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About this eBook



This eBook contains special symbols that are important for reading and understanding the text. In order to view them correctly, please activate your device’s “Publisher Font” or “Original” font setting; use of optional fonts on your device may result in missing, or incorrect, special symbols.


Also, please keep in mind that Shakespeare wrote his plays and poems over four hundred years ago, during a time when the English language was in many ways different than it is today. Because the built-in dictionary on many devices is designed for modern English, be advised that the definitions it provides may not apply to the words as Shakespeare uses them. Whenever available, always check the glosses linked to the text for a proper definition before consulting the built-in dictionary.
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From the Director of the Folger Shakespeare Library



It is hard to imagine a world without Shakespeare. Since their composition more than four hundred years ago, Shakespeare’s plays and poems have traveled the globe, inviting those who see and read his works to make them their own.


Readers of the New Folger Editions are part of this ongoing process of “taking up Shakespeare,” finding our own thoughts and feelings in language that strikes us as old or unusual and, for that very reason, new. We still struggle to keep up with a writer who could think a mile a minute, whose words paint pictures that shift like clouds. These expertly edited texts are presented as a resource for study, artistic exploration, and enjoyment. As a new generation of readers engages Shakespeare in eBook form, they will encounter the classic texts of the New Folger Editions, with trusted notes and up-to-date critical essays available at their fingertips. Now readers can enjoy expertly edited, modern editions of Shakespeare anywhere they bring their e-reading devices, allowing readers not simply to keep up, but to engage deeply with a writer whose works invite us to think, and think again.


The New Folger Editions of Shakespeare’s plays, which are the basis for the texts realized here in digital form,  are special because of their origin. The Folger Shakespeare Library in Washington, D.C., is the single greatest documentary source of Shakespeare’s works. An unparalleled collection of early modern books, manuscripts, and artwork connected to Shakespeare, the Folger’s holdings have been consulted extensively in the preparation of these texts. The Editions also reflect the expertise gained through the regular performance of Shakespeare’s works in the Folger’s Elizabethan Theater.


I want to express my deep thanks to editors Barbara Mowat and Paul Werstine for creating these indispensable editions of Shakespeare’s works, which incorporate the best of textual scholarship with a richness of commentary that is both inspired and engaging. Readers who want to know more about Shakespeare and his plays can follow the paths these distinguished scholars have tread by visiting the Folger either in person or online, where a range of physical and digital resources exist to supplement the material in these texts. I commend to you these words, and hope that they inspire.


Michael Witmore


Director, Folger Shakespeare Library




Editors’ Preface


In recent years, ways of dealing with Shakespeare’s texts and with the interpretation of his plays and poems have been undergoing significant change. This edition, while retaining many of the features that have always made the Folger Shakespeare so attractive to the general reader, at the same time reflects these current ways of thinking about Shakespeare. For example, modern readers, actors, and teachers have become interested in the differences between, on the one hand, the early forms in which Shakespeare’s plays and poems were first published and, on the other hand, the forms in which editors through the centuries have presented them. In response to this interest, we have based our edition on what we consider the best early printed version of a particular play, poem, or collection of poems (explaining our rationale in a section called “An Introduction to This Text”) and have marked our changes in the text—unobtrusively, we hope, but in such a way that the curious reader can be aware that a change has been made and can consult the “Textual Notes” to discover what appeared in the early printed version.


Current ways of looking at the plays and poems are reflected in our brief introductions, in many of the commentary notes, in the annotated lists of “Further Reading,” and especially in each edition’s “Modern Perspective,” an essay written by an outstanding scholar who brings to the reader his or her fresh assessment of the play, poem, or collection of poems in the light of today’s interests and concerns.


    As in the Folger Library General Reader’s Shakespeare, which the New Folger Library Shakespeare replaces, we include explanatory notes designed to help make Shakespeare’s language clearer to a modern reader, and we hyperlink notes to the lines that they explain. We also follow the earlier edition in including illustrations—of objects, of clothing, of mythological figures—from books and manuscripts in the Folger Shakespeare Library collection. We provide a brief account of the life of Shakespeare and an introduction to the text of the Sonnets and one to the texts of the poems. We also include essays on “Reading Shakespeare’s Language” in the Sonnets and in the poems. In both we try to help readers learn to “break the code” of Elizabethan poetic language.


    For each section of each volume, we are indebted to a host of generous experts and fellow scholars. The “Reading Shakespeare’s Language” sections, for example, could not have been written had not Arthur King, of Brigham Young University, and Randal Robinson, author of Unlocking Shakespeare’s Language, led the way in untangling Shakespearean language puzzles and shared their insights and methodologies generously with us. “Shakespeare’s Life” profited by the careful reading given it by the late S. Schoenbaum. Our commentary notes in this volume were enormously improved through consultation of several of the more recent scholarly editions of the Sonnets. These editions are listed in our “Introduction to This Text.” We, as editors, take sole responsibility for any errors in our editions.


We are grateful to the authors of the “Modern Perspectives”; to Peter Hawkins, Steven May, and Marion Trousdale for helpful conversations about the Sonnets; to the Huntington and Newberry Libraries for fellowship support; to King’s University College for the grants it has provided to Paul Werstine; to the Social Sciences and Humanities Research Council of Canada, which provided him with a Research Time Stipend for 1990–91; to R. J. Shroyer of the University of Western Ontario for essential computer support; to the Folger Institute’s Center for Shakespeare Studies for its sponsorship of a workshop on “Shakespeare’s Texts for Students and Teachers” (funded by the National Endowment for the Humanities and led by Richard Knowles of the University of Wisconsin), a workshop from which we learned an enormous amount about what is wanted by college and high-school teachers of Shakespeare today; to Alice Falk for her expert copyediting; and especially to Stephen Llano, our production editor at Washington Square Press, whose expertise and attention to detail are essential to this project.


    Our biggest debt is to the Folger Shakespeare Library: to Michael Witmore, Director of the Folger Shakespeare Library, who brings to our work a gratifying enthusiasm and vision; to Gail Kern Paster, Director of the Library from 2002 until July 2011, whose interest and support have been unfailing and whose scholarly expertise continues to be an invaluable resource; and to Werner Gundersheimer, the Library’s Director from 1984 to 2002, who made possible our edition; to Deborah Curren-Aquino, who provides extensive editorial and production support; to Jean Miller, the Library’s former Art Curator, who combs the Library holdings for illustrations, and to Julie Ainsworth, Head of the Photography Department, who carefully photographs them; to Peggy O’Brien, former Director of Education at the Folger and now Director of Education Programs at the Corporation for Public Broadcasting, who gave us expert advice about the needs being expressed by Shakespeare teachers and students (and to Martha Christian and other “master teachers” who used our texts in manuscripts in their classrooms); to Allan Shnerson and Mary Bloodworth for their expert computer support; to the staff of the Academic Programs Division, especially Solvei Robertson (whose help is crucial), Mary Tonkinson, Mimi Godfrey, Kathleen Lynch, Carol Brobeck, Liz Pohland, Owen Williams, and Virginia Millington; and, finally, to the generously supportive staff of the Library’s Reading Room.


Barbara A. Mowat and Paul Werstine
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A stylized representation of the Globe theater.







Shakespeare’s Life


Surviving documents that give us glimpses into the life of William Shakespeare show us a playwright, poet, and actor who grew up in the market town of Stratford-upon-Avon, spent his professional life in London, and returned to Stratford a wealthy landowner. He was born in April 1564, died in April 1616, and is buried inside the chancel of Holy Trinity Church in Stratford.


We wish we could know more about the life of the world’s greatest dramatist. His plays and poems are testaments to his wide reading—especially to his knowledge of Virgil, Ovid, Plutarch, Holinshed’s Chronicles, and the Bible—and to his mastery of the English language, but we can only speculate about his education. We know that the King’s New School in Stratford-upon-Avon was considered excellent. The school was one of the English “grammar schools” established to educate young men, primarily in Latin grammar and literature. As in other schools of the time, students began their studies at the age of four or five in the attached “petty school,” and there learned to read and write in English, studying primarily the catechism from the Book of Common Prayer. After two years in the petty school, students entered the lower form (grade) of the grammar school, where they began the serious study of Latin grammar and Latin texts that would occupy most of the remainder of their school days. (Several Latin texts that Shakespeare used repeatedly in writing his plays and poems were texts that schoolboys memorized and recited.) Latin comedies were introduced early in the lower form; in the upper form, which the boys entered at age ten or eleven, students wrote their own Latin orations and declamations, studied Latin historians and rhetoricians, and began the study of Greek using the Greek New Testament.




