété
dychat a zit, v mych ver$ich najdou té.
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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-lived phoenix in her blood; 4

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets,

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: 8

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. 12
Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young.

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; 4

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. 8

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. 12
But since she pricked thee out for women’s pleasure,
Mine be thy love, and thy love’s use their treasure.
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Viezravy Case, co lviim drapy tupfs,
co tygrum tesdky z Celisti rves,
co Zemi vlastni déti hubit nutis
a Fénixe zaziva spalujes,
svym dilem zkdzy vysmivej se svétu
a stfidej na nds Stésti s nestéstim,
cokoli pichej pfi svém zbrklém letu,
jen k jedné obludnosti nesvolim:
abys mé ldsce kreslil po Cele
starobnym perem temné letokruhy,
zachovej krasu mého pfitele
ryzi a ¢istou co vzor krdsy druhym.
Kdybys ji ale pfece udolal,
v mych ver$ich bude krasna stéle ddl.

20

Jst krdsny jako divka, pfiteli,
a nebyt muz, jsi pani mého srdce.
Jak Zena nézny jsi, vak neznaly
podvadét jak ty zradné falesnice.
Tvé jasné oci netodi se jinam,
na co se podivas, to rozkvete,
muzum jsi modelem a modlou Zendm,
v tobé se vidi vSichni na svété.
Co pannu zplodila té ptiroda,
vsak vyvolila si té za pdna,
a proto rozhodla se, ze ti d4
tu véc, jeZ pro mne maly vyznam md.
Ze té tak vybavila pro Zeny,
jim d4vés ldsku, mné jen touZeni.
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So is it not with me as with that Muse

Stirred by a painted beauty to his verse,

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse, 4

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. 8

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 fixed in heaven’s air: 12
Let them say more that like of hearsay well;
I will not praise that purpose not to sell.

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. 4

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? 8

O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary

As I, not for myself, but for thee will;

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill. 12
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;
Thou gav’st me thine, not to give back again.
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J& nejsem bésnik, ktery v barvach 1i¢i
svou nali¢enou krisku pro ¢tendfe
a divze celé nebe nevysmydi,
kdyz hled4 ptimér pro puvaby tviéfe.
Nesrovndvam ji py$né se sluncem,
s lunou a drahokamy pod zemi,
s kvitkem, jenZ radi zjara na louce
a vonnym dechem v$echny omdmi.
J& o své lasce prosté musim fict,
Ze se mi tuze libi, i kdyZ neni
tak oslniva jak ta svice svic,
jez na svét pfind$i ndm rozednéni.
Tebe at opévuji jini pévci!
Pro¢ bych ja chvilil to, co prodat nechci?

22

Zrcadlu neuvéfim, Ze jsem stary,

kdyz ty a mladi jste jak dvojcata;

az ale spatfim na tvé tvéri ¢dry,

budu chtit poroudet se ze svéta.

VZdyt tvoje krdsa moje srdce hieje

jak plést, jenz padne mi jak ulity.

Mé srdce patti tobé, tvé zas mé je,

tak jak bych mohl star$i byt nez ty?

A proto, ldsko, pozor na sebe,

1j4 s1 kvuli tobé pozor ddm.

Jesté mé ale srdce nezebe

a tvé si jako chtiva pohliddm.
Navratim ti ho, az mé spéli mraz,
a moje srdce oZije v tvém zas.
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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; 4

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. 8

O, let my looks 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 expressed. 12
O, learn to read what silent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.

24

Mine eye hath played the painter and hath stelled

Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart;

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,

And perspective it is best painter’s art. 4

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. 8

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; 12
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art,
They draw but what they see, know not the heart.
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Jak $patny herec ochromeny trémou
tak, Ze uz zcela zapomnél svou roli,
jak zoufalec, v némz mocné vdsné planou,
v$ak neni mocen zmoct se na cokoli,
ja stojim zde a nejsem schopen slova,
jimz bych svou lasku fddné vyjevil,
tak silné city ve svém nitru chovam,
ze mluvit o nich prosté nemém sil.
Proto at za mne mluvi moje odi
a prozradi ti, co mam na srdci,
jsou sice némé, do tvych odi kiici
vSak vic nez dsta k tobé mluvici.
Nau¢ se ¢ist, co v ocich ldska pise.
A milujes-li, o¢i naud slyset.

24

Mé o¢i zahriély si na malife,

kdyz malovaly mi té do srdce,

a ja té v sobé nosim v dobré vife

co vytvor skute¢ného umélce.

Uméni zobrazuje zivot vérné,

chces-li se poznat, do mne nahlédni

a uvidi$ svij portrét v obrazdrné

mych od jako v skiini vykladni.

Vidis, jak o¢i dobfe slouzi nam?

