Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore

COme van ['onde alla petrosa riva
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Like as the waves make towards the pehbled shore
So do our minutes hasten to their end;
Each changing place with that which goes before

In sequent toil all forwards do contend

Nativity, once in the main of light,
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,
Crooked eclipses “gainst his glory fight.

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth.
And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:

And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand.

Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.




Com«o van londe alla petrosa riva,
incalzan lore nostre ad una fine;
col porsi all’anteriore fuggitiva.

ogn’'ora spinge innanzi l'altra affine.

Nati, in un mare fulgido di luce,
s ‘adopran maturar e son premiali
ma, questa gloria, avversa un’ombra truce

e il Tempo ruba i doni allora dati;

recide il fior di gioventu piantato

e solchi scava sulla bella fronte;
o

st nutre con il meglio del creato,

con falce assidua spazza lorizzonte.

S’oppongan questi versi al suo cospetto:

sono per la tua lode, a suo dispetto.
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In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes

Cosi non amo te con gli occhi miet




In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes

Cosi non amo te con gli occhi miet
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In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes,
For they in thee a thousand errors note,
But “tis my heart that loves what they despise

Who, in despite of view. is pleased to dote.

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted.
Nor tender feeling to base touches prone,
Nor taste. nor smell. desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with thee alone:

But my five wits, nor my five senses can
Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee.
Who leaves unswaved the likeness of a man,

Thy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to be:

Only my plague thus far I count my gain

That she that makes me sin awards me pain.




C()Si non amo te con gli occhi miet:
notano esst in te mille difetti,
ma ¢ il mio cor che ama questi net

che. a non veder, sono da lut diletti.

Né il timbro tuo di voce mi delizia,
né il senso mio si piega a bassi tocchi,
né il gusto, oppur Uaroma. mi letizia
L &

al sensual convito fra i nostr’occhi:

[ cinque spirti e senst miet non ponno
sviare, dal seguirtt, un folle cuore
che fa randagio e larva, ma non donno,

Perch e al tuo cor vassallo e servitore:

Il(?[ mio martirto, ho solamente un bene:

mi fa peccar chi sana le mie pene.
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