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Ri ght Honour abl e,

I know not how | shall offend in dedicating ny unpolished lines to
your | ordship, nor how the world will censure nme for choosing so
strong a prop to support so weak a burden: only, if your honour seem
but pleased, | account ny self highly praised, and vow to take
advantage of all idle hours, till | have honoured you with sone graver
| abour. But if the first heir of ny invention prove deforned,
shall be sorry it had so noble a godfather, and never after ear so
barren a land, for fear it yield nme still so bad a harvest. | leave it
to your honourabl e survey, and your honour to your heart's content;
which | wish may al ways answer your own wi sh, and the world's
hopef ul expectati ons.

Your honour's in all duty,

W |iam Shakespeare

Even as the sun with purple-coloured face

Had ta'en his last |eave of the weeping norn,

Rose-cheeked Adonis hied himto the chase;

Hunting he | oved, but |ove he laughed to scorn
Si ck-t hought ed Venus makes anmain unto him

And |like a bold-faced suitor 'gins to woo him



"Thrice fairer than nyself,' thus she began
"The field s chief flower, sweet above conpare,
Stain to all nynphs, nore lovely than a man,
More white and red than doves or roses are;
Nature that made thee with herself at strife

Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

"Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed,
And rein his proud head to the saddl e- bow
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy need
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know.
Here cone and sit, where never serpent hisses,

And being set, |I'Il snother thee with kisses;

"And yet not cloy thy lips with | oathed saiety,
But rather famish themanid their plenty
Maki ng themred and pale with fresh variety;
Ten ki sses short as one, one long as twenty.

A summer's day will seem an hour but short,

Bei ng wasted in such tine-beguiling sport.

Wth this she seizeth on his sweating palm

The precedent of pith and livelihood,

And, trenbling in her passion, calls it balm

Earth's sovereign salve to do a goddess good
Bei ng so enraged, desire doth |Iend her force

Cour ageously to pluck himfromhis horse.

Over one armthe lusty courser's rein,
Under her other was the tender boy,

Who bl ushed and pouted in a dull disdain,
Wth | eaden appetite, unapt to toy;

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire,



He red for shanme, but frosty in desire.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough
Ni nbly she fastens- O, how quick is |ove!
The steed is stalled up, and even now
To tie the rider she begins to prove.
Backward she pushed him as she would be thrust,

And governed himin strength, though not in |ust.

So soon was she al ong as he was down,

Each | eaning on their el bows and their hips;

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown,

And 'gins to chide, but soon she stops his I|ips,
And ki ssing speaks, with lustful |anguage broken

"If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never open.

He burns with bashful shame; she with her tears
Dot h quench the maiden burni ng of his cheeks;
Then with her wi ndy sighs and gol den hairs
To fan and bl ow them dry agai n she seeks.

He saith she is i modest, blanmes her mss;

What follows nore she nurders with a kiss

Even as an enpty eagle, sharp by fast,
Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and bone,
Shaki ng her wings, devouring all in haste,
Till either gorge be stuffed or prey be gone;
Even so she kissed his brow, his cheek, his chin,

And where she ends she doth anew begin.

Thus she replies: 'Thy palfrey, as he shoul d,
Wel comes the warm approach of sweet desire.

Affection is a coal that nust be cool ed;



El se, suffered, it will set the heart on fire.
The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none,

Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone.

"How | i ke a jade he stood tied to the tree,
Servilely nmastered with a | eathern rein!
But when he saw his love, his youth's fair fee,
He hel d such petty bondage in disdain,

Throwi ng the base thong from his bending crest,

Enfranchi sing his nouth, his back, his breast.

"Who sees his true-love in her naked bed,
Teachi ng the sheets a whiter hue than white,
But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed,
Hi s other agents aimat I|ike delight?

Wio is so faint that dares not be so bold

To touch the fire, the weather being col d?

'Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy;

And learn of him | heartily beseech thee,

To take advantage on presented joy;

Though | were dunb, yet his proceedi ngs teach thee.
O learn to love; the lesson is but plain,

And once made perfect, never |ost again.

"I know not |ove,' quoth he, '"nor will not knowit,
Unless it be a boar, and then | chase it.
"Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it.
My love to love is love but to disgrace it;
For | have heard it is alife in death,

That | aughs, and weeps, and all but with a breath.

"Who wears a garment shapel ess and unfini shed?

Who pl ucks the bud before one | eaf put forth?



If springing things be any jot dininished,
They wither in their prine, prove nothing worth.
The colt that's backed and burdened bei ng young

Loseth his pride, and never waxeth strong.

"You hurt ny hand with winging;, let us part,
And |l eave this idle theme, this bootless chat;
Renove your siege fromny unyielding heart;
To love's alarnms it will not ope the gate.
Di smiss your vows, your feigned tears, your flatt'ry;

For where a heart is hard they nake no batt'ry.

"What, canst thou tal k?' quoth she, 'hast thou a tongue?
O would thou hadst not, or | had no hearing!
Thy mermai d's voice hath done nme doubl e wrong;
I had nmy | oad before, now pressed with bearing:
Mel odi ous di scord, heavenly tune harsh soundi ng,

Ears' deep-sweet nusic, and heart's deep-sore woundi ng.

"Had | no eyes but ears, ny ears would | ove
That inward beauty and invisible;
O were | deaf, thy outward parts woul d nove
Each part in ne that were but sensible.

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see,

Yet should | be in love by touching thee.

"Say that the sense of feeling were bereft ne,
And that | could not see, nor hear, nor touch
And not hing but the very snell were left ne,
Yet would my love to thee be still as nuch;

For fromthe stillitory of thy face excelling

Cones breath perfunmed, that breedeth |love by snelling



"But O what banquet wert thou to the taste,
Bei ng nurse and feeder of the other four!
Wul d they not wish the feast mght ever |ast,
And bi d Suspicion doubl e-1ock the door

Lest Jeal ousy, that sour unwel come guest,

Shoul d by his stealing in disturb the feast?

Once nore the ruby-col oured portal opened,
Which to his speech did honey passage yield;
Like a red norn, that ever yet betokened
Wack to the seaman, tenpest to the field,
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds,

Gusts and foul flaws to herdnen and to herds.

