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LIFE OF SHAKSPEARE,

BY MR, CHALMERS,

‘Vu.u.m SHAXSPRARE was bom at Strutford-upon-Avon, in Warwickshire, on the
23 day of April, 1564 Of the rank of his family it is not easy to form an opixioa.
Mz, Bowe says, that by the regiwter and certain public writings refating to Stratford, it
sppears that his ancestors were “ of good figure and fashion™” in timt town, and are
menticned s “ gentiemen,” an epithet which wes certainly more detérminate then than
o present, when it bas become an cmlimited phrase of courtesy, His father, Jobhn
Shaktpesre, was @ considerable dealet in wool, and had been an officer and bailif (pro-
bably high-bailiff or mayor) of the body corporate of Stratford. He beld also the office
of jastice of the peace, and at ocoe time, it b seid, possessed lands and tenements to the
smunt of five lrandred pounds, the reward of his grandfather’s faithful and approved
- setvies 10 king Henry the Seventh. This, however, has been aaserind upen very doubt-
ful anthority. Mr, Malone thinks *¢ it is highly probable that he distinguished hiraself
i Bosworth Field on the side of king Heury, and that be was rewsrded for his military
ssrices by the bounty of that parsimonious prince, though not with a grant of lands.
No such grant appenrs in the chapel of the Rolls, from the beginning to the end of
- Remrys reign,”  But wheiever may have been bis former wealth, it appears to bawe
 been greatly reduced in the lutter part of his life, 83 we find, from the books of the
: emrporation, that in 1579 he was excused the trifling weekly tax of four-pence levied on
.o the aiderreen ; and that in 1586 another alderman was appointed in bis room, in
tomsequence of his declining to attend ‘on the busineas of that office. It is evea mid by
Agbeey’, a man sufficiently accurate in facts, although credulows in superstitious nar-
 nitives snd traditions, that be followed for'some time the occupation of a butcher, which
- M. Malone thinks not meom'ltmtmth‘nmh.blhty It most bave been, bowever, at
it tise, B0 incomsiderable addition to ks difficulties that he had a family of ten chil-
dren.  His wife wus the daughter and heiress of Robert Arden of Wellingeote, in the
eowty of Warwick, who is styled, gentleman of worship” The family of Ardea is
iluyunht,Eobe:tmdenomemich,uq.hthghtbeli!tofthegenwofdﬁcounty,

* MER, Aobrey, Mus Ashmngl. Onon. exxmined by Mr. Makose,
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1433. Edward Arden was sheriff of the county in 1568. The woodland part of thin
county was anciently ealled Adrdern, sficrwards softened to Arden: and bence the
name, .

Our illustious poet was the eldest son, and received his early education, whether
arrow or liberal, at u free-school, probably that founded et Stratford ; but from this
he appears 10 have been soan removed, and placed, sccording to Mr, Malone's opinion,
in the office of some country attorney, or the seneschal of some mangr court, whese it is
highly prebable he piched vp those technical kew phrases that so frequently occur in his
plays, and could not bave heen in common use unless smong professional men. Mr.
Capell conjectures that his ewrly marriage prevented bis being sent to some university.
It uppears, however, as Dr, Furmer obeerves, that his early life was incompatible with
a copree of edncation, and it & certain that * his contemponaries, friends and foes, nxy,
and himself likewise, ngree m his want of what iy wsually termed literature.” It i, |
indeed, a strong argument in favour of Shakspeure’y dlliterature, that it was mainteined
by all his conlemposaries, wany of whom have left upon record every merit they
could bestow on him ; and by his sarcessors, who lived pearest to his time, when ** bis
memory was green;” and that it has been denied only by Gildon, Sewell, and others,
Sgwg to Upton, who could have no mesns of sscertzining the truth.

