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When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field, 

Thy youth's proud livery so gazed on now, 

Will be a tattered weed of small worth held: 

Then being asked, where all thy beauty lies, 

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days; 

To say within thine own deep sunken eyes, 

Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise. 

How much more praise deserved thy beauty's use, 

If thou couldst answer 'This fair child of mine 

Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse' 

Proving his beauty by succession thine. 

This were to be new made when thou art old, 

And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold. 

18 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimmed, 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance, or nature's changing course untrimmed: 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st, 

Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st, 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 

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

29 

When in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, 

And look upon my self and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featured like him, like him with friends possessed, 

Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least, 

Yet in these thoughts my self almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 

(Like to the lark at break of day arising 

From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate, 

For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings, 

That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 

 

55 

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 

Of princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme, 

But you shall shine more bright in these contents 

Than unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time. 

When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 

And broils root out the work of masonry, 

Nor Mars his sword, nor war's quick fire shall burn: 

The living record of your memory. 

'Gainst death, and 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 ending doom. 

So till the judgment that your self arise, 

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eye 

73 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold, 

When yellow leaves, or none, or few do hang 

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 

Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou seest the twilight of such day, 

As after sunset fadeth in the west, 

Which by and by black night doth take away, 

Death's second self that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire, 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 

As the death-bed, whereon it must expire, 

Consumed with that which it was nourished by. 

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong, 

To love that well, which thou must leave ere long. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



109 

O never say that I was false of heart, 

Though absence seemed my flame to qualify, 

As easy might I from my self depart, 

As from my soul which in thy breast doth lie: 

That is my home of love, if I have ranged, 

Like him that travels I return again, 

Just to the time, not with the time exchanged, 

So that my self bring water for my stain, 

Never believe though in my nature reigned, 

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood, 

That it could so preposterously be stained, 

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good: 

For nothing this wide universe I call, 

Save thou my rose, in it thou art my all. 

130 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun, 

Coral is far more red, than her lips red, 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun: 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head: 

I have seen roses damasked, red and white, 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks, 

And in some perfumes is there more delight, 

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know, 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound: 

I grant I never saw a goddess go, 

My mistress when she walks treads on the ground. 

And yet by heaven I think my love as rare, 

As any she belied with false compare.  

133 

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan 

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? 

Me from my self thy cruel eye hath taken, 

And my next self thou harder hast engrossed, 

Of him, my self, and thee I am forsaken, 

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be crossed: 

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom's ward, 

But then my friend's heart let my poor heart bail, 

Whoe'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard, 

Thou canst not then use rigour in my gaol. 

And yet thou wilt, for I being pent in thee, 

Perforce am thine and all that is in me. 

 

 

137 

Thou blind fool Love, what dost thou to mine eyes, 

That they behold and see not what they see? 

They know what beauty is, see where it lies, 

Yet what the best is, take the worst to be. 

If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks, 

Be anchored in the bay where all men ride, 

Why of eyes' falsehood hast thou forged hooks, 

Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied? 

Why should my heart think that a several plot, 

Which my heart knows the wide world's common place? 

Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not 

To put fair truth upon so foul a face? 

In things right true my heart and eyes have erred, 

And to this false plague are they now transferred. 

147 

My love is as a fever longing still, 

For that which longer nurseth the disease, 

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, 

Th' uncertain sickly appetite to please: 

My reason the physician to my love, 

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept 

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve, 

Desire is death, which physic did except. 

Past cure I am, now reason is past care, 

And frantic-mad with evermore unrest, 

My thoughts and my discourse as mad men's are, 

At random from the truth vainly expressed. 

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright, 

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. 