This ill presage advisedly she marketh.
Even as the wind is hushed before it raineth,
O as the wolf doth grin before he barketh,
O as the berry breaks before it staineth,

O like the deadly bullet of a gun

Hi s neani ng struck her ere his words begun

And at his | ook she flatly falleth down,

For looks kill love, and |love by |ooks reviveth;

A smle recures the woundi ng of a frown.

But bl essed bankrupt that by loss so thriveth!
The silly boy, believing she is dead,

Cl aps her pale cheek, till clapping nakes it red;

And all anmazed brake off his late intent,

For sharply he did think to reprehend her

Whi ch cunning love did wittily prevent.

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her
For on the grass she lies as she were slain,

Till his breath breatheth life in her again.



He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks,
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard,
He chafes her lips, a thousand ways he seeks
To nmend the hurt that his unkindness marred;
He ki sses her; and she, by her good will,

WIl never rise, so he will kiss her still.

The night of sorrow nowis turned to day:

Her two blue wi ndows faintly she upheaveth,

Li ke the fair sun, when in his fresh array

He cheers the norn, and all the earth relieveth;
And as the bright sun glorifies the sky,

So is her face illunmined with her eye;

Whose beans upon his hairless face are fixed,
As if fromthence they borrowed all their shine.
Were never four such | anps together m xed,
Had not his clouded with his brow s repine;
But hers, which through the crystal tears gave light,

Shone like the noon in water seen by night.

Forced to content, but never to obey,
Panting he lies and breatheth in her face;
She feedeth on the steamas on a prey,
And calls it heavenly noisture, air of grace,
W shi ng her cheeks were gardens full of flowers,

So they were dewed with such distilling showers

Look how a bird lies tangled in a net,
So fast'ned in her arns Adonis |ies;
Pure shanme and awed resi stance nade himfret,

Whi ch bred nore beauty in his angry eyes.



Rain added to a river that is rank

Perforce will force it overfl ow the bank

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats,
For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale;
Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets,
"Twi xt crinson shanme and anger ashy- pal e;
Bei ng red, she |loves himbest, and being white,

Her best is bettered with a nore delight.

Look how he can, she cannot choose but | ove;
And by her fair inmmortal hand she swears
From his soft bosom never to renove
Till he take truce with her contending tears,
Whi ch [ ong have rai ned, making her cheeks all wet;

And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless debt.

Upon this prom se did he raise his chin,
Li ke a dive-dapper peering through a wave,
Who, being | ooked on, ducks as quickly in;
So offers he to give what she did crave

But when her |ips were ready for his pay,

He wi nks, and turns his |ips another way.

Never did passenger in sunmer's heat
More thirst for drink than she for this good turn.
Her hel p she sees, but help she cannot get;
She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn
"O, pity,' 'gan she cry. 'flint-hearted boy!

"Tis but a kiss | beg; why art thou coy?

"I have been wooed, as | entreat thee now,
Even by the stern and direful god of war,

Whose sinewy neck in battle ne'er did bow,



Who conquers where he cones in every jar;
Yet hath he been ny captive and ny sl ave,

And begged for that which thou unasked shalt have.

"Over ny altars hath he hung his | ance,

His batt'red shield, his uncontrolled crest,

And for ny sake hath | earned to sport and dance,

To toy, to wanton, dally, snile and jest,
Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red,

Making nmy arns his field, his tent my bed.

" Thus he that overruled | overswayed,
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain;
Strong-tenpered steel his stronger strength obeyed,
Yet was he servile to ny coy disdain.

O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy mght,

For mast'ring her that foiled the god of fight!

"Touch but nmy lips with those fair lips of thine-

Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red-

The kiss shall be thine own as well as mne.

What see'st thou in the ground? hold up thy head;
Look in nmine eyeballs, there thy beauty lies;

Then why not lips on |lips, since eyes in eyes?

"Art thou ashaned to kiss? then w nk again,

And | will w nk; so shall the day seem ni ght.

Love keeps his revels where there are but twain;

Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight.
These bl ue-veined viol ets whereon we | ean

Never can bl ab, nor know not what we nean.

' The tender spring upon thy tenpting lip



Shews thee unripe; yet nayst thou well be tasted;
Make use of time, let not advantage slip;
Beauty within itself should not be wasted.

Fair flowers that are not gath'red in their prine

Rot and consune thenselves in little tine.

"Were | hard-favoured, foul, or winkled-old,
Il'l -nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice,
O erworn, despised, rheurmatic and cold,
Thi ck-sighted, barren, lean, and | acking juice,
Then mi ghtst thou pause, for then | were not for thee;

But having no defects, why dost abhor ne?

' Thou canst not see one winkle in nmy brow,
M ne eyes are grey and bright and quick in turning;
My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow,
My flesh is soft and plunp, ny nmarrow burning;
My snooth noist hand, were it with thy hand felt,

Wuld in thy pal mdissolve, or seemto nelt.

"Bid nme discourse, | will enchant thine ear

O, like a fairy, trip upon the green

O, like a nynph, with | ong dishevelled hair,

Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen
Love is a spirit all conpact of fire

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire.

"Wtness this prinrose bank whereon | |ie;

These forceless flowers |like sturdy trees support ne;

Two strengthl ess doves will draw ne through the sky

Fromnmorn till night, even where | list to sport ne.
Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be

That thou should think it heavy unto thee?



"I's thine own heart to thine own face affected?

Can thy right hand seize |ove upon thy left?

Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected,

Steal thine own freedom and conplain on theft.
Nar ci ssus so hinmsel f forsook,

And died to kiss his shadow in the brook

"Torches are nmade to light, jewels to wear,

Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use,

Herbs for their snell, and sappy plants to bear

Things growing to thensel ves are growmh's abuse.
Seeds spring from seeds and beauty breedeth beauty;

Thou wast begot; to get it is thy duty.

"Upon the earth's increase why shoul dst thou feed,

Unl ess the earth with thy increase be fed?

By | aw of nature thou art bound to breed,

That thine may |ive when thou thyself art dead;
And so in spite of death thou dost survive

In that thy likeness still is left alive.

By this, the |ove-sick queen began to sweat,
For where they lay the shadow had forsook them
And Titan, tired in the nm d-day heat,
Wth burning eye did hotly overl ook them

W shi ng Adonis had his teamto guide

So he were like him and by Venus' side.

