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“Let us suppose that such a person began by observing those Chriftian alivities
which are, in a sense, direlfed towards this present world. He would find that this
religion had, as a matter of hiftorical fal?, been the agent which preserved such
secalar civilization as survived the fall of the Roman Empire; that to it Enrope
owes the salvation, in those perilons ages, of civilized agricalture, architeffure,
laws and literacy itself. He wonld find that this same religion has always been
healing the sick and caring for the poor; that it has, more than any other, blessed
marriage; and that arts and philosophy tend to flourish in its neighbourhood.”
(C.S. Lewis - Some Thoughts - 1948)

“Drove all things; hold faft that which is good; ” (1Th 5: 21)

I charge you, O ye danghters of Ferusalem, by the roes, and by the hinds of the field,
that ye Stir not up, nor awake my love, till he please. (Song of Somgs 2: 5)
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John Donne’s signature is drawn from a book once owned by Donne; The (atalogue of
Heretics, by Conrad Schlusselburg, Doctor ¢ Teacher of Theology, Book V1IL, published
1599 (now at the Rare Books Department, National Library of Scotland)
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wonder by my troth, what thou, and I
Did, till welov'd? were we not wean’d till then?
A 'i’? But fudk’d on countrey pleafures, childifhly?
©3&Y| Or forted we in the feaven fleepers’ den?
«dl| Twas {o; But this, all pleafures fancies bee. 5
If ever any beauty I did fee,
Which I defir'd, and got, t"was but a dreame of thee.

And now good morrow to our waking {oules,

Which watch not one another out of feare;

Forlove, all love of other fights controules, 10
And makes one little roome, an every where.

Let fea-difcoverers to new worlds have gone,

Let Maps to other, worlds on worlds have fhowne,

Let us pofieffe one world, each hath one, and is one.

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appeares, 15
And true plaine hearts doe in the faces reft,

Where can we finde two better hemifpheares

Without tharpe North, without dedlining Weft?

What ever dyes, was not mixt equally;

If our two loves be one, or, thouand I 20
Love fo alike, that none doe flacken, none can die.
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SoONG

R ‘
( %’v oe, and catche afalling ftarre,
l 2%/0 Get with child amandrake roote’,
Q\\S}; & el T me, where all paft yeares are,
' §ll Or who deft the Divels foot,

Teach me to heare Mermaides {inging, 5
Or tokeep off envies ﬁ:inging,
And finde
What winde

Serves to advance an honeft minde.

If thou beeft borne to {trange fights, 10
Things invifible to fee,

Ride ten thoufand daies and nights,

Till age fnow white haires on thee,

Thou, when thou retorn’{t, wilt tell mee

All ftrange wonders that befell thee, 15
And fweare

No where

Lives a woman true, and faire.

If thou findit one, let mee know,

Such a Pilgrimage were fweet; 20
Yet doe not, I would not goe,

Though at next doore wee might meet,

Though fhee were true, when you met her,

Andlaft, till you write your letter,

Yet thee 25
Wil bee

Falfe, ere I come, to two, or three.

1-[EN1The mandrake s aplant of the genus Mandragorafound in the Mediterranean region,
or from other species, such as Bryonia alba, the English mandrake. These plants contain
biologically active alkaloids, tropane alkaloids in particular which make the plant, in particular
the root and leaves, poisonous, via anticholinergic, hallucinogenic, and hypnotic effects. Inthe
Bible, the term mandrake may involve ginseng, which looks similar to the mandrake root and
reputedly has fertility enhancing properties.
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WOMAN’S CONSTANCY

ow thou haft lov’d me one whole day,

(@I ®/ \"# i To lmorrow when thouleav-ft, what wilt thou fay?

f@ :\‘((((, Q\ )| Wilt thou then Antedate fome new made vow?

@\r}\’ N 0 Or fay that now

Dt We are not juft thofe perfons, which we were?” 5
Or, that oathes made in reverentiall feare

Of Love, and his wrath, any may forfweare?

Or, as true deaths, true maryages untie,

Solover’s contracts, images of thofe,

Binde but till fleep, death’s image, them unloofe? 10
Or, your owne end to Juftifie,

For having purpos’d change, and falfehood; you

Can have no way but falfehood to be true?

Vaine lunatique, againft thefe {capes I could

Difpute, and conquer, if  would, 15
Which I abftaine to doe,

For by to morrow, I may thinke fo too.

B ST

TGS hw

M\\,\;\\»\m,ﬁ\k %
&7 $ 0
Lag s

PIRASEAMA T

2 -[EN1Men searching for, and greatly admiring, beauty in the fallen daughters of Eve often
find external grace masking a dark manipulative heart, yet all the while playing the “innocent
saint”. Themes of female relational destruction reoccur in songs by Uz, such as #ho's Qonmt
Ride Your Wild Horses (Album: Achtung Baby - 1991) or (rumbs From Vour Table (Album:
How To Dismantle An Atomic Bomb - 2004)). See also Donne’s efn eAnatomy of the World/

The first Anniversary.
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THE UNDERTAKING

have done one braver thing

Then all the Worthies did,

And yet abraver thence doth {pring,
@ L: Whichis, tokeepe that hid.

It were but madnes now t'impart 5
The skill of fpecular {tone’,
When he which can have learn’d the art

To cut it, can finde none.

So, if I now fhould utter this,

Others (becaufe no more 10
Such ftuffe to worke upon, there is,)

Would love but as before.

But he who lovelinefle within

Hath found, all outward loathes,

For he who colour loves, and skinne, 15
Loves but their oldeft dothes.

If, as I have, you alfo doe

Vertuerattir'd in woman fee,

And dare love that, and fay {o too,

And forget the Hee and Shee; 20

And if thislove, though placed fo,
From prophane men you hide,
Which will no faith on this beftow,
Or, if they doe, deride:

Then youhave done abraver thing 25
Then all the #orthies did;

And abraver thence will {pring,

Whichis, tokeepe that hid.

3 - [EN1 A soft, light transmitting mineral, apprently mica or selenite.
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THE SUNNE RISING

) Through windowes, and through curtaines call on us?
Muft to thy motions lovers feafons run?
Sawcy pedantique wretch, goe chide

Late {choole boyes, and fowre prentices,

Goe tell Court-hunt{men, that the King will ride,
Call countrey ants to harveft offices;

Love, all alike, no feafon knowes, nor dyme,

Nor houres, dayes, moneths, which are the rags of time.

Thy beames, {o reverend, and {trong

Why fhouldit thou thinke?

I could edipfe and doud them with a winke,

But that I would not lofe her fight {o long:

Ifher eyes have not blinded thine,

Looke, and to morrowlate, tell mee,

Whether both the’India’s of fpice and Myne

Be where thou leftft them, or lie here with mee.
Aske for thofe Kings whom thou faw1t yefterday,
And thou fhalt heare, All here in one bed lay.

She’is all States, and all Princes, I,

Nothing elfe is.

Princes doe but play us; compar-d to this,

All honor’s mimique; All wealth alchimie.
Thou funne art halfe as happy’as wee,

In that the world’s contracted thus;

Thine age askes eafe, and fince thy duties bee
To warme the world, that’s done in warming us.
Shine here to us, and thou art every where;

This bed thy center is, thefe walls, thy {pheare.

10

15

20

25

30
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LovE’s VSURY

or every houre that thou wilt {pare mee now,

I will allow,

Ulurious God of Love, twenty to thee,

| When with my browne, my gray haires equall bee;

Till then, Love, let my body raigne, and let 5
Mee travell, fojourne, fnatch, plot, have, forget,

Refume my laft yeares relict: thinke that yet

We'had never met.

Let mee thinke any rivalls letter mine,

And at next nine 10
Keepe midnight’s promife; miftake by the way

The maid, and tell the Lady of that delay;

Onely let mee love none, no, not the fport;

From country graﬁé, to comfitures of Court,

Or Citie’s quelque-chofes*, let report 15
My minde tranfport.

This bargaine’s good; if when I'am old, I bee

Inflam°d by thee,

If thine owne honour, or my thame, or paine,

Thou covet mof, at that age thou {halt gaine. 20
Doe thy will then, then fubject and degree,

And fruit of love, Love I fubmit to thee,

Spare mee till then, Il beare it, though the bee

One thatloves mee.

4 - [EN1French, “some things”. The attractions of big cities?
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THE CANONIZATION

or Godsake hold your tongue, and let me love,

Or chide my palfie’, or my gout",

My five gray haires, or ruin’d fortune flout,

4| With wealth your ftate, your minde with Arts improve,
Take you a courfe, get you aplace, 5
Obferve his honour, or his grace,

Or the Kings reall’, or his ftamped face

Contemplate, what you will, approve,

So you will let me love.

Alas, alas, who’s injur’d by mylove? 10
What merchants fhips have my fighs drown’d?

Who faies my teares have overflowd his ground?

When did my colds a forward fpring remove?

When did the heats which my veines fill

Adde one more to the plaguie Bill? 15
Soldiers finde warres, and Lawyers finde out ftill

Litigious men, which quarrels move,

Though fhe and Idolove.

Call us what you will, wee are made fuch bylove;

Call her one, mee another flye, 20
Weare Tapers too, and at our owne coft die,

And wee in us finde the’Eagle and the Dove.

The Pheenix ridle hath more wit

By us, we two being one, are it.

So to one neutrall thing both fexes fit, 25
Wee dye and rife the fame, and prove

Myfterious by thislove.

5 - [EN1] A form of paralysis.

6 -[ENJA disease in involving defective metabolism of uric acid leading to arthritis, esp. in
the smaller bones of the feet, deposition of chalkstones, and episodes of acute pain.

7 - [EN1 A unit of currency in Spain (silver coin) for several centuries after the mid-14th
century.
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Wee can dye by it, if notlive by love,

And if unfit for tombes and hearfe

Ourlegend bee, it will be fit for verfe; 30
And if no peece of Chronicle wee prove,

We'll build in fonnets pretty roomes;

As well a well wrought urne becomes

The greateft athes, as halfe-acre tombes,

And by thefe hymnes, all fhall approve 35
Us (anoniz d for Love:

And thus invoke us; You whom reverend love

Made one another’s hermitage;

You, to whom love was peace, that nowis rage;

Who did the whole world’s foule contract, and drove 40
Into the glaffes of your eyes

(So made fuch mirrors, and fuch fpies,

That they did all to you epitomize, )

Countries, Townes, Courts: Beg from above

A patterne of your love! 45

THE TRrIPLE FOOLE

am two fooles, I know,
=8| Forloving, and for faying fo
In whining Poétry;
But where’s that wifeman, that would not be I,
If {he would not deny? 5
Then as th’earths inward narrow crooked lanes
Do purge fea waters fretfull falt away,
I thought, if I could draw my paines,
Through Rimes vexation, I {hould them allay,
Griefe brought to numbers cannot be fo fierce, 10
For, he tames it, that fetters it in verfe.
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But when I have done fo,

Some man, his art and voice to thow,

Doth Set and fing my paine,

And, by delighting many, frees againe 15
Griefe, which verfe did reftraine.

To Love, and Griefe tribute of Verfe belongs,

But not of fuch as pleafes when'tis read,

Both are increafed by fuch fongs:

For both their triumphs {o are publithed, 20
And 1, which was two fooles, do {o grow three;

Who are alittle wife, the beft fooles bee.

LOVER’S INFINITENESSE

fyet Ihave not all thylove,

L%Sr Z Deare, I fhall never have it all,

\L

@ \/3,9 I cannot breath one other figh, to move,
/‘l: @ Nor can intreat one other teare to fall,
And all my treafure, which (hould purchafe thee, 5
nghs, teares, and oathes, and letters I have fpent.
Yet no more can be due to mee,
Then at the bargaine made was ment,
If then thy gift of love were partiall,
That fome to mee, fome {hould to others fall, 10
Deare, I thall never have Thee All.

Or if then thou gaveft mee all,

All was but All, which thou hadft then;

But if in thy heart, fince, there be or fhall,

Newlove created bee, by other men, 15
Which have their ftocks intire, and can in teares,

In ﬁghs, in oathes, and letters outbid mee,

This newlove may beget new feares,

For, thislove was not vowed by thee.
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And yet it was, thy gift being generall,
The ground, thy heart is mine, what ever fhall
Grow there, deare, I fhould have it all.

Yet I would not have all yet,

Hee that hath all can have no more,

And fince mylove doth every day admit

New growth, thou thouldit have new rewards in {tore;
Thou canft not every day give me thy heart,

If thou cantt give it, then thou never gaveft it:
Lovers riddles are, that though thy heart depart,
It ftayes at home, and thou with lofing faveft it:
But wee will have a way more liberall’,

Then changing hearts, to joyne them, o wee fhall
Be one, and one anothers All.

SONG

weetest love, I do not goe,

For wearinefle of thee,

Y| Nor in hope the world can thow
|| A fitter Love for mee;

But fince that I

Muft dye atlaft, ‘tis beft,

To ufe my felfe in jeft

Thus by fain"d’ deaths to dye;

Yefternight the Sunne went hence,
And yet is here to day,
He hath no defire nor fenfe,

Nor halfe {o thort a way:
Then feare not mee,

8 - [ENIOr generous.
9 -[EN1Or pretended.

MISCEL ANAE
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But beleeve that I {hall make
Speedier journeyes, fince I take
More wings and fpurres then hee.

O how feeble is man’s power,
That if good fortune fall,
Cannot adde another houre,
Nor aloft houre recall!

But come bad chance,

And wee joyne to’it our {trength,
And wee teachit art and lcngth,

It felfe o’r us torad vance.

When thou figh'ft, thou figh'{t not winde,
But figh ft my foule away,

When thou weep'ft, unkindly kinde,

My lifes blood doth decay.

It cannot bee

That thoulov'{t mee, as thou fay'ft,

If in thine mylife thou watte,

Thou art the beft of mee.

Let not thy divining heart
Forethinke me any ll,
Deftiny may take thy part,
And may thy feares fulfill;
But thinke that wee

Are but turn’d afide to {leepe;
They who one another keepe
Alive, ne’r parted bee.

1

I5

20

25

30
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40
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THE LEGACIE

henIdyedlast, and, Deare, I dye

b As often as from thee I goe,

| Though it be but an houre agoe,

And Lovers houres be full eternity,

I can remember yet, that I 5

A N
GV

) AN

Something did fay, and fomething did beftow;
Though Ibe dead, which fent mee, I thould be

Mine owne executor and Legacie.

Theard mee fay, Tell her anon®,

That my felfe, (that is you, not ,) 10
Didkill me, and when I felt mee dye,

I bid mee fend my heart, when I was gone,

But I alas could there finde none,

When I had ripp’d me,’and fearch’d where hearts did lye;

Itkill"d mee againe, that I who {till was true, 15
Inlife, in mylaft Will thould cozen you.

Yet I found fomethinglike a heart,

But colours it, and corners had,

It was not good, it was not bad,

It was intire to none, and fewhad part. 20
As good as could be made by art

It feem’d; and therefore for our loffes fad,

I meant to fend this heart in ftead of mine,

But oh, no man could hold it, for twas thine.

10 - [EN1Later.
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AIRE & ANGELS

wice or thrice had Iloved thee,

Before I knew thy face or name;

So in a voice, {o in a {hapelefle flame,

eAngells affect us oft, and worfhipd bee;
ﬁé" Still when, to where thou wert, I came,

Some lovely glorious nothing 1 did fee.

But fince my foule, whofe child love is,

Takes limmes of flefh”, and elfe could nothing doe,

More fubtile then the parent is,

Love muft not be, but take a body too,

And therefore what thou wert, and who,

Ibid Love aske, and now

That it affume thy body, I allow,

And fixe it felfe in thy lip, eye, and brow.

Whilft thus to ballaft”love, I thought,

And {o more fteddily to have gone,

With wares which would finke admiration,
Ifaw, Thad love’s pinnace” overfraught,
Ev’ry thy haire forlove to worke upon

Is much too much, fome fitter muft be fought;
For, nor in nothing, nor in things

Extreme, and {catt’ring bright, can love inhere;
Then as an Angell, face, and wings

Of aire, not pure as it, yet pure doth weare,
So thylove may be myloves fpheare;

Juft fuch difparitie

Asis twixt Aire and Angells puritie,

“Twixt women’s love, and men’s will ever bee.

11 - [EN1I Or limbs of flesh, the body?
12 - [EN1Make more solid, give weight.
13 - [EN1] A small boat, with sails or oars.



14 MISCELANAE

THE ANNIVERSARIE

1 Kings, and all their favorites,
" )@Y All glory of honors, beauties, wits,
= S d| The Sun it felfe, which makes times, as they paffe,
(@M’Q Is elder by a yeare, now, then it was
=zt SST| When thou and I firft one another faw: 5
All other things, to their deftruction draw,
Only our love hath no decay;
This, no to morrow hath, nor yefterday,

Running it never runs from us away,

But trulykeepes his firft, laft, everlafting day. 10

Two graves muft hide thine and my coarfe,

If one might, death were no divorce.

Alas, as well as other Princes, wee,

(Who Prince enough in one another bee, )

Muftleave atlaft in death, thefe eyes, and eares, 15
Oft fed with true oathes, and with fweet falt teares;

But foules where nothing dwells but love

(All other thoughts being inmates) then {hall prove

This, or alove increafed there above,

When bodies to their graves, {oules from their graves remove. 20

And then wee {hall be throughly bleft,

But wee no more, then all the reft;

Here upon earth, we'are Kings, and none but wee

Can be fuch Kings, nor of fuch fubjects bee.

Who s {o fafe as wee? where none can doe 25
Treafon to us, except one of us two.

True and falfe feares let us refraine,

Let uslove nobly, and live, and adde againe

Yeares and yeares unto yeares, till we attaine

To write threefcore: this is the fecond of our raigne. 30
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TWICKNAM GARDEN

And at mine eyes, and at mine eares,

|| Receive fuch balmes, as elfe cure every thing;
But O, felfe traytor, I do bring

The fpiderlove, which tranfubftantiates all,

And can convert Manna to gall,

And that this place may thoroughly be thought

True Paradife, Thave the ferpent brought.

“Twere wholfomer for mee, that winter did
Benight the glory of this place,

And that agrave froft did forbid

Thefe trees tolaugh, and mocke mee to my face;
But that I may not this disgrace

Indure, nor yetleaveloving, Love let mee
Some fenfleffe peece of this place bee;

Make me amandrake, {o I may groane here,

Or aftone fountaine weeping out my yeare.

Hither with chriftall vyals, lovers come,

And take my teares, which are love’s wine,

And try your miftreffe Teares at home,

For all are falfe, that taft not juft like mine;

Alas, hearts do not in eyes fhine,

Nor can you more judge woman’s thoughts by teares,
Then by her fhadow, what fhe weares.

O perverfe fexe, where none is true but thee,

Whors therefore true, becaufe her truth kills mee.
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A VALEDICTION: OF THE
BOOKE

L tell thee now (deare Love) what thou fhalt doe
3 \ To anger deftiny, as the doth us,
P’ How I fhall ftay, though the Efloygne™ me thus

/ I \,\\,@ ¢ And how pofterity fhall know it too;

r=cell| How thine may out-endure 5
Sybllls glory, and obfcure

Her who from Pindar could allure,

And her, through whofe helpe Lucan is not lame,

And her, whofe booke (they fay) Homer did finde, and name.

o {"N

k&s%

Study our manufcripts, thofe Myriades 10
Of letters, which have paft twixt thee and mee,

Thence write our Annals, and in them will bee

To all whom loves fubliming fire invades,

Rule and example found;

There, the faith of any ground 15
No {chifmatique will dare to wound,

That fees, how Love this grace to us affords,

To make, to keep, to ufe, to be thefe his Records.

This Booke, as long—liv'd as the elements,

Or as the world’s forme, this all-graved tome 20
In cypher writ, or newmade Idiome,

Wee forloves dergie only’are inftruments:

When this booke is made thus,

Should againe the ravenous

Vindals and Goths inundate us, 25
Learning were fafe; in this our Univerfe

Schooles might learne Sciences, Spheares Mufick, Angels Verfe.

Here Love’s Divines, (fince all Divinity
Islove or wonder) may finde all they feeke,

14 - [EN1French, éloigner. She rejects or pushes me away...
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Whether abftract fpirituall love they like,

Their Soules exhal’d with what they do not fee,

Or, loth {o to amuze

Faith’s infirmitie, they chufe

Something which they may fee and ufe;

For, though minde be the heaven, where love doth fit,
Beauty a convenient type may be to figure it.

Here more then in their bookes may Lawyers finde,
Both by what titles Miftreffes are ours,

And how prerogative thefe ftates devours,
Transferr'd from Love himfelfe, to womankinde,
Who though from heart, and eyes,

They exact great fubfidies,

Forfake him who on them relies,

And for the caufe, honour, or conicience give,
Chimeras, vaine as they, or their prerogative.

Here Statefmen, (or of them, they which can reade,)
May of their occupation finde the grounds:

Love and their art alike it deadly wounds,

If to confider what ‘tis, one proceed,

In both they doe excell

Who the prefent governe well,

Whofe weaknefle none doth, or dares tell;

In this thy booke, fuch will their nothing fee,

As in the Bible fome can finde out Alchimy.

Thus vent thy thoughts; abroad Il ftudie thee,
Ashe removes farre off, that great heights takes;
How greatlove is, prefence beft tryall makes,

But abfence tryes howlong thislove will bee;

To take alatitude

Sun, or ftarres, are fitlieft view'd

At their brighteft, but to condude

Oflongitudes, what other way have wee,

But to marke when, and where the darke edipfes bee?
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LOVE’S GROWTH

{carce beleeve mylove to be fo pure

As Ihad thought it was,

Becaufe it doth endure

Viciﬁitude, and feafon, as the grafle;

Me thinkes Ilyed all winter, when I fwore, 5
Mylove was mﬁmte, if Ii)ring make’it more.

But if this medicine, love, which cures all forrow

With more, not onely bee no quinteffence,

But mixt of all ftuffes, paining foule, or fenfe,

And of the Sunne his working vigour borrow, 10
Love’s not {o pure, and abftract, as they ufe

To fay, which have no Miftreffe but their Mufe,

But as all elfe, being elemented too,

Love fometimes would contemplate, fometimes do.

And yetno greater, but more eminent, 15
Love by the fpring is growne;

As, in the firmament,

Starres by the Sunne are not inlarg'd, but fhowne.

Gentlelove deeds, as bloffomes on a bough,

Fromlove’s awakened root do bud out now. 20
If, as in water {tir’d more circles bee

Producd by one, love fuch additions take,

Thofe like fo many {pheares, but one heaven make,

For, they are all concentrique unto thee.

And though each fpring doe adde tolove new heate, 25
As princes doe in times of action get

New taxes, and remit them not in peace,

No winter {hall abate the fpring’s encreafe.
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LOVE’S EXCHANGE

i 2 Y| ove, any devill else but you,

\‘c)) Would for a given Soule give fomething too.
At Court your fellowes every day,

Give th'art of Riming, Huntfmanthip, or Play,
For them which were their owne before;
Onely I have nothx'ng which gave more,

But am, alas, by beinglowly, lower.

T aske no difpenfation now

To falfifie a teare, or figh, or vow,

I do not fue from thee to draw

A non obftante on nature’s law,

Thefe are prerogatives, they inhere

In thee and thine; none fhould forfweare
Except that hee Love’s minion were.

Give mee thy weaknefle, make mee blinde,

Both wayes, as thou and thine, in eies and minde;
Love, let me never know that this

Islove, or, thatlove childifh is;

Let me not know that others know

That fhe knowes my paines, leaft that fo

A tender thame make me mine owne new woe.

If thou give nothing, yet thowart juft,
Becaufe I would not thy firft motions truft;
Small townes which ftand ftiffe, till great (hot
Enforce them, by warres law condition not.
Such inlove’s warfare is my cafe,

I'may not artide for grace,

Having put Love atlaft to thew this face.

This face, by which he could command
And cha.nge the Idolatrie of anyland,
This face, which wherefoe’r it comes,
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Can call vow'd men from doifters, dead from tombes,

And melt both Poles at once, and ftore

Deferts with cities, and make more

Mynes in the earth, then Quarries were before. 35

For this, Love is enrag’d with mee,

Yetkills not. If I muft example bee

To future Rebells; If thunborne

Muftlearne, by my being cut up, and torne:

Kill, and diffect me, Love; for this 40
Torture againﬁ: thine owne end is,

Rack’t carcaffes make ill Anatomies.

TueE DREAME

7 AN Q| care love, for nothing lefle then thee
)\/\ Would I have broke this happy dreame,

It was a theame
For reafon, much too {trong for phantafie,

= Therefore thou wakd'ft me wifely; yet 5
My Dreame thou brokft not, but continued'ft it,
Thou art {o truth, that thoughts of thee fuffice,
To make dreames truths; and fables hiftories;
Enter thefe armes, for fince thou thoughtft it beft,
Not to dreame all my dreame, let’s act the reft. 10

Aslightning, or a Tapers light,

Thine eyes, and not thy noife wak’d mee;

Yet I thought thee

(For thouloveft truth) an Angell, at firft fight,

But when I faw thou faweft my heart, 15
Andknewft my thoughts, beyond an Angels art,

When thou knewft what I dreamt, when thou knew{t when

Excefle of joy would wake me, and camft then,



FoHN DoNNE

I muit confeffe, it could not chufe but bee
Prophane, to thinke thee any thing but thee.

Comming and ftaying thow'd thee, thee,

But rifing makes me doubt, that now,

Thou art not thou.

Thatlove is weake, where feares as ftrong as hee;
“Tis not all {pirit, pure, and brave,

If mixture it of Feare, Shame, Honor, have.
Perchance as torches which muft ready bee,

Men light and put out, {o thou deal'{t with mee,
Thou camft tokindle, goeft to come; Then
Will dreame that hope againe, but elfe would die.

A VALEDICTION:
OF WEEPING

Y| et me powre forth

\'c)) My teares before thy face, whilft I ftay here,

For thy face coines them, and thy ftampe they beare,
And by this Mintage they are fomething worth,

For thus they bee

Pregnant of thee;
Fruits of much griefe they are, emblemes of more,

When ateare falls, that thou falft which it bore,
So thou and I are nothing then, when on adivers fhore.

On around ball

A workeman that hath copies by, can lay

An Europe, Afrique, and an eAfia,

And quickly make that, which was nothing, All,
So doth each teare,

Which thee doth weare,
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A globe, yea world by that impreffion grow,
Till thy teares mixt with mine doe overflow
This world, by waters fent from thee, my heaven diffolved fo.

O more then Moone,

Draw not up feas to drowne me in thy {pheare, 20
Weepe me not dead, in thine armes, but forbeare”

To teach the fea, what it may doe too foone;

Let not the winde

Example finde,

To doe me more harme, then it purpofeth; 25
Since thouand 1 ﬁgh one another’s breath,

Who e'r fighes mof, is cruelleft, and hafts the others death.

LovE's ALCHYMIE

ome that have deeper diggd loves Myne then ,
Say, where his centrique happineffe doth lie:
= Thave lovd, and got, and told,
|| But thould Ilove, get, tell, till I were old,
I{thould not finde that hidden myfterie; 5
Oh, “tis impofture all:
Andasno chymique yet th’Elixar got,
But gloriﬁes his pregnant pot,
If by the way to him befall
Some odoriferous thing, or medicinall, 10
So, lovers dreame a rich and long delight,
But get a winter-feeming fummers night.

Our eafe, our thrift, our honor, and our day,

Shall we, for this vaine Bubles fhadow pay?

Endslove in this, that my man, 15
Can be as happy’as I can; Ifhe can

15 - [EN] Or accept, endure.



FoHN DoNNE

Endure the thort {corne of a Bridegroomes play?
Thatloving wretch that fweares,

“Tis not the bodies marry, but the mindes,

Which he in her Angelique findes,

Would fiveare as juftly, that he heares,

In that daye’s rude hoarfe minftralfey, the fi)heares'd.
Hope not for minde in women; at their beft
Sweetnefle and wit, they’are but Aummy, pofleft.

THE MESSAGE

oA J();};;&'Yv end home my long ftrayd eyes to mee,
3 /" & \C&a Which (Oh) toolong have dwelt on thee;
J?é“ﬁ &C\\.ﬁj Yet fince there they have learn’d fuchill,
RN Such fore'd fathions,
) Q%”@( And falfe paffions,
That they be
Made by thee

Fit for no good fight, keep them ftill.

Send home my harmlefle heart againe,
Which no unworthy thought could ftaine;
But if it be taught by thine

To make jeftings

Of proteftings,

And croffe both

Word and oath,

Keepe it, for then ‘tis none of mine.

Yet fend me back my heart and eyes,
That I may know, and fee thy lyes,
And may laugh and joy, when thou
Artin anguith

16 - [EN1In Donne’s time, this usually refers to the “celestial spheres", the Planets.
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And doft langux'ﬂl

For fome one
That will none,
Or prove as falfe as thou art now.

A NOCTURNALL UPON S.
Lucie’s DAY, BEING THE
SHORTEST DAY

The Sunne is {pent, and now his flasks

Send forthlight fquibs”, no conftant rayes;

& The world’s whole fap is funke: 5
The generall balme tl'x'hydroptique'8 earth hath drunk,

Whither, as to the bed’s-feet, life is thrunke,

Dead and enterrd; yet all thefe feeme to laugh,

Compar'd with mee, who am their Epitaph.

Study me then, you who fhall lovers bee 10
At the next world, that is, at the next Spring:

ForIam every dead thing,

In whom love wrought new Alchimie.

For his art did exprefle

A quinteffence even from nothingnefle, 15
From dull privations, and leane emptinefe:

He ruin’d mee, and I am re-begot

Of abfence, darknefle, death; things which are not.

17 - [ENJ A small firework that burns with a hissing sound before exploding.
18 - [EN1Or thisty.
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All others, from all things, draw all that’s good,

Life, foule, forme, fpirit, whence they beeing have; 20
L, byloves limbecke, am the grave

Of all, that’s nothing. Oft aflood

Have wee two wept, and fo

Drownd the whole world, us two; oft did we grow

To be two Chaoffes, when we did thow 25
Care to ought elfe; and often abfences

Withdrew our foules, and made us carcaffes.

But I am by her death, (which word wrongs her)

Of the firft nothing, the Elixer grown;

Were I aman, that I were one, 30
Ineeds muft know; I thould preferre,

If 1 were any beaft,

Some ends, fome means; Yea plants, yea {tones deteft,

Andlove; All, all fome properties inveft;

IfTan ordinary nothing were, 35
As thadow, alight, and body muft be here.

But I am None; nor will my Sunne renew.

You lovers, for whofe fake, the leffer Sunne

At this time to the Goat is runne

To fetch newluft, and give it you, 40
Enjoy your fummer all;

Since fhee enjoyes her long nights feftivall,

Let mee prepare towards her, and let mee call

This houre her Vigill, and her Eve, fince this

Both the yeares, and the dayes deep midnight is. 45
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THE BAITE

ome live with mee, and bee mylove,

And wee will fome new pleafures prove

Of golden fands, and chriftall brookes,
With filken lines, and filver hookes.

There will the river whifpering runne 5
Warnrd by thy eyes, more then the Sunne.

And there the’inamor-d fith will ftay,

Begging themfelves they may betray.

When thou wilt fwimme in that live bath,

Each fith, which every channell hath, 10
Will amoroufly to thee fwimme,

Gladder to catch thee, then thou him.

If thou, to be fo feene, beeft loath,

By Sunne, or Moone, thou darkneft both,

And if my felfe have leave to fee, 15
Ineed not their light, having thee.

Let others freeze with angling reeds,

And cut their legges, with thells and weeds,

Or treacheroufly poore fith befet,

With ftrangling fnare, or windowie net: 20

Let coarfe bold hands, from {limy neft
The bedded fifh in banks out-wreft,
Or curious traitors, {leavefilke flies
Bewitch poore fithes wandring eyes.

For thee, thou needit no fuch deceit, 25
For thou thy felfe art thine owne bait;

That fifh, that is not catch’d thereby,

Alas, 1s wifer farre then 1.
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THE APPARITION

hen by thy {corne, O murdreffse, I am dead,

\ 4| And that thou thinkft thee free

€ Q //\ &~ ): From all folicitation from mee,

6 V@?@ Then fhall my ghoft come to thy bed,
e, A And thee, fain’d veftall, in worfe armes fhall fee;

Then thy ficke taper will begin to winke,

And he, whofe thou art then, being tyr'd before,

Wi, if thou ftirre, or pinch to wake him, thinke

Thou call"ft for more,

And in falfe fleepe will from thee fhrinke,

And then poore Afpen wretch, neglected thou

Bath'd in a cold quickfilver fweat wilt lye

A veryer ghoft then I;

What I will fay, I will not tell thee now,

Left that preferve thee’; and fince mylove is fi:ent,

T'had rather thou fhouldft painfully repent,

Then by my threatnings reft {till innocent.

THE BROKEN HEART

@ e is ftarke mad, who ever fayes,

That he hath beene inlove an houre,

)| Yetnot thatlove {o foone decayes,

1| But that it can tenne inleffe {pace devour;
x| Who will beleeve mee, if I fweare

That Thave had the plague a yeare?

Who would not laugh at mee, if I thould fay,

I faw aflaske of powder burne 4 day?
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Ah, what atrifle is aheart,

If once into loves hands it come!

All other griefes allowapart

To other griefes, and aske themfelves but fome;
They come to us, but us Love draws,

Hee fwallows us, and never chawes:

By him, as by chain’d {hot, whole rankes doe dye,
He is the tyran Pike, our hearts the Frye.

If ‘twere not fo, what did become

Of my heart, when I firft faw thee?

1 brought aheart into the roome,

But from the roome, I carried none with mee:
If ithad gone to thee, Iknow

Mine would have taught thine heart to thow
More pitty unto mee: but Love, alas,

At one firft blow did thiver it as glaffe.

Yet nothing can to nothing fall,

Nor any place be empty quite,

Therefore I thinke my breaft hath all

Thofe peeces ftill, though they be not unite;
And now as broken glaffes thow

A hundred leffer faces, fo

My ragges of heart canlike, wifh, and adore,
But after one fuchlove, canlove no more.
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A VALEDICTION:
FORBIDDING MOURNING

$| s virtuous men pafle mildly away,

} And whifper to their foules, to goe,

| Whilft fome of their fad friends doe fay,
The breath goes now, and fome fay, no:

BY

So let us melt, and make no noife,

No teare-floods, nor figh-tempefts move,
T-were prophanation of our joyes

To tell the layetie our love.

VErs

Moving of th-earth brings harmes and feares,
Men reckon what it did and meant,

But trepidation of the {pheares,

Though greater farre, is innocent.

Dull fublunaryloverslove

(Whofe foule is fenfe) cannot admit
Abfence, becaufe it doth remove
Thofe things which elemented it.

But we by alove, fo much refin’d,

That our felves know not what it is,
Inter-affured of the mind,

Care leffe, eyes, lips, and hands to miffe.

Our two foules therefore, which are one,
Though I muft goe, endure not yet

A breach, but an expanfion,

Like gold to ayery thinnefle beate.

If they be two, they are two fo
As ftiffe twin compafes are two,
Thy foule the fixt foot, makes no fhow
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To move, but doth, if the’other doe.

And though it in the center fit,

Yet when the other far doth rome, 30
Itleanes, and hearkens after it,

And growes erect, as that comes home.

Such wilt thou be to mee, who muit

Like thother foot, obliquely runne;

Thy firmnes makes my cirdle juft,

And makes me end, where I begunne. 35
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THE EXTASIE

here, like a pillow on abed,

A A Pregnant banke fwel*d up, to reft

4| The violets reclining head,

Sat we two, one anothers beft.

Our hands were firmely cimented 5
With a faft balme, which thence did Iiaring,

Our eye-beames twifted, and did thred

Our eyes, upon one double ftring;

So toentergraft our hands, as yet

Was all the meanes to make us one, 10

A A

B NS

And pictures in our eyes to get

Was all our propagation.

As ‘twixt two equall Armies, Fate

Sufpends uncertaine victorie,

Our foules, (which to advance their ftate, 15
Were gone out,) hung ‘twixt her, and mee.

And whil'ft our foules negotiate there,

Wee like fepulchrall {tatues lay;

All day, the fame our poftures were,

And wee faid nothing, all the day. 20
If any, fo bylove refin’d,

That he foule’s language underftood,

And by good love were growen all minde,

Within convenient diftance ftood,

He (though he knew not which foule fpake, 25
Becaufe both meant, both fpake the fame)

Might thence anew concoction take,

And part farre purer then he came.

This Extafie doth unperplex

(We faid) and tell us what we love, 30
Wee fee by this, it was not fexe,

Wee fee, we faw not what did move:

But as all feverall foules containe

Mixture of things, they know not what,

Love, thefe mixt {oules, doth mixe againe, 35



32

And makes both one, each this and that.
A fingle violet tranfplant,

The ftrength, the colour, and the fize,
(All which before was poore, and {cant,)
Redoubles ftill, and multiplies.
Whenlove, with one another fo
Interinanimates two foules,

That abler foule, which thence doth flow,

Defects of lonelinefle controules.

‘Wee then, who are this new foule, know,
Of what we are compos’d, and made,
For, th*Atomies of which we grow,

Are foules, whom no change can invade.
But O alas, folong, fo farre

Our bodies why doe wee forbeare?

They are ours, though they are not wee, Wee are

The intclligences, they the fpheare.

We owe them thankes, becaufe they thus,

Did us, tous, at firft convay,
Yeelded their forces, fenfe, to us,
Nor are drofle to us, but allay.

On man heaven’s influence workes not fo,

But that it firft imprints the ayre,

Soe foule into the foule may flow,
Though it to body firft repaire.

As our blood labours to beget

Spirits, as like foules as it can,

Becaufe fuch fingers need toknit

That fubtile knot, which makes us man:
So muft pure lovers foules defcend
T-affections, and to faculties,

Which fenfe may reach and apprehend,
Elfe agreat Prince in prifon lies.

To’our bodies turne wee then, that fo
Weake men onlove reveal’d maylooke;
Loves myfteries in foules doe grow,
But yet the body is his booke.

And if fome lover, fuch as wee,

Have heard this dialogue of one,

Let him f{till marke us, he fhall fee
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Small change, when we’are to bodies gone.

LOVE’S DIET

o what a comberfome unwieldineffe

<¥| And burdenous corpulence mylove had growne,

3//5; Y| But that I did, to make itleffe,

And keepe it in proportion,

1| Giveitadiet, made it feed upon 5
That whichlove worft endures, difcretion.

Above one figh a day Iallowd him not,

Of which my fortune, and my faults had part;

And if fometimes by {tealthhe got

A fhe figh from my miftreffe heart, 10
And thought to feaft on that, Ilet him fee

“Twas neither very found, nor meant to mee.

Ifhe wroung from mee-a teare, I brin'd” it fo

With {corne or thame, that him it nourifh’d not;

Ifhe fuck’d hers, Ilet him know 15
“Twas not a teare, which hee had got,

His drinke was counterfeit, as was his meat;

For, eyes which rowle towards all, weepe not, but fweat.

What ever he would dictate, I writ that,

But burnt myletters; When fhe writ to me, 20
And that that favour made him fat,

Ifaid, if any title bee

Convey’d by this, Ah, what doth it availe,

To be the fortieth name in an entaile?™

19 - [EN1To brine, that is to preserve by soaking in asalt solution.
20 - [ENJIn English common law, entail (or fee tail) is a form of trust established by deed
restricting the sale or inheritance of an estate and preventing the property from being sold,
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Thus I redaim’d my buzard love, to flye 25
At what, and when, and how, and where I chufe;

Now negligent of {port Ilye,

And now as other Fawkners ufe,

I{pring a miftrefle, fweare, write, figh and weepe:

And the game kill*d, orloft, goe talke, and {leepe. 30

Tue WiLL

efore I figh mylaft gafpe, let me breath,

Greatlove, fome Legacies; Here I bequeath

Mine eyes to eArgus, if mine eyes can fee,

|| 1f they be blinde, then Love, I give them thee;

My tongue to Fame; to’Embafladours mine eares; 5
To women or the fea, my teares.

Thou, Love, haft taught mee heretofore

By making mee ferve her who'had twenty more,

That I{hould give to none, but fuch, as had too much before.

My conftancie I to the Planets give; 10
My truth to them, who at the Court doe live;

Mine ingenuity and opennefle,

To Jefuites; to Buffones my penfivenefie;

My filence to’any, who abroad hath beene;

My mony to a Capuchin. 15
Thou Love taught’ﬁ: me, by appointing mee

Tolove there, where nolove receiv’d can be,

Onely to give to fuch as have an incapacitie.

My faith 1 give to Roman Catholiques;
All my good works unto the Schifmaticks 20

devised by will, or otherwise alienated by the tenant-in-possession, and instead causes it to
y y P
pass automatically by operation of law to an heir pre-determined by the title.
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Of eAmfterdam™; my beft civility

And Courtthip, to an Univerfitie;

My modefty I give to fouldiers bare;

My patience let gamefters fhare.

Thou Love taughtﬁ: mee, by making mee 25
Love her that holds mylove difparity,

Onely to give to thofe that count my gifts indignity.

I give my reputation to thofe

Which were my friends; Mine induftrie to foes;

To Schoolemen I bequeath my doubtfulneffe; 30
My ficknefie to Phyfitians, or excefle;

To Nature, all that Iin Ryme have writ;

And to my company my wit.

Thou Love, by making mee adore

Her, who begot this love in mee before, 35
Tanghtﬁ: me to make, as though | gave, when I did but reftore.

To him for whom the paffing bell next tolls,

I give my phyfick bookes; my writen rowles

Of Morall counfels, I to Bedlam™ give;

My brazen medals, unto them whichlive 40
In want of bread; To them which paffe among

All forrainers, mine Englifh tongue.

Thou, Love, by making mee love one

Who thinkes her friendfhip a fit portion

For yongerlovers, doft my gifts thus difproportion. 45

Therefore Il give no more; But I'll undoe

The world by dying; becaufe love dies too.

Then all your beauties will bee no more worth

Then gold in Mines, where none doth draw it forth;

And all your graces no more ufe {hall have 50
Then aSun dyall in agrave.

Thou Love taughtﬂ: mee, by making mee

Love her, who doth neglect both mee and thee,

To'invent, and practife this one way, to‘annihilate all three.

21 - [EN1 This may portend to either Reformed (Calvinist) or Lutherans as both are found
in the Netherlands.