[image: Images]


Title page of a 1573 Latin and Greek catechism for children.


From Alexander Nowell, Catechismus paruus pueris primum Latine . . . (1573).





Since the records of the Stratford “grammar school” do not survive, we cannot prove that William Shakespeare attended the school; however, every indication (his father’s position as an alderman and bailiff of Stratford, the playwright’s own knowledge of the Latin classics, scenes in the plays that recall grammar-school experiences—for example, The Merry Wives of Windsor, 4.1) suggests that he did. We also lack generally accepted documentation about Shakespeare’s life after his schooling ended and his professional life in London began. His marriage in 1582 (at age eighteen) to Anne Hathaway and the subsequent births of his daughter Susanna (1583) and the twins Judith and Hamnet (1585) are recorded, but how he supported himself and where he lived are not known. Nor do we know when and why he left Stratford for the London theatrical world, nor how he rose to be the important figure in that world that he had become by the early 1590s.


We do know that by 1592 he had achieved some prominence in London as both an actor and a playwright. In that year was published a book by the playwright Robert Greene attacking an actor who had the audacity to write blank-verse drama and who was “in his own conceit [i.e., opinion] the only Shake-scene in a country.” Since Greene’s attack includes a parody of a line from one of Shakespeare’s early plays, there is little doubt that it is Shakespeare to whom he refers, a “Shake-scene” who had aroused Greene’s fury by successfully competing with university-educated dramatists like Greene himself. It was in 1593 that Shakespeare became a published poet. In that year he published his long narrative poem Venus and Adonis; in 1594, he followed it with The Rape of Lucrece. Both poems were dedicated to the young earl of Southampton (Henry Wriothesley), who may have become Shakespeare’s patron.


It seems no coincidence that Shakespeare wrote these narrative poems at a time when the theaters were closed because of the plague, a contagious epidemic disease that devastated the population of London. When the theaters reopened in 1594, Shakespeare apparently resumed his double career of actor and playwright and began his long (and seemingly profitable) service as an acting-company shareholder. Records for December of 1594 show him to be a leading member of the Lord Chamberlain’s Men. It was this company of actors, later named the King’s Men, for whom he would be a principal actor, dramatist, and shareholder for the rest of his career.


So far as we can tell, that career spanned about twenty years. In the 1590s, he wrote his plays on English history as well as several comedies and at least two tragedies (Titus Andronicus and Romeo and Juliet). These histories, comedies, and tragedies are the plays credited to him in 1598 in a work, Palladis Tamia, that in one chapter compares English writers with “Greek, Latin, and Italian Poets.” There the author, Francis Meres, claims that Shakespeare is comparable to the Latin dramatists Seneca for tragedy and Plautus for comedy, and calls him “the most excellent in both kinds for the stage.” He also names him “Mellifluous and honey-tongued Shakespeare”: “I say,” writes Meres, “that the Muses would speak with Shakespeare’s fine filed phrase, if they would speak English.” Since Meres also mentions Shakespeare’s “sugared sonnets among his private friends,” it is assumed that many of Shakespeare’s sonnets (not published until 1609) were also written in the 1590s.


In 1599, Shakespeare’s company built a theater for themselves across the river from London, naming it the Globe. The plays that are considered by many to be Shakespeare’s major tragedies (Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, and Macbeth) were written while the company was resident in this theater, as were such comedies as Twelfth Night and Measure for Measure. Many of Shakespeare’s plays were performed at court (both for Queen Elizabeth I and, after her death in 1603, for King James I), some were presented at the Inns of Court (the residences of London’s legal societies), and some were doubtless performed in other towns, at the universities, and at great houses when the King’s Men went on tour; otherwise, his plays from 1599 to 1608 were, so far as we know, performed only at the Globe. Between 1608 and 1612, Shakespeare wrote several plays—among them The Winter’s Tale and The Tempest—presumably for the company’s new indoor Blackfriars theater, though the plays were performed also at the Globe and at court. Surviving documents describe a performance of The Winter’s Tale in 1611 at the Globe, for example, and performances of The Tempest in 1611 and 1613 at the royal palace of Whitehall.


Shakespeare seems to have written very little after 1612, the year in which he probably wrote King Henry VIII. (It was at a performance of Henry VIII in 1613 that the Globe caught fire and burned to the ground.) Sometime between 1610 and 1613, according to many biographers, he returned to live in Stratford-upon-Avon, where he owned a large house and considerable property, and where his wife and his two daughters lived. (His son Hamnet had died in 1596.) However, other biographers suggest that Shakespeare did not leave London for good until much closer to the time of his death. During his professional years in London, Shakespeare had presumably derived income from the acting company’s profits as well as from his own career as an actor, from the sale of his play manuscripts to the acting company, and, after 1599, from his shares as an owner of the Globe. It was presumably that income, carefully invested in land and other property, that made him the wealthy man that surviving documents show him to have become. It is also assumed that William Shakespeare’s growing wealth and reputation played some part in inclining the Crown, in 1596, to grant John Shakespeare, William’s father, the coat of arms that he had so long sought. William Shakespeare died in Stratford on April 23, 1616 (according to the epitaph carved under his bust in Holy Trinity Church) and was buried on April 25. Seven years after his death, his collected plays were published as Mr. William Shakespeares Comedies, Histories, & Tragedies (the work now known as the First Folio).
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Ptolemaic universe.


From Marcus Manilius, The sphere of . . . (1675).





The years in which Shakespeare wrote were among the most exciting in English history. Intellectually, the discovery, translation, and printing of Greek and Roman classics were making available a set of works and worldviews that interacted complexly with Christian texts and beliefs. The result was a questioning, a vital intellectual ferment, that provided energy for the period’s amazing dramatic and literary output and that fed directly into Shakespeare’s plays. The Ghost in Hamlet, for example, is wonderfully complicated in part because he is a figure from Roman tragedy—the spirit of the dead returning to seek revenge—who at the same time inhabits a Christian hell (or purgatory); Hamlet’s description of humankind reflects at one moment the Neoplatonic wonderment at mankind (“What a piece of work is a man!”) and, at the next, the Christian attitude toward sinful humanity (“And yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust?”).


As intellectual horizons expanded, so also did geographical and cosmological horizons. New worlds—both North and South America—were explored, and in them were found human beings who lived and worshiped in ways radically different from those of Renaissance Europeans and Englishmen. The universe during these years also seemed to shift and expand. Copernicus had earlier theorized that the earth was not the center of the cosmos but revolved as a planet around the sun. Galileo’s telescope, created in 1609, allowed scientists to see that Copernicus had been correct: the universe was not organized with the earth at the center, nor was it so nicely circumscribed as people had, until that time, thought. In terms of expanding horizons, the impact of these discoveries on people’s beliefs—religious, scientific, and philosophical—cannot be overstated.


London, too, rapidly expanded and changed during the years (from the early 1590s to around 1610) that Shakespeare lived there. London—the center of England’s government, its economy, its royal court, its overseas trade—was, during these years, becoming an exciting metropolis, drawing to it thousands of new citizens every year. Troubled by overcrowding, by poverty, by recurring epidemics of the plague, London was also a mecca for the wealthy and the aristocratic, and for those who sought advancement at court, or power in government or finance or trade. One hears in Shakespeare’s plays the voices of London—the struggles for power, the fear of venereal disease, the language of buying and selling. One hears as well the voices of Stratford-upon-Avon—references to the nearby Forest of Arden, to sheepherding, to small-town gossip, to village fairs and markets. Part of the richness of Shakespeare’s work is the influence felt there of the various worlds in which he lived: the world of metropolitan London, the world of small-town and rural England, the world of the theater, and the worlds of craftsmen and shepherds.


