
FRom fairelt creatures we defire increafe,
That thereby beauties R9ft might neuer die,

But as the riper fhould by time deceafe,
His tender heire might beare his memory:
But thou contracted to thine owne bright eyes,
Feed'fi thy lights flame with (elfe rubllantiall fewell,
Making a famine where aboundance lies,
Thy felfe thy foe.eo thy fweee [e1fe tOOcrueU:
Thou that art now the worlds frelh ornament,
And only herauld to the gaudy (pring,
Within thine owne bud buridl thy content,
And tender chorle makfi wafi in niggarding:
Pitty theworld,or el[e this glutton be,
To eate the worlds due,by the graue and thee.

From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty's rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease,
His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.
Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament,
And only herald to the gaudy spring,
Within thine own bud buriest thy content,
And, tender churl, mak'st waste in niggarding:
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee.
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VVHen fortie Winters /ball befeige thy brew.
And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field.

Thy yourhcs proud liuery fo gaz.'d on now.
Wi! be a rotter'd weed offmal worth held:
Then being askr.where all thy beautie lies.
Where all the treafure of thy lufiy daies;
To fay within thine owne deepe fimken eyes,
Were an all-eating Ihame.and rhrifrlefle praife.
How much more praife deferu' d thy beauties vfe,
If thou couldll anfwere this faire child of mine
Shall fum my counr,and make myoId excufc
Proouing his beautie by fuccdIion thine.
'This were to be new made when thou art ould,
And fee thy blood warme when thon feel'll it could.

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 tottered 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 myoid 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.

{ 52 }



A Wormns face with natures owne hand painted,
Halte thou the Ma/l~r MiHris of rnyJallion,

A womans gentle halt but not acquainte
With /hifting change as is falfe wornens f./hion,
An eye more bright then theirs,lei!"efalfe in rowling:
Cjlding the obiea where-vpon it gazcth,
A man in hew allHews in his cc ntrowling,
Which Ileales mens eyes and womens foules amafeth,
And for a woman wert thou firO:created,
Till nature as Ihe wrought thee fell a dcnnge,
And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thing to my purpofe nothing.
But fince fhe prickt thee out for womens pleafure-.
Mine bethy laue and thy loues vU:their rreafure,

A woman's face with Nature's own hand painted
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change, as is false women's fashion;
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;
A man in hue, all hues in his controlling,
Which steals men's eyes and women's souls amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created,
Till Nature as she wrought thee fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she pricked thee out for women's pleasure,
Mine be thy love, and thy love's use their treasure.
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NOtmarble, nor the guilded monument,
OfPrinces lhall out-line this powrefull rime,

But you lhalllhine more bright in thefe contents
Then vnfwepr /lone, befineer'd with fluerifh time,
When VI a/lefull warre /hall StlltueJOllcr-turne •
.And broiles roote out the worke of mafonry,
Nor kim hish'ord, nor warres quick fire '-hall borne ~
The Iiuing.tecord ofyour memory.
Gainl1:deatb.snd all obliuious emniry
Shall you pace forth, your praife /hait flil finde roome,
Euen in the eyes of all pollerity
That weare this world out to the ending doome,
So til the iudgemene that your felfe arife,
You Iiue in this.and dwell in louers eies,

Not marble nor the gilded monuments
Of princes shall outlive this pow'rful 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 Judgement that your self arise,
You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.
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My Millres eyes are nothing like the Sunne,
C urrall is farremore red.then her lips red,

If fnow be white,why then her brefis are dun:
Ifhaires be wiers,black wiers grow on her heaAi:
I haue fcene Rofes damaskt,reil and white,
But no Iuch Rofes fee lin her eheekes,
And in [orne perfumes is there more delight,
Then in the breath that (rom my MiLlresreeker,
I laue to heare her [peake,yet well Iknow,
That Muficke hath a farre more pleafing found:
I gtaunt I neuer faw a godddfe goe,
My Millles when Ihee walkes treads on the ground.
And yet by heauen I thinke my loue as rare,
As any fhe beli'd with falfe compare.

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 ga-
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.

{ 555 }



 152~

INlouing thee thou know'll I am fOifworne.
But thou art twiceforfworne tome lone fwearing,

In aCtthy bed-vow broake and new faith torne,
In vowing new hate after new loue bearing:
But why of two othes breach doe I sccufe thee.
When I breake twentyd amperiur'd moll,
For all my vowes areothes but to mifufe thee:
And all my henefl faith in thee is loll.
For I haue fworne deepe orhes of thy deepe kindnellC:
Oehes of thy loue,thy truth, thy conflancrc,
And to lnlighren thee gaue eyes to blindneffe,
Or made them [were againll the thing they fee.
For I haue fworne thee faire::nore periurde eye,
To fwere againll the truth fa foule alie,

~I

In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn,
But thou art twice forsworn to me love swearing:
In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn
In vowing new hate after new love bearing.
But why of two oaths' breach do I accuse thee,
When I break twenty? I am perjured most,
For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee,
And all my honest faith in thee is lost.
For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness,
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy,
And to enlighten thee gave eyes to blindness,
Or made them swear against the thing they see:

For I have sworn thee fair: more perjured eye,
To swear against the truth so foul a lie.
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