22 - [EN1One of the earliest psychiatric institutions, situated in London.
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TuE FUNERALL

ho ever comes to Throud me, do not harme

4| Nor queftion much

d| That fubtile wreath of haire, which crowns my arme;

The myftery, the ﬁgne you muft not touch,

For ‘tis my outward Soule, 5

(q&l’y 4 \
e

Ve

Viceroy to that, which then to heaven being gone,
Will leave this to controule,
And keepe thefe limbes, her Provinces, from diffolution.

For if the finewie thread my braine lets fall

Through every part, 10
Can tye thofe parts, and make mee one of all;

Thefe haires which upward grew, and ftrength and art

Have from a better braine,

Can better do’it; Except {he meant that I

By this {hould know my pain, 15
As prifoners then are manaded, when they’are condemn-d to die.

What ere fhee meant by’it, bury it with me,

For fince I am

Love”s martyr, it might breed idolatrie,

If into others hands thefe Reliques came; 20
As’twas humility

To afford to it all that a Soule can doe,

So,'tis fome bravery,

That fince you would fave none of mee, I bury fome of you.
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TuE PRIMROSE, BEING AT
MONTGOMERY CASTLE, UPON
THE HILL, ON WHICH IT IS
SITUATE

pon this Primrofe hill,

Wohere, if Heav'n would diftill

A thoure of raine, each feverall drop might goe

To his owne primrofe, and grow Manna fo;

And where their forme, and their infinitie 5
Make a terreftriall Galaxie,

As the fmall {tarres doe in the skie:

I walke to finde atrue Love; and I fee

That’tis not amere woman, that is {hee,

But muft, or more, orleffe then woman bee. 10

Yet know I not, which flower

I wifth; afixe, or foure;

For thould my true-Love lefle then woman bee,

She were fcarce any thing; and then, {hould the

Be more then woman, fhee would get above 15
Al thought of fexe, and thinke to move

My heart to ftudy her, and not tolove;

Both thefe were monfters; Since there muft refide

Falthood in woman, I could more abide,

She were by art, then Nature falfify-d. 20

Live Primrofe then, and thrive

With thy true number five;

And women, whom this flower doth reprefent,

With this myfterious number be content;

Ten is the fartheft number; if halfe ten 25
Belonge unto each woman, then
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Each woman may take halfe us men;

Or if this will not ferve their turne, Since all

Numbers are odde, or even, and they fall

Firft into this, five, women may take us all. 30

THE DAMPE

hen I am dead, and Doctors know not why,

b And my friend’s curiofitie

d| Wil have me cut up to furvay each part,

When they fhall finde your Picture in my heart,

You thinke a fodaine dampe of love 5
Wil through all their fenfes move,

And worke on them as mee, and {o preferre

Your murder, to the name of Maflacre.

Poore victories! But if you dare be brave,

And pleafure in your conqueft have, 10
Firftkill thenormous Gyant, your Disdaine,

And let thenchantreffe Honor, next be {laine,

Andlike a Goth and Vindall rize,

Deface Records, and Hiftories

Of your owne arts and triumphs over men, 15
And without fuch advantage kill me then.

For I could mufter up as well as you

My Gyants, and my Witches too,

Which are vaft (onftancy, and Secretnefe,

But thefe I neyther looke for, nor profefle; 20
Kill mee as Woman, let mee die

As ameere man; doe you but try

Your paffive valor, and you fhall finde than,

In that youhave odds enough of any man.
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THE DISSOLUTION

hee’is dead; And all which die
To their firft Elements refolve;

W, ()

ﬁ || And made of one another.

ﬁ&w

ISP My body then doth hers involve,

And thofe things whereof T confift, hereby

In me abundant grow, and burdenous,

And nourifh not, but {fmother.

My fire of Paffion, fighes of ayre,

Water of teares, and earthly fad defpaire,

Which my materialls bee,

But neere worne out bylove’s fecuritie,

Shee, to myloffe, doth by her death repaire,

And I mightlive long wretched fo

But that my fire doth with my fuell grow.

Nowas thofe Active Kings

Whofe foraine conqueft treafure brings,

Receive more, and {pend more, and fooneft breake:
This (which I am amaz-d that I can fpeake)

This death, hath with my ftore

My ufe encreas’d.

And {o my foule more earneftly releas’d,

Will outftrip hers; As bullets flowen before
Alatter bullet may o’rtake, the pouder” being more.

23 - [EN] Or the gun powder charge.

(o),
¢ ‘3’/@ (\(ZN’\{? And wee were mutuall Elements to us,
N3
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A IEAT" RING SENT

g W= \ hou art not fo black, as my heart,
%5);/2 (%@(, Nor halfe {o brittle, as her heart, thou art;
jﬁ\(\l_:;,/a'g What would'ft thou fay? fhall both our properties by thee bee
{poke,

ﬁé“ Nothing more endleffe, nothing fooner broke?

Marriage rings are not of this ftuffe; 5
Oh, why thould ought lefiT precious, or lefe tough

Figure our loves? Except in thy name thou have bid it fay,

I'am cheap, and nought but fafhion, fling me’away.

Yet ftay with mee fince thou art come,

Cirde this fingers top, which did'{t her thombe. 10
Be juftly proud, and gladly fafe, that thou doft dwell with me,

She that, Oh, broke her faith, would foon breake thee.

24 - [EN1leat or jet, thus a black ring made of base metals.
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NEGATIVE LOVE

never ftoopd folow, as they

Which on an eye, cheeke, lip, can prey,
Seldome to them, which foare no higher
Q g Then vertue or the minde to’admure,

d| For fenfe, and underftanding may
Know, what gives fuell to their fire:

My love, though filly, is more brave,

For may I miffe, when ere I crave,

If Tknow yet, what I would have.

If that be fimply perfecteft

Which can by no way be expreft

But N\&gatives, mylove is fo.

To All, which alllove, I fay no.

If any who deciphers beft,

What we know not, our felves, can know,
Let him teach mee that nothing; This

As yet my eafe, and comfort s,

Though I{peed not, I cannot miffe.

THE PROHIBITION

ake heed of loving mee,

Atleaft remember, I forbade it thee;

4| Not that I fhall repaire myunthrifty waft

4 Of Breath and Blood, upon thy fighes, and teares,
&' By being to thee then what to me thou waft;

But, {o great Joy, our life at once outweares,

Then, leaft thylove, by my death, fruftrate bee,

41
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If thoulove mee, take heed of loving mee.

Take heed of hating mee,

Or too much triumph in the Victorie. 10
Not that I thall be mine owne officer,

And hate with hate againe retaliate;

But thou wilt lofe the ftile of conquerour,

If1, thy conqueft, perith by thy hate.

Then, leaft my being nothing leffen thee, 15
If thou hate mee, take heed of hating mee.

Yet, love and hate mee too,

So, thefe extreames (hall neither’s office doe;

Love mee, that I may die the gentler way;

Hate mee, becaufe thylove is too great for mee; 20
Or let thefe two, themfelves, not me decay;

So fhall I, live, thy Stage, not triumph bee;

Left thou thylove and hate and mee undoe,

Do let mee live, O love and hate mee too.”

THE EXPIRATION

0, {0, breake off this last lamenting kifse,
Which fucks two foules, and vapors Both away,
= Turne thou ghoft that way, and let mee turne this,
]| And let our felves benight our happieft day,
dd| We ask’d none leave to love; nor will we owe 5

Any, {o cheape adeath, as faying, Goe;

Goe; and if that word have not quite kil'd thee,
Eafe mee with death, by bidding mee goe too.

25 - [ENJ C.S. Lewis makes a pithy parallel comment in e/ Grief Observed:

“There is, hidden or flaunted, a sword between the sexes till an entire marriage reconciles

them.”
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Oh, if it have, let my word worke on mee,

And ajuft office on amurderer doe. 10
Except it be toolate, tokill me fo,

Being double dead, going, and bidding, goe.

THE COMPUTATION

J| or the first twenty yeares, fince yesterday,
I {carce beleevd, thou could-ft be gone away,
For forty more, I fed on favours paft,
Q{ And forty’on hopes, that thou wouldft, they might laft.

= Teares drown’d one hundred, and fighes blew out two, 5
A thoufand, I did neither thinke, nor doe,
Ornot divide, all being one thought of you;
Or in athoufand more, forgot that too.
Yet call not this long life; But thinke that I
Am, by being dead, Immortall; Can ghofts die? 10

THE PARADOX

o Lover faith, Ilove, nor any other
Can judge aperfect Lover;

N

BN —_ g
r\@l %{?&\4‘3 \:: Hee thinkes that elfe none can, nor will agree
Kjﬂ&:\.(;éﬁ\ 0 That anyloves but hee:
e, ALONM| | cannot fay Ilovd, for who can fay 5
Hee waskill'd yefterday?

Love with excefle of heat, more yong then old,
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Death kills with too much cold™;

Wee dye but once, and wholov-d laft did die,

Hee that faith twice, dothlye: 10
For though hee feeme to move, and ftirre a while,

It doth the fenfe beguile.

Suchlife is like the light which bideth yet

When the lights life is fet,

Or like the heat, which fire in folid matter 15
Leaves behinde, two houres after.

Once Ilov’d and dy’d; and am now become

Mine Epitaph and Tombe.

Here dead men fpeake theirlaft, and fodo I;

Love-flaine, loe, here Ilye. 20

FAREWELL TO LOVE

=\

<?/\g ¢

hilft yet to prove,
I thought there was fome Deitie inlove

)

3
S N/ ‘ST.' So did I reverence, and gave
3 V/gg ‘/ﬁc Worfhip; as Atheifts at their dying houre
IV NEZA| Call, what they cannot name, an unknowne power, 5
As ignorantly did I crave:
Thus when
Things not yet knowne are coveted by men,
Our defires give them fathion, and fo
As they waxe leffer, fall, as they fife, grow. 10

But, from late faire

His higneffe fitting in a golden Chaire,

Is notlefle cared for after three dayes

By children, then the thing whichlovers fo

Blindly admire, and with fuch worfhip wooe; 15
Being had, enjoying it decayes:

26 - [EN1 Indifference?
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And thence,

What before pleas’d them all, takes but one fenfe,
And that {o lamely, as itleaves behinde

Akinde of forrowing dulnefle to the minde.

Ah cannot wee,

As well as Cocks and Lyons jocund be,

After fuch pleafures? Unlefle wife

Nature decreed (fince each fuch Act, they fay,
Diminifheth the length of life a day)

This, as {hee would man thould defpife

The fport;

Becaufe that other curfe of being thort,

And onely for aminute made to be,

(Eager’s defire) to raife pofterity.

Since {o, my minde

Shall not defire what no man elfe can finde,

Il no more dote and runne

To purfue things which had indammag'd me.

And when I come where moving beauties be,

As men doe when the fummers Sunne

Growes great,

Though I admire their greatnefle, thun their heat;
Each place can afford fhadowes. If all faile,

“Tis but applying worme-feed to the Taile.
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SONNET - THE TOKEN

end me fome token, that my hope maylive,

Or that my eafeleffe thoughts may {leep and reft;

Send me fome honey to make fweet my hive,

j | Thatin my paffion I may hope the beft.

I beg noe ribbond wrought with thine owne hands, 5
To knit our loves in the fantaftick {traine

Of new-toucht youth; nor Ring to thew the ftands

Of our affection, that as that’s round and plaine,

So thould our loves meet in fimplicity;

No, nor the Coralls which thy wrift infold, 10
Lac'd up together in congruity,

To fhew our thoughts (hould reft in the fame hold;

No, nor thy picture, though moft gracious,

And moft defir’d, becaufe beft like the beft;

Nor witty Lines, which are moft copious, 15
Within the Writings which thou haft addreft.

Send me nor this, nor that, t'increafe my ftore,
But fwear thou think{t Ilove thee, and no more.

5.
AN T
b 7 W
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ErPigrams

HEgro aND LEANDER

Both robd of aire, we bothlye in one ground,
Both whom one fire had burnt, one water drownd.

Pyramus anDp THISBE

Two, by themfelves, each other, love and feare
Slaine, cruell friends, by parting have joyn'd here.

NioBe

By children’s births, and death, I am become
So dry, that I am now mine owne fad tombe.

A BURNT SHIP

Out of afired thip, which, by no way

But drowning, could be refcued from the flame,

Some men leap-d forth, and ever as they came

Neere the foes thips, did by their {hot decay;

So all were loft, which in the fhip were found,

They in the feabeing burnt, they in the burnt fhip drown*d.
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FaLL oF A waLL

‘Vnder an undermind, and thot-bruis*d wall

A too-bold Captaine perifh'd by the fall,
Whofe brave misfortune, happie{t men envi-d,
That had a towne for tombe, his bones to hide.

A LAME BEGGER

Tam unable, yonder begger cries,
To ftand, or move; if he fay true, hee lies.

Cavres anp GuyanNa

If you from fpoyle of th'old world's fartheft end
To the new world your kindled valors bend,
What brave examples then do prove it trew
That one things end doth {till beginne anew.

S* Joun WINGEFIELD

Beyond thold Pillers many have travailed
Towards the Sun’s cradle, and his throne, and bed:
A fitter Piller our Earle did beftow

In thatlate Ifland; for he well did know

Farther then Wingefield no man dares to goe.

A LICENTIOUS PERSON

Thy finnes and haires may no man equall call,
For, as thy finnes increafe, thy haires doe fall.
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ANTIQUARY

If in his Studie he hath fo much care
To'hang all old ftrange things, let his wife beware.

Di1SINHERITED

Thy father all from thee, by his laft Will,
Gave to the poore; Thou haft good title ftill.

PHRYNE

Thy flattering picture, Phryne, is like thee,
Onely in this, that you both painted be.

AN OBSCURE WRITER

Philo, with twelve yeares {tudy, hath beene griev'd
To be underftood; when will hee be beleev'd?

Krock1us

Klockius o deeply hath fworne, ne’r more to come
In bawdie houfe, that hee dares not goe home.

RaDpERUS

Why this man gelded Martiall I mufe,
Except himfelfe alone his tricks would ufe,
As Katherine, for the Courts fake, put downe Stewes.

49
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MEercurius GarLLo-BEeLGicus

Like Efop’s fellow-{laves, O Mercury,
Which could do all things, thy faith is; and I
Like Efop’s felfe, which nothing; I confefe

I thould have had more faith, if thou hadft lefle;
Thy creditloft thy credit: “Tis finne to doe,

In this cafe, as thou wouldft be done unto,

To beleeve all: Change thy name: thou art like
Mercury in ftealing, but lyeftlike a Greeke.

RavrpHIUS

Compaffion in the world againe is bred:
Ralphius is fick, the broker keeps his bed.

Tue Lier

Thouin the fields walkft out thy fupping howers,

And yet thou fwear'ft thou haft fupp’d like aking:

Like Nebuchadnezar perchance with grass and flowers,
A fallet” worfe then Spanifh dieting.

27 - [EN1 or salad.
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ELEGIES

THE ANAGRAM

)@ arry, and love thy Flavia, for, fhee
N Hathall things, whereby others beautious bee,
[ )%'V 2 B]| For, thoughher eyes be {mall, her mouth is great,
@\F 57 0) Though they be Ivory, yet her teeth be jeat,
S ENE—N Though they be dimme, yet {he is light enough,
And though her harfh haire fall, her skinne is rough;
What though her cheeks be yellow, her haire’s red,
Give her thine, and {he hath amaydenhead.
Thefe things are beauties elements, where thefe
Meet in one, that one muft, as perfect, pleafe.
If red and white and each good quality
Be in thy wench, ne’r aske where it dothlye.
In buying things perfum’d, we aske; if there
Be muske and amber in it, but not where.
Though all her parts be not in th-ufuall place,
Shehath yet an Anagram of agood face.
If we might put the letters but one way,
In theleane dearth of words, what could wee fay?
When by the Gamut fome Mufitions make
A perfect fong, others will undertake,
By the fame Gamut chang'd, to equall it.
Things fimply good, can never be unfit.
She’s faire as any, if all be like her,
And if none bee, then the is fingular.
Alllove is wonder; if wee juftly doe
Account her wonderfull, why notlovely too?

M
) Y,
N

7
22
1

Love built on beauty, foone as beauty, dies,
Chutfe this face, chang’d by no deformities.
Women are all like Angels; the faire be
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Like thofe which fell to worfe; but fuch as thee, 30
Like to good Angels, nothing can impaire:

“Tislefle griefe to be foule, then to have beene faire.

For one nights revels, filke and gold we chufe,

But, inlong journeyes, cloth, and leather ufe.

Beauty is barren oft; beft husbands fay, 35
There is beft land, where there is fouleft way.

Oh what a foveraigne Plaifter will {hee bee,

If thy paft finnes have taught thee jealoufie!

Here needs no fpies, nor eunuches; her commit

Safe to thy foes; yea, to a Marmofit. 40
When Belgjae's citties, the round countries drowne,

That durty fouleneffe guards, and armes the towne:

So doth her face guard her; and {o, for thee,

Which, forcd by bufinefle, abfent oft muft bee,

Shee, whofe face, like douds, turnes the day to night, 45
Who, mighticr then the fea, makes Moores feem white,

Who, though feaven yeares, the in the Stews had laid,

A Nunnery durft receive, and thinke amaid,

And though in childbeds labour fhe did lie,

Midwifes would fweare, ‘twere but a tympanie, 50
Whom, if Thee accufe her felfe, I credit lefle

Then witches, which impoffibles confefle,

Whom Dildoes, Bedftaves, and her Velvet Glaffe

Would be asloath to touch as Jofeph was:

One like none, and lik’d of none, fitteft were, 55
For, things in fathion every man will weare.
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CHANGE

Ithough thy hand and faith, and good workes too,
)i|| Have feal’d thylove which nothing thould undoe,
< 8| Yea though thou fall backe, that apoftafie
Confirme thylove; yet much, much I feare thee.
Women are like the Arts, forc’d unto none,
Open torall fearchers, unpriz'd, if unknowne.

If Thave caught abird, and let him flie,

Another fouler uﬁng thefe meanes, as I,

May catch the fame bird; and, as thefe things bee,

‘Women are made for men, not him, nor mee.

Foxes and goats; all bealts change when they pleafe,

Shall women, more hot, wily, wild then thefe,

Be bound to one man, and did Nature then

Idly make them apter toendure then men?

Theyrare our clogges, not their owne; if aman bee

Chaind to agalley, yet the galleyis free;

Who hath a plow-land, cafts all his feed corne there,

And yet allowes his ground more corne {hould beare;

Though Danuby into the fea muft flow,

The feareceives the Rhene, Volga, and Po.

By nature, which gave it, this liberty

Thoulov'ft, but Oh! canft thoulove it and mee?

Likenefle glues love: and if that thou fo doe,

To make us like and love, muft I change too?

More then thy hate, I hate-it, rather let mee

Allowher change, then change as oft as thee,

And foe not teach, but force my’opinion

Tolove not any one, nor every one.

Tolive in one land, is captivitie,

To runne all countries, a wild roguerys;

Waters ftincke foone, if in one place they bide,

And in the vaft feaare more putrifid:

But when they kiffe one banke, and leaving this

Never looke backe, but the next banke doe kiffe,

Then are they pureft; Change-is the nurfery

Of muficke, joy, life, and eternity.
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NaATURE’s LAY IDEOT, I TAUGHT THEE TO LOVE
b

|| atureslay Ideot, I taught thee tolove,

, And in that {ophiftrie, Oh, thou doft prove

Too fubtile: Foole, thou didft not underftand

The myftique language of the eye nor hand:

Nor couldft thou judge the difference of the aire 5
Of ﬁghes, and fé.y, this lies, this founds defpaire:

Nor by the’eyes water call a maladie

Defperately hot, or changing feaveroufly.

T'had not taught thee then, the Alphabet

Of flowers, how they devifefully being fet 10
And bound up, might with fpeechlefle fecrecie

Deliver arrands mutely, and mutually.

Remember fince all thy words us'd to bee

To every fuitor; L if my friends agree;

Since, houfehold charmes, thy husband’s name to teach, 15
Were all the love trickes, that thy wit could reach;

And fince, an houres difcourfe could fcarce have made

One anfwer in thee, and that ill arraid

In broken proverbs, and torne fentences.

Thou art not by fo many duties his, 20
That from the world’s Common having fever-d thee,

Inlaid thee, neither to be feene, nor fee,

As mine: who have with amorous delicacies

Refin’d thee’into a blis-full Paradife.

Thy graces and good words my creatures bee; 25
I planted knowledge and lifes tree in thee,

Which Oh, thall ftrangers tafte? Muft I alas

Frame and enamell Plate, and drinke in Glaffe?

Chafe waxe for others feales? breake a colt’s force

And leave him then, beeing made a ready horfe? 30




FoHN DoNNE

THE AUTUMNALL

BES o Spring, nor Summer Beauty hath fuch grace,
AsThave feen in one eAutumnall face.

Yong Beauties force our love, and that’s a Rape,
This doth but coun/aile, yet you cannot fcape.
If t'were a fhame tolove, here t"were no fhame,
oAffectionhere takes Reverence’s name.

Were her firft yeares the Golden eAge; That's true,

But now fhee’s gold oft tried, and ever new.

That was her torrid and inflaming time,

This 1s her tolerable Tropigue clyme.

Faire eyes, who askes more heate then comes from hence,
He in a fever wifhes peftilence.

Call not thefe wrinkles, graves; If graves they were,
They were Love's graves; for elfe he is no where.
Yet lies not Love dead here, but here doth fit
Vowd to this trench, like an eAnachorit.

And here, till hers, which muft be his death, come,
He doth not digge a Girave, but build a Zombe.
Here dwells he, though he fojourne ev’ry where,
In Progreffe, yet his ftanding houfe is here.

Here, where ftill Evening is; not noone, nor night;
Where no voluptuonfneffe, yet all delight.

In all her words, unto all hearers fit,

You may at Rewels, you at Counfaile, fit.

This islove~s timber, youth his under-wood;
There he, as wine in Iune, enrages blood,

Which then comes feafonablieft, when our taft
And appetite to other things, is Paﬁ:.

Xerxes {trange Lydianlove, the Platane tree,
Waslov-d for age, none being folarge as thee,

Orr elfe becaufe, being yong, nature did blefle

Her youth with age’s glory, Barrenneffe.

If we love things long fought, efge is a thing
Which we are fifty yeares in compaffing.

If tranfitory things, which foone decay,

oAge muft be lovelyeft at the lateft day.

But name not W inter-faces, whofe skin’s {lacke;
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Lanke, as an unthrifts purfe; but a foule’s facke;
Whofe Eyes feeke light within, for all here’s thade;

Whofe mouthes are holes, rather worne out, then made;

Whofe every tooth to afeverall place is gone,
To vexe their foules at Refurrection;

Name not thefe living Death’ s-heads unto mee,
For thefe, not encient, but eAntique be.

Thate extreames; yet I had rather ftay

With Zombs, then (radles, to weare out a day.
Since fuch loves naturall lation is, may ftill

My love defcend, and journey downe the hill,
Not panting after growing beauties, fo,

I1hall ebbe out with them, who home-ward goe.

Tue DrREAME

L§£

thch now is growne too great and good for me:
Honours opprefle weake fpirits, and our fenfe
Strong objects dull; the more, the leffe wee fee.
When you are gone, and Reafon gone with you,
Then Fantafie is Queene and Soule, and all;

She can prefent joyes meaner then you do;
Convenient, and more proportionall.

So, if I dreame I have you, Thave you,

For, all our joyes are but fantafticall.

And {o I {cape the paine, for paine is true;

And {leepe whichlocks up fenfe, doth lock out all.
After afuch fruition I fhall wake,

And, but the waking, nothing fhall repent;

And fhall to love more thankfull Sonnets make,
Then if more honour, teares, and paines were {pent.
But deareft heart, and dearer image {tay;

@ﬁ mage of her whom Ilove, more then fhe,
l&:; =4| Whote faire impreffion in my faithfull heart,

@ Makes mee her Medall, and makes her love mee,
/ I As Kings do coynes, to which their ftamps impart
The value: goe, and take my heart from hence,
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Alas, true joyes at beft are dreame enough;

Though you ftay here you paffe too faft away:

For even at firftlife’s Zaper is a fnuffe.

Fill"d with her love, may I be rather grown 25
Mad with much beart, then ideott with none.

TuLia

|| arke newes, O envy, thou fhalt heare defcry'd
My Iulia; who as yet was ne’r envy'd.
)| To vomit gall in {lander, fiwell her vaines
With calumny, that hell it {elfe disdaines,
3 Is her continuall practice; does her beft, 5
To teare opinion even out of the breft
Of deareft friends, and (which is worfe than vilde)
Sticks jealoufie in wedlock; her owne childe
Scapes not the fhowres of envie, To repeate

The monftrous fathions, how, were, alive, to eate 10
Deare reputation. Would to God {he were

But halfe foloath to act vice, as to heare

My milde reproofe. Liv'd éMantuan now againe,

That female Maftix, tolimme with his penne

This fhe-(Chymera, that hath eyes of fire, 15
Burning with anger, anger feeds defire,

Tongued like the night-crow, whofe ill boding cries

Give out for nothing but new injuries,

Her breathlike to the juice in Tenarus™

That blafts the {prings, though ne’r {o profperous, 20
Her hands, Iknow not how, us*d more to fpill

The food of others, then her felfe to fill.

But oh her minde, that Orcus, which indudes

Legions of mifchiefs, countleffe multitudes

Of formleffe curfes, projects unmade up, 25
Abufes yet unfafhion’d, thoughts corrupt,

28 - [EN1 Tenarus was an ancient town of the Peloponnesus (Sparta), on the promontory of
Taenarum (modern day Cape Matapan. A cavern nearby was reputed the entrance to Hades,
through which Heracles dragged Cerberus from the underworld in his 12% labour.
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Mifhapen Cavils®, palpable untroths,

Inevitable errours, felf-accufing oaths:

Thefe, like thofe Atoms fwarming in the Sunne,

Throng in her bofome for creation. 30
Iblufhto give her halfe her due; yet fay,

No poyfon’s halfe {o bad as Iulia.”

Tue ExposTULATION

o make the doubt deare, that no woman’s true,

Was it my fate to prove it {trong in you?

Thought I, but one had breathed pureft aire,

And muft fhe needs be falfe becaufe fhe’s faire?

1| Is it your beautie’s marke, or of your youth, 5
Or your perfection, not to ftudy truth?

Or thinke you heaven is deafe, or hath no eyes?

Or thofe it hath, fmile at your perjuries?

Are vowes {o cheape with women, or the matter

Whereof they are made, that they are writ in water, 10
And blowne away with winde? Or doth their breath

(Both hot and cold at once) make life and death?

Who could have thought {o many accents fweet

Form'd into words, fo many fighs thould meete

As from our hearts, {o many oathes, and teares 15
Sprinkled among, (all fweeter by our feares

And the divine impreffion of ftolne kiffes,

That feal"d the reft) thould now prove empty bliffes?

Did you draw bonds to forfet? figne to breake?

Or muft we reade you quite from what you fpeake, 20
And finde the truth out the wrong way? or muft

29 - [ENI] A trivial, useless objection.

30 - [EN] Donne may be echoing here the thoughts of Solomon, penned millenia before.

Solomon, who of course had ample opportunity to learn afewthings about women, said this:
And I find more bitter than death the woman, whose heart is snares and nets, and her hands
as bands: whoso pleaseth God shall escape from her; but the sinner shall be taken by her. (Ecdl.
7:26)

La méchanceté des filles d Eve ne se manifeste pas par la violence physique, elle est avant tout

relationnelle.
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Hee firft defire you falfe, would wifh you juft?

O I prophane, though moft of women be

This kinde of beaft, my thought fhall except thee;
My deareftlove, though froward jealoufie,

With circumftance might urge thy’inconftancie,
Sooner I'll thinke the Sunne will ceafe to cheare
The teeming earth, and that forget to beare,
Sooner that rivers will runne back, or Thames
With ribs of Ice in June would bind his ftreames,
Or Nature, by whofe {trength the world endures,
Would change her courfe, before you alter yours.
But O that treacherous breaft to whom weake you
Did truft our Counfells, and wee both may rue,
Having his fal{hood found too late, ‘twas hee
That made me caft you guilty, and youme,
Whilft he, black wretch, betray’d each fimple word
Wee fpake, unto the cunning of athird.

Curft may hee be, that {o our love hath flaine,
And wander on the earth, wretched as (#in,
Wretched as hee, and not deferve leaft pitty;

In plaguing him, let mifery be witty;

Let all eyes fhunne him, and hee {hunne each eye,
Till hee be noyfome as his infamie;

May he without remorfe deny God thrice,

And not be trufted more on his Soule’s price;
And after all felfe torment, when hee dyes,

May Wolves teare out his heart, Vultures his eyes,
Swine eate his bowels, and his falfer tongue

That utterd all, be to fome Raven ﬂung,

And let his carrion coarfe be alonger feaft

To the King’s dogges, then any other beaft.
Nowhave I curft, let us our love revive;

In mee the flame was never more alive;

I could beginne againe to court and praife,

And in that pleafure lengthen the thort dayes

Of mylifes leafe; like Painters that do take
Delight, not in made worke, but whiles they make;
1 could renew thofe times, when firft I faw

Love in your eyes, that gave my tongue the law
Tolike what youlik’d; and at maskes and playes
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Commend the felfe fame Actors, the fame wayes;

Aske how you did, and often with intent

of being officious, be impertinent;

All which were fuch foft paftimes, as in thefe 65
Love was as fubtilly catch’d, as a difeafe;

But being got it is a treafure fweet,

Which to defend is harder then to get:

And ought not be prophand on either part,

For though'tis got by chance, ‘tiskept by art. 70

Love’s PROGRESS

ho everloves, if he do not propose
The right true end of love, he’s one that goes
! 4 To fea for nothing but to make him fick:
é% ?g@ Love is abear-whelp born, if we o’re lick
XN Ourlove, and force it new ftrange fhapes to take, 5
We erre, and of alump a monfter make.
Were not a Calf amonfter that were grown
Face-d like aman, though better then his own?
Perfection is in unitie: preferr

A\
,,/‘

(R

One woman firft, and then one thing in her. 10
I, when I value gold, may think upon

The ductilness, the application,

The wholfomness, the ingenuitie,

From ruft, from foil, from fire ever free:

Butif Ilove it, ‘tis becaufe ‘tis made 15
By our new nature (Ufe) the foul of trade.

All thefe in women we might think upon

(If women had them) and yet love but one.

Can men more injure women then to fay

Theylove them for that, by which they’re not they? 20
Makes virtue woman? muft I cool my bloud

Till Tboth be, and find one wife and good?

May barren Angelslove fo. But if we

Make love to woman; virtue is not {he:

As beauty’is not nor wealth: He that {trayes thus 25
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From her to hers, is more adulterous,

Then if he took her maid. Search every fpheare
And firmament, our (upid is not there:

He’s an infernal god and under ground,

With Pluto dwells, where gold and fire abound:
Men to fuch Gods, their facrificing Coles

Did not in Altars lay, but pits and holes.
Although we fee Celeftial bodies move

Above the earth, the earth we Till and love:

So we her ayres contemplate, words and heart,
And virtues; but we love the Centrique part.
Nor is the foul more worthy, or more fit
Forlove, then this, as infinite as it.

But in attaining this defired place

How much they erre; that fet out at the face?
The hair a Foreft is of Ambufthes,

of fiaringes, fnares, fetters and manadles:

The brow becalms us when ‘tis fmooth and plain,
And when ‘tis wrinckled”, fhipwracks us again.
Smooth, ‘tis a Paradice, where we would have
Immortal ftay, and wrinkled ‘tis our grave.
The Nofe (like to the firft Meridian) runs

Not ‘twixt an Eaft and Weft, but ‘twixt two funs;
Itleaves a Cheek, a rofie Hemifphere

On either fide, and then directs us where
Upon the Iflands fortunate we fall,

(Not faynte (anaries, but eAmbrofiall)

Her fwelling lips; To which when wee are come,
‘We anchor there, and think our felves at home,
For they feem all: there Syrens fongs, and there
Wife Delphick Oracles do fill the ear;

There in a Creek where chofen pearls do fiell,
The Remora, her deaving tongue doth dwell.
Thefe, and the glorious Promontory, her Chin
Ore paft; and the ﬁ:reight Hellefpont betweene
The Seftos and edbydos of her breafts,

(Not of two Lovers, but two Loves the neafts)
Succeeds a boundless fea, but yet thine eye
Some Ifland moles may fcattered there defcry;
31-[ENJInafrown?
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And Sailing towards her India, in that way 65
Shall at her fair Atlantick Navell ftay;

Though thence the Current be thy Pilot made,

Yet ere thou be where thou wouldft be embay’d,

Thou thalt upon another Foreft fet,

Where many Shipwrack, and no further get. 70
When thou art there, confider what this chace

Mifpent by thy beginning at the face.

Rather fet out below; practice my Art,

Some Symetry the foot hath with that part

Which thou doft feek, and is thy Map for that 75
Lovely enough to ftop, but not ftay at:

Leaft fubject to disguife and change it is;

Men fay the Devil never can change his.

It is the Emblem that hath figured

Firmness; ‘tis the fir{t part that comes to bed. 8o
Civilitie we fee refin’d: the kiss

Which at the face began, tranfplanted is,

Since to the hand, fince to the Imperial knee,

Nowat the Papal foot delights to be:

If Kings think that the nearer way, and do 8s
Rife from the foot, Lovers may do fo too;

For as free Spheres move fafter far then can

Birds, whom the air refifts, fo may that man

Which goes this empty and /Etherial way,

Then if at beauties elements he ftay. 90
Rich Nature hath in women wifely made

"Two purfes, and their mouths averfelylaid:

They then, which to the lower tribute owe,

That way which that Exchequer looks, muft go:

He which doth not, his error 1s as great, 95
As who by Clyfter gave the Stomack meat.
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Going To BED

ome, Madam, come, all rest my powers defie,
Until Ilabour, Iinlabour lie.

The foe oft-times having the foe in fight,
Is tir'd with ftanding though he never fight.
Off with that girdle, like heaven’s Zone glittering,
But a far fairer world incompaffing.

Unpin that fpangled breaftplate which you wear,

That theyes of bufie fooles may be ftopt there.

Unlace your felf, for that harmonious chyme,

Tells me from you, that now it is bed time.

OfF with that happy busk, which I envie,

That ftill can be, and till can ftand {o nigh.

Your gown going off, fuch beautious ftate reveals,

As when from flowry meads thrhills fhadow fteales.

Off with that wyerie Coronet and thew

The haiery Diademe which on you doth grow:

Now off with thofe thooes, and then fafely tread

In this loves hallowd temple, this foft bed.

In fuch white robes, heaven’s Angels us'd to be

Receavd by men; Thou Angel bringft with thee

A heaven like Mahomet's Paradife; and though

Il fpirits walk in white, we eafly know,

By this thefe Angels from an evil {prite,

Thofe fet our hairs, but thefe our fleth uprigh

Licence my roaving hands, and let them g0,

Before, behind, between, above, below.

O my America! my new-found-land,

My kingdome, faflieft when with one man man‘d,

My Myne of precious {tones, My Emperie,

How bleft am Lin this difcovering thee!

To enter in thefe bonds, 1s to be free;

Then where my hand is fet, my feal {hall be.

Full nakedness! All joyes are due to thee,

As fouls unbodied, bodies undoth’d muft be,

To tafte whole joyes. Gems which you women ufe

Are like Atlanta’s balls, caft in men’s views,

That when afools eye lightcth onaGem,
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His earthly foul may covet theirs, not them.

Like pictures, or like books gay coverings made

Forlay-men, are all women thus array’d; 40
Themfelves are myftick books, which only wee

(Whom their imputed grace will dignifie)

Muft fee reveal’d. Then fince that I may know;

Asliberally, as to a Midwife, {hew

Thy felf: caft all, yea, this white lynnen hence, 45
There is no pennance due to innocence.

To teach thee, I am naked firft; why than

What needt thou have more covering then aman.

Love’s WARRE

ill Thave peace with thee, warr other men,

74| And when I have peace, canIleave thee then?

> { All other Warrs are {crupulous; Only thou

O fayr free Citty, maift thyfelfe allowe

& To any one: In Flanders, who can tell 5
Whether the Mafter prefle; or men rebell?

Only we know, that which all Ideots fay,

They beare moft blows which come to part the fray.

France in her lunatique giddines did hate

Ever our men, yea and our God of late; 10

Yet fhe relyes upon our Angels well,

Which nere returne; no more then they which fell.

Sick Ireland is with a ftrange warr poffeft

Like to an Ague; now raging, now at reft;

Which time will cure: yet it muft doe her good 15
If the were purg'd, and her head vayne let blood.

And Midas joyes our Spanith journeys give,

We touch all gold, but find no food tolive.

And I thould be in the hott parching dyme,

To duft and afhes turn’d before my time. 20
To mew me in a Ship, is to inthrall

Mee in a prifon, that weare like to fall;

Or in a Cloyfter; fave that there men dwell
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In acalme heaven, here in a fwaggering hell.

Long voyages arelong confumptions,

And fhips are carts for executions.

Yea they are Deaths; Is't not all one to flye

Into an other World, as t’is to dye?

Here let mee warr; in thefe armes lett mee lye;
Here lett mee parlee, batter, bleede, and dye.
Thyne armes imprifon me, and myne armes thee;
Thy hart thy ranfome is; take myne for mee.
Other men war that they their reft may gayne;
But wee will reft that wee may fight agayne.
Thofe warrs the ignorant, thefe th'experienc'd love,
There wee are alwayes under, here above.

There Engins farr off breed ajuft true feare,

Neere thrufts, pikes, ftabs, yea bullets hurt not here.

There lyes are wrongs; here fafe uprightly lye;
There menkill men, we*will make one by and by.
Thou nothing; I not halfe fo much fhall do

In thefe Warrs, as they may which from us two
Shall fpring. Thoufands wee fee which travaile not
To warrs; But ftay fwords, armes, and fhott

To make at home; And thall not I do then

More glorious fervice, {taying to make men?
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HeroicarLL EPISTLE

Sapuo To PHILENIS

here is that holy fire, which Frse is faid

| To have? is that inchanting force decai'd?
( >‘$\ 4 Verfe that drawes Nature's workes, from Natureslaw,

é%V/?‘y@@ Thee, her beft worke, to her worke cannot draw.

VR V2| Have my teares quench’d my old Poetigue fire; 5
Why quenchd they not as well, that of defire?
Thoughts, my minde’s creatures, often are with thee,
But I, their maker, want their libertie.
Onely thine image, in my heart, doth fit,
But that 1s waxe, and fires environ it. 10
My fires have driven, thine have drawne it hence;
AndIam rob’d of Picture, Heart, and Senfe.
Dwells with me {till mine irkfome AMemory,
Which, both tokeepe, and lofe, grieves equally.
That tells me’how faire thou art: Thou art fo faire, 15
As, gods, when gods to thee I doe compare,
Are grac'd thereby; And to make blinde men fee,
What things gods are, I fay theyare like to thee.
For, if we juftly call each filly man
A litle world, What fhall we call thee than? 20
Thou art not foft, and deare, and ftrait, and faire,
As Down, as Stars, (¢dars, and Lillies are,
But thy right hand, and cheek, and eye, only
Arelike thy other hand, and cheek, and eye.
Such was my Phao awhile, but {hall be never, 25
As thou, waft, art, and, oh, maift be ever.
Here lovers fweare in their Idolatrie,
That I am fuch; but Giriefe difcolors me.
And yet I grieve the leffe, leaft Griefe remove
My beauty, and make me’unworthy of thylove. 30
Plaies fome foft boy with thee, oh there wants yet

Let3
)
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A mutuall feeling which fhould fweeten it.

His chinne, a thorny hairy unevennefie

Doth threaten, and fome daily change poffefle.
Thy body is a naturall Paradife,

In whofe felfe, unmanur-d, all pleafure lies,

Nor needs perfection; why fhouldft thou than
Admit the tillage of aharfh rough man?

Men leave behinde them that which their fin thowes,
And are as theeves trac’d, which rob when it fnows.
But of our dallyance no more fignes there are,
Then fifhes leave in ftreames, or Birds in aire.

And betweene us all fweetneffe may be had;

All, all that Nture yields, or edrt can adde.

My two lips, eyes, thighs, differ from thy two,

But {0, as thine from one another doe;

And, oh, no more; the likeneffe being fuch,

Why thould they not alike in all parts touch?

Hand to ftrange hand, lippe to lippe none denies;
Why thould they breft to breft, or thighs to thighs?
Likenefle begets fuch ftrange felfe flatterie,

That touching my felfe, all feemes done to thee.

My felfe I embrace, and mine owne hands I kiffe,
And amoroufly thanke my felfe for this.

Me, in my glaffe, I call thee; But alas,

When I would kiffe, teares dimme mine eyes, and glaffe.

O cure this loving madnefle, and reftore

Me to mee; thee, my halfe, my all, my more.

So may thy cheekes red outweare fcarlet dye,

And their white, whitenefle of the inaxj,

So may thy mighty, amazing beauty move
Envyin al women, and in all men, love,

And fo be change, and fickne/fe, farre from thee,
As thou by comming neere, keep*ft them from me.
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EPITHALAMIONS, OR
MARRIAGE SONGS

AN EPITHALAMION, OR MARIAGE SONG ON THE Lapy
Evr1zaseTH, & CoUNT PALATINE BEING MARRIED ON
S1. VALENTINE’S DAY

All the Aire is thy Diocis,
)| And all the chirping Chorifters
And other birds are thy Parifhioners,
P <2 @| Thou marryeft every yeare 5
The Lirique Larke, and the grave whifpering Dove,
The Sparrow that neglccts his life forlove,
The houfehold Bird, with the red ftomacher,
Thou maleft the black bird fpeed as foone,
As doth the Goldfinch, or the Halcyon; 10
The husband cocke lookes out, and {traight is {ped,
And meets his wife, which brings her feather-bed.
This day more cheerfully then ever fhine,
This day, which might enflame thy felf, Old Valentine.

1L

Till now, Thou warmd"ft with multiplying loves 15
"Two larkes, two fparrowes, or two Doves,

All that is nothing unto this,

For thou this day coupleft two Pheenixes;

Thou maleft a Taper fee

What the funne never faw, and what the Arke 20
(Which was of foules, and beafts, the cage, and park,)

Did not containe, one bed containes, through Thee,

Two Phaenixes, whofe joyned breafts
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Are unto one another mutuall nefts,

Where motion kindles fuch fires, as thall give

Yong Pheenixes, and yet the old fhall live.

Whofelove and courage never fhall dedline,

But make the whole year through, thy day, O Valentine.