And now Adonis, with a lazy sprite,

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye,

H's louring brows o' erwhelmng his fair sight,
Li ke m sty vapours when they bl ot the sky,

Souring his cheeks, cries 'Fie, no nore of |ove!



The sun doth burn ny face; | nust renove.'

"Ay ne,' quoth Venus, 'young, and so unki nd!

What bare excuses mak'st thou to be gone!

I"lI'l sigh celestial breath, whose gentle w nd

Shall cool the heat of this descending sun
I"l'l nmake a shadow for thee of ny hairs;

If they burn too, I'lIl quench themwth ny tears.

"The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm

And lo, | lie between that sun and thee;

The heat | have fromthence doth little harm

Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneth ne;
And were | not inmortal, life were done

Bet ween this heavenly and earthly sun

"Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel ?
Nay, nore than flint, for stone at rain rel enteth.
Art thou a woman's son, and canst not fee
What 'tis to | ove, how want of |ove tornenteth?
O, had thy nother borne so hard a mnd,

She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind.

"What am | that thou shoul dst contemm me this?

O what great danger dwells upon ny suit?

VWhat were thy lips the worse for one poor Kiss?

Speak, fair; but speak fair words, or else be nute.
Gve nme one kiss, I'll give it thee again

And one for int'rest, if thou wilt have twain.

"Fie, lifeless picture, cold and sensel ess stone,
Wel| painted idol, inmage dull ind dead,
St atue contenting but the eye al one,

Thing Iike a man, but of no woman bred!



Thou art no man, though of a man's conpl exion

For men will kiss even by their own direction.

This said, inpatience chokes her pleadi ng tongue,

And swel | i ng passi on doth provoke a pause;

Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wong;

Bei ng judge in |love, she cannot right her cause;
And now she weeps, and now she fain woul d speak

And now her sobs do her intendnents break

Sonet i mes she shakes her head, and then his hand,
Now gazeth she on him now on the ground,
Sometine her arns infold himlike a band;
She woul d, he will not in her arnms be bound;

And when fromthence he struggles to be gone,

She | ocks her lily fingers one in one.

"Fondling,' she saith, 'since | have henmed thee here
Wthin the circuit of this ivory pale,
I"ll be a park, and thou shalt be ny deer
Feed where thou wilt, on nountain or in dale;
Gaze on ny lips, and if those hills be dry,

Stray | ower, where the pleasant fountains lie.

"Wthin this limt is relief enough

Sweet bottom grass and hi gh delightful plain,

Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough

To shelter thee fromtenpest and fromrain:
Then be ny deer, since | amsuch a park;

No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand bark.

At this Adonis snmiles as in disdain,

That in each cheek appears a pretty dinple.



Love made those hollows, if hinself were slain,
He might be buried in a tonb so sinple;
Foreknowi ng well, if there he came to lie,

Why, there Love lived, and there he could not die.

These |l ovely caves, these round enchanting pits,

Opened their mouths to swall ow Venus' |[iking.

Bei ng mad before, how doth she now for wits?

Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking?
Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn

To love a cheek that snmles at thee in scorn

Now whi ch way shall she turn? what shall she say?

Her words are done, her woes the nore increasing;

The tine is spent, her object will away,

And fromher twining arns doth urge rel easing.
"Pity,' she cries, 'sone favour, sone renorse!

Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse.

But 1o, fromforth a copse that nei ghbours by,
A breeding jennet, lusty, young and proud,
Adoni s' tranpling courser doth espy,
And forth she rushes, snorts and nei ghs al oud.
The strong-necked steed, being tied unto a tree,

Breaketh his rein and to her strai ght goes he.

| nperiously he | eaps, he neighs, he bounds,

And now his woven girths he breaks asunder

The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds,

Whose hol | ow wonb resounds |ike heaven's thunder
The iron bit he crusheth 'tween his teeth,

Controlling what he was controlled with

Hi s ears up-pricked; his braided hangi ng mane



Upon hi s conpassed crest now stand on end;
H's nostrils drink the air, and forth again,
As froma furnace, vapours doth he send
H s eye, which scornfully glisters like fire,

Shows his hot courage and his high desire.

Sonetinme he trots, as if he told the steps,

Wth gentle nmajesty and nodest pride;

Anon he rears upright, curvets and | eaps,

As who should say 'Lo, thus ny strength is tried,
And this | do to captivate the eye

O the fair breeder that is standing by.

What recketh he his rider's angry stir,
Hs flattering 'Holla'" or his 'Stand, | say?
What cares he now for curb or pricking spur?
For rich caparisons or trappings gay?

He sees his |love, and nothing el se he sees,

For nothing else with his proud sight agrees.

Look when a painter would surpass the life
In liming out a well-proportioned steed,
Hs art with nature's workmanship at strife,
As if the dead the |iving should exceed;

So did this horse excel a common one

In shape, in courage, colour, pace and bone.

Round- hoof ed, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and | ong,
Broad breast, full eye, small head and nostril wi de,
H gh crest, short ears, straight |egs and passing strong,
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide;

Look what a horse should have he did not I|ack

Save a proud rider on so proud a back



Sonetime he scuds far off, and there he stares;
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather
To bid the wi nd a base he now prepares,
And whe' er he run or fly they know not whether
For through his nane and tail the high wi nd sings,

Fanning the hairs, who wave |ike feath' red w ngs.

He | ooks upon his |ove and nei ghs unto her

She answers himas if she knew his m nd;

Bei ng proud, as fenales are, to see himwoo her,

She puts on outward strangeness, seens unkind,
Spurns at his love and scorns the heat he feels,

Beating his kind enbracenments with her heels.

Then, like a nelancholy nal content,

He vails his tail, that, like a falling plune,

Cool shadow to his nelting buttock |ent;

He stanps, and bites the poor flies in his fune.
Hi s | ove, perceiving how he was enraged,

G ew kinder, and his fury was assuaged

H's testy master goeth about to take him
When, 1o, the unbacked breeder, full of fear
Jeal ous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him
Wth her the horse, and |left Adonis there.

As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them

Qut-stripping crows that strive to over-fly them

Al swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits,
Banni ng his boist'rous and unruly beast;

And now t he happy season once nore fits

That | ove-sick Love by pleading nay be bl est;

For lovers say the heart hath treble w ong



When it is barred the aidance of the tongue.

