Zeitschrift: Der Kreis : eine Monatsschrift = Le Cercle : revue mensuelle

Band: 19 (1951)

Heft: 12

Artikel: Sonnet LXXV

Autor: Shakespeare, William

DOl: https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-570543

Nutzungsbedingungen

Die ETH-Bibliothek ist die Anbieterin der digitalisierten Zeitschriften auf E-Periodica. Sie besitzt keine
Urheberrechte an den Zeitschriften und ist nicht verantwortlich fur deren Inhalte. Die Rechte liegen in
der Regel bei den Herausgebern beziehungsweise den externen Rechteinhabern. Das Veroffentlichen
von Bildern in Print- und Online-Publikationen sowie auf Social Media-Kanalen oder Webseiten ist nur
mit vorheriger Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber erlaubt. Mehr erfahren

Conditions d'utilisation

L'ETH Library est le fournisseur des revues numérisées. Elle ne détient aucun droit d'auteur sur les
revues et n'est pas responsable de leur contenu. En regle générale, les droits sont détenus par les
éditeurs ou les détenteurs de droits externes. La reproduction d'images dans des publications
imprimées ou en ligne ainsi que sur des canaux de médias sociaux ou des sites web n'est autorisée
gu'avec l'accord préalable des détenteurs des droits. En savoir plus

Terms of use

The ETH Library is the provider of the digitised journals. It does not own any copyrights to the journals
and is not responsible for their content. The rights usually lie with the publishers or the external rights
holders. Publishing images in print and online publications, as well as on social media channels or
websites, is only permitted with the prior consent of the rights holders. Find out more

Download PDF: 31.03.2026

ETH-Bibliothek Zurich, E-Periodica, https://www.e-periodica.ch


https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-570543
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=de
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=fr
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=en

felt how fast their heart was beating, and all of a sudden they drew closer
to one another until theyv understood that love would henceforth unite
them forever. —

If our «Kreis» may help some of our friends overseas, let us tell them
that they too can help us. It would encourage us a great deal to receive
letters, articles from them, telling us how they feel towards us, what they
like in our magazine, what they propose to change, what we should do to
get better known. It is no easy task for our editors to publish articles
in three languages. We shall however gladly continue doing so if we know
that such articles are appreciated by our English and American friends.

On this Christmas day, we too would like to ery out to them «Fear
Not» and to express the hope that 1952 may bring our remote comrades
new happiness and courage enabling them to face the world with confi-
dence.

Merry Christinas and a Happy
New Year to vou all!

Reno

SONNET LXXYV

So are you to my thoughts as food to life,

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground;
And for the peace of you I hold such strife

As “twixt a miser and his wealth'is found;

Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon

Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure,
Now counting best to be with you alone,

Then better’d that the world may see my pleasure:

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight,
And by and by clean starved for a look,
Possessing or pursuing no delight

Save what is had, or must from you be took.

Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,
Or ¢gluttoning on all, or all away.

William Shalespeare
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