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WI L LI A M. S H A K E S P E A R: E .. 

William Shakespeare was born at Stratfora "tipon A ,;on in 
April, 1564. He was the third child, and eldest son, of}ohn 
Shakespeare and Mary Arden. J-Iis·father \',~~; m\c• of the 
most prosperous men of Stratfo~d-who l~eld in turn the 
chief offices in the town. His mother \\"as of gentle birth, the 
daughter of Robert Arden of Wilmcotc. In December, 
1582, Shakespeare married Ann Hathaway, daughter of a 
f.1rmcr of Shottery, near Stratford; their £rst child Susanna 
was baptized on May 6, 1583, and twins, Hamnct and Ju
dith, on February 22, I 585. Little is known of Shakespeare's 
early life; but it is unlikely that a writer \vho dramatized 
such an incomparable range and variety of human kinds 
and experiences should have spent his early manhood entire
ly in placid pursuits in a country town. There is one tradi
tion, not universally accepted, that he fled from Stratford 
because he was in trouble for deer stealing, and had fallen 
foul of Sir Thomas Lucy, the local magnate; another that 
he was for some time a schoolmaster. 

From I 592 onwards the records arc much fuller. In 
March, r 592, the Lord Strange's players produced a new 
play at the Rose Theatre called Harry the Sixth, which was 
very successful, and was probably the First Part cif Henry VI. 
In the autumn of I 592 Robert Greene, the best known of 
the professional writers, as he was dying wrote a letter to 
three fellow writers in which he warned them against the 
ingratitude of players in general, and in particular against 
an 'upstart crow' who 'supposes he is as much able to bom
bast out a blank verse as the best of you: and being an ab
solute Johaimcs Factotum is in his own conceit the only 
Shake-scene in a country.' This is the first reference to 
Shakespeare, and the whole passage suggests that Shake-
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spcarc had become suddenly f.1mous as a playwright. At 
this time Shakespeare was brought into touch with Edward 
Alleyne the great tragedian, and Christopher Marlowe, 
whose thundering parts of Tamburlainc, the Jew of Malta 
and Dr Faustus Alleyne was acting, as well as Hicronimo, 
the hero ofKyd's Spauish Tragedy, the most famous of all 
Elizabethan plays. 

In April, I593. Shakespeare published his poem Vcuus aud 
Adouis, which was dedicated to the young Earl of South
ampton: it was a great and hsting success, and was reprint
ed nine times in the next few years. In May, I 594, his second 
poem, The Rape ~f Lucrece, was also dedicated to South
ampton. 

There was little playing in I593, for the theatres were 
shut during a severe outbreak of the plague; but in the 
autumn of I 594, when the plague ceased, the playing com
panics were re-organized, and Shakespeare became a sharer 
in the Lord Chamberlain's company who went to play in 
the Theatre in Shorcditch. During these months Marlowe 
and Kyd had died. Shakespeare was thus for a time without 
a rival. He had already \vrittcn the three parts of Henry VI, 
Richard III, Titus Andronicus, T111o GeHtleme11 of Veroua, 
Love's Labour's Lost, The Comedy of Errors, and Ti1e Tamiug 
of the Shrerv. Soon afterwards he wrote the fmt of his 
greater plays- Romeo a11d juliet- and he followed this suc
cess in the next three years with A MidsttiiiiiiCT Night's 
Dream, Richard II, and The Merchaut of Veuice. The two 
parts of Henry IV, introducing Falstaff, the most popular 
of all his comic characters, were written in I 597-8. 

The company left the Theatre in r 597 owing to disputes 
over a renewal of the ground lease, and went to play at the 
Curtain in the same neighbourhood. The disputes contin
ued throughout I 598, and at Christmas the players settled 
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the matter by demolishing the old Theatre and re-erecting 
a new playhouse on the South bank of the Thames, near 
Southwark Cathedral. This playhouse was named the 
Globe. The expenses of the new building were shared by 
the chief members of the Company, including Shakespeare, 
who was now a man of some means. In 1596 he had bought 
New Place, a large house in the centre of Stratford, for £6o, 
and through his father purchased a coat-of-arms from the 
Heralds, which was the official recognition that he and his 
family were gentlefolk. 

Dy the summer of 1598 Shakespeare was recognized as 
the greatest of English dramatists. Booksellers were print
ing his more popular plays, at times even in pirated or stolen 
version, and he received a remarkable tribute from a young 
writer named Francis Meres, in his book Palladis Tamia. In 
a long catalogue of English authors Meres gave Shakespeare 
more prominence than any other writer, and mentioned by 
name twelve of his plays. 

Shortly before the Globe was opened, Shakespeare had 
completed the cycle of plays dealing with the whole story 
of the Wars of the Roses with Heury V. It was followed by 
As You Like it, and julius Caesar, the first of the maturer 
tragedies. In the next three years he wrote Troilus and 
Cressida, Tlze Merry Wives ~f Wiudsor, Hamlet and Twcljtlz 
NiJ:fzt. 

On March 24, 1603, Queen Elizabeth died. The company 
had often performed before her, but they found her suc
cessor a far more entlmsiastic patron. One of the first acts 
of King James was to take over the company and to pro
mote them to be his own servants, so that henceforward 
they were known as the King's Men. They acted now very 
frequently at Court, and prospered accordingly. In the 
early years of the reign Shakespeare wrote the more sombr; 



IO WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

comedies, All's Well that Ends Well, and Measure for Mea
sure, which were followed by Othello, Macbeth and King 
Lear. Then he returned to Roman themes with Antony and 
Cleopatra and Coriolmws. 

Since 1601 Shakespeare had been writing less, and there 
were now a number of rival dramatists who were introduc
ing new styles of drama, particularly Den Jonson (whose 
first successful comedy, Every Man i11his Humour, was acted 
by Shakespeare's company in 1598), Chapman, Dekker, 
Marston, and Beaumont and Fletcher who began to write 
in 1607. In 1608 the King's Men acquired a second play
house, an indoor private theatre in the fashionable quarter 
of the Blackfriars. At private theatres, plays were perform
ed indoors; the prices charged were higher than in the pub
lic playhouses, and the audience consequently was more 
select. Shakespeare seems to have retired from the stage 
about tllis time: his name does not occur in the various lists 
of players after 1607. Henceforward he lived for the most 
part at Stratford where he was regarded as one of the most 
important citizens. He still wrote a few plays, and he tried 
his hand at the new form of tragi-comedy - a play with 
tragic incidents but a happy ending- which Beaumont and 
Fletcher had popularized. He wrote four of these- Pericles, 
Cymbeli11e, The Winter's Tale and Tlze Tempest, which was 
acted at Court in I 6u. For the last four years of his life he 
lived in retirement. His son Harnnet had died in r 596: his 
two daughters were now married. Shakespeare died at 
Stratford upon Avon on April23, 1616, and was b:Jried in 
the chancel of the church, before the high altar. Shortly 
afterwards a memorial which still exists, with a portrait 
bust, was set up on the North wall. His wife survived him. 
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SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS 

ON the zoth May I609 Thomas Thorpe entered in the 
Stationers' Register, and so acquired sole right to print, 
'a Booke called Shakespeares sonnettes.' The book was 
on sale soon after, for on the back of a letter dated 19th 
June 1609 Edward Alleyne, the actor, in jotting down a 
list of purchases, included 'Shakspers Sonnets 5d'. Thorpe's 
quarto has the title-page: 

SHAKE-SPEAR.ES 
SONNETS. 

Neuer before Imprinted. 

AT LONDON 

By G. Eld for T.T. and are 
to be solde by Io/111 Wright, dr11cllillg 

at Christ Church gate. 
I 609. 

Thorpe dedicated the volume in a curious and enigmatic 
dedication (reproduced on p. 20): TO. THE. ONLIE. DE

GETTER. OF. THESE. INSVING. SONNETS. MR. W. H. 

Some at least of the Sonnets were more than ten years 
old by 1609. Francis Meres, in his book Palladis Tamia, 
printed in 1598, wrote of Shakespeare's poetry: 'As the 
soul of Euphorbus was thought to live in Pythagoras: so 
the sweet witty soul of Ovid lives in mellifluous and honey
tongued Shakespeare, witness his Ve1111S and Ado11is, his 
LHcrccc, his sugared Sonnets among his private friends, &c.' 

In I 599 William Jaggard the printer issued a little book 
entitled 'The Passionate Pilgrimc. By W. Shakespeare'. It 
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contains twenty short poems. Nos. I and 2 are versions of 
Sonnets 138 and 144. Nos. 3, 5, 17 are poems taken from 
Shakespeare's play Love's Labor~r's Lost. Of the rest No. 8 
is by Richard Darnefield, No. I r by Bartholomew Griffin, 
No. 12 probably by Thomas Deloney, No. 20 prints in
complete Marlowe's 'Come live with me and be my love'. 
Nos. 7, 9, ro, IJ-I6, IS, 19 are not otherwise known. 

A third edition of Tlze Passiouatc Pi/grime was issued in 
r6r2 'Wherewith is newly added two Love Epistles, the 
first from Paris to Helen, and Helen's answer back again 
to Paris'. These Epistles were not written by Shakespeare, 
but were taken from Troia Britanuica bv Thomas Hevwood. 
Heywood was annoyed and protested in the Epistl~ to the 
Printer in his Apology for Actors (r6I2): 

'Here likewise, I must necessarily insert a manifest 
i1~ury done me in that work, by taking the two Epistles 
of Paris to Helen, and Helen to Paris, and printing them 
in a less volume, under the name of another, which· 
may put the world in opinion I might steal them from 
him; and he to do himself right, hath since published 
them in his own name: but as I must acknowledge my 
lines not worthy his patronage, under whom he hath 
published them, so the Author I know much offended 
with Mr. Jaggard that (altogether unknown to him) 
presumed to make so bold with his name.' 
From these words it appears that the Som~ets were 

published with Shakespeare"s approval. 

II 

Shakespeare's Sonnets are the most disputed of all col
lections of poetry in the English language. This is not sur
prising, for they are personal and intimate poems written 
to individuals, which would tell much of Shakespeare's 
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life if only some facts about them could be indisputably 
established. As it is, neither the date of their writing, nor 
the persons, have been certainly identified, and critics will 
continue to argue until some new records come to light. 

There are in all a hundred and fifty-four sonnets. As 
arranged in Thorpe's edition they tell a story. Sonnets 1 to 
17 form a series addressed to a beautiful youth, invoking 
him to marry and so preserve the type in a child, or prefer
ably (Sonnet 6) in ten children. From Sonnet 18 to Sonnet 
126 the poet addresses the youth on different topics and 
occasions, and in changing moods. The sense of intimacy 
increases; admiration warms into love. The youth is of 
surpassing and effeminate beauty (18 to 20). At first the 
poet is shy and tongue-tied in his presence, and can only 
express himself in writing (23). The poet is separated by 
travel, but thinks continuously of the youth (27). He is 
an outcast, but comforted by the thought of his love (29). 
He warns his friend not to honour him publicly, lest he 
become tainted with scandal (3 6). The friend steals the 
poet's mistress, but is forgiven (40-2). The poet has the 
youth's picture which he wears at his breast on a journey 
(47-9). The poet is elderly (73). He is jealous because 
others seek the youth's patronage, especially one poet 
whose verse bears 'proud full sail' ( 78-86). The poet 
gently rebukes the youth for wantonness (96). After a 
spring and a summer's separation the poet comes back to 
his friend (97-8). The poet congratulates the youth on 
his escape from a 'confin'd doom' (107). He is reconciled 
after absence (109). He is disgusted with the stigma of his 
profession (no-n). He defends himself against the charge 
of ingratitude (117). He apologizes for giving away the 
'tables' which the youth had given him (122). 

The series to the youth ends with Sonnet I 26. Sonnets 
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127 to 152 are addressed to a Dark Lady, or, as the poet 
more bluntly calls her, a Black Woman, who is skilled in 
playing on the virginals, who is faithless, wanton, physic
ally unattractive, false to her bed-vow, and yet irresistibly 
desirable. 

The collection ends with two conventional love-sonnets 
on Cupid (153, 154). 

A personal story, so fragmentary and yet so intimate, is 
not likely to have left a trace, except by a lucky accident, 
in any kind of record. 

III 

The problems of the Sonnets arc therefore, consider
able. In any convincing solution it is necessary first of all 
to identify the youth, and to answer the following 
qucstiom: 

(1) The Sonnets arc dedicated to' Mr \V. H.' Who was ~ 
this' Mr W. H.'< 

(2) Most of the Sonnets are written to a beautiful 
young man. Was he' Mr W. H.' 1 If not, who was 
he< 

(3) In Sonnets I to 17 the young man is urged to 
marry. Is there any evidence that the young man 
was reluctant to marry? 

(4) What external evidence connects him with Shak-
spearc < 

(5) Who was the rival poet of Sonnet 86 < 
(6) Who was the mistress whom the youth stole< 
(7) Who was the Black Woman< 
(8) To what events, national and personal, docs Smmet 

107 refer< 
(9) Arc the Sonnets in their right order? 
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(10) Do they tell a consistent story, :md, if so, docs this 
story tally with the known facts of the ·lives of 
Shakespeare and the youth ! 

(II) When were the Sonnets written! 

An attempt to answer Questions 1-4, ro-II can now be 
made. The other questions are dealt with in the Notes on 
the particular Sonnets. 

Question 9 cannot be definitely answered. Some of the 
Sonnets are obviously grouped in a logical order, e.g. 1-17, 

127-152. Moreover if Shakespeare (as Heywood implies) 
was responsible for their publication, he approved of the 
order. It is better to leave them as they stand than to attempt 
any fancy re-arrangement even though the sequence is 
not always chronological. 

IV 
· It seems clear from Sonnet 104 that the Sonnets cover a 

period of more than three years. 
The vogue of the Elizabethan Sonnet was short-lived. 

Although a few poets had written sonnets before I 590, the 
posthumous publication of Sir Philip Sidney's Astrophel aud 
Stella (which told the story of his love for Penelope, Lady 
Rich) in the spring of I59I started a new fashion. Any
thing written by Sidney was eagerly read, and his series oF 
s01mcts was at times so personal and sincere that it revealed 
possibilities hitherto unrealized by English poets. In I 592 

appeared Samuel Daniel's Delia: in 1593 Thomas Watson's 
Tears of Faucy, Barna be Barnes' Partlzeuophil and Partlzcnope, 
Thomas Lodge's Phyllis and Giles Fletcher's Lycia: in 1594 
Henry • Constable's Diaua, the anonymous Zcpheria, 
William Percy's So1111ets to Caelia, Michael Drayton's Idea's 
Mirror: in I595 Edmund Spenser's Amoretti, Richard Barn-
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field's Cynthia, Barnes' Century of Spiritual Sonnets, the 
anonymous A/cilia: in I 596 Bartholomew Griffin's Fidessa 
and William Smith's CMoris: in I597 Henry Lok's Century 
of Christian Passions, Robert Tofte's Laura, Nicholas 
Breton's Arbour of Amorous Devices: in I 598 Tofte's Alba. 
Thereafter thr. publication of sonnets entirely ceased for 
several years. 

It is likeliest therefore that Shakespeare's Sonnets were 
written during tlus vogue, that is, between I592 and I598. 
In style they arc akin rather to Venus and Adonis and some 
of the earlier plays, and detailed comparisons which have 
been made show that the greatest number of parallels of 
phrase and idea arc to be found in Love's Labour's Lost, 
The Two Gentlemen of Verona, Romeo and juliet, Vmus and 
Adonis, Lucrece, Richard II, and Richard III, all of wluch 
were written by I595-

Thcrc may be some hint of the scandal referred to in 
Sonnet 36 in Willobie his Avisa, which is a collection of 
poems written dialogue-wise in eighty-four cantos. The 
book first appeared in I 594; it was reprinted in I 596, and 
was regarded as in some way personal and scandalous, for 
in jw1c I599 a tlllrd edition was called in, together with 
other seditious and scandalous books of satire. It was a 
popular book, reprinted in I605, I609 and I635-

Willobie his Avisa tells the story of a certain woman of 
humble birth, whom the author calls Avisa. She was the 
wife of an innkeeper who attracted many adnilrcrs, in
cluding nobleme~, all of whom she rejected. Amongst the 
suitors is a certain young man, 'H. W.', who takes A visa's 
refusal more unkindly than the rest and 'being suddenly 
infected with the contagion of a fantastical fit, at the first 
sight of A, pineth a while in secret grief, at length not able 
any longer to endmc the burning heat of so fervent a 
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humour, bewrayeth the secrecy of his disease unto his 
familiar friend W. S. who not long before had tried the 
courtesy of the like passion, and was now newly recovered 
of the like infection; yet finding his friend let blood in the 
same vein, he took pleasure for a time to see him bleed, 
and instead of stopping the issue, he enlargeth the wound, 
with the sharp razor of a willing conceit, persuading him 
that he thought it a matter very easy to be compassed, and 
no doubt with pain, diligence and some cost in time to be 
obtained. Thus this miserable comforter comforting his 
friend with an impossibility, either for that he now would 
secretly laugh at his friend's folly, that had given occasion 
not long before unto others to laugh at his own, or because 
he would see whether another could play his part better 
than himself, and in viewing afar off the course of this 
loving comedy, he determined to see whether it would 
sort to a happier end for this new actor, than it did for the 
old player. But at length this comedy was like to have 
grown to a tragedy, by the weak and feeble estate that 
H. W. was brought unto, by a desperate view of an im
possibility of obtaining his purpose, till Time and Necessity, 
being his best physicians brought him a plaster, if not to 
heal, yet in part to case his malady. In all which discourse 
is lively represented the unruly rage of unbridled fancy, 
having the reins to rove at liberty, with the divers and 
sundry changes of affections and temptations, which Will, 
set loose from Reason, can devise.' 

Willobic his A visa itself is as great a puzzle as the Sonnets, 
but it seems reasonably likely that by W. S. the 'old 
player' Shakespeare himself is implied; and if so, that 
'H. W.' may be the friend of the Sonnets.* 

* I have tried to unravel the story in my edition of Wil/obie 
his Ar,isa. 
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v 
At the present time the case for identifying the fair youth 
with Henry Wriothesley, Earl of Southampton, seems to 
be stronger than the others. Certainly, his initials are 
H. W., and not W. H. and he was not a 'Mr'. On the 
other hand the dedication of the Sonnets is equivocal, for 
only the author, and not the recipient, can accurately be 
called the 'begetter' of a sonnet. 

If this identification of the fair youth is correct then the 
known facts (such as arc known) of the life of Shakespeare 
and of Southampton tally with the story of the Sonnets. 
Southampton was born on 6th October I 573, and succeed
ed to the title at the age of seven. He was therefore a ward 
until he came of age, Lord Burghley being his guardian. 
Shakespeare dedicated Venus and Ado11is, which was 
entered for publication on the ISth April 1593, to South
ampton in these words: 

'To the Right Honourable Henry Wriotheslcy, Earl 
of Southampton, and Baron of Titchficld. 

'Right Honourable, I know not how I shall offend in 
dedicating my unpolished lines to your Lordship, nor 
how the world will censure me for choosing so strong a 
prop to support so weak a burthen, only if your Honour 
seem but pleased, I account myself highly praised, 
and vow to take advantage of all idle hours, till 
I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if 
the first heir of my invention prove deformed, I shall 
be sorry it had so noble a godfather: and never after 
ear so barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a 
harvest. I leave it to your honourable survey, and your 
Honour to your heart's content which I wish may 
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ahvays answer your own wish, and the world's hopefu1 
expectation. 

'Your Honour's in all du~·, 
'WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.' 

In 1594 he dedicated Lucrece (entered 9th May) to him in 
much warmer terms: 

'To the Right Honourable, Henry Wriothesley, Earl 
of Southampton, and Baron of Titchficld. 

'The love I dedicate to your Lordship is without end: 
whereof this Pamphlet without beginning is but a super
fluous moiety. The warrant I have of your honourable 
disposition, not the worth of my untutored lines makes 
it assured of acceptance. What I have done is yours, 
what I have to do is yours, being part in all I have, 
devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my duty would 
show greater, meantime, as it is, it is bound to your 
Lordship; to whom I wish long life still lengthened with 
all happiness. 

'Your Lordship's in all duty, 
'WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.' 

