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ENGLISH 10 HN


	SONNET 40

	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 cannot 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.


________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
	SONNET 57

	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

	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.


____________________________________________________________________________________________

____________________________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
	SONNET 87

	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 judgment making.

	          Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,

	          In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.


____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
	SONNET 61

	SONNET 61

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.


_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