That Shakespeare inhabited such worlds we know from surviving London and Stratford documents, as well as from the evidence of the plays and poems themselves. From such records we can sketch the dramatist’s life. We know from his works that he was a voracious reader. We know from legal and business documents that he was a multifaceted theater man who became a wealthy landowner. We know a bit about his family life and a fair amount about his legal and financial dealings. Most scholars today depend upon such evidence as they draw their picture of the world’s greatest playwright. Such, however, has not always been the case. Until the late eighteenth century, the William Shakespeare who lived in most biographies was the creation of legend and tradition. This was the Shakespeare who was supposedly caught poaching deer at Charlecote, the estate of Sir Thomas Lucy close by Stratford; this was the Shakespeare who fled from Sir Thomas’s vengeance and made his way in London by taking care of horses outside a playhouse; this was the Shakespeare who reportedly could barely read, but whose natural gifts were extraordinary, whose father was a butcher who allowed his gifted son sometimes to help in the butcher shop, where William supposedly killed calves “in a high style,” making a speech for the occasion. It was this legendary William Shakespeare whose Falstaff (in 1 and 2 Henry IV) so pleased Queen Elizabeth that she demanded a play about Falstaff in love, and demanded that it be written in fourteen days (hence the existence of The Merry Wives of Windsor). It was this legendary Shakespeare who reached the top of his acting career in the roles of the Ghost in Hamlet and old Adam in As You Like It—and who died of a fever contracted by drinking too hard at “a merry meeting” with the poets Michael Drayton and Ben Jonson. This legendary Shakespeare is a rambunctious, undisciplined man, as attractively “wild” as his plays were seen by earlier generations to be. Unfortunately, there is no trace of evidence to support these wonderful stories.


Perhaps in response to the disreputable Shakespeare of legend—or perhaps in response to the fragmentary and, for some, all-too-ordinary Shakespeare documented by surviving records—some people since the mid-nineteenth century have argued that William Shakespeare could not have written the plays that bear his name. These persons have put forward some dozen names as more likely authors, among them Queen Elizabeth, Sir Francis Bacon, Edward de Vere (earl of Oxford), and Christopher Marlowe. Such attempts to find what for these people is a more believable author of the plays is a tribute to the regard in which the plays are held. Unfortunately for their claims, the documents that exist that provide evidence for the facts of Shakespeare’s life tie him inextricably to the body of plays and poems that bear his name. Unlikely as it seems to those who want the works to have been written by an aristocrat, a university graduate, or an “important” person, the plays and poems seem clearly to have been produced by a man from Stratford-upon-Avon with a very good “grammar-school” education and a life of experience in London and in the world of the London theater. How this particular man produced the works that dominate the cultures of much of the world four centuries after his death is one of life’s mysteries—and one that will continue to tease our imaginations as we continue to delight in his plays and poems.




SHAKESPEARE’S SONNETS





Reading Shakespeare’s Language: Sonnets



The language of Shakespeare’s Sonnets, like that of poetry in general, is both highly compressed and highly structured. While most often discussed in terms of its images and its metrical and other formal structures, the language of the Sonnets, like that of Shakespeare’s plays, also repays close attention to such basic linguistic elements as words, word order, and sentence structure.


Shakespeare’s Words


    Because Shakespeare’s sonnets were written more than four hundred years ago, they inevitably contain words that are unfamiliar today. Some are words that are no longer in general use—words that the dictionaries label archaic or obsolete, or that have so fallen out of use that dictionaries no longer include them. One surprising feature of the Sonnets is how rarely such archaic words appear. Among the more than a thousand words that make up the first ten sonnets, for instance, only eleven are not to be found in current usage: self-substantial (“derived from one’s own substance”), niggarding (“being miserly”), unfair (“deprive of beauty”), leese (“lose”), happies (“makes happy”), steep-up (“precipitous”), highmost (“highest”), hap (“happen”), unthrift (“spendthrift”), unprovident (“improvident”), and ruinate (“reduce to ruins”). Somewhat more common in the Sonnets are words that are still in use but that in Shakespeare’s day had meanings that are no longer current. In the first three sonnets, for example, we find only used where we might say “peerless” or “preeminent,” gaudy used to mean “brilliantly fine,” weed where we would say “garment,” glass where we would say “mirror,” and fond where we would say “foolish.” Words of this kind—that is, words that are no longer used or that are used with unfamiliar meanings—will be defined in our linked commentary notes.


The most significant feature of Shakespeare’s word choice in the Sonnets is his use of words in which multiple meanings function simultaneously. In line 5 of the first sonnet, for example, the word contracted means “bound by contract, bethrothed,” but it also carries the sense of “limited, shrunken.” Its double meaning enables the phrase “contracted to thine own bright eyes” to say succinctly to the young man not only that he has betrothed himself to his own good looks but that he has also thereby become a more limited person. In a later line in the same sonnet (“Within thine own bud buriest thy content” [s. 1.11]), the fact that thy content means both (1) “that which is contained within you, specifically, your seed, that with which you should produce a child,” and (2) “your happiness” enables the line to say, in a highly compressed fashion, that by refusing to propagate, refusing to have a child, the young man is destroying his own future well-being.


It is in large part through choosing words that carry more than one pertinent meaning that Shakespeare packs into each sonnet almost incalculable richness of thought and imagery. In the opening line of the first sonnet (“From fairest creatures we desire increase”), each of the words fairest, creatures, and increase carries multiple relevant senses; when these combine with each other, the range of significations in this single line is enormous. In Shakespeare’s day, the word fair primarily meant “beautiful,” but it had recently also picked up the meaning of “blond” and “fair-skinned.” In this opening line of Sonnet 1, the meaning “blond” is probably not operative (though it becomes extremely pertinent when the word fair is used in later sonnets), but the aristocratic (or upper-class) implications of “fair-skinned” are very much to the point (or so argues Margreta de Grazia; see Further Reading), since upper-class gentlemen and ladies need not work out of doors and expose their skins to wind and sun. (The negative class implications of outdoor labor carried in the sonnets by “dark” or “tanned” are carried today in the label “redneck.”) The second word, creatures, had several meanings, referring, for example, to everything created by God, including the plant kingdom, while in some contexts referring specifically to human beings. When combined with the third word, increase (which meant, among its pertinent definitions, “procreation,” “breeding,” “offspring,” “a child,” “crops,” and “fruit”), the word creatures takes the reader’s mind to Genesis 1.28 and God’s instructions to humankind to multiply and be fruitful, while the plant-life connotation of all three of the words provides a context for later words in the sonnet, such as rose, famine, abundance, spring, and bud. The words Shakespeare places in this first line (“From fairest creatures we desire increase”)—with their undoubted link to concerns about upper-class propagation and inheritance—could well have alerted a contemporary reader to the sonnet’s place in a familiar rhetorical tradition, that concerned with persuading a young gentleman to marry in order to reproduce and thus secure his family line and its heritable property. (See Erasmus’s “Epistle to persuade a young gentleman to marriage,” excerpted in the Appendix.)


While almost every line of the 154 sonnets begs for a comparable unpacking of Shakespeare’s words, we will here limit ourselves to two additional examples, these from lines 2 and 4 of the same sonnet (Sonnet 1). First, the word rose in the phrase beauty’s rose (line 2) engages the reader’s mind and imagination at many levels. Most simply, it refers simultaneously to the rose blossom and the rosebush; this double signification, as Stephen Booth points out (see Further Reading), enables the sonnet to acknowledge that although the individual person, like the rose blossom, inevitably withers and dies, the family line, like the rosebush, lives on through continual increase. But the rose signifies as well that which is most beautiful in the natural world. (See, e.g., Isaiah 35.1: “The desert and the wilderness shall rejoice; the waste ground shall be glad and flourish as the rose.”) And beauty’s rose not only meant youthful beauty but also inevitably called up memories of the Romance of the Rose (widely published in Chaucer’s translation), in which the rose stands allegorically for the goal of the lover’s quest. (The fact that the lover in the Romance desires a specific unopened rosebud, rather than one of the rosebush’s opened flowers, may have implications for the word bud in line 11.)


The word rose, then, gains its multiple resonances by referring to both a flower and its bush and through meanings accumulated in cultural and poetic traditions. In contrast, the particular verbal richness of the word his in line 4, “His tender heir might bear his memory” (and in many of the other sonnets), exists because Shakespeare took advantage of a language change in process at the very time he was writing. Until around 1600 the pronoun his served double duty, meaning both his and its. However, in the late 1590s and early 1600s, the word its came into existence as possessive of it, and his began gradually to be limited to the meaning it has today as the possessive of he. Because of the emerging gender implications of his, the pronoun as used in line 4, while primarily meaning its and thus referring to beauty’s rose, also serves as a link between the sonnet’s first line, where the fairest creature is not yet a rose, and the young man, first directly addressed in line 5.


Because the diction of the Sonnets is so incredibly rich in meanings, we have had to curtail severely our notes on words with multiple meanings. Where the primary meaning of a word is clear and where secondary meanings are readily available or are not essential to an understanding of the poem, we all too often have had to remain silent. When it seems possible that a given word might have more than one relevant meaning, the reader should test out possible additional meanings and decide if they add richness to the line. The only hazard here is that some words have picked up new meanings since Shakespeare’s death; careful study of the diction of his Sonnets thus compels one to turn to a dictionary based on historical principles, such as the Oxford English Dictionary.