An oven that is stopped, or river stayed,

Burneth nore hotly, swelleth with nore rage;

So of conceal ed sorrow nay be said,

Free vent of words love's fire doth assuage;
But when the heart's attorney once is nute,

The client breaks, as desperate in his suit.

He sees her coning, and begins to gl ow,

Even as a dying coal revives with w nd,

And with his bonnet hides his angry brow,

Looks on the dull earth with disturbed m nd,
Taking no notice that she is so nigh,

For all askance he holds her in his eye.

O what a sight it was, wistly to view
How she cane stealing to the wayward boy!
To note the fighting conflict of her hue,
How white and red each other did destroy!
But now her cheek was pale, and by and by

It flashed forth fire, as lightning fromthe sky.

Now was she just before himas he sat,
And like a lowy | over down she kneels;
Wth one fair hand she heaveth up his hat,
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels;
H's tend rer cheek receives her soft hand's print

As apt as newfall'n snow takes any dint.

O what a war of |ooks was then between them
Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing!

H s eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them



Her eyes wooed still, his eyes disdained the wooi ng;
And all this dunb play had his acts nmade plain

Wth tears which chorus-like her eyes did rain.

Full gently now she takes him by the hand,
Alily prisoned in a gaol of snow,
O ivory in an al abaster band;
So white a friend engirts so white a foe:
Thi s beaut eous conbat, wilful and unwilling,

Showed |i ke two silver doves that sit a-billing.

Once nore the engine of her thoughts began:

'O fairest nover on this nortal round,

Wuld thou wert as | am and | a man,

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart ny wound;
For one sweet | ook thy help | would assure thee,

Though not hing but ny body's bane would cure thee.'

"Gve ne ny hand,' saith he; 'why dost thou feel it?
"Gve nme ny heart,' saith she, 'and thou shalt have it;
O give it ne, lest thy hard heart do steel it,
And being steeled, soft sighs can never grave it;

Then | ove's deep groans | never shall regard,

Because Adonis' heart hath made nmine hard.'

"For shame,' he cries, 'let go, and let nme go;
My day's delight is past, ny horse is gone,
And 'tis your fault | ambereft him so.
| pray you hence, and | eave nme here al one;

For all ny mind, ny thought, ny busy care,

Is howto get my palfrey fromthe nare.'

'O, where am1?" quoth she; 'in earth or heaven,

O in the ocean drenched, or in the fire?



What hour is this? or morn or weary even?
Do | delight to die, or life desire?
But now !l lived, and Iife was death's annoy;

But now | died, and death was lively joy.

"O thou didst kill me: kill me once again.

Thy eyes' shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine,

Hat h taught them scornful tricks, and such di sdain

That they have nurd' red this poor heart of mine;
And these mine eyes, true |l eaders to their queen

But for thy piteous |lips no nore had seen

"Long may they kiss each other, for this cure!

O never let their crinson liveries wear!

And as they last, their verdure still endure

To drive infection fromthe dangerous year
That the star-gazers, having wit on death,

May say, the plague is banished by thy breath.

"Pure lips, sweet seals in ny soft lips inprinted,

What bargains may | neke, still to be sealing?

To sell nyself | can be well contented,

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good deal i ng;
Whi ch purchase if thou nake, for fear of slips

Set thy seal manual on ny wax-red |ips.

" A thousand ki sses buys ny heart from ne;
And pay themat thy |eisure, one by one.
What is ten hundred touches unto thee?
Are they not quickly told and quickly gone?
Say for non-paynent that the debt should doubl e,

I's twenty hundred kisses such a troubl e?



"Fair queen,' quoth he, '"if any |ove you owe ne,
Measure ny strangeness with ny unripe years;
Before | know mysel f, seek not to know ne;
No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears.
The mellow plumdoth fall, the green sticks fast,

O being early plucked is sour to taste.

"Look, the world's conforter, with weary gait,

Hi s day's hot task hath ended in the west;

The owl, night's herald, shrieks 'tis very late;

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest;
And coal - bl ack cl ouds that shadow heaven's |i ght

Do summon us to part, and bid good night.

"Now | et me say "CGood night", and so say you
If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.
'Good night', quoth she; and, ere he says 'Adieu'
The honey fee of parting tend' red is:
Her arnms do lend his neck a sweet enbrace;

I ncorporate then they seem face grows to face.

Till breathless he disjoined, and backward drew
The heavenly noisture, that sweet coral nouth
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew,
Whereon they surfeit, yet conplain on drouth.
He with her plenty pressed, she faint with dearth,

Their lips together glued, fall to the earth.

Now qui ck desire hath caught the yielding prey,
And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth;
Her |ips are conquerors, his |lips obey,
Payi ng what ransomthe insulter willeth;
Whose vul ture thought doth pitch the price so high

That she will draw his lips' rich treasure dry.



And having felt the sweetness of the spoil,
Wth blindfold fury she begins to forage;
Her face doth reek and snoke, her blood doth boil,
And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage.
Pl anting oblivion, beating reason back

Forgetting shame's pure blush and honour's w ack.

Hot, faint and weary, with her, hard enbracing,
Like a wild bird being tamed with too nuch handl i ng,
O as the fleet-foot roe that's tired with chasing,
O like the froward infant stilled with dandling,

He now obeys and now no nore resisteth,

Whi |l e she takes all she can, not all she listeth.

What wax so frozen but dissolves with tenp'ring

And yields at last to every light inpression?

Thi ngs out of hope are compass'd oft with vent'ring,

Chiefly in love, whose | eave exceeds comm ssion
Affection faints not |ike a pal e-face coward,

But then woos best when nbst his choice is froward.

When he did frown, O had she then gave over

Such nectar fromhis lips she had not sucked.

Foul words and frowns nust not repel a |over

What though the rose have prickles, yet 'tis plucked.
Were beauty under twenty | ocks kept fast,

Yet | ove breaks through, and picks themall at |ast.

For pity now she can no nore detain him
The poor fool prays her that he may depart.
She is resolved no longer to restrain him

Bids himfarewell, and | ook well to her heart,



The which by Cupid's bow she doth protest

He carries thence incaged in his breast.

' Sweet boy,' she says, 'this night I'lIl waste in sorrow,
For ny sick heart commands mine eyes to watch.
Tell ne, love's master, shall we neet to-norrow?
Say, shall we? shall we? wilt thou make the match?
He tells her, no; to-norrow he intends

To hunt the boar with certain of his friends.

