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Introduction
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This brochure is a collaborative effort by high school students. It
aims to help students easily study and understand Shakespeare's
sonnets, as well as motivate them to read his works in their
original form.

Wu gnppnuyyp pwgwhwjinnd £ wdwag nuypngh unynpnnutph hwdwuntin
pGnduwdnp w2fuwwnwupn: Uyu nunndwé £ oqutinL unynpnnutphu
htounnLpjwdp nLuncdbwuhnpt) b hwuywlw SEpuwhph unutwnubpp,

huswtu bwl ngb2us G nL Ywpnwy Upw gnpétnp puophuwyny:

REnhuwywjhtu juwagd™ 1. Iwynpjwl Lwpt (10 2)
2. Bugnjwu Upuphlt (10 2)
3. Rwynpjwl Uwpgqwnphwnw (10 2)
4. ynptdubdw Yhnw (10 8)
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Sonnet 18 in Old English
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date:
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest:

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Scan Me
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Sonnet 18 in Modern English
Shall I compare you to a summer’s day?

Shall I compare you to a summer’s day? You are more lovely and
more moderate: Harsh winds disturb the delicate buds of May, and
summer doesn’t last long enough. Sometimes the sun is too hot,
and its golden face is often dimmed by clouds. All beautiful things
eventually become less beautiful, either by the experiences of life or
by the passing of time. But your eternal beauty won’t fade, nor lose
any of its quality. And you will never die, as you will live on in my
enduring poetry. As long as there are people still alive to read
poems this sonnet will live, and you will live in it.
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Sonnet 18 in Armenian
U.pdt® fiq hwibkdwnk) wdwnwjhl opfw hkwn

Updb’ fliq hwdbdwnk) wiunwghf opdu bl
Vo wibih qhnkghl ku L dknd:
Wopun fudpfbp 56 quplnod dughugub £6fne prgpnobphG, By wiunp suhuquig
lwph E wnlond:
Bppbidl «qpufunp wyfp» swhuqubg maf £ engnud,
By hwhuwy Gpu nuljb qoyp dpuglnd E:
By wikG qhnkghl pub b Jkpon punudmd k,
Y wurnuhuwljw G pyudp, Gud plnopyub plpugfng wlmuwb b
Fuyg fn hulbpduljul wiunp sh punwih,
By fn qlnbglnpyniG6 whhkn sh hopsh:
Ny 1y Gwhp yupskGu, np goe fugpood bu Gpa wndbph wwl, Pubh op goe wlnd
ku duwdwGulh hubpd wngbpn:
UhGs dupnhl GobiskG b wsfhpp lnkubkG,

UhGy wyy uw Guwph b GGt Guyupgleh flq
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Sonnet 20 in Old English
A Woman’s Face With Nature’s Own Hand Painted

A woman’s face with nature’s own hand painted,
Hast thou, the master mistress of my passion;

A woman'’s gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion:
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;

A man in hue all hues in his controlling,
Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created,;

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she prick’d thee out for women’s pleasure,
Mine be thy love and thy love’s use their treasure.

Scan Me
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Sonnet 20 in Modern English
Your face is more beautiful than a woman’s

Your face is more beautiful than a woman’s because it’s been
painted by nature and not artificially. You are both master and
mistress of my passion. You have the gentle heart of a woman but
without the fickleness characteristic of women. Your eyes, that light
up the very object that they look on, are brighter than theirs but
without their shallow flirtatiousness. You have all the best qualities
a man could have. All other men look to you as a model: you catch
the eye of men and you amaze women. Nature first intended you as
a woman, but as she was making you, she fell madly in love with
you and, by adding something, deprived me of you; by adding one
thing she made you unattainable to me. But since she equipped you
for the pleasure of women, let me have your love and them your

body.
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Ylino nkdf' phnpyub ubulwb abknfnd Glywpws
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Sonnet 22 in Old English
My Glass Shall Not Persuade Me I Am Old

My glass shall not persuade me I am old,
So long as youth and thou are of one date;
But when in thee time’s furrows I behold,
Then look I death my days should expiate.
For all that beauty that doth cover thee,

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me:
How can I then be elder than thou art?

