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William Shakespeare 

 

Sonnet 34 

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day, 

And make me travel forth without my cloak, 

To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way, 

Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke? 

'Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break, 

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face, 

For no man well of such a salve can speak, 

That heals the wound, and cures not the disgrace: 

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief; 

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss: 

The offender's sorrow lends but weak relief 

To him that bears the strong offence's cross.  

   Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds, 

   And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds. 

 

Sonnet 15 

When I consider every thing that grows 

Holds in perfection but a little moment, 

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows 

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment; 

When I perceive that men as plants increase, 

Cheered and checked even by the self-same sky, 

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease, 

And wear their brave state out of memory; 

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight, 

Where wasteful Time debateth with decay 

To change your day of youth to sullied night, 

   And all in war with Time for love of you, 

   As he takes from you, I engraft you new. 

 

 

 

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. 

 

Sonnet 129 

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame 

Is lust in action: and till action, lust 

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust; 

Enjoyed no sooner but despised straight; 

Past reason hunted; and no sooner had, 

Past reason hated, as a swallowed bait, 

On purpose laid to make the taker mad. 

Mad in pursuit and in possession so; 

Had, having, and in quest to have extreme; 

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe; 

Before, a joy proposed; behind a dream. 

   All this the world well knows; yet none knows well 

   To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 

 

Sonnet 116 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove: 

O no; it is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 



Ben Jonson 

 

To Celia 

Drink to me only with thine eyes,  
         And I will pledge with mine;  
Or leave a kiss but in the cup,  
         And I’ll not look for wine.  
The thirst that from the soul doth rise  
         Doth ask a drink divine;  
But might I of Jove’s nectar sup,  
         I would not change for thine.  
 
I sent thee late a rosy wreath,  
         Not so much honouring thee  
As giving it a hope, that there  
         It could not withered be.  
But thou thereon didst only breathe,  
         And sent’st it back to me;  
Since when it grows, and smells, I swear,  
         Not of itself, but thee. 
 

“Though I am Young and Cannot Tell” 

Though I am young, and cannot tell  
    Either what Death or Love is well,  
Yet I have heard they both bear darts,  
    And both do aim at human hearts.  
And then again, I have been told  
    Love wounds with heat, as Death with cold;  
So that I fear they do but bring  
    Extremes to touch, and mean one thing.  
 
As in a ruin we it call  
    One thing to be blown up, or fall;  
Or to our end like way may have  
    By a flash of lightning, or a wave;  
So Love’s inflamèd shaft or brand  
    May kill as soon as Death’s cold hand;  
Except Love’s fires the virtue have  
    To fright the frost out of the grave. 
 
 

On Playwright 
 
Playwright, convict of public wrongs to men,  
Takes private beatings and begins again.  
Two kinds of valor he doth show at once:  
Active in ’s brain, and passive in his bones. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

On My First Daughter 

Here lies, to each her parents’ ruth,  
Mary, the daughter of their youth;  
Yet all heaven’s gifts being heaven’s due,  
It makes the father less to rue.  
At six months’ end she parted hence  
With safety of her innocence;  
Whose soul heaven’s queen, whose name she bears,  
In comfort of her mother’s tears,  
Hath placed amongst her virgin-train:  
Where, while that severed doth remain,  
This grave partakes the fleshly birth;  
Which cover lightly, gentle earth! 

 

On My First Sonne 

Farewell, thou child of my right hand, and joy;  
My sin was too much hope of thee, lov'd boy.  
Seven years tho' wert lent to me, and I thee pay,  
Exacted by thy fate, on the just day.  
O, could I lose all father now! For why  
Will man lament the state he should envy?  
To have so soon 'scap'd world's and flesh's rage,  
And if no other misery, yet age?  
Rest in soft peace, and, ask'd, say, "Here doth lie  
Ben Jonson his best piece of poetry."  
For whose sake henceforth all his vows be such,  
As what he loves may never like too much. 