1L

Up then faire Pheenix Bride, fruftrate the Sunne,
Thy felfe from thine affection

Takeft warmth enough, and from thine eye
Allleffer birds will take their Jollitie.

Up, up, faire Bride, and call,

Thy ftarres, from out their feverall boxes, take
Thy Rubies, Pearles, and Diamonds forth, and make
Thy felfe a conftellation, of them All,

And by their blazing, ﬁgniﬁe,

That a Great Princess falls, but doth not die;

Bee thou anew ftarre, that to us portends

Ends of much wonder; And be Thou thofe ends.
Since thou doft this day in new glory thine,

May all men date Records, from this thy Valentine.

1111

Come forth, come forth, and as one glorious flame
Meeting Another, growes the fame,

So meet thy Fredericke, and fo

To an unfeparable union growe.

Since feparation

Falls not on fuch things as are infinite,

Nor things which are but one, can difunite,
Yourare twice infeparable, great, and one;

Goe then to where the Bifhop ftaies,

To make you one, his way, which divers waies
Muft be effected; and when all is paft,

And that yoware one, by hearts and hands made faft,
You two have one way left, your felves to’entwine,
Befides this Bifhop’s knot, or Bifhop Valentine.
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V.

But oh, what ailes the Sunne, that here he ftaies,
Longer to day, then other daies?

Staies he newlight from thefe to get?

And finding here fuch ftore, is loth to fet?

And why doe you two walke,

So flowly pac'd in this proceffion?

Is all your care but to be look’d upon,

And be to others fpectade, and talke?

The feaft, with gluttonous delaies,

Is eaten, and too long their meat they praife,
The mafquers come too late, and’I thinke, will ftay,
Like Fairies, till the Cock crow them away.
Alas, did not Antiquity affigne

A night, as well as day, to thee, O Valentine?

VL

They did, and night is come; and yet wee fee
Formalities retarding thee.

What meane thefe Ladies, which (as though
They were to take adock in peeces,) goe

So nicely about the Bride;

A Bride, before agood night could be faid,

Should vanifh from her doathes, into her bed,

As Soules from bodies fteale, and are not {pyd.
But now fhe is laid; What though hee bee?

Yet there are more delayes, For, where is he?

He comes, and paffes through Spheare after Spheare,
Firft her fheetes, then her Armes, then any where.
Let not this day, then, but this night be thine,
Thy day was but the eve to this, O Valentine.

VIL

Herelyes athee Sunne, and ahee Moone here,
She gives the beft light to his Spheare,

Or each s both, and all, and fo

They unto one another nothing owe,

And yet they doe, but are
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So juft and rich in that coyne which they pay,

That neither would, nor needs forbeare, nor ftay;
Neither defires to be {pard, nor to fpare,

They quickly pay their debt, and then

Take no acquittances, but pay again;

They pay, they give, theylend, and folet fall

No fuch occafion to be liberall.

More truth, more courage in thefe two do thine,
Then all thy turtles have, and {parrows, Valentine.

VIIL

And by this act of thefe two Pheenixes
Nature againe reftored is,

For fince thefe two are two no more,

Ther’s but one Phenix ftill, as was before.
Reft nowatlaft, and wee

As Satyres watch the Sunnes uprife, will ftay
Waiting, when your eyes opened, let out day,
Onely defir'd, becaufe your face wee fee;
Others neare you thall whifpering {peake,
And wagers lay, at which fide day will breake,
And win by’obfcrving, then, whofe hand it 1s
That opens firft a curtaine, hers or his;

This will be tryed to morrow after nine,

Till which houre, wee thy day enlarge, O Valentine.
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ECCLOGUE

1613. DECEMBER 26

eAllophanes finding Idios in the country in Chriftmas time, reprehends his abfence
from court, at the mariage of the Earle of Sommerfet, Idios gives an account of his
purpofe therein, and of his abfence thence.

ALLOPHANES

nseasonable man, {tatue of ice,

What could to countries folitude entice

Thee, in this yeare’s cold and decrepit time?

Natures inftinct drawes to the warmer clime

Even fmall birds, who by that courage dare, 5
In numerous fleets, faile through their Sea, the aire.

What delicacie can in fields appeare,

Whilft Floraherfelfe doth a freeze jerkin weare?

Whil'ft windes do all the trees and hedges ftrip

Ofleafes, to furnith roddes enough to whip 10
Thy madneffe from thee; and all fprings by froft

Have taken cold, and their fweet murmure loft;

If thou thy faults or fortunes would*ft lament

With juft folemnity, do it in Lent;

At Court the {pring already advanced is, 15
The Sunne {tayes longer up; and yet not his

The glory is, farre other, other fires.

Firft, zeale to Prince and State; then love’s defires

Burne in one breft, and like heaven’s two great lights,

The firft doth governe dayes, the other nights. 20
And then that early light, which did appeare

Before the Sunne and Moone created were,

The Prince’s favour is defus’d o°r all,

From which all Fortunes, Names, and Natures fall;
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Then from thofe wombes of {tarres, the Brides bright eyes,
At every glance, a conftellation flyes,

And fowes the Court with {tarres, and doth prevent
Inlight and power, the all-ey"d firmament;

Firft her eyeskindle other Ladies eyes,

Then from their beames their jewels lufters rife,
And from their jewels torches do take fire,

And all is warmth, and light, and good defire;

Moft other Courts, alas, are like to hell,

Where in darke plotts, fire without light doth d well:
Or but like Stoves, for luft and envy get

Continuall, but artificiall heat;

Here zeale and love growne one, all douds disgeft,
And make our Court an everlafting Eaft.

And can’ft thou be from thence?

Ibp1os

ﬁskﬁ 0, I am there.
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%;Ilj/’?&&_j Asheaven, to men difpos'd, ishevery Where,
& (z(, ~€ So are thofe Courts, whofe Princes ?.nxmate,
&Lﬁ N Not onely all their houfe, but all their State.

v L6 Let no man thinke, becaufe he is full, he hath all,
Kings (as their patterne, God) are liberall

Not onely in fulneffe, but capacitie,

Enlarging narrowmen, to feele and fee,

And comprehend the bleffings they beftow.

So, reclus’d hermits often times do know

More of heaven's glory, then a worldling can.

As man is of the world, the heart of man,

Is an epitome of God's great booke

Of creatures, and man need no farther looke;

So is the Country of Courts, where fweet peace doth,

As their one common foule, give life to both,

I'am not then from Court.
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ALLOPHANES

|| reamer, thouart. 55
Think'{t thou fantaftique that thou haft a part

In the Eaft-Indian fleet, becaufe thou haft

Alittle fpice, or Amber in thy tafte?

Becaufe thou art not frozen, art thou warme?

Seeft thou all good becaufe thou feeft no harme? 6o
The earth doth in her inward bowels hold

Stuffe well difpos’d, and which would faine be gold,

But never thall, except it chance tolye,

So upward, that heaven gild it with his eye;

As, for divine things, faith comes from above, 65
So, for beft civill ufe, all tinctures move

From higher powers; From God religion fprings,

Wisdome, and honour from the ufe of Kings.

Then unbeguile thy felfe, and know with mee,

That Angels, though on earth employd they bee, 70
Are ftill in heav'n, o is hee ftill at home

That doth, abroad, to honeft actions come.

Chide thy felfe then, O foole, which yefterday

Might'{t have read more then all thy books bewray;

Halft thou ahiftory, which doth prefent 75
A Court, where all affections do affent

Unto the Kings, and that, that Kings are juft?

And where it is nolevity to truft?

Where there is no ambition, but to’obey,

Where men need whifper nothx'ng, and yet may; 8o
Where the King’s favours are {o plac'd, that all

Finde that the King therein is liberall

To them, in him, becaufe his favours bend

To vertue, to the which they all pretend?

Thou haft no fuch; yet here was this, and more, 85
An earneftlover, wife then, and before.

Ourlittle Cupid hath fued Livery,

And is no more in his minority,

Hee is admitted now into that breft

Where the King’s Counfells and his fecrets reft. 90
What haft thoulloft, O ignorant man?
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Ip1os

‘#S %"\JC’ All this, and onely therefore I withdrew.

G2

@m '@ Words to exprefle it, makes aman a grave
Of his owne thoughts; I would not therefore ftay

At agreat feaft, having no Grace to fay.

And yet I fcapd not here; for being come

Full of the common joy, I utter’d fome;

Reade then this nuptiall fong, which was not made

Either the Court or men’s hearts to invade,

But fince I'am dead, and buried, I could frame

No Epitaph, which might advance my fame

So much as this poore fong, which teftifies

1did unto that day fome facrifice.

T EmN
(A0 Al| knew
¥ ) FQ)T \

)| To know and feele all this, and not to have

EPITHALAMION

THE TIME OF THE MARIAGE

hou art repriv’d old yeare, thou fhalt not die,
Though thou upon thy death bed lye,
And fhould'{t within five dayes expire,
Yet thou art refcu'd by amightier fire,
4‘) Then thy old Soule, the Sunne,

When he doth in his largeft circle runne.

The paffage of the Weft or Eaft would thaw,

And open wide their eafie liquid jawe

To all our thips, could a Promethean art

Either unto the Northerne Pole impart

The fire of thefe inflaming eyes, or of this loving heart.
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1L
EQUALITY OF PERSONS

But undifcerning Mufe, which heart, which eyes,

In this new couple, doft thou prize,

When his eye as inflaming is

As hers, and her heart loves as well as his?

Be tryed by beauty, and than 120
The bridegroome is amaid, and not aman.

If by that manly courage they be tryed,

Which {cornes unjuft opinion; then the bride

Becomes aman. Should chance or envies Art

Divide thefe two, whom nature fcarce did part? 125
Since both have both th'enflaming eyes, and both the loving heart.

1L
RAvsING OF THE BRIDEGROOME

Though it be fome divorce to thinke of you

Singly, fo much one are you two,

Yetlet me here contemplate thee,

Firft, cheerfull Bridegroome, and firft let mee fee, 3o
How thou prevent'ft the Sunne,

And his red foming horfes doft outrunne,

How, having laid downe in thy Soveraigne's breft

All bufineffes, from thence to reinveft

Them, when thefe triumphs ceafe, thou forward art 135
To thew to her, who doth the like impart,

The fire of thy inflaming eyes, and of thyloving heart.
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1111,
RA1s1NG OF THE BRIDE

But now, to Thee, faire Bride, it is fome wrong,
To thinke thou wert in Bed folong,

Since Soone thou lyeft downe firft, tis fit

Thou in firft rifing thould"ft allow for it.

Pouder thy Radiant haire,

Which if without fuch afhes thou would*ft weare,
Thou, which to all which come tolooke upon,
Art meant for Phaebus”, would’{t be Phaéton®.
For our eafe, give thine eyes thrunufual part

Of joy, a Teare; {o quencht, thou maift impart,
To us that come, thy inflaming eyes, to him, thy loving heart.

V.
HEeR APPARRELLING

Thus thou defcend-ft to our infirmitie,

Who can the Sun in water fee.

Soe doft thou, when in filke and gold,

Thou doudft thy felfe; fince wee which doe behold,
Are duft, and wormes, ‘tis juft

Our objects be the fruits of wormes and duft;
Letevery Jewell be a glorious {tarre,

Yet ftarres are not {o pure, as their {pheares are.
And though thou ftoope, to‘appeare to us in part,
Still in that Picture thou intirely art,

Which thy inflaming eyes have made within hisloving heart.

VI.
Goixng 1o THE CHAPPELL

Now from your Eafts you iffue forth, and wee,
As men which through a Cipres fee

32 - [EN1Latin name for the Greek Sun god, Apollo.
33 - [ENJ According to Ovide, the son of Apollo.
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The rifing fun, doe thinke it two,

Soe, as you goe to Church, doe thinke of you,

But that vaile being gone,

By the Church rites you are from thenceforth one.

The Church Triumphant made this match before,

And now the Militant doth {trive no more;

Then, reverend Prieft, who God’s Recorder art,

Doe, from his Dictates, to thefe two impart

All bleffings, which are feene, or thought, by Angel’s eye
or heart.

VIL
THEe BENEDICTION

Bleft payre of Swans, Oh may you interbring

Daily new joyes, and never {ing,

Live, till all grounds of wifhes faile,

Till honor, yea till wifedome grow fo ftale,

That, new great heights to trie,

It muft ferve your ambition, to die;

Raife heires, and may here, to the world’s end, live
Heires from this King, to take thankes, you, to give,
Nature and grace doe all, and nothing Art.

May never age, or error overthwart

With any Weft, thefe radiant eyes, with any North, this heart.

VIIL
FEeasTs AND REVELLS

But you are over-bleft. Plenty this day

Injures; it caufeth time to ftay;

The tables groane, as though this feaft

Would, as the flood, deftroy all fowle and beaft.
And were the doctrine new

That the earth mov-d, this day would make it true;
For every part to dance and revell goes.

They tread the ayre, and fal not where they rofe.
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Though fix houres fince, the Sunne to bed did part, 190
The masks™ and banquets will not yet impart
A funfet to thefe weary eyes, A Center to this heart.

IX.
THEe BRIDE’S GOING TO BED

What mean'ft thou Bride, this companie tokeep?

To fit up, till thou faine wouldft fleep?

Thou maift not, when thou art laid, doe fo. 195
Thy felfe muft to him anew banquet grow,

And you muft entertaine

And doe all this daies dances o’r againe.

Know that if Sun and Moone together doe

Rife in one point, they doe not fet {o too; 200
Therefore thou maift, faire Bride, to bed depart,

Thou art not gone, being gone; where e’r thou art,

Thouleav'ft in him thy watchfull eyes, in him thy loving heart.

X.
THE BRIDEGROOME’S COMMING

As he that {ees a ftarre fall, runs apace,

And findes a gellie in the place, 205
So doth the Bridegroome haft as much,

Being told this ftarre is falne, and findes her fuch.

And as friends may looke {trange,

By anew fathion, or apparrells change,

Their foules, thoughlong acquainted they had beene, 210
Thefe dothes, their bodies, never yet had feene;

Therefore at firft (hee modeftly might ftart,

But muft forthwith furrender every part,

As freely, as each to each before, gave either eye or heart.

34 - [EN] Or plays. Ancient actors generally wore masks.
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XI.
THE GOOD-NIGHT

Now, as in Tullias tombe, one lampe burnt deare, 215
Unchang'd for fifteene hundred yeare,

May thefe love-lamps we here enfhrine,

In warmth, light, laﬁing, equall the divine.

Fire ever doth afpire,

And makes all like it {elfe, turnes all to fire, 220
But ends in athes, which thefe cannot doe,

For none of thefe is fuell, but fire too.

This is joye’s bonfire, then, where love’s ftrong Arts

Make of {o noble individuall parts

One fire of foure inflaming eyes, and of two loving hearts. 225

Ib1os

As Ihave brought this fong, that I may doe
A perfect facrifice, Il burne it too.

ALLOPHANES

No Sr. This paper L have juftly got,

For, in burnt incenfe, the perfume is not

His only that prefents it, but of all; 230
What ever celebrates this Feftivall

Is common, fince the joy thereof is fo.

Nor may your felfe be Prieft: Butlet me goe,

Backe to the Court, and I will lay’it upon

Such Altars, as prize your devotion. 235
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EriTHALAMION MADE AT LINCOLNE’s INNE

)| he Sun-beames in the East are fpred,
Leave, leave, faire Bride, your folitary bed,
J| No more fhall you returne to it alone,
s It nourfeth fadneffe, and your bodie’s print,
é“ Like to agrave, the yielding downe doth dint; 5
You and your other you meet there anon;
Put forth, put forth that warme balme-breathing thigh,
Which when next time you in thefe fheets wil fimother,
There it muft meet another,
Which never was, but muft be, oft, more nigh; 10
Come glad from thence, goe gladder then you came,
Do day put on perfection, and a woman's name.

Daughters of London, you which bee

Our Golden Mines, and furnifh’d Treafurie,

You which are Angels, yet till bring with you 15
Thoufands of Angels on your mariage daies,

Help with your prefence and devife to praife

Thefe rites, which alfo unto you grow due;

Conceitedly dreffe her, and be aﬁign’d,

By you, fit place for every flower and jewell, 20
Make her forlove fit fewell

As gay as Flora, and as rich as Inde;

So may fhee faire, rich, glad, and in nothing lame,

Do day put on perfection, and a woman's name.

And you frolique Patricians, 25
Sonns of thefe Senators wealths deep oceans,

Ye pa.inted courtiers, barrels of others wits,

Yee country men, who but your beaftslove none,

Yee of thofe fellowthips whereof hee’s one,

Of ftudy and play made ftrange Hermaphrodits, 30
Here thine; This Bridegroom to the Temple bring.

Loe, in yon path which ftore of ftraw"d flowers graceth,

The fober virgin paceth;

Except my fight faile, ‘tis no other thing;

Weep not nor bluth, here is no griefc nor {hame, 35
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To day put on perfection, and a woman's name.

Thy two-leav-d gates faire Temple unfold,
And thefe two in thy facred bofome hold,

Till, myftically joyn'd, but one they bee;

Then may thyleane and hunger-ftarved wombe
Long time expect their bodies and their tombe,
Long after their owne parents fatten thee.

All elder claimes, and all cold barrennefle,

All yeelding to newloves bee far for ever,
Which might thefe two diffever,

All wayes all th'other may each one pofiefle;
For, the beft Bride, beft worthy of praife and fame,
To day puts on perfection, and a woman's name.

Oh winter dayes bring much delight,

Not for themfelves, but for they foon bring night;
Other fweets wait thee then thefe diverfe meats,
Other difports then dancing jollities,

Otherlove tricks then glancing with the eyes,

But that the Sun ftill in our halfe Spheare [weates;
Hee flies in winter, but he now ftands ftill.

Yet fhadowes turne; Noone point he hath attain-d,
His fteeds nill bee reftrain’d,

But gallop lively downe the Wefterne hill;

Thou fhalt, when he hath runne the world’s half frame,

Do night put on perfection, and a woman's name.

The amorous evening ftarre is rofe,

Why then thould not our amorous ftarre indofe
Her felfe in her wifh'd bed? Releafe your ftrings
Muficians, and dancers take fome truce

With thefe your pleafing labours, for great ufe
As much wearineffe as perfection brings;

You, and not only you, but all toyl"d beafts

Reft duly; at night all their toyles are difpenfed;
But in their beds commenced

Are other labours, and more dainty feafts;

She goes amaid, who, leaft the turne the fame,
Do night puts on perfection, and a woman's name.
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Thy virgins girdle now untie,

And in thy nuptiall bed (love’s altar)lye

A pleafing facrifice; now difpoffeffe

Thee of thefe chaines and robes which were put on
T-adorne the day, not thee; for thou, alone,
Like vertueand truth, art beft in nakednefle;
This bed is onely to virginitie

A grave, but, to abetter {tate, acradle;

Till now thou waft but able

To be what now thou art; then that by thee

No more be faid, I may bee, but, I am,

To night put on perfection, and a woman's name.

Even like a faithfull man content,

That thislife for abetter thould be fpent,

So, thee amothers’ rich ftile doth preferre,

And at the Bridegroome’s wifh'd approach dothlye,
Like an appointed lambe, when tenderly

The prieft comes on his knees t'embowell her;

Now {leep or watch with more joy; and O light

Of heaven, to morrow rife thou hot, and early;

This Sun willlove fo dearely

Her reft, thatlong, long we {hall want her fight;
Wonders are wrought, for {hee which had no maime,
To night puts on perfection, and a woman's name.
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SATYRES

Satyre I

way thou fondling motley humorist,

) Leave mee, and in this ftanding woodden cheft,

ey Ux S| Conforted with thefe few bookes, let me lye

In prifon, and here be coffin’d, when I dye;

Here are Gods conduits, grave Divines; and here 5
Nature’s Secretary, the Philofopher;

And jolly Statefmen, which teachhow to tie

The finewes of acitie’s miftique bodie;

Here gathering Chroniders, and by them ftand

Giddie fantaftique Poéts of eachland. 10
Shall Ileave all this conftant company,

And follow headlong, wild uncertaine thee?

Firft fweare by thy beftlove in earneft

(If thou whichlov-ft all, canftlove any beft)

Thou wilt not leave mee in the middle ftreet, 15
Though fome more {pruce companion thou doft meet,

Not though a Captaine do come in thy way

Bright parcell gilt, with forty dead mens pay,

Not though a briske perfum’d piert Courtier

Deigne withanod, thy courtefie to anfwer. 20
Nor come a velvet Juftice with along

Great traine of blew coats, twelve, or fourteen ftrong,

Wilt thou grin or fawne on him, or prepare

A fpeech to Court his beautious fonne and heire!

For better or worfe take mee, or leave mee: 25
To take, and leave mee is adultery.

Oh monftrous, fuperftitious puritan”,

Of refin’d manners, yet ceremoniall man,

That when thou meet’ft one, with enquiring eyes

Doft fearch, and like a needy broker prize 30

35 - [EN1 Puritans were often opposed to poetry...
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The filke, and gold he weares, and to that rate
Sohigh orlow, doft raife thy formall hat:

That wilt confort none, untill thou have knowne
What lands hee hath in hope, or of his owne,

As though all thy companions fhould make thee
Jointures, and marry thy deare company.

Why thould ft thou (that doft not onely approve,
But in ranke itchie luft, defire, and love

The nakednefle and barenefle to enjoy,

Of thy plumpe muddy whore, or proftitute boy)
Hate vertue, though Thee be naked, and bare?

At birth, and death, our bodies naked are;

And till our Soules be unapparrelled

Of bodies, they from bliffe are banifhed.

Mans firft bleft ftate was naked, when by finne
Hee loft that, yet hee was cloath’d but in beafts skin,
And in this courfe attire, which I now weare,
With God, and with the Mufes I conferre.

But fince thoulike a contrite penitent,
Charitably warnd of thy finnes, doft repent
Thefe vanities, and giddinefes, loe

I{hut my chamber doore, and come, let’s goe.
But fooner may a cheape whore, who hath beene
Worne by as many feverall men in finne,

As are black feathers, or musk-colour hofe,

Name her child’s right true father, ‘mongft all thofe:

Sooner may one guefle, who {hall beare away

The Infanta of London, Heire to an India;

And fooner may a gulling weather Spie

By drawing forth heavens Scheme tell certainly
What fafhioned hats, or ruffes, or fuits next yeare
Our fubtile-witted antique youths will weare;

Then thou, when thou depart'{t from mee, canit thow
Whither, why, when, or with whom thou wouldft go.

But how {hall I be pardon’d my offence
That thus have finn’d again{t my confcience?
Now we are in the ftreet; He firft of all
Improvidently proud, creepes to the wall,
And {o imprifoned, and hemd in by mee
Sells for alittle ftate his libertie;
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Yet though he cannot skip forth now to greet

Every fine filken painted foole we meet,

He them to him with amorous fmiles allures,

And grins, {macks, fhrugs, and fuch an itch endures,
As prentifes, or {choole-boyes which doe know

Of fome gay {port abroad, yet dare not goe.

And as fidlers ftop loweft, at higheft found,

So to the moft brave, ftoops hee nigh't the ground.
But to agrave man, he doth move no more

Then the wife politique horfe would heretofore,
Or thou O Elephant or Ape wilt doe,

When any names the King of Spaine to you.

Now leaps he upright, Joggs me, & cryes, Do you fee
Yonder well favoured youth? Which? Oh, ‘tishee
That dances {o divinely; Oh, faid I,

Stand ftill, muft you dance here for company?

Hee droopt, wee went, till one (which did excell
ThIndians, in drinking his Tobacco well)

Met us; they talk’d; I whifpered, let'us goe,

“T may be you fmell him not, truely I doe;

He heares not mee, but, on the other fide

A many-coloured Peacock having fpide,

Leaves him and mee; I for myloft theep ftay;

He followes, overtakes, goes on the way,

Saying, him whom Ilaft left, all repute

For his device, in hanfoming a fute,

To judge of lace, pinke, panes, print, cut, and plight,
Of all the Court, to have the beft conceit;

Our dull Comedians want him, let him goe;

But Oh, God ftrengthen thee, why ftoop-ft thou {o?
Why? he hath travayld; Long? No; but to me
(Which underftand none,) he doth feeme to be
Perfect French, and Italian; I replyed,

So is the Poxe; He anfwered not, but fpy-d

More men of fort, of parts, and qualities;

Atlaft his Love he in a windowe fpies,

And like light dew exhal*d, he flings from mee
Violently ravifh-d to hislechery.

Many were there, he could command no more;

Hee quarrell-d fought, bled; and turn’d out of dore
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Directly came to mee hanging the head,
And conftantly a while muft keepe his bed.

Satyre 11

ir; though (I thanke God for it) I do hate
Perfectly all this towne, yet there’s one ftate
?@“%: ey | Inallill things {0 excellently beft,
ﬁ& Y A<l That hate, toward them, breeds pitty towards the reft.
i S Though Poétry indeed be fuch afinne
As I thinke that brings dearths, and Spaniards in,
Though like the Peftilence and old fathion’d love,
Ridlingly it catch men; and doth remove
Never, till it be fterv'd out; yet their ftate
Is poore, difarm-d, like Papifts, not worth hate.
One, (like a wretch, which at Barre judg'd as dead,
Yet prompts him which ftands next, and cannot reade,
And faves hislife) gives ideot actors meanes
(Starving himfelfe) to live by his labor"d {ceanes;
Asinfome Organ, Puppits dance above
And bellows pant below, which them do move.
One would move Love by rithmes; but witchcraft’s charms
Bring not now their old feares, nor their old harmes:
Rammes, and ﬂings now are feely battery,
Piftolets are the beft Artillerie.
And they who write to Lords, rewards to get,
Are they not like fingers at doores for meat?
And they who write, becaufe all write, have {till
That excufe for writing, and for writing ill;
But hee is worft, who (beggarly) doth chaw
Others wits fruits, and in his ravenous maw
Rankly digcfted, doth thofe thx'ngs out-fpue,
Ashis owne things; and they are his owne, “tis true,
For if one eate my meate, though it be knowne
The meate was mine, th’excrement is his owne:
But thefe do mee no harme, nor they which ufe
To out-doe Dildoes, and out-ufure Jewes;
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To out-drinke the fea, to out-fweare the Letanie;
Who with finnes all kindes as familiar bee

As Confeflors; and for whofe finfull fake,
Schoolemen new tenements in hell muft make:
Whofe ftrange finnes, Canonifts could hardly tell
In which Commandements large receit they dwell.
But thefe punifh themfelves; the infolence

Of Cofcus onely breeds my juft offence,

Whom time (which rots all, and makes botches poxe,
And plodding on, muft make a calfe an oxe)

Hath made a Lawyer, which was (alas) of late

But afcarce Poét; jollier of this ftate,

Then are new benefic’d minifters, he throwes
Like nets, or lime-twigs, wherefoever he goes,
His title of Barrifter, on every wench,

And wooes in language of the Pleas, and Bench:
A motion, Lady; Speake Cofcus; I have beene
Inlove, ever fince tricefimo of the Queene,
Continuall daimes I have made, injunctions got
To ftay my rivals fuit, that hee {hould not
Proceed; fpare mee; In Hillary terme I went,

You faid, If I return’d next fize in Lent,

I{hould be in remitter of your grace;

In thinterim my letters thould take place

Of affidavits: words, words, which would teare
The tender labyrinth of a foft maids eare,

More, more, then ten Sdlavonians {colding, more
Then when winds in our ruin’d Abbeyes rore.
When ficke with Poétrie, and pofleft with mufe
Thou waft, and mad, Thop*d; but men which chufe
Law practife for meere gaine, bold foule, repute
Worfe then imbrothel’d ftrumpets proftitute.
Nowlike an owlelike watchman, hee muft walke
His hand ftill at a bill, now he mutt talke

Idly, like prifoners, which whole months will fweare
That onely furetifhip hath brought them there,
And to every fuitor lye in every thing,

Likea King’s favourite, yealikea King;

Like a wedge in ablocke, wring to the barre,
Bcaring—like Afles; and more thameleffe farre
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Then carted whores, lye, to the grave Judge; for
Baftardy abounds not in King’s titles, nor

Symonie and Sodomy in Churchmen’slives,

As thefe things do in him; by thefe he thrives.

Shortly (as the fea) hee will compaffe all ourland;
From Scots, to Wight; from Mount, to Dover ftrand.
And {pying heires melting with luxurie,

Satan will not joy at their finnes, as hee.

For as a thrifty wench {crapes kitching-{tuffe,

And barrelling the droppings, and the fnuffe,

Of wafting candles, which in thirty yeare
(Relique-like kept) perchance buyes wedding geare;
Peecemeale he getslands, and fpends as much time
Wringing each Acre, as men pulling prime.

In parchments then, large as his fields, hee drawes
Affurances, bigge, as gloss’d civill lawes,

So huge, that men (in our times forwardnefle)

Are Fathers of the Church for writing leffe.

Thefe hee writes not; nor for thefe written payes,
Therefore {pares no length; as in thofe firft dayes
When Luther was profeft, He did defire

Short Pater nofters, faying as a Fryer’6

Each day his beads, but having left thofe lawes,

Addes to Chrift’s prayer, the Power and glory caufe.
But when he fells or changes land, he’impaires

His writings, and (unwatch'd) leaves out, fes heires,”
As flily as any Commenter goes by

Hard words, or fenfe; or in Divinity

As controverters, in vouch’d Texts, leave out

Shrewd words, which might againit them cleare the doubt.
Where are thofe fpred woods which doth'd hertofore
Thofe bought lands? not built, nor burnt within dore.
Where’s th’old landlords troops, and almes? In great hals
Carthufian fafts, and fulfome Bachanalls

Equally Thate; meanes bleffe; in rich men’s homes

1 bid kill fome beafts, but no Hecatombs,

None ftarve, none furfet fo; But (Oh) we allow,

36 - [ENIOr friar...
37 - [ENIHis hiers.
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Good workes as good, but out of fathion now, 1o
Like old rich wardrops; but my words none drawes
Within the vaft reach of th*huge ftatute lawes.

Satyre I1I

& /?3 inde pitty chokes my fpleene; brave fcorn forbids

eellop
(é}"?_ﬂz{gjl Thofe teares to iffue which fwell my eye-lids;
(@_) @&g‘) I muft not laugh, nor weepe finnes, and be wife,
QE@(X(\\ Can railing then cure thefe worne maladies?
QTR AL Is not our Miftreffe faire Religion, 5
As worthy of all our Soules devotion,
As vertue was to the firft blinded age?
Are not heaven’s joyes as valiant to affwage
Lulfts, as earth’s honour was to them? Alas,
As wee do them in meanes, fhall they furpaffe 10
Us in the end, and fhall thy fathers fpirit
Meete blinde Philofophers in heaven, whofe merit
Of ftrict life may be imputed faith, and heare
Thee, whom hee taught {0 eafie wayes and neare
To follow, damn’d? O if thou dar'ft, feare this; 15
This feare great courage, and high valour is.
Darft thou ayd mutinous Dutch, and dar'ft thoulay
Thee in fhips woodden Sepulchers, aprey
Toleaders rage, to ftormes, to {hot, to dearth?
Darft thou dive feas, and dungeons of the earth? 20
Halt thou couragious fire to thaw the ice
Of frozen North difcoueries? and thrife
Colder then Salamanders, like divine
Children in th'oven, fires of Spaine, and the line,
Whofe countries limbecks to our bodies bee, 25
Canft thou for gaine beare? and muff every hee
Which cryes not, Goddefle, to thy Miftrefle, draw,
Or eate thy poyfonous words? courage of {traw!
O defperate coward, wilt thou feeme bold, and
To thy foes and his (who made thee to ftand 30
Sentinell in his world’s ga.rrifon) thus yeeld,
And for forbidden warres, leave th'appointed field?
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Know thy foes: The foule Devill (whom thou
Striveft to pleafe,) for hate, notlove, would allow
Thee faine, his whole Realme to be quit; and as
The world’s all parts wither away and pafle,

So the world’s felfe, thy otherlov'd foe, is

Inher decrepit wayne, and thouloving this,
Doftlove a withered and worne ftrumpet; laft,
Fleth (it felfes death) and joyes which flefh can tafte,
Thouloveft; and thy faire goodly foule, which doth
Give this fleth power to tafte joy, thou doft loath.
Seeke true religion. O where? Mirreus

Thinking her unhous’d here, and fled from us,
Seekes her at Rome; there, becaufe hee doth know
That {hee was there a thoufand yeares agoe,
Heloves her ragges {o, as wee here obey

The ftatecloth where the Prince fate yefterday.
Crantz to fuch brave Loves will not be inthrall-d,
Butloves her onely, who at Genevais call"d
Religion, plaine, fimple, fullen, yong,
Contemptuous, yet unhanfome; As among
Lecherous humors, there is one that judges

No wenches wholfome, but courfe country drudges.
Graius ftayes ftill at home here, and becaufe

Some Preachers, vile ambitious bauds, and lawes
Still newlike fathions, bid him thinke that {hee
Which dwels with us, is onely perfect, hee
Imbraceth her, whom his Godfathers will

Tender to him, being tender, as Wards ftill

Take fuch wives as their Guardians offer, or

Pay valewes. Careleffe Phrygius doth abhorre

All, becaufe all cannot be good, as one

Knowing fome women whores, dares marry none.
Graccus loves all as one, and thinkes that fo

As women do in divers countries goe

In divers habits, yet are ftill one kinde,

So doth, fo is Religion; and this blind-

nefle too much light breeds; but unmoved thou
Of force muft one, and forc’d but one allow;

And the right; aske thy father which s thee,

Let him aske his; though truth and falfhood bee
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Neare twins, yet truth alittle elder is;

Be bufie to feeke her, beleeve mee this,

Hee’s not of none, nor worft, that feekes the beft. 75
To adore, or {corne an image, or proteft,

May all be bad; doubt wifely; in {trange way

To ftand inquiring right, is not to {tray;

To fleepe, or runne wrong, is. On ahuge hill,

Cragged, and fteep, Truth ftands, and hee that will 8o
Reach her, about muft, and about muft goe;

And what the hills fuddennes refifts, winne fo;

Yet ftrive fo, that before age, death’s twilight,

Thy Soule reft, for none can worke in that night.

To will, implyes delay, therefore now doe: 85
Hard deeds, the bodies paines; hard knowledge too

The minde’s indeavours reach, and myfteries

Are like the Sunne, dazling, yet plaine to all eyes.

Keepe the truth which thou haft found; men do not ftand

In{foill cafe here, that God hath with his hand 90
Sign'd King’s blanck-charters tokill whom they hate,

Nor are they Vicars, but hangmen to Fate.

Foole and wretch, wilt thou let thy Soule be tyed

To mans lawes, by which fhe fhall not be tryed

At thelaft day? Oh, will it then boot thee 95
To fay a Philip, or a Gregory,

A Harry, or a Martin taught thee this?

Is not this excufe for mere contraries,

Equally ftrong? cannot both fides fay fo?

That thou mayeft rightly obey power, her bounds know; 100
Thofe paft, her nature, and name is chang’d; to be

Then humble to her is idolatrie.

As ftreames are, Power is; thofe bleft flowers that dwell

At the rough ftreames calme head, thrive and do well,

But havingleft their roots, and themfelves given 10§
To the ftreames tyrannous rage, alas, are driven

Through mills, and rockes, and woods, and at laft, amoft

Confumd in going, in the feaare loft:

So perifh Soules, which more chufe mens unjuft

Power from God daymd, then God himfelfe to truft. 10
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Satyr ITTT

ell; I may now receive, and die; My finne
/ Indeed is great, but Thave beene in
(93\\ L% 3‘5. A Purgat?rxe, fuch as fear'd hell is .
V/g? ) A recreation to, and fcarfe map of this.

) NI My minde, neither with pride-s itch, nor yethathbeen 5
Poyfond withlove to fee, or to bee feene,
Thad no fuit there, nor new fuite to thew,
Yet went to Court; But as Glaze which did goe
To’aMaffe in jeft, catch’d, was faine® to disburfe
The hundred markes, which is the Statute’s curfe; 10
Before he fcapt, Soit pleas’d my deftinie
(Guilty of my {in of going,) to thinke me
As prone to allill, and of good as forget-
full, as proud, as luftfull, and as much in debt,
As vaine, as witlefle, and as falfe as they 15
Which dwell at Court, for once going that way.
Therefore I fuffered this; Towards me did runne
A thing more ftrange, then on Nile’s {lime, the Sunne
E’r bred; or all which into Noah’s Arke came;
A thing, which would have pos'd Adam to name; 20
Stranger then feaven Antiquaries ftudies,
Then Africk’s Monfters, Guianae’s rarities.
Stranger then ftrangers; One, who for a Dane,
In the Dane’s Maffacre had fure beene {laine,
Ifhe had liv'd then; And without helpe dies, 25
When next the Prentifes'gain{t Strangers rife.
One, whom the watch at noone lets {carce goe by,
One, to whom, the examining Juftice fure would cry,
Sir, by your priefthood tell me what you are.
His cloths were ftrange, though coarfe; and black, though bare; 30
Sleevelefle his jerkin was, and it had beene
Velvet, but'twas now (fo much ground was feene)
Become Tufftaffatie”; and our children fhall
See it plaine Rafhe awhile, then nought at all.

38 - [EN1 Well-pleased.
39 - [ENI Zartuffe is one of Moliére’s most famous theatrical comedies (produced 30 years
after Donne’s death...).
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This thing hath travail’d, and faith, fpeakes all tongues 35
And only knoweth what to all States belongs.

Made of th*Accents, and beft phrafe of all thefe,

He fpeakes no language; If ftrange meats difpleafe,

Art can deceive, or hunger force my taft,

But Pedant’s motley tongue, fouldiers bumbaft, 40
Mountebanke’s drugtongue, nor the termes of law

Are ﬁ:rong enough preparatives, to draw

Me to beare this: yet I muft be content

With his tongue, in his tongue, call'd complement:

In which he can win widdowes, and pay fcores, 45
Make men {peake treafon, cofen fubtleft whores,

Out-flatter favorites, or outlie either

Jovius, or Surius, or both together.

He names mee, and comes to mee; I whifper, God!

Howhave I finnd, that thy wraths furious rod, 50
This fellow chufeth me? He faith, Sir,

Tlove your judgement; Whom doe you prefer,

For the beft linguift? And I feelily

Said, that I thought Calepine’s Dictionarie;

Nay, but of men, moft fweet Sir; Beza then, 55
Some other Jefuites, and two reverend men

Of our two Academies, I named; There

He ftopt mee, and faid; Nay, your Apoftles were

Good pretty linguifts, and fo Panurge was;

Yet apoore gentleman, all thefe may paffe 60
By travaile. Then, as if he would have fold

His tongue, he prais'd it, and fuch wonders told

That I was faine to fay, If youhad liv-d, Sir,

Time enough to have beene Interpreter

To Babell’s bricklayers, fure the Tower had ftood. 65
He adds, If of court life you knew the good,

You would leave loneneffe. I faid, not alone

My loneneffe is, but Spartane’s fafhion,

To teach by painting drunkards, doth notlaft

Now; Aretine’s pictures have made few chaft; 70
No more can Prince’s courts, though there be few

Better pictures of vice, teach me vertue;

He, like to ahigh ftretcht lute ftring fqueakt, O Sir,

“Tis fweet to talke of Kings. At Weftminfter,



FoHN DoNNE 95

Said I, The man that keepes the Abbey tombes, 75
And for his price doth with who ever comes,

Of all our Harries, and our Edward’s talke,

From King to King and all their kin can walke:

Your eares fhall heare nought, but Kings; your eyes meet

Kings only; The way toit, is Kingﬁ:reet. 8o
He fmack’d, and cry’d, He’s bafe, Mechanique, coarfe,

So are all your Englifhmen in their difcourfe.

Are not your Frenchmen neate? Mine? as you fee,

I'have but one Frenchman®’, looke, hee followes mee.

(erte*'s they are neatly clothd; I, of this minde am, 85
Your only wearing is your Grogaram.

Not {o Sir, I have more. Under this pitch

He would not flie; I chaff*d him; But as Itch

Scratchd into fmart, and as blunt iron ground

Into an edge, hurts worfe: So, I (foole) found, 90
Croﬁing hurt mee; To fit my fullennefle,

He to another key, his ftile doth addreffe,

And askes, what newes? I tell him of new playes.

He takes my hand, and as a Still, which ftaies

A Sembriefe®, ‘twixt each drop, he nigardly, 95
Asloth to enrich mee, {o tells many alye.

More then ten Hollenfheads, or Halls, or Stowes,

Of triviall houfhold trafh he knowes; He knowes

When the Queene frown’d, or fmil’d, and he knowes what

A fubtle States-man may gather of that; 100
He knowes who loves; whom; and who by poyfon

Hafts to an Offices reverfion;

He knowes who’hath fold his land, and now doth beg

Alicence, old iron, bootes, fhooes, and egge-

thels to tranfport; Shortly boyes fhall not play 105
At fpan-counter, or blow-point, but they pay

Toll to fome Courtier; And wifer then all us,

He knowes what Ladie is not painted; Thus

He with home-meats tries me; I belch, fpue, fpit,

Looke pale, and fickly, like a Patient; Yet 1o
He thrufts on more; And as if he’d undertooke

40 - [ENI Possibly Antoine Favre, baron de Pérouges (1557 - 1624) ?
41-[EN1French for certainly.
42 - [EN]Or semi-bréve, along musical note.
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To fay Gallo-Belgicus without booke

Speakes of all States, and deeds, that have been fince
The Spaniards came, to the loffe of Amyens.
Like a bigge wife, at fight of loathed meat,
Readie to travaile: So I figh, and fweat

To heare this Makeron talke: In vaine; for yet,
Either my humour, or his owne to fit,

He like apriviledgd fpie, whom nothing can
Difcredit, Libells now’gain{t each great man.

He names a price for every office paid;

He faith, our warres thrive ill, becaufe delard;
That offices are entail’d, and that there are
Perpetuities of them, lafting as farre

As the laft day; And that great officers,

Doe with the Pirates fhare, and Dunkirkers.
Who wafts in meat, in dothes, in horfe, he notes;
Wholoves whores, who boyes, and who goats.

