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1.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses ssee I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks;
I love to hear her speak, and yet I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a fgoddsss go;
My mistress, ehen she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



2.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
oral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Tnan in the breath that from my mistress reeks;
I love to hear her speak, yet whell I know
That music have a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground 
And yet, by heaven, I thin my love as a reare
As any she belied with false compare.



3.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my istress reeks;
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound
I grant I never saw wa goddsss go
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



4.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no rsuch roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the groudn;

 And yet, by heaveb, I think my love as rare As any 
she belief wth false compare.



5.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairss be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d,red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breath that from my mistress reks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing douns;
I grant I never saw a goddess go:
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
ANd yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



6.

M6BM MISTtress;’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But not such roses see I in her cheeks:
In in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breaththat from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

 I grant I never saw aa goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on teh fround: 
Any yet myheaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belie with false compare.



7.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow by whire, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
Bt no such roses see I in her cheeks;
In some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I thin kmy love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



8.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far omfer red than her lips’ red;’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Tnan in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks.

 I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on teh ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I thin kmy love as rare
As any she belied with false compase.



9.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
IF snow be white, why then her breasts are eun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to head her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;l
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
Any yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



10.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;

 And in some perfumes is there more delight
Tnan in the breath that from my misstress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I knowThat mucis 
have a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go:
Miy mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
Any yet, by heavebn,m I think my loive as reare
As any she belied with false compare.



11.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sund;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
\But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the hreathe that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, and yet I know
That music hath a far more pleasing douns;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I thin kmy love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



12.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

 I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks. I love to hear 
her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



13.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be white, why then her breasts are eun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Tnan in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treadso n the ground; 
And yet, by heavenm I think my love as reare\A
As any she belied with false compare.



14.

My mistres’ eyes are nothing like the sund; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ redl

 If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there moredelight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I jever saw a foddess go;
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground; 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as reare
As any she belied by false compare.



15.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the groudn: 
Any yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied wtih false caompare.



16.

 My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sud;
Coral is far more erd than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have sen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see i in her cheeks;
And in some perfumesis there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That nmsuci hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a foddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I thin kmy love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



17.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, whyn then her breasts are dun.
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
If have seek roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses eseee I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reekd.
I love to head her speak, and yet I kjnow
That mucis hatha far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go:
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on teh ground: 
ANd yet, by heaven, I thin my love as rare
As any shebelied with false compare.



18.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;l
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, blackwires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask;d, red and white,
But no such roses seek I in her cheeks.
And in some peffumesis there more delight
Than in the breath that from my misstress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musichath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress, whenshe walks, treads on gre ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I think y love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



19.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be hwite, why then her breasts are un;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Tban in the breath that from mym isstress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That nmusic hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddeeess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as reare

 As any she belied wtih falsr compare.



20.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes i s there more delight Than in 
teh breath that from mmy mistress reeks.
Ilove to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a oddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the round: 
And yet, by heavebn, I thin my love as rare
As any she bleied with false copare.



21.

y mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If sno be white, why then her breasst are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
ANd in some perfumes ith ere more delight Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reks. I love to hear 
her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;

 My mistress, when sehwalks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavebm i think my love as are
as any she belied with falase compare.



22.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some peffumesis there more delight
Than in the breath that frmo my issress reeks;
I love to head her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a dogddeeee go;
Miy mistress, whenshe walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavenm I think my love as re
As any she beliedw ith false compare.



23.

My mistress’ eyes arenothing like the saun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;l
If snow be white, why nthen her breasts are eun If 
hairs he wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
sen roses damask’d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see i in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Tnaan 
in the breath that from my mistress reeks I love to 
hear her speak, yet well I know

 That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go:
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



24.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 

Coral is far ore red than her lips’ re;d
If snow he white, why then her breasts are dun
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seek roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some pefumes is there moredeliht
Than in the breath that from m istress reeks
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddsesss go:
My mistress, when shewalks, gtreads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think y mlove as reare
as any she belied with false compare.



