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Publisher’s Note

IT IS ALMOST half a century since the first volumes of the Pelican Shakespeare appeared under the general editorship of Alfred Harbage. The fact that a new edition, rather than simply a revision, has been undertaken reflects the profound changes textual and critical studies of Shakespeare have undergone in the past twenty years. For the new Pelican series, the texts of the plays, and poems have been thoroughly revised in accordance with recent scholarship, and in some cases have been entirely reedited. New introductions and notes have been provided in all the volumes. But the new Shakespeare is also designed as a successor to the original series; the previous editions have been taken into account, and the advice of the previous editors has been solicited where it was feasible to do so.

Certain textual features of the new Pelican Shakespeare should be particularly noted. All lines are numbered that contain a word, phrase, or allusion explained in the glossarial notes. In addition, for convenience, every tenth line is also numbered, in italics when no annotation is indicated. The intrusive and often inaccurate place headings inserted by early editors are omitted (as is becoming standard practice), but for the convenience of those who miss them, an indication of locale now appears as the first item in the annotation of each scene.

In the interest of both elegance and utility, each speech prefix is set in a separate line when the speaker’s lines are in verse, except when those words form the second half of a verse line. Thus the verse form of the speech is kept visually intact. What is printed as verse and what is printed as prose has, in general, the authority of the original texts. Departures from the original texts in this regard have only the authority of editorial tradition and the judgment of the Pelican editors; and, in a few instances, are admittedly arbitrary.




The Theatrical World

ECONOMIC REALITIES determined the theatrical world in which Shakespeare’s plays were written, performed, and received. For centuries in England, the primary theatrical tradition was nonprofessional. Craft guilds (or “mysteries”) provided religious drama — mystery plays — as part of the celebration of religious and civic festivals, and schools and universities staged classical and neoclassical drama in both Latin and English as part of their curricula. In these forms, drama was established and socially acceptable. Professional theater, in contrast, existed on the margins of society. The acting companies were itinerant; playhouses could be any available space — the great halls of the aristocracy, town squares, civic halls, inn yards, fair booths, or open fields — and income was sporadic, dependent on the passing of the hat or on the bounty of local patrons. The actors, moreover, were considered little better than vagabonds, constantly in danger of arrest or expulsion.

In the late 1560s and 1570s, however, English professional theater began to gain respectability. Wealthy aristocrats fond of drama — the Lord Admiral, for example, or the Lord Chamberlain — took acting companies under their protection so that the players technically became members of their households and were no longer subject to arrest as homeless or masterless men. Permanent theaters were first built at this time as well, allowing the companies to control and charge for entry to their performances.

Shakespeare’s livelihood, and the stunning artistic explosion in which he participated, depended on pragmatic and architectural effort. Professional theater requires ways to restrict access to its offerings; if it does not, and admission fees cannot be charged, the actors do not get paid,  the costumes go to a pawnbroker, and there is no such thing as a professional, ongoing theatrical tradition. The answer to that economic need arrived in the late 1560s and 1570s with the creation of the so-called public or amphitheater playhouse. Recent discoveries indicate that the precursor of the Globe playhouse in London (where Shakespeare’s mature plays were presented) and the Rose theater (which presented Christopher Marlowe’s plays and some of Shakespeare’s earliest ones) was the Red Lion theater of 1567. Archaeological studies of the foundations of the Rose and Globe theaters have revealed that the open-air theater of the 1590s and later was probably a polygonal building with fourteen to twenty or twenty-four sides, multistoried, from 75 to 100 feet in diameter, with a raised, partly covered “thrust” stage that projected into a group of standing patrons, or “groundlings,” and a covered gallery, seating up to 2,500 or more (very crowded) spectators.

These theaters might have been about half full on any given day, though the audiences were larger on holidays or when a play was advertised, as old and new were, through printed playbills posted around London. The metropolitan area’s late-Tudor, early-Stuart population (circa 1590-1620) has been estimated at about 150,000- 250,000. It has been supposed that in the mid-1590s there were about 15,000 spectators per week at the public theaters; thus, as many as 10 percent of the local population went to the theater regularly. Consequently, the theaters’ repertories — the plays available for this experienced and frequent audience — had to change often: in the month between September 15 and October 15, 1595, for instance, the Lord Admiral’s Men performed twenty-eight times in eighteen different plays.

Since natural light illuminated the amphitheaters’ stages, performances began between noon and two o’clock and ran without a break for two or three hours. They often concluded with a jig, a fencing display, or some other nondramatic exhibition. Weather conditions determined the season for the amphitheaters: plays were performed every day (including Sundays, sometimes, to clerical dismay) except during Lent — the forty days before Easter — or periods of plague, or sometimes during the summer months when law courts were not in session and the most affluent members of the audience were not in London.

To a modern theatergoer, an amphitheater stage like that of the Rose or Globe would appear an unfamiliar mixture of plainness and elaborate decoration. Much of the structure was carved or painted, sometimes to imitate marble; elsewhere, as under the canopy projecting over the stage, to represent the stars and the zodiac. Appropriate painted canvas pictures (of Jerusalem, for example, if the play was set in that city) were apparently hung on the wall behind the acting area, and tragedies were accompanied by black hangings, presumably something like crepe festoons or bunting. Although these theaters did not employ what we would call scenery, early modern spectators saw numerous large props, such as the “bar” at which a prisoner stood during a trial, the “mossy bank” where lovers reclined, an arbor for amorous conversation, a chariot, gallows, tables, trees, beds, thrones, writing desks, and so forth. Audiences might learn a scene’s location from a sign (reading “Athens,” for example) carried across the stage (as in Bertolt Brecht’s twentieth-century productions). Equally captivating (and equally irritating to the theater’s enemies) were the rich costumes and personal props the actors used: the most valuable items in the surviving theatrical inventories are the swords, gowns, robes, crowns, and other items worn or carried by the performers.

Magic appealed to Shakespeare’s audiences as much as it does to us today, and the theater exploited many deceptive and spectacular devices. A winch in the loft above the stage, called “the heavens,” could lower and raise actors playing gods, goddesses, and other supernatural figures to and from the main acting area, just as one or more trap-doors permitted entrances and exits to and from the area,  called “hell,” beneath the stage. Actors wore elementary makeup such as wigs, false beards, and face paint, and they employed pig’s bladders filled with animal blood to make wounds seem more real. They had rudimentary but effective ways of pretending to behead or hang a person. Supernumeraries (stagehands or actors not needed in a particular scene) could make thunder sounds (by shaking a metal sheet or rolling an iron ball down a chute) and show lightning (by blowing inflammable resin through tubes into a flame). Elaborate fireworks enhanced the effects of dragons flying through the air or imitated such celestial phenomena as comets, shooting stars, and multiple suns. Horses’ hoofbeats, bells (located perhaps in the tower above the stage), trumpets and drums, clocks, cannon shots and gunshots, and the like were common sound effects. And the music of viols, cornets, oboes, and recorders was a regular feature of theatrical performances.

For two relatively brief spans, from the late 1570s to 1590 and from 1599 to 1614, the amphitheaters competed with the so-called private, or indoor, theaters, which originated as, or later represented themselves as, educational institutions training boys as singers for church services and court performances. These indoor theaters had two features that were distinct from the amphitheaters’ : their personnel and their playing spaces. The amphitheaters’ adult companies included both adult men, who played the male roles, and boys, who played the female roles; the private, or indoor, theater companies, on the other hand, were entirely composed of boys aged about 8 to 16, who were, or could pretend to be, candidates for singers in a church or a royal boys’ choir. (Until 1660, professional theatrical companies included no women.) The playing space would appear much more familiar to modern audiences than the long-vanished amphitheaters; the later indoor theaters were, in fact, the ancestors of the typical modern theater. They were enclosed spaces, usually rectangular, with the stage filling one end of the rectangle and the audience arrayed in seats  or benches across (and sometimes lining) the building’s longer axis. These spaces staged plays less frequently than the public theaters (perhaps only once a week) and held far fewer spectators than the amphitheaters: about 200 to 600, as opposed to 2,500 or more. Fewer patrons mean a smaller gross income, unless each pays more. Not surprisingly, then, private theaters charged higher prices than the amphitheaters, probably sixpence, as opposed to a penny for the cheapest entry.

Protected from the weather, the indoor theaters presented plays later in the day than the amphitheaters, and used artificial illumination — candles in sconces or candelabra. But candles melt, and need replacing, snuffing, and trimming, and these practical requirements may have been part of the reason the indoor theaters introduced breaks in the performance, the intermission so dear to the heart of theatergoers and to the pocketbooks of theater concessionaires ever since. Whether motivated by the need to tend to the candles or by the entrepreneurs’ wishing to sell oranges and liquor, or both, the indoor theaters eventually established the modern convention of the noncontinuous performance. In the early modern “private” theater, musical performances apparently filled the intermissions, which in Stuart theater jargon seem to have been called “acts.”

At the end of the first decade of the seventeenth century, the distinction between public amphitheaters and private indoor companies ceased. For various cultural, political, and economic reasons, individual companies gained control of both the public, open-air theaters and the indoor ones, and companies mixing adult men and boys took over the formerly “private” theaters. Despite the death of the boys’ companies and of their highly innovative theaters (for which such luminous playwrights as Ben Jonson, George Chapman, and John Marston wrote), their playing spaces and conventions had an immense impact on subsequent plays: not merely for the intervals (which stressed the artistic and architectonic importance  of “acts”), but also because they introduced political and social satire as a popular dramatic ingredient, even in tragedy, and a wider range of actorly effects, encouraged by their more intimate playing spaces.

Even the briefest sketch of the Shakespearean theatrical world would be incomplete without some comment on the social and cultural dimensions of theaters and playing in the period. In an intensely hierarchical and status-conscious society, professional actors and their ventures had hardly any respectability; as we have indicated, to protect themselves against laws designed to curb vagabondage and the increase of masterless men, actors resorted to the near-fiction that they were the servants of noble masters, and wore their distinctive livery. Hence the company for which Shakespeare wrote in the 1590s called itself the Lord Chamberlain’s Men and pretended that the public, money-getting performances were in fact rehearsals for private performances before that high court official. From 1598, the Privy Council had licensed theatrical companies, and after 1603, with the accession of King James I, the companies gained explicit royal protection, just as the Queen’s Men had for a time under Queen Elizabeth. The Chamberlain’s Men became the King’s Men, and the other companies were patronized by the other members of the royal family.

These designations were legal fictions that half-concealed an important economic and social development, the evolution away from the theater’s organization on the model of the guild, a self-regulating confraternity of individual artisans, into a proto-capitalist organization. Shakespeare’s company became a joint-stock company, where persons who supplied capital and, in some cases, such as Shakespeare’s, capital and talent, employed themselves and others in earning a return on that capital. This development meant that actors and theater companies were outside both the traditional guild structures, which required some form of civic or royal charter, and the feudal household organization of master-and-servant. This anomalous, maverick social and economic condition  made theater companies practically unruly and potentially even dangerous; consequently, numerous official bodies — including the London metropolitan and ecclesiastical authorities as well as, occasionally, the royal court itself — tried, without much success, to control and even to disband them.

Public officials had good reason to want to close the theaters: they were attractive nuisances — they drew often riotous crowds, they were always noisy, and they could be politically offensive and socially insubordinate. Until the Civil War, however, anti-theatrical forces failed to shut down professional theater, for many reasons — limited surveillance and few police powers, tensions or outright hostilities among the agencies that sought to check or channel theatrical activity, and lack of clear policies for control. Another reason must have been the theaters’ undeniable popularity. Curtailing any activity enjoyed by such a substantial percentage of the population was difficult, as various Roman emperors attempting to limit circuses had learned, and the Tudor-Stuart audience was not merely large, it was socially diverse and included women. The prevalence of public entertainment in this period has been underestimated. In fact, fairs, holidays, games, sporting events, the equivalent of modern parades, freak shows, and street exhibitions all abounded, but the theater was the most widely and frequently available entertainment to which people of every class had access. That fact helps account both for its quantity and for the fear and anger it aroused.




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE OF STRATFORD-UPON-AVON, GENTLEMAN

Many people have said that we know very little about William Shakespeare’s life — pinheads and postcards are often mentioned as appropriately tiny surfaces on which to record the available information. More imaginatively  and perhaps more correctly, Ralph Waldo Emerson wrote, “Shakespeare is the only biographer of Shakespeare.... So far from Shakespeare’s being the least known, he is the one person in all modern history fully known to us.”

In fact, we know more about Shakespeare’s life than we do about almost any other English writer’s of his era. His last will and testament (dated March 25, 1616) survives, as do numerous legal contracts and court documents involving Shakespeare as principal or witness, and parish records in Stratford and London. Shakespeare appears quite often in official records of King James’s royal court, and of course Shakespeare’s name appears on numerous title pages and in the written and recorded words of his literary contemporaries Robert Greene, Henry Chettle, Francis Meres, John Davies of Hereford, Ben Jonson, and many others. Indeed, if we make due allowance for the bloating of modern, run-of-the-mill bureaucratic records, more information has survived over the past four hundred years about William Shakespeare of Stratford-upon-Avon, Warwickshire, than is likely to survive in the next four hundred years about any reader of these words.

What we do not have are entire categories of information — Shakespeare’s private letters or diaries, drafts and revisions of poems and plays, critical prefaces or essays, commendatory verse for other writers’ works, or instructions guiding his fellow actors in their performances, for instance — that we imagine would help us understand and appreciate his surviving writings. For all we know, many such data never existed as written records. Many literary and theatrical critics, not knowing what might once have existed, more or less cheerfully accept the situation; some even make a theoretical virtue of it by claiming that such data are irrelevant to understanding and interpreting the plays and poems.

So, what do we know about William Shakespeare, the man responsible for thirty-seven or perhaps more plays, more than 150 sonnets, two lengthy narrative poems, and some shorter poems?

