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Alack! what poverty my Muse brings forth, Stabg poezje Muza moja rodzi,
That having such a scope to show her pride, Choc cel wspaniaty tuz przed sobg ma,
The argument all bare is of more worth Tematem mym jest wzor doskonatosci,

Than when it hath my added praise beside! Nie potrzebuje pochwat, ktére dam!

O! blame me not, if | no more can write!  Gdy nic nie spisze, to nie win mnie, prosze,
Look in your glass, and there appears a face Zajrzyj w zwierciadto, ono skrywa twarz,
That over-goes my blunt invention quite, Ktora przewyzsza moje tworcze moce

Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace. | moim wersom wstyd przynosi az.

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend,  Czy by nie byto to ogromnym grzechem,
To mar the subject that before was well?  Gdybym ulepszaé chciat, co doskonate?
For to no other pass my verses tend Wiec wersy moje tylko stabym echem

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell; Wcigz opiewajg wdziekdw twoich chwate.

And more, much more, than in my verse can sit, | duzo mniej me wersy majg tresci

Your own glass shows you when you look init. ~ Niz to odbicie w twym zwierciadle miesci.