'The boar!' quoth she: whereat a sudden pal e,
Li ke | awn being spread upon the bl ushing rose,
Usur ps her cheek; she trenbles at his tale,
And on his neck her yoking arns she throws.
She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck

He on her belly falls, she on her back

Now is she in the very lists of |ove

Her chanpi on nounted for the hot encounter

Al'l is imaginary she doth prove;

He will not manage her, although he nmount her
That worse than Tantal us' is her annoy,

To clip Elysiumand to | ack her joy.

Even so poor birds, deceived with painted grapes,

Do surfeit by the eye and pi ne the maw,

Even so she | angui sheth in her m shaps

As those poor birds that hel pl ess berries saw
The warm effects which she in himfinds m ssing

She seeks to kindly with continual kissing.

But all in vain, good queen, it will not be.
She hath assayed as nuch as nay be proved;

Her pl eading hath deserved a greater fee;



She's Love, she loves, and yet she is not |oved.

"Fie, fie," he says, 'you crush ne; let nme go;

You have no reason to w thhold ne so.

' Thou hadst been gone,' quoth she, 'sweet boy, ere this,
But that thou told' st me thou woul dst hunt the boar
O be advised: thou know st not what it is
Wth javelin's point a churlish swine to gore
Whose tushes never sheathed he whetteth still,

Li ke to a nortal butcher bent to kill.

"On his bow back he hath a battle set
O bristly pikes that ever threat his foes;
Hi s eyes like gl ow-wornms shine when he doth fret;
H s snout digs sepul chres where' er he goes;
Bei ng noved, he strikes whate'er is in his way,

And whom he strikes his crooked tushes sl ay.

"His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arned,
Are better proof than thy spear's point can enter
Hi s short thick neck cannot be easily harned;
Being ireful, on the lion he will venter:

The thorny branbl es and enbraci ng bushes,

As fearful of him part; through whom he rushes.

"Al as, he nought esteens that face of thine,
To which Love's eyes pays tributary gazes;
Nor thy soft hands, sweet |ips, and crystal eyne,
Whose full perfection all the world anazes;
But having thee at vantage- wondrous dread! -

Wul d root these beauties as he roots the nead.

'O, let himkeep his | oathsone cabin still;



Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends.

Come not within his danger by thy wll;

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends.
When thou didst name the boar, not to dissenble,

| feared thy fortune, and ny joints did trenble.

"Didst thou not mark my face? was it not white?
Saws't thou not signs of fear lurk in mne eye?
Gew !l not faint? and fell | not downright?
Wthin nmy bosom whereon thou dost lie,

My bodi ng heart pants, beats, and takes no rest,

But, |like an earthquake, shakes thee on ny breast.

'For where Love reigns, disturbing Jeal ousy

Doth call hinself Affection's sentinel

G ves fal se alarms, suggesteth nutiny,

And in a peaceful hour doth cry "Kill, kill!"
Distenp'ring gentle Love in his desire,

As air and water do abate the fire.

"This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy,

This canker that eats up Love's tender spring,

This carry-tale, dissentious Jeal ousy,

That sonetine true news, sonetinme false doth bring
Knocks at ny heart, and whispers in mne ear

That if | love thee | thy death should fear

"And nore than so, presenteth to mne eye

The picture of an angry chafing boar

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie

An image like thyself, all stained with gore
Whose bl ood upon the fresh flowers being shed

Dot h nake them droop with grief and hang the head.



"What should | do, seeing thee so indeed,
That trenble at th'inmagination?
The thought of it doth make ny faint heart bleed,
And fear doth teach it divination
| prophesy thy death, my living sorrow,

If thou encounter with the boar to-norrow

"But if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruled by ne;
Uncoupl e at the tinorous flying hare,
O at the fox which lives by subtlety,
O at the roe which no encounter dare.
Pursue these fearful creatures o' er the downs

And on thy well-breathed horse keep with thy hounds.

" And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare,

Mark the poor wetch, to overshoot his troubles,

How he outruns the wind, and with what care

He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubl es.
The many nusits through the which he goes

Are like a labyrinth to anaze his foes.

"Sometine he runs anong a flock of sheep
To nmake the cunning hounds nistake their snell,
And sonetinme where earth-del ving coni es keep
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell;

And sonetinme sorteth with a herd of deer

Danger deviseth shifts; wit waits on fear

"For there his snell with others being mngled,
The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to doubt,
Ceasing their clanorous cry till they have singled
Wth much ado the cold fault cleanly out.

Then do they spend their nouths; Echo replies,



As if another chase were in the skies.

"By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill,
Stands on his hinder legs with list'ning ear,
To hearken if his foes pursue himstill;
Anon their loud al aruns he doth hear

And now his grief may be conpared well

To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell

"Then shalt thou see the dew bedabbl ed wretch

Turn, and return, indenting with the way;

Each envious brier his weary | egs do scratch,

Each shadow makes hi m stop, each nmurnur stay;
For misery is trodden on by nany,

And being | ow never relieved by any.

"Lie quietly and hear a little nore;

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise.

To nake thee hate the hunting of the boar

Unli ke nyself thou hear'st ne noralize,
Applying this to that, and so to so;

For | ove can coment upon every woe.

"Where did | leave?' 'No matter where,' quoth he;
'Leave ne, and then the story aptly ends.
The night is spent.' "Wy, what of that?" quoth she.
"I am, quoth he, 'expected of ny friends;

And now 'tis dark, and going |I shall fall.

"In night', quoth she, 'desire sees best of all

"But if thou fall, O then inmagine this,
The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips,
And all is but to rob thee of a kiss.

Ri ch preys make true nen thieves; so do thy lips



Make nodest Dian cloudy and forlorn

Lest she should steal a kiss, and die forsworn.

"Now of this dark night | perceive the reason

Cynthia for shane obscures her silver shine,

Till forging Nature be condemmed of treason

For stealing noulds from heaven that were divine,
Wherein she franed thee, in high heaven's despite,

To shame the sun by day and her by night.

