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_— Slm” [ comfiare thee to a summer's Aag?
Chou art more lavely and more tem’temte:
gaugh winds do shaLe the Aarling buds af ]Way,
cAnA summer s lease hath all too short a date;
-~ Sometime too hot the eye af heaven shines,
cAnA often is his galt\ cam'tlexian Aimmlt\;
cAnA every fair f;am fair sometime declines,
. By chance or nature's cbanging course untrimm d; ?
But ﬂ;y eternal summer shall not fa«\e,
Nor lose frossession of that fair thou ow'st; \
Nor shall death émg thou wander'st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time ﬂwu grawlst:
So long as men can breathe or eljes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee
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Weary with toil, [ haste me to my bed
Che dear repose for limbs with travel tired;

But then begins a journey in my hea,

Co work my mind, when 60353 work's eX,lireA:

;ar then my ﬂwughts /ﬁam far where | abide)
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And 1<ee,1 my drooping eyelids ofren wide,

,ZaaLing on Aaaness w’;ic’; fhe 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,

Moakes 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.