I more amas’d then Circe’s® prifoners, when
They felt themfelves turne beafts, felt my felfe then
Becomming Traytor, and mee thought I faw
One of our Giant Statutes ope his jaw

To fucke me in; for hearing him, I found

That as burnt venome Leachers do grow found
By giving others their {oares, I might growe
Guilty, and he free: Therefore I did fhew

All fignes of loathing; But fince lam in,

I'muff pay mine, and my forefather’s finne

To the laft farthing; Therefore to my power
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Toughly and {tubbornly I beare this croffe; But the’houre 140

Of mercy now was come; He tries to bring

Me to pay a fine to fcape his torturing,

And faies, Sir, can you fpare me; I faid, willingly;
Nay, Sir, can you fpare me a crowne? Thankfully I
Gave it, as Ranfome; But as fidlers, ftill,
Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will
Thruft one more jigge upon you: {o did hee
With his long complementall thankes vexe me.
But he is gone, thankes to his needy want,

And the prerogative of my Crowne: Scant

43 - [ENI1Cf: Homer’s Odessy, Book X.
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His thankes were ended, when I, (which did fee
All the court fill'd with more {trange things then hee)
Ran from thence with fuch or more haft, then one
Who feares more actions, doth make from prifon.
At home in wholefome f{olitarineffe

My precious foule began, the wretchednefle

Of fuiters at court to mourne, and a trance

Like his, who dreamt he faw hell, did advance

It felfe on mee, Such men as he faw there,

I faw at court, and worfe, and more; Low feare
Becomes the guiltic, not the accufer; Then,

Shall I, nones flave*, of high borne, or rais’"d men
Feare frownes? And, my Miftreffe Truth, betray thee
To th'huffing braggart, puft Nobility?

No, no, Thou which fince yefterday haft beene
Almoft about the whole world, haft thou feene,

O Sunne, in all thy journey, Vanitie,

Such as fwells the bladder of our court?

Thinke he which made your waxen garden, and
Tranfported it from Italy to ftand

With us, at London, flouts our Prefénce, for

Juft fuch gay painted things, which no fappe, nor
Taft have in them, ours are; And naturall

Some of the ftocks are, their fruits, baftard all.

“Tis ten a dock and paft; All whom the Mues,
Baloune, Tennis, Dyet, or the ftewes,

Had all the morning held, now the fecond

Time made ready, that day, in flocks, are found

In the Prefence, and I, (God pardon mee.)

As frefh, and fweet their Apparrells be, as bee

The fields they fold to buy them; For aKing
Thofe hofe are, cry the flatterers; And bring
Them next weeke to the Theatre to fell;

Wants reach all ftates; Me feemes they doe as well
At ftage, as court; All are players; who e’rlookes
(For themfelves dare not goe) o’r Cheapfide books,
Shall finde their wardrops Inventory. Now,

The Ladies come; As Pirats, which doe know

44 -[ENINo one’s slave?
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That there came weak fhips fraught with Cutchannel®,

The men board them; and praife, as they thinke, well, 190
Their beauties; they the mens wits; Both are bought.

Why good wits ne’r weare {carlet gownes, I thought

This caufe, Thefe men, men’s wits for fpeeches buy,

And women buy all reds which fcarlets die.

He calld her beauty limetwigs, her haire net; 195
She feares her drugs ill laid, her haire loofe fet.

Would not Heradlitus laugh to fee Macrine,

From hat to fhooe, himfelfe at doore refine,

As if the Prefence were a Mofchite*, and lift

His skirts and hofe, and call his dothes to thrift, 200
Making them confeffe not only mortall

Grreat ftaines and holes in them; but veniall

Feathers and duft, wherewith they fornicate:

And then by Durer's rules furvay the ftate

Of his each limbe, and with ﬁ:rings the odds trye 205
Of his neck to his legge, and walt to thighe.

So in immaculate clothes, and Symetrie

Perfect as circles, with fuch nicetie

As ayoung Preacher at his firft time goes

To preach, he enters, and a Lady which owes 210
Him not fo much as good will, he arrefts,

And unto her protefts protefts protefts,

So much as at Rome would ferve to have throwne

Ten Cardinalls into the Inquifition;

And whifperd by Jefu, {o often, that A 215
Purfevant would have ravifh’d him away

For ﬁying of our Ladies pfalter; But-tis fit

That they each other plague, they merit it.

But here comes Glorius that will plague them both,

Who, in the other extreme, only doth 220
Call a rough careleflenefle, good fathion;

Whofe doak his {purres teare; whom he fpits on

He cares not, His ill words doe no harme

To him; he rutheth in, as if arme, arme,

He meant to crie; And though his face be asill 225
As theirs which in old hangings Whip Chrift, ftill

45 - [EN Possibly cochineal, a pigment?

46 -[EN1 A Moschite from mosque, thus a Muslim.
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He ftrives tolooke worfe, he keepes all in awe;
Jeafts like alicenc’d foole, commands like law.
Tyr'd, now Ileave this place, and but pleasd fo
As men which from gaoles to execution goe,
Goe through the great chamber (why is it hung
With the feaven deadly finnes?). Being among
Thofe Askaparts, men big enough to throw
Charing Croffe for a barre, men that doe know
No token of worth, but Queene’s man, and fine
Living, barrells of beefe, flaggons of wine;
Ifhooke like a {pyed Spie. Preachers which are
Seas of Wit and Arts, you can, then dare,
Drowne the finnes of this place, for, for mee
Which am but a fcarce brooke, it enough fhall bee
To wath the {taines away; Although I yet

With Macchabee’ s modeftie, the knowne merit
Of my worke leflen: yet fome wife man fhall,
Thope, efteeme my writs Canonicall.

SaTtYREV

| hou fhalt not laugh in this leafe, Muse, nor they

Whom any pitty warmes; He which did lay

Y| Rules to make Courtiers, (hee being underftood

4 May make good Courtiers, but who Courtiers good?)
é" Frees from the {ting of jefts all who in extreme

Are wreched or wicked: of thefe two a theame

Charity and liberty give me. What is hee

Who Officers rage, and Suiters mifery

Can write, and jeft? If all things be in all,

As I thinke, fince all, which were, are, and fhall

Bee, be made of the fame elements:

Each thing, each thing implyes or reprefents.

Then man is a world; in which, Officers

Are the vaft ravithing feas; and Suiters,

Springs; now full, now thallow, now drye; which, to

That which drownes them, run: Thefe felfe reafons do
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Prove the world aman, in which, officers

Are the devouring ftomacke, and Suiters

The excrements, which they voyd. All men are duft;

How much worfe are Suiters, who to men’s luft 20
Are made preyes? O worfe then duft, or worme’s meat,

For they do eate you now, whofe felves wormes {hall eate.

They are the mills which grinde you, yet you are

The winde which drives them; and a waftfull warre

Is fought againft you, and you fight it; they 25
Adulterate lawe, and you prepare their way

Like wittals; th'iffue your owne ruine is.

Greateft and faireft Emprefle, know you this?

Alas, no more then Thames calme head dothknow

Whofe meades her armes drowne, or whofe corne o’rflow: 30
You Sir, whofe righteousfnes the loves, whom I

By having leave to ferve, am moft richly

For fervice paid, authoriz’d, now beginne

Toknow and weed out this enormous finne.

O Age of rufty iron! Some better wit 35
Call it fome worfe name, if ought equall it3

The iron Age that was, when juftice was fold; now

Injuftice is fold dearer farre. Allow

All demands, fees, and duties, gamﬁcrs, anon

The mony which you fiweat, and fweare for, is gon 40
Into other hands: So controverted lands

Scape, like Angelica, the {triver’s hands.

If Law be in the Judge’s heart, and hee

Have no heart to refift letter, or fee,

Where wilt thou appeale? powre of the Courts below 45
Flow from the firft maine head, and thefé can throw

Thee, if they fucke thee in, to mifery,

To fetters, halters; But if the injury

Steele thee to dare complaine, Alas, thou go°ft

Againﬁ: the ftream, when upwards: when thou art moft 50
Heavy and moft faint; and in thefe labours they,

‘Gainft whom thou fhould"ft complaine, will in the way

Become great feas, o’r which, when thou fhalt bee

Forc'd to make golden bridges, thou fhalt fee

That all thy gold was drown’d in them before; 55
All things follow their like, only who have may have more.
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Judges are Gods; he who made and faid them fo,

Meant not that men fhould be forc'd to them to goe,

By meanes of Angels; When fupplications

We fend to God, to Dominations, 60
Powers, Cherubins, and all heavens Courts, if wee

Should pay fees as here, Daily bread would be

Scarce to Kings; {0 tis. Would it not anger

A Stoicke, a coward, yeaa Martyr,

To fee a Purfivant come in, and call 65
All his cloathes, Copes; Bookes, Primers; and all

His Plate, Challices; and miftake them away,

And aske a fee for comming? Oh, ne’r may

Faire lawes white reverend name be ftrumpeted,

To warrant thefts: {he is eftablifhed 70
Recorder to Deftiny, on earth, and {hee

Speakes Fates words, and but tells us who muft bee

Rich, who poore, who in chaires, who in jayles:

Shee is all faire, but yet hath foule long nailes,

With which {he feracheth Suiters; In bodies 75
Of men, {0 in law, nailes are th’extremities,

So Officers ftretch to more then Law can doe,

As our nailes reach what no elfe part comes to.

Why bareft thou to yon Officer? Foole, Hath hee

Got thofe goods, for which erft men bar'd to thee? 8o
Foole, twice, thrice, thou haft bought wrong, and now hungerly

Begft right; But that dole comes not till thefe dye.

Thou had*{t much, and lawes Urim and Thummim trie

Thou wouldft for more; and for all haff paper

Enough to doath all the great Carrick’s Pepper. 85
Sell that, and by that thou much more fhaltleefe,

Then Haman, when he fold his Antiquities.

O wretch that thy fortunes {hould moralize

Efop’s fables, and make tales, prophefies.

Thouwrart the fivimming dog whom thadows cofened?, 90
And div'ft, neare drowning, for what’s vanifhed.

47-[EN1 To deceive.
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Vreox M* TaomMas Coryat’s CRUDITIES

\ AJ_

Y@Je“\\.‘? ﬁ h to what height will love of greatnesse drive
( w Thy leavened fpirit, Sefqui-fuperlative?
\ / ’ Venice vaft lake thou hadft feen, and would feek than
‘»?‘\f( “ ‘) Some vafter thing, and found'ft a Curtizan.
QS—/ That inland Seahaving difcovered well, 5
A Cellar gu]fe, where one might faile to hell
From Heydelberg, thoulongdft to fee: And thou
This Booke, greater then all, produceft now.
Infinite worke, which doth fo far extend,
That none can ftudy it to any end. 10
“Tis no one thing, it is not fruit nor roote;
Nor poorelylimited with head or foot.
If man be therefore man, becaufe he can
Reafon, and laugh, thy booke doth halfe make man.
One halfe being made, thy modeftie was fuch, 15
That thou on th’other half would{t never touch.
When wilt thou be at full, great Lunatique?
Not till thou exceed the world? Canft thou be like
A profperous nofe-borne wenne*, which fometimes growes
To be farre greater then the Mother-nofe? 20
Goe then; and as to thee, when thou didft go,
Munfter did Townes, and Gefner Authors thow,
Mount now to Gallo-belgicus; appear
As deepe a States-man, as a Gazettier.
Homely and familiarly, when thou com’ft back, 25
Talke of Will. (Conguerour, and Prefter lack,
Go bafhfull man, left here thou blufh to looke
Vpon the progrefle of thy glorious booke,
To which both Indies facrifices fend;
The Weft fent gold, which thou didft freely fpend, 30
(Meaning to {ee’t no more) upon the preffe.
The Eaft fends hither her delicioufnefie;
And thyleaves muft imbrace what comes from thence,
The Myrrhe, the Pepper, and the Frankincenfe.

48 - [ENIA Goiter? “A swelling, bunch, or lumpe of flesh vnder the throat; verie common

among those which dwell about the Alpes, because they vse to drinke much cold, and
vnwholesome water.” (Randle Cotgrave e Dictionary of the French and English Tongues. 1611)
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This magnifies thy leaves; but if they ftoope

To neighbour wares, when Merchants do unhoope
‘Voluminous barrels; if thy leaves do then
Convey thefe wares in parcels unto men;

If for vaft Tons of Currans, and of Figs,

Of Medicinall and Aromatique twigs,
Thyleaves a better method do provide,

Divide to pounds, and ounces fub-divide;

If they ftoope lower yet, and vent our wares,
Home-manufactures, to thick popular Faires,

If omni-praegnant there, upon warme ftalls,
They hatch all wares for which the buyer calls;
Then thus thyleaves we juftly may commend,
That they all kinde of matter comprehend.
Thus thou, by means which th’Ancients never took,
A Pandect® makeft, and Vniverfall Booke.

The braveft Heroes, for publike good,
Scattered in divers Lands their limbs and blood.
Worft malefactors, to whom men are prize,

Do publike good, cut in Anatomies;

So will thy booke in peeces; fora Lord

Which cafts at Portefcues, and all the board,
Provide whole books; each leafe enough will be
For friends to paffe time, and keep company.
Can all caroufe up thee? no, thou muft fit
Meafures; and fill out for the half-pint wit:
Some fhall wrap pils, and fave a friends life fo,
Some fhall ftop muskets, and {okill a foe.

Thou {halt not eafe the Criticks of next age

So much, at once their hunger to affwage:

Nor fhall wit-pirats hope to finde theelye

Allin one bottome, in one Librarie.

Some Leaves may paﬁze ftrings there in other books,
And {o one may, which on anotherlooks,

Pilfer, alas, alittle wit from you;™

But hardly much; and yet I think this true;

As Sibyls was, your booke is myfticall,

49 -[EN1An encydopedia or almanac? “A booke treating of all matters.

English Dictionary. 1623)
50 - I meane from one page which shall paste strings in a booke
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For every peece is as much worth as all.

Therefore mine impotency I confefle,

The healths which my braine bears muft be far leffe:

Thy Gyant-wit'orethrowes me, I am gone; 75
And rather then read all, I would reade none.

IN EUNDEM MACARONICON

uot, dos haec, +Linguists+ perfetti, Disticha fairont,
Dot cuerdos +States-men+, hic livre fara tuus.

Es fat a my I'bonneur eftre bic intefo; (ar +I leave+
2 L'bonra, de perfonne neftre creduto, tibi.

Explicit Foannes Donne.
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LETTERS TO
SEVERALL

PERSONAGES

THE STORME - To M* CHRISTOPHER BROOKE

hou which art I, ("tis nothing to be foe)
Thou which art ftill thy felfe, by thefe fhalt know
g7\]| Part of our paffage; And, ahand, or eye
By Hilliard drawne, is worth an hiftory,
s By a worfe painter made; and (without pride)
When by thy judgment they are dignifid,

My lines are fuch: “Tis the preheminence

Of friendfhip onely toimpute excellence.

England to whom we’owe, what we be, and have,

Sad that her fonnes did {eeke a forraine grave

(For, Fates, or Fortunes drifts none can foothfay,

Honour and mifery have one face and way.)

From out her pregnant intrailes figh’d a winde

Which at th’ayres middle marble roome did finde

Such ftrong refiftance, that it felfe it threw

Downeward againe; and fo when it did view

How in the port, our fleet deare time did leefe,
Witheringlike prifoners, whichlye but for fees,

Mildly it kift our failes, and, frefh and fiveet,

As to aftomack fterv'd, whofe infides meete,

Meate comes, it came; and fwole our failes, when wee
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So joyd, as Sara’ ber fwelling joy-d to fee.

But ‘twas but fo kinde, as our countrimen,

Which bring friends one dayes way, and leave them then.

Then like two mighty Kings, which dwelling farre 25
Afunder, meet againit a third to warre,

The South and Weft winds joyn’d, and, as they blew,

Waves like a rowling trench before them threw.

Sooner then you read thisline, did the gale,

Like fhot, not fear'd till felt, our failes affaile; 30
And what at fir{t was calld aguft, the fame

Hath now a ftormes, anon a tempef’ts name.

Ionas, 1 pitty thee, and curfe thofe men,

Who when the {torm rag’d moft, did wake thee then;

Sleepe is paine’s eafieft falue, and doth fullfill 35
All offices of death, except tokill.

But when I wakt, I faw, that I faw not;

1, and the Sunne, which thould teach mee’had forgot

Eaft, Weft, Day, Night, and I could onely fay,

Ifthe world had lafted, now it had beene day. 40
Thoufands our noyfes were, yet wee'mongft all

Could none by his right name, but thunder call:

Lightning was all our light, and it rain’d more

Then if the Sunne had drunke the fea before.

Some coffin’d in their cabbins lye, equally 45
Griev'd that they are not dead, and yet muft dye;

And as {in-burd’ned foules from graves will creepe,

At thelaft day, fome forth their cabbins peepe:

And trcmblingly’askc what newes, and doe heare fo,

Like jealous husbands, what they would not know. 50
Some fitting on the hatches, would feeme there,

With hideous gazing to feare away feare.

Then note they the fhip’s fickneffes, the Maft

Shakd with this ague, and the Hold and Waft

With a falt dropfie dog’d, and all our tacklings 55
Snapping, like too-high-{tretched treble ftrings.

And from our totterd failes, ragges drop downe fo,

As from one hang’d in chaines, a yeare agoe.

Even our Ordinance plac'd for our defence,

Strive to breake loofe, and {cape away from thence. 60
Pumping hath tir'd our men, and what’s the gaine?
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Seas into feas throwne, we fuck in againe;

Hearing hath deaf*d our faylers; and if they

Knewhow to heare, there’s none knowes what to fay.

Compa.r'd to thefe ftormes, deathis buta qualme, 65
Hell fomewhat lightfome, and the'Bermuda calme.

Darknefle, lights elder brother, his birth-right

Claims o°r this world, and to heaven hath chas*d light.

All things are one, and that one none can be,

Since all formes, uniforme deformity 70
Doth cover, {o that wee, except God fay

Another Fiat, {hall have no more day.

So violent, yet long thefe furies bee,

That though thine abfence fterve” me,’I wifh not thee.

Tue CaLME

ur {torme is past, and that fform’s tyrannous rage,

A ftupid calme, but nothing it, doth fwage.

The fable is inverted, and farre more

A blocke afflicts, now, then a ftorke before.

Stormes chafe, and foone weare out themfelves, orus; 5
In calmes, Heaven laughs to fee us languifh thus.

As fteady’as I can wifh, that my thoughts were,

Smooth as thy miftrefle glafle, or what thines there,

The feais now. And, as the Iles which wee

Seeke, when wee can move, our fhips rooted bee. 10
As water did in ftormes, now pitch runs out:

Aslead, when a fir'd Church becomes one fpout.

And all our beauty, and our trimme, decayes,

Like courts removing, or like ended playes.

The fighting place now feamens ragges fupply; 15
And all the tackling is a frippery.

No ufe of lanthornes”; and in one placelay

Feathers and duft, to day and yefterday.

51 - [EN] Anger, or feede. (Timothy Bright (haractery: eAn ert of Short, Swift, and Secret
Writing by (Character. 1588)

52 - [ENJ a Watch-tower, a Loure or Lanthorne on the top of ahouse, a window at the head
of aship. (John Florio Queen eAnna’s New World of Words . 1611)
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Earths hollowneffes, which the world’s lungs are,
Have no more winde then the upper valt of aire.
‘We can nor loft friends, nor fought foes recover,
But meteorlike, fave that wee move not, hover.
Onely the Calenture” together drawes

Deare friends, which meet dead in great fithes jawes:

And on the hatches as on Altars lyes

Each one, his owne Prieft, and owne Sacrifice.
Wholive, that miracle do multiply

Where walkers in hot Ovens, doe not dye.

If in defpite of thefe, wee {wimme, that hath
No more refrefhing, then our brimftone Bath,
But from the fea, into the fhip we turne,

Like parboyld wretches, on the coales to burne.
Like Bajazet encag’d, the thepheards fcoffe,
Or like {lacke finewd Sampfon, his haire off,
Languifh our fhips. Now, as a Miriade

Of Ants, durft th"Emperour’s lov’d fnake invade,
The crawling Gllies, Sea-goales, finny chips,
Might brave our Pinnaces, now bed-ridde thips.
Whether arotten ftate, and hope of gaine,

Or to difufe mee from the queafie paine

of being belov’d, and loving, or the thirft

Of honour, or faire death, out pufht mee firft,
Tlofe my end: for here as well as I

A defperate maylive, and a coward die.
Stagge, dogge, and all which from, or towards flies,
Is paid withlife, or pray, or doing dyes.

Fate grudges us all, and doth fubtlylay

A {courge,gain{t which wee all forget to pray,
He that at fea prayes for more winde, as well
Under the poles may begge cold, heat in hell.
What are wee then? Howlittle more alas

Is man now, then before he was? he was
Nothing; for us, wee are for nothing fit;
Chance, or our felves ftill difproportion it.
Wee have no power, no will, no fenfe; Ilye,

1 {hould not then thus feele this miferie.
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53 - [ENJa burning Feaver, or an Ague. (Thomas Blount Glossographia or a Dictionary. 1656)
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To S®* Hexry WoTTON*

ir, more then kisses, letters mingle Soules;
For, thus friends abfent fpeake. This eafe controules
| The tedioufnefle of mylife: But for thefe
34| Tcould ideate nothing, which could pleate,
But I thould wither in one day, and paffe 5
Toabottle’of Hay, that am alocke of Graffe.
Life is a voyage, and in our life’s wayes

Countries, Courts, Towns are Rockes, or Remoraes;

They breake or ftop all thips, yet our ftate’s fuch,

That though then pitch they ftaine worfe, wee muft touch. 10
If in the furnace of the even line,

Or under thradverfe icy poles thou pine,

Thouknowft two temperate Regions girded in,

Dwell there: But Oh, what rcfugc canit thou winne

Parchd in the Court, and in the country frozen? 15
Shall cities, built of both extremes, be chofen?

Can dung and garlike be’a perfume? or can

A Scorpion and Torpedo” cure aman?

Cities are worft of all three; of all three

(Oknottie riddle) each is worft equally. 20
Cities are Sepulchers; they who dwell there

Are carcafes, as if no fuch there were.

And Courts are Theaters, where fome men play

Princes, fome flaves, all to one end, and of one day.

The Country is adefert, where no good, 25
Gain’d (as habits, not borne,) is underftood.

There men become beafts, and prone to more evils;

In cities blockes, and in alewd court, devills.

As in the firft Chaos confufedly

Each elements qualities were in the’other three; 30
So pride, luft, covetize, being feverall

To thefe three places, yet all are in all,

And mingled thus, their iffue inceftuous.

54 - [EN] Sir Henry Wotton (1568 - 1639) was an English author, diplomat and politician
who sat in the House of Commons in 1614 and 1625.

55 - [EN] “The Torpedo, or Crampe-fish.” (Randle Cotgrave e/ Dictionary of the French
and English Tongues. 1611)
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Falthood is denizon’d*. Virtue is barbarous.

Let no man fay there, Virtue’s flintie wall

Shall locke vice in mee, Ill do none, but know all.
Men are fpunges, which to poure out, receive,
Whoknow falfe play, rather thenlofe, deceive.

For in beft underftandings, finne beganne,

Angels finnd firft, then Devills, and then man.
Onely perchance beaft finne not; wretched wee

Are beafts in all, but white integritie.

I thinke if men, which in thefe places live
Durftlooke for themfelves, and themfelves retrive,
They would like ftrangers greet themfelves, feeing than
Utopian youth, growne old Italian.

Be thou thine owne home, and in thy felfe dwell;
Inne any where, continuance maketh hell.

And feeing the {naile, which every where doth rome,
Carrying his owne houfe ftill, ftill is at home,

Follow (for he is eafie pacd) this fnaile,

Bee thine owne Palace, or the world’s thy gaile.
And in the world’s fea, do not like corke fleepe
Upon the water’s face; nor in the deepe

Sinke like alead without aline: but as

Fithes glidc, 1eaving no print where they pafle,

Nor making found; {o dofely thy courfe goe,

let men difpute, whether thou breathe, or no.
Onely’in this one thing, be no Galenift: To make
Courts hot ambitions wholefome, do not take

A dramme of Countries dulnefle; do not adde
Correctives, but as chymiques, purge the bad.

But, Sir, I advife not you, I rather doe

Say o’er thofe leffons, which Ilearnd of you:
Whom, free from German ichifmes, and lightness
Of France, and faire Italie’s faithlefneffe,

Having from thefe fuck’d all they had of worth,
And brought home that faith, which you carried forth,
I throughlylove. But if my felfe, 'have wonne
Toknow my rules, I have, and you have

DonnNE
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56 - [ENI “to make a freeman or denizon; to incorporate into a society or body politick”.
(Nathan Bailey Oniversal Etymological English Dictionary. 1737)
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To S®™ HExrY GOODYERE

ho makes the Past, a patterne for next yeare,
b Turnes no newleafe, but ftill the fame things reads,
QAN /X 3‘5. Seene things, he fees againe, heard things doth heare,

4 V/g? 3 And makes his life, but like a paire of beads.
e | (A

A Palace, when’tis that, which it fhould be,

Leaves growing, and ftands fuch, or elfe decayes:

But hee which dwels there, 1s not fo; for hee

Strives to urge upward, and his fortune raife;

So had your body'her morning, hath her noone,
And fhall not better; her next change is night:

But her faire larger gueft, to'whom Sun and Moone
Are fparkes, and thortliv’d, daimes another right.

The noble Soule by age growes luftier,
Her appetite, and her digeftion mend,
Wee muft not {terve, nor hope to pamper her
With women’s milke, and pappe unto the end.

Provide you manlyer dyet; you have feene
Alllibraries, which are Schools, Camps, and Courts;
But aske your Garners if you have not beene

In harvefts, too indulgent to your fports.

Would you redeeme it? then your felfe tranfplant

A while from hence. Perchance outlandith ground
Beares no more wit, then ours, but yet more fcant
Are thofe diverfions there, which here abound.

Tobea ﬁrangcr hath that benefit,

Wee can beginnings, but not habits choke.
Goe; whither? Hence; you get, if you forget;
New faults, till they prefcribe in us, are fmoake.

Our foule, whofe country’is heaven, and God her father,
Into this world, corruptions finke, is fent,
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Yet, fo much in her travaile the doth gather,
That {he returnes home, wifer then the went;

It payes you well, if it teach you to fpare,

And make you,’athm’d, to make your hawks praife, yours,

Which when herfelfe the leflens in the aire, 35
You then firft fay, that high enough the toures.

However, keepe the lively taft youhold

Of God, love him as now, but feare him more,

And in your afternoones thinke what you told

And promis’d him, at morning prayer before. 40

Let fal{hood like a difcord anger you,

Elfe be not froward. But why doe I touch
Things, of which none is in your practife new,
And Tables, or fruit-trenchers teach as much;

But thus I make you keepe your promife Sir, 45
Riding I'had you, though you ftill ftaid there,

And in thefe thoughts, although you never ftirre,

You came with mee to Micham, and are here.

To M* Rowraxp Woopwarp

V\r\ ike one who’in her third widdowhood doth professe
W\ Her felfe aNunne, tyed to retirednefle,
So’affects my mufe now, a chaft fallownefle;

Since fhee to few, yet to too many’hath fhowne
Howlove-fong weeds, and Satyrique thornes are growne 5
Where feeds of better Arts, were early fown.

Though to ufe, and love Poétrie, to mee,
Betroth’d to no’one Art, be no’adulterie;
Omiffions of good, ill, as ill deeds bee.
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For though to us it feeme,’and be light and thinne,
Yet in thofe faithfull {cales, where God throwes in
Mens workes, vanity weighs as much as finne.

If our Soules have ftain’d their firft white, yet wee

May doth them with faith, and deare honeftie,
Which God imputes, as native puritie.

There is no Vertue, but Religion:
Wife, valiant, fober, juft, are names, which none
Want, which want not Vice—covering difcretion.

Seeke wee then our felves in our felves; for as
Men force the Sunne with much more force to pafle,
By gathering his beames with a chriftall glaffe;

So wee, If wee into our felves will turne,
Blowing our fparkes of vertue, may outburne
The ftraw, which doth about our hearts fojourne.

You know, Phyfitians, when they would infufe
Into any-oyle, the Soules of Simples, ufe
Places, where they maylie {till warme, to chufe.

So workes retirednefie in us; To rome
Giddily, and be every where, but at home,
Such freedome doth a banifhment become.

Wee are but farmers of our felves, yet may,
If we can ftocke our felves, and thrive, up-lay
Much, much deare treafure for the great rent day.

Manure thy felfe then, to thy felfe be’approv-d,
And with vaine outward things be no more mov-d,
But to know, that Ilove thee’and would be lov'd.
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To S* Hexry WooTtTON

@ ere’s no more newes, then vertue,’I may as well
Tell you (ales, or St Michaels tale for newes, as tell
)| That vice doth here habitually dwell.

B =¥ 9| Yet, as to'get {tomachs, we walke up and downe,

And toyle to fweeten reft, fo, may God frowne,
If, but toloth both, I haunt Court, or Towne.

For here no one is from the’extremitie
Of vice, by any other reafon free,
But that the next to’him, {till, is worfe then hee.

In this world’s warfare, they whom rugged Fate,
(God’s Commiffary, ) doth fo throughly hate,
As in'the Courts Squadron to marfhall their {tate:

If they ftand arm’d with feely honefty,
With withing prayers, and neat integritie,
Like Indians°gaint Spanifh hofts they bee.

Sufpitious boldneffe to this place belongs,
And tohave as many eares as all have tongues;
Tender to know, tough to acknowledge wrongs.

Beleeve mee Sir, in my youths giddieft dayes,
When to be like the Court, was a playes praife,

10

15

20

Playes were not {olike Courts, as Courtsare like playes.

Thenlet us at thefe mimicke antiques jeaft,
Whofe deepeff projects, and egregious gefts
Are but dull Moralls of agame at Chefts.

But nowtis incongruity to {mile,
Therefore I end; and bid farewell a while,
eAt Court; though From (ourt, were the better ftile.

25
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H: W: i2n Hiber: bel/zgemnti

ent you to conquer? and have fo muchlost
b Yourfelf, that what in you was beft and moft,
QAN /X 3‘5.' Refpective friendfhip, thould fo quickly dye?

0 V/g? 3 In publique gaine my fhare’is not fuch that I

Yo, e 24| Would lofe your love for Ireland: better cheap 5
I pardon death (who though he do not reap
Yet gleanes hee many of our frends away)
Then that your waking mind fhould bee aprey
Tolethargies. Lett {hott, and boggs, and skeines
With bodies deale, as fate bids and reftreynes; 10
Ere ficknefles attack, yong death is beft,
Who payes before his death doth fcape arrett.
Lett not your foule (at firft with graces filld,
And fince, and thorough crooked lymbecks”, ftilld
In many {chools and courts, which quicken it,) 15
It felf unto the Irifh negligence fubmit.
I aske not labored letters which thould weare
Long papers out: nor letters which thould feare
Difhoneft carriage: or afeer’s art:
Nor fuch as from the brayne come, but the hart. 20

"To THE COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD

i}jﬁi@ ADAME,

3 -,)}‘?f/_lg Reafon is our Soule’s left hand, Faith her right,
,\ /& By thefe wee reach divinity, that’s you;

A7) W Theirloves, who have the bleffings of your light,

Grew from their reafon, mine from faire faith grew.

B [
g@u‘/— &
NGk
AR

But as, although a {quint lefthandednefle 5
Beungracious, yet we cannot want that hand,

So would I, not to encreafe, but to exprefle

My faith, as I beleeve, {o underftand.

57 - [ENI a Lymbeck, or Furnace, in which Materials are calcined by the fire or flame.
(Thomas Blount Glossographia or a Dictionary. 1656)
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Therefore I ftudy you firft in your Saints,

Thofe friends, whom your election glorifies,
Then in your deeds, accefles, and reftraints,
And what you reade, and what your felfe devize.

But foone, the reafons why you'are lov'd by all,
Grow infinite, and {o paffe reafon’s reach,

Then backe againe toimplicite faith I fall,

And reft on what the Catholique voice doth teach;

That you are good: and not one Heretique

Denies it: if he did, yet you are fo.

For, rockes, which high top’d and deep rooted fticke,
Waves wafh, not undermine, nor overthrow.

In every thing there naturally growes

A Balfamum tokeepe it frefh, and new,
Iftwere not injur'd by extrinfique blowes;
Your birth and beauty are this Balme in you.

But you of learning and religion,
And vertue,’and fuch ingrcdicnts, have made
A methridate®, whofe operation
Keepes off, or cures what can be done or faid.

Yet, this is not your phyficke, but your food,

A dyet fit for you; for you are here

The firft good Angcll, fince the world’s frame ftood,
That ever did in woman’s thape appeare.

Since you are then God’s mafterpeece, and fo

His Factor for our loves; do as you doe,

Make your returne home gracious; and beftow
This life on that; fo make one life of two.

For fo God helpe mee,’I would not miffe you there
For all the good which you can do me here.

MISCEL ANAE
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58 -[ENJastrong Treadle or preservative against poison, devised at first by the Pontian King
Mithridates, from whom it took name. (Thomas Blount Glossographia or a Dictionary. 1656)
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To THE COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD

RN 5
& N
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5/ -)ﬁ) ADAME,
2 ) f)‘—.lé You have refin’d mee, and to worthyeft things

3 SR

[ \)I % 3.; (Vertue, Art, Beauty, Fortune,) now I fee
@\f? R(FSM 7

Ry ’%—?ﬁ

Two ills can ne’re perplexe us, finne to'excufe;

But of two good things, we mayleave and chufe.

b
i) _
7 \ Rarenefle, or ufe, not nature value brings;

—

And fuch, as they are circumftanc'd, they bee.

Therefore at Court, which is not vertues clime,
(Where a tranfcendent height, (as, lownefle mee)
Makes her not be, or not {how) all my rime

Your vertues challenge, which there rareft bee;
For, as darke texts need notes: there fome muft bee
To uther vertue, and fay, This is _fbee.

So in the country’is beauty; to this place

You are the feafon (Madame) you the day,

“Tis but agrave of fpices, till your face

Exhale them, and a thick clofe bud difplay.

Widowd and redlus’d elfe, her fweets the’enfhrines;
As China, when the Sunne at Brafill dines.

Out from your chariot, morning breaks at m'ght,
And falfifies both computations {o;

Since anew world doth rife here from your light,
We your new creatures, by new recknings goe.
This fhowes that you from nature lothly ftray,
That fuffer not an artificiall day.

In this youhave made the Court the Antipodes,
And will"d your Dclcgatc, the vulgar Sunne,

To doe profane autumnall offices,

Whilft here to you, wee facrificers runne;

And whether Priefts, or Organs, you wee’obey,
We found your influence, and your Dictates fay.

Yet to that Deity which dwels in you,
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Your vertuous Soule, I now not facrifice;

Thefe are Petitions and not Hymnes; they fue
But that I may furvay the edifice.

In all Religions as much care hath bin

Of Temples frames, and beauty,as Rites within.

As all which goe to Rome, doe not thereby
Efteeme religions, and hold faft the beft,

But ferve difcourfe, and curiofity,

With that which doth religion but inveft,

And thunne th’entangling laborinths of Schooles,
And make it wit, to thinke the wifer fooles:

So in this pilgrimage I would behold

You as yoware vertues temple, not as {hee,
What walls of tender chriftall her enfold,

What eyes, hands, bofome, her pure Altars bee;
And after this furvay, oppofe toall

Bablers of Chappels, you th'Efcuriall.

Yet not as confecrate, but merely’as faire,
On thefe I caft alay and country eye.

Of paft and future ftories, which are rare,
Ifinde youall record, and prophecie.
Purge but the booke of Fate, that it admit
No fad nor guiltylegends, you are it.

If good and lovely were not one, of both

You were the tranfcript, and originall,

The Elements, the Parent, and the Growth,
And every peece of you, is both their All:
So’intire are all your deeds, and you, that you
Mutt do the fame thinge ftill; you cannot two.

But thefe (as nice thinne Schoole divinity

Serves herefie to furder or reprefle)

Taft of Poétique rage, or flattery,

And need not, where all hearts one truth profefle;

MISCEL ANAE
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Oft from new proofes, and new phrafe, new doubts grow, 65

As ﬁrange attire aliens the men wee know.
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Leaving then bufie praife, and all appeale

To higher Courts, fenfes decree is true,

The Mine, the Magazine, the Commonweale,
The ftory of beauty, in Twicknam is, and you.
Who hath feene one, would both; As, who had bin
In Paradife, would feeke the Cherubin.

To S* Epwarp HErRBERT AT TULYERS

0 anis alumpe, where all beasts kneaded bee,

Wisdome makes him an Arke where all agree;

The foole, in whom thefe beafts dolive at jarre,
(. v Is fport to others, and a Theater;

4"‘ Nor fcapes hee {o, but is himfelfe their prey,

All which was man in him, is eate away,

And now his beafts on one another feed,

V

Yet couple’in anger, and new montters breed.
Howhappyis hee, which hath due place affign'd
Tohis beafts, and difaforefted his minde!

Empail’d himfelfe to keepe them out, not in;

Can fow, and dares truft corne, where they have bin;
Can ufe his horfe, goate, wolfe, and every beaft,
And is not Affe himfelfe to all the reft.

Elfe, man not onely is the heard of fwine,

But he’s thofe devills too, which did indine

Them to aheadlong rage, and made them worfe:
For man can adde weight to heaven’s heavieft curfe.
As Soules (they fay) by our firft touch, take in

The poyfonous tincture of Originall finne,

So, to the punifhments which God doth fling,

Our apprehenfion contributes the fting.

To us, as to his chickins, he doth caft

Hemlocke, and wee as men, his hemlocke tafte;

We do infufé to what he meant for meat,
Corrofivenefle, or intenfe cold or heat.

For, God no fuch fpecifique poyfon hath
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Askills we know not how; his fierceft wrath
Hath no antipathy, but may be good

Atleft for phyficke, if not for our food.
Thus man, that might be*his pleafure, is his rod,
And is his devill, that might be his God.
Since then our bufinefle 1s, to rectifie
Nature, to what {he was, wee’areled awry
By them, who man to us inlittle fhow;
Greater then due, no forme we can beftow
On him; for Man into himfelfe can draw
All; All his faith can fwallow, or reafon chaw.
All that 1s fill'd, and all that which doth fill,
All the round world, to man is but a pill,

In all it workes not, but it is in all

Poyfonous, or purgative, or cordiall,

For, knowledge kindles Calentures in fome,
And is to others icy Opium.

As brave as true, is that profeffion than
Which you doe ufe to make; that youknow man.
This makes it credible; you have dwelt upon
All worthy bookes, and now are fuch an one.
Actions are authors, and of thofe in you
Your friends finde every day amart of new.

MISCEL ANAE
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"To THE COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD

<

In that, I feem-d to fhunne beholdingnefe.
But ‘tis not {oe; nothings, as 1 am, may

Pay all they have, and yet have all to pay.

Such borrow in their payments, and owe more
By havingleave to write {o, then before.

Yet fince rich mines in barren grounds are (howne,

' C\@ *have written then, when you writ, feem’d to mee
; @A\(,(, Worft of fpirituall vices, Simony,
/y{ And not t'have written then, feemes little leffe
Then worft of civill vices, thankleflfeneffe.
é" In this, my debt I feem’d loath to confefe, 5

10
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May not I yeeld (not gold) but coale or {tone?

‘Temples were not demolifh-d, though prophane:

Here Peter Ioves, there Paulhath Dian’s Fane.

So whether my hymnes you admit or chufe, 15
In me youhave hallowed a Pagan Mufe,

And denizend a ftranger, who miftaught

By blamers of the times they mard”, hath fought

Vertues in corners, which now bravely doe

Shine in the world’s beft part, or all It; You. 20
Thave beene told, that vertue in Courtiers hearts

Suffers an Oftracifine®, and departs.

Profit, eafe, fitnefle, plenty, bid it goe,

But whither, only knowing you, Iknow;

Your (or you) vertue two vaft ufes ferves, 25
It ranfomes one fex, and one Court preferves.

There’s nothing but your worth, which being true,

Isknowne to any other, not to you:

And you can never know it; To admit

No knowledge of your worth, is fome of it. 30
But fince to you, your praifes difcords bee,

Stoop, others ills to meditate with mee.

Oh! to confefle wee know not what we fhould,

Is halfe excufe; wee know not what we would:

Lightneffe depreffeth us, emptineffe fills, 35
We fiveat and faint, yet ftill goe downe the hills.

As new Philofophy arrefts the Sunne,

And bids the paffive earth about it runne”,

So wee have dull’d our minde, it hath no ends;

Onely the bodie’s bufie, and pretends; 40
As dead low earth ecdlipfes and controules

The quick high Moone: {o doth the body, Soules.

In none but us, are fuch mixt engines found,

Ashands of double office: For, the ground

W till with them; and them to heav’n wee raife; 45
Who prayer-leffe labours, or, without this, prayes,

Doth but one halfe, that’s none; He which faid, Plough

59 - [EN1Or marred. “Viciated, mard, corrupted, infected, defiled; blemished, imperfect,
vnsound.” (Randle Cotgrave e Dictionary of the French and English Tongues. 1611)

60 - [EN1Banishment.

61 - [ENJ Donne was not an admirer of Copernic’s heliocentric theory of the Solar system...
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eAnd looke not back, tolooke up doth allow.
Good feed degenerates, and oft obeyes

The foyle’s difeafe, and into cockle ftrayes;

Let the mind’s thoughts be but tranfplanted fo,
Into the body,’and baftardly they grow.

What hate could hurt our bodies like ourlove?
Wee (but no forraine tyrants could) remove
Thefe not ingrav-d, but inborne dignities,
Caskets of foules; Temples, and Palaces:

For, bodies thall from death redeemed bee,
Soules but prefervd, not naturally free.

As men to’our prifons, new foules to us are fent,
Which learne vice there, and come in innocent.
Firft feeds of every creature are in us,

What ere the world hath bad, or pretious,
Man’s body can produce, hence hath it beene

MISCEL ANAE
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That ftones, wormes, froggcs, and fnakes in man are feene:

But who ere faw, though nature can worke foe,
That pearle, or gold, or corne in man did grow?
We'have added to the world Virginia,’and fent
Two new ftarres lately to the firmament;

Why grudge wee us (not heaven) the dignity
Tincreafe with ours, thofe faire foules company.
But Imuft end this letter, though it doe

Stand on two truths, neither is true to you,
Vertue hath fome perverfenefle; For the will
Neither beleeve her good, nor othersiill.

Even in you, vertue’s beft paradife,

Vertue hath fome, but wife degrees of vice.

Too many vertues, or too much of one

Begets in you unjuft fufpition;

And ignorance of vice, makes vertue leffe,
Quenching compaffion of our wrechedneffe.
But thefe are riddles; Some afperfion

Of vice becomes well fome complexion.
Statefmen purge vice with vice, and may corrode
The bad with bad, a fpider with a toad:

For fo, ill thralls not them, but they tame ill
And make her do much good againft her will,

But in your Commonwealth, or world in you,
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Vice hath no office, or good worke to doe.
Take then no vitious purge, but be content
With cordiall vertue, your knowne nourifhment.

