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[bookmark: _Toc1659256]Introduction 
 
This is an endeavor that I offer as an educational tool for the students of the poet.  
I pretend no scholarly credentials as to substantiating the validity of this work and I will need to count on the Muse, who inspired me as well as my deepest appreciation for the profundity, beauty, eloquence, and pure artistry that this compilation embodies and the judgment of those who read my interpretation of it. 
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[bookmark: _Toc1659259]Sonnet 1 
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'st 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, makest waste in niggarding.
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659260]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  From the finest creatures we seek their propagation, so that beauty’s perfections will continue.
Lines 3-4:  But as the most mature soon pass away, his tender offspring can pass on his memory.
Lines 5-6:  But you, wedded to your own shiny eyes (vain), indulge your life force with your own vain sustenance.
Lines 7-8:  Making a dearth where plenty abounds, your own self your nemesis, to your fair self too unkind.
Lines 9-10:  You who are the world’s new glory and the only harbinger to the showy spring.
Lines 11-12:  Within your own bosom you bury your happiness and, your tender miser, make waste in this hoarding.
Lines 13-14:  Feel sympathy for the world or else show your greed, to consume the world’s right, by the grave and yourself.




 




[bookmark: _Toc1659261]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he argues that from the finest species we expect their propagation, so that their beauty is preserved.  As well, those who pass on also leave their legacy.  In the second quatrain, he chides his subject for his vanity (I am assuming this is directed to the Earl of Southampton whose family commissioned the artist to write some of these sonnets to convince him of the value of parenthood), which can result in a waste of his life if he does not bear his progeny.  He becomes, then, cruel to himself.  In the third quatrain, he tells him that he is in his most fertile period, the harbinger of a season of rebirth, but yet his vanity results in wasteful “niggarding.”  He reverses the imagery to emphasize his argument in the couplet, by asking him to show a concern for his world or else become a glutton, by eating the world’s right of his heirs, should he die without any.


[bookmark: _Toc1659262]Sonnet 2

When forty winters shall beseige thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field,
Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now,
Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held:
Then being ask'd 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.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659263]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When forty winters shall assail your forehead (e.g., forty years pass you by) and dig deep wrinkles in its once fair field. 
Lines 3-4:  Your youth’s proud appearance, so admired now, will become like a shredded weed, of little value esteemed. 
Lines 5-6: Then asked where all your beauty resides, where the treasure of your wanton days. 
Lines 7-8:  To say, within your own deeply embedded (from age and perhaps sorrow), eyes, would be an all-consuming shame and miserly praise. 
Lines 9-11:  How much more praise deserved your beauty if you could answer, “This fine child of mine shall total my contribution and justify my age.” 
Line 12:  Proving his beauty by his existence your own! 
Lines 13-14:  This was to be reborn when you have aged and see your blood warm in him when you feel your own cold. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659264]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he continues his discussion of the merits of procreation in “Sonnet 1‟.  He tells his friend to imagine his time passing to old age and his beauty withered.  He uses the imagery of nature to emphasize beauty, fertility and natural process.  In quatrain two, he adds  that his friend will be then asked where his beauty is now.  To reply that it is now within his shrunken frame will be shameful and wasteful.  How much better praise and use of his beauty than if he could answer with his own child, the testament and embodiment of his beauty‟s value and justification of his life in his later years.  In the couplet, he adds that having a child is like being reborn and instills ”newness” while aging.  This, again, could be directed to the Earl of Southampton at the behest of his parents.  Later we find that he falls in love with him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659265]Sonnet 3

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest
Now is the time that face should form another;
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.
For where is she so fair whose unear'd womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb
Of his self-love, to stop posterity?
Thou art thy mother's glass, and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime:
So thou through windows of thine age shall see
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.
But if thou live, remember'd not to be,
Die single, and thine image dies with thee.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659266]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Look in your mirror, and tell the face you see, now is the time that face should wear another frame (another child). 
Lines 3-4:  Whose new visage if now you do not renew (do not conceive), will perplex (stressing that this is unnatural) and deny some woman motherhood. 
Lines 5-6:  For where is she so fine whose untilled womb loathes the tillage of your parenting? 
Lines 7-8:  Or who is he so vain to become the tomb of his vanity, to stop his progeny? 
Lines 9-10:  You are your mother’s reflection, and she is reflected in you, calls back the promising spring of her prime (with your being). 
Lines 11-12:  So, you through the children (windows) of your age will see, despite how withered, this your shining period. 
Lines 13-14:  Or if you live, you will not be remembered (if you do not have offspring), die alone, and your image, your essence, dies with you. 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659267]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his friend to look at his reflection and visualize how important that he understand that he should reproduce his beauty in another.  If not, this would be most unnatural and shameful.  In the second quatrain, he asks there is no woman who would refuse his husbandry, he uses, again, images of nature:  “husbandry,” “tillage,” “unear‟d” to emphasize the natural directive of procreation.  He also asks what man would be so vain as to allow his fondness of self to end so unfulfilled as to leave no legacy.  In the third quatrain, he reminds him that he is the fruit of his mother’s labor of love as well and that, in him, recalls the springtime of her youth.  So, too, with his own children’s growth, in spite of his “wrinkled” age, he will also be reminded of his own golden period.  In the couplet, he admonishes him that if he lives, not seeking to be remembered, that is, having children, then he will die alone along with the memory of his existence. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659268]Sonnet 4

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty's legacy?
Nature's bequest gives nothing but doth lend,
And being frank she lends to those are free.
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse 
The bounteous largess given thee to give? 
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?
 For having traffic with thyself alone,
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.
Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canst thou leave?
Thy unused beauty must be tomb'd with thee,
 Which, used, lives th' executor to be.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659269]Translation 
 
Lines 1 and 2:  You waste your beauty upon yourself. 
Lines 3:  This is only lent to you. 
Line 4: To be blunt, lent only to those with free will 
Lines 5-6:  So, hoarder of the beauty bestowed on you, why do you waste it so on only yourself? 
Lines 7-8:  Like a lender of excessive rate (notice his use of a business analogy, to emphasize the waste of nature’s investment when the person does not 
cultivate his natural bounty and bestow his beauty upon his own progeny), yet still with no profit, for those riches bestowed upon you, that still you couldn’t enjoy. 
Lines 8-9:  For being your own customer, you only cheat yourself. 
Lines 10-11:  When you time has expired, what will be your true account? 
Line 13:  But your beauty buried with you that you never used (i.e., a child never born). 
Line 14:  Which, if used, continues in your offspring to become your executor (completing the business analogy). 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659270]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he admonishes his lover for his vanity; his beauty is only lent to him and frankly speaking is only unique to his humanity.  In the second quatrain, he compares him to a beautiful miser, spending his beauty on merely 
his wanton needs, wasting the natural bounty bestowed upon him which it is his obligation to pass onto his progeny.  In this way, his like a merchant earning no profit, for his vanity prevents him from fully enjoying life (e.g., raising a family).  In the third quatrain, he again scolds him for his vanity and wanton ways, which 
only deceives himself.  Following his business analogy, he asks him to reflect 
upon what legacy (“audit”) he will leave behind.  In the couplet, he offers him the 
prospect that if he does not fulfill his parental obligation he will die alone, but if he uses his beauty wisely; his offspring will be a living testament to him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659271]Sonnet 5 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,
Will play the tyrants to the very same
 And that unfair which fairly doth excel:
For never-resting time leads summer on
To hideous winter and confounds him there;
Sap cheque'd with frost and lusty leaves quite gone, 
Beauty o'ersnow'd and bareness every where:
Then, were not summer's distillation left,
A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,
Beauty's effect with beauty were bereft,
Nor it nor no remembrance what it was:
But flowers distill'd though they with winter meet,
Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659272]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  That time that delicately created that lovely surrounding you see. 
Lines 3-4:  Will become evil ministers that will despoil this splendor. 
Lines 5-6:  For time’s passage inexorably takes us from the beauty of summer to the winter’s frigid domain where she is countered. 
Lines 7-8:  Her flowing juices frosted and of splendid foliage bereft. Lines 9:  If not her (summer’s) remnants still left. 
Line 10:  These remnants frozen like a prisoner in its frosty cell. 
Line 11-12:  This remnant, too, would be lost and its memory as well. Line 13:  Yet, even though its frozen flowers are in the cold grasp of winter’s hoary hand. 
Line 14: Its (summer’s) flowers lease away only their outward appearance (superficiality), their essence is still preserved. 
 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659273]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he speaks of that time which presented the most splendid scene will cruelly lead to a new landscape.  In this unkind clime, the “unfair” sinter elements will “fairly” or inevitably overcome that which was “fairly” presented before, the summer’s pleasing scene (notice his delicate wordplay on the word “fair”).  In the second quatrain, he continues that time’s ceaseless procession leads the splendor of summer inexorably to winter’s hoary path, where she is stopped (“cheque‟d”), her sap frozen and her hearty leaves vanished.  Summer’s beauty snowed under and instead a barren land in her once lush home.  In the third quatrain, he explains that despite this, if summer’s remnants would not be remembered (notice his wordplay with the word “beauty,” using it twice to connote beauty “confounding” or voiding itself).  In the 
couplet, he declares that though these frozen flowers can only show their outward form (“lease”), their essence still lives sweetly preserved. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659274]Sonnet 6 

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface 
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill'd:
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place 
With beauty's treasure, ere it be self-kill'd.
That use is not forbidden usury,
Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That's for thyself to breed another thee,
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one;
Ten times thyself were happier than thou art, 
If ten of thine ten times refigured thee:
Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart, 
Leaving thee living in posterity?
Be not self-will'd, for thou art much too fair
To be death's conquest and make worms thine heir.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659275]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Do not let age roughly take your youth before you have a child. 
Lines 3-4:  First use your beauty to create new mortal treasure before you go. 
Lines 5-6:  Doing so is not exacting too high a cost for what would make happy those making such payment, i.e., your parent of your child (using the image of wealth as analogous to a child). 
Lines 7-9:  This is the better deal, to bear another one like yourself, your wealth will grow many-fold and so, too, your happiness and self-fulfillment. 
Lines 10-12:  With your progeny, thus, you confound death. 
Lines 13-14:  Do not be vain, you are too fine, to succumb to your mortality where only worms will be your inheritance (he uses references to “worms” consuming our earthly remains repeatedly in his sonnet series). 
 







[bookmark: _Toc1659276]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he extols this person not to let age (using the metaphor of winter) come and prevent him from using his most fertile period (“summer”) to bear children.  Find some woman (“Make sweet some vial) to be a mother, 
before this ability withers and dies in you.  In the second quatrain, continuing his play on a business analogy, he tells him not to consider this a greedy loan, but makes those pleased who are happily willing to pay the loan (of his life).  His 
interest will accrue ten-fold.  In the third quatrain, he asks that if he multiplied his 
kind, he could then overcome death, for he would leave behind his progeny.  In the couplet, he again warns him to not be vain, for he is much to fair to be death’s victim and simply allow his only heirs to be vile worms. 


[bookmark: _Toc1659277]Sonnet 7 

Lo! in the orient when the gracious light 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight, 
Serving with looks his sacred majesty; 
And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly hill, 
Resembling strong youth in his middle age, yet mortal looks adore his beauty still, 
Attending on his golden pilgrimage; 
But when from highmost pitch, with weary car, 
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day, 
The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are From his low tract and look another way: 
So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon, 
Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659278]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Look!  In the orient where the gentle light raises his fiery head, each under watch.
Lines 3-4:  Pays homage to his newly informed view, serving to view this sacred majestic site.
Lines 5-6:  And having scaled the steep heavenly hill, reminiscent of his vital youth in his older age.
Lines 7-8:  Yet mortal view admires his beauty still, waiting on his golden odyssey.
Lines 9-10:  But when from the highest elevation, with weary chariot, like frail age, he reels from the day.
Lines 11-12:  The observers, before dutiful, now averted are from his low territory and turn their attention elsewhere.
Lines 13-14:  So you, yourself departing in your later day, will be unwatched as you die, unless you beget a son.
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659279]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he uses an analogy of the orient’s light that inspires the earthly onlookers that are in awe of this natural spectacle.  In the second quatrain, the progress of the day is reflected on the steep hilly landscape, like the effort of a young man, where mortal view still admires this ascent.  But, when, the day advances and darkness now approaches, like old age, those awed views now turn away from his fading illumination.  In the couplet, he compares this with his friend, who himself is reaching his own “noon” where he will also be forgotten, unless he has a son. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659280]Sonnet 8

Music to hear, why hear'st thou music sadly?
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.
Why lovest thou that which thou receivest not gladly,
Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy?
If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,
By unions married, do offend thine ear,
They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,
Resembling sire and child and happy mother
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing:
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee: 'thou single wilt prove none.'
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659281]Translation 
 
Lines 1-4:  Why are you listening to music so forlornly? Music should complement your sweetness, not sour it. 
Lines 5-6:  Why then care for a medium that makes you unhappy, or accept with pleasure that which annoys you? 
Lines 7-8:  If the harmony of sound offends you, they are scolding you softly, your conflict of being single in absence of what would make you whole and like the music playing, in harmony. 
Lines 9-10:  Listen how one string, by being “wedded” to another, brings out the most in each by such arrangement. 
Lines 11-12:  Like a happy family, separate members, yet one pleasing melody sings. 
Lines 13-14:  Their unsung song, of many parts, but one harmony, singing this to you: “Being single you will be alone.” 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659282]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he chides him for listening so forlornly to music.  Music should accent your own sweetness, joy delights in joy.  How can you love that 
which you do not embrace closely or take pleasure in that which bothers you?  In the second quatrain, he continues:  if the unison of finely-tuned chords, “married” by their harmony, still offends you listening to them, they only rhythmically 
criticize you, who contests in your single state the harmonious parts you should instead listen to.  In the third, he continues his musical analogy; notice how one string, sweet partner to another, reverberate in each by a natural ordering, analogous to a father and child along with their elated mother, who, as one, their combined notes as one do sing.  In the quatrain, he adds that their silent song, composed of many parts, yet appearing as one, sings to you:  “Your solitude will keep you lonely.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659283] Sonnet 9

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye
That thou consumest thyself in single life?
Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die.
The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife;
The world will be thy widow and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,
When every private widow well may keep
By children's eyes her husband's shape in mind.
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;
But beauty's waste hath in the world an end, 
And kept unused, the user so destroys it.
No love toward others in that bosom sits
That on himself such murderous shame commits.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659284]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Is it because you fear to make a widow weep that you waste your life being single? 
Lines 3-4:  Yet, if you die childless, you will be mourned for not fulfilling your maternal obligation. 
Lines 5-6:  The world now your widow left itself to cry that you have not left it with your offspring. 
Lines 7-8:  When other widow’s still have their children to view their father. 
Lines 9-10:  A spendthrift may change his location whenever his consumption is through, but the world he still enjoys. 
Lines 11-12:  But the waste of beauty (here, the ability to procreate) has no such benefit, if not used, this gift is taken back. 
Lines 13-14:  This also shows no love or regard for others in this person’s heart when he even hurts himself this tragic way. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659285]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he asks if this person simply fears to bring sorrow upon some woman that he remains single.  But, if he does not bear children, the world will then weep for him, as some woman who could not have any.  In the second 
quatrain, he expands this thought metaphorically to state that the world itself will become his “widow” and weep if he does not leave his stamp behind.  While, at 
the same time, other widows can still envision their deceased husbands through the eyes of their offspring.  In the third quatrain, he explains that a person 
preoccupied with material gain, once he exhausts its purchase, simply can move elsewhere and still enjoy his world.  But beauty’s consumption cannot be used this way, if not used for its own particular purpose, here, procreation, its gift is 
returned.  In the couplet, he admonishes him by saying that this disposition also shows no concern for others when he can inflict such tragic (“murderous” could refer to the fact that he is preventing new life) harm upon himself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659286]Sonnet 10

For shame! deny that thou bear'st love to any,
Who for thyself art so unprovident.
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,
But that thou none lovest is most evident;
For thou art so possess'd with murderous hate
 That 'gainst thyself thou stick'st not to conspire.
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate
Which to repair should be thy chief desire.
O, change thy thought, that I may change my mind!
Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?
Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind,
Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove:
Make thee another self, for love of me,
That beauty still may live in thine or thee.



[bookmark: _Toc1659287]Translation 
 
Lines 1:  Such a pity that you deny love to anyone (also by “bear’s” he can be referring to bearing a child). 
Line 2: This is so unwise. 
Line 3: Admittedly, many love you. 
Line 4: Yet, that you have love for no one shows. 
Line 5:  Instead consumed instead by hate. 
Line 6:  That you support by not confronting it. 
Lines 7-8:  That the mortal dwelling you occupy you are intent on destroying when, instead, to repair it should be your main concern. 
Line 9:  Change so that my opinion of you can. 
Line 10:  Can hate be allowed such a fine home (in you) instead of love? Line 11:  Let your inner self be the reflection of the goodness you show on the surface. 
Line 12:  At least to yourself prove generous. 
Line 13:  Here he can be referring to two themes, 1. Change for the better, or 2. Create a child, to show your love for me. 
Line 14:  So that beauty will still continue in what is yours (i.e., a child) or you. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659288]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he again admonishes him for failing to realize his responsibility of parenthood.  Even though beloved by many, his actions belie this affection, showing their love is not shared by him in turn.  In the second quatrain, he chides him for being consumed by “murderous” hate (as in the last sonnet, murder refers to not bearing children) which in a cowardly way (this is insinuated) he does not levy against himself.  He changes the course of his 
argument into a sadistic thread, then, to charge that he, as a result, is despoiling the “roof” of his human dwelling (the use of “home” as his own being) when, 
instead, he should seek to repair it (that is, remove this “murderous” propensity and have a family).  In the third quatrain, he asks him to change his attitude so that he can change his opinion of him.  Shall his hate have a more equitable 
accommodation than his tender love?  (This highlights the unnatural order of his emotions.)  He advises him to allow his inner self to reflect the good qualities he exhibits outwardly or at least demonstrate (a sardonic vein) some of your generosity to yourself. In the couplet, he cajoles him to bear a child, to show his love for him (later we see the extent of this “love”).  In this manner, beauty will continue in either him or his offspring. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659289]Sonnet 11
 
As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growest 
In one of thine, from that which thou departest; And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest 
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest. 
Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase: 
Without this, folly, age and cold decay: 
If all were minded so, the times should cease 
And threescore year would make the world away. Let those whom Nature hath not made for store, Harsh featureless and rude, barrenly perish: 
Look, whom she best endow'd she gave the more; Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish: She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659290]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Even though you will leave this earth, you will leave some embodiment of you behind. 
Lines 3-4:  That new child will be you growing again. 
Lines 5-6:  This is the beauty and goodness of life without which it is foolish, meaningless and bound for decay. 
Lines 7-8:  If no one had children, the world of humanity would soon cease. 
Lines 9-10:  Those that cannot bear children die unfulfilled and miserable. 
Lines 11-12:  Those that she best endowed (ability to procreate) gave you more: her plentiful gift you can in your progeny treasure. 
Lines 13-14:  She (nature) created you as her stamp, so in this way you impress your lot with more (bear children), and not allow her presence to die with you. 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659291]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells the young man that as quickly as he ages he realizes his perpetuation in his offspring, which he will soon leave behind.  That new brood bred from his youth will be his even as his youth passes (so, he is ever new).  In the second quatrain, he deems this the spring from which comes wisdom, beauty and creation, without this, the opposite, foolishness, unfulfilled age and only decay occur.  If everyone thought the same, the next generation would be humanity’s last.  In the third, he sternly states that those whom Nature has not endowed to bear new life will die unrecognized, cruelly and barren.  To 
those that she has best endowed, gave you more, so that in your bounty more bounty in your progeny you may bestow.  In the last quatrain, he claims that she molded him in her seal (endowed him), so that he could thereby create more, not let it perish with him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659292]Sonnet 12

When I do count the clock that tells the time,
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;
When I behold the violet past prime,
And sable curls all silver'd o'er with white; 
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,
And summer's green all girded up in sheaves
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,
 Then of thy beauty do I question make,
That thou among the wastes of time must go,
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake
And die as fast as they see others grow;
And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe can make defence
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659293]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When I see how our happy days turn so quickly into dismal night. 
Lines 3-4:  When I see the violet withers (violets are symbolic of spring) and the lusty dark locks of youth faded into white. Lines 5-6:  When majestic trees shed their leaves that before shielded the herd from heat. 
Lines 7-8:  And the summer bounty, wheat, now bundled up and carried away in carts (the “white and bristly beard” refers to a whiskery growth around the grain). 
Lines 9-10:  Then I question your own beauty that the waves of time will also wash away. 
Lines 11-12:  Sweet and beauties fade away as quickly as they are replaced. 
Lines 13-14:  And the scythe of Time fells all, except when you bear children, in this way you counter him as he takes you away. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659294]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells this young man that he notices Time’s quick passage, where day’s gallantry and brightness too soon turns to loathsome darkness, when flowers are now withering and youth ages.  In the second, he continues, noting the now barren trees that once were full and now the green of summer is reduced to its bounty of wheat being carted away.  In the third, this makes him question his beauty, which will also be among the ruins of time, as all other things sweet and beautiful give up their place as quickly as their replacements grow.  In the couplet, he counters this by stating the only defense against cruel Time is to bear children, leaving these behind as he bears him away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659295]Sonnet 13

O, that you were yourself! but, love, you are 
No longer yours than you yourself here live:
Against this coming end you should prepare, 
And your sweet semblance to some other give.
So should that beauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination: then you were
Yourself again after yourself's decease,
When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter's day
And barren rage of death's eternal cold?
O, none but unthrifts! Dear my love, you know
You had a father: let your son say so.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659296]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Oh, but that you could control yourself, but love has taken control. 
Lines 3-4:  Prepare yourself for your surrender to its power and the person who will holds its sway over you. 
Lines 5:  And that beauty in you that you only have temporarily. 
Lines 6-8:  Is not ended, you live again in your sweet issue, your child, who now bears your seal. 
Lines 9-10:  Who would let such a fair creature waste away when husbandry can so benefit? 
Lines 11-12:  To stave off the gales of winter and death‟s eternal cold (i.e., by bringing into the world new life, a child). 
Lines: 13-14:  None but those who are unwise and wasteful!  As you can say you had a parent, let your child say so. 
 
 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659297]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, continuing the theme of procreation, he exclaims to him that he is not the sum of all existence; he is no greater than the span 
of his brief earthly time.  To prepare for this inevitable end, he should consider creating another of himself.  In the second quatrain, he continues that the beauty that is merely “leased” in him will be bestowed in his offspring.  The determination of his beauty will be found in his “sweet issue,” his child.  In the third quatrain, he claims that no prudent person would allow his home to decay, “home” pertaining to his own being, when its husbandry, parenthood or to continue the analogy, upkeep would help it withstand the winter’s blasts and the sightless rage of death’s perpetual cold.  In the couplet, no but the unwise or those who are not thrifty.  He tells him that as he had a father, he should ensure that his child can say the same.  But, notice he addresses him, “Dear, my love,” clearly, he is becoming enamored with his subject.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659298]Sonnet 14

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck;
And yet methinks I have astronomy,
But not to tell of good or evil luck,
Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons' quality; 
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,
Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind,
Or say with princes if it shall go well,
By oft predict that I in heaven find:
But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,
And, constant stars, in them I read such art
As truth and beauty shall together thrive,
If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert;
 Or else of thee this I prognosticate:
Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and date.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659299]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  I don’t have my wisdom from the stars and yet I think I have some powers of prediction. 
Lines 3-4:  Not to tell about good or evil luck, or sicknesses, want or how a season will turn. 
Lines 5-6: Nor can I make even shorter predictions, like the changes of weather or to a prince his fortune. 
Lines 7-8:  My predictions come from your eyes that give me this knowledge. 
Lines 9-10:  In them, constant as they are, I divine such art as truth and beauty can live in harmony. 
Lines 11-12:  They will do so if you convert your essence to another being (i.e., a child). 
Lines 13-14:  If you do not, this I can predict: the end of truth and beauty’s doom when you go. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659300]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he uses another angle to capture his interest.  He begins by saying that it is not from divining the stars he receives his wisdom, yet still has this power; not to tell of good or ill fortune or the season’s bounty.  Continuing, in the second quatrain, he claims he cannot even make short term predictions, telling individuals what will befall them (“thunder,” “wind,” “rain,” refer to the storms of a person’s life or his particular day).  He cannot even tell royalty what will befall them by what heaven can say.  In the third he explains the source of his source of judgment, it is from his eyes that it comes, they, like constant stars (never clouded or susceptible to natural occlusion), reveal to him truth and beauty that thrive within. “Truth” and “beauty” are constant themes in his work and are seen in John Keats’s classic, “Ode on a Grecian Urn.”  In the last line of this quatrain, he again reverts to his original purpose, if he considers the preservation of his lineage; he concludes in the quatrain, that this, then, he can divine:  his end will be also that of the truth and beauty that resides now within. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659301]Sonnet 15

When I consider every thing that grows 
Holds in perfection but a little moment, 
That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows 
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment; 
When I perceive that men as plants increase, 
Cheered and cheque'd even by the self-same sky, 
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease, 
And 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 change your day of youth to sullied night; 
And all in war with Time for love of you, 
As he takes from you, I engraft you new. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659302]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When I realize that every living thing has only a moment of perfection. 
Lines 3-4:  That this world not simply on its own accord as it is but shortlived but shows a divinity that influences all. 
Lines 5-6:  When I understand that humans like plants multiply, encouraged and limited by the same divine forces. 
Lines 7-8:  Climb in their youthful vigor, when reaching their limit start to wither and are only remembered in memory. 
Lines 9-10:  Then when such flattering opinion of this temporary life makes you feel so well-endowed in your youth before my view. 
Lines 11-12:  While your fleeting time is battling your certain decay to alter your youthful day to blemished night. 
Lines 13-14:  And as all your admirers are engaged in a war with Time over you, even as he (Time) takes you, I can preserve (“engraft”) you here eternally. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659303]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he states that all living things are ephemeral in nature there is a overruling spirit that rules this domain.  In the second quatrain, he uses the analogy of plants to emphasize that they, like humans, increase and decrease, in accordance with the same divine forces.  They grow to a certain degree prolifically and once reaching a certain stage begins to wither and die; only showing their gallant existence in a fading memory.  Then, in the third, he tells him that while he is preoccupied with a youth that is only transitory, as Time is battling his inevitable decay (still playing on the analogy of plants), to change his 
fertile period to a dingy, spoiled or ruinous night (again, plants thrive on sunlight).  In the couplet he states that even as his world is battling Time futilely, though Time may take him, yet he will preserve him in this verse (engraft is the act of grafting to create a new tree, completing his analogy with plants).  Also, notice that he now is leaving the theme of procreation and speaking about how he can preserve his memory eternally in his verse.  This theme will be repeated in his later sonnets. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659304]Sonnet 16

But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time? 
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 unset 
With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers, 
Much liker than your painted counterfeit: 
So should the lines of life that life repair, 
Which this, Time's pencil, or my pupil pen, Neither in inward worth nor outward 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. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659305]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Why do you not find a more effective way to defeat evil Time? 
Lines 3-4:  And strengthen yourself as you wither with resources more blessed than this empty rhyme? 
Lines 5-6:  Now you are at your pinnacle of your day and many fair ladies await you. 
Lines 7-8:  Who would bear you willingly your seed truer than your imitated, pale appearance portrayed here? 
Lines 9:  So should the new lines of your progeny be then created. 
Lines 10-12:  Which neither Time’s stamp or my student’s pen, either in inner worth or outward appearance, can give you eternal life. 
Lines 13-14:  Your permanence lies in giving yourself new issue (a child) This is how you will continue to live, by this gift (ability to procreate). 
 





 
[bookmark: _Toc1659306]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he expresses his insecurity and ambivalence about immortalizing this person in his verse.  Interestingly, Shakespeare was commissioned to persuade the Earl to have a family by this means.  It may because he is actually becoming enamored with him, he is trying to create some distance (but this will not last long).  In the second quatrain, he tells him that he is at his youthful peek and there are many maidens who would seek him to plant the “seeds” of his garden with them so that they will bear him children (i.e., “flowers”).  This would perpetuate his beauty; render it far more faithfully than a pale portrayal conveyed merely in verse.  In the third quatrain, he continues, this way his “lines” would be renewed, which neither Time nor his feeble pen can 
duplicate.  In the couplet, he states that his eternal role is found by giving himself to another, a wife, which will keep his legacy alive, which he alone has the final control over (“drawn” by his own skill).  I believe that his fondness has reached a point that he feels his commission is better completed now for if he continues, he will fail in it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659307]Sonnet 17

Who will believe my verse in time to come,
If it were fill'd with your most high deserts?
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.
If I could write the beauty of your eyes
And in fresh numbers number all your graces,
 The age to come would say 'This poet lies:
Such heavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly faces.'
So should my papers yellow'd with their age
Be scorn'd like old men of less truth than tongue,
And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage
And stretched metre of an antique song:
But were some child of yours alive that time, 
You should live twice; in it and in my rhyme.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659308]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Who believe this verse in some future day if it truly portrayed your fairest traits? 
Lines 3-4:  Though yet, in truth, it is like a grave that buries your life and not even reveal half of its quality. 
Lines 5-6:  If I could adequately describe the beauty of your eyes in these lines (“fresh numbers” refers to verses) and correctly count all your virtues. 
Lines 7-8:  Still, in a later time these lines would be questioned and skeptics doubting that such beauty existed. 
Lines 9-10:  My verse yellowed with age and looked at as are old men known for more talk than truth. 
Lines 11-12:  And your essence thought only my delusion and an exaggerated meter of some faded melody. 
Lines 13-14:  But if your child should live in that future day, you would then live twice, then and in my verse. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659309]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks who would believe this verse in the time ahead if it were filled with his highest regard.  Instead, truthfully, it would still not do him justice, not render his character faithfully.  In the second quatrain, he continues, even if he could, skeptics would deride such characterization.  In the third quatrain, as a result his aging verse would be treated as aged men who are known for more talk than truth.  In the couplet, to finish the last sonnet on procreation, he rationalizes that if his offspring would live at that time, then this person would live both in his child and in this rhyme. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659310]Sonnet 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 dimm'd;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest:
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
So long lives this and this gives life to thee.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659311]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  You are lovelier and more comfortable than a summer’s day. 
Lines 3-4:  Even in spring there blow rough winds and summer’s span is too brief. 
Lines 5-6:  Some summer days are too hot and many times cloudy and gray. Lines 7-8:  And all else also decays from fortune’s hand or by nature’s unwavering course. 
Lines 8-10:  But your youth will neither fade nor will your beauty. 
Lines 11-12:  Nor will Death claim you while you live in these lines. 
Lines 13-14:  As long as humanity exists, so long does this verse exist and as it does your memory will remain eternally alive. 
 












Analysis 
 
It is nice to have such a well-known classic to analyze.  How do I describe its beauty and profundity?  Let me count the ways: in the first quatrain, he now 
admits his unabashed and unhidden love for his subject; he is compared more than favorably to a summer’s day.  In the temporal world, even the fairest 
seasons have inclement days, the spring’s months prone to windy spells while the “lease” summer, itself, holds, is too fleeting.  In the second quatrain, he 
continues that even summer’s days can be too searing or overcast while all 
things in this temporal sphere decay from their once pristine state by either 
fortune or nature’s unwavering course.  In the third, he reveals how his lover will escape this fickle and ephemeral fate; his youth will never leave nor will his 
beauty decay, brazen Death cannot lay his hoary hand on him so long as he lives in this verse.  The couplet emphatically punctuates his revelation: as long as humanity draws its breath from this place and its denizens have eyes to see, so 
long this verse lives and it, in turn, gives life to him.  He expressed qualms about being able to capably portray his love a few sonnets prior to this, again, perhaps to distance himself from the object of his affection. Yet, in this sonnet, it is amply 
and beauteously apparent the artist has been sweetly ensnared by his subject. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659312]Sonnet 19

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion's paws,
And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger's jaws,
And burn the long-lived phoenix in her blood;
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets,
And do whate'er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To the wide world and all her fading sweets;
 But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:
O, carve not with thy hours my love's fair brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;
Him in thy course untainted do allow
For beauty's pattern to succeeding men.
Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young.



[bookmark: _Toc1659313]Translation 
 
Lines 1-4:  Time devours all: it stops the predatory gait of the lion, makes the earth swallow her own progeny (the passing generations), takes the fierceness away from a tiger (by age) and even the phoenix that rises from the ashes, meets its final demise. 
Lines 5-6:  Time, do what you will; make times sorry and glad, as you move so swiftly by. 
Lines 7-8:  Do whatever you wish to a wide yet decaying world, but I forbid you this: 
Lines 9-10:  Do not let your hours go from my love nor let his age show with a burrowed brow. 
Lines 11-12:  Allow him to be untouched as the example of earthly beauty to future generations. 
Lines 13-14:  Yet, hoary Time, do your worst, no matter how unjust, this love will be preserved always youthful in this verse. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659314]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he explains that Time devours all creations, even the mightiest, its own progeny, and even the symbol of immortality, the phoenix; itself meets its eventual earthly demise.  Here is emphasizing the bold sweep and mighty swath of Time’s scythe.  But, in the second quatrain, (notice in these quatrains he is not addressing his subject directly, but is speaking rhetorically), he challenges fleet-footed Time to do its worst, to this whole world and all its decaying bounty.  In the third quatrain, he forbids it to do one thing:  to let its passage appear on the brow of his love or draw the lines of its ancient (the meaning of “ancient” could be also connote wildly destructive) pen there.  He is telling Time to not take its toll on his love (here, he again unabashedly admits his love for him) in which it will become physically manifested in his wrinkled 
visage. He continues, telling him to allow his love to be unscathed as the model of earthly perfection for future mankind.  In the couplet, he tempers this, knowing he cannot convince Time to stop its path, he defies him to do his worst and it will not matter how unfair, his love will instead be preserved as ever young in this verse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659315]Sonnet 20

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,
Much 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 prick'd thee out for women's pleasure,
Mine be thy love and thy love's use their treasure.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659316]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  You have the face of a woman’s beauty, you, the controller of my passion. 
Lines 3-5:  You also have a woman’s kind heart, but not her disloyal ways, your eyes shine more brightly and less falsely. 
Line 6:  Making brighter and more pleasing that which it looks upon. 
Lines 7-8: A man in appearance (hue) who can command all, you catch the glimpse of other men and dazzle women’s souls. 
Lines 9-12:  You were meant to be a woman until Nature, who created you, became wayward and by adding one thing, made you a man, 
instead.  This simple addition prevented me from having you completely.  This one thing added made my purpose empty 
Lines 13-14:  But, since she (Nature) created you for a woman‟s pleasure, I will be your love while women use your sexuality for their desires. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659317]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he exclaims that he has a woman’s face Nature has magnificently painted, making him both the master and mistress of his adoration.  He has a woman’s gentle heart, but, continuing into the second quatrain, not her inconstancy while at the same time his eyes are brighter yet not as flirtatious. He adds that her eyes transfix, “gilding” to make golden or perhaps to make her treasure, her subject.  She is a man, in one aspect (hue) while controlling those of both, masculine and feminine, hues.  They (her eyes, again) can steal both a man’s gaze as well as captivating a woman’s soul.  He now delves into anatomical references in the third quatrain, claiming that he was meant 
to be created a woman first, until Nature, going wayward or mesmerized by this creature (see “gilding”), added a male part which separates the normal possibility of a romantic relationship, adding this one part thereby not allowing it (through socially acceptable means).  In the couplet, in a display of coarse wit, he claims that since he has been “pricked” out by Nature, that is being endowed with a masculine addition, for women’s satisfaction, he will be merely satisfied with his love (though this can be seen as quite satisfactory) and his physical use of his love their prize. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659318]Sonnet 21

So is it not with me as with that Muse
Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse,
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse
Making a couplement of proud compare,
With sun and moon, with earth and sea's rich gems, 
With April's first-born flowers, and all things rare 
That heaven's air in this huge rondure hems.
O' let me, true in love, but truly write,
And then believe me, my love is as fair
As any mother's child, though not so bright 
As those gold candles fix'd in heaven's air:
Let them say more than like of hearsay well;
 I will not praise that purpose not to sell.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659319]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  So is it not the same for me, inspired by my Muse to write about this hyperbolic beauty? 
Lines 3-4:  That even vainly aspires to use heaven for its decoration as well and every other beauty does. 
Lines 5-6:  Making a compilation of proudly comparison with such celestial objects such as the sun and moon and with earth’s and sea’s treasures. 
Lines 7-8: With the first buds of spring and all other rare objects, contained within this expansive dome. 
Lines 9-10:  Let me, then, as my love is true and as sweet 
Lines 11-12:  As any newborn, though not as bright as the stars that Muse depicts so glimmering in the night. 
Lines 13-14:  Let those that like hearsay then tell, I will not praise such beauty if it I do not intend to sell it (implying his praise is sincere). 
 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659320]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks should he not extol to the point of garish embellishment the beauty of his love as this Muse does (the first reference, perhaps, to a rival poet and/or lover)?  He who is vain enough to adorn his verse with heaven’s accoutrements and every possible comparison of beauty.  In the second, he continues his sardonic tone; this Muse makes such proud comparisons, exaggerations of this beauty, with celestial objects as well as terrestrial treasures, as well as the flowery heralds of spring and any other rare thing contained within this earthly realm.  In the third, he explains that he will simply say that his love is true and sweet, as is a newborn to his mother, but not so pretentiously beautiful as those “gold candles” suspended in the night sky (a derisive tone).  In the couplet, he will allow those that like such hyperbole or hearsay speak; he will not write such praise if he is not willing to trade with honest material.  That is, he will not attempt to sell (see “barter”) his reader such pretentious praise.  If, indeed, a rival has entered the scene, perhaps there is more than a trace of envy, besides mock derision, in his tone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659321]Sonnet 22