Southampton as a yonng man was conspicuously hand
some, and, to the embarrassment of his relatives, he refused 
to marry, although Lord Burghley himself proposed his 
own grand-daughter, Lady Elizabeth Vere. In 1594 South
ampton was obliged to pay £s,ooo for Lady Elizabeth's 
blighted affections. In 1595 he fell in love with Mistress 
Elizabeth Vernon, one of Queen Elizabeth's Maids of 
Honour, whom he secretly married in I 598. Southampton 
was a great admirer and personal friend of the Earl of 
Essex. He was with Essex in the Islands Voyage of 1597, 
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and in Ireland in r 599. In r6or he took part in the Essex 
rebellion: He was tried with Essex and condemned to 
death, but his life was spared and he remained a prisoner 
in the Tower until the death of Queen Elizabeth. The 
story of the Sonnets thus fits in with the lives of South
ampton and of Shakespeare. 

Another nobleman who has been proposed is William 
Herbert, Earl of Pembroke. He was born in rsSo. To him 
and to his brother, Philip Herbert, Earl of Montgomery, 
Hcminge and Condell dedicated the First Folio of Shake
speare's plays in 1623, 'since your Lordships have been 
pleased to think these trifles somewhat heretofore, and 
have prosecuted both them and their Author living with 
so much favour'. His initials arc 'W. H.', though it is 
doubtful whether anyone even in a cryptic dedication 
would refer to hil11' as 'Mr' in r 609. In r 59 5 there was a 
proposal to betroth him to the daughter of Sir George 
Carey, son of the patron of the Lord Chamberlain's Com
pany. Nothing further is known of any connexiou between 
him and Shakespeare. 

Various other candidates have been put forward. Some, 
taking line 7 of Sonnet 20 in its original spelling, 

'A man in hew all Hervs in his controwling', 

believe that it puns on the name Hughes, and that the 
original youth was named William Hughes, a boy actor 
who took women's parts. The records of Elizabethan 
acting companies arc fairly complete, but there is no trace 
of any actor of this name. 

ft is also possible that all the theories are mistaken, 
and that the beautiful youth was some quite different 
person. 
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VI 

Of A Lover's Complaim nothing is known. It appeared 
first as an appendix to the Sonnets without comment or 
introduction. Some critics do not believe that Shakespeare 
wrote it. Such poems often describe real events but the 
complaint of a deserted mistress is too common for the 
characters to be identified. It is worth noting that there arc 
several similar poems written in the 159o's, such as Anthony 
Chutes' Beauty Dishonoured, the lament of Mistress Jane 
Shore, mistress of Edward IV, and Samuel Daniel's Rosa
mond's Complai11t. 

VII 
The text of the 1609 Quarto of the Sorwets and A Lover's 
Complaim is fairly good, with ~ few nusprints or errors. 
The punctuation is inconsistent. At one time it is subtle 
and striking, at another obviously wrong. 

Another version of the Sonnets appeared in 1640 as 
'Poems: W rittcn by Wil. Shakespeare, Gent. Printed at 
London by Tho. Cotes, and are to be sold by John Benson, 
dwelling in St. Dunstan's Churchyard'. In this edition 
various additional poems were included. The Smmcts were 
reprinted in a new order, and alterations made so that the 
Sonnets read as if addressed to a woman. A part from this 
version they were not again reprinted during the seven
teenth century, and for several generations they were 
forgotten until interest in them was revived at the end of 
the eighteenth century. 

The present text follows the quarto of 1609 closely. 
Spelling is modernized but the punctuation and general 
arrangement has been kept except where either seemed 
indefensible or confusing. 
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TO. THE. ONLY. BEGETTER. OP. 

THESE. INSUING. SONNETS. 

MR. W. H. ALL. HAPPINBSS. 

AND. THAT. ETERNITY. 

PROMISED. 

BY. 

OUR. EVER-LIVING. POET. 

WISHETH. 

THE. WELL-WISHING. 

ADVENTURER. IN. 

SETTING. 

FORTH. 

T.T. 



SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS 

I 

From fairest creatures rl'e desire increase, 
That thereby beauty's rose might11er,er die, 
But as tire riper s/rould by time decease, 
His tender lreir miglrt bear Iris memory: 
But tlrou contracted to thine orvu briglrt eyes, 
Feed' st t!ry liglrt's flame 111ith self substmrtial Jttel, 
Makin,{! a famine rvhere abundance lies, 
Tlryself tlry Joe, to tlry Sll1eet self too cruel: 
Tlrou tlrat art IIOIV tire rl'orld'~Jresh onrament, 
A11d only herald to tire gaudy spri11g, 
Witlrin tlrine 011111 bud buriest thy content, 
And tender clrurlmak' st rl'aste iu 11iggarding: 

Pity tire rvorld, or else this glutton be, 
To eat tire world's due, by tire grave ami thee 

2 

Whe11 forty winters slrall besiege tlry brow, 
And dig deep twrches in tlry beauty's field, 
Thy youth's proud livery so gaz'd 011 110111, 
Will be a totter' d rveed of smallrvorth /reid: 
Theu being ask'd, wlrere all tlry beauty lies, 
Where all tire treasure of thy lusty days; 
To say wiclri11 thine 011111 deep s111rke11 eyes, 
Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise. 
How much more praise descrv'd thy beauty's usc, 
If thou could'st mrswer tlrisfair child of mine 
Sir all sum my count, mrd make my old excuse 
Proving Iris beauty by succession tlrine. 

Tlris rvere to be 11eu' made wlreu thou art old, 
A1rd see thy blood warm wlre11 t!rou feel' st it co/J. 
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Look i11 thy glass m1d tellthe_{.JCe thou viefllest, 
Now is the time that face should foml a11other, 
Whose fresh repair ;j 11011' thou 11ot rel/eJIIest, 
Thou dost beguile the 1110rld, rmbless some motf:er. 
For fllhcre is she so fair r11hose rmear' d JIIOIIIb 
Disdaius the tillage Clf thy husba11dry? 
Or who is he so foud r11ill be the tomb, 
Of his self-love to stop posterity? 
Thou art thy mother's glass aud she i11 thee 
Calls back the lovely April of her prime, 
So thou through flli11doflls of thi11e age shalt see, 
Despite of wri11kles this thy golde11 time. 

But ijtfwulive remember'd 11ot to be, 
Die siugle a11d thir1e Image dies rl'ith thee. 

4 

Uuthr!fty loveli11ess why dost thou spend, 
Upo11 thyse?f thy beauty's legacy? 
Nature's bequest gives uothi11g but doth lend, 
Aud beiugfrank she !cuds to those are free: 
The11 beauteous 11iggard 11•hy dost thou abuse, 
The bormteous largess give11 thee to give? 
Profitless usurer rvhy dost thou use 
So great a sum of sums yet ca11st 110t live? 
For haviug traffic 111ith thyself alo11e, 
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive, 
Theu how when uature calls thee to be gotJe, 
What acceptable audit ca11st thou leave? 

Thy rmus'd bcartty must be tomb'd r11ith thee, 
Which used lives tfr' exewtor to be. 
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Those hours that with gemle work did_(rame, 
The lovely gaze where er,cry eye doth dwell 
TVill play the tyra11ts to the very same, 
A 11d that u11fair which fairly doth excel: 
For II flier resti11g time leads SUmmer 011 1 

To hideous wimer a11d cor!fowzds /rim there, 
Sap check' d witlz frost a11d lusty leaves quite go11e, 
Beauty o' ers11ow' d mzd bare11ess everyrl'hcre: 
Tizc11 were 110t summer's distillation left 
A liquid priso11er pe11t in walls of glass, 
Beauty's ~!feet wirlr beauty were bereft, 
Nor it 11or 110 remembra11ce what it was. 

But flowers distill'd thouglz they witlz wi11ter meet, 
Leese but their show, their substance still lives sweet. 

6 

Thenlet11ot wi11ter's ragged ha11d d~(ace, 
I11 thee thy stllumcr ere tlzou be distill'd: 
1\1ake sweet some vial; treasure tlzou some place, 
Witlz beauty's treasure ere it be self kill' d: 
That use is 11ot forbiddell usury, 
Whiclz hap pies those that pay the rl'illi11g loan; 
That's for tlryself to breed mzotlrer thee, 
Or ten times happier be it terz for o11e, 
Te11 times thyself were happier than thou art, 
{(ten of tlzi11e tell times re.figur' d thee, 
The11 what could deatlz do if chou slzouldst depart, 
Leavi11g thee livi11g irz posterity? 

Be 11ot self-will' d for thou art much too fair, 
To be deatlz's co11quest a11d make worms thi11e heir. 
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Lo in the Orieut wheu the gracious /iglzt, 
Lifts up his buming head, each tmder eye 
Doth homage to lzis uew appeariug sight, 
Serviug with looks his sacred majesty, 
And having climb'd the steep up heavenly hill, 
Resembliug strong youth iu his middle age, 
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still, 
Atteudiug on his goldeu pilgrimage: 
But wheu from high-most pitch rvith rveary car, 
Like feeble age he reeletfz from the day, 
The eyes ('fore duteous) 11otv couverted are 
From his low tract aud look auotlzer rvay: 

So thou, thyself out-going in thy uoon, 
Unlook' d 011 diest unless thou get a sO/J. 

8 

AI11sic to hear, ll'hy hear'st thou music sadly? 
Sweets with sweets war not,joy delights in joy: 
Why lov' st thou that which thou receiv'st not gladly, 
Or else receiv'st with pleasure thi11e aunoy? 
If the tme concord of well t1111ed sounds, 
By unions married do olfmd thine ear, 
They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In singleness the parts that thou should'st bear: 
Mark horv one striug srveet husbaud to m1otlrer, 
Strikes each in each by ll!lltual ordering; 
Resembliug sire, and child, mrd happy mother, 
Who all in oue, oue pleasiug uote do sing: 

Whose speechless song being many, seemiHg ouc, 
Siugs this to thee thou siugle wilt prove uoue. 
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Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye, 
That thou const1111' st thyself i11 single life? 
Ah; if tlrou issueless slralt !rap to die, 
Tire world wil111'ail thee like a makeless wife, 
Tire world will be thy widow and stillll'eep, 
That thou uoform of thee hast left bchiud, 
Wher1 every private widou' ll'ell may keep, 
By childreu's eyes, her l111sbaud's slrapc i11 mind: 
Look what au rmthrift iu the world doth speud 
Shifts but his place ,for still tire ll'orld Ct!ioys it: 
But beauty's waste hath i11 the world au cud, 
And kept I IIIIIs' d the user so destroys it: 

No love toward others in that -bosom sits 
That 011 himself such murd'rous shame commits. 

10 

For shame dc11y that tlrou bear'st love to any 
Wlro for thyself art so 1111provide11t: 
Graut if tlrou wilt, tlrou art belov'd of mauy, 
But that tlrouuoue lov'st is most e11ide11t: 
For thou art so posscss'd with rmrrd'rous hate, 
Tlrat 'gaiust thyself thou stick'st trot to co11spirc, 
Seeki11g that beauteous ro~{ to nrinate 
Which to repair should be thy chief desire: 
0 clrange thy thought, that I may clra11ge my mi11d, 
Shall hate be fairer lodg' d tlra11 ge11tle love? 
Be as thy presence is gracious mrd ki11d, 
Or to thyself at least ki11d-lrearted prove, 

l\1akc tlree mrotlrcr self for lcllle of me, 
That beauty still may live i11 thiue or thee. 

29 
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As fast as thou shalt rvane so fast thou .<!row' st, 
In one of thine,Jrom that which thou departest, 
And that fresh blood which yormgly tlrou bestow's!, 
Thou mayst call thine, when thou from youth couJ!ertest, 
Ht:rein lir,es wisdom, beauty, and increase, 
Wit !rout tlris Jolly, age, aud cold decay, 
If all were miuded so, tire times should cease, 
And threescore year would make the JtJorld away: 
Let those wlrom nature hath not made for store, 
Harsh,Jealllreless, aud rude, barrenly perish: 
Look whom she best eudow' d, she gave the more; 
Which bouuteous gift thou shouldst in bormty clrerislr, 

She carv' d tlree for her seal, and meant thereby, 
Thou sho11ldst print more, trot let that copy die. 

12 

When I do co11nt tire clock that tells tire ti;ne, 
Aud see the brave day srmk in hideolls night, 
When I behold tire violet past prime, 
Aud sable curls all silver' do' er with white: 
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves, 
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd 
And S11mmer' s green all girded 11p in sheaves 
Bome on the bier with white and bristly beard: 
Then of thy beauty do I question make 
That tho11 among the wastes of time till/Sf go, 
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake, 
And die as fast as they see others grow, 

Aud nothiug 'gaiust Time's scythe can make defence 
Saved breed to brave him, when he takes thee lrmce. 
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0 that you rvere yours('[{, but /ope you are 
No louger yours, thau you yourself here live, 
Agaiust this comiug cud you should prepare, 
Aud your s111eet semblauce to some other give. 
So should that beauty which you !wid i11 lease 
Firzd 110 determi11atio11, theu you 111ere 
Yourself agai11 after yourself's decease, 
Wlre11 your srl'cet issue your sr11eet form should bear. 
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay, 
T¥hich husbaudry i11 houour might uphold, 
Agaiust tlze stormy gusts oj111i11ter's day 
Aud ba"e" rage of death's etemal cold? 

0 11011e but lllrthrijts, dear my love you kuorv, 
You lrad a Father, let your So11 say so. 

14 

Not _{rom the stars do I my judgme11t pluck, 
Aud yet mcthiuks I have Astrorwmy, 
But uot to tell of good, or evil luck, 
OJ plagues, of dearths, or seasou's quality; 
Nor Ctlll I Jortuue to brief miuutes tell, 
Poiutiug to each Iris tlwuder, raiu, aud rviud, 
Or say tvith Priuces if it slzall go well 
By oft predict tlzat I iu lzeaveu jitrd. 
But from tlziue eyes my krwll'ledge I derive, 
Aud cousta11t stars i11 them I read such art 
As trrttlr aud beauty shall together thrive 
If from tlryse/f, to store thou wouldst coufJcrt: 

Or else ofrlu:e tlzis I proguosticate, 
Thy end is Trwh's aud Beauty's doom aud date. 

JI 
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When I consider everything that grows 
Holds in perfection but a little mometlt. 
That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows 
Whereo11 the Stars in secret i1ifluence comment. 
When I perceive that mw as plants increase, 
Cheered and check' d even by the selfsame sky: 
Vaunt i11 their youtlifit! sap, at height decrease, 
.(lud wear their brave state out of memory. 
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay, 
Sets you most rich in youth before my sight, 
Where wasteful time debateth with decay 
To chauge your day of youth to sullied night, 

And all in war with Time for love of you 
As he takes from you, I eugraft you 11ew. 

16 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant Ti111e? 
And fortify yourself in your decay 
With means more blessed than my barren rhyme? 
Now stand you on the top of happy hours, 
And many maiden gardens yet u11set, 
With virtuous wish would bear your livi11g}lowers, 
Much liker tha11 your painted counterfeit: 
So should the liues of life that life repair 
Which this (Time's pwcil or my pupil pen) 
Neither i11 inward worth uor outrvard fair 
Can make you live yourself in eyes of men: 

To give away yourself, keeps yourself still, 
And you must live drawn by your own sweet skill. 
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Who will believe my verse it1 time to come 
If it rvere jill' d with your most high deserts? 
Though yet heavell kuows it is but as a tomb 

33 

Which hides your life, aud shows llOt half your parts: 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes, 
Aud ill fresh llUmbers uumber all your graces, 
The age to come would say this Poet lies, 
Such hcavellly touches ue' cr touclr' d eart!tly faces. 
So should my papers (yellowed with their age) 
Be scom'd, like old meu of less truth thall tougue, 
Alld your true riglrts be term'd a Poet's rage, 
Aud stretched metre of all autique soug. 

But were some child of yours alive that time, 
You should live twice, ill it aud iu my rhyme. 

18 

Shall I compare thee to a S11mmer's day? 
Tlro11 art more lovely aud more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake tire darli11g buds of May, 
Aud Summer's lease hatlr all too slrort a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heavell shilles, 
And often is his gold complc:dou dimm' d, 
Awl every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chauce, or uature' s clrmzgiug course untrimm' d: 
But thy eternal S!lllllller shalluot fade, 
Nor lose possessiou of that fair thou orv'st, 
Nor shall Death brag thou rl'ander'st i11 his shade, 
Whetl in etemallitzcs to time tlro11 grow' st: 

So long as mell call breathe or eyes ca11 see, 
So lo11g lives this, aud this gives life to tlree. 
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Devouri11g Time blu11t thou the Lion's paws, 
Awl make the earth devour her own sweet brood, 
Pluck the kee11 teeth from the fierce Tiger's jail's, 
A11d bum the lo11g-liv'd Plwerzix i11 her blood, 
Make glad a11d sorry seaso11s as t!zou fleet' st, 
A11d do wlzate'er thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 
To the wide world a11d all her fadi11g sweets: 
But I forbid thee o11e most hei11ous crime, 
0 carve 11ot with thy hours my love's fair broil', 
Nor draw 110 li11es there with thi11e a11tique pe11, 
Him it1 thy course 1111tai11ted do allow, 
For beauty's pattem to succeeding me11. 

Yet do thy worst old Time, despite thy wro11g, 
My love shall i11 my verse ever live young. 

20 

A woma11's face with Nature's own ha11d pai11tcd, 
Hast tlwu the Master Mistress of my passion, 
A woma11' s gentle heart but not acquai11ted 
With shijii11g cha11ge as is false women's fashioll, 
Att eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolli11g, 
Gilding the olifect whereupon it gazetlt, 
A man i11 IIIII' alllmes in his colltrolling, 
Which steals men's eyes a11d women's souls ama::ctlz. 
A11d.for a WOI/Jall !Vert thou first created, 
Till Nature as size wrought thee fell a-doti11g, 
And by additio11 me of thee defeated, 
By addi11g 011e thi11g to my purpose IIOt!Jillg. 

But since size prick' d thee out for women's pleasure, 
Mine be thy love and tlzy love's use their treasure. 
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So is it not with me as with that lvfuse, 
Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse, 
f¥ho heaven itself for omameHt doth liSe, 
Aud e11ery fair with his fair doth rehearse, 
Making a co11plemwt of pro11d compare 
With Srw a11d Moon, with earth a11d sea's rich gems: 
With April's .first-bom .fiortJers and all tlri11gs rare, 
That lreave11's air i11 this lr11ge ro11d11re hems, 
0 let me true in lo11e but truly write, 
A11d then believe me, my love is as fair, 
As a11y mother's child, though not so bright 
As those gold ca11dles fix' d in heaven's air: 

Let them say more tlrat like of lrearsay well, 
I will not praise tlrat purpose not to sell. 

22 

lvfy glass shall not persuade me I am old, 
So lo11g as youth a11d thou are of 011e date, 
But when ill thee time's firrrows I behold, 
Then look I death my days sho11ld expiate. 
F1,r all tlrat beauty that doth cover thee, 
Is but the seemly raime11t of my lreart, 
Wlriclr in thy breast dotlr live, as tlri11e in me, 
Hotl' can I tlren be elder than thou art? 
0 therefore lo11e be of thyself so wary, 
As I 11ot for myself, but for thee will, 
Beari11g thy heart ll'hich I tl'ill keep so chary 
As tender llllrse her babe from fari11g ill, 

Presume not Oil thy heart when mi11e is slaill, 
Thou gav'st me thine 11ot to give back agai11. 

35 
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As at! u11perject actor 011 the stage, 
Who with his fear is put besides his part, 
Or some fierce thittg replete with too rmtch rage, 
Whose strength's abundance weakens his Ofllll heart; 
So Iforfear oftrust,Jorget to say, 
The perfect ceremony of love's rite, 
And in mine own love's strength seem to decay, 
0' ercharg' d tl'ith burt hen of nriue orvu love's miglrt: 
0 let my books be then the eloquettce, 
A11d dumb presagers of my speaking breast, 
Who plead for love, a11d look for recompense, 
More tha11 that tongue that more hath more express' d. 

0 leam to read rvhat silent love hath writ, 
To !rear with eyes belongs to love's.firre wit. 

24 

Mine eye hath play'd the painter a11d hath steel'd 
Thy bearrty' s form in table of my heart, 
My body is tire frame wherein 'tis held, 
Attd perspecti11e it is best Painter's art. 
For through tire Pai11ter must you see Iris skill, 
To.find tl'lrere your tme Image pictur'd lies, 
Wlrich in my bosom's shop is /zanging still, 
Tfrat hath his windows glazed with thine eyes: 
Now see wfrat good tums eyes for eyes have done, 
lvfirre eyes !rave draum tlry shape, and thine for me 
Are windou•s to my breast, where-through the Sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze thereiu on thee. 

