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GooD FREND FOR lESVS SAKE FORBEARE.
TO DIGG "HE DVST ENCLOASED HARE:

BLESE BE ¥ MAN Y SPARES FES STONE
AND CVRST BE HE  MOVES MY BONES
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Good friend, for Jesus sake forbear,
to dig the dust enclosed here.
Blessed be the man that spares these stones,

and cursed be he that moves my bones.
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Two loves | have of comfort and despair,

which like two spirits do suggest me still.
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Pequigney, Joseph, such is my love, A study of shakespeare’s
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Fineman, Joel, shakespeare’s perjured Eye: The invention of
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9 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet |l

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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - thy beauty, thy
beauty, thy beauty, thy lusty days, thy brow, thy youth, thy blood.

3rd Line. Thy youth's proud livery. Livery can mean the beauty and
glow of youth gazed on with admiration by others.

8th Line. All eating shame refers to the gluttorny mentioned in the
first Sonnet.

Here Shakespeare tells his bosom friend that when he is in his middle
age and no longer beautiful-his youth’s proud livery (distinctive dress)
then looked on shall be nothing but a tottered (ruinous) weed (garment)
worth little and that if he is asked where his beauty has gone and where
the treasure (riches) of his youth (lusty days) is and that if he replies that
1t 1s only 1in his eyes, 1t would be an all eating (consuming) shame and
thriftless (extravagant) praise; but that it would be better if he could
answer that he had a child and prove his beauty by leaving a successor
and that by doing this his beauty would be renewed and made new when

he was old.
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11 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet VI

Lo! in the orient when the gracious light

Lifts up his buming 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,
yvet 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.

Note the repetition of the following - his buming head, his new
appearing sight, his sacred majesty, his middle age. his beauty, his
glorious pilgrimage, his low tract.

This sonnet is addressed by Shakespeare to his friend. He writes of the
sun (the gracious light) in the Orient (East) lifting up his burning head
when each under eye (the eyes of people on this earth) do the homage
(reverence) to the nise of the sun (his new-appearing sight) looking on the
sun (his sacred majesty). That the sun high in the sky (having climbed the
steep heavenly hill) and being halfway to sunset resembled a strong youth
in his middle age vet mortal look (the looks of mortals - men) still adore
the sun’s beauty as it goes on its pilerimage through the skies. That when
the sun from midday (highmost pitch) reels from the day (sets) like feeble
age - the eves of mortals are now converted (turned away) from his low
tract (the sun having set) and look elsewhere. So Shakespeare tells his
friend that if he dies in his middle age (his noon) he will be forgotten (die

unlooked on) unless he begets a son.
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13 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet VIl

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.’

Note the repetitions, we find-thou, thou, thou, thou, thou, sweets,
sweels. joy. joy, one, one, one.

7th and 8th Lines. Confounds in singleness. Here confounds appears
to mean destroys, in the same way that a player would destroy the music
by omitting the notes of all strings but one so Shakespeare’s bosom friend
would destroy the music of life by remaining single when a wife and child
are necessary elements of the harmony of life.

Here speaking of music - shakespeare tells his favorite boy that if he
does not care for music, the true concord of well tuned sounds by unions
married, and that if they offend his ear, music will chide (rebuke) him
because he confounds (defeats) by remaining single the parts (talents)
which he should bear. He tells him that a father, child and mother are in
harmony like the strings of a musical instrument in harmony all singing a
pleasing note, And that his favorite boy, if he remains unmarried, will

prove to be nothing.
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15 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet Xll

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

Bome 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - when, when,
when, and, and, and, and, and, and, white, white, time, time, time.

Here Shakespeare tells his friend that when he (the Bard) sees time
turning day into night, the violets dying, the trees now barren of leaves
which before winter comes had sheltered the cattle from the heat of the
sun and the harvest gathered: that when he thinks of these things, he
questions his friend’s beauty and that he in due course of time must die,
since beautiful things die as fast as they see others grow and that there is
no defence agamst death (imes scythe) except breed (offspring) to brave

(defy) time when his favorite boy dies (time takes thee hence).
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17 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XV

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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - you, you, you,
you, youth, youth.

14th Line. So that beauty will continue to live in him when he is young
and afterwards in his children. Here we are told that the praise renews his
youth which would otherwise fall in the struggle against time and decay.

Here shakespeare is comparing plants with men. He writes that in
course of time, plants grow, are perfect for a short time and then die, and
that men, likewise, are happy in their youth, grow up, die and are
forgotten; that time tries to make his friend’s youthful days decay and die.
He then writes that he is at war with time and that if time tries to destroy
his bosom friend, the bard will engraft him anew.

Compare this sonnet with Sonnet No. 64, where he again refers to

time, the destrover.
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19 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XVII

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 scom’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.

Note the repetition of the following: your most high deserts, your life,
YOUur parts, your eyes, your graces, Your true rights.

6th Line. Fresh numbers means Sweet verse

11th Line. True rights means due praise.

12th Line. Stretched metre means Over strained poetry.

Here Shakespeare tells his handsome yvoung friend (presumably Henry
Wriothesley, Earl of Southhampton) that if his verse was filled with
praises of his yvoung friend’s deserts (merits) people in the future would
not believe him; but that his verse i1s only a tomb (a grave) hiding his
favorite young man’s life; that if he could express in writing the beauty
and grace of him, future ages would say that he lied and that his papers
(written documents) would be scorned like old men more garrulous than
truthful and his friend s true rights (claims) would be considered to be
only a poet’s rage (ardour). But that if a child of the hansom young man
was alive at that time, he would live again, both then and in

Shakespeare’s verses.
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21 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XVl

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 etemal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in etemal 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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - summer, summer, fair,
fair, fair, so long, so long, thou, thou, thou. thou.

5th Line. The eye of heavenn means the sun.

7th Line. This means that sooner or later everything that is fair falls
away from its beauty.
8th Line. Untrimmed - deprived of its loveliness.

Here shakespere tells us that his love i1s immortal; that she i1s more
lovely than any summer’s day, because summer only lasts a short time but
that her eternal summer will never fade away; that she will never lose her
beauty in spite of death and that she has life as long as men can breathe

or sec.
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23 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XIX

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 bum 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 pattem to succeeding men.

Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - time. time, time,
thy hours, thy course, thy worst, thy wrong, my love, my love.

11th Line. Untainted do allow - permit to remain uninjured.
Here Shakespeare addresses time which destroys most animals and
implores time not to commit the crime of destroying the work of his
lifetime. his love (the plays), but allow them to survive for the benefit of
succeeding nations and writes that whatever time may do, his love (the

plays) will ive for ever young.
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25 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXIlI

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 books 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, leam to read what silent love hath writ:

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

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - love's, love’s,
mine own love’s, mine own love’s, love, love.

Here Shakespeare tells us that strength is charged with burden of his
own love’s might and that though he does not speak of his love. it can be
read in his verse.

What is the burden of his own love, it is the burden of his love for
Apollo, his literary divinity; for Pallas Athene, the goddess of wisdom and
his inspirer: for his brain child, the first folio of his plays. Shakespeare
asks that his books shall tell his thoughts that they plead for his loves and
he looks to them to recompense him for all his labours for the benefit of
humanity. Shakespeare here asks his readers to read what he has written.
He tells them to "hear with eves". One does not hear with eyes but with
ears. He means that with our eves we can read and search for the secrets
in his sonnets and the messages that he inserted in them. He tells them to

read what silent love has written.
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27 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXIV

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 an.

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 tums 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 hearnt.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - mine eyes, mine eyes,
eyes, eyes, eyes, eyes, heart, heart, painter, painter, painters, thine,
thine, windows, windows.

Love’s Labor’s Lost, Act 5, Scene 2.

Here Shakespeare writes that his eyves have painted his favorite lad’s
beauty and stelled (delineated) to his heart that his body is the frame
holding the picture his eyes have painted with true skill and which is
hanging in his bosom; that his eyes have drawn her shape and that her
eyes are like windows in his breast through which the sun peeps to gaze

on her; that eyes can only draw but they see but know not the heart.
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29 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXVI

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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - duty, duty, my
duty, my love, my wit, my moving, my totter'd my head.

Ist and 2nd Lines. Thy merit (goodness) has bound me to serve you
dutifully as a vassal (servant).