My glass shall not persuade me I am old, 
So long as youth and thou are of one date; 
But when in thee time's furrows I behold, Then look I death my days should expiate. 
For all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me: 
How can I then be elder than thou art? 
O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary 
As I, not for myself, but for thee will; 
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary 
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill. 
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain; 
Thou gavest me thine, not to give back again. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659322]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  My mirror shall not convince me I am old, as long as your youth and you are one. 
Lines 3-4:  But when in you time’s wrinkles I see, then I look to see that death should atone my days. 
Lines 5-6:  For all that beauty that surrounds you is but the becoming garb of my heart. 
Lines 7-8:  Which in your breast lives, as it lives in me:  how can I then be older than you? 
Lines 9-10:  Oh, therefore, love, be careful of yourself as I, not for myself, but for you, will. 
Lines 11-12:  Carrying your heart, which I will keep so carefully like the gentle nurse watches her baby to prevent it from turning ill. 
Lines 13-14:  Do assume your heart will survive when mine is extinguished; you gave me yours, not to return to you again. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659323]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that he will not look aged as long as his love remains youthful.  But, should he see him become older, then he will look for death to reconcile his time, i.e., end them.  In the second quatrain, he contends that his lover’s beauty that adorns him also is like the attire warmly clothing his heart.  This love lives both in his lover’s and his own hearts, so he asks how he can be older than his love.  In the third quatrain, he cautions his love to be careful, as he will be for him, for he bears his heart, that he protects so carefully, referencing the analogy of a nurse watching over her baby to ensure she does not become ill.  In the couplet, he adds that he should be on guard for his heart’s condition when his own is extinguished, for he gave it to him, not to be returned.  
He is saying that he should not believe his heart will endure past his, their love is unconditional.  Here age is a consideration and it appears that the artist has fallen for a young man he was consigned to convince to marry and bear children. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659324]Sonnet 23

As an unperfect actor on the stage
Who with his fear is put besides his part,
Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,
Whose strength's abundance weakens his own heart.
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say
The perfect ceremony of love's rite,
And in mine own love's strength seem to decay,
O'ercharged with burden of mine own love's might.
O, let my looks be then the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,
Who plead for love and look for recompense
More than that tongue that more hath more express'd.
O, learn to read what silent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659325]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Like a mediocre actor who must unconfidently act a part. 
Lines 3-4:  Or with too much fierceness that results in overcoming the heart. 
Lines 5-6: So, I, fearful of what might be said, cannot say what the appropriate rite love is. 
Lines 7-8:  The strength of my own love deteriorating from the overwhelming burden of its own passion. 
Lines 9-10:  Let my works, then, be my voice and the speechless harbingers of my heart’s voice. 
Lines 11-12:  That plead for love and look for its satisfaction more than I could give voice to that has expressed it more vocally. 
Lines 13-14:  Please read here what my quieted love has written; to listen with your eyes is inherent to the keen intelligence of love. 
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659326]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he compares himself nervously acting a part on a stage (a presage to what will become a famous scene in a future play) who with his concern forgets it.  In the second quatrain, he continues that being fearful of himself, like some animal in a state of rage is unable to reason cannot engage in the exchange of love’s vows (could pertain to a “matrimonial” analogy or perhaps sexual). He explains that like the beast (or perhaps a reference to sexual impotence) his own love’s power seems to decay, now overburdened (as a pack horse) with the power of its strength.  In the third quatrain, In the third quatrain, there is a debate between the inclusions of the line “looks” or “books,” we will use “looks” here. To continue, he argues to let his looks (of love) be the wit and 
dumb (speechless) seers of his “speaking” heart, which is merely a figure of speech, as it does not literally speak.  He elaborates, his looks extol 
his love and look for reciprocation far more effectively and sincerely than what that tongue can verbally express (here, it appears he is referring, again, to a rival).  In the couplet, he asks his lover to learn what this silent love through his eyes has written, which would fill volumes, to hear with his eyes is an attribute of love’s keen intellect.  Again, this appears to play on the tone of the last sonnet in which he either says he does not 
need to write grandiose verse or that his lover simply need only to rely on the sincerity of his lover’s gaze. It appears there is a rival to his affections which has motivated these sonnets. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659327]Sonnet 24

Mine eye hath play'd the painter and hath stell'd Thy beauty's form in table of my heart; 
My body is the frame wherein 'tis held, And perspective it is the painter's art. 
For through the painter must you see his skill, 
To find where your true image pictured lies; 
Which in my bosom's shop is hanging still, That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes. 
Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done: 
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me 
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee; 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art; 
They draw but what they see, know not the heart. 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659328]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  My eye has played the painter and has inscribed (perhaps “stele” refers to “1. an upright stone slab or pillar bearing an inscription or design and serving as a monument, marker, or the like…”,[footnoteRef:2] this could be used as in the next line is refers to the “table” of his heart), your beauty’s form in the tablet of my heart.  [2:  Webster’s New Universal Unabridged Dictionary, Barnes & Noble Books, New York 1996 ] 

Lines 3-4:  My body is the frame where it is (his beauty) is contained and my view is the nature of the painter’s skill (art). 
Lines 5-6:  For through the painter you must view his skill, to find where your true essence so captured lies. 
Lines 7-8:  Which in my bosom’s shop (the analogy to the accoutrements, trappings, and instruments of painting), still hangs, that has its windows (his eyes), tinted with your eyes (he is partial to his image). 
Lines 9-10: Now see what good circumstances eyes (that are “glazed” because of his feelings for him) for eyes (his lover’s) have done:  my eyes have drawn your outline, and yours for me… 
Lines 11-12:  Are windows to my bosom, through which the sun gleefully looks, to thereby also see you. 
Lines 13-14:  Yet, eyes lack this wisdom to grace their art, they draw only what they see (on the outside), they do not draw from the heart. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659329]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he uses the analogy of a painter and his trade to describe how he has inscribed his lover’s beauty in his own heart.  His own being is where his lover’s beauty is framed, but to describe it he requires the painter’s skill.  In the second quatrain, he states that this is so, the true painter attempts to capture the genuine essence of his subject, which is hanging in his bosom, but is “glazed” with the subject’s eyes, that is, biased now because of his affection for him.  In the third quatrain, he explains what effect this has, he emphasizes “eyes” for one can say they are the “mirror” of one’s souls and here he claims that as his eyes have drawn his lover’s shape, so, too have his eyes, defined his.  They have become windows to his own heart, where the sun (metaphorically) by looking there can also view his love.  In the couplet, he concludes that eyes also have the disadvantage that they draw only what appears superficially, they cannot view the heart.  Perhaps he is also unsure of exactly what his lover feels for him in return. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659330]Sonnet 25

Let those who are in favour with their stars
Of public honour and proud titles boast,
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars, 
Unlook'd for joy in that I honour most.
Great princes' favourites their fair leaves spread
But as the marigold at the sun's eye,
And in themselves their pride lies buried,
For at a frown they in their glory die.
The painful warrior famoused for fight,
After a thousand victories once foil'd,
Is from the book of honour razed quite,
 And all the rest forgot for which he toil'd:
Then happy I, that love and am beloved
Where I may not remove nor be removed.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659331]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Let those who are in favor with their astrological signs of public honor and vain titles brag. 
Lines 3-4:  While I, whom circumstance of such accomplishment prevents, unrewarded for happiness in that I revere most. 
Lines 5-6:  Great princes‟ favorites their fair leaves (accounts) spread, like the marigold (multiplies) at the sun’s light. 
Lines 7-8:  And in themselves (referring to the princes) their pride lies buried, for at a disappointment they in their fame pass away. 
Lines 9-10:  The suffering warrior noted for battle, after so many victories once beaten. 
Lines 11-12:  Is from the book of repute taken resolutely and all his victories forgotten for which he labored. 
Lines 13-14:  Then I am happy, that love and am loved, where I may not lose this or have it taken from me, that is be removed from the list of those who have loved. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659332]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he argues that those who look for fame or honor can boast of these, while he, which fortune prevents him from, is not regarded for that which he values most.  In the second quatrain, he notes that royalty can have its line written about widely but disappointingly die alone with their reputation like the marigolds whose life is ephemeral (I am tempted to add that this also refers to some royal philandering which the royal personage could not admit to).  In the third quatrain, he notes the example of a warrior who, otherwise successful, has all of his past exploits forgotten if once defeated.  In the couplet, he claims he is happy that he has found his love and is loved in return (it is here stated their love is mutual, though in the prior sonnet he expressed some reservation), for in this regard it is beyond human intervention. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659333]Sonnet 26

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,
To thee I send this written embassage, 
To witness duty, not to show my wit:
Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine
May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it,
But that I hope some good conceit of thine
In thy soul's thought, all naked, will bestow it;
Till whatsoever star that guides my moving
Points on me graciously with fair aspect
And puts apparel on my tatter'd loving,
To show me worthy of thy sweet respect:
Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee;
Till then not show my head where thou mayst prove me.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659334]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Lord of my love, you have my servile duty bonded to you. 
Lines 3-4:  I send this written emissary to prove my loyalty, not my writing 
skill. 
Lines 5-6:  An allegiance so strong, which my skills may seem wanting in attempting to portray it. 
Lines 7-8:  I wish you condescended to grant my request. 
Lines 9-10:  Until that star that guides me shines favorably upon me. 
Lines 11-12:  And dons my vagabonds love with noble attire that is worthy of your respect. 
Lines 13-14:  Then may I brag about my love for you, but not show my face until that time when you force me to prove my love for you. 
 





 
[bookmark: _Toc1659335]Analysis 
In the first quatrain, he tells him that in the servitude of his love to him to his worth his obligation has become wedded.  To him he sends this 
message (sonnet or like an ambassador’s message), to attest to this 
duty not his creative ability.  In the second, he says it is an obligation so serious which his attempts at embellishing it would weaken, it is so lacking in its appropriate expression.  But he wishes that some good estimation of him, in his soul’s domain, unadorned (or unbiased), would provide the richness for his love (thereby countering its unworthiness).  Until that star that guides him (stars were believed to possess heavenly powers) bestows is blessing upon him and adorns his despoiled love to prove he is worthy of his fondest regard.  In the couplet, he states that then he may boast how he does love him, until then not show himself 
where he may test his love.  One can also see a humorous side to this, the use of rhetorical techniques underpins a sense of inadequacy resulting in his poetic plea.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659336]Sonnet 27

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,
The dear repose for limbs with travel tired;
But then begins a journey in my head,
To work my mind, when body's work's expired:
For then my thoughts, from far where I abide,
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,
And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,
Looking on darkness which the blind do see
Save that my soul's imaginary sight
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view,
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night, 
Makes black night beauteous and her old face new. 
Lo! thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee and for myself no quiet find.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659337]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Tired from a busy day of travel, I lay down to sleep. 
Lines 3-4:  But, now begins my mental journey, when my body’s labor is finished. 
Lines 5-6:  In my thoughts, I am taken far from here, beginning my passionate pilgrimage to you. 
Lines 7-8: With my drooping lids forced open, looking at the darkness as a blind person does. 
Lines 9-10:  But the vision of my soul outlines your form in this darkness where I cannot see. 
Lines 11-12:  Showing like a jewel in the ghostly night, making it put on a beautiful face. 
Lines 13-14:  And so, by body during the day and at night my mind, in this restless and fruitless search for you no peace find. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659338]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he is attempting to sleep after his day is complete, but instead only begins his “mental journey.”  In the second, his weary lids are yet still forced open, staring at the darkness like a blind man (for they are always looking at it, nice analogy).  In his mind, he is taken far from his bedroom chamber, starting on his pilgrimage (usually a religious practice, emphasizing the bond he feels for him, he previously called him his “lord”). In the third, he says that except his soul presents his lover’s image before him (a blind man’s other senses are acute, here it is his spirit which is, continuing the analogy), appearing like a jewel in “ghastly” (horrid, dingy, abominable, he has used this word previously) night, the juxtaposition highlights the beauty of his lover’s image.  His image is so radiant that it makes dark (ghastly) night appear beautiful and new.  In the couplet, he pines that by the day his body and by the night his mind 
are every restless for him as well as his lover he believes, never allowing him to find peace for himself.  The pangs of separation are telling on him here but there is still a belief of the reciprocity of this relationship. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659339]Sonnet 28

How can I then return in happy plight,
 That am debarr'd the benefit of rest?
When day's oppression is not eased by night,
But day by night, and night by day, oppress'd?
And each, though enemies to either's reign,
Do in consent shake hands to torture me;
The one by toil, the other to complain
How far I toil, still farther off from thee.
I tell the day, to please them thou art bright
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven:
So flatter I the swart-complexion'd night,
When sparkling stars twire not thou gild'st the even.
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer
And night doth nightly make grief's strength seem stronger.



[bookmark: _Toc1659340]Translation 
 
Lines1-2:  How can I enjoy my return in a happy condition when I am denied sleep? 
Line 3:  When the discomfort of the day is not soothed by the night? 
Line 4:  When both day and night both oppress (burden) each other? 
Lines 5-6:  Still, though enemies to each other, form an alliance by which to torture me. 
Line 7:  The first tortures me by my daily travails (i.e., the day); the other (night) by my reflection upon this. 
Line 8:  My nightly concerns about this daily predicament, of my distance from you. 
Lines 9-10:  I tell the day, you may be bright but show your allegiance with your cloudy skies. 
Lines 11-12:  So I also play into (flatter) the black-complexioned night’s hands (sward: black), when the stars twinkle, but you do not add your own bright countenance to the evening (even: evening, eve). 
Lines 13-14:  Instead day-by-day my sorrow grows, and each night adds to the heaviness of my grief. 
[bookmark: _Toc1659341]Analysis 
 
He argues how is it that he can cheerfully return when he is denied his rest. (I think he used “plight” as a play on the word “flight” here and also to connote “predicament”). His use of the word “oppression” can refer to either “to weigh heavily on the mind, spirit or sense of; worry, trouble” or “to keep down by cruel and unjust use of power or authority…”[footnoteRef:3]  I would take the former connotation in this context, though he plays upon both connotations as the subsequent lines show.  Here, the “oppression” of the night would more closely follow the connotation of “lie heavily on the mind,” for at night is when an emotional situation can disrupt it.  Now the oppression assumes more of the second connotation, “enemies” oppress each other by imposing cruel and unusual restraints, but this allows the artist to employ his metaphorical reference as well.  The “other” is preying on his mind (i.e., the night, while trying to rest, which in line 2 he states he is prevented from), we now see the source of his consternation and “oppression”.  Now here, it may be surmised, the reference to “oppression” above is now taken in the second connotation, again, “to lie heavily on the mind,” so the contrast is highlighted by his use of the words “day” and “bright”.  You can note how he plays upon the theme of brightness to reflect his “happy plight” whenever he sees this person.  In closing, he depicts a desperately dark, despairing predicament.  [3:  Ibid.  Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary ] 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659342]Sonnet 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 myself and curse my fate,
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd,
Desiring this man's art and that man's scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;
Yet in these thoughts myself 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 remember'd such wealth brings 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659343]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When circumstances and people disdain me and I am alone in this disgraced state 
Lines 3-4:  And my useless sorrow heaven ignores, uselessly cursing (“bootless” means useless, so his useless cries or cursing) my situation. 
Lines 5-6:  Wishing I once more am like one bounteous in hope and like him, liked by all. 
Lines 7-8:  Wanting his talent and his vision, what I enjoy now does not bring me contentment. 
Lines 9-10:  Almost loathing myself with these despondent thoughts, I think of you happily, and then back to my plight. 
Lines 11-12:  Like the lark that sings at daybreak, from this downcast orb, its song reaches to the door of heaven. 
Lines 13-14:  Remembering your sweet love brings such richness to me that I then would refuse to change my status with royalty. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659344]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he claims that he is in a state of disgrace or demotion 
and his pleas go unheard.  In the second, he desires to be like one who 
is adored and possesses skill and intellect, not having these keeps him miserable and an outcast.  In the third, he suddenly leaves this despondent trail of thought behind by thinking of his lover.  Also, artistically, the preceding also can serve to emphasize the joy he brings to him.  Like the lark that sings its song of joy, his song now reaches heaven’s realm.  In the couplet, he restates that simply recalling his love brings him such wealth (referring also to a kingdom’s possessions), he would not exchange his position for such a supposedly superior state. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659345]Sonnet 30 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste:
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,
For precious friends hid in death's dateless night,
 And weep afresh love's long since cancell'd woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sight:
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 
Which I new pay as if not paid before.
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 
All losses are restored and sorrows end.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659346]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When in the courtroom of thought’s purview (i.e., quiet solitude) I summon as its witness my memory of past events. 
Lines 3-4:  I regret that which I could not have and with these regrets new sorrow wastes (also in the analogy of accounting, depletes) my precious time. 
Lines 5-7:  Crying, which I am not used to, for friends that have had their earthly debt cancelled (i.e., passed away) and weep anew over long-lost love. 
Line 8:  Sorrowful over the cost (again also continuing then accounting analogy) of its absence. 
Lines 9-10:  Then I grieve at lost sorrow (“grievances foregone”) which he mentally totals (“tell o‟er”) 
Lines 11-12:  The sad account of pain so often felt I now pay as if I never experienced before. 
Lines 13-14:  Yet, when I think of you, my dear friend, and all losses are removed and sorrows all end (his account is in final balance). 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659347]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he likens his situation to a courtroom where he can summon up memories and regrets not acquiring many of those things he sought (this sonnet relies on quasi-legal, accounting references) and these are now included with his new sorrows which waste his time.  In the second, he can now cry anew over his deceased friends and his love’s long since cancelled woe, like an account that has been sadly closed, grieving its emotional cost.  In the third, he continues that he can with a burdened mind start to summarize his particular woes which have occurred to him here which he pays anew (continuing the 
analogy).  In the quatrain, he then reverts to the refreshing and spiriting 
image of his lover, in which all these sorrows are happily reconciled. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659348]Sonnet 31 

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,
Which I by lacking have supposed dead,
And there reigns love 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 stol'n from mine eye
As interest of the dead, which now appear 
But things removed that hidden in thee lie!
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone, 
Who all their parts of me to thee did give; 
That due of many now is thine alone:
Their images I loved I view in thee,
And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.

[bookmark: _Toc1659349]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Your heart is filled with love, that mine being empty can be supposed dead. 
Lines 3-4:  In the heart rules “Love” and all its lovely parts and the eternal memories of those I thought no more. 
Lines 5-6:  How many a sanctimonious and servile tear has zealous love caused to flow from my eyes (wordplay on religion, “holy” tear, “religious” love, tying in spirituality with these emotions, since he is speaking about those who have left this plane, nicely done). 
Lines 7-8:  Again, how many tears cried for these who have passed on? Which now appear only taken from this plane and hidden in your heart! Lines 9-10:  You, the grave, where this buried love still flourishes, adorned with the ornaments of those whom I loved now gone. 
Lines 11-12:  Whom the love they had from me did in turn give to you that love from so many others is now yours alone. Lines 13-14:  Their faces I loved I see in you, and you and they have all of me. 
 
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659350]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that in his bosom lays the souls of all his past loves, including their moving parts, perhaps a sexual innuendo here.  Those friends are also included which he had thought dead but now reside in him, taking away the sorrow that they gave him.  In the second, he exclaims about how many a righteous and devoted tear was so taken from his eye as payment (“interest” continues the legal, accounting analogy of the last sonnet) to these now deceased, that now taken now shielded in him.  In the third, he tells him he is the monument where resides this entombed passion decorated with their ornaments, who now pass them onto him.  So, he now has their total possession (another possible sexual connotation here), as well as the tears he shed for them now only needing to be shed in him alone.  In the couplet, he tells him that as all their faces once loved are seen in his and so he, the embodiment of their spirits, has him totally. 
 
This person means so much to the artist; not only for the love he has for him specifically, but also for those he has loved who also loved the same person.  He has captured the artist’s affections twice; he holds the love of those others that he himself has loved as well as the artist’s.  This strengthens his love for this person all the more and alleviates his sorrow for these past loves. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




 
[bookmark: _Toc1659351]Sonnet 32 

If thou survive my well-contented day,
When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,
Compare them with the bettering of the time,
And though they be outstripp'd by every pen,
Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:
'Had my friend's Muse grown with this growing 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 his style I'll read, his for his love.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659352]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  If you outlive my happy day when death has covered my bones with dust. 
Lines 3-4:  And you take another look at these course lines (verse) of your deceased lover. 
Line 5: Compare them with his better moments (i.e., better verse). 
Line 6-7:  And though better lines are written, reserve them for my love, not their quality. 
Line 8:  Surpassed by the happy accomplishments of these more accomplished writers. 
Line 9:  Please reassure me of this one loving thought: 
Lines 10-11: If my friend’s inspiration had marched (“ranks of better equipage” is a military reference) with advancing age, 
Line 12:  A better verse that this his love would have written, 
Line 13:  Though he has died, and better poets live (highlighted by the capitalization of 'Poets')
Line 14:  He will only read these artists for their work, his because of his love for him. 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659353]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that should he outlive him he may perchance view his now coarse verse (this will be explained below) of 
lover.  “Rude lines” could also be a play on his physical description, as well (“burrowed brow”).  In the second quatrain, he explains that his verse will now be compared to poets whose skills advance with the times, surpassing his.  In the third, he asks him to preserve this one request, to think to himself that if his lover’s verse had progressed with time’s march as well, it would have been better written as well.  In the couplet, he explains, this way he would not have to think of him as an inferior deceased poet.  That is, he is saying that he should think of the content of the work, his sincere love for him, instead, since it would have naturally evolved at any rate. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659354]Sonnet 33

Full many a glorious morning have I seen
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,
Kissing with golden face the meadows green,
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride
With ugly rack on his celestial face,
And from the forlorn world his visage hide,
 Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:
Even so my sun one early morn did shine
With all triumphant splendor on my brow; 
But out, alack! he was but one hour mine;
The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;
Suns of the world may stain when heaven's sun staineth.

[bookmark: _Toc1659355]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Many a morning has passed my view that has flittered over mountain peaks with its godly sight. 
Lines 3-4:  Its golden light diffused upon the green meadows, highlighting dull streams with its magical transformation. 
Lines 5-6:  Allowing the meanest clouds to pass in their basest form on its heavenly guise. 
Lines 7-8:  Then from this sad world hide its face, stealthily riding into the West in this cloudy state. 
Lines 9-10:  Even with this love (“sun”) one morning did shine in all his glory on my brow (bestow himself in him). 
Lines 11-12: But alas, it was here only briefly, that cloud (i.e., darkness, misfortune) concealed him from me then. 
Lines 13-14:  Yet for it my love does not a bit disdain, the lights of the world may be corrupt when heaven’s sun is corrupted (i.e., if the 
magnificent day can turn so unpleasant, so too can his love). 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659356]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he states that many a morning has passed his sight melding the sun with the morning.  He begins this sonnet with a meteorological analogy, depicting the glory of the morning.  In this, the sovereign morning kisses the landscape, paying it such homage. In the second quatrain, there appear clouds in this horizon (I could not resist), these ride into the scene in the lowliest fashion and now hide the dispirited world from the sun’s view. In this way, they proceed furtively toward the West with this defilement.  In the third, even despite this his love (his other “sun”) one morning did rise with all his regal grandeur in his own life, but, unfortunately, he (his love) was only with him briefly, the day’scloudiness has now also hidden him from his view.  Notice how in the beginning, the morning and the sun are brilliantly blended in his sight and here his love is diffused back into this blemished day, showing an interrelationship between nature and man.  In the couplet, he concedes this will still not blot out his love, the earthly loves (“suns”) may be blemished when heaven itself can be (completing the theme of harmony). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659357]Sonnet 34

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way, 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?
'Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,
To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,
For no man well of such a salve can speak
That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace:
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief; 
Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:
The offender's sorrow lends but weak relief
To him that bears the strong offence's cross.
Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds, 
And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.

[bookmark: _Toc1659358]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Why did you promise me such a beautiful day you made me travel without an outer garment (leaving him unprepared for the stormy day he has given him)? 
Lines 3-4:  To allow petty clouds to overcome me as I went, obscuring your splendid sight in their mist? 
Lines 5-6:  It is not sufficient that through these clouds you broke and dried the rain on my rain-soaked face. 
Lines 7-8:  For no one can speak well of such a salve that cures the symptom but not the cause of this pain (his lover’s offence or rejection). 
Lines 9-10:  Nor can your guilt provide an antidote to my sorrow, though you are sorry, I still bear the loss. 
Lines 11-12:  Your remorse only gives a meek remedy to the one who must so suffer your offensive act (his rebuke). 
Lines 13-14:  Oh!  But those tears are like pearls that your love gives and are rich, redeeming all your bad deeds. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659359]Analysis 
 
In this work he uses religious and medicinal references to describe an apparent rejection or slights by his lover.  In the first quatrain, he asks his lover why he promised him a good relationship and left him unprepared for his change in affection, clouding up his day and leaving him in the stench of these clouds‟ smoke (this is an example of his use of nature as an analogy to describe his situation).  In the second he tells him it is not adequate that he occasionally atones (here, the religious analogy) for his actions, drying the rain on his “rain-soaked” face illustrates this and could also be taken literally. No one can speak highly of such acts (“salve”) that only temporarily ease his suffering yet not those acts which have brought about his plight.  In third, he continues that even his guilt does not provide sufficient remedy (continuing his references to medicine as 
providing relief, albeit incomplete), he may repent but he still carries this 
cross, here this may invoke the image of Jesus speaking to Peter.  In the couplet, he exclaims that the love his lover feels for him makes the tears he is shedding appear like pearls, and so precious that they redeem (one last religious reference) his wrongful deeds. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659360]Sonnet 35

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done: 
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud; 
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun, 
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud. 
All men make faults, and even I in this, 
Authorizing thy trespass with compare, 
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss, 
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are; 
For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense-- 
Thy adverse party is thy advocate-- 
And 'gainst myself a lawful plea commence: 
Such civil war is in my love and hate 
That I an accessary needs must be 
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me. 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659361]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Do not be sad at what you have done, roses have thorns and the sparkling stream has its mud. 
Lines 3-4:  Clouds can block the sun and an eclipse the moon, an ugly bug lives in the loveliest flower (use of nature as an analogical device). 
Lines 5-7:  All men make mistakes, I included, allowing yours by defending him for what reason cannot do (cannot excuse these sins), which justifies your offense by excusing it. 
Lines 8-9: This logic (of defending him) would allow him to excuse him for even greater trespasses, for to your lustful faults bring in reason. Lines 10-11:  Both reason and me defending you (i.e., I defend your actions, employing a legalistic analogy here), forces me to enter this justification against even myself. 
Line 12:  Your actions cause this division within me, these conflicting feelings of love and hate. 
Lines 13-14:  I am now an accessory to the sweet thief who callously robs me (with his unfaithful acts). 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659362]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, using his comparisons with nature, he tells his lover that he should not fret at his indiscretions; even nature’s beauty is despoiled by imperfection.  In the second, he explains that all men have faults (perhaps alluding to “Original Sin”), he is no exception, by allowing such reason to wrongfully defend such sins.  To follow such logic (“compare”) would justify accepting even greater commissions of these.  In the third, he tells him that he makes this mistake by using reason to excuse his lustful (sinful) actions (note the religious analogy), forcing him (and reason) to begin this justification (“plea”) against himself. This causes the conflicting emotions of love and hate.  In the couplet, he concludes, that this conflict (which is a result of his own guilt and 
application of reason) causes him to become a defender for the one who so bitterly steals from him (“steals” could be a reference to another lover).  This relationship has turned sour causing him much conflict; in prior sonnets he would end them by showing that his love was so complete it removed all his doubts and accusations.  This time, he is marginalized to a mere defendant in a case where he admits his own guilt.  It is here we may deduce that his own guilt may be a relationship with another which is being robbed from him.  Simply, perhaps he only is stating that he is “taking from him” in the sense of the emotional toll that has been exacted.  In any case, there is no repeat of the display of unabashed adulation he has displayed for him before. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659363]Sonnet 36

Let me confess that we two must be twain, 
Although our undivided loves are one:
So shall those blots that do with me remain 
Without thy help by me be borne alone.
In our two loves there is but one respect,
Though in our lives a separable spite, 
Which though it alter not love's sole effect,
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love's delight.
I may not evermore acknowledge thee,
Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame, 
Nor thou with public kindness honour me, 
Unless thou take that honour from thy name:
But do not so; I love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

[bookmark: _Toc1659364]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  I have to tell you that we must separate although we share this love as one. 
Lines 3-4:  So let those injustices that remain with me be carried by me alone. 
Lines 5-6:  In our own loves there is single respect but in our daily lives devolves into one harming the other. 
Lines 7-8:  Which though it does not diminish love’s passion while we share it, yet it takes precious hours away from its fuller enjoyment. Lines 9-10:  I cannot anymore recognize you, or else my deep sorrow and guilt would cause you harm. 
Lines 11-12:  Do not try to, with public courtesy, grant me privilege, for this would diminish your position. 
Lines 13-14:  But do not do this, I love you in such a way that as long as I have you, my actions are your account as well.  That is, what I do can reflect on you. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659365]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that they must separate, he will bear the injustices they have suffered himself and one can notice a bitter tone here.  He notes that the regard they have for their love in their daily affairs succumb to each of their transgression.  In the second, these are not enough to diminish their love’s passion but yet detract from the time they can share it.  In the third, he declares that he can no longer keep his acquaintance, for his guilt which has caused so many tears, perhaps cause him embarrassment.  Again, a tone may be inferred of bitterness.  He adds that he should not befriend him in public anymore, for this may result in him losing his prestigious position.  He asks, in the couplet, him not to take this risk, he loves him in such a way that being his (in his heart) they share equally in the consequences of their behavior.  This 
could imply he does not wish him to be harmed by his actions or perhaps sardonically referring to his lover’s.  Despite this, it is clear that this experience is personally painful, notice the absence of the fecund imagery that characterized his earlier works. This is the first of the “separation” sonnets which the previous ones prefigured. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659366]Sonnet 37

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his active child do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by fortune's dearest spite,
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth.
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of these all, or all, or more, 
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit,
I make my love engrafted to this store:
So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised,
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give
That I in thy abundance am sufficed
And by a part of all thy glory live.
Look, what is best, that best I wish in thee:
This wish I have; then ten times happy me!
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659367]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  As a frail father takes joy in his child’s youthful activity. 
Lines 3-4:  So, weakened emotionally by fortune’s hand, take my satisfaction from your being. 
Lines 5-7: If good fortune (beauty, birth, wealth, or wit) finds its home in you. 
Line 8:  My love finds a new place for its attraction. 
Lines 9-10:  Here I am not harmed (lame, poor, despised) when in his shade where I find my new worth. 
Lines 11-12:  The bounty found within satisfies me, which even a part of it provides me such sustenance. 
Lines 13-14:  I wish for what is best for you, having this granted, and my happiness is multiplied! 
 



 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659368]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that, here using the analogy of family, like a father taking pride in his child’s happiness, he takes comfort from his lover’s qualities.  There may be a sardonic tone here as his misfortune has been caused by his lover and the use of “worth” and, especially, “truth,” the latter considering his transgressions, appears conspicuously out-of-place.  In the second, he enumerates the specific qualities of his love, all these, maybe more reside perched in his being and so he grafts his love there.  Again, there appears a derisive tone to these lines, especially in view of the last sonnet, which was the first of the separation sonnets.  This one may be written as a defensive swipe at the person who has caused him so much grief.  I will not refute the traditional analysis of this showing his love for this youth, but, yet, even the juxtaposition of the words “parts” and “engrafted” can imply a vulgar sexual reference which would hardly be flattering. In the next sonnet, there are far more grounds to accede to the traditional version of analysis. In the third, as a result he is no longer disadvantaged so long that he can subsist in his “shadow” and be satisfied by only a part of his magnificence.  This is either high praise or a continuation of his mocking tone.  The word “shadow” (I will refrain from a discussion of the 
“shadow/substance” dichotomy here except to note its appearance) is interesting in that is also can connote a distance and so now his happiness comes from being simply close to him as well as simply satisfied by a mere part of him.  In the couplet, he exclaims that whatever is good he wishes for him, if it is granted, he will be disproportionately happy.  Again, notice the technique he employs, he is merely happy in his shade and having merely part of his lover.  Now, if his wish for his good fortune is granted, he will be happy tenfold.  He uses such exaggerations, I believe, to underscore the sardonic nature of this work. That is, he will be satisfied many times by a fraction of his lover’s “glory”.  Again, there is a sparseness of imagery and analogy (though there are a few) as well as an awkward style employed here, despite the technique described above which such an artist is capable of regardless. This could also lead to the conclusion that he is truly pained by this period. 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659369]Sonnet 38

How can my Muse want subject to invent,
While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my verse
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent
For every vulgar paper to rehearse?
O, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight;
For who's so dumb that cannot write to thee, 
When thou thyself dost give invention light?
Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate; 
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to outlive long date.
If my slight Muse do please these curious days,
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659370]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  How can my Muse lack a theme while you live, that breathes life into my verse? 
Lines 3-4:  With your own theme, that surpasses the page too coarse to convey its subtlety. 
Lines 5-6:  Give yourself the credit, if I write any works that you deem worthy of your review. 
Lines 7-8:  Who can be so dumb as to be incapable of writing fine verse to one such as you when you yourself provide their subjects with such inspiration? 
Lines 9-10: If you are the tenth Muse, you are ten times worthier than those other “poets” call forth. 
Lines 11-12:  And the one, who summons you, let him present eternal works (“numbers” here connotes “16. any of a collection of poems or songs…”)[footnoteRef:4] to outlive time’s long passage.  [4:  Ibid.  Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary ] 

Lines 13-14:  If my ephemeral Muse satisfies these finicky days, the labor (of writing: “pain” can refer to “a laborious or intensive effort”) will be mine, but you will be the one praised. 

[bookmark: _Toc1659371]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks how his personal can Muse lack a theme while his lover lives to inspire him with themes that are too excellent for these crude papers to read out.  In the second, he tells him to give the praise to himself if he should compose any work that is worthy of his reading.  It appears that he is denoting a sense of inadequacy before his lover either because of his own insecurity or in a way that suggests we do not take these remarks necessarily seriously (see the previous sonnet).  He continues to ask that who could be so oblivious as to not be able to write about you, when your very presence gives rise to inspiration’s theme.  In the third, he proclaims that he could be his tenth 
Muse (there were nine Muses of poetry in ancient Greece’s literature), ten times more valuable than the previous nine the “vulgar” poets of his day call forth.  It may be only a coincidence that the number of ten was mentioned in the previous sonnet: 
 
“This wish I have; then ten times happy me!” 
 
 
One can question if this is deliberate and if there may be a relationship to its possibly sardonic tone.  He continues, telling him that fortunate one who calls upon him (he uses “invocate” in relation to his contemporaries who use the other nine, but “calls upon” for those who use his love, for his inspiration allows them to abandon conventional poetic conventions) will create poems to endure for all time.  In the couplet, he tells him to note that if his own insignificant Muse (he mentions his own Muse in line one) does create work to please a finicky age (perhaps in relation to artistic convention), the labor will be his, but he will know its acclaim. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659372]Sonnet 39

O, how thy worth with manners may I sing, 
When thou art all the better part of me?
What can mine own praise to mine own self bring?
And what is 't but mine own when I praise thee?
Even for this let us divided live,
And our dear love lose name of single one,
That by this separation I may give
That due to thee which thou deservest alone.
O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave
To entertain the time with thoughts of love,
Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive, 
And that thou teachest how to make one twain, 
By praising him here who doth hence remain!

 

[bookmark: _Toc1659373]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Oh, how your value with customary aplomb may I laud, when you have captured my soul? 
Lines 3-4:  What benefit can my praise be, then, when it benefits me? 
Lines 5-6:  Equal in this regard (of shared love), let us live separately, our love no longer be called as one. 
Lines 7-8:  From this separation I can give that which I owe to you that you should have alone (because together that person has the “better 
part” of him and his praise goes back to him, not the other, a gentle and amicable way of saying “I need some space” ). 
Lines 8-11:  O, separation, how painful an affliction would you be were it not that your bitter freedom gave me the tender opportunity to fill this dull void with remembrance of love. 
Line 12:  Which time’s passage and such thoughts can deceive or fool him about the pain of this separation. 
Lines 13-14:  By teaching us how to accept our separation by lauding him here, in my heart, who will always remain! 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659374]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks him how it is possible that he obey social conventions when he cares for him so and adds that it is now useless to 
keep praising him, for either because being his “better part” is still comes back to him or that self-praise is hollow. In the second, he concludes that they must separate for in this way can he give him what he deserves separately.  Clearly, this relationship has become irreconcilable and lends validity to the sardonic interpretations of Sonnet 37 and, perhaps, Sonnet 38.  In the third, he realizes the consequences of his logic and rues the pain separation will bring him.  Except for the fact that this bitter time will provide a sweet retreat where he can still entertain his thoughts of love for him allowing the sting of this separation to be reduced.  In the couplet, he adds that this absence will allow them to learn to live separately, since he now can praise in this verse even as he goes far away.  Again, even this logic appears flawed but necessary as he must reconcile himself to his absence. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659375]Sonnet 40

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all; 
What hast thou then more than thou hadst before? 
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;
All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.
Then if for my love thou my love receivest,
I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest; 
But yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.
I do forgive thy robbery, gentle 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 known injury.
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows, 
Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes.
 
Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Take all my loves, yes all of them, do you then have more? 
Line 3:  Than any love, mine, that you can call true love.  (i.e., are any of these others truer than mine?) 
Line 4:  All my love (i.e., his mistresses) and possessions were yours before you had her. 
Lines 5-6:  If it is for my love, you, my love, receive; I cannot blame you for your sexual relations with her. 
Lines 7-8:  But blame yourself, if you so deceive yourself by taking that which your conscience refuses. 
Line 9:  I forgive your theft, tender thief 
Line 10:  Even though you take all of what little I have (i.e., his only mistress while he has many). 
Lines 11-12:  Yet, love knows, it is more sorrowful to bear love’s injustice than hate’s harm. 
Lines 13:  My grace of lascivious behavior, where in you all ill appears well. 
Line 14:  Kill me instead with harshness, but not let us become enemies. 





Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks his lover that even if he takes all of his loves, does he have yet any more love.  He tells him that he had all his other mistresses before he had taken her. This may appear to be a hypocritical and sexist situation, he loves him yet has other mistresses and he considers his mistresses as his property, both can be viewed in modern times as such.  First, he separates any love he has for a woman from the “true” love he has for this other.  Second, in his day, the prevailing culture was male-dominated so he was writing from within this sphere. In the second, he tells him that if he did this simply to increase his love for him, he could not be blamed, but if not, then he should be blamed for having what his better side would have refused.  Here, it appears, he attempts to justify his lover’s actions but realizes this is futile.  In the third, he tells him he forgives him, though it appears that there is a querulous aspect by his use of the word “thief,” even though he takes what remaining mistress.  But he once again attempts to come to terms with this deception by rationalizing it is still worse to know love’s injustice than a hate’s actual harm.  He would rather bear a lover’s sorrow, still.  In the couplet, he concedes that though he continues his wanton behavior, it is still better they remain friends.  A pathetic display of resignation for a relationship beyond rescue makes this last line more forceful. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659376]Sonnet 41

Those petty wrongs that liberty commits,
When I am sometime absent from thy heart,
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits, 
For still temptation follows where thou art.
Gentle thou art and therefore to be won,
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed;
And when a woman woos, what woman's son 
Will sourly leave her till she have prevailed?
Ay me! but yet thou mightest my seat forbear,
And chide try beauty and thy straying youth,
Who lead thee in their riot even there
Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth, 
Hers by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659377]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Those base wrongs that wantonness causes, when you forget my love. 
Lines 3-4:  Your beauty and youth are the cause for temptation is then easily present. 
Lines 5-6:  You are gentle (referring to traits of kindness and nobility) and a prize to be sought, beautiful, too, therefore actively pursued. Lines 7-8:  When a woman becomes romantic, what man can resist her advances until she has succeeded? 
Lines 9-10:  Poor me!  Still, understand my position that upbraids your misuse of beauty and your youthful wanton ways. 
Lines 11-12:  That led you in their frenzy where you are forced to break a two-fold truth. 
Lines 13-14:  Hers, by despoiling her repute by tempting her so and yours, by being unfaithful to me. 
 






[bookmark: _Toc1659378]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he speaks first about the wanton (“petty”) transgressions his lover commits while away are natural for one beauty  and youth so well adorns, and so temptation follows him.  In the second, he continues that, it is inevitable that women would attempt to seduce him.  He is justifying his actions in these terms to lessen the severity of his transgressions.  He adds that when a woman then begins her seduction, what man would look askance but instead let her succeed?  In the third, his reservations surface about this argument.  He enviously wishes his lover would not forsake him (with sexual implications) and 
restrain his sensuality which lead him into his transgressions.  Notice that his beauty and youth are now seen as guiding him in terms of “riot” or sexual frenzy (l. 13), while earlier (l. 3), he was excusing him for the very same traits.  This emphasizes the fact that he has a change of attitude toward his behavior.  Now his actions cause him to break him to break a twofold promise.  In the couplet, he explains that the offense is first his beauty causes this woman’s seduction (breaking her promise of fidelity to the speaker) and second, his beauty causes him to break his promise of love to him by taking her (again, the prevailing culture was male dominated).  This couplet is directly accusatory, falling far from the 
opening justification of his actions to the realization that, again, this relationship is irreparably damaged. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659379]Sonnet 42

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,
And yet it may be said I loved her dearly; 
That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,
A loss in love that touches me more nearly.
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye:
Thou dost love her, because thou knowst I love her;
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.
If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain,
And losing her, my friend hath found that loss; 
Both find each other, and I lose both twain, 
And both for my sake lay on me this cross:
But here's the joy; my friend and I are one;
Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659380]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  That she is yours, it is not the only thing that grieves me and yet I did love her very much. 
Lines 3-4:  That you are hers; is why I cry most, love’s loss that touches me more closely. 
Lines 5-6:  Offenders of love, you can be excused for this:  you do love her only because you know I do. 
Lines 7-8:  And in the same manner, she allows (“suffers” can relate to the painful liaisons he has had in the past) you try her favors. 
Lines 9-10:  If I lose you, my loss is still your gain, and losing her, you then gain that loss (i.e., you have her). 
Lines 11-12:  You find each other, and I then lose both of you, then both of you lay the cross of this sorrow on me. 
Lines 13-14:  But there is still this joy, my friend and I am one, in this case, what flattery!  She then loves only me.  
 






[bookmark: _Toc1659381]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he states that his mistress is now his but claims he is most saddened by losing him.  In the second, he claims they can be excused on the grounds that his love for her stems from the knowledge of his own relationship 
with her.  He is perhaps intimating that in this way his actions are due to this love for him.  He has used this argument in the prior sonnets. He says that she is 
acting out of her love for him but he adds a bitter description to her relationship 
with him, stating she “suffers” his friend. The use of “for your sake” three (ll. 7-8 and l 12) seems to denote a sense of sarcasm or bitterness. In the third, he attempts to draw up a new calculus, losing him will be to his friend’s advantage, 
losing her, still to his friend’s.  The sum of this is that he loses both.  The use of the word “cross” carries religious connotations. In the couplet, he does act like 
this formula works, there is still a joy to be gleaned from this, if his friend and him are truly united, the result will be that she then loves only him.  The use of the phrase here "Sweet flattery!" may be insincere. Of course, he cannot take such logic seriously and this only may underscore a tone of sarcasm if not outright self-deception instead. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659382]Sonnet 43

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,
For all the day they view things unrespected;
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,
And darkly bright are bright in dark directed.
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,
How would thy shadow's form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light, 
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!
How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in the living day,
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!
All days are nights to see till I see thee,
And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659383]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When I sleep, then do I most clearly see, when my eyes are opened all day, they see what I do not care for. 
Lines 3-4:  But when asleep, I see you in my dreams and my eyes shining brightly in the dark are focused into the night. 
Lines 5-6:  Then you, whose shadow alone can illuminate the shadow of others, how magnificently would your form (his “real” self), from which 
your shadow comes, create a display of both you and the world around you. 
Lines 7-8:  Compared to the lifeless objects around you, your clear light would outshine the day. 
Lines 9-10:  How blessed would my vision be to see your visage in the waking day. 
Lines 11-12:  When in the depths of the evening your nightly image pervades my deepest sleep and still appears while my eyes are shut! 
Lines 13-14:  The day is dark until I see you, and nights are bright like day when you appear to me. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659384]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, playing on the Platonic duality of day and night, brightness and darkness and shadow and form, he begins by stating that when he sleeps his eyes most clearly see.  When his eyes are opened during the day they look at objects he does is not concerned with.  When asleep, he sees his lover and his gaze now directed into the darkness.  In the second, he muses that as his shadow outshines the other shadow, then how magnificently would his real form (from which his shadow) comes create a wondrous display both of itself and of the world around it. Compared to the day’s objects that appear insignificant to him, his light would clearly outshine them.  How blessed would he be to see his form in the day when even in the night his shadow shines in his sleep.  The play on duality emphasizes his absence from him.  In the couplet, he states, playing still on this duality, all days are nights to his sight (as the objects he regards as “unrespected”) and nights, conversely, like bright days when his dreams show him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659385]Sonnet 44

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
 Injurious distance should not stop my way;
For then despite of space I would be brought,
From limits far remote where thou dost stay.
No matter then although my foot did stand
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee;
For nimble thought can jump both sea and land 
As soon as think the place where he would be.
But ah! thought kills me that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone,
But that so much of earth and water wrought
I must attend time's leisure with my moan,
Receiving nought by elements so slow
But heavy tears, badges of either's woe.




 
[bookmark: _Toc1659386]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  If my being were thought, harmful distance would be not obstacle. 
Lines 3-4:  For then regardless of distance would I be brought to where you stay. 
Lines 5-6:  If I were like thought, no matter if I stood from the farthest point from you. 
Lines 7-8:  I could jump both land and see, as soon as I could think the place you be. 
Lines 9-10:  But oh!  Thought kills me that I am not so and cannot bridge the distance when you are gone. 
Lines 11-12:  But I am so composed of earthly elements; that I am at their mercy as I wail. 
Lines 13-14:  Receiving nothing by my physical limitations, only heavy tears, the marks of each one’s woe. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659387]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he speculates that if his body was only Thought distance would no longer be an obstacle for then he could void the rules of space and from far distances go to him.  In the second; it would not matter where he stood, even from the farthest distance from him as Thought can travel as quickly as he envisions the place that he is in.  Again, his attempt to lighten his sorrow fails given this time to his mortal limitations in the third quatrain.  He laments the very thought that he is not “thought” to leap the length of miles when he is away (the use of the consonance with “l” here as well as the meter of the words suggests the actual strides).  He realizes that he is composed of earth and water, earthly elements that he must obey (as in a servile role) as he moans.  In the couplet, he reveals his frustration by flippantly remarking he receives no benefit from them (they are slow while Time is nimble, l. 7), only cascading drops as the teary testaments to each other’s woes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659388]Sonnet 45

The other two, slight air and purging fire, 
Are both with thee, wherever I abide;
The first my thought, the other my desire, 
These present-absent with swift motion slide.
For when these quicker elements are gone
In tender embassy of love to thee,
My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppress'd with melancholy;
Until life's composition be recured
By those swift messengers return'd from thee, 
Who even but now come back again, assured 
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me:
This told, I joy; but then no longer glad,
I send them back again and straight grow sad.

[bookmark: _Toc1659389]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  These two, fragile air and consuming fire are both with you wherever I am. 
Lines 3-4:  The first represents my thought, the other my desire, they at the same time present and absent (they are present in both his friend and in him), move with swift speed. 
Lines 5-6:  For when these speedy elements are gone, in their sweet entreaty of love to you. 
Lines 7-8:  My life, made of four (earth and water the other two), with two alone, falls toward death, burdened with sorrow. 
Lines 9-10:  Until my full composition is restored by these two messengers returned from you. 
Lines 11-12:  Who return even now assured of your good health (he is also nourished by these), telling me this. 
Lines 13-14:  This told, I am happy, but then not much longer glad, away I send them once more and straightaway grow sad from their and your absence. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659390]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, as a continuation of the previous sonnet, he tells his lover (rhetorically) that fire and air (earth and water were the first two elements mentioned previously) are with, essentially, both of them but in an alternating sense.  Air represents his thought (which received special mention previously as well, but here is an actual element), fire, his passion which move quickly between them.  In the second, when they are gone in their embassies of his passion to him, he is left with the other two elements; earth and water, which causes him to fall from his enraptured height down to a dispirited state, being so overcome with sadness.  In the third, his health is restored upon the return of these ambassadors (he also is stating that his love feels the same and that he sends them to him as well, but this could be a desperate wish) who have already cured him, let him know this.  In the couplet, he first states, that upon first hearing his news he is joyful, but then this passes as he needs to send them off again which by leaving him alone, along with his friend’s absence, makes him sad.  The plight is emphasized that as these two elements are sent as emissaries to his love they also leave with him with the remaining elements which force him down into dejection again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659391]Sonnet 46

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war
How to divide the conquest of thy sight;
Mine eye my heart thy picture's sight would bar,
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.
My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie--
A closet never pierced with crystal eyes—
 But the defendant doth that plea deny
And says in him thy fair appearance lies.
To 'cide this title is impanneled
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart,
And by their verdict is determined
The clear eye's moiety and the dear heart's part:
As thus; mine eye's due is thy outward part,
And my heart's right thy inward love of heart.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659392]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  My eye and heart are in conflict about how to divide their capture of your sight. 
Lines 3-4:  My eye my heart your sight would bar, my heart my eye would petition for that right. 
Lines 5-6:  My heart pleads that in it you should lay, a dark space not stirred by lucid sight. 
Lines 7-8:  But the defendant, my eye, disputes this plea, stating that in him (sight) your fine appearance lies. 
Lines 9-10:  To cede this deed or right is sequestered a jury, all that reside in the heart 
Lines 11-12:  And by their verdict a decision made of the clear eye’s half and the heart’s equal part. 
Lines 13-14: And so, my eye’s settlement is your outer part, and my heart’s entitlement your heart’s inner love (your love). 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659393]Analysis 
 
He uses legal terminology predominantly here.  In the first quatrain, his eye and heart are embroiled in a conflict over how to divide the conquest of their possession.  The eye was believed to refer to superficial concerns such as appearance while the heart dealt with inner ones such as love, sincerity and trust.  His heart’s settlement would bar (in a legal sense) his eye from his love’s view; his eye’s desired outcome is that his heart is barred from it.  Of course, if either win, he is doomed to not totally appreciate his affection; either the outward appearance of his love would be prohibited or the inner feelings of his endearment.  In the second, continuing the analogy of a courtroom battle, his heart pleads that he is where his love lies, beyond the realm of the superficiality of sight; the defendant denies this plea (notice the use of legal terms), the 
eye believes that in him lies his faithful appearance.  In the third, there is a jury of hearts impaneled to decide this legal challenge, but the verdict does not reflect this; the eye and heart receive equal shares.  In the couplet, the award is that his eye receives the outer part (appearance) and the heart the inner one (love).  A fair and judicious outcome. 















[bookmark: _Toc1659394]Sonnet 47

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, 
And each doth good turns now unto the other:
When that mine eye is famish'd for a look,
Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,
With my love's picture then my eye doth feast
And to the painted banquet bids my heart;
Another time mine eye is my heart's guest 
And in his thoughts of love doth share a part:
So, either by thy picture or my love,
Thyself away art resent still with me;
For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,
And I am still with them and they with thee;
Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight
Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659395]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Between my eye and heart is a covenant is made and each reciprocates now with each other. 
Lines 3-4:  When my eye is missing its love and my heart his lover’s image the following will be allowed. 
Lines 5-6:  Now enjoying the picture of his love, he bids my heart to share in his view (of his love’s image). 
Lines 7-8:  Another time my heart is my eye’s guest and in my heart’s love my eye shares a part. 
Lines 9-10:  So, either by your memory (his appearance) or my love, even though apart you still live with me. 
Lines 11-12:  You are never farther away than my thoughts of love for you can go and I still have them and through my eye they have you (he can see his love). 
Lines 13-14:  Or if I am asleep, your vision awakes my love to both my heart’s and eye’s delight. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659396]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he states there is an alliance is made (finishing the military analogy) between the eye and the heart that had waged “mortal war” in the previous sonnet.  The terms are that whenever the eye pines for his love and the heart for his image the following will be provided.  In the second, this is when either his eye or heart miss him, they will allow each other to share their faculties.  Notice the irony, it is when his eye needs a look and his heart is pining that they will collaborate and shows their inherent relationship (the eye needs to look into his heart and his heart to his eye’s image).  In the third, he notes that either through his lover’s image or his own feelings, he is ever with him.  He is never farther than his thought since he can both enjoy his love’s image and his love for him.  In the couplet, even if he is asleep, his image (eye) awakens his love (heart) to both their joy, completing the league and their inherent nature.  There is a sense of distance here, however, that such an alliance cannot eliminate.  That is, it appears in this series of sonnets 
that he is preoccupying himself with themes of duality (Sonnets, Cf. 43-4) or the four elements (Sonnets, Cf. 44-5) or in this battle between eye and heart (Sonnets 45- to the present one).  He has come full cycle from “Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?” 
 
 
 













[bookmark: _Toc1659397]Sonnet 48

How careful was I, when I took my way,
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,
That to my use it might unused stay
From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!
But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,
Most worthy of comfort, now my greatest grief,
Thou, best of dearest and mine only care,
Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.
Thee have I not lock'd up in any chest,
Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,
Within the gentle closure of my breast,
From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part;
And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear,
For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

[bookmark: _Toc1659398]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  How careful I was when I went my way, each trifling object I safely secured. 
Lines 3-4:  That until I had use of it would remain safe from thieves, in a secure location. 
Lines 5-6:  But you, to whom my riches are but pittances, most deserving of comfort and now (because he can be stolen, see l 8, below) my greatest source of woe. 
Lines 7-8:  You, my dearest and my only concern are remaining the prey of every coarse robber. 
Lines 9-10:  You I have not locked up in any chest (can also refer to heart), except your absence, though I feel you are here. 
Lines 11-12: Within the enclosure of my heart where you can come and go at your pleasure. 
Lines 13-14:  And even from that place (his heart) you will be stolen, I fear, for truth becomes a thief for a prize so loved. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659399]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he explains how very careful he was to lock up all his possessions, “trifles” can refer to objects but also as unimportant ones to him.  His ability to protect these “trifling” items from thieves for some future use does not extend to his lover, quatrain two.  In the same way as he stands over his petty objects, he becomes the trifling object before his lover.  He now become concerned that he may the “stolen,” notice his lover is also “dear” or precious to him, how own valuable object.  In the third, he explains that he has only been able to secure his absence, yet he still remains in his heart and his discretion.  Yet, even from here, he worries, he will be taken.  Once more, he is concerned about the prospect that he may lose him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659400]Sonnet 49

Against that time, if ever that time come,
When I shall see thee frown on my defects,
When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum,
Call'd to that audit by advised respects;
Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass
And scarcely greet me with that sun thine eye,
When love, converted from the thing it was,
Shall reasons find of settled gravity.
Against that time do I ensconce me here
Within the knowledge of mine own desert,
And this my hand against myself uprear,
To guard the lawful reasons on thy part:
To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws,
Since why to love I can allege no cause.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659401]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When, if ever, that time comes when I see you upset on my shortcomings. 
Lines 3-4:  When as your love has sent its greatest amount, called to that accounting by considering your high social position (his friend’s high social position causes him to reevaluate the relationship). Lines 5-6:  At that time when you will curiously pass and hardly greet me with that glow in your eye. 
Lines 7-8:  When love, changed from what it once was, shall reasons find of a sobering weight. 
Lines 9-10:  When that time comes, I will securely settle myself here, in the understanding of my own failings in the relationship (“desertion” can be used to highlight that he has committed like offenses). 
Lines 11-12:  And for this I upbraid myself (this could also refer to his taking an oath, upbraid referring to take one’s hand to), to protect your rightful reasons. 
Lines 13-14:  To abandon me you have legal justification, since there is no justification for love. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659402]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, when the time arrives that his lover is unhappy with his imperfection, when he has spent all his love’s sum on him (using a legal and business analogy here), considering also his social status, will leave him. In the second, he believes he may no longer even greet him and that his reasons may be legitimate.  In the third, should a trial be held, he points to his own guilt and indicts himself in order to defend his lover.  In the couplet, he grants that he may leave him, as he cannot postulate any justification for love himself (cannot find cause against love).  It appears that he has prepared himself for his lover’s separation. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659403]Sonnet 50

How heavy do I journey on the way,
When what I seek, my weary travel's end,
Doth teach that ease and that repose to say
'Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend!'
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me,
As if by some instinct the wretch did know
His rider loved not speed, being made from thee:
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide; 
Which heavily he answers with a groan,
More sharp to me than spurring to his side;
For that same groan doth put this in my mind; 
My grief lies onward and my joy behind.

[bookmark: _Toc1659404]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  How burdensome is my journey, when I wish my weary road to end 
Lines 3-4:  This journey instead mocks me with, “How far the miles are measured from your friend!” 
Lines 5-6:  The animal that carries me (his horse), weary with woe, continues to plod forth, to carry that weight (also, burden) in me 
Lines 7-8:  As if by this instinct, this creature knows his rider did not care for his journey which will only take him farther away (from his lover). 
Lines 9-10:  The spur, no matter how painful it is, fails to move my horse forward, that my sudden anger forces me to thrust into his hide Lines 11-12:  He replies to me heavily (the theme of weight is here, in the physical sense but also in the emotional one as well) with a groan; that is more piercing that my spurring him is. 
Lines 13-14:  For that the sound of his groan brings this to my mind, my sorrow is ahead and my joy behind. 
 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659405]Analysis 
 
He laments his journey where he constantly is reminded about his lover, in the first quatrain, shows how much he has infiltrated even his most routine moments.  In the second, he describes his horse as plowing forth tired with his rider’s woe. He employs humor in this setting to offset its seriousness.  He continues noting that this beast moves slowly as if he understands his sorrow.  In the third, he notes now the beast cannot be forced to hasten his gait, even as he spurs him from his being upset at his situation.  Note that he uses words like “heavy” (ll.1, 11), “weight” (l. 6), “bear” (l. 6), to suggest sorrow. The horse then emits a pitiful groan (the horse also is showing his sympathy, adding a humorous touch) which hurts him more than how he had hurt the horse.  Even this mundane activity is related to his romantic thoughts; his horse’s groan forces him to think about the sorrow that lies ahead while his joy is left behind. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659406]Sonnet 51

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence
Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed:
From where thou art why should I haste me thence?
Till I return, of posting is no need.
O, what excuse will my poor beast then find,
When swift extremity can seem but slow?
Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind;
In winged speed no motion shall I know:
Then can no horse with my desire keep pace;
Therefore desire of perfect'st love being made,
Shall neigh--no dull flesh--in his fiery race;
But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade;
Since from thee going he went wilful-slow,
Towards thee I'll run, and give him leave to go.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659407]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  So, can my love excuse the unknowing offence of my dull-witted horse who is moving fast when I with leave you. 
Lines 3-4:  After all, why should I hasten my departure from you? Until I return, such speed is not necessary. 
Lines 5-6:  Oh, what excuse will my pathetic beast use, when his swiftest limbs then seem but slow? 
Lines 7-8:  Then I will prod him, though I am riding on the wind, it will appear that even in winged flight I am not moving. 
Line 9:  Then no horse with my desire can keep the same stride, Lines 10-11:  Therefore, my desire for you will neigh like an eager stallion (not like my slow horse), anxious to race. 
Line 12:  But this love for love that brings such desire will excuse my worn-out horse. 
Lines 13-14:  Since from leaving you he went deliberately slow, towards you I will run, and allow him to go. 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659408]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he states that his horse, to continue this equestrian sonnet series, too quickly is making the journey away from his lover.  It is his reluctance to leave that makes it appear so.  In the second quatrain, argues that if he is returning, the horse’s speed will appear slow.  Then, he should spur him, but be will be in such a speedy flight, it will appear he is standing still.  Here, his longing for his love will make the horse’s speed appear too slow.  He posits a way to offset this in the third quatrain, his desire, which no horse could match in speed, born of a perfect love (love in the abstract)  shall “neigh” in the race (“fiery” can 
connote his desire).  His love, directly as related to his desire, can either forgive or relieve the jade of his duties.  In the couplet, in a disdainful dismissal of his horse, he tells him that as his horse deliberately went slowly leaving him; he will run to him on the wings of desire, letting his horse go.  Interesting, that it is his own melancholy that makes the horse seem like “dull flesh” (l. 11), not the horse itself, yet he expresses a contemptuous tone toward this worn-out horse.  Since it is his desire that is responsible for his journey appearing slow (the desire for his love that once he leaves him makes so despondent the trip home seems a very slow one), he will use his desire to fuel his trip back to his lover.  The issue is it appears he is so obsessed by his desire that he ignores its psychological consequences, seeking to blame those that do not allow him to satisfactorily lead him to or away from his lover, instead of examining his own role in this.  You will note the use of terms like “speed” (l. 2 or “haste” in l. 3 or “run” in l. 14), “swift extremity” (l. 6), “slow” (l. 1), and “wllful slow” (l. 11), that allow him to contrast the speed of the journey.  Usually, the terms of “speed” or “haste” or “run” refer to his trip to his love, but the use of “swift extremity” is used to highlight the fact that 
though it is swift on the horse, allowing him to move quickly, yet when it pertains to the emotional state appears to be of no use.  Hence, his releasing his horse from his use at the end, he cannot benefit him now, he requires his desire to speed him to his love. 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659409]Sonnet 52 

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure, 
The which he will not every hour survey,
For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,
Since, seldom coming, in the long year set, 
Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,
Or captain jewels 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 new unfolding his imprison'd pride.
Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope, 
Being had, to triumph, being lack'd, to hope.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659410]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  I am like a rich person who possessed the key that can open up his treasure chest. Line 3:  Not worried about if or where he must find it (“The which he will not every hour survey”). 
Line 4:  Which would detract from too seldom those times he avails himself of this bounty. 
Lines 5-6:  So are feasts so serious and infrequent, since, infrequently scheduled during a long year. 
Lines 7-8:  Like valuable stones spaced out accordingly or like a captain’s jewels.  (“Cacarnet” is not found in dictionary, we will assume it is a storage facility in keeping with the analogy). 
Lines 9-10:  So is time itself that keeps you as my treasure (keeps him in his “chest” or heart) or as the clothing room which conceals your robe. 
Lines 11-12:  For that one moment of indulgence. 
Lines 13-14:  Blessed you are, whose preciousness allows you to satisfy my desire so that, having you, am triumphant, if not able to now, to still have such expectation. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659411]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he uses the analogy of a rich person with his treasure to compare with love’s satisfaction.  He is like the rich person with the key to his chest of valuables that can be accessed it at any time. There is clearly a sexual innuendo present here. In the second, having his valuables so safeguarded allows him not to worry about their location. He compares this to the somber religious feasts that are held are scheduled infrequently and then compared to a necklace’s stones which are sparsely set.  That is, the occasional use of the rich man’s treasure is likened to the infrequency of religious events or the gaunt ornamentation of a necklace.  In the third, the thread continues, this is like the time which keeps her in his chest (i.e., heart).  Now, he relates the analogies 
to the subject, and then uses another to describe her; she is like the wardrobe in which she hides as his special robe.  Yes, this use of wardrobe and then robe are strained but let us follow this course.  She makes a special moment special blessed, like the wardrobe she is as well as the robe; it appears there is some method behind this seemingly tautological construct.  But this is merely an interpretation; however, he “unfolds” his robe or his lady, again a sexual reference that is obvious now.  Notice the use of the word “bless” or derivative (ll. 1-13, “blessed”, l. 11, “blest”) to imply there is a religious flavor to these events and his fortune.  Possessing this key is a blessing, a moment with her also 
blessed but also is she a blessed person in her capability of conferring her blessed status to another person.  It seems a curious juxtaposition of the tawdry sexual imagery suggested here with religious overtones.  The couplet brings this curious dichotomy to the surface, her blessed presence that allows him to become “worthy” enough so he may, if not “having” her, a sexually direct reference, now as his conquest, can entertain the prospect of some future sexual pleasure, a deferred treat from his treasure chest.  Reading the later sonnets and knowing the themes that I believe this is perhaps an antecedent to, I would conjecture this may be the first appearance of his “dark lady,” first; he uses this 
raunchy, sardonic and unflattering style in those later ones depicting their relationship.  Second, it is more than apparent that the relationship with the Earl has reached a point of psychological disruption for him; he will not be able to come out of his melancholic state so easily now.  Third, it would seem inconsistent to link an old affair to the new imagery that seems conveyed here, not that it would be inapplicable, but it appears by the way this work is constructed; the object is someone new, which would not be surprising considering what his experiences have been.  
Fourth, the undisguised sexual reference of the couplet would also indicate a different person as he has veiled such references much more discreetly with his previous lover. The question is the relationship between religious and sexual themes. Their role together is clearly depicted in the last line where she will allow him either an immediate sexual conquest or the “hope” of one, tying sexual gratification to a prayer. Whoever this lover is has brought about some very conflicting and unflattering comparisons between the two. 
 
 



























 



[bookmark: _Toc1659412]Sonnet 53 

What is your substance, whereof are you made,
That millions of strange shadows on you tend? 
Since every one hath, every one, one shade,
And you, but one, can every shadow lend.
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit
Is poorly imitated after you;
On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set,
And you in Grecian tires are painted new:
Speak of the spring and foison of the year;
The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 
The other as your bounty doth appear;
And you in every blessed shape we know.
In all external grace you have some part,
But you like none, none you, for constant heart.


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659413]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  What is your composition that you are made of that millions of curious essences serve you? 
Lines 3-4:  Since everything has but one being yet you, the supreme essence, can give a part of you to all the rest. 
Lines 5-6:  Describe Adonis and his own essence a poor imitation of yours. 
Lines 7-8:  On Helen’s (of Troy) cheek, the sum of all art and beauty yet in you her Grecian attire (i.e., “tire”) is worn anew. 
Lines 9-11:  Speak of the spring and the autumn (i.e., foison); the spring displays the essence of your beauty, the autumn as your bounty appears. 
Line12:  And you appear in every blessed thing we see. 
Lines 13-14:  In all physical beauty you play a part, but you are like nothing else and nothing is like you, none possess your faithful love. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659414]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, delving into Neo-Platonic metaphysics, he asks what his lover could be made of that so many other essences are entwined with his.  In the second, compared to his love, Adonis is a poor imitation, Helen is also not the equal, and in her Helen’s attire is newly worn.  In the third, using nature for the analogy, spring showcases his beauty while the autumn reflects his harvest.  He is found in everything we see.  In the couplet, he concludes his essence is a part of everything in the physical world, yet, in the realm of the heart, in its faithfulness, he stands apart. 



























 

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659415]Sonnet 54 

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem 
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give!
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that sweet odour which doth in it live.
The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye
As the perfumed tincture of the roses,
Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly 
When summer's breath their masked buds discloses:
But, for their virtue only is their show,
They live unwoo'd and unrespected fade,
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so;
 Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,
When that shall fade, my verse distills your truth.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659416]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  How more beautiful beauty appears when ornamented by truth! 
Lines 3-4:  The rose looks pleasing, but more pleasing we accord it because of the sweet fragrance inside. 
Lines 5-6:  The wild roses have as rich a color as the perfumed dye of the roses. 
Lines 7-8: The same thorns are on them and play as recklessly when summer’s air unmasks their buds. 
Lines 9-10:  But their value is only their appearance; they live undesired and disrespected wither, 
Lines 11-12: Dying alone. Sweet roses do not die like this, from their sweet demise, the sweetest odors emanate. 
Lines 13-14:  And so, for you, beautiful and lovely youth, when these (his beauty and youth) fade, my verse will extract your true worth. 



[bookmark: _Toc1659417]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he exclaims that beauty is even more beautiful when complemented with truth (again, perhaps Keats read this one.  In the 
second, the rose may appear pleasing, but we regard it even more highly because of its fragrance.  In the second, wild roses have the same rich color as they, the same thorns and can hurt you the same.  In the third, he explains that the wild roses‟ value is only their appearance.  Unrewarded and unloved, they wither and die, “unwoo’d” referring to these roses as women that are left alone.  Sweet roses do not meet this fate, from their deaths the sweetest fragrance emanates.  In the couplet, he turns to his love to tell him that when his life goes, this verse will preserve its essence.  This is the representation of his love as a sweet rose whose fragrance he will extract and preserve in this verse.  He is unlike those other lovely youths, like the wild roses, whose beauty is only ephemeral.  His love’s heart is, like in the previous sonnet, unlike the rest, the one whose fragrance will linger.  In Sonnet 18, he tempered the ravages of 
Time on this youth with the longevity of his verse; here it serves to preserve the truth of his beauty, a variation on the same theme. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659418]Sonnet 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 besmear'd 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 yourself arise,
You live in this, and dwell in lover's eyes.

[bookmark: _Toc1659419]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Not marble, nor the golden monuments of royalty shall outlive this powerful rhyme. 
Lines 3-4:  But you will glow more brightly in this than untouched stone smeared by harlot time. 
Lines 5-6:  When destructive war shall turn these statues over and men’s quarrels undo the work of stonework (buildings‟ destruction). 
Lines 7-8: Neither Mars‟ mighty sword (war) nor war’s fiery blasts will erase the living record of your existence. 
Lines 9:  Against death and too-blind hatred. 
Lines 10-11:  Shall you go forth; your praise will be given, even in the eyes of new generations. 
Line 12: That will erode the world’s state until its ultimate demise. 
Lines 13-14:  So, until the judgment that brings you forth, you are immortalized in this verse, and live forever in the eyes of all lovers. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659420]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he returns to the theme where his love will be immortalized beyond the duration of even marble monuments.  In the second, he continues that even when war overturns these not even the ravages of war will erase his history.  In the third, even against death and blind wrath will he walk forward to find his praise and even succeeding generations will praise him until the final day.  In the couplet, using a religious reference, the “Day of the Final Judgment”, he tells him he will live eternally in this verse and live wherever lover’s do.  Notice the use of words related “to live”, (outlive, living, oblivious, arise, dwell) offset the 
effect of death, destruction and war.  This theme of immortalizing his love can be seen it its variants, in Sonnets, Cf. 18, 65, 81, 107, and 123.  There appears a difference insofar that in Sonnet 18, for example, it is the poet’s fame that will keep his lover’s memory fresh, here it is the lover who becomes immortalized and this verse serves as his vehicle to show this.  Of course, in the end, it is the power of the verse, not an individual that lends it its enduring quality. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659421]Sonnet 56

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite, 
Which but to-day by feeding is allay'd,
To-morrow sharpen'd in his former might:
So, love, be thou; although to-day thou fill
Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness,
To-morrow see again, and do not kill 
The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.
Let this sad interim like the ocean be
Which parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see
Return of love, more blest may be the view;
Else call it winter, which being full of care
Makes summer's welcome thrice more wish'd, more rare.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659422]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Sweet love, rejuvenate yourself, don’t let it be said that your spirit is duller than your hunger. 
Lines 3-4:  Which today by being fed is pacified, tomorrow is sharper and more lustful. 
Lines 5-6:  So, love, be, although you are full today, your eyes once hungry now asleep with satisfaction. 
Lines 7-8:  Tomorrow let them see sharply again, and do not allay love’s spirit with this lustfulness that does not go away. 
Lines 9-10:  Let this moment of separation like the ocean be, which parts the shore, where two new lovers. 
Lines 11-12:  Come daily to the banks of keen passion, that, when they see this love’s keen return, more blessed is the view. 
Lines 13-14:  Or else call it winter, this dull satisfaction, which being full of concern, makes love’s sharper edge, (“summer’s welcome”) many times more desired and rarer. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659423]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he instructs he instructs his love to sharpen his spirit, to not let it become duller than his appetite.  Appetite turns from its meaning of food in this quatrain to a sexual one in the one below.  His appetite automatically feeds itself unlike his spirit which requires his own will.  In the second, he tells him that although his love is now full, I would interpret this as sexual; his eyes (eyes are used prominently in these works) are now asleep with being satiated.  He asks his lover to see more clearly tomorrow, to not let them blunt love’s spirit with his 
appetite’s crass sexual cravings.  In the third, he asks that them separation be likened to an ocean that parts the shore between them making the moment of their reunion more blessed.  In the quarter, he likens it to winter, which brings so much concern, only adds to the delight 
of the summer.  The use of words such as edge, blunter, “sharpen’d”, and dullness highlight the relationship between his lover’s spirit and his appetite, in the way that they make it more desirable that his spirit is sharp while dullness is seen to connote undesirable traits, such as when he instructs him to not starve his spirit with his dullness or mere sexual satisfaction (l. 8).  Also, the use of words to describe appetite, “allay’d”, “sharpen‟d” (using this in another context), fill, hungry eyes, wink with fullness, full of care emphasize the difference between the lofty level of love between base appetite.  He is wishing that his love regains that spirit which transcends his sexual wanderings and, in this way, will recall his speaker’s love for him.  The analogies of the ocean and the seasons come in to accent this; once he regains his higher moral posture, he will observe his love anew like two lover’s meeting again at the same shore or after a lonely and bitter winter. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659424]Sonnet 57

Being your slave, what should I do but tend 
Upon the hours and times of your desire?
I have no precious time at all to spend, Nor services to do, till you require.
Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour
When you have bid your servant once adieu;
Nor dare I question with my jealous thought
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,
But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought
Save, where you are how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love that in your will,
Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill.



[bookmark: _Toc1659425]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  As your slave, my only task is to cater to the length and time of your desire. 
Lines 3-4:  I have no valuable time to use or services to render, unless these you require (sardonic tone). 
Lines 5-6:  Nor dare I criticize this time I wait that appears without end, while I, my master, wait for you. 
Lines 7-8:  Nor think that this absence is painful when you have said goodbye to me. 
Lines 9-10:  Nor dare I question with my own jealousy where you are or what you are doing (“affairs” could refer to other relationships). 
Lines 11-12: But like your saddened slave, think of nothing else except where you are and how happy you make someone else (this is a 
sardonic tone, with a little more than a trace of bitterness here). 
Lines 13-14:  So complete a fool is love that in what you do (or with the play on the word “will” to refer to himself, you could interpret this to mean, “what you do to „”Will‟” or to me”), whatever it may be, love thinks there is still no wrong. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659426]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks that what else should he, as his lover’s slave, do but wait the time for his pleasure.  The whole sonnet has a sardonic, pathetic, resigned air about it that does not openly admit what is assuredly now a bitter and painful relationship that can never heal.  In the second quatrain, the tone becomes clearly so, he in contemporary terms, sarcastically tells his lover, “I have nothing better to do, nothing else, until you want something from me, and won’t even dare criticize this endless waiting, while I, master, watch this clock while you’re gone.”  This is barely containable as merely an expression of his devotion; the bitterness is seeping throughout and begins to overtake this main theme. The references to time emphasize the pain of this separation.  In the third quatrain, he goes on to say that he will not think this absence distasteful when he has told his love goodbye nor even dare to criticize him with 
thoughts of jealousy (jealous could also mean attentive or steadfast), but like a slave thinking of nothing else but where he is and how happy he is 
making someone else.  This is a coyly sardonic quatrain that emphasizes his stated loyalty is used more in mocking terms.  Notice how he refers to his lover as “sovereign” and himself as “slave” which hardly depicts a 
lovers‟ relationship in which there is an implicit equality.  In the couplet, 
he observes that love is such a total fool that in his will (“will” likely means him, see later sonnets, 135-6 and 143, which provide more examples of this wordplay), his love can do anything and still he will not think badly of him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659427]Sonnet 58

That god forbid that made me first your slave,
I should in thought control your times of pleasure,
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure!
O, let me suffer, being at your beck,
The imprison'd absence of your liberty;
And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each cheque, 
Without accusing you of injury.
Be where you list, your charter is so strong
That you yourself may privilege your time
To what you will; to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.
I am to wait, though waiting so be hell;
Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659428]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  May god (Eros, Cupid or Venus) forbid I should think to control your times of pleasure. 
Lines 3-4:  Or from you a written account of how you spend your time.  
Being your slave, bound to await your commands with it suits you. 
Lines 5-6:  Oh, let me suffer, being at your command, this imprisonment that comes as a result of your absence and your enjoyment of liberty! 
Lines 7-8:  And patience, dutiful to suffering, endures each restraint (or abuse) without accusing you of harm. 
Lines 9-10:  Wherever you decide to be, your authority is so strong that you, yourself, may determine how you pass your time. 
Lines 11-12:  Do what you will; your authority is such that you may pardon yourself of any crime. 
Lines 13-14:  I can only wait, even though it is hell, I won’t rebuke how you please yourself, whether it is bad or good. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659429]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he remarks that he would never think to control his lover’s times of pleasure or ask him for a written account; as his slave he is legally bound to await his command.  This love relationship has devolved into a deprecating and servile one. In the second, he is willing to suffer his imprisonment that comes because of his absence even as his friend enjoys his liberty.  He employs legal terminology in this work to emphasize the master-servant analogy used.  In the third, he dutifully and patiently endures each abuse without accusing him for, again using legal formulations; his authority (from his “charter) is such that he can grant himself the liberty to do what he chooses.  It also allows him to pardon himself of any wrong.  The couplet shows his utter resignation, he will simply wait for him, no matter how he suffers, but still not blame how his master pleases himself no matter his reservations.  Again, a sardonic tone offsets the superficially deferent argument and shows him in a highly compromising situation. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sonnet 59

If there be nothing new, but that which is
Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled, 
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss 
The second burden of a former child!
O, that record could with a backward 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 what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame;
Whether we are mended, or whether better they,
Or whether revolution be the same.
O, sure I am, the wits of former days
To subjects worse have given admiring praise.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659430]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  If there is nothing new but what we have known before, our minds are mislead 
Lines 3-4:  Which, struggling for discovery, bear only what was created before (“labouring” and “bear” refer to his analogy of childbirth; ideas are the “children”). 
Lines 5-8:  Oh, that recorded history could look backwards, say, six hundred years, show me your peer’s depiction in some old book, since thought first framed itself in words! 
Lines 9-10:  So, I might see what this ancient world could say to this wonderful creation (his friend) 
Lines 11-12:  Whether we are proven superior, or whether they are more so or whether this journey shows we are equal. 
Lines 13-14:  Oh, I am sure, the inventive minds of this past time have given adulation to worse subjects. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659431]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he puzzles that if there is nothing new simply was has already been, our minds are deceived, which while when attempting to create something new only suffer a miscarriage (“bear amiss”) or a false birth, this “child” or creation has lived before.  In the second, he wonders if he could go back, say, six hundred years in recorded time to an ancient civilization and view their description of beauty to compare it with his.  In the third, then he would listen to their comments on his friend’s appearance to see whose depiction is the most faithful.  In the couplet, he expresses doubts about if this past age’s version of beauty is superior, he is certain that those inventive or artistic minds gave the same praise to worse subjects than his. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659432]Sonnet 60

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,
So do our minutes hasten to their end;
Each changing place with that which goes before, 
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light,
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd,
Crooked elipses 'gainst his glory fight,
And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:
And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659433]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Like as the waves roll back to the shore, so do our minutes rush to their end. 
Lines 3-4:  Each wave replacing that which went before, in this repetitive arduous march these waves must encounter. 
Lines 5-7:  Birth, once in the center of creation, crawls to old age, by which being celebrated; only misfortunes against his life do battle. 
Line 8:  And Time that gave his gift now takes it. Lines 9-10: Time destroys the glory of youth and digs the wrinkles in beauty’s forehead. 
Lines 11-12:  Time feeds on nature’s beauty and nothing exists after its passage through this realm. 
Lines 13-14: And yet my verse will last as a shining light through these days, praising your virtue, despite Time’s cruel hand. 
 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659434]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he uses the simile of the ocean and its waves to speak of our mortality, where each wave can represent the minutes of our lives that inevitably wash away.  In the second, he discusses the progression of our lives from birth to maturity where we first deal with misfortune and then with time as well.  In the third, Time dulls the glow of his youth’s cheeks, ages it, and then totally consumes it so that nothing remains.  In the couplet, however, once more his solution is this verse that will endure as humanity’s effort against the assault of time. 
 