Yet eyes this cr11mirrg want to grace their art, 
Tirey draw but what they see, know not the heart. 
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Let those who are i11 favour with their stars, 
OJ public houour aud proud titles boast, 
Whilst I whom jort1111e of such triumph bars 
Uulook' d for joy i11 that I ho11our most; 
Great Priuces' favourites their fair lem,es spread, 
But as the marigold at the su11's eye, 
A11d i11 themselves their pride lies buried, 
For at a fro It'll they i11 their glory die. 
The paiuful warrior Jamoused for worth, 
After a thousaud 1Jictories o11cejoil'd, 
Is from the book of houour razed forth, 
A11d all the rest forgot for which he toil' d: 

The11 happy I that love a11d am beloved 
Where I may 11ot remove, 11or be removed. 

26 

Lord of my love, to whom i11 vassalage 
Thy merit hath my duty strougly kuit; 
To thee I seud this writte11 ambassage 
To wituess duty, 110t to sho11' my wit. 
Duty so great, 111hich wit so poor as mi11e 
May make seem bare, i11 wa11ti11g ll'ords to show it; 
But that I hope some good co11ceit ~( thiue 
In thy soul's thought (al111aked) ll'ill bestow it: 
Tillll'hatsoever star that .~uidcs my wovi11g, 
Poi11ts 011 me graciously with .fair aspect, 
A11d puts apparel 011 my tottered loviug, 
To sfwr11 me worthy of thy s111eet respect: 

Theu may I dare to boast /row I do love thee, 

37 

Till then, not show my head where thou mayst prove me. 
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Weary rl'ith toil, I haste me to my bed, 
The dear repose for limbs rvith travel tired, 
But then begins a joumey itz my head 
To rvork my mind, rvhen body's rvork 's expired. 
For then my thoughts (from far where I abide) 
Inteud a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 
Aud keep my droopiug eyelids open rvide, 
Looking on darkuess which the bliud do see. 
SaPe that my soul's imagirwry sight 
Preseuts thy shadow to my sightless view, 
Which like a jell'cl (/mug i11 ghastly night\ 
Makes black uight beauteous, and her olu J;rce new. 

Lo thus by day my limbs, by night my mind, 
For thee, and for myse!{, no quiet find. 

28 

How can I chen retum in happy plight 
That am de barr' d the benefit of rest? 
Wheu day's oppression is not eas'd by night, 
But day by uight aud night by day oppress' d. 
Aud each (though euemies to either's reigu) 
Do i11 comeut shake hands to tortllre me, 
The one by toil, the other to complain 
Horl' Jar I toil, still farther ~ff from thee. 
I tel/the day to please him thou art bright, 
Aud dost him grace when clouds do blot the heal'en: 
So flatter I the swart-complexion' d night, 
Whl'll sparkliug stars trvire uot tholl gild'st th' eve11. 

But day doth daily draw my sorrows louger, 
And 11ight doth uightly make grief's lengthseemstronger. 
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Whcu i11 disgrace with Fort1111e a11d meu's e)'l's, 
I all aloue beweep my o11tcast state, 
And tro11ble deaf heave11 with my bootless cries, 
And look 11po11 myself and curse my fate, 
Wishi11g me like to one more rich i11 hope, 
Feat11r' d like him, like him with Jrimds possess' d, 
Desiri11g tkis man's art, and that man's scope, 
With what I most e11joy contented least, 
Yet in these tho11ghts myself almost despisiug, 
Haply I thi11k on thee, mzd the11 my state 
(Like to the lark at break of day arising), 
From sullen earth sings hymns at Heave11' s gate, 

For thy sweet love remember' d such wealth briugs, 
That then I scom to change my state with Kings. 

30 

When to the sessions of sweet silellt tlzo11ght, 
I Slllll/11011 up remembrauce of tlziugs past, 
I siglz the lack of ma11y a thing I so11ght, 
A11d witlz old woes 11e111 wail my dear times' waste: 
Tlze11 can I dro1vn all eye (111111s' d to flow) 
For precious jrie11ds lzid i11 death's dateless zziglzt, 
A11d weep afresh lo11e's lo11g-si11ce cancell'd woe, 
A11d moan tlz' expe11se of mmz y a vmzislz' d siglzt. 
ThCJz ca11 I grieve at grievances forcgo11c, 
And lzcm1ily from woe to woe tell o'er 
Tlze sad accc>tlllt of fore-bemoaned moan, 
Which I 11e111 pay, as !f 11ot paid bifore. 

B11t if the while I thi11k 011 thee (dear Jrieml) 
All losses are restor' d, and sorrows e11d. 

39 
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Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts, 
Which I by lacking have supposed dead, 
And there reigns Lo11e and all Love's loving parts, 
And all those friends which I thought buried. 
How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stolen from mine eye, 
As interest of the dead, which uow appear, 
But things remov' d that hidden iu thee lie. 
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live, 
Huug with the trophies of my lovers goue, 
ltVho all their parts of me to ihee did give, 
That due of many, now is thine aloue. 

Their images I lov' d, I view itz thee, 
And thou (all they) hast all the all of me. 
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H :lzo11 survit'e my tl'ell-cotztwted day, 
Whm that cl111rl Death my boues with dust shall cover 
Arzd shalt by fortuue o11ce more re-survey 
These poor mde li11es of thy deceased lover: 
Compare them with the bett'ri11g of the time, 
And though they be outstripp' d by every pen, 
Reserve them for my love, uot for their rhyme, 
Exceeded by the height of happier meu. 
0/z then vouchsafe me but this loving thought, 
Had my frieud's Muse grown with this growi11g age, 
A dearer birth than this his love had brought 
To march in ranks of better equipage: 

But since he died and Poets better prove, 
Theirs for their style I 'II read, his for his love. 
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Full mauy a glorious mornitJg have I sem, 
Flatter the motmtain-tops with sovereigu eye, 
Kissing with goldetJ face the meadows green, 
Gildi11g pale streams with heavenly alclzym]: 
Anon permit tire basest clouds to ride, 
With ugly rack 011 his celestial face, . 
Andfrom the forlom world Iris visage !ride 
Stealing rtnseen to west 111ith this disgrace: 
Even so my Still one early mom did shine, 
With all trirtmpharrt splerrdortr 011 my broil'; 
Brtt ortt alack, Ire was brtt one hortr miue, 
Tire regiorz cloud lrath mask' d lzim from me tiOIV. 

Yet !rim for this, my love rro wlzit disdairretlz, 
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Sut1s of the world may stairr, wlrenlreaveu' s srtn stair:etlr 
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Wlzy didst tlzou promise such a beauteous day, 
And make rrrc travel forth withortt my cloak, 
To let base clortds o' ertake me in my way, 
HiditJg thy brav'ry i11 their rotten smoke. 
'Tis r~ot e11orrglz rlrat tlzrorrglr the cloud tlrorr break, 
To dry tire rairr 011 my storrrr-beatcrrface, 
For 110 rwrrr rr'C/1 of srtclt 11 salve carz speak, 
That heals tire tvorurd, a11d wres 11ot the disgrace: 
Nor carr thy slzame give plzysic to my grief, 
Thouglz thort repent, yet I lzave stilltlze loss, 
Th' ~crrdcr's sorrow letJds brtt weak relief 
To him tlrat bears the strong o_Bence' s cross. 

Ah brtt those tears are pear/which thy love slzcds, 
And they are rich, arrd ransom all ill deeds. 
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No more be griev'd at tlwt which thou hast do11e, 
Roses have thoms, a11d silver fountains mud, 
Clouds a11d eclipses stai11 both Mootz a11d S1111, 
And loathsome ca11ker lives i11 sweetest bud. 
Allme11 make faults, a11d eve11 I ill this, 
Authorizi11g thy trespass with compare, 
Jl.,Jyself cormptitzg salvi11g thy amiss, 
Exwsi11g thy sills more thall thy si11s are: 
For to thy se11sualfault I bri11g itz se11se, 
Thy ad11erse party is thy advocate, 
And 'gai11st myself a lawful plea commetzce, 
Suclz civil war is in my /ope a11d hate, 

That I a11 accessory needs must be, 
To that sweet thief tvlziclz sourly robs from tile. 

Let me co11fess that we two m11st be twain, 
Alrlzough our tmdit•ided loves are o11e: 
So shall those blots that do with me remai11, 
Without thy help, by me be bome alo11e. 
l11 our two loves there is but o11e respect, 
Tlzot~gh itz our lives a separable spite, 
Which though it alter uot love's sole Lj(ect, 
Yet doth it steal sweet /zours from lot•e' s delight. 
]may 11ot evermore aclmowle~(te thee, 
Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame, 
Nor thou with public ki11duess jzonour me, 
U11less thou take that hotzour from tlzy 11ame: 

But do 11ot so, IlotJe thee it I such sort, 
As thou being 111i11e, mine is thy good report. 
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As a decrepit father takes delight, 
To see his active child do deeds of youth, 
So I, made lame by Forttme' s dearest spite 
Take all my conifort of thy worth a11d truth. 
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or tvit, 
Or auy of these all, or all, or more 
E11titled i11 thy parts, do crowued sit, 
I make my love e11grajted to this store: 
So then I am 11ot lame, poor, 11or despis'd, 
Whilst that this sltadorv doth such substance give, 
That I ill thy abrmdmrce am sr~lfic'd, 
And by a part of all thy glory li11e: 

Look what is best, that best I wish in thee, 
This wish I !tave, tht!ll leu times happy me. 

How call my Muse tvaut subject to iuveut 
While thou dost breathe that pour's! iuto my verse, 
Thine oum sweet argument, too excellent, 
For every vulgar paper to rehearse: 
0/r give thyself the thauks if aught i11 me, 
vVorthy pemsal staud agaiust thy sight, 
For who's so dumb that ca11not write to thee, 
Wheu thou thyself dost give inr,eutiou light? 
Be tlrou the teuth Muse, teu times more in worth 
Thmt those old 11i11e which rhymers invocate, 
And he that calls 011 thee, let him briugfortlt 
Etemal mmrbers to outlive long date. 

If my slight Muse do please these curious days, 
The pai11 be mille, but thi11e shall be tire praise. 

43 
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Oh how thy worth 11Jith manners may I sing, 
When tho !I art all the better part of me? 
What caa mine ow11 praise to mine ow11 self bring? 
And what is 't but mi11e own whw I praise thee? 
Evmfor this, let us divided live, 
Aud our dear love lose name of single one, 
That by this separatio11 I may gi11e 
That due to thee which thou descrv'st alone: 
0/z absence what a torment wouldst thou prove, 
Were it uot thy sour leisure gave sweet leave, 
To entertain the time witlz thoughts of love, 
Which ti111e and thoughts so SJIJeetly doth deceive, 

And I hat thou teaclzest how to make one twain, 
By praisi11g him here who doth hence remain. 
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Tal~e all my loves, my love, yea take them all, 
What hast thou the~~ more than thou lllidst brfore? 
No love, my love, that thou mayst tme love call, 
Allmi11e was thine, before thou hadst this more: 
Then if for my love, tizou my love receivest, 
I cmwot blame thee, for my love thou u:est, 
But yet be blam' d, if thou thyself deceives! 
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest. 
I do forgive thy robb'ry gemle thief 
Although thou steal thee all my poverty: 
And yet love knows it is a greater grief 
To bear love's wrong, than hate's lmoum irzj11ry. 

Lascivious grace iu whom all ill well shows, 
Kill me with spites yet we must not be foes. 
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Those P,retty rvrougs that liberty commits, 
rvhetl I Ill/ I sometime absellt from thy heart, 
Thy beauty, and thy years full well biflts, 
For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, m1d therefore to be won, 
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed. 
And when a woman woos, what womm1' s son 
Will sourly leave her till he have prevailed. 
Aye me, but yet thou mightst my seat forbear, 
Aud chide thy beauty, and thy straying youth, 
Who lead thee in their riot even there 
Where thou art fore' d to break a two-fold truth: 

Has by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Tiline by thy beauty being false to me. 
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That thou hast her it is not al1111 y grief, 
Aud yet it may be said I lor/d her dearly, 
That she hath thee is of my wailing chief, 
A loss i11 love that touches rue more nearly. 
Lor,ing ~ffenders thus I "'ill exwse ye, 
Thou dost lo11e her, because thou knorv'st I love her, 
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, 
Sr!ff'ring my friend for my sake to appror1e her: 
If I lose thee, my loss is my /ope's gairr, 
Aud losiug her, my fricud hathformd that loss, 
Bothfiud each other, aud I lose both frrJain, 
Aud both for my sake lay 011 rne this cross: 

But here's the joy, my Jrieud aud I are oue, 
Sweet flattery, thcu she loves but me aloue. 
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When most I wir~k tiJen do mine eyes best see, 
For all the day they view things unrespected, 
But tvheu I sleep, in dreams they look on thee, 
A11d darkly bright, are bright in dark directed. 
Then thou whose shadow shadows doth make br(l!ht, 
How would thy shadow'sform,form happy show, 
To the clear day with thy much clearer light, 
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shi11es so? 
How would (I say) mitze eyes be blessed made, 
By looking 011 thee in the li vi11g day? 
Whw in dead night thy fair imperfect shade 
Through heavy sleep orz sightless eyes doth stay? 

All days are 11ights to see till I see thee, 
Aud nights bright days whe11 dreams do show thee 111e. 

44 

If the dull substarzce of my flesh were thought, 
I11j11rious distarzce should 110t stop my way, 
For tlzerz despite of space I would be brought, 
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. 
No matter therz although my foot did sta11d 
U po11 the farthest earth remov' d from thee, 
For nimble thouglzt carz jump both sea and la11d, 
As soon as thi11k the place where he would be. 
But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought 
To leap large le11gtlzs of miles wizen thou art go11e, 
But that so much of earth a11d water wrought, 
!must attend time's leisure with my moa11. 

Rcceivi11g 11ought by cleme11ts so slow, 
But heavy tears, badges of either's woe. 
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The other tr11o, slight air, mrd prtrgiHgfire, 
Are both rvitlr tlree, wherever I abide, 
The first my tlrought, the other my desire, 
These prese11t abse11t r11ith srt~iflmotiolf slide. 
For whe11 these quicker eleme11ts are go11e 
Itr te11der embassy of love to thee, 
My life bei11g made of Jour, with tr11o alo11e, 
Si11ks dow11 to death, oppress' d with melar~choly. 
U11tillife's compositio11 be recrtred, 
By tlrose sw[{t messerrgers retum' d from tlree, 
Wlro eve11 but 110111 come back agai11 assured, 
OJ thy fair healtlr, recormti11g it to me. 

This told, I joy, but tlre11 110 lo11ger glad, 
I se11d them back agai11 a11d straight grow sad. 

Mi11e eye a11d lreart are at a mortal war, 
How to divide tire co11quest oftlry siglrt, 
Mitre eye, my lreart tlry pictrtre's siglrt would bar, 
My heart, mi11e eye tire freedom of that right, 
My heart doth plead tlrat tlrou i11 !rim dost lie 
(A closet 11ever pi ere' d rvith crystal eyes), 
But the d~(er~da11t doth tlrat plea de11y, 
A11d says ill /rim thy fair appeara11ce lies. 
To 'cide this title is impar111elled 
A quest of tfrortghts, all te11a11ts to tire Ire art, 
A11d by their 11crdict is determiued 
The clear eye's moiety, a11d tire dear heart's part. 

As thus, mi11e eye's due is tlri11e outward part, 
A11d my heart's riglrt, tlri11e i11rvard love of heart. 
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Betrvixt mi11e eye and heart a league is took, 
A11d each doth good tums IIOfllllllto the other, 
Whe11 that mi11e eye is famish' d for a look, 
Or heart i11 love rvith sighs himself doth smother; 
Wiilz my love's picture tlzen my eye doth feast, 
And to tlze painted ba11quet bids my heart: 
A11other time mine eye is my heart's guest, 
Ar~d ill lzis thoughts of love doth share a part. 
So either by thy picture or my love, 
Thyself arvay, art present stillrvith me, 
For tlzou not fartlzer tlzan my thoughts canst move, 
And I am stillrvitlz them, a11d they with thee. 

Or if they sleep, thy picture ill my sight 
Awakes my heart, to heart's and eye's delight. 
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Horv car~{ltlrvas I rvhetz I took my Jllay, 
Eaclz trifle under truest bars to thrust, 
That to. my use it might 1111used stay 
From hands offalselzood, in sure wards of trust? 
But thou, to wlzom my jervels trifles are 1 

Most wortlzy conifort, now my greatest grief, 
Thou best of dearest, a11d mirze only care, 
Art left tlze prey of every vulgar thief. 
Thee have I 11ot lock'd "P irz arzy chest, 
Save where tbou art 11ot, though I feel tbou art, 
With ill the gentle closure of my breast, 
From whe11ce at pleasure thou mayst come and part, 

And even the11ce tlzou wilt be stolen I fear, 
For trutlz proves thievish for a Jlrize so dear. 
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Agai11st that time (if e11cr that time come) 
T'Vhen I shall see theefrown on my defects, 
TVhe11as thy lo11e lzatlz cast his utmost Slllll, 

Call' d to that audit by ad vis' d respects, 
A,~aiust that time when tlzou shalt straugely pass, 
A11d scarcely greet me with that s1111 thi11e eye, 
fiV!tell love co11verted from tlze tlzi11g it was 
Slzall reaso11s .fi11d of settled grat,ity. 
Agai11st that time do I eiiSCOIICe me lzere 
Witlzin tlze kttott•ledge of mitte ottJtt desart, 
Attd this my lzand, agaittst myself uprear, 
To guard the laujttl reasotts 011 thy part, 

To leave poor me, thoultast the strength of laws, 
Sittce wlzy to lo11e, I call allege 110 cause. 
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How heavy do Ijoumey 011 the way, 
When wltat I seek (my weary travel's e11d) 
Doth teach that ease a11d that repose to say 
Tlws Jar tlze miles are measur' d from thyjrie11d. 
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe, 
Plods dully 011, to bear that weight i11 me, 
As if by some instinct the wretch did know 
His rider lov' d ttot speed being made from thee: 
The bloody spur cannot provoke !tim 011, 
That sometimes auger thrusts i11to his hide, 
Which heavily he answers with a groa11, 
More sharp to me tha11 spurriug to his side, 

For that same grom1 doth put tlzis i11 my mi11d, 
My grief lies o11ward aud my joy belti11d. 

49 
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Thus call my love exwse the slow offeuce, 
OJ my dull bearer, whell from thee I speed, 
From where thou art, wl1y should I haste me thellce, 
Till I retum of posting is no need. 
0 what exwse tl'illmy poor beast theu find, 
Whell swift extremity ca11 seem but slow, 
Thm should I spur though mou11ted 011 tl1e wiud, 
In wi11ged speed 110 motio11 shall I know. 
Then can 110 horse with my desire keep pace, 
Therefore desire (of perfect's! love beiug made) 
Shalllleiglz, 110 dull flesh in his fiery race, 
But love,for love, thus shall exwse my jade, 

Siuce from thee goiug he wellt wilful slow, 
Towards thee I 'II run, aud give him leave to go. 
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So am I as the rich whose blessed key, 
Call brillg him to his sweet up-locked treasure, 
The which he tl'illllot ev'ry hour survey, 
For blullting the fille poi11t of seldom pleasure. 
Ther~{ore are feasts so solemn aud so rare, 
Siuce seldom coming in the long year set, 
Like stones of worth they thinly placed are, 
Or captain je111els in the carcanet. 
So is the time that keeps you as my chest, 
Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide, 
To make some special instant special blest, 
By uew 111Ijoldiug his impriso11' d pride. 

Blessed are you whose worthiness gives scope, 
Being had to triumph, beillg lack' d to hope. 
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What is your substance, whereof are you made, 
That millions of strange shadows 011 you tend? 
Since every or1e hath, every one, one shade, 
And you but one, car1 every shadow lend: 
Describe Adonis and the counterfeit, 
Is poorly imitated after you, 
On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set, 
Aud you in Grecia11 tires are painted 11e1v: 
Speak of the spriug, and foizon of the year, 
The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 
The other as your bouuty doth appear, 
And you in every blessed shape we know. 

