
SONNET 147. I still always. 2 nurseth nourishes, ke 5 ill
illness. ./ Th' uncertain . . . to please to cater to the fickle, unhealthy 
appetite (of the patient). 6 prescriptions orders, instructions, kept fol­
lowed. 7 / desperate I who now am desperate. 7-S approve . . . did 
except now realize by experience that desire, which refused the help of 
reason’s medicine, is fatal, p Past cure . . . past care I can no longer be 
cured, now that reason has left me. zo evermore constant, eternal. 
12 At randon . . . express’d at variance from the truth and senselessly 
expressed. “Randon” is an old spelling of "random.”

SONNET 148. 2 Which have . . . true sight which see nothing as true 
sight would see it. 4 censures judges, interprets, aright rightly. 5 false 
distorting. 7 denote indicate. 8 eye There is a probable pun on “aye.” 
IO vex'd afflicted, watching lying awake at night. zz mistake my view 
misjudge what I see. ij Love (a) Cupid, the god of love (b) the beloved 
lady. 14 foul faults (a) physical ugliness (b) moral defects, find dis­
cover.
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My love is as a fever, longing still 
For that which longer nurseth the disease; 
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, 
Th’ uncertain sickly appetite to please. 
My ^ason, the physician to my Love, 
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept. 
Hath left me, and I deaerate now 

\ Desire is death,lwhich ^ysic did e:
Past cure I am, now JJason is past t 
And frantic-mad with evermore u 
My. thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s are, 
At \randon from the truth'va^lZexpress’d;

For I have sworn thee[fairjana thought thee bright, 
• Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.-

jO'me, what eyes hath Love put in my head, 
A^ich have no correspondence with true sightl 
Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled. 
That censures falsely what they see aright?

jAhat be fair whereon my .false eyes dote. 
What means the world to say it is not so?
If it be not, then love doth well denote

ve’s eye is not so true as all men’s no.
How can it? C)^ow can Love’s'eye be true.
That is so vex’d with watching and with tears? -x__ 10

^No marvel then though I m|stake^my view:
"^“The sun itself sees not till heaven clears. ..

Q-Cunning Lovel with tears thou keep’st me blind,' u. f\ 
^es^^ well-seeing thy foul faults should find.
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