While many families by the name of Shakespeare (or some variant spelling) can be identified in the English Midlands as far back as the twelfth century, it seems likely that the dramatist’s grandfather, Richard, moved to Snitterfield, a town not far from Stratford-upon-Avon, sometime before 1529. In Snitterfield, Richard Shakespeare leased farmland from the very wealthy Robert Arden. By 1552, Richard’s son John had moved to a large house on Henley Street in Stratford-upon-Avon, the house that stands today as “The Birthplace.” In Stratford, John Shakespeare traded as a glover, dealt in wool, and lent money at interest; he also served in a variety of civic posts, including “High Bailiff,” the municipality’s equivalent of mayor. In 1557, he married Robert Arden’s youngest daughter, Mary. Mary and John had four sons — William was the oldest — and four daughters, of whom only Joan outlived her most celebrated sibling. William was baptized (an event entered in the Stratford parish church records) on April 26, 1564, and it has become customary, without any good factual support, to suppose he was born on April 23, which happens to be the feast day of Saint George, patron saint of England, and is also the date on which he died, in 1616. Shakespeare married Anne Hathaway in 1582, when he was eighteen and she was twenty-six; their first child was born five months later. It has been generally assumed that the marriage was enforced and subsequently unhappy, but these are only assumptions ; it has been estimated, for instance, that up to one third of Elizabethan brides were pregnant when they married. Anne and William Shakespeare had three children: Susanna, who married a prominent local physician, John Hall; and the twins Hamnet, who died young in 1596, and Judith, who married Thomas Quiney — apparently a rather shady individual. The name Hamnet was unusual but not unique: he and his twin sister were named for their godparents, Shakespeare’s neighbors Hamnet and Judith Sadler. Shakespeare’s father died in 1601 (the year of Hamlet), and Mary Arden Shakespeare died in 1608  (the year of Coriolanus). William Shakespeare’s last surviving direct descendant was his granddaughter Elizabeth Hall, who died in 1670.

Between the birth of the twins in 1585 and a clear reference to Shakespeare as a practicing London dramatist in Robert Greene’s sensationalizing, satiric pamphlet, Greene’s Groatsworth of Wit (1592), there is no record of where William Shakespeare was or what he was doing. These seven so-called lost years have been imaginatively filled by scholars and other students of Shakespeare: some think he traveled to Italy, or fought in the Low Countries, or studied law or medicine, or worked as an apprentice actor/writer, and so on to even more fanciful possibilities. Whatever the biographical facts for those “lost” years, Greene’s nasty remarks in 1592 testify to professional envy and to the fact that Shakespeare already had a successful career in London. Speaking to his fellow playwrights, Greene warns both generally and specifically:

 

... trust them [actors] not: for there is an upstart crow, beautified with our feathers, that with his tiger’s heart wrapped in a player’s hide supposes he is as well able to bombast out a blank verse as the best of you; and being an absolute Johannes Factotum, is in his own conceit the only Shake-scene in a country.



 

The passage mimics a line from 3 Henry VI (hence the play must have been performed before Greene wrote) and seems to say that “Shake-scene” is both actor and playwright, a jack-of-all-trades. That same year, Henry Chettle protested Greene’s remarks in Kind-Heart’s Dream, and each of the next two years saw the publication of poems — Venus and Adonis and The Rape of Lucrece, respectively — publicly ascribed to (and dedicated by) Shakespeare. Early in 1595 he was named one of the senior members of a prominent acting company, the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, when they received payment for court performances during the 1594 Christmas season.

Clearly, Shakespeare had achieved both success and reputation in London. In 1596, upon Shakespeare’s application, the College of Arms granted his father the now-familiar coat of arms he had taken the first steps to obtain almost twenty years before, and in 1598, John’s son — now permitted to call himself “gentleman” — took a 10 percent share in the new Globe playhouse. In 1597, he bought a substantial bourgeois house, called New Place, in Stratford — the garden remains, but Shakespeare’s house, several times rebuilt, was torn down in 1759 — and over the next few years Shakespeare spent large sums buying land and making other investments in the town and its environs. Though he worked in London, his family remained in Stratford, and he seems always to have considered Stratford the home he would eventually return to. Something approaching a disinterested appreciation of Shakespeare’s popular and professional status appears in Francis Meres’s Palladis Tamia (1598), a not especially imaginative and perhaps therefore persuasive record of literary reputations. Reviewing contemporary English writers, Meres lists the titles of many of Shakespeare’s plays, including one not now known, Love’s Labor’s Won, and praises his “mellifluous & hony-tongued” “sugred Sonnets,” which were then circulating in manuscript (they were first collected in 1609). Meres describes Shakespeare as “one of the best” English playwrights of both comedy and tragedy. In Remains... Concerning Britain (1605), William Camden — a more authoritative source than the imitative Meres — calls Shakespeare one of the “most pregnant wills of these our times” and joins him with such writers as Chapman, Daniel, Jonson, Marston, and Spenser. During the first decades of the seventeenth century, publishers began to attribute numerous play quartos, including some non-Shakespearean ones, to Shakespeare, either by name or initials, and we may assume that they deemed Shakespeare’s name and supposed authorship, true or false, commercially attractive.

For the next ten years or so, various records show  Shakespeare’s dual career as playwright and man of the theater in London, and as an important local figure in Stratford. In 1608-9 his acting company — designated the “King’s Men” soon after King James had succeeded Queen Elizabeth in 1603 — rented, refurbished, and opened a small interior playing space, the Blackfriars theater, in London, and Shakespeare was once again listed as a substantial sharer in the group of proprietors of the playhouse. By May 11, 1612, however, he describes himself as a Stratford resident in a London lawsuit — an indication that he had withdrawn from day-to-day professional activity and returned to the town where he had always had his main financial interests. When Shakespeare bought a substantial residential building in London, the Blackfriars Gatehouse, close to the theater of the same name, on March 10, 1613, he is recorded as William Shakespeare “of Stratford upon Avon in the county of Warwick, gentleman,” and he named several London residents as the building’s trustees. Still, he continued to participate in theatrical activity: when the new Earl of Rutland needed an allegorical design to bear as a shield, or impresa, at the celebration of King James’s Accession Day, March 24, 1613, the earl’s accountant recorded a payment of 44 shillings to Shakespeare for the device with its motto.

For the last few years of his life, Shakespeare evidently concentrated his activities in the town of his birth. Most of the final records concern business transactions in Stratford, ending with the notation of his death on April 23, 1616, and burial in Holy Trinity Church, Stratford-upon-Avon.




THE QUESTION OF AUTHORSHIP

The history of ascribing Shakespeare’s plays (the poems do not come up so often) to someone else began, as it continues, peculiarly. The earliest published claim that  someone else wrote Shakespeare’s plays appeared in an 1856 article by Delia Bacon in the American journal  Putnam’s Monthly — although an Englishman, Thomas Wilmot, had shared his doubts in private (even secretive) conversations with friends near the end of the eighteenth century. Bacon’s was a sad personal history that ended in madness and poverty, but the year after her article, she published, with great difficulty and the bemused assistance of Nathaniel Hawthorne (then United States Consul in Liverpool, England), her Philosophy of the Plays of Shakspere Unfolded. This huge, ornately written, confusing farrago is almost unreadable; sometimes its intents, to say nothing of its arguments, disappear entirely beneath near-raving, ecstatic writing. Tumbled in with much supposed “philosophy” appear the claims that Francis Bacon (from whom Delia Bacon eventually claimed descent), Walter Ralegh, and several other contemporaries of Shakespeare’s had written the plays. The book had little impact except as a ridiculed curiosity.

Once proposed, however, the issue gained momentum among people whose conviction was the greater in proportion to their ignorance of sixteenth- and seventeenth-century English literature, history, and society. Another American amateur, Catherine P. Ashmead Windle, made the next influential contribution to the cause when she published Report to the British Museum (1882), wherein she promised to open “the Cipher of Francis Bacon,” though what she mostly offers, in the words of S. Schoenbaum, is “demented allegorizing.” An entire new cottage industry grew from Windle’s suggestion that the texts contain hidden, cryptographically discoverable ciphers — “clues” — to their authorship; and today there are not only books devoted to the putative ciphers, but also pamphlets, journals, and newsletters.

Although Baconians have led the pack of those seeking a substitute Shakespeare, in “Shakespeare” Identified  (1920), J. Thomas Looney became the first published  “Oxfordian” when he proposed Edward de Vere, seventeenth earl of Oxford, as the secret author of Shakespeare’s plays. Also for Oxford and his “authorship” there are today dedicated societies, articles, journals, and books. Less popular candidates — Queen Elizabeth and Christopher Marlowe among them — have had adherents, but the movement seems to have divided into two main contending factions, Baconian and Oxfordian. (For further details on all the candidates for “Shakespeare,” see S. Schoenbaum, Shakespeare’s Lives, 2nd ed., 1991.)

The Baconians, the Oxfordians, and supporters of other candidates have one trait in common — they are snobs. Every pro-Bacon or pro-Oxford tract sooner or later claims that the historical William Shakespeare of Stratford-upon-Avon could not have written the plays because he could not have had the training, the university education, the experience, and indeed the imagination or background their author supposedly possessed. Only a learned genius like Bacon or an aristocrat like Oxford could have written such fine plays. (As it happens, lucky male children of the middle class had access to better education than most aristocrats in Elizabethan England — and Oxford was not particularly well educated.) Shakespeare received in the Stratford grammar school a formal education that would daunt many college graduates today; and popular rival playwrights such as the very learned Ben Jonson and George Chapman, both of whom also lacked university training, achieved great artistic success, without being taken as Bacon or Oxford.

Besides snobbery, one other quality characterizes the authorship controversy: lack of evidence. A great deal of testimony from Shakespeare’s time shows that Shakespeare wrote Shakespeare’s plays and that his contemporaries recognized them as distinctive and distinctly superior. (Some of that contemporary evidence is collected in E. K. Chambers, William Shakespeare: A Study of Facts and Problems, 2 vols., 1930.) Since that testimony comes from Shakespeare’s enemies and theatrical competitors as well as from his co-workers and from the Elizabethan equivalent of literary journalists, it seems unlikely that, if any one of these sources had known he was a fraud, they would have failed to record that fact.


Books About Shakespeare’s Theater 

Useful scholarly studies of theatrical life in Shakespeare’s day include: G. E. Bentley, The Jacobean and Caroline  Stage, 7 vols. (1941-68), and the same author’s The Professions of Dramatist and Player in Shakespeare’s Time, 1590-1642 (1986); E. K. Chambers, The Elizabethan Stage, 4 vols. (1923); R. A. Foakes, Illustrations of the English Stage, 1580-1642 (1985); Andrew Gurr, The Shakespearean Stage, 3rd ed. (1992), and the same author’s  Play-going in Shakespeare’s London, 2nd ed. (1996); Edwin Nungezer, A Dictionary of Actors (1929); Carol Chilling-ton Rutter, ed., Documents of the Rose Playhouse (1984).


Books About Shakespeare’s Life 

The following books provide scholarly, documented accounts of Shakespeare’s life: G. E. Bentley, Shakespeare: A Biographical Handbook (1961); E. K. Chambers, William Shakespeare: A Study of Facts and Problems, 2 vols. (1930); S. Schoenbaum, William Shakespeare: A Compact Documentary Life (1977); and Shakespeare’s Lives, 2nd ed. (1991), by the same author. Many scholarly editions of Shakespeare’s complete works print brief compilations of essential dates and events. References to Shakespeare’s works up to 1700 are collected in C. M. Ingleby et al.,  The Shakespeare Allusion-Book, rev. ed., 2 vols. (1932).




The Texts of Shakespeare

As FAR AS WE KNOW, only one manuscript conceivably in Shakespeare’s own hand may (and even this is much disputed) exist: a few pages of a play called Sir Thomas More,  which apparently was never performed. What we do have, as later readers, performers, scholars, students, are printed texts. The earliest of these survive in two forms: quartos and folios. Quartos (from the Latin for “four”) are small books, printed on sheets of paper that were then folded in fours, to make eight double-sided pages. When these were bound together, the result was a squarish, eminently portable volume that sold for the relatively small sum of sixpence (translating in modern terms to about $5.00). In folios, on the other hand, the sheets are folded only once, in half, producing large, impressive volumes taller than they are wide. This was the format for important works of philosophy, science, theology, and literature (the major precedent for a folio Shakespeare was Ben Jonson’s Works,  1616). The decision to print the works of a popular playwright in folio is an indication of how far up on the social scale the theatrical profession had come during Shakespeare’s lifetime. The Shakespeare folio was an expensive book, selling for between fifteen and eighteen shillings, depending on the binding (in modern terms, from about $150 to $180). Twenty Shakespeare plays of the thirty-seven that survive first appeared in quarto, seventeen of which appeared during Shakespeare’s lifetime; the rest of the plays are found only in folio.

The First Folio was published in 1623, seven years after Shakespeare’s death, and was authorized by his fellow actors, the co-owners of the King’s Men. This publication was certainly a mark of the company’s enormous respect for Shakespeare; but it was also a way of turning the old  plays, most of which were no longer current in the playhouse, into ready money (the folio includes only Shakespeare’s plays, not his sonnets or other nondramatic verse). Whatever the motives behind the publication of the folio, the texts it preserves constitute the basis for almost all later editions of the playwright’s works. The texts, however, differ from those of the earlier quartos, sometimes in minor respects but often significantly — most strikingly in the two texts of King Lear, but also in important ways in  Hamlet, Othello, and Troilus and Cressida. (The variants are recorded in the textual notes to each play in the new Pelican series.) The differences in these texts represent, in a sense, the essence of theater: the texts of plays were initially not intended for publication. They were scripts, designed for the actors to perform — the principal life of the play at this period was in performance. And it follows that in Shakespeare’s theater the playwright typically had no say either in how his play was performed or in the disposition of his text — he was an employee of the company. The authoritative figures in the theatrical enterprise were the shareholders in the company, who were for the most part the major actors. They decided what plays were to be done; they hired the playwright and often gave him an outline of the play they wanted him to write. Often, too, the play was a collaboration: the company would retain a group of writers, and parcel out the scenes among them. The resulting script was then the property of the company, and the actors would revise it as they saw fit during the course of putting it on stage. The resulting text belonged to the company. The playwright had no rights in it once he had been paid. (This system survives largely intact in the movie industry, and most of the playwrights of Shakespeare’s time were as anonymous as most screenwriters are today.) The script could also, of course, continue to change as the tastes of audiences and the requirements of the actors changed. Many — perhaps most — plays were revised when they were reintroduced after any substantial absence from the repertory, or when they were performed  by a company different from the one that originally commissioned the play.

Shakespeare was an exceptional figure in this world because he was not only a shareholder and actor in his company, but also its leading playwright — he was literally his own boss. He had, moreover, little interest in the publication of his plays, and even those that appeared during his lifetime with the authorization of the company show no signs of any editorial concern on the part of the author. Theater was, for Shakespeare, a fluid and supremely responsive medium — the very opposite of the great classic canonical text that has embodied his works since 1623.

