5. SONNET XXV

TO BE LOVED AND TO LOVE - JA LJUBLENYJ J ULUBUU - A NIOB/IEHUIN 1
NOBNIO

William Shakespeare/ Binbam LWekcnip

Translation: Ostap Tarnawsky

Xan Ti, XTO  BipATb Yy WACAnBY  3ipKYy,
Khaj t'i, khto virjat’ u shchaslyvu Z’irku,
Leave in peace those who believe in a lucky star,
I TUTYNAMU YBAHATbCA W MaMHOM,

I tytulamy chvanjat’sja | majnom,

And of titles boast and of riches,

A a, wo He nigxoaxy nig Ul  MIipKy,

A ja, shcho ne pidkhodzhu pid tsju mirku,

Butl, who does not belong to that type,

He 3auikaBneHun y noyecTsx LiNKOM.
Ne zats’ikavlenyj u pochestjakh ts’ilkom.

Am not interested in honours at all.
Xan KHAXKUM  paBopuTam KBIT NnoxBasnw,
Khaj knjazhym favorytam kvit pokhvaly,

May the princes’” favourites be the flower of praise,

Mos 4YopHObpmBL B COHUi mw 6ancTaThb,
Mov chornobryvts’i Y sonts’i lysh blystjat’,
Like the dark-eyed who inthe sun only shine,

(like the handsome who only shine in the sun)

BoHn B cobi BCHO ropaictb 3axoBanu,

Vony v sobi vsju hord’ist’ zakhovaly,

They within themselves all  their pride have hidden,
HacynneHnm npunaeTbca im BMUPATb.
Nasuplenym pryjdet’sja  jim vmyrat’.

As they frown, it befalls them to die.



Bo BOIHa, WO MA€E uW 3BUTATWU,
Boj vojna, shcho maje lysh zvytjahy,
For the warrior, who claims only victories,

Ta X0Y 6u 3 TUcaui 60iB  oAuH nporpas,

Ta khoch by z tysjachi bojiv. odyn prohrav,

And in spite of thousands of battles, one has lost,
Bukpecniotor i3 KHUT XBa/sinrnosaru
Vykresljujut’ iz knyh khvalypovahy

He is erased from the books of praise

I 3abyBaloTb, LWO BiH [JOKOHaB...
I zabuvajut’, shcho vin dokonav...
Andis forgotten  what he achieved...

Ta 1A BAOBOJIEHWUM, WO nobneHnn wn nobnto,
Ta ja vdovolenyj, shcho ljublenyj j ljublju,
So | am contented that lam loved and | love,
Hi BiH MeHe, Hi A KHoro HEe BUKpecato.

N’i vin mene, n’i jajoho ne vykreslju.

Neither he me, nor | him will not erase.

(from my heart)



