6. SONNET XXVII

A RESTLESS SOUL/ NESPOKIJNA DUSHA/ HECMOKIMHA AYLUA
William Shakespeare/ Binbam LLlekcnip

Translation: Ostap Tarnawsky

YTomneHum TPYAOM, cniwy y nocTinb,
Utomlenyj trudom, spishu u post’il’,
Weary from toil, | hastento bed,

Horam % pykam wob6 patn BignoYuMTh,
Noham j rukam shchob daty vidpochyt’,
My legs andarms to give rest,

Ta B roNoBy MO 3axogATb  TOCTI,
Ta v holovu moju zakhodjat’ host’i,

But into head my enter guests,
Min ym  npautog, xouM i TiNOo cnuThb.
Mij um pratsjuje, khoch i tilo spyt’.

My mind works, though my body sleeps.

Moi aymku, necb 3f0aneKka Big  MmeHe,
Moji dumky, des’ zdaleka vid mene,
My thoughts are somewhere far from me,
Bisut 36upatotbea 3/10XKUTb T06i,
Vizyt zbyrajut’sja zlozhyt’ tobi,
A visit they prepare to make to you,
TAXKKiI NOBIKM BIAKPWUBAOTb B MEHE,
Tjazhki  poviky  vidkryvajut’ v mene,
Heavy eyelids open my,

(my heavy eyelids open)

o6, moB chineub y3piB A B TEMHOTI.
Shchob, mov  slipets’ uzriv ja v temnot’i.
That like a blindman stare | into the darkness.



I BUA, SAKUN ayuwi MOEi o4i nobauunaw,

I vyd, jakyj dushi mojeji ochi pobachyly,

And your image, which the soul of my eyes saw,

Hapywn MEeHi, TOMY, WO camouBiTiB  36uMCK
Daruj men’i, tomu, shcho samotsvit’iv zblysk
Present that image to me, to him, whom the jewels’ radiance
Y TEMHIN HOYi LI HIiY4  CTpawHy

U temn’ij nochi tsju n’ich strashnu

Inthe dark  of night, this night terrifying,

MNepemiHne B HOBY,
Pereminyv v novu,
Has transformed intoa new night,

LUlo TINO B A€Hb,
Shcho t'ilo v den’,
Whether it be my body by day,

HiuHoto yMm nopoto,
N’ichnoju um poroju,
Or by night my mind’s time,
(Whether by day or by night, neither work nor thought have given us peace)

MeHi ©” TO6i BXKeE He Janu  CNoKolo.
Men'i j tobi vzhe ne daly spokoju.
Tome and toyou still theyhave not given rest.