In all extemal grace you have some part, 
But you like nolle, no11e you for co11stant heart. 
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Oh how much more doth beauty beauteous seem, 
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give, 
The rose looks fair, but }1irer we it deem 
For that sweet odour, which doth in it live: 
The ca11ker-blooms ha11e full as deep a dye, 
As the perfwncd ti11ct11re of the roses, 
Hang on such thoms, a11d play as wantonly, 
When summer's breath their masked buds discloses: 
But for their virtue orzly is their show, 
They live 111111'<10'd, a11d unrespectedfade, 
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do 11ot so, 
Of their sweet deaths, are sweetest odours made: 

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 
When that shall vade, my verse distils your truth. 
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Not marble, nor the gilded mo11ume11ts 
Of Pri11ces shall outlive this porverful rhyme, 
But you shall shi11e more bright in these co11tents 
Than rmsrvept stotre, besmear' d rvith sluttish time. 
Hlhen wasteful war shall statues overtrtm, 
And broils root out the work of maso11ry, 
!'-lor Mars his sword, uor war's quick fire shall bum 
The li viug record of your memory. 
'Gai11st death, a11d all-oblivious enmity 
Shall you pace forth, your praise shall still find room. 
Even in the eyes of all posterity 
That wear this world out to the e11di11g doom. 

So till the judgruent that yourself arise, 
You live i11 this, a11d dwell i11 lovers' eyes. 

Sweet love renew thy force, be it 11ot said 
Thy edge should blu11ter be than appetite, 
Which but today by fcedi11g is allay'd, 
Tomorrow sharpc11ed ill his former might. 
So love be thou, although today thou .fi II 
Thy lu111gry eyes, cvc11 till they wiuk witlr ful11ess, 
Tomorrow sec agai11, a11d do uot kill 
The spirit of Lor1e, with a perpelllal dultress: 
Let this sad i11tcrim like the Ocean be 
~Vhich parts the shore, where two co11tractcd new, 
Come daily to the ba11ks, that wheu they see 
Rctum o_(love, more blest may be the 11iew. 

Or call it Wir1ter, which beitrgfull of care, 
Makes Summer's welcome, thrice more wish' d, more rare. 
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Being your sla11e what should I do but te11d 
Upo11 the hours, a11d times of your desire? 
I ha11e 110 precious time at all to spmd; 
Nor scr!'ices to do till you require. 
Nor dare I chide the world ll'ithout e11d hour, 
Whilst I (Ill)' sopereig11) watch the clock f)r you, 
Nor think the bittemess of abse11ce sour, 
r.Vhell J'OU haiiC bid your SCrllmlt once adieu. 
Nor dare I questio11 ll'ith my jealous tho11ght, 
Where you may be, or your a.ffairs suppose, 
But like a sad sla11c stay and thi11k ~~(11ought 
Sa11e II' here you arc, hou• lrappy you make those. 

So tme a fool is lo11c, that i11 your Will 
(Though you do auythi11g), he thi11ks 110 ill. 

ss 
That God forbid, that made me first your sfar,e, 
I should ill thought co11trol your times of pleasure, 
Or at your ha11d th' accoullt of hours to craPe, 
Bei11g your 11assal bo1md to stay your leisure. 
0/r let me sr!ffcr (bei11g at your beck) 
Tlr' impriso11' d abse11ce of your liberty, 
A11d patie11cc tame, to JI!Ocrm1ce bide eaclr c/;cck, 
Witlrollt accusi11g you ofityury. 
Be wlrerc you list, your charter is so stro11g, 
Tlrat J'OU yourse[f may pri1'ilege your tiwe 
To what you 111ill, to )'Oil it dotlr belo11g, 
Yourself to pardo11 of selj-doi11g crime. 

I am to 111ait, thouglr waiti11g so be hell, 
Not blame your pleasure be it ill or ll'ell. 
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If tfzere be nothing new, but that which is, 
Hath been before, fzow are our brains beguil'd, 
Which labouriugfor inventiou bear amiss 
The second burthen of a former child? 
Oh that record could with a backztJard look, 
Even of five hundred courses of the Sun, 
Show me your image in some antique book, 
Since mind at first in character was done. 
That I might see wfzat the old world could say, 
To this composed wouder of your frame, 
f,Vlzetfzer we are meuded, or where better they, 
Or whether revolutio11 be the same. 

0/z sure I am the wits of former days, 
To subjects worse have giveu admiring praise. 
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Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore, 
So do our minutes haste11 to their end, 
Each changiug place with that which goes before, 
I11 sequent toil all forwards do coutend. 
Nativity ouce iu the main of light, 
Crawls to maturity, wherewith beiug crown'd, 
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight, 
And Time that gave, doth now his gift coufozmd. 
Time doth trmzs.fix the flourish set on youth, 
Aud delves the parallels iu beauty's brow, 
Feeds 011 the rarities of nature's tmth, 
Aud uothiug stauds but for his scythe to mow. 

Ami yet to times i11 lzope, my verse shall stmzd 
Praisiug tlzy wortfz, despite his cruel hand. 
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Is it thy ll'ill, thy Image sl:ould keep open 
A1y heavy eyelids to the weary uight? 
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be brokcu, 
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight? 
Is it thy spirit that tl:ou send's! from tl1ee 
So far from home iuto my deeds to pry, 
To .fiud out shames aud idle hours iu me, 
The scope and tem1re of thy Jealousy? 
0 110, thy love though lllltch, is uot so great, 
It is my love that keeps miue eye awake, 
Mir1e owu trrre lo11e tfwt doth my rest defeat, 
To play the watchmmz er,er for thy sake. 

For thee watch I, whilst thou dost tl'ake elserPhcre, 
From me far off, wirh others all too uear. 
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Siu of self-love possesseth allmiue eye, 
A.ud all my soul, aud all my every part; 
A.ud for tlzis siu there is 110 remedy, 
It is so grounded inward iu my heart. 
Methiuks 110 face so gracious is as miue, 
No shape so true, 110 truth of such account, 
Andfor myself miue 011111 worth do define, 
As I all other iu allworths sr1rmormt. 
But wlzeu my glass shor!Js me myself iudeed, 
Beated aud clzopp' d rl'ith tmm' d allfiquity, 
Mi11e owu self-lor'e quite contrary I read; 
Se{[, so self-l<JIJillg were iniquitJ'· 

'Tis thee (my self) that for myself I praise, 
Paiutitzg my age with beauty of thy days. 
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With Time's iujurious hand crush'd and o'errvom, 
Whw hours have draiu' d his blood aud fill' d his broil' 
With lines and wrinkles, whw his youtliful mom 
Hath travell'd 011 to Age's steepy night, 
And all those beauties whereof tiOIV he's Kiug 
Are vanishing, or vanish' d out of sight, 
Stealiug away the treasure of his Spring. 
For such a time do I t1o1v fortify 
Against confoundiug Age's cruel knife, 
That he shall never wt from memory 
My sll'eet love's beauty, though my lover's life. 

His beauty shall in these black lines be sew, 
And they shall live, and he itl them still green. 
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WI: ell I have sew by Time's Jell hand defaced 
The rich proud cost of outwom buried age. 
When sometime lofty towers I see down rased, 
Aud brass etemal slave to mortal rage. 
When I have seen the hungry Ocean gain 
Advantage 011 the kiugdom of the shore, 
And the finn soil win of the wat'ry main, 
Increasing store with loss, and loss with store. 
Whw I have sew such interchange of state, 
Or state itself cotifounded, to decay, 
Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my love away. 

This thought is as a death whic/1 cannot choose 
But weep to have, that tvhich it fears to lose. 
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Since brass, 11or stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea, 
But sad mortality o'ersways their power, 
Horv with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 
T-Vhose action is 110 str01zgcr tfzan a flower? 
0 /zorv shall slimmer's lzoney breath hold o11t, 
Against the wrackjiil siege of batt' ring days, 
When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 
Nor gates of steel so stroug but Time decays? 
0 femj~tlmeditatiou, where alack, 
Shall Time's bestjell'elfrom Time's chest lie hid? 
Or what stroug hand can hold his swift foot back, 
Or rZJho his spoil of beauty cau forbid? 

0 uoue, uuless this miracle have might, 
That in black ink my love may still shine brigflt. 
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Tir' d with all these jc>r resrfnl death I cry, 
As to belrold Desert a beggar bom, 
And needy Notlziizg trimm'd i11 jollity, 
And purest Faith u11happily forswom, 

. A11dgilded Ho11our shamcjizlly wisplac'dJ 
A11d maiden Virtue rudely stmmpetedJ 
Aud right Perfection wrongfully disgrac' d, 
And Strength by limping sway disabled, 
And Art made tougue-tied by Authority J 

And Folly (doctor-like) controlling Skill} 
And simple Tmth miscall'd Simplicity, 
And captive Good atteudi11g Captain Ill. 

Tir'd with all these,from these would I be gone, 
Save that to die J I Iealie my loJJe aloue. 
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Ah wherefore with itifectiou should lte live, 
Aud with his preseuce grace impiety, 
That siu by him advautage should achiel'e, 
Aud lace itself with his society? 
Why should false paiuting imitate his cheek, 
Aud steal dead seeiug of his liviug /me? 
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek 
Roses of shadow, siuce his rose is /me? 
Why should he live, uow Nature bm1krout is, 
Beggar'd of blood to blush through lively veins, 
For she hath 110 exchequer uow but his, 
Ar1d proud of mauy, lives upon his gains? 

0 him she stores, to show what wealth she had, 
In days long siuce, before these last so bad. 
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Thus ir1 his check the map of days outwom, 
r¥/Jetz beauty liv'd arzd died as flowers do now, 
Before these bastard signs of fair were bome, 
Or durst iuhabit otz a liviug brow: 
Before the goldeu tresses of the dead, 
The right of sepulchres, were shom away, 
To live a secor1d life on secoud head, 
Ere beauty's dead fleece made auother gay: 
Ir1 him those holy 1111tique hours arc see11, 
Without all omame11t, itself and true, 
Makir1g tzo summer of auother's green, 
Robbing 110 old to dress his beauty new, 

Aud l1im as for a map doth Nature store, 
To show false Art what beauty was of yore. 
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Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view, 
Wmzt not/zing that the thou_c!lzt of hearts can mend: 
All tongues (the voice of souls) give thee that due, 
Utt'riug bare truth, even so as foes commend. 
Thine outward thus with outu•ard praise is crown' d, 
But those same tongues that gifle thee so thine own, 
Ju other accents do this praise confound 
By seeing.fartlzcr than the eye hath shown. 
They look iuto the beauty 4 thy miud, 
Aud that ill guess they measure by thy deeds, 
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Then churls their thoughts (although their eyes were kind) 
To thy fair jlozuer add the rank smell of weeds, 

But rvlzy thy odour matclzeth not thy show, 
The soil is this, that thou dost coz11mon grow. 
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That thou art blam'd shalluot be thy defect, 
For slander's mark ll'as ever yet the fair, 
The omament ~(beauty is suspect, 
A crou• that flies i11 heaflen' s sweetest air. 
So thou be good, slander doth but approve, 
Tlzy worth tlze greater beiug rvoo' d of time, 
For cauker vice the su•eetest buds doth love, 
Aud tlzou preswt'st a pure uustaiued prime. 
Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of youug days, 
Either uot assail' d, or victor being charg' d, 
Yet this thy praise CtlllllOt be so thy praise, 
To tie up envy, evermore enlarg' d: 

If some suspect of ill mask' d not thy slww, 
Then thou alone kingdoms of Ire arts slwuldst owe. 
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No lotzger moum for me whw I am dead, 
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 
Give waming to the world tlzat I am fled 
From this vile world witlz vilest uwms to d111ell: 
Nay if you read this line, remember II:Jt 
The hand that writ it,Jor I love you so, 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot, 
If tlziuking 011 me then should make yor1 rPoe. 
0 if (I say) you look 11po11 tlzis verse, 
When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay, 
Do not so 11111ch as my poor name rehearse; 
But let your love even with my life decay. 

Lest the wise world should look into your moan, 
And mock you witlz me after I am go11e. 
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0 lest the world should task yo11 to recite, 
What merit liv' din me that you should lol'e 
After my death (dear love) forget me quite, 
For you in me Cat! nothi11g worthy prove. 
Unless you tllotlid devise some virtuous lie, 
To do more for me tlum mine otllll desert, 
And hang more praise upou deceased I, 
Thmz niggard truth would willi11gly impart: 
0 lest your true love may seem false i11 this, 
That you for love speak well£~( me untrue, 
My name be buried where my body is, 
And live 110 more to shame uor me, nor you. 

For I am sham' d by that which I brill,~ f£!rtfz, 
And so should you, to love things 11othi11g worth. 
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That time of year thou mayst iu me behold, 
When yellow leaves, or 11011e, or Jew do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 
Bare rui11'd choirs, where late the sweet birds snug. 
I11 me thou seest the twilight of srtch day, 
As aft a srmset Jadeth in the West, 
Which by n11d by black night doth take arvay, 
Death' s seco11d self that seals rrp all in rest. 
In me thou seest the glorl'illg of srtclr fire, 
That 011 the ashes of his yomh doth lie, 
As the death-bed, rvhereou it must expire, 
Co11srrm' d with that which it was uourish' d by. 
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This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy lofJe more stro11g, 
To lofJe that well, which thou 11111st leave ere lorrg. 
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But be coute11ted rvheu that fell arrest, 
Without all bail shall carry me arvny, 
JVIy life hath i11 this li11e some interest, 
Which for memorial stillrr,ith thee shall stay. 
Whe11 thou reviewest this, thou dost rel'iew, 
The very part was corrsecrnte to thee, 
Tire earth cau have but earth, rrJ/rich is his due, 
My spirit is thine the better part of me. 
So then tfzou hast but lost the dregs of life, 
Tire prey of !l'orms, my body being dead, 
The coward co11q11est of a wretch's k11ije, 
Too base of thee to be remembered. 

The worth of that, is that ,,friclr it co11tains, 
Arrd that is this, n11d this with thee remains. 
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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 sttch strife, 
As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is fou11d. 
Now proud as an enjoyer, and ano11 
Doubting the .filchi11g age will steal !tis treasure, 
Now counting best to be with you alo11e, 
Then better' d that the world may see my pleasure. 
Sometime all f11ll with feasting 011 your sight, 
And by and by clean starved for a look, 
Possessing or pursuing tto 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. 

Why is my verse so barre11 of 11eu' pride? 
So Jar from variation or quick cha11ge? 
Why with the time do I not glance aside 
To new fouud methods, a11d to compouuds strange 7 
Why write I still all o11e, ever the same, 
And keep inventio11 i11 a r1oted weed, 
That every word doth almost tell my name, 
Showing their birth, and where they did proceed? 
0 know sweet love I always write of you, 
Ar1d you and love are still my argument: 
So all my best is dressing old words 11ew, 
Spending agai11 what is already spent: 

For as t!tc Still is daily new and old, 
So is my love still telling what is told. 
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Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear, 
Thy dial how thy precious mi11utes waste, 
The vaca11t leaves thy mirrd's impri11t will bear, 
Aud of this book, this leamirzg mayst thou taste. 
The wri11kles which thy glass will truly show, 
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory, 
Thou by thy dial's shady stealth mayst k11ow, 
Time's thievish progress to etemity. 
Look what thy memory ca11110t co11tai11, 
Commit to these waste bla11ks, a11d thou shalt _fi11d 
Those childrell tmrs' d, deliver' d from thy braiu, 
To take a 11ew acq11aill!ance of thy mi11d. 

These offices, so oft as thou 111ilt look, 
Shall profit thee, mzd much eurich thy book. 
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So oft have I iuvok'd thee for my Muse, 
A11d found .wclz fair assista11ce in my verse, 
As every aliell pen hath got my use, 
Aud uuder thee their poesy disperse. 
Thine eyes, that taught the dumb 011 high to siug, 
Aud hem1y iguorance al1~{t to fi y, 
Have addedfeatlzers to the leamed's wiug, 
And given <'!race a double majesty. 
Yet be most proud of tlzat which I compile, 
Whose irifluence is thi11e, and bom of thee, 
In others' works thou dost but me11d the style, 
And arts with thy sweet graces graced be. 

But thou art all my art, and dost advance 
As high as leaming, my rude ig11orance. 



SHAKESPEARE's 

79 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid, 
My verse alone had all thy gentle grace, 
But 11orv my gracious 1111mbers are decay' d, 
And my sick Muse doth give another place. 
I grant (sweet love) thy lovely argumeut 
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen, 
Yet what of thee thy Poet doth invellt, 
He robs thee of, aud pays it thee again, 
He lends thee virtlle, and he stole that rvord, 
From thy behaviour, beauty doth he give 
And found it in thy cheek: he can a.ff"ord 
No praise to thee, but what in thee doth live. 

Theu tlwuk him 11ot for that which he doth say, 
Since what he owes thee, thou thyself dost pay. 

So 

0 how I faint when I of you do write, 
Knorving a better spirit doth use your name, 
Aud in the praise thereof spends all his might, 
To make me tongue-tied speaking of your fame. 
But since your worth (wide as the Ocean is) 
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear, 
My saucy bark (inferior Jar to his) 
Ou your broad mai11 doth wilfully appear. 
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat, 
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride, 
Or (being wrack' d) I am a rvorthless boat, 
He of tall building, and of goodly pride. 

Then if he thrive aud I be cast away, 
The worst was this, my love was my decay. 
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Or I shall live your Epitapf, to make, 
Or you survive whetl I in earth am rotten, 
From hence your memory death cmwot take, 
Although ill me each part will be Jorgottell. 
Your 11ame from hellce immortal life shall have, 
Though I (o11ce go11e) to all the world tmtst die, 
The earth ca11 yield me but a commo11 grave, 
~Vhe11 you e11tombed itl mw's eyes shall lie. 
Your mollllltlellt shall be my gelltle verse, 
Which eyes 11ot yet created shall o'er-read, 
A11d to11g11es to be, your bei11g shall rehearse, 
Whell all the breathers of this world are dead, 

You still shall live (such virtue hath my pe11) 
Where breath most breathes, evell i11 the mouths of mw. 

I gra11t thou wert ttot marrie_d to my Muse, 
Alld therefore mayst without attaint o' erlook 
The dedicated words which writers use 
OJ their fair subject, blessillg every book. 
Thou art as fair ill knowledge as ill /me, 
Fi11di11g thy wortl1 a limit past my praise, 
And therefore art enforc' d to seek a11etv, 
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days. 
And do so love, yet whw they have devis' d, 
What strai11ed touches Rhetoric Call le11d, 
Thou truly fair, wert truly sympathis'd, 
In true plai11 words, by thy tme-tellingfrieml. 

And their gross painti11g might be better us' d, 
Where cheeks t1eed blood, i11 thee it is a bus' d. 
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1 never saw that you did paillfing need, 
And therefore to your fair no painting set, 
I found (or thought I fourul) you did exceed 
The barren tender of a Poet's debt: 
A11d therefore hm•e I slept in your report, 
That you yourself being extmJt wellmigl1t slww, 
How far a modem quill doth come too short, 
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. 
This silence for my sin you did impute, 
Which shall be most my glory bei11g dumb, 
For I impair not beauty being mute, 
WhetJ others would give life, and bring a tomb. 

There lives more life i11 o11e of your fair eyes, 
Than both your Poets can i11 praise devise. 

Who is it that says most, which can say more, 
Than this rich praise, that you alone, are you, 
In whose confine immured is the store, 
Which should example where your equal grew? 
Lea11 penury within that pen doth dwell, 
That to his subject le11ds uot some small glory, 
But he that writes of you, if he can tell, 
That you are you, so dig11i}ies his story. 
Let him but copy what itt you is writ, 
Not making worse what11at11re made so clear, 
A11d such a counterpart slwll fame his wit, 
Making his style admired everywhere. 

You to your beauteous blessings add a curse, 
Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse. 
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1Hy tollgue-tied A1use i11 mallllers holds her still, 
f{/f,i/e COillllll!llfS of your praise richly compil' d, 
Reserve their character with goldell quill, 
Alld precious phrase by all the Muses.fil'd. 
I thillk good thoughts, while others write good words, 
Alld like ulllettered clerk still cry Amell, 
To every Hymll that able spirit a_Bords, 
Ill polislz'dform of well refilled pell. 
Heariug you prais'd, I say 'tis so, 'tis tme, 
Aud to the most of praise add somethillg more, 
But that is ill Ill)' thought, whose love to )'OU 

(Though words come lziudmost) holds his rallk before. 
Thw others,for the breath ofrllords respect, 
Me for my dumb thoughts, speakiug i11 L:Bi:ct. 
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Was it the proud fit! I sail of his great verse, 
Bouud.for the prize of (all too precious) you, 
That did my ripe thoughts ill my brai11 illhearse, 
Makillg their tomb the womb u•hereiu they grew? 
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write, 
Above a mortal pitch, that stmck me dead? 
No, ueither he, 11or his compeers by night 
Givillg him aid, my verse astonished. 
He nor that a_ffable familiar ghost 
Which uightly gulls him 111ith illtelligellce, 
As ''ictors of my sile11ce callllot boast, 
I was llOt sick of ally fear from the11ce. 