The very fluidity of the original texts, however, has meant that Shakespeare has always had to be edited. Here is an example of how problematic the editorial project inevitably is, a passage from the most famous speech in  Romeo and Juliet, Juliet’s balcony soliloquy beginning “O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?” Since the eighteenth century, the standard modern text has read,

 

What’s Montague? It is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O be some other name! 
What’s in a name? That which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet. 
(11.2.40-44)



 

Editors have three early texts of this play to work from, two quarto texts and the folio. Here is how the First Quarto (1597) reads:

 

Whats Mountagne? It is nor band nor foote, 
Nor arme,nor face, nor any other part. 
Whats in a name? That which we call a Rofe, 
By any other name would fmell as fweet:



 

Here is the Second Quarto (1599):

Whats Mountagne? it is nor hand nor foote, 
Nor arme nor face, ô be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 
Whats in a name that which we call a rofe, 
By any other word would fmell as fweete,



And here is the First Folio (1623):

 

What’s Mountagne? it is nor hand nor foote, 
Nor arme,nor face,O be Some other name 
Belonging to a man. 
What ? in a names that which we call a Rofe, 
By any other word would smell as sweete,



 

There is in fact no early text that reads as our modern text does — and this is the most famous speech in the play. Instead, we have three quite different texts, all of which are clearly some version of the same speech, but none of which seems to us a final or satisfactory version. The transcendently beautiful passage in modern editions is an editorial invention: editors have succeeded in conflating and revising the three versions into something we recognize as great poetry. Is this what Shakespeare “really” wrote? Who can say? What we can say is that Shakespeare always had performance, not a book, in mind.




Books About the Shakespeare Texts 

The standard study of the printing history of the First Folio is W W.Greg, The Shakespeare First Folio (1955). J. K. Walton, The Quarto Copy for the First Folio of Shakespeare  (1971), is a useful survey of the relation of the quartos to the folio. The second edition of Charlton Hinman’s Norton Facsimile of the First Folio (1996), with a new introduction by Peter Blayney, is indispensable. Stanley Wells and Gary Taylor, William Shakespeare: A Textual Companion, keyed to the Oxford text, gives a comprehensive survey of the editorial situation for all the plays and poems.

THE GENERAL EDITORS




Introduction




Authorship and Selection of Poems 

THE POEMS INCLUDED in any volume of Shakespeare’s poetry will vary according to current scholarly beliefs about which poems Shakespeare actually wrote. These beliefs have changed over time, and the poems included have varied accordingly. This edition is not one in which a full scholarly review of authorship can be undertaken, although I outline below some of the relevant current issues regarding authorship and attribution of the poems. My editorial choices are conservative by present-day standards, yet their being so has more to do with the scope of this volume than with opposition to recent, radical trends in Shakespeare editing.

The main works in this volume are Shakespeare’s long narrative poems, Venus and Adonis and Lucrece, retitled The Rape of Lucrece in the sixth quarto edition of 1616.  The Phoenix and the Turtle is included; so are poems from a 1599 lyric collection called The Passionate Pilgrim, on the title page of which Shakespeare is named as the author. I have included A Lover’s Complaint for the same reason. Although Shakespeare’s authorship of the poem remains doubtful, it was published under his name in the 1609 edition of the sonnets. Venus and Adonis, Lucrece,  and The Phoenix and the Turtle are self-selecting, since their status as poems written by Shakespeare cannot seriously be challenged in our present state of knowledge. On the other hand, The Passionate Pilgrim, first published in 1599 by the entrepreneurial printer William Jaggard, includes versions of poems by Shakespeare that are known from other sources, yet it also includes poems by other contemporary poets, and poems of unknown authorship, some of these included in other volumes as well. In 1612,  Jaggard reprinted the volume and expanded it by adding nine poems by Thomas Heywood. Heywood objected, making the disarming complaint that his poems were unworthy to be published under Shakespeare’s name. A new title page was therefore produced without Shakespeare’s name on it. Because the volume initially appeared under Shakespeare’s name, however, all the attested poems by Shakespeare plus those of undetermined authorship are included here, even though some of the latter cannot credibly be assigned to Shakespeare.

With the exception of the unassigned poems in The Passionate Pilgrim and A Lover’s Complaint, no poems doubtfully attributed to Shakespeare by previous scholars appear in this volume. This decision may seem conservative because Shakespeare editors are now generally reluctant to draw a hard line between what is authentically Shakespearean and what is not. At a theoretical level, claiming exclusive authorship on behalf of Shakespeare (or any of his contemporaries) has been challenged as both misguided and anachronistic. It is misguided because it credits the author, whether Shakespeare or anyone else, with a godlike power and control over the text never attainable under any conditions of literary production. It is anachronistic because it projects a modern conception (indeed, a modern fetish) of sole authorship back into Shakespeare’s period, when collaborative production was not uncommon. What is certain is that compositors and printers contributed even to the texts we most confidently attribute to Shakespeare, as did actors in the case of the plays. It is not just the authorship of particular texts but  exclusive authorship that remains “doubtful” in connection with Shakespeare and his contemporaries.

Practical as well as theoretical difficulties confront any attempt to determine exactly what belongs to Shakespeare and what does not. In many cases, Shakespeare’s authorship is well established, yet in others — for example, the unassignable poems in The Passionate Pilgrim, and A  Lover’s Complaint —  we simply can’t be sure. Because they  depend on historically shifting tastes, arguments based on poetic quality alone can never determine whether or not particular poems are by Shakespeare. We also have to admit that Shakespeare could have written bad or uncharacteristic poems. The fact that we think a poem bad or atypical does not necessarily mean that Shakespeare could not have written it.

Furthermore, in Shakespeare’s time poems were often misattributed or dubiously attributed. To give one example of apparent misattribution (rather than just dubious attribution), a well-known manuscript assigns a poem called Shall I Die? to Shakespeare. Gary Taylor, co-editor of the Oxford Shakespeare, announced the poem as a newly discovered Shakespearean one in 1985. His claim gained widespread media attention in Britain and the United States before being broadly rejected by the scholarly community. After extensive discussion, it emerged that the poem was neither newly discovered nor convincingly attributable to Shakespeare. This poem had, however, been included in the previous Penguin edition.

In another case, a seventeenth-century poem in manuscript, titled A Funeral Elegy and signed W. S., was attributed to Shakespeare (“beyond all reasonable doubt”) by Donald Foster in 1995, mainly on the basis of computer analysis. In this instance, principles of computer-assisted attribution were also on the line. Foster’s claim gained some credence from his widely reported success in using computer analysis to identify Joe Klein as the author of an anonymously published novel called Primary Colors, a scandalous insider account of President Clinton’s first election campaign.

Although many Shakespeareans initially credited Foster’s claim on behalf of A Funeral Elegy (so much so that the poem was included at once in three new major editions of Shakespeare’s complete works), that attribution has subsequently been challenged, also on the basis of computer analysis. Because of such uncertainties, and because appropriate tests to be used in computer attribution  remain under development, both poems have been omitted here. So has a handful of epitaphs traditionally attributed to Shakespeare and included in the previous Penguin edition.

One benefit arising from the need to include The Passionate Pilgrim is that it contains variant forms of poems published in the 1609 edition of Shakespeare’s sonnets or in Love’s Labors Lost. The Passionate Pilgrim, like many of Shakespeare’s plays, thus reminds us that what Shakespeare wrote seldom or never exists in any version that can be called final, definitive, or authoritative, even though a number of his poems and plays happen to have come down to us in only one version. As modern editors have increasingly come to believe, efforts to establish a single, definitive version are misdirected. In fact, countering the tendency of earlier editors to produce a single definitive text, modern editors have often found themselves deediting Shakespeare. Their goal has been to restore his often multiple texts to something more like their condition during his lifetime, and up to the publication, seven years after his death, of the 1623 First Folio of the plays.

The Passionate Pilgrim also draws attention to the important role of lyric anthologies or “miscellanies” — even unauthorized ones — in circulating English poems during the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Many anthologies performed this function following Tottel’s famous  Miscellany, published in 1557, in which hitherto unprinted manuscript poems by Thomas Wyatt and Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, were made widely available. A single narrative of the male lover’s tribulations is sometimes implied in these collections of miscellaneous love poems, as it is in the 1609 volume of Shakespeare’s sonnets. The Passionate Pilgrim also indicates that by 1599 it had become commercially advantageous for a publisher like Jaggard to exploit Shakespeare’s name while producing a volume that included the work of others. The Passionate Pilgrim thus serves as an index of Shakespeare’s poetic eminence and selling power by 1599, though his  role, if any, in the production of the volume remains unknown. It additionally reveals the tendency of free-floating Renaissance lyrics to become attached to a successful poet’s name, like iron filings to a magnet.




Venus and Adonis and Lucrece 

Both Venus and Adonis and Lucrece, published respectively in 1593 and 1594, were highly successful (Venus andAdonis especially so) in the print market of Shakespeare’s time. This fact made them suspect to at least some members of the educated elite. Shakespeare was mocked, for example, in the anonymous Three Parnassus Plays (1599) for catering to low and possibly immoral public tastes; Parnassus, with which members of the academic community identified their universities, was the haunt of the muses in classical literature. Thus the popularity of Shakespeare’s poems, especially Venus and Adonis, retarded their academic acceptance as contemporary classics. Not all Shakespeare’s contemporaries participated, however, in this snobbery. Printers and many leading writers as well as book buyers made no mistake about the power, brilliance, and cultural importance of Shakespeare’s contribution. That recognition has only become more widespread, although its basis has continually shifted, down to our own time.

Much criticism has now been written about Venus and Adonis and Lucrece as important early works by Shakespeare, possibly composed while the London theaters were closed because of an outbreak of plague. Commentary on these poems has taken account of their literary-historical nature as variations on classical Latin themes; of their context of production under the patronage of the Earl of Southampton; of their appeal as widely read poems of their time; of their generic status as “minor epics”; of their rhetorical brilliance and showiness; of their conventional yet extraordinarily sophisticated reflection on relations between nature and art; and of their densely  layered allusion to other texts and literary traditions. These are all important matters, repaying intensive study.

Instead of broadly surveying all these topics, however, I shall begin by focusing narrowly on the fact that both poems deal with what would now be regarded as forms of sexual violence or harassment. In Venus and Adonis, the powerful goddess of love pursues and sexually harasses an unwilling young man, while in Lucrece one of Western history’s best-known narratives of rape, originating in the Roman historian Livy’s History of Rome, is retold and hugely amplified. In one story, the sexual aggressor is female while in the other the aggressor is male; in both cases, the victimized person dies. The thematic connection between the two poems is reinforced by a generic connection between them: both are so-called etiological poems. In other words, they are poems about how things originated, or got to be the way they are. In  Venus and Adonis, the explicit question is how the tribulations of mortal lovers originated; in Lucrece, the implied question is how the modern politics of gender originated. How are we to understand Shakespeare’s central preoccupation in these poems with sexuality, gender, and violence?

Before taking up this question, I should like to emphasize that Venus’s harassment of Adonis and Tarquin the Younger’s rape of Lucrece are not symmetrical. The rape of Lucrece is unequivocally understood to be criminal in the poem, whereas the courtship of Adonis by Venus is not. As a goddess, Venus is not subject to human law in any case. Correspondingly, the poems differ widely in tone and implication. The story of Venus and Adonis is told at an engagingly brisk pace, while the story of Lucrece often seems trapped in nightmarish immobility of a kind now often associated with representations of trauma. Despite the contrast, present-day readers may be struck by the focus of both poems on sexual (or sexualized) aggression.

Calling Lucrece a poem of sexual violence — or of sexualized violence — may seem like stating the obvious. It is worth recalling, however, that it took a succession of feminist critics, writing in the 1980s and ‘90s, to gain attention for the poem as one of sexual violence against a woman rather than, say, as a literary-historical, rhetorical, or aesthetic phenomenon only. Significant effort was needed, in other words, to focus attention on what the poem is about and to connect the story it tells to longstanding cultural patterns of gendered violence and abuse. Rape, in Lucrece and elsewhere, is no mere criminal exception but a revelation of pervasive gendered violence and inequality. That being so, it is no surprise that Shakespeare connects the rape of Lucrece to an extraordinarily wide range of causes and consequences. In fact, Shakespeare makes such connections on a scale unprecedented in retellings of the Lucrece story.

To call Venus and Adonis a poem of sexual violence might, in contrast, seem like stretching the point. Although Venus’s pursuit of Adonis has been described as a rape in some earlier criticism, and although this pursuit is described in a 1994 psychological journal as an “early” representation of sexual harassment, these characterizations of the poem may seem either melodramatic or humorlessly clinical. The latter characterization may seem anachronistic as well. The criminalization of “harassment” is a recent and primarily North American phenomenon. Why then use the term in connection with Shakespeare’s poem?

In Venus and Adonis, the story is told (often, it must be said, in entertainingly humorous fashion) of the goddess Venus’s eager, lustful courtship of a young man named Adonis. Adonis consistently repels her advances, preferring to hunt with his male friends. Venus fears that he will be injured in this dangerous sport, and her worst fears are realized when he is killed by a wild boar, which gores him in the thigh. At his death, Adonis metamorphoses into a flower — unnamed by Shakespeare, but traditionally an anemone — and Venus retires to mourn in Paphos, prophesying that in the future mortals’ love affairs will be unhappy and socially disruptive. The poem thus recounts the origin of lovers’ endless trials.

This story, simple enough in its outline, is told by the Latin poet Ovid in his Metamorphoses and then retold by Shakespeare. In both Ovid and Shakespeare, Adonis undergoes metamorphosis into a flower. Here as elsewhere, the young Shakespeare is captivated by a fast-paced Ovidian story of love and suffering as well as by Ovid’s sophisticated, witty, and often cheerfully heartless poetic style. The sheer exuberance and self-delight of Shakespeare’s retelling of the story (a Shakespeare not just copying but outdoing Ovid) have been recognized by practically all critics of the poem. All of this seems a far cry from what we grimly call harassment. Yet a powerful metaphoric connection is made in the poem, ironically and unwittingly by Venus herself, between her uninhibited pursuit of Adonis and the injury he suffers from the boar: 



“‘Tis true, ’tis true; thus was Adonis slain: 
He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear, 
Who did not whet his teeth at him again, 
But by a kiss thought to persuade him there; 
And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine 
Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft groin.” 
(1111-16)



 

Perhaps Adonis’s passion for the dangerous sport of hunting has represented a flight from Venus all along, into the relatively “safe” company of men. In any event, Shakespeare strongly implicates the goddess of love (or makes her implicate herself) in the death of her reluctant love object, even though she has begged him not to hunt. In fact, her affection is associated with the strange, ferocious, fatal “love” of the boar rather than simply opposed to it as protective concern. In the stanza quoted above, we arrive at the vanishing point of distinctions between human and animal, man and woman, sex and violence.

