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SONNET 17. 2 wefe fiird with fuUy expressed.^ deserts nrerits. 4 parts 
qualities, endowments. 6 jresh lively, numbers verses. S touches 
Either (a) attributes, traits or (b) brush strokes. 11 rage wjld inspiration 
(and therefore irrational and false). 12 stretched exaggerated, antique 
quaint and old.
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SONNET 18. 2 temperate even-tempered, mild. 5 May In Shakespeare’s
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calendar May would extend into what in our calendar is the middle of, 
June. 4 date duration. 5 eye of heaven sun. 6 dimm'd covered with 

'' clouds. 7 every fair . . . declines every beautiful object must at some 
time cease to be beautiful. 8 untrimm’d stripped of its beautiful orna
mentation. 10 fair beauty, thou ow’st which you possess. ii shade 

'"L place of oblivion. /2 to . . . grow’st become a part of time, are grafted 
to time, as a shoot becomes part of th e to which it is grafted. 14 this

■ i.e. the poem. ' A,
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Shall 1 compare thee to a summer s day? 
hou art more lovely and mor^ temper 

winds do shake the rlirig buds of 
t£hft?^s^ease hath all^o short a dat^ . 
ne too hot the eyt of heaven shines, S 

ompl^j^n dimm’diy, 
am from ^r sometime declined, Jt* 

nging couigg,
And ever
By diaryee; or- 
Butlthvleternal ^iS^iffer alljiQt fade
Nor lose possession^of thah fair ^ou ow’st, 
Nor shall Death brag thou wand’rest in his sha 
When in etepfTalUines/to time thou grow’st. I

So long asMiewcan breathe or eyes’caiTsee, 
So long lives this, and this gives life.^t^hee.

Who will^^lieyjg^Y verse in time to come 
If it were fill’dAvith your most high deserts? 
Though yet, fieaven knows, it is but as a tomb,~^- 

hich hides your life and shows notfralf j'dur pt 
could wite the beauty of your^eye^ "s 
^n-fresh numbers number^ll your^acps^^ 
age to come would say, “This poet lie^’

Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’dearljt-
So should my papersj^^loyye^withthe  ̂
Bp scorn’d, like ^Idfuiei^yb^^^ruth tha 
^d your Jtrue riglTT^ fae4ern?d a poet’sfrag 
Andjstretched metre bf an antique song.
/“Burwer/ some child of yours aliveThat time.

You should live twice — in it, andiojny rhyme, i 
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