Shakespeare’s Sentences


When Shakespeare made the decision to compose his Sonnets using the English (in contrast to the Italian) sonnet form, he seems at the same time to have settled on the shape of the Sonnets’ sentences. The two forms are distinguished by rhyme scheme: in the Italian sonnet, the rhyme scheme in effect divides the poem into two sections, the eight-line octave followed by the six-line sestet; in the English, it sets three four-line quatrains in parallel, followed by the two-line rhyming couplet. While Shakespeare finds almost infinite ways to provide variety within the tightly controlled form of the English sonnet, and while the occasional sonnet is made up of a single sentence (e.g., Sonnet 29), his sentences tend to shape themselves within the bounds set by the quatrain and the couplet—that is, most quatrains and most couplets are each made up of one sentence or question, with occasional quatrains made up of two or more sentences or questions. (Quatrains that, in modern printed editions, end with a semicolon rather than a period or question mark are often so marked only to indicate that the thought continues into the next quatrain; syntactically, the clause is generally independent and could be completed with a period instead.) The reader therefore seldom finds in the Sonnets the long, complicated sentences often encountered in Shakespeare’s plays. One does, though, find within the sentences the inversions, the interruptions of normal word order, and the postponements of essential sentence elements that are familiar to readers of the plays.


In the Sonnets as in the plays, for example, Shakespeare often rearranges subjects and verbs (i.e., instead of “He goes” we find “Goes he”); he frequently places the object before the subject and verb (i.e., instead of “I hit him,” we might find “Him I hit”), and he puts adverbs and adverbial phrases before the subject and verb (i.e., “I hit fairly” becomes “Fairly I hit”). The first sonnet in the sequence, in fact, opens with an inversion, with the adverbial phrase “From fairest creatures” moved forward from its ordinary syntactical position after the verb. This transformation of the sentence “We desire increase from fairest creatures” into “From fairest creatures we desire increase” (s. 1.1) has a significant effect on the rhythm of the line and places the emphasis of the sentence immediately on the “fairest” creature who will be the topic of this and many sonnets to follow. In Sonnet 2 the sentence “Thy beauty’s use would deserve much more praise” is transformed into “How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use” (s. 2.9), in large part through a double inversion: the transposing of the subject (“thy beauty’s use”) and the verb (“deserved”) and the placing of the object before the inverted subject and verb. Again, the impact on the rhythm of the line is significant, and the bringing of the word praise toward the beginning of the line emphasizes the word’s echo of and link to the preceding line (“Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise”) through its reiteration of the word praise and through repetition of the vowel sound in shame.


Occasionally the inversions in the Sonnets seem primarily to provide the poet with a needed rhyme word. In Sonnet 3, for example, the difference between “she calls back / In thee the lovely April of her prime” and “she in thee / Calls back the lovely April of her prime” (s. 3.9–10) seems largely to rest on the poet’s choice of “thee” rather than “back” for the sonnet’s rhyme scheme. However, Shakespeare’s inversions in the Sonnets often create a space for ambiguity and thus for increased richness and compression. Sometimes the ambiguity exists only for a moment, until the eye and mind progress further along the line and the reader sees that one of the initially possible meanings cannot be sustained. For example, in Sonnet 5, the line “And that unfair which fairly doth excel” (s. 5.4) seems initially to present “that unfair” as the demonstrative adjective that followed by another adjective, unfair, until a reading of the whole line reveals that there is no noun for these apparent adjectives to modify, and that “that unfair” is more likely an inversion of the verb to unfair and its object, the pronoun that. The line thus means simply “deprive that of beauty which fairly excels”—though wordplay on fairly as (1) “completely,” (2) “properly,” and/or (3) “in beauty” makes the line far from simple.


Often the doubleness of meaning created by the inversion remains unresolved. In Sonnet 3, for example, the line “But if thou live remembered not to be” (s. 3.13) clearly contains an inversion in the words “remembered not to be”; however, it is unclear whether “remembered not to be” inverts “to be not remembered” (i.e., “[only] to be forgotten”) or “not to be remembered” (i.e., “[in order] to be forgotten”). Thus, while the primary meaning of the line may well be “if you live in such a way that you will not be remembered,” the reader cannot dismiss the line’s simultaneous suggestion that the young man is living “with the intent of being forgotten” (Booth). The inversion, in other words, allows the line to carry two distinct tones, one of warning and the other of accusation.


Inversions are not the only unusual sentence structures in Shakespeare’s language. Often in his Sonnets as in his plays, words that would in a normal English sentence appear together are separated from each other, usually in order to create a particular rhythm or to stress a particular word or phrase. In Sonnet 1, for example, in lines 5–6 (“But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes, / Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel”), the subject thou is separated from its verb feed’st by a phrase that, because of its placement, focuses sharp attention on the young man’s looks and the behavior that the poet sees as defining him. A few lines later in the same sonnet,


Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament


And only herald to the gaudy spring


Within thine own bud buriest thy content . . .


(lines 9–11)


the subject Thou is separated from its verb buriest, first by a clause that in its extreme praise (“that art now the world’s fresh ornament / And only herald to the gaudy spring”) is in interesting and direct contrast to the tone of accusation of the basic sentence elements within which the clause is set (“Thou buriest thy content”); the separation is further extended through the inversion that moves forward a prepositional phrase (“Within thine own bud”) that would in ordinary syntax come after the verb. Line 12 of this same sonnet—“And, tender churl, mak’st waste in niggarding”—exemplifies a familiar kind of interruption in these poems, namely, an interjected compound vocative. Direct address to the beloved in the form of compound epithets, especially where one term of the compound (“tender”) contradicts the other (“churl”), in meaning or in tone, is a device that Shakespeare uses frequently in the Sonnets, heightening the emotional tone and creating the kind of puzzle that makes the poems so intellectually intriguing. (Sonnet 4, for example, contains three such vocatives: “Unthrifty loveliness,” “beauteous niggard,” and “Profitless usurer.”)


Sometimes, rather than separating basic sentence elements, Shakespeare simply holds back the subject and predicate, delaying them until other material to which he wants to give particular emphasis has been presented. The first quatrain of Sonnet 2 holds off until line 3 the presentation of the subject of the sentence, and delays the verb until line 4:


When forty winters shall besiege thy brow


And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,


Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,


Will be a tattered weed of small worth held.


In this quatrain, the subject and predicate, “thy . . . livery . . . will be a tattered weed,” are held back while for two lines the poet draws a vivid picture of the young man as he will look in middle age. Sonnet 2 is, in effect, an attempt to persuade, an exhortation to the recipient to change; the powerful description of youth attacked by the forces of time gains much of its strength from its placement in advance of the basic sentence elements. (One need only reverse the order of the lines, placing lines 3–4 before lines 1–2, to see how much power the poem loses with that reversal.)


In addition to the delaying device, the quatrain contains two further Shakespearean sentence strategies—a subject/verb interruption in lines 3–4 followed by a compression in line 4. The phrase “so gazed on now,” which separates the subject and verb (“livery . . . will be”), stresses both the beauty of the young man and the briefness of the moment for which that beauty will exist. The last line, an example of the kind of compression that one finds throughout the Sonnets, would, if fully unpacked and its inversion reversed, read “[that will be] held [to be] a tattered weed of small worth.”


Metaphor and Metrical Effects


This first quatrain of Sonnet 2 can serve as a small example not only of some of Shakespeare’s sentence strategies but also of how his word choice and word order operate to create the visual and musical effects that distinguish the Sonnets. While this topic is so large that we can only touch on it here, it seems appropriate to look at least briefly at two of the Sonnets’ most important poetic techniques—metaphor and metrical effects.


    The metaphor, a primary device of poetry, can be defined as a play on words in which one object or idea is expressed as if it were something else, something with which it is said to share common features. In the first quatrain of Sonnet 2 (quoted earlier), the young man’s forehead, “so gazed on now,” is imaged as a “field” that Time places under siege, digging “deep trenches” in its now youthful smoothness. The metaphor fast-forwards the aging process, turning the youth’s smooth forehead in imagination into a furrowed, lined brow. While the word “field” could allude to any kind of open land or plain, the words “besiege” and “trenches” make it more specifically a battlefield ravaged by the armies of “forty winters.” In line 3 the metaphor shifts, and the young man’s youthful beauty is imaged as his “livery,” a kind of uniform or splendid clothing that under the onslaught of time will become a “tattered weed” (weed having here the meaning “garment”). The quatrain seems, then, divided into two parts, with the metaphor shifting from that of the brow as a field to the brow (and other youthful features) as clothing. But the word weed carries its inevitable, though here secondary, meaning of an unwanted plant in a “field” of grass or flowers. This wordplay, which expands the scope of the word field, forces the reader to turn from line 4 back to lines 1 and 2, to visualize again the ravaged “field” of the once-smooth brow, and thus to experience with double force the quatrain’s final phrase “of small worth held”—a phrase that syntactically belongs only to the tattered clothing but that, in the quatrain’s overlapping metaphors, applies more broadly to the young man himself, now “so gazed on” but moving inevitably toward the day when he, no longer beautiful, will be considered “of small worth.”