In his eighteenth year, or perhaps a little sooner, be married Anne Hathawgy, whs
was eight yeara older than himaelf, the daughter of oue Hathaway, who is suid to bmve
Jbeen a substantial yeoman in the veighbourhood of Stratford.  Of his domestic economy,
(ot professional occupation, at this time, we have no information, but it would appear
.thut both were in a considerahle degree neglected by his associating with a gung of dees-
dlealers.  Being detected with them in robbing the park of sir Thomas Lucy of Charls-
gote, near Stratford, be was 50 rigorously proseculed by that gentlewan s to he obliged
tolenuhisﬁmi]yand business, and take shelier in London. Sir Thomas, on this oc-
casion, is said to have been epasperuted by a ballad Shekspeare wrote, probébly bis
first essmy in pogtry, of which the following stanta was cpmmunicated to Mr. Oldys :

# A pariiements mamber, o jastics of peace,-
At bome a poor carp<crowe, at Londmn an
If Yownie in Lucy, ms scime volka miscalle it,

- 'Then Lucy is lowsic whatever befall it: °
: P thioks hinmeif greate,

Yot an vom in hiy stute

We allowe by his eam but with asies to mate.
i Lucy iv lowsie, a8 'ome volke miscalle it,
&ng lowdle Lucy, whatever befall it™

»

) T]:uehnaxtmmtbgcpnfmed dqnop:athmmrl.ooqrpoet,udproh.ﬂ,
were vajust, for although some of his admirers have recorded sir Thomas as & “ vain,
weak and vindictive magistrate,” hewuccrtamly exerting no very yiolent act of opperes-
sion, in protecnng his property against & man who was degrading the commonest rask
of [ife, and had at this time bespeks no indulgence by superior talents. The ballad,
llowe\rer, must have made some noise at sir Thomas's expense, as the suthor took cars
it ahould be efffxed to his park-gutes, and liberally circolated among his neighbours,

Oa his arrival in London, which was probably in 1586, whep be was twenty-twe
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. yexny old, he i said to have made his'first acquaintance in the play-house, ko which
. itlemess or taste may bave directed him, and where his necessities, if tradition may be
" esedited, obliged him to sccept the office of callboy, or prompter’s attendant. This
' i 4 menial whose employment it s 1o give the performers notice 1o be ready. to enter,
ws often ms the bosines of the play requires their appearance on the stage. Pape,
lowever, relates a story, communicated to him by Rowe, but which Rowe did not think
docrving of a place in the life he wrote, that must 2 little retard the advancement of
our poet to the office just mentioned. According to this story, Shmkspesze’s first em.
ployment was to wait at the door of the play-bouse, and hold the borses of those who
bad oo servants, that they might be ready after the performazice. But, ¥ cannot,”
- mys bia acute commeantator, Mr. Steeveus, “ discuss this anecdote withont pbeerving
that it seesns to want every mark of probability. Though Shakspeare quitied Stratford
on scxoimnt of & juvenile irregularity, we have ro reason fo suppose that he had for-
- feited the protection of his father, who was engaged in s lucative business, or the love
~ of kin wife, who bad already brooght him two children, and was berself the daughter
of 4 substantial yeoman. It unlikcly.the.nfore,whm be was beyond the reach of
bis prosecator, that he should conceal his plam of life, or place of residence, from thase
who, if be found himself distressdd, could not fail to afford hiny such sapplies as would
hare ser him above the pecessity of koldimg Aorscs for subsistence. Mr. Maloce has
remarked in his “ Attempt to ascertain the Order in which the Plays of Shakspeare were
written,” that be might bave found an essy introduction to the stage; for Thomas Gieen,
a eelebrated comedian of that period, was his townsman, and perhaps hiv reiation.
The gewins of our suthor prompted him to write poetry; his conmection with .a player
might have given his productions a dramatic tum ; or his own sagacity might have tanght
bim that fawe wis 0ot incompatible with profit, and that the theatre was an nveriue to
both. That it was once the general customs to ride on bore-back to the play, I am
Ekewie yet to learn, The most popular of the theatres were on the Bank Side; and
we are told by the satirical pemphleteers of thet time, that the nstal mode of convey-
uxce to these places of amusement was by water, but not = single writer so much as
bints st the custom of riding to them, or at the practice of hating horses hedd during
tie bours of exhibition. Some allusion to this usage, (if it had existed) must, I think,
Ire been discovered in the course of our researches after coutemporary fushions. - Let
it be remembered too, thet we receive this tale on no higher authority than thet of
Chber’s Lives of the Poets, val. i, p. 130. Sit Williara Davengat todd it to Mr. Better-
ton, who communicated it to Mr. Rowe, who, sccording to Dr. Jobmson, related it to
Mr. Pope.” Mr. Malone concurs in opiniou that this story stands on a very alender
ﬁndam'hﬂebedﬁan&onursuﬁmummeﬁﬂofmmlo
' the theatre on horseback. With respect likewise to Sbakspenre’s father being  en-
teed im & luerative business,” we may remark that this could not have been the case
8 the thne our aathor carme to London, if the precediog dates be cogrect. He s gaid
% bave arrived in London in 1586, the year in which his father resigned the office of
sderman, wnless jndeed we are permitted to conjecture thst his resignation wan not the
ewmequence of his necessities,