Additionally, the courtship of a bashful young man by  Venus as an older woman implies the threat stereotypically experienced by young men of being overwhelmed by demanding, suffocating mother figures. The fact that Venus was represented as a mother, not just as the goddess of love, in classical literature adds this dimension of masculine anxiety to the pursuit of Adonis by Venus. The threatening importunity of the mother is written into this story of erotic courtship, as is masculine fear of quasi-incestuous maternal passion. Finally, the bizarre criss-crossing between Venus and the boar in the death of Adonis tends to make Venus what critical theorists have called the phallic mother, meaning the woman primordially invested with attributes of power ordinarily claimed by, or associated with, men. It is worth recalling here that Venus makes a terrifying appearance in The Two Noble Kinsmen, written at least in part by Shakespeare.

To imagine that a powerful older woman’s persistent, coercive advances cannot count as damaging in Shakespeare’s judgment (or be taken seriously even now as a form of sexual violence) is again to refuse consideration of what the poem is about. Refusing to take Venus and Adonis seriously may also entail the sexist assumption that while coercive or threatening advances by a man are serious, such advances by a woman, especially an older one, cannot be taken seriously, women being by definition powerless, so to speak, and their desires merely embarrassing. The idea that a woman might be capable of heterosexual rape is still foreign to our way of thinking, largely because the act of rape is so definitively associated with aggressive male penetration. Yet even if Shakespeare doesn’t (or can’t) make a tragedy of Adonis’s death, he certainly associates Venus’s advances with the fatal penetration of Adonis by the boar’s tusk.

It is true that the woman in this case happens to be a goddess, not a human, thus giving a mythological and allegorical cast rather than a realistic one to the story. Although Elizabethans could read Ovid in Latin and in English translation, both his work and classical mythology in general were also relayed to the Elizabethans by vast, encyclopedic story collections with extensive allegorical commentaries. Reading pagan texts as allegories allowed Christian, mystical, or moral meanings to be extracted from them; this allegorical tendency was well established, and has been extensively studied in modern times. Yet the milieu in which Shakespeare wrote his poem was psychically dominated by a powerful, desiring woman in the person of Queen Elizabeth I. The threat as well as inspiration that she, along with some other powerful contemporary women like Mary Sidney, sister of Sir Philip Sidney, presented to male authors of her time has now been widely recognized. Shakespeare’s complex response to the queen’s presence is paralleled in the work of his great contemporary, Edmund Spenser, who also pointedly told the story of Venus and Adonis, in Book 3 of The Faerie Queene. It is no accident that throughout his career Shakespeare represented, in addition to the Venus of this poem, various powerful, desiring, sometimes charming, and often deadly women. To name only some: Titania (A Midsummer Night’s Dream), Portia (The Merchant of Venice), Rosalind (As You Like It), Goneril and Regan (King Lear), Lady Macbeth (Macbeth), Volumnia  (Coriolanus), Cleopatra (Antony and Cleopatra), and Paulina (The Winter’s Tale).

We can fairly say, then, that at a certain level these two narrative poems represent two sides of the same coin. In making sex-power-gender relations central to both poems, Shakespeare strongly implies that those relations are culturally and politically fundamental. They are even made cosmically fundamental insofar as Venus and Adonis is a mythological poem about the power of love, personified by Venus; creative-destructive love can be seen as a cosmic force. Such mythological and cosmological treatment of the erotic, often inspired by Ovid, was extremely frequent in the work of Shakespeare and his contemporaries, among them Christopher Marlowe in Hero and Leander.

Personifying human passions in pagan gods and goddesses gave those passions a superhuman quality, beyond control. Deifying the passions further implied that the cruelly impersonal forces operating in the cosmos and determining individual human fates were primordial ones, not products of human culture. Procreative, heterosexual desire seems to be given the status of an amoral, universal force in Shakespeare’s poem when Venus’s lust for Adonis is associated by way of a mock-epic simile with the lust of an eager stallion: “He sees his love, and nothing else he sees, / For nothing else with his poor sight agrees” (287-88). Adonis’s resistance to the cosmic energy of Venus’s domain accordingly makes him seem deficient, childish, perverse, non-procreative, and even doomed: he will neither yield to Venus nor assume his proper role as a stallion — or as Venus’s “rider.”

On the other hand, Adonis, who can hold his own in debate, derides the speciousness of Venus’s procreative arguments. (The only “progeny” resulting from the relationship is the flower Venus maternally cherishes in the end; since flowers traditionally stand for poetic creations, the poem becomes the sole “offspring” of this ill-fated love.) Furthermore, the status of aggressive heterosexual desire as an overriding natural imperative is set off in the poem against forms of pain, flight, shrinking, withdrawal, and possibly even male homoerotic resistance that seem no less natural. (Parallels have been noted between the courtship of Adonis in this poem and of the reluctant young man by an older male speaker in Shakespeare’s sonnets.) These natural sensitivities are embodied in some of the poem’s most affecting comparisons — famous ones, for example, that sympathetically evoke the hunted hare’s anguish or the snail’s acute sensitivity to injury:

 

Or as the snail, whose tender horns being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain, 
And there all smothered up in shade doth sit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again. 
(1033-36)



 

These sympathies are contradictorily embodied in Venus herself, who is the subject of the snail comparison, and who retires wounded, solitary, and grieving after the death of Adonis. Thus, typically for works written in this period, natural similes and analogies seem endlessly contradictory, failing to resolve any ultimate questions and perpetually dividing sympathies. Both mythology and natural history provided a rich source of prototypes for reflection and poetic composition, but few resolutions. The intrusive narrative voice-over of Venus and Adonis oscillates between bright hardness and melting softness as the “natural” perspective shifts.

In Venus and Adonis, moreover, Shakespeare brings mythological and cosmological perspectives disconcertingly down to earth. Many modern readers, starting with the great critic C. S. Lewis, have been shocked at the mundane blowsiness of Venus in the poem. Shakespeare’s Venus, who sweats, pants, invitingly falls on her back, and indecorously solicits sexual favors from an unwilling youth, is both a vulnerable and a somewhat shameful figure. The goddess of love is here made flesh; because she is so, it becomes possible both to sympathize with her predicament and feel queasy about her coercive pursuit of Adonis.

The field of the poem, then, is one of gendered inequality and sexual predation transmuted only to a degree by Venus’s “humanity” and witty resourcefulness in courting Adonis. She amusingly yet ruthlessly exploits even his well-meaning concern for her when he thinks she has fainted:

 

He chafes her lips, a thousand ways he seeks 
To mend the hurt that his unkindness marred; 
He kisses her, and she, by her good will, 
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 
(477-80)



 

Because of all this, the term “harassment” does not seem wholly out of place: unwanted witty persuasion may, after  all, constitute harassment too, and “humorlessness” is a standard accusation against those who allege harassment. Yet in Venus and Adonis the harassment seems emblematic of a world in which power and desire are always unequally distributed. In a sense, everyone loses. Adonis dies, of course, even if he is metamorphosed into a pretty (poetic) flower as a result, while Venus cannot but alienate and participate in the destruction of the one she craves. Her divinity can save neither her nor Adonis. Part of the exhilaration of the poem, and of seeing Shakespeare exercising his phenomenal powers, comes from his brilliant retelling of a well-known story, but no less from his interest and involvement in the sexual politics of his world.

The same interest informs Shakespeare’s Lucrece, now one of the most exhaustively discussed poems in the English language. Feminist attention to the poem must largely be given the credit for the intensiveness and high level of recent criticism, yet both the poem and the Lucrece story have been subjects of extremely wide-ranging scholarly investigation. Not only was the Lucrece story repeatedly retold from the time of Livy onwards, but Lucrece (or Lucretia) has often been painted. Among the images that have come down to us is a striking one by the Renaissance artist Artemisia Gentileschi, herself a victim of rape.

Lucrece suffers the anguish of rape and eventually commits suicide. Both the dynamics of rape and the predicament of the woman who has been raped have been at issue in much critical discussion, as they are in the poem. Shakespeare certainly gives unprecedented consideration to Lucrece’s state of mind after the event. Yet, as I have already suggested, Shakespeare connects the rape of Lucrece not only to the politics of Rome but to an extensive historical and mythological vista, beginning with the fall of Troy. That story, told by Homer and Virgil among others, remained central to the European imagination from Greece through Rome down to the Renaissance.

When Lucrece tries to reorient herself after the rape,  she studies a large painting (or tapestry) on which the siege of Troy by the Greeks is depicted. Readers will recall that the Trojan war began with the “rape” (in the inherited Latin sense of seizure or abduction) of Helen of Troy. A “rape” thus stands at the origin of Western epic, and what has been called “originary rape” thereby becomes the starting point in a story to which Romans connected their own imperial history through Virgil’s epic poem The Aeneid. Indeed, originary rape seems to be repeated periodically: it is so in early Roman history when the Romans rape (abduct) the Sabine women to populate their new city. It is repeated again in the Lucrece story. Since the rapist is a member of the royal family, the rape of Lucrece becomes the crime that enables the Roman monarchy to be overthrown and a new republic to be instituted in its place. We witness this transition at the end of Shakespeare’s poem, and it is a painful one insofar as Lucrece’s suffering and death are speedily appropriated and forgotten by the men who dominate the Roman world, ambitiously plotting political change. Lucrece is used as the lever to dislodge the monarchy; her fate thus becomes merely instrumental. In short, not just gendered violence and inequality but also female sacrifice seem foundational for classical and postclassical European culture.

The connection between Troy (the rape of Helen) and Rome (the rape of Lucrece) becomes even more pointed when we recall that in Virgil’s Aeneid, Rome’s founding hero, Aeneas, is a Trojan who escapes from Troy before it falls to the Greeks. After many adventures, including his encounter with Dido, who is left to commit suicide after he abandons her, Aeneas lands in what is now Italy to become the founder of a new civilization. Troy is reborn as Rome. For the Roman Lucrece to look back to the Trojan origin is thus not surprising, nor is it surprising that she focuses on such female victims of Trojan history as Hecuba, the wife of King Priam, and Helen herself. Yet Lucrece dissociates herself from Helen, partly because Helen is suspect. Portrayed as little better than a whore in  Shakespeare’s Troilus and Cressida, Lucrece also excoriates her: “Show me the strumpet that began this stir, / That with my nails her beauty I may tear” (1471-72). Longstanding cultural suspicions make it possible for Helen to be regarded as the passive-aggressive cause — exploiting her sexual power — and not the victim of the Trojan war. Whether as a result of misogynistic male suspicion or women’s conniving, the discredited Helen cannot be the model for the innocent, raped woman.

It is rape, nevertheless, in Shakespeare’s Lucrece and elsewhere that brings into the fullest possible view the systemic nature of unequal power-gender relations in Western culture. In a sense, the “powerful” woman operating within the system is the conniving one who can exploit these unequal relations rather than fall victim to them. The rape of Lucrece, however, brings into view the anguishing predicament — and powerlessness — of the innocent woman, just as it does the violent compulsions of the male rapist.

Sextus Tarquinius, the son of King Tarquin, does indeed rape Lucrece in Shakespeare’s poem, although he knows full well that he is doing wrong, and foresees endless bad consequences for himself. Indeed, he agonizes over what he is doing and he finds afterwards that he has destroyed himself as well as Lucrece in the act. Ironically, it is his own feminine soul that he believes he has besmirched in raping Lucrece. If a certain sympathy is solicited for him as well as for Lucrece in the poem, that is partly because he seems driven by destructive social dynamisms he can neither understand nor resist, but partly too because, as rapist, he is acting within larger scenarios of gendered violence. Incriminating him alone thus makes him a scapegoat as well as a perpetrator. Even Lucrece, who has the best reason to blame him, cannot hold him wholly responsible, and she personifies abstractions like Night, Opportunity, and Time after the rape in her quest of the ultimate perpetrator. The tragic rather than merely criminal potential of the Tarquin figure is recalled in  Shakespeare’s Macbeth, where Macbeth imagines himself as Tarquin in the moment when he goes forward to murder King Duncan.

Lucrece, on the other hand, represents the ideal of the chaste Roman wife, killing herself after her virtue has been tainted, even without her consent. She thus upholds core Roman values and survives in Roman cultural memory as an exemplary heroine. In expanding the narrative, however, Shakespeare thoroughly complicates the picture and also questions the Roman heroic view of Lucrece. In the prose prologue to the poem, the Roman men are away from home, besieging the town of Ardea. They fall to boasting about their wives’ faithfulness, and Collatine, Lucrece’s husband, extols her virtue. Women’s chastity as well as their beauty clearly confers status on their husbands; the chaste beautiful wife is supremely prized because, presumably, she is chaste by her own choice.

Wives also constitute a form of male property, making rape akin to theft or property damage suffered by the husband. In other words, the principal injury is done to the man rather than the woman. It becomes evident in the poem that Lucrece has been well schooled in these codes; the goods she feels to have been damaged after the rape are principally her husband’s. It thus becomes extraordinarily difficult for her to process the rape subjectively — at first, she can hardly be said to have her own subjectivity — and reconcile herself to her new, damaged and devalued condition. Rather than just heroically exemplifying masculine Roman values, Lucrece in Shakespeare’s poem becomes a figure through whom the harm done to women by Roman values and gender codes is critically exposed.

Shakespeare’s critical eye is also trained on the way Collatine’s boastful desire to “publish” his wife’s virtue (a virtue that continues forever afterwards to be published, including by Shakespeare) invades her privacy and makes her sexual conquest the supreme challenge to other status-seeking men — for example, the king’s son. Chastity itself becomes a powerful erotic-aggressive stimulus, perhaps  the most powerful one of all. The publicity given to Lucrece by her husband thus exposes her to risk, and also invites intrusion into her private, domestic space. The very barriers to entry, including the legal prohibition on rape, serve as further limits to be boldly transgressed by the conqueror

 

This said, his guilty hand plucked up the latch, 
And with his knee the door he opens wide. 
The dove sleeps fast that this night owl will catch; 
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 
(358-61)



 

Moreover, the publicity given to the chastely beautiful wife, confined to the sphere of domestic privacy, incites intrusive and even pornographic fantasy: this intrusion becomes literal when Tarquin gazes at the exposed body of the sleeping Lucrece: “Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue, / A pair of maiden worlds unconquered” (407-8). No doubt this spectacle helped to make Lucrece, like Venus and Adonis, into a popular erotic poem of its time, yet readers may become aware that they are looking at Lucrece through the eyes of the rapist. The “rape” of Lucrece is thus occurring practically from the first moment of the poem and forever after; it is an effect not just of male status rivalry but of an entire social system that includes publication. So much for ramifications.