O! therefore love, be of thyself so wary
As I, not for myself, but for thee will;
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain,
Thou gav’st me thine not to give back again.
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Sonnet 22 in Modern English
My Mirror Will Not Persuade Me That I Am Old

As long as you appear eternally young my mirror will not persuade
me that [ am old. But when I begin to see wrinkles on your brow
then it will be time to anticipate my death. All that beauty that
covers you is only the fine clothing of this heart of mine that lives in
your heart, as yours lives in mine. How can I then be older than
you? Oh, therefore, love, you should take as good care of yourself
as I take care, not of myself, but of you, because your heart is in me
and I will take care of it as a loving nurse protects her baby from
harm. Don’t presume that your heart will survive when mine is
dead; you gave me yours, never to be given back.
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Sonnet 22 in Armenian
N's, Zuykihh Qp Ywpng Pha Okp Fwpally

(1's, huylhG sh Gupny hGa Skp qupally,
Pubh qhn fn Logfp6 £ bphowewpgnepynGp. Bpp fo qldfh6 §6Lwntd §66hn
wnwoht’
[@nn Swh pGa qunp’ pog wygybu | plh:

P qhinliglnipyni66 odinduwd Gulunugpny, P uppop Swslnud E ulowpgulwb
phliGingny, Pubiqh wyb £ dko E, b hpkowwly, phulnud: PGsuk’s ku fupnn b
LhGky fhqlhg Skip:

0’ wwhwubhp fhq, upplih pblkp,

PGyubu hhdw bu fuljubd j6a wuhly,

P uppunp pufonhg GhyuhyuGbd b wGubu, PEsulu pGwdfn] Sujpp’ prgy
ko i
YidknGld-li qnt pny £n upnf dwupf dnnwGw,

Puligh wyl wipngendhl hGa Gppus b wpgk:

I'epbein
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Sonnet 57 - Old English
Being Your Slave What Should I Do But Tend

Being your slave what should I do but tend
Upon the hours, and times of your desire?
I have no precious time at all to spend;
Nor services to do, till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world without end hour,
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour,
When you have bid your servant once adieu;
Nor dare I question with my jealous thought
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,
But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought
Save, where you are, how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love, that in your will,
Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.
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Sonnet 57 - Modern English
As Your Slave, What Else Should I Do But Spend

My Time

As your slave, what else should I do but spend my time waiting to
do whatever you want me to? I don’t have any valuable time to
spend, or any tasks to do until you need that. Nor do I dare
complain about the endless hours as I watch the clock, waiting for
you, my sovereign, nor contemplate the bitterness of separation
after you've said goodbye to your servant. Nor do I dare allow my
jealous thoughts to wonder where you may be, or speculate about
what you may be up to, but like a forlorn slave, I wait, thinking of
nothing except how happy you're making whoever you are with.
Love makes such a fool out of one that he thinks nothing about
whatever you do to satisfy your ideas.

What you may be up to, but like a forlorn slave, I wait, thinking of
nothing except how happy you're making
Whoever you are with.

Love makes such a fool out of one that he thinks nothing About
whatever you do to satisfy your ideas.
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Sonnet 57 in Russian
Kak TBov Pab, Uto Mue Emie [lennatrs, Kpome Kak
Tparure CBOE Bpems?

71t BepHBIX CJIyT HeT HU4Yero Apyroro,
Kak oxngarts y gBepu TOCIIOXKY.
Taxk, IpMxoTAM TBOMM CIIy>KUTBb TOTOBBIVA,
’1 B oXX1jaHbe BpeMsI IIPOBOXY.

51 ipo cebst OpaHUTH He CMeIO CKYKY,
3a cTpesIKaMy 4acoB TBOVIX CJIEJIAL.
He npoxiinHaio roppKyo pasiyky,

3a 1Bephb TBOIO 110 3HAKY BBIXOZIA.