MEé kresli si té, tvoje pro mne jsou

okénky do mé duse. Vidim tam

slunce, jez chce té ve mné zahlédnout.
K mistrovstvi schdzi o¢im pouze jedno,
kresli, co vidi, k srdci nedohlédnou.
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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,

Unlooked 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 foiled,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toiled:
Then happy I, that love and am beloved,
Where I may not remove nor be removed.

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.

34
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Stastlivci af se pysni tituly,
prebendami, projevy uzndn,
mé tyhle pocty vZdycky minuly,
ve §tésti mi to ale nebrani.
Prételé mocnych jako sluneénice
svou hlavu v zafi ptizné zvedaji,
sotva v$ak jejich slunce zamradi se,
uvadayji, ztrdceji nadéji.
Vile¢nik, ktery tisic boju sved
a utrzil v nich spoustu slavnych ran,
poprvé zklame, zklamal naposled
a z knihy cti je navzdy vymazdn.
Ze mohu milovat té a ty mne,
je Stésti, jez ndm nikdo nevezme.

26

Ty verse pise tvlyj oddany vazal,
ktery svou ldsku do sluzeb ti dal,
ne aby okazale slova vazal,
viak aby vystavél ti piedestal.
M chaba slova klopytaji, vaznou,
neunesou tvou skvélou velikost,
a ztejmé ve své snaze vyjdu s prazdnou,
kdyZz nepomuze mi tvd laskavost.
Anebo $tastnd hvézda ndhle dd mi
inspiraci, jak bych té oslavil
tak neotfepanymi myslenkami,
Ze troufnu si i na tak velky cil.
Pak feknu naplno, ¢im pro mé jsi.
Prozatim musim lhét si do kapsy.
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Weary with toil, I 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’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 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.

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 oppressed,
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 further 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-complexioned night;
When sparkling stars twire not thou gild’st the even.
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,

12

12

And night doth nightly make griefs strength seem stronger.
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KdyzZ veler unaveny uléhdm
oddechnout si po tézké denni pouti,
v mysli se za¢nou honit sem a tam
uvahy, které nedokazu zkrotit.
Télo je v klidu, v hlavé se to vafi,
myslenky vraceji se za tebou
a slepé o¢i ne a ne se zaviit,
jen uhranuté hledi napfi¢ tmou.
Do tmy si totiz v duchu promitim
tvlyj jasny obraz, ktery zaplane
Cernotou noci jako drahokam
a zat{ dél az do bilého dne.
Tak motim ve dne télo, v noci hlavu,
na tebe myslim, a ne na unavu.

28

Jak mohu vibec tohle vSechno pfezit,
kdyz zbaveny jsem dobrodini spinku,
kdyz po dni price noc mé neosvézi
a mam, abych tak fekl, na kahdnku.
Zaryti nepfitelé den a noc
se spojili a nedaji mi klid,
den se mnou smyk4, noc mé zas tu moc,
ze od tebe mé muze odloudit.
Dnu lichotim, Ze m4 tvyj svit a tipyt,
1 kdyz je pravé cely zamracdeny,
a noci pokousim se vysvétlit,
jak souhvézdi tvych o¢i drahé je mi.
Ve dne to se mnou bledé vypadd
a s noci houstne ¢ernd nalada.
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When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes

[ 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 possessed,

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 remembered such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

30

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
[ summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear times’ 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 cancelled woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanished 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.
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KdyzZ osud ani lidé nepfeji mi

a ja si styskdm na svou samotu

hluchému nebi vzlyky zoufalymi

v sebeponizujicim zachvatu

a na ty kolem ukazuji prstem,

jak ten md pritele, ten krasny vzhled,

ten nadany je, tomu renta roste,

jediné j4 se néjak nepoved,

pak zrovna kdyzZ se nejvic nemdm rad,

na tebe vzpomenu a vzapéti

jak se skfivanem z bldta temnych blat

mé srdce s pisni k nebi vyleti.
Vzpominka na tvou ldsku d4 mi vic
nez obsah vsech krilovskych pokladnic.

30

Kdyz ptijde smutnd chvile uétovani

a o samot¢ ohlizim se zas

za prohrami a zmafenymi pliny

a starym ndrkem nové marnim cas,

v mych o¢ich pla¢i odvyklych jsou slzy

pro prétele, jez jsem uz oplakal,

a ddvnd mrzutost mé znovu mrzi

a zaluji na ozeleny zal,

proslymi stesky posté probirim se

a pri¢itdm je k Gétu véénych ztrit,

které svym pldcem spldcim zas a zase,

neschopen vsechen smutek spoditat,
sta¢i, kdyz vzpomenu si, Ze t¢ mam,
bida je pry¢ a smutek zazehnan.
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