We mentioned at the outset that the language of the Sonnets is, like poetic language in general, highly structured. Nowhere is this fact more in evidence than in the rhythm of the Sonnets’ lines. All of the Sonnets (except for Sonnet 145) are written in what is called “iambic pentameter” (that is, each line is composed of five metrical “feet,” with each foot containing two syllables, usually with the first syllable unstressed and the second stressed). But within this general pattern, Shakespeare takes advantage of several features that characterize pronunciation in English—for example, the syllable stresses that inhere in all English words of more than one syllable, as well as the stress patterns in normal English sentences—and he arranges his words to create amazing metrical variety within the structure of the iambic pentameter line.


    To return to the first quatrain of Sonnet 2: the first line of the sonnet (“When forty winters shall besiege thy brow”) contains three two-syllable words; two carry stress on the first syllable (“forty” and “winter”) and one is stressed on the second syllable (“besiege”). Shakespeare combines these words with four one-syllable words, three of which are unstressed in normal English sentences—a conjunction (“When”), an auxiliary verb (“shall”), and a possessive pronoun (“thy”). The resulting combination of words produces an almost perfect iambic pentameter (the only departure being the pyrrhic third foot, with its two unstressed syllables—“-ters shall”): “When for′ty win′ters shall besiege′ thy brow′.” After thus establishing the meter, the poet can depart radically from the iambic in line 2 without creating confusion about the poem’s overall metrical structure. Line 2 (“And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field”) begins with an iamb (“And dig′”) but then moves to a “spondee,” a foot with two stressed syllables (“deep′ trench′-”); the resulting rhythm for the opening of the line is the very strong series of three stressed syllables of “dig′ deep′ trench′-.” The line then moves to the unstressed syllables in the pyrrhic foot (“-es in”) before ending in iambic meter (“thy beau′ty’s field′”)—a pattern that produces three unstressed syllables in mid-line. Line 3 (“Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now”) echoes the opening rhythm of line 2—that is, an iamb followed by a spondee to create three stressed syllables (“Thy youth’s′ proud′ liv′-”) again followed by three unstressed syllables (“-er-y so”); but then, instead of returning to the iambic, as did line 2, the line concludes with another group of three stressed syllables (“gazed′ on′ now′”). Line 4 seems to return us to the base of iambic pentameter (“Will be′ a tat′tered weed′ of small′”) only to end with a spondee (“worth′ held′”), so that the beat of three stressed syllables (heard once in line 2 and twice in line 3) concludes the quatrain. It is to Shakespeare’s skillful use of the unstressed pyrrhic foot that George Wright (see Further Reading, “An Art of Small Differences”) credits much of the “softness and musical grace” of the Sonnets. “The strong iambs and spondees,” he writes, rise from this pyrrhic base, a contrast that allows important spondaic and iambic syllables to gain special emphasis. In the lines we have been examining in Sonnet 2, one can see how the pyrrhics direct attention to such key words and phrases as “besiege” and “gazed on now.”


With metaphors and metrics, as with word choice, word order, and sentence structure, every sonnet provides its own richness and its own variations, as well as occasional exceptions to any generalizations we have suggested. (Two of the Sonnets, for example, deviate even from the standard fourteen-line length, with Sonnet 99 having 15 lines and Sonnet 126 having only 12.) But each sonnet provides rich language, a wonderfully controlled tone, and an intellectual challenge sufficient to reward the most patient and dedicated reader.




Shakespeare’s Sonnets


Few collections of poems—indeed, few literary works in general—intrigue, challenge, tantalize, and reward as do Shakespeare’s Sonnets. Almost all of them love poems, the Sonnets philosophize, celebrate, attack, plead, and express pain, longing, and despair, all in a tone of voice that rarely rises above a reflective murmur, all spoken as if in an inner monologue or dialogue, and all within the tight structure of the English sonnet form.


Individual sonnets have become such a part of present-day culture that, for example, Sonnet 116 (“Let me not to the marriage of true minds”) is a fixture of wedding ceremonies today, and Sonnet 18 (“Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day”), Sonnet 29 (“When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes”), and Sonnet 73 (“That time of year thou mayst in me behold”)—to name only a few—are known and quoted in the same way that famous lines and passages are quoted from Hamlet or Romeo and Juliet or Macbeth. Yet it is not just the beauty and power of individual well-known sonnets that tantalize us, but also the story that the sequence as a whole seems to tell about Shakespeare’s love life. The 154 sonnets were published in 1609 with an enigmatic dedication, presumably from the publisher Thomas Thorpe: “To The Onlie Begetter Of These Insuing Sonnets. Mr. W.H.” Attempts to identify “Mr. W.H.” have become inevitably entangled with the narrative that insists on emerging whenever one reads the Sonnets sequentially as they are ordered in the 1609 Quarto.


    The narrative goes something like this: The poet (i.e., William Shakespeare) begins with a set of 17 sonnets advising a beautiful young man (seemingly an aristocrat, perhaps “Mr. W.H.” himself) to marry and produce a child in the interest of preserving the family name and property but even more in the interest of reproducing the young man’s remarkable beauty in his offspring. These poems of advice modulate into a set of sonnets which urge the poet’s love for the young man and which claim that the young man’s beauty will be preserved in the very poems that we are now reading. This second set of sonnets (Sonnets 18–126), which in the supposed narrative celebrate the poet’s love for the young man, includes clusters of poems that seem to tell of such specific events as the young man’s mistreatment of the poet, the young man’s theft of the poet’s mistress, the appearance of “rival poets” who celebrate the young man and gain his favor, the poet’s separation from the young man through travel or through the young man’s indifference, and the poet’s infidelity to the young man. After this set of 109 poems, the Sonnets concludes with a third set of 28 sonnets to or about a woman who is presented as dark and treacherous and with whom the poet is sexually obsessed. Several of these sonnets seem also to involve the beautiful young man, who is, according to the Sonnets’ narrative, also enthralled by the “dark lady.”


The power of the narrative sketched above is so strong that counterevidence putting in doubt its validity seems to matter very little. Most critics and editors agree, for example, that it is only in specific clusters that the sonnets are actually linked, and that close attention to the sequence reveals the collection to be more an anthology of poems written perhaps over many years and perhaps to or about different men and women. Most are also aware that only about 25 of the 154 sonnets specify the sex of the beloved, and that in the century following the Sonnets’ publication, readers who copied individual sonnets into their manuscript collections gave them titles that show, for example, that sonnets such as Sonnet 2 were seen as carpe diem (“seize the day”) poems addressed “To one that would die a maid.” Such facts, such recognitions, nevertheless, lose out to the narrative pull exerted by the 1609 collection. The complex and intriguing persona of the poet created by the language of the Sonnets, the pattern of emotions so powerfully sustained through the sequence, the sense of the presence of the aristocratic young man and the seductive dark lady—all are so strong that few editors can resist describing the Sonnets apart from their irresistible story. (Our own introduction to the language of the Sonnets, for example, discusses Sonnet 2 as a poem addressed to the beautiful young man, despite the fact that the sex of the poem’s recipient is not specified and despite our awareness that in the seventeenth century, this extremely popular poem was represented consistently as being written to a young woman.) Individually and as a sequence, these poems remain more powerful than the mere mortals who read or study or edit them.


    For a very helpful exploration of the Sonnets as they are read today, we invite you to read “A Modern Perspective” written by Professor Lynne Magnusson of the University of Toronto and contained within this eBook.




