2. SONNET XV

BUT FOR A MOMENT/ NA MYT’/ HA MUTb
William Shakespeare/ Binbam LLlekcnip
Translation: Ostap Tarnawsky

AK AyMato, LWo BCE Te, Lo pocTe,
Jak dumaju, shcho vse te, shcho roste,
If 1 think that  everything that grows

3aTpumye [O0BeEpLEeHICTb  Ha MWUTD,
Zatrymuje dovershen’ist’ na myt’,
Preserves its perfection for a moment,
ULlo uAa Benuka cueHa HYAb, nnuw Te,
Shcho tsja velyka stsena nul’, lysh te,

That this great stage is nothing, only that

Lo 3ip  TAEMHWI BNAMB HamM MNOACHUTD.
Shcho Z’ir  tajemnyj vplyv nam pojasnyt’.
Which the stars’ secret sway tous conveys.

A  B3HaB, LLLO picT nogen,  AK i POCNWH,
Ja vsnay, shcho rist ljudej, jak i roslyn,
| discovered, that the stature of people islike the plants,

Mig, NOKPUBa/IOM T™MX camux Hebec,
Pid pokryvalom tykh  samykh nebes,
Beneath the cover of those same heavens,

XBanbba FOHAUbKMX  CWUA, Ta X 3aruvH

Khval’ba junats’kykh syl,  ta jikh zahyn
The boasting of youthful might and its decay
B HaMBULLIM MNYHKTI, Wo 3 nam’aTi BXKe wes,
Vv najvyshchim punkt’i, shcho z pamjat’i vzhe shchez,
At its highest point, when from memory it has already disappeared,
Ta AYMKA nNpo Ouen HecTanuMh CTaH
Ta dumka pro otsej nestalyj stan

And the thought of that temporary state



NMokasye, wWwo IOHICTb —  UiHHA piy,
Pokazuje, shcho jun’ist’ — ts’inna rich,
Shows that  youth is a valuable thing,

AK 3MiHHMN yac Bege yce B THWAD,
Jak zminnyj chas vede use v hnyl,
As the change of time leads everything to decay,

I Tam TBiM HOHUWN AeHb 3aMiHUTb B YOpPHY
I tam tvij junyj den’ zaminyt’ v chornu
And there your youthful day changes intoa black

B BiMHI 3 4yacom, wWwo HAWMTKM  rpAage,
V vijn’i z  chasom, shcho nyshchyty hrjade,
At war with time, which destroys steadily,

3 nobosBn  3HOB po3nucyto Tebe.
Z ljubovy znov  rozpysuju tebe.
Out of love, again |recreate you inverse.
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