12th Line. Worthy of vour regard.

This sonnet is addressed by Shakespeare to the Lord of his love, to
Apollo, the Greek patron of poetry. The word totter'din the 11th Line
means torn. He writes that he may not show his head. Some skeptical
disbelievers say, "If Shakspere wrote this, why could he not show his

head?"



sl ol )58 Y

YV d e

P plaieS s 5,LS Sl s
£ f._thi__,z_g Cwd ) lff:._w.:‘- =l s U

.1.;.&_;)'15;;1‘31&1_._‘.;)5.:} d..#li'-_h;]._-..&_h_r:.'l
o s le":'_.f_.}._J::":—,_'_JJ;J—‘fQ = e S

doa 2l 3l 2S5 e OF ) dasy
e 0 S0 ey S ol da s

Lid U Sl (SNaest 55 e D5 g 5
N (6555 samet ok 53 5 AL e U

LS ol Slala pom ) ol Gl

8~ 3 |J ._&i f"“_,‘il""“"'r"—S';“L-'i"’ T O P
;ﬂ_‘rl‘hj;wn - ;.,...,.:n"| ! =] [T WS I,ﬂ1‘5.=:- J g
{I‘,}JU?—J“ b Lespu 8 idlie o ol s X

;ﬁJLﬁl;ﬁ1WJ:‘M£Lﬁl‘jdeﬁbﬁ
sl Sl L33 e s 3 55 Ol 5 35 0



31 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXVII

Weary with toil, 1 haste me to my bed,

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired;
But then begins a joumey 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - night, night,
night, my bed, my head, my mind, my thoughts, my drooping eye -
lids, my souls imaginary sight, my sightless view, my limbs, my
mind, my self.

Here Shakespeare tells us that he is lying in his bed - unable to get to
sleep because of his thought of his love; that his body is far away from
her but that his thoughts make a pilgrimage to her and keep him awake.
That his eyes are looking on darkness but that his soul’s imaginary sight
presents her shadow (image) to his eyes which cannot see in the dark but
that it makes night beautiful but that his mind can find no quiet in his
thoughts.

He continues in the following Sonnet (No.28).
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33 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXVIII

How can I then retum 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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - night, night, night,
night, night, toil, toil, heaven. heaven, day, day, day, day, day.

6th Line. Shake hands - combine.

7th Line. To complain - causing me to complain.

11th Line. Swart - black.

Here Shakespeare asks his love how he can return happily to her when
he gets no rest where he is; as sleep does not ease his day’s oppression
and day and night have joined together to torture him through his
absence from her. She being far off, he tells the day she is bright even
when the day is cloudy and that at night, even though the stars do not
peer (twire) through the sky, she still makes the evening golden, that his

sorrows grow longer day by day and his grief stronger night by night.
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35 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXIX

When, in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state

And trouble deal 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 scom to change my state with kings.

Note the repetition of the following - my outcast state. my bootless
cries, myself, my fate, myself, my state, my state.

Again some doubting Thomas assert that this sonnet contains
conclusive evidence that it was not written by Will Shakspeare.
Shakspeare, they posit, never once in his lifetime had any reason to
beweep his outcast state or to curse his fate. He had every reason to be
satisfied with his life and never suffered any misfortune so far as we
know, living a peaceful life at Stratford from the time he returned from
London up to the date of his death. The poet tells us that when he is
inclined to despise himself, he thinks of his poetic muse and when he
remembers this, the love of his muse, it brings him contentment and he

has no desire to change his state.
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37 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXX

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.

Note the repetition of the following, we find - I summon, I sigh, I
sought, I drown, I grieve, I new pay. I think. woes, woe. woe.

6th Line. Dateless means endless.

Once again some skeptical critics believe that no man with any
common sense could believe that this sonnet was the work of Will
Shakspeare. It is quite clear, as they assert, that the man who wrote this
sonnet had suffered great hardships in his past life and writes of his
grievances. Shakspeare never had any grievances and nothing to bemoan;
no losses and no sorrows, This sonnet, they claim, was written by Francis
Bacon after he had completed his life’s work and is addressed to his dear
friend, his poetic muse, who had helped him to produce the
"Shakespeare" plays, so that at long last all his losses and sorrows had
come to an end. (Although a little bit non compos mentis and

preposterous, but this is exactly what some say)
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39 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXXII

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 their style I'll read, his for his love.’

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - loss, loss, loss,
lose, lose, my friend. my friend. my friend. both, both. her, her, her,
her, her, her, love, love, love, loves, loves.

Here shakespeare, addressing his sweetie - pie and turtledove, tells her
that if she survives him and re - surveys (examine again) the rude
(unskilled) hines(verses) of his (her deceased lover) and compares them
with better lines written by persons then alive and reserves (preserve)
them because of his love for her and not because they are his verses
which are exceeded (surpassed) by the height (excellence) of others,
vouchsafe (be graciously willing) to give him the following loving thought:
"Had my friend s (Shakespear’s) muse (poetry) grown (advanced) with
the present (growing) age his love had brought a right to march i the
ranks of poets better equipped but that since he has died, she will read
their work which may be better but that she will read his poetry because

of his love for her.
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41 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXXIII

Full many a glorious moming 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 forlom world his visage hide,
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:

Even so my sun one early mom 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.

This sonnet begins with the sun with sovereign eye. (Note that
shakespeare repeatedly figures royalty with the sun). The Bard in this
sonnet says that the sun of royalty did at one time shine upon him, but

clouds of disgrace arose and hid him from the sun.
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43 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXXV

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:
Roses have thoms, 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 1 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - thy trespass, thy
amiss, thy sensual fault, thy adverse partly, thy advocate.

Here Shakespeare tells the King not to be grieved at that which he had
done; that all men make faults and that he himself had done so by
authorising the King’s trespass (injury to himself)and that he corrupted
(debased) himself by salving the King’s amiss (fault) and the King’s
sensualfault (cowardice). He understands (bring in sense) that the King's
adverse party (opponent) is his advocate; that he brings against himself a
lawful plea (excuse); that hus love (for his King as his master) and his hate
(for his King as a man) is at war and that he should be an accessory
(aiding in a crime) to the man who had sourly robbed him of his

reputation.
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45 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXXVIII

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
Etemal numbers to outlive long date.

If my slight Muse do please these curious days,
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.

SthLine. Aught in me - anything written by me.

|2th Line. Date - duration.

This sonnet is addressed to Pallas Athene, the goddess of wisdom, who
shakespeare refers to as the tenth muse who, he writes, is worth ten times
more than the old nine muses. Shakespeare writes that so long as Pallas
is alive, there i1s much for him to invent (contrive) for which he gives due
thanks and that Pallas gives him the faculty or power of contriving and
bringing forth eternal numbers (ciphers) which will live for ever (outlive
longdate) and that the pain (trouble) of producing his work is his but that

Pallas shall have the praise.
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47 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XXXIX

O, how thy worth with marnners 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 orne twain,
By praising him here who doth hence remain!

Ist Line. with marmers - it is not mannerly modest to praise one self.

Compare this sonnet with Sonnet No.50.
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49 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XL

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 canmot 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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - my loves, my love, my
love, my love, my love, love, love, love, love, love, love.thou, thou,
thou, thou, thou, thou. thou.

Here Shakespeare tells his precious and treasure that she has all his
love of every description and that she has always had it. He cannot blame
her for using his love but he blames her if she deceives herself by wilfully
(intentionally) tasting (enjoying) that which she had refused (declined) to
accept. He forgives her for being a thief and stealing from him his
poverty (necessity). That it is harder to bear loves wrong than the injuries
of hate. That lascivious (wanton) grace (favour) which shows ill kills him

with spites (grudges) vet they must not be enemies.
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51 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XLI

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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - thy beauty, thy beauty,
thy beauty, thy beauty. woman, woman, thou art, thou art, thou art.

Note lines 5 and 6 and compare with 1 Henry VI, Act 5, Scene 3.
She’s beautiful and therefore to be woo'd, She’s a woman -
therefore to be won.