To THE COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD -
Ox New-YEARE’S DAY

Who Meteor-like, of ftuffe and forme perplext,
Whofe what, and where, in difputation is,

S
A

Q| 1f 1 fhould call mee any thing, thould miffe.

I{fumme the yeares, and mee, and finde mee not
Debtor to throld, nor Creditor to th'new,

That cannot fay, My thankes I have forgot,

Nor truft I this with hopes, and yet fcarce true
This bravery is, fince thefe times fhew’d mee you.

In recompence I would fhow future times

What you were, and teach them to'urge towards fuch.
Verfe embalmes vertue;’and Tombs, or Thrones of rimes,
Preferve fraile tranfitory fame, as much

As fpice doth bodies from corrupt aires touch.

Mine are fhort-liv’d; the tincture of your name
Creates in them, but diffipates as faft,

New fpirits: for, {trong agents with the fame
Force that doth warme and cherifh, us doe waft;
Kept hot with ftrong extracts, no bodies laft:

So, my verfe built of your juft praife, might want
Reafon and likelihood, the firmeft Bafe,

And made of miradle, now faith is {cant,

Wil vanifh foone, and {o poffeffe no place,

And you, and it, too much grace might disgrace.
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When all (as truth commands affent) confeffe

All truth of you, yet they will doubt how ],

One corne of one low anthills duft, and lefle,

Should name, know, or exprefle a thing {o high,

And not an inch, meafure infinity. 30

I cannot tell them, nor my felfe, nor you,

But leave, left truth brendanger’d by my praife,
And turne to God, who knowes I thinke this true,
And ufeth oft, when fuch aheart mis-fayes,

To make it good, for, fuch apraifer prayes. 35

Hee will beft teach you, how you thould lay out

His ftock of beauty, learning, favour, bloods

He will perplex fecurity with doubt,

And deare thofe doubts; hide from you,’and thew you good,

And {o increafe your appetite and food; 40

Hee will teach you, that good and bad have not

One latitude in cdloyfters, and in Court;

Indifferent there the greateﬁ: Ipace hath got;

Some pitty’is not good there, fome vaine difport,

On this fide finne, with that place may comport. 45

Yet he, as hee bounds feas, will fixe your houres,

Which pleafure, and delight may not ingreffe,

And though what none elfe loft, be trulieft yours,

Hee will make you, what you did not, pofleffe,

By ufing others, not vice, but weakeneffe. 50

He will make you fpeake truths, and credibly,

And make you doubt, that others doe not fo:

Hee will provide you keyes, and locks, to fpie,

And fcape {pies, to good ends, and hee will Thow

What you may not acknowledge, what not know. 55

For your owne confcience, he gives innocence,
But for your fame, a difcreet warinefe,

And though to {cape, then to revenge offence
Be better, he fhowes both, and to reprefie
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Iy, when your ftate fwells, fadne/fe when'tis lefle.

From need of teares he will defend your foule,
Or make a rebaptizing of one teare;

Hee cannot, (that’s, he will not) dis-inroule
Your name; and when with active joy we heare
This private Ghofpell, then'tis our New Yeare.

To THE CoUNTESSE OF HUNTINGDON

5

ADAME,

=
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Who vagrant tranfitory Comets fees,
Wonders, becaufe they-are rare; But anew ftarre
Whofe motion with the firmament agrees,

Is miradle; for, there no new things are;

In woman {o perchance milde innocence

A feldome comet is, but active good

A mirade, which reafon {capes, and fenfe;
For, Art and Nature this in them withftood.

As fuchaftarre, the Magiled to view

The manger-cradled infant, God below:

By vertues beames by fame deriv’d from you,
May apt foules, and the worf{t may, vertue know.

If the world’s age, and death be a.rgued well

By the Sunne’s fall, which now towards earth doth bend,
Then we might feare that vertue, fince the fell

Solow as woman, {hould be neare her end.

But fhe’s not ftoop-d, but rais’d; exil’d by men

Man to God’s image; Ewve, to man’s was made,
Nor finde wee that God breathd a foule in her,
Canons will not Church functions you invade,

Nor lawes to civill office you preferre.

125

60

65

10

I5

20



126 MISCEL ANAE

She fled to heaven, that’s heavenly things, that’s you;
She was in all men, thinly {catter’d then,
But now amass’d, contracted in afew.

She guilded us: But you are gold, and Shee; 25
Us fhe inform’d, but tranfubftantiates you;

Soft difpofitions which ductile bee,

Elixarlike, the makes not cleane, but new.

Though you a wife’s and mother’s name retaine,

“Tis not as woman, for all are not foe, 30
But vertue having made you vertue,is faine

T-adhere in thefe names, her and you to {how,

Elfe, being alike pure, wee (hould neither fee;

As, water being into ayre rarify'd,

Neither appeare, till in one cdoud they bee, 35
So, for our fakes you do low names abide;

Taught by great conftellations, which being fram'd,

Of the moft ftarres, take low names, (746 and Bull,

When fingle planets by the Gods are nam-d,

You covet not great names, of great things full. 40

So you, as woman, one doth comprehend,
And in the vaile of kindred others fee;

To fome ye are reveal’d, as in afriend,
And as a vertuous Prince farre off, to mee.

To whom, becaufe from you all vertues flow, 45
And tis not none, to dare contemplate you,

I, which doe {o, as your true fubject owe

Some tribute for that, {o thefe lines are due.

If you can thinke thefe flatteries, they are,

For then your judgement is below my praife, 50
If they were {o, oft, flatteries worke as farre,

As Counfels, and as farre th’endeavour raife.

Somyill reaching you might there grow good,
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But I remaine a poyfon’d fountaine ftill;
But not your beauty, vertue, knowledge, blood
Are more above all flattery, then my will.

And if I flatter any, tis not you

But my owne judgement, who did long agoe
Pronounce, that all thefe praifes thould be true,
And vertue thould your beauty,’and birth outgrow.

Now that my prophefies are all fulfill'd,

Rather then God thould not be honour’d too,
And all thefe gifts confess’d, which hee inftilld,
Your felfe were bound to fay that which I doe.

So I, but your Recorder am in this,

Or mouth, or Speaker of the univerfe,

A minifteriall Notary, fortis

Not I, but you and fame, that make this verfe;

I'was your Prophet in your yonger dayes,
And now your Chaplaine, God in you to praife.

To M*T. W.

Their workes, though toughly laboured, will bee
Like infancie or age to man’s firme {tay,
Or earely and late twilights to mid-day.

Men fay, and truly, that they better be
Which be envyed then pittied: therefore I,
Becaufe I with thee beft, doe thee envie:

O wouldft thou, bylike reafon, pitty mee!

[l haile fweet Poét, more full of more ftrong fire,
)| Then hath or {hall enkindle any fpirit,

S 8| 1lov’d what nature gave thee, but this merit
Of wit and Art Ilove not but admire;

S==| Who have before or fhall write after thee,

127

55

60

65

70

10



128 MISCEL ANAE

But care not for mee: I, that ever was

In Nature’s, and in Fortune’s gifts, alas,

(Before thy grace got in the Mufe’s Schoole 15
A monfter and a begger,) am nowa foole.

Ohhow I grieve, thatlate borne modefty

Hath got fuch root in eafie waxen hearts,

That men may not themfelves, their owne good parts

Extoll, without fufpect of Ihrquedrie“, 20
For, but thy felfe, no fubject can be found

Worthy thy quill, nor any quill refound

Thy worth but thine: how good it were to fee

A Poém in thy praife, and writ by thee.

Now if this fong be too*harfh for rime, yet, as 25
The Painter’s bad god made agood devill,

“Twill be good profe, although the verfe be evill,

If thou forget the rime as thou doft paffe.

Then write, that I may follow, and fo bee

Thy debter, thy-eccho, thy foyle, thy zanee. 30
I {hall be thought, if mine like thine I thape,

All the world’s Lyon, though Ibe thy Ape.

ToMT. W.

@ ast thee harsh verse, as fast as thy lame measure
Wil give thee leave, to him, my pain and pleafure.
)| 1have given thee, and yet thou art too weake,
Feete, and a reafoning foule and tongue to {peake.
=A| Plead for me, and {o by thine and mylabour 5
Tam thy Creator, thou my Saviour.
Tell him, all queftions, which men have defended
Both of the place and paines of hell, are ended;
And tis decreed our hell is but privation
Of him, atleaft in this earth’s habitation: 10
And ‘tis where I am, where in every ftreet

62 - [ENIproud or presumptuous boasting. (Randle Cotgrave e Dictionary of the French and
English Tongues. 1611)
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Infections follow, overtake, and meete:
Live I or die, by youmylove is fent,
And yoware my pawnes, or elfe my Teftament.

To M*T. W.

regnant again with th°old twins Hope, and Feare,
Oft have I askt for thee, both how and where
{| Thou wert, and what my hopes of letters were;

Asinour ftreets {ly beggers narrowly
Watch motions of the giver’shand and eye, 5
And evermore conceive fome hope thereby.

And now thy Almes is given, thyletteris read,
The body rifen againe, the which was dead,
And thy poore ftarveling bountifully fed.

After this banquet my Soule doth fay grace, 10
And praife thee forit, and zealoufly imbrace

Thylove; though I thinke thylove in this cafe

To be as gluttons, which fay ‘midft their meat,

Theylove that beft of which they moft do eat.

To M*T. W.

tonce, from hence, mylines and I depart,
e[ 1tomy foft ftill walks, they to my Heart;
S U\ 3| 1to the Nurfe, they to the child of Art;

Yet as a firme houfe, though the Carpenter
Perifh, doth ftand: As an Embaffadour 5
Lyes fafe, how e’r hisking be in danger:

So, though Ilanguifh, preft with Melancholy,
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My verfe, the ftrict Map of my mifery,
Shall live to fee that, for whofe want I dye.

Therefore I envie them, and doe repent, 10
That from unhappy mee, things happy-are fent;

Yet as a Picture, or bare Sacrament,

Accept thefe lines, and if in them there be

Merit of love, beftow that love on mee.

ToM*R. W.

ealously my Muse doth falute all thee,

A Enquiring of that miftique trinitee

$)| Whereof thou,’and all to whom heavens do infufe

Like fyer, are made; thy body, mind, and Mufe.

Doft thou recover ficknes, or prevent? 5
Or is thy Mind travail"d with difcontent?

Or art thou parted from the world and mee,

Inagood skorn of the worlds vanitee?

Or is thy devout Mufe retyr-d to fing

‘Vpon her tender Elegiaque {tring? 10
Our Minds part not, joyne then thy Mufe with myne,

For myne is barren thus devorc'd from thyne.

ToM*R. W.

é’ v vse not that by thy mind thy body isled:
) 1) b For by thy mind, my mind’s diftempered.

V Té So thy Care lives long, for I bearing part

I/

@ It eates not only thyne, but my fwolne hart.

"‘ And when it gives us intermiffion 5
Wc take new harts for it to feede upon.

But as a Lay Man’s Genius doth controule

Body and mind; the Mufe beeing the Soule’s Soule

Of Poets, that methinks {hould eafe our anguifh,

/‘)
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Although our bodyes wither and minds langux'fh.
VVright then, that my griefes which thine got may bee
Cured by thy charming foveraigne melodee.

To M*C. B.

QO

P e

hy friend, whom thy deserts to thee enchaine,
A% Urg'd by this unexcufable occafion,
o ;_,é/;'{ Thee and the Saint of his affection
' J;W# Leaving behinde, doth of both wants complaine;
RS BLN| And let the love I beare to both fuftaine
No blott nor maime by this divifion,
Strong is this love which ties our hearts in one,
And ftrong thatlove purfu'd with amorous paine;
But though befides thy felfe Ileave behind
Heavens liberall, and earth’s thrice-fairer Sunne,
Going to where fterne winter aye doth wonne,
Yet, loves hot fires, which martyr my fad minde,
Doe fend forth {calding fighes, which have the Art
To melt all Ice, but that which walls her heart.

To M*E. G.

%@T@@@ ven as lame things thirst their perfection, fo

S, /gﬂ ;{\x@ The flimy rimes bred in our vale below,

5 (@f_z& %A\( Bearing with them much of mylove and hart,
@}“ Fly unto that Parnaffus, where thou art.

szsmmesaw | There thou orefeeft London: Here I have beene,

By ftaying in London, too much overfeene.

Now pleafures dearth our City doth poffes,

Our Theaters are fill"d with emptines;

Aslancke and thin is every ftreet and way

As awoman deliver:d yefterday.

Nothing whereat to laugh my {pleen efpyes

But bearbaitings or Law exercife.
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Therefore Ileleave it, and in the Country ftrive

Pleafure, now fled from London, to retrive.

Do thou {o too: and fill notlike a Bee 15
Thy thighs with hony, but as plenteoufly

As Ruffian Marchants, thy felfes whole vefiell load,

And then at Winter retaile it here abroad.

Blefie us with Suffolks fweets; and as it is

Thy garden, make thy hive and warehoufe this. 20

ToM*R. W.

f, as mine is, thylife a {flumber be,

E= V’ﬁ {/ ) Seeme, when thou read-{t thefe lines, to dreame of me,
WML Te®P )| Never did Morpheus nor his brother weare
3@” r\\‘ﬁ‘. . I’P

f’«i‘%ﬁ"@f‘ Shapes foe like thofe Shapes, whom they would appeare,
%T\gﬁ? As this myletter is like me, for it 5
Hath my name, words, hand, feet, heart, minde and wit;
Itis my deed of gift of mee to thee,
It is my Will, my felfe the Legacie.
So thy retyrings Ilove, yeaenvie,
Bred in thee by a wife melancholy, 10
That I rejoyce, that unto where thou art,
Though I tay here, I can thus fend my heart,
Askindly’as any enamored Patient
His Picture to his abfent Love hath fent.

All newes I thinke {ooner reach thee then mee; 15
Havens are Heavens, and Ships wing’d Angels be,

The which both Gofpell, and fterne threatnings bring;

Guyanae’s harveft is nip’d in the {pring,

Ifeare; And with us (me thinkes) Fate deales {o

As with the Jewes guide God did; he did fhow 20
Him the richland, but bar’d his entry in:

Oh, {lownes is our punifhment and finne.

Perchance, thefe Spanifh bufinefle being done,

Which as the Earth betweene the Moone and Sun

Edipfe the light which Guyana would give, 25
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Our difcontinued hopes we thall retrive:
But if (as all th*All muft) hopes fmoake away,
Isnot Almightie Vertuesan India?

If men be worlds, there is in every one

Some thing to anfwere in fome proportion

All the world's riches: And in good men, this,
Vertue, our formes forme and our foule’s {oule, is.

ToM*R. W.

mdly Ienvythy fong’s perfection

5/‘ Built of all th’elements as our bodyes are:
CD /U/" a That Litle of earth that is in it, 1s a faire

Initis cherifhing fyer which dryes in mee
Gncfe which did drowne me: and halfe quenchd by it

Are fatirique fyres which urg’d me to have writt

In skorne of all: for now I admyre thee.

And as Ayre doth fullfill the hollownes

Of rotten walls; {o it myne emptines,

Where toft and mov-d it did beget this found

Which as alame Eccho of thyne doth rebound.

Oh, I was dead; but fince thy fong new Life did give,
Irecreated, even by thy creature, live.

To M*S. B.

Thou which to fearch out the fecret parts
Of the India, or rather Paradife

Of knowlcdgc, haft with courage and advife
Lately launch’d into the vaft Sea of Arts,
Disdaine not in thy conftant travailing
To doe as other Voyagers, and make

Some turnes into lefle Creekes, and wifely take

Delicious gardcn where all fweetes are fowne.
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Frefh water at the Heliconian fi)ring6‘;

Ifing not, Sirenlike, to tempt; for I

Am harfh; nor as thofe Scifmatiques with you, 10
Which draw all wits of good hope to their crew;

But {eeing in you bright {parkes of Poetry,

I, though I brought no fuell, had defire

With thefe Articulate blafts to blow the fire.

ToM*I. L.

%ﬁmﬁg f that {hort Roll of friends writ in my heart
? ((%éiﬁb‘;.s‘:‘) \?) Which with thy name begins, fince their depart,
bﬁ\k\@;%i/ Ul Whether in the Englifh Provinces they be,
”@‘fg@}{j‘r Or drinke of Po, Sequan, or Danubie,

N SHeA| There’s none that fometimes greets us not, and yet 5
Your Trent is Lethe; that paft, us you forget.

You doe not duties of Societies,

If from the’embrace of alov-d wife you rife,

View your fat Beafts, ftretch’d Barnes, and labour-d fields,

Eate, play, ryde, take all joyes which all day yeelds, 10
And then againe to your embracements goe:

Some houres on us your frends, and fome beftow

Upon your Mufe, elfe both wee fhall repent,

I that mylove, fhe that her guifts on you are fpent.

To M* B. B.

s not thy facred hunger of {cience
=| Yetfatisfy'd? Is not thy braine's rich hive
*¥)|| Fulfil'd with hony which thou doft derive
¢ From the Art’s {pirits and their Quinteffence?
<dl| Then weane thy felfe atlaft, and thee withdraw 5
From Cambridge thy old nurfe, and, as the reft,
Here toughly chew, and fturdily digeft

63 - [EN]The Helicon, ariver in the Macedonian city Dion, mentioned in Greek mythology.
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Th'immenfe vaft volumes of our common law;

And begin {oone, left my griefe grieve thee too,
Which s, that that which I fhould have begun

In my youthe’s morning, now late muft be done;
AndIas Giddy Travellers muft doe,

Which ftray or {leepe all day, and having loft

Light and ftrength, darke and tir'd muft then ride poft.

If thou unto thy Mufe be marryed,

Embrace her ever, ever multiply,

Be far from me that ftrange Adulterie

To tempt thee and procure her widowhed.
My Mufe, (for I'had one,) becaufe I'am cold,
Divorc'd her felfe: the caufe being in me,
That I can take no new in Bigamye,

Not my will only but power doth withhold.
Hence comes it, that thefe Rymes which never had
Mother, want matter, and they only have
Alittle forme, the which their Father gave;
They are prophane, imperfect, oh, too bad
To be counted Children of Poetry

Except confirm’d and Bithoped by thee.

ToM*1I. L.

lest are your North parts, for all thislong time
My Sun is with you, cold and darkeis our Clime:
) Heaven’s Sun, which ftaid folong from us this yeare,
»)¥]| Staid in your North (I thinke) for {he was there,

| And hether bykinde nature drawne from thence,
Here rages, chafes, and threatens peftilence;

Yet 1, aslong as (hee from hence doth ftaie,

Thinke this no South, no Sommer, nor no day.

With thee mykinde and unkinde heart is run,

There facrifice it to that beauteous Sun:

And fince thou art in Paradife and need‘ft crave

No joyes addition, helpe thy friend to fave.
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So may thy paftures with their flowery feafts,

As fuddenly as Lard, fat thyleane beafts;

So may thy woods oft polld, yet ever weare 15
A greene, and when thee lift, a golden haire;

So may all thy fheepe bring forth Twins; and fo

In chace and race may thy horfe all out goe;

So may thy love and courage ne’r be cold;

Thy Sonne ne’r Ward; Thylovd wife ne’r feem old;

But maift thou wifh great things, and them attaine, 21
As thou telft her, and none but her, my paine.

To S™ H. W. AT HIS GOING AMBASSADOR TO VENICE

fter those reverend papers, whose foule is

Nl Our good and great King’s lov’d hand and fear’d name,
gl By which to you he derives much of his,

And (how he may) makes you almoft the fame,

A Taper of his Torch, a copie writ 5
From his Originall, and a faire beame

Of the fame warme, and dazeling Sun, though it

Muft in another Sphere his vertue {treame:

After thofe learned papers which your hand

Hath ftor"d with notes of ufe and pleafure too, 10
From which rich treafury you may command

Fit matter whether you will write or doe:

After thofe loving papers, where friends tend

With glad griefe, to your Sea-ward fteps, farewel,

Which thicken on you now, as prayers afcend 15
To heaven in troupes at’a good man’s paffing bell:

Admit this honeft paper, and allow

It fuch an audience as your felfe would aske;

What you muft fay at Venice this meanes now,

And hath for nature, what you have for taske: 20
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To fweare much love, not to be chang’d before
Honour alone will to your fortune fit;

Nor fhall I then honour your forture, more
Then I have done your honour wanting it.

Buttis an eafier load (though both opprefie)
To want, then governe greatnefle, for wee are
In that, our owne and onely bufiness,

In this, wee mulft for others vices care;

“Tis therefore well your fpirits now are placd

In their laft Furnace, in activity;

Which fits them (Schooles and Courts and Warres o’rpaft)
To touch and teft in any beft degree.

For mee, (if there be fucha thing as D
Fortune (if there be fuch a thing as thee)
Spies that I beare {o well her tyranny,
That {he thinks nothing elfe {o fit for mee;

But though fhe part us, to heare my oft prayers
For your increafe, God is as neere mee here;
And to fend you what I thall begge, his {taires
Inlength and eafe are alike every where.

To M™ M. H.

c/-\(‘\'

‘u

asd paper ftay, and grudge not here to burne
With all thofe fonnes whom my braine did create,
Atleftlye hid with mee, till thou returne

(. v To rags againe, which is thy native {tate.

%
[
\

V

/, 3 n
What though thou have enough unworthineffe
To come unto great place as others doe,

That’s much; emboldens, pulls, thrufts I confeffe,
But’tis not all; Thou thould-ft be wicked too.
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And, that thou canit not learne, or not of mee;
Yet thou wilt goe? Goe, fince thou goeft to her
Who lacks but faults to be a Prince, for fhee,

Truth, whom they dare not pardon, dares preferre.

But when thou comft to that perplexing eye
Which equally daimes love and reverence,
Thou wilt notlong difpute it, thou wilt die;
And, havinglittle now, have then no fenfe.

Yet when her warme redeeming hand, which is
A miradle; and made fuch to worke more,
Doth touch thee (faples leafe) thou grow-it by this

Her creature; glorify’d more then before.

Then as amother which delights to heare

Her early child mis-fpeake halfe uttered words,
Or, becaufe majefty doth never feare

Il or bold fpeech, the Audience affords.

And then, cold {peechleffe wretch, thou dieft againe,
And wifely; what difcourfe is left for thee?

For, {peech of ill, and her, thou muft abftaine,

And is there any good which is not thee?

Yet maift thou praife her fervants, though not her,
And wit, and vertue,’and honour her attend,

And fince theyare but her doathes, thou fhalt not erre,
If thou her thape and beauty’and grace commend.

Who knowes thy deftiny? when thou haft done,
Perchance her Cabinet may harbour thee,
Whither all noble ambitious wits doe runne,

A neft almotft as full of Good as fhee.

When thou art there, if any, whom wee know,
Were fay'd before, and did that heaven partake,
When the revolves his papers, marke what fhow
Of favour, fhe alone, to them doth make.

MISCEL ANAE
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Marke, if to get them, fhe o’r skip the reft,
Marke, if {hee read them twice, or kiffe the name;
Marke, if the doe the fame that they proteﬁz,
Marke, if The marke whether her woman came.

Marke, if {light things beobjected, and o’r blowne, 45
Marke, if her oathes again{t him be not ftill

Referv’d, and that {hee grieves fhe’s not her owne,

And chides the doctrine that denies Freewill.

Ibid thee not doe this to be my fpie;

Nor to make my felfe her familiar; 50
But fo much I doe love her choyce, that I

Would faine love him that fhall be lov’d of her.

To THE COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD

@ onour is fo fublime perfection,
And {o refinde; that when God was alone
)| And creatureleffe at firft, himfelfe had none;

29| But as of the elements, thefe which wee tread,
Produce all things with which wee’are joyd or fed, 5
And, thofé are barren both above our head:

So from low perfons doth all honour flow;
Kings, whom they would have honoured, to us fhow,
And but direct our honour, not beftow.

For when from herbs the pure part muft be wonne 10
From grofle, by Stilling, this is better done
By defpis'd dung, then by the fire or Sunne.

Care not then, Madame, howlow your prayfers lye;
Inlabourer’s balads oft more piety
God findes, then in e Deums melodie. 15
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And, ordinance rais’d on Towers, fo many mile
Send not their voice, norlaft folong a while
As fires from theearths low vaults in Sici/ Ifle.

Should I fay Iliv’d darker then were true,
Your radiation can all douds fubdue;
But one, tis beft light to contemplate you.

You, for whofe body God made better clay,
Or tooke Soule’s ftuffe fuch as fhall late decay,
Or fuch as needs {mall change at thelaft day.

This, as an Amber drop enwraps a Bee,
Covering difcovers your quicke Soule; that we

May in your through—fhine front your hearts thoughts fee.

You teach (though wee learne not) a thing unknowne

To our late times, the ufe of {pecular ftone,

Through which all things within without were fhown.

Of fuch were Temples; {o and of fuch you are;
Beeing and feeming is your equall care,
And vertues whole fumme is but know and dare.

But as our Soules of growthand Soules of fenfe
Have birthright of our reafon’s Soule, yet hence
They fly not from that, nor feeke prefidence:

Nature’s firft leffon, fo, difcretion,
Muft not grudge zeale a place, nor yet keepe none,
Not banith it felfe, nor religion.

Difcretion 1s a wifeman’s Soule, and fo
Religion 1s a Chriftians, and youknow
How thefe are one; her yea, is not her no.

Nor may we hope to fodder ftill and knit
Thefe two, and dare to breake them; nor muft wit
Be colleague to religion, but be it.

MISCEL ANAE
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In thofe poor types of God (round cirdes) fo
Religion’s tipes the peedefle centers flow,
And are in all the lines which all wayes goe.

If either ever wrought in you alone
Or principally, then religion 50
Wrought your ends, and your wayes difcretion.

Goe thither ftil, goe the fame way you went,
Who {o would change, do covet or repent;
Neither can reach you, great and innocent.

To THE CoUNTESSE OF BEDFORD - BEGUN 1N FrANCE
BUT NEVER PERFECTED

hough I'be dead, and buried, yet I have
(Living in you,) Court enough in my grave,
As oft as there I thinke my felfe to bee,
So many refurrections waken mee.
24 That thankfullneffe your favours have begot 5
In mee, embalmes mee, that I doe not rot.
This feafon as ‘tis Eafter, as ‘tis {pring,
Muft both to growth and to confeffion bring
My thoughts difpos’d unto your influence; fo,
Thefe verfes bud, {o thefe confeflions grow. 10
Firft I confefle I have to otherslent
Your flock, and over Prodigally {pent
Your treafure, for fince I had never knowne
Vertue or beautie, but as they are growne
In you, I fhould not thinke or fay they fhine, 15
(So as Thave) in any other Mine.
Next I confeffe this my confeflion,
For, ‘tis fome fault thus much to touch upon
Your praife to you, where half rights feeme too much,
And make your mind’s {incere complexion blufh. 20
Next I confefle my’impenitence, for I
Can fcarce repent my firft fault, fince thereby

Do
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Remote low Spirits, which fhall ne’r read you,

May in lefle leffons finde enough to doe,

By ftudying copies, not Originals, 25
Defunt cetera.

A LetTER TO THE LADY CaAREY, & M™ Essex RicHE,
From AMYENS*

ZT G0N

Y ADAME,

R OO =
nA
v

Here where by All All Saints invoked are,
“Twere too much {chifme to be fingular,
And “gainft apractife generall to warre.

((/j)u = |
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Yet turning to Saincts, thould myhumility
To other Sainct then you directed bee, 5
That were to make my fchifme, herefie.

Nor would I be a Convertite {o cold,

As not to tell it; If this be too bold,
Pardons are in this market cheaply fold.

Where, becaufe Faith is in too low degree, 10
I thought it fome Apoftlethip in mee
To fpeake things which by faith alone I fee.

That is, of you, who are a firmament
Of virtues, where no one is growne, or fpent,
Theyrare your materials, not your ornament. 15

Others whom wee call vertuous, are not {o
In their whole fubftance, but, their vertues grow
But in their humours, and at feafons fhow.

For when through taftleffe flat humilitie

In dow bak’d men fome harmeleffenes we fee, 20
“Tis but his flegme” that’s #értuous, and not Hee:

64 - [EN] Amiens, France.

65 - [EN1 Composure, someone who is not easily rattled.
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Soe is the Blood fometimes; who ever ran
To danger unimportun’d, he was than
No better then a fanguine Vertuous man.

So doyfterall men, who, in pretence of feare
All contributions to this life forbeare,
Have Vertue in eMelancholy, and only there.

Spirituall (holerique Crytiques, which in all
Religions find faults, and forgive no fall,
Have, through this zeale, Vertue but in their Gall.

We-are thus but parcel guilt; to Gold we’are growne
When Vertue is our Soule’s complexion;
Whoknowes his Vertues name or place, hath none.

Vertue’is but aguith, when ‘tis feverall,
By occafion wak’d, and circumftantiall.
True vertue is Sowle, Alwaies in all deeds A/l

This Vertue thinking to give dignitie
To your foule, found there no infirmitie,
For, your foule was as good Vertue, as thee;

Shee therefore wrought upon that part of you
Which is {carce leffe then foule, as fhe could do,
And fo hath made your beauty, Vertue too.

Hence comes it, that your Beauty wounds not hearts,
As Others, with prophane and fenfuall Darts,
But as an influence, vertuous thoughts imparts.

But if fuch friends by the honor of your fight
Grow capable of this {o great alight,
As to partake your vertues, and their might,

What muft I thinke that influence muft doe,
Where it findes sympathie and matter too,
Vertue, and beauty of the fame ftuffe, as you?
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Whichis, your noble worthe fifter, fhee
Of whom, if what in this my Extafie
And revelation of you both I fee,

Ifhould write here, as in thort Galleries 55
The Mafter at the end large glaffes ties,

So to prefent the roome twice to our eyes,

SoIfhould give this letter length, and fay
That which I faid of you; there is no way
From either, but by the other, not to ftray. 60

May therefore this be enough to teftifie
My true devotion, free from flattery;
He that beleeves himfelfe, doth never lie.

To THE COUNTESSE OF SALISBURY. AUGUST 1614

aire, great, and good, fince feeing you, wee fee

What Heaven can doe, and what any Earth can be:

Since now your beauty fhines, now when the Sunne
Growne ftale, is to fo lowa value runne,

That his diffhevel’d beames and fcattered fires 5
S Periwigs“ and ’Iyres67

Inlovers Sonnets: you come to repaire

God’s booke of creatures, teaching what is faire.

Since now, when all is withered, thrunke, and drr'd,

All Vertues ebb’d out to adead low tyde, 10
All the world’s frame being crumbled into fand,

Where every man thinks by himfelfe to ftand,

Integritie, friendfhip, and confidence,

(Ciments of greatnes) being vapor-d hence,

And narrow man being fill'd withlittle fhares, 15
Court, Citie, Church, are all thops of fmall-wares,

66 - [EN]Or wig, an alteration of French word perrugue.

67 - [EN] A Tyre-maker, or Attire-maker; a woman that makes Perriwigs, or Attires.
(Randle Cotgrave oA Dictionary of the French and English Tongues. 1611)
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All having blowne to {parkes their noble fire,
And drawne their found gold-ingot into wyre;
All trying by alove of littleneffe

To make abridgments, and to draw tolefle,
Even that nothing, which at firft we were;

Since in thefe times, your greatneﬁ'e doth appeare,
And that we learne by it, that man to get
Towards him that’s infinite, muft firft be great.
Since in an age {0 ll, as none is fit

So much as to accufe, much lefle mend it,

(For who can judge, or witnefle of thofe times
Where all alike are guiltie of the crimes?)
Where he that would be good, is thought by all
A monlfter, or at beft fantafticall;

Since now you durft be good, and that I doe
Difcerne, by daring to contemplate you,

That there may be degrecs of faire, great, good,
Through your light, largenefle, vertue underftood:
If in this facrifice of mine, be fhowne

Any {mall {parke of thefe, call it your owne.

And if things like thefe, have been faid by mee
Of others; call not that Idolatrie.

For had God made man firft, and man had feene

The third daie’s fruits, and flowers, and various greene,

He might have faid the beft that he could fay

Of thofe faire creatures, which were made that day;
And when next day he had admir’d the birth

Of Sun, Moone, Stars, fairer thenlate-prais'd earth,
Hee might have faid the beft that he could fay,

And not be chid for praifing yefterday;

So though fome things are not together true,

As, that another is worthieft, and, that you:

Yet, to fay fo, doth not condemne a man,

If when he fpoke them, they were both true than.
How faire a proofe of this, in our foule growes?

Wee firft have foules of growth, and fenfe, and thofe,
When our laft {oule, our foule immortall came,
Were fwallowed into it, and have no name.

Nor doth he injure thofe foules, which doth caft

The power and praife of both them, on the laft;
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No more doe I wrong any; I adore

The fame things now, which I ador"d before,

The fubject changd, and meafure; the fame thing

In alow conftable, and in the King 60
Ireverence; His power to work on mee:

So did Thumbly reverence each degree

Of faire, great, good; but more, now I am come

From having found their walfes, to find their home.

And as I owe my firft foule’s thankes, that they 65
For my laft foule did fit and mould my clay,

So am I debtor unto them, whofe worth,

Enabled me to profit, and take forth

This new great leffon, thus to ftudy you;

Which none, not reading others, firft, could doe. 70
Nor lacke Ilight to read this booke, though I

Inadarke Cave, yeain a Grave doe lie;

For as your fellow Angells, {0 you doe

Tlluftrate them who come to ftudy you.

The firft whom we in Hiftories doe finde 75
Tohave profeft all Arts, was one borne blinde:

He lackt thofe eyes beafts have as well as wee,

Not thofe, by which Angels are feene and fee;

So, though I'am borne without thofe eyes tolive,

Which fortune, who hath none her felfe, doth give, 8o
Which are, fit meanes to {ee bright courts and you,

Yet may I {ee you thus, as now I doe;

I {hall by that, all goodneffe have difcern-d,

And though I'burne mylibrarie, be learn’d.

To THE LaDpY BEDFORD

|| ou that are {he and you, that’s double fhee,
Inher dead face, halfe of your felfe fhall fee;
Shee was the other part, for {o they doe
Which build them friendfhips, become one of two;
sl| So two, that but themfelves no third can fit, 5
Which were to be fo, when they were not yet;
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"Fwinnes, though their birth (u/co, and <Mufco take,
As divers ftarres one Conftellation make;
Pair'd like two eyes, have equall motion, {o
Both but one meanes to fee, one way to goe.
Had you dy*d firft, a carcaffe fhee had beene;
And wee your rich Tombe in her face had feene;
She like the Soule is gone, and you here ftay,
Not alive friend; but theother halfe of clay.
And fince you act that part, As men fay, here
Lies fuch a Prince, when but one part is there,
And do all honour and devotion due

Unto the whole, fo wee all reverence you;

For, fuch a friendfhip who would not adore

In you, who are all what both were before,

Not all, as if fome perifhed by this,

But {o, as all in you contracted is.

As of this all, though many parts decay,

The pure which elemented them fhall {tay;
And though diffus’d, and fpread in infinite,
Shall recollect, and in one All unite:

So madame, as her Soule to heaven s fled,

Her flefh refts in the earth, as in the bed;

Her vertues do, as to their proper {pheare,
Returne to dwell with you, of whom they were:
As perfect motions are all circular,

So they to you, their {ea, whence lefle ftreames are.
Shee was all fpices, you all metalls; fo

In you two wee did both rich Indies know.

And as no fire, nor ruft can fpend or wafte

One dramme of gold, but what was firft thalllaft,
Though it bee forc'd in water, earth, falt, aire,
Expans'd in infinite, none will impaire;

So, to your felfe you may additions take,

But nothing can youlefle, or cha.ngcd make.
Seeke not in feeking new, to feeme to doubt,
That you can match her, or not be without;

But let fome faithfull booke in her roome be,
Yet but of Iudith no fuch booke as thee.
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AN ANATOMIE OF THE
WORLD

Wherein, By occafion of the untimely death of Miftris Elizabeth Drvry, the frailty
and the decay of this whole World is reprefented.

The firft Anniverfary.

'To THE PRAISE OF THE DEAD, & THE ANATOMIE

Qa ‘\L@?\S ell dy'd the World, that we mightlive to fee
XN
W%

B W22 4| This world of wit, in his Anatomie:
(b‘si? //‘\52 5;; No evill @ts his good; fo wildt?r heires

O Vy@@ Bedew their Fathers Tombes, with forced teares,

RO AIZA| Whote ftate requites their loffe: whiles thus we gain, 5
Well may wee walke in blacks, but not complaine.

Yet how can I confent the world is dead

While this Mufe lives? which in his {pirits ftead

Seemes to informe a World; and bids it bee,

In fpight of loffe or fraile mortalitie? 10
And thou the fubject of this welborne thought,

Thrice noble maid, couldft not have found nor fought

A fitter time to yeeld to thy fad Fate,

Then whiles this fpirit lives, that can relate

Thy worth {o well to our laft Nephews eyne, 15
That they fhall wonder both at his and thine:

Admired match! where ftrives in mutuall grace

The cunning pencill, and the comely face:

A taske which thy faire goodneffe made too much

For the bold pride of vulgar pens to touch; 20
Enough is us to praife them that praife thee,

And fay, that but enough thofe prayfes bee,

Which hadit thou liv’d, had hid their fearfull head
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From thangry checkings of thy modeft red:
Death barres reward and thame: when envy’s gone,
And gaine, ‘tis fafe to give the dead their owne.
As then the wife Egyptians wont to lay

More on their Tombes, then houfes: thefe of day,
But thofe of braffe, or marble were: {o wee

Give more unto thy Ghoft, then unto thee.

Yet what wee give to thee, thou gav'ft to us,
And mayft but thanke thy felfe, for being thus:
Yet what thou gav'ft, and wert, O happy maid,
Thy grace profeft all due, where ‘tis repayd.

So thefe high fongs that to thee fuited bin

Serve but to found thy Makers praife, in thine,
Which thy deare foule as fiweetly fings to him
Amid the Quire of Saints, and Seraphim,

As any Angel’s tongue can {ing of thee;

The fubjects differ, though the skill agree:

For as by infant-yeares men judge of age,

Thy earlylove, thy vertues, did prefage

What an high part thou bear'ft in thofe beft fongs,
Whereto no burden, nor no end belongs.

Sing on thou virgin Soule, whofe lossfull gaine
Thylovefick parents have bewail’d in vaine;
Never may thy Name be in our fongs forgot,
Till wee {hall fing thy ditty and thy note.

THE FIRST ANNIVERSARY®

hen that rich Soule which to her heaven is gone,
4| Whom all do celebrate, who know they have one,
A Ne/ SE (For who is fure he hath a Soule, unleffe
YA V) A/ : . .
Q V/& ) It fee, and judge, and follow worthinefe,
XN And by Deedes praife it? hee who doth not this,
Maylodge an In-mate foule, but ‘tis not his.)
When that Queene ended here her progreffe time,
And, as t'her ftanding houfe to heaven did climbe,

68 - The entrie into the worke.
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Where loath to make the Saints attend herlong,
She’s now a part both of the Quire, and Song,
This World, in that great earthquake languithed;
For in a common bath of teares it bled,

Which drew the ftrongeft vitall {pirits out:

But fuccourd then with aperplexed doubt,
Whether the world did lofe, or gaine in this,
(Becaufe fince now no other way there is,

But goodneffe, to fee her, whom all would fee,
All muft endeavour to be good as thee,)

This great confumption to a fever turn'd,

And fo the world had fits; it joy*d, it mourn’d;
And, as men thinke, that Agues phyfick are,
And th*Ague being fpent, give over care,

So thou ficke World, miftak-ft thy felfe to bee
Well, when alas, thou'rt in a Lethargie.

Her death did wound and tame thee than, and than

Thou might'{t have better {par-d the Sunne, or Man.

That wound was deep, but ‘tis more mifery,
That thou haftloft thy fenfe and memory.

“Twas heavy then to heare thy voyce of mone,

But this is worfe, that thou art {peechleffe growne.
Thou haft forgot thy name, thou hadft; thou waft
Nothing but {hee, and her thou haft o’rpaft.

For as a child kept from the Font, untill

A prince, expected long, come to fulfill

The ceremonies, thou unnam’d had-ft laid,

Had nother comming, thee her Palace made:

Her name defin‘d thee, gave thee forme, and frame,
And thou forgett'ft to celebrate thy name.

Some moneths {he hath beene dead (but being dead,
Meafures of times are all determined)

Butlong {he’ath beene away, long, long, yet none
Offers to tell us who it is that’s gone.

But as in ftates doubtfull of future heires,

When fickneffe without remedie empaires

The prefent Prince, they’re loth it {hould be faid,
The Prince dothlanguifh, or the Prince is dead:
So mankinde feeling now a generall thaw,

A ﬁ:rong example gone, equall tolaw,
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The Cyment which did faithfully compact,

And glue all vertues, now refolv'd, and flack’d, 50
Thought it fome blafphemy to fay {hwas dead,

Or that our weaknefle was difcovered

In that confeffion; therefore {poke no more

Then tongues, the Soule being gone, the loffe deplore.

But though it be too late to fuccour thee, 55
Sicke World, yea, dead, yea putrified, fince fhee

Thyintrinfique balme, and thy prefervative,

Can never be renew’d, thou neverlive,

I (fince no man can make thee live) will try,

What wee may gaine by thy Anatomy. 6o
Her death hath taught us dearely, that thou art

Corrupt and mortall in thy pureft part.

Let no man fay, the world it felfe being dead,

“Tis labour loft to have difcovered

The world’s infirmities, fince there is none 65
Alive to ftudy this diffection®;

For there’s akinde of World remaining ftill,

Though fhee which did inanimate and fill

The world, be gone, yet in this laft long night,

Her Ghoft doth walke; that is, a glimmeringlight, 70
A faint weake love of vertue, and of good,

Reflects from her, on them which underftood

Her worth; and though the have thut in all day,

The twilight of her memory doth ftay;

Which, from the carcafie of the old world, free, 75
Creates anew world, and new creatures bee

Produc’d: the matter and the ftuffe of this,

Her vertue, and the forme our practice is:

And though to be thus elemented, arme

Thefe creatures, from home-borne intrinfique harme, 8o
(For all affum’d unto this dignitie,

So many weedlefle Paradifes bee,

Which of themfelves produce no venemous finne,

Except fome forraine Serpent bring it in))

Yet, becaufe outward ftormes the ftrongeft breake, 8s
And ftrength it felfe by confidence growes weake,

69 - What life the world hath stil.
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This new world may be fafer, being told”
The dangers and difeafes of the old:
For with due temper men doe then forgoe,

Or covet things, when they their true worth know’".