He 1103B0JISA10 TOMBICIIAaM PEBHVIBBIM

IIepecTyriaTh 3aBeTHBIVI TBOVI IIOPOT,

W, OeHbInt pabd, cunTaro s CHaCTIIMBBIM
Toro, xTo yac mpoOHITE € TOOOO MOT.
Yo xouews gerart.sl TUINNIICA 3peHbs,
V1 HeT BO MHe HV TeHU IIOJ03PeHbsI!
Camyesr Mapriiak
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Sonnet 66 in Old English
Tired For All These, For Restful Death I Cry

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,
As to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,
And gilded honour shamefully misplac’d,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgrac’d,
And strength by limping sway disabled
And art made tongue-tied by authority,
And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill,
And simple truth miscall’d simplicity,
And captive good attending captain ill:
Tir’d with all these, from these would I be gone,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

Scan Me
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Sonnet 66 in Modern English
Exhausted With The Following Things I Cry Out

Exhausted with the following things I cry out for releasing death:
for example, seeing a deserving person who has been born into
poverty; and an undeserving one dressed in the finest clothes; and
someone who shows trustworthiness wretchedly betrayed; and
public honour shamefully bestowed on the unfit; and unblemished
goodness forced into bad ways; and genuine perfection unjustly
disgraced; and conviction crippled by corruption; and skill
suppressed by those with the power to do it; and stupidity
restraining the advance of knowledge; and simple truth being
dismissed as simplistic; and good taking orders from evil.
Exhausted with all these things I want to escape, except that by
dying I would be abandoning my love.
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Sonnet 66 in Russian
Nsmyuennbin Crienyromymu Bermamu, 51 Borutro

30BY 4 CMEpPTh.
Mue BuneTs HeBTepIIeX

J1OCTOVMHCTBO, UTO IIPOCUT ITOasAHb,

Haz mpocToTOoN Iy My 10Cst JIOXKb,
HwraroxxecTBO B pOCKOIITHOM OflesIHbe,
V1 coBepIIEHCTBY JIOXKHBIV IIPUTOBOP,
V1 neBcTBEeHHOCTB, IOPYTaHHYIO I'Py0o,

V1 HeymecTHOVI ITOYeCT I1030P,

/1 Mo1Ib B IUIeHy y HemoIy Oe33ybor,
V1 1psAMOTY, 4TO IJIyHOCTBIO CIIBIBET,
W riynocTs B Macke Myapelia, IpopokKa,
V1 BHOXHOBEH 3aKaThIil POT,

V1 mpaBeiHOCTH Ha CIIy>KOe y ITopoKa.
Bce Mep30cTHO, 4TO BVDKY S BOKPYT...
Ho xak Tebs IIOKVHYTb, MWIBIV OPYT!
Camyesr Mapmiak
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Sonnet 66 in Armenian

I—‘lllllllln Zﬂqﬁlﬂb‘ limﬁénui bli UwhE bll

Pugqun hnqGud’ fubfsnud b duhp bu.
Gpp np whubnd bd. wpdwGhG wnfun k.
By whybnfh6 qniqlud of byuuku,
Gy wnnpupup flwd whkns hujup,
By nulk hunf' whupdubhl npjws,
By whunwlbg]us ohbe Yntunipynibp,
By juwnwpbpnepynilip whupgjus,

By nidh, md wkpp funy howbnpm 66 E,
Gy gl wpbun’ 1 kqpl jugubf gpdws,
b4 hdwnipynil huljng wlydwpnipynGp,
G| wyupq whlbndp” qupquidhn ghudws,
by swpnipjul dSwnw' puphnpyndGp.
Pugun hnqGud, wikGl wyu 4 £,
Puyg nlg dknGkd* uppnie dkGul pnnGhd:
(b b6 P dyu
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Sonnet 109 in Old English
O! Never Say That I Was False Of Heart

Ol never say that I was false of heart,
Though absence seem’d my flame to quality,
As easy might I from my self depart
As from my soul which in thy breast doth lie:
That is my home of love: if I have ranged,
Like him that travels, I return again;

Just to the time, not with the time exchanged,
So that myself bring water for my stain.
Never believe though in my nature reigned,
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,
That it could so preposterously be stained,
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;
For nothing this wide universe I call,
Save thou, my rose, in it thou art my all.

