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Sonnet 18 
 
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st: 
 So long as men can breath, or eyes can see, 
 So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
 
 
 
 
Sonnet 27 
 
Weary with toil I haste me to my bed, 
The dear repose for limbs with travel tired; 
But then begins a journey in my head 
To work my mind when body’s work’s expired; 
For then my thoughts, from far where I abide, 
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 
And keep my drooping eyelids open wide, 
Looking on darkness which the blind do see: 
Save that my soul’s imaginary sight 
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view, 
Which like a jewel hung in ghastly night 
Makes black night beauteous and her old face new 
 Lo, thus by day my limbs, by night my mind, 
 For thee, and for myself, no quiet find. 
 



 
 
Sonnet 36 
 
Let me confess that we two must be twain 
Although our undivided loves are one: 
So shall those blots that do with me remain, 
Without thy help by me be borne alone. 
In our two loves there is but one respect, 
Though in our lives a separable spite, 
Which though it alter not love’s sole effect, 
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight. 
I may not evermore acknowledge thee, 
Lest my bewailèd guilt should do thee shame; 
Nor thou with public kindness honor me 
Unless thou take that honor from thy name: 
 But do not so; I love thee in such sort 
 As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 
 
 
 
 
Sonnet 116 
 
Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments; love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds 
Or, bends with the remover to remove. 
O, no, it is an ever-fixèd mark 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wand’ring bark, 
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
 If this be error and upon me proved, 
 I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 
 