 
We all hasten to our demise, all our minutes replacing those which came before.  Our entire effort end in only this, our eventual end.  Our birth 
succumbs to our old age, where we are not given the heavenly respect we deserve.  Time, itself, which gave us life, repudiates it.  Yet, Time 
does immortalize the vigor of youth and its beauty that adorns it. Still, it 
feeds of even these rarities of nature, beauty such as yours, which like all else, Time will eventually take away.  Despite this, he wishes that his 
homage in this verse to him would last, despite Time’s cruel hand. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





 
[bookmark: _Toc1659435]Sonnet 61

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night?
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?
Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee
So far from home into my deeds to pry,
To find out shames and idle hours in me,
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy?
O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great: 
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake;
Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,
To play the watchman ever for thy sake:
For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere, 
From me far off, with others all too near.
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659436]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Do you wish that your image keeps me awake even into the night? 
Lines 3-4:  Is it your wish that my sleep is disturbed, while spirits who appear like you tease me? 
Lines 5-6:  Is it, indeed, your own spirit that you send from such a long distance to know my innermost acts 
Lines 7-8:  To discover guilt and free time in me, is this how much your envy me? 
Lines 9-10:  Oh, no!  Your love, even strong, is not this powerful:  it is my own love that keeps my eyes open 
Lines 11-12:  My own love that steals from me my rest, to play the eternal watchman for you: 
Lines 13-14:  For I will watch for you though you wake somewhere else, too far away from me, but with others much too near. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659437]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks his friend if it is his wish that he remains awake at night, seeing that taunt him.  In the second, he asks if it is his spirit (he uses the term “shadows” referring again to the Neo-Platonic dualism, shadow/substance) that is jealously guarding over him.  In the third, he claims it is his lover that keeps him awake, to watch over him, instead.  In the couplet, he will watch over him though he awakes somewhere else, but with the sad realization he is away from him yet too close to others. Notice that from the first quatrain in which he blames his sleeplessness on his lover’s concern, he then becomes the same person who is jealously watching over his lover by the end of this work.  The power of this passion is that it thrusts you into contradictory, self-defeating situations like this.  There is a certain pathos, charm and humility about the last two lines that captures the tone of this sonnet so well. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659438]Sonnet 62

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye
And all my soul and all my every part;
And for this sin there is no remedy
It is so grounded inward in my heart.
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account; 
And for myself mine own worth do define, 
As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shows me myself indeed,
Beated and chopp'd with tann'd antiquity, 
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read; 
Self so self-loving were iniquity.
'Tis thee, myself, that for myself I praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659439]Translation 

Lines 1-2:  The sin of self-love consumes my whole being. Lines 3-4:  And for such sin there is no cure; it is so rooted in my very being. 
Lines 5-6:  I do not believe there is a face as beautiful, body as perfect or a perfection being of such value and recognition as mine. 
Lines 7-8:  And I do define my own self-worth so that I surpass everyone in all qualities. 
Lines 9-10:  But when my mirror shows my face, indeed, beaten and scarred with age. 
Lines 11-12:  My own self-love I see now differently, such vanity is extremely sinful. 
Lines 13-14:  It is you, which for myself I praise, adorning my aged self with the beauty of your days. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659440]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he admits to his lover (perhaps a response to his criticism) that, indeed, he is guilty of self-love, which was the highest order of sin and that he is past cure.  In the second, he elaborates, he believes he is the most beautiful and perfect person of all, there is a humorous air about his self-description here.  In the third, he falls far from his own estimation by looking into a mirror.  The truth is that he appears as an old man which prompts him to confess that his vanity is now sinful.  However, in the couplet, he turns this argument around to say that his self-love is actually directed towards him since he paints himself with the beauty of his association. The logic used here is more tongue-in-cheek than sober. Note, also, that his concern over age is evident throughout these works, mainly because younger romantic interests can lure his lover. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659441]Sonnet 63

Against my love shall be, as I am now,
With Time's injurious hand crush'd and o'er-worn;
When hours have drain'd his blood and fill'd his brow
With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn
Hath travell'd on to age's steepy night,
And all those beauties whereof now he's king
Are vanishing or vanish'd out of sight,
Stealing away the treasure of his spring;
For such a time do I now fortify
Against confounding age's cruel knife,
That he shall never cut from memory
My sweet love's beauty, though my lover's life:
His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,
And they shall live, and he in them still green.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659442]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Because of my love I will be, as I now am, by Time’s harmful hand crushed and worn. 
Lines 3-5:  When hours have drained is vigor and filled his visage with their wrinkled stamp; when his youth has gone. 
Lines 6-7:  And all his beauties he possesses fading or soon completely gone. Lines 8:  Taking with them the vitality of his youth. 
Lines 9-10:  For such a time I prepare to overcome age. 
Lines 11-12:  That Time shall never sever from my memory my sweet love’s beauty, though it may claim his life. 
Lines 13-14:  My love’s beauty shall in these plain lines be seen again and they shall continue, and my love in them still seen as perpetual spring (“green” or ever-youthful). 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659443]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, being worn and ages, he contemplates his friend’s aging, when the hours have sapped his energy and his becomes wrinkled himself.  In the second, his youth will now go and he remarks so, too, his beauties.  Here, I also believe this is a double entendre that refers to his friend’s mistresses.  The next line, in the third quatrain, would tend to confirm this, as it is not his youth simply being taken but its treasure, which could have a sexual connotation.  The use of “vanishing” and then “vanish” also emphasize the speed of this process.  Here, he 
prepares to defeat Time so that it cannot claim his love’s memory, even though Time may take his life.  In the couplet, he explains how, his beauty will be seen in these lines and these will endure rendering him as ever-youthful and vital. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659444]Sonnet 64

When I have seen by Time's fell hand defaced 
The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;
When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed
And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;
When I have seen the hungry ocean gain
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,
And the firm soil win of the watery main,
Increasing store with loss and loss with store;
When I have seen such interchange of state,
Or state itself confounded to decay; 
Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate,
That Time will come and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that which it fears to lose.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659445]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When I have seen, ruined by Time’s quick hand, the remnants of extravagant monuments from ages long since gone. 
Lines 3-4:  When once lofty towers I see razed and overturned brass the eternal testament to human fury. 
Lines 5-6:  When I have seen the famished ocean stake its claim on the shore’s kingdom. 
Lines 7-8:  And the sturdy soil is vanquished by it, increasingly losing its turf, its turf increasingly lost. 
Lines 9-10:  When I have seen such an exchange of conditions (the ocean’s erosion of the shore), or humanity itself beaten to the point destruction. 
Lines 11-12:  Ruin has taught me in this way to reflect, that Time will come and take my love away. 
Lines 13-14:  This thought itself is like death, that cannot help but to weep for that which it is now scared to lose. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659446]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he bemoans the destruction of ancient monuments, 
Time here is represented as a cold destroyer of the even the sturdiest and most sacred objects.  In the second, he sees that the ocean is able to stake its claim, like an advancing army, against the kingdom of the shore (a military analogy),where the advance of one is the loss of the other. That is, the ocean vanquishes the soil, as it marches forward, its holdings are increased, but at the same time, the soil’s holdings are diminished.  In the third, this conquest causes him to reflect that Time will come, inevitably, to take his love.  The plain wording of this sentence, in contrast to the more sophisticated language used previously serves to accent the harshness and brutality of its acts. Here, he points to Time’s destruction not only of a specific kingdom but of all humanity as well. In the couplet, the reflection that Time destroys all life overwhelms him forcing him to acknowledge than even though he loves him he is powerless to change its course.  He must understand the limits of his friend’s mortality.  Here, he is not proposing his eternal life in verse or that he can make his love eternal but admits his own mortality as well. 
 
 
 
  
 
 








 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659447]Sonnet 65

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o'er-sways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?
O, how shall summer's honey breath hold out
Against the wreckful siege of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,
 Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays?
O fearful meditation! where, alack,
Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hid?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?
O, none, unless this miracle have might,
That in black ink my love may still shine bright.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659448]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Since earth’s most durable substances and things, brass, stone, earth, and sea must yield to their mortality. Lines 3-4:  How against this rage will beauty bargain whose strength is only as the flower? 
Lines 5-6:  Oh, how shall summer’s sweet breeze defend itself against the blistering attack of days (i.e., Time)? 
Lines 7-8:  When rocks themselves are vulnerable, and gates of steel themselves, but Time’s erodes these as well? 
Lines 9-10:  Oh, frightful thought!  Where, then, can Time’s most precious stone (i.e., his love), hide? 
Lines 11-12:  Or what strong hand can stop Time or prevent him from ruining beauty (i.e., his love)? 
Lines 13-14:  Oh, none, unless through these lines where my love will still live on. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659449]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, continuing the theme of the last sonnet, what appear the most resilient and lasting objects and things still can be overcome.  Against such power how will beauty file any suit (using a legal analogy)?  In the second, he continues to draw his contrast for maximum effect, how can something as subtle as a summer breeze defend itself (using a military analogy) against the attack of days portrayed in terms of a battering ram used to lay “siege” to the city.  This image shows the fragility of the flower and its utter vulnerability.  Then, he returns to the most rugged objects, rocks, gates of steel, these, too, are not impervious to Time’s fell assault.  Again, this makes the prospects of a summer breeze, a delicate flower and his tender beauty all the bleaker.  In the third, he comes to this painful revelation and asks where his lover can hide from Time or who can stop Time’s fast pace (the hand/foot image in l. 18 may refer to either someone tripping Time up, a visual one showing the futility of the attempt).  In the couplet, the answer to both these questions, again, comes from his lines, but it is 
qualified with it being a miracle.  This theme of his lover enduring in his 
verse can be found in the following sonnets, including these:  5, 12, 15, 16, 19, 22, 55, 60, 63, 64, 65, 77, 100, 115, 116, 123, and 126. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659450]Sonnet 66

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,
As, to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimm'd in jollity,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,
And guilded honour shamefully misplaced, 
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,
And strength by limping sway disabled,
And art made tongue-tied by authority,
And folly doctor-like controlling skill, 
And simple truth miscall'd simplicity,
And captive good attending captain ill:
Tired with all these, from these would I be gone, 
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

[bookmark: _Toc1659451]Translation 
 
Line 1:  Tired with all, for the peace of death I seek. 
Lines 2-3:  As to behold worthy person a beggar born, a person of no quality who adorns himself in costume and jewelry. 
Line 4:  And trustworthy person betrayed by misfortune. 
Line 5:  And royal pomp known by those unworthy. 
Line 6:  An innocent maiden forced into prostitution. 
Line 7:  And honest perfection unfairly disgraced. 
Line 8:  And knowing the right course of action weakened by corrupt influence. 
Line 9:  And knowledge made speechless by authority. 
Line 10:  And ignorance with false authority is controlling people. 
Line 11:  And simple truth confused with stupidity. 
Line 12:  And good the captive serving an evil person in authority. 
Line 13:  Tired with all of these injustices, from these I wish to be away. 
Line 14:  Except that, if I die, my love will be left alone. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659452]Analysis 
 
He starts my lamenting his personal plight, and then continues with a critique of a social system in which faith (lasting the three quatrains); honor, virtue, knowledge, truth, and goodness are subverted.  This then makes his concluding line, which then returns to his personal plight, all the more effective, “Save that,to die, I leave my love alone” ( l. 14).  Despite the injustices and misfortunes, he enumerates, he still does not want to leave his love. 
 
 






















[bookmark: _Toc1659453]Sonnet 67 

Ah! wherefore with infection should he live,
And with his presence grace impiety,
That sin by him advantage should achieve 
And lace itself with his society?
Why should false painting imitate his cheek 
And steal dead seeing of his living hue?
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek 
Roses of shadow, since his rose is true?
Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is, 
Beggar'd of blood to blush through lively veins?
For she hath no exchequer now but his, 
And, proud of many, lives upon his gains.
O, him she stores, to show what wealth she had 
In days long since, before these last so bad.

[bookmark: _Toc1659454]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  And why with this corruption should he live and with his very essence gives sanction to evil… 
Lines 3-4:  That sin is used for his benefit and adorns itself with his company? 
Lines 5-6:  Why should makeup cover his cheek and deaden its living hue? 
Lines 7-8:  Why should wanting beauty indirectly seek copies of true beauty, since he is the true beauty (perhaps translated as “why should those lovers around him seek anyone other than him?”)? 
Lines 9-10:  Why should he live at the time of Nature’s bankruptcy where she lacks the blood to course through living veins? 
Lines 11-12:  For she (i.e., nature) has no one to account for her riches (“exchequer” plays upon the word “bankrupt” in line 9) now but his, and, many enamored of him, live upon his worth. 
Lines 13-14:  Oh, him she sets aside for this use, to display the wealth she had in the past, before these last bad days. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659455]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, the artist asks why the lover should be corruption’s pawn and so, in turn, he increases its store by his actions.  But he points some duplicity his way as he still must initiate these acts.  In the second quatrain, he laments that he should use cosmetics which detract from his natural beauty.  His beauty is such that it should be unadulterated in any way.  He then chides those lovers around him for spending time on other loves but do not appreciate him.  This relationship between “roses” and “shadow” in classical Neo-Platonic terms is that between essence and its reflection.  Here, we see that the “roses of shadow” are but pale copies of his love, depicted as the true rose.  In the third quatrain, he goes off on another tangent, his lover is merely supply Nature with his beauty as her store has been depleted.  In this sense, he is being used again and she lives vicariously through his own relationships.  Notice that she needs him as the “bank” to resolve her debt.  In the couplet, he claims Nature uses him to showcase the wealth she once had, before these corrupt, perfidious times. This is, at best, an uneven work, his love is either the victim or contributor to this corrupt society, yet he chides those around him from not fully appreciating him, then Nature for using his beauty vicariously.  This work evokes a bitter lover who is undergoing dramatic mood changes that span the range of his love, anger, jealousy, melancholy, and the condemnation of society itself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659456]Sonnet 68 

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,
When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,
Before the bastard signs of fair were born,
Or durst inhabit on a living brow;
Before the golden tresses of the dead,
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away,
To live a second life on second head; 
Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay:
In him those holy antique hours are seen,
Without all ornament, itself and true,
Making no summer of another's green,
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new;
And him as for a map doth Nature store,
To show false Art what beauty was of yore.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659457]Translation 
 
Line 1:  So is his youth’s face the image of past beauty. 
Line 2:  When beauties lived naturally as flower’s do now. 
Line 3:  Before these misleading means of beautifying oneself, or cosmetics, were worn. 
Line 4: Or do dare to be put upon their face. 
Line 5:  Before these golden locks from the dead. 
Line 6: Which rightly belonged to the deceased, were shaved off. 
Line 7:  To live once more on another’s head. 
Line 8:  Before beauty’s dead locks made another happy. 
Line 9:  In him where those sacred ancient days are seen. Line 10:  Without any decoration, beauty itself and faithful. 
Line 11:  Not needing anyone else’s youth to take. 
Line 12:  Stealing nothing from the dead to adorn his beauty. 
Line 13:  And he the representation of past beauty that Nature uses as her store. 
Line 14:  To show those who use cosmetics what beauty was like before. 
 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659458]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he points to his friend as the image of past beauty and grandeur, when beauty was natural, before the introduction of cosmetics which now dare to efface it.  In the second, before the hair was shaved off the dead (you will see the reference between “shorn” in l. 6 and “fleece” in l. 8, possibly sardonically referring to these tresses as the golden fleece) to be used as wigs.  In the third, in his lover his beauty is unadorned, does not borrow from another your or steal from the dead.  He is, as stated in the first lines, the representative of past beauty that Natures keeps in the wish to replenish herself.  This is a continuation of the theme of the last sonnet but gives specific reasons as to why these times are bad. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659459]Sonnet 69 

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;
All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due,
Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend.
Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown'd;
But those same tongues that give thee so thine own
In other accents do this praise confound
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.
They look into the beauty of thy mind,
And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds;
Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes were kind,
To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds:
But why thy odour matcheth not thy show,
The solve is this, that thou dost common grow.

[bookmark: _Toc1659460]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  That part of you that the world can see lacks nothing loving thoughts cannot heal. 
Lines 3:  All its voices give you this just regard 
Lines 4-5:  Speaking the obvious truth, even as your enemies praise your appearance. 
Lines 6-8:  But those same voices that give you this approval in other ways their praise overturns. 
Lines 9-10:  They look into the beauty of your mind and so, by doing this, they measure you by your deeds. 
Lines 11-12:  Then, these voices, though your appearance still pleases them, your inner self is vile and offensive. 
Lines 13-14:  But why your heart does not match your appearance, they reason that you live in a sinful environment. 
 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659461]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that in his appearance he is fine, loving thoughts can offset any shortcomings.  All voices that speak from the soul admits as much.  He includes even his foes would agree as well. In the second quatrain, he explains that these same tongues with another type of speech, thought, refute this praise as they can see into his heart which begins quatrain three.  To continue, their thoughts, even though their eyes were pleased with the fair flower of his appearance, now add to it the rank odor of weeds, meaning that they are offended by his inner self (this refers to the Neo-Platonic theme of previous sonnets, Cf. 37 & 38). It is interesting to note that regarding his appearance, if there were any faults, the thoughts of the heart (i.e., of those who loved him) would excuse them.  But when it comes to the thoughts of the soul or those not romantically attached, these are free to criticize him. He is referring to his lover now as one who has deceived those around him.  If they look to his actual deeds, they would belie his sweet countenance. Here, the artist is clearly distant from him, even with the implication that he is a hypocrite and maybe even a prostitute that people must suffer, but this time the artist does not soften his harshness with any reference to still having any love for him and very far from wanting his love to live forever in this verse.  Instead, in a verse such as this, he will be quickly forgotten. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659462]Sonnet 70

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect,
For slander's mark was ever yet the fair; 
The ornament of beauty is suspect,
A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.
So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time;
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,
 And thou present'st a pure unstained prime.
Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of young days,
Either not assail'd or victor being charged;
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise, 
To tie up envy evermore enlarged:
If some suspect of ill mask'd not thy show,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659463]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  That you are blamed is not your shortcoming, for slanders stain was never clean. 
Lines 3-4:  Such vessels of beauty become targets, like a crow that despoils heaven’s finest air. 
Lines 5-6:  So, you only need to be good, this suspicion only serves to show your value greater still, being loved by Time. 
Lines 7-8:  For the sore, vice, infects only the sweetest buds and you present a pure unstained target. 
Lines 9-10:  You have escaped the trap of young days, not being so attacked or the victor proclaimed. 
Line 11:  Yet this praise for you cannot be how you are praised. 
Line 12:  To bind up envy that will continue to roam free. 
Line 13:  If some suspicion of evil was unable to hide your beauty. 
Line 14:  Then you alone would own the realm of love. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659464]Analysis  

In the first quatrain, he tells his friend that it he is natural is the target of suspicion, continuing the theme of the previous sonnet, but excusing him in this.  He uses the analogy of the crow flying in the finest air to illustrate this.  In the second quatrain, he tells him that he need only to be good and this will affirm his greater worth.  He then uses the analogy of a garden where even its blooms can be attacked by worms, as his beauty can be attacked by vice.  Like the flower, his love presents a fine target.  In the third quatrain, he observes that he has already passed his youthful period without any stain, either not attacked by temptation or to use the analogy above by the canker.  Yet this praise, (that his youth was unsullied or suspicion was off the mark) cannot be your only one to allay the envy (the motive behind these suspicions) that can run so free.  In the couplet, to show that he understands no one can remain unblemished, if some bad suspicions were not attributed to him, would own the world of love himself?  That is, everyone else would be excluded since they were not perfect.  So, in this couplet he explains to 
his friend that it is acceptable that he may have some suspicions cast his way, it is inevitable for someone so fair.  The question is what if these suspicions were confirmed?  Would he feel the same then?  The answer is it appears to be determined by his poetical mood, in part, which is obviously related to his personal feelings.  This young man has hurt him badly, but here exonerates him, these “alien tongues” have no right to criticize him, only he does as well as the power to forgive.  He is saying that his lover cannot be blamed for the fact that he is under suspicion for his wandering ways; someone of his beauty makes an easy target.  He has escaped temptation in his earlier days, but this is not enough praise for him, instead it should be known that if everyone was held to the same standards, he alone would rule the realm of love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659465]Sonnet 71

No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Then you shall hear the surly sullen bell
Give warning to the world that I am fled
From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell.
Nay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that writ it; for I love you so 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot
 If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O, if, I say, you look upon this verse
When I perhaps compounded am with clay,
Do not so much 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 with me after I am gone.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659466]Translation 
 
Line 1:  Do not mourn my passing 
Line 2:  When you shall hear the gloomy somber peal of the church bell 
Line 3:  Alerting this dull orb that I have gone 
Line 4:  From this wretched place, my corpse sharing its space with repulsive worms 
Line 5:  No, if you read this work, do not remember 
Line 6:  Its author, for I love you so 
Line 7:  That in your memory I would rather be forgotten 
Line 8:  If remembering me would cause you grief 
Line 9:  Oh, if, I say, you read this verse 
Line 10:  When my corpse is enclosed with clay Line 11:  Do not even utter my plain name 
Line 12:  But let your love fade with my life’s memory 
Line 13:  For fear that the critical world will note the nature of your grief Line 14:  And knowing our relationship, deride you after my passing. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659467]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he advises his friend not to mourn him when he is gone.  He does not want him to express any sorrow even though he has already expressed suspicions in his previous verse about his fidelity.  His love is that consuming.  Here he uses the image of a church bell, which sounds at a distance from these comments and perhaps qualifying them. The mention of “vile worms” reinforces his contention that his passing will be meaningless and should be forgotten.  Yet, the sound of the church bell and the enduring quality of love and its memory seem to belie his instructions.  In the second quatrain, he admonishes him not to recall the author of this verse if he should find it because it may cause him grief.  In the third, he does not want him to even read these lines while he is unflatteringly lying in his casket wrapped in clay.  This may be an attempt to dissuade his friend from the attempt by such a crass description. He advises him in keeping with the coarse image of his body’s decomposition, to let his love erode the same.  In the couplet, a new reason is presented why he should not mourn his passing, the all-too-wise world will look into the cause of his grief and mock them which may refer to the fact that a nobleman has had a relationship with one who is unworthy.  It is ironic that he tells his lover to not remember him when this very verse will be remembered for a very long time. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659468]Sonnet 72

O, lest the world should task you to recite
What merit lived in me, that you should love
After my death, dear love, forget me quite,
For you in me can nothing worthy prove;
Unless you would devise some virtuous lie,
To do more for me than mine own desert,
And hang more praise upon deceased I
Than niggard truth would willingly impart:
O, lest your true love may seem false in this,
That you for love speak well of me untrue, 
My name be buried where my body is,
And live no more to shame nor me nor you.
For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,
And so should you, to love things nothing worth.

[bookmark: _Toc1659469]Translation 
 
Line 1:  Oh, because the world may ask you to list. 
Lines 2-3:  What worthy qualities lived in me, that you would love when I am gone, my dear love, please forget me. 
Line 4:  For you cannot show anything worthwhile in me. 
Line 5: Unless you could invent some charitable lie. 
Line 6:  To say better about me than I would deserve. 
Lines 7-8:  And allow more praise when I am deceased than stingy truth would freely tell. 
Line 9:  Oh, out of concern that your devoted affection for me may be cause you harm. 
Line 10:  That you, because of your love for me, say good things about me that are untrue. 
Line 11:  Let my reputation be buried where my body lies. 
Line 12:  And live no more to shame either me or you. 
Line 13:  For I am shamed by that which I have created (i.e., his work). 
Line 14:  And you should be ashamed as well, to love that which is worth nothing. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659470]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he warns his lover that because he may be asked what worth he found in him, which would be compromising to his position, he should instead forget him.  This resumes the theme from the couplet of the last sonnet.  Telling him that he may prove unworthy can also imply that he may turn out to be unworthy himself by his association with someone of his undistinguished character.  In the second quatrain, his friend would need to conjure up a well-intended lie to compliment him more than he merits (truth’s reluctance to takepart in this emphasizes the obstacle his love faces). Continuing into the third, quatrain, since his devotion to him may cause him to compromise his position, that he must utter these falsehoods about his love, he inveighs him to forget him once again so that his name will no longer shame him.  In the couplet, he 
claims he is embarrassed by what he has contributed, for example, these lines, and he should be as well to love things of no value.  Here is the artist at perhaps his most despondent and most insecure state.  He tells his lover not to waste his time lying about his lover’s reputation.  He does not want him to risk the shame of their association as well as from the fact that his love is for a person of no account. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659471]Sonnet 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 ruin'd 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 see'st 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 nourish'd by.
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659472]Translation 
 
Line 1:  That time of year when you may see in me. 
Line 2:  When autumn’s colored leaves, or none, or maybe only a few still hang. 
Line 3:  Upon those branches which shiver in the cold (his age symbolized by the cold, his life watching its years pass by is analogous 
to the tree losing its leaves and his body like the tree’s boughs, shivering against the onset of old age, the winter of his life). 
Line 4:  Bare and ruined choirs now ("choir" also refers to a section of a church where the singers are assembled), where not long ago you could hear the songs of sweet birds. 
Line 5:  So, to, in me you see the dawning of such a day Line 6:  Like the sunset fading in the west. 
Line 7:  Which night soon (the prospect of death through the passage of time) takes away. 
Line 8:  Death’s second self, the night, which soon will seal all up in eternal sleep. 
Line 9:  In me you see the glowing of such a fire. 
Line 10:  That is lying on the ashes of its youthful flame. 
Line 11: Serving as the death-bed where it will soon be extinguished (e.g., his youth). 
Line 12:  Taken away with that which nourished it (the fire of his life is extinguished, that which provided his life-force is now leaving it). 
Line 13:  This, you realize, will make your love stronger. 
Line 14:  To love more strongly that which you must depart from soon. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659473]Analysis
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his love about his fading days, he (his love) may liken him to the season of autumn in which he can be visualized as the tree where few leaves – or none – are left hanging and like him left to shudder in the cold.  The boughs are like ruined choirs, referring to the uppermost part of the church where its singers would assemble; where not long before birds were singing (the image would also refer to the summer).  In the second quatrain, he tells his friend, that he sees in him the end of his own day fading into the west until sleep, Death’s second self, night, takes him.  He tells his love, in the third quatrain, that he is 
like the pyre whose fire is waning but in this instance on the ashes of his youth, the analogy of using fire to symbolize youth.  These ashes will serve as his death-bed where he will leave this world, an aged, lonely, shivering old man.  Of course, he may not have been more than 36 years of age, but in Elizabethan times this was considered elderly.  Continuing this analogy, his life (ironically) is now consumed by that which once nourished it, that is, its life-force which is now escaping him.  In the couplet, he tells his love to observe this, for it will make his love stronger: to love that well which he must be leaving soon.  He could be referring to himself or perhaps imparting to his lover some personal wisdom. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659474]Sonnet 74

But be contented: when that fell arrest
Without all bail shall carry me away,
My life hath in this line some interest, 
Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review
The very part was consecrate to thee:
The earth can have but earth, which is his due;
My spirit is thine, the better part of me:
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life,
The prey of worms, my body being dead,
The coward conquest of a wretch's knife,
Too base of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that is that which it contains,
And that is this, and this with thee remains.

[bookmark: _Toc1659475]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  But be happy: when Time (e.g., “fell arrest”) shall take me away. 
Line 3:  My life has some ownership in this verse. 
Line 4:  This, so that you can remember me, will still be with you. Lines 5-6:  When you go over this, you read that which was set aside for you. 
Lines 7-8:  The earth can reclaim me, which is its right; but my spirit is yours, the best part of me. 
Lines 9-10:  So then you have only lost the dross of life, the food of worms (once more worms are used to denote decay), and my body dead. 
Lines 11-12:  The victim of some cursed earthly deed, too mean for you to remember only this. 
Lines 13-14:  The worth of my life is that which it has created, and that is this verse, and this verse with you remains. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659476]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that he should rejoice when cruel 
Time (he uses the analogy of law, Time the sheriff, who takes him away with no reprieve).  He claims he has some “interest” or stake in this verse (a legal/financial analogy) that so that he can remember him with shall remain with him.  In the second quatrain, continuing the legal analogy, he tells his friend that when he reviews, this, as if poring over a legal document, he will be examining that which he has dedicated to him with, perhaps, a religious aspect to it.  He then refers to the Neo-Platonic belief that his body will return to the earth, his soul, his best part will be his.  In the third, he rationalizes this by explaining to him that his body, the filthy residue of his life is but the fare of vile worms, to make his case in the most graphic terms, and then continues to indicate that such a physical being could be the victim of a violent act, to continue his graphically unflattering depiction.  This may perhaps refer to Time in this manner, but what he is saying in either case that what matters most is his spirit. A life in this way is too lowly for his love to remember him by.  In the couplet, he concludes the worth of his life is that which it creates, and that is this verse which will remain with him.  This is a deviation from his theme that his verse will immortalize his lover and so long as men live, so too will he.  Here, he is telling him that so long as his verse 
remains, he (his friend) can recall his lover.  In any case, his verse will stand as his memorial for all time and is a declaration of the triumph of spirit over death. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659477]Sonnet 75 
 
So are you to my thoughts as food to life,
Or as sweet-season‟s showers to the ground;
And for the peace of you I hold such strife
As twixt a miser and his wealth is found
Now proud as an enjoyer and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure,
Now counting best to be with you alone,
Then better‟d that the world may see my pleasure; 
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight
And by and by clean starved for a look;
Possessing or pursing no delight,
Save what is had or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,
Or gluttoning on all, or all away.

[bookmark: _Toc1659478]Translation 
 
Line 1:  So, you are to my thoughts as food is to life. 
Line 2:  Or as the sweet-smelling rain is to the earth. 
Line 3:  In order I enjoy the peace of being with you (also plays on “peace” with 
“piece,” if he is like the food of his life, his is having a “piece” of him as well as a sexual connotation), I try to be diligent 
Line 4:  As between a poor man and is wealth is seen. 
Line 5:  Now pleased to be enjoying this and immediately afterwards Line 6:  Fearing that someone will take my treasure. 
Line 7:  Considering it best being alone with you. 
Line 8:  Then this time is better because the world sees my delight. 
Line 9:  At times full of feasting on your sight (still playing on the theme of food, his love to him is like “food is to life” or sexually). 
Line 10:  And other times completely starved for a glimpse of you. 
Line 11:  Having or looking for no other pleasure. 
Line 12:  Except what I have or can take from you. 
Line 13:  Thus, do I starve and eat excessively day by day. 
Line 14:  Either filling myself on all of you (his treasure) or not at all (he locks his treasure away). 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659479]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he explains to his love, using him as the simile that he is the food or substance of his life or the fragrant showers to the day that keep him 
refreshed.  He cares for him so much that he feels like a miser with his treasure, 
which, continuing into the second quatrain, he either is enjoying or worried that someone may take from him.  You notice the seriousness of his remarks is tempered by the sexual innuendo.  He tells him he first is more content to count (using the word “counting” enriches the simile) his treasure (be with him) alone, then decides his time is better spent letting the world see his pleasure.  That is, 
let the world see them together.  In the third, he is either stuffed with his feasting 
on him or simply starving for even a glimpse, his only desire now what he can either have from him or steal.  He is caught in the extremes of one with a 
psychological disorder.  In the couplet, his agonizing situation is such that he is either utterly starving or being a glutton from each day, either gluttonously on all of his treasures or all are locked away from him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659480]Sonnet 76

Why is my verse so barren of new pride,
So far from variation or quick change?
Why with the time do I not glance aside
To new-found methods and to compounds strange?
Why write I still all one, ever the same,
And keep invention in a noted weed,
That every word doth almost tell my name,
Showing their birth and where they did proceed?
O, know, sweet love, I always write of you,
And you and love are still my argument;
So all my best is dressing old words new, 
Spending again what is already spent:
For as the sun is daily new and old,
So is my love still telling what is told.
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659481]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Why is my verse so devoid of new ideas, so removed from new styles or change? 
Lines 3-4:  Why in keeping with the times do I not look for new poetic techniques and to new ways of applying them (e.g., of words, meter, literary and rhetorical devices)? 
Lines 5-6:  Why do I write still the same theme and keep my style of writing the same? 
Lines 7-8:  That every word discovers my authorship, showing their origin and how they will be used? 
Lines 9-10:  Oh, know, sweet love, I always write about you, and you and this love are always my theme. 
Lines 11-12:  So all my best effort is spent in using the same words again, using that which has already been used. 
Lines 13-14:  For as the sun is at the same time new and old each day, so is my love telling anew what has been told. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659482]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he asks himself why he does not think of new themes to write and use new techniques and elements of writing style.  The second quatrain continues this line as he asks why his writing always contains a familiar theme and style which every reader can tell comes from his pen.  The third quatrain discloses the reason for his dulled constancy, it is his lover that he always writes about and for his love he best spends his time presenting this subject again in words simply newly “dressed.”  The couplet justifies this by stating that though the theme is old yet it is still new and each telling of his love gives it new vibrancy, like the day that is both old and new.  In this verse he loves is continuously renewed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659483]Sonnet 77

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear,
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste; 
The vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear, 
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste.
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory;
Thou by thy dial's shady stealth mayst know 
Time's thievish progress to eternity.
Look, what thy memory can not contain
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find 
Those children nursed, deliver'd from thy brain,
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look,
Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659484]Translation 
 
Line 1:  Your mirror will show how your beauty ages 
Line 2:  Your clock how you waste your precious time 
Line 3:  The empty pages your mind’s imprimatur will contain Line 4:  And from this book the thoughts which you commit to it you will be able to reflect upon. 
Line 5:  Your wrinkles that your mirror will honestly show. Line 6:  Remind you of the gaping graves that wait. 
Line 7:  You, by your clock’s dark progress may understand Line 8:  Time’s unnoticed advance to oblivion. 
Line 9:  Whatever your memory tries to suppress. 
Line 10:  Commit these to these empty pages and you will find. Line 11:  Those thoughts that are nurtured, that are given birth. (“Deliver’d” plays on the analogy of his lover’s thoughts being his mind’s children) by your mind. 
Line 12:  Will reintroduce themselves to you in some future day when you can go back to these pages. 
Line 13: These exercises, as often as you will look. 
Line 14:  Will benefit you and will enrich both you and your book (legacy). 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659485]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that the mirror and his clock will truthfully show his mortality.  He can use his book’s blank pages to note this and to refer to it in the future as a reminder. A few sonnets prior (Sonnet 74) he tells his friend that he can remember him through his verse which appears to show a distance between them.  Here, he broaches the subject of his age, further illustrating that the relationship has deteriorated.  In the second quatrain, he tells him that this mirror is a reminder of his inevitable death; his clock serves to quantify, by its inexorable march of minutes, Time’s sneaky advance there.  In the third, he exhorts him to write down what he cannot now absorb so that he may recall it in his book at some future date.  It is conjectured that this book, which may be a book of these sonnets that contained blank pages, refers to a gift given to him.  In the couplet, he tells him that the practice of looking back at what he has 
written will benefit him and render his book more valuable as a result.  That is, he will remain humble so long as he can refer to this book where he has recorded his observations on his mortality. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659486]Sonnet 78

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse
And found such fair assistance in my verse
As every alien pen hath got my use 
And under thee their poesy disperse.
Thine eyes that taught the dumb on high to sing
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly
Have added feathers to the learned's wing
And given grace a double majesty.
Yet be most proud of that which I compile,
Whose influence is thine and born of thee:
In others' works thou dost but mend the style,
And arts with thy sweet graces graced be; 
But thou art all my art and dost advance 
As high as learning my rude ignorance.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659487]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  So often have I summoned my Muse (his love) and found she lent such sweet inspiration to my work. 
Lines 3-4:  So that it appears as if other poets are starting to imitate me and under your authority, they have released their poetry. 
Lines 5-6:  Your eyes that taught the speechless to sing as angels in heaven and the slow-witted to learn to soar. 
Lines 7-8:  Have added feathers to the scholar’s flight and given them not only the natural elegance of their verse but your inspiration. Lines 9-10:  Yet be the proudest of my creations whose influence is yours and a part of you. 
Lines 11-12:  In the verses of other artists you merely improve their verses’ quality with your sweet intervention, so their skills are made even more elegant. 
Lines 13-14:  But you are all my skill and raise it to the forefront as high as the scholars‟. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659488]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he muses that his love, which is described here as his Muse, has inspired him so much that other writers are trying to imitate him.  (In Sonnet 38, he speaks of his friend as his tenth Muse.)  Specifically, trying to capture his love’s attention as this is one of those sonnets that allude to a rival poet.  (Some names are Marlowe, Nashe, Greene, and Middleton.)  In the second quatrain, he details how his love has made them the poet they now are using very insulting terms, dumb, heavy ignorance, and added feathers which is actually a practice of 
falconry in which the bird of prey had feathers added to make it fly better. By this description it is clear that he is not enamored with his competition.  His love has added to their polished style a separate elegance, his inspiration which is still not the equal of his.  In the third quatrain, he explains this, his love should be proudest of what he creates as he influences him differently.  For the rest, his love only embellishes their academic skill, for him, his work is a very part of his Muse’s own being.  The couplet adds another distinction, without his inspiration he would be dumb and ignorant himself, it is only because of it that he rises to the forefront of his learned competitors (and/or rivals). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659489]Sonnet 79

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,
My verse alone had all thy gentle grace, 
But now my gracious numbers are decay'd 
And my sick Muse doth give another place.
I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen,
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent
He robs thee of and pays it thee again.
He lends thee virtue and he stole that word 
From thy behavior; beauty doth he give
And found it in thy cheek; he can afford 
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.
Then thank him not for that which he doth say,
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659490]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  While I alone did call for your help, my verse itself (“alone” in the first instance evokes loneliness, “alone” in the second evokes a sense of sufficiency) contained all your tender grace. 
Lines 3-4:  But now my verses are worn, and my ailing Muse gives another its attention. 
Lines 5-6:  I grant, sweetest, your lovely discourse deserves the labor of a worthier artist. 
Lines 7-8:  Yet what of you your poet did discover he robs from you and pays you with it again. 
Lines 9-10:  He characterizes your virtue and he stole that word from your very acts; he renders your beauty (in his work). 
Lines 11-12: But found it in your cheek; he can afford no praise of you but what lives in you. 
Lines 13-14:  Then do not thank him for that which he will say, since how he portrays you is based on your own qualities. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659491]Analysis 
 
The first quatrain speaks of how he was able to write eloquently about his love until now when his powers are waning.  His second quatrain argues that he should seek a worthier writer to capture his essence; this one merely robs him in his plain description.  The third quatrain details how:  he extols his virtue, but merely “takes” it from his daily behavior, his beauty, but takes it from his features; he simply renders what he observes.  The couplet ends by his exclaiming that his lover should not be grateful for such a work, this is an equal exchange (using a financial analogy), for his lover possessed the qualities that he merely renders.  I would contend that the artist is saying that as his powers of artistry are ebbing, his work is simply missing that transcendent quality his Muse once gave him.  However, he expresses his envy and yet his affection for the subject insofar as his rival's portrayal is also predicated on his subject's beauty, not exclusively his own superior artistry. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659492]Sonnet 80

O, how I faint when I of you do write,
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,
And 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 far to his
On your broad main doth wilfully appear.
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat,
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride; 
Or being wreck'd, I am a worthless boat,
He of tall building and of goodly pride:
Then if he thrive and I be cast away,
The worst was this; my love was my decay.