Bat in whatever situation ha was first employed at the theatre, be appears to have
som discovered those talents which afterwards mude him

o TV applaces § delight! the wonder of our stsge,”
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Some distinction he probably first acquired as an actor, ‘withough Me. Howe bas
pot been able to discover uny character in which he appeareq to more advantage than
that of the ghost in Hamlet. The imtructiona given to the player in that tragedy;
aulolherpmguofhnwmh,thw an intimate acqueintance with the skill of acting
and such ms is ecarcely sorpamed in 6ur own days. He eppears to bave studied na.
ture in ecting as much es in writing. Bat all this might have been mere theory. MY,
Malooe is of opinion be was po great ector, The distinction, however, which he ob-
tained as an actor could coly be In his own pinys, in which be would be amisted by
the novel appesrance of suthor and ector combined. Before his time, it does not a;{
pear that any actor of genius could appear to advantage in the wretched pieces repre-
sented on the stage.

Mr. Rowe regrets thut be cannot mform us which was the first play Lie wrote.
More shilfol research bas since found that Romeo and Juliet, ind Richard I1. and 1T,
were printed iu 1597, when he was thirty-three years old; there i nlso some reasom
to think that he commenced a dramatic writer in 1592, and Mr, Malone even places
his first play, First Part of Heory VI. in 1589, His pleys, however, must have beesd
not only popular, but spproved by persons of the higher order, as we ure cerfam thst
be enjoyed the gracions favour of queen Ellrabeth, who wus very fond of the shgé“
and the partitular snd affectionate patrosage of the enrl of Southampton, to whom ht
dedicated bis poems of Venus and Adonis and his Rape of Laerece. On sir Williang
Dawensant’s authority, it hay been asserted that this nobleman at one time gave bim @
- thousand pounds to emble him to complete a purchase. At the conclusion of (5
advertioement prefixed to Lintot’s edition of Shakspesre’s Poems, it is mid, « Trat
most learned prince and greet patrob of learuing, king James the First, wiia pleased
with his own hand to write an amicable letter to Mr. Shikspeare : which letter, thoughf
now lost, remained loog in the hands of sir Wiltiam D'Avenant, ‘as a crediblé persod
now hvmg can testify.” Dr. Farmer, with great probability, supposes (hat this l‘etld
was written Ly king James in return for the compliment paid fo him in Macbeth,” THd
relater of the anecdote was Sheffield, duke of Buckingham *. ‘These brief notices, maﬁ
as they are, may show that our suthot enjoyed high favour in bia day. ' Whateve
we may thivk of king James as a “ Jeamest prince,” hiv patronage, os well as that 3
his predecessor, was sufficient to give celebrity to the founder of a new stage. Tt hia
be added that s uncomimon merit, his candour, end good-pature are supposed to lmvi
procured him the admimtion and acquaintance of every person dlshngmshed for suclf
. gqualitits, It i not difficult, indeed, to sappose that Shakspenre was a man of hu;no'ﬂ

md a social éompanion, and probably excelled in that species of minor wit not ilf a(lapfﬂ
to cunvernhon, of wl'nth it could have been wished he bnd been more npannk in lq
writings.