There is no health; Phyfitians fay that wee,

At beft, enjoy but a neutralitie.

And can there bee worfe ficknefle, then to know
That we are never well, nor can be {o?

Wee are borne ruinous: poore mothers cry,
That children come not right, nor orderly;
Except they headlong come and fall upon

An ominous precipitation.

How witty’s ruine! howimportunatc

Upon mankinde! it labour-d to fruftrate

Even God's purpofe; and made woman, fent

For man’s reliefe, caufe of his languithment.
They were to good ends, and they are fo ftill,
But acceffory, and principall in ill;

For that firft marriage was our funerall:

One woman at one blow, then kill’d us all,

And ﬁngly, one by one, theykill us now.

We doe delightfully our felves allow

To that confumption; and profufely blinde,

Wee kill our felves to propagate our kinde.

And yet we do not that; we are not men:

There is not now that mankinde, which was then,
When as, the Sunne and man did feeme to ftrive,”
(Joynt tenants of the world) who fhould furvive;
When, Stagge, and Raven, and the long-livd tree,
Compar-d with man, dy’d in minoritie;

When, if a flow pac'd ftarre had ftolne away
From the obferver’s marking, he might ftay

Two or three hundred yeares to fee’t againe,
And then make up his obfervation plaine;
When, as the age was long, the fife was great;

Mans growth confess’d, and recompencd the meat;

70 - The sicknesses of the World.
71 - Impossibility of health.
72 - Shortnesse of life.
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So fpacious and large, that every Soule

Did afaire Kingdome, and large Realme controule:
And when the very ftature, thus erect,

Did that foule agood way towards heaven direct.
Where is this mankinde now? who lives to age,
Fit to be made eMethufalem his page?

Alas, we fcarce live long enough to try

Whether a true made cdlocke run right, orlie.

Old Grandfires talke of yefterday with forrow,
And for our children wee referve to morrow.

So fhort is life, that every peafant ftrives,

In atorne houfe, or field, to have three lives.

And as inlafting, {0 in length is man”

Contracted to an inch, who was a fpanne;

For had aman at firft in forrefts ftray-d,

Or fhipwrack’d in the Sea, one would have laid

A wager, that an Elephant, or Whale,

That met him, would not haftily affaile

A thing {o equall to him: now alas,

The Fairies, and the Pigmies well may paffe

As credible; mankinde decayes {o foone,

Werare f{carce our Father’s fhadowes caft at noone:
Onely death addes t'our length: nor are wee growne
In ftature to be men, till we are none.

But this were light, did our leffe volume hold

All the old Text; or had wee chang’d to gold
Their filver; or difpos’d into lefle glaffe

Spirits of vertue, which then fcatter’d was.

But ‘tis not {o: weare not retir’d, but dampt;

And as our bodies, {o our mindes are crampt:

“Tis fhrinking, not clofe weaving that hath thus,

In minde, and body both bed warfed™ us.

Wee feeme ambitious, God’s whole worke t'undoe;
Of nothing hee made us, and we ftrive too,

To bring our felves to nothing backe; and wee

Doe what wee can, to do’t {o foone as hee.

With new difeafes on our felves we warre,

And with new Phyficke, a worfe Engin farre.

73 - Smalnesse of stature.
74 - [EN1Or shrunk.
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Thus man, this world’s Vice-Emperour, in whom

All faculties, all graces are at home;

And if in other creatures they appeare,

They’re but man’s Minifters, and Legats there,

To worke on their rebellions, and reduce 165
Them to Civility, and to man’s ufe:

This man, whom God did wooe, and loth t*attend

Till man came up, did downe to man defcend,

This man, {o great, that all that is, is his,

Oh what a trifle, and poore thing he is! 170
If man were any thing, he’s nothing now:

Helpe, or atleaft fome time to waft, alow

This other wants, yet when he did depart

With her whom we lament, hee loft his heart.

She, of whom th*Ancients feem’d to prophefie, 175
When they call’d vertues by the name of /hee;

Shee in whom vertue was fo much refin’d,

That for Allay unto {o pure aminde

Shee tooke the weaker Sex; fhee that could drive

The poyfonous tincture, and the ftaine of Eve, 180
Out ofher thoughts, and deeds; and puriﬁe

All, by a true religious Alchymie;

Shee, fhee is dead; Thee’s dead: when thou knoweft this,

Thouknoweft how poore a trifling thing man is.

Andlearn’ft thus much by our Anatomie, 185
The heart being perifh’d, no part can be free.

And that except thou feed (not banquet) on

The fupernaturall food, Religion,

Thy better Growth growes withered, and {cant;

Be more then man, or thou’rt leffe then an Ant. 190
Then, as mankinde, {0 is the world’s whole frame

Quite out of joynt, almoft created lame:

For, before God had made up all the reft,

Corruption entred, and deprav’d the beft:

It feis°d the Angels, and then firft of all 195
The world did in her cradle take a fall,

And turn’d her braines, and tooke a generall maime,

Wronging each joynt of th-univerfall frame.

The nobleft part, man, felt it firft; and than
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Both beafts and plants, curft in the curfe of man”. 200
So did the world from the firft houre decay”,

That evening was beginning of the day,

And now the Springs and Sommers which we fee,

Like fonne’s of women after fiftie bee.

And new Philofophy calls all in doubt, 205
The Element of fire is quite put out;

The Sun isloft, and threarth, and no man’s wit

Can well direct him where tolooke for it.

And freely men confeffe that this world's fpent,

When in the Planets, and the Firmament 210
They feeke fo many new; they fee that this

Is crumbled out againe to his Atomies.

“Tis all in peeces, all cohaerence gone;

All juft fupply, and all Relation:

Prince, Subject, Father, Sonne, are things forgot, 215
For every man alone thinkes he hath got

To be a Pheenix, and that then can bee

None of that kinde, of which he is, but hee.

This is the world’s condition now, and now

She that (hould all parts to reunion bow, 220
She that had all Magnetique force alone,

To draw, and faften fundred parts in one;

She whom wife nature had invented then

When fhe obferv’d that every fort of men

Did in their voyage in this world’s Sea {tray, 225
And needed anew compaffe for their way;

She that was beft, and firft originall

Of all faire copies, and the generall

Steward to Fate; the whofe rich eyes, and breft

Guilt the Weft Indies, and perfum-d the Eaft; 230
Whofe having breath’d in this world, did beftow

Spice on thofe lles, and bad them ftill fmell fo,

And that rich Indie which doth gold interre,

75 - Decay of nature in other parts.

76 -[ENJ Donne echoes Scripture’s view of the Fall:
For the creation was subjected to vanity, not of its own will, but by reason of him who subjected
it, in hope that the creation itself also shall be delivered from the bondage of corruption into
the liberty of the glory of the children of God. For we know that the whole creation groaneth
and travaileth in pain together until now. (Rom. 8: 20-22)
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Is but as fingle money, coyn’d from her:

She to whom this world muft it felfe refer, 235
As Suburbs, or the Microcofme of her,

Shee, fhee is dead; Thee’s dead: when thou knowit this,

Thouknow{t howlame a cripple this world is.

Andlearn’ft thus much by our Anatomy,

That this worlds generall fickeneffe doth not lie 240
In any humour, or one certaine part;

But as thou faweft it rotten at the heart,

Thou feeft aHectique feaver hath got hold

Of the whole fubftance, not to be contrould,

And that thou haft but one way, not t'admit 245
The world’s infection, to be none of it.

For the world’s fubtil{t immateriall parts

Feele this confuming wound, and ages darts.

For the world’s beauty is decai’d, or gonc”,

Beauty, that’s colour, and proportion. 250
We thinke the heavens enjoy their Sphericall,

Their round proportion embracing all.

But yet their various and perplexed courfe,

Obferv-d in divers ages, doth enforce

Men to finde out fo many Eccentrique parts, 255
Such divers downe—right lines, fuch overthwarts,

As difproportion that pure forme: It teares

The Firmament in eight and forty fheires,

And in thefe Conlftellations then arife

New ftarres, and old doe vanifh from our eyes: 260
As though heav'n fuffered earthquakes, peace or war,

When new Towers rife, and old demolifht are.

They have impald within a Zodiake

The free-borne Sun, and keepe twelve Signes awake

To watch his fteps; the Goat and Crab controule, 265
And fright him backe, who elfe to either Pole

(Did not thefe Tropiques fetter him) might runne:

For his courfe is not round; nor can the Sunne

Perfit a Cirde, or maintaine his way

One inch direct; but where he rofe to-day 270
He comes no more, but with a couzeningline,

77 - Disformity of parts.
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Steales by that point, and {o is Serpentine:

And feeming weary with his reeling thus,

He meanes to {leepe, being now falne nearer us.

So, of the Starres which boaft that they doe runne 275
In Cirdle ftill, none ends where he begun.

All their proportion’s lame, it finkes, it fwels.

For of Meridians, and Parallels,

Man hath weav’d out anet, and this net throwne

Upon the Heavens, and now they are his owne. 280
Loth to goe up the hill, or labour thus

To goe to heaven, we make heaven come to us.

We fpur, we reine the ftarres, and in their race

They’re diverfly content t’obey our pace.

But keepes the earth her round proportion {till? 285
Doth not a Tenarif”®, or higher Hill

Rife fo highlike a Rocke, that one might thinke

The floating Moone would fhipwracke there, and finke?

Seas are {o deepe, that Whales being {trooke to day,

Perchance to morrow, fcarfe at middle way 290
Of their wifh’d journies end, the bottome, die.

And men, to found depths, fo muchline untie,

As one might juftly thinke, that there would rife

At end thereof;, one of th*Antipodies:

If under all, a Vault infernall bee, 295
(Which fure is fpacious, except that we

Invent another torment, that there muft

Millions into a ftraight hot roome be thruft)

Then folidneffe, and roundnefle have no place.

Are thefe but warts, and pock-holes in the face 300
Of threarth? Thinke fo: but yet confefle, in this

The world’s proportion disfigured is”’;

That thofe two legges whereon it doth rely,

Reward and punifhment are bent awry.

And, Oh, it can no more be queftioned, 305
That beauties beft, proportion, is dead,

Since even griefe it felfe, which now alone

Isleft us, is without proportion.

78 - [EN] Tenerife is the largest and most populated island of the Canary Islands. Tenerife
includes a volcano, Mount Teide, a useful landmark for sailors.

79 - Disorder in the world.
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Shee by whofe lines proportion fhould bee

Examin’d, meafure of all Symmetree, 310
Whom had that Ancient {een, who thought foules made

Of Harmony, he would at next have faid

That Harmony was fhee, and thence infer,

That foules were but Refultances from her,

And did from her into our bodies goe, 315
As to our eyes, the formes from objects flow:

Shee, who if thofe great Doctors truly faid

That the Arke to man’s proportions was made,

Had been a type for that, as that might be

A type of her in this, that contrary 320
Both Elements, and Paffions livd at peace

In her, who caus’d all Civill war to ceafe.

Shee, after whom, what forme fo’er we fee,

Is difcord, and rude incongruitie;

Shee, thee is dead, thee’s dead; when thou knowdt this 325
Thouknowft how ugly amontter this world is:

Andlearn’ft thus much by our Anatomie,

That here is nothing to enamour thee:

And that, not only faults in inward parts,

Corruptions in our braines, or in our hearts, 330
Poyfoning the fountaines, whence our actions {pring,

Endanger us: but that if every thing

Be not done fitly’and in proportion,

To fatisfie wife, and good lookers on,

(Since moft men be fuch as moft thinke they bee) 335
Theyre lothfome too, by this Deformitee.

For good, and well, muft in our actions meete;

Wicked is not much worfe than indifcreet.

But beautie’s other fecond Element,

Colour, and luftre now; is as neere fpent. 340
And had the world his juft proportion,

Wereita ring ftill, yet the ftone is gone.

As a compaffionate Turcoyfe which doth tell

Bylooking pale, the wearer is not well,

As gold falls ficke being {tung with Mercury, 345
All the world’s parts of fuch complexion bee.

‘When nature was moft bufie, the firft weeke,

Swadling the new borne earth, God feem’d to like
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That fhe fhould {port her felfe fometimes, and play,
To mingle, and vary colours every day:

And then, as though fhee could not make inow,
Himfelfe his various Rainbow did allow.

Sight is the nobleft fenfe of any one,

Yet fight hath only colour to feed on,

And colour is decai’d: fammers robe growes
Duskie, and like an oft dyed garment (howes.
Our blufhing red, which us'd in cheekes to {pred,
Is inward funke, and only our foules are red.
Perchance the world might have recovered,

If the whom we lament had not beene dead:

But thee, in whom all white, and red, and blew
(Beautie’s ingredients) voluntary grew,

Asin an unvext Paradife; from whom

Did all things verdure, and their luftre come,
Whofe compofition was miraculous,

Being all colour, all Diaphanous,

(For Ayre, and Fire but thick groffe bodies were,
And livelie{t {tones but drowfie, and pale to her,)
Shee, fhee, 1s dead; fhee’s dead: when thou knowft this,
Thou knowlt how wan a Ghoft this our world is:
Andlearn’ft thus much by our Anatomie,

That it thould more affright, then pleafure thee.
And that, fince all faire colour then did finke,

“Tis now but wicked vanitie, to thinke™

To colour vicious deeds with good pretence,

Or with bought colors to illude men’s fenfe.

Nor in ought more this worlds decay appeares,
Then that her influence the heav'n forbeares,

Or that the Elements doe not feele this,

The father, or the mother barren is.

The doudes conceive not raine, or doe not powre,
In the due birth time, downe the balmy fhowre;
ThrAyre doth not motherly fit on the earth,

To hatch her feafons, and give all things birth;
Spring-times were common cradles, but are tombes;
And falfe-conceptions fill the generall wombes;

80 - Weaknesse in the want of correspondence of heaven and earth.
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TheAyre fhowes fuch Meteors, as none can fee,

Not only what they meane, but what they bee;

Earth fuch new wormes, as would have troubled much

Th Egyptian eMages to have made more fuch. 390
What Artift now dares boaft that he can bring

Heaven hither, or conftellate any thing,

So as the influence of thofe ftarres may bee

Imprifon’d in an Hearbe, or Charme, or Tree,

And doe by touch, all which thofe ftars could doe? 395
The art isloft, and correfpondence too.

Forheaven gives little, and the earth takeslefle,

And man leaft knowes their trade and purpofes.

If this commerce twixt heaven and earth were not

Embarr-d, and all this traffique quite forgot, 400
She, for whofe loffe we have lamented thus,

Would worke more fully, and powrfully on us:

Since herbes, and roots, by dying lofe not all,

But they, yea Afhes too, are medicinall,

Death could not quench her vertue {o, but that 405
It would be (if not follow'd) wondred at:

And all the world would be one dying Swan,

To fing her funerall praife, and vanith than.

But as fome Serpents poyfon hurteth not,

Except it be from the live Serpent fhot, 410
So doth her vertue need her here, to fit

That unto us; thee working more then it.

But fhee, in whom to fuch maturity

Vertue was growne, paft growth, that it muft die;

She, from whofe influence all ImprefTions came, 415
But, by Receiver’s impotencies, lame,

Who, though the could not tranfubftantiate

All ftates to gold, yet guilded every ftate,

So that fome Princes have fome temperance;

Some Counfellers fome purpofe to advance 420
The common profit; and fome people have

Some ftay, no more then Kings fhould give, to crave;

Some women have fome taciturnity,

Some nunneries fome graines of chaftitie.

She that did thus much, and much more could doe, 425
But that our age was Iron, and ruftie too,
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Shee, fhee is dead; fhee’s dead; when thou knowdt this,
Thou knowlt how drie a Cinder this world is.
And learn’ft thus much by our Anatomy,

That “tis in vaine to dew, or mollifie

It with thy teares, or {weat, or blood: nothing

Is worth our travaile, griefe, or perifhing,

But thofe rich joyes, which did poffefle her heart,
Of which the’s now partaker, and a part.8x

But as in cutting up aman that’s dead,

The body will notlaft out, to have read

On every part, and therefore men direct

Their fpeech to parts, that are of moft effect;

So the world’s carcaffe would not laft, if 1

Were punctuall in this Anatomy;

Nor fmels it well to hearers, if one tell

Them their difeafe, who faine would think they’re well.
Here therefore be the end: And, blefled maid,
Of whom is meant what ever hath been faid,

Or {hall be fpoken well by any tongue,

Whofe name refines courfe lines, and makes profe fong,
Accept this tribute, and his firft yeares rent,
Who till his darke {hort tapers end be fpent,

As oft as thy feaft fees this widowed earth,

Will yearely celebrate thy fecond birth,

That is, thy death; for though the foule of man
Be got when man is made, ‘tis borne but than
When man doth die; our body’s as the wombe,
And, as a Mid-wife, death directs it home.

And you her creatures, whom {he workes upon,
And have yourlaft, and beft concoction

From her example, and her vertue, if you

In reverence to her, do thinke it due,

That no one thould her praifes thus rehearfe,

As matter fit for Chronide, not verfe;
Vouchfafe to call to minde that God did make
Alaft, and lafting'ft peece, a fong. He fpake

To JMofes to deliver unto all,

That fong, becaufe hee knew they would let fall

81 - Condusion.
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The Law, the Prophets, and the Hiftory, 465
But keepe the fong ftill in their memory:

Such an opinion (in due meafure) made

Me this great Office boldly to invade:

Nor could incomprehenfibleneffe deterre

Mee, from thus trying to emprifon her, 470
Which when I faw that a fErict grave could doe,

I faw not why verfe might not do {o too.

Verfe hath amiddle nature: heaven keepes Soules,

The Grave keepes bodies, Verfe the Fame enroules.
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A FUNERALL ELEGIE

is lost, to trust a Tombe with fuch a guest,
| Or to confine her in amarble cheft.
AN a/j{, Alas, what’s Marble, Jeat, or Porphyrie,
s Priz°d with the Chryfolite of either eye,
ﬁé" Or with thofe Pearles, and Rubies, which fhe was? 5
Joyne the two Indies in one Tombe, ‘tis glaﬁé;
And {o s all to her materials,
Though every inch were ten Efcurials,
Yet thes demolifh-d: can wee keepe her then
In works of hands, or of the wits of men? 10
Can thefe memorials, ragges of paper, give
Life to that name, by which name they muftlive?
Sickly, alas, fhort-liv'd, aborted bee
Thofe carcaffe verfes, whofe foule is not fhee.
And can fhee, who no longer would be {hee, 15
Being fuch a Tabernade, ftoop to be
In paper wrapt; or, when fhee would not lie
In fuchahoufe, dwell in an Elegie?
But ‘tis no matter; wee may well allow

Verfe tolive folong as the world will now, 20
For her death wounded it. The world containes

Princes for armes, and Counfellors for braines,

Lawyers for tongues, Divines for hearts, and more,

The Rich for ftomackes, and for backes, the Poore;

The Officers for hands, Merchants for feet, 25
By which, remote and diftant Countries meet.

But thofe fine fi)irits which do tune, and fet

This Organ, are thofe peeces which beget

Wonder and love; and thefe were thee; and fhee

Being fpent, the world muft needs decrepit bee; 30
For fince death will proceed to triumph ftill,

He can finde nothing, after her, tokill,

Except the world it felfe, {o great as (hee.

Thus brave and confident may Nature bee,

Death cannot give her fuch another blow, 35
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Becaufe fhee cannot {uch another thow.

But muft wee fay fhe’s dead? may’t not be faid

That as a fundred docke is peecemeale laid,

Not to be loft, but by the maker’s hand

Repollith'd, without errour then to {tand, 40
Or as the Affrique Niger ftreame enwombs

It felfe into the earth, and after comes

(Having firft made a naturall bridge, to paffe

For many lea,gues) farre greater then it was,

May’t not be faid, that her grave fhall reftore 45
Her, greater, purer, firmer, then before?

Heaven may fay this, and joy in’t, but can wee

Wholive, and lacke her, here this vantage fee?

What is’t to us, alas, if there have beene

An Angell made a Throne, or Cherubin? 50
Weelofe by't: and as aged men are glad

Being taftlefle growne, to joy in joyes they had,

So now the fick {tarv’d world muft feed upon

This joy, that we had her, who now s gone.

Rejoyce then Nature, and this World, that you, 55
Fearing the laft fires haftning to fubdue

Your force and vigour, ere it were neere gone,

Wifely beftowd and laid it all on one.

One, whofe deare body was {o pure and thinne,

Becaufe it need disguife no thought within. 60
“Twas but a through-light {carfe, her minde tiinroule;

Or exhalation breath’d out from her Soule.

One, whom all men who durft no more, admir-d:

And whom, who ere had worth enough, defird;

As when a Temple’s built, Saints emulate 65
To which of them, it {hall be confecrate.

But, as when heaven lookes on us with new eyes,

Thofe new ftarres every Artift exercife,

What place they thould affigne to them they doubt,

Argue,’and agree not, till thofe {tarres goe out: 70
So the world ftudied whofe this peece thould be,

Till fhee can be no bodies elfe, nor thee:

Butlike a Lampe of Balfamum, defird

Rather tadorne, thenlaft, fhe {oone expir-d,

Cloath’d in her virgin white integritie, 75
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For marriage, though it doe not ftaine, doth dye.
To fcape thinfirmities which wait upon

Woman, the went away, before {h'was one;

And the world’s bufie noyfe to overcome,

Tooke fo much death, as ferv'd for opiums;

For though the could not, nor could chufe to dye,
Sherath yeelded to toolong an extafie:

Hee which not knowing her faid Hiftory,

Should come to reade the booke of deftiny,

How faire, and chaft, humble, and high fhead been,
Much promis’d, much perform-d, at not fifteene,
And meafuring future things, by things before,
Should turne the leafe to reade, and reade no more,
Would thinke that either deftiny miftooke,

Or that fome leaves were torne out of the booke.
But “tis not {o; Fate did but ufher her

To yeares of reafons ufe, and then inferre

Her deftiny to her felfe, whichliberty

She tooke but for thus much, thus much to die.
Her modeftie not fuffering her to bee
Fellow-Commiflioner with Deftinie,

She did no more but die; if after her

Any {halllive, which dare true good prefer,
Every fuch perfon is her deligate,

Traccomplifh that which fhould have beene her Fate.

They fhall make up that Booke and fhall have thanks
Of Fate, and her, for filling up their blankes.

For future vertuous deeds are chacies,

Which from the gift of her example rife;

And tis in heay’n part of fpirituall mirth,

To fee how well the good play her, on earth.
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OF THE PROGRESSE OF THE
SOULE

W herein, By occafion of the Religious death of Miftris Elizabeth Drvry, the incom-
modities of the Soule in thislife, and her exaltation in the next, are contemplated.

THE SECOND ANNIVERSARY.

THE HARBINGER TO THE PROGRESSE

wo Soules move here, and mine (a third) must move

<¥| Paces of admiration, and of love;

‘{ Thy Soule (deare virgin) whofe this tribute is,

Mov-d from this mortall Spheare to lively bliffe;

And yet moves ftill, and ftill afpires to fee 5
The worlds laft day, thy glories full degree:

Like as thofe ftarres which thou o’r-lookeft farre,

Are in their place, and yet ftill moved are:

No foule (whiles with the luggage of this clay

It dogged is) can follow thee halfe way; 10
Or fee thy flight, which doth our thoughts outgoe

So faft, that now the lightning moves but flow:

But now thou art as high in heaven flowne

Asheaven’s from us; what foule befides thine owne

Can tell thy joyes, or fay he can relate 15
Thy glorious Journals in that blefled ftate?

Ienvie thee (Rich foule) I envy thee,

Although I cannot yet thy glory fee:

And thou (great fpirit) which hers follow"d haft

So faft, as none can follow thine fo faft; 20
So far, as none can follow thine {o farre,

(And if this fleth did not the paffage barre

Had(t caught her) let me wonder at thy flight

Whichlong agone hadit loft the vulgar fight,

And now mak'{t proud the better eyes, that they 25
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Can fee thee less'ned in thine ayery way;

So while thou mak’ft her foule by progreffe knowne
Thou mak'{t anoble progreffe of thine owne,
From this world's carkaffe having mounted high
To that pure life of immortalitie;

Since thine afpiring thoughts themfelves {o raife
That more may not befeeme a creatures praife,

Yet ftill thou vow'ft her more; and every yeare
Mak'ft anew progrefle, while thou wandreft here;
Still upward mount; and let thy Maker’s praife
Honor thy Laura, and adorne thy laies.

And fince thy Mufe her head in heaven fhrouds,
Ohlet her never ftoope below the clouds:

And if thofe glorious fainted foules may know

Or what wee doe, or what wee fing below,

Thofe acts, thofe fongs {hall ftill content them beft
Which praife thofe awfull Powers that make them bleft.

OF THE PROGRESSE OF THE SOULE.

THE SECOND ANNIVERSARIE®

othing could make me fooner to confesse
)/ That this world had an everlaftingnefle,

& fiiK Then to confider, that a yeare is runne,

@K Since both this lower world’s, and the Sunne’s Sunne,

NorinS The Luftre, and the vigor of this All,

Did fet; ‘twere blafphemie to fay, did fall.

But as a thip which hath ftrooke faile, doth runne

By force of that force which before, it wonne:

Or as fometimes in a beheaded man,

Though at thofe two Red feas, which freely ranne,

One from the Trunke, another from the Head,

His foule be fail*d, to her eternall bed,

His eyes will twinckle, and his tongue will roll,

As though he beckned, and cal*d backe his foule,
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He grafpes his hands, and he pulls up his feet,
And feemes to reach, and to ftep forth to meet
His foule; when all thefe motions which we faw,
Are but as Ice, which crackles at a thaw:

Or as a Lute, which in moift weather, rings
Herknell alone, by cracking of her {trings:

So ftruggles this dead world, now fhee is gone;
For there is motion in corruption.

As fome daies are at the Creation nam’d,

Before the Sunne, the which fram’d daies, was fram’d,

So after this Sunne’s fet, fome thew appeares,
And orderly viciffitude of yeares.

Yet anew Deluge, and of Lethe flood,

Hath drown’d us all, All have forgot all good,
Forgetting her, the maine referve of all.

Yet in this deluge, grofle and generall,

Thou feeft me ftrive forlife; my life fhall bee,
To be hereafter prais'd, for prayfing thee;
Immortall Maid, who though thou would ft refufe
The name of Mother, be unto my Mufe

A Father, fince her chaft Ambition s,

Yearely to bring forth fuch a child as this.

Thefe Hymnes may worke on future wits, and fo
May great Grand children of thy prayfes grow.
And {o, though not revive, embalme and fpice
The world, which elfe would putrifie with vice.
For thus, Man may extend thy progeny,

Untill man doe but vanifh, and not die.

Thefe Hymnes thy iffue, may encreafe folong,
As till God's great /nite change the fong.gg
Thirft for that time, O my infatiate foule,

And ferve thy thirft, with God’s fafe-fealing Bowle.
Be thirftie ftill, and drinke ftill till thou goe

To thronly Health, to be Hydroptique fo.

Forgct this rotten world; And unto thee

Let thine owne times as an old ftorie bee.

Be not concern’d: ftudie not why, nor when;
Doe not fo much as not beleeve aman.

83 - A iust disestimation[2] of this world.
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For though to erre, be worft, to try truths forth,

Is far more bufinefle, then this world is worth.

The world is but a carkafle; thou art fed

By it, but as a worme, that carkaffe bred;

And why thould"ft thou, poore worme, confider more,
When this world will grow better then before,
Then thofe thy fellow wormes doe thinke upon
That carkaffe’s laft refurrection.

Forget this world, and fcarce thinke of it fo,

As of old dothes, caft off a yeare agoe.

To be thus ftupid is Alacritie;

Men thus Lethargique have beft Memory.

Look upward; that’s towards her, whofe happy ftate
‘We now lament not, but congratulate.

Shee, to whom all this world was but a {tage,

Where all fat harkning how her youthfull age

Should be emploi‘d, becaufe in all fhee did,

Some Figure of the Golden times was hid.

Who could not lacke, what e’r this world could give,
Becaufe fhee was the forme, that made itlive;

Nor could complaine, that this world was unfit

To be ftaid in, then when fhee was in it;

Shee that firft tried indifferent defires

By vertue, and vertue by religious fires,

Shee to whofe perfon Paradife adher-d,

As Courts to Princes, fhee whofe eyes enfphear'd
Star-light enough, t'have made the South controule,
(Had fhee beene there) the Star-full Northerne Pole,
Shee, thee is gone; fheis gone; when thou knoweit this,
What fragmentary rubbidge this world is
Thouknoweft, and that it is not worth a thought;
He honors it too much that thinkes it nought.84
Thinke then, my foule, that death is but a Groome,
Which brings a Taper to the outward roome,
Whence thou fpieft firft alittle glimmering light,
And after brings it nearer to thy fight:

For fuch approaches doth heaven make in death.
Thinke thy felfe labouring now with broken breath,

84 - Contemplation of our state in our death-bed.
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And thinke thofe broken and foft Notes to bee

Divifion, and thy happyeft Harmonie.

Thinke thee laid on thy death-bed, loofe and flacke;

And thinke that, but unbinding of a packe,

To take one precious thing, thy foule from thence. 95
Thinke thy felfe parch’d with fever’s violence,

Anger thine ague more, by calling it

Thy Phyficke; chide the {lackneffe of the fit.

Thinke that thou hear’ft thy knell, and think no more,

But that, as Bels cal°d thee to Church before, 100
So this, to the Triumphant Church, calls thee.

Thinke Satans Sergeants round about thee bee,

And thinke that but for Legacies they thruft;

Give one thy Pride, to‘another give thy Luft:

Give them thofe finnes which they gave thee before, 105
And truft thimmaculate blood to wafh thy fcore.

Thinke thy friends weeping round, and thinke that they

Weepe but becaufe they goe not yet thy way.

Thinke that they dofe thine eyes, and thinke in this,

That they confeffe much in the world, amiffe, 1o
Who dare not truft a dead man’s eye with that,

Which they from God, and Angels cover not.

Thinke that they {hroud thee up, and think from thence

They reinveft thee in white innocence.

Thinke that thy body rots, and (if fo low, 115
Thy foule exalted fo, thy thoughts can goe,)

Think thee a Prince, who of themfelves create

Wormes which infenfibly devoure their State.

Thinke that they bury thee, and thinke that right

Laies thee to fleepe but a Saint Lucie’s night. 120
Thinke thefe things cheerefully: and if thou bee

Drowfie or flacke, remember then that thee,

Shee whofe Complexion was {o even made,

That which of her Ingredients fhould invade

The other three, no Feare, no Art could gueffe: 125
So far were all remov’d from more or leffe.

But as in Mithridate, or juft perfumes,

Where all good things being met, no one prefumes

To governe, or to triumph on the reft,

Only becaufe all were, no part was beft. 3o
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And as, though all doe know, that quantities

Are made of lines, and lines from Points arife,
None can thefe lines or quantities unjoynt,

And fay this is aline, or this apoint,

So though the Elements and Humors were

Inher, one could not fay, this governes there.
Whofe even conftitution might have wonne

Any difeafe to venter on the Sunne,

Rather then her: and make a fpirit feare,

That hee to difuniting fubject were.

To whofe proportions if we would compare
Cubes, thrare unftable; Cirdles, Angular;

She who was fuch a chaine as Fate employes

To bring mankinde all Fortunes it enjoyes;

So faft, {o even wrought, as one would thinke,
No Accident could threaten any linke;

Shee, thee embrac’d a ficknefle, gave it meat,

The pureft blood, and breath, that e'r it eate;
And hath taught us, that though a good man hath
Title to heaven, and plead it by his Faith,

And though he may pretend a conqueft, fince
Heaven was content to fuffer violence,

Yea though hee plead along poffeffion too,

(For they’re in heaven on earth who heaven’s workes do)
Though hee had right and power and place, before,
Yet Death muft uther, and unlocke the doore.”
Thinke further on thy felfe, my Soule, and thinke
How thou at firft waft made but in a {inke;

Thinke that it argued fome infirmitie,

That thofe two foules, which then thou foundft in me,
Thou fedft upon, and drewtt into thee, both

My fecond foule of fenfe, and firft of growth.
Thinke but how poore thou waft, how obnoxious;
Whom a fmall lumpe of fleth could poyfon thus.
This curded milke, this poore unlittered whelpe
My body, could, beyond efcape or helpe,

Infect thee with Originall finne, and thou
Couldft neither then refufe, norleave it now.

85 - Incommodities of the Soule in the Body.
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Thinke that no ftubborne fullen Anchorit,

Which fixt to apillar, or agrave, doth fit 170
Bedded, and bath’d in all his ordures, dwels

So fowly as our Soules in their firft-built Cels.

Thinke in how poore a prifon thou didft lie

After, enabled but to fuck, and crie.

Thinke, when’twas growne to moft, twas a poore Inne, 175
A Province pack’d up in two yards of skinne,

And that ufurp’d or threatned with the rage

Of ficknefles, or their true mother, Age.

But thinke that Death hath now enfranchis’d thee,*

Thou haft thy’expanfion now, and libertie; 180
Thinke that a ruftie Peece, difcharg'd, is flowne

In peeces, and the bullet is his owne,

And freely flies: This to thy Soule allow,

Thinke thy fhell broke, thinke thy Soule hatch’d but now.

And think this {low-pac'd foule, whichlate did dleave 185
To’abody, and went but by the bodies leave,

Twenty, perchance, or thirty mile a day,

Difpatches in aminute all the way

Twixt heaven, and earth; fhe ftayes not in the ayre,

Tolooke what Meteors there themfelves prepare; 190
She carries no defire to know, nor fenfe,

Whether th’ayres middle region be intenfe;

For th'Element of fire, the doth not know,

Whether the paft by fuch a place or no;

She baits not at the Moone, nor cares to trie 195
Whether in that new world, men live, and die.

Fenus retards her not, to‘enquire, how fhee

Can, (being one ftarre) Hefper, and Ffper bee;

Hee that charm’d efrgus eyes, fweet Mercury,

Workes not on her, who nowis growne all eye; 200
Who, if {he meet the body of the Sunne,

Goes through, not ftaying till his courfe be runne;

Who findes in &Mars his Campe no corps of Guard;

Nor is by Iove, nor by his father barr-d;

But ere fhe can confider how {he went, 205
At once is at, and through the Firmament.

86 - Herliberty by death.
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And as thefe ftarres were but {o many beads
Strung on one ftring, {peed undiftinguifh'd leads

Her through thofe Spheares, as through the beads, a ftring,

Whofe quick fucceflion makes it {till one thing:

As doth the pith, which, left our bodies {lacke,
Strings faft the little bones of necke, and backe;

So by the Soule doth death ftring Heaven and Earth;
For when our Soule enjoyes this her third birth,
(Creation gave her one, afecond, grace,)

Heaven is as neare, and prefent to her face,

As colours are, and objects, in a roome

Where darkneffe was before, when Tapers come.
This muft, my Soule, thy long-{hort Progrefle bee;
Toradvance thefe thoughts, remember then, that the,
She; whofe faire body no fuch prifon was,

But that a Soule might well be pleas'd to pafle

An agein her; fhe whofe rich beauty lent

Mintage to other beauties, for they went

But for fo much as they were like to her;

Shee, in whofe body (if we dare preferre

Thislow world, to {o high a marke as thee,)

The Wefterne treafure, Eafterne {picerie,
Europe, and Afrique, and the unknowne reft
Were eafily found, or what in them was beft;

And when whave made this large difcoverie

Of all, in her fome one part then will bee

Twenty fuch parts, whofe plenty and riches is
Enough to make twenty fuch worlds as this;

Shee, whom had they knowne who did firft betroth
The Tutelar Angels, and affign’d one, both

To Nations, Cities, and to Companies,

To Functions, Offices, and Dignities,

And to each feverall man, to him, and him,

They would have given her one for everylimbe;
She, of whofe foule, if wee may fay, ‘twas Gold,
Her body was th’Electrum, and did hold

Many degrees of that; wee under{tood

Her by her fight; her pure, and eloquent blood
Spoke in her cheekes, and {o diftinctly wrought,
That one might almoft fay, her body thought;
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Shee, {hee, thus richly and largely housd, is gone:

And chides us {low-pac'd fhailes who crawle upon

Our prifon’s prifon, earth, nor thinke us well,

Longer, then whil'ft wee beare our brittle {hell”. 250
But twere butlittle to have chang’d our roome,

If, as we were in this our living Tombe

Oppress’d with ignorance, wee {till were fo.

Poore foule, in this thy flefh what doft thouknow?

Thouknowt thy felfe folittle, as thou know-ft not, 255
How thou didft die, nor how thou waft begot.

Thou neither knowft, how thou at firft cam’ft in,

Nor how thou took’ft the poyfon of man’s finne®™.

Nor doft thou, (though thou know-1t, that thou art {0)

By what way thou art made immortall, know. 260
Thouart too narrow, wretch, to comprehend

Even thy felfe: yea though thou would{t but bend

Toknow thy body. Have not all foules thought

For many ages, that our body’is wrought

Of Ayre, and Fire, and other Elements? 265
And now they thinke of new ingredients,

And one Soule thinkes one, and another way

Another thinkes, and ‘tis an even lay.

Knowit thou but how the ftone doth enter in

The bladders cave, and never breake the skinne? 270
Knowit thou how blood, which to the heart doth flow,

Doth from one ventricle to th'other goe?

And for the putrid {tuffe, which thou doft fpit,

Knowft thou how thy lungs have attracted it?

There are no paflages, {o that there is 275
(For ought thouknow{t) piercing of fubftances.

And of thofe many opinions which men raife

Of Nailes and Haires, doft thou know which to praife?

What hope have wee to know our felves, when wee

Know not the leaft things, which for our ufe be? 280
Wee fee in Authors, too ftiffe to recant,

A hundred controverfies of an Ant;

87 -Her ignorance in this life and knowledge in the next.

88 - [EN1 The fallen sons of Adam and the fallen daughters of Eve, even thos we most
admire, are ALLafflicted with the darkness in our hearts called sin.Only Christ himself can
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And yet one watches, ftarves, freefes, and fweats,

To know but Catechifmes and Alphabets

Of unconcerning things, matters of fact; 285
How others on our {tage their parts did Act;

What (zfar did, yea, and what (Cicero faid.

Why graﬁ'e is greene, or why our blood is red,

Are myfteries which none have reach’d unto.

In this low forme, poore foule, what wilt thou doe? 290
When wilt thou fhake off this Pedantery,

Of being taught by fenfe, and Fantafie?

Thoulook'ft through fpectades; fmall things feeme great

Below; But up unto the watch-towre get,

And fee all things defpoyl‘d of fallacies: 295
Thou thalt not peepe through lattices of eyes,

Nor heare through Labyrinths of eares, nor learne

By circuit, or collections to difcerne.

Inheaven thou ftraight knowft all, concerningit,

And what concernes it not, fhalt ftraight forget. 300
There thou (but in no other {choole) maift bee

Perchance, aslearned, and as full, as thee,

Shee who all libraries had throughly read

Athome in her owne thoughts, and practifed

So much good as would make as many more: 305
Shee whofe example they muft all implore,

Who would or doe, or thinke well, and confefle

That all the vertuous Actions they exprefle,

Are but anew, and worfe edition

Of her fome one thought, or one action: 310
She who in th'art of knowing Heaven, was growne

Here upon earth, to fuch perfection,

That {he hath, ever fince to Heaven {he came,

(Inafar fairer print,) but read the fame:

Shee, fhee not fatisfied with all this waight, 315
(For fomuch knowledge, as would over—fra.ight

Another, did but ballaft her) is gone

As well t’enjoy, as get perfection.

And cals us after her, in that {hee tooke,

(Taking her felfe) our beft, and worthieft booke™. 320

89 - Of our company in this life, and in the next.
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Returne not, my Soule, from this extafie,

And meditation of what thou (halt bee,

To earthly thoughts, till it to thee appeare,

With whom thy converfation muft be there.
With whom wilt thou converfe? what {tation
Cantt thou choofe out, free from infection,

That will not give thee theirs, nor drinke in thine?
Shalt thou not finde a fpungie flacke Divine
Drinke and fucke in theinftructions of Great men,
And for the word of God, vent them agen?

Are there not fome Courts (and then, no things bee
Solike as Courts) which, in thislet us fee,

That wits and tongues of Libellers are weake,
Becaufe they do more ill, then thefe can {peake?
The poyfon’s gone through all, poyfons affect
Chiefly the chiefeft parts, but fome effect

In nailes, and haires, yea excrements, will Thow;
Solyes the poyfon of finne in the moft low.

Up, up, my drowfie Soule, where thy new eare
Shall in the Angel’s fongs no difcord heare;
Where thou fhalt fee the bleffed Mother-maid
Joy in not being that, which men have faid.
Where the is exalted more for being good,

Then for her intereft of Mother-hood.

Up to thofe Patriarchs, which did longer fit
Expecting Chrift, then they*have enjoy’d him yet.
Up to thofe Prophets, which now gladly fee
Their Prophefies growne to be Hiftorie.

Up to th*Apoftles, who did bravely runne

All the Sun’s courfe, with more light then the Sunne.

Up to thofe Martyrs, who did calmly bleed
Oyle to th*Apoftle’s Lamps, dew to their feed.
Up to thofe Virgins, who thought, that almoft
They made joyntenants with the Holy Ghoft,
If they to any {hould his Temple give.

Up, up, for in that fquadron there dothlive
She, who hath carried thither new degrees
(As to their number) to their dignities.

Shee, who being to her felfe a State, injoy'd
All royalties which any State employ-d;
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For {hee made warres, and triumph’d; reafon ftill
Did not o’rthrow, but rectifie her will:

And fhe made peace, for no peace is like this,
That beauty, and chaftity together kiffe:

She did high juftice, for {he crucified

Every firft motion of rebellious pride:

And the gave pardons, and was liberall,

For, onely her felfe except, fhe pardon-d all:
Shee coy’nd, in this, that her impreflions gave

To all our actions all the worth they have:

She gave protections; the thoughts of her breft
Satan’s rude Officers could ne’r arreft.

As thefe prerogatives being met in one,

Made her a foveraigne State; religion

Made her a Church; and thefe two made her all.
She who was all this All, and could not fall

To worfe, by company, (for {he was ftill

More Antidote, then all the world wasill,)

Shee, fhee dothleave it, and by Death, furvive
All this, in Heaven; whither who doth not {trive
The more, becaufe fhee’s there, he doth not know
That accidentall joyes in Heaven doe grow.