[bookmark: _Toc1659493]Translation 
 
Line 1:  Oh, how I faint when I write about you. 
Line 2:  Knowing a better writer can use your name. 
Line 3:  And in your praise he becomes so inspired. 
Line 4:  To make me speechless, speaking of your noble character. Line 5:  But since your value, as wide as the ocean. 
Line 6:  The humble and the proudest ship’s sail will carry. Line 7:  My boat so inferior to his. 
Line 8:  On your broad ocean it with my purpose appears. 
Line 9:  Your shallowest water keeps my buoyed. 
Line 10:  While he will must sail on your deepest depths (e.g., “soundless depth”). 
Line 11:  Or being tormented (shipwrecked), my boat must to you appear worthless. 
Line 12:  His stature is like a tall ship and much admired. Line 13:  Then if he prospers and I am cast away (play on maritime metaphor again). 
Line 14:  The worse was this; my love for you was what spoiled me. 
 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659494]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he laments that another rival is competing for his attention while he still writes to please him.  In the second quatrain, using the metaphor of an ocean and its vessels he argues that his lover allows both of his rivals to sail the sea of his bounty.  His rival's vessel is stately, his own an inferior type.  In the third, he continues this argument that his love will help stay afloat in even his shallowest waters while his rival must keep his vessel in the deepest part, that is, he gives him preference.  Though the connotation of "riding on his soundless deep" carries a sexual connotation. He then reasons that if he should become 
shipwrecked, his boat was of no value anyway but his rivals was a worse loss.  In the quatrain, he claims that if his rival may materially do well after this and he must be expelled from his lover's domain, it was his love that led to this outcome.  Again, he gets the better of his rival. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659495]Sonnet 81

Or I shall live your epitaph to make,
Or you survive when I in earth am rotten;
From hence your memory death cannot take, 
Although in me each part will be forgotten.
Your name from hence immortal life shall have, 
Though I, once gone, to all the world must die: 
The earth can yield me but a common grave, 
When you entombed in men's eyes shall lie.
Your monument shall be my gentle verse,
Which eyes not yet created shall o'er-read,
And tongues to be your being shall rehearse
When all the breathers of this world are dead;
You still shall live--such virtue hath my pen--
Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths of men.
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659496]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Either I shall live long enough to make your epitaph, or you will survive when I am rotting in the earth. 
Lines 3-4:  From these lines your memory’s death cannot take although the writer will be forgotten. 
Lines 5-6:  Your name from this will take on immortal life, though I, once departed, to all this earth will be no more. 
Lines 7-8:  The earth can give me but a simple grave; while you are only entombed in mankind’s eye (it will always see him). 
Lines 9-10:  Your monument, not stone, but this tender verse, which eyes yet to be born shall read over. 
Lines 11-12:  And tongues yet created shall rehearse these lines to your memory when all who draw breath in this world have gone. 
Lines 13-14:  You will still live –- such power has my pen – where breath most breathes, even in the mouths of men (as long as they draw breath, the will be able to view my written testament to you). 
 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659497]Analysis 
 
This theme follows that which states his love will be immortalized in his verse.  The first quatrain states that his love’s memory will outlast his own. The second quatrain continues this logic until the third quatrain in which he explains why: he will render his fair memory in his sweet lines to him that generations yet unborn will read about.  The couplet reaffirms this fact that he will live on in his verse if men draw breath from this world. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659498]Sonnet 82

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse
And therefore mayst without attaint o'erlook
The dedicated words which writers use
Of their fair subject, blessing every book
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,
Finding thy worth a limit past my praise,
And therefore art enforced to seek anew
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days
And do so, love; yet when they have devised
What strained touches rhetoric can lend,
Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized
In true plain words by thy true-telling friend; 
And their gross painting might be better used
Where cheeks need blood; in thee it is abused.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659499]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  I grant you were not wedded to my Muse (his inspiration) and so may without disgrace look over. 
Lines 3-4:  The particular words writers will use describing their fair subject, enhancing every book. 
Lines 5-6:  You are as fair in knowledge as in your person, finding your worth somewhere past my own praise. 
Lines 7-8:  And so are conjoined to see again some fresher account of your happy period. 
Lines 9-10:  And do so, love; yet when these new writers have implemented what forced techniques their speech can lend (this can also be interpreted as a slight upon rival writers). 
Lines 11-12:  You were most fairly and truly understood in the plain words by your truthful friend. 
Lines 13-14:  And their vulgar rendering might better be used where faces need such color, in you it is wasted. 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659500]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover he understands he does not know the nature of his inspiration, his artistic gift, and so is excused for perusing the craft of other writers.  In the second quatrain, admits that his lover’s beauty transcends even his own artistic powers of rendition and so this induces his lover to seek a worthier pen to depict him in his beneficent period.  In the third quatrain, he encourages his lover to do so; then, will he find after their “strained” attempts at his fair description that he was most fairly and accurately rendered by his own plain and truthful account.  The couplet ends with his disdainful remark that these other writers can better use their mean illustration of character where their subjects need such embellishment; in his lover it (their depiction) is abused. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659501]Sonnet 83

I never saw that you did painting need
And therefore to your fair no painting set;
I found, or thought I found, you did exceed
The barren tender of a poet's debt;
And therefore have I slept in your report,
That you yourself being extant well might show 
How far a modern 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, being dumb;
For I impair not beauty being mute,
When others would give life and bring a tomb.
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes
Than both your poets can in praise devise.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659502]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  I never saw that you need a painting and so to your fair visage no painting done. 
Lines 3-4:  I found, or thought I did, you did exceed the empty currency of a poet’s charge 
Lines 5-6:  And so, have I been asleep in depicting you, that your existence will show how a contemporary pen does not go far enough 
Lines 7-8:  Writing of your worth, that worth which in you does increase. 
Lines 9-10:  This quiet reprobation for my omission you did ascribe, which shall be my glory then, being mute. 
Lines 11-12:  For I do not harm beauty being speechless, when others would give your depiction life and then bury it. 
Lines 13-14:  There exists more life in one of your fair eyes than both of us can in our verse create. 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659503]Analysis 
 
The first quatrain states that he never thought his lover’s beauty needed any illustration; he found that it exceeded the barren appraisal he could only render.  The second quatrain admits because of this he failed to make such an attempt because to do so would show how his pen or his writing would not do his lover justice for a bounteous beauty. His lover should not blame him for the silence of his portrayal, instead it speaks more of his glory, being quiet, and does not harm his beauty for want of erudition, for another writer would only do him an injustice attempting to put his worth into words, as he gives him life in his verse, so would he bury him.  Again, he is disdainful of another poet’s attempt to write about his love.  He qualifies this by stating neither poet could adequately 
convey his love’s beauty and worth in verse.  But, of course, we know that this artist’s attempts are the most enduring. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659504]Sonnet 84

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.
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell
That to his subject lends not some small glory;
But he that writes of you, if he can tell
That you are you, so dignifies his story,
Let him but copy what in you is writ,
Not making worse what nature made so clear, 
And such a counterpart shall fame his wit, 
Making his style admired every where.
You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,
Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worse.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659505]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Who says the most, more than this praise that you alone are you? 
Lines 3-4:  In who else set is the bounty stored as an example where your equal is found? 
Lines 5-6:  Impoverished is that pen that to his subject renders not some small magnificence, but he that writes of you, if he can write 
Lines 7-8:  That you are you (accurately depicts), so makes his story credible and so dignifies it. 
Lines 9-10:  Let him but imitate what is written in your countenance, not detracting what nature in it has made manifest 
Lines 11-12:  And such a depiction will credit his wit, making his style lauded everywhere. 
Lines 13-14:  You to your beautiful blessings add a curse, being fond of praise, which makes praising you worse. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659506]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he states that his lover only has to be portrayed as himself, there is no rival to his glory.  In the second quatrain he says that the writer who cannot depict this fairly is using a poor pen, if this writer simply writes about him as he is, so dignifies his account.  In the third quatrain he instructs him to copy clearly what nature has bestowed upon him, in this fair rendering, he will be praised.  In the couplet, however, he tempers this by the assertion that though this praise will add to his lover’s blessings, it will also be a curse, since his subject becomes so reliant on this praise; it makes it worse as it starts to detract from a pure portrayal of his nature. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659507]Sonnet 85

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,
While comments of your praise, richly compiled,
Reserve their character with golden quill
And precious phrase by all the Muses filed.
I think good thoughts whilst other write good words,
And like unletter'd clerk still cry 'Amen' 
To every hymn that able spirit affords 
In polish'd form of well-refined pen.
Hearing you praised, I say ''Tis so, 'tis true,'
And to the most of praise add something more;
But that is in my thought, whose love to you,
Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before.
Then others for the breath of words respect,
Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659508]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  My speechless Muse out of courtesy is silent, while your praise, extravagantly elaborated, 
Lines 3-4:  Are cautiously showing their nature with a golden pen and special words by all the Muses compiled. 
Lines 5-6:  I think nice thoughts while other artists write nice words and like the illiterate clerk still blindly affirm 
Lines 7-8:  Every hymn (verse) that a creative spirit spills in some finished form of an educated writer (“well-refined pen”). 
Lines 9-10:  Hearing you so praised, I agree that it is so and to the height of such praise add still more. 
Lines 11-12:  But I keep this in my mind, whose love you, though its expression lags behind, hold its passion before. 
Lines 13-14:  Then others for the winds of words respect, me for my ineloquent thoughts, speaking in the effect of my feeling. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659509]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, his Muse is “tongue-tied” while other artists can call 
upon their own Muses who cautiously provide their gilded praise.  In the second quatrain, he continues that his feelings are confined to his thought, which 
handicaps him to the readers, like “unletter’d” clerks, soak up the words of tribute ascribed to a worthy artist.  He does not dispute the other writer’s account (it is 
believed there was a rival writer for the affection of the same person), but that his love is sincerer, for it resides solely in his heart.  His couplet concludes that though others respect these good words, his feeling is best expressed by his pure love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659510]Sonnet 86

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,
Bound for the prize of all too precious you,
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew?
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead? 
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verse astonished.
He, nor that affable familiar ghost
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence
As victors of my silence cannot boast;
I was not sick of any fear from thence:
But when your countenance fill'd up his line,
Then lack'd I matter; that enfeebled mine.


[bookmark: _Toc1659511]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Was it the proud journey of this great verse, headed for the prize of oh, so precious, you, 
Lines 3-4:  That my fertile thought in my brain inheres, making these thoughts‟ tomb the womb inside where they grew? 
Lines 5-6:  Was it his (his rival writer’s) spirit, by spirits (play on “spirit,” here, other past writers), taught to write above a mortal level, which struck me down (removed him from favor)? 
Lines 7-8:  No, neither he, nor his colleagues in the dark (stealthily), assisting him, surprised my verse. )Note that “astonished” in line 8 does not conventionally rhyme with “dead” in line 6.)
Lines 9-10:  He, nor that friendly familiar ghost (inspiration) who nightly dupes him with intelligence, 
Lines 11-12: While the victors of my silence cannot brag; I was not weakened by any fear from this (e.g., his rival can boast about his specious works while the sincerity of his own silence cannot help his cause but hinders him instead). 
Lines 13-14:  But, when your countenance filled up his verse, then did I lack a subject, which weakened my own. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659512]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he is despondent that the thoughts he had for his lover will wither in his mind, his brain becoming their tomb when once they were headed toward their prize in full, glorious sail.  In the second quatrain, he claims that it 
was not the quality of his rival writer’s (and lover’s) verse that surprised him, as well as the rival’s colleagues‟ assistance.  In the third, he continues that he is neither surprised nor hurt by the quality of the verse, despite this writer’s fawning verse while his silence, though sincere, hinders him.  In the couplet he states his sadness comes from the simple fact that his rival has his lover as his subject, in this he lacks “matter,” thereby weakening his own by so taking it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659513]Sonnet 87

Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing, 
And like enough thou know'st thy estimate:
The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing; 
My bonds in thee are all determinate.
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting? 
And for that riches where is my deserving? 
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting, 
And so my patent back again is swerving.
Thyself thou gavest, thy own worth then not knowing,
Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mistaking;
So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, 
Comes home again, on better judgment making. 
Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,
In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.




[bookmark: _Toc1659514]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Goodbye!  You are too costly for my possession and you surely know enough your own worth. 
Lines 3-4:  The terms of your value justify letting you go, my stake in you is finite. 
Lines 5-6:  For how can I hold onto you without your giving my permission to and for your riches how do I deserve these? Lines 7-8:  The reason for this gift of having you is lacking and so my claim for you is wavering. 
Lines 9-10:  You gave yourself to me, not knowing at the time your own worth, or me, to whom you gave yourself, also making this mistake. 
Lines 11-12:  So, your great gift, upon this mistaken premise growing, comes back to you again, when better judgment is made. 
Lines 13-14:  So, I have had you, as a dream that flatters, in sleep a king, but upon waking, no longer exists. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659515]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he says “goodbye” to his love, he is of too much worth to possess.  In the second, he explains he can only hold onto him by his permission, so the justification for holding onto such a prize suffers.  In the third, he continues that his lover granted his love underestimating his own worth as well as overestimating his own.  So, in the couplet, when a love only exists as if in a dream, upon the morning light, it so dissolves.  Notice that except for quatrain I, line 4, and the couplet, he exclusively uses the suffix “ing”.
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659516]Sonnet 88 

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light,
And place my merit in the eye of scorn,
Upon thy side against myself I'll fight,
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.
With mine own weakness being best acquainted,
Upon thy part I can set down a story
Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted, 
That thou in losing me shalt win much 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,
That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659517]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When you shall be to not take me seriously and place my value in derision’s view. 
Lines 3-4:  Upon your side against myself I will fight, and prove your worthiness, though you are perjured. 
Lines 5-6:  With my own weakness the best knowing, upon your part I can write an account. 
Lines 7-8:  Of vices hidden, those have tainted me, that you, in leaving me, shall gain much approbation. 
Lines 9-10:  And I will by your doing this shall be the beneficiary too, for turning all my loving thoughts on you. 
Lines 11-12:  The harm that I do to myself, giving you this advantage, give an extra advantage to me. 
Lines 13-14:  So strong is my love, to you I belong this much, that for your vindication I myself will carry all the wrong. 



[bookmark: _Toc1659518]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he claims that when his lover leaves him he will take the side of his lover.  In the second, he continues, his love knows his faults and these he can write about.  His lover is making the wisest choice in leaving him; he will 
stand to gain public approval for his action.  He goes on, in the third quatrain, to say that he will also gain by his censure, for the harm he does to himself is also an advantage.  In the couplet he explains how this is so, supporting his lover’s departure and censure will show how strong his love is for him, once more exhibiting a deep-rooted insecurity. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 












 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659519]Sonnet 89

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 
And I will comment upon that offence;
Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt, 
Against thy reasons making no defence.
Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill,
To set a form upon desired change,
As I'll myself disgrace: knowing thy will,
I will acquaintance strangle and look strange,
Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue
Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell,
 Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong 
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.
For thee against myself I'll vow debate,
For I must ne'er love him whom thou dost hate.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659520]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Say you left me for some transgression, and I will discuss it. 
Lines 3-4:  Speak of my inadequacy (“lameness” can also speak of an impairment such as limping, which would relate to his “halting,” 
emphasizing how in even this condition he would offer no argument, this analogy is also continued in the next line when he refers to his disgrace as “ill”) also and I will quickly stop, not defending myself against your arguments. 
Lines 5-6:  You can’t, my love, disgrace me half so much (see, above, how he plays on the word “ill”), to set an example of the necessary change (in my behavior). 
Lines 7-8:  As I will criticize myself:  knowing this is your desire, I will sever our relationship (his lover’s) and become a stranger to you. 
Lines 9-10:  I will no longer walk with you and my voice will no longer utter your beloved name. 
Lines 11-12:  In case I, in my own profanity (of his voice), should disgrace your name by remembering our old friendship so fondly. 
Lines 13-14:  For you against my own will I promise this argument (“debate” continues the analogy of silencing his own voice in the praise of his lover), for I must never love he whom you so hate. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659521]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he laments that if his lover leaves him even for a fault of his own, he will not object.  In the second, he expands upon his own insecurity by stating that his lover would not halfway blame him as he would blame himself for his own inadequacy and, indeed, sever the relationship on his own accord.  In the third, he illustrates this by indicating he will no longer be present with him and no longer speak of him, for doing so even fondly would profane him.  In the couplet, he explains that he promises that he promises to maintain this painful logic, for he cannot love one whom has expressed such loathing for him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659522]Sonnet 90

Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now;
Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross, 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 
And do not drop in for an after-loss:
Ah, do not, when my heart hath 'scoped this sorrow,
Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe; 
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 
To linger out a purposed overthrow.
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,
When other petty griefs have done their spite
But in the onset come; so shall I taste
At first the very worst of fortune's might,
And other strains of woe, which now seem woe, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.

[bookmark: _Toc1659523]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  If you are going to hate me, do so now, when the world around me is ready to criticize me for my deeds. 
Lines 3-4:  Join my misfortune's hurt, make me cower; do not come after my poor fortune's toll. 
Lines 5-6:  Ah, don't, when my spirit has survived this adversity, come in the aftermath of my vanquished sorrow. 
Lines 7-8:  Do not add to the windy night, a rainy morning (make my sorrow any worse, or come after I have been able to overcome it) due to a lingering deliberation of harming me. 
Lines 9-10:  If you are going to leave me, do not leave this for my last blow, after previous petty (by comparison) woes have spited me. 
Lines 11-12:  But come at the beginning, so I shall know at the beginning the very worst of fortune's wrath. 
Lines 13-14:  And the other types of woe, which appear as "woe" now, will pale by comparison of that sorrow I feel by losing you. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659524]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover to hate him now, while the world would be most receptive to his feeling.  In the second, he tells him to mercifully spare him this sorrow from following the rest that he is fending off now.  In the third, he implores him to leave him now, as this pain will be the sharpest and better prepare him for those "petty" ones that follow.  This logic he follows in his couplet where he tells his lover these other "woes" will not seem as such should he lose him.  It appears that this relationship is deteriorated to the point to the artist, his lover's departure is only a subject of the most appropriate timing, even here, 
and he wishes his lover not only to leave to minimize his own sorrow, but that the world, already hostile to him, would understand why and not disapprove of it.  Even when he asks him not to hurt him, he still thinks of his lover's circumstances, again emphasizing the strength of his love. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659525]Sonnet 91

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,
Some in their wealth, some in their bodies' force,
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,
Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse; 
And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure, 
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest:
But these particulars are not my measure; 
All these I better in one general best.
Thy love is better than high birth to me,
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments' cost,
Of more delight than hawks or horses be; 
And having thee, of all men's pride I boast: 
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take 
All this away and me most wretched make.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659526]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Some enjoy the benefit of their status, some in their skills (or talents), some in their wealth, some in their physical strength. Lines 3-4:  Some in their attire, though the new style is peculiar, some in their hunting companions, some in their horse (symbol of social station). 
Lines 5-6: And every temperament has its own derivative benefit, whose joy places it above all other pleasures. 
Lines 7-8:  But these situations are not what I base my happiness upon, all of these I surpass in one measure, the best of them all. 
Lines 9-10:  Your love is better than social rank to me, richer than wealth, more boastful than the price of the finest garment. Lines 11-12:  Of more joy than hawks or horses it is, and having you, I can boast the pride of all men (his love is that which no other man can claim). 
Lines 13-14:  Miserable in this fact alone, that you can take all this away and make me the most miserable. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659527]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he speaks of how some obtain their pleasure through rank, skill, wealth, and strength or in whether they own those things that speak to their status (hawks and hounds or horses).  In the second, he adds that everyone has a disposition with an attendant desire that is met with a distinct pleasure, but he does not measure his happiness by these.  In the third quatrain, he explains that his measure is his love, which makes him nobler than nobility, richer than wealth, and brings more delight than the number of hawks or horses.  His lover is the "pride of all men." Yet, he qualifies this sadly in the couplet by realizing that the source of his greatest happiness has the power to make him the saddest.  This is the ironic and helpless consequence of true love; the source of your greatest happiness can also be the source of your greatest misery, because in your love you must let yourself go. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659528]Sonnet 92 

But do thy worst to steal thyself away,
For term of life thou art assured mine,
And life no longer than thy love will stay,
For it depends upon that love of thine. 
Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs, 
When in the least of them my life hath end.
I see a better state to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend;
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,
 Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.
O, what a happy title do I find,
Happy to have thy love, happy to die!
But what's so blessed-fair that fears no blot?
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659529]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  But do your utmost to hide yourself away, for the duration of your life you will have mine. 
Lines 3-4:  And my life no longer than yours will stay, because it depends on that love of yours. 
Lines 5-6:  Then I do not have to be concerned about even the worst wrongs you do to me, when in the least of them; your departure from this world, my life will also end. 
Lines 7-8:  I see a better condition to me then applies, than that which would merely reply on your disposition. 
Lines 9-10:  You cannot trouble me with your changing affections, as my life is tied to yours. 
Lines 11-12:  Oh, what a happy rank do I have, happy to live or happy to die! 
Lines:  13-14:  Yet, why even someone as blessed as I then should fear such a blemish? You may be unfaithful to me, but I do not recognize it (it is a part of earthly love). 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659530]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he exclaims to his lover, that no matter how he tries to hide, they are bound together, for his love for him is tied to his very life.  In the second quatrain, he argues that he will forgive the worst wrongs his lover does to him in the light of the least one; he will no longer have his own life. This is the argument that they are so tightly bound together, that if his lover goes, so, too his own life (spiritually) and so it is better to forgive his trespasses.  In the third, he continues this argument, that this puts him a better state.  He cannot be troubled by his lover's inconstancy.  In the third, he continues that this is because of this very bond between them that transcends the wrong.  This gives him such a proud title of being happy to either have his love or, if not, happy to die, since his love will have left him anyway.  In the couplet he excuses his lover's transgressions once more, no mortally blessed relationship cannot expect such wrongs, to the point that his acceptance of this situation makes him oblivious to it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659531]Sonnet 93

So shall I live, supposing thou art true,
Like a deceived husband; so love's face
May still seem love to me, though alter'd new; 
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place: 
For there can live no hatred in thine eye, 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change.
In many's looks the false heart's history
Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange,
But heaven in thy creation did decree
That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell; 
Whate'er thy thoughts or thy heart's workings be, 
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell.
How like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow,
 If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show!
 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659532]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  So, he will live (tied to his love, see “Sonnet 92‟), believing him to be faithful, like a deceived spouse, so is love's face. 
Lines 3-4:  May still show itself to me, though your look has changed, your looks are with me, but your heart is somewhere else. Lines 5-6: Because there is not hatred in you, I cannot realize the difference. 
Lines 7-8:  In many expressions, the unfaithful heart's deeds are written in the moods, peculiar changes of mood, and his lover's countenance. Lines 9-10:  But Heaven decreed that in your face only the countenance of love should be seen. 
Lines 11-12:  Whatever your thoughts or deeds may be, in your looks should reside nothing but sweetness. 
Lines 13-14:  How like Eve's apple does your beauty grow, if your 
"sweet" virtue (sardonic tone), does not have to settle its account with your appearance! 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659533]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he continues from the last sonnet, stating that as he is bound to his lover, he will continue to love him and disregard his infidelity.  But, he knows that even though he still sees him, his heart is elsewhere, with another.  In 
the second quatrain, because his lover does not show any animosity toward him, he cannot realize his unfaithfulness, and his "false heart" appears only as 
"strange" manifestations of different moods, appearances and changes in his countenance.  In the third quatrain, to his lover, Heaven decreed that his 
appearance, despite his misdeeds, always looks fair.  In the couplet, there is a sardonic reference to the beauty of Eve's "apple," his beauty grows, which 
means that he also is the temptation of others and that if his "sweet" virtue does not have to answer for his looks of sweetness, it will continue to blossom.  He is so overpoweringly in love with this person, still. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659534]Sonnet 94

They that have power to hurt and will do none,
That do not do the thing they most do show,
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone,
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow,
They rightly do inherit heaven's graces
And husband nature's riches from expense;
They are the lords and owners of their faces,
Others but stewards of their excellence.
The summer's flower is to the summer sweet,
Though to itself it only live and die,
But if that flower with base infection meet,
The basest weed outbraves his dignity:
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds;
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659535]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Those who have the power to hurt and yet do not do that which they have office to do. 
Lines 3-4:  Who, while affecting the lives of others, are themselves dispassionate, unmoved and not influenced by temptation? 
Lines 5-6:  They rightly inherit spiritual nobility and manage nature’s bounty with their effort. 
Lines 7-8:  they are the masters of their virtue, while others are merely servants 
to it. 
Lines 9-10:  The flower adds to the beauty of summer even though it, itself, grows and dies away. 
Lines 11-12:  But, if that flower is beset with a vile infection, the basest weed bests it life’s sweet stay. 
Lines 13-14:  For the sweetest things can become most soured by their deeds and a flower that is festering smells worse than weeds. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659536]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he extols the virtue of those who have the authority to inflict harm on others but refuse to do so.  Here their deeds do not reflect their outer 
show of authority.  Instead, while "moving" others, affecting them physically and 
emotionally by their character, they themselves are distant from human foible.  In 
the second, he explains that these individuals are the masters of their course, not the stewards of it, that is, are not affected by external factors that determine 
when they will exhibit their finer face.  In the third quatrain, he draws the analogy of a flower that adds to the spectacle of summer, while it lives briefly.  Yet, if this flower is infected with a disease, will be "outbraved" by the basest weed. The 
image connotes the weed as a living thing that can despoil the "dignity" of the 
flower.  In the couplet, he expands this analogy further; the sweetest things can turn sour by their deeds, while sweet flowers ("festering lilies") can smell fouler 
than the rankest weeds.  I believe he is indirectly describing the character of his lover in this description, calling his unfaithfulness a type of "infection" that 
poisons the otherwise excellence of his virtue.  He points to others in his stations that do not succumb to temptation, making them more so. A warning also is 
implied that his behavior may harm him to the point that those of lower rank, 
"basest weeds," because of their constancy, outlast his own "dignity."  This is emphasized in the last line with the reference to lilies whose festering smells worse than weeds.  I don't know if this verse made "sense" to his lover. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659537]Sonnet 95

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose, 
Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name!
O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose!
That tongue that tells the story of thy days,
Making lascivious comments on thy sport, 
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise; 
Naming thy name blesses an ill report.
O, what a mansion have those vices got
Which for their habitation chose out thee, 
Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot, 
And all things turn to fair that eyes can see! 
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege; 
The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659538]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  How sweet and love are you able to disguise the shame, which like an infection in the sweet-smelling rose. 
Lines 3-4:  This blemishes the beauty of your blossoming name!  Oh, in such sweets do your sins hide! 
Lines 5-6:  Your tongue that tells your history, making lustful comments about your sexual exploits, cannot repent for them without a tinge of praise. 
Lines 7-8:  Your making these claims blesses a recounting of wanton deeds, 
Lines 9-10:  O, what a luxurious abode do these vices then have which for their home chose you. 
Lines 11-12:  Where your beauty’s veil covers every dark spot, and they all look fair to the onlooker! 
Lines 13-14:  Beware, dearest, if this fragile advantage, even the sharpest knife used wrongly loses its edge. 
 






[bookmark: _Toc1659539]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that his sweet countenance disguises his wrongdoings.  In the second, he notes that he is so able to even make his 
comments about his lustful activities seem innocent.  In the third quatrain, he 
exclaims what a large home does his vices have, could refer to his high rank or that he has many vices, but, again, he points to his lover’s beauty being able to cover up these blots.  Then, in the couplet, he issues another warning, to be leery of such a illusory advantage, even the strongest knife, used in such a wrongful way, will soon lose its edge. 
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659540]Sonnet 96 

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness;
Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport;
Both grace and faults are loved of more and less;
Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort.
As on the finger of a throned queen
The basest jewel will be well esteem'd,
So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths translated and for true things deem'd.
How many lambs might the stem wolf betray,
If like a lamb he could his looks translate!
How many gazers mightst thou lead away,
If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state!
But do not so; I love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659541]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Some say your fault is youth, some say your lustfulness; some say your grace is youth and honorable sport. 
Lines 3-4:  Both grace and faults are seen from various perspectives, you, for example, make faults look like graces that reside in your breast. 
Lines 5-6:  As on the finger of a queen on her throne, the tawdriest jewel will be highly valued. 
Lines 7-8:  So are those mistakes that are viewed translated as truths and for true purposes accorded. 
Lines 9-10:  How many lambs might the somber wolf betray if like a lamb his countenance could appear! 
Lines 11-12:  How many gazers might you lead away, if you would use the power of all your wiliness! 
Lines 13-14:  But do not do this; I love thee in such a way, as you being my love; mine is your good account. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659542]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, grace and fault can be looked at differently in the same person and in his lover his faults are viewed as graces.  In the second, he draws the analogies of; first, a queen on whose finger can be the cheapest jewel, but on her still is regarded highly.  So, his lover by his charms can make errors seem as truth and even for truthful purposes viewed.  In the third quatrain, now with the second analogy, he speculates how many lambs would be misled if the wolf could disguise himself as one of them.  In the same vein, he tells him how many he could lead astray if he simply used, I believe, not simply the show of his 
estate or position, but his personal charisma.  In the couplet, he exhorts to him not to do this, because he loves him in such a way, that being his love, this is his best report. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659543]Sonnet 97

How like a winter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!
What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen!
What old December's bareness every where!
And yet this time removed was summer's time,
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,
Like widow'd wombs after their lords' decease:
Yet this abundant issue seem'd to me
But hope of orphans and unfather'd fruit;
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,
And, thou away, the very birds are mute;
Or, if they sing, 'tis with so dull a cheer
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's near.
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659544]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  How like a winter has my absence been from you, a pleasure in the fast year! 
Lines 3:  What cold spells are left for me, what darkness I have seen! 
Line 4:  What is around but December’s barrenness everywhere! Lines 5-6:  And so the past was like the summertime, like the foliage-laden autumn, large with rich harvest. 
Lines 7-8:  Bearing the wayward harvest of the prime season (summer), like wombs widowed after their husband’s end. 
Lines 9-10:  Yet this abundance seemed to me like an orphan’s hope and the harvest unnatural. 
Lines 11-12:  For summer and its pleasures depend on you, and, you gone, the birds themselves are silent. 
Lines 13-14:  Or, if they sing, it with so somber a note, that the leaves look colorless, fears the onset of winter’s blast. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659545]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he compares his separation from his lover like the barrenness and cold of winter.  In the second, he also laments the past, the “summer,” where the seasons assuming their normal cyclical turn, where autumn followed rich with its harvest, but to him it only seemed again removed from him.  He describes this season as fertile, bearing the fruit if summer’s “wanton” duty, sort of a bounty borne of a random fertilization, very nice elaboration.  In the third quatrain, he continues the comparison of his isolation to nature’s seasonal changes; its bounty appears only as the “hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit,” distant and unnatural as if he was not a part of this natural order and beauty.  He 
explains that the reason is that, to return, to the first few lines of his sonnet, his true summer depends on his lover.  Being separated, even the birds appear 
silenced and if they do sing with such dull notes the very leaves shiver sadly (he writes that they become pale, I understand), because with such a disappointing season, he is dreading the oncoming winter even more. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659546]Sonnet 98

From you have I been absent in the spring,
When proud-pied April dress'd in all his trim
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 
That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with him.
Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell
Of different flowers in odour and in hue
Could make me any summer's story tell,
Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew;
Nor did I wonder at the lily's white,
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;
They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 
Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.
Yet seem'd it winter still, and, you away,
As with your shadow I with these did play:
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659547]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  From you I have been absent in the spring, when proudly garnished April dressed in all his trimmings. 
Lines 3-4:  Has cast such a spirit of youthfulness around that weighty Saturn laughed and jumped with him. 
Lines 5-6:  Yet not for the nests of birds nor the sweets fragrances of various flowers in their variety 
Lines 7-8: Could make me speak of summer’s happy story or from their proud bosoms pluck them. 
Lines 9-10:  Nor did I marvel at the lily’s purity, nor praise the deep scarlet red of the rose. 
Lines 11-12:  They were merely sweet, simply objects of pleasure, drawn after you, you the pattern of such beauty. 
Lines 13-14:  Yet it seemed like winter still, and, you gone, they seemed to me as your shadow as I played with them. 
 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659548]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that even in the promise of spring he feels isolated.  In the second, he expands on this, even nature’s creatures and its flowers could get him to speak of the glory of summer or have the enthusiasm to gather even a bouquet.  In the third, he continues that he does not marvel at nature’s splendor, this is because they draw it from his lover of which he is its pattern.  In the couplet he says it seems like winter still and while he is gone all of nature’s gifts are but shadows in his absence.  This follows from his last sonnet in which he refers to summer still seeming barren to him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 






 
[bookmark: _Toc1659549]Sonnet 99

The forward violet thus did I chide:
Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells,
If not from my love's breath? The purple pride
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells
In my love's veins thou hast too grossly dyed.
The lily I condemned for thy hand, 
And buds of marjoram had stol'n thy hair:
The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,
One blushing shame, another white despair;
A third, nor red nor white, had stol'n of both
And to his robbery had annex'd thy breath; 
But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death.
More flowers I noted, yet I none could see
But sweet or colour it had stol'n from thee.