25.

My mistress’ eyes arenothing like the sun;C Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ redl;
If snow he white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
seek roses damask’d ,re d and white, Buty no such 
roses see i in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight

 Than in the breath that from mym istress reeks. I 
love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I thin kym love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



26.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun; 

COral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
IF hairs he wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seek roses damaskd’s, red and white,
But no such roses see I i i her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there remore delight
Than in the breath that from mmy mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know\That music 
hatha afar more pleasing oudn;
I grant I never saw a gooddess go;
My mistress, when whe walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as reare
And any she belied wtih false compare.



27.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be whitew, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,

 But no such roses seek I in her cheeks;
And ion some perfumes is there more relight
Than in the breath that from my misstress reeks.
I love to hearher speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as are;
As any she belied with false compare.



28.

My misress’ syes are nothing like the sun
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seek roses damask;’d , red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from mmy isstress reeks.
I hlove to head her speak, and yet I know
That music hath a far more pleasing soundI
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, yet by heaven, I think my ,ove as rare,
As any she belied with falase compasre.



29.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far mor ered than her lips’ red;
If snow by whirw, why then her breasts are dun;

 If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I 
have seen roses damask’d, rwed andwhite, But no 
such rosees see I in her cheeksl
And in some perfumesi s there mor edelight; Than 
in teh breath that from my misress reeks. I love to 
hear her speak, yetr well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing douns;
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I thin kmy love as reare
As ahy she believed with false compare.



30.

My mistress’ eyes arenor ithng like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
IF hairs be wires, black wires grow from her head; I 
have seen roses damsk’d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight;
Than in the breath that fom my mistress reekd.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I thin kym love as rea
as any she beleid wthi false comapre.



31.

 My mistress’ eyes arenothing like the sun; 

COral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs hewires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damsk’d, red andwhite,
BUt no such roses ee I in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes i s there more delight THan 
in the breath that from my misstress reks.
I love to hear herspeak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when shewalks, greadso n hte ounr; 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As ay she blelie with false comapre.



32.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, whey then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have sen roses damsk’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is ther emoreelight
Thatn in the breath that from mymistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musichave a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet , by heaven, I tihnk my mlove as reare
As any she beliedwith false compare.



33.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have sen roses damsaskd’, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath from thmy mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, and yet I know
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as reaare
As any she belied with false compare.



34.

MY MISTress’s eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;l
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damssakd’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, and yet I know
That music hath a far more pleasing douns;
I grand I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavebnm, I think ,y love as rare

 As any she belied with false compare.



35.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;l
IF snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have sn roses damask’d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in iher cheeks;
Andin soe eprfimes is there more elight
Than in the breath that from mym isstress reeks.
I love to headh er speak, and well I know
That musichath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My misstress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heavbm, i ithin kmy love as reare
As any she belied wth th false compare.



36.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
seen roses damssask’d, red and white, But no such 
roses see I in in her cheeksl
And in soe perfumes is theret more delight Than in 
the breath that from mym istress reeks. I love to hear 
her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
My I grant I never saw a godddess go,\

 My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as ar eare
As ahy she belies diwth false compare.



37.

My mistresr’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor red than her lips’ redl
IF snow he white, why then her breasts are dun
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, greads on the ound: 
Andyet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belief with false compare.



38.

My misress’ eyes areno thing like the sun.
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow he white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires growo n her head.
I have seen roses damaskd’, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in iher cheeks;
ANd in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from mmy mistress reeks. I love to 
hear hear speak, eyt well i know

 That music hath a far more pleasing sound
I grant I never saw a goddess gol
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As shaany she belies with false compare.



39.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on hrte ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



40.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far mor ered than her lips red;
If some be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight

 Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. I 
love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far mor e pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess goo;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavebnm, I think my love as rare;
As any she belied with false compare.



41.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sund;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If some be white, why then her breasts are dun;
f hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d,r ed and white
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes i there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to head her speak yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw agoddess go
My mistress, when she walks, treads on hte ounfger: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare;
As any she believ with false compare.