But paufe, my foule; And ftudy, ere thou fall

On accidentall joyes, theflentiall™.

Still before Acceffories doe abide

A triall, muft the principall be tride.

And what effentiall joy can’ft thou expect

Here upon earth? what permanent effect

Of tranfitory caufes? Doft thoulove

Beauty? (And beauty worthy'ft is to move)
Poore coufened coufenor, that the, and that thou,
Which did begin tolove, are neither now;

You are both fluid, chang’d fince yefterday;
Next day repaires, (but ill) laft daye’s decay.
Nor are, (although the river keepe the name)
Yefterdaie’s waters, and to daie’s the fame.

So flowes her face, and thine eyes, neither now
That Saint, nor Pilgrime, which yourloving vow

g0 - Of essentiall joy in this life and in the next
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Concern’d, remaines; but whil'ft you thinke you bee

Conftant, yoware hourely in inconftancie. 400
Honour may have pretence unto ourlove,

Becaufe that God did live folong above

Without this Honour, and thenlov'd it fo,

That he atlaft made Creatures to beftow

Honour on him; not that he needed it, 405
But that, to his hands, man might grow more fit.

But fince all Honours from inferiours flow,

(For they doe give it; Princes doe but {hew

Whom they would have fo honor’d) and that this

On fuch opinions, and capacities 410
Is built, as rife and fall, to more and leffe:

Alas, ‘tis but a cafuall happinefe.

Hath ever any man to’himfelfe affign’d

This or that happinefle toarreft his minde,

But that another man which takes a worfe, 415
Thinks him a foole for having tane™ that courfe?

They who did labour Babel’s tower to’erect,

Might have confidered, that for that effect,

All this whole folid Earth could not allow

Nor furnifh forth materialls enow; 420
And that this Center, to raife fuch aplace,

Was farre too little, to have beene the Bafe;

No more affords this world, foundation

To erect true joy, were all the meanes in one.

But as the Heathen made them feverall gods, 425
Of all God’s Benefits, and all his Rods,

(For as the Wine, and Corne, and Onions are

God's unto them, {o Agues bee, and Warre)

And as by changing that whole precious Gold

To fuch fmall Copper coynes, theyloft the old, 430
And loft their only God, who ever muft

Be fought alone, and not in fuch a thruft:

So much mankinde true happinefle miftakes;

No Joy enjoyes that man, that many makes.

Then, Soule, to thy firft pitch worke up againe; 435
Know that all lines which circles doe containe,

For once that they the Center touch, doe touch

91 - [EN1Taken?
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Twice the circumference; and be thou fuch;
Double on heaven thy thoughts on earth emploid;
All will not ferve; Only who have enjoy’d

The fight of God, in fulnefle, can thinke it;

For it is both the object, and the wit.

This is effentiall joy, where neither hee

Can fuffer diminution, nor wee;

“Tis fuch a full, and fuch a filling good;

Had th*Angels once look’d on him, they had {tood.
To fill the place of one of them, or more,

Shee whom wee celebrate, is gone before.

She, who had Here fo much effentiall joy,

As no chance could diftract, muchlefle deftroy;
Who with Gods prefence was acquainted {o,
(Hearing, and fpeaking to him) as to know

His face in any naturall Stone, or Tree,

Better then when in Images they bee:

Who kept by diligent devotion,

Gods Image, in fuch reparation,

Within her heart, that what decay was growne,
Was her firft Parents fault, and not her owne:
Who being folicited to any act,

Still heard God pleading his fafe precontract;
Who by a faithfull confidence, was here

Betroth’d to God, and now is married there;
Whotfe twilights were more cleare, then our mid-day;
Who dreamt devoutlier, then moft ufe to pray;
Who being here fil’'d with grace, yet {trove to bee,
Both where more grace, and more capacitie

At once is given: fhe to Heaven is gone,

Who made this world in fome proportion

A heaven, and here, became unto us all,

Joy, (as our joyes admit) effentiall.”

But could this low world joyes effentiall touch,
Heaven’s accidentall joye’s would paffe them much.
How poore and lame, muft then our cafuall bee?

If thy Prince will his fubjects to call thee

My Lord, and this doe fwell thee, thou art than,

92 - Of accidentall joys in both Places.
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By being greater, growne to bee leffe Man.

When no Phyfitian of redreffe can fpeake,

A joyfull cafuall violence may breake

A dangerous Apoftem in thy breaft;

And whil'{t thou joyeft in this, the dangerous reft, 480
The bag may rife up, and {o ftrangle thee.

What e’r was cafuall, may ever bee.

What thould the nature change? Or make the fame

Certaine, which was but cafuall, when it came?

All cafuall joy dothloud and plainly fay, 48s
Only by comming, that it can away.

Only in Heaven joye's ftrength is never fpent;

And accidentall things are permanent.

Joy of a foule’s arrivall ne’r decaies;

For that foule ever joyes and ever ftaies. 490
Joy that their laft great Confummation

Approaches in the refurrection;

When earthly bodies more celeftiall

Shall be, then Angels were, for they could fall;

Thiskinde of joy doth every day admit 495
Degrees of growth, but none of lofing it.

In this frefh joy, ‘tis no fmall part, that fhee,

Shee, in whofe goodncﬁ'e, he that name’s degrec,

Doth injure her; (“Tis loffe to be cal"d beft,

There where the ftuffe is not fuch as the reft) 500
Shee, who left fuch abodie, as even thee

Only in Heaven could learne, how it can bee

Made better; for fhee rather was two foules,

Orlike to full on both fides written Rols,

Where eyes might reade upon the outward skin, 505
As ftrong Records for God, as mindes within;

Shee, who by making full perfection grow,

Peeces a Cirdle, and ftill keepes it fo,

Long’d for, and longing forit, toheavenis gone,

Where fhee receives, and gives addition”. 510
Here in a place, where mis-devotion frames

A thoufand Prayers to Saints, whofe very names

The ancient Church knew not, Heaven knows not yet:

93 - Condusion.
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And where, what lawes of Poetry admit,

Lawes of Religion have atleaft the fame,
Immortall Maide, I might invoke thy name.
Could any Saint provoke that appetite,

Thou here fhould‘{t make me a French convertite.
But thou would’ft not; nor would*{t thou be content,
To take this, for my fecond yeare’s true Rent,
Did this Coine beare any other ftampe, then his,
That gave thee power to doe, me, to fay this.
Since his will is, that to pofteritie,

Thou thould"ft forlife, and death, apatterne bee,
And that the world fhould notice have of this,
The purpofe, and th-authoritie is his;

Thou art the Proclamation; and I am

The Trumpet, at whofe voyce the people came.
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EPICEDES & OBSEQVIES

Vrox THE DEATHS OF SUNDRY PERSONAGES

Elegie upon the untimely death of the incomparable Prince Henry.

ooke to mee faith, and looke to my faith, God;

’ || For both my centers feele this period.

of waight one center, one of grcatneﬁ'e 185

And Reafon 1s that center, Faith is this;

For into’our reafon flow, and there do end 5
All, that this naturall world doth comprehend:

Quotidian™ things, and equidiftant hence,

Shut in, for man, in one circumference.

But for th’enormous grcatneffés, which are

So difproportion’d, and {0 angulare, 10
Asis God’s effence, place and providence,

Where, how, when, what foules do, departed hence,

Thefe things (eccentrique elfe) on faith do ftrike;

Yet neither all, nor upon all, alike.

For reafon, put to‘her beft extenfion, 15
Almoft meetes faith, and makes both centers one.

And nothing ever came {0 neare to this,

As contemplation of that Prince, wee miffe.

For all that faith might credit mankinde could,

Reafon ftill feconded, that this prince would. 20
Ifthenleaft moving of the center, make

More, then if whole hell belch’d, the world to thake,

What muft this do, centers diftracted fo,

That wee fee not what to beleeve or know?

Was it not well beleev-d till now, that hee, 25
Whofe reputation was an extafie

On neighbour States, which knew not why to wake,

Till hee difcover’d what wayes he would take;

For whom, what Princes angled, when they tryed,

94 - [EN1Ordinary, everyday.
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Met a Zorpedo, and were ftupified;

And others ftudies, how he would be bent;
Was his great father’s greateft inftrument,
And activ'ft {pirit, to convey and tie

This foule of peace, through Chriftianity?

Was it not well beleevd, that hee would make
This generall peace, th’Eternall overtake,

And that his times might have ftretch'd out {o farre,
As to touch thofe, of which they emblems are?
For to confirme this juft beleefe, that now

The laft dayes came, wee faw heav’n did allow,
That, but from his afpect and exercife,

In peacefull times, Rumors of war did rife.

But now this faith is herefie: we muft

Still ftay, and vexe our great-grand-mother, Duft.
Oh, is God prodigall? hath he fpent his ftore
of plagues, on us; and onely now, when more
Would eafe us much, doth he grudge mifery;
And will notlet’s enjoy our curfe; to dy?

As, for the earth throwne loweft downe of all,
T were an ambition to defire to fall,

So God, in our defire to dye, dothknow

Our plot for eafe, in being wretched fo.
Therefore we live; though fuch alife wee have,
As but fo many mandrakes on his grave.

What had his growth, and generation done,
When, what we are, his putrefaction

Suftaines in us; Earth, which gricfes animate?
Nor hath our world now, other Soule then that.
And could griefe get {o high as heav'n, that Quire,
Forgetting this their new joy, would defire
(With griefe to fee him) hee had {taid below,
To rectifie our errours, They foreknow.

Is throther center, Reafon, fafter then?

Where thould we looke for that, now we’are not men?

For if our Reafon be’our connexion

Of caufes, now to us there can be none.
For, as, if all the fubftances were {pent,
“Twere madnefle, to enquire of accident,
So is’t tolooke for reafon, hee being gone,
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The onely fubject reafon wrought upon.

If Fate have fuch a chaine, whofe divers links
Induftrious man difcerneth, as hee thinks;
When mirade doth come, and {o {teale in

A newlinke, man knowes not, where to begin:
At amuch deader fault muft reafon bee,
Death having broke off fuch alinke as hee.

But now, for us, with bufie proofe to come,

That we'have no reafon, would prove wee had fome.

So would juft lamentations: Therefore wee
May fafelyer fay, that we are dead, then hee.

So, if our griefs wee do not well dedlare,
Wehave double excufe; he’is not dead; and we are.
Yet I would not dy yet; for though I bee

Too narrow, to thinke him, as hee 1s hee,

(Our Soule’s beft baiting, and midd-period,
Inher longjourncy, of conﬁdering God)

Yet, (no dithonour) I can reach him thus,

Ashe embracd the fires of love, with us.

Oh may I, (fince Ilive) but fee, or heare,

That fhe-Intelligence which mov-d this fpheare,
I pardon Fate, mylife: Who ere thou bee,
Which haft the noble confcience, thou art fhee,
I conjure thee by all the charmes he fpoke,

By th-oathes, which onely you two never broke,
By all the foules yee figh"d, that if you fee

Thefe lines, you wifh, I knew your hiftory.

So much, as you, two mutuall heav’ns were here,
I'were an Angell, finging what you were.
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To THE COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD

ADAME,

I have learn'd by thofe lawes wherein I am al1] little converfant,
that bee which beftowes any coft upon the dead, obliges him which
is dead, but not thel21] beire; I do not therefore fend this paper to
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Sen< N Jour Ladyfbip, that you [bould thanke mee for it, or thinke that 1
tl:ran/@ Jou in ity your favours and benefits to mee are fo much above my merits, that
they are even above my gratitude, if that were to be judged by words which muft expre/fe

it: But, SMadame, [ince your noble brother's fortune being yours, the evidences alfo
concerning it are yours,[31 o his vertue[4 1 being yours, the evidences concerning it,[5]

belong alfo to you, of which by your acceptance this may be one peece, in which quality 1
bumbly prefent it, and as a teftimony how intirely your familie poffe/feth.

Your Ladifhip’s moft humble and thankfull fervant

Joun DONNE.

OBgseQuIEs TO THE LORD HARRINGTON, BROTHER TO
THE Lapy Lucy, COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD

a0 aire foule, which wast, not onely, as all foules bee,

Then when thou waft infufed, harmony,

But didft continue fo; and now doft beare

| A partin God's great organ, this whole Spheare:

Iflooking up to God; or downe to us, 5
Thou finde that any way is pervious,

Twixt heav'n and earth, and that man’s actions doe

Come to your knowledge, and affections too,

See, and with joy, mee to that good degree

Of goodnefle growne, that I can ftudie thee, 10
And, by thefe meditations refind,

Can unapparell and enlarge my minde,

And {o can make by this foft extafie,

This place amap of heav’'n, my felfe of thee.
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Thou feeft mee here at midnight, now all reft;
Time’s dead-low water; when all mindes deveft
To morrowrs bufinefle, when the labourers have
Such reft in bed, that theirlaft Church-yard grave,
Subject to change, will {carce be’a type of this,
Now when the dyent, whofe laft hearing is

To morrow, {leeps, when the condemned man,
(Who when hee opes his eyes, muff fhut them than
Againe by death, ) although fad watch hee keepe,
Doth practice dying by alittle fleepe,

Thou at this midnight feeft mee, and as foone

As that Sunne rifes to mee, midnight’s noone,

All the world growes tranfparent, and I fee
Through all, both Church and State, in feeing thee;
And I difcerne by favour of thislight,

My felfe, the hardeft object of the fight.

God is the glaﬂ'e; as thou when thou doft fee

Him who fees all, feeft all concerning thee,

So, yet unglorified, I comprehend

All, in thefe mirrors of thy wayes, and end.
Though God be our true glaffe, through which we fee
Al fince the beeing of all things is hee,

Yet are the trunkes which doe to us derive

Things, in proportion fit, by perfpective,

Deeds of good men; for by their living here,
Vertues, indeed remote, feeme to be neare.

But where can I affirme, or where arreft

My thoughts on his deeds? which fhall I call beft?
For fluid vertue cannot be look’d on,

Nor can endure a contemplation.

As bodies change, and as I do not weare

Thofe Spirits, humors, blood I did laft yeare,
And, as if on a ftreame I fixe mine eye,

That drop, which Ilooked on, is prefently

Pufht with more waters from my fight, and gone,
So in this fea of vertues, can no one

Bee’infifted on; vertues, as rivers, pafle,

Yet {till remaines that vertuous man there was.
And as if man feed on man’s fleth, and fo

Part of his body to another owe,
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Yet at the laft two perfect bodies rife,

Becaufe God knowes where every Atome lyes;
So, if one knowledge were made of all thofe,
Whoknew his minutes well, hee might difpofe
His vertues into names, and ranks; but I
Should injure Nature, Vertue, and Deftinie,
Should I divide and difcontinue fo,

Vertue, which did in one intireneffe grow.

For as, hee that would fay, {pirits are fram*d
Of all the pureft parts that can be nam-d,
Honours not fpirits halfe fo much, as hee
Which fayes, they have no parts, but fimple bee;
Sois’t of vertue; for a point and one

Are much entirer then amillion.

And had Fate meant to have his vertues told,
It would have let him live to have beene old;
So, then that vertue in feafon, and then this,
We might have feene, and faid, that nowhe is
Witty, now wife, now temperate, now juft:
In good fhortlives, vertues are faine to thruft,
And to be fure betimes to get a place,

When they would exercife, lacke time, and fpace.

So was it in this perfon, forc'd to bee

Forlack of time, his owne epitome:

So to exhibit in few yeares as much,

As all the long breath’d Chronidles can touch.

As when an Angell down from heav'n doth flye,
Our quick thought cannot keepe him company,
Wee cannot thinke, now hee is at the Sunne,

Now through the Moon, now he through th-aire doth run,

Yet when he’s come, we know he did repaire

To all twixt Heav’n and Earth, Sunne, Moon, and Aire;

And as this Angell in an inftant knowes,

And yet wee know, this fodaine knowledge growes

By quick amaffing feverall formes of things,
Which he fucceffively to order brings;

When they, whofe {low-pac'd lame thoughts cannot goe

So faft as hee, thinke that he doth not fo;
Juft as aperfect reader doth not dwell,
On every syllable, nor ftay to fpell,
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Yet without doubt, hee doth diftinctly fee

And lay together every A, and B;

So, in fhortliv'd good men, is'not underftood
Each feverall vertue, but the compound good;
For, they all vertues paths in that pace tread,

As Angells goe, and know, and as men read.

O why fhould then thefe men, thefe lumps of Balme
Sent hither, this world’s tempefts to becalme,
Before by deeds they are diffus’d and fpred,
And o make us alive, themfelves be dead?

O Soule, O cirde, why fo quickly bee

Thy ends, thy birth and death, clos’d up in thee?
Since one foot of thy compaffe ftill was plac'd
Inheav-n, the other might fecurely*have pacd

In the moft large extent, through every path,

Which the whole world, or man the abridgment hath.

Thou knowft, that though the tropique circles have
(Yeaand thofe {mall ones which the Poles engrave,)
All the fame roundnefle, evennefle, and all

The endlefnefle of the equinoctiall;

Yet, when we come to meafure diftances,
Howhere, how there, the Sunne affected is,
When he doth faintly worke, and when prevaile,
Onely great cirdles, than can be our fcale:

So, though thy cirdle to thy felfe exprefle

Al tending to thy endleffe happineffe,

And wee, by our good ufe of it may trye,
Bothhow to live well young, and how to die,

Yet, fince we muft be old, and age endures

His Torrid Zone at Court, and calentures

Ofhot ambitions, irrelegions ice,

Zeale’s agues, and hydroptique avarice,

Infirmities which need the fcale of truth,

As well as luft, and ignorance of youth;

Why didft thou not for thefe give medicines too,
And by thy doing tell us what to doe?

Though as fmall pocket-docks, whofe every wheele
Doth each mifmotion and diftemper feele,

Whofe hand gets fhaking palfies, and whofe ftring
(His finewes) {lackens, and whofe Soule, the ii)ring,
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Expires, or languifhes, whofe pulfe, the flye,

Either beates not, or beates unevenly,

Whofe voice, the Bell, doth rattle, or grow dumbe,
Or 1dle,’as men, which to their laft houres come,

If thefe dockes be not wound, or be wound ftill,

Or be not fet, or fet at every will;

So, youth s eafieft to deftruction,

If then wee follow all, or follow none.

Yet, as in great clocks, which in {teeples chime,
Plac'd to informe whole towns, to'imploy their time,
An error doth more harme, being gcncrall,

When, fmall docks faults, only’on the wearer fall;
So worke the faults of age, on which the eye

Of children, fervants, or the State relie.

Why wouldft not thou then, which hadft fuch a foule,
A dock {o true, as might the Sunne controule,

And daily hadft from him, who gave it thee,
Inftructions, fuch as it could never be

Difordered, ftay here, as agenerall

And great Sun-dyall, to have fet us All?

O why wouldft thou be any inftrument

To this unnaturall courfe, or why confent

To this, not miradle, but Prodigie,

That when the ebbs, longer then flowings be,
Vertue, whofe flood did with thy youth begin,
Should fo much fafter ebb out, then flow in?
Though her flood was blowne in, by thy firft breath,
Allis at once funke in the whirle-poole death.
Which word I would not name, but that I {ee
Death, elfe adefert, growne a Court by thee.
Now I grow fure, that if aman would have

Good companie, his entry is a grave.

Mee thinkes all Cities, now, but Anthills bee,
Where, when the feverall labourers I fee,

For children, houfe, Provifion, taking paine,

They are all but Ants, carrying eggs, {traw, and grain;
And Church-yards are our cities, unto which

The moft repaire, that are in goodneffe rich.

There 1s the beft concourfe, and confluence,

There are the holy fuburbs, and from thence
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Begins God’s City, New Jerufalem,

Which doth extend her utmoft gates to them.

At that gate then Triumphant {oule, doft thou
Begin thy Triumph; But fince lawes allow

That at the Triumph day, the people may,

All that they will, gain{t the Triumpher fay,

Let me here ufe that freedome, and exprefle

My griefe, though not to make thy Triumph leffe.
Bylaw, to Triumphs none admitted bee,

Till they as Magiftrates get victorie;

Though then to thy force, all youthe’s foes did yield,
Yet till fit time had brought thee to that field,

To which thy ranke in this ftate deftin’d thee,

That there thy counfailes might get victorie,

And {o in that capacitie remove

Alljealoufies ‘twixt Prince and fubjectslove,
Thou couldft no title, to this triumph have,

Thou didft intrude on death, ufurp-dft agrave.
Then (though victorioufly) thou hadft fought as yet
But with thine owne affections, with the heate

Of youth’s defires, and colds of ignorance,

But till thou fhould"ft fucceffefully ad vance

Thine armes ‘gainﬁ forraine enemies, which are
Both Envy, and acdamations popular,

(For, both thefe engines equally defeate,

Though by adivers Mine, thofe which are great,)
Till then thy War was but a civill War,

For which to Triumph, none admitted are.

No more are they, who though with good fuccefle,
In adefenfive war, their power exprefle;

Before men triumph, the dominion

Muft be enlarg’d and not preferv’d alone;

Why fhould'ft thou then, whofe battailes were to win
Thy felfe, from thofe ftraits nature put thee in,
And to deliver up to God that ftate,

Of which he gave thee the vicariate,

(Which is thy foule and body) as intire

As he, who takes endeavours, doth require,

But didft not {tay, t'enlarge his kingdome too,

By making others, what thou didit, to doe;
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Why thouldft thou Triumph now, when Heav’n no more
Hath got, by getting thee, then’t had before?

For, Heav'n and thou, even when thoulivedit here,
Of one another in poffeflion were.

But this from Triumph moft difables thee,

That, that place which is conquered, muft bee
Left fafe from prefent warre, and likely doubt

Of imminent commotions to breake out:

And hath heleft us {o? or can it bee

His territory was no more then Hee?

No, we were all his charge, the Diocis

Of ev’ry exemplar man, the whole world is,

And he was joyned in commiffion

With Tutelar Angels, fent to every one.

But though this freedome to upbraid, and chide
Him who Triumph-d, were lawfull, it was ty'd
With this, that it might never reference have
Unto the Senate, who this triumph gave;

Men might at Pompey jeaft, but they might not

At that authoritie, by which he got

Leave to Triumph, before, by age, he might;

So, though, triumphant foule, I dare to write,
Mov’d with a reverentiall anger, thus,

That thou fo earely would{t abandon us;

Yet I am farre from daring to difpute

With that great foveraigntie, whofe abfolute
Prerogative hath thus difpens’d with thee,

‘Gainft nature’s lawes, which juft impugners bee
Of early triumphs; And I (though with paine)
Leffen our loffe, to magnifie thy gaine

Of triumph, when I fay, It was more fit,

That all men fhould lacke thee, then thoulack it.
Though then in our time, be not fuffered

That teftimonie of love, unto the dead,

To die with them, and in their graves be hid,

As Saxon wives, and French foldurii did;

And though in no degree I can expreffe

Griefe in great Alexanders great excefle,

Who at his friend’s death, made whole townes develt
Their walls and bullwarks which became them beft:
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Doe not, faire foule, this facrifice refufe, 255
That in thy grave I doe interre my Mufe,

Who, by my griefe, great as thy worth, being caft

Behind hand, yet hath fpoke, and fpoke herlaft.

ELEGIE ON THE LADY MARCKHAM

%ﬁyﬁg@:} an is the World, and death th"Ocean,

c}\ & -,')//"' f@% To YVthh .Go.d gives the lower parts of man.

((\)I QE,/\V/C/\"} Y| This Seainvirons all, and though as yet

@\F R(@ C)) God hath fet markes, and bounds, twixt us and it,

St Ya| Yet dothit rore, and gnaw, and ftill pretend, 5
And breaks our bankes, when ere it takes a friend.

Then our land waters (teares of paffion) vent;

Our waters, then, above our firmament,

(Teares which our Soule doth for her fins let fall)

Take all a brackifh taft, and Funerall, 10
And even thefe teares, which thould wafh fin, are fin.

We, after God’s \(2e, drowne our world againe.

Nothing but man of all invenom-d things

Doth worke upon itfelfe, with inborne ftings.

Teares are falfe Spectacles, we cannot fee 15
Through paffion’s mift, what wee are, or what fhee.

In her this fea of death hath made no breach,

But as the tide doth wath the {limie beach,

And leaves embroder'd workes upon the fand,

So is her flefh refin’d by deaths cold hand. 20
As men of China, after an ages ftay,

Do take up Porcelane, where they buried Clay;

So at this grave, her limbecke, which refines

The Diamonds, Rubies, Saphires, Pearles, and Mines,

Of which this fleth was, her foule (hall infpire 25
Flefh of fuch ftuffe, as God, when his lait fire

Annuls this world, to recompence it, fhall,

Make and name then, th*Elixar of this All.

They fay, the fea, when it gaines, lofeth too;

If carnall Death (the yonger brother) doe 30
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Ufurpe the body, our foule, which fubject is

To thelder death, by finne, is freed by this;

They perifh both, when they attempt the juft;

For, graves our trophies are, and both deaths duft.

So, unobnoxious now, the*hath buried both; 35
For, none to death finnes, that to finne is loth”,

Nor doe they die, which are not loth to die;

Sohath the this, and that virginity.

Grace was in her extremely diligent,

Thatkept her from finne, yet made her repent. 40
Of what {mall fpots pure white complaines! Alas,

Howlittle poyfon cracks a chriftall glaffe!

She finnd, but juft enough tolet us fee

That God’s word mutft be true, All, finners be.

Soe much did zeale her confcience rarefie 45
That, extreme truthlack’d little of alye,

Making omiffions, acts; laying the touch

Of finne, on things that fometimes may be fuch.

As Mofe’s Cherubines, whofe natures doe

Surpaffe all fpeed, by him are winged too: 50
So would her foule, already’in heaven, feeme then,

To dyme by teares, the common ftaires of men.

How fit fhe was for God, I am content

To fpeake, that Death his vaine ha{t may repent.

How fit for us, how even and how fweet, 55
Howgood in all her titles, and how meet”,

To have reform’d this forward herefie,

That women can no parts of friendfhip bee;

How Morall, how Divine thall not be told,

Left they that heare her vertues, thinke her old: 60
And left we take Deaths part, and make him glad

Of fuch aprey, and to his tryumph adde.

95 - [EN1To abhor, to contemne, to scorne. (John Florio A #orld of Words. 1598)
96 - [ENJ Good, orderly, fit; right. (Randle Cotgrave ef Dictionary of the French and
English Tongues. 1611).
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ELEGIE ON M™ BOULSTRED”

vl eathIrecant, and fay, unsaid by mee
What ere hath {lip-d, that might diminifh thee.
M| Spirituall treafon, atheifme ‘tis, to fay,
That any can thy Summons difobey.
= Threarth’s face is but thy Table; there are fet 5
Plants, cattell, men, dithes for Death to eate.
In a rude hunger now hee millions drawes
Into his bloody, or plaguy, or fterv'd jawes.
Now hee will feeme to fpare, and doth more waft,
Eating the beft firft, well preferv-d tolaft. 10
Now wantonly he fpoiles, and eates us not,
But breakes off friends, and lets us peecemeale rot.
Nor will this earth ferve him; he finkes the deepe
Where harmeleffe fith monaftique filence keepe,
Who (were Death dead) by Roes of living fand, 15
Might fpunge that element, and make it land.
He rounds the aire, and breakes the hymnique notes
In birds (Heaven’s chorifters,) organique throats,
Which (if they did not dye) might {eeme to bee
A tenth ranke in the heavenly hierarchie. 20
O ftrong and long-liv'd death, how cam’ft thou in?
And how without Creation did{t begin?
Thouhaft, and fhalt {ee dead, before thou dyeft,
All the foure Monarchies, and Antichrift.
How could I thinke thee nothing, that fee now 25
In all this All, nothing elfe is, but thou.
Our births and lives, vices, and vertues, bee
Waftfull confumptions, and degrees of thee.
For, wee tolive, our bellowes weare, and breath,
Nor are wee mortall, dying, dead, but death. 30
And though thou beeft, O mighty bird of prey,
So much redaim*d by God, that thou muftlay
All that thou kill"ft at his feet, yet doth hee
Referve but few, and leaves the moft to thee.
And of thofe few, now thou haft overthrowne 35
One whom thy blow makes, not ours, nor thine own.
97 - [ENI Died in 1609 at Twick’n’am in Middlesex, the earl of Bedford’s house.
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She was more {tories high: hopelefle to come

To her Soule, thou’haft offer’d at her lower roome.

Her Soule and body was a King and Court:

But thou haft both of Captaine mift and fort. 40
As houfes fall not, though the King remove,

Bodies of Saints reft for their {oules above.

Death gets ‘twixt {oules and bodies fuch a place

As finne infinuates ‘twixt juft men and grace,

Both worke a {feparation, no divorce. 45
Her Soule is gone to uther up her corfe

‘Which fhall be’almoft another foule, for there

Bodies are purer, then beft Soules are here,

Becaufe in her, her virtues did outgoe

Her yeares, would"ft thou, O emulous death, do fo? 50
Andkill her young to thy loffe? muft the coft

Of beauty, and wit, apt to doe harme, be loft?

What though thou found'ft her proofe ‘gain{t fins of youth?

Oh, every age a diverfe finne purfueth.

Thou fhouldft have ftay’d, and taken better hold, 55
Shortly, ambitious; covetous, when old,

She might have prov'd: and fuch devotion

Might once have {trayd to fuperftition.

If all her vertues muft have growne, yet might

Abundant virtue’have bred a proud delight. 60
Had fhe perfever-d juft, there would have bin

Some that would finne, mis-thinking the did finne.

Such as would call her friendthip, love, and faine

To fociablenefle, aname profane;

Or finne, by tempting, or, not daring that, 65
By withing, though they never told her what.

Thus might'{t thouhave {lain more foules, hadft thou not croft

Thy felfe, and to triumph, thine armyloft.

Yet though thefe wayes be loft, thou haft left one,

Which is, immoderate griefe that the 1s gone. 70
But we may {cape that finne, yet weepe as much,

Our teares are due, becaufe we are not fuch.

Some teares, that knot of friends, her death mulft coft,

Becaufe the chaine is broke, though no linke loft.
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ELEGIE

DeatH

‘:;._( e YaY) "\.F-"'

LSS I d too weak

,;7,5&4 v DY | an ¢ thou art too narrow, and too weake
. [ ') IR guag

= I‘gf )
(A48 . Griefe weares, and leflens, that tears breath affords.

: Sad hearts, the lefle they feeme the more they are, 5
(So guiltieft men ftand muteft at the barre)

Not that they know not, feele not their eftate,

But extreme fenfe hath made them defperate.

Sorrow, to whom we owe all that we bee;

Tyrant, in the fift and greateft Monarchy, 10
Wast, that the did poffeffe all hearts before,

Thou haft kil"d her, to make thy Empire more?

Knewt thou fome would, that knew her not, lament,

As in adeluge perifh th'innocent?

Was't not enough to have that palace wonne, 15

To eafe us now; great forrow cannot fpeake;
If we could figh out accents, and weepe words,

But thou muft raze it too, that was undone?

Hadft thou ftaid there, and look’d out at her eyes,

All had ador’d thee that now from thee flies,

For theylet out more light, then they tooke in,

They told not when, but did the day beginne. 20
She was too Saphirine, and cleare for thee;

Clay, flint, and jeat now thy fit dwellings be;

Alas, thee was too pure, but not too weake;

Who e’r faw Chriftall Ordinance but would break?

And if wee be thy conqueft, by her fall 25
Thhaftloft thy end, for in her perith all;

Or if we live, we live but to rebell,

Theyknow her better now, that knew her well.

If we thould vapour out, and pine, and die;

Since, thee firft went, that were not miferie. 30
Shee chang'd our world with hers; now the is gone,

Mirth and profperity is oppreflion;
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For of all morall vertues fhe was all,

The Ethicks {peake of vertues Cardinall.

Her foule was Paradife; the Cherubin

Set to keepe it was grace, that kept out finne.
Shee had no more then let in death, for wee

All reape confumption from one fruitfull tree.
God tooke her hence, left fome of us thould love
Her, like that plant, him and his lawes above,
And when wee teares, hee mercy fhed in this,
To raife our mindes to heaven where now fhe is;
Who if her vertues would have let her ftay
Wee’had had a Saint, have now aholiday.

Her heart was that {trange bufh, where, facred fire,

Religion, did not confume, but’infpire

Such piety, o chaft ufe of God’s day,

That what we turne to feaft, the turn'd to pray,
And did preﬁgure here, in devout taft,

The reft of her high Sabaoth, which fhall laft.
Angels did hand her up, who next God dwell,
(For the was of that order whence moft fell)
Her body left with us, left fome had faid,

Shee could not die, except they faw her dead;

For from leffe vertue, and leffe beautioufnefie,

The Gentiles fram’d them Gods and Goddefes.

The ravenous earth that now wooes her to be
Earth too, will be a Lemnia; and the tree
That wraps that chriftall in a wooden Tombe,
Shall be tooke up {pruce, fill'd with diamond;
And we her fad glad friends all beare a part
Of griefe, for all would wafte a Stoick’s heart.
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ErLeciE ox THE L. C#

orrow, who to this house fcarce knew the way:
Is, Oh, heire of it, our All is his prey.
= This ftrange chance claimes {trange wonder, and to us
f})& ]| Nothing can be {o ftrange, as to weepe thus.
“Tis well his lifes loud fpeaking workes deferve, 5
And give praife too, our cold tongues could not ferve:

“Tis well, hee kept teares from our eyes before,

That to fit this deepe ll, we might have ftore.

Oh, if a fweet briar, cimbe up bya tree,

If to a paradife that tranfplanted bee, 10
Or felld, and burnt for holy facrifice,

Yet, that muft wither, which by it did rife,

As we for him dead: though no familie

Ere rigg’d a foule for heaven’s difcoverie

With whom more Venturers more boldly dare 15
Venture their ftates, with him in joy to fhare.

Wee lofe what all friends lov'd, him; he gaines now

But life by death, which worft foes would allow,

Ifhee could have foes, in whofe practife grew

All vertues, whofe names fubtile Schoolmen knew. 20
What eafe, can hope that wee fhall fee’him, beget,

When wee muft die firft, and cannot dye yet?

His children are his pictures, Oh they bee

Pictures of him dead, fenfelefle, cold as he.

Here needs no marble Tombe, fince hee 1s gone, 25
He, and about him, his, are turn’d to {tone.

98 - [EN1 Undertermined. Perhaps, the Lord Chancellor Ellesmere (d. 1617). An island in
the Canadian arctic may be named after him. Perhaps Lord Chandos, William Bridges (d.
1602). Could also be Lionel Cranfield, a friend of Donne.



FoHN DoNNE 199

AN HYMNE TO THE SAINTS, & TO MARQUESSE
Hamyrton - To S® IS\OBERT CArRr.

SIR,

1 Prefume you rather try what you can doe in me, then what I can doe in verfe; you
know my uttermoft when it was beft, and even then I did beft when I had leaft truth
for my fubjects. In this prefent cafe there is o much truth as it defeats all Poetry.

Call therefore this paper by what name you will, and, if it bee not worthy of him, nor
of you, nor of mee, fmother it, and bee that the facrifice. If you had commanded mee
to have waited on his body to Scotland and preached there, I would have embraced
the obligation with more alacrity; But, I thanke you that you would command me that
which I was loath to doe, for, even that hath givenatincture of merit to the obedience
of

Your poore friend and fervant in Chrift Jefus

LD.

hether that foule which now comes up to you
4| Fill any former ranke or make anews;

L e/ 3‘5. Whether it take a name nam’d there before,

é V/g? 3 Or be aname it felfe, and order more

= NS Then was in heaven till now; (for may not hee 5

Bee {0, if every feverall Angell bee
A kind done?) What ever order grow
Greater by him in heaven, wee doe not fo.
One of your orders growes by his acceffe;
But, by hisloffe grow all our orders lefle; 10
The name of Father, Mafter, Friend, the name
Of Subject and of Prince, in one are lame;
Faire mirth is dampt, and converfation black,
The boufehold widdow-d, and the garter {lack;
The (Chappell wants an eare, (ouncell a tongue; 15
Story, atheame; and Maufficke lacks a fong;
Bleft order that hath him! the loffe of him
Gangreend all Orders here; all loft alimbe.
Never made body fuch haft to confeffe
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What afoule was; All former comelineffe
Fled, in aminute, when the foule was gone,
And, havingloft that beauty, would have none;
So fell our eMonafteries, in one inftant growne
Not to leffe houfes, but, to heapes of ftone;

So fent this body that faire forme it wore,
Unto the {pheare of formes, and doth (before
His foule thall fill up his fepulchrall ftone, )
Anticipate a Refurrection;

For, as in his fame, now, his foule is here,

So, in the forme thereof his bodie’s there.

And if,, faire foule, not with firft Innocents

Thy ftation be, but with the Penitents,

(And, who fhall dare to aske then when Iam
Dy-d fcarlet in the blood of that pure Lambe,
Whether that colour, which is fcarlet then,
Were black or white before in eyes of men?)
When thou rememb’reft what {ins thou did{t finde
Amongft thofe many friends nowleft behinde,
And feeft fuch finners as they are, with thee
Got thither by repentance, Let it bee

Thy wifh to wifh all there, to wifh them cleane;
With him a Dawid, her a Magdalen.
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EPITAPHS

EpritarH oN HIMSELFE

To THE COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD

N

ADAME,

That I might make your Cabinet my tombe,

@ And for my fame which Ilove next my foule,
x> Next to my {oule provide the happieft roome,

Admit to that place this laft funerall Scrowle.

Others by Wills give Legacies, but I

Dying, of you doe beg a Legacie.

;@

£
<
S

My fortune and my will this cuftome breake,

When we are fenfelefle grown to make ftones {peak,
Though no ftone tell thee what I was, yet thou

In my grave’s infide fee what thou art now:

Yet thuart not yet {o good; till us deathlay

To ripe and mellow there, weare ftubborne day,
Parents make us earth, and foules dignifie

Vs to be glafle, here to grow gold we lie;

Whilft in our foules finne bred and pampered is,
Our foules become worme-eaten Carkaffes.

201

10

15



202 MISCEL ANAE

OMNIBUS

y Fortune and my choice this custome break,

When we are fpeechlefle grown, to make ftones fpeak,

]| Though no ftone tell thee what I was, yet thou

Inmy grave’s infide {eeft what thou art now:

Yet thowart not yet {0 good, till death us lay 5
To ripe and mellow here, we are {tubborne Clay.

Parents make us earth, and foules dignifie

Vs to be glaﬁé; here to grow gold we lie.

Whilft in our foules finne bred and pamper-d is,

Our foules become wormeaten carkafes; 10
So we our felves miraculoufly deftroy.

Here bodies withlefle miracle enjoy

Such priviledges, enabled here to fcale

Heaven, when the Trumpets ayre {hall them exhale.

Heare this, and mend thy felfe, and thou mendft me, 15
By making me being dead, doe good to thee,

And thinke me well compos’d, that I could now

Alaft-ficke houre to fyllables allow.
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INFINITATI SACRUM, 16.
AUGUSTI 1601

METEMPSYCHOSIS - PEMA SATYRICON

EPISTLE.

T M
%F @:—’“uﬁ%\g thers at the Porches and entries of their Buildings fet their

:l
7% M) v

’;:f-%"j)

NS Armes; I, my picture; if any colours can deliver a minde fo
g@r % ) 3 1, my picture; it any
& @,ﬁ%%/és plaine, and flat, and through light as mine. Naturally at a new

=5

&‘({Sa" O
s

/)
SN A

Author, I doubt, and fticke, and doe not fay quickly, good. I
cenfure much and taxe; And this liberty cofts mee more then
others, by how much my owne things are worfe then others. Yet I would not be fo
rebellious again{t my felfe, as not to doe it, fince Ilove it; nor {o unjuft to others, to
doit fine talione. Aslong as 1 give them as good hold upon mee, they muft pardon mee
my bitings. Iforbid no reprehender, but him that like the Trent Councell forbids not
bookes, but Authors, damning what ever fuch aname hath or {hall write. None writes
{oill, that he gives not fome thing exemplary, to follow, or flie. Now when I beginne
this booke, I have no purpofe to come into any man’s debt[1]; how my ftocke will hold
out Iknow not; perchance wafte, perchance increafe in ufe; if I doe borrow any thing
of Antiquitie, befides that I make account that I pay it to pofterity, with as much and
as good: You fhall {till finde mee to acknowledgc it, and to thanke not him onely that
hath digg’d out treafure for mee, but that hath lighted mee a candle to the place. All
which I will bid you remember, (for I will have no fuch Readers as I can teach) is,
that the Pithagorian doctrine doth not onely carry one foule from man to man, nor
man to beaft, but indifferently to plants alfo: and therefore you muft not grudge to

finde the fame foule in an Emperour, in a Poft-horfe, and in a Mucheron,[21fince no
unreadinefle in the {oule, but an indifpofition in the organs workes this. And therefore
though this foule could not move when it was a Melon, yet it may remember, and now
tell mee,[3] at what lafcivious banquet it was ferv-d. And though it could not fpeake,
when it was a {pider, yet it can remember and now tell me, who ufed it
for poyfon to attaine dignitie. How ever the bodies have dull'd her
other faculties, her memory hath ever been her owne,
which makes me {o ferioufly deliver you by her
relation all her paffages from her firft making
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when {hee was that apple[4] which Eve
eate,[5]to this time when fhee is
hee,[61 whofe life you fhall
finde in the end of
this booke.

THE PROGRESSE OF THE
SOULE

First Soxg

I

Ifing the progreﬁ'e99 of adeathlefle foule,

Whom Fate, which God made, but doth not controule,

Plac'd in moft fhapes; all times before the law

Yoakd us, and when, and fince, in this I fing.

And the great world to his aged evening; 5
From infant morne, through manly noone I draw.

What the gold Chaldee, or filver Perfian faw,

Greeke brafle, or Roman iron, is in this one;

A worke t'outweare Seth’s pillars, bricke and ftone,

And (holy writt excepted) made to yeeld to none. 10

1L

Thee, eye of heaven, this great Soule envies not,
By thy male force, is all wee have, begot.

In the firft Eaft, thou now begint to thine,

99 - [ENI The concept of the progress or ascent of the soul, lifted from the philosophy of
Plotinus and Porphyry, may well be the seed, transferred into the biological realm, from
which grew the earliest forms of the theory of evolution put forward initially by Erasmus
Darwin (Charle’s grandfather) and the comte de Buffon.
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Sucleft early balme, and lland fpices there,

And wilt anon in thyloofe-rein’d careere

At Tagus, Po, Sene, Thames, and Danow dine,
And fee at night thy Wefterne land of Myne,
Yet haft thou not more nations feene then fhee,
That before thee, one day beganne to bee,

And thy fraile light being quench-d, fhall long,

long outlive thee.