"And therefore hath she bribed the Destinies

To cross the curious workmanshi p of Nature,

To mingle beauty with infirmties

And pure perfection with inpure defeature,
Making it subject to the tyranny

O mad m schances and nuch m sery;

"As burning fevers, agues pale and faint,
Li f e- poi soni ng pestil ence and frenzi es wood,
The marrow eating sickness whose attaint
Di sorder breeds by heating of the bl ood,
Surfeits, inposthunes, grief and damed despair,

Swear Nature's death for fram ng thee so fair.

"And not the least of all these mal adi es

But in one mnute's fight brings beauty under.

Bot h favour, savour, hue and qualities,

VWhereat th'inpartial gazer |ate did wonder,
Are on the sudden wasted, thawed and done,

As nmountain snow nelts with the midday sun

"Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity,

Love-| acki ng vestal s and sel f-1oving nuns,



That on the earth would breed a scarcity
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons
Be prodigal: the lanmp that burns by night

Dries up his oil to lend the world his |ight.

"What is thy body but a swallowi ng grave,
Seenming to bury that posterity
VWhich by the rights of time thou needs nust have,
If thou destroy themnot in dark obscurity?
If so, the world will hold thee in disdain,

Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.

"So in thyself thyself art nmade away;
A nmischief worse than civil home-bred strife
O theirs whose desperate hands thensel ves do sl ay,
O butcher sire that reaves his son of life.
Foul cank'ring rust the hidden treasure frets,

But gold that's put to use nore gold begets.

"Nay, then,' quoth Adon, you will fall again
Into your idle over-handied thene;
The kiss | gave you is bestowed in vain,
And all in vain you strive agai nst the stream
For, by this black-faced night, desire's foul nurse,

Your treatise nakes nme |ike you worse and worse.

"I'f love have lent you twenty thousand tongues,

And every tongue nore noving than your own,

Bewi tching |i ke the wanton mermai d' s songs,

Yet frommne ear the tenpting tune is bl own;
For know, mny heart stands arned in mine ear

And will not let a fal se sound enter there,

"Lest the deceiving harnony should run



Into the quiet closure of ny breast;
And then nmy little heart were quite undone,
In his bedchanber to be barred of rest.

No, lady, no; my heart |longs not to groan

But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps al one.

"What have you urged that | cannot reprove?
The path is snooth that | eadeth on to danger
| hate not |ove, but your device in |ove
That | ends enbracenents unto every stranger
You do it for increase: O strange excuse,

When reason is the bawd to lust's abuse!

"Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled
Since sweating Lust on earth usurped his nane;
Under whose sinple senbl ance he hath fed
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blane;

Wi ch the hot tyrant stains and soon bereaves,

As caterpillars do the tender |eaves

"Love conforteth |ike sunshine after rain,

But Lust's effect is tenpest after sun

Love's gentle spring doth always fresh remain,

Lust's winter cones ere sumrer half be done;
Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton dies;

Love is all truth, Lust full of forged Ilies.

"More | could tell, but nore | dare not say;
The text is old, the orator too green
Therefore, in sadness, now | wll away;
My face is full of shame, ny heart of teen:

M ne ears that to your wanton tal k attended

Do burn thenselves for having so of fended.



Wth this, he breaketh fromthe sweet enbrace
O those fair arms which bound himto her breast,
And honeward through the dark | awnd runs apace
Leaves Love upon her back deeply distressed.

Look how a bright star shooteth fromthe sky,

So glides he in the night from Venus' eye;

Whi ch after himshe darts, as one on shore

Gazi ng upon a | ate-enbarked friend,

Till the wild waves will have him seen no nore,

Whose ridges with the neeting clouds contend;
So did the nmercil ess and pitchy night

Fold in the object that did feed her sight.

Whereat amazed as one that unaware

Hat h dropped a precious jewel in the flood,

O 'stonished as night-wand rers often are,

Their light blown out in sone mistrustful wood;
Even so confounded in the dark she |ay,

Having lost the fair discovery of her way.

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans,
That all the nei ghbour caves, as seem ng troubl ed,
Make verbal repetition of her npans;
Passi on on passion deeply is redoubl ed:

"Ay ne!' she cries, and twenty tines, 'We, woe!'

And twenty echoes twenty tinmes cry so

She, marking them begins a wailing note,

And sings extenporally a woeful ditty;

How | ove nmakes young nen thrall, and old nen dote;
How | ove is wise in folly, foolish witty:

Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe,



And still the choir of echoes answer so.

Her song was tedious, and outwore the night,

For lovers' hours are long, though seemning short;

I f pleased thenselves, others, they think, delight

In such-like circunstance, with such-like sport.
Their copious stories, oftentimes begun

End wi t hout audi ence, and are never done.

For who hath she to spend the night witha
But idle sounds resenbling parasites,
Li ke shrill-tongued tapsters answering every call
Soot hi ng the hunour of fantastic wits?
She says ''Tis so'; they answer all ''Tis so

And woul d say after her, if she said ' No

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest,
From hi s noi st cabinet nounts up on high
And wakes the norning, fromwhose silver breast
The sun ariseth in his majesty;

Who doth the world so gloriously behold

That cedar-tops and hills seem burni shed gol d.

Venus salutes himwith this fair good-norrow

'O thou clear god, and patron of all 1ight,

From whom each | anp and shining star doth borrow

The beauteous influence that nakes him bright,
There lives a son that sucked an earthly nother

May |l end thee light, as thou dost |end to other.

This said, she hasteth to a nyrtle grove
Musi ng the nmorning is so much o' erworn

And yet she hears no tidings of her |ove;



She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn
Anon she hears themchant it lustily,

And all in haste she coasteth to the cry.

And as she runs, the bushes in the way
Sone catch her by the neck, sone kiss her face,
Sone twi nd about her thigh to make her stay;
She wildly breaketh fromtheir strict enbrace
Li ke a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache,

Hasting to feed her fawn hid in sone brake.

By this she hears the hounds are at a bay;

Whereat she starts, |ike one that spies an adder

Weathed up in fatal folds just in his way,

The fear whereof doth make hi m shake and shudder
Even so the tinorous yel ping of the hounds

Appal s her senses and her spirit confounds.

For now she knows it is no gentle chase,

But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud,

Because the cry remaineth in one place,

Where fearfully the dogs exclai mal oud.
Finding their eneny to be so curst,

They all strain court'sy who shall cope himfirst.