 

“Still to be neat, Still to be Dressed” 

Still to be neat, still to be dressed,  
As you were going to a feast;  
Still to be powdered, still perfumed;  
Lady, it is to be presumed,  
Though art's hid causes are not found,  
All is not sweet, all is not sound.  
 
Give me a look, give me a face,  
That makes simplicity a grace;  
Robes loosely flowing, hair as free; 
Such sweet neglect more taketh me  
                       Than all th'adulteries of art.  
They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 

 

 
 
 
 
 



John Donne 

 
The Flea 
 
Mark but this flea, and mark in this,    
How little that which thou deniest me is;    
It sucked me first, and now sucks thee,  
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be;    
Thou know’st that this cannot be said  
A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead,  
    Yet this enjoys before it woo,  
    And pampered swells with one blood made of two,  
    And this, alas, is more than we would do.  
 
Oh stay, three lives in one flea spare,  
Where we almost, nay more than married are.    
This flea is you and I, and this  
Our mariage bed, and marriage temple is;    
Though parents grudge, and you, w'are met,    
And cloistered in these living walls of jet.  
    Though use make you apt to kill me,  
    Let not to that, self-murder added be,  
    And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.  
 
Cruel and sudden, hast thou since  
Purpled thy nail, in blood of innocence?    
Wherein could this flea guilty be,  
Except in that drop which it sucked from thee?    
Yet thou triumph’st, and say'st that thou    
Find’st not thy self, nor me the weaker now;  
    ’Tis true; then learn how false, fears be:  
    Just so much honor, when thou yield’st to me,  
    Will waste, as this flea’s death took life from thee. 
 
 

The Broken Heart 
 

HE is stark mad, whoever says, 
 

  That he hath been in love an hour, 
 

Yet not that love so soon decays, 
 

  But that it can ten in less space devour; 
 

Who will believe me, if I swear         5 
That I have had the plague a year? 

 
  Who would not laugh at me, if I should say 

 
  I saw a flash 1 of powder burn a day? 

 
   
Ah, what a trifle is a heart, 

 
  If once into love’s hands it come!         10 
All other griefs allow a part 

 
  To other griefs, and ask themselves but some; 

 
They come to us, but us love draws; 

 
He swallows us and never chaws; 

 
  By him, as by chain’d shot, whole ranks do die;         15 
  He is the tyrant pike, our hearts the fry. 2 

 

   
If ’twere not so, what did become 

 
  Of my heart when I first saw thee? 

 
I brought a heart into the room, 

 
  But from the room I carried none with me.         20 
If it had gone to thee, I know 

 
Mine would have taught thine heart to show 

 
  More pity unto me; but Love, alas! 

 
  At one first blow did shiver it as glass. 

 
   
Yet nothing can to nothing fall,         25 
  Nor any place be empty quite; 

 
Therefore I think my breast hath all 

 
  Those pieces still, though they be not unite; 

 
And now, as broken glasses show 

 
A hundred lesser faces, so         30 
  My rags of heart can like, wish, and adore, 

 
  But after one such love, can love no more. 
 
 

The Funeral 
 
WHOEVER comes to shroud me, do not 
harm 

 

      Nor question much  

That subtle wreath of hair which mine 
arm; 

 

The mystery, the sign you must not touch,  
    For ’tis my outward soul,         5 

Viceroy to that which, unto heav’n being 
gone, 

 

    Will leave this to control  

And keep these limbs, her provinces, from 
dissolution. 

 

   

For if the sinewy thread my brain lets fall  

      Through every part         10 

Can tie those parts, and make me one of 
all; 

 

Those hairs, which upward grew, and 
strength and art 

 

    Have from a better brain,  

Can better do ’t: except she meant that I  

    By this should know my pain,         15 

As prisoners then are manacled, when 
they’re condemn’d to die. 