How loog be acted han not been dimmd,butheconﬁnned to write till the yeaf
1614. During his dramatic career he acquired a property in the theatre* which by’
must bave disposed of ‘when he retired, as po mention of it occurs in hia witl, His con-
peclion with Ben Jonson bas been variously related. Tt is said that when Jonson was

1 See the lists of Mr. Malane and Mr. George Chalmens
¥ Notey by Mr. Malons, to Additicoa) Anocdotes of William Shakspeare. L

4 Ju 1603, Shakipears aod several olbers dbtained & Licence from king James to exhibit comadies,
trugedies, historios, &e. at the Glaba Theatre and elsowhere. €,

*
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cereiems peruml, but timt Simkspeare having eccideotally cast his eye on it, conceived a
fevourable opinion of &, spd afterwirds. recosmmended Jonson and bis writings to the
| pablie  For this camdour e was repaid by Junsow, when the latter became s poet of
| wote, with am enviows disrespect. Jonagn scquired reputution by the variety of hix piecss,
" md sadearoured to arrogtte the supremacy in dramatic genius. Like a French erific,
e minaxted Shekepeare’s incorrectness, his careless mmnner of writing, and his want of
Juigwent; moxd, &9 be way a reminrikable dow writer hinsself, he could pot endwrn Lhe praie
* frequently bestowed on Shekspesre of stidom alitring or blottiag gut what he had written,
Mr. Malone says, that “ pot lomg afiet the year 1600 & coolness arose betwoen Shak-
‘ speare amd him, which, however he may talk of his aimost idolatrous affection, produced
: oo bis part, from tkat time to the desth of our anthor, wnd for many years after-
wards, moch clumsy sercusin, emd mary malevolent refloctions.” But from these,
which are the commonly ivctived opidions en this subject, Dr. Former is inclined
{0 depart, mnd to think Jonson’s hostllity to Shakspeare gheclutely groundiess; so un-
cortain iv every circomstance we attempt (0 recover of our great poet’s life.  Jansoa hed
- ouly sne ndvantege over Shakspeare, thet of superior learning, which wight in certain
sitartinms be of some importance, bat eould never promote his rivalship with a ean who
 sitained the higheat excelience without it. Nor will Shakepeare sulfer by its being knowa
that ofl the deamatic poets before be appeared were scholaps, Greene; Lodge, Peele,
. Mariows, Nashe, Lily, and Kyd, had all, says Mr. Malope, & regular univensity education,
* and, a8 scholars in our wniversities, frequently compored and acted plays an historicat
I -N
' Thhﬂdl:utofﬂnqutre’lhfemwtmnn.uhmt,udthemmm
of s friends. He had accumulated considerable property, which Gildon (in hs
Lstiers and Esmays, 1604) stated to amodiit to three bundred pounds per emum, 2 sum
t least equal (0 one thousend pounds in our days; but Mr. Malose doubts whether all
\qmmmmdtonmhmlhntwohmdmdmmhpamun, which
yot was a considerable fortune in those tiewes, and it is supposed that bhe might
bave dexjved two hundred poasds per amnum from the theatre while be costinued
jomt :
'He“uired,meyarsbefonhildﬂlh.tol hoase in Stratford, of which it bas beeg
thooght important to give the history. It was built by sir Hugh Clopion, « younger bro-
ther of an ancient family in that neighbourhood. -Sir Hagh was shesiff of Londun in the
" reign of Richard II, wod lord mayor int the réign -of Heary VII. By his will be be-
to his elder brother's son bis manor of Clopton, &c. aod his house by the name
of (he Great Howse in Stratford, A good part of the estate was in passession of Edward
Clopteei, ¢2q. and sir Hugh Clopton, knt. in 1733. The principal estate had been sold
out of the Clopton family for above a century at the fime when SHakspeare became the
parchuser, who haviog repaired and modelled it to his own mitd, changed the mme to
New Place, which the mansion-bouse, afterwards erected, i the room of the poet’s house
requined for many years. 'Ihhoun,mdlndlbelongmgtmt,oomnnedmthepmemm
of Shakspesre’s dencyndants tothntlnd‘thkmmn,wbmthqwmupnmud