To focus now more closely on Lucrece, let me recall that Shakespeare’s poem was initially published in 1594 under the title Lucrece, before being retitled in 1616 as  The Rape of Lucrece. The latter title emphasizes the systemic violence and extensive field of the action of rape. Retaining the original title Lucrece, as I have done here, focuses attention more fully on Lucrece as an isolated, exemplary sufferer and heroine. It was in that guise that she most often appeared in European paintings. As an icon, Lucrece could become an object of sympathetic identification and admiration, perhaps especially to women. Indeed, Lucrece was assimilated, in postclassical literary history, into what the English poet Geoffrey Chaucer called “the legend of good women.” She was thus removed, in effect, from the frame of Roman masculinity and associated with other exemplary women throughout history.

The peculiar anguish of Lucrece’s situation, on which Shakespeare dwells in the poem, is that of the innocent woman who cannot fully believe in her own innocence or escape an acute sense of shame. Innocent she may be, yet she feels displaced from her social position and undermined in her integrity as a chaste married woman by the sexual violation she has suffered. Much of the verbal “excess” of the poem after the rape is generated by her inability to find a language in which to come to terms with her new situation: there is no fitting or expressive language for the raped Roman wife. In a sense, then, there is no way back for her even though the men in her life affirm that she is innocent; her suicide is the outcome. For her, not even the punishment of Tarquin could reverse the effects of the crime.

The pathos af Lucrece’s fate has not shielded her entirely from criticism. In modern times, she has been faulted both for her compliance with Roman conjugal codes and her suicide, which adds unwarranted self-punishment to the injury she has already suffered. In late antiquity, Saint Augustine had severely criticized Livy’s Lucrece in his own work entitled The City of God. There he argued that the woman who does not consent in her mind to the rape is innocent — spiritually untainted — and what happens to her body is therefore immaterial. According to Augustine, Lucrece’s suicide either betrays guilt or at least makes her guilty of willful self-destruction. The virtuous Christian woman who is raped suffers no spiritual (that is, real) harm unless she inwardly consents; for her to commit suicide would be a mortal sin. (Let us note, however, that the rape of Lucrece was again being used for its leverage, this time by Saint Augustine to dislodge a pagan, Roman world order and institute a new, Christian one.)

The difficulty with Augustine’s view is that it produces an almost impossibly watertight division between soul and body, at the same time devaluing the body and the harms it suffers. Lucrece sees her predicament differently:

 

Ay me, the bark pilled from the lofty pine, 
His leaves will wither and his sap decay; 
So must my soul, her bark being pilled away. 
(1167-69)



 

Although Shakespeare’s poem is set during early Roman history, before the advent of Christianity, Shakespeare inherits the Christian traditions that include Augustine’s teachings. Even while telling the story as a Roman one, Shakespeare is thus aware of subsequent Christian teachings, the language of which he anachronistically incorporates in the poem. He strongly questions those teachings as well as earlier Roman ones.

The problem for the chaste married woman as distinct from the Christian virgin is that she is expected to possess sexual desire but confine it entirely to her husband, even mentally. Husbands, on the other hand, both demanded and distrusted the sexual responsiveness of their wives. This contradiction is fully crystallized in Othello, written after Lucrece and resembling it in some respects. Desdemona’s sexuality unnerves Othello, allowing Iago to implant suspicions. The Desdemona Othello finally appreciates is the sleeping one at whom he gazes lovingly, much as Tarquin gazes at the sleeping Lucrece, before killing her. This Desdemona, however, already resembles a burial sculpture: it would seem that, for the husband, the truly chaste, lovable wife can only be the dead wife.

Lucrece’s sexuality is evident in her first, lively encounter with Tarquin, who comes to her house as an honored guest. Their exchange of glances might already have counted for Elizabethans as a form of sexual consciousness and interaction, yet that does not mean Lucrece is  guilty. Most social encounters cannot be free of sexual consciousness and of power-gender relations in which both fear and desire are present. Arguably, Tarquin feels as awed by Lucrece in this first encounter as she does by him. It is undeniable that the situation is inherently tempting to Lucrece, yet she gives Tarquin no encouragement, and evidently cannot read the seductively insinuating “text” of his facial expressions and body language. Since she is a hostess, however, and her husband’s social representative, she cannot escape this world of public interaction. Insofar as she is compromised even by her social encounter with Tarquin, it will be almost impossible for her to feel inwardly untainted and outwardly unashamed after she has been raped.

For Saint Augustine, the spiritual Christian woman is removed from these social situations, which don’t count. She will also be indifferent, as Lucrece is not, to the way things look to others after she has been raped. The Roman men in the poem, anticipating Augustine, declare Lucrece wholly innocent, yet she knows better than they how little this declaration will do for her, or even for her reputation:

 

With this they all at once began to say 
Her body’s stain her mind untainted clears, 
While with a joyless smile she turns away 
The face, that map which deep impression bears 
Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears. 
(1709-13)



 

To be a heroine of chastity on her own terms, not setting a bad example to other wives, Lucrece believes she must kill herself, also thereby “healing” herself of the “sickness” of having been raped.

The severity of Lucrece’s mental predicament is perhaps most vividly illustrated when she gazes at the Trojan picture, trying to find her new place in the story. She cannot fully identify herself with old Queen Hecuba as tragic victim, and does not want to be identified with the suspect Helen, however powerful and glamorous she may be. The figure on whom she surprisingly yet revealingly fixes is that of Sinon, the traitor who brought about Troy’s downfall. She sees Sinon as both a perfect actor and a perfect hypocrite, who defeats all judgments about sincerity, probably including his own. She wants to identify Tarquin with Sinon as the betrayer, yet Sinon also becomes a mocking image confronting her. His deception is so perfect that it represents this poem’s equivalent to the vanishing point in Venus and Adonis; here, distinctions between guilt and innocence, inner and outer, collapse. Lucrece feels so profoundly undermined in her integrity by this mocking image that she physically attacks the painting. Yet the very violence of her attack — an attack she recognizes as absurd, with the surprising humor she musters on occasion — indicates her inability to clear herself in her own mind or in the eyes of all others. This inability, resulting for her in acute self-consciousness before others, is apparent even when she is facing her own humble serving man:

 

But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame; 
For Lucrece thought he blushed to see her shame. 
(1342-44)



 

Such is the plight of the innocent woman, as exemplified by Lucrece. Modern readers should have no difficulty understanding it.




The Phoenix and the Turtle 

In contrast to the previous poems, The Phoenix and the Turtle, published under Shakespeare’s full name in a collection called Love’s Martyr in 1601, concerns true, mutual love. The lovers in the poem are birds, the mythical phoenix and the turtledove. These birds perfectly embody the masculine and feminine attributes and desires of imperfect humans. In this perfect love, the two lovers merge into a single being, thus “confounding” both identity and difference. In keeping with the previous poems, however, the poem is one of mourning for a perfect love that seems to have vanished from the world or perhaps been mythic all along. We cannot be sure whether the birds have simply died or passed beyond an imperfect world when we hear that they “fled / In a mutual flame from hence” (23-24).

This is the Shakespearean poem that has most often been regarded as a “metaphysical” lyric of the kind written by English poets in the seventeenth century, and appreciated in the twentieth century by T. S. Eliot for combining stringent logical argument with passionate feeling. The unusually tight, spare, disciplined language of the poem concurs with its rigorously logical articulation. It would seem that the mutual passion at once celebrated and mourned in Shakespeare’s poem cannot even be conceived except in the most logical — but also logic-defying — terms. This perfect love becomes the lost but solemnly recalled ideal for all imperfect human loves.

The scenario of The Phoenix and the Turtle is one in which birds are summoned to the funeral of the lovers, which is also to say of love itself. The invitation pointedly excludes all predatory birds of “tyrant wing” (10). Those birds that fit the occasion on account of their mythical properties, like the swan that sings a beautiful song just before it dies or the long-lived crow that reproduces without sexual contact, are called upon to mourn over the ashes of the departed. The passing of the phoenix and the turtle is especially to be mourned since they left “no posterity” (59), meaning no progeny but also no successors like themselves. Their union was one of “married chastity” (61), a condition that seems to imply asexual union rather than the kind of married chastity that creates Lucrece’s impossible predicament.

Not only is love lost in this exalted poem, but also, it would seem, the immortality of the phoenix, always reborn from its own ashes. The poem implies that by having become involved even in the most perfect imaginable love, the phoenix has sacrificed its immortality. It has also sacrificed its own singularity in merging with the turtle. Already, then, love has come under the shadow of mortality, even in its most rarefied perfection. When the young man in Shakespeare’s sonnets is being persuaded to forego his singleness — that is, to marry and reproduce — he is also being persuaded to accept his own mortality. One of the metaphors for the privileged, solitary condition he is being asked to abandon is that of the phoenix.




Minor and “Dubious” Poems 

As regards the minor or “dubious” poems, I will merely note, first, that several poems in The Passionate Pilgrim  deal saucily with the courtship of Adonis by Venus, and are thus thematically related to Shakespeare’s long poem on the subject. Second, if Shakespeare wrote A Lover’s Complaint, it is his contribution to the contemporary genre of poetic complaint practiced by Samuel Daniel and Edmund Spenser among others. Lucrece’s extended “complaint” after she has been raped makes it clear that the poetics of (female) complaint are not alien to Shakespeare. A Lover’s Complaint consists mainly of a female speaker’s complaint of seduction and betrayal by a young man, irresistible to both men and women, who prevails on her by “frankly” confessing his innumerable previous conquests. His most spectacular success has been the seduction of a nun, an unholy triumph now to be redeemed by his true love of her alone. Even though she has been deceived and ruined, she ends up admitting that she would probably be deceived again in exactly the same way. The poem has lent itself to some dubious claims about inherent male and female psychology; although this line of argument seems like a dead end, the poem remains something of a challenge to gendered (and other) reading. Arguments pro and contra Shakespeare’s authorship continue, and if nothing else, this strange poem continues to exert pressure on our received ideas about Shakespeare’s poetic and stylistic range. The marked differences between the well-attested poems are already hard enough to accommodate in any unified conception of Shakespeare’s poetic identity. A Lover’s Complaint is a marginal poem that still resists any desire on our part to resolve which poems are finally and definitively Shakespearean.

JONATHAN CREWE  
Dartmouth College




Note on the Text

THE COPY TEXTS for this edition of the poems are the 1593 First Quarto of Venus and Adonis; the 1594 First Quarto of Lucrece (in which “The Rape of Lucrece” already appears as a running title); the text of The Phoenix and the Turtle in the 1601 first edition of Loves Martyr  (Folger Library copy); the 1599 second edition of The Passionate Pilgrim (Huntington Library copy); and A Lover’s Complaint in the 1609 edition of Shakespeare’s sonnets. I have gratefully incorporated much of the editorial work of my Penguin predecessor, Maurice Evans, and have relied indispensably on textual analysis and collation by previous editors, notably Hyder Rollins, F. T. Prince, and John Roe. The following collation by no means includes all known variants or emendations; it lists only those that are materially significant to the texts printed here.




Venus and Adonis 

14 rein raine Q1; reigne Q7-10; reine Q11 54 murders murthers Q1; smothers Q7+ 63 prey pray Q1 134 Ill-nurtured Il-nurtured Q1; Ill-natured Q9-11 362jail gaol Q11, 13+; gaile Q1 392 Servilely Servilly Q1 466 loss love Q1 645 downright down right Q1 680 overshoot over-shut Q1 777 mermaids Marmaids Q1 873 twine twine Q7+; twined Q1 888  court‘sy curtsie Q1 1095 sung song Q1




Lucrece 

8 unhapp‘ly unhap’ly Q1 31 apology Appologie Q1 50 Collatium Colatium Q1 56 o‘er ore Q1; o’er Q6+ 124 life’s lives Q1; lifes Q3-4 239 ay, if I, if Q1 342 prey pray Q1; prey Q6+ 425 Slacked Slakt Q1; slacked Q2+ 506 falcon Faulkon Q1 509 falchion Fauchion Q1 879 point‘st poinst Q1; points Q5+ 975 bedrid bedred Q1 1039 no-slaughterhouse no slaughterhouse Q1; no-slaughter house Q3-4 1310 tenor tenure Q1; tenor Q6+  1451 reign raigne Q1; raine Q4 1486 swounds sounds Q1 1644 Rome Roome Q1; Rome Q3+ 1713 in it it in Q1




The Passionate Pilgrim 

1.11 habit is habit’s in 01; habit is 02-3 3.11 Exhal‘st Exhalst LLL; Exhalt 01; Exhale 02-3 4.10 her his 01; her 02-3 7.10 thereof thereof 03; whereof 02 7.11 midst mid 02; midst 03; midst 03 14.3 care 02; cares 03 16.12 throne 01-03; thorn England’s Helicon 18.20 humble humblet 01- 03 18.22 a new anew 01-03 18.26 calm ere calme yer 01-03 18.51 on th’ear on th‘are O1-02; on th’ere 03




A Lover’s Complaint 

80 Of one O one Q 118 Came Can Q 182 woo wow Q




The Narrative Poems
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Venus and Adonis

TO THE  
RIGHT HONORABLE  
HENRY WRIOTHESLEY,  
EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON AND BARON OF TITCHFIELD

 

 

RIGHT HONORABLE,

 

I know not how I shall offend in dedicating my unpolished lines to your lordship, nor how the world will censure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak a burden: only, if your honor seem but pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage of all idle hours, till I have honored you with some graver labor. But if the first heir of my invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a godfather, and never after 9 ear so barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a har- 10 vest. I leave it to your honorable survey, and your honor to your heart’s content; which I wish may always answer your own wish, and the world’s hopeful expectation.

 

Your honor’s in all duty, 
William Shakespeare

[image: 005]

 

Dedication: The Earl of Southampton, aged nineteen at the time of this dedication, was a noted literary patron, not averse to “libertine” (sexually licentious) writings 9 ear plow, cultivate Epigraph: Ovid, Amores, I.xv.35-36. “Let what is cheap excite the wonder of the crowd; to me, may golden Apollo minister full cups from the Castalian fount.”


