WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE’S 66TH SONNET

In the depths of the Belgrade night, between the 7th and 8th of May, along with the thundering detonations of nato
bombs and the loss of electrical power... by the light of a candle... I'm turning the pages of Shakespeare’s Sonnetrs... I'm
certain this book contains those fourteen lines of verse which I was used to looking for and finding... in the direst moments of
my life... or... simply... the most disgusted.

I aIS(r remember as I am turning the pages: not even these verses Whl(,h I seek have ever neutralized or at least softened
to some exlent the impenetrable elements of despair in which I have (from time to time) found myself defeated.

But... (exactly like the restless flame of tonight’s candle above my writing paper)... these verses of Shakespeare's have
given me at least a flickering illumination and have revealed a path to general consolation—somewhere far beyond me and my
troubled moments—in some timeless existence and in the power of the written word... above all... pure poetry....

Finally, my candle—which has largely consumed itself—has illuminated for me the long-sought-for sonnet of
Shakespeare’s, designated by the Roman numeral LXVI:

LXVI LXVI
Tired with all these, for restful death I cry: Banujem 3a cmphy, jep me cmopn jau:
As,! to behold desert a beggar born, LIITo BHAMM ODpaBy 3aCHAYKHOCT y Defu,
And needy nothing trimmed in jollity,* H Senny HEMITaBHOCT ¥ PacKOIH cajl,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,” - W npepapeny BepHOCT KaKo Sneju,
And guilded honor shamefully misplaced, M yacT ykazaHy HEJJOCTOJHOM Ibe,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, ITpobnyoEHYeHO NeBHYaHCTBO JUBHO,
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced, H ocpamoheno caBpuicHO cBe,
And strength by limping sway disablad,* Moh op HemohHUX mOpynIcHY KMBHO,
And art made tongue-tied by authorily,5 Bramby vhyTkasHor oHOr Koju 3Ha,
And folly (doctor-like®) controlling skill, JymocT mro uMa Hag3o0p HaX BEIITHHOM,
And simple truth miscalled simplicity,’ JMo6po 3apob/beHO H Y cayKO0H 31a
And captain good attending captain ill. H cBY UCKPEHOCT 3BaHy IVIVIIHM YHHOM:
Tired with all these, from these I would be gone, YmMpo GMX OMax CMOPEH Off THX 3ajia
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. Kapma mm jey6as jour He 61 ocrana.

! As such as, for instance

2 needy ... jollity i.e., the festively attired nobody who has nothlng

? unhappily forsworn evilly betrayed

* by ... disabléd i.c., weakened by incompetent leadership

art ... authority possib]y an allusion to state censorship of literature
© dector-like i.e. owlishly

? simplicity stupidity

s

Ewven though I was completely alone in the apartment... I finally—by the expiring candle—I found my booming-
voiced conversation partner and like-minded companion... Shakespeare, my contemporary...(as Jan Kott” would say)....
. * oo
‘When dawn came, bearing with it the first rays of natural light, I discovered in the same book—in the commentary—
one (coincidental) piece of information which struck me as worthy of note, to add to this, my nocturnal manuscript.
Le Gazette Parisian published in 1940, relates a story about the Third Reich, where each line of this sonnet (LXVI) of
Shakespeare’s is linked to an event in Hitler’s Germany.
In any case... the next day, one that the emlre world ought to have celebrated solemnly (but appropriately), commemorates
the Victory against... as memories of May 9, 19457 ...

Stevan Raickovid
) Belgrade, May 7 and 8, 1999
Translation © 1999 by Milo Yelesiyvevich -
(Translator's note: Mr. Stevan Raickovic (b. 1928} is Serbia's greatest living poet. Among his many works is a verse translation of Shakespeare's Sonnets. A
brief biography and selection of Srevan Raickovic's poems in translation can be found in Serbian Poetry from the Beginnings to the Present, by Milne Holne-
and Vasa D. Mihailovich, Yale Russia and East European Publicarions, No. 11, New Haven, {988, pgs. 310-317.)

* Jan Kott (b. 1914) Polish essayist and literary historian. A pungent polemicist, he struggled against dogmatism. and exerted a great deal of influence as a
theatre critic and theorist of stagecraft. He achieved worldwide fame with a study of Shakespeare’s works, called Shakespeare, Our Contemporary (1961).
He emigrated to the U.S. in the 1960s.

May 9 is celebrated in Yugoslavia as the Day of Victory against Fascism, which marks the end of World War 11.