But whe11 your cou/ltellallcefil/'d up his li11e, 
The11 lack' d I matter, that e11jeebled mi11e. 
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Farewell thou art too dear for my possessing, 
And like enough thou knorv'st thy estimate, 
Tire charter of thy worth gives thee releasing: 
My bonds in thee arc all determinate. 
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting, 
Aud for that riches where is my deserviug? 
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting, 
Aud so my patent back again is swerviug. 
Thyself tlzou gav'st, thy ow11 worth then not lwo111ing, 
Or me to whom thou gav'st it, else mistakirrg, 
So thy great gift upon misprision growing, 
Comes home again, on better judgment making. 

Thus hm'e I had thee as a dream doth flatter, 
In sleep a Kiug, but waking no such matter. 

88 

When thou shalt be dispos' d to set me light, 
And place my merit in the eye of scom, 
Upon thy side, against myself I 'llfiglrt, 
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forswom: 
With mine own weakness being best acquaiutcd, 
Upon thy part I can set down a story 
Of faults conceal' d, wherein I alii attainted: 
That thou in losing me, shalt win IIIIlCh glory: 
And I by this will be a gainer too, 
For bending all my loving thoughts on thee, 
The injuries that to myself I do, 
Doing thee vantage, double vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I so belong, 
Thatfor thy right, myself will bear all wrong. 



SONNETS 

89 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 
Aud I will comment upon that oj}ence, 
Speak of my larneness, and I straight will halt: 
Against thy reasons makiug 110 defeuce. 
Thou caust uot (love) disgrace me half so ill, 
To set a form upo11 desired chmrge, 
As I 'llmyself disgrace, knowiug thy will, 
I will acquaintance strangle am/look strange: 
Be abseut from thy walks aud in my torigue, 
Thy sweet-beloved uame 110 more shall dwell, 
Lest I (too mrtch profane) should do it wroug: 
Aud haply of our old acquaiutauce tell. 

For thee, against myself I 'II vow debate, 
For I must ue' er love him whom thou dost hate. 
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Theu l1ate me r11hen thou wilt, if ever, now, 
Now while the rl'orld is beut my deeds to cross, 
join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 
And do uot drop iu }1r au after-loss: 
All do uot, wheu my heart hath scap' d this sorrow, 
Come in the rearward of a couqucr' d woe, 
Give uot a wiudy uight a raiuy morrow, 
To linger out a purpos' d overthrow. 
If thou wilt leave me, do 11ot leave me last, 
When other petty griefs have doue their spite, 
But it1 the orrset come, so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortrllle' s might. 

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe, 
Com par' d with loss o_f thee, will not seem so. 
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Some glory in their birth, some in their skill, 
Some in their wealth, some in their body's force, 
Some itl their garments tho11gh new-fangled ill: 
Some i11 their hawks and ho11nds, some i11 their horse. 
Aud every humour hath his adj11nct pleasure, 
Wherein it jlllds a joy above the rest, 
But these particulars are not my measure, 
All these I better i11 oue geueral best. 
Thy love is better tlzan high birth to me, 
Richer than wealth, prouder than garmems' cost, 
Of more delight than hawks or horses be: 
And having thee, of all men's pride I boast. 

~Vretched in this alo11e, that thou mayst take 
All this mtJay, a11d me most wretched make. 
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But do thy worst to steal thyself away, 
For term of life thou art assured mille, 
And life rzo longer thatz thy lotJe will stay, 
For it depends upon that love of thine. 
Then need I 11ot to fear the worst of wro11gs,. 
When i11 the least of them my life hath end, 
I see a better state to me bclougs 
Thmz that, which 011 thy humour doth depend~ 
Thou caust not vex me with inconstant mind, 
Siuce that my life 011 thy revolt doth lie, 
Oh wl~at a happy title do I .find, 
Happy to have thy love, happy to die I 

But wlwt 's so /Jiesscd fair that fears no blot,. 
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not_ 
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So sh.tfl I li11e, supposiug thou art true, 
Like a decei11ed !tusbaud, so love's face, 
l\1ay still seem /ope to me, though alter'd-uew: 
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place. 
For there cau fi!,e 110 hatred in thiue eye, 
Therefore i11 that I cauuot kuow thy chauge, 
Irz r11a11y' s looks, the false heart's history 
Is writ i11 moods audfroullls aud wriukles strauge. 
But hem•e11 irz thy creatiou did decree, 
That i11 thy face sweet love should ever du'C/1, 
Whate' er thy thoughts, or tlty heart's workiugs be, 
Thy looks should rwthiug theuce, but sweetuess tell. 

How like Er,e's apple doth tlry beauty grow, 
If thy sweet virtue auswer not thy show. 
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They tfrat have power to hurt, and will do uone, 
That do uot do the thiug they most do show, 
Who moviug others, are themselves as stoue, 
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow: 
They rightly do iulrcrit heaven's graces, 
Aud lwsbaud nature's riches from expense, 
They are the Lords and orvuers oftheirfaces, 
Others, but stewards of their excellence: 
The summer's flo rver is to the sumurer sweet, 
Though to itself, it orliy live aud dil', 
But if that jlo11•er with base iufcction meet, 
The basest weed ollt!Jraves Iris diguity: 

For sweetest thiugs tum sourest by their deeds, 
Lilies that Jester, smell Jar worse than weeds. 
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How sweet aud lovely dost t!wu make the s!Jame, 
Which like a ca11ker itt the fragraut rose, 
Doth spot the beauty of thy buddiug name! 
Oh iu what sweets dost thou thy si11s enclose! 
That to11gue that tells the story ,~f thy days 
(Making lascivious commeuts 011 thy sport), 
Cawzot dispraise, but in a kind of praise, 
Nanri11g thy uame, blesses all ill report. 
Oh 111hat a mausion have those vices got, 
Which for their habitatiou chose out thee, 
~Vhere beauty's veil doth cor•er every blot, 
And all things tums to fair, that eyes Catl sec! 

Take heed (dear heart) of this large privilege, 
The hardest kuife ill-us' d doth lose his edge. 

Some say t!ty fault is youth, some wmttowzess, 
Some sa]' thy grace is youth mzd gentle sport, 
Both grace and faults are lov' d of more aud less: 
Thou mak' st faults graces, that to thee resort: 
As Oil the Jiuger of a throned Queen, 
The basest jewel will be well esteem' d: 
So are those errors that ill thee are seen, 
To truths translated, and {or true things deem' d. 
How many lambs might the stem wolf betray, 
If like a lamb he could his looks translate. 
How many gazers nrightst thou lead away, 
If thou wouldst usc the strength of all thy state I 

But do uot so, I love thee in such sort, 
As thou bei11g mine, mine is thy good report. 
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Horv like a Winter hath my absence bee11 
From thee, the plc!!SIIrc of the Jlcctiug year! 
What freezings have !felt, rvhat dark days scc11? 
What old December's bareness everywhere? 
And yet this time rcmov' d II' as summer's time, 
The teeming Autrmm big rl'itlz rich increase, 
Bearing the wanton burthe11 of the prime, 
Like wido111ed rvombs after their Lords' decease: 
Yet this abrmdant issue seem' d to me, 
But hope of orphaus, mzd lll!(atlzcrcd fmit, 
For Summer aud his pleasures rvait 011 thee, 
Aud thou arvay, the very birds arc mute. 

Or if tfzcy siug, 'tis with so dull a cheer, 
Tl:at leal'es look pale, dreading the Winter's uear. 

From )'Oil ha11e I bccu abseut iu tlze spring, 
Wheu proud pied April (drcss'd in all his trim) 
Hath put a spirit of youth i11 everythiug: 
That heavy Sa tum laugh' d mzd leap' d witlz lzim. 
Yet uor the lays of birds, nor the sr11eet smell 
Of d!lji:reut flowers i11 odour and i11 !we, 
Could make me arzy summer's story tell: 
Or from their proud lap pluck them rvhere they grew: 
Nor did I wonder at the lilies white, 
Nor praise the deep venniliorz i11 the rose, 
They rvere but SII'Cct, but figures of delight: 
Drarv11 after you, you pattem of all those. 

Yet sccm'd it r¥iutcr still, mzd you arvay, 
As rvith your shadorl' I with these did play. 
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The Jorrvard violet thus did I chide, 
Sweet thief fllheuce didst thou steal thy sweet that smells, 
If not from my love's breath? the purple pride, 
Which 011 thy soft cheek for complexio11 dwells 
I11 my love's veius thou hast too grossly dy' d. 
The lily I coudemued for thy haud, 
And buds of marjoram had stole11 thy hair, 
The roses fearfully 011 thoms did staud, 
Oue blushiug shame, auother white despair: 
A third 11or red, uor wltite, had stolc11 c>f both, 
Atzd to his robb'ry had anucx' d thy breath, 
But for his tluji i11 pride of all his grozl'th 
A vengeful ca11ker eat him up to death. 

More flowers I uotcd, yet I none could sec, 
But sweet, or colour it had stolcu from thee. 
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Where art thou lv!usc that thou forgctt' st so loug, 
To speak of that which gi11es thee all tlzy might? 
Speud'st thou thy Jury 011 some worthless song, 
Darlluing thy poz11er to leud base subjects light? 
Retumforgetful Muse, aud straight redeem, 
Iu geutle uumbers time so idly speut, 
Siug to the ear that doth thy lays esteem, 
Aud gi11cs thy pc11 both skill m1d argumCHt. 
Rise resty 111use, my loz1e's swcetface sur11ey, 
If Time have auy wriukle grm1ct1 there, 
If m1y, be a satire to decay, 
And make Time's spoils despised everywhere. 

Give my love fame Jaster that! time wastes life, 
So thou prevent'st his scythe, a11d crooked knife. 
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Oh tma11t A1use, lt'hat shall be thy ame11ds, 
For thy 11eglect of truth ill beauty dy' d? 
Both truth a11d beauty 011 my love depe11ds: 
S<J d<Jst thou too, a11d therein dignifi'd: 
Make answer !v!use, wilt thou not haply say, 
Truth needs 110 colour with his colour .fi:.:' d, 
Beauty 110 pencil, beauty's truth to lay: 
But best is best, if never i11termix'd. 
Because he needs 110 praise, wilt thou be dumb? 
Exwse not silence so,Jor 't lies iu thee, 
To make him 1mtch outlir1e a gilded tomb: 
A11d to be prais' d of ages yet to be. 

Tlteu do thy c~fjice Muse, I teach thee how, 
To make him seem lo11g he11ce, as he shou1s llc'IV. 
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!vfy love is strengtlze11'd tlwuglz more weak i11 seemi11g, 
I lol'e not less, though less the slzow appear, . 
That love is mercha11dis'd, rPhose rich csteemi11g, 
The ow11er's to11gue doth puMish everywhere. 
Our love was 11erv, mzd then but in the spring, 
~VIzen I was wont to greet it rvitlz my lays, 
As Philo mel in Sllllllller's jro11t doth sing, 
A11d stops her pipe in growth of riper days: 
Not that the summer is less pleasmzt uorv 
Than rvlzen her mormiful hymns did lwslz the uiglzt, 
But that wild music burtheus every bough, 
And sweets growu commou lose their dear delight. 

Therefore like her, I sometime hold my tongue: 
Because I would not dull you witlz my song. 
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Alack what poverty my lviuse bri11gs forth, 
That having such a scope to show her pride, 
The argument all bare is of more worth 
Tha11 whetz it hath my added praise beside. 
Oh blame me not if I no more ca11 tl'rite! 
Look i11 your glass and there appears a face, 
That over-goes my bluut inveutiou quite, 
Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace. 
Were it tzot sinful theu striving to mend, 
To mar the subject that before was well, 
For to no other pass my verses twd, 
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell. 

All({ more, IIIlich more tlum in my verse can sit, 
Your own glass shows yorl, when you look in it. 

104 

To me fair frie11d )'OU never can be old, 
For.as you were whCII first your eye I eyed, 
Such seems your beawy still: three Vli11ters' cold, 
Have from tlze forests shook three Sum11u:rs' pride,. 
Three beauteous springs to yellow Autrll/111 tum' d, 
In process of tire seasons hm•e I seen, 
Three April perfumes in three hot Jrmes bum' d, 
Since first I saw you freslz wbich yet are green. 
Ah yet doth beauty like a diallzand, 
Steal from his fi.f1ure, and 110 pace perceiv' d, 
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth statrd, 
Hath motion, mrd miue eye may be deceiv'd. 

For fear of which, hear this thou age zmbred, 
Ere you were bom was beauty's summer dead. 
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Let uot my love be call' d idolatry, 
Nor my beloved as an idol show, 
Siuce all alike my sougs aud praises be 
To oue, of one, still such, and ever so. 
Kiud is my love today, tomorrow kind, 
Still coustaut ill a rvoudrous excellence, 
Ther~{ore my verse to coustaucy cou.fi u' d, 
One thiug expressiug, leaves out dijji:rence. 
Fair, kiud, aud true, is all my argument, 
Fair, kind aud true, varyiug to other words, 
Aud in this clzauge is my iuventiou spent, 
Three tlzemes irz oue, whiclz woudrous scope a_ffords. 

Fair, kiud, and true, have ojteu liv'd alone, 
Which three tilluow, uever kept seat iu orze. 

!06 

Whm in the Chronicle of wasted time, 
I see descriptious e>Jthefairest 111ights, 
Arzd beauty making beautiful old rhyme, 
In praise of Ladies dead, and lovely Krzights, 
Then in tlze blazon of sweet beauty's best, 
OJ hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, ofbrorl', 
I see their antique perz would have express' d, 
Even such a beauty as you master 11011'. 
So all their praises are but prophecies 
OJ this our time, all you prejiguriug, 
Andfor they look'd but witlz divining eyes, 
They had tzot skill euougll your worth to siug: 

For we wlziclz 11011' belzold tlzese present days, 
Have eyes to wouder, but lack tongues to praise. 
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Not mine otvll fears, nor the prophetic soul, 
Of the wide world, dreami11g 011 things to come, 
Can yet the lease of my true love co11trol, 
Suppos' d as forfeit to a confin' d doom. 
The mortal Moon hath her eclipse endur'd, 
Ami the sad Aug11rs mock their ow11 presage, 
Incertaiuties now crown themselves assur' d, 
And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 
Now with the drops of this most balmy time, 
My love looks fresh, ar1d Death to me subscribes, 
Since spite of him I 'lllive ill this poor rhyme, 
While he insults o'er dull and speechless tribes. 

And thou in this slwlt find thy monument, 
When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are spe11t. 
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What's in the braitl that ink may character, 
Which hath 11ot figur' d to thee my true spirit, 
What's 11ew to speak, what 11ew to register, 
That may express my love, or thy dear merit? 
Nothi11g sweet boy, but yet like prayers divine, 
I must each day say o'er the very same, 
Cou11ti11g 110 old tlzing old, thou mine, I thine, 
EvC/1 as whe11 first I hallowed thy fair twme. 
So that etemallot'e in love's fresh case, 
Weighs 11ot the dust a11d ityury of age, 
Nor gives to necessary wri11kles place, 
But makes alltiquity for aye his page, 

Finding the first conceit of love there bred, 
Where time and outward form would show it dead. 
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0 never say that I was false of heart, 
Though absence seem'd my flame to qualify, 
As easy might I from myself depart, 
As from my soulwhiclr i11 thy breast doth lie: 
That is my home of love, if I lwr'e rarrg'd, 
Like him that travels I retum agai11, 
Just to the time, 11ot with the time excha11g' d, 
So that myself bring water for my stai11 : 
Ne11er believe though in my 11ature reign' d, 
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood, 
That it could so preposterously be stain' d, 
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good: 

For uothing this wide Uni11erse I call, 
Save thou my Rose, in it thou art my all. 

IIO 

Alas 't is true, I lzave gone lzere and there, 
Atzd made myself a motley to the 11iew, 

79 

Gor'd mirze owu thoughts, sold cheap tl'lzat is most dear, 
Made old o_ficnces of affections uew. 
Most true it is, that I have look'd 011 truth 
Askauce aud strangely: but by all abo11e, 
These blenches gave my heart auotlzer youth, 
And worse essays prov' d thee my best of love. 
Now all is done, have what slzalllzar,e no eud, 
Mine appetite I ne11er more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend, 
A God i11 lor,e, to ll'lzom I am conjitz' d. 

Tlzetz give me welcome, next my hear1en tlze best, 
Er,ctz to thy pure and most, most lovi11g breast. 
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0 for my sake do you with Fortt/lle chide, 
The guilty goddess of my hamifitl deeds, 
That did uot better for my life provide, 
Than public means which public lltmmers breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand, 
And almost thence my uature is subdu' d 
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand: 
Pity me then, and wish I were renetv'd, 
Whilst like a willing patient I will drink, 
Potio11s of eysell 'gai11st my stroug irifection, 
No bitterness that I will bitter think, 
Nor double peuance to correct correction. 

Pity me then dear jrie11d, a11d I assure ye, 
Even that your pity is etzough to cure me. 
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Your love mzd pity doth th' impression fill, 
Which vulgar scandal stamp'd upon my brow, 
For wltat care I who calls me well or ill, 
So you o'er-green my bad, my good allow? 
You are my All the world, and I must strive, 
To know my shames and praises from your tongue, 
None else to me, nor I to none alive, 
That my steel' d sense or clwnges right or wrong. 
I11 so projo1111d abysm I throw all care 
OJ other's voices, that my adder's sense, 
To critic and to flatterer stopped are: 
Mark how with my ueglect I do dispense. 

You are so strongly iu my purpose bred, 
That all the world besides me thinks y' are dead. 
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Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind, 
And tlzat wlzich govems me to go about, 
Doth part his fimction, and is partly blind, 
Seems seeing, but effectually is out: 
For it 110 form delivers to the heart 
Of bird, of flower, or shape which it doth latch, 
Of his q!rick objects hath the mind no part, 
Nor'llis own t•isio11 holds what it doth catch: 
For if it see the rud' st or gentlest sight, 
The most sweet fa !lour or deformed' st creature, 
The mormtai11, or tire sea, tlze day, or night, 
The crow, or dove, it shapes them to your feature. 

Incapable of more, replete with you, 
My most true mind thus maket/1 mine rmtrue. 

114 

Or whether doth my mind beiug crown' d with you 
Drink up the 1/JOilarch's plague this jlallery? 
Or whether shall I say mine eye saith true, 
And that your love taught it this Alchymy? 
To make of monsters, and things in digest, 
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble, 
Creating every bad a perfect best 
As fast as objects to his beams assemble : 
Oh 'tis the .first, 't is.fiatt'ry in my seeing, 
And my great mind most kingly dri11ks it up, 
Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeiug, 
tlnd to his palate doth prepare the cup. 
If it be poiso11'd, 'tis the lesser si11, 
That mine eye loves it and doth first bcgiu. 
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Those lines that I before have writ do lie, 
Even those that said I could not love you dearer, 
Yet then my judgment knew no reason why, 
A1y most full flame slwuld afterwards bum clearer. 
But reckoning time, whose million' d accidents 
Creep in 'twixt vows, mzd change decrees of Ki11gs, 
Tan sacred beauty, blzmt the slzarp'st intents, 
Divert strong minds to th' course of alt'ring things: 
Alas why fearing of Time's tyramzy, 
Might I not then say now I love you best, 
Wizen I was certain o'er incertai11ty, 
Crow11i11g tlze present, doubting of tlze rest: 

Love is a babe, thw might I uot say so 
To give full growth to that which still doth grow. 

