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Sonnet 57
+0U4TsF % 57

Being your slave, what should i do but tend

AR EA |, FKEZ I ?

Upon the hours and times of your desire?

BHES SUEEE T8

| have no precious time at all to spend

MRESNEEREBHTIERE

Nor services to do, till you require

BRT BERIRMEE | BAEMPIR

Nor dare | chide the world - without - end hour

BTBERLER , cTBRE

Whilst I, my sovereign , whatch the clock for you

W, BNEAN , BEESK, BHLKRN

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour
FHE 08 R B R T SR PR

When you have bid your servant once adieu
BEIRRINEART

Nor dare | question with my jealous thought

BB ERENBR

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose

BRIREMAE? X T HERRERS

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought
Regt —EERNEAN , HAEERE , HHEHRARLE.



Save, where you are how happy you make those

AERE, RERESRRIE

So true , afool is love that in your will

AYT  BEER2ERK
Though you do any thing, he thinks noill

EWICEEE | thEARES L

The Tempest

2EN

MIRANDA ( KWiE - 328 PROSPERO EELIMEMNLZR )

If by your art, my dearest father,
RUNERERIRFIHE , MEAIRH

you have put the wild waters in this roar,

AU RRBKERESER |

allay them.
A ETEMTEE T !

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch,

REMUFEHTHRINEY

But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek,
BXKRBIRL

Dashes the fire out.

ERERET

O, | have suffered

M, TR
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With those that | saw suffer:

MEFERWMLEZZHAM—#K

a brave vessel,

ER BN

Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her,

THRSE  EHRFHZERHA

Dash'd all to pieces.
— T FEESHE |

O, the cry did knock, against my very heart.
B, BREESREYEE — BT ERA DR,

Poor souls, they perish'd.

ANHESR , T |

Had | been any god of power, | would

EREER—ERENN®E ,

Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere
K—EEWEERD

It should the good ship so have swallow'd and

T HEIE R AR T PR ) AP

The fraughting souls within her.

—BERATR.

CALIBAN ( FHIBE - BRRETEFHEANR )

Be not afeard;
&

the isle is full of noises,
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ESLRRTES

Sounds and sweet airs,

BERIMERE

that give delight and hurt not.
BTwtR, REGE

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments will hum about mine ears,

BRETITT SRR EREZRE

and sometime voices that, if | then had waked after long sleep,

ERERBINERS Mt —EARROEHEDER.

Will make me sleep again:
NEBRIES.

and then, in dreaming,

REESH

The clouds methought would open and show riches ready to drop upon me that,
BmAE T, BEBYELEEQRMER

when | waked, | cried to dream again.
ERER, RRT, BHAAE.

PROSPERO ( Ei&Hin&E - KMHNLH)

Our revels now are ended.

BN EBREERLT

These our actors.
HKMELEEM

As | foretold you,

mES HEFIR



were all spirits and are melted into air,

AN BRESEHENT.

into thin air: and, like the baseless fabric of this vision,

EHENZRE BREERVNLIR

The cloud-capp'd towers,
NEEHPNSE

the gorgeous palaces,
RENER

The solemn temples,
HENETF

the great globe itself,
AL EBRY Kty

ye all which it inherit,

KR st EFRER —4D

shall dissolve and, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
EHEKXT, RBE—BLOIR,

Leave not a rack behind.
B-BETHHTHETLET

We are such stuff as dreams are made on,

BEMNHRSHHAY

and our little life Is rounded with a sleep.

BMETN -4+ MREZH,