This sonnet is addressed by shakespeare to his beloved where he tells
her the petty wrongs that liberty (freedom from restraint) commits
(becomes guilty of) when he is away from her. Her beauty and her years
(youth) full well befits but temptation (enticement to evil) follows her
wherever she is. He tells her that she is gentle and therefore to be won,
beautiful and therefore likely to be assailed (attacked); that when a
woman woes (grieves) no man would leave her till he had prevailed
(gained the victory); that she might forbear (avoid voluntarily) his fear
and chide (rebuke) her beauty and her straying (wandering away from
control) youth which led her in their riot (debauchery) everywhere and

that she was forced to break a two - fold truth, temptation and falsehood.
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53 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XLII

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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - loss, loss, loss,
lose. lose, my friend. my friend, my friend, both, both. her, her. her,
her, her, her, love, love, love, loves, loves.

Shakespeare calls his beloved and stripling loving offenders; but says
that he (Shakespeare) will excuse (forgive) them; that thou his laddie dost
love his sweatheart because he knows that I (Shakespeare) also loves her
and for his sake she suffers (allows) Shakespeare’s friend (presumably
Henry Wriothesley) to approve of her. That if he (Shakespeare) lose thee
(his beloved) his loss is his lad’s gain and losing her his lad has found that
loss. that both (his stripling and honey) find each other and the Bard
loses both but the joy is that my laddie and I (Shakespeare) are one and

the same so that she loves Shakespeare alone.
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55 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XLIII

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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - mine eyes, mine eyes,
eyes, eyes, see, see, see, day, day, days, days. bright, bright, bright,
shade, shade, night, nights, nights, dreams, dreams, shadow,
shadows, shadows.

Ist Line. Wink - close my eyes, sleep.

2nd Line. Unrespected - unnoticed.

11th Line. Imperfect - because it is only the shadow of what is perfect.

Here Shakespeare, addressing his dearest, writes that when he is asleep
he dreams that his eyes look on thee. A shadow which shadows make
bright as in a clear day and shine to unseeing eyes and his eyes are
blessed by looking on her in daylight. But in the dead of night her fair
imperfect shade stays with him, though his eyes are sightless: because he
is asleep and that all days are nights until he can see the bright days when

his dreams show him her once more.
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57 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XLIV

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.

Note the repetition of a certain word, we find - thought, thoughts,
thought, thought.

2nd Line. Says that injurious distance shall not stop his thought
(which 1s quick).

4th Line. Where - to the place where.

11th Line. Wrought - composed of.

Here the Bard tells his darling that although fate had decided that he
must leave her, his thoughts can take him back to the place where she is

and can leap across space to her, wherever she might be.
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59 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XLVI

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,
MYy 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 eyve’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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - my heart. my heart, my
heart, my heart, heart, heart. heart. hearts, hearts. mine eye, mine
eye, mine eye, sight, sight.

Some critics say this sonnet must have been written by a lawyer, not a
layman; since it bristles with legal terms - bar, right, plead, defendant,
plea, deny, appearance, side (decide), title, imparmeled - quest (a jury
of inquest), tenants, verdict - moiety - due. As Lord Justice Campbell
wrote: "This sonnet is so intensely legal in its language and imagery that,
without a considerable knowledge of English forensic procedure it cannot
be fully understood.” (Again a little apocryphal and far-fetched an
impression.)
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61 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XLVII

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good tums 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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - picture, thy picture, thy
picture, mine eye, mine eye, mine eye. my love, my love, love, love,
love, my heart, my heart, my heart, heart, heart (see Nos. 24, 46 and
48).

Ist Line. 4 league means "a truce"

3rd Line. Compare with "Comedy of Errors", Act 2, Scene 1: "While 1
at home starve for a meny look".

6th Line. Bids means "invites",

Here we have another reference to Shakespeare’s honey’s picture and a
play on the words "eye and heart” which are in league (alliance)with each
other to show her picture; that though she herself is far away, her picture
and his love bring her to his mind but if his thoughts sleep, her picture in

his mind awakes his heart.
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63 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XLVIII

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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - thou. thou. thou,
thou, thou, thou. my way, my use, my jewels, my greatest grief, my
breast(see 24 and 47).

6th Line. My greatest grief - because absent.

7th Line. Fulgar means "Common".

11th Line. Closure - enclosure.

12th Line. Part means "depart”,

14th Line. Truth - honesty itself,

Here the Bard tells us that each trifle which he also calls his jewels (1.e.
his dramatic plays) and most worthy comfort and his only care are left the
prey of every vulgar thief; because in the first folio he cannot openly
claim to be the author for the reason he has stated in Sonnet No. 36
where he tells us: "Il may not ever more acknowledge thee lest my
bewailed gilt should do thee shame". If he openly claimed the authorship,
he feared that his tarnished reputation might harm his dramatic plays, so
he could not prevent them from being pirated. As Shakespecare states in

his own work: "opportunity makes the thief".
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65 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet L

How heavy do I joumey on the way,

Whent 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 knon

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 spurrving to his side;

For that same groan doth put this in my mind;
My grief lies onward and my joy behind.

Here shakespeare leaving his love 1s ruminating that every step that his
horse makes is taking him away from her; that his horse by instinct knows
this and does not hurry although his rider uses the spur. His horse groans
when spurred and sharper than a spur Shakespeare remembers that he

has left his love behind and that his grief lies in the future.
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67 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LIII

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 extemal grace you have some par,

But you like none, none you, for constant heart.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - you, you, you, you,
you, you, you, you, you, one, one, one. one, one, shadows, shadow,
shadow.

5th Line. Counterfeit - picture.

6th Line. Poorly imitated - not so beautiful.

9th Line. Foison - abundance of harvest.

This sonnet is addressed to Apollo, the Greek God and patron of the
art of poetry; because in the 8th line of this sonnet we read "You in

(Grrecian tires",
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69 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LIV

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem
By that sweet omament 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 thoms 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - rose, roses, roses,
beauteous. beauteous, odour, odours.

2nd Line. Truth - constancy.

5th Line. Canker blooms - the dog roses, which are red but scent-
less, they die unwood.

This sonnet appears to be addressed to Adonis. The poet writes that

when roses die, sweetest odours are made; that i1s pot pourri.
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71 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LV

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 overtum,

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall bum
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.

3rd Line. These contents - what is contained in my poems written in
praise of thee.

9th Line. All oblivious emmnity - injurious oblivion.

12th Line. Wear this world out - outlast this world.

13th Line. Means till the judgement day when vou arise from the dead.

This sonnet 1s addressed to love which 1s immortal. Here the Bard
writes that his powerful rhyme shall outlive marble or monuments of
princes and that love shall shine brighter than any tomb or monument
made by man and that broils and wars shall never destroy the living
record of love which shall survive death and still be praised by future
generations (posterity) and shall live until the day of judgement in this
rhyme as well as in lovers’ eyes. The verses of the poet endure without a

syllable lost, while state and empires pass many periods.
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73 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LVII

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 bittemess 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.

Note the repetition of the following, we find - nor, nor, nor, nor, you,
you, you, you. you, you, you. your slave. your desire, your servant,
your affairs, your will.

5th Line. World - without - end hour - the tedious hour that seems
that 1t would never end.

Shakespeare says that he 15 the King’s slave. A slave is a person who is
submissively devoted and the Bard s devoted to the service of his King
and he will do anything that the King requires him to do. He says that he
watches the clock for the King (his Sovereign). (Watching the clock
means the act of guarding.). The Bard says that he dare not question the
affairs of his King and like a faithful servant (a slave) thinks only of the
people who the King makes happy and that he must not think ill of any-
thing that the King does because he is such a fool as to love his King.

Again some critics argue that This sonnet could not have been written
by William Shakspeare of Stratford who was not in a position to guard
the King in any way; he was never on personal terms with either Queen
Elizabeth or King James and he was never a personal servant to either

Sovereign.
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75 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LVIII

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 yvour 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,

Note the following repetitions, we find - your slave, your times, your
hand, your vassall, your leisure, your back, your liberty, your charter,
your time, your self, your self, your pleasure.

Having repeated that he is the King s slave, Shakespeare writes God
forbid that he should consider that he had any right to control the King
being his vassal and slave bound (by oath) to perform the King's wishes
(stay your leisure); that being at the beck (call) of the King, he must
suffer and tame his patience (to endure suffering) and bide each check
(restraint) and suffer without accusing the King of injury (the injury
which he had suffered by being falsely accused of bribery); that the King
is free to be where he lists (pleases). That the King may privelage (use to
advantage) his time to do whatsoever he pleases and that as King he was
above the law, so he could pardon himself of any crime that he had
committed. Shakespeare then says that he has to wait on the King’s
pleasure though doing so was hell and that he must not blame the King

for anything the King does, either good or bad.
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77 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LIX

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.