II6 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments, love is not love 
Which alters wizen it alteration finds, 
Or bends with tlze remover to remove. 
0 no, it is an ever-fixed mark 
That looks on tempest mzd is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wand'ring bark, 
Whose worth 's rmlmown, 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 eve11 to tlze edge of doom: 

If tlzis be error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor uo mall ever loved. 
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Acwse me thus, that I have sca11ted all, 
Whcrci11 I should your great deserts repay, 
Forgot upon your dearest love to call, 
Whereto all bo11ds do tie 111e day by day, 
That I !zave frequent bee11 witlz rmktzvrvn minds, 
A11d give11 to time your ow11 dear purchas'd right, 
That I have hoisted sail to all t!ze wi11ds 
Wlziclz should tra11sport me Jartlzest.from your sight. 
Bock both my wi![ul11ess mzd errors douJH, 
A11d 011 just proof surmise, acwmulate, 
Bri11g me withi11tlze level of your frown, 
B11t shoot not at me i11 your wake11ed lzate: 

Si11ce my appeal says I did strive to prove 
Tlze co11sta11cy a11d virt11e of yo11r love. 

nS 

Like as to make our appetites more keen 
With eager compounds we our palate wge, 
As to pre11e11t our maladies UIISCCII, 

We sicke11 to slum sickness when !l'e purge. 
Eve11 so being f11ll of your 11e' er cloyi11g srveet11esl_ 
Tv bitter sauces did I frame my fecdiug; 
A11d sick of !Velfare formd a kiud of meet11css, 
To be diseas'd ere that there was tme ueeding. 
Tlws policy i11 love t' auticipate 
Tlze ills that were uot, grerv to faults assured, 
A11d brought to medici11e a healthful state 
Wlziclz ra11k ofgoodlless would by ill be wred. 

But thence I /cam mzd ji11d the lesson tme, 
Dmgs poiso11 lzim that so Jell sick of you. 
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What potio11s ltave I drr111k of Sirc11 tears 
Distill' d from limbecks foul as hell within, 
Applyingfears to hopes, and hopes to fears, 
Stilllosi11g when I sarr' myself to win ? 
What wretched errors Ttath my !teart committed, 
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never? 
How have mitte eyes out of their spheres been fitted 
In t!te distraction of this madding fever? 
0 benefit Clj ill, tiOfll I find tme 
That better is, by evil still made better. 
And min' d love when it is built a11ew 
Gr .Jws fairer than at first, more strong ,Jar greater. 

So I retum relmk'd to my content, 
And gain by ills thrice more tlllltl I have spent. 
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That you were once r111kir1d befriends me now, 
And for t!tat sorrow, which I then did feel, 
Needs uwst I under my trausgressiotl bow, 
Uuless my uerves were brass or hammered steel. 
For if you were by my u11kiuduess shake11, 
As I by yours, y' have pass' d a hell of Time, 
A11d I a tyraut have tzo leisure takw 
To weigh how once I sr!ffered in your crime. 
0 t!tat our night of woe might have remember' d 
My deepest seuse, how hard tme sorrow hits, 
And soon to you, as you to me then te11der' d 
The humble salve, which wormded bosoms fits! 

But that your trespass now becomes a fee, 
1\{ine ransoms yours, and yours til liSt ransom me. 
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·Tis better to be vile thm1 vile esteemed, 
IV/;e/1 uot to be, receives reproach of bei11g, 
Aud the just pleasure lost, which is so deemed, 
Not by our Jeeliug, but [,y others' seeing. 
For why s!tould others' false adulterate eyes 
Gil'e salutation to my sporfifle blood? 
Or Oil my frailties why are frailer spies, 
Which ill their wills count bad what I 1 hinl! good? 
No, I am that I am, alld they that fepcf 
At my abuses, reckiJtl up their orvu, 
I may be straight though they themselves be betd; 
By their rauk thoughts, my deeds must llOf be sholl'll. 

Uulcss this gC/leral er•il they tuaiutaiu, 
Allmell are bad aud itt their badness rcig11. 
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Thy gift, thy tables, arc ll'itltitt my brni11 
Full clraracter'd IIIith lastiug memory, 
Which shall aboJJe that idle rank rcmai11 
Be)'olld all date eJJell to ctemity. 
Or at the least, so long as brain aud heart 
HaJJe faculty by twture to subsist, 
Till each to ras'd obliviotl yield his part 
Of thee, thy record 1/cJJcr can be miss'd: 
That poor reteutio11 could uot so much hold, 
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score, 
Therefore to giJJc them from me was I bold, 
To tmst those tables that rcceif!e thee more. 

To keep nil adjwrct to remember thee, 
Were to import Jorgetjulllcss iu me. 

Bs 
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]'.;o! Time, tlzou shalt 11ot boast that I do clzauge, 
Thy pyramids built up with newer might 
To me are uothi11g novel, nothi11g strange, 
They are but dressiugs of a former sight: 
Our dates are brief, a11d therefore we admire, 
What thou dost Joist 11po11 11s that is old, 
Atzd rather make them bom to our desire, 
Thall think that we before have heard them told: 
Thy registers and thee I both defy, 
Not wond'ring at the preseut, nor the past, 
For thy records, aud what we see doth lie, 
Made more or less by thy co11timwl haste: 

This I do vow arzd this shall ever be, 
I will be true despite thy scythe arzd thee. 

124 

If my dear love were but the child of state, 
It mightfor Fort1111e's bastard be ur~.fathered, 
As subject to Time's love, or to Time's hate, 
Weeds amoug weeds, or flowers with jlozvers gathered. 
No it ll'as b11ilded Jar from accide11t, 
It sz~ffers uot iu smili11g pomp, uor falls 
U11dcr the blow of tlzralled disconte11t, 
Whereto tlz' iuviti11g time o11r Jashiou calls: 
It fears uot policy that heretic, 
Which works on leases of short 1111111ber' d ho11rs, 
But all aloue stauds hugely politic, 
That it nor grows r11ith heat, nor drowns with showers. 

To this I wituess call the fools o.f Time, 
Which die .for goodness, who have liv'd for crime. 
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JiVere 'taught to me I bore the ca11opy, 
fFir/r my extem the olltward lzououri11g, 
Or laid great bases for etemity, 
Which proves more short tha11 waste or mi11i11g? 
Ha11e I 11ot see11 dz11ellers 011 form mzd favour 
Lose all, a11d more by payi11g too rmrch relit. 
For compo1111d sweet; foregoiug simple savour, 
Pitiful thrivcrs irr their gazirzg spellf. 
No, let me be obsequious in thy heart, 
Arzd take thou my oblaticlll, poor but.free, 
rVhich is not mix'd ll'ith secouds, knows no art, 
Bur mutrwl re11der o11ly me for thee. 

Herrce, thou subom'd Irrformer, a tme soul 
Wlze11 most impeaclr' d, stmrds least in thy control. 
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0 thou my lovely Boy r11ho i11 thy po~zw, 
Dost hold Time's fickle glass, his sickle, hour: 
f!VIzo hast by warzi11g grow11, a11d therein show' st, 
Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self grow' st. 
JfNature (sovereig11 mistress over wrack) 
As tlrou goest o11wards still will pluck thee back, 
Sire keeps tlree to this purpose, that her skill 
May Time disgrace, and wretched minute kill. 
Yet fear her 0 thou minio11 of her pleasure, 
Sire may detai11, but 110! still keep her treasure! 
Her audit (though delay' d) arzswcr' d must be, 
And lrer quietus is to render thee. 

( 
( 
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In the old age black was 11ot cor111ted fair, 
Or if it were it bore not beauty's uame: 
But now is black Beauty's successive heir, 
A11d Beauty slander'd with a bastard shame, 
For since each hand hath put on Nature's power, 
Fairing the foul with Art's false borrou,' d face, 
Sweet Bea11ty hath tro name, no holy bower, 
B11t is profmr' d, if not lives in disgrace. 
Tlzenfore my 1Histress' eyes are raveu black, 
Her eyes so suited, and they moumers seem, 
At such who 11ot bom fair 110 bea11ty lack, 
Slmzd'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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How oft wlzeu tlrou my tmrsic music play'st, 
Upon that blessed wood whose motion souuds 
With thy sweet fiugers wizen thou gently sway'st, 
The wiry coucord that mine ear confounds, 
Do I envy tfwsejacks that nimble leap, 
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand, 
Wlrilst my poor lips rvhich should that harvest reap, 
At the wood's boldness by thee bl11shing stand. 
To be so tickled they would change their state, 
Aud situation with those dancing chips, 
O'er whom thy fingers walk with geutle gait, 
Making dead wood more bless'd tha11 living lips: 

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this, 
Give them thy fingers, me tfzy lips to kiss. 
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Th' expeuse of Spirit i11 a waste of shame 
Is lust ill actiou, m1d till actiou, lust 
Is perjur'd, murd'rous, bloody full of blame, 
Sm1a<qe, extreme, mde, cruel, uot to trust, 
E11joy'd 110 soo11cr but despised straight, 
Past reaso11 lllluted, a11d 110 soouer had 
Past reaso11 hated as a swallorl'ed bait, 
Oll purpose laid to make the taker mad. 
Mad i11 pursuit aud ill possessioll so, 
Had, havi11g, a11d i11 quest to have, extreme, 
A bliss i11 proof a11d proud and 11ery rvoe, 
Before a joy propos'd behi11d a dream, 

All this the world well k11ows yet 11011e kuorvs well, 
To s/ul/1 the hear,e/1 that leads men to this hell. 
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My ;\Iistress' eyes are tlc>thiug like the Su11, 
Coral is Jar more red, thall her lips' red, 
If suorv be white, r11hy thell her breasts are drm: 
If hairs be wires, black rvires grow 011 her head: 
I /rave sew roses damask' d, red and white, 
But 110 suclr roses see I i11 /rer cheeks, 
A11d i11 some perfumes is there more deliglrt, 
Than i11 tire breath tlrat from my Mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I krzorv, 
That Mmic hath a Jar more pleasi11g so1111d: 
I grant I 11ever sarv a goddess go, 
My Mistress whe11 she walks treads 011 the grormd. 

And yet by heaven I think my love as rare, 
As any sire beli' d with false compare. 
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Thou art as tyrarmo11s, so as tho11 art, 
As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel: 
For well thou know' st to my dear dotiug heart 
Thou art the fairest aud most precio11s jewel. 
Yet in good faith some say that thee behold, 
Tlzy face hath not the power to make love groan; 
To say they err, I dare 11ot be so bold, 
Although I swear it to myself alone. 
And to be s11re that is not false I swear 
A tho11sand groa11s b11t thiuking 011 thy face, 
One 011 another's neck do witness bear 
Thy black is fairest i11 my jt~dgment' s place. 

In 11othing art tho11 black save ill thy deeds, 
And thence this slander as I think proceeds. 
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Tlziue eyes I love, and they as pitying me, 
Knowing thy heart torme11t me with disdain, 
Have put on black, and loving 11/0IImcrs be, 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 
And truly not the momitzg S1111 of HeatJCII 
Better becomes the grey cheeks of tlz' East, 
Nor that full Star that ushers i11 the Et'ett 
Dotlz lzalf tlzat glory to the sober West 
As those two motmzing eyes become thy face: 
0 let it theu as well beseem thy heart 
To moum for me siuce mourning doth thee grace, 
And s11it thy pity like in every part. 

Then will I swear Beauty herself is black, 
And all theyfoHl tltat thy complexion lack. 
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.Heshrerv that heart that makes my lreart to gromz 
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me; 
Is 't not enough to torture me alone, 
But slave to slavery my sweet' st friend must be. 
111efrom myself thy cruel eye hath take11, 
Aud my next se?f thou harder hast engrossed, 
Of him, myself, and tlree I am forsaken, 
A tormmt tlrric:! three-fold thus to be crossed: 
Prison my heart in tlzy steel bosom's ward, 
But the11 my frieud's heart let my poor heart bail, 
f,Vho e'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard, 
Thou caust not the11 use rigour in my jail. 

And yet thou rl'ilt,for I being pent in thee, 
Peiforce am thine and all tlrat is i11 me. 
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So rzorv I !rave corifess'd that he is tlzirze, 
Aud I myself ammortgag'd to thy riJi/1, 
Myself I'll forfeit, so that other mine, 
Thou wilt restore to be my conifort still: 
But thou rl'ilt rzot, nor he will not be free, 
For thou art coz,etous, mzd he is kind, 
He /cam' d but surety-like to write J;)r me, 
Undo:r that boud that him as fast doth birzd. 
The statute of tlzy beauty thou wilt take, 
Thou usurer that putt'stforth all to use, 
Aud sue a Jricud, came debtor for my sake, 
So him I lose through my r111kiud abuse. 

Him hat'e I lost, thou hast both him and me, 
He pays the rl'hole, and yet am I trot free. 

91 
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Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will, 
And Will to boot, aud Will itl over-plus, 
More thmz enough am I that vex thee still, 
To thy stveet tvi!lmaking additiou thus. 
Wilt thou tvhose tvi!l is large and spacious, 
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine, 
Shalltvill itz others seem right gracious, 
And irz my tv ill no fair acceptance shine: 
The sea alltvater, yet receives rain still, 
And in ab111zdance addeth to lzis store, 
So tlzou being rich in Will add to tlzy Will, 
One tvill of mine to make thy large Willmore. 

Let 110 unkiud, no fair beseeclzers kill, 
Think all but one, and me in that one Will. 
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If thy soul check thee that I come so near, 
Swear to thy blind soul that I tvas thy Will, 
And will tlzy soul ktzotvs is admitted there, 
Thus Jar for love, my love-suit stveet fulfil. 
Will, tvillfu!fil the treasure of thy love, 
Ay fill itfulltvith tvills, and my will one, 
I11 things of great receipt with ease we prove. 
Among a tlumber orze is reckon'd none. 
Then in the rwmber let me pass uutold, 
Though in thy stores' accourzt I one 1111/St be, 
For nothing hold me so it please thee hold, 
That tlothiug me, a something sweet to thee. 

Make but my tzarire thy love, and love that still, 
And then thou lov' st me for my name is Will. 



SONNETS 

137 

Thou bli11dfool Love, what dost thou to miue eyes, 
That they b<!hold a11d see rzot what they see: 
They know rl'lzat beauty is, see where it lies, 
Yet what the best is, take the worst to be. 
If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks, 
Be mzchor'd i11 the bay where all men ride, 
Wlz y of eyes' falsehood hast thou forged hooks, 
Whereto the judgme11t of my heart is tied? 
Why should my heart thi11k that a several plot, 
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Which my heart kuorl's the wide world's commo11 place? 
Or mir1e eyes seeing this, say this is 110t 
To put fair tmth upon so foul a face. 

In things right tme my heart and eyes have erred, 
A11d to this false plague are they now tratJSjerred. 
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'VVhen my love srl'ears that she is made of tmth, 
I do believe her though I kuow she lies, 
That she might think me some rmtlltor'd youth, 
Uuleamed in the world's false subtleties. 
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me yormg, 
Although she knows my days are past the best, 
Simply I credit her false-speaking tougue, 
On both sides thus is simple tmth supprest: 
But wherefore says she not she is wijust? 
And wherefore say not I that I am old? 
0 love's best habit is in seeming tmst, 
And age in love, loves not t' have years told. 

Therefore I lie with her, and size with me, 
And in our faults by lies we flattered be. 
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0 call not me to justify the wrong, 
Tlzat thy rmkindness lays upon my heart, 
Wormd me not with thine eye but witlr thy tongue, 
Use porver with power, and slay me not by Art, 
Tell me thou lov' st elsewhere; but i11 my sight, 
Dear lreart forbear to glauce tlziue eye aside, 
Wlrat need' st thou wound with crmniug wizen thy might 
Is more than my o' erpress' d defeuce cmz bide? 
Let me excuse thee, air my love well kuorLJs, 
Her pretty looks have beetz mine enemies, 
And therefore from my face size turns my foes, 
That they elsewhere might dart their itUuries: 

Yet do not so, but siuce I am near slain, 
Kill me outright with looks, and rid my pain. 
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Be wise as thou art cruel, do uot press 
My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain: 
Lest sorrow lend me words and rLJords express, 
The manner of my pity wanting pain. 
If I might teach thee wit better it rvere, 
Though trot to love, yet love to tell me so, 
As testy sick men wlze11 their deaths be near, 
No uews but health Jrotll their physicia11s know. 
For if I slzould despair I should grow mad, 
A11d i11my madness might speak ill of thee, 
Now this ill-wrestitzg ll'orld is grown so bad, 
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be. 

That I may not be so, uor thou belied, 
Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud lzeart go wide. 
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I11 faitlz I do uot lol'e thee with mine eyes, 
For they i11 thee a thousmzd errors note, 
But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise, 
Who in despite of view is pleas' d to dote. 
Nor are mine ears with tlzy tougue's tune delighted, 
Nor tender feeling to base touches prone, 
Nor taste, uor smell, desire to be invited 
To any scusual feast with thee aloue: 
But my .fi z,e wits, uor my .fi vc seuses can 
Dissuade one foolish heart from serviug tlzec, 
Who leaf!es zmsway' d the likeness of a mau, 
Thy proud heart's slaflc and vassal wretch to be: 

Only my plague tlwsfar I couut Ill}' gaiu, 
That she that makes me. siu, awards me pain. 
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Lof!c is my siu, and tlzy dear virtue hate, 
Hate of my siu, grouuded 011 siufulloviug, 
0 but with mine, compare thou thine own state, 
And thou shalt }i11d it rnerits uot repro11i11g, 
Or if it do, uot from those lips of thiue, 
That ha11c pr~{au'd their scarlet omameuts, 
Aud seal' dfalse bouds of lo11e as oft as miue, 
Robb' d others' beds' rez,erwes of tlzeir reuts. 
Be it lauful I love thee as thou lo11' st those, 
Whom tlzi11e eyes woo as miile impC'rtune thee, 
Root pity i11 thy heart that rvheu it grows, 
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be. 

if thou dost seek to lzafle wlzat tlzou dost hide, 
By self-example mayst thou be deuied. 
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Lo as a careful housewife nms to catch, 
One of her feathered crealllres broke away, 
Sets down her babe and makes all swift despatch 
ltz pursuit of the thing she would have stay: 
Whilst her neglected child holds her ill chase, 
Cries to catch her 111hose busy care is bent, 
To follow that which flies before her face, 
Not prizing her poor infallt' s discontent; 
So rrmn' st thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar belzind, 
But if tfzou catch thy hope 111m back to me: 
And play the mother's part, kiss me, be kind. 

So will I pray that thou mayst have thy Will, 
If thou tum back a11d my loud crying still. 
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Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 
Wfzicfz like two spirits do suggest me still, 
The better angel is a ma11 right fair: 
The rvorser spirit a woman colour' d ill. 
To witl me soon to hell my female evil, 
Temptet/1 my better angel from my side, 
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 
Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 
Atzd whether that my angel be tum' d fiend, 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell, 
But being both from me both to each friend, 
I guess one arzgel ill arzother's hell. 

Yet this shall I ne'er /mow, but live ill doubt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good otze out. 
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Those lips that Love's ow11 hand did make, 
Breath'dforth the sound that said I hate, 
To me that lauguish' d for her sake: 
But when she saw my woeful state, 
Straight in her heart did mercy come, 
Chiding that tongue that ever sweet, 
Was us'd i11 giving gentle doom: 
And taught it thus anew to greet: 
I hate she alter' d with m1 end, 
That follow' d it as gentle day, 
Doth follow night who like a fiend 
From heaven to hell is flown away. 

I hate,Jromhate away she threw, 
Aud sav' d my life saying, uot you. 

Poor soul the ceutre of my sinful earth, 
My sinful earth these rebel powers that thee array, 
Why dost thou pine withi11 a11d Sl!ffer dearth 
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay? 
Why so large cost haviug so short a lease, 
Dost thou upon thy fadiug mansion spend? 
Shall worms iuhcritors of t!lis excess, 
Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body's end? 
Then sou/live thou 11po11 thy servant's loss, 
And let that pine to aggravate thy store j 
Buy terms divine itl selling hours of dross: 
Withi11 be fed, without be rich 110 more, 

So shalt thou feed 011 Death, that feeds o11me11, 
And Deat!t once dead, there's no more dying the11. 
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My love is as a fever longing still; 
For that which lorzger rmrsetlz the disease, 
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, 
Tit' uncertain sickly appetite to please: 
My reason the physician to my love, 
Augry that his prescriptious are tzot kept 
Hath left me, and I desperate uow approve; 
Desire is death, which physic did except. 
Past wre I am, rzow reason is past care, 
And frmztic mad with evermore rmrest, 
My thoughts aud my discourse as mad men's are, 
At raudom from the truth' vainly express' d. 