An Introduction to This Text


    A complete text of the Sonnets was first published in a 1609 Quarto titled SHAKE-SPEARES SONNETS. Neuer before Imprinted. The present edition is based directly on that printing.I The 1609 Quarto prints immediately before its text of the poems a dedication page that reads as follows (each word printed entirely in capitals, except for “Mr.,” and followed by a period): “TO. THE. ONLIE. BEGETTER. OF. | THESE. INSVING. SONNETS. | Mr. W.H. ALL. HAPPINESSE. | AND. THAT. ETERNITIE. | PROMISED. | BY. | OVR.EVER-LIVING. POET. | WISHETH. | THE. WELL-WISHING. | ADVENTVRER. IN. | SETTING. | FORTH. | T.T. [i.e., Thomas Thorpe, publisher of the Quarto].” Scholars have long speculated on the identity of “Mr. W.H.” without arriving at any widely accepted conclusion. Following the Sonnets in the 1609 Quarto appears a poem of disputed authorship titled “A Louers complaint,” which is not included in this edition.


In addition to providing an edited text of the 1609 Quarto version of the Sonnets, we include alternative texts of two of the sonnets (Sonnet 138 and Sonnet 144) that were first printed ten years before this quarto in a book titled The Passionate Pilgrime. By W. Shakespeare. The 1599 attribution of the entire Passionate Pilgrime to Shakespeare is misleading because much of the verse collected in it is not his; however, it does contain the earliest printing of the two sonnets in question, and for this reason those texts deserve consideration. There also exist a number of manuscript copies of particular sonnets, none of them thought to be in Shakespeare’s own handwriting. Nonetheless, it has recently been argued that among these may lie an alternative Shakespearean version of Sonnet 2, as well as versions of other sonnets (8, 106, 128) that may derive from manuscript sources independent of that from which the 1609 Quarto was printed. We have, however, been persuaded by Katherine Duncan-Jones’s argument in her 1997 Arden edition of the Sonnets, where she cogently refutes the claims for the authenticity of the Sonnet 2 manuscript version and also puts into serious question the independent authority of the other surviving manuscript texts. We thus have not included any manuscript versions in this edition.


    For the convenience of the reader, we have modernized the punctuation and the spelling of the Quarto. Whenever we change the wording of the Quarto or add anything to it, we mark the change by enclosing it in superior half-brackets (< >). We want our readers to be immediately aware when we have intervened. (Only when we correct an obvious typographical error in the Quarto does the change not get marked.) Whenever we change the Quarto’s wording or alter its punctuation so that meaning changes, we list the change in the textual notes at the back of the book, even if all we have done is fix an obvious error.



The Explanatory Notes


    The notes that appear in the commentary linked to the text are designed to provide readers with the help that they may need to enjoy the poems. Whenever the meaning of a word in the text is not readily accessible in a good contemporary dictionary, we offer the meaning in a note. Sometimes we provide a note even when the relevant meaning is to be found in the dictionary but when the word has acquired since Shakespeare’s time other potentially confusing meanings. In our notes, we try to offer modern synonyms for Shakespeare’s words. We also try to indicate to the reader the connection between the word in the sonnet and the modern synonym. For example, Shakespeare sometimes uses the word glass to mean mirror, but, for modern readers, there may be no connection evident between these two words. We provide the connection by explaining Shakespeare’s usage as follows: “glass: looking glass, mirror.” Often in the Sonnets, a phrase or clause needs explanation. Then we rephrase in our own words the difficult passage, and add at the end synonyms for individual words in the passage. When scholars have been unable to determine the meaning of a word or phrase, we acknowledge the uncertainty. Biblical quotations are from the Geneva Bible (1560), modernized.


    In the centuries since the publication of Shakespeare’s Sonnets, many editors have worked at understanding and explaining the very condensed language of these poems. When we find the work of a particular editor especially helpful to the reader, we occasionally refer to that editor’s notes. The following are editions that provide especially useful commentary:


    Booth, Stephen, ed. Shakespeare’s Sonnets (New Haven, 1977)


    Duncan-Jones, Katherine, ed. Shakespeare’s Sonnets (The Arden Shakespeare, 1997)


    Evans, G. Blakemore, ed. The Sonnets (The New Cambridge Shakespeare, 1996)


    Ingram, W. G., and Theodore Redpath, eds. Shakespeare’s Sonnets (London, 1964, 1967)


    Kerrigan, John, ed. The Sonnets and A Lover’s Complaint (The New Penguin Shakespeare, 1986)


    Orgel, Stephen, ed. The Sonnets (The Pelican Shakespeare, 2001)


    Vendler, Helen, ed. The Art of Shakespeare’s Sonnets (Cambridge, Mass., 1997)


    When an edition is mentioned in conjunction with a particular poem, the editor’s remarks will be found in his or her commentary on that poem.


    Illustrations are from the Folger archives. See “Index of Illustrations” for information on the books or manuscripts in which the engravings or prints are found.


    

    


I We have also consulted the computerized text of the Quarto provided by the Text Archive of the Oxford University Computing Centre, to which we are grateful.




SHAKESPEARE’S SONNETS




1






	From fairest creatures we desire increase,


	1







	That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,


	2







	But, as the riper should by time decease,


	3







	His tender heir might bear his memory.


	4







	But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,


	5







	Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel,


	6







	Making a famine where abundance lies,


	7







	Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.


	8







	Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament


	9







	And only herald to the gaudy spring


	10







	Within thine own bud buriest thy content


	11







	And, tender churl, mak’st waste in niggarding.


	12







	Pity the world, or else this glutton be—


	13







	To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.


	14










2






	When forty winters shall besiege thy brow


	1







	And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,


	2







	Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,


	3







	Will be a tattered weed of small worth held.


	4







	Then being asked where all thy beauty lies,


	5







	Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,


	6







	To say within thine own deep-sunken eyes


	7







	Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.


	8







	How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use


	9







	If thou couldst answer “This fair child of mine


	10







	Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,”


	11







	Proving his beauty by succession thine.


	12







	This were to be new made when thou art old


	13







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


	14










3






	Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest


	1







	Now is the time that face should form another,


	2







	Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,


	3







	Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.


	4







	For where is she so fair whose uneared womb


	5







	Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?


	6







	Or who is he so fond will be the tomb


	7







    	Of his self-love, to stop posterity?


	8







	Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee


	9







	Calls back the lovely April of her prime;


	10







	So thou through windows of thine age shalt see,


	11







	Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.


	12







	But if thou live remembered not to be,


	13







	Die single, and thine image dies with thee.


	14










4






	Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend


	1







	Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy?


	2







	Nature’s bequest gives nothing but doth lend,


	3







	And being frank, she lends to those are free.


	4







	Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse


	5







	The bounteous largess given thee to give?


	6







    	Profitless usurer, why dost thou use


	7







	So great a sum of sums yet canst not live?


	8







	For, having traffic with thyself alone,


	9







	Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.


	10







    	Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone,


	11







    	What acceptable audit canst thou leave?


	12







	Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,


	13







	Which usèd lives th’ executor to be.


	14










5






	Those hours that with gentle work did frame


	1







	The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell


	2







	Will play the tyrants to the very same


	3







	And that unfair which fairly doth excel;


	4







	For never-resting time leads summer on


	5







	To hideous winter and confounds him there,


	6







	Sap checked with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,


	7







	Beauty o’er-snowed and bareness everywhere.


	8







	Then, were not summer’s distillation left


	9







	A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,


	10







	Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft,


	11







	Nor it nor no remembrance what it was.


	12







	But flowers distilled, though they with winter meet,


	13







	Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.


	14










6






	Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface


	1







	In thee thy summer ere thou be distilled.


	2







	Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place


	3







	With beauty’s treasure ere it be self-killed.


	4







	That use is not forbidden usury


	5







	Which happies those that pay the willing loan;


	6







	That’s for thyself to breed another thee,


	7







    	Or ten times happier, be it ten for one.


	8







	Ten times thyself were happier than thou art


	9







	If ten of thine ten times refigured thee;


	10







	Then what could death do if thou shouldst depart,


	11







	Leaving thee living in posterity?


	12







	Be not self-willed, for thou art much too fair


	13







	To be death’s conquest and make worms thine heir.


	14










7






	Lo, in the orient when the gracious light


	1







	Lifts up his burning head, each under eye


	2







	Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,


	3







	Serving with looks his sacred majesty;


	4







	And having climbed the steep-up heavenly hill,


	5







	Resembling strong youth in his middle age,


	6







	Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,


	7







	Attending on his golden pilgrimage.


	8







    	But when from highmost pitch with weary car


	9







	Like feeble age he reeleth from the day,


	10







	The eyes, ’fore duteous, now converted are


	11







	From his low tract and look another way.


	12







	So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon,


	13







	Unlooked on diest unless thou get a son.


	14










8






	Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?


	1







	Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.


	2







	Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not gladly,


	3







	Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy?


	4







	If the true concord of well-tunèd sounds,


	5







	By unions married, do offend thine ear,


	6







	They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds


	7







	In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.