5th Line. Record - Memory.

8th Line. Means since thought was first expressed in writing.

|3th Line. Wits - men of genius.

Here the man who wrote this sonnet tells us that if everything that
happens now has happened before, our brains are beguiled (deceived)
when they try, when labouring to invent (contrive) something which has
already been (the second burthen of a former child). He wonders that if
he could go back five hundred years he could find in some antique book
yvour image (the first folio) when men’s minds were put into writing
(when mind at first in character was done). He wishes that he could see
what the old world (former times) would say about the first folio (this
composed wonder of your frame). He wonders if people in his day were
better off than people in olden times or if there has been any change or
everything is just the same. But he is certain that the writers of former
times had given admiring praise to subjects (works) much worse than the

first folio.
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79 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LX

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.

Note the repetition of the following, we find - his glory, his gift, his
scythe, his cruel hand.

4th Line. In sequent toil - toiling one after another.

8th Line. Confound - destroy.

9th Line. Flourish - bloom.

13th Line. Times in hope - future times.

Here the poet visualises time hastens everything to an end. A man is
born, grows up, i1s crowned with success, encounters his fortune. and dies,
mowed down by time. But the poet writes that in spite of time his verse

(his literary work) shall stand for ever and never be destroved by the

lapse of time.
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81 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXI

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.

Note the repetition of the following - thy will, thy image, thy spirit,
thy jealousy, thy love, thy sake.

7th Line. Idle hours - to see how badly I spend my spare time.

11th Line. Defeat - destroy.

12th Line. Play the watchman - keep awake.

Here the Bard asks his beloved if she wishes that her image prevent
him from sleeping? That his slhumbers should be broken by her mocking
him when he is awake and can see; that she sends her spirit far away to
find out what he is doing; because she is jealous.

He answers these questions by saving that it is not her love for him but
his love for her that keeps him awake. That he is prevented from resting
as his love is watching over her for her own sake and her behaviour with

other men, she being elsewhere and far away from him.
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83 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXII

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 hean.
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 antiguity,
Mine own self-love guite contrary I read;
Self so self-loving were iniguity.

'Tis thee, myself, that for myself I praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - mine, mine, mine own,
mine own, myself, myself, myself, myself.

4th Line. Taken from the prayer book: "Grafted inwardly in our
hearts".

Sth Line. Gracious - attractive.

10th Line. Bested - overpowered.

10th Line. Chop 'd - chapped with skin cracked and roughened as by
age. (Tann’d antiquity.)

12th Line. So self loving - to love what he sees in his looking - glass.

Here the sonneteer writes of self - love,i.e, his love for his brain
children, the "Shakespeare” plays, and that he considers that nothing is so
gracious, no shape so true and no truth of such account and defines his
own worth as surmounting all other literary work. But that when his
looking glass shows him in his old age, he considers that it is iniquitous to
praise his own works: but he does so because the memory of their beauty
gives pleasure to his old age.

Compare this sonnet with Sonnet No.39 where the author tells us that
when he is praising himself, he is really praising his dramatic
personality,i.e, "Shakespeare".
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85 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXIII

Against my love shall be, as I am now,

With Time's injurious hand crush'd and o’er-wom;
When hours have drain’d his blood and fill'd his brow
With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful mom
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.

Note the repetition of the following, we find - his blood. his brow. his
youthful mom, his spring, his beauty.

Ist Line. Against - in anticipation of the time when.

8th Line. Stealing away - refers to time.

9th Line. Fortify - shelter.

10th Line. Confounding - destroying.

13th Line. Black lines - print. Compare with Sonnet 45, line 14, black
ink.

Here the poet writes that he is now crushed and worn out. He writes
that time has drained the blood of his love (his poetic muse) all whose
beauties are vanishing or vanished.He writes that he will now fortify
against time so that time shall never be able to destroy or cut off from
memory his muse.whose beauty shall be seen in his printed works (these

black lines) which shall hve for ever.
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87 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXIV

When I have seenn by Time's fell hand defaced
The rich proud cost of outwom buried age;
When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed
And brass etemal 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - when [ have
seen, when I have seen, when I have seen. time, time.

4th Line. Mortal rage - fury of death

Here shakespeare is ruminating on time which in the course of years
destroys most things and he writes that he fears it may also destroy his

hiterary work and his muse.



s slad 5e AA

(O Jye

Ldrd g Ly3 S ppal y St ) Sw

Agarey yalays S g LI 8o »w

S iy ot 3531 O Ol oy )
LSS Jo 5 JS sl a8 JLs 0

b SNl s ey S WLl
S B S S v U S COCSURIG UM SIPL

;'Jl.l_: ;-.;1_1# -.,Jl - '-.I'l.. :l F ;J'.’._,..-""_""".. ; .r::l
Kp B 53 e 03100 5 38 fpa N gy gl
L5 Lo OULS5 05 pl 3 5 33 b5

ly Ol—a ) .:.;L.L,;._,.{J ;_,.1;13'}_.; SPPPE v ) . 1

a0l el laS UL s 5 (giloe sl o

oS0 Gogm O k3 5 Gt e i




89 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXV

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 imk my love may still shine bright.

Here, once more, Shakespeare 1s meditating that in due course time
destroys everything on this earth: brass, stone, rocks, gates of steel and
nothing can hold back the foot of time or forbid what time does, either
good or bad: but that in verse (black ink) he can make his love shine
bright. Note that in Sonnet No.63 a reference to Black lines and in above

sonnet a reference to black ink both refer to print.
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91

Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXVI

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,
As, to behold desert a beggar bom,

And needy nothing trimm 'd in jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forswom,

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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - tired, tired, and, and,

and, and, and, and, and. and. and, and, and.

Ist Line. All these refer to the evils mentioned in the lines which

follow.
3rd Line. Jollity - a state of splendour.

10th Line. Doctorlike - with the air of one who knows.

11th Line. Simplicity - idiocy.

[2th Line. Means that good is a prisoner in the hands of evil.
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93 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXVIII

Thus is his cheek the map of days outwom,
When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,
Before the bastard signs of fair were bom,
Or durst inhabit on a living brow;

Before the golden tresses of the dead,

The right of sepulchres, were shom 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 omament, 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - map, map
beauty, beauty, beauty, beauty, second, second.

This sonnet is a continuation of Sonnet No.67. As we find in No.67
false painting, his cheek and store, and in No.65 false art, his check and
store. In this Sonnet No. 68 in the first line we are told his face is
wrinkled because he is getting old as the map (pattern) of days worn out.
We are told of the olden time when beauty hved and died(hke flowers)
before these bastard (false signs) of fair (beauty) were born or inhabited
(occupied) the face of someone living; before the heads of persons dead
and the rights of burial were shorn (cut away) and before beauty’s fleece
(wig) had made another gay; that in him in times past those hours were
seen without ornament.

To ascertain the meaning of lines 5, 6 and 7 - Before the golden
tresses of the head, we have to refer to "The Merchant of Venice" Scene
2, where we find:

So are those crisped shaky golden locks

Which make such wanton gamble with the wind

Upon supposed faimess, often known

To make the dowry of a second head

The skull that bred them, in the sepulchre,
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95 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXX

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect,
For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair;

The omament 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.

Note the following repetitions of certain words, we find - thou, thou,
thou, thou, thou, thy defect. thy praise, thy praise, thy show.

7th Line. Canker vice - vice the canker worm.

8th Line. Prime - the first - hence the best of life - youth.

10th Line. Victor being charged - a victor whencharged (assailed).

12th Line. Exvy - which goes to and fro in the earth always at liberty
and must be tied up.

13th Line. Thy show - did not conceal the appearance you would
otherwise present to the world’s eye.