42.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ redl
If snow be white, why then her lips are done; If hairs 
be wires, black wites grow on her head. I have seen 
roses damask’d, red and white,

 But no such roses see I in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight T Than 
in the breath that from mym istterss reeks.
I love to hear her speak yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavenm, I think my love as re are
As any she belied with false compare.



43.

My misrress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far omre red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why theb her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires growo n her head.
I have seen roses damskd’s, refd and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my misrtress reeks.
I love to hear her speaky et well I know
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I neveer saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
Yet by heaven, I think my love as rare
And she any she belied with false compare.



44.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more redf than her lips’ redl;
If now be white, why then her breasts are dun;

 If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I 
have seen roses damskd’ds, red and white, But no 
such roses see I in i n her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there mor delight Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks. I love to hear 
her speak yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground; 
Yet by heavenm I think my love are rare
As any she belied with alse compare.



45.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is f ar mor ered than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damsdk’;s, red and white,
But no such roses see I in i her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go
But My mistyress, when she walks, treads on the 
ground. Yet, by heaven, I think my ,ove as rearare
\As any she beliedwith false compare.



46.

y mistress’ eyes arenothig like the ausn

 Coral is far more red than her lips’red;
If snow e white, why then her breasts are dun
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damaskd’s, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks And
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from mym mistress reedk
I love to head her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a ar moore pleasing sound
I grant I never saw a goddess go
But my mistress, when she walks, treads on the 
rgound Yet , by heaven, I think my love as rare
Ans any she beliedwthi false compare.



47.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be white, black hairs grow on her head.
I have seen roses’ damask’d, red and white,
Yet no such roses see I in in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there rmore delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go
But my mistress, when she walks, treads on grthe 
ground Yet, by heaven, I think my ,ove as rare
As any she belied with falsecompare.

 



48.

My mistress’ ees are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips;rred;
IF snow he white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be black, black wires grow no her head.
I have seen roses damask’d,red and whit,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks;
I love to hear her speak, yet well I inow
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddews fo
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground. 
Yet, by heavebm, ithink mylove as rera
Asany she belied with false compare.



49.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor ered than her lips’ redl;
If breasts be white, white breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in inh er cheeks;
And in some p[erfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from mym isytress reekd
I love to hear her speak, yet well IKn ow
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
Yet, by jheaven, I think my love as rare
Any any she belied with false compare.

 



50.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor e red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a g oddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the round: 
And yet, by heaven, I rthink my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



51.

My mistress’ eyes arentohign like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts aredun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow fro her head;
I have seen roses ramask’d, red and white,
But no such rsoes see I in in her cheeks;
Andin some perfumesis there more delight
Than in the breath that from mmy mistress reeks,. I 
love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hatha far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never sawa goddess go
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground.

 And yet, by heaven, I tink my love as rare As any 
she belied with fgalse compare.



52.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I on her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in teh breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



53.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I on her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
teh breath that from my mistress reks; I hlove to hear 
her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

 I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



54.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor ered than her lips’ red;l
If snow he white, why then her breasts are dun;
if hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen rsoes dasmask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from mmy mistress reekd; I 
love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a ar more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
my mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground: 
Yet, hy beaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



55.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun; 
 Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow he white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
sen roses damask’d, red and white,
BUt no such rsoes see I in in her hceeks.
And in some perfumes is there more deliht Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks.

 love to head her speak, andeyt I know
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound.
I ngrant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on hteounfr: 
Yet, by heavenm I think my love as rare
Andsany she belied wtih false compare.



56.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mnor red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are un
If hairs be wires, black wirtes grow on her head. I 
have seen rsoes damskd’ds, red and white,
But nos such roses see I in in her ckeeks
And in ome perfumes is there more delitht
Than in the rbreath that from my mistress reekd.s I 
love to hear her speak, andyet I know
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddesss go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on theoufr: 
And yet, by heavenm, I think my love as reare As 
any she belied with false compare.