	8







    	Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,


	9







	Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,


	10







	Resembling sire and child and happy mother


	11







	Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing;


	12







	Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,


	13







	Sings this to thee: “Thou single wilt prove none.”


	14










9






	Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye


	1







	That thou consum’st thyself in single life?


	2







	Ah, if thou issueless shalt hap to die,


	3







	The world will wail thee like a makeless wife;


	4







	The world will be thy widow and still weep


	5







	That thou no form of thee hast left behind,


	6







	When every private widow well may keep,


	7







	By children’s eyes, her husband’s shape in mind.


	8







	Look what an unthrift in the world doth spend


	9







	Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;


	10







	But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end,


	11







	And, kept unused, the user so destroys it.


	12







	No love toward others in that bosom sits


	13







	That on himself such murd’rous shame commits.


	14










10






	For shame deny that thou bear’st love to any,


	1







	Who for thyself art so unprovident.


	2







	Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,


	3







	But that thou none lov’st is most evident.


	4







	For thou art so possessed with murd’rous hate


	5







	That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to conspire,


	6







	Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate


	7







	Which to repair should be thy chief desire.


	8







	O, change thy thought, that I may change my mind.


	9







	Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?


	10







	Be as thy presence is, gracious and kind,


	11







	Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove.


	12







	Make thee another self for love of me,


	13







	That beauty still may live in thine or thee.


	14










11






	As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow’st


	1







	In one of thine, from that which thou departest;


	2







	And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow’st


	3







	Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest.


	4







	Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase;


	5







	Without this, folly, age, and cold decay.


	6







	If all were minded so, the times should cease,


	7







	And threescore year would make the world away.


	8







	Let those whom nature hath not made for store,


	9







	Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish;


	10







	Look whom she best endowed she gave the more,


	11







	Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish.


	12







	She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby


	13







	Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.


	14










12






	When I do count the clock that tells the time


	1







	And see the brave day sunk in hideous night,


	2







	When I behold the violet past prime


	3







	And sable curls <all> silvered o’er with white;


	4







	When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,


	5







	Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,


	6







	And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves


	7







	Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard;


	8







	Then of thy beauty do I question make


	9







	That thou among the wastes of time must go,


	10







	Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake


	11







	And die as fast as they see others grow;


	12







	And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make defense


	13







	Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.


	14










13






	O, that you were your self! But, love, you are


	1







	No longer yours than you yourself here live;


	2







	Against this coming end you should prepare,


	3







	And your sweet semblance to some other give.


	4







	So should that beauty which you hold in lease


	5







	Find no determination; then you were


	6







	<Your> self again after yourself’s decease


	7







	When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.


	8







	Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,


	9







	Which husbandry in honor might uphold


	10







	Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day


	11







	And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?


	12







	O, none but unthrifts, dear my love, you know.


	13







	You had a father; let your son say so.


	14










14






	Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck,


	1







	And yet methinks I have astronomy—


	2







    	But not to tell of good or evil luck,


	3







    	Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality;


	4







	Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,


	5







	Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind,


	6







	Or say with princes if it shall go well


	7







    	By oft predict that I in heaven find.


	8







	But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,


	9







	And, constant stars, in them I read such art


	10







	As truth and beauty shall together thrive


	11







	If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert;


	12







	Or else of thee this I prognosticate:


	13







    	Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.


	14










15






    	When I consider everything that grows


	1







	Holds in perfection but a little moment,


	2







	That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows


	3







	Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;


	4







	When I perceive that men as plants increase,


	5







	Cheerèd and checked even by the selfsame sky,


	6







	Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,


	7







	And wear their brave state out of memory;


	8







	Then the conceit of this inconstant stay


	9







	Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,


	10







	Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay


	11







	To change your day of youth to sullied night;


	12







	And, all in war with Time for love of you,


	13







	As he takes from you, I engraft you new.


	14










16






	But wherefore do not you a mightier way


	1







    	Make war upon this bloody tyrant Time,


	2







	And fortify yourself in your decay


	3







	With means more blessèd than my barren rhyme?


	4







	Now stand you on the top of happy hours,


	5







	And many maiden gardens, yet unset,


	6







	With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers,


	7







	Much liker than your painted counterfeit.


	8







	So should the lines of life that life repair


	9







	Which this time’s pencil or my pupil pen


	10







	Neither in inward worth nor outward fair


	11







	Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.


	12







	To give away yourself keeps yourself still,


	13







	And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.


	14










17






	Who will believe my verse in time to come


	1







	If it were filled with your most high deserts?


	2







	Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb


	3







	Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.


	4







	If I could write the beauty of your eyes


	5







	And in fresh numbers number all your graces,


	6







	The age to come would say “This poet lies;


	7







	Such heavenly touches ne’er touched earthly faces.”


	8







	So should my papers, yellowed with their age,


	9







	Be scorned, like old men of less truth than tongue,


	10







	And your true rights be termed a poet’s rage


	11







	And stretchèd meter of an antique song.


	12







	But were some child of yours alive that time,


	13







	You should live twice—in it and in my rhyme.


	14










18






	Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?


	1







	Thou art more lovely and more temperate.


	2







	Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,


	3







	And summer’s lease hath all too short a date.


	4







	Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,


	5







	And often is his gold complexion dimmed;


	6







	And every fair from fair sometime declines,


	7







	By chance or nature’s changing course untrimmed.


	8







	But thy eternal summer shall not fade


	9







	Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,


	10







	Nor shall Death brag thou wand’rest in his shade,


	11







	When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st.


	12







	So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,


	13







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


	14










19






	Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws


	1







	And make the Earth devour her own sweet brood;


	2







	Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s <jaws,>


	3







	And burn the long-lived phoenix in her blood;


	4







	Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleet’st


	5







	And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,


	6







	To the wide world and all her fading sweets.


	7







	But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:


	8







	O, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,


	9







	Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;


	10







	Him in thy course untainted do allow


	11







	For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.


	12







	Yet do thy worst, old Time; despite thy wrong,


	13







	My love shall in my verse ever live young.


	14










20






	A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand painted


	1







	Hast thou, the master mistress of my passion;


	2







	A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted


	3







	With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion;


	4







	An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,


	5







	Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;


	6







	A man in hue all hues in his controlling,


	7







	Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls amazeth.


	8







	And for a woman wert thou first created,


	9







	Till Nature as she wrought thee fell a-doting,


	10







	And by addition me of thee defeated


	11







	By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.


	12







	But since she pricked thee out for women’s pleasure,


	13







	Mine be thy love, and thy love’s use their treasure.


	14










21






	So is it not with me as with that muse


	1







	Stirred by a painted beauty to his verse,


	2







	Who heaven itself for ornament doth use


	3







	And every fair with his fair doth rehearse,


	4







	Making a couplement of proud compare


	5







	With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems,


	6







	With April’s firstborn flowers and all things rare


	7







	That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems.


	8







	O, let me, true in love, but truly write,


	9







	And then believe me, my love is as fair


	10







	As any mother’s child, though not so bright


	11







	As those gold candles fixed in heaven’s air.


	12







	Let them say more that like of hearsay well;


	13







	I will not praise that purpose not to sell.


	14










22






	My glass shall not persuade me I am old


	1







	So long as youth and thou are of one date,


	2







	But when in thee Time’s furrows I behold,


	3







	Then look I death my days should expiate.


	4







	For all that beauty that doth cover thee


	5







	Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,


	6







	Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me;


	7







	How can I then be elder than thou art?


	8







	O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary


	9







	As I not for myself but for thee will,


	10







	Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary


	11







	As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.


	12







	Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain.


	13







	Thou gav’st me thine not to give back again.


	14










23






	As an unperfect actor on the stage


	1







	Who with his fear is put beside his part,


	2







	Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,


	3







	Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart;


	4







	So I for fear of trust forget to say


	5







	The perfect ceremony of love’s rite,


	6







	And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay,


	7







	O’ercharged with burden of mine own love’s might.


	8







	O, let my books be then the eloquence


	9







	And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,


	10







	Who plead for love and look for recompense


	11







	More than that tongue that more hath more expressed.


	12







	O, learn to read what silent love hath writ.


	13







	To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.


	14










24






	Mine eye hath played the painter and hath <stelled>


	1







	Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart;


	2







	My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,


	3







	And perspective it is best painter’s art.


	4







	For through the painter must you see his skill


	5







	To find where your true image pictured lies,


	6







	Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still,


	7







	That hath his windows glazèd with thine eyes.


	8







	Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done:


	9







	Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me


	10







	Are windows to my breast, wherethrough the sun


	11







	Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee.


