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Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,

So do our minutes hasten to their end;

Each changing place with that which goes before,

In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity, once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,

Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:

    And yet to times in hope, my verse shall stand.

    Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.




Glossary

Old, rare, and literary words used in this text, with short plain-English meanings from the Classics Reference Library glossary.


	doth verb

	does (archaic)

	thy pronoun

	your (archaic)

	transfix verb

	to pierce through with something sharp; also to hold motionless with wonder or fear






About this edition

Text: Project Gutenberg eBook #1041, Shakespeare's Sonnets

Source URL: https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/1041

Coverage: Complete individual poem extracted from parent edition shakespeares-sonnets at bytes 37308-37938; checksum 449efd3610ea2d2c3429c005aeab89145785be994245ff37f36cb7acd5c80be1.

Public domain basis: Complete text of the 154 sonnets. Public domain.

This text is in the public domain. This EPUB was prepared by the Classics Reference Library from the source named above; chapter divisions follow the library's online reader.


OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  Contents


  
      		Title page


      		Sonnet 60


      		Glossary


      		About this edition


  




  Landmarks


  
    		Title page


    		Start of text


  