Here the Bard writing of himself tells us that his being blamed
(censured) 1s not his defect (fault), because the fair (persons free from
blemish) are always the mark (an object to be aimed at) of slander. He
tells that "the garment of beauty is suspect”, that is to say that the marks
of honour in a man are always suspected; that slander is a crow that flies
through the air. Shakespeare writes that if he be good - slander will
approve his worth the greater, because slander (the canker vice) always
attaches itself to people of good character (the sweetest buds) and that
he presents a pure unstained prime, that is to say that there are no stains
on his character: that since his youth he has survived any ambush (attack
by surprise) not being assailed (attacked) or if attacked being victorious.
That his praise (commendation) was not sufficient to tie up (restrain) the
envy of other people which was increased (enlarged) and that if some
suspicion of illdoing did not mask (conceal) his show (appearance), he
alone should’st owe (own) the kingdom of other people’s hearts.
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97 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXI

No longer moum for me when I am dead

Then you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give waming 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 compounided am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse.
But let your love evenn with my life decay,

Lest the wise world should look into your moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.

Here Shakespeare tells lus honey not to mourn for lnm after his death;
that if she reads this sonnet she had betten forget who wrote, it because
he loves her so much that he would rather be forgotten if remembrance
should make her woe (grieve for him). That if she reads this when he is
dead (compounded ane mixed with clay) not to rehearse (repeat) his
name but let her love die with him in case the world should wonder why

she mourned him (look into her lamentation - moan) and mock (deride)
her with him after he had died. (See 72 and 32.)
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99 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXII

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 1
Than nigeard 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - you, you, you,
you, you, you, you, love, love, love, love (see 71 and 32).

Here Shakespeare addressing his love tells her that in case the world
should tax (task) her to declare what merit there was in him that she
should love him after his death and tells her to forget him unless she is
willing to lie to do more for him than he deserves and praise him more
than niggard (grudging) truth would do. That if she did for love of him
speak untruly, he wishes his name to be buried with his body so as not to

shame either of them.
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101 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXIII

That time of vear 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.

Here Shakespeare i1s meditating on getting old and hke a sunset fading
away and death like night sealing everything up. That the fire of his youth
is like ashes on a fire expiring as on a death bed; that his apple of eye
shall see that to love something which she must lose eventually should

make her love stronger.
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103 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXIV

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 conguest 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.

Here the Bard tells his truelove that when that fell arrest (deadly
check - death) shall have, without bail (release), carried him away, she
must be contented to know that the memory of his life shall remain with
her; that if she reviews (looks back) she will find that his spirit was
consecrated (devoted) to her and that it was his better part and that she
had only lost his boady which had died but not his spinit; that his body had
been conquered by a wretch’s knife. That the worth of anything is what it

contains, the body only containing his spirit which remains with her.
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105 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXV

So are you to my thoughts as food to life,

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground,
And for the peace of you I hold 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 pursuing 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.

8th Line. Better'd - made prouder.

10th Line. Clean - wholly.

13th Line. Pine - starve

Here Shakespeare appears to be referring to the child of his brain, the
first folio of the Shakespeare plays, which he hugs to his bosom like a
miser and his money. Sometimes he is proud of his achievement and
sometimes fears that time will steal his work. Sometimes he thinks that it
would be best if he and his work were alone and sometimes he thinks it

would be better for the world to see what he had accomphished.
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107 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXVI

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’?
0O, 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.

3rd Line. With the time - following the fashion.

4th Line. Compounds - compound words.

8th Line. Where - from whence.

10th Line. Argument - subject.

The poet of this sonnet tells us that he kept invention i @ noted

weed. The word #vention means "a contrivance or a deceit"; or "the
faculty or power of invention". And the word weed means "a garment or
disguise or a worthless character". Note the word fell in the 6th line. The
word fell refers to the process of weaving and "to fell a piece of cloth"
means to fimsh weaving it.
In this sonnet Shakespeare tells his readers that he has felled or woven
his name into the text of his work so that it shall be there for all time and
that at some future date this would be discovered, because in the
Shakespeare play of King Lear - Act 1, Scene | we read "Time shall
unfold what plaited cunning hides".

This sonnet is addressed to "Pallas Athene" and he says that he always
writes "of you, sweet love".



sl ol )38 \ oA

VAN J 3

S dzr p el L Sl el b s
B | = SLTB LT Sy JIE S

e s e e o5 s Sils
Sl 5 55T 555 5w 8 45 Solen—n )

gl e Opar (KSwl 035 p iledir
a3l 5y 53 e iIsLS a S g3ly S

- L,

c-.:-_g_;._é' Lﬂ-ﬁ .;!lj_' ':-."-E,_L s J'l ;B e g
_,JL' k___,.._{ll.'.'l__}ln.-.ﬂ ._JL..-‘-.L?__—_;J'IJ ukiﬂ'}i:jh_jhlt: dj

o g S Ah A4S Fea did e e J
IS Ay Ll s5 s e pS et gl 45

Cool 039 andl 3 A8 e 51 4 K 6
S A et Sl a3, S pa e Cudla]

A e
st oS M s Wt 4y e 5



109 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXVIII

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 leamed’s wing
And given grace a double majesty.

Yet be most proud of that which I compile,
Whose influence is thine and bom 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 leaming my rude ignorance.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - and, and, and. and,
and. and, and, arnt, art, ans.

Here the sonneteer tells us that he has invoked thee for my muse, thee
being Pallas Athene, the Greek goddess of wisdom, which he has invoked
(called upon) for assistance for his muse (poetry): that the eyes of this
goddess have taught the dumb to speak, dispersed ignorance and gave
the learned wings to enable them to fly. He asks this goddess to be proud
of that which he compiles (composes) influenced by her and tells that all

his art is derived from her.
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111 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXIX

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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - thy, thy, thy. thy, thy,
thy. thy. thee, thee, thee, thee, thee, thee, thee.

This sonnet is addressed to Pallas Athene. Shakespeare writes that he
alone asked for her aid in writing his sonnets which have all her gentle
grace. That now his muse is sick and his gracious numbers (his verses)
are decayed. He grants that she deserves the travail (labour) of a
worthier pen than his. That what he (the poet) does (invents) devises, or
contrives he gets from her. That he finds virtue and beauty in her and he

owes the power of his pen to her.
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113 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXX

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, [ am a worthless boat,

He of rtall building and of goodly pride:

Then if he thrive and I be cast away,

The worst was this; my love was my decay.

Note the repetition of the following, we find - your name, your fame,
your worth, your broad main, your shallowest help. your soundless
deep.

Ist Line. Faint - feel discouraged.

2nd Line. A better spirit - a greater genius.

10th Line. Soundless - unfathomed.

Here it would appear that 1 (Shakespeare) is referring to his httle book
of sonnets as a saucy boat and to the great first folio of his plays as a
vessel of tall building and of goodly pride, both riding on the ocean of
literature. He tells us that he is writing of you (Shakespeare) and that a
better spirit is using his name and he, the Bard, though wishing to praise
his plays cannot speak of their fame as he is tongue - tied, because he
cannot openly declare his authorship. He tells us that his saucy bark (his
book of sonnets) is far inferior to his book, the first folio of his plays,
which appeared in 1623 and which would help to keep his little book of
sonnets alive, but that it did not matter if his sonnets failed in their

purpose as long as the first folio thrived and preserved his dramatic work.
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115 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXXI

Or I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten;
From hence your memory death carnnot 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - your epitaph,
Yyour memory, Your name, your monument, your being.

[n this sonnet, Shakespeare prophesies that his plays and other works
will live forever, long after he 1s dead. He will not live to make their
epitaph but his name (Shakespeare) shall have immortal life. He writes
that he himself must die but his works shall be entombed and shall be a
monument to contain his verse, to be read and spoken by people not vet
born, eyes not yet created and tongues not vet in existence. The Bard
writes that long after everyone then living shall have passed on his works
shall live and that his pen is sufficiently powerful to make this certain by
the mouths of men (the actors of his plays). Shakespeare in this sonnet is
referring to his poetic muse and what it had accomplished. The """ in the
Ist ling is the poet and the words "your epitaph”, "vour memory" and

"vour name" refer to his name, Shakespeare.