* This wes the practios In WRt's diys. “On-dhhdﬂh'hmhnuldmm.-um
thea codocied, -.ﬁ-tmnh;ud’ﬁadmmum-.opnﬂndumm | T3

v Johoeod’s Lifs of Milwa. €
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by the Clopton family. Here in May 1742, when Mr. Garvick, Mr. Mackikl, «nd Mr.
Delape visited Stratford, they were hospitably entertained onder Shakspeare’s nralbesry
* tree, by sir Hogh Clopton, He wws & barrister at law, wae Imighted by king George
. and died in the 30th year of his age, in Dee. 1751. His executor, about the

1732, soid New Place to the Rev, Mr. Gantrell, 2 men of large fortune, who resided -
it bat a few years, in consequence of & disagreement with the inhabitants of Straiford. As
be resided part of the year at Lichfield, he thonght he was amsewed too highly in the
enonthly mate towards the maintenance of the poor, but being very properly compelied by
the magpirates of Bvutford to pay the whole of what was levied oo him, on the principle
that his bouse was occupied by his servants in his absence, he peevishly declared, thet
tAat house shonld never be assessed again; epd soon afterwards palled it down, sold the
materials, and left the town. He hed some time before cut down Shakspepre’s mufberry
tree ¢, to mve himpelf the trouble of shewing it to those whose sdmiration of our grest
poet lod them to wiit the ciassic ground on which it stood, That Shakspeare: plamted
this tres appears to be sufficiently authenticated. Where New Place stood ia pow a
garden. Before concluding this bistory, it may be necessary to mention that the poet's howse
was ance honoured by the temporary residence of Hearietia Maris, queen to Charkes I,
Theobald has given an insccurate secount of this, asif she had been obliged to taks
refuge in Stratfond from the rebels, which was not the case, She marched from Newark,
Jupe 16, 1643, and emtered Stratford triumphantly, about the £3d of Lhe same month,
at the head of three thousand foot end one thousand five hundred bhorse, wilh ooe
trndred end fifty waggons, and a tmin of wiillery. Here she waa met by prince
Rupert, accompenied by a lange body of troops. She resided ahout three weeks
at our paet’s house, which was then possesed by his grind daugirter, Mrs, Nash, and her
* During Shaksplare’s abode in this house, his plensurable wit, and geod natnre, sys
Mrkm,wmmqmmmm»umpofm
fentlemen of the meighbourbood. * Among these, Mr. Rowe tells a tradiitional story
of & miser, or usurer, named Combe, who, in conversstion with Shakspeare, said be
fancied the poet intended to-write his epitaph if be should survive him, und desired to
know what he meant to sy, On this Shakspeare gave him the foilowing, probably
extempore. ' - )

-

.-i

* Ten in the hundred Lis here ingravid,
T is & humdred to tan his soul is pot sv'd,
If woy man sk, who lies in this tombea ?
1 OhT bo ! quoth the Devll, * 't is my John-z-Combe”.