For I have swom thee fair, aud thought thee bright, 
r-vho art as black as hell, as dark as night. 
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0 me! what eyes hath love put in my head, 
Which have 110 correspoudence with true sight, 
Or if they have, where is my judgmeut fled, 
That ccrzsures.falsely what they see aright? 
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote, 
What memzs the world to say it is not so? 
If it be not, theu love doth well denote, 
Love's eye is not so tme as all men's: no, 
How can it? 0 how can love's eye be tme, 
That is so 11ex' d with watching aud with tears? 
No marvel then though I mistake my view, 
The sun itself sees uot, til/heaven clears. 

0 cmming love, with tears thou keep's! me blind, 
Lest eyes well seeiug thy foul faults should .find. 
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Ca11st thou 0 cruel, say I love thee 11ot, 
Whc11 I agai11st myself with thee partake: 
Do I 11ot thi11k ou thee wheu I forgot 
Am of myself, ali tyra11t for thy sake? 
Who lwteth thee that I do call my jrie11d, 
011 wlwmfrorvn'st thou that I do Jawll upou, 
Nay if thou lower'st 011 me do I 11ot spe11d 
Reve11ge upo11 myself with prese11t moan? 
r-Vhat merit do I i11 myself respect, 
That is so proud thy service to despise, 
When all my best doth worship thy defect, 
Comma11ded by the motio11 of thi11e eyes. 

But love hate 011 for 11orv I kuorv thy mi11d, 
Those that ca11 see thou lov'st, and I am blind. 
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Oh from what power hast thou this powerjulmigl1t, 
With i11sujficieiiCY my heart to sway, 
To make me give the lie to my tme sight, 
Aud swear that brightuess doth 11ot grace the day! 
Whence hast thou this becomiug of thiugs iii, 
That in the very refuse of thy deeds, 
There is such streugth aud warrautise of skill, 
That iu my mi11d thy rl'orst all best exceeds? 
Who taught thee how to make me lor•e thee more, 
The more I hear a11d see just cause of hate, 
Oh though I love what others do abhor, 
With others thou shouldst uot abhor my state. 

If thy uuworthi11ess rais' d love it I me, 
More worthy I to be bclov' d of thee. 
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Love is too you11g to kuow rtJ!wt co11sciellce is, 
Yet rvho kuows uot corrscieuce is bom of love, 
Then getrtle cheater urge not my amiss, 
Lest guilty of my faults tlry sweet self prove. 
For thou betrayi11g me, I do betray 
My nobler part to my gross body's treason, 
My soul doth tell my body that Ire may 
Triumph i11 love,.fieslr stays no farther reason, 

. But rising at tlry name dotlr point out tlree, 
As Iris triumphant prize, proud of tlris pride, 
He is couteuted thy poor dritdge to be 
To stand i11 thy aj}airs,Jall by thy side. 

No want of co11scieuce lrold it that I call, 
Her love,for whose dear love I rise mrd fall. 
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I11 loviug thee tlrou know' st I am forswom, 
But thou art twiceforswom to me love swearing, 
In act thy bed-vow broke aud uerfJ faith tom, 
In vowing new hate after new love beariug: 
But wiry of two oaths' breach do I acwse thee, 
When I break trtJellfy: I am perjur'd most, 
For all my vows are oaths but to misuse tlree: 
And all my honest faith i11 tlree is lost. 
For I have swom deep oaths of thy deep kindtress: 
Oaths oftlry love, tlry truth, thy cotrstmtcy, 
Aud to e11liglrte11 thee gave eyes to blitrdlless, 
Or made them swear agai11st the tlriug tlrey see. 

For I /rave swom thee fair: more perjur' t1 I, 
To swear agai11st the truth so foul a lie. 
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Cupid laid by his braud aud Jell asleep, 
A maid of Diau' s this advautage fouud, 
Aud his love-kiudliug fire did quickly steep 
!11 a cold l'alley-:forllltaill of that grouud: 
Which borrow' d from this holy fire of love, 
A dateless lively heat still to eudure, 
Aud grew a seetlriug bath which yet meu prove, 
Agaiust strauge maladies a sovereign cure: 
But at my mistress' eye Love's brmrd ueu,:fired, 
The boy for trialueeds would touch my breast, 
I sick withal the help of batlr desired, 
A11d thither hied a sad distemper'd guest. 

But found 110 cure, the batlr for my help lies, 
Where Cupid got 11ew fire; my mistress' eyes. 
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The little Love-God lyi11g o11ce asleep, 
Laid by Iris side his heart-iriflmniu.~ braud, 
Whilst mauy Nympf1s that vow' d chaste life to keep, 
Came trippiug by, but i11 her maide11 haud, 
The fairest votary took up that fire, 
Which mauy Legions of trrte hearts had warm' d, 
A11d so tire Ge11eral of hot desire, 
Was sleepi11g by a Virgiu lra11d disarm' d. 
This braud she quenched i11 a cool Well by, 
Whlclrfrom Love'sfire took !real perpetual, 
Growi11g a batlr a11d lrealtliful remedy, 
For men diseas' d: but I my .Mistress' thrall, 

Came there for cure and tlris by that I prove, 
Love's fire heats water, water cools uot love. 
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A LOVER'S COMPLAINT 

by 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

From o..ff" a hilltvhose concat'e womb reworded, 
A plaintful story from a sist'ring vale 
My spirits t' attend this double voice accorded, 
And dotv11 I laid to list tlze sad trm' d tale, 
Ere long espied a fickle rnaid full pale 
Teariug of papers, breaki11g rings a twain, 
Storming lzer tl'orld with sorrows, wiud aud rain. 

Upon her /read a plaited hive of strarv, 
Wllich fortified her visage from the Sun, 
Whereon the thought might thiuk sometime it satv 
The carcase cif a beauty spe11t aud doue, 
Time had not scythed all that youth begun, 
Nor youth all quit, but spite of heaven's fell rage, 
Some beauty peep' d, through lattice of sear' d age. 

Oft did she /reave her napkin to her eyne, 
Wl!iclr 011 it had conceited clraracters: 
Latmd'ring the silke11 figures in the brine, 
That seasoned tvoe had pelleted in tears, 
And often readiug what contents it bears: 
As often shrieking undistinguish'd tvoe, 
In clamours of all size both high and low. 
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So11;etimes her le11ell'd eyes their carriage ride, 
As they did batt'ry to the spheres i11te11d: 
Sometimes diverted their poor balls are tied, 
To th' orbed earth; sometimes they do exte11d, 
Their view right on, anon their gazes lend, 
To every place at ot1ce and no tv here fix' d, 
The mi11d a11d sight distractedly commi.,'d. 

Her hair nor loose uor tied in formal plait, 
Proclaim'd in her a careless ha11d of pride; 
For some u11tuck'd desce11ded her sheav'd hat, 
Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside, 
Some in her threaden fillet still did bide, 
A11d true to bo11dage would not break from the11ce, 
Though slackly braided in loose negligence. 

A thousand favours from a mm111d she drew, 
Of amber crystal and of bedded jet, 
Which one by one she i11 a river threw, 
Upon II' hose u•eepi 11g 111arge11t she was set, 
Like usury applyi11g wet to wet, 
Or monarch's hands that lets not bounty fall, 
vVhere u>ant cries some, but where excess begs all. 

Of folded schedules had she many a one, 
Which she perus' d, siglt' d, tore and gave the flood, 
Crack'd ma11y a ri11g of posied gold and bone, 
Biddi11g themfi 11d their sepulchres in mud, 
Found yet 1110 letters sadly penn' d in blood, 
With sleided silk,feat and offectedly 
Enswatlz' d and seal' d to curious secrecy. 
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These often bath'd site i11 her jluxive eyes, 
And often kiss' d, and often gave to tear, 
Cried 0 false blood thou register of lies, 
What 11napproved witness dost thou bear! 
Ink would have seem' d more black and damned here! 
This said in top of rage the lines she re11ts, 
Big discontent, so breaking their contents. 

A reverend man t!wt graz' d his cattle nigh, 
Sometime a blusterer that the n~tfle knew 
Of Court of City, and had let go by 
The swiftest hours observed as they flew, 
To111ards this a.fjlicted Jancyfastly drew: 
And privileg' d by age desires to know 
In brief the grounds and motir1es of her woe. 

So slides he dowu upon his grained bat; 
And comely distant sits he by her side, 
When he again desires her, being sat, 
Her grievance with his !tearing to divide: 
if that from him there may be ought applied 
Which may her sr!fiering ecstasy assuage 
'Tis prom is' din the charity of age. 

Father she says, though in me you behold, 
The injury of mauy a blasting hour; 
Let it not tell your judgment I am old, 
Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power; 
I mighr as yet have beetl a spreading flower 
Fresh to myself, if I had self applied 
Love to myse((, and to 110 lol•e beside. 
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But woe is me, too early I attended 
A youthful suit it was to gai11 my grace; 
0 one by uature's outwards so commended, 
That maidcus' eyes stuck over all his face, 
Love lack' d a dwelling and made him her place, 
And whetl i11 his fair parts she did abide, 
She was new lodg' d and uewly deified. 

His broumy locks did hang i11 crooked wrls, 
And every light occasiou of the wind 
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls, 
What's sweet to do, to do will aptly find, 
Each eye that saw him did enchmll the mi11d: 
For 011 his visage was i11 little drawn, 
What largeness thinks ill paradise was sawn. 

Small show of mall was yet upon his chin, 
His plw:uix dowu begau but to appear 
Like rmshom velvet, 011 that termless skin 
T-Vhose bare out-bragg'd the web it seem'd to wear. 
Yet showed his visage by that cost more dear, 
And uice q_tfectious wavering stood in doubt 
If best were as it was, or best without. 

His qualities were beauteous as his form, 
For maiden-tongu' d he was and tlu:reof free; 
Yet if me11 mov' d him, was he such a storm 
As oft trPixt May and April is to see, 
Wheu winds breathe sweet, rmrrtly though they be. 
His rudeness so with his autlwriz' d youth, 
Did livery falseness iu a pride of tmth. 
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Well could he ride, and ojteu meu would say 
That horse his mettle from his rider takes 
Proud of su~jectiou, uoble by the sway, 
What rotmds, what bounds, what course, what stop he 

makes; 
And coutroversy hence a question takes, 
Whether the horse by him became bis deed, 
Or he his manage, by th' well doiug steed. 

But quickly 011 this side the verdict ll'CIIf, 

His real habitllde gave life mrd grace 
To appertaiuirzgs and to omamcnt, 
Accomplish'd in himself uot i11 his case: 
All aids themsefr,es made fairer by their place, 
·Can for additions, yet their purpos'd trim 
Pice' d not his grace but 111ere all grac' d by him . 

. So on the tip of his subduing tongue 
All kind of argumerzts mzd questio11 deep, 
All replicatio11 prompt, and reasou strong 
For his adva11tage still did wake and sleep, 
To make the weeper laugh, tlze laughter weep, 
He had.the dialect a11d different skill, 
Catchi11g all passio11s i11 his craft of will. 

That he did i11 the ge11eral bosom reign 
·OJ you11g, of old, a11d sexes both enchanted, 
To dwell with him iu thoughts, or to remain 
I11 persoual duty, following where he harm ted, 

·Co11scllt's bcwitch'd, ere he desire har'e granted, 
A11d dialog11'djor him what he would say, 
As.k' d their owu wills and made their wills obey. 
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M~uy there tvere that did his picture get 
To serve their eyes, a11d i11 it put their miud, 
Like fools that i11 tit' imagir1ntio11 set 
The goodly objects which abroad they .fiud 
OJ lauds aud mausions, theirs i11 thought assigll' d, 
Alld labouriug i11 mo pleasures to bestorv them, 
That I the tme gouty lalldlrrd tl'hich doth owe them. 

So mally have that uever touch' d his lw11d 
Stl'eetly supprs' d them mistress of his heart: 
My wOtful self that did i11 freedom sta11d, 
Aud was my owll fee simple (llot ill part) 
What with his art i11 youth mzd youth ill art 
Threw my a.Dixtious iu l1is charmed power, 
Reserv'd the stalk aud gave him all my flower. 

Yet did I uot as some my equals did 
Dema11d of him, 11or bei11g desired yielded, 
Fi11di11g myself i11 ho11o11r so forbid, 
With safest dista11ce I mi11e lzo11o11r shielded, 
Experie11ce for me 111auy bulwarks builded 
OJ proofs uetv bleediug which remai11' d the foil 
OJ this false jewel, a11d his amorous spoil. 

But ah who ever slmzlll' d by precedeut, 
The destiu'd ill she must herself assay, 
Or fore' d e:~;amples 'gaiust her 011111 coute11t 
To put the by-past perils iu her way? 
Couuselmay stop a while what willuot stay: 
For wheu we rage, advice is ofreu sec11 
By bluutiug us to make our tl'its more kee11. 
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Nor gives it satiifactiotl to o11r blood, 
That tve IIIIlS/ curb it 11pot1 others' proof, 
To be forbid the sweets that seems so good, 
For fear of harms that preach itz o11r behoof; 
0 appetite from j11dgment stand aloof! 
The one a palate hath that 11eeds will taste, 
Tho11gh reason tl'eep and cry it is thy last. 

For further I co11ld say this man's U11true, 
A11d knew the patterns of lzis foul beguiling, 
Heard where his plants ill others' orchards grew, 
Saw hotv deceits were gilded i11 his smiling, 
K11erv vorvs were ever brokers to defiling, 
Tho11ght characters a11d words merely but art, 
And bastards of his fo11l adulterate heart. 

A11d loug 11pon these terms I held my City, 
Till thus he gan besiege me: Gentle maid, 
Hat'e of my sujferi11g youth some feeling pity 
And be 11ot of my holy vows afraid, 
That 's to ye sworn to 11one tvas ever said, 
For feasts of love I have been call' d unto 
Tilltzozv did ne'er invite 11or never vorv. 

All my o.ffen~es that abroad you see 
Are errors of the blood 11one of the mind: 
Love made them 11ot, with ac!Jire they may be, 
Where 11either party is 11or true 11or ki11d, 
They so11ght their shame that so their shame did find, 
And so 11mch less of shame it1 me remai11s, 
By how much of ,;e their reproach contai11s. 
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A1irong the mauy that mine eyes have seen, 
Not one whose flame my heart so much as warmed, 
Or my affectiou put to th' smallest teen, 
Or auy of my leisures ever charmed, 
Harm have I done to them but ue' er was harmed, 
Kept hearts iu liveries, but mine ow11 was free, 
Aud reign' d commanding iu his monarchy. 

Look here what tributes wormded Jaucies sent me, 
OJ paled pearls aud rubies red as blood: 
Figrrriug that tlrey their passions likewise lent me 
OJ grief aud blushes, aptly understood 
In bloodless white, aud the eucrimsou' d mood, 
Effects of terror aud dear modesty, 
Encamp' din hearts but fighting outwardly. 

Aud lo behold these talents of their frair, 
With twisted metal amorously empleach' d 
I have receiv' d from many a several fair, 
Their kiud acceptance, weepiugly beseech' d, 
f-Vith th' amzexious of fair gems euriclz' d, 
And deep braiu' d somzets that did amplify 
Each stone's dear Nature, wortfz and quality. 

Tlze diamond? why 'twas beautiful and Izard, 
Whereto his ilzvis' d properties did tend, 
Tlze deep green em'rald iu whose fresfz regard, 
Weak siglzts their sickly radiauce do amend, 
The heaveu lzu' d sapphire aud the opal bleud 
With objects manifold; each several stone, 
Witlr rvit well blazou' d smil' d or made some moan. 
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Lo all these trophies of a_ffections hot, 
OJ pensiv' d and subdu' d desires the tender, 
Nature hath clzarg' d me that I hoard them not, 
But yield them up where I myself m11st render: 
That is to you my origin and endcr: 
For these of force 1/lltst your oblations be, 
Since I their altar, you enpatro11 me. 

0/z then advance (of yours) that phraseless haud, 
Wlzose white weighs down the airy scale of praise, 
Take all these similes to your owu command, 
Hallowed with sighs that buming l11ngs did raise: 
What me your minister for you obeys 
f,Vorks rmder yo11, aud to your a11dit comes 
Their distract parcels, in combined sums. 

Lo tlris device was sent me from a Ntm, 
Or Sister sauctified of holiest uote, 
Which late her noble suit in court did slum, 
Whose rarest havi11gs made the blossoms dote, 
For she was so11ght by spirits ~f richest coat, 
B11t kept cold distance, and did therrce remove, 
To speud her living in eternal love. 

But olz my srveet what labour is 't to leave, 
The thiug we have trot, mast'ring what not strives, 
Playi11g the place which did 110 form receive, 
Playiug patient sports in unconstraiu'd gyves, 
She that her fame so to herself colltrives, 
The scars of battle 'scapeth by the flight, 
And makes her absence valiant, rzot her might. 



' A LOVER S COMPLAINT 

Oh p~rdo11111e i11 that my boast is true, 
The accidem which brought me to her eye, 
U poll the momellt did her force subdue, 
A11d 11ow she would the caged cloister jl y: 
Religious love put out religio11' s eye: 
Not to be tempted would she be e11ur' d, 
A11d 11ow to tempt all liberty procur' d. 

How mighty then you are, Oh hear me tell, 
The broken bosoms that to me belo11g, 
Have emptied all their formtaius i11 my well: 
And mi11e I pour your Ocean all among: 
I stro11g o'er them mzd you o'er me beiug stro11g, 
lvfust for your victory us all co11gest, · 
As componud lotJe to physic your cold breast. 

My parts lzad power to clzarm a sacred S111z, 
Who disciplirz' d I dieted iu grace, 
Believ' d her eyes, wheu they t' assail begwz, 
All vows a11d cousecrations givin.~ place: 
0 most poterztiallove, vow, boud, rzor space 
I11 thee hatlz rzcirhcr stiug, k11ot, rzor coz!fille 
For tlzouart all a11d all things else are t/Jirze. 

Whe11 thou impresses! wlzat are precepts worth 
Of stale example? wheu thou wilt iziflame, 
Ho11' coldly those impedimeuts stand forth 
Oftvealtlz, offilialfear, law, kiudredfame, 
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Loves arms are peace, 'gaiust mle, 'gaiust sense, 'gaiust shame 
And stveetens in tlze stiff' ring pangs it bears, 
The aloes of all forces, ·shocks aud fears. 



Il4 A LOVER's COMPLAINT 

Now all these hearts that do on mine depend, 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine, 
And supplicant their sighs to you extend 
To leave the batt'ry that you make 'gainst mine, 
Lending soft audience, to my sweet design, 
And credent soul, to that strong bonded oath, 
That shall prefer and undertake my troth. 

This said, his wat'ry eyes he did dismount, 
Whose sights till thw were Ievell' don my face, 
Each cheek a river rurming from a fotmt, 
vVith brinish wrrent downward flowed a pace: 
Oh how the channel to the stream gave grace! 
Who glaz' d with crystal gate the glowing roses, 
That flame through water tvlziclt their hue incloses. 

Oft father, wlzat a hell of witch-craft lies, 
In the small orb of orze particular tear? 
But with the inundation of tlze eyes, 
What rocky heart to water wi llnot wear? 
vVhat breast so cold that is not warmed here, 
Or cleft ~{feet, cold modesty hot wrath: 
Botlz fire from hence, and chill ex tincture hath. 

For lo lzis passion but an art of craft, 
Et1e11 there resolv' d my reason into tears, 
There my white stole of chastity I daft, 
Shook o_ff my sober guards, and civil fears, 
Appear to /, i 111 as he to me appears : 
All melting, though our drops this dijJ're11ce bore, 
His poiso11' d me, and mine did him restore. 



A LOVER's COMPLAINT 

In him a pleuitude of subtle matter, 
Applied to cautels, all strmrgeforms receives, 
OJ buming bluslres, or of weeping water, 
Or souuding paleness: mrd he takes and leaves, 
In either's aptness as it best deceives: 
To blush at speeches rank, to weep at 111oes 
Or to tum wlrite arrd sourrd at tragic shows. 

Tlrat not a lreart rv/riclr in Iris level came, 
Could 'scape tire frail of Iris alllrrrrtirrg aim, 
Showing fair Nature is botlr kirrd arrd tame: 
And veil' d in tlrem did win rvlrom Ire rvould mcrim, 
Against tire tiring Ire sought, Ire worrld exclaim, 
Wlreu Ire most burnt in lreart-wislr' d luxury, 
He prcaclr' d pure maid, and prais' d cold chastity. 

Tlrus merely with tire garment 4 a grace, 
Tire naked aud concealed fiend Ire cover' d, 
That tlr' uuexperieut gave the tempter place, 
Whiclr like a clrerubiu above tlrem /rover' d, 
Wlro youn.~ and simple would not be so lover' d. 
Ay me !Jell, and yet do questio11 make, 
What I slrould do agairr for suclr a sake. 