Fhasi gla e \\#

AV J 3

Sl o 3l i 508 O U L S e
;,,.Jl;rn,;ﬂjhjhﬁqﬁn.ﬁﬁ#h;uﬁ;,.ﬂ

S UL pp— Ty S f_g:alj ;E_:- Sojla al
Sl e Ol g el i dat Ol g

Tl S g3 o 2l (gole a5 s 5 angsl
s e Ol 33 35 eSS o5 slhe L

Sl ds Gl 355 55 (5,858 il
o g 3 e o e

SMEls o 335 jAB &S 2By Slas
Sl e OLLS 5 Lo s (s p 2y 0

3 odmly do g 5 85 e e
ol s Ol 6 O ol s coniest 3

o5l o ot Sa BOLTEE



117 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXXXVII

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 judement making.
Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,
In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - thou gavest, thou
gavest, thy estimate, thy worth, thy granting, thy own worth, thy great
gift.

2nd Line. Estimate - worth.

3rd Line. Charter - privilege.

4th Lhe. Determinate - ended.

8th Line. Patent - privilege.

l4th Line. No such matter - nothing of the sort

This is the last sonnet written by Shakespeare to Pallas Athena in which
he makes his farewell to poetry. He writes that she is too dear for him to
hold (possess). She can judge of her own worth (estimate). That the
writing (charter) of her worth sets her free (releasing). He wonders if he
deserves the riches she has granted him (this fair gift). The motive
(cause) of her gift to him he does not know. He tells us that she did not
know her own worth which she had given to him, so her great gift grew
by a mistake but returned on better reasoning. He then writes that after

all she had given him everyvthing that he had possessed.
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119 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet LXOOXVIII

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light,
And place my merit in the eye of scom,

Upon thy side against myself I'll fight,

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forswom.
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.

This sonnet 1s also addressed by Shakespeare to King James where he
tells the King that although the King 1s disposed to consider him
worthless (set him light) and to scorn his merit, he will fight on the side
of the King against himself and try to prove the King wvirtuous, although
the King is foresworn (perjured), as he knows his own weakness in
believing that his King can do no wrong. Shakespeare then tells the King
that he could set down a story of faults concealed wherein he is attainted.
The bard informs us that he was attainted. Shakespeare writes that by
losing him the King shall win much glory but the Bard’s gain is his loving
thoughts for his King although he has been so badly treated and that the
injury he had done to himself by pleading guilty had been of assistance to
his King, such was his love for his King; that as a servant he belonged to
his King and that he bears his injuries to support the right of his King to

do anything he wishes to do.
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121 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XC

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 conguer’d woe;
Give not a windy night a rairty 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 i the onset come,; so shall [ 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - fortune, fortunes,
woe, woe, woe, leave me, leave me.
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123 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XCI

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.

Note the repetition of the following words - some, some, some, some,
some, some, some, their birth, their skill, their wealth, their body,
their garments, their hawks, their horses.

3rd Line. New fangled ill - fashionably ugly.

5th Line. Humour - disposition.

This Sonnet appears to be addressed to the Bard’s dear & precious,
where he tells her that he boasts that he finds in her everything
equivalent to what other men boast of as set out in the first four lines of
this Sonnet.
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125 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XCII

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 1 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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - thy worst, thy
self, thy love, thy humour, thy revolt, thy love.

Here the Bard, addressing his love, tells her that even if she deserts
him (steals away) she is his for his life which depends on her love for him,
but that on his death he will be in a better state as he will no longer have
to depend on her humour and that she can then no longer vex him with
her inconstant mind, but that if he had her love he would still be happy

although he fears that she may be false and that he does not know it.
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127 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XCVII

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 vet 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.

Here Shakespeare writes of his absence from his muse to which he
afterwards returns and compares it to winter which follows after summer
and autumn. He is thinking of his poems and plays which he considers his
children (mental creations), which he calls abundant 1ssue, which are
orphans and unfathered fruit until summer returns and he can claim his

OWTI.
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129 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XCVIII

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 Satum laugh’d and leap 'd with him.
Yet nior 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 pattem of all those.

Yet seem 'd it winter still, and, you away,

As with your shadow I with these did play:

Here Shakespeare tells us that it seemed to be winter to him whilst he

was parted from his precious.
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131 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet XCIX

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 thoms did stand,

Orne blushing shame, another white despair;

A third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of both
And to his robbery had arnnex’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.

Note the repetition of the following, we find - thy sweet. thy soft
cheek, thy hand, thy hair, thy breath.

7th Line. Majoram flowers are dark auburn in colour.

In this sonnet [the only one with fifteen (instead of fourteen) lines]
Shakespeare 15 comparing his love with certain flowers, he writes that the
violet had stolen its sweet smell from his love’s breath. That the purple
pride (a saxifrage with rosy coloured flowers) is like her complexion; that
the lily is like her hands; that buds of Marjoram (a sweet smelling
aromatic herb) had stolen her hair; that red roses were blushing shame
and white roses despair and that he had noted other flowers all of which

had stolen perfume and colour from his love.
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133 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CIi

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 moumful 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 torigue,
Because I would not dull you with my song.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - love, love, love,
fongue, longue, summer, summer.

Here shakespeare tells us that his love is for his poetical work.He writes
that his love, although it appears weak in appearance. is strengthened. He
does not love " the show "(entertainment) which is published by the
owner for gain (merchandised). When he was young he greeted his love
with his lays (poems) when Philomel (the nightingale) sang in the
summer, but when the winter comes the nightingale ceases to sing and he

likewise sometimes holds his tongue.
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135 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CIV

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 tum’d
In process of the seasons have I seen,

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes bum’d,
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.
Ah! vet 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 eve may be deceived.:

For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred;

Ere you were bom was beauty’s summer dead.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - beauty, beauty,
beauty, three, three, three, three, three.

Here Shakespeare addressing his love tells her that in his eyes she can
never appear to be old and that she is still as beautiful as when he first
saw her three years before the time when he wrote this sonnet in the
freshness of her youth. That though she is getting older. time has not
altered her appearance and she looks just the same unless his eves
deceive him; if this is not so, beauty’s summer had died before she was

born.
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137 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CVIII

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 etemal 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.

This sonnet is addressed by Shakespeare to my frue spirit, his poetic
muse - love. The sweet boy referred to in the 4th line is clearly "cupid",
the Roman love god. Here the poet writes that there is nothing in the
brain that ink (writing) may not character (put in writing) and figure
(illustrate) to the reader the true spirit of the poet. What can he speak

and what can he register (record) to express his love for his poetic muse?
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139 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXI

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 bittemess that I will bitter think,

Nor double penance, to correct corvection.

Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye

Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

Note the repetition of the following, we find - my harmful deeds, my
life, my name, my sake, my nature, pity me then, pity me then, pity.
Dear friend seems to refer to some spirit on a higher planet and not to
anyone on this earth. Eisel was a bitter medicinal vinegar taken internally

to counteract and cure infection.
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141 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXIII

Since 1 left you, mine eye is in my mind;

And that which govems 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 pant,

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.

2nd Line. Which - his eye which directs his foot steps.

3rd Line. Part his function - abandon its office or duty.

4th Line. Effectually - actually.

6th Line. Latch - to lay hold of.

7th Line. Quick - presented in swift succession.

This sonnet compares the eye with the mind. It says that his eye which
governs (directs) him to move about does part (direct) his function
(activity) but is partly blind - it seems to see but effectually (decisively) is
out (of focus), for his eye dehvers no form (pattern) to the mind of things
seen which it does latch (fasten upon); but of such things the mind has
no part, for if the eye sees objects, it shapes them to her features but

cannot do more being replete (completely filled).
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143 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXVI

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.

5th Line. Mark - a sea buoy or beacon.

9th Line. Times fool - the sport or mockery of time.

12th Line. Bears it out - survives.

13th Line. Upon me proved - proved against me.

Here we are told that love between two true minds never alters in the
course of time, but is fixed for ever and can never be shaken by
misfortune (tempests). It is fixed like the pole star - which is used by
sailors to show them the position of their boat. He tells us that time that
cuts down with his sickle rosy lips and cheeks (beauty and vouth) cannot
alter or destroy love which is immortal and that true love will out ride all

the misfortunes of this world.
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145 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXXVIII

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.

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - music. music,
Jacks. Jacks, wood, wood, woods, thy sweet fingers, thy fingers, thy
fingers.

Shakespeare in his writings often refers to the effect music has on the
human mind. In this sonnet - Shakespeare visualises himself standing by
the side of his love watching her play the musical instrument called "The
Virginal”. We know that it is "The Virginal" because of the references to
"The Jacks" which are keyboard devices to move the hammers and to the
dancing "Chips" which are the keys on this instrument.