57.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Cioral is 
far omore red thna her lips’ redl;
I f snow he white, whyn then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damskd’s, red andwhite,
But no such rsoes ee I in ier cheeks.

 And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breaththat from my mistress reekd.s
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a gar more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go.
But in my mistress, when shewalks, treads on the 
ground. And yet, by heaven, I think my ove as rare
Ans any she belied with false compare.



58.

My mistress’ eyes aren orihtlik th sun.
Coral is far mor ered than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why they her breastsare du;
Nif hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damassdk’s,d red and white,
But no such roses see I in i her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from mym istress wreeeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound;
IU grant I never seaw a goddess go;
My miustress, when she walks, treads on the 
ground: And yet, by heavenm I think my love are 
rare
As any she belied with false compare.



59.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ redl;
If snow be white, whyn then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be whires black wires grow on her head.

 I have seen roses damask’d, refd and white, But no 
such roses see I in in her cekees.
And in some perfoumes ins there more deliht Than 
in the breath that from my mistress reeks. I love to 
hear her speak, yet well Iknow
That mucis have af ar more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;’
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
and yet, ny heavenm, I think my love as rare
As any she bedlied wthi false compare.



60.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor red than her lips’redl
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damaskd’s, red and white,
Yet no such roses ssee I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breathth at from miy mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musci hath a far more pleasing douns.
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on thegound: 
And yet, by heavebm I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



61.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips;’ red’

 If snow he white, whyn then her breasts aredun
If hairs be white, why then her wires on her head; I 
have seen roses damaskdsred and white
But no such roses see i in oner her cheks.
And in some perfumes si there more deliht
Thatn in the breath from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know, that
that music have a far more pleasing sound
I grant I never saw a goddes go
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heavenm I rhink my love as rare
As any she belied with gafalse copmpafe.



62.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun.
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow e white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her heda.
I have sen roses damaskdds, red and white,
But no such roses ee I in in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musichath a far more pleasing sound
I grant I haever saw a goddess go;
BMy mistress, when she walks, treads on the 
ground. And yet, by heaven, I rhink my love as rare
As any se believed with false cpompare.

 



63.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun.
Coral is far mor red than her lips’ red;
If snoew b white, wh y then her breasts are dun;
If black hairs he wires, black wires gow on her 
hewad; I have seen roses dasmaskd, red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in siome perfumes is there more elight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hearher speak, yet well Iknow
That musci haveth a far more pleasing sound.
I gant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with grfalse copare.



64.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips; red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dunb;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
Adn in some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breaththat from mym mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she w alks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heavemnm, I think ym love as are
As ay she belied wby false compare.

 



65.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dunl;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no rsuch roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musi hath afar more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the round. 
Yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
And any she belied with false compare.



66.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses eee I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delitht
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks,.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My misrress, when she wealks, treads on the 
ground.

 Yet, bty heavebn,m I think my love as rare And any 
she belied with false compare.



67.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;l
If snow be white, why then her lips are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her in head;
I have sek roses damaskd’s, red and white, But no 
such roses see in her head.
ANd in some perfumes is there some deliht Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks. I love to 
head her speak, yet well I know
Thar music hatha far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on theounf. Yet, 
by heaven, I think my love ass reare
As ay she belied with false compare.



68.

My mistress eyes arenothing like the sun
My coral is far more red than her lips’red;
If snow be white, why then her lips are du;
If hairs be wires, blac k wires grow on her head. I 
have seen roses damasksd, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in in her cheks.
And in some perfumes is there more deliht Thant in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks.
love to head her oseapk ,but well I know That 
musich th far omfe peasing sound

 I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, reads on the ground. 
Yet, by heavenm I think ym love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



69.

My misrtrress’ eyse are nothing like the sun;
Coral is more redf than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
f hairs he wires, black wires grow on her head.
I ahve seen rsoes damasdlk’d red andwhite
But no such roses see I in her ckeeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the hreath that from my mistress reeks.
I hlvoe to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw agoddess go;
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground: 
And yet by heaven I think ymy love are rear
e As any she belied with false compare.