 

Venus and Adonis

[image: 006]

 

Vilia miretur vulgus: mihi flavus Apollo  
Pocula Castalia plena ministret aqua.

 

Even as the sun with purple-colored face 1 
Had ta‘en his last leave of the weeping morn,2 
Rose-cheeked Adonis hied him to the chase; 3 
Hunting he loved, but love he laughed to scorn.

Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him, 4 
And like a bold-faced suitor ’gins to woo him.

 

“Thrice fairer than myself,” thus she began, 
“The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare, 
Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man, 5 
More white and red than doves or roses are; 10

Nature that made thee with herself at strife 11 
Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

 

“Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed, 6 
And rein his proud head to the saddle bow; 7 
If thou wilt deign this favor, for thy meed 8 
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know.

Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses, 
And being set, I’ll smother thee with kisses; 9

 

10 “And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed satiety,  
20 But rather famish them amid their plenty, 
Making them red and pale with fresh variety; 
Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty.

A summer’s day will seem an hour but short, 
Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.”

 

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm,  
11 The precedent of pith and livelihood,  
12 And trembling in her passion calls it balm,  
13 Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good.

14 Being so enraged, desire doth lend her force  
15 Courageously to pluck him from his horse.

 

16 Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein, 
Under her other was the tender boy, 
Who blushed and pouted in a dull disdain,  
17 With leaden appetite, unapt to toy;

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire, 
He red for shame, but frosty in desire.

 

18 The studded bridle on a ragged bough 
Nimbly she fastens (O, how quick is love!);  
19 The steed is stalled up, and even now  
20 To tie the rider she begins to prove.

21 Backward she pushed him, as she would be thrust,  
22 And governed him in strength, though not in lust.

 

23 So soon was she along as he was down, 
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips; 
Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown,

And ‘gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips,

And kissing speaks, with lustful language broken, 24 
“If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never open.”

 

He burns with bashful shame; she with her tears 
Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks; 25 
Then with her windy sighs and golden hairs 
To fan and blow them dry again she seeks.

He saith she is immodest, blames her miss; 26 
What follows more she murders with a kiss.

 

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast, 27 
Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and bone, 
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste, 
Till either gorge be stuffed or prey be gone; 28 


Even so she kissed his brow, his cheek, his chin, 
And where she ends she doth anew begin. 60

 

Forced to content, but never to obey, 29 
Panting he lies and breatheth in her face; 
She feedeth on the steam as on a prey, 30 
And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace, 31

Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers, 
So they were dewed with such distilling showers. 66

 

Look how a bird lies tangled in a net, 
So fastened in her arms Adonis lies; 
Pure shame and awed resistance made him fret, 32 
Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes. 70

Rain added to a river that is rank 33 
Perforce will force it overflow the bank.

 

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats, 
For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale:  
34 Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets, 
‘Twixt crimson shame and anger ashy-pale.

Being red, she loves him best, and being white, 
Her best is bettered with a more delight.

 

35 Look how he can, she cannot choose but love,  
80 And by her fair immortal hand she swears  
36 From his soft bosom never to remove  
37 Till he take truce with her contending tears

Which long have rained, making her cheeks all wet; 
And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless debt.

 

Upon this promise did he raise his chin,  
38 Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave, 
Who, being looked on, ducks as quickly in; 
So offers he to give what she did crave;

39 But when her lips were ready for his pay,  
90 He winks, and turns his lips another way.

 

40 Never did passenger in summer’s heat 
More thirst for drink than she for this good turn. 
Her help she sees, but help she cannot get; 
She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn.

“O, pity,” ‘gan she cry, “flint-hearted boy, 
’Tis but a kiss I beg; why art thou coy?

 

“I have been wooed, as I entreat thee now,  
41 Even by the stern and direful god of war, 
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow,

Who conquers where he comes in every jar; 42

Yet hath he been my captive and my slave, 
And begged for that which thou unasked shalt have. 43

 

“Over my altars hath he hung his lance, 
His battered shield, his uncontrolled crest, 44 
And for my sake hath learned to sport and dance, 
To toy, to wanton, dally, smile and jest, 45

Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red, 46 
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 108

 

“Thus he that overruled I overswayed, 47 
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain; 110 
Strong-tempered steel his stronger strength obeyed, 
Yet was he servile to my coy disdain. 48

O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might, 
For mastering her that foiled the god of fight!

 

“Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine — 
Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red — 
The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine. 
What see’st thou in the ground? Hold up thy head,

Look in mine eyeballs, there thy beauty lies; 49 
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes? 120

 

“Art thou ashamed to kiss? Then wink again, 
And I will wink; so shall the day seem night. 
Love keeps his revels where there are but twain; 
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight. 50

These blue-veined violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

 

51 “The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shews thee unripe; yet mayst thou well be tasted: 
Make use of time, let not advantage slip;  
130 Beauty within itself should not be wasted.

Fair flowers that are not gathered in their prime 
Rot, and consume themselves in little time.

 

52 “Were I hard-favored, foul, or wrinkled-old,  
53 Ill-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice,  
54 O’erworn, despised, rheumatic and cold,  
55 Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice,

Then mightst thou pause, for then I were not for thee; 
But having no defects, why dost abhor me?

 

“Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow;  
56 Mine eyes are gray and bright and quick in turning;  
57 My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow,  
58 My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning;

My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand felt, 
Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt.

 

“Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear,  
59 Or like a fairy trip upon the green, 
Or like a nymph with long disheveled hair, 
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen.

60 Love is a spirit all compact of fire,  
61 Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire.

 

“Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie;  
62 These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support me;  
63 Two strengthless doves will draw me through the sky

From morn till night, even where I list to sport me.

Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be 
That thou should think it heavy unto thee?

 

“Is thine own heart to thine own face affected? 64 
Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left? 65 
Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected, 
Steal thine own freedom, and complain on theft. 66

Narcissus so himself himself forsook, 
And died to kiss his shadow in the brook. 67

 

“Torches are made to light, jewels to wear, 
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use, 68 
Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear; 69 
Things growing to themselves are growth’s abuse. 70

Seeds spring from seeds and beauty breedeth beauty; 
Thou wast begot; to get it is thy duty. 71

 

“Upon the earth’s increase why shouldst thou feed, 72 
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed? 170 
By law of nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may live when thou thyself art dead;

And so in spite of death thou dost survive, 
In that thy likeness still is left alive.”

 

By this the lovesick queen began to sweat, 
For where they lay the shadow had forsook them, 
And Titan, tired in the midday heat, 73 
With burning eye did hotly overlook them, 74

Wishing Adonis had his team to guide, 75 
So he were like him, and by Venus’ side. 180

 

76 And now Adonis with a lazy sprite, 
And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye,  
77 His louring brows o’erwhelming his fair sight, 
Like misty vapors when they blot the sky,

78 Souring his cheeks, cries “Fie, no more of love!  
186 The sun doth burn my face; I must remove.”

 

79 “Ay me,” quoth Venus, “young, and so unkind!  
80 What bare excuses mak’st thou to be gone! 
I’ll sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind  
190 Shall cool the heat of this descending sun;

I’ll make a shadow for thee of my hairs; 
If they burn too, I’ll quench them with my tears.

 

“The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm, 
And lo I lie between that sun and thee; 
The heat I have from thence doth little harm, 
Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneth me;

And were I not immortal, life were done 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun.

 

“Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel?  
81 Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth. 
Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not feel 
What ’tis to love, how want of love tormenteth?

O, had thy mother borne so hard a mind,  
82 She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind.

 

83 “What am I that thou shouldst contemn me this? 
Or what great danger dwells upon my suit? 
What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss?

Speak, fair, but speak fair words, or else be mute.

Give me one kiss, I’ll give it thee again, 
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain. 210

 

“Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone, 84 
Well painted idol, image dull and dead, 85 
Statue contenting but the eye alone, 
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred!

Thou art no man, though of a man’s complexion, 86 
For men will kiss even by their own direction.” 87

 

This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue, 
And swelling passion doth provoke a pause; 
Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong; 88 
Begin judge in love, she cannot right her cause; 89

And now she weeps, and now she fain would speak, 
And now her sobs do her intendments break. 90

 

Sometime she shakes her head, and then his hand; 
Now gazeth she on him, now on the ground; 
Sometime her arms infold him like a band; 91 
She would, he will not in her arms be bound; 92

And when from thence he struggles to be gone, 
She locks her lily fingers one in one.

 

“Fondling,” she saith, “since I have hemmed thee here 93 
Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 94 
I’ll be a park, and thou shalt be my deer; 
Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale;

Graze on my lips, and if those hills be dry, 
Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie.

 

95 “Within this limit is relief enough,  
96 Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful plain,  
97 Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough, 
To shelter thee from tempest and from rain:

Then be my deer, since I am such a park;  
98 No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand bark.”

 

At this Adonis smiles as in disdain,  
99 That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple; 
Love made those hollows, if himself were slain, 
He might be buried in a tomb so simple,

100 Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie, 
Why, there love lived, and there he could not die.

 

These lovely caves, these round enchanting pits,  
101 Opened their mouths to swallow Venus’ liking. 
Being mad before, how doth she now for wits?  
102 Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking?

103 Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn, 
To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn.

 

Now which way shall she turn? What shall she say? 
Her words are done, her woes the more increasing; 
The time is spent, her object will away, 
And from her twining arms doth urge releasing.

104 “Pity,” she cries, “some favor, some remorse!” 
Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse.

 

105 But lo, from forth a copse that neighbors by,  
106 A breeding jennet, lusty, young and proud, 
Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy,

And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs aloud.

The strong-necked steed, being tied unto a tree, 
Breaketh his rein and to her straight goes he.

 

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds, 
And now his woven girths he breaks asunder; 107 
The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds, 108 
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s thunder;

The iron bit he crusheth ’tween his teeth, 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 109

 

His ears up-pricked, his braided hanging mane 
Upon his compassed crest now stand on end; 110 
His nostrils drink the air, and forth again, 
As from a furnace, vapors doth he send;

His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire, 
Shows his hot courage and his high desire. 111

 

Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps, 112 
With gentle majesty and modest pride; 
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps, 113 
As who should say “Lo, thus my strength is tried, 114

And this I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.”

 

What recketh he his rider’s angry stir, 115 
His flattering “Holla” or his “Stand, I say”? 
What cares he now for curb or pricking spur, 
For rich caparisons or trappings gay? 116

He sees his love, and nothing else he sees, 
For nothing else with his proud sight agrees. 117

Look when a painter would surpass the life  
118 In limning out a well-proportioned steed, 
His art with nature’s workmanship at strife, 
As if the dead the living should exceed;

So did this horse excel a common one  
119 In shape, in courage, color, pace and bone.

 

120 Round-hoofed, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long, 
Broad breast, full eye, small head and nostril wide,  
121 High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong, 
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide; 
Look what a horse should have he did not lack,  
300 Save a proud rider on so proud a back.

 

122 Sometime he scuds far off, and there he stares; 
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather;  
123 To bid the wind a base he now prepares, 
And where he run or fly they know not whether;

For through his mane and tail the high wind sings, 
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feathered wings.

 

He looks upon his love and neighs unto her; 
She answers him as if she knew his mind; 
Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her,  
124 She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind,

Spurns at his love and scorns the heat he feels, 
Beating his kind embracements with her heels.

 

125 Then, like a melancholy malcontent,  
126 He vails his tail, that, like a falling plume 
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent;

He stamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume. 127

His love, perceiving how he was enraged, 
Grew kinder, and his fury was assuaged.

 

His testy master goeth about to take him, 128 
When, lo, the unbacked breeder, full of fear, 129 
Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him, 130 
With her the horse, and left Adonis there.

As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them, 131 
Outstripping crows that strive to over-fly them.

 

All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits, 132 
Banning his boisterous and unruly beast; 133 
And now the happy season once more fits 
That lovesick love by pleading may be blest;

For lovers say the heart hath treble wrong 
When it is barred the aidance of the tongue. 134

 

An oven that is stopped, or river stayed, 
Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage; 
So of concealed sorrow may be said, 135 
Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage; 136

But when the heart’s attorney once is mute, 
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit. 137

 

He sees her coming, and begins to glow, 
Even as a dying coal revives with wind, 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow, 339 
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind, 340

Taking no notice that she is so nigh, 
For all askance he holds her in his eye. 138

 

139 O, what a sight it was wistly to view  
140 How she came stealing to the wayward boy, 
To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 
How white and red each other did destroy!

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flashed forth fire, as lightning from the sky.

 

Now was she just before him as he sat,  
350 And like a lowly lover down she kneels; 
With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat, 
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels;

His tend’rer cheek receives her soft hand’s print  
141 As apt as new-fall’n snow takes any dint.

 

O, what a war of looks was then between them,  
142 Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing!  
143 His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them; 
Her eyes wooed still, his eyes disdained the wooing;

144 And all this dumb play had his acts made plain  
360 With tears which choruslike her eyes did rain.

 

Full gently now she takes him by the hand, 
A lily prisoned in a jail of snow, 
Or ivory in an alabaster band:  
145 So white a friend engirts so white a foe.

This beauteous combat, willful and unwilling,  
146 Showed like two silver doves that sit a-billing.

 

147 Once more the engine of her thoughts began:  
148 “O fairest mover on this mortal round,  
149 Would thou wert as I am, and I a man,

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound; 150

For one sweet look thy help I would assure thee, 151 
Though nothing but my body’s bane would cure thee.” 152

 

“Give me my hand,” saith he, “why dost thou feel it?” 
“Give me my heart,” saith she, “and thou shalt have it; 
O, give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it, 
And being steeled, soft sighs can never grave it; 153

Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard, 154 
Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine hard.”

 

“For shame,” he cries, “let go, and let me go; 
My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone, 380 
And ‘tis your fault I am bereft him so. 
I pray you hence, and leave me here alone; 155

For all my mind, my thought, my busy care, 
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.” 156

 

Thus she replies: “Thy palfrey, as he should, 
Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire. 
Affection is a coal that must be cooled; 157 
Else, suffered, it will set the heart on fire. 158

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none, 
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone. 390

 

“How like a jade he stood tied to the tree, 159 
Servilely mastered with a leathern rein; 
But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair fee, 160 
He held such petty bondage in disdain,

Throwing the base thong from his bending crest, 
Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast. 161

 

“Who sees his true-love in her naked bed, 
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white, 
But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed,  
162 His other agents aim at like delight?

163 Who is so faint that dares not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold?

 

“Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy; 
And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee,  
164 To take advantage on presented joy; 
Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach thee.

