


SONNET VII

Lo! in the orient when the gracious light 0)
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,
Serving with looks his sacred majesty;
And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly hill,
Resembling strong youth in his middle age,
yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,
Attending on his golden pilgrimage;
But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,
The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are
From his low tract and look another way:

So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon,

Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son.



SONNET LXVI

Tired with all these, for restful death I cryy, 30oBy a2 cmepTs. MHe BuAETE
As, to behold desert a beggar born, HeBTepIe>X AOCTOHHCTBO, UYTO
And needy nothing trimm'd in jollity,  mpocur noasasxesa, Hax
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,  IPOCTOTOM I'tyMSIIIYIOCS KOXb,

And guilded honour shamefully HHUYTOXXECTBO B POCKOIIHOM
misplaced, oAessHbe, M coBepiieHCTBY

KOXHBIN ITPUTOBOP, U

AEBCTBEHHOCTbD, IIOPYI'aHHYIO

rpy6o, U HeymecTHOM r1oUYeCcT

I1030p, Y Mo1es B reHy y

And strength by limping sway disabled, gemomu 6e33y6oii, U npsamory,
And art made tongue-tied by authority, yro I'AYIIOCTBIO CABIBET, U

And folly doctor-like controlling skill, raxynmocTs B Macke myapea,
And simple truth miscall'd simplicity, nppopoxka, U BaoxHOBEHUS

And Captive gOOd attending captain ill: 3a>KAThIH poT, U IIPaBEeAHOCTD
Tired with all these, from these would1 3 cayx6e y mopoxa. Bce

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully
disgraced,

be gone, MEP30CTHO, UYTO BHXY 4

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. BOKpPYT... Ho xak Tebs
IIOKUHYTH, MUABIH APYT!



SONNET CXXX

My mistress' eyes 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 damasked, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks,

And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw a goddess go —

My mistress when she walks treads on the
ground.

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare.