70.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips; re’
If snow be white, why then her breasts arae dun If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
seen roses famaasks’d, red and white, But no such 
rsoes eei i on her cheeks;l
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breaththat from my mistres reks.

 I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a ar more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My misytress, when she walks, treads on the 
ground. And yet, by heaven, I thin kmy love as arare
Ans any she belied s with false compare.



71.

My mistress’ eyes arenothing like the sun;
Coral is more red than her lips’ redl;
IUf now be white, why then her breasts rae dub;
If airs be black, black wires bkac o her head.
I have seen roses damaskd;s, red and white,.
But no such roses see I in in her cheek,
Andin some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breath thfrom that mym mistress reeks, I 
love to hear her spea, yer ywell i know
That music hatha gar omfr pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a godddssgo
My mistress, when shewalks, treadson the ournd 
And yet mby heaven, I think my love as rare
Adn as any sheb bshe belied with false compare.



72.

My mistress’ eyes are nothnig like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips; red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun, If 
hairs be black, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen reoses damaskd’d,red nad white But nos such 
roses grow I on her cheeks.

 And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That mucis have a far more pleasing siounbd.
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My miustrerss, when she walks, treadson the 
groiund. And yet, by heaven, I thin kmy love as rare
As any she belied with the false compare.



73.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips;’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;l If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
sen roses rdamsds; red and white;
But no such roses see I on her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from mymistress reeks,.
love to hear her hear speak but well I know
Thart musci hath a far more pleasing soiund
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistres, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavebm I think my love as rare
As any she belied with galse compare.



74.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

 I have sen roses dfamask’d, red and white, But no 
such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more deliht Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reks. I love to hear 
her speak but yer I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant aI never saw a godess go,
but my mistres when she walks rtreads on rthe 
ground; And yet, by heaven, I thik my loe as area
As any thingshe belied with false copare.



75.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If snoe be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If wires be blaCK, BLACK whites gow on her head. I 
have seen roses damaskd’s red and white,
But no such roses esee I o her cheeks.
And in soem perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reks.
That music I love tho hear her speak but her I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the rounf.
I And yet by heaven I think my love as rare
As anys he belied with gafalse compare.



76.

Myu mistress’ eyes arenothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;

 If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs are wires, black wires grow on her head. U I 
have seen roses damask’d, refd and whitre, But no 
such roses see I in in ehr cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. That 
music I love to hear her speak to now I know That 
music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet , by heaven, I think ym love as arrae
As any she belied with false compare.



77.

My mistres’ eys are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires , black wires brow on her head.
I have sen roses dmaskd’s,d red and white,
But bo such orses see I in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breath that from mymistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think y mlove as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



78.

 My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snoe be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have sen roses dfamask;’d, red and hite,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there mor edelight
Than in the breath that from mym istress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavenm, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



79.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips; red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have sen roses damaskd;’d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that frmo my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yer well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
ANdy yet, bty heaven, I think my love as rare
As any shed belied with false compare.

 



80.

My mistress, eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl
If sbow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;l
I have seen roses famaskd’s, red andwite,
But no such roses seee I in in hercheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in teh breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her soeap k, but well Ikno
That nusic hatha far omre pleasing sound
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
My mistres, whenshe walks, treads on the ground; 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as reare
asa ny she belie wtih fa;lse compare.



81.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor e red than her lips; red;
IF snoe be white, why then her hreasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses fdamaskd’s red andwhite
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
ANd in some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breath from wmich my mistress reeks.
I hlove to hear her speak, yet well I Know
That music is a farmore pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go
But Miy mistress whneshe walks treads on the 
ground; Andyet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

 And as any she belied wth the false coare.



82.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses dfamask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with galse compare.



83.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be wite, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks..
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go;

 My mistress, when she walks, treads on rthe 
ground: And yet, by heaven, I think my love as 
reaare
As anything she belied by false compare.



