

Sonnet Study

Sonnet 60: “Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore”- William Shakespeare

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,
So do our minutes hasten to their end;
Each changing place with that which goes before,
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light,				5
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned,
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,
And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,			
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:
And yet to times in hope, my verse shall stand
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.



















Sonnet 12 – “When I do count the clock that tells the time” – William Shakespeare
When I do count the clock that tells the time,		
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;
When I behold the violet past the prime,
And sable curls, all silvered o’er with white;
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,			5
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,
And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves,
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,
Then of thy beauty do I question make,
That thou among the wastes of time must go,		
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake
And die as fast as they see others grow;
And nothing ‘gainst Time’s scythe can make defense
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.
















Design -by Robert Frost

I found a dimpled spider, fat and white, 
On a white heal-all, holding up a moth 
Like a white piece of rigid satin cloth-- 
Assorted characters of death and blight 
Mixed ready to begin the morning right, 			
Like the ingredients of a witches' broth-- 
A snow-drop spider, a flower like a froth, 
And dead wings carried like a paper kite. 
What had that flower to do with being white, 
The wayside blue and innocent heal-all? 			
What brought the kindred spider to that height, 
Then steered the white moth thither in the night? 
What but design of darkness to appall?--
If design govern in a thing so small. 



















"Death be not proud, though some have called thee" - John Donne
 DEATH be not proud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not so, 
For, those, whom thou think'st, thou dost overthrow, 
Die not, poor death, nor yet canst thou kill me. 
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures bee,			 
Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must flow, 
And soonest our best men with thee doe go, 
Rest of their bones, and souls delivery. 
Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men, 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell, 		
And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well, 
And better then thy stroke; why swell'st thou then; 
One short sleep past, wee wake eternally, 
And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt die. 