[bookmark: _Toc1659550]Translation 
 
Lines 1-5:  The bold violet in these words did I scold:  “Sweet thief, from what cause do you steal your sweetness that holds such fragrance, does 
it not come from my lover’s breath?”  The purple show, which on the soft petals of your complexion resides in my Lover’s veins you have too blatantly colored or no longer live. 
Lines 6-7:  The lily I condemned for your touch and the blossoms of marjoram (aromatic herb) have stolen your hair (taking his form). 
Lines 8-11:  The roses fearfully even with their thorns did appear, one’s red color its blush of his shame, the other’s white for his despair, A third, neither red nor white, had stolen both and to this robbery had appropriated your breath. 
Lines:  12-13:  But, for this theft, in the vanity of all this growth, a spiteful canker worm ate him. 
Lines 14-15 (yes, 15):  More flower did I note, yet none did I see that its fragrance or sweet color it had not stolen from you. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659551]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he chides the violet for stealing its sweetness from his lover.  This runs into the second where he claims its purple hue stems from his lover’s veins where it too much has “dyed.”  Now, this can be interpreted as his lamentation that this sweetness has left his lover as seen in his other sonnets in which he speaks of his unfaithfulness.  He continues the analogy with references to other flowers and what they have taken from his lover, then by the last line of the quatrain starts to describe how this has affected him.  In the third quatrain, he claims that they also have taken his shame, despair and even very essence.  But the rose paid for taking these with its own diseased decomposition.  (Simply, in reference to the scholarly question of the imagery in Lines 12-13, I believe the poet is saying that as these flowers and herbs obtain their beauty from his lover’s, so, to, they will their death by assimilating his darker aspects.) In the couplet, he notes that not one other flower he observed derives any of its beauty but that it is taken from his lover. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659552]Sonnet 100

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forget'st so long 
To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?
Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthless song,
Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light?
Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem
In gentle numbers time so idly spent; 
Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem 
And gives thy pen both skill and argument.
Rise, resty Muse, my love's sweet face survey,
If Time have any wrinkle graven there;
If any, be a satire to decay,
And make Time's spoils despised every where.
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;
So thou prevent'st his scythe and crooked knife.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659553]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Where are you, Muse that you forget for so long to speak of that which gives you all your strength? 
Lines 3-4:  Are you wasting your wrath on some unmemorable song, weakening your power to lend valueless subjects such inspiration? Lines 5-6:  Return, absent Muse, and quickly redeem in gentle works time so uselessly spent. 
Lines 7-8:  Sing to the ear that does your poems honor and give your pen both skill and purpose. 
Lines 9-10:  Rise, restless Muse, my love’s sweet face examine, if Time have any wrinkle placed there. 
Lines 11-12:  If any (wrinkles), be a farce to decay, and make Time’s gains loathed everywhere. 
Lines 13-14:  Give my love fame more quickly than Time ruins life, so you prevent this scythe and warped knife. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659554]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he calls on him Muse who has left him, he cajoles his 
Muse that she wastes her time on some worthless endeavor when her power makes even mundane work inspired.  In the second, he asks the Muse to return to help to inspire lofty verse once again.  In the third, he asks him to examine his love and to ridicule any of Time’s wrinkled marks that may appear on him.  In the couplet, he asks that she bestow fame on his love and prevent Time from felling him. 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659555]Sonnet 101

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends 
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed? 
Both truth and beauty on my love depends; 
So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 
Make answer, Muse: wilt thou not haply say
 'Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix'd; 
Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay; 
But best is best, if never intermix'd?' 
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb? 
Excuse not silence so; for't lies in thee 
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb, 
And to be praised of ages yet to be. 
Then do thy office, Muse; I teach thee how 
To make him seem long hence as he shows now. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659556]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  O missing muse, what will be your recompense for your neglect of truth in beauty colored? 
Lines 3-4:  Both truth and beauty on my lover depends; so, do you too, and so ennobled. 
Lines 5-6:  Answer me, Muse:  will you not happily admit “Truth needs no color, with his color inherent; beauty no writing instrument or beauty‟s truth to write. 
Lines 7-8:  But it is best, if beauty and truth are never intertwined.” 
Lines 9-10:  Because my lover needs not praise, will you then be silent?  
Excuse not silence this way; because it resides in you 
Lines 11-12:  To allow him to vastly outlive a golden tomb and to be admired in ages yet to come. 
Lines 13-14:  Then do me this service, Muse; I will teach you how to make him appear in the future as he does now. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659557]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he chastises his Muse for neglecting to assist him in painting his lover in shades of truth and beauty, which if he did would dignify him as well.  In the second, he asks his Muse to admit that his lover needs no color or beauty no pencil or verse and it would better not to mix these.  In the third, he arguesthat because he needs no such praise this is no reason to assist in painting his lover so that it outshines his gilded tomb and is praised by future generations.  In the couplet he beseeches his Muse to assist him, as he will teach him how he can immortalize his lover in his verse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659558]Sonnet 102

My love is strengthen'd, though more weak in seeming;
I love not less, though less the show appear:
That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming
The owner's tongue doth publish every where.
Our love was new and then but in the spring
When I was wont to greet it with my lays,
As Philomel in summer's front doth sing 
And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:
Not that the summer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night, 
But that wild music burthens every bough 
And sweets grown common lose their dear delight. 
Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue, 
Because I would not dull you with my song.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659559]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  My love is increased, though it may appear weak, I love not less, though it may appear so. 
Lines 3-4: That love is bartered whose expensive estimation the owner’s tongue does publicize everywhere (playing on the analogy of trade and business). 
Lines 5-6:  Our love was new and then but, in the spring, when I was prone to welcome it with my verse (his earlier sonnets used the terms 
“verse” instead of “lays”). 
Lines 7-8:  As Philomel4 in summer’s guise does sing and stops her vocals, as her days grow shorter. 
Lines 9-10:  Not that the summer is less pleasing now that when her mournful hymns did quiet the evening. 
Lines 11-12:  But that wild music burdens every tree’s bough and accustomed sweets lose their unique pleasure. 
                                                 
4 Philomel:  n.  Literary.  The nightingale. 
Philomela:  n.  1. Class. Myth.   An Athenian princess who was raped by her brother –in-law Tereus and was subsequently avenged and transformed into a nightingale.   This is also referenced in T.S. Eliot’s “The Waste Land.” II. A GAME OF CHESS,  “ 
As though a window gave upon the sylvan scene   
	The change of Philomel, by the barbarous king 	  
	So rudely forced; yet there the nightingale 	 100 
Filled all the desert with inviolable voice 	  And still she cried, and still the world pursues, 	  
	'Jug Jug' to dirty ears. 	 
(http://www.bartleby.com/201/1.html) 
Lines 13-14:  Therefore, like her I sometime remain silent, because I would not dampen you with my song. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659560]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he claims that his love is stronger than it shows.  Love is cheapened (“merchandized”) whose extravagant praise is sung everywhere.  In the second, he explains that his love was new like the spring when he was motivated to present it in his verse, but like Philomel, whose legend was that she was raped by her brother-in-law but then transformed into a nightingale, her song becomes more silent with time’s passage.  He could be alluding here to his lover’s betrayal and the “riper days” not simply referring to time but this sad disclosure.  In the third, he tries to temper this by saying it is not that summer is less pleasant, that anything else has changed, than when her sorrowful notes 
silenced the night, but that her music casts a sad pall around her.  Again, this is perhaps another thinly veiled reference to his lover’s unfaithfulness.  In the couplet, he appears to confirm this, saying that he, like her, keeps quiet because if not his voice would reveal his sorrow, also, he is sparing (perhaps even sardonically) him his “song” that would be only listless to hear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659561]Sonnet 103

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth,
That having such a scope to show her pride,
The argument all bare is of more worth
Than when it hath my added praise beside!
O, blame me not, if I no more can write!
Look in your glass, and there appears a face 
That over-goes my blunt invention quite, 
Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace.
Were it not sinful then, striving to mend,
To mar the subject that before was well? 
For to no other pass my verses tend
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell;
And more, much more, than in my verse can sit 
Your own glass shows you when you look in it.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659562]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Alas, what dearth my Muse brigs forward, despite having such a grand range to show her importance. 
Lines 3-4:  Her plain inspiration is more valuable than when it has my contributions as well! 
Lines 5-6:  O, do not blame me, if I cannot write anymore!  Look in your mirror, and there appears a reflection 
Lines 7-8:  That easily supersedes my dull inspiration making my lines appear dull and making them appear unworthy. 
Lines 9-10:  Were it not unjust then, in my attempts to present, instead harm the subject that before was well? 
Lines 11-12:  Do not pass my verses off to another writer to exhibit your beauty of form and gifts that they may show. 
Lines 13-14: And more, much more, will be present in my verse your own reflection when you view it. 
 




 
[bookmark: _Toc1659563]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he implores his Muse to assist him in his writing.  In the second he tells his Muse not to blame him for this because without his Muse’s 
assistance is writing skills are quite dull.  In the third, he argues that it is a gross 
injustice to allow him to poorly render his subjects because of his lack of aid and to please not give it to another writer.  In the couplet he explains that his Muse’s inspiration and grace will fit most comfortably in his verse, instead.  This is the first sonnet in quite a while that does not reference his lover. 
 
 
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659564]Sonnet 104 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,
For as you were when first your eye I eyed,
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold
Have from the forests shook three summers' pride,
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn'd
In process of the seasons have I seen, 
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn'd, 
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.
Ah, yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand,
Steal from his figure and no pace perceived;
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand, 
Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived:
For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred;
Ere you were born was beauty's summer dead.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659565]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  To me, my friend, you can never become old, for as you looked when your view I first viewed. 
Lines 3-4:  Such is your beauty now.  Three of winter’s cold years have from the forest shaken three summer’s elegance. 
Lines 5-6:  Three magnificent springs to the autumn have turned in such progress of the seasons I have witnessed. 
Lines 7-8:  Three Aprils‟ early blooms‟ fragrances in three hot June’s scathed since I saw you first, which you are yet fresh. 
Lines 9-10:  Ah, yet does beauty, like a watch, lose its aura and yet not notice this decline. 
Lines 11-12:  So, your sweet aura, which I believe still stands, beguile time’s hand and my own eye. 
Lines 13-14:  For fear of this, listen, you age timelessly, before you were born summer’s beauty was already gone. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659566]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that he can never appear old to him. 
In the last three years he has remained the same.  In the second, he continues his analogy of his lover’s relationship to the cycle of season from which he emerges still “green.”  Notice in the first two quatrains his references to the number three, which could be a religious reference (the Holy Trinity), underscoring the seemingly eternal magnificence of nature. In the third, he ruminates about how one’s beauty can age imperceptibly and tells his lover that his sweetness defies this mortal process.  In the couplet, he empathically exclaims that his love is indeed beyond the spoil of nature. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659567]Sonnet 105

Let not my love be call'd idolatry,
Nor my beloved as an idol show,
Since all alike my songs and praises be
To one, of one, still such, and ever so.
Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind,
Still constant in a wondrous excellence; 
Therefore my verse to constancy confined,
One thing expressing, leaves out difference.
'Fair, kind and true' is all my argument,
'Fair, kind, and true' varying to other words;
And in this change is my invention spent,
Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.
'Fair, kind, and true,' have often lived alone, 
Which three till now never kept seat in one.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659568]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Do not let my love be termed false worship nor my lover to appear as an idol. 
Lines 3-4:  Since my music (verse) and compliments are for him, about him, still the same, and always so. 
Lines 5-6:  Fair is my love today, tomorrow fair, ever constant in its splendid excellence. 
Lines 7-8:  There my verse is limited to such constancy, affixed to one matter, leaving out that extraneous part. 
Lines 9-10:  “Fair, kind and true” is my whole position, these only changing to other words saying the same. 
Lines 11-12:  And in conveying the same essence differently (by the use of different expression) my ingenuity is so used, these three words in one main theme, which allows a grand scope (for his writing). 
Lines 13-14:  “Fair, kind, and true,” have often been separate attributes, which until, in you now, never resided in only one person. 

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659569]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks that his love is not to be misconstrued as mere fawning or idolatry simply because all these works have a constant theme and subject.  In the second, he explains that they are dedicated to one person whose love is kind and constant and so his verse merely mirrors this.  In the third, he states that the simple virtues of his love are all he needs to argue, and these give him ample scope to create new verse.  In the couplet he explains that in his lover these attributes all reside only in him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659570]Sonnet 106

When in the chronicle of wasted time
I see descriptions of the fairest wights,
And beauty making beautiful old rhyme
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,
Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty's best,
Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,
I see their antique pen would have express'd 
Even such a beauty as you master now.
So all their praises are but prophecies
Of this our time, all you prefiguring; 
And, for they look'd but with divining eyes, 
They had not skill enough your worth to sing:
For we, which now behold these present days,
Had eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659571]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When in the annals of time’s passage, I see depictions of the fairest sprites. 
Lines 3-4:  And beauty weaving old rhyme into a beautiful fabric, in praise of ladies who have passed away or glorious warriors. 
Lines 5-6:  Then, in the proclamation of sweet beauty’s best expression, of hand, foot, lip, eye, and of brow. 
Lines 7-8:  I see even writers of old would have shown even such a beauty as you display now. 
Lines 9-10:  So all these praises are like prophesies of this very day, all this foreshadowing you. 
Lines 11-12:  And, except that they looked with gleaning eyes, they would not have had the prescience of paying tribute to your virtue. 
Lines 13-14:  For we, who now see these current days, did have the faculties to question, but not the means of articulation. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659572]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he begins by noting that in history’s pages he can view the fairest descriptions of what has gone past in most eloquent 
terms.  In the second, he states that these most exquisite depictions are 
such that this person he now refers to has mastered in this time.  In the third, he claims that their illuminated verse is but a precursor to the beauty he has mastered today, in fact that these writers have indeed imagined him.   And though they had their own skills, they were not strong enough to even proclaim his worth.  In the couplet, he adds that even in his time, his beauty cannot be adequately described.  This is a curious work, as to who is this referring, Christopher Marlowe was one poet whom Shakespeare admired and perhaps this is a tribute to him.  In Amanda Mabillard's site, “Shakespeare Online,” this “Question and Answer” segment might lend some support to this: 
 
Q. Did Shakespeare ever mention Christopher Marlowe? 
A. Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might: 
'Whoever lov'd that lov'd not at first sight?'  
"As You Like It" (3.5.80-1), Phebe 
 
Shakespeare's contemporary, the poet and dramatist 
Christopher Marlowe, was killed in a tavern brawl on May 
30, 1593. Allusions to Marlowe's work are prevalent in 
Shakespeare's plays, and in the above passage we see the 
Bard quoting directly a line from Marlowe's "Hero and 
Leander": 'Whoever lov'd that lov'd not at first sight?' (Line 
176).[footnoteRef:5]  [5:  Amanda Mabillard, Shakespeare Online,  
http://shakespeare.about.com/library/faqs/flfaqsgeneral.htm http://www.shakespeare-online.com/ 
 ] 

 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659573]Sonnet 107

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come, 
Can yet the lease of my true love control, 
Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom.
The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured
And the sad augurs mock their own presage; 
Incertainties now crown themselves assured 
And peace proclaims olives of endless age.
Now with the drops of this most balmy time
My love looks fresh, and death to me subscribes,
Since, spite of him, I'll live in this poor rhyme, 
While he insults o'er dull and speechless tribes:
And thou in this shalt find thy monument,
When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are spent.






 
[bookmark: _Toc1659574]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Not my own concerns nor those of a prophet speaking of things yet to be 
Lines 3-4:  Can presume a title over my lover, which would presume him a casualty of Doom's final stamp. 
Lines 5-6:  The earth ("mortal moon") has survived the prophecies of her demise ("her eclipse endured") and the beguiled sooths taunt their own prophecies. 
Lines 7-8:  Uncertainty has been comforted and the olive branch of peace stretches over a timeless epoch 
Lines 9-10:  Now with the dew of this soothing dawn, my loves looks renewed and death now caters to me. 
Lines 11-12: Since, I will live on in this humble verse while he abuses the unenlightened and muted peoples. 
Lines 13-14:  And you, my love, will find in this verse your monument, when the tyrant's horns and enduring tombs of brass have worn away. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659575]Analysis 
 
Not his own fears or the claims of prophets can claim a control over his lover's destiny begin the first quatrain.  In the second, he asserts that the world's 
uncertainty has been stilled and even the prophets mock their own prophecies.  
He skillfully uses the analogy of a "mortal moon" to speak of the earth, which is a moon of a kind, itself.  In the third, he states that in this peaceful state, his love looks refreshed and death now is subservient to him, as he will live on in his modest verse.  In the couplet, he tells his lover that he, too, will live on in this work.  This is a continuation of the theme that he can preserve his love; immortalize it, in his verse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659576]Sonnet 108

What's in the brain that ink may character 
Which hath not figured to thee my true spirit?
What's new to speak, what new to register, 
That may express my love or thy dear merit?
Nothing sweet boy; but yet, like prayers divine,
I must, each day say o'er the very same,
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine, 
Even as when first I hallow'd thy fair name.
So that eternal love in love's fresh case
Weighs not the dust and injury of age,
Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place,
But makes antiquity for aye his page,
Finding the first conceit of love there bred
Where time and outward form would show it dead.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659577]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  What is in my mind that a pen may relate which has not made you understand my true character? 
Lines 3-4:  What new to say, what new to record, nothing my love; but yet, like divine requests. 
Lines 5-6:  I must, every day say the very same words. 
Lines 7-8:  Considering no worn thing old, you mine, I yours. Even as when I first venerated your name (in his verse). 
Lines 9-10:  So that enduring love in love’s every-fresh trappings (his verse) does not appear dusty or harmed by time. 
Lines 11-12:  Nor allows its wrinkles to appear but makes ancient history ever his note (the generations will remember him in this past, “ancient” period). 
Lines 13-14: Discovering the first elaborate metaphors of love in the verse written for him, where Time’s scythe and physical appearance would show him passed away. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659578]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks his lover what he has omitted from his work that would not make his feelings known.  In the second, he explains that he reinvents the same theme of their love that gives their life a perpetual life.  In the third, he explains that he must continually improvise his techniques in order to express this freshly, so that future generations can look back at this love so well preserved in his verse.  In the couplet he explains that the first “conceit” which I believe here connotes: “…5.  an elaborate, fanciful metaphor…6.  the use of such metaphors as a literary characteristic, esp. in poetry,”[footnoteRef:6] he again refers to his poetic tools that will allow him to immortalize his lover.  [6:  Ibid.  Webster’s Unabridged Universal Dictionary ] 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659579]Sonnet 109

O, 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 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 myself bring water for my stain. 
Never believe, though in my nature 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 nothing this wide universe I call, 
Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659580]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Oh, never say I was unfaithful, though my absence seemed to cast suspicion on my passion for you. 
Lines 3-4:  It would be as easy to leave from my physical body as from my soul, which your heart claims. 
Lines 5-6:  That is where my love lies: if I have wandered (unfaithfully), I still return to you. 
Lines 7-8:  In a matter of time, not changed by it, so that I bring the cleanser for my transgressions. 
Lines 9-10:  Never believe, though in my character ruled all the weaknesses that assault all of us. 
Lines 11-12:  That I could be so outrageously stained, to trivialize your goodness. 
Lines 13-14:  For nothing in this vast universe I call, except you, my flower; in it you are all to me. 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659581]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he asks his lover to not equate his unfaithfulness, as a lack of love for him his lover owns his heart.  In the second, he claims that his lover’s heart is his home to which he always returns and that his “wanderings” have not changed him, he seeks to atone for his infidelity.  In the third, he tells his lover again not to believe that his unfaithfulness, a weakness that all are afflicted by, ruins his character to the point that it does not understand the value of his true love.  In the couplet, he claims that in his entire universe he only calls him his love; he is its sum. 
 



Sonnet 110 

Alas, 'tis true I have gone here and there
And made myself a motley to the view,
Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear,
Made old offences of affections new;
Most true it is that I have look'd on truth
Askance and strangely: but, by all above,
These blenches gave my heart another youth,
And worse essays proved thee my best of love.
Now all is done, have what shall have no end:
Mine appetite I never more will grind
On newer proof, to try an older friend,
A god in love, to whom I am confined.
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,
Even to thy pure and most most loving breast.
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659582]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Yes, it is true I have strayed and made myself inconstant 
(motley connoted as a diversity of elements I here translate as 
“inconstant”) to the view of my actions. 
Lines 3-4:  Pierced harmfully my own thoughts (also: “gore” can be connoted as a piece of material inserted in a garment, perhaps wordplay related to “motley” which can also connote “wearing a multi-colored garment:  a motley fool.”  In this sense, he could be saying that he 
appears as a jester, that is, a fool, that this appearance so cheapened his own thoughts).[footnoteRef:7] To continue, I have sold cheaply my affections, making the known stains of such transgressions new with what I have done.  [7:  Ibid.  Webster’s Unabridged Universal Dictionary ] 

Lines 5-6:  It is definitely true that I have looked on these aloofly and as if I did not know them (ignoring his actions):  but, by all I have confessed. Lines 7-8:  These weaknesses (“blench” is defined as “to shrink; flinch; quail; an unsteady eye that blenched under another’s gaze,” so under 
the temptations he faced, he “blinked” or succumbed.  I have termed this as “weaknesses” here[footnoteRef:8]) made me feel youthful once more and these poor attempts proved you are my best love.  [8:  Ibid.  Webster’s Unabridged Universal Dictionary 
 ] 

Lines 9-10:  Now I have finished my philandering, you can have what is boundless, my sexual desire I never again will test. 
Lines 11-12:  On some other, to test your loyalty, an immortal force in love, in whose boundaries I must remain. 
Lines 13-14:  Then please accept me back; next to you heaven lies to your pure and most loving self. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659583]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he admits his infidelities that he claims have cheapened him and he is ashamed for.  In the second, he also admits that he has ignored his transgressions because they made him feel youthful again but his experiences were not the equal of the love he shares with him.  In the third, he claims he will no longer wander, that his “appetite” is for the satisfaction of his truest love.  I find line twelve curious where he states that he is “confined” to his love.  Perhaps this can be interpreted to his commitment to the Earl of Southampton who was his patron and his realization that he could not easily dismiss him.  In the couplet, he sweetens his words by asking him to allow him to return and that he considers his love divine and pure. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659584]Sonnet 111

O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide,
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,
That did not better for my life provide
Than public means which public manners breeds.
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,
And almost thence my nature is subdued
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand:
Pity me then and wish I were renew'd;
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink
Potions of eisel 'gainst my strong infection 
No bitterness that I will bitter think,
Nor double penance, to correct correction. 
Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye 
Even that your pity is enough to cure me.


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659585]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Oh, for me do you with Fortune criticize, who is like a goddess guilty for my transgressions. 
Lines 3-4:  That did not in my best interest provide a public forum in which my baser (public) manners were bred (he is subjected to the temptations of society in which his baser instincts are shown). 
Lines 5-6:  Then it happens that my name is so stigmatized, and almost as quickly my baser nature is stilled. 
Lines 7-8:  To what it is best suited for, like the painter’s hand (back to writing verse): forgive me then and wish for me renewal. 
Lines 9-10:  While, like an eager patient I will ingest the syrups of potions (“eisel” not found in dictionary) that will combat this infection (his sexual appetite). 
Lines 11-12:  Its bitterness I will not think badly about, nor a double punishment, to ensure the fitness of my punishment. 
Lines 13-14:  Pity me, my love, and I assure you, even your pity will be enough to cure me (of his wandering ways). 

[bookmark: _Toc1659586]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, it appears that his lover has taken him to task for his infidelity and he tells him that the “devil made him do it” – sorry, that the “guilty goddess” did and that he is also a victim of society (seems we have heard this often in recent times as well).  In the second quatrain, he realized that his name has been stained and this has forced him to resume his writing chores.  He asks for pity as he seeks to redeem himself.  In the third, he argues that he will willingly reform himself and not complain of his punishment or the means by which it is meted to him. In the couplet, he claims that his “friend’s” pity alone will be enough to cure him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659587]Sonnet 112

Your love and pity doth the impression fill
Which vulgar scandal stamp'd upon my brow;
For what 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 changes right or wrong.
In so profound abysm I throw all care
Of others' voices, that my adder's sense 
To critic and to flatterer stopped are.
Mark how with my neglect I do dispense:
You are so strongly in my purpose bred
That all the world besides methinks are dead.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659588]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Your love and pity remove the marks that crude comments and scandal stamped upon me. 
Lines 3-4:  So why do I care who says I am good or bad (“well” I interpret as “good” and “ill” as “bad,” he uses these as a reference to his 
condition, but also in the next line directly uses “good” and “bad” and so 
this connotation also serves as a technique whereby he does not have to duplicate these words). 
Line 5:  So you gloss over my bad (”o‟er-green” as verdantly color or cover over), allowing my goodness to show? 
Line 6:  You are all the word to me (don’t read too much into the manner in which this was phrased, I believe the simpler translation is truer), and I must attempt to understand my transgressions and compliments from you personally. 
Line 7:  No one else do I care to hear these words from, nor my words to any other. 
Line 8:  That my hardened sense or acts either right or wrong (will respond to). 
Lines 9-10:  In such a deep chasm I toss all my concern of other people’s‟ voices, that my sense of self-preservation (“adder‟s sense”), 
Line 11:  To both the critic and flatter is now stopped (he makes himself vulnerable to both; his lack of concern for them runs so deeply). 
Line 12:  Watch how with such abandon I so freely mete it out: 
Lines 11-12:  You are so securely in my being ingrained, that I believe that the rest of the world does not exist. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659589]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that all he needs is his love and sympathy.  He “o‟er-greens” his badness as the rain gives a barren land new growth, a strong description revealing the power he feels he has over him.  (I will not sardonically add that this may refer to the Earl of Southampton.) It could also imply that he is also looking for more finance. In the second quatrain, he tells him he basically “means the world” to him and that he only wants to be accepted and reproved by him alone.  
(Yes, the first two quatrains are in the first person.)  He used another stark description, “steel‟d sense,” to indicate that he has inoculated himself against further transgressions (the previous sonnets deal with this theme), and he reiterates that his conduct now belongs to his lover, again revealing his hold over his affection.  In the third quatrain, he surrenders to his lover so completely that even his sense of survival is stopped outside his domain and calls to his attention this again is a demonstration of how deeply his bond to him is.  In the couplet, he reaffirms this by stating that his lover is so deeply bred into his very being, that he feels the outside world is no longer alive.  This should leave his lover no doubt that he will not be unfaithful again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659590]Sonnet 113

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind;
And that which governs me to go about
Doth part his function and is partly blind,
Seems seeing, but effectually is out;
For it no form delivers to the heart
Of bird of flower, or shape, which it doth latch:
Of his quick objects hath the mind no part, 
Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch:
For if it see the rudest or gentlest sight,
The most sweet favour or deformed'st creature,
The mountain or the sea, the day or night, 
The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature: 
Incapable of more, replete with you,
My most true mind thus makes mine eye untrue.
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659591]Translation 
 
Line 1:  Since I left you, I have become introspective. 
Lines 2-3: And what forces me to go about my daily activities is now separate from the rest of me which is now partially blind. Line 4:  It appears to see, but in effect does not. 
Lines 5-6:  For it (his mind’s eye) does not bring to my heart the feelings for the bird, flower or shape which it does catch. 
Lines 7-8: Of neither these brief objects the mind is not apart from, nor its own vision process what it does grab. 
Line 9:  For if it sees the meanest or fairest sight. 
Line 10:  The sweetest fortune or most hideous creature Line 11:  The mountain or the sea, day or night. 
Line 12:  The ominous crow or pristine dove, it attaches them to your countenance. 
Line 13:  Unable to do more, filled with you. 
Line 14:  My truest mind in this way makes my eye unfaithful. 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659592]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that since he left him, he has become withdrawn, simply going through the motions of his daily life activities.  He ends it as a prelude to the next quatrain, he cannot truly “see” or appreciate the external world any longer and his mind dismisses whatever he views in it.  In the third he continues with this line of thought and then explains why, if his mind sees even the most extreme objects or even the world in its most natural glory, they only shape them in the image of his lover.  In the couplet, he concludes, it cannot do more (hence his eye is only in his mind) than this; it is complete only with his love.  For this reason, his actual feelings make what he views false as he cannot properly appreciate them in the absence of this love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659593]Sonnet 114

Or whether doth my mind, being crown'd with you,
 Drink up the monarch's plague, this flattery?
Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true,
And that your love taught it this alchemy,
To make of monsters and things indigest
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,
Creating every bad a perfect best,
As fast as objects to his beams assemble?
O,'tis the first; 'tis flattery in my seeing,
And my great mind most kingly drinks it up:
Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeing, 
And to his palate doth prepare the cup:
If it be poison'd, 'tis the lesser sin
That mine eye loves it and doth first begin.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659594]

Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Or that does my mind (continuing from last sonnet), framed by you, and sips the elixir the bane of a monarch, such flattery? 
Lines 3-4:  Or whether I will say, my eye sees truthfully and that your love taught it this magical power of transformation 
Lines 5-6:  To allow the digestion of monsters and these things to appear as cherubim (members of the second order of angels or a beautiful or innocent person) like your own sweet self 
Lines 7-8:  Transforming every monstrosity to beauty, as fast as it (my eye) can summon objects to its field of view? 
Lines 9-10:  O, it is the first (time I see this way), it is pleasing to view things this way and my vast mind most royally (referring to the “monarch” in line 2) drinks up such flattering sight: 
Lines 11-12:  My eye well knows with its zest what is pleasing, and its appetite prepares the cup (of its view): 
Lines 13-14:  Even if it is poisoned, it is the lesser sin that my eye loves it and does see anew. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659595]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he expounds on his theme of the prior one, if his mind sees only through his lover, then his eyes sees truly and that this love taught him this ability (“alchemy”).  In the second, he continues that (like in the metaphors of the last one), this power transforms even monsters into angels in his lover’s likeness, that his eye transforms every object in this manner as quickly as it can view it.  In the third quatrain, he exclaims this is new for him, to see in this way and that his eye’s appetite is zestfully preparing its cup: even if it is “poisoned,” that is, if he is simply viewing “monsters‟ or “bad” things, it is a lesser evil that his eye countenances it and it allows him to see anew through the visage of his love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659596]Sonnet 115

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
My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer.
 But reckoning time, whose million'd accidents
Creep in 'twixt vows and change decrees of kings, 
Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp'st intents,
Divert strong minds to the course of altering things;
Alas, why, fearing of time's tyranny,
Might I not then say 'Now I love you best,'
When I was certain o'er incertainty,
 Crowning the present, doubting of the rest?
Love is a babe; then might I not say so,
To give full growth to that which still doth grow?

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659597]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Those lines I wrote before are not true, even those that said I could not love you any more strongly. 
Lines 3-4:  Yet then my mind did not know any reason why my passion should burn even more brightly later. 
Lines 5-6:  But, deliberating time, whose vagaries of fortune sever sacred vows of faith and change the strongest decrees of kings. 
Lines 7-8:  Color even saintly beauty, dull the keenest aims, distracting firm purposes to the paths of changing circumstances. 
Lines 9-10:  Alas, why, fearing of time’s (notice it is not capitalized this time), brief light it allots us (I interpret “time’s tyranny” in this way), would 
I not then say, “I love you best at this moment,” 
Lines 11-12:  When I was certain over an uncertain world, immersed in the present (in your love), not certain of anything else? 
Lines 13-14:  Love is a baby; then might I not admit this, to allow full growth to that which still grows (his love)? 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659598]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he states that his past verse praising his love was false but because he did not know his lover would burn even more brightly later.  In the second, he states that through the course of fickle time, where vows and decrees are changed and beauty itself seen differently intentions are altered.  He could be speaking about his own distractions in the way of his unfaithfulness to his love.  In the third, he realizes that time is now a consideration as well and asks, knowing this as well as the rest of life’s uncertainty, why not his lover he loves him best at this moment.  In the couplet, he explains that, using this analogy, love is like a babe; he does not want to circumscribe its growth by making such a confining statement.  For, if his earlier first was found untruthful in its proclamations of truest love, so, too, will these when in later course, his love grows even more.  Clearly, he is assessing his love, his mortality and life’s uncertainty in this verse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659599]Sonnet 116

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove:
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth's unknown, 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 even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659600]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Let me not to the wedlock of faithful minds admit any obstacles.  Love is not so… 
Lines 3-4:  That changes when changes it sees or bends to the will of the person who wants to take it. 
Lines 5-6:  O no!  It is an ever-constant fixture that looks on the storms outside and is never stirred. 
Lines 7-8:  It is the star to every traveling ship, whose value cannot be measured, though its distance is (i.e., for navigational purposes). 
Lines 9-10:  Love is not the fool of Time, though a fair face comes within his scythe’s unwavering measure. 
Lines 11-12:  Love does not change with Time’s brief stay for us but carries itself forward even to the verge of Oblivion. Lines 13-14:  If this is wrong and upon me shown, I never wrote, and no man ever loved. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659601]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he argues that let not a true love allow any obstacles.  True love is constant and immutable, not changing with circumstance nor removed 
because of someone’s inclination.  In the second quatrain, he continues that it is 
impervious to external circumstance and is the guide to all earthy purpose.  In the third, Love does not succumb to Time’s brief stay and does not vary with Time’s limitation, but remains faithful until its very end.  I am also conjecturing that his 
reference to “rosy lips and cheeks” could possibly be interpreted as temptation.  That is, these could be, not a direct reference to Time, but to a temptation that is present especially when one is confronted with his mortality. In the couplet, he 
argues that if his observations are proven wrong, then he never wrote and love never occurred, so certain is he that this is true. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659602]SONNET 116: Structure Analyzed 
 
 
Quatrain 1 
 
Let me not to the marriage of true minds a 
Admit impediments. Love is not love b 
Which alters when it alteration finds, a 
Or bends with the remover to remove:  b 
 
Quatrain 2 
 
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark  c 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; d 
It is the star to every wandering bark, c 
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.  d 
 
Quatrain 3 
 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks e 
Within his bending sickle's compass come:  f 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, e 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.  f 
 
Couplet 
 
If this be error and upon me proved, g 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.  g 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659603]Sonnet Structure Discussion 
 
This is the poetic structure of a sonnet. Its form consists of fourteen lines each with ten stressed and unstressed syllables (I have highlighted and underlined the five stressed syllables, those not highlighted and underlined are unstressed).  The rhymes can be either by sound, such as in this sonnet, “minds” and “finds” or by sight, again in this sonnet, the couplet’s “proved” and “loved.” The sonnet is divided into three quatrains and a couplet that is a sort of summary of their theme.  The rhyme scheme is “a b a b c d c d e f e f” through the three quatrains and in the couplet ends with “g g.” 
 
The first quatrain outlines the artists‟ theme or proposition.  In this sonnet, it is simply the proposition that love is only love when it remains pure and unadulterated.  In the second, he expands upon this with more examples; again, love is ever-constant, immune to the ravages of nature, the guiding light to every sailor.  In the third, he continues but then expands the scope of his argument, love is not even the victim of Time itself, which in so many of his other works is a cruel, quick and complete destroyer of all life and he emphasizes this with the statement that love will bear Time out until the “edge of doom” which is a powerful description of love’s immutability.  In the couplet, the summary follows, 
here in plain words yet emotive, if he is proved wrong, his very existence is in question and so is love itself, so certain he is of his argument about the power of love.  This couplet lends an elegant closure and affirmation of the logic of the above quatrains. 
 
I want to strongly emphasize that this structure is not as imposing as it may first appear, let us look at some of the words he attempts to fit into the meter. You will note that some words are divided in order to meet it, such as “ever” in “ever-fixed” in quatrain 2, line 1, and that is divided even more so that “fixed” is divided into “fixed,” but then words such as “shaken” and “taken” (lines 2 and 4, quatrain 2) are not.  If the purpose is served, they could also be divided, so there is no “fixed,” intransigent rule on how they should be used in this regard.  This applies to his use of the rhyme scheme, as well.  In Sonnets 135 and 136 we notice a deviation: 





Sonnet 135 
 
Quatrain 1:   
 
Whoever hath her wish, though hast thy “Will,” a 
And “Will” to boot, and “Will” in overplus; b 
More than enough am I that vex thee still, a 
To thy sweet will making addition thus. b 
 
Couplet: 
 
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill; a 
Think all but one, and me in that one “Will.” a 
 
Sonnet 136 
 
Quatrain 1: 
 
If thy soul cheque thee that I come so near, a 
Swear to thy blind souls that I was thy “Will,” b 
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there; a 
Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil. b 

 
Couplet: 
 
Make but my name thy love, and love that still, a 
And then thou lovest me, for my name is “Will.” a 
 
In sonnet composition, it is advisable that you employ your artistic sensibilities as to the flow of the meter and rhyme and let the words come to you, do not fret too much on what words should be used to fit the meter and rhyme, instead.  I would argue that this applies mainly to meter and that you should strive to be as faithful to the rhyme scheme as possible.  However, you should follow your inspirational flow first; in this way, your effort will be truer to your intent and less, unnecessarily, laborious.   Remember, once you begin, your Muse will surely assist you,  so best of luck to you in this noble endeavor! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659604]Sonnet 117

Accuse me thus: that I have scanted all
Wherein I should your great deserts repay,
Forgot upon your dearest love to call,
Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;
That I have frequent been with unknown minds
And given to time your own dear-purchased right
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds
Which should transport me farthest from your sight.
Book both my wilfulness and errors down
And on just proof surmise accumulate;
Bring me within the level of your frown,
But shoot not at me in your waken'd hate;
Since my appeal says I did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.

[bookmark: _Toc1659605]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Accuse me this way:  that I have wasted all the resources I should use to repay your vast rewards. 
Lines 3-4:  I forgot to call upon your love, which anchors me to all my daily actions. 
Lines 5-6: That I have associated with others and spent time which should have been yours. 
Lines 7-8:  That I have wandered lustily and so was further removed from you. 
Lines 9-10:  Note both my (wanton) desires and mistakes and on this legitimate evidence amass. 
Lines 11-12:  Censure me with your sadness, but do not harm me with these painful revelations. 
Lines 13-14:  Since my entreaty here will tell you I did attempt to affirm the constancy and righteousness of your love. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659606]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he agrees that his lover should be rightfully indignant at his transgressions; he did not instead go to his lover.  In the second, he admits that he has had such relationships that have removed him from his lover’s sight.  In the third, he allows him to note these wanton actions and to determine his guilt, but though he understands he should be upset with him, he asks that he does not condemn him for these.  In the couplet, he adds that this plea shows that he is attempting to prove the faithfulness and virtue of his love.  This should lessen the severity of his reprisals. 
  
 
 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659607]Sonnet 118

Like as, to make our appetites more keen,
With eager compounds we our palate urge,
As, to prevent our maladies unseen,
We sicken to shun sickness when we purge,
Even so, being tuff of your ne'er-cloying sweetness,
To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding 
And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness
To be diseased ere that there was true needing.
Thus policy in love, to anticipate
The ills that were not, grew to faults assured
And brought to medicine a healthful state 
Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured: 
But thence I learn, and find the lesson true,
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.