Scan Me
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Sonnet 109 in Modern English
Oh, Don’t Say That I Was Untrue

Oh, don’t say that I was untrue, even though our being apart made
me appear cool. It would be as easy to me to be separated from
myself as from you, to whom, if I ever stray, I return, like a traveller
coming home; right on time, punctual, not affected by
circumstances, so that I am myself bringing the water that will wash
away my sin. Even if my nature had every kind of carnal weakness
imaginable you shouldn’t believe that it could be so perversely
sinful as to abandon all your goodness for worthless women,
because I consider the whole universe worthless, apart from you,
my rose of youth: you're my everything in it.
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Sonnet 109 in Armenian

N"h, Uh' Uuw, [0k Ykys G Gu Upinni

h, dh' wuw, ph Gnd b bu upund,
kbt i hinpp huGpupundbg hknind:
Yupn'y ki hlnwbuy ke whipgnd,
Gpp i hng, wuhnud E £n Gpdfaod’
Swhli puf uppn. ku pk bu hknughy ki
Lulb hphh6 JEpugupaly ki dhew,
Ahow wil dudhG, np wuhp shapgGhd b
Pk qnpdwd S fpb i wipuphon:
Up' huumna’ phky fkpp hha whpky b6
e pym GGk wpyni6 pm Gunpng
Np whhbphpnpkG ku fkq pnnk; k.

N dp qling (£l Fhq sk Gupng.
Nohbs b dbd whbqhpf wyu hudwpn.
Lnly oo, b Jupne (ol go bu b GyuGfnd
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Sonnet 109 in Korean
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Sonnet 116 in Old English
Let Me Not To The Marriage Of True Minds

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove:
O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;

It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.
Love’s not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error and upon me proved,

I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

Scan Me
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Sonnet 116 in Modern English
I Would Not Admit That Anything Could Interfere
With

I would not admit that anything could interfere with the union of
two people who love each other. Love that alters with changing
circumstances is not love, nor if it bends from its firm state when
someone tries to destroy it. Oh no, it’s an eternally fixed point that
watches storms but is never itself shaken by them. It is the star by
which every lost ship can be guided: one can calculate it’s distance
but not gauge its quality. Love doesn’t depend on Time, although
the rosy lips and cheeks of youth eventually come within the
compass of Time’s sickle. Love doesn’t alter as the days and weeks
go by but endures until death. If I'm wrong about this then I've
never written anything and no man has ever loved.
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Sonnet 116 in Armenian
ra\IlIllif 911111]315, U\Ilqlfll_f l11]1 l]\C}Ul]lIlI‘IIlLli

Prunbf swubd, wpqbyf hu wopuphnud
Uppn huup.
Gy ubip sk wyli qqugnudp,

Np hndhfodnd £, hndpnfodud LyjwGfnd,
Yuid by obng mdhg pulyn 6 obnda E:
(h, ns, Gowb k ubpp domuun,

(p npnpplph wngl hwunwn k.
UG wuwn k gliglipng Guh hudwp,
Nph hugnGh E wbnb, wpdbf6 wGhugn E:
Fudwbulyh hupn wb sh qunGnud,
Pkl dhpp qhpubnnig Gpu padp k.
UG s dhnfodned §h GupG dudned, wiun,
Puyg ophuuh kqphG puly wyG walnd E:
Bk Ghowm sk ww b G Gugugm gk’
Uwpy sh uppky b sk gpky Eppkf:

(b i Py
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Sonnet 127 in Old English
In The Old Age Black Was Not Counted Fair

In the old age black was not counted fair,
Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name;
But now is black beauty’s successive heir,
And beauty slandered with a bastard shame:
For since each hand hath put on Nature’s power,
Fairing the foul with Art’s false borrowed face,
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower,
But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace.
Therefore my mistress” eyes are raven black,
Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem
At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack,
Sland’ring creation with a false esteem:

Yet so they mourn becoming of their woe,
That every tongue says beauty should look so.
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Sonnet 127 in Modern English
In Older Times, Dark Skin Wasn’t Admired

In ancient times a dark complexion wasn’t considered beautiful, or
if anyone thought so they never said it. But now being dark is
legitimately beautiful and it’s become less legitimate to call being
fair-skinned beautiful in itself because these days anyone can take
on the power that used to belong only to nature, and even
unattractive people can make themselves beautiful with makeup.
True beauty doesn’t exist anymore, has no special place: it has
become devalued, even disgraced. And so, my mistress” eyes are
raven black - well suited to current fashion - seeming to be in
mourning for those who are not naturally beautiful but insult
nature by making themselves beautiful. But her eyes are so
beautiful in their sadness that everyone is saying that that’s how
beauty should look.
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Sonnet 127 in Armenian
Zh6 FudwbwlyGipnud Ulep Shgkghly Q6 Zudwpnud

Zh6 dwdwbulGkpnud ulip qhgbghly skh6 hudwpnd,
Yurd bpk hudwpnud bp, qkqbglmpyuG winiG skp hpno:
Fuyg hpdw ulp qupaky | glnbglnipyub dunwlgnpy,
Gy gbnbglnipynilip wpwnwdnpdby £ winpuh unny:
Pl np wydd wik alinf ppkl Jhpugply b plnopyul mdp’ UphbunwlwG wkufng
quprpupkymf wngknp,
Ul sh dbugly fungp qlinkglnpynit’ whupun uppudwypnd,
Uy wndby b ljud wygpnud B wlywn]nepyub dk:
Neuwp b uhpbpph wsflpp wgnudh ule kG,
Lpw wsflpp, hGsybu wpnip uqulihpllp,
1fkp, sy hblin] qliglighl 86Jws, qhqbglnipynil sniGhG, Ukqunpnud kG plnpyubp
ljtnd wunlkph hudwp:
Puyg wynubu by Gpubf ugnud kG, hpbGg Jewh6 wpdwbudugky,
Np widkh (bqne wund £ qlinkglnpynGp whnf EuguahupG (pGh:
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Sonnet 127 in Korean
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Sonnet 130 in Old English
My Mistress' Eyes Are Nothing Like The Sun

My mistress” eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red, than her lips red:

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damasked, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;

And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound:

I grant I never saw a goddess go,

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet by heaven, I think my love as rare,
As any she belied with false compare.

Scan Me
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Sonnet 130 in Modern English
My Mistress' Eyes Are Nothing Like The Sun

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; coral is far more than
her lips are. If snow is white, all I can say is that her breasts are a
brownish grey colour. If hairs can be compared with wires then
black hairs grow on her head. I know what pink, red and white
roses look like but I don’t see any roses in her cheeks. And there’s
more pleasure in some perfumes than there is in my mistress’
reeking breath! I love her voice although I know that music is more
pleasing to the ear. I admit I've never seen a goddess walking; when
my mistress walks she treads firmly on the ground. And yet, by
heaven, I think that my love is as unique as any woman who is the
subject of a romantic poem.
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Sonnet 130 in Russian
I''maza Moert I'ocrmooxm Huuem He IToxoxxm Ha
CostHI1Ie

Ee 171a3a Ha 3Be31bI He II0X0XM,
Hernp3s ycra KopasuiaMu Ha3BaTh,
He OestocHeXxHa 11€4 OTKPBITBIX KOXKa,
V1 uepHOV IPOBOJIOKOV BHETCS IIPAIb.
C mamacckornn pO3071, ajIou VIV Oestom1,
Heib3sa cpaBHUTL OTTEHOK 3TMX IIIEK.
A TeJyI0 maxHeT TakK, Kak ITaxHeT TeJIo,
He xak pvajikit He)XHBIVI JIeTIeCTOK.
TbI He HaVeIlb B HeVl COBEPILIeHHBIX JIMHNU,
OcobeHHOro cBeTa Ha uersle.