 

   

Whate’er she meant by’t, bury it with me,  
      For since I am  

Love’s martyr, it might breed idolatry  

If into other hands these reliques came.         20 

    As ’twas humility  

T’ afford to it all that a soul can do,  

    So ’tis some bravery  

That, since you would have none of me, I 
bury some of you. 
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The Expiration 
 

SO, so, break off this last lamenting kiss,   
  Which sucks two souls, and vapors Both away,   
Turn thou ghost that way, and let me turn this,   
  And let our selves benight our happiest day,   
We ask'd none leave to love; nor will we owe          5 
  Any, so cheap a death, as saying, Go;   
    
Go; and if that word have not quite kil'd thee,   
  Ease me with death, by bidding me go too.   
Oh, if it have, let my word work on me,   
  And a just office on a murderer doe.   10 
Except it be too late, to kill me so,   
  Being double dead, going, and bidding, go 
 
 

The Good Morrow 
 

  

I WONDER, by my troth, what thou and I  

Did, till we loved? were we not weaned till then?  

But sucked on country pleasures, childishly?  

Or snored we in the Seven Sleepers’ den?  

’Twas so; but this, all pleasures fancies be;         5 

If ever any beauty I did see.  

Which I desired, and got, ’twas but a dream of thee.  

   

And now good-morrow to our waking souls,  

Which watch not one another out of fear;  

For love all love of other sights controls,         10 

And makes one little room an everywhere.  

Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone;  

Let maps to other, worlds on worlds have shown,  

Let us possess one world; each hath one, and is one.  

   

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,         15 

And true plain hearts do in the faces rest;  

Where can we find two better hemispheres  

Without sharp north, without declining west?  

Whatever dies, was not mixed equally;  

If our two loves be one, or thou and I         20 

Love so alike that none can slacken, none can die.  

   

The Sun Rising 

 Busy old fool, unruly sun, 

               Why dost thou thus, 
Through windows, and through curtains call on us? 
Must to thy motions lovers' seasons run? 
               Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide 
               Late school boys and sour prentices, 

         Go tell court huntsmen that the king will ride, 

         Call country ants to harvest offices, 
Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime, 
Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time. 

 
               Thy beams, so reverend and strong 
               Why shouldst thou think? 
I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink, 
But that I would not lose her sight so long; 
               If her eyes have not blinded thine, 
               Look, and tomorrow late, tell me, 
         Whether both th' Indias of spice and mine 
         Be where thou leftst them, or lie here with me. 
Ask for those kings whom thou saw'st yesterday, 
And thou shalt hear, All here in one bed lay. 
 
               She's all states, and all princes, I, 
               Nothing else is. 
Princes do but play us; compared to this, 
All honor's mimic, all wealth alchemy. 
               Thou, sun, art half as happy as we, 
               In that the world's contracted thus. 
         Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be 
         To warm the world, that's done in warming us. 
Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere; 
This bed thy center is, these walls, thy sphere. 

 

Valediction: Forbidding Mourning 

As virtuous men pass mildly away,  
   And whisper to their souls to go,  
Whilst some of their sad friends do say  
   The breath goes now, and some say, No:  
 
So let us melt, and make no noise,  
   No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move;  
'Twere profanation of our joys  
   To tell the laity our love.  
 
Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears,  
   Men reckon what it did, and meant;  
But trepidation of the spheres,  
   Though greater far, is innocent.  
 
Dull sublunary lovers' love  
   (Whose soul is sense) cannot admit  
Absence, because it doth remove  
   Those things which elemented it.  
 
But we by a love so much refined,  
   That our selves know not what it is,  
Inter-assured of the mind,  
   Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss.  
 
Our two souls therefore, which are one,  
   Though I must go, endure not yet  
A breach, but an expansion,  
   Like gold to airy thinness beat.  
 
 
 



If they be two, they are two so  
   As stiff twin compasses are two;  
Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show  
   To move, but doth, if the other do.  
 
And though it in the center sit,  
   Yet when the other far doth roam,  
It leans and hearkens after it,  
   And grows erect, as that comes home.  
 
Such wilt thou be to me, who must,  
   Like th' other foot, obliquely run;  
Thy firmness makes my circle just,  
   And makes me end where I begun.  