Theiﬁpnwof the satire is said to have stung the man so severely that he pever
forgave it. These lines, however, or some which nearly resemble them, appeared i
sarious collections both before and after the time Lhey were said to have been composed,

4 4 As the curiority of this bowse and tres brought moch farme, apd mere compsoy md profit to the
town, & certaln man, on some disgust, bas pulled tha house down, 50 us pot to leave coe stone upom
woother, sod tut down the tree, and piled & a2 & siagk of frewood, & the grest vexation, lom, and di-
wppointment of the inhabitanis ; however, an botwst allvermnith boughbt tie whole stack of wood, ed
makes many odd ihings of thip wood for the curiona” Letier in Annual Register, 1760, Of Mr. Gas
trell and his tedy, veo Bosweoll's Lifs of Dr. Jobnsoo, vol, il 490; il 4% C
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ﬂhq-hdﬁr&umnﬂlr.luhe satistactorily prove that the whole
woxy is & fabzication. Betierion is said to have heard it when be visited Warwickshire
o0 parpose to collect apecdotes of our poet, and probably thought it of t00 much im-
porince 10 be picely examined. We know not whether it be worth adding of 2 story
which we bave rejected, that & usarer in Shakspeare’s time did not mean one who took
" exosbitant, but any interest or usance for money, and that teq in the hundred, or ten per
¢ent was Upens th. ordimary interest of money, It is of more comvequence, however, to
, mecord the opinion-of Mr, Malone, that Shakspeare, during his retirement, wrote the play
“of Twelfth Night.

Hedndmhnbuth—dly'l‘tudlyApﬂzs, 16186, wbmhhdululymphuh
fRysecond year?, and was buried on the porth side of the chaocel, in the groat church
st Stretford,- where & mosument is plaved in the wall, on which Le is represented nnder
. mmesch, in a sitting posturs, & cushioa spread before him, witha pen in his right band,
' ﬂhhﬁudwnmollol’pupu ’Ihfolh'mg[.ntmdnt-:humvulmdzr

T the coslion.

Judiclo Pyhnm,smloﬂwﬂ.m, arts Maronem,
Terra tegit, populos maret, Olympas babet.

* The First syllable in Socratem,” mys Mr. Sieevens, “ is here made short, which cannot
be allowed. Pertaps we should read Sophoelem. Shakspeare is then appositely com-
. pured with a drumatic sutbor among the sucients ; butnﬂlltdlouldberunemberuithn
" the enloginm is lessened while the uwetre is reforwed s and it is well known that some of
oar early writers of Latin poetry were uncommonly negligent in their prosody, especially |
I proper cames. The theught of this distich, as Mr, Tollet observes, might have been
taken from The Fadry Queene of Spenser, h. & c. ix. ot. 48, apd ¢. 1. at. 3.
"Tolhu[mhmptnnonﬂhkqnuemyheuddodthelmuwbkhmﬁmd
hhnnlhnonh-monhlmt' '

" fiay, paskngeT, viyduuunnpnﬁn?
Read, if thou canest, whom exvions Death hath plaa’d
Withio this monument ; Shakspears, with whom
Quick Natare dy'd's whass name doth deck the toml
Far maore than oot ; since afl that be hath writ
Lauves living art bat page o serve his wit”
Ohiit Av® Deic 1616, mt. 53, dia 93 Apri,

“ [t wppeary from the verses of Leonard Digges, that our autbor's monument was
ancted before the year 1523. ltbubema:gmvadby\futue,md dows in measofinto
by Miller,”

. Ou bis grave-stone npdemmhm these lipes, in an uncouth mizture of small and
qlullnttm

Mmhmmxm
To dios T-E Dust BacloAsed HERs

Bleso be R, Man § spares THa Stons
Andcuntbelk?mumyhmu."

'Thmlymnbueofhupavmuﬁum:\nhny.'hnum “Hemahndaomo.wdlw
-u, and adds, “unelmdmmpnny,ahdoflvwmdy,lndpluanuudmhnu.” G
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1t is uncirtsin whetber this requést-and imprecation ware written by Shakipeste, or by
ave of his frinds.: They probehly situde to the custom of remoring ‘skeletons after &
certain timte and depout'ngthemhchrnd-hnnl,ihdlinihrum are found in