[bookmark: _Toc1659608]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  As if, to make our desires sharper, with ready mixtures we force in our mouths. 
Lines 3-4:  As, to prevent unknown sicknesses, we become ill to prevent illness when we so purge. 
Lines 5-6:  Even so, toughened by your never excessive sweetness, to bitter preparations did I bolster my diet, and sick of health (good fortune, happiness and prosperity), found a kind of familiarity. 
Lines 7-8:  To be sickened before there was a true reason. 
Lines 9-10:  Thus, a stricture in love, to expect the ills that did not occur, grew to a certain obsession. 
Lines 11-12:  And brought to remedy a healthy condition, which, this corruption (or indecency) of goodness, would by sickness become cured. 
Lines 13-14:  But then I learn, and find the lesson true, drugs poison the one that so was smitten (“fell sick”) by you. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659609]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he tells his lover that to sharpen their appetite people take substances to satisfy it.  Ironically, to prevent illnesses, they become sick doing so.  (He is speaking in third person, “we”.)  In the second, he continues (in the first person), even knowing this, he also indulged in these “bitter” remedies, and tired of his good fortune, experienced a peculiar comfort to be sickened before there was need for such drastic measures.  In the third quatrain, he extrapolates this to love, where one expects “ills” or problems that did not exist, which this 
behavior grew to a certain sickness itself.  Here, he adds that this perverse behavior brought to these remedies a certain healthy role, that by their role of good purpose, would by this perversity become discovered by this knowledge and hence this behavior corrected.  In the couplet, he explains to his lover, that he learned this lesson, such behavior results in harming the person, him, who had fallen “sick” or in love with him.  Yes, the analysis needs clarification.  I would say this whole sonnet is using the analogy of “sickness” and “remedy” to relate to his sexual wanderings.  In this way, he is saying in the first quatrain, that to keep his sexual desires sharper, he engages in relationships for this 
purpose that results in his becoming “ill,” but with guilt.  He adds, in the second quatrain, emboldened by his lover’s sweetness (instead of satisfying him sufficiently, it made him feel he could instead use these “compounds”), he engaged even more in this errant and wanton behavior and found a perverse satisfaction to be morally stained before he needed to act in this way.  In the third, he is coyly stating that in affairs of the heart, in our fears that our love may be lost, we expect the worst and become obsessed to the point that though this behavior appears healthy, this corruption (“rank”) of goodness becomes “cured” when either he has been satisfied by his behaviors or his guilt makes him stop.  I believe that it is his “guilt,” which is the “ill” that cures his behavior (the “medicine” he uses to forestall “diseases” where there was not a “true needing”).  In the couplet, he reveals that he learns this lesson, that, in the end, this 
behavior will only morally corrupt (“poison”) the person that has been in love (“sick” continues the analogy) with him. 
 

 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659610]Sonnet 119

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears,
Distill'd from limbecks foul as hell within,
Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears,
 Still losing when I saw myself to win!
What wretched errors hath my heart committed, 
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never!
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted
In the distraction of this madding fever!
O benefit of ill! now I find true
That better is by evil still made better;
And ruin'd love, when it is built anew,
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater.
So I return rebuked to my content
And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659611]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2: (Continuing the analogy from the previous sonnet.) What secret potions have I drunk of Siren’s tears? (This is interesting as a Siren, in 
mythology, would lure sailors to their deaths by their voice, but yet, here, 
ironically, he drinks a potion composed of the very tears they cry, why would they 
use their state of sorrow to create this?  Is it because they lament their state?) 
Distilled from “limbecks” (not found in dictionary) rank as hell within its composition? 
Line 3:  Applying my fears of hopes this will keep you and then my hopes to the fear of losing you at the same time. 
Line 4:  Still losing through all of this even though I was seeing myself win (by having his love)! 
Lines 5-6:  What miserable mistakes has my heart committed (his affairs) while it never considered how blessed it actually was? 
Lines 7-8:  How have my eyes have been so wrongfully misdirected in the distraction of this crazed fever (again, referring to his indulgences of passion, his 
“compounds”)! 
Lines 9:  O I learn from this sickness!  Now I find it so. 
Lines 10-11:  That what is good by these evils ways is made better still, and ruined love, when rebuilt as a result. 
Line 12:  Grows lovelier that before, stronger, far greater. 
Lines 13 –14:  So I return rebuffed to my subject and gain by these ills three-fold what I lost. 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659612]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, (continuing his argument and medically-laced analogy from the previous sonnet), he regrets the extreme measures he has taken in the 
hoped these would keep his love.  In the previous sonnet he speaks of wanting to keep his appetite keen, here the reference to potions is a similar veiled description of the actual “remedy,” his sexual transgressions.  He realizes that 
indulging himself this way only hurt him; instead, he was losing even though with his love he was always the winner.  In the second, he laments the miserable 
mistakes his heart has made, again, this reference to his heart directly related to these “wretched errors” being ones of sexual indulgence.  He admits that he 
never recognized his fortune by acting in this wanton way; his eyes were blinded by the “sickening” passion that consumed him.  Once more, this alludes to his 
other relationships.  In the third, he justifies this in the argument that these “ills” 
have made him appreciate his lover even more (“That better is by evil still made better,” line 10) and that a spoiled love when rebuilt through this experience becomes more enduring and more beautiful.  In the couplet, he says he returns contritely to his content (his verse and his love) and has gained many times more what it has cost him for these “bitter” pills or lessons. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659613]Sonnet 120
That you were once unkind befriends me now,
And for that sorrow which I then did feel
Needs must I under my transgression bow,
Unless my nerves were brass or hammer'd steel.
For if you were by my unkindness shaken
As I by yours, you've pass'd a hell of time,
And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken
To weigh how once I suffered in your crime.
O, that our night of woe might have remember'd
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,
And soon to you, as you to me, then tender'd
 The humble slave which wounded bosoms fits!
But that your trespass now becomes a fee;
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659614]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  That once you were unkind (unfaithful) is accepted by me now and for that sorrow I then felt. 
Lines 3-4:  Because of my own transgression must accept yours, unless my frayed nerves were instead made of steel. 
Lines 5-6:  For if you were by my infidelity saddened, as I was by yours, you have gone through a hellish period. 
Lines 7-8:  And I, a despot, have to peace known to consider how I once suffered because of your unfaithfulness. 
Lines 9-10:  O, that our night of woe might have recalled my better understanding, how painfully such sorrow strikes. 
Lines 11-12:  And soon to you, as you did to me, then passed the meek slave that a crushed heart fits (we consoled each other)! 
Lines 13-14:  But that your infidelity now becomes at a cost, my infidelity yours (cost) and yours mine. 



 
[bookmark: _Toc1659615]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he states that he has accepted his lover’s unfaithfulness and he add that this is also because he must accept his own transgressions.  In the 
second, he continues that though his acts must have unsettled his lover, too, he 
has understood his painful ordeal.  He, too, has had no peace from his own grief of what his lover has done.  He laments in the third quatrain how their night of 
anguish was not understood with a “deeper sense” but sorrow is blinding in its pain.  Then, in their humble and contrite acknowledgement, they could have forgiven one another.  In the couplet, he claims that their transgression now must involve redemption that both must pay.  If there was any ambiguity among scholars about his affair, one explicitly sexual in nature, this sonnet unequivocally establishes it.  This is simply an account of two lovers who have been unfaithful to one another and that they must now attempt to reconcile and redeem one another in order to continue this tattered relationship.  After these series of sonnets and particularly this one, this appears that it will be a most difficult and painful process, if it can even be accomplished. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659616]Sonnet 121

'Tis better to be vile than vile esteem'd,
When not to be receives reproach of being,
And the just pleasure lost which is so deem'd
Not by our feeling but by others' seeing:
For why should others false adulterate eyes
Give salutation to my sportive blood?
Or on my frailties why are frailer spies, 
Which in their wills count bad what I think good?
No, I am that I am, and they that level
At my abuses reckon up their own:
I may be straight, though they themselves be bevel;
By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown;
Unless this general evil they maintain,
All men are bad, and in their badness reign.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659617]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  It is better to be wicked than thought so, when not to be wicked still receives rebuke. 
Lines 3-4:  And the fair pleasure of not being so is lost when it is believed so, not by our own feeling but in other’s eyes. 
Lines 5-6:  For why should others insincere and adulterous eyes give greeting to my sportive (sexually playful) nature? 
Lines 7-8:  Or on my weaknesses why are weaker spirits, which in their minds consider bad what I think is acceptable? 
Lines 9-10:  No, I am what I am, and they that attack my wrongs only add to their own. 
Lines 11-12:  I may be level, forthright, thought they themselves be dishonest, by their baser thoughts my deeds must not be shown (for they harbor ill will). 
Lines 13-14:  Unless this general evil they condone, all men are bad, and in this badness rule. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659618]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he complains that it is better to be vile than only to be thought so for if you are not, but others believe you are the pleasure is lost.  This is not because of only our own beliefs but of those on the outside of the situation.  In the second quatrain, he argues that why should these “false” individuals incriminate him for his “sportive” or a nature that displays a “keen appetite.”  I believe he is referring to the affairs he has had and is upset that those who lead more pernicious lifestyles are taking him to task for this.  However, his believe that his affairs are benign could be stretching this logic, especially in the eyes of 
his lover.  In the third quatrain, he claims that he is what he is, and those critics only point out their more serious faults and in their rank stations should not be disclosing his infidelities.  In the couplet, he extrapolates that in the view of such vile individuals, all men are equally bad and so only badness reigns. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659619]Sonnet 122

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain
 Full character'd with lasting memory,
Which shall above that idle rank remain
Beyond all date, even to eternity;
Or at the least, so long as brain and heart
Have faculty by nature to subsist;
Till each to razed oblivion yield his part
Of thee, thy record never can be miss'd.
That poor retention could not so much hold, 
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score; 
Therefore to give them from me was I bold, 
To trust those tables that receive thee more: 
To keep an adjunct to remember thee
Were to import forgetfulness in me.
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659620]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Your gifts, your records, are in my memory, fully detailed for all memory. 
Lines 3-4:  Which beyond that humble position of merely being stored there, will still be recorded beyond any particular date, even for all time. 
Lines 5-6:  Or as long as the mind and heart live by mortal endowment in their physical shell. 
Lines 7-8:  Until each ("brain" and "heart") are separately taken from it (razing their parts to Oblivion). Of you your record will not be lost. 
Lines 9-10:  A human memory could not hold so much information that it could not also contain your own nor do I need a tally sheet to register your points. 
Lines 11-12:  So that I can give to my heart and mind ("them) for what I ventured boldly, to have a stronger faith in those mental records that speak of you. Lines 13-14:  These will serve as a vessel by which you remember you that by its nature diminishes my own reputation. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659621]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he claims his lover's prize is the "tablets" that he keeps mentally. This mental record will in effect immortalize his lover.  In the second 
quatrain, he states that this record will last if his mind and heart (I do not think he is speaking generally here as this is a personal tone to his lover) subsist.  Of course, this begs the question. But, to get to the third quatrain, he claims that memory will have ample space where his details are "chronicled."  He does not even have to keep score.  One speculates if there is more than a hint of sarcasm in these lines; unless, his love for him was so strong.  He states that he made this portrait boldly from his mind and heart. Then, he begins to hint that will give him still more praise.  The couplet ends with him extolling that this "tablet" will become his "aid" in his memory even while it diminishes him.  I would say that this affirms his enduring love for him except that he is biding his "tablet" with his own existence, which hardly will be diminished, and only in the regard of his continued fame will his lover actually be remembered. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659622]Sonnet 123

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change:
Thy pyramids built up with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange; 
They are but dressings of a former sight.
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old,
 And rather make them born to our desire
Than think that we before have heard them told.
Thy registers and thee I both defy,
Not wondering at the present nor the past,
For thy records and what we see doth lie, 
Made more or less by thy continual haste. 
This I do vow and this shall ever be;
I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee.

[bookmark: _Toc1659623]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  No, Time, you will not gleefully brag that I change, your pyramids built with younger strength (new generation). 
Lines 3-4:  To me are not unusual nor are they peculiar, they are the manifestations of a previous vision. 
Lines 5-6:  Our days are limited, and so we revere what you, Time, thrust upon us who’s from a past age. 
Lines 7-8:  Making them born of the desire of new accomplishment than to dwell on what was done before. 
Lines 9-10:  Your registers (these accomplishments), and you I both do contest, not concerned about the present nor what has transpired before. 
Lines 11-12:  For your records, and what we see (these physical affirmations of your reign) that are made by your hasty march. 
Lines 13-14:  This I swear and shall always be, I will be true, undeterred, despite your scythe and you. 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659624]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he admonishes Time that he will not allow him to brag about his agedness.  He is not impressed with what he uses as his consummate object of physical accomplishment, a pyramid, for it is wisdom and knowledge that are the constants and most important and which lie within his own being (line 4, “they are but dressings of a former sight”).  In the second quatrain, he continues that our time (“dates”) is fixed and rather than dwell on the glory and magnificence of these accomplishments are of old, we wish marvel at our own contributions in our own period.  This is how you would analyze lines nine through ten: 
 
And rather make us born to our desire 
Than think that we before have heard them told. 
 
That is, we want the credit of temporal creation, not simply content with a previous generation’s achievements. In this way, the thirst for knowledge, wisdom and accomplishment continue from our own current “desire.”  This is how you interpret quatrain three, here he admonishes Time by stating he will defy it and its earthly creations, the present and past are of little accord, again affirming the power of his own humanity, its records and what have already been done do not distract him.  These have been made through Time’s “continual haste,” here speaking about its feverish pace with the connotation of a lack of any order or scheme, where Fortune has her role.  This leads him to the conclusion of his couplet; he will be true to himself, to his own innate powers of creation, disregarding Time’s influence. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659625]Sonnet 124

If my dear love were but the child of state,
It might for Fortune's bastard be unfather'd'
As subject to Time's love or to Time's hate,
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather'd.
No, it was builded far from accident;
It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls
Under the blow of thralled discontent, 
Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls:
It fears not policy, that heretic,
Which works on leases of short-number'd hours,
But all alone stands hugely politic,
That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with showers.
To this I witness call the fools of time,
Which die for goodness, who have lived for crime.



[bookmark: _Toc1659626]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  If my love were the child of society, like Fortune's bastard it would be 
“unfather’d” (subject to fickle fortune). 
Lines 3-4:  Subjected to either Time's love or hate, either as a weed in a field of weeds (unsuccessful) or decorated with flowers (successful in this world). 
Lines 5-7:  No, my love was built far from accident (Fortune's bastard), smiling ceremony or emotive unhappiness does not fool it. 
Lines 8-9:  Where the propitious time's circumstances would dictate, my love fears not such policy, that outcast. 
Lines 10-12:  Policy that changes with the times, but alone stands supremely politic (in the most absolute sense, aloof), that it does not grow with heat or drowns with showers (his love is beyond temporal constraint). 
Lines 13-14:  To this folly of falling for the day's fashion or politics I call those the fools of time, which die for a perceived good when in fact they lived for crime (perhaps the means they used to pursue what they valued as "good"). 
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659627]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he tells his lover that he is not a simple child of the times or a fickle fate that determines his course.  In the second, he elaborates that his love was built beyond these temporal constraints that escape the temporary 
celebration of success or the misfortune of a disadvantaged existence.  In the 
third, he continues that it does not conform to short-lived policy or the norms of conventional society but stands apart from it.  In the couplet he expresses his disdain for those who spend their time for causes that force them into malicious actions.  His love stands apart from all of this, pure and preserved beyond the vagaries of fickle Fortune and Time. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659628]Sonnet 125

Were 't aught to me I bore the canopy,
With my extern the outward honouring,
Or laid great bases for eternity,
Which prove more short than waste or ruining?
Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour
Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent,
For compound sweet forgoing simple savour,
 Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent?
No, let me be obsequious in thy heart,
And take thou my oblation, poor but free,
Which is not mix'd with seconds, knows no art, 
But mutual render, only me for thee.
Hence, thou suborn'd informer! a true soul
When most impeach'd stands least in thy control.
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659629]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Was it not my obligation I bore the tent with my external self, showing my honor outwardly? 
Lines 3-4:  Or laid great temporal foundations for eternity, which in the end prove more transitory than waste or ruin? 
Lines 5-8:  Have I not seen residents because of decorum or fortunes lose all, by paying a too costly rent, instead of having more humble aims?  Woeful livers whose actions are so wasted? 
Lines 9-10:  No, my love, let me be servile in your heart, and my offerings, not worthy but free. 
Lines 11-12:  Which is not mixed with any other interests, knows now craftiness (he is true to his love). 
Lines 13-14:  Then, you suborned informer!  A true soul, when most of those guilty (of what he has stated above) lose the worthiness of your control. 
 

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659630]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he states that he is not inclined to an outward showing of materialistic acquisition.  These trappings are only transitory. In the second, quatrain, he chides those who aim too highly and then lose all instead of savoring simply what would be within their means.  In the third quatrain, he says let his servility (which could refer to those who have fallen for "form"), his submissiveness be for only his lover, he does not offer any value, but there is not cost for his love (again referring to those who cannot afford the "rent" of their desires).  He gives him his own being which is free from any of these other interests but is only immersed in the desire for his affection.  In the couplet, he states to his lover that his soul is true, because those so guilty are not in his control; he has not part of them.  This is an intriguing sonnet; he claims that he 
has had no other interests, expressed in materialistic terms, yet, perhaps connoting another relationship and that this one has his obsequious and total attention.  Yet, we know he has had affairs in his relationship with the Earl, so perhaps this is someone different that has entered his life and verse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
[bookmark: _Toc1659631]Sonnet 126

O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time's fickle glass, his sickle, hour;
Who hast by waning grown, and therein show'st
Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self grow'st;
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back,
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill
May time disgrace and wretched minutes kill.
Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure!
She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure:
Her audit, though delay'd, answer'd must be,
And her quietus is to render thee.
CXXVII.
In the old age black was not counted fair.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659632]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  O you, my lovely boy, who in your strength, do hold Time’s fickle mirror, his scythe, his time. 
Lines 3-4:  Who has while diminishing in Time’s rule still grown, and so shows your lovers to be withering even as your sweet self grows? 
Lines 5-6:  If Nature, sovereign ruler of ruin, as you go forward, still will grab you back. 
Lines 7-8:  She keep thee to this purpose, that her gifts may mock time and destroy its miserable minutes. 
Lines 9-10:  Yet be afraid of her, O you servile follower of her pleasure!  
She may hold for a while, but still not keep, you (“her treasure”). Lines 11-12: Her accounting, though delayed, must still be finalized and in the end must surrender you. 
Lines 13-14:  Line thirteen is missing, I can only surmise that the next line refers, derisively, to this “dark lady” where black was not before considered fine. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659633]Analysis 
 
It appears that this is a new love and in the first quatrain he extols his beauty that even seems to hold Time at his mercy, though somewhat paradoxically he states that as he is waning, apparently growing older, his is maturing or blossoming.  Also, this transformation leaves his other lovers “withered” by comparison.  In the second quatrain, he then turns from Time to Nature, where she presides over, here, ruin or deterioration, carrying forth the artist’s philosophical tendencies from the previous sonnets.  He is one that Nature wants to preserve, in this way the ruinous march of Time and its minutes of misery are forestalled.  In the third section, This work is written in an a/b rhyme scheme and I cannot say this is a quatrain for the last two lines of this work seem out of context and that the two lines preceding it fit the format of a couplet; he cautions his lover not to expect Nature to preserve her treasure for too long.  In the couplet, he tells him that what she has claimed, she can only hold for a while and soon must release even him.  This is a curious work, who is the “lovely boy?”  Also, juxtaposing the metaphors of “Time” and “Nature” appears a playful artistic exercise and his observation that Nature oversees a realm of ruin is a pretty grim outlook itself.  It appears in these sonnets that the artist finds his brightest light in his loves. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







 
[bookmark: _Toc1659634]Sonnet 127

if it were, it bore not beauty's name;
But now is black beauty's successive heir,
And beauty slander'd with a bastard shame:
For since each hand hath put on nature's power,
Fairing the foul with art's false borrow'd face, 
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower,
But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace.
Therefore my mistress' brows are raven black,
Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem
At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack, 
Slandering creation with a false esteem:
Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe,
That every tongue says beauty should look so.
CXXVIII.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659635]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  If it was, it was not beauty itself; but now is a dark beauty‟s new heir. 
Line 3:  And beauty profaned with an illegitimate disgrace. 
Lines 4-6:  For each person has used nature’s ability to sweeten what is foul with art’s deceitful face (verse that can falsely extol beauty), sweet or true beauty is pure (not needing “art’s false…face”); it has no holy dwelling (or need of such accoutrement). 
Line 7:  But are slandered, if not so then lives in disrepute. 
Lines 8-10:  Therefore, my lover’s brows are so deeply blackened (in such a corrupted environment), her eyes accommodating them, and appear as mourners at those who, not born beautiful, no beauty lack (a result of, again, “art’s false…face”). 
Line 11:  Defiling creation with a fallacious worthiness. 
Lines 12-13:  Yet so my mistress’s eyes mourn, the consequences of this sad realization, every false beauty should appear like this. 
Line 14:  The Roman numeral equivalent of one hundred twenty-eight, it appears the sonnets‟ enumeration; however, this is sonnet one hundred twenty-seven. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659636]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, it appears that the norm is to extol those who are not naturally beautiful, therefore slandering true beauty; this is supported by art itself, which by this we can understand this artist’s outrage.  In the second, he continues that true beauty needs no embellishment but is instead defiled and disgraced in this environment (again some social commentary is evident here) and that this sad has adversely affected his mistress.  This is the first full appearance of the “dark lady.”  It must be noted that in quatrain two there is no rhyme between ”face” and “blood” and that in quatrain three no rhyme between “esteem” and” woe”. There is no actual third quatrain, so I will state that in the last section, she is darkly depicted in the world that  witnesses those who are extolled as beautiful when not naturally so which is, again, an affront to nature itself.  He could also be indirectly referring to her physical countenance, which scholars do note is not the most pleasing. In the couplet, he sadly states that she mourns watching a society in which all its members are wrongfully revering such a slanderous and false beauty while she is then ignored. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659637]Sonnet 128 

How oft, when thou, my music, music play'st,
Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway'st
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,
Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap, 
At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand!
To be so tickled, they would change their state
And situation with those dancing chips,
O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait, 
Making dead wood more blest than living lips.
Since saucy jacks so happy are in this,
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659638]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Often, when you, my music to me, music play, upon that sacred instrument making sounds. 
Lines 3-4:  With your delicate fingers, when you gently sway the vibrating harmony (an ironic juxtaposition) that my ear amazes. 
Lines 5-6:  Do I envy those small wooden rods (“jack” n. connotation 16: 
a small wooden rod in the mechanism of a harpsichord, spinet, or virginal 
that rises when the key is depressed and causes the attached plectrum to strike the string and causes the attached plectrum to strike the 
string”[footnoteRef:9]) that agilely jump to touch the soft center of your hand (referring to the small wooden rode that rises when the key is pressed of the harpsichord).  [9:  Ibid., Webster’s Universal Unabridged Dictionary ] 

Lines 7-8:  While my meager lips, which should that pleasure sew, at the wood’s fortune by you flushed stand! 
Lines 9-10:  To be so touched, they would alter their composition and situation with those “pirouetting” chips (the reference, again, to the motion of the harpsichord). 
Lines 11-12: Over whom your fingers cross with soft movement, making inert wood more blessed than lips that are living. 
Lines 13-14:  Since these bold rods so content are in this (her touch), let them have your fingers, but your lips to me. 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659639]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, that he is captivated by the sound of her musical instrument as she plays it with her sweet fingers.  In the second quatrain, he says as he watches her play, he envies the instrument that touches her tender hand, and while he wishes lips would have that privilege as he stands watching her instrument having it instead.  In the third quatrain, he continues that to have her touch them, the other part of her instrument, I believe a harpsichord, would happily change its state making a lifeless instrument more blessed than “living lips.”  He proposes a compromise, as the harpsichord’s “jacks” are content enough with her touch, he tells his love to allow them her fingers to play it but allow him her lips to kiss.  This is sweet with a humorous work, he does not 
indicate who the lover is specifically, but it appears a new one and likely the one who was the subject of the previous sonnet. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659640]
Sonnet 129

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in action; and till action, lust
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust,
Enjoy'd no sooner but despised straight,
Past reason hunted, and no sooner had
Past reason hated, as a swallow'd bait
On purpose laid to make the taker mad;
Mad in pursuit and in possession so;
Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme;
A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe; 
Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream.
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659641]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  The cost of spirit in shameful waste is the result of lustful acts; and until it acts so, lust. 
Lines 3-4:  Is made to perjure itself, murderous, bloodstained, guilty, brutal, excessive, crude, mean, and untrustworthy. 
Lines 5-6:  Enjoyed not before it is more quickly despised, past sensibility sought, and now sooner acquired (lust). 
Lines 7-8:  Beyond sense loathed, as bait that is swallowed that was purposely dangled to anger the victim. 
Lines 9-10:  The pursuit is madness and the attainment is as well; had, having, and in the mad pursuit to attain it, excessive. 
Lines 11-12:  Bliss when you satisfy it, and having done so, yet a very sadness, before, a joy entertained; behind, a (bad) dream. 
Lines 13-14:  All this the world knows only too well; yet no one knows how to shun the (false, deceptive) heaven that leads men to this ruinous path (hell). 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659642]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he condemns spirits exercise in its lustful pursuits, in which lust is defiled, wicked, bloody, guilty, and a completely unscrupulous emotion.  In the second quatrain, he continues that as soon as it is enjoyed it is quickly denounced, causing one to lose their reason in pursuing it, but once had, one then hates it to the same extreme, feeling like a victim purposely lured to its false satisfaction.  In the third, he continues this vein; that there exists a madness in the pursuit and then in acquiring it.  There is a momentary satisfaction that 
quickly turns to guilt and sadness: before a temptation beckoning after a dream, here, one that is darkened.  In the couplet, he explains that the world knows this very well, yet no one has been able to shun the heavenly chimera that leads men down this hellish path. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
[bookmark: _Toc1659643]
Sonnet 130

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips' red;
If snow white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask'd, 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.
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659644]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  My lover's eyes are not as bright as the sun’s; coral is much redder than her own lips. 
Lines 3-4:  If snow is white, why then her breasts are dank, if hairs are composed of wire, then wires grow from her head. 
Lines 5-6:  I have viewed roses in a vase, red and white, but no such blush is found in her cheeks. 
Lines 7-8:  And perfumes have a sweeter fragrance than what odor emanates from her breath. 
Lines 9-10:  I love to hear her voice, yet I know that music has a far more pleasing sound. 
Lines 11-12:  I admit I never saw a goddess in person; my love, when she walks, walks like any ordinary person. 
Lines 13-14:  And yet, in all goodness, I believe my lover as fair as anything with which she is falsely compared. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659645]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he says that his lover cannot compare to any natural beauty, even with the coarse analogy of stating that if "hairs be wires" then "wires grow on her head." In the second he continues these superficially unflattering comparisons, to the point that many perfumes smell pleasanter than the breath that "reeks" from her.  In the third quatrain, he yet continues this curious thread, he enjoys her words but understands music has a more pleasing sound and then states that she is an ordinary person; though he qualifies this by saying he has not actually seen a goddess.  In the couplet, he attempts to rationalize this by stating his lover is still as fair as anything she is compared to, it is simply these comparisons are unfair.  The analysis below concludes that this work is the artist's parody of Petrarch's style.  Yet, the couplet brings the sonnet in line with it by the artist's proclamation of love for a lady who has failed comparisons that other artists would glowingly render. I simply don't know about this one, Will, parody or not. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
[bookmark: _Toc1659646]Sonnet 131

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,
As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel; 
For well thou know'st to my dear doting heart 
Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel.
Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan: 
To say they err I dare not be so bold,
Although I swear it to myself alone.
And, to be sure that is not false I swear,
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face, 
One on another's neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgment's place.
In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds,
And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659647]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  You are as tyrannical, so as you are, as those whose beauty makes them wicked. 
Lines 3-4:  For you well know that to my dear fawning heart you are the loveliest and precious jewel. 
Lines 5-7:  Yet, in all honesty, some say that you believe your face does not possess beauty enough to make love moan: to say they are mistaken I would not be so presumptuous to contest. 
Line 8:  Although I swear this is not so to myself privately. 
Lines 9-11:  And, to be certain that this is not mistaken I swear those groans such beauty would command but thinking of your face on some other woman’s frame, bear as a witness. 
Line 12:  Your black is prettiest in my judgment’s seat (she would still appear as fair). 
Lines 13-14:  In nothing are you wicked except in your acts, and therefore this slander about your appearance, I would believe, is derived. 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659648]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he tells his lover that her wickedness stems, as it does from other beauties, from using her own beauty in dark ways.  He explains that she is fully aware that in his view she is his most pleasing and precious love.  He qualifies this in the second quatrain, by noting that he has overheard some deride her physical attractiveness.  He does not want to disagree with them publicly but believes this quietly.  In the third quatrain, he states to affirm that his own view is truthful; he himself moans at her beauty and even if her face were put on another woman, would perceive her wickedness or tyrannical nature as still the fairest.  In the couplet, he explains that she is not wicked in anything except her acts, as he has noted that other beautiful women have been noted for in the first quatrain.  He concludes that this aspersion of her physical appearance derives from these base acts, instead.  Is she truly beautiful but her misdeeds make her appear wicked?  Or is she simply only attractive to him who is smitten by her despite these misdeeds? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659649]Sonnet 132

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain,
Have put on black and loving mourners be,
 Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.
And truly not the morning sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east,
Nor that full star that ushers in the even
Doth half that glory to the sober west,
As those two mourning eyes become thy face:
O, let it then as well beseem thy heart
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee grace,
 And suit thy pity like in every part.
Then will I swear beauty herself is black
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659650]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  I love your eyes, and they, which pity me knowing your heart tortures me with treating me as unworthy. 
Lines 3:  Have put on a dark shroud and strike an affinity with mourners. Line 4:  Viewing with your pretty self my pain compassionately. 
Lines 5-6:  And honestly not even heaven’s morning sun better suits the grey complexion of the east. 
Lines 7-8:  Nor that full (North) star that escorts the evening in, does not diminish the magnificence in the darkening west. 
Lines 9:  As those two mourning eyes of yours suit your complexion. 
Lines 10-12:  Oh, then let it then equally suit your heart to mourn for me, since mourning graces you and suits your demeanor evenly in every part of you. 
Lines 13-14:  Then I will content that beauty herself is dark, and all they offensive that lack your complexion. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659651]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he loves her eyes, but sees them as pitying him as her heart has only disdain for him.  Yet, he claims she becomes a mourner viewing his anguish with compassion.  In the second quatrain, running into the first line of the third he uses astrological analogies to highlight that even the morning sun does not complement the darkness of the morning nor the star ushering in the evening does not diminish the west’s darkness as her own two eyes mournfully complement the dark countenance of her own complexion.  Nicely done.  Continuing the third quatrain, he then asks that her heart mourn for him as her eyes do, since it graces her and becomes her pity equally, which he would prefer.  In the couplet, he states if she allows this, he will proclaim that beauty itself is dark and measure all other beauty by this.  The “darkness” here refers to the fact that this lover is not particularly enamored of him and her “mourning” refers to the fact that the love he wishes she possesses is in her eyes nonexistent or in a way deceased.  He then exhorts her pity, if for even this, he will proclaim that beauty only be measured by her “darkness.”  Another unique perspective of showing how strongly he loves someone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659652]Sonnet 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 myself thy cruel eye hath taken,
 And my next self thou harder hast engross'd:
Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken;
A torment thrice threefold thus to be cross'd.
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 rigor in my gaol:
And yet thou wilt; for I, being pent in thee, 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.
 




[bookmark: _Toc1659653]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Curse that heart that causes mine to groan for that piercing wound it gives to my friend and me! 
Lines 3-4:  Isn’t it enough to torment me alone, but enslaved by this slavery (of his torment) must my sweet friend also be subjected to? 
Lines 5-6:  You have taken my sensibility with your cruel look, and my next self, my friend, you more severely have completely absorbed. 
Lines 7-8:  Of him, myself and you, I am abandoned; a torment three times thrice so to be frustrated (also “crossed” three times can refer to 
the suffering endured by Jesus‟ death as well as the holy trinity; notice the deliberate duplication of words or their use such as “heart” and 
“slavery,” as well as the separation of a unity such as the torment that has taken “Me from myself,” this theme’s interplay could be interpreted 
as love’s evil intent destroying the harmony and unity of the world.  This 
is where the analogy of the crucifixion plays in, Jesus died for a world of love, but its disruption or lack of it resulted in his plight, Shakespeare is playing upon the irony of this also as it relates to his own situation). 
Line 9:  This torment threefold felt imprisons my heart in your cold and hard heart’s chamber. 
Lines 10-11:  But then my friend’s heart let my saddened heart release 
(analogy of imprisonment used here followed by the use of the word 
“bail” that I translate as “release”); whoever holds me, let my heart stand guard for him. 
Line 12:  You cannot then use severity in my imprisonment (“gaol”: n. 
Brit. Jail).[footnoteRef:10]  [10:  Ibid.  Webster’s Universal Unabridged Dictionary ] 

Lines 13-14:  And yet you will; for I, being trapped in you, by necessity am yours, and all that is within me. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659654]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he denounced this lover who causes his feelings of guilt and hurt to his friend, likely the Earl of Southampton.  He argues that it should be enough to harm only him, but this romance has cruelly ensnared him as well.  In the second quatrain, he continues that her (I am assuming this is the “dark lady”) wicked eye has enthralled him, but this has also absorbed him (the Earl) as well, which makes the mental anguish three times worse and here is the religious analogy used: “threefold” invokes the holy trinity and “cross‟d” the crucifixion.  When love’s promise is despoiled, unity is fractured, you can see this in the 
verses mirrored use of “heart that makes my heart,” “slave to slavery,” “Me from myself,” “And my next self,” in which the poetic technique accentuates the theme itself.  In the third quatrain, he beseeches his lover to imprison his own heart at the price he is able to release his friend’s, or that he can watch over him, his love then cannot severely punish him this way.  In the couplet, however, he admits that she still will for he is completely absorbed in her and all of him is within her will (no pun intended). 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659655]Sonnet 134

So, now I have confess'd that he is thine,
And I myself am mortgaged to thy will, 
Myself I'll forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still:
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 
For thou art covetous and he is kind;
He learn'd but surety-like to write for me 
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.
The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take,
Thou usurer, that put'st forth all to use,
And sue a friend came debtor for my sake; 
So him I lose through my unkind abuse.
Him have I lost; thou hast both him and me: 
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659656]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  So, now I have admitted that he (the Earl) is yours and I am bonded to your desire. 
Lines 3-4:  I will release myself from you (as in a legal contract, a legalistic analogy, where love is binding), so that my other love you will free (to full rights), to remain my pleasure. 
Lines 5-6:  But you will not, nor will he be released, for you are acquisitive and he is fair. 
Lines 7-8:  He learned but as an obligation to write for me under that bond that quickly bonded (ensnared) him. 
Lines 9-10:  The prerogative of your beauty you will use, your lender that allows all to be spent. 
Lines 11-12: Then sue a friend who came to pay my debts on my behalf, so I lose him because of my unthinking wrongful acts. 
Lines 13-14:  I have lost him, you own both him and me:  he pays the whole cost, and yet I am not released. 


 


[bookmark: _Toc1659657]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he admits that his lover (likely the Earl of Southampton) now belongs to him while he is still beholden to her “will” (could also be wordplay where “will” refer to himself).  He states that he will relinquish his contract in love to her, so that his other self, the Earl, she restores to full freedom from their love pact, so he will be only his.  In the second quatrain, he knows she will not do this, for she covets him and his is gullible.  He learned to become indebted to him with his writing (romantic words, perhaps) and this was enough to capture him.  In the third quatrain, he knows she will use her beauty to keep him bonded to her even as he seeks to absolve him for this situation.  He realized he has lost him because of his transgressions.  In the couplet, he admits that he has lost him, while she has both and while he pays for this entirely, yet he is not released from her.  But, does he truly wish to be? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
[bookmark: _Toc1659658]Sonnet 135

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy 'Will,'
And 'Will' to boot, and 'Will' in overplus;
More than enough am I that vex thee still,
 To thy sweet will making addition thus.
Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious, 
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine?
Shall will in others seem right gracious, 
And in my will no fair acceptance shine?
The sea all water, yet receives rain still
And in abundance addeth to his store;
So thou, being rich in 'Will,' add to thy 'Will'
One will of mine, to make thy large 'Will' more.
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill;
Think all but one, and me in that one 'Will.'
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659659]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Whoever has what she wants, you have your “Will” (referring to himself), and “Will” to kick, and “Will” in abundance. 
Lines 3-4:  More than enough I am that annoy you still, to your sweetness will add this so. 
Lines 5-6:  Will you, whose will (again playing on his name, “Will”) is big and roomy, not once condescend to harbor my will (one more, the pun) in yours? 
Lines 7-8:  Shall will (consciousness or a reference to himself) in others appear properly kind, and in my will (consciousness or more directly himself), no just acceptance appear? 
Lines 9-10:  The sea is composed of water, yet still receives rain, and in this surfeit adds to its amount. 
Lines 11-12:  So you, being rich in “Will” (here directly referring to himself, though still the pun with “will” as in consciousness), add to your “Will” (both to herself and by doing so to himself as well, you see the interplay of a unity of spirit here depicted in the earlier sonnets (133 and 134), one will of mine (his own plus the pun, again), to make thy large “Will” (first the reference to her consciousness mentioned in line five but now more directly to himself) even greater. 
Lines 13-14:  Let no mean, no legitimate solicitors spurn, think of all except one, and me in that one “Will” (she may consider the rest, but he yet will remain her only “Will”). 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659660]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he humorously remarks that whatever woman has her own wish; his lover has her “Will.”  Not simply for love, but to abuse, for indulgence as well, he is more than enough to “vex” her adding his element to her sweet composition.  In the second quatrain, he gently chides her into asking if she would allow his “will” to be granted some room in hers.  Shall others find a kind acceptance of “will” but his not receive the same just acceptance from her?  He uses the analogy of the ocean where it still receives more rain, adding more to is already plentiful supply of water, so, she already having ample and a rich supply of “Will,” why not add even more to her supply (of will)?  In the couplet, he adds that she may consider the rest of her solicitors yet should he should remain when she thinks, her only “Will.”  This is a fine display of the artist’s fondness for wordplay and it is tenderly and humorously displayed here. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



  
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659661]Sonnet 136

If thy soul cheque thee that I come so near,
Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy 'Will,'
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there; 
Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil.
'Will' will fulfil the treasure of thy love, 
Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one.
In things of great receipt with ease we prove 
Among a number one is reckon'd none:
Then in the number let me pass untold,
Though in thy stores' account I one must be;
For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee:
Make but my name thy love, and love that still,
And then thou lovest me, for my name is 'Will.'