 

Lecture Upon A Shadow 

Stand still, and I will read to thee  
A lecture, love, in love's philosophy.  
         These three hours that we have spent,  
         Walking here, two shadows went  
Along with us, which we ourselves produc'd.  
But, now the sun is just above our head,  
         We do those shadows tread,  
         And to brave clearness all things are reduc'd.  
So whilst our infant loves did grow,  
Disguises did, and shadows, flow  
From us, and our cares; but now 'tis not so.  
That love has not attain'd the high'st degree,  
Which is still diligent lest others see.  
 
Except our loves at this noon stay,  
We shall new shadows make the other way.  
         As the first were made to blind  
         Others, these which come behind  
Will work upon ourselves, and blind our eyes.  
If our loves faint, and westwardly decline,  
         To me thou, falsely, thine,  
         And I to thee mine actions shall disguise.  
The morning shadows wear away,  
But these grow longer all the day;  
But oh, love's day is short, if love decay.  
Love is a growing, or full constant light,  

And his first minute, after noon, is night.  

      

DIVINE POEMS 

From La Corona 

2. Annunciation 

Salvation to all that will is nigh; 

That All, which always is all everywhere, 

Which cannot sin, and yet all sins must bear, 

Which cannot die, yet cannot choose but die, 

Lo, faithful virgin, yields Himself to lie 

In prison, in thy womb; and though He there 

Can take no sin, nor thou give, yet He will wear, 

Taken from thence, flesh, which death's force may try. 

Ere by the spheres time was created, thou 

Wast in His mind, who is thy Son and Brother; 

Whom thou conceivst, conceived; yea thou art now 

Thy Maker's maker, and thy Father's mother; 

Thou hast light in dark, and shutst in little room, 

Immensity cloistered in thy dear womb. 

3.  Nativity 

Immensity cloistered in thy dear womb, 

Now leaves His well-belov'd imprisonment, 

There He hath made Himself to His intent 

Weak enough, now into the world to come; 

But O, for thee, for Him, hath the inn no room? 

Yet lay Him in this stall, and from the Orient, 

Stars and wise men will travel to prevent 

The effect of Herod's jealous general doom. 

Seest thou, my soul, with thy faith's eyes, how He 

Which fills all place, yet none holds Him, doth lie? 

Was not His pity towards thee wondrous high, 

That would have need to be pitied by thee? 

Kiss Him, and with Him into Egypt go, 

With His kind mother, who partakes thy woe. 

 

HOLY SONNETS 

II 

AS due by many titles I resign  
Myself to thee, O God. First I was made  
By Thee; and for Thee, and when I was decay’d  
Thy blood bought that, the which before was Thine.  
I am Thy son, made with Thyself to shine,         5 
Thy servant, whose pains Thou hast still repaid,  
Thy sheep, Thine image, and—till I betray’d  
Myself—a temple of Thy Spirit divine.  
Why doth the devil then usurp on me?  
Why doth he steal, nay ravish, that’s Thy right?         10 
Except Thou rise and for Thine own work fight,  
O! I shall soon despair, when I shall see   
That Thou lovest mankind well, yet wilt not choose 
me, 

 

And Satan hates me, yet is loth to lose me.  

 

 

 



IV 

Oh my black soul! now art thou summoned 
By sickness, death's herald, and champion; 
Thou art like a pilgrim, which abroad hath done 
Treason, and durst not turn to whence he is fled; 
Or like a thief, which till death's doom be read, 
Wisheth himself delivered from prison, 
But damned and haled to execution, 
Wisheth that still he might be imprisoned. 
Yet grace, if thou repent, thou canst not lack; 
But who shall give thee that grace to begin? 
Oh make thy self with holy mourning black, 
And red with blushing, as thou art with sin; 
Or wash thee in Christ's blood, which hath this might 
That being red, it dyes red souls to white. 

 

X 

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,          5 
Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must 
flow, 

  

And soonest our best men with thee doe go,   
Rest of their bones, and soul’s delivery.   
Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate 
men, 

  

And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,   10 
And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well,   
And better then thy stroke; why swell'st thou then;   
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,   
And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt die.  
 