O, learn to love; the lesson is but plain,  
165 And once made perfect, never lost again.”

 

“I know not love,” quoth he, “nor will not know it,  
410 Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it.  
166 ‘Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it.  
167 My love to love is love but to disgrace it;

For I have heard it is a life in death, 
That laughs and weeps and all but with a breath.

 

“Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinished? 
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth?  
168 If springing things be any jot diminished, 
They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth.

169 The colt that’s backed and burdened being young  
170 Loseth his pride, and never waxeth strong.

 

“You hurt my hand with wringing; let us part,  
171 And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat; 
Remove your siege from my unyielding heart,

To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate. 172

Dismiss your vows, your feignèd tears, your flatt‘ry; 173 
For where a heart is hard they make no batt’ry.“ 174

 

“What, canst thou talk?” quoth she, “hast thou a tongue? 
O would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing! 
Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double wrong; 175 
I had my load before, now pressed with bearing: 176

Melodious discord, heavenly tune harsh sounding, 
Ears’ deep sweet music, and heart’s deep sore wounding.

 

“Had I no eyes but ears, my ears would love 
That inward beauty and invisible; 
Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move 
Each part in me that were but sensible. 177

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see, 178 
Yet should I be in love by touching thee.

 

“Say that the sense of feeling were bereft me, 
And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch, 440 
And nothing but the very smell were left me, 
Yet would my love to thee be still as much;

For from the stillitory of thy face excelling 179 
Comes breath perfumed, that breedeth love by smelling.

 

“But O, what banquet wert thou to the taste, 
Being nurse and feeder of the other four! 180 
Would they not wish the feast might ever last, 
And bid suspicion double-lock the door,

Lest jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 
Should by his stealing in disturb the feast?” 450

 

181 Once more the ruby-colored portal opened, 
Which to his speech did honey passage yield; 
Like a red morn, that ever yet betokened 
Wrack to the seaman, tempest to the field,

Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds,  
182 Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds.

 

183 This ill presage advisedly she marketh: 
Even as the wind is hushed before it raineth, 
Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh,  
460 Or as the berry breaks before it staineth,

Or like the deadly bullet of a gun, 
His meaning struck her ere his words begun.

 

And at his look she flatly falleth down, 
For looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth;  
184 A smile recures the wounding of a frown. 
But blessed bankrupt that by loss so thriveth!

185 The silly boy, believing she is dead, 
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red;

 

And all amazed brake off his late intent,  
186 For sharply he did think to reprehend her,  
187 Which cunning love did wittily prevent.  
188 Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her!

For on the grass she lies as she were slain, 
Till his breath breatheth life in her again.

 

189 He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks, 
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard,  
190 He chafes her lips, a thousand ways he seeks

To mend the hurt that his unkindness marred; 191

He kisses her, and she, by her good will, 192 
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 193

 

The night of sorrow now is turned to day: 
Her two blue windows faintly she upheaveth, 194 
Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array 
He cheers the morn, and all the earth relieveth;

And as the bright sun glorifies the sky, 
So is her face illumined with her eye; 195

 

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fixèd, 
As if from thence they borrowed all their shine. 
Were never four such lamps together mixed, 196 
Had not his clouded with his brow’s repine; 197

But hers, which through the crystal tears gave light, 
Shone like the moon in water seen by night.

 

“O, where am I?” quoth she, “in earth or heaven, 
Or in the ocean drenched, or in the fire? 
What hour is this? Or morn or weary even? 198 
Do I delight to die, or life desire?

But now I lived, and life was death’s annoy; 199 
But now I died, and death was lively joy.

 

“O thou didst kill me, kill me once again. 
Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine, 200 
Hath taught them scornful tricks, and such disdain 
That they have murdered this poor heart of mine;

And these mine eyes, true leaders to their queen, 201 
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen. 202

 

203 “Long may they kiss each other, for this cure!  
204 O, never let their crimson liveries wear!  
205 And as they last, their verdure still endure  
206 To drive infection from the dangerous year,

207 That the stargazers, having writ on death,  
510 May say, the plague is banished by thy breath.

 

“Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted,  
208 What bargains may I make, still to be sealing? 
To sell myself I can be well contented,  
209 So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good dealing;

210 Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips  
211 Set thy seal manual on my wax-red lips.

 

“A thousand kisses buys my heart from me; 
And pay them at thy leisure, one by one.  
212 What is ten hundred touches unto thee?  
213 Are they not quickly told and quickly gone?

Say for nonpayment that the debt should double, 
Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble?”

 

214 “Fair queen,” quoth he, “if any love you owe me,  
215 Measure my strangeness with my unripe years;  
216 Before I know myself, seek not to know me;  
217 No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears:

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast, 
Or being early plucked is sour to taste.

 

“Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait, 218 
His day’s hot task hath ended in the west; 530 
The owl, night’s herald, shrieks ’tis very late; 
The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest;

And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven’s light 
Do summon us to part, and bid good night.

 

“Now let me say good night and so say you; 
If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.” 
“Good night,” quoth she, and, ere he says adieu, 
The honey fee of parting tendered is: 219

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace; 
Incorporate then they seem, face grows to face. 220

 

Till breathless he disjoined, and backward drew 
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth, 
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew, 
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth. 221

He with her plenty pressed, she faint with dearth, 222 
Their lips together glued, fall to the earth.

 

Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey, 223 
And gluttonlike she feeds, yet never filleth; 
Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey, 
Paying what ransom the insulter willeth, 224

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so high 225 
That she will draw his lips’ rich treasure dry.

 

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil, 226 
With blindfold fury she begins to forage; 
Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil, 227

And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage,

228 Planting oblivion, beating reason back,  
229 Forgetting shame’s pure blush and honor’s wrack.

 

Hot, faint and weary, with her hard embracing,  
560 Like a wild bird being tamed with too much handling,  
230 Or as the fleet-foot roe that’s tired with chasing,  
231 Or like the froward infant stilled with dandling,

He now obeys and now no more resisteth,  
232 While she takes all she can, not all she listeth.

 

233 What wax so frozen but dissolves with temp‘ring, 
And yields at last to every light impression?  
234 Things out of hope are compassed oft with vent’ring,  
235 Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commission:

236 Affection faints not like a pale-faced coward,  
237 But then woos best when most his choice is froward.

 

571 When he did frown, O had she then gave over, 
Such nectar from his lips she had not sucked. 
Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover; 
What though the rose have prickles, yet ‘tis plucked.

Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast, 
Yet love breaks through, and picks them all at last.

 

For pity now she can no more detain him; 
The poor fool prays her that he may depart. 
She is resolved no longer to restrain him;

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart, 238

The which by Cupid’s bow she doth protest 
He carries thence incagèd in his breast. 239

 

“Sweet boy,” she says, “this night I’ll waste in sorrow, 
For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch. 
Tell me, love’s master, shall we meet tomorrow? 
Say, shall we, shall we? Wilt thou make the match?” 240

He tells her, no, tomorrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends.

 

“The boar!” quoth she, whereat a sudden pale, 
Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose, 241 
Usurps her cheek; she trembles at his tale, 
And on his neck her yoking arms she throws.

She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck, 
He on her belly falls, she on her back.

 

Now is she in the very lists of love, 242 
Her champion mounted for the hot encounter. 243 
All is imaginary she doth prove; 244 
He will not manage her, although he mount her; 245

That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy, 246 
To clip Elysium and to lack her joy. 247

 

Even so poor birds, deceived with painted grapes, 248 
Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw; 249 
Even so she languisheth in her mishaps

250 As those poor birds that helpless berries saw.

251 The warm effect which she in him finds missing 
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing.

 

But all in vain, good queen, it will not be,  
252 She hath assayed as much as may be proved:  
253 Her pleading hath deserved a greater fee;  
610 She’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not loved.

“Fie, fie,” he says, “you crush me, let me go;  
254 You have no reason to withhold me so.”

 

255 “Thou hadst been gone,” quoth she, “sweet boy, ere this, 
But that thou toldst me thou wouldst hunt the boar. 
O, be advised: thou knowst not what it is  
256 With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore,

257 Whose tushes never sheathed he whetteth still,  
258 Like to a mortal butcher bent to kill.

 

259 “On his bow-back he hath a battle set  
260 Of bristly pikes that ever threat his foes;  
261 His eyes like glowworms shine when he doth fret;  
622 His snout digs sepulchers where‘er he goes;

262 Being moved, he strikes whate’er is in his way, 
And whom he strikes his crooked tushes slay.

 

“His brawny sides, with hairy bristles armed,  
263 Are better proof than thy spear’s point can enter; 
His short thick neck cannot be easily harmed;  
264 Being ireful, on the lion he will venter:

The thorny brambles and embracing bushes,  
630 As fearful of him, part, through whom he rushes.

“Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine, 
To which love’s eyes pays tributary gazes; 
Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips and crystal eyne, 265 
Whose full perfection all the world amazes;

But having thee at vantage — wondrous dread! — 266 
Would root these beauties as he roots the mead. 267

 

“O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still; 268 
Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends. 
Come not within his danger by thy will; 269 
They that thrive well take counsel of their friends. 640

When thou didst name the boar, not to dissemble, 
I feared thy fortune, and my joints did tremble.

 

“Didst thou not mark my face? Was it not white? 270 
Saw‘st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye? 
Grew I not faint, and fell I not downright? 271 
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie,

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest, 272 
But like an earthquake shakes thee on my breast.

 

“For where love reigns, disturbing jealousy 273 
Doth call himself affection’s sentinel; 274 
Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny, 275 
And in a peaceful hour doth cry “Kill, kill!”

Distempering gentle love in his desire, 276 
As air and water do abate the fire.

 

“This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy, 277 
This canker that eats up love’s tender spring, 278 
This carry-tale, dissentious jealousy, 279

That sometime true news, sometime false doth bring,

Knocks at my heart, and whispers in mine ear  
660 That if I love thee I thy death should fear.

 

“And more than so, presenteth to mine eye  
280 The picture of an angry chafing boar 
Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie  
281 An image like thyself, all stained with gore;

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed 
Doth make them droop with grief and hang the head.

 

“What should I do, seeing thee so indeed,  
282 That tremble at th’ imagination? 
The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed,  
283 And fear doth teach it divination:

I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow, 
If thou encounter with the boar tomorrow.

 

if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruled by me;  
284 Uncouple at the timorous flying hare, 
Or at the fox which lives by subtlety,  
285 Or at the roe which no encounter dare.

286 Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the downs,  
287 And on thy well-breathed horse keep with thy hounds.

 

288 “And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare,  
289 Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles, 
How he outruns the wind, and with what care  
290 He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles.

291 The many musits through the which he goes 
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes.

“Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep, 
To make the cunning hounds mistake their smell, 
And sometime where earth-delving conies keep, 292 
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell; 293

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer: 294 
Danger deviseth shifts; wit waits on fear. 295

 

“For there his smell with others being mingled, 
The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to doubt, 
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled 
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out. 296

Then do they spend their mouths; echo replies, 297 
As if another chase were in the skies.

 

“By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill, 298 
Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear, 
To hearken if his foes pursue him still: 
Anon their loud alarums he doth hear; 299

And now his grief may be compared well 
To one sore sick that hears the passing bell.

“Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the way; 300 
Each envious brier his weary legs do scratch, 
Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay;

For misery is trodden on by many, 
And being low, never relieved by any.

 

“Lie quietly and hear a little more; 
Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise. 710 
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar,

301 Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralize,

Applying this to that, and so to so; 
For love can comment upon every woe.

 

302 “Where did I leave?” “No matter where,” quoth he; 
“Leave me, and then the story aptly ends. 
The night is spent.” “Why, what of that?” quoth she. 
“I am,” quoth he, “expected of my friends;

And now ’tis dark, and going I shall fall.”  
720 “In night,” quoth she, “desire sees best of all.

 

“But if thou fall, O, then imagine this, 
The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a kiss.  
303 Rich preys make true men thieves; so do thy lips

304 Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn,  
305 Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn.

 

“Now of this dark night I perceive the reason:  
306 Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine,  
307 Till forging nature be condemned of treason,  
730 For stealing molds from heaven that were divine,

308 Wherein she framed thee, in high heaven’s despite, 
To shame the sun by day and her by night.

309 “And therefore hath she bribed the destinies  
310 To cross the curious workmanship of nature,  
311 To mingle beauty with infirmities

And pure perfection with impure defeature, 312

Making it subject to the tyranny 
Of mad mischances and much misery;

 

“As burning fevers, agues pale and faint, 313 
Life-poisoning pestilence and frenzies wood, 314 
The marrow-eating sickness whose attaint 315 
Disorder breeds by heating of the blood,

Surfeits, imposthumes, grief and damned despair, 316 
Swear nature’s death for framing thee so fair. 317

 

“And not the least of all these maladies 318 
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under: 
Both favor, savor, hue and qualities, 319 
Whereat th’ impartial gazer late did wonder, 320

Are on the sudden wasted, thawed and done, 321 
As mountain snow melts with the midday sun. 750

 

“Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity, 
Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns, 322 
That on the earth would breed a scarcity 
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons,

Be prodigal: the lamp that burns by night 323 
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light.

 

“What is thy body but a swallowing grave, 
Seeming to bury that posterity 324 
Which by the rights of time thou needs must have, 325

760 If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity?

If so, the world will hold thee in disdain,  
326 Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.

 

“So in thyself thyself art made away,  
327 A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife, 
Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do slay,  
328 Or butcher sire that reaves his son of life.

329 Foul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets, 
But gold that’s put to use more gold begets.”

 

“Nay, then,” quoth Adon, “you will fall again  
330 Into your idle overhandled theme; 
The kiss I gave you is bestowed in vain, 
And all in vain you strive against the stream;

For by this black-faced night, desire’s foul nurse,  
331 Your treatise makes me like you worse and worse.

 

“If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues, 
And every tongue more moving than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s songs,  
332 Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown;

333 For know, my heart stands armed in mine ear,  
780 And will not let a false sound enter there;

 

“Lest the deceiving harmony should run  
334 Into the quiet closure of my breast; 
And then my little heart were quite undone,  
335 In his bedchamber to be barred of rest.

No, lady, no, my heart longs not to groan, 
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone.

 

“What have you urged that I cannot reprove? 336 
The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger; 
I hate not love, but your device in love 337 
That lends embracements unto every stranger. 790

You do it for increase: O strange excuse, 338 
When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse! 339

 

“Call it not love, for love to heaven is fled 
Since sweating lust on earth usurped his name; 
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed 340 
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame;

Which the hot tyrant stains and soon bereaves, 341 
As caterpillars do the tender leaves.