He is envying the Jacks touched by her hands and wishes that his lips
could change place with the chips (keys) touched also by her hands; that
the jacks are happy on being touched by her fingers; as he would be if he
had her lips to kiss. The virginal was strung like a spinet but shaped like a

pianoforte.
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147 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXXX

My mistress’ eves are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask 'd, red and white,

But no such roses see [ 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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - my Mistress, my
Mistress, my Mistress, red, red, red, roses, roses.

In this sonnet we are given a description of the appearance of the
Mistress of the Bard of Avon; we are told that her eyes were not bright
like the sun; that her lips were pale; that her breasts were not white but
brown; that her hair was black and course; that she had a pale
complexion; that her breath was not sweet; and that she had a harsh
voice. But Shakespeare grants that she walked well but that in spite of
these drawbacks his love was as precious as that of any other that she

spoke falsely of in comparison
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149 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXXXIII

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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - heart, heart. heant,
heart, heart, my friend, my friend, friend.

6th Line. The words my next self mean "my friend",

I1th Line. Who'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard would
appear to mean that his mistress, who 1s his gaoler (see line 9) must let
his heart secure my friend against imprisonment by letting him suffer in
his place.

12th Line. Thou canst not then use rigour in my jail appears to mean
that it will be out of his mistress’s power to make his imprisonment harsh
because his friend will not share 1t’ but he tells her that he may be
mistaken because he is wholly in her power (pent in her) and his friend is a
part of lum.

Here The Bard tells his mistress that he beshrews (curses) her heart
that makes his heart groan (be afflicted) because of the deep (secret)
wound (injury) it gave his friend and himself. He tells her it is not enough
to torture (cause extreme pain) himself but that his friend must also be a
slave (one who 15 submissively devoted) to her; that her cruel eye has
taken him from himself and his next self (his friend) she has engrossed
(monopolised). He tells her that he is forsaken by himself, his friend and
herself, a threefold torment (anguish) to be so crossed (thwarted). Let
her imprison his heart in her steel bosoms” ward (prison) and then let his
friend’s heart bail (release) his heart; that whoever keeps (guards) him,
let his heart guard that man’s heart; that she cannot then use rigour
(hardness) towards him in his jail (prison); yet he fears that she wall do so
because he being pent (shut up) in her perforce (of necessity) belongs to
her with everything that s in him.
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151 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXXXVII

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 eves’ 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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - eyes, eyes, eyes, mine
eyes, mine eyes, my heart, my heart, my heart, my hean.

Here the Bard asks - what has love done to his eyes to make them see
and not know what they see; that his eyes know and see where beauty 1s
but take the worst for the best. That if eyes - corrupted by over partial
(over-fondness) looks - are anchored (chained) in "the bay where all men
ride", that is the mind. That her false eyes have forged (made falsely)
hooks (fastenings) whereby his judgement i1s tied. Why should his heart
think that was a several (private) plot (small piece of ground) when his
heart knows it 1s the wide world’s (common) (public) place (piece of
ground). Shakespeare asks if, his eves seeing this, he can say that is not
putting fair truth upon so foul a face and that both his heart and his eyes
have err'd (wandered away from) things that are true and that they have

now been transferred to this false plague (fever).
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153 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXXXVIII

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,
Unleamed 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 1 lie with her and she with me,

And in our faults by lies we flatter'd be.

Note the repetition of the following words. we find - she, she - she,

she, she, she, she, truth, truth, false, false, wherefore. wherefore.

7th Line. Simply - in my assumed simplicity.
11th Line. Habirt - dress.
12th Line. Told - counted.
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155 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXXXIX

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 an.
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 tums 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.

Note the repetition of certain words. We find - wound, wound,
power, power, heart, heart, looks, looks. My heart, my sight, my
love, my face, my foes, my pain.

Here Shakespeare tells his mistress not to call upon him to justify
(prove) the wrong that her unkindness lays (places) on his heart, to
wound him by speaking but not with her looks, to use her power (ability
to do anything) with power (energy) but not to kill him by art {cunning),
to tell him that she loves someone else but when he is present not to look
elsewhere, why need she wound him with cunning when her might
(power) is more than his defence can bide (endure)? He excuses her,
because she knows that her looks are his enemies and therefore from his
face she turns her looks so that they may injure another. He asks her not
to do so; but since he is near slain (killed) to kill him with looks and so

let him be nid (free) from his pain (suffering).
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157 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXL

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, vet, 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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - words, words, love,
love, mad, mad, mad.

Here Shakespeare tells his mistress that if she is as wise as she is cruel,
she will not press (strain) his tongue tied (silent) patience with too much
disdain (scorn) lest sorrow (gricf) gives him words to express (state) the
reason why he pities himself. He wishes that he could teach her that it
would be better to tell him that she loved him although she did not do so,
in the same way that testy (irritable) old men when dying do not wish
their doctors to tell them so. That if he should despair (be without hope)
he might go mad and in his madness speak ill (unfavourably) of her; that
this ill - wresting (misinterpreting to disadvantage) world had become so
bad that mad slanderers (defamers) are believed by mad behevers; that
he did not wish to be so or to belide (speak falsely of) her. He tells her to
look straight (frank and honourable) although her heart is wide (very
different).
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159 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXLII

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 omaments
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!

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - thou, thou. thou,
thou. thou, thou, thine, thine, thine, mine, mine, mine, thy, thy, thy.

Ist and 2nd Lines. Grounded (founded on) hate being the fact that his
love 1s sinful.

7th Line. Sealed - with kisses.

13th Line. What thou dost hide - pity.

14th Line. May you be refused in accordance with your own practice.
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161 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXLIV

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 tum '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.

Note the repetition of certain words, we find - spirits, spirit, better
angel, better angel, angel, angel, angel.

Here the Bard tells us that he has two loves - one of comfort and the
other of despair (without hope): that these two loves are like two spirits
(souls) which do suggest (influence) him; that the better angel is a man
right fair and the worser spirit 15 a woman coloured 11l (his mistress); that
to win (succeed in getting) him to hell, she (his female evil) tempts his
better angel from his sight and would corrupt his saint to be a devil,

wooing his purity with her foul pride.,
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Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Sonnet CXLV

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;

'l hate’ from hate away she threw,

And saved my life, saying not you.’

Note the repetition of the following words, we find - hate, hate, hate,

gentle, gentle. away, away. follow, follow.

Here Shakespeare tells his mistress that her lips had told him that she

hated him who languished (pined for her sake) but when she saw his

woetul (miserable) state chid (rebuked) her tongue which had given him

doom (judgement) and taught her tongue to say that she really did not

hate him and so saved his life.
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165 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

SPRING

When daisies pied and violets blue

And lady-smocks all silver-white

And cuckoobuds of yellow hue

Do paint the meadows with delight,

The cuckoo then, on every tree,

Mocks married men; for thus sings he,
Cuckoo;

Cuckoo, cuckoo: Oh word of fear,
Unpleasing to a married ear!

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws,
And mernry larks are plowmen’s clocks,
When turtles treads, and rooks, and daws,
And maidens bleach their summer smocks,
The cuckoo then, on every tree,

Mocks married men; for thus sings he,
Cuckoo;

Cuckoo, cuckoo: Oh word of fear,
Unpleasing to a married ear!