XIV 

Batter my heart, three-person'd God, for you  
As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend;  
That I may rise and stand, o'erthrow me, and bend  
Your force to break, blow, burn, and make me new.  
I, like an usurp'd town to another due,  
Labor to admit you, but oh, to no end;  
Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend,  
But is captiv'd, and proves weak or untrue.  
Yet dearly I love you, and would be lov'd fain,  
But am betroth'd unto your enemy;  
Divorce me, untie or break that knot again,  
Take me to you, imprison me, for I,  
Except you enthrall me, never shall be free,  
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.  
 
 
 

XVIII 
 
Show me dear Christ, thy spouse so bright and clear.  
What! is it she which on the other shore  
Goes richly painted? or which, robb'd and tore,  
Laments and mourns in Germany and here?  
Sleeps she a thousand, then peeps up one year?  
Is she self-truth, and errs? now new, now outwore?  
Doth she, and did she, and shall she evermore  
On one, on seven, or on no hill appear?  
Dwells she with us, or like adventuring knights  
First travel we to seek, and then make love?  
Betray, kind husband, thy spouse to our sights,  
And let mine amorous soul court thy mild Dove,  
Who is most true and pleasing to thee then  
When she is embrac'd and open to most men.  

 
 

A Hymn to God the Father 

WILT Thou forgive that sin where I begun,   
  Which was my sin, though it were done before?   
Wilt Thou forgive that sin through which I run,   
  And do run still, though still I do deplore?   
When Thou hast done, Thou hast not done;          5 
        For I have more.   
   
Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I have won   
  Others to sin, and made my sins their door?   
Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I did shun   
  A year or two, but wallow'd in a score?   10 
When Thou hast done, Thou hast not done;   
        For I have more.   
   
I have a sin of fear, that when I've spun   
  My last thread, I shall perish on the shore;   
But swear by Thyself that at my death Thy Son   15 
  Shall shine as He shines now and heretofore:   
And having done that, Thou hast done;   
        I fear no more.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



George Herbert 

The Collar 

I struck the board, and cried, "No more;  
                         I will abroad!  
What? shall I ever sigh and pine?  
My lines and life are free, free as the road,  
Loose as the wind, as large as store.  
          Shall I be still in suit?  
Have I no harvest but a thorn  
To let me blood, and not restore  
What I have lost with cordial fruit?  
          Sure there was wine  
Before my sighs did dry it; there was corn  
    Before my tears did drown it.  
      Is the year only lost to me?  
          Have I no bays to crown it,  
No flowers, no garlands gay? All blasted?  
                  All wasted?  
Not so, my heart; but there is fruit,  
            And thou hast hands.  
Recover all thy sigh-blown age  
On double pleasures: leave thy cold dispute  
Of what is fit and not. Forsake thy cage,  
             Thy rope of sands,  
Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee  
Good cable, to enforce and draw,  
          And be thy law,  
While thou didst wink and wouldst not see.  
          Away! take heed;  
          I will abroad.  
Call in thy death's-head there; tie up thy fears;  
          He that forbears  
         To suit and serve his need  
          Deserves his load."  
But as I raved and grew more fierce and wild  
          At every word,  
Methought I heard one calling, Child!  

          And I replied My Lord.  

 

A Wreath 
 
A wreathèd garland of deservèd praise, 
Of praise deservèd, unto Thee I give, 
I give to Thee, who knowest all my ways, 
My crooked winding ways, wherein I live,— 
Wherein I die, not live ; for life is straight, 
Straight as a line, and ever tends to Thee, 
To Thee, who art more far above deceit, 
Than deceit seems above simplicity. 
Give me simplicity, that I may live, 
So live and like, that I may know Thy ways, 
Know them and practise them: then shall I give 
For this poor wreath, give Thee a crown of praise. 

 

 

Easter Wings 

Lord, who createdst man in wealth and store,  
      Though foolishly he lost the same,  
            Decaying more and more,  
                  Till he became  
                        Most poore:  
                        With thee  
                  O let me rise  
            As larks, harmoniously,  
      And sing this day thy victories:  
Then shall the fall further the flight in me.  
 