 

“Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, 
But lust’s effect is tempest after sun; 800 
Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain, 
Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done;

Love surfeits not, lust like a glutton dies; 342 
Love is all truth, lust full of forged lies.

 

“More I could tell, but more I dare not say; 
The text is old, the orator too green. 806 
Therefore, in sadness, now I will away; 343 
My face is full of shame, my heart of teen: 344

Mine ears that to your wanton talk attended 
Do burn themselves for having so offended.” 810

 

With this he breaketh from the sweet embrace 
Of those fair arms which bound him to her breast, 
And homeward through the dark laund runs apace; 345

Leaves love upon her back deeply distressed.

Look how a bright star shooteth from the sky, 
So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye; 



Which after him she darts, as one on shore 
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend, 
Till the wild waves will have him seen no more,  
820 Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend;

So did the merciless and pitchy night  
346 Fold in the object that did feed her sight. 



Whereat amazed as one that unaware 
Hath dropped a precious jewel in the flood,  
347 Or ’stonished as night wanderers often are,  
348 Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood;

Even so confounded in the dark she lay  
349 Having lost the fair discovery of her way.

 

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans,  
350 That all the neighbor caves, as seeming troubled,  
351 Make verbal repetition of her moans;  
352 Passion on passion deeply is redoubled:

“Ay me!” she cries, and twenty times, “Woe, woe!” 
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so.

 

353 She, marking them, begins a wailing note, 
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty;  
354 How love makes young men thrall, and old men dote;  
355 How love is wise in folly, foolish witty:

356 Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe,  
840 And still the choir of echoes answer so.

 

Her song was tedious, and outwore the night, 357 
For lovers’ hours are long, though seeming short: 
If pleased themselves, others, they think, delight 
In suchlike circumstance, with suchlike sport. 358

Their copious stories, oftentimes begun, 359 
End without audience, and are never done.

 

For who hath she to spend the night withal 
But idle sounds resembling parasites, 360 
Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every call, 361 
Soothing the humor of fantastic wits? 362

She says “‘Tis so”; they answer all “’Tis so,” 
And would say after her if she said “No.”

 

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 
From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 363 
And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The sun ariseth in his majesty;

Who doth the world so gloriously behold 
That cedar tops and hills seem burnished gold.

 

Venus salutes him with this fair good morrow: 
“0 thou clear god, and patron of all light, 364 
From whom each lamp and shining star doth borrow 
The beauteous influence that makes him bright,

There lives a son that sucked an earthly mother 365 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other.”

 

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove, 366 
Musing the morning is so much o’erworn, 866

And yet she hears no tidings of her love; 
She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn.

367 Anon she hears them chant it lustily,  
368 And all in haste she coasteth to the cry.

 

And as she runs, the bushes in the way 
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face, 
Some twine about her thigh to make her stay;  
369 She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace,

370 Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache,  
371 Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake.

 

372 By this she hears the hounds are at a bay, 
Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder  
373 Wreathed up in fatal folds just in his way,  
880 The fear whereof doth make him shake and shudder:

Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds  
374 Appals her senses and her spirit confounds.

 

For now she knows it is no gentle chase,  
375 But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud, 
Because the cry remaineth in one place, 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud.

376 Finding their enemy to be so curst,  
377 They all strain court‘sy who shall cope him first.

 

This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear,  
378 Through which it enters to surprise her heart,  
379 Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear, 
With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part;

Like soldiers when their captain once doth yield, 
They basely fly and dare not stay the field.

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy; 380 
Till, cheering up her senses all dismayed, 
She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy, 
And childish error that they are afraid;

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more; 
And with that word she spied the hunted boar, 900

 

Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red, 
Like milk and blood being mingled both together, 
A second fear through all her sinews spread, 
Which madly hurries her she knows not whither:

This way she runs, and now she will no further, 
But back retires to rate the boar for murther. 381

 

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways; 382 
She treads the path that she untreads again; 
Her more than haste is mated with delays, 383 
Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, 910

Full of respects, yet nought at all respecting, 384 
In hand with all things, nought at all effecting. 385

 

Here kenneled in a brake she finds a hound, 386 
And asks the weary caitiff for his master; 387 
And there another licking of his wound, 
’Gainst venomed sores the only sovereign plaster; 388

And here she meets another sadly scowling, 
To whom she speaks, and he replies with howling.

 

When he hath ceased his ill-resounding noise, 
Another flap-mouthed mourner, black and grim, 389 
Against the welkin volleys out his voice;390
Another and another answer him,

Clapping their proud tails to the ground below, 
Shaking their scratched ears, bleeding as they go.

 

Look how the world’s poor people are amazed  
391 At apparitions, signs and prodigies, 
Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gazed,  
392 Infusing them with dreadful prophecies;

So she at these sad signs draws up her breath,  
393 And, sighing it again, exclaims on death.

 

394 “Hard-favored tyrant, ugly, meager, lean, 
Hateful divorce of love” — thus chides she death -  
395 “Grim-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost thou mean 
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath

Who when he lived, his breath and beauty set  
396 Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet?

 

“If he be dead — 0 no, it cannot be, 
Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it — 
O yes, it may; thou hast no eyes to see,  
940 But hatefully at random dost thou hit:

397 Thy mark is feeble age, but thy false dart 
Mistakes that aim and cleaves an infant’s heart.

 

398 “Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke, 
And, hearing him, thy power had lost his power.  
399 The destinies will curse thee for this stroke; 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluckst a flower.

Love’s golden arrow at him should have fled,  
400 And not death’s ebon dart, to strike him dead.

 

“Dost thou drink tears, that thou provok’st such weeping? 
What may a heavy groan advantage thee? 950 
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see?

Now nature cares not for thy mortal vigor, 401 
Since her best work is ruined with thy rigor.”402

 

Here overcome as one full of despair, 
She vailed her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopped 403 
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair 
In the sweet channel of her bosom dropped;

But through the floodgates breaks the silver rain, 404 
And with his strong course opens them again. 960

 

O, how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow! 405 
Her eye seen in the tears, tears in her eye; 
Both crystals, where they viewed each other’s sorrow, 406 
Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry;

But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain, 
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again.

 

Variable passions throng her constant woe, 407 
As striving who should best become her grief; 408 
All entertained, each passion labors so 409 
That every present sorrow seemeth chief, 410

But none is best; then join they all together, 
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather. 411

 

By this, far off she hears some huntsman halloo; 
A nurse’s song ne’er pleased her babe so well. 
The dire imagination she did follow 412

This sound of hope doth labor to expel;

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice, 
And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice.

 

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide,  
980 Being prisoned in her eye like pearls in glass;  
413 Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside, 
Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pass

To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground, 
Who is but drunken when she seemeth drowned.

 

985 O hard-believing love, how strange it seems  
414 Not to believe, and yet too credulous!  
415 Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes; 
Despair and hope makes thee ridiculous:

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely,  
990 In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly.

 

991 Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought: 
Adonis lives, and death is not to blame;  
416 It was not she that called him all to nought: 
Now she adds honors to his hateful name;

417 She clepes him king of graves, and grave for kings,  
418 Imperious supreme of all mortal things.

 

“No, no,” quoth she, “sweet death, I did but jest; 
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear 
When as I met the boar, that bloody beast,  
419 Which knows no pity, but is still severe:

420 Then, gentle shadow - truth I must confess — 
I railed on thee, fearing my love’s decease.

 

“‘Tis not my fault: the boar provoked my tongue; 
Be wreaked on him, invisible commander; 421 
’Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong; 
I did but act, he’s author of thy slander. 422

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet 
Could rule them both without ten women’s wit.”

 

Thus, hoping that Adonis is alive, 
Her rash suspect she doth extenuate; 423 
And that his beauty may the better thrive, 
With death she humbly doth insinuate; 424

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, and stories 425 
His victories, his triumphs and his glories.

 

“O Jove,” quoth she, “how much a fool was I 426 
To be of such a weak and silly mind 
To wail his death who lives, and must not die 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind. 427

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain, 
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 428

 

“Fie, fie, fond love, thou art as full of fear 429 
As one with treasure laden, hemmed with thieves; 430 
Trifles unwitnessèd with eye or ear 
Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.” 431

Even at this word she hears a merry horn, 
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn.

 

As falcons to the lure, away she flies; 432 
The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light;

And in her haste unfortunately spies  
1030 The foul boar’s conquest on her fair delight;

Which seen, her eyes, as murdered with the view, 
Like stars ashamed of day, themselves withdrew;

 

Or as the snail, whose tender horns being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain, 
And there all smothered up in shade doth sit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again;

So at his bloody view her eyes are fled 
Into the deep-dark cabins of her head;

 

433 Where they resign their office and their light  
1040 To the disposing of her troubled brain;  
434 Who bids them still consort with ugly night, 
And never wound the heart with looks again;

435 Who, like a king perplexed in his throne,  
436 By their suggestion gives a deadly groan:

 

437 Whereat each tributary subject quakes,  
438 As when the wind, imprisoned in the ground,  
439 Struggling for passage, earth’s foundation shakes, 
Which with cold terror doth men’s minds confound.

440 This mutiny each part doth so surprise,  
1050 That from their dark beds once more leap her eyes;

 

And being opened, threw unwilling light  
441 Upon the wide wound that the boar had trenched  
442 In his soft flank; whose wonted lily-white

With purple tears that his wound wept was drenched:

No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf or weed, 
But stole his blood and seemed with him to bleed.

 

This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth: 
Over one shoulder doth she hang her head; 
Dumbly she passions, frantically she doteth; 443 
She thinks he could not die, he is not dead. 1060

Her voice is stopped, her joints forget to bow; 444 
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 445

 

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly 446 
That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three; 447 
And then she reprehends her mangling eye 448 
That makes more gashes where no breach should be:

His face seems twain, each several limb is doubled, 449 
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled.

 

“My tongue cannot express my grief for one, 
And yet,” quoth she, “behold two Adons dead! 1070 
My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone, 
Mine eyes are turned to fire, my heart to lead;

Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire! 
So shall I die by drops of hot desire.

 

“Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost! 
What face remains alive that’s worth the viewing? 
Whose tongue is music now? What canst thou boast 
Of things long since, or any thing ensuing? 450

The flowers are sweet, their colors fresh and trim; 
But true sweet beauty lived and died with him. 1080

 

“Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear;  
451 Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you.  
452 Having no fair to lose, you need not fear; 
The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth hiss you.

But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air 
Lurked like two thieves to rob him of his fair;

 

“And therefore would he put his bonnet on,  
453 Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep;  
454 The wind would blow it off, and, being gone,  
1090 Play with his locks; then would Adonis weep;

And straight, in pity of his tender years, 
They both would strive who first should dry his tears.

 

“To see his face the lion walked along  
455 Behind some hedge, because he would not fear him;  
456 To recreate himself when he hath sung, 
The tiger would be tame and gently hear him;

If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey,  
457 And never fright the silly lamb that day. 



458 “When he beheld his shadow in the brook,  
1100 The fishes spread on it their golden gills; 
When he was by, the birds such pleasure took 
That some would sing, some other in their bills

Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red cherries; 
He fed them with his sight, they him with berries.

 

459 “But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar,  
460 Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave,  
461 Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore;

Witness the entertainment that he gave. 462

If he did see his face, why then I know 
He thought to kiss him, and hath killed him so. 1110 



“‘Tis true, ’tis true; thus was Adonis slain: 
He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear, 463 
Who did not whet his teeth at him again, 464 
But by a kiss thought to persuade him there;

And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine 
Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft groin. 



“Had I been toothed like him, I must confess, 
With kissing him I should have killed him first; 
But he is dead, and never did he bless 465 
My youth with his; the more am I accursed.” 1120

With this, she falleth in the place she stood, 
And stains her face with his congealed blood.

 

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale; 
She takes him by the hand, and that is cold; 
She whispers in his ears a heavy tale, 
As if they heard the woeful words she told;

She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes, 
Where, lo, two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies;

 

Two glasses where herself herself beheld 
A thousand times, and now no more reflect, 1130 
Their virtue lost wherein they late excelled, 466 
And every beauty robbed of his effect.

“Wonder of time,” quoth she, “this is my spite, 467 
That, thou being dead, the day should yet be light.

 

“Since thou art dead, lo, here I prophesy 
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend:

468 It shall be waited on with jealousy, 
Find sweet beginning but unsavory end;

469 Ne’er settled equally, but high or low,  
1140 That all love’s pleasure shall not match his woe. 



“It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud;  
470 Bud, and be blasted, in a breathing while;  
471 The bottom poison, and the top o’erstrawed  
472 With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile;

The strongest body shall it make most weak, 
Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool to speak.

 

473 “It shall be sparing, and too full of riot,  
474 Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures;  
475 The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet,  
1150 Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treasures;

476 It shall be raging-mad, and silly-mild, 
Make the young old, the old become a child.

 

“It shall suspect where is no cause of fear; 
It shall not fear where it should most mistrust; 
It shall be merciful, and too severe, 
And most deceiving when it seems most just;

477 Perverse it shall be where it shows most toward, 
Put fear to valor, courage to the coward. 



“It shall be cause of war and dire events,  
1160 And set dissension ’twixt the son and sire;  
478 Subject and servile to all discontents,

As dry combustious matter is to fire. 479

Sith in his prime death doth my love destroy, 
They that love best their loves shall not enjoy.”

 

By this the boy that by her side lay killed 480 
Was melted like a vapor from her sight, 
And in his blood that on the ground lay spilled 
A purple flower sprung up, checkered with white, 481

Resembling well his pale cheeks, and the blood 
Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood. 1170

 

She bows her head the new-sprung flower to smell, 482 
Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath; 
And says within her bosom it shall dwell, 
Since he himself is reft from her by death. 483

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears 484 
Green-dropping sap, which she compares to tears.

 

“Poor flower,” quoth she, “this was thy father’s guise - 485 
Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire — 486 
For every little grief to wet his eyes. 
To grow unto himself was his desire, 487

And so ’tis thine; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blood.

 

“Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast; 
Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right. 488 
Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest; 
My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night;

There shall not be one minute in an hour 
Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love’s flower.”

 

489 Thus weary of the world, away she hies,  
1190 And yokes her silver doves, by whose swift aid 
Their mistress, mounted, through the empty skies 
In her light chariot quickly is conveyed,

490 Holding their course to Paphos, where their queen  
491 Means to immure herself and not be seen.
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