	12







	Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art:


	13







	They draw but what they see, know not the heart.


	14










25






	Let those who are in favor with their stars


	1







	Of public honor and proud titles boast,


	2







	Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,


	3







	Unlooked for joy in that I honor most.


	4







	Great princes’ favorites their fair leaves spread


	5







	But as the marigold at the sun’s eye,


	6







	And in themselves their pride lies burièd,


	7







	For at a frown they in their glory die.


	8







	The painful warrior famousèd for worth,


	9







	After a thousand victories once foiled,


	10







	Is from the book of honor razèd quite,


	11







	And all the rest forgot for which he toiled.


	12







	Then happy I, that love and am beloved


	13







	Where I may not remove nor be removed.


	14










26






	Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage


	1







	Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,


	2







	To thee I send this written embassage


	3







	To witness duty, not to show my wit;


	4







	Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine


	5







	May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it,


	6







	But that I hope some good conceit of thine


	7







	In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will bestow it;


	8







	Till whatsoever star that guides my moving


	9







	Points on me graciously with fair aspect,


	10







	And puts apparel on my tattered loving


	11







	To show me worthy of <thy> sweet respect.


	12







	Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee;


	13







	Till then, not show my head where thou mayst prove me.


	14










27






	Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,


	1







	The dear repose for limbs with travel tired,


	2







	But then begins a journey in my head


	3







	To work my mind when body’s work’s expired.


	4







	For then my thoughts, from far where I abide,


	5







	Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,


	6







	And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,


	7







	Looking on darkness which the blind do see;


	8







	Save that my soul’s imaginary sight


	9







	Presents <thy> shadow to my sightless view,


	10







	Which like a jewel hung in ghastly night


	11







	Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.


	12







	Lo, thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,


	13







	For thee and for myself no quiet find.


	14










28






	How can I then return in happy plight


	1







	That am debarred the benefit of rest,


	2







	When day’s oppression is not eased by night,


	3







	But day by night and night by day oppressed;


	4







	And each, though enemies to either’s reign,


	5







	Do in consent shake hands to torture me,


	6







	The one by toil, the other to complain


	7







	How far I toil, still farther off from thee?


	8







	I tell the day to please him thou art bright


	9







	And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven;


	10







	So flatter I the swart complexioned night,


	11







    	When sparkling stars twire not, thou <gild’st> the even.


	12







	But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,


	13







	And night doth nightly make grief’s length seem stronger.


	14










29






	When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,


	1







	I all alone beweep my outcast state,


	2







	And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,


	3







	And look upon myself and curse my fate,


	4







	Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,


	5







	Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,


	6







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


	7







	With what I most enjoy contented least;


	8







	Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,


	9







	Haply I think on thee, and then my state,


	10







	Like to the lark at break of day arising


	11







	From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;


	12







	For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings


	13







	That then I scorn to change my state with kings.


	14










30






	When to the sessions of sweet silent thought


	1







	I summon up remembrance of things past,


	2







	I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,


	3







	And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste;


	4







	Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,


	5







	For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,


	6







	And weep afresh love’s long since canceled woe,


	7







	And moan th’ expense of many a vanished sight.


	8







	Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,


	9







	And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er


	10







	The sad account of fore-bemoanèd moan,


	11







	Which I new pay as if not paid before.


	12







	But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,


	13







	All losses are restored and sorrows end.


	14










31






	Thy bosom is endearèd with all hearts


	1







	Which I by lacking have supposèd dead,


	2







	And there reigns love and all love’s loving parts,


	3







	And all those friends which I thought burièd.


	4







	How many a holy and obsequious tear


	5







	Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye,


	6







	As interest of the dead, which now appear


	7







	But things removed that hidden in <thee> lie.


	8







	Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,


	9







	Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,


	10







	Who all their parts of me to thee did give;


	11







	That due of many now is thine alone.


	12







	Their images I loved I view in thee,


	13







	And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.


	14










32






	If thou survive my well-contented day


	1







	When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,


	2







	And shalt by fortune once more resurvey


	3







	These poor rude lines of thy deceasèd lover,


	4







	Compare them with the bett’ring of the time,


	5







	And though they be outstripped by every pen,


	6







	Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,


	7







	Exceeded by the height of happier men.


	8







	O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:


	9







	“Had my friend’s muse grown with this growing age,


	10







	A dearer birth than this his love had brought


	11







	To march in ranks of better equipage.


	12







	But since he died and poets better prove,


	13







	Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love.”


	14










33






	Full many a glorious morning have I seen


	1







	Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,


	2







	Kissing with golden face the meadows green,


	3







	Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy,


	4







	Anon permit the basest clouds to ride


	5







	With ugly rack on his celestial face,


	6







	And from the forlorn world his visage hide,


	7







	Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace.


	8







	Even so my sun one early morn did shine


	9







	With all-triumphant splendor on my brow,


	10







	But, out alack, he was but one hour mine;


	11







	The region cloud hath masked him from me now.


	12







	Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;


	13







	Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun staineth.


	14










34






	Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day


	1







	And make me travel forth without my cloak,


	2







	To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way,


	3







	Hiding thy brav’ry in their rotten smoke?


	4







	’Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break


	5







	To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,


	6







	For no man well of such a salve can speak


	7







	That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace.


	8







	Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;


	9







	Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss.


	10







	Th’ offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief


	11







	To him that bears the strong offense’s <cross.>


	12







	Ah, but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds,


	13







	And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.


	14










35






	No more be grieved at that which thou hast done.


	1







	Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud;


	2







	Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,


	3







	And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.


	4







	All men make faults, and even I in this,


	5







	Authorizing thy trespass with compare,


	6







	Myself corrupting salving thy amiss,


	7







	Excusing <thy> sins more than <thy> sins are.


	8







	For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense—


	9







	Thy adverse party is thy advocate—


	10







	And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence.


	11







	Such civil war is in my love and hate


	12







	That I an accessary needs must be


	13







	To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.


	14










36






	Let me confess that we two must be twain


	1







	Although our undivided loves are one;


	2







	So shall those blots that do with me remain,


	3







	Without thy help, by me be borne alone.


	4







	In our two loves there is but one respect,


	5







	Though in our lives a separable spite,


	6







	Which though it alter not love’s sole effect,


	7







	Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight.


	8







	I may not evermore acknowledge thee,


	9







	Lest my bewailèd guilt should do thee shame,


	10







	Nor thou with public kindness honor me


	11







	Unless thou take that honor from thy name.


	12







	But do not so. I love thee in such sort


	13







	As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.


	14










37






	As a decrepit father takes delight


	1







	To see his active child do deeds of youth,


	2







	So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite,


	3







	Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth.


	4







	For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,


	5







	Or any of these all, or all, or more,


	6







	Entitled in <thy> parts do crownèd sit,


	7







	I make my love engrafted to this store.


	8







	So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised


	9







	Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give


	10







	That I in thy abundance am sufficed


	11







	And by a part of all thy glory live.


	12







	Look what is best, that best I wish in thee.


	13







	This wish I have, then ten times happy me.


	14










38






    	How can my muse want subject to invent


	1







	While thou dost breathe that pour’st into my verse


	2







	Thine own sweet argument, too excellent


	3







	For every vulgar paper to rehearse?


	4







	O, give thyself the thanks if aught in me


	5







	Worthy perusal stand against thy sight,


	6







	For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee


	7







	When thou thyself dost give invention light?


	8







	Be thou the tenth muse, ten times more in worth


	9







	Than those old nine which rhymers invocate;


	10







	And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth


	11







	Eternal numbers to outlive long date.


	12







	If my slight muse do please these curious days,


	13







	The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.


	14










39






	O, how thy worth with manners may I sing


	1







	When thou art all the better part of me?


	2







	What can mine own praise to mine own self bring,


	3







	And what is ’t but mine own when I praise thee?


	4







	Even for this let us divided live


	5







	And our dear love lose name of single one,


	6







	That by this separation I may give


	7







	That due to thee which thou deserv’st alone.


	8







	O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove


	9







	Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave


	10







	To entertain the time with thoughts of love,


	11







	Which time and thoughts so sweetly <doth> deceive,


	12







	And that thou teachest how to make one twain


	13







	By praising him here who doth hence remain.


	14










40






	Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all.


	1







	What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?


	2







	No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;


	3







	All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.


	4







	Then, if for my love thou my love receivest,


	5







	I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest;


	6







	But yet be blamed if thou <thyself> deceivest


	7







	By willful taste of what thyself refusest.


	8







	I do forgive thy robb’ry, gentle thief,


	9







	Although thou steal thee all my poverty;
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