My tender age in sorrow did beginne  
      And still with sicknesses and shame.  
            Thou didst so punish sinne,  
                  That I became  
                        Most thinne.  
                        With thee  
                  Let me combine,  
            And feel thy victorie:  
         For, if I imp my wing on thine,  
Affliction shall advance the flight in me.  
 
 
 

The Altar 

A broken ALTAR, Lord thy servant rears, 
Made of a heart, and cemented with teares: 

Whose parts are as thy hand did frame; 
No workmans tool hath touch'd the same 

A HEART alone 
Is such a stone, 
As nothing but 

Thy pow'r doth cut. 
Wherefore each part 

Of my hard heart 
Meets in this frame, 
To praise thy Name: 

That if I chance to hold my peace, 
These stones to praise thee may not cease. 

O let thy blessed SACRIFICE be mine, 
And sanctifie this ALTAR to be thine. 

 

 

 

 



Andrew Marvell  

The Fair Singer  

To make a final conquest of all me,  
Love did compose so sweet an enemy,  
In whom both beauties to my death agree,  
Joining themselves in fatal harmony;  
That while she with her eyes my heart does bind,  
She with her voice might captivate my mind.  
 
I could have fled from one but singly fair,  
My disentangled soul itself might save,  
Breaking the curled trammels of her hair.  
But how should I avoid to be her slave,  
Whose subtle art invisibly can wreath  
My fetters of the very air I breathe?  
 
It had been easy fighting in some plain,  
Where victory might hang in equal choice,  
But all resistance against her is vain,  
Who has th’advantage both of eyes and voice,  
And all my forces needs must be undone,  
She having gained both the wind and sun. 

To His Coy Mistress 

Had we but world enough and time,  
This coyness, lady, were no crime.  
We would sit down, and think which way  
To walk, and pass our long love’s day.  
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side  
Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide  
Of Humber would complain. I would  
Love you ten years before the flood,  
And you should, if you please, refuse  
Till the conversion of the Jews.  
My vegetable love should grow  
Vaster than empires and more slow;  
An hundred years should go to praise  
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze;  
Two hundred to adore each breast,  
But thirty thousand to the rest;  
An age at least to every part,  
And the last age should show your heart.  
For, lady, you deserve this state,  
Nor would I love at lower rate.  
       But at my back I always hear  
Time’s wingèd chariot hurrying near;  
And yonder all before us lie  
Deserts of vast eternity.  
Thy beauty shall no more be found;  
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound  
My echoing song; then worms shall try  
That long-preserved virginity,  

And your quaint honour turn to dust,  
And into ashes all my lust;  
The grave’s a fine and private place,  
But none, I think, do there embrace.  
       Now therefore, while the youthful hue  
Sits on thy skin like morning dew,  
And while thy willing soul transpires  
At every pore with instant fires,  
Now let us sport us while we may,  
And now, like amorous birds of prey,  
Rather at once our time devour  
Than languish in his slow-chapped power.  
Let us roll all our strength and all  
Our sweetness up into one ball,  
And tear our pleasures with rough strife  
Through the iron gates of life:  
Thus, though we cannot make our sun  
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

 

The Coronet 

When for the thorns with which I long, too long,  
With many a piercing wound,  
My Saviour’s head have crowned,  
I seek with garlands to redress that wrong:  
Through every garden, every mead,  
I gather flowers (my fruits are only flowers),  
Dismantling all the fragrant towers  
That once adorned my shepherdess’s head.  
And now when I have summed up all my store,  
Thinking (so I myself deceive)  
So rich a chaplet thence to weave  
As never yet the King of Glory wore:  
Alas, I find the serpent old  
That, twining in his speckled breast,  
About the flowers disguised does fold,  
With wreaths of fame and interest.  
Ah, foolish man, that wouldst debase with them,  
And mortal glory, Heaven’s diadem!  
But Thou who only couldst the serpent tame,  
Either his slippery knots at once untie;  
And disentangle all his winding snare;  
Or shatter too with him my curious frame,  
And let these wither, so that he may die,  
Though set with skill and chosen out with care:  
That they, while Thou on both their spoils dost tread,  
May crown thy feet, that could not crown thy head. 

   
   
   
   
  

 