0 that irrfected moisture of Iris eye, 
0 tlrat false fire 111lriclr irr Iris clreek so glorv' d: 
0 tlrat forc'd tlrrmder from his lreart did fly, 
0 that sad breath Iris sprmgy /rmgs besto11•cd, 
0 all tlrat borrowed motion seeming orved, 
w . .~~~!d yet <1,f?clill betray tire sore-betrayed, 
And ncrv pervert a rccorrcilcd Jvlaid. 

FI Nl S 

IIS 



NOTES TO THE SONNETS 

Rcftreuces to the text are to the 1111111ber m;d liue 
of ea;J, Souuet 

Dediwtiou Many guesses at the identity of 'Mr W. H.' have 
been made, of which the more interesting arc:-

(a) William Hall. Sir Sidney Lee noted that an 
edition of the Fourfold Meditations of Fr Robert 
Southwell, the Jesuit martyr, printed 1606, was 
dedicated 'To the Right Worshipful and Vertuous 
Gentleman, Matthew Saunders, Esquire. W. H. 
wishcth, with long life, a prosperous achievement 
of his good desires'. Lee identified this W. H. with 
the W. H. of rhe Sonnets and declared that the 
original was one William Hall, a printer in a small 
way. This identification has been accepted by 
many. Beyond the fact that Hall's initials were 
W. H. there is no other evidence to connect him 
with either publication, nor is it likely that he 
would have commended the work of a Jesuit 
martyr, for he printed anti-Catholic books. 

(b) Sir William Har11ey, who married the Earl 
of Southampton's mother in 1598; a likely person 
to have access to the original manuscript. He has 
also a greater claim to be the W. H. of Father 
Southwell's Four{old Meditatious, for the South
ampton family ~as strongly Catholic. He might 
also have been the 'o1tlie begetter' in the semc 
that he first suggested that Shakespeare should 
address Southampton. 

(c:) William Herbert, Earl of Pembroke. 
:I L. z bt'allty's rose: a common figure for youthful beauty. 

Hotspur speaks of Richard the Second as 'that 
s·wcct lovely rose'. 

L 6 self substantial }itel: fuel of your own substance. 



NOTES 

H'ithiu thiue OIVII ••• uiggardiug: instcaJ of expanding 
to blossom and seed you comract and come to 
nothing. Couteut: chat which contains, substance. 

forty JVi11tcrs: In Shakespeare's time men mamred, 
married and died earlier ch:m to-day. 

totter' d: cam·red. 
sum my cormt: audit my account with Nature. 
old excus.:: justification in old age. 
Nature's bequest gives uotlriug: the beauty which 

Nature has bestowed is a loan co be passed on. 
'Time destroys the summer flowers, but the 
essence of flowers distilled lives on as a remem
brance of summer.' 

L('t:sc: lose. 
gracious light: the Sun. 
makcless: matclcss. 
.for store: for increasing the stock. 
sable: black. 
breed to brave him: posterity which defies Time when 

the sire is gone. 
detcrmirratiou: end. 
lrusbaudry: household management. 
Astrorromy: astrology. Astrologers, in their humble 

cap:tcity as almanack makers, added co the penny 
Calendar a forecast of the weather for the year as 
well as prognostications of higher events. 

Thy l'lld is Truth's ... : When you die, Truth and 
Beauty die with you. 

sullied: smirched. 
paiutcd cormtc~feit: portrait. 
strdched metre: poetic licence. 
passiou: fervent declaration of love. 
Gilding: as chc Sun's light gilds. 
A mmr in !we ... coutrol/irrg: 'A man in appearance 

surpassing all others.' The Quarto prints 'A man 
in hew all Hell's, in his comrowling' (sec Intro
duction p. 21) which may point to a pun. 
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NOTES 

lvfuse: poet. 
Stirr' d by: inspired by. 
ro11dure: round. 
expiate: end. 
for fear of trust: fearing to trust myself to speak. 
presagers: interpreters. 
!tee/' d: engraved. 
table: tablet, noccbook. 
The paiujitl warrior ... worth ... forth : The Quarto 

reads • q uitc' in line 11. Rhyme demands either 
'forth' in line 11 or 'fight' in line 9· 

pair!fitl: laborious. 
ji>il'd: defeated. 

This Sonnet reads like a verse p:\raphrase of the 
Dedication to Lucrece (sec p. 20 ). If so, it probably 
accompanied the copy of the poem sent to South
ampton. 

twire : peep. 
scope: opportunity. 
dateless: endless. 

'My absence from you reminds me of all my 
friends lost: you have all their precious qualities.' 

e11deared: made more precious. 
dearer birtl1: more valuable offering. 
alchymy: the alchemist's quest was how to turn base 

metal to gold. 
rack: cloud drift. 
cross: burden, sorrow. 
ca11kcr: maggot. 
Authorisi11g tlry trespass ... compare: allowing your 

offence by comparing it with others' faults. 
salving: soothing. 
separable spite: a spite which separates. 
my bewailed guilt: Nothing is known of the event to 

which this refers. 
dearest spite: bitterest spite. 
E11titlrd: enrolled. 



NOTES 

give ir111ention liglrt: give light to inspiration. 
Etemal 1111mbers: immortal verse. 
mrious: particular, censorious. 
Oh how ... me? : How can I praise with modesty 

when you arc the better part of mysclf1 
In these three sonnets the poet lamems the loss of 
his mistress and takes what consolation he can. It 
is likely that the mistress is the same as the woman 
addressed in the last series. Sonnets 133, 134, 144 
tell essentially the same story. 

sightless: blind. 
~f" the dull substmrce ... thouglrt: If my body were not 

material I would come to you quick as thought. 

J 19 

L. 12 

L. 13 
39 LL. 1-2 

43 L. 12 

44 L. I 

In this Sonnet Shakespeare carries on from 44 the 45 
idea of the four clements of air, fire, earth, water. 

purgiugjire: fire is essentially a purifying agent. 
witlr trvo alone: i.e. when the volatile clements of air 

and fire arc subtracted there remains only the 
heavy clements, earth and water. 

life's composition be rewred: until the four be re-
assembled. 

conquest of tlry siglrt: booty won by seeing you. 
quest : jury. 
moiety: share. 
For truth pro11es thievish ... : Even Truth would 

become a thief for such a prize. 
settled gravity: sober respectability forbidS friendship 

with a player. 
eusconce: shelter. 
captaiu: principal. 
counterfeit: picture. 
foizon : increase. 
canker-blooms: blossoms of the wiid rose. 
vad::: fade. 
all-oblivious enmity: oblivion that is enemy to all things. 
till the judgment ... arise: until you rise again at the 

Day of Judgment. 
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48 L. 14 

49 L. 8 
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55 L. 9 
L. 13 
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jS L. 9 
59 L. 8 
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62 L. IO 

L. 13 

63 L I 

66 L. 3 

L. II 
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68 L. I 

L. 3 
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69 L. 3 
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76 L. 6 

77 
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NOTES 

charter: privilege to do what you please. 
clraracter: handwriting. 
1-VIretlrer: pronounced as a monosyllable 'where'. 
clropp' d: chapped, rough. 
'Tis tlree ... praise: By identifying myself with you, 

I fancy myself beautiful. 
Against: against the time when. 
ueedy Notlrirrg ... jollity: the natural beggar gaily 

dressed - the antithesis to the previous line. 
Simplicity: foolishness. 

'Why should he live amidst such general corrup
tion; So char Nature may see what perfection once , 
was. 

lace : ornainent. 
Roses of shadow: painted roses. 

'So his beauty is a pattern of the ancient beauty' 
before painting and false hair imitated true beauty. 

map of days out-wom: picture of days past. 
fair: beauty. 
golden tresses of tire dead: The wigmaker obtained his 

hair where he could, often from the heads of 
corpses. 

due: the Quarto reads 'end'. 
Tire soil ... grow: The Quarto reads 'solye'. The 

blemish is because you grow too familiar with 
inferiors. 

Tire omamcrrt ... suspeCi: Beauty is always suspected. 
envy, evermore enlarg'd: envy is always at liberty. 
And keep invention ... weed: and express my thoughts 

always in the same style. Weed: garment. 
Scm with the present of a notebook. 

lovely argument: the subject of thy loveliness. 
better spirit dotlr use your name: sec note on Sonnet 

86. 
married: irrevocably tied. 
attairrt: blame. 
sympatlris' d: feelingly expressed. 



NOTES 

paiutir(~: superfluous ornamenr. 
tcnda: offer. 
modem: commonplace. 
.fi/' d: polished. Francis Mt·rcs in pramng Shakes

peare's plays wrote that 'the Muses would speak 
with Shakespeare's fmc filed phrase, if they would 
speak English'. 
The rival poet of whom Shakespeare was jealous 
is variously identified: George Chapman is likeli
est. 'It is bound to remind students of the peculiar
ities of Chapman: ( r) The gorgeous and rather 
overdressed quality of his really" great verse"; (z) 
His belief in spirits, or, at any ratt", telepathy, 
indicated in the dedication and the opening lines 
of his portion of Hero and Leander; (3) His some
rimes inhuman rhodomonrades and obscurity, -
writing "above a morral pitch"; (4) The special 
cult of night in his early poems; (5) His extrava
gant dedications of poems and even plays to per
sons of rank ; wicness that of the early books of 
his Homer to Esst"x.' [Shakespeare's Sormets. Ed. 
Tucker Brooke.] 

patent ... swerving: my grant of love lapses. 
misprision : mistaking. 
set me light: slightly value me. 
humour: peculiarity. 
lreal'y Satum: Those born under Saturn were heavy 

and melancholic. 
a satin: to decay: if there :1rc any wrinkles they will 

mock decay. 
Phi lome/ in summer's front: the nightingale in early 

summer. 
The friendship has lasted three years. 'Since he 
first met his correspondem three periods of time 
had elapsed, in each of which a spring had pre
ceded an autumn (L 5) and a sununer a winter 
(II. 3 and 4) while three periods each containing 
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NOTES 

an April, a May and a June (1. 7) were also included 
in the d1ree-year period which he is describing. 
However rhe reader varies the arrangement of the 
seasons mentioned, he will find char he can arrange 
them in one way only if he is to observe all the 
conditions laid down by the poet, i.e. he must 
place his first meeting with his friend in the spring, 
indeed in the April of some year, and he must dare 
the sonnet as having been written at the end of 
winter (or very soon after that) just three years 
after the first eventful interview between the two 
men.' [J. A. Fort. A Time Scheme for Sl1akespearc's 
Sollllets.) Fort further argued char the likeliest April 
for the beginning of the period was 1593 when 
Shakespeare dedicated Vcn11s a11d Ado11is to 
Southampton. 

blazon: description. 
This Sormer so obviously refers to current e\'enrs 
that it should provide a date. Unfortunately, like 
the others, it is ambiguous. The 'morral Moon' is 
Queen Elizabeth, but it is doubtful whether 'her 
eclipse endur' d' means 'has been blotted our' 
(i.e. she is dead], or 'has passed through a period 
of eclipse', (i.e. she has survived]. Two dares arc 
reasonable : 

(a) Spring 1603. This dare fits all the references. 
Queen Elizabeth died on 24th March. Southamp
ton was a prisoner in the Tower during rhe 
Queen's life ['forfeit to a confin'd doom']. lr 
was very generally expected chat on the Queen's 
death civil war and anarchy would follow; bur 
the prophets of disaster were proved wrong, for 
James I succeeded without opposition and was 
enthusiastically welcomed. One of his first acts 
was to release Southampton. If the Smmcr was 
written in the Spring of 1603 it is an additional 
argument for identifying the Youth with Somh-



NOTES 

ampro"n. On the ocher hand it seems unlikely that 
chcre should have been an interval of seven years 
between 104 and 107, and of ten vcars since the 
series began. ' 

(b) Amumn 1596. On 6th September 1596 
Queen Elizabeth emerged from the period of her 
'grand Climacteric', her 63 rd year. The climac
teric periods - each seventh year - were regarded 
a.~ crises in human life and the Sth, 9th and Iorh 
climacteric of Queen Elizabeth were all decisive. 
In the 8th the Armada came and was defeated; in 
the 9th the SpJniards captured c~lais and disaster 
seemed imminent; in the Joth she died. Prophets 
of disaster were very busy in 1596. In the Spring 
the Bishop of St David's even preached a sermon 
before the Queen on mystical numbers and rhe 
grand climacteric, and devised a prayer for rhe 
Queen to offer in which she was made to say '0 
Lord, I am now emered a good way into the 
climacterical year of mine age which mine enemies 
wish and l1opc to be f.1tal to me'. The gloomy 
prophets were however confounded in the sum
mer. In August a brilliant viccory was won over 
the Spaniards at Cadiz which was sacked and 
burned, the alliance with France was renewed, and 
in the early amumn there was a general feeling of 
optimism. 

qualify: moderate. 
rang'd: wandered. 
morley: clown. 
blenches: glances aside. 
public means: i.e. as an entertainer. 
eyse/1: vinegar, regarded as a protccri vc medicine 

against the plague. 
o'cr-gn"L'II: as grass over a bare patch. 
steel' d smse: feelings firm as steel. 
adder's sense ... stopped: The wicked arc 'like the 
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NOTES 

deaf adder that stoppcth her car, which will 
not hearken to the voice of the charmers, charming 
never so wisely'. Psalm 58, v. 4· 

latch: lay hold of. The Quarto reads lack. 
beams: eye-beams, the eye being supposed to shoot 

out beams of sight. 
g11st: caste. 
Those lines ... do lie: The thought of this sonnet 

resembles Donne's poem Love's Growth. 
Methinks I lied all winter, when I S\vorc 
My love was infinite, when spring makes it 

n1orc. 
mark: sea mark, a conspicuous object by which 

seamen check their course. 
height be taken: i.e. in reckoning a ship's posicion by 

the stars. 
Book: enter as a debit. 
rank: overfull. 
bevel: slanting. 
tables: notebooks. 
character' d: written. 
tallies: a tally was a stick on which notches were cue 

ro record amounts due. 
dressi11gs of a former sight: new forms of old sights. 
love ... child of state: If my love was merely born of 

policy, it would die when love was no longer 
profitable. 

thralled discouteut: discontent held in subjection. 
Which die for gooduess ... crime: who when executed 

for crime protest that they arc martyrs for a good 
cause. Shakespeare is thinking of some political or 
religious conspiracy, but the reference is too vague, 
and conspiracies were too common for it to be 
idemified. 

bore the ca11opy: On ceremonial occasions a canopy 
was often carried over the Sovereicm. 
With this Sonnet the series to th~ Youth ends. 



NOTES 

The Quarto prints empty brackets (retained in the 
text) co indicate missing lines. The poem however 
is not a formal sonnet of 14 lines but rather an 
Envoy, or Conclusion. 

quiellls: receipt, formal acknowledgment of pay
ment. 

rmder: give up. 
This is the first of the Sonnets co the D:~rk Woman. 
'There have been several claimants co the dubious 
distinction of being the "Dark Lady". The cone 
of Shakespeare's Sonnets co her suggests chat she 
was not a person of any posicion, and there is 
scattered evidence chat in the 159o's one of the 
well-known courtesans was notoriously dark. In 
the Gray's Inn Revels, amongst chose brought in 
co pay mock homage to the Prince of Purpool 
''Lucy Negro, Abbess de Clcrkeull'ell, holdcth the 
Nmmery of Clerkeuudl, ·with the Lands and 
Priviledges chereunco belonging, of the Prince of 
Purpoole oy Night-Service in Cauda, and co fmd a 
Choir of Nuns, with burning Lamps, co chaum 
Placebo to the Gentlemen of the Prince's Privy
Chamber, on the Day of His Excellency's Corona
cion." (Malone Soc. Reprint, p. I 2.) Tlus "Lucy 
Negro" I would very cencacivcly identify as the 
Dark Lady. In Guilpin's Skialcrhcia, 1598, Epi
grams 57, 61 and 62 arc co a light lady called 
Nigrina. Doth Southampcon and Guilpin were 
members of Gray's Inn. In Weever's Epigrams, 
1599, Third Week, Epig. 12, are verses /11 Byrrham: 

Is Byrrlza brown< Who doth the question aske: 
Her face is pure as Ebonie ieac blacke, 
It's hard to know her face from her fair maske, 
Deautie in her seemes beautie still to lacke, 
Nay, she's snow-white, bur for that russet skin, 
Which like a vaile doth keep her wluceness in.' 

[Shakespeare at WtJrk, p. 310.] 
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NOTES 

fair: beautiful. 
successive heir: next in descenc. 
put 011 Nature's power: i.e. by painting improve on 

Nature. 
jacks: keys. 
damask' J: adorned. 
my jrie11d aud me: The echo of Sonnets 40-2. 
e11grossed: monopolized. 
statute: legal security. 

The italics of the Quarto, emphasizing the pun on 
'will' and 'Will' are kept. 

will: desire. 
several: separate. 
suggest: urge. 

The princer of the Quarto has unfortunately re
peated 'My sinful earth' instead of the right word 
which editors variously guess. Some such ·word as 
'Bearing' or 'Feeding' is reguircd. 
This and the next Smmct have nothing to do with 
the series. They arc adaptations of Greek epigrams. 

a seethiug bath: probably a reference to Bath, which 
was as famous in Shakespeare's as in Roman times. 

NOTES TO A LOVER'S COMPLAINT 
.. ·f·_, "' :_. 

P. 104 L. I reworded: echoed. 
L 15 eyue: eyes. 
L. 16 couceited clznracters: elaborate devices. 
L. 18 seasoued: salt. 
L. I 8 pelleted: dropped. 
L 20 undistiuguish' d: inarticulate. 

P. I05 L I lev~ll'd eyes their carriage ride: her eyes arc aimed, 
like a cannon on its carriage, against the stars. 



piued: thin,. 
mauud: basket. 

NOTES 

posied gold: Lovers' rings were often inscribed "\Vith 
a posy or litcle motto. 

sleided silk: sleeve silk, i.e. some strands of na[Ural 
silk, often used for tying personal letters. 

feat: neat. 
fiuxive: flowing. 
n1Jle : tumult. 
faucy: love, lover. 
bat: staff: 
t>cstasy: emotion. 
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L. z6 
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P. 106 l. I 

l.9 

l. 12. 

L. I 5 
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What /argcuess thiuks i11 paradise II'IIS saw11: A corrupt P. 107 L. l.J. 

line, of which the true reading can only be guessed. 
Saw11: (perhaps)=seen. 

phoeuix dow11: it is not clear why the youthful lip 
should be called 'phoenix', unless as a far-fetched 
conceit for 'rare', 'incomparable'. 

termless: youthful. 
bare: bareness. 
mm111ge: horsemanship. 
replicatio11 : retort. 
fee simple: absolute possession. 
foil: setting. 

l. J6 

l. 17 

L. IS 
P. lOS l. 7 

l. 17 

P. 109 l. I I 

L. 2.0 

brokers: agents. As Polonius puts it, giving similar P. 110 L. 12. 

advice to Ophelia, 
In few, Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vows, for they are brokers, 
Not of that dye which their investments show, 
But mere implorators of unholy suits. 

acture : act. 
teeu: sorrow. 
ill liveries: as servants. 
taleuts of their hair: offerings of their hair. 
empleach' d: inrertwined. 
illl'is'd: unseen. 
blazou' d: painted. 

P. IIO l. 2-J. 

P. I II l. 3 
l. 6 
L. 15 
L 10 

L. 23 

L. ::S 
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P. I 12 L. 14 distract parcels: separate items. 
L. 19 richest coat: i.e. noblemen with illustrious coats of 

arms. 
L. 24 playil~~ the place : the word ' playing ' is repeated 

from I. 25 in place of some word meaning ' flying' 
or the like. 

L. 25 
P. II3 L. 6 

L. 28 

tmcoustraiu' d gy11es: fetters which do not restrain. 
cnur' d: accustomed. 
aloes: bitterness. 

P. II4 L. I 3 Who glaz' d ... iucloses: His checks, covered with 
tears, look like roses covered with crystals. 

L. 20 cleft effi:ct: divided into two. 
L. 24 daft: rook off. 

r. I I 5 L. 2 cm1tels: craftiness, treacheries. 
L. 7 sound: swoon. 
L. 8 level: aim. 
L. 13 luxury: !usc. 
L. 28 · recouciled: an absolved penitent. 
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