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56-1

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,

Which but to—day by feeding is allay’ d,
To—morrow sharpen’ d in his former might;

So, love, be thou; although to—day thou fill

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness,

To—morrow see again, and do not kill



56-2

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.
Let this sad int’ rim like the ocean be
Which parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see
Return of love, more blest may be the view;

Or call it winter, which, being full of care,

y . '
Makes summer s welcome thrice more wisht, more rare.
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5/-1

Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend,

Nor services to do, till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world—without—end hour
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour



57/-2

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.
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53-1

That god forbit that made me first your slave,

I should in thought control your times of pleasure,
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure!

O, let me suffer, being at your beck,

The imprison’ d absence of your liberty:

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check,



53-2

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 walit, though waiting so be hell;

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.
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59-1

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,



59-2

Since mind at first in character was done!
That [ might see what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame;
Whether we are mended, or wh' r better they:
Or whether revolution be the same.

O, sure I am, the wits of former days

To subjects worse have given admiring praise.
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60-1

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 eclipses ‘gainst his glory fight,



60-2

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.



SIAPARET IRV ERBEICH-->TE

e 1609 H R D 154E M B1ESY v N141TEF)

« ZIZ AL
i. [Fh1---EFA(EH)
i. [EFF]---FADNROY
i. [A—0:LATAEBWNR)|"FAEEFTEZFFXKTD
iv. [SA4/NLDEFA]

* 154 DAR
i, 1~17- " FANEFTFIZHEBZHOLHLD
i. 18~126"""FAMNLCEFTEADEZTTHOHLD
jii. 127~152+A—0:-LAT4ZR"EELI=ELD
iv. 153,154=+(JH3) Fa—EVFDRBEZSRITHELERNET S




595R5754% (iambic pentameter) (F)

5558 1 Z54% (iambic pentameter) EIFEFEEXX)D —ITIZDULNT., ZD

BEHIOHME. TNoDERICEHAINSEIZET HREID L,
/I47Z|:7(155§§ﬂ*1&’5’%[1ﬁb ZD1EfmlLiambic
pentameterD X FHFIELVHND

« FFEEX)TIX. EHDOBEH TSNS T IL—T &L (foot) &L,
'/"F*( S THWWEHIZEBUOVEEIAGEISGE iamb” EFEIEN .. D
ZE (X1 DD iamb” &75 5

."pent"(irsyg kL. §3585254% (iambic pentameter)(&. QFgﬁnﬂa
B E AR iamb” D5 DDA EEMNLHEHEFD—

e “meter”(metre)[FEEREZTERT S

H . http://examples.yourdictionary.com/examples-of-iambic-pentameter.html

K UGCSMERIER



http://examples.yourdictionary.com/examples-of-iambic-pentameter.html

3 Xk
* “The Complete Works of William Shakespeare”, The Shakespeare
Head Press, Oxford Edition, Wordsworth Editions Ltd, 2007

* “The Sonnets”, William Shakespeare, Narrated by The Marlowe
Society, ©2011 Saland Publishing (P)2011 Saland Publishing

* “The Sonnets”, William Shakespeare, read by Alex Jennings, NAXOS
AudioBooks Ltd., © and (P)1997 NAXOS AudioBooks Ltd.

e “Complete Poetry: Sonnets and Narrative Poems”, Written by William
Shakespeare, Narrated by Charlton Griffin, Public Domain (P)2012
Audio Connoisseur

T HDTUTHEL LI IRAET LR S /H—E, G TE
TURNE] STAIRE T, BHAE—R, SR EE