11

Nor, holy Ianus, in whofe foveraigne boate

The Church, and all the Monarchies did floate;
That fwimming Colledge, and free Hofpitall

Of all mankinde, that cage and vivarie

Of fowles, and beafts, in whofe wombe, Deftinie
Us, and our lateft nephewes did inftall

(From thence are all deriv-d, that fill this All,)
Did-ft thou in that great {teward{hip embarke

So diverfe (hapes into that floating parke,

Ashave beene moved, and inform’d by this heavenly fparke.

V.

Great Deftiny the Commiffary of God,

That haft mark-d out a path and period

For every thing; who, where wee of-{pring tooke,
Our wayes and ends feeft at one inftant; Thou
Knot of all caufes, thou whofe changcleﬁ'e brow
Ne'r fmiles nor frownes, O vouch thou fafe to looke
And fhewmy ftory, in thy eternall booke:

That (if my prayer be fit) I may'underftand

So much my felfe, as to know with what hand,
How fcant, or liberall this my life’s race is fpand.

V.

To my fixe luftres almoft now outwore,
Except thy booke owe mee {o many more,
Except my legend be free from the letts
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Of fteepe ambition, {leepie povertie,

Spirit-quenching fickneffe, dull captivitie, 45
Diftracting bufinefle, and from beautie’s nets,

And all that calls from this, and to others whets,

O let me not launch out, but let mee fave

Threxpenfe of braine and fpirit; that my grave

His right and due, a whole unwafted man may have. 50

VL

But if my dayes be long, and good enough,

In vaine this fea (hall enlarge, or enrough

It felfe; for I will through the wave, and fome,

And fhall, in {ad lone wayes alively {pright,

Make my darke heavy Poém light, and light. 55
For though through many ftreights, and lands I roame,

Tlaunch at paradife, and I faile towards home;

The courfe I there began, fhall here be ftaid,

Sailes hoifed there, ftroke here, and anchors laid

In Thames, which were at Tigrys, and Euphrates waide. 60

VIL

For the great foule which here amongft us now

Doth dwell, and moves that hand, and tongue, and brow,

Which, as the Moone the fea, moves us; to heare

Whofe ftory, withlong patience you will long;

(For ‘tis the crowne, and laft ftraine of my fong) 65
This foule to whom Luther, and A abomet were

Prifons of flefh; this foule which oft did teare,

And mend the wracks of th'Empire, and late Rome,

Andliv'd when every great change did come,

Had firft in paradife, alow, but fatall roome. 70

VIIL

Yet nolow roome, nor then the greateft, lefle,

If (as devout and fharpe men fitly guefle)

That Crofle, our joy, and griefe, where nailes did tye
That All, which alwayes was all, every where;
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Which could not finne, and yet all finnes did beare;
Which could not die, yet could not chufe but die;
Stood in the felfe fame roome in Calvarie,

Where firft grew the forbiddenlearned tree,

For on that tree hung in fecurity

This Soule, made by the Maker’s will from Pulling free.

1X.

Prince of the orchard, faire as dawning morne,
Fenc'd with the law, and ripe as foone as borne
That apple grew, which this Soule did enlive,
Till the then diming ferpent, that now creeps
For that offence, for which all mankinde weepes,
Tooke it, and t'her whom the firft man did wive
(Whom and her race, only forbiddings drive)
He gaveit, fhe, t’her husband, both did eate;

So perithed the eaters, and the meate:

And wee (for treafon taints the blood) thence die and fweat.

X.

Man all at once was there by woman flaine,

And one by one we’are here {laine o’er againe

By them. The mother poifond the well-head,

The daughters here corrupt us, Rivolets;

No fmalneffe féapes, no greatneﬁé breaks their nets;
She thruft us out, and by them we are led

Aftray, from turning, to whence we are fled.

Were prifoners Judges, ‘twould {eeme rigorous,
Shee finn’d, we beare; part of our paine is, thus
Tolove them, whofe fault to this painfull love yoak’d us.

XL

So faft in us doth this corruption grow,

That now wee dare aske why wee fhould be fo.
Would God (difputes the curious Rebell) make
Alaw, and would not have it kept? Or can

His creature’s will, crofie his? Of every man
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For one, will God (and be juft) vengeance take?

Who finn’d? t’was not forbidden to the fhake

Nor her, who was not then made; nor is°t writ

That Adam cropt, or knew the applc; yet

The worme and fhe, and he, and wee endure for it. 10

XIL.

But {natch mee heavenly Spirit from this vaine

Reckoning their vanities, lefle is their gaine

Then hazard ftill, to meditate onill,

Though with good minde; their reafons, like thofe toyes

Of glaffie bubbles, which the gamefome boyes 115
Stretch to {o nice a thinnes through a quill

That they themfelves breake, doe themfelves fpill:

Arguing is heretique’s game, and Exercife

As wraftlers, perfects them; Not liberties

Of fpeech, but filence; hands, not tongues, end herefies. 120

XIIL

Juft in that inftant when the ferpents gripe,

Broke the ﬂight veines, and tender conduit-pipe,

Through which this foule from the trees root did draw

Life, and growth to this apple, fled away

Thisloofe foule, old, one and another day. 125
Aslightning, which one fcarce dares fay, he faw,

“Tis {o foone gone, (and better proofe the law

Of fenfe, then faith requires) fwiftly (he flew

To a darke and foggie Plot; Her, her fates threw

There through th-earth’s pores, and in a Plant hous’d her anew. 3o

XIV.

The plant thus abled, to it felfe did force

A place, where no place was; by natures courfe

As aire from water, water fleets away

From thicker bodies, by this root thronged fo

His fpungie confines gave him place to grow: 15
Juft as in our {treets, when the people ftay
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To fee the Prince, and have fo fill'd the way
That weefels fcarce could paffe, when fhe comes nere
They throng and deave up, and a paffage deare,

As if, for that time, their round bodies flatned were.

XV.

His right arme he thruft out towards the Eaft,
Welt-ward his left; th’ends did them{felves digeft
Into tenleffer {trings, thefe fingers were:

And as aflumberer ﬁrctching on his bed,

This way he this, and that way fcattered

His other legge, which feet with toes upbeare.
Grew on his middle parts, the firft day, haire,

To thow, that inlove’s bufineffe hee thould {till

A dealer bee, and be us’d well, orill:

His apples kindle, his leaves, force of conceptionkill.

XVL

A mouth, but dumbe, he hath; blinde eyes, deafe eares,

And tohis {houlders dangle fubtile haires;

A young (oloffus there hee ftands upright,

And as that ground by him were conquered

Aleafie garland weares he on his head

Enchas’d withlittle fruits, {o red and bright

That for them you would call your Loves lips white;
So, of alone unhaunted place poffeft,

Did this foule’s fecond Inne, built by the gucﬁ:,

This living buried man, this quiet mandrake, reft.

XVIL

No luftfull woman came this plant to grieve,

But ‘twas becaufe there was none yet but Eve:
And the (with other purpofe) killd it quite;

Her finne had now brought in infirmities,

And foher cradled child, the moift red eyes

Had never fhut, nor {lept fince it faw light;
Poppie fhe knew, the knew the mandrakes might,
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And tore up both, and {o coold her child’s blood;

Unvirtuous weeds might long unvex’d have ftood;
But hee’s thortliv'd, that with his death can doe moft good. 170

XVIIL

To an unfetterd foules quick nimble haft

Are falling ftars, and hearts thoughts, but flow pac'd:

Thinner then burnt aire flies this foule, and fhe

Whom foure new comming, and foure parting Suns

Had found, and left the Mandrakes tenant, runnes 175
Thoughtlefle of change, when her firme deftiny

Confin’d, and enjayld her, that feem’d fo free,

Into a fmall blew fhell, the which a poore

Warme bird orefpread, and fat ftill evermore,

Till her inclos’d child kickt, and pick-d it felfe a dore. 180

XIX.

Outcrept a fparrow, this foule’s moving Inne,

On whofe raw armes ftiffe feathers now begin,

As children’s teeth through gummes, to breake with paine,

His flefh is jelly yet, and his bones threds,

All anew downy mantle overfpreads, 185
A mouth he opes, which would as much containe

Ashislate houfe, and the firft houre fpeaks plaine,

And chirps alowd for meat. Meat fit for men

His father fteales for him, and {o feeds then

One, that within amoneth, will beate him from his hen. 190

XX.

In this world’s youth wife nature did make haft,

Things ripened fooner, and did longer laft;

Already this hot cocke, in buth and tree,

In field and tent, oreflutters his next hen;

He asks her not, who did fo taft, nor when, 195
Nor if his fifter, or his neece fhee be;

Nor doth fhe pule for his inconftancie

If in her fight he change, nor doth refufe

The next that calls; both liberty doe ufe;

Where ftore is of both kindes, both kindes may freely chufe. 200
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XX

Men, till they tooke laws which made freedome leffe,
Their daughters, and their fifters did ingreffe;

Till now unlawfull, therefore ill, ‘twas not.

So jolly, that it can move, this foule is,

The body fo free of his kindnefles,

That felfe-preferving it hath now forgot,

And flackneth {o the foules, and bodies knot,

Which temperance {treightens; freely on his (he friends

He blood, and fpirit, pith, and marrow {pends,
1ll fteward of himfelf, himfelfe in three yeare’s ends.

XXIIL

Elfe might he long have liv’d; man did not know
Of gummie blood, which doth in holly grow,
How to make bird-lime, nor how to deceive
With faind calls, hid nets, or enwrapping Inare,
The free inhabitants of the Plyant aire.

Man to beget, and woman to conceive

Askt not of rootes, nor of cock-fparrowes, leave:
Yet chufeth hee, though none of thefe he feares,
Pleafantly three, then ftreightned twenty yeares
Tolive, and to encreafe his race, himfelfe outweares.

XXIII.

This cole with overblowing quench’d and dead,
The Soule from her too active organs fled
T-abrooke. A female fifhes fandie Roe

With the males jelly, newlylev'ned was,

For they had intertouchd as they did paffe,
And one of thofe fmall bodies, fitted fo,

This foule inform*d, and abled it to rowe

It felfe with finnie oares, which fhe did fit:

Her {cales feem’d yet of parchment, and as yet
Perchance a fifh, but by no name you could callit.

XX1V.
When goodly, like a fhip in her full trim,
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A fian, {o white that you may unto him

Compare all whitenefle, but himfelfe to none,
Glided along, and as he glided watchd,

And with his arched necke this poore fith catchd.
It mov-d with fiate, as if tolooke upon

Low things it {corn’d, and yet before that one
Could thinke he fought it, he had fwallowed dleare
This, and much fuch, and unblam’d devour’d there

All, but who too {wift, too great, or well armed were.

XXV.

Now fwome aprifon in a prifon put,

And now this Soule in double walls was thut,
Till melted with the Swans digeftive fire,

She left her houfe the fifh, and vapour-d forth;
Fate not affording bodies of more worth

For her as yet, bids her againe retire
T-another fifh, to any new defire

Made anew prey; For, he that can to none
Refiftance make, nor complaint, fure is gone.
Weakneffe invites, but filence feafts oppreffion.

XXVL

Pace with her native {treame, this fith doth keepe,
And journeyes with her, towards the glaffie deepe,
But oft retarded, once with ahidden net
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Though with greate windowes, for when Need firft taught

Thefe tricks to catch food, then they were not wrought

As now, with curious greedineffe tolet
None féape, but few, and fit for ufe, to get,
As, in this trap a ravenous pike was tane,

Who, though himfelfe diftreft, would faine have flain

This wretch; So hardly are ill habits left again.

XXVIL
Here by her fmallneffe {hee two deaths orepaft,
Once innocence {capd, and left the oppreflor faft.
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The net through-fwome, fhe keepes the liquid path,

And whether fhe leape up fometimes to breath

And fuck in aire, or finde it underneath, 265
Or working parts like mills or limbecks hath

To make the water thinne, and airelike faith

Cares not; but fafe the Place {he’s come unto

Where frefh, with falt waves meet, and what to doe

She knowes not, but betweene both makes a boord or two. 270

XXVIIL

So farre from hiding her guefts, water is,

That {he fhowes them in bigger quantities

Then they are. Thus doubtfull of her way,

For game and not for hunger a fea Pie

Spied through this traiterous fpectacle, from high, 275
The feely fith where it difputing lay,

And tend her doubts and her, beares her away:

Exalted the’is, but to the exalter’s good,

As are by great ones, men which lowly ftood.

It’s rais’d, to be the Raifer’s inftrument and food. 280

XXIX.

Is any kinde fubject to rape like fith?

Il unto man, they neither doe, nor wifh:

Fifhers theykill not, nor with noife awake,

They doe not hunt, nor ftrive to make aprey

Of beafts, nor their yong fonnes to beare away; 285
Foules they purfue not, nor do undertake

To fpoile the nefts induftrious birds do make;

Yet them all thefe unkinde kinds feed upon,

Tokill them is an occupation,

And lawes make Fafts, and Lents for their deftruction. 290

XXX.

A fudden ftiffe land-winde in that felfe houre
To fea-ward forc:d this bird, that did devour
The fifh; he cares not, for with eafe he flies,
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Fat gluttonies beft orator: atlaft

Solong hee hath flowen, and hath flowen fo faft 295
That many leagues at fea, now tir'd hee lyes,

And with his prey, that till then languifht, dies:

The foules nolonger foes, two wayes did erre,

The fith 1 follow, and keepe no calender

Of the other; he lives yet in fome great officer. 300

XXXI.

Into an embrion fifh, our Soule is throwne,

And in due time throwne out againe, and growne

To fuch vaftnefie as, if unmanaded

From Greece, Morea were, and that by fome

Earthquake unrooted, loofe Morea fwome, 305
Orr feas from Africk’s body had fevered

And torne the hopefull Promontories head,

This fith would feeme thefe, and, when all hopes faile,

A great fhip overfet, or without faile

Hulling, might (when this was a whelp) be like this whale. 310

XXXIL

At every ftroake his brazen finnes do take,

More cirdles in the broken fea they make

Then cannon’s voices, when the aire they teare:

His ribs are pillars, and his high arch’d roofe

Of barke that blunts beft {teele, is thunder-proofe: 315
Swimme in him fwallow'd Dolphins, without feare,

And feele no fides, as if his vaft wombe were

Some Inland fea, and ever as hee went

Hee fpouted rivers up, as if he ment

To joyne our feas, with feas above the firmament. 320

XXXIIIL

He hunts not fifh, but as an officer,

Stayes in his court, at his owne net, and there
All fuitors of all forts themfelves enthrall;

So on his backe lyes this whale wantoning,
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And in his gulfe-like throat, fucks every thing

That paffeth neare. Fith chafeth fifh, and all,

Flyer and follower, in this whirlepoole fall;

O might not ftates of more equality

Confift? and is it of neceflity

That thoufand guiltleﬁé {mals, to make one great, muft die?

XXXIV.

Now drinkes he up feas, and he eates up flocks,
He juftles lands, and he fhakes firme rockes.
Now in a roomefull houfe this Soule doth float,
And like a Prince fhe fends her faculties

To all her limbes, diftant as Provinces.

The Sunne hath twenty times both crab and goate
Parched, fince firft lanchd forth this living boate;
“Tis greateﬁ: now, and to deftruction

Neareft; There’s no paufe at perfection;
Greatneffe a period hath, but hath no ftation.

XXXV.

Two little fithes whom hee never harm-d,

Nor fed on their kinde, two not throughly arm'd
With hope that they could kill him, nor could doe
Good to themfelves by his death (they did not eate
His flefh, nor fuck thofe oyles, which thence outitreat)
Confpir-d again{t him, and it might undoe

The plot or all, that the plotters were two,

But that they fifhes were, and could not fpeake.
How fhall a Tyran wife ftrong projects breake,

If wreches can on them the common anger wreake?

XXXVL

The flaile-finn’d Threfher, and fteel-beak’d Sword-fith
Onely attempt to doe, what all doe wifh.

The Threfher backs him, and to beate begins;

The fluggard Whale yeelds to oppreffion,

And t'hide himfelfe from fhame and danger, downe

215

325

330

335

340

345

350

355



216 MISCEL ANAE

Begins to {inke; the Swordfifh upward {pins,

And gores him with his beake; his ftaffe-like finnes,

So well the one, his fword the other plyes,

That now a {coffe, and prey, this tyran dyes,

And (his owne dole) feeds with himfelfe all companies. 360

XXXVIL

Who will revenge his death? or who will call

Thofe to account, that thought, and Wrought his fall?

The heires of {laine kings, wee fee are often o

Tranfported with the joy of what they get,

That they, revenge and obfequies forget, 365
Nor will again{t fuch men the people goe,

Becaufe hvis now dead, to whom they fhould thow

Love in that act; Some kings by vice being growne

So needy of fubjects love, that of their own

They thinke theylofe, if love be to the dead Prince {hown. 370

XXXVIIL

This Soule, now free from prifon, and paffion,

Hath yet alittle indignation

That {o fmall hammers (hould fo foone downe beat

So great a caftle. And having for her houfe

Got the ftreight doyfter of a wreched moufe 375
(As bafeft men that have not what to eate,

Nor enjoy ought, doe farre more hate the great

Then they, who good repos’d eftates poflefle)

This Soule, late taught that great things might by leffe

Be flain, to gallant mifchiefe doth herfelfe addreffe. 380

XXXIX.

Nature’s great mafter-peece, an Elephant,

The onely harmleffe great thing; the giant

Of beafts; who thought, no more had gone, to make one wife

But to be juft, and thankfull, loth to offend,

(Yet nature hath given him no knees to bend) 385
Himfelfe he up-props, on himfelfe relies,
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And foe to none, fufpects no enemies,

Still {leeping ftood; vex’t not his fantafie
Blacke dreames; like an unbent bow, carelefly
His finewy Probofcis did remifly lie:

XL.

In which as in a gallery this moufe

Walk’d, and furveid the roomes of this vaft houfe,
And to the braine, the foule’s bedchamber, went,
And gnaw’d the life cords there; Like a whole towne
Cleane undermin’d, the flaine beaft tumbled downe;
With him the murtherer dies, whom envy fent
Tokill, not fcape, (for, only hee that ment

To die, did everkill a man of better roome,)

And thus he made his foe, his prey, and tombe:
Who cares not to turn back, may any whither come.

XLIL

Next, hous'd this Soule a Wolve’s yet unborne whelp,
Till the beft midwife, Nature, gave it helpe,

To iffue. It could kill, as foone as goe.

Abel, as white, and milde as his {heepe were,

(Who, in that trade, of Church, and kingdomes, there
Was the firft type) was ftill infefted foe,

With this wolfe, that it bred his loffe and woe;

And yet his bitch, his fentinell attends

The flocke fo neere, {o well warnes and defends,

That the wolfe, (hopelefle elfe) to corrupt her, intends.

XLIIL

Hee tooke a courfe, which fince, fuccesfully,

Great men have often taken, to efpie

The countels, or to breake the plots of foes.

To Abel’s tent he {tealeth in the darke,

On whofe skirts the bitch flept; ere fhe could barke,
Attach’d her with ftreight gripes, yet hee call'd thofe,
Embracements of love; toloves worke he goes,
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Where deeds move more then words; nor doth fhe fhow,
Nor <make> refift, nor needs hee ftreighten fo
His prey, for, were fhee loofe, {he would nor barke, nor goe. 420

XLIIL

Hee hath engagd her; his, the wholy bides;

‘Who not her owne, none other’s fecrets hides.

If to the flocke he come, and Abell there,

She faines hoarfe barkings, but {he biteth not,

Her faith s quite, but not herlove forgot. 425
Atlaft atrap, of which fome every where

Abell had plac'd, ends all his loffe, and feare,

By the Wolve’s death; and now juft time it was

That a quicke foule {hould give life to that maffe

Of blood in Abels bitch, and thither this did paffe. 430

XLIV.

Some have their wives, their fifters fome begot,

But in the lives of Emperours you {hall not

Reade of aluft the which may equall this;

This wolfe begot himfelfe, and finithed

What he began alive, when hee was dead; 435
Sonne to himfelfe, and father too, hee is

A ridling luft, for which Schoolemen would miffe

A proper name. The whelpe of both thefe lay

In Abel’s tent, and with foft Moaba,

His fifter, being yong, it us’d to {port and play. 440

XLV.

Hee foone for her too harfh, and churlifh grew,

And Abell (the dam dead) would ufe this new

For the field. Bcing of two kindes thus made,

He, as his dam, from fheepe drove wolves away,

And as his Sire, he made them his owne prey. 445
Five yeares he liv'd, and cofened with his trade,

Then hopeleffe that his faults were hid, betraid

Himfelfe by flight, and by all followed,
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From dogges, a wolfe; from wolves, adogge he fled;
And, like a fpie to both fides falfe, he perithed.

XLVL

It quickned next a toyfull Ape, and fo
Gamefome it was, that it might freely goe

From tent to tent, and with the children play.
His organs now folike theirs hee doth finde,
That why he cannot laugh, and fpeake his minde,
He wonders. Much with all, moft he doth ftay
With Adan’s fift daughter Siphatecia,

Doth gaze on her, and, where the paffeth, pafle,
Gathers her fruits, and tumbles on the graffe,
And wifeft of that kinde, the firft true lover was.

XLVIL

He was the firft that more defir'd to have

One then anothers; firft that ere did crave

Love by mute fignes, and had no power to fpeake;
Firft that could make love faces, or could doe

The valters fomberfalts, or us’d to wooe

With hoiting gambolls, his owne bones to breake
To make his miftrefle merry; or to wreake

Her anger on himfelfe. Sinnes againft kinde

They eafily doe, that canlet feed their minde
With outward beauty; beauty they in boyes and beafts do find

XLVIIL

By this mifled, too low things men have prov'd,

And too high; beafts and angels have beene lov'd.
This Ape, though elfe through-vaine, in this was wife,
He reach’d at things too high, but open way

There was, and he knew not {he would fay nay;

His toyes prevaile not, likelier meanes he tries,

He gazeth on her face with teare-fhot eyes,

And up lifts fubtly with his ruffet pawe

Her kidskinne apron without feare or awe
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Of nature; nature hath no gaole, though fhee hathlaw. 480

XLIX.

Firft the was filly and knew not what he ment.

That vertue, by his touches, chaft and fpent,

Succeeds an itchie warmth, that melts her quite;

She knew not firft, nowe cares not what he doth,

And willing halfe and more, more then halfe <loth>, 48s
She neither puls nor pufhes, but outright

Now cries, and now repents; when Zethlemite

Her brother, entred, and agreat ftone threw

After the Ape, who, thus prevented, flew.

This houfe thus batter’d downe, the Soule poffeft anew. 490

L.

And whether by this change {helofe or win,

She comes out next, where the Ape would have gone in.

eAldam and Eve had mingled bloods, and now

Like Chimiques equall fires, her temperate wombe

Had ftew’d and form-d it and part did become 495
A fi)ungic liver, that did richly allow,

Like a free conduit, on ahigh hils brow,

Life-keeping moifture unto every part;

Part hardned it felfe to a thicker heart,

Whofe bufie furnaces lifes {pirits do impart. 500

LL

Another part became the well of fenfe,

The tender well-arm’d feeling braine, from whence,

Thofe finowie {trings which do our bodies tie,

Are raveld out; and faft there by one end,

D1d this Soule limbes, thefe limbes a foule attend; 505
And now they joyn’d: keeping fome quality

Of every paft thape, the knew treachery,

Rapine, deceit, and luft, and ills enow

To be a woman. 7 bemech (he is now,

Sifter and wife to (aine, (aine that firft did plow. 510
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LIL

Who ere thou beeft that read’t this fullen Writ,
Which juft fo much courts thee, as thou doft it,
Let me arreft thy thoughts; wonder with mee,
Why plowing, building, ruling and the reft,

Or moft of thofe arts, whence our lives are bleft,
By curfed (#in’s race invented be,

And bleft Seth vext us with Aftronomie.

Ther’s nothing fimply good, nor ill alone,

Of every quality comparifon,

The onely meafure is, and judge, opinion.
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To S* THo. ROE 1603.

y|| eare Thom:

Tell her if The to hired fervants thew
Diflike, before they take theirleave they goe;
= When nobler spirits ftart at no disgrace,
For who hath but one minde, hath but one face:
If then why I tooke not myleave fhe aske, 5
Aske her againe why {he did not unmaske?
Was fhe or proud or cruell, or knew fhee
“Twould make my lofle more felt, and pittyed me?
Or did the feare one kisfe might {tay for moe?
Or elfe was (he unwilling I thould goe? 10
I thinke the beft, and love so faithfully
I cannot chufe but thinke that fhe loves mee.
If this prove not my faith, thenlet her trie
How in her fervice I would fructifie.
Ladies have boldlylov’d; bid her renew 15
That decay’d worth, and prove the times paft true.
Then he whofe wit and verfe goes now so lame,
With songs to her will the wild Irith tame.
Howe'r, Il weare the black and white ribband,
White for her fortunes, blacke for mine thall ftand. 20
I doe efteeme her favours, not their ftuffe;
If what T have was given, I have enough:
And all’s well; for had the lov’d, I had had
All my friend’s hate; for now, departing fad
I feele not that; Yet as the Rack the Gout 25
Cures, so hath this worfe griefe that quite put out:
My firft difeafe nought but that worfe cureth,
Which (which I dare forefee) nought cures but death.
Tell her all this before I am forgot,
That not too late thee grieve thee lov’d me not. 30
Burden'd with this, I was to departlesfe
Willing, then thofe which die, and not confesfe.
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To THE COUNTESSE OF

HUNTINGTON.

Al

2

S "‘?"\o That gives us man up now, like efdam’s time

5 g7\ || Before he ate; man’s thape, that would yet bee

4‘, (Knew they nf;t it, and feard beafts companie)
So naked at this day, as though man there

From Paradife fo greata diftance were,

As yet the newes could not arrived bee

Of eAdam’s tafting the forbidden tree;

Deprivd of that free ftate which they were in,

And wanting the reward, yet beare the finne.

But, as from extreme hights who downward looks,

Sees men at childrens (hapes, Rivers at brookes,

o (f\’(’@\ hat unripe fide of earth, that heavy dime

And lofeth younger formes; {o, to your eye,
Thefe (Madame) that without your diftance lie,
Mutt either mift, or nothing feeme to be,

Who are at home but wits mere eAtom:.

But, I who can behold them move, and ftay,
Have found my felfe to you, juft their midway;
And now mutt pitty them; for, as they doe
Seeme fick to me, juft fo muft I to you.

Yet neither will I vexe your eyes to fee

A fighing Ode, nor crofle-arm-d Elegie.

I come not to call pitty from your heart,

Like fome white-liverd dotard that would part
Elfe from his {lipperie foule with a faint groane,
And faithfully, (without you smil'd) were gone.
I cannot feele the tempeﬁ: of afrowne,

I'may be rais’d by love, but not throwne down.
Though I can pittie thofe ﬁgh twice a day,

Thate that thing whifpers it {elfe away.

Yet fince all love is fever, who to trees

Doth talke, doth yet inloves cold ague freeze.
“Tislove, but, with such fatall weaknefle made,
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That it deftroyes it felfe with its owne fhade.

Who firft lookd fad, grievd, pin'd, and thew-d his paine, 35
Was he that firft taught women, to disdaine.

As all things were one nothing, dull and weake,

Vntill this raw difordered heape did breake,

And feverall defiresled parts away,

Water dedin’d with earth, the ayre did ftay, 40
Fire rofe, and each from other but unty*d,

Them(felves unprifon’d were and purify*d:

So was love, firft in vaft confufion hid,

Anunripe Willingneﬁ'e which nothing did,

A thirft, an Appetite which had no eafe, 45
That found a want, but knew not what would pleafe.

What pretty innocence in thofe dayes mov-d?

Man ignorantly walk’d by her he lov'd;

Both figh'd and enterchang’d a fpeaking eye,

Both trembled and were fick, both knew not why. 50
That naturall fearefulneffe that {truck man dumbe,

Might well (thofe times confiderd) man become.

Asall difcoverers whofe firft affay

Findes but the place, after, the neareft way:

So paffion is to woman’s love, about, 55
Nay, farther off, than when we firft fet out.

It is not love that sueth, or doth contend;

Love either conquers, or but meets a friend.

Mans better part confifts of purer fire,

And findes it felfe allowd, ere it defire. 60
Love is wife here, keepes home, gives reafon sway,

And journeys not till it finde summer-way.

A weather-beaten Lover but once knowne,

Is fport for every girle to practife on.

Who ftrives through womans {cornes, women to know, 65
Isloft, and feekes his fhadow to outgoe;

It muft bee ficknefle, after one disdaine,

Though he be calld aloud, tolooke againe.

Let others figh, and grieve; one cunning {leight

Shall freeze my Love to Chriftall in anight. 70
I canlove firft, and (if I winne) love ftill;

And cannot be remov’d, unleffe the will.

It is her fault if T unsure remaine,
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Shee onely can untie, and binde againe.

The honefties of love with eafe I doe,

But am no porter for a tedious woo.

But (madame) I now thinke on you; and here
Where we are at our hights, you but appeare,
We are but douds you rife from, our noone-ray
But a foule fhadow, not your breake of day.

You are at firft hand all that's faire and right,
And others good reflects but backe your light.
You are a perfectnefle, {o curious hit,

That youngeft flatteries doe fcandall it.

For, what is more doth what you are reftraine,
And though beyond, is downe the hill againe.
Wehave no next way to you, we croffe to it:

You are the ftraightline, thing prais'd, attribute;
Each good in yous alight; {o many a {hade

You make, and in them are your motions made.
Thefe are your pictures to the life. From farre
We fee you move, and here your Zani's are:

So that no fountaine good there is, doth grow

In you, but our dimme actions faintly thew.
Then finde I, if mans nobleft part be love,

Your pureft lufter muft that thadow move.

The foule with body, is aheaven combin’d

With earth, and for mans eafe, but nearer joyn°d.
Where thoughts the {tarres of foule we underftand,
We guefle not their large natures, but command.
Andlove in you, that bountie is of light,

That gives toall, and yet hath infinite.

Whofe heat doth force us thither to intend,

But foule we finde too earthly to afcend,

“Till flow acceffe hath made it wholy pure,

Able immortall dearnefie to endure.

Who dare afpire this journey with a ftaine,

Hath waight will force him headlong backe againe.
No more can impure man retaine and move

In that pure region of a worthylove:

Then earthly subftance can unforc'd afpire,

And leave his nature to converfe with fire:

Such may have eye, and hand; may ﬁgh, may {peak;
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But like swoln bubles, when they are high*ft they break.
Though far removed Northerne fleets {carce finde
The Sunnes comfort; others thinke him too kinde.
There is an equall diftance from her eye,

Men perifh too farre off, and burne too nigh.

But as ayre takes the Sunne-beames equall bright
From the firft Rayes, to hislaft oppofite:

So able men, bleft with a vertuous Love,

Remote or neare, or howfoe’r they move;

Their vertue breakes all clouds that might annoy,
There is no Emptineffe, but all is loy.

He much profanes whom violent heats do move

To ftile his wandring rage of paffion, Love:

Love that imparts in every thing delight,

Is fain’d, which only tempts mans appetite.
Whylove among the vertues is not knowne

Is, that love is them all contract in one.
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o avoid any misunderstanding, we have cut from this Ebook a
few poems contained in Grierson’s edition, but written to or
£7a| dedicated to one of Donne’s mistresses or praising adultery.
Theissue is NOT eroticism per se, but it’s context. The Bible is
1| dear that sex within marriage is honourable. InGenesis, sex was
deemed among the things dedlared VERY GOOD'. Scripture does not support any
nonsense about sex being the forbidden fruit. There certainly is no hint at all of this in
the Song of Songs. This view only comes in much later among Christians tainted by
platonic influence which viewed matter and the human body as base, or inferior to the
spirit or soul. In this view, a Christian seeking God MUST distance him/herself,
through various ascetic disciplines, from the body, it’s needs and pleasures. While
the poems dedicated to his mistresses apparently circulated in manuscript form dur-
ing Donne’s lifetime, how he may have felt about these poems in later life (when he
had meditated more profoundly about the Bible), I have not been able to ascertain.
Had King David written a poem about his first night with Bathsheba, no doubt it
would have been of high artistic quality, but what David did in fact leave us is Psalm
51, asong of repentance, recognizing his sin... Of course after Donne’s death, pub-
lishers were quite aware that anything written under Donne’s name would sell, so...

Some readers may of course be shocked or offended at any hint of censoring/restrict-
ing an artist such as Donne. It is to be expected that those with with no commitment
to Christian doctrine or ethics should be indifferent to such issues. They will con-
fidently tell us: oAt is above such matters. But to a Christian committed to the Sola
Scriptura principle, neither Pope, nor preacher nor artist stand above the demands
of God’s Word. One day ALL will have to account for their works before God
(James 3: 1), even the great artists. Inevitably there are limitations in such judge-
ments. One cannot have absolute knowledge of the context in which aspectific poem

1- And God saw every thing that he had made, and, behold, it was very good.” (Gen. 1: 31)
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was written nor absolute knowledge of Donne’s intentions. At times even Donne
specialists may disagree about such matters. ‘We will have to wait to ask Donne him-
self one day...

DoxNE, THE NEO-PLATONIST?

While poems such as the Extasie or Of The Progresse of The Soule betray neo-Pla-
tonicinfluence the question remains, does this mean Donne was aneo-Platonist? Ec-
stasy is of course a concept put forward in the works of the 4 century neo-Platonist,
Plotinus. Because, under Platonism, the divine is conceived to be on a higher plane
than the material body, humans must seek i/lumination, which can only occur if the soul
leaves the body (and the senses) behind to commune with the spiritual and the divine.
The theme of ecstasy is common among Renaissance writers (as well as Christian
mystics). The progress of the soul concept is certainly neo-platonic’, which conceives
of the soul gradually working it’s way up to the divine, as opposed to the Christian
concept of the Incarnation, where the Divine, reaches down and takes bodily form to
bring us revelation and redemption, a Door allowing escape out of the Fallen World.

The American Donne scholar, Frank A. Doggctt, accepted the widespread influ-
ence of neo-platonic themes in writers of Donne’s era (1934: 274-275)

A predominant Strain in English poetry of the late Elizabethan age was a

modified form of Platonism that came to England by way of Italy”. Few poets of
that day ignore Platonism; none could have been entirely ignorant of it. For many

_years it was a_fashion for court lovers to dress their aims, moral or otherwise, in

the phrases of the Platonisis.

One expression of a neo-platonic theme in Donne’ is the concept of spiritual love,
unaffected either by time or space, or even death, as the lover carries the ides of his
beloved in his soul. Doggett also points out that another likely source of neo-platonic
influence for Donne would be in the reading of the works of the Church Fathers, such
as Augustine of Hippo (author of the (onfessions) or Aquinas. That said, Doggett
(1934: 279) rejects the idea that Donne himself was a full-fledged neo-Platonist and
provides some evidence that Donne viewed man as aunit, body and soul.

2 -[EN1Often appearing gnostic works, through trials and initiations.
3 - Cf. The Extasie; The Dissolution or A Hilediction: forbidding mourning.
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WORLDVIEWS AND ART

While many Western scholars view the Renaissance solely as a cultural/aesthetic
movement, with influence in sculpture, literature and architecture, one must not ne-
glect to take into account it was also an ideologico—religious movement, an attempt to
develop a holistic belief system or religion (and establish a civilisation on this basis),
thus an alternative (and replacement) to Christianity.

Western intellectuals typically view the Middle Ages as a (Christian era, but the West
has never been purely Christian at any point in its history. The West has ALWAY'S
been schizophrenic in terms of religion, with, even in the Middle Ages, Western
elites harbouring elements of pagan Greek and Roman thinking while the masses
harboured elements of European pre-Christian religions. In historical terms it must
be pointed out that Greek philosophy has in fact deeper roots in the West than does
Christianity. In this view then, at it’s core what we call the Renaissance was primar-
ily preoccupied with the issue of epistemologr"’, that is an attempt by some Western
elites to set up Greek (a.nd some Roman) philosophy as the ultimate Zruth and, inevi-
tably, to push aside the authority of Scripture. But, clearly this attempt failed (while
leaving behind diverse cultural artifacts). This was in large part due to the fact that
science which had come on the scene was eroding away much of the great cultural and
intellectual prestige previously enjoyed by Greek philosophy. By the 17" century it
had became obvious that Western neo-pagan elites had bet on the wrong horse.

Realizing that the prestige of Greek philosophy was in irreversible decline, Western
neo-pagan elites needed a new horse to bet on. Western elites slowly became aware
that the rising prestige of science offered just the opportunity they were looking for.
This opened the door to the Enlightenment. Early scientists (then known as natural
philosophers) for the most part had no motive to attack the authority of Scripture’, but
the Zwo Books view put forward by Francis Bacon (with Scripture as the authority in
the spiritual realm and science in the material realm, becoming Science) directly ech-

4 - Which attempt to answer the question: Where is Truth?

5 = Describing Isaac Newton’s cosmological views, the mathematician Bertrand Russell

admitted (1935/1997: 52-53):
Newton’s work — the Copernican system having been accepted — did nothing to shake religious
orthodoxy. He was himself a deeply religious man, and a believer in the verbal inspiration of the Bible.
His universe was not one in which there was development, and might well, for aught that appeared
in his teaching, have been created all of a piece. To account for the tangential velocities of the planets,
which prevent them from falling into the sun, he supposed that, initially, they had been hurled by the
hand of God; what had happened since was accounted for by the law of gravitation. ... so far as his
public and official utterances were concerned, he seemed to favour a sudden creation of the sun and
planets as we know them, and toleave no room for cosmic evolution.
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oes a much later view proposed by S.J. Gould, the NOMA concept and opened the
door to setting up science as asource of TRUTH. One predictable result was the ap-
pearance of the Higher (riticism movement in 19" and 20" century theology, basically
an application of Enlightenment (materialistic) principles to the Bible. In CS Lewis’
view, this transition to the Enlightenment worldview had the following repercus-
sions among Western elites (1946/1986: 62):

A revolution in the education of the moS¥ highly educated classes.

This education was formerly based throughout Europe on the Ancients. If only the
learned were Platonifts or Ariftotelians, the ordinary ariftocrat was a Virgilian
or, at the very leaft, a Floratian. Thus in Chriftian and skeptic alike there was
a Strong infusion of the better clements of Paganism. Even those who lacked
piety had some sympathetic underSianding of ‘pietus’. It was natural to men
50 trained to believe that valuable trath could Still be found in an ancient book.
1t was nataral to them to reverence tradition. Values quite different from those
of modern induftrial civilization were conftantly present to their minds. Even
where Chriftian belief was refelfed there was SHll a Standard against which
contemporary ideals could be judged. The effelt of removing this education has
been to isolate the mind in its own age; to give it in relation to time, that disease
which, in relation to space, we call Provincialism. The mere falt that St Paul
wrote so long ago is, to a modern man, presumptive evidence against his having
uttered important truths.

Donne himself, in his poem The Progreffe of the Soule/Firft Song, provides an insid-
er’s view of the HUGE prestige enjoyed by Greek philosophy in the West during

the Renaissance, and more specifically by the neo-Platonic concept of the progress
of the soul.

I ﬁng the Progreﬁé of a deathlefle foule,

Whom Fate, which God made, but doth not controule,

Plac'd in moft fhapes; all times before the law

Yoakd us, and when, and fince, in this I fing.

And the great world to his aged evening; 5
From infant morne, through manly noone I draw.

What the gold Chaldee, or filver Perfian faw,

Greeke brafle, or Roman iron, is in this one;

A worke toutweare Seths pillars, bricke and ftone,

And (holy writt excepted) made to yeeld to none.

Donne seems to have been completely carried away in his admiration of the progress
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of the soul concept and as result the last line appears to have been added as an after-
thought, as if to say, No I didn’t really mean that I was putting Plato or Plotinus
on the same level as the Bible, that's not what I meant... But while Lewis points
out, regarding Renaissance man, that “It was natural to men so trained to believe that
valuable truth could still be found in an ancient book “, this would soon change with
the Enlightenment. In fact as the Enlightenment worldview became dominant, the
reverse would be the case. Within the Enlightenment mind-set, it was expected that
nothing useful or true could be expected to be found in old books... There 1s another
area where there is a radical reversal of views from the Renaissance to the Enlight-
enment. It is the matter of Time. For the Renaissance, the accomplishments of the
Ancients were so highly revered that the past was looked upon as the apex of human
accomplishment, never to be equalled“. With the Enlightenmcnt, this view is pre-
cisely reversed. The remote past now becomes the Primitive, the most crude and un
civilized. If the apex of human accomplishment is to be sought, it must be sought in
the Future. While the Enlightenment/Modern viewlead to a scientific/materialistic
view of the world, for along time it lacked a believable origins myth. It was hard to
get rid of the Creator/God, an unavoidable annoyance, as there was no other logical
explanation for the origin of the cosmos or of life. This Gordian knot took quite a
while to cut through. In his Pensées, Blaise Pascal ironically jibed at Descartes in this
regard, saying

1 cannot forgive Descartes. In all bis philosophy he wonld have been quite willing
to dispense with God. But he had to make Him give a fillip to set the world in
motion; beyond this, he has no further need of God.

This same painful issue provoked Dawkins’ famous statement rega.rding this erain
The Blind Watchmaker (1986: 5-6):

Although atheism might have been logically tenable before Charles Darwin,
Darwin made it possible to be an intelleitnally fulfilled atheist.

Though the Enlightenment/Modern view rose to its most dominant position in the
first half of the twentieth century, in the latter part of this century its influence be-
gan to erode, opening the door to the Postmodern belief system. While the Modern
view rejected the authority of Scripture, it did not reject the concept of Truth (and
expected science could provide that, thus Science with a capital s...). Postmoderns,
however, reject not only Scripture, but the concept of Truth itself, even one appar-

6 - [ENJ One sees an echo of this sentiment in J.R.R. Tolkien’s Silmarillion and Lord of the
Rings Triloy, where the Elves constantlylament for the greatness that waslost and has passed

away, never to return...
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ently based in science’. That said, the postmodern is not only areaction to the modern
worldview but it remains at its core, like the Enlightenment, a reaction, not to Islam
or Hinduism, but primarily to the Judeo-Christian worldview. On asubliminal level,
this is how it (negatively) defines itself.
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