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1 From fairest creatures we desire increase,

 That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,

 But as the riper should by time decease,

 His tender heir might bear his memory:

 But thou contracted to thine own bright eyes,

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

 Making a famine where abundance lies,

 Thy self thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel:

 Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament,

 And only herald to the gaudy spring,

 Within thine own bud buriest thy content,

 And tender churl mak’st waste in niggarding:

 Pity the world, or else this glutton be,

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

13 O that you were yourself, but love you are

 No longer yours, than you yourself here live,

 Against this coming end you should prepare,

 And your sweet semblance to some other give.

 So should that beauty which you hold in lease

 Find no determination, then you were

 Yourself again after your self’s decease,

 When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.

 Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,

 Which husbandry in honour might uphold,

 Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day

 And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?

 O none but unthrifts, dear my love you know,

 You had a father, let your son say so.

21 So is it not with me as with that muse,

 Stirred by a painted beauty to his verse,

 Who heaven itself for ornament doth use,

 And every fair with his fair doth rehearse,

 Making a couplement of proud compare

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

 With April’s first-born flowers and all things rare,

 That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems.

 O let me true in love but truly write,

 And then believe me, my love is as fair,

 As any mother’s child, though not so bright

 As those gold candles fixed in heaven’s air:

 Let them say more that like of hearsay well,

 I will not praise that purpose not to sell.
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31 Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

 Which I by lacking have supposed dead,

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

 And all those friends which I thought buried.

 How many a holy and obsequious tear

 Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye,

 As interest of the dead, which now appear,

 But things removed that hidden in thee lie.

 Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

 Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,

 Who all their parts of me to thee did give,

 That due of many, now is thine alone.

 Their images I loved, I view in thee,

 And thou (all they) hast all the all of me.

43 When most I wink then do mine eyes best see,

 For all the day they view things unrespected,

 But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,

 And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed.

 Then thou whose shadow shadows doth make bright

 How would thy shadow’s form, form happy show,

 To the clear day with thy much clearer light,

 When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!

 How would (I say) mine eyes be blessed made,

 By looking on thee in the living day,

 When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade,

 Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!

 All days are nights to see till I see thee,

 And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.

51 Thus can my love excuse the slow offence,

 Of my dull bearer, when from thee I speed,

 From where thou art, why should I haste me thence?

 Till I return of posting is no need.

 O what excuse will my poor beast then find,

 When swift extremity can seem but slow?

 Then should I spur though mounted on the wind,

 In winged speed no motion shall I know,

 Then can no horse with my desire keep pace,

 Therefore desire (of perfect’st love being made)

 Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery race,

 But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade,

 Since from thee going, he went wilful-slow,

 Towards thee I’ll run, and give him leave to go.
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