This dismal cry rings sadly in her car,
Through which it enters to surprise her heart;
Who, overcone by doubt and bl oodl ess fear
Wth col d-pal e weakness nunbs each feeling part;
Li ke sol diers, when their captain once doth vyield,

They basely fly and dare not stay the field.

Thus stands she in a trenbling ecstasy;

Till, cheering up her senses all dismayed,



She tells them'tis a causel ess fantasy,
And childish error, that they are afraid;
Bi ds them | eave quaki ng, bids them fear no nore;

And with that word she spied the hunted boar

Whose frothy nouth, bepainted all with red

Li ke m 1k and bl ood being m ngled both together

A second fear through all her sinews spread,

Whi ch madly hurries her she knows not whither:
This way she runs, and now she will no further

But back retires to rate the boar for nurther.

A thousand spl eens bear her a thousand ways;
She treads the path that she untreads again;
Her nore than haste is mated w th del ays,
Li ke the proceedi ngs of a drunken brain,
Ful | of respects, yet nought at all respecting,

In hand with all things, nought at all effecting.

Here kennelled in a brake she finds a hound,

And asks the weary caitiff for his master

And there another licking of his wound,

' Gai nst venoned sores the only sovereign plaster
And here she neets another sadly scow i ng,

To whom she speaks, and he replies with how i ng.

When he hath ceased his ill-resoundi ng noise,
Anot her fl ap-nmout hed nourner, black and grim
Agai nst the wel kin volleys out his voice;
Anot her and anot her answer him

Clapping their proud tails to the ground bel ow,

Shaking their scratched ears, bleeding as they go.



Look how the world's poor people are anmazed
At apparitions, signs and prodigies,
Whereon with fearful eyes they |ong have gazed,
I nfusing themw th dreadful prophecies;
So she at these sad signs draws up her breath,

And, sighing it again, exclains on Death.

"Hard-favoured tyrant, ugly, meagre, |ean
Hat ef ul divorce of love' - thus chides she Death-
"Grimgrinning ghost, earth's worm what dost thou nean
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath

Who when he lived, his breath and beauty set

@ oss on the rose, snell to the violet?

"If he be dead- O no, it cannot be,
Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it-
Oyes, it may; thou hast no eyes to see,
But hatefully at random dost thou hit.
Thy mark is feeble age; but thy fal se dart

M st akes that aim and cleaves an infant's heart.

"Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke,
And, hearing him thy power had |ost his power.
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke;
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck'st a flower.
Love's gol den arrow at hi m should have fl ed,

And not Death's ebon dart, to strike himdead.

"Dost thou drink tears, that thou provokest such weeping?
What may a heavy groan advant age thee?
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see?
Now Nature cares not for thy nortal vigour

Since her best work is ruined with thy rigour.



Here overcome as one full of despair,
She vail ed her eyelids, who, |ike sluices, stopped
The crystal tide that fromher two cheeks fair
In the sweet channel of her bosom dropped;
But through the flood-gates breaks the silver rain,

And with his strong course opens them agai n.

O, how her eyes and tears did | end and borrow
Her eye seen in the tears, tears in her eye;
Both crystals, where they viewed each other's sorrow,
Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry;
But like a storny day, now wi nd, now rain,

Si ghs dry her cheeks, tears nake them wet again.

Vari abl e passions throng her constant woe,
As striving who should best becone her grief,
Al'l entertained, each passion | abours so
That every present sorrow seeneth chief,
But none is best. Then join they all together

Li ke many clouds consulting for foul weather

By this, far off she hears sone huntsman holl a;
A nurse's song ne'er pleased her babe so well.
The dire imaginati on she did follow
This sound of hope doth | abour to expel

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice,

And flatters her it is Adonis' voice.

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide
Bei ng prisoned in her eye |like pearls in glass;
Yet sonetines falls an orient drop beside,

Whi ch her cheek nelts, as scorning it should pass



To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground,

Who is but drunken when she seeneth drowned.

O hard-believing | ove, how strange it seens
Not to believe, and yet too credul ous!
Thy weal and woe are both of them extrenes;
Despai r, and hope nakes thee ridicul ous:
The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely,

In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly.

Now she unweaves the web that she hath w ought;
Adonis lives, and Death is not to bl ane;
It was not she that called himall to nought.
Now she adds honours to his hateful name;
She cl epes himking of graves, and grave for kings,

I mperious suprene of all nortal things.

"No, no,' quoth she, 'sweet Death, | did but jest;
Yet pardon ne, | felt a kind of fear
When as | met the boar, that bl oody beast,
VWhi ch knows no pity, but is still severe.
Then, gentle shadow truth |I nust confess-

| railed on thee, fearing ny love's decease

"'Tis not ny fault: the boar provoked ny tongue;
Be weaked on him invisible comander
"Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong;
| did but act, he's author of thy sl ander

Gief hath two tongues, and never wonan yet

Could rule them both wi thbut ten wonen's wit.

Thus, hoping that Adonis is alive,
Her rash suspect she doth extenuate;

And that his beauty may the better thrive,



Wth Death she humbly doth insinuate;
Tells himof trophies, statues, tonbs, and stories

His victories, his triunphs and his glories.

'O Jove,' quoth she, 'how nuch a fool was |
To be of such a weak and silly nind
To wail his death who |ives and nust not die
Till mutual overthrow of nortal kind!
For he being dead, with himis Beauty slain,

And, Beauty dead, black Chaos cones again.

"Fie, fie, fond love, thou art as full of fear

As one with treasure | aden, hemred with thieves;

Trifles unwitnessed with eye or ear

Thy coward heart with fal se bethinking grieves.
Even at this word she hears a nerry horn

Whereat she | eaps that was but late forlorn

As falcons to the lure, away she flies;
The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light;
And in her haste unfortunately spies
The foul boar's conquest on her fair delight;
VWi ch seen, her eyes, as murd'red with the view,

Li ke stars ashaned of day, thenselves withdrew,

O as the snail, whose tender horns being hit,
Shrinks backward in his shelly cave w th pain,
And there all snoth'red up in shade doth sit,
Long after fearing to creep forth again;

So at his bloody view her eyes are fled

Into the deep-dark cabins of her head;

Where they resign their office and their 1ight



To the disposing of her troubled brain;

Who bids themstill consort with ugly night,

And never wound the heart with | ooks agai n;
Who, like a king perplexed in his throne,

By their suggestion gives a deadly groan

Whereat each tributary subject quakes;

As when the wind, inprisoned in the ground,

Struggling for passage, earth's foundation shakes,

Which with cold terror doth men's ninds confound.
This mutiny each part doth so surprise

That fromtheir dark beds once nore | eap her eyes;

And bei ng opened, threw unwilling |ight

Upon the w de wound that the boar had trenched

In his soft flank; whose wonted lily white

Wth purple tears that his wound wept was drenched:
No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, |eaf or weed,

But stole his blood and seened with himto bl eed.