2nd line. Lady-smock - cuckooflower

10th line. Oaten - of, made of, or containing oats, oatmeal, or oat

straw.
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Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Winter

When icicles hang by the wall,

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
And Tom bears logs into the hall,
And milk comes frozen home in pail,
When blood is nipp 'd and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,
Tu-who,

Tu-whit, tu-who - a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
When all aloud the wind doth blow,
And coughing drowns the pason’s saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow,
And Marian s nose looks red and raw,
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,
Tu-who,

Tu-whit, tu-who - a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Ist line. Icicle - A tapering spike of ice formed by the freezing of

dripping or faling water
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169 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

She Should Have Died Hereafter

There would have been a time for such a word.
To-morow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow
Creeps in this petty peace from day to day

To the last syllable of recorded time;

And all our yesterday have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player,
That struts and frets his hout upon the stage
And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.
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171 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Ariel’s Song

Where the bee sucks, there suck I;

In a cowslip’s bell I lie;

There I couch when owls do cry;

On the bat’s back I do fly

After summer mervily:

Merrily, merrily, Shall I live now

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough
(From: Winter’s Tale)



sl sla )&

\WY

a3 3 st 3485 0 s land

-'.w-'.:.-.-.-.-.rl_r ‘;:.-d R L J-Ju..-.;l J-.-I..!.# U.,:I| JSF

A3 g P OLl3S s el S

AT oo a3 o (Sl (S0 R e e

TSSO T s | R S T -

""':"'""':'l__",“.'q"h -L-::'Lr L_sldn.l“'.‘-r';: kﬁljdj
ijls a8 Sws A Ol e &S5
sk g S s a4y

Casls b 0l 5 okl cpl S
AEL LD Olales 3 S5 e 4 Bl

.,J.,.,,.Lj L_J'""l TENE d-..-_.iJ-.; ,_-’;| e
n.Ll-.l'-'hlj.:;- _,;5: _:}l L.S_.E'L.'.J g2 L:.-.-.:Lb-_’; _3.1“

il Ay Vg aly oS3 iy
Al e S S 4 fisn S

nr',.-:-n_ 1.'_.1'.' C.J__;L?S‘_j'l -._,..<_._'x_| e
FJ;"J" FﬂL;'leJ}‘”_,fl

-5

‘9

:&—.Jjj

‘9



173

Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Romeo:

Juliet:

Romeo:
Juliet:

Romeo:

Juliet:

Romeo:

If I profane with my unworthiest hand

This holy shrine, the gentle sin is this;

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.
Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;

For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss.

have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?

Ay, pilgrims lips that they must use in prayer,

Q! then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do;
They pray, grant thou, lest faith tum to despair.
Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ sake!
Then move not, while my prayers’ effect I take.

(From: ROMEO & JULIET)

8th line. Palmer - A medieval European pilgrim who carried a palm

branch as a token of having visited the Holy Land.
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175 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Fear No More

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun,
Nor the furious winter’s rages;

Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages;
Golden lads and girls all must,

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Fear no more the frown o’ the great;
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke:
Care no more to clothe and eat;

To thee the reed is as the oak:

The sceptre, leaming, physic, must
All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightningflash,
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;
Fear not slander, censure rash;
Thou hast finished joy and moan,
All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.

No exorciser harm thee!

Nor no witchcraft charm thee!
Ghost unlaid forbear thee!
Nothing ill come near thee!
Quiet consummation have;
And renown,dbe thy grave!

(From Cymbeline, Act IV, scene 1.)

19th line. Exorcise - to expel (an evil spirit) by incantation, command,
or prayer or to free from evil spirits or malign influences.

WORD HISTORY: An oath is to be found at the etymological heart of
exorcise, a term going back to the Greek word exorkizein, meaning "to
swear ", "to take an oath by", "to conjure”, and "to exorcise”. Exorkizein
in turn is formed from the prefix ex-, "thoroughly”, and the verb
horkizein, "to make one swear, administer an oath to", derived from
horkos, "oath". Our word exorcise is first recorded in English in a work
composed possibly before the beginning of the 15th century, and in this
use exorcise means "to call up or conjure spirits” rather than "to drive out
spirits”, a sense first recorded in 1546.
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177 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Willow Song

The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree,

Sing all a green willow.

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee,
Sing willow, willow, willow.

The fresh streams ran by her and murmur’'d her moans,
Sing willow, willow, willow.

Her salt tears fell from her, and softened the stones,
Sing willow, willow, willow,

Sing all a green willow must be my garland.

Sing all a green willow;

Let nobody blame him; his scom [ approve.

Sing willow, willow, willow,

I call’d my love false love; but what said he then?
Sing willow, willow, willow:

If I court moe women, you ll couch with moe men!
Sing willow, willow, willow.

(From The Tragedy of Othello, the Moor of Venice, Act IV, scene 3.
Based on an old traditional text)
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Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Come away, Come away, Death

Come away, come away, death,

And in sad cypress let me be laid.

Fly away, fly away, breath;

I am slain by a fair cruel maid.

My shroud of white, struck all with yew,
O, prepare it!

My part of death, no one so true

Did shake it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,

On my black coffin let there be strown.
Not a friend not a friend greet

my poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown.

A thousand thousand sighs to save,
Lay me, O, where

Sad true lover never finsd my grave,
T'o weep there!

(From: Twelfth Night)
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181 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Full Fathom Five

Full fathom five thy father lies,

Of his bones are coral made,

Those are pearls that were his eyes:
Nothing of him that doth fade,

But doth suffer a sea-change

Into something rich and strange.
Sea-rymphs hourly ring his knell:
Ding-dong.

Hark! now I hear them, - ding-dong bell.

(From: The Tempest, Act I, scene 11.)

Tth line. Nymph - In Greek Mythology, Roman Mythology: Any of
numerous minor deities represented as beautiful maidens inhabiting and
sometimes personifying features of nature such as trees, waters, and

mountains.
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183 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Blow, blow thou winter wind

Blow, blow thou winter wind,

Thou art not so unkind

As man’s ingratitude,

Thy tooth is not so keen

Because thou art not seen,

Although thy breath be rude.

Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly:
Then, heigh ho! the holly!

This life is most jolly.

Freeze, freeze thou bitter sky,

That dost not bite so nigh

As benefits forgot:

Though thou the waters wrap,

Thy sting is not so sharp

As friend remember’'d not.

Heigh ho! sing heigh ho! unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning most loving mere folly:
Then, heigh ho! the holly!

This life is most jolly.

7th line. Heigh ho - used to express fatigue, mild surprise. boredom,
disappointment, or sometimes exultation.

12th line. Nigh - near, a stone’s throw, close by, close to.
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185 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

Hark! Hark! the Lark

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings.
and Phoebus 'gain arise,

his steeds to water at those springs

On chaliced flowers that lies;

and winking many-buds begin

To ope their golden eyes:

With everything that pretty is,

My lady sweet, arise:

Arise, arise!

(From: Cymbehne)

2nd line. Phoebus - In Greek Mythology: Apollo, the god of the sun.
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187 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

When Daffodils Begin To Peer

When daffodils begin to peer -
With heigh! The doxy over the dale -
Why, then comes the sweet o' the year;
For the red blood reigns in the winter’s pale.

The white sheet bleaching on the hedge -

With heigh! The sweet birds, O how they sing!
Doth set my pugging tooth on edge;

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king.

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants,
With heigh! with heigh! The thrush and the jay,

Are summer songs for me and my aunts,
While we lie tumbling in the hay.

(From: The Winter’s Tale, Act IV, Scene 1ii.)

2nd line. Doxy - A woman with whom one has a regular nonmarital
and adulterous sexual relationship: mistress, inamorata, lover, old lady,

paramour, concubine, kept woman, ladylove.
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189 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

When Remedies Are Past

(In the council chamber scene, aftert Brabantio has been humiliated by

Desdemona’s unexpected declaration of her love for Othello, the Duke

tries to comfort him ...)

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended

By seeing he worst, which late on hopes depended

To moum a mischief that is past and gone,

Is the next way to draw new mischief on.

What cannot be preserv’d, when fortune takes:
Patience her injury a mock 'ry makes.

The robb’d that smiles, steals something from the thief,
He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief.

(From: The Tragedy of Othello)

&th line. Bootless - Not producing or achieving a desired end or effect,

ineffectual, abortive, unavailing, feckless.
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" Shakespeare has united the powers of exciting
laughter and sorrow not only in one mind but in one
composition ... That this is a practice contrary to the
rules of criticism will be readily allowed. but there
1s always an appeal open from criticism to nature,
Johnson, Samuel, plays of William Shakespeare..,

- (1765) preface (Yale ed..p.6)

‘0"’ » [Shakespeare] is the very Janus of poets: he wears
e ie almost evreywhere two faces; and you have scarce

* - begun to admire the one, ere you despise the other.

. - Dryden, John, Essay on the dramatic poetry of the

Last Age (1672)

_ » Shakespeare is of no age, nor of any religion, or
. party or profession.The body and substance of his
.-, works came out of the unfathomable depths of his
. . Own occanic mind.

- Coleridge,Samuel Tayvlor, Table talk (1835) 15
¢ ‘-Lln,h 1834
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