Edmund Spenser (1552?–1599)
from Amoretti and Epithalamion
Sonnet 30

My love is like to ice, and I to fire;

How comes it then that this her cold so great

Is not dissolved through my so hot desire,

But harder grows the more I her entreat? 
Or how comes it that my exceeding heat

5
Is not delayed by her heart-frozen cold:

But that I burn much more in boiling sweat,

And feel my flames augmented manifold?

What more miraculous thing may be told

That fire which all things melts, should harden ice:
10
And ice which is congealed with senseless cold,

Should kindle fire by wonderful device.

Such is the pow’r of love in gentle mind,

That it can alter all the course of kind.

Sonnet 54

Of this world’s theatre in which we stay,


My love like the spectator, idly sits;


Beholding me, that all the pageants play,


Disguising diversely my troubled wits.


Sometimes I joy when glad occasion fits,
       
 5

And mask in mirth like to a comedy:


Soon after, when my joy to sorrow flits,


I wail, and make my woes a tragedy.


Yet she, beholding me with constant eye,


Delights not in my mirth, nor rues my smart:
      
  10

But, when I laugh, she mocks; and, when I cry,


She laughs, and hardens evermore her heart.

What then can move her? if nor mirth nor moan,


She is no woman, but a senseless stone.

Sonnet 75

One day I wrote her name upon the strand,

But came the waves and washéd it away:

Again I wrote it with a second hand,

But came the tide, and made my pains his prey.

“Vain man,” said she, “that dost in vain assay,

5
A mortal thing so to immortalize.

For I myself shall like to this decay,

And eke my name be wipéd out likewise.”

“Not so,” quod I, “let baser things devise

To die in dust, but you shall live by fame:
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My verse your virtues rare shall eternize,

And in the heavens write your glorious name,

Where whenas death shall all the world subdue,

Our love shall live, and later life renew.”

William Shakespeare (1564-1616) Sonnet 18

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer's lease hath all too short a date:

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimmed,

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance, or nature's changing course untrimmed:

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,

Nor shall death brag thou wander'st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st,
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Directions: Below is a copy of Edmund Spenser’s 9th sonnet formatted for ease of scansion. Scan the poem, marking unstressed syllables with a ╰╯and stressed syllables with a ╱. Then look for a correlation between variations in the iambic pentameter and the content of the poem. 
Long-while I sought to what I might compare
those powerful eyes, which lighten my dark spright,
yet find I nought on earth to which I dare
resemble th' image of their goodly light.
Not to the sun: for they doo shine by night;
nor to the moon: for they are changed never;
nor to the stars: for they have purer sight;
nor to the fire: for they consume not ever;
Nor to the lightning: for they still persevere;
nor to the Diamond: for they are more tender;
nor unto crystal: for nought may them sever;
nor unto glass: such baseness might offend her;
Then to the Maker self they likest be,
whose light doth lighten all that here we see.