Thi s sol erm synpat hy poor Venus not et h;
Over one shoul der doth she hang her head;
Dunbly she passions, franticly she doteth;
She thinks he could not die, he is not dead.
Her voice is stopped, her joints forget to bow

Her eyes are nad that they have wept till now.

Upon his hurt she | ooks so steadfastly

That her sight dazzling nakes the wound seemt hree;

And then she reprehends her nmangling eye

That makes nore gashes where no breach shoul d be:
Hi s face seens twain, each several linb is doubled

For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled.



"My tongue cannot express ny grief for one,

And yet,' quoth she, 'behold two Adons dead!

My sighs are bl own away, ny salt tears gone,

M ne eyes are turned to fire, ny heart to |ead;
Heavy heart's lead, nelt at mine eyes' red firel

So shall | die by drops of hot desire.

"Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou | ost!
What face remains alive that's worth the view ng?
Whose tongue is nusic now? what canst thou boast
O things long since, or any thing ensuing?
The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and trim

But true sweet beauty lived and died with him

" Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear;

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you

Having no fair to | ose, you need not fear

The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth hiss you
But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air

Lurked like two thieves to rob himof his fair;

"And therefore would he put his bonnet on
Under whose brimthe gaudy sun woul d peep
The wind would blow it off, and, being gone,
Play with his |l ocks. Then woul d Adoni s weep;
And straight, in pity of his tender years,

They both would strive who first should dry his tears.

"To see his face the Iion wal ked al ong

Behi nd sonme hedge, because he would not fear him
To recreate hinself when he hath sung,

The tiger would be tane and gently hear him

If he had spoke, the wolf would | eave his prey,



And never fright the silly lanb that day.

"When he behel d his shadow in the brook

The fishes spread on it their golden gills;

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took

That sone would sing, sone other in their bills
Woul d bring himmul berries and ripe-red cherries;

He fed themwith his sight, they himw th beffies

"But this foul, grim and urchin-snouted boar
Whose downward eye still | ooketh for a grave,
Ne' er saw the beauteous livery that he wore;
Wtness the entertainnent that he gave.

If he did see his face, why then | know

He thought to kiss him and hath killed himso.

"'Tis true, '"tis true; thus was Adonis slain:

He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear

Who did not whet his teeth at hi m again,

But by a kiss thought to persuade himthere;
And nuzzling in his flank, the |oving sw ne

Sheat hed unaware the tusk in his soft groin.

"Had | been toothed like him | nust confess,
Wth kissing himl should have killed himfirst;
But he is dead, and never did he bless
My youth with his; the nore am| accurst.

Wth this, she falleth in the place she stood,

And stains her face with his congeal ed bl ood.

She | ooks upon his lips, and they are pale;
She takes himby the hand, and that is cold;
She whispers in his ears a heavy tale,

As if they heard the woeful words she told;



She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes,

Where, lo, two |lanmps, burnt out, in darkness Ilies;

Two gl asses, where herself herself beheld
A thousand tines, and now no nore, reflect;
Their virtue lost wherein they |late excelled,
And every beauty robbed of his effect.
"Wonder of time,' quoth she, '"this is ny spite,

That, thou being dead, the day should yet be |ight.

"Since thou art dead, lo, here | prophesy

Sorrow on | ove hereafter shall attend;

It shall be waited on with jeal ousy,

Fi nd sweet begi nning but unsavoury end;
Ne' er settled equally, but high or |ow,

That all |ove's pleasure shall not match his woe.

"It shall be fickle, false and full of fraud;

Bud, and be blasted, in a breathing while;

The bottom poi son, and the top o' erstrawed

Wth sweets that shall the truest sight beguile;
The strongest body shall it make nost weak,

Strike the wi se dunb, and teach the fool to speak

"It shall be sparing, and too full of riot,

Teachi ng decrepit age to tread the neasures;

The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet,

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treasures;
It shall be raging-mad, and silly-nild,

Make the young old, the old becone a child.

"It shall suspect where is no cause of fear

It shall not fear where it should npbst m strust;



It shall be nerciful and too severe,
And nost deceiving when it seenms nost just;
Perverse it shall be where it shows nost toward

Put fear to val our, courage to the coward

"It shall be cause of war and dire events,
And set dissension 'twi xt the son and sire;
Subj ect and servile to all discontents,
As dry conbustious natter is to fire.
Sith in his prine death doth ny | ove destroy,

They that |ove best their |oves shall not enjoy.

By this the boy that by her side lay killed

Was nelted |ike a vapour from her sight,

And in his blood that on the ground lay spilled

A purple flower sprung up, chequ' red with white,
Resenbling well his pale cheeks, and the bl ood

Whi ch in round drops upon their whiteness stood.

She bows her head the newsprung flower to smell,
Conparing it to her Adonis' breath;
And says within her bosomit shall dwell,
Since he hinself is reft fromher by death;
She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears

Green-droppi ng sap, which she conpares to tears.

"Poor flower,' quoth she, '"this was thy father's guise
Sweet issue of a nore sweet-snelling sire
For every little grief to wet his eyes.
To grow unto hinself was his desire,
And so 'tis thine; but know, it is as good

To wither in ny breast as in his bl ood.

"Here was thy father's bed, here in ny breast;



Thou art the next of blood, and 'tis thy right.

Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest;

My t hrobbing heart shall rock thee day and ni ght;
There shall not be one minute in an hour

VWherein I will not kiss ny sweet |love's flower.'

Thus weary of the world, away she hies,
And yokes her silver doves, by whose swift aid
Their nistress, nounted, through the enpty skies
In her light chariot quickly is conveyed,
Hol ding their course to Paphos, where their queen

Means to imure herself and not be seen.

- THE END-