[bookmark: _Toc1659662]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  If your soul restrains you from my coming so near, swear to its blindness that I was your “Will” (pun on “will” and his own name). 
Lines 3-4:  And will, your soul understands, is allowed there; so far for love and my courting, my sweet, please allow. 
Line 5-6:  “Will” (the wordplay again) will (once more), will fulfill 
(internal rhyme) the value of your love, always, fill it full with wills, and mine being one. 
Lines 7-9:  In matters of significant account easily we overlook among the number one is valued as insignificant:  then in the number let me pass unnoticed. 
Line 10:  Though in the final account I must be still counted as one. 
Lines 11-12:  For of no significance consider me, so it pleases you to have that insignificant (nothing) me, yet still something sweet to you (unnoticed considering all the sweets she has, yet she will still “consume” him as one). 
Lines 13-14:  Make only my name your love, and love that always, and then you love me, for my name is “Will.” 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659663]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he picks up on the wordplay he began in the previous sonnet; he tells his lover she only needs her soul to accept that he is simply her “Will.”  If she accepts her “will,” then she will by default accept his “love-suit.”  He continues this thread in the second quatrain, by exclaiming that her “Will” will fulfill her love, if she fulfills it with all her wills, then his “will” will necessarily be one of these.  Any angle at all he is using, playfully and humorously.  He then argues that as she accepts the large store of her wills, one of them will be considered insignificant or as “none.”  He humorously argues that in this case, let him pass unnoticed within this volume, for in the final account, his “will” must still be reckoned with and she will still enjoy this particular “will.”  In the couplet, he playfully adds that if she merely accepts his name as her love and keeps it always, she will again by default love him, for he will be her “Will.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659664]Sonnet 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 anchor'd 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 transferr'd.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659665]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  You blind fool, Love, what have you done to my eyes, that they look but do not see what is actually there? 
Lines 3-4:  They know what beauty is; see where it resides; yet instead of the best of it take in the worst. 
Lines 5-6:  If eyes are spoiled by subjectivity are tied in the bay where all men go. 
Lines 7-8:  Why from false appearance have you made your impression on me, where the judgment of my heart is anchored? 
Lines 9-10:  Why should my heart think that an individual plot (“several” can also connote: individual, separate) that my heart truly knows is the whole world‟s common domain? 
Lines 11-12:  Or my eyes seeing this painful truth, say this is not so, that fine truth would be put on such an ugly face? 
Lines 13-14:  In things truthful my heart and eyes have been mistaken and to this false affliction they are not affixed. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659666]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he laments that his love for he has clouded his judgment, to the point that he ignores beauty’s most truthful and fairest aspect.  In the second quatrain, he extrapolates this type of subjectivity to the plight of men in general and then returns to his own plight where he is enamored of one whose love is 
false.  In the third quatrain, he chastises himself for thinking her heart would be given to only him when it has been shared with so many others.  Yet, knowing these facts, his heart still ignores them.  In the couplet, he admits that in what was actual and truthful, he instead has made mistakes and to this affliction he has become trapped. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659667]Sonnet 138

When my love swears that she is made of truth
I do believe her, though I know she lies,
That she might think me some untutor'd youth,
 Unlearned in the world's false subtleties.
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,
Although she knows my days are past the best, 
Simply I credit her false speaking tongue:
On both sides thus is simple truth suppress'd.
But wherefore says she not she is unjust?
And wherefore say not I that I am old?
O, love's best habit is in seeming trust,
And age in love loves not to have years told:
Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 
And in our faults by lies we flatter'd be.




[bookmark: _Toc1659668]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  When my love affirms, she is truthful, I believe her, even though I know she is lying. 
Lines 3-4:  So she will think of me as some unschooled child, unschooled in the world’s specious intricacies. 
Lines 5-6:  So presumptuously believing she thinks me youthful, although she realizes my best days are behind me. 
Lines 7-8: Naively I believe her lying tongue: On both our sides is fair truth arrested. 
Lines 9-10:  But what says she herself isn’t unfair and what doesn’t say I am old? Lines 11-12:  O, love’s best practice in apparent trust and age when it comes to love does not disclose itself. 
Lines 13-14:  Therefore, I lie (pun on lying with each other and to each other) with her and she does so with me; and in our imperfections by these lies we are pleased. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc1659669]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he acknowledges that she is untruthful, but his acceptance of this makes him appear disingenuous.  In the second quatrain, he continues that he goes along with the pretense that she views him as youthful, believing her 
acts and so truth is kept at bay between both of them.  In the third quatrain, he 
argues that who claims that she is otherwise but untruthful as he is claiming he is not old.  Love has a facility in affecting trust and age is of no consequence.  In 
the couplet he plays on the word “lie,” stating that they “lie” with each other, that is physically and in the sense of untruthfulness.  But, still, accepting this they lie flattered. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







[bookmark: _Toc1659670]Sonnet 139

O, call not me to justify the wrong
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart;
Wound me not with thine eye but with thy tongue;
Use power with power and slay me not by art.
Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight, 
Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside:
What need'st thou wound with cunning when thy might
Is more than my o'er-press'd defense can bide?
Let me excuse thee: ah! my love well knows
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies,
And therefore from my face she turns my foes,
That they elsewhere might dart their injuries:
Yet do not so; but since I am near slain,
Kill me outright with looks and rid my pain.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659671]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  O, don’t call me to defend your wrong, so my heart feels your unkindness. 
Lines 3-4:  Do not hurt me with your eyes but with your voice, use your strength with this expression and not hurt me with deceit. 
Lines 5-6:  Tell me you love someone else, but to me directly, my dearest, prevent yourself from turning your eyes away. 
Lines 7-8:  Why do you need to harm me with deceit when your strength is more than my overwhelmed defense can hold at bay? 
Lines 9-10:  Le me excuse you: Ah! My love surely knows her wantonness has been my downfall. 
Lines 11-12:  And so from my face she turns away her harmful looks, that they elsewhere might inflict injuries. 
Lines 13-14:  Yet do not do this; but since I am nearly vanquished, kill me completely with your looks and eliminate this pain. 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659672]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he pleads that she does not admit her unfaithfulness.  He asks her not to wound him with her wanton ways (her “eye”) but to do so 
physically or directly.  In the second, he asks that she be forthright with him and 
not to continue her unfaithful behavior, she can hurt him effectively enough more 
directly.  In the third quatrain, he adds that this harm is still more than he can defend against.  He excuses here because he believes that she feels some 
remorse and as a result have turned her covetousness toward other victims.  But, in the couplet, he implores her to desist from even this and to kill him rather than allow him to suffer this pain. 
 
 
 

 
 
 








 
 
 
 
  




 
[bookmark: _Toc1659673]Sonnet 140

Be wise as thou art cruel; do not press
My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain;
 Lest sorrow lend me words and words express 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain.
If I might teach thee wit, better it were,
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so;
As testy sick men, when their deaths be near,
No news but health from their physicians know;
For if I should despair, I should grow mad, 
And in my madness might speak ill of thee:
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad,
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be,
That I may not be so, nor thou belied,
Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go wide.

[bookmark: _Toc1659674]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Be wise to the same degree you are wicked; do not test my shackled patience with too much loathing. 
Lines 3-4:  Or else sorrow will provide me words and they will express the precise nature of my pity-lacking pain. 
Lines 5-6:  If I could teach you the keen art of deception, it would be beneficial, though you do not love me, yet, you would fool me by telling me otherwise. 
Lines 7-8:  As grumpy ailing men, when their ends are near, hear only good reports from their physicians. 
Lines 9-10:  For if I should become saddened, I would become angry, and in this state might say unkind things about you. 
Lines 11-12:  Now this sick-wrenching world has become so corrupt, angry slanderers by angry listeners are easily believed. 
Lines 3:  That I may not be put into this position, nor you slandered, keep your eyes faithful, though your vain heart still wanders. 
 






[bookmark: _Toc1659675]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he warns her not to try his patience or his sadness might lead him to express the nature of his hurt.  In the second quatrain, he states that 
if he can teach her some diplomacy, she would be better served to feign her love 
for him.  In the third, he explains that if now, his anger may result in his making disparaging remarks that a “maddened” world would easily accept.  In the 
couplet, he continues that in order that this does not occur, she keeps up the 
pretense of her affection (and likely sexual satisfaction) even though in truth she is still unfaithful.  Here, he is simply asking that she go along with their lustful relationship.  He likens his condition to a “madness” that afflicts him, which In a 
way exonerates him from his compromising plea to his mistress.   However, this does not prevent him from issuing a thinly veiled threat that she continues satisfying his sexual appetite and in his day this would have even more force. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659676]Sonnet 141

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes,
For they in thee a thousand errors note;
But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise,
Who in despite of view is pleased to dote;
Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune delighted,
Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 
Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 
To any sensual feast with thee alone:
But my five wits nor my five senses can
Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee,
Who leaves unsway'd the likeness of a man,
Thy proud hearts slave and vassal wretch to be:
Only my plague thus far I count my gain,
That she that makes me sin awards me pain.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659677]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  In truth, I do not love you as I see you, for my eyes observe many faults in you. 
Lines 3-4:  But it is my heart that loves what they loathe, whom in spite of what they see is content to fawn. 
Lines 5-6:  Nor are my ears with your tongue’s remarks pleased, nor my tender emotions, that are only to primal sensations inclined. 
Lines 7-8:  Nor my taste or smell wishes to be invited to any sexually gratifying course with only you. 
Lines 9-10: But neither my five intellectual powers nor my five senses can prevent one disingenuous heart from being your knave. 
Lines 11-12:  Who leaves unchanged (perhaps also connoting the absence of a genuine fondness for her) the semblance of a man, your vain heart’s slave and miserable servant. 
Lines 13-14:  Only I view this love-affliction in this way to consider the advantage, that in making me sin rewards my pain (with sexual satisfaction). 
 





[bookmark: _Toc1659678]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he admits that he does not love what he sees; she has too many faults (physically, morally and ethically), yet his heart is still smitten with her.  In the second quatrain, he adds that he does not even like what unkind 
comments she makes and that he does not approach her because of his true feelings, or his better sense, but only his baser desire to dine on her sexual 
favor.  In the third quatrain, he argues that neither his five wits nor senses can pull his heart away from its impetuous and foolish attraction, which puts him in a humiliating position. (Leaving him, also, the “semblance of a man.”)  In the 
couplet, he rationalizes this by saying even though this relationship is sinful; still it provides him with lustful gratification.  These “dark lady” sonnets make one pine for his earlier relationship with the Earl. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659679]Sonnet 142

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate, 
Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving:
O, but with mine compare thou thine own state,
And thou shalt find it merits not reproving;
Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine,
That have profaned their scarlet ornaments
And seal'd false bonds of love as oft as mine, 
Robb'd others' beds' revenues of their rents.
Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lovest those
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee:
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.
If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide,
By self-example mayst thou be denied!


[bookmark: _Toc1659680]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Love such as this I despise, and your precious virtue (this is sarcastic, rather a lack of it) I now hate, hateful also of my sin that is founded on this sinful relationship. 
Lines 3-4:  But, compare my situation with yours and you will find it does not warrant reproach. 
Lines 5-6:  Or if it does, not from your lips, that have defiled their red illustration (i.e., lipstick and in the sense of enhancing her beauty or attraction). 
Lines 7-8:  And procured false vows of love as often as you have received from my lips and stolen (a legal analogy) from your beds of sexual wantonness the worth of these encounters. 
Lines 9-10:  May your love for me become legal in the same way that you love those that your eyes woo (this is sarcastic in the sense that he has stated in the previous line that she has "robb'd" the rest) while mine inconvenience you. 
Lines 11-12:  Let pity take root in your heat so that as it grows, then this characteristic of compassion can allow pity for you as well. 
Lines 13-14:  If you wish to have what you deny me, then your own example will harm you! 
 

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659681]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he loathes the sinful relationship he finds himself in but tells his lover that his situation merits far less condemnation than hers.  Continuing to 
the second, he admits that she has had carnal relationships with others; here, these have been false loves, that is, her love has been untrue, in which her 
lovers have been robbed.  In the third quatrain, he sarcastically acknowledges that her love for him should be no different than it is for the rest except that she should pity what she has done; perhaps in this way finding some redemption.  In the couplet, he states that continuing to simply seek love elsewhere, she may be rejected in the same manner. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659682]Sonnet 143

Lo! as a careful housewife runs to catch
One of her feather'd creatures broke away,
Sets down her babe and makes an swift dispatch
In pursuit of the thing she would have stay,
Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase,
Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent
To follow that which flies before her face,
Not prizing her poor infant's discontent;
So runn'st thou after that which flies from thee,
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;
But if thou catch thy hope, turn 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 turn back, and my loud crying still.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659683]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Look, as a cautious housewife who chases after one of her furry creatures (i.e., birds) who has escaped. 
Lines 3-4:  Puts down her child and starts a mad pursuit for that which she desires to stay. 
Lines 5-6:  While her neglected child is clinging to her during this chase, weeps to catch her attention during this neglectful distraction. 
Lines 7-8:  Attempting to catch which lures her so closely, not understanding her child's unhappiness. 
Lines 9-10: So, you run after that which flees from you, while like the baby I chase after you from behind. 
Lines 11-12:  But, if you catch what lures you, turn your attention back to me, and like the loving mother, care for me and be gentle. 
Lines 13-14:  So will I pray that you will then have your "Will," (what she desires, but, simultaneously, having him back as well, this wordplay on his name is a continuation of what he has done in his previous sonnets), if you return, and my crying stopped? 
 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659684]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he uses the analogy of a woman who loses a bird she prizes; pursuing it in such frenzy that she forgets her own child behind.  In the second 
quatrain, he continues this: she becomes so desperate in this pursuit of that she 
covets she does not even notice her own child's happiness.  In the third quatrain, he closes the analogy by comparing this situation to his.  He is the babe who is chasing his mother, which refers to his dark lady's wanton pursuit of other men 
while he, neglected and saddened, is desperately chasing after her.  But, like the case in which the mother catches that which she prizes, when his lover has finished her sordid affairs, she then will turn her, he wishes, loving and kind 
attention back to him.  In the couplet, he continues his wordplay with his own 
name and states that when she captures her prize, she will then have her "Will," in the sense of both satisfying her carnal impulses with other men and then being able to satisfy this other "will," as well. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659685]Sonnet 144
 
Two loves I have of comfort and despair,
 Which like two spirits do suggest me still:
The better angel is a man right fair,
The worser spirit a woman colour'd ill.
To win me soon to hell, my female evil
Tempteth my better angel from my side,
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 
Wooing his purity with her foul pride.
And whether that my angel be turn'd fiend
Suspect I may, but not directly tell;
But being both from me, both to each friend,
I guess one angel in another's hell:
Yet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.



Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  I have two loves that bring me pleasure and sorrow, which like two spirits still guide me. 
Lines 3-4:  The better spirit is a man colored sweetly (likely the Earl of Southampton), the other, meaner, spirit a woman colored sickly (or perhaps "darkly" in keeping with the "dark lady" theme). 
Lines 5-6:  To woo me sooner to Hell, my female wicked spirit tempts my better angel away from me. 
Lines 7-8:  And would corrupt him to become as a devil, making advances to his saintliness with her evil vanity. 
Lines 9-10:  And whether my angel will be turned to such a creature, I may fear, but do not yet know. 
Lines 11-12:  But both being away from me, and at least friendly to one another; 
I suppose one angel resides in the other's hell (strong religious references here, as in his earlier works regarding this lady). 
Lines 13-14:  Yet, as to the exact nature of their relationship, I shall never know, but live in uncertainty, until my bad angel expels ("fire" can mean either 
discharge, a play on the imagery of hell or a thinly veiled reference to the 
affliction of venereal disease), the good one.  (Like the crying babe that waits until the mother recoups her prize in the last sonnet, he then expects that she will return her attention to him.) 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659686]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he admits that he has two loves, one likely the Earl of Southampton, the other his "dark lady," referred to in these later sonnets.  
Clearly, his love is closely bound with the former and these lines starkly confirm this, one a fair spirit, the other a foul one.  Yet, both still spirits that "suggest" or influence him.  In the second quatrain, he reveals that this lady has made 
advances on the Earl.  Continuing this to the third quatrain, he admits that he is not certain how successful her advances have been, but this concerns him 
deeply.  You will notice repeated references to spirits, hell, religious analogies in which he ties this theme of temptation that began when he first wrote of this 
lady.  In the couplet, he concludes that he will never know if their relationship has been consummated, but, again, should she return to him, it is not clear that he would not still continue his carnal relationship with her.  In the last sonnet, he 
clearly indicates that, like the crying babe, once its mother catches her escaped prize, she will, hopefully, turn her attention back to him.  It appears he feels the same in this work as well, no matter how evil or foul or vain she may be. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





 

Sonnet 145 

Those lips that Love's own hand did make
Breathed forth the sound that said 'I hate'
To me that languish'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 used in giving gentle doom, 
And taught it thus anew to greet:
'I hate' she alter'd with an end, 
That follow'd it as gentle day
Doth follow night, who like a fiend
From heaven to hell is flown away;
'I hate' from hate away she threw,
And saved my life, saying 'not you.'

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659687]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Those lips that Love’s (Venus) own self-made uttered the sound forming the words “I hate.” 
Lines 3-5:  To me that distressed me for her pleasure; but when she saw my sorrow her heart became quickly merciful. 
Lines 6-7: Scolding that tongue that always was used sweetly for so causing my fair demise. 
Lines 8-9:  And taught it with new insight to know “I hate” that she changed with an ending. 
Lines 10-12:  That followed as the mild day follows the night that like a fiend is chased away from heaven straight to hell. 
Lines 13-14:  “I hate” from hate she threw away and saved my life by saying “it is not you.” 
 








[bookmark: _Toc1659688]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he exclaims his utter dismay that she uttered the word “I hate you,” to him, but saw how crushed he became.  In the second, he notices that she had a change of heart and repented these words.  In the third quatrain, she learned to chase them away, now the analogy of the day applies, and the night is like a fiend cast out.  His dark lady now shows a brighter side.  In the couplet, he engages in some wordplay, she separates “I hate” from hate itself, here saving his life, as the separation affects him directly, “not you.”  This sonnet is written with four alternating stressed and unstressed syllables per line for its rhythm, which is unusual in this collection. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659689]Sonnet 146 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,
[ ] these rebel powers that thee array;
Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?
Why so large cost, having so short a lease,
 Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,
Eat up thy charge? is this thy body's end?
Then soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss,
And let that pine to aggravate thy store;
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;
Within be fed, without be rich no more:
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
And Death once dead, there's no more dying then.

[bookmark: _Toc1659690]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Poor soul, the hub of my sinful universe, you possess these rebellious powers that you arrange (perhaps a military analogy, “rebel powers” that are arrayed, which can also be connoted as an “order or arrangement, as of troops drawn up for battle”[footnoteRef:11]).  [11:  Ibid., Webster’s Universal Unabridged Dictionary ] 

Lines 3-4: Why do you yearn inside and suffer inadequacy, coloring your outer walls so bright at such cost? 
Lines 5-6:  Why so large a cost, while have such a short span of time here, do you waste on your fading home (he is speaking about his own life)? 
Lines 7-8:  Shall worms (once more used to denote decay), which will be granted this surfeit, eat up your store?  Is this your body’s fate? 
Lines 9-10:  Then soul, you should live upon your servant’s suffering (himself), and let that you yearn for frustrate your legacy (also, perhaps, a play on the analogy of “pine” and “store,” both composed of wood and then the interpretation, let that pine or wood accumulate to clutter or “aggravate” your store). Another translation could be that he is telling his soul to simply ignore the body’s wants that disturb its tranquility. 
Lines 11-12:  Buy divinity’s realm by ridding these mortal hours of waste, within (his soul) you are nourished, without, your material wealth relinquish. 
Lines 13-14:  So, you will feed yourself on Death, that consumes men for its diet, and Death once finished, your earthly ordeal is over. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659691]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, in this reflective work, he asks his soul, which has been his sinful center, why it yearns for earthly pleasures that it ultimately cannot satisfy, costing him so much to put up colorful walls of false pretense.  In the second quatrain, he continues this dialogue; why should he pay such a high cost for this pretense considering his own mortality.  He heightens the absurdity of this situation by using the analogy of worms, vile, dirty, in connotation, who are left to consume the store of all this earthly vanity?  Is this the sum of his life?  In the third quatrain, he concludes that his soul, should live upon his servants‟ (or his own) loss.  Leave behind that materialistic quest that would disturb your 
tranquility and exchange your earthly hours of waste for terms divine.  
The sense of this relinquishment continues in the last line of this quatrain, in which he states that this will result in his soul’s satisfaction, while his outer state of temporal desires will wither away.  In the stirring couplet, he writes that in this way, he will feed on that which consumes men, or his mortality, and concludes that this course is best for once his mortality has passed there will be no more to his life.  Here, then, he is arguing to make his brief stay as meaningful as possible in the spiritual sense, in opposition to his earlier sonnets of earthly desire, passion and guilt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659692]Sonnet 147 

My love is as a fever, longing still
For that which longer nurseth the disease,
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,
The 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 madmen's are,
At random from the truth vainly express'd;
For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee bright,  
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

 
[bookmark: _Toc1659693]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  My love is like a fever, pining still for that which no longer causes it Lines 3-4:  Feeding on that which continues its symptoms, only the fickle and perverse appetite pleasing. 
Lines 5-6:  My reason, the doctor attending to my love, angry that his remedies are not taken. 
Lines 7-8:  Has deserted me, and I in a desperate state now corroborate (another translation connotes “approve” as “find by experience”) passion leads to death, which my doctor prevented. 
Lines 9-10:  I am beyond all cure, now logic is past concern as well (reason is past another physician’s care so that it is now sickened), and frenzied with 
continual unrest (also, the symptom of withdrawal from desire’s satisfaction, his 
physician no longer prevents him from abstaining from or a sick conscience can be inferred, sleep deprivation is a symptom of illness). 
Lines 11-12:  My thoughts and my conversations are like those from a madman, wandering from truth in false vanity stated. 
Lines 13-14:  For I have believed you fine and considered you bright (also can be translated as “bright” as intelligent, exhibiting or composed of light, or like a star), who are, instead, (once the physician’s care is absent), black (evil or a reference as well to her dark complexion), as hell, and as obscure as the evening. 
 
 
  
[bookmark: _Toc1659694]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he compares his love as a sickness, yearning for the lover who only prolongs and exacerbates his “illness.”  In the second quatrain, he 
realizes that this situation has disrupted his reason, like a doctor who deserts 
someone who no longer takes his prescriptions.  Now, that his physician has left him (here, alluding to his reason), he realizes the agony his desire causes him.  In the third quatrain, he realizes that he is now beyond any cure, and his reason is now skewered, he suffers the sleep-deprivation that afflicts those who are “ill” and his mind and words are “maddened” in the sense of no longer being coherent and another symptom of his malady.  In the couplet, he exhibits his keen disappointment in his lover who he though fair and bright, now only 
revealed as sinful and dark (playing on her appearance).  This relationship has caused him considerable angst, even poetically. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 








 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659695]Sonnet 148

O me, what eyes hath Love put in my head, 
Which have no correspondence with true sight!
Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled, 
That censures falsely what they see aright? 
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote, 
What means the world to say it is not so?
If it be not, then love doth well denote
Love's eye is not so true as all men's 'No.' 
How can it? O, how can Love's eye be true,
That is so vex'd with watching and with tears?
No marvel then, though I mistake my view; 
The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.
O cunning Love! with tears thou keep'st me blind,
Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659696]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2, Oh my, what has Love done to my sight, that does not truly relate to what I see? 
Lines 3-4:  Or if my eyes do, where has my judgment gone, that wrongly disapprove what they see properly? 
Lines 5-6:  If what my beguiled eyes fawn upon that which is fine, why should the world say this is not so? 
Lines 7-8:  If it is not (fair), then love correctly indicates that its vision is not as faithful as all people’s disapproval. 
Lines 9-10:  How can it be?  Oh, how can Love’s vision be accurate, that is so troubled with pining and with sorrow? 
Lines 11-12:  No wonder then, though my view is wrong; the sun itself must wait for the heavens to part before it can see clearly. 
Lines 13-14:  O deceptive Love!  With tears you keep me blind, or else clear eyes (like the sun that can see once the heavens have cleared), your faults will know. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659697]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he questions love’s vision that makes him so blind.  
Or if this is not the case, then what has happened to his judgment that criticizes wrongly what is sees correctly.  In the second, he gives an example, if what his “false” (prejudiced, biased, distorted) eyes view something as “fair,” what does the world mean to refute this?  If it is not fair, then love shows that “Love’s” vision is not as accurate as the world’s censure.  This can be construed to refer to his “dark lady” and though he views her as “fair” the critical view of other men toward her is the most factual; he simply has been blinded by his affection for her.  In the third quatrain, he questions “Love” by asking how it can see correctly when it is so obsessed (“watching”) and sorrowful.  He then uses an analogy to illustrate his point, the sun itself, must wait for the sky to clear before it can see clearly itself.  In the couplet, he relates this to his own plight, that his love additionally blinds him with his tears.  Without them, he would clearly find his lover’s faults.  Again, this affair has proved tumultuous, taxing, agonizing, guilt-ridden, and most painful.  But it appears that he is starting to come to some sobering realizations. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659698]Sonnet 149

Canst thou, O cruel! say I love thee not, 
When I against myself with thee partake?
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot 
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake?
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend?
On whom frown'st thou that I do fawn upon?
Nay, if thou lour'st on me, do I not spend
Revenge upon myself with present moan?
What merit do I in myself respect,
That is so proud thy service to despise,
When all my best doth worship thy defect, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?
But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind;
Those that can see thou lovest, and I am blind.




[bookmark: _Toc1659699]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2: Can you, Oh, cruel person!  Say I don’t love you, when I engage myself with you against my own better judgment? 
Lines 3-4:  Don’t I not think about you, when I forget that of myself, I am a tyrant, (e.g., that I should be able to control myself), for your own sake? Lines 5-6:  Who hates you though I call you my friend, on whom you frown as I fawn upon you? 
Lines 7-8:  No, if you frown upon me (also, “lour” or “lower” can also connote “to be dark and threatening, as in the weather,”[footnoteRef:12] which would be in keeping with his references to this “dark lady”), don’t I take revenge upon myself with my constant moan?  [12:  Ibid, Webster’s Universal Unabridged Dictionary ] 

Lines 9-10:  What value can I respect in myself, which is so proud while I despise your worship? 
Lines 11-12:  When all my best side worships your faults, commanded by the movement of your eyes? 
Lines 13-14:  But love and hate on, for now I have made up my mind, those that can see (e.g., are not so smitten) you love, and I am blind. 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659700]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he argues that she cruelly questions his love when the fact that he shows this despite her treatment and his own better sense.  In the second quatrain, he continues with examples such as on one hand he hates her yet calls her a friend (it seems he is distancing himself from her now) and dotes upon her even as she scowls at him.  He then punishes himself for this relationship.  In the third quatrain, he realizes that he is losing his self-respect in this relationship, proud of what he has come to despise and wastes his best qualities and time on a one with such faults.  Yet, the movement of her eyes controls him.  So, in the couplet he softens his attack, by telling her to continue this “love-hate” relationship, he understands that she will continue to love those who do not care for her, that is, be unfaithful, while he remains in her bondage. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659701]Sonnet 150

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might 
With insufficiency my heart to sway?
To make me give the lie to my true sight,
And swear that brightness doth not grace the day?
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill, 
That in the very refuse of thy deeds
There is such strength and warrantize of skill 
That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds?
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more
The more I hear and see just cause of hate?
O, though I love what others do abhor,
With others thou shouldst not abhor my state:
If thy unworthiness raised love in me,
More worthy I to be beloved of thee.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659702]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Oh, what powerful source gives you this mighty ability that with your faults my heart you still sway? 
Lines 3-4:  To make me give falsehood to what I truly see (distort what I see), and proclaim that the day is not swathed in brightness? 
Lines 5-6:  From where have you this semblance of things wrong, that in the very waste of your acts. 
Lines 7-8:  There is such might and assurance of cunning, that to my mind, your worst (acts) is still exceeded by your best? 
Lines 9-10:  Who taught you how to make me love you more; the more I hear and see the proper justification of hate? 
Lines 11-12:  Oh, though I love what others loathe, with these you should not loathe my plight. 
Lines 13-14:  If your unworthiness still lifted love in me, even more worthy I am to be loved by you. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659703]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain he asks his lover how she is able to dupe his judgment into still maintaining his affection for her, making his sight swayed by it to the degree of total confusion.  In the second, he asks again, where she derives this power that her worst deeds are overlooked so that only her best is shown.  In the third quatrain, he asks how she can make him love her more even as he finds more just grounds to hate her.  He loves a woman so many detest but asks that in light of this she sympathy with his plight.  In the couplet, he concludes that as her worst still through her charms makes him lover her, all the more reason that he deserves to be loved by her.  He loves her despite all her faults and his anguish over this relationship, which now is becoming embarrassing and awkward. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659704]Sonnet 151

Love is too young to know what conscience is;
Yet who knows not conscience is born of love?
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,
Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove: 
For, thou betraying me, I do betray
My nobler part to my gross body's treason;
My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love; flesh stays no father reason;
But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,
 He is contented thy poor drudge to be,
To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.
No want of conscience hold it that I call
Her 'love' for whose dear love I rise and fall.
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659705]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Love is too young to understand conscience, yet all know that conscience is given birth by love. 
Lines 3-4:  Then, fair rule-breaker; do not exhort my transgressions, or else your sweet self will prove guilty from these faults. 
Lines 5-6:  For, your betrayal (also unfaithfulness), I do betray my better part to my obscene body’s treason. 
Lines 7-8:  My soul does tell my body that he may conquer in love; flesh stays no parent of reason. 
Lines 9-10:  But, aroused by your name, does point you out as his glowing prize.  Proud of this vanity (“Proud of this pride” displays consonance and wordplay). 
Lines 11-12:  He is satisfied to be merely your poor slave, to suffer in your affairs (e.g., acts as well as sexual escapades), fall (also succumb) by your side. 
Lines 13-14:  No lack of conscience I have that I call her “love” for whose love I am both exhilarated and in despair. 
 

[bookmark: _Toc1659706]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he argues that, paradoxically, as love is too young to know conscience, yet is it born of it.  He warns his lover not to call his faults to attention, as they will simply highlight hers.  In the second quatrain, he claims that for her unfaithfulness he must be untrue to his better self as well.  His soul is bettered by his “gross” body’s wanton desires.  In the third quatrain, he says that his body’s poor reason considers her its prize and merely satisfied to become her slave, even as she continues her unfaithful acts.  Line 12, “To stand in your affairs, fall by thy side,” can imply either to be a submissive part of her daily 
activities or as I have indicated in the translation, to suffer her infidelity 
where the phrase “fall by thy side,” can then imply either to still follow her or perhaps pointing out that he also has his turn in her sexual favors.  In the couplet, he resumes his discussion of conscience, admitting that he is not lacking it, but through the rationale presented here, it does not have any impact on a love that has caused him both such satisfaction and despair. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659707]Sonnet 152

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 I, 
To swear against the truth so foul a lie!



[bookmark: _Toc1659708]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  In loving you, you know I am cursed to swear, but you are twice so, to me swearing this love. 
Lines 3-4:  In, first, your unfaithful acts are breaking your (bed) vow and my new faith ruined and, second, vowing new hate (for me) after new love proclaiming. 
Lines 5-6: But, why of the violation of two oaths I accuse you, when I break twenty?  I am perjured (another connotation for “forswear”) the most. 
Lines 7-8: For all my vows are promises only to abuse you and all my good faith in you is lost. 
Lines 9-10:  For I have sworn serious oaths of your sincere kindness, affirmations of your love, your truth, and your faithfulness. 
Lines 11-12:  And, you enlighten you, gave vision to darkness (skewed his judgment) or made them swear or affirm against the thing they 
actually see (he “blinds” himself against the harsh truth for her sake). 
Lines 13-14:  For I have sworn you fair, more perjured I am, to swear against the truth so rank a lie! 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659709]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he regrets the love he has professed to her but claims she is twice “forsworn,” in both her unfaithfulness and the faith she has ruined in him, in promising her new hate after the love she affirmed (and consummated) with him.  In the second quatrain, he laments that he violates a multitude of oaths, perjures himself as they result in hurting her and his loss of all faith in her.  In the third quatrain he explains this; all his proclamations of her love, truth, faithfulness misuse her in their proven falseness. Notice the repeated use of “swear” (lines 1, 
9, 10, 11, 12) either to affirm or “forswear” (lines 1 and 2) which is to renounce, but it suggests a passionate, solemn, and religious tone accenting the sins of her unfaithfulness. Also, notice the use of “perjure,” (lines 6 and 13) “vow” (lines 3, 4, and 7) and “oath” (lines 5, 7, 9, and 10) these has been used a repeatedly as well, in also, perhaps, the legalistic sense, where an oath is taken and when broken, where one is then perjured. The use of “vows” and “oaths” by splitting up basically a synonymous usage, allows him to make his point more freely, displaying his mastery of grammar and poetic technique. He also repeats his 
arguments of previous sonnets that she has caused him to prejudice his judgment and to be oblivious, until now, to the truth.  In the couplet, he explains, in swearing her “fair” (references to both her beauty and to her treatment of her lover), he has perjured himself more; as his blindness has concealed so base a lie as this relationship.  Perhaps his “dark lady’s” days will no longer darken his perception though it could be asked whether he believed this verse would be read long after as those love inspired ones he wrote for the Earl with this express purpose. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659710]Sonnet 153

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep:
A maid of Dian's this advantage found,
And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground;
Which borrow'd from this holy fire of Love
A dateless lively heat, still to endure,
And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove 
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.
But at my mistress' eye Love's brand new-fired,
The boy for trial needs would touch my breast;
I, sick withal, the help of bath desired,
And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest, 
But found no cure: the bath for my help lies
Where Cupid got new fire--my mistress' eyes.

[bookmark: _Toc1659711]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  Cupid lay by his brand (branding iron, used to mark those with Love’s stamp), and fell asleep, a maid of Dian‟s (cannot locate reference for this person) found her opportunity. 
Lines 3-4:  And his love-kindling (branding) fire quickly immersed in a cold (in contrast with the fiery brand) valley-fountain of that place. Lines 5-6:  This took from this sacred flame of Love, a timeless, stirring heat, always to continue. 
Lines 7-8:  And grew to a boiling bath that men use against unusual afflictions a supreme cure. 
Lines 9-10:  But at my mistress’s eye Love’s brand fired once again, the boy (Cupid) to test its effect would touch my breast. 
Lines 11-12:  I, nevertheless, the aid of a bath (see lines 7-8, a bath filled with Love’s healing flames) sought, and there hastened, a sad, deranged occupant. 
Lines 13-14:  But found no cure:  the bath for my aid lies where Cupid’s brand drew new fire – my mistress’s eyes. 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659712]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he narrates how Cupid fell asleep and a maid took advantage of this and seized his brand (we now think of a bow and arrow as his Love-kindling tools, which would change the nature of the sonnet’s references if used).  The maid then started a fire in a barren, cold fountain of the surrounding area.  This fire derived from Love’s holy flame, a timeless enlivening heat emitted which grew to a boiling bath.  Men partake of this, love’s bath, which cures them of their strangest afflictions.  Here he is speaking about a “borrowed” love that the maid uses to create a bath which men indulge in to cleanse away their ills with its flames of warm, comforting love.  In the third quatrain, he continues 
that Love’s brand upon seeing his mistress, fired once more, aroused by her image.  Cupid, testing its effect, touched him, but, still ailing, sought the benefit of Love’s bath, where he hurried to, in his saddened and ailing state.  Here, it appears he is referring to how even when his own love was kindled upon meeting his “dark lady” it resulted in sadness and his emotional affliction.  In the couplet, he noticed that the bath provided no cure (as it usually does for all men stated in lines 7-8), he had to go back to where Cupid’s brand was rekindled, his dark lady’s eyes.  He is referring to the fact that even though his relationship has caused him such torment and sorrow, his only solace is to return to her. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659713]Sonnet 154

The little Love-god lying once asleep
Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand,
Whilst many nymphs that vow'd chaste life to keep
Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand
The fairest votary took up that fire
Which many legions of true hearts had warm'd;
And so the general of hot desire
Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm'd.
This brand she quenched in a cool well by,
Which from Love's fire took heat perpetual,
 Growing a bath and healthful remedy
For men diseased; but I, my mistress' thrall,
Came there for cure, and this by that I prove,
Love's fire heats water, water cools not love.
 
[bookmark: _Toc1659714]Translation 
 
Lines 1-2:  The little Love-God (Cupid), lying before asleep (continuing the previous sonnet’s theme), laid by his side his heart (love) –inducing brand. 
Lines 3-5:  While many nymphs (virgins) that vowed a chaste life to maintain; came traipsing by; but in her girlish hand the fairest of this sacred group grabbed that fire. 
Lines 6-8:  Which many multitudes of sincere hearts had given warmth; and so the leader of steamy desire (Cupid) was sleeping by a virgin hand disarmed. 
Lines 9-12:  This brand she slaked in a cool well nearby, which took from Love’s fire its endless heat, swelling a bath and a healing remedy for afflicted men, but I, my mistress’s slave. 
Lines 13-14:  Came there for cure and this by that (attempt) I show, Love’s fire heats water, water does not cool love (e.g., no cold showers for Will will work). 
 


[bookmark: _Toc1659715]Analysis 
 
In the first quatrain, he continues his theme from „Sonnet 153‟ that Cupid was sleeping by his brand.  This time, a group of nymphs going by noticed this.  In the second quatrain, the leader of this group grabbed it, disarming this little “Love-god.”  It appears that this instrument is so powerful that it can influence even the purest.  In the third quatrain, she cools this brand in a well that caused it to create a Love-flowing bath of healing power for men afflicted (by Love’s absence) and hopefully for him, his mistress’s slave.  In the couplet, he came there for his own cure, and can show that Love’s fire heats water, but water cannot dampen love.  This implying that in his state, he cannot douse his love’s fire, but the attempt, instead, only inflames it.  His dark lady will remain radiant for him.  Even what would seem natural has been upended.  The question is what affliction was he seeking remedy for in this “bath”?  Was it because he had attempted to “forswear” his love and so attempted this? 
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