He 3Haro £, KaK II1eCTBYIOT OOrvHM
Ho Mwtag crymaer 110 3emsie.

V1 Bce XX OHa yCTynuT TeM efBa Jiu,
Koro B cpaBHEHBSIX TIBIIITHBIX 000ITaIN!
Camyen Maprmak
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Sonnet 130 in Armenian
U.sfkpl P Shpoichoe Upkqulikp QEG

UssfbpG pd whpnihn wpbqulGhp skG.
Vwpowll | wy, ful pp jupdhp encpplipp.
Ughnuly b &yniG6, huly bp 4pdfhpl wopbn k6.
L dwqp pup b, b'p dnn ke puplp BG:
Skuly b bu Jupnbp” hupdhp, ughowly,
Fuyg skd whulinud Jupgbp hp wynkphG,
Bu oduwlby pfGlp Gub whnicul,

Puyg ns Giwb Gpu ofsh hnnpG:
Uppnud ki onufp bip, pugg bu qhukd,
Np dhnbgh ok w6 wikGlG.

Bu nhgnihm fuggbyp skl wbuby’

Pd whpnihp6 godned E hwnwlpG:
Fuyg ns wuluu £ yhph Gk, wiluulws,
Pl wyl Guwbuyf, np Yhnd b6 punpunuws:

Page 34 of 44



Sonnet 130 in Korean

W S1ele) o Bkt 1A ko,

AhE7} o] Q%R B O Hguth o] stk 119

714 o 8 AlQILI Tk v )7keto] atebd, 1 o] mlelo] = A e

AL A,
U thuka = A, w3 shek FrE JokA| R, T of whefl A =
a8 ArlE B Ho] 95Ut gdE =

U Aole] ARt EAS 9718 E3 gk b 7}
2ote 4w S AR,

goto] Al o R 2o § AThE A% 2 L gL

B g

Ui ojalo] A A8 2 Ao] ggUthu, ) A9l AL ) % 91
B,
SRlol i P E AL, AR, s he] Alsbo] AR E WA B
o PR 7L
2.
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Sonnet 144 in Old English
Two Loves I Have Of Comfort And Despair

Two loves I have of comfort and despair,
Which like two spirits do suggest me still:
The better angel is a man right fair,

The worser spirit a woman coloured ill.
To win me soon to hell, my female evil,
Tempteth my better angel from my side,
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,
Wooing his purity with her foul pride.
And whether that my angel be turned fiend,
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell;

But being both from me, both to each friend,
I guess one angel in another’s hell:

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.
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Sonnet 144 in Modern English
I love two people: one brings me peace, the other
pain

I love two people: one brings me comfort, the other despair. Like
two angels, they’re always suggesting things to me. The good angel
is a fair-haired man; the bad one is a dark complexioned woman. To

take me swiftly into hell, my evil female tempts my good angel
away from me, trying to turn him into a devil, corrupting him with
her evil self-assurance. And whether that angel has indeed turned
into a fiend is something I suspect but can’t be sure about. But since
they are both away from me and friends with each other I'm
guessing that one angel is inside the other’s hell. I'll never know,
though, and I'll live in doubt until my bad angel shoots my good
one out of hell.
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Sonnet 144 in Armenian

Gplyne Ukp NGkd’ Uhpupnipynih 64,

ZI]Llllll]'llllUlIll_l'dJ Il]_[i

Bplyne ubp nGkd’ Spppupnipynil b hncuwhwnnepyndG, NpnGE, Gupdku bplne
hnghGkp, hGa nphnpy B wwgpu. Ludugny 6 hpkenwlp dp cwn wphup dwpg |,
Pulj Juwnp” §h YhG, npp pfnud | swp:

PG ndnfof mwlbpn hwdwp, b sup GhGp, Sugpulgmd b pd ju] hpbonwlhG pd
lnnfhg, M hihswglh fd unipphl’ qupablyng Gpub vwnwbo, bupkngd pp
dufpnpymbp’ hp wipupnu]ul hywponepyudp:

M kpk pid hpkomuwlp fyunGw swnwbe, Yueulwsnd b, puyg noghy skd Gupng
wuli: Fuyg (hGkpnd bplneuG b hGaGhg, plneuG b dhijubg pGlkp, Yupsmd ki,
np i hpkowuwly b dyneup ndnpfnud: Fugg uw bppkf skd pdwbuo b Guogpkd Guoulosh
dbg, Uhls puf Jun hphewwlp Yhbnwglh pd puhG:
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Sonnet 149 in Old English
Canst Thou, O cruel! Say I Love Thee Not

Canst thou, O cruel! Say I love thee not,
When I against myself with thee partake?
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot
Am of my self, all tyrant, for thy sake?
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend,
On whom frown’st thou that I do fawn upon,
Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spend
Revenge upon myself with present moan?
What merit do I in my self respect,

That is so proud thy service to despise,
When all my best doth worship thy defect,
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?
But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind,
Those that can see thou lov’st, and I am blind.

Scan Me

-
=]}
s S "
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Sonnet 149 in Modern English
How can you say I don’t love you

Can you, oh cruel woman, say that I don’t love you when I take
your side against myself? Don’t I think about you and forget about
myself, you tyrant? Who dislikes you that I would call my friend?
Who do you dislike who I like? Yes, if you scowl at me don’t I take

immediate revenge on myself by moaning in pain? What quality do
I see in myself that would make me too proud to serve you when
the best in me worships your defects, commanded as I am by the
merest flickering of your eyes? But carry on hating me, my love,
because I know your mind now. You love those who can see, and I
am blind!
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Sonnet 149 in Armenian

Tt Ui Gu' Ukp Qu P U

T wumd ku' ubip shu hd dkos,
Fuyg sk np fn gld dnbyn qunkpuqd,
Bu fn hwdup b G wdkG nkn
M wnwbg Yndh skd qhonud qkGflpu:
Bu kpplk dhughy ki pofudinin,

Yul uppk’] Gpubg, md o ku wnnd:
by 8p°pk pGfu hGa skd dhnugply,
Gpp ot j6a ngnid bu wnwbyg wqunbunh:
N°p wpdwbhfog ki bu hywpnwo,
Np Guunugnudp hudwpkd winp:

P GnfG 6o hudwp wnwfpGnpymG E,
Pul pd punwipnp” fn pupphsbbph cupdnuip: o pelwdubfhg yupg Edpwgb
wju

r]‘IlL lll'l[llll_li ]Ill Ull]ll[illllﬁ]][ll’lﬁ, I’lll].l ]Ill l]IlLJI] lili lllllI]HLgI
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Glossary

Sonnet 18

art - are
owest - owe
wanderest - wander
in eternal lines - in eternal verses

Sonnet 20
gazeth - gaze/look

wert - were
thee - you
hue - colour
prick’d - pricked/pierced
a-doting - infatuated

Sonnet 22
thine - your
doth - do/does
faring - going
raiment - garment/clothing
wary/chase - careful
expiate - atone

Sonnet 57
nor - neither
whilst - while
bitterness - sorrow
adieu - farewell
nought - nothing
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Sonnet 66
misplac’d - misplaced
disgrac’d - dishonored
miscall’d - misnamed
beggar - poor person

trimm’d - trimmed
jolity - happiness

Sonnet 109
reigned - ruled
thy - your
doth - does

for nothing - for no reason

ranged - varied
save - except

Sonnet 116
alters - changes
brief - short

bark - boat
writ - writing

Sonnet 127
fair - beautiful
hath - has
foul - impure
profaned - desecrated
slandered - defamed

Sonnet 130

dun - dark brownish
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wires - strands
belie - contradict

hath - has

Sonnet 144

coloured ill - appeared evil
tempeth - tempts
fiend - devil
ne’er - never
right fair - very fair

Sonnet 149
hateth - hate
canst - can
lours’t - look
moon - SOIrTow
merit - worth
thine - your
lov’st - love
fawn - flater
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