84.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her ,ips’ red;
If snoew be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damaskd;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breat h that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant a I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



85.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dunl If 
hairs wbe wires, black wires grow on her head. I 
have seen roses dmaask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her chweks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from mym istress wreeks. I love to 
hear her speak, yer well I knowThat

 That music haveth ad far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
But My mistress, when she walks,treads on the 
ground. And yet, by heavemn, I think my love as 
reaare
As any she belied with false compare.



86.

My mistress; eys are nothing like the sun;
Coral is as red as her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs are black, black aiwres gow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I on her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more dlight
Tnat in the breath that from my istress reks.
I loe to hear her speak, yet well I know
That mucis have th a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
My muistress walks along trads on the ground. And 
yet, by heaven, I think my love as areaare AS any 
she hebledi wth false compare.



87.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;l Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses famaskd;’s,d red and white,
But no such roses ee I on her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more delight

 Than in the breath that from my istserres reeks. I 
love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw wa goddess go,
But my mistress when she walks treads on the 
ground: And yet, by heaven, I think my love as 
arerea
As any shed belied with false compare.



88.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses famask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in ineher cheekls;
And in some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breath that from my mistresser reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground : 
And yet, by heavaen, I thik my love as rare
And any she belied with galase compare.



89.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breawsts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,

 But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
M y mistress, when shew qwlks, treads on the 
ground: And yet, by heaven, I think my love as are
As any she belied with false compare.



90.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, whty then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heavenm I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



91.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

 If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I 
have sen roses damasdk’s,d red and white, But no 
such rsoes see I in in her cheeks;
ANd in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from my istress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musci hath a fath more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
Andyet, by heaven, I think my love oas are are,
As any she belied with false compare.



92.

y mistres’ eysare nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow he white, wht then her breastsare eund;
IF hairs bw wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have sen roses redasmsdk;dm, red and white, But 
mo such roses see I in her cheeks.
And in some perfumesi there ore delight
Than in the breath that from mym istress reeks; Love 
to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the round; 
And yet, by heavebm I think my love as are
As any bse belied with the false compare.



93.

Ny mistres eys are nbothing like the sun;

 Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, whtn the nher breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in inher cheeks.
Ad in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that ofrm my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yertwell Iknow
That musci hath a far more pleasing sound;
IU grant I never saw a goddes go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavenm I think my love as rare
As any she bleied with false compare.



94.

My mistress;’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her hed.
I have seen roses damask’d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in teh breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think y love as reare
As any she belied with false compare.



95.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snowe be white, why then her breasts rae dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damasak’d, red and white,
Yet no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath from which my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, my heavebnm I think my love as reare
As any she bleied with false compare.



96.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, whyn then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses ramdask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My m,istress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as reare, As 
ansy she belied with fase omase

 



97.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips red;
If now he white, whyn then her breasts are udn;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have sneen roses damasdh’d red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
Tgat music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on teh ground; 
Andyet, by heaven, I think my love as rea
aas any she deblied with false compare.



98.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow e white, whtn then her breasts rae dun
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistres reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:

 ANd yet, by heaven, I think my loeveaa as rare As 
any eshe belied with false compare.



99.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun
If hairs be wires, black awire grow on her head.
I have seen roses rdasmk’;s, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love t o hear her speak, yer wel I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as areea
As any she belied with false compare.



100.

My mistress’ eyes arenothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her ips’ red;
If snoe be white, why then her breasts are dub; If 
hairs ,e wires, black wires gow on her head. I ahve 
seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know That music 
hath a far more pleasing sound;

 I grant I never saw a goddes go
My mistress when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as areare
As any she belied with false compare.



101.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun.
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, whyn theh her breasts are dun; If 
wires be wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
snee droses damask;d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I on her cheeks;
And in some perfumesis there more delight
Tatn in the breaththat from my mistress reeks. I love 
to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress, when she walks, treats on the ground: 
May any yet, by heaven, I think my lvoe as re are As 
any she belied with falatse compare.



102.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I have 
seen roses damaskd, red and white,
But no such roses eee I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks.

 I love to hear to hear her speak, but well I know 
That music hath af ar more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks,treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as are
as any she belied with false compare.



103.

My mistress; eyes are are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If sonow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask;d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes there is more delight
Than in the breath that from my istress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, but we kk I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
But my mistress, when shewalks, treads on the 
ground: IAnd any yet by heaven I think my love as 
areare
As any she belied with false compare.



104.

My mistress, eyes are nothing nothlieg lthe uns. 
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
Isf snow be white, whtn the n her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have bseeen roses damask’d, red nadwhite,
But NO suc hsurseosse see I in her cheks;

 And in some perfumes there is more deliht
Than in the breath that from myi stsreres reeks.
I love to ghear her speak, but well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
Bty my mistress, from shwwere she walks, treads on 
the ground: And yet by heaven I think my love as 
rare
And ss any she belied with false compare.



105.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl;
If snow be white why then her breastsrea are dub
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her hea.
I hgave seene reosres damaskd, red and white
But no such roses sek I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breaththat from my istress reeks.
I love to ghear her speak, but well I know, That
music hatha far omre pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a godeesss go,
But my mistress,re when shwwalks, rteads on the 
ground. And yet by heaven I tihin kym love as rare
As anssy she belied with false compare.



106.

My mistress’ eyes are nothiung likle the sun; My 
coral is ar more red than her lips’ redl;
If nssow be white why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires black wires gow on her head.

 I have seen roses damask;d, red and white,
but in no such roses see I in her cheeks
And in some perfumes is there more deliht Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks. I love to hear 
her speak but well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound
I grant I hever nsaw a goddess go,
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
But by heaven I think I’my love as rare
As any she belied by false compare.



107.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
my mcoral is far more red than her lips’ redl;
If snow be white then why her breasts are dun;
if hairs be wres black wires rw on her head.
I have seen roses damask;d, red and wite,
But no such roses see I in in her errkrs,
And in some perfumes there is nomore delight Than 
in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a godddess go,
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
Ad s any she belied with false complase.r



108.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;

 If snow be white then why her vbreast sbe dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses daamaskasd, red nad wite, But no such 
roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more demight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing oudn;d
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
Andyet, by heavenm I think my love as are
asa any she belied with false compare.



109.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, baclk wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in hger cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddesssgo;
My mistress, when she walks,m treads on the 
ground. And yet, by heavenm i think my love as are
As abny she belied with false compare.



110.

 NMy mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dunl
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks;
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That musich ath a way more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
Mty mistress, whenshe walks,treads on the ground: 
Andyet, by heavaen, I think my love as areare
As any she bleied wth false caompaer.



111.

My mistress;’ eyes are nothing like the sune;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’;
If snow be white, when ythe her breasts reare dune 
If hairs we wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have sbeeen roses damask’;d, red andwhite,
But no such roses see I in in her cheeks
And in some perfumesis there more delight
Than in the breaththat from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her seak, but wel I knoiw
That musichath a way fmarmore pleasing sound;
I grant I never sea aw aw grooddees go
My mistress, when seh walks ,tread son the ground: 
ANdyet, bty heavebeam, I think my love as ar rae as 
any se belied with false compare.

 



112.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor ered than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If haires be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have sen roses damaskd, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks
And in some perfumes is therer more delight
Than in teh breath that from my mistress reeks.I love 
to head hera her speak, but well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as are
As any she belied with false compare.



113.

My mistress eyes aren othing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts be dun;
If hairs be wbires, black wires grow on herhed.
I have seen roses dmaskd, redad and white,
But no such roses see I in hercheeks
Andin some pefumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from mymistress reeks.
I love o hear her speak, to but we ll I know
That musicahth a farmore pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

 As any she belied with false compare,



114.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor e red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I on her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the brea th from which my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet wel I knoiwThat
music hath a ar more pleasing sound,
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavenm, I hink my love as 
rareAndandy Ady any she belied with fansty copare.



115.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses dfamask’d, red and white, But no such 
roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight Than in 
the breath that from my mistress reeks. I love to hear 
her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing dound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;

 My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
Andyet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



116.

Tmy mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red tha nher lips’ red;
If snow be white, whtn then her breasts are eundl;
If hairs bewires, blackwires grow on her head.
I have bseen roses damaskd, red and white
But no such roses see I in her hceks;
And o some perfumes is there moredelight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I knowThat music 
hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I hever ase a gododdes go.
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground.
Yet, byheavenm i think mlvey love as rare
As ansy she belied with false compare



117.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks\ANd in some 
perfuermews is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

 That music hath a far omre pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress , when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heavenm, I thin kmy love as rare As any 
she belied with false compare.



118.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses dmask;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks
And in some perfumesis there more delight
Than in the breaththat from mym istress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing soundl
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
My Mistress, when she walks, treadso nthe round: 
Andyet, by heaen I think my love aos area
As naty sf beied with false compare.



119.

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow he white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs bewires, black wires trow on her head.
I have sen roeses damask;dm, red andwhite,But no 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks
nd in some perfumes ithere is more delight

 Than in the breaththat from my istress reeks. I love 
to hear her speak, yetwell I know That mushc hath a 
far more pleasing sound. I grant I never saw a 
goddess go;
My mistressm when she walks,treads on the ground: 
Andyet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
as any she belied wtih false compare.



120.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips ‘red;
If snow e white, why they her breasts are dub;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask;d, red andwhite,
But no such rsoes see I in her cheeks.
And in some perfumes is there more redelight
Than in the breath that from my mmistress reks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a mofar more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw agodgfdddgo go,
Btut my mustress when she walks treads on the 
round: Ands ywer bty hweWEN I RHIKJ MT lovwe 
as rare As any she elied with false compare.



121.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red’
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; If 
hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. I have 
seen roses damask’d, red and white;

 But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I newver saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on th ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



122.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snoew be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask;d, red nad white;
But no rushc roses see I in her cheks;
And in some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breath that from mym istress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well IknowTat mus 
music hath a ar more pleasing sound
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as are
As any she belied with false compare.



123.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Coral is 
far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

 If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head; I 
have seen roses famask’d, r ed and white;
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more deliht Than in 
the breath from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yer well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



124.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ redl;
If snow be white, why then her hreasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires gow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I i her cheeks;
And i some perfumes is there more deliht
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I loe to hear her speak, yet wel I know
That mucis hath a far more pleasing sound.
I grant I never saw a goddes go;
My mistress, whne she walks, treads on the round. 
And yet, by heave ihik my love as raer
As nsy she belied wth false compare.



125.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;

 Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses famask;d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a doddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the fground: 
ANd yet, by heavenmm, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.



126.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love ot hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.

 



127.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;l
If snow be white, whtn then her breasts are dun;
If hairs wbe wires, baclk wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red ad white,
But o such roses see I in her cheeks.
And in some perfmes is there more deliht
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, hert well I know
that musichath a far more pleasing sound;
I grnr Id neer see a fodggdd go,
Mty misrress, when she walks, treads on the round; 
My heaven, I think as love as rare
As any she belied with false cpmpaer.



128.

My mistress; eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lipss’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head;
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,
But no sch roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breathth at from mym istress reeks.
I love to peakea hear her speak, yet well inkow That 
music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 
And yet, by hjeavenm, I think I love as rare
And any she bvelied by false compaer.



129.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far mor red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask’d, red and wite,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath from which my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well IU know
That music hath a far more peasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddessgo;
My mistress, when shewalks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as are
As any she belied with false compare.



130.

My mistress’ eyes are notinn like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
IF hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damaskd, red and white,
But no such roses eee I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well K know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go
My mistress, when shw walks, treads on the ground:

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as arare As any 
she belied with false compare.


