7. SONNET XXIX

A LUCKY BEGGAR/ SHCHASTJA-RAB/ LLLACTA-PAB
William Shakespeare/ Binbam LLlekcnip
Translation: Ostap Tarnawsky

Koan npubutnm [onewo n - noabmMmu,
Koly  prybyty;j doleju j ljud’my,
When cast down by fate and people,

OnnaKkyto CaMOTHbO Mil TanaH
Oplakuju samotn’o mij talan
| bemoan alone my luck

Ta KAanyy Ao Himux Hebec  chisbmn 1,
Ta klychu do n’imykh nebes  sl'izZmy |,
And call to deaf heavens tearfully and,

MobaumBwmn cebe, KNeHy CBiN CTaH.
Pobachyvshy sebe, klenu svij stan.

Having seen myself, | curse my lot.
A xouy 6yTm 8K TOoM  WwacTs pab,
Jakhochu buty jak toj shchastja rab,

| want tobe like that lucky beggar,
AK  BiH KpacuB- wWacaue  cepes APY39K,
Jak  vin krasyv- shchaslyv sered druzjak,

How he paraded boastingly among his pals,

MPUNHATM B UbOTO CTWU/b, B TOTO MmacLuTab,
Pryjnjaty v ts’oho styl’, vtoho masshtab,
Assuming this one’s style,  that one’s stature,

Lo, MOXXe W MaHWUTb, Ta MEHi He B CMaK;
Shcho, mozhe j manyt’, ta men’i ne v smak;
That  may deceive, and to me may not be of good taste;

Y umx AymKax A HexTtyo coboto |,
U tsykh dumkakh ja nekhtuju soboju i,
In these thoughts | despise myself and,



AK Tebe  3rapgatd  Ta MM CTaH,
Jak tebe zhadaju ta mij stan,
When you | remember and my lot,

Mos YKaMBOPOH, WO PaHHbOI MOPOD
Mov zhajvoron, shcho rann’oju poroju
Like the lark which at morning time

Hece  cBin cniB 3 3emni o Heba Hpam.
Nese  svij spiv z zeml’'i do neba bram.

Carries its song from earth to heaven’s gate.

TBOro KoXXaHHA cnomuH, moB Egem,

Tvoho kokhannja spomyn, mov Edem,

Your love isa memory, like Eden
(Paradise)

A cTaH cBin He 3aMiHIo 3 Koposem.

Ja stan svij ne zaminju z korolem.

| lot my  will not exchange witha king.
(I will not exchange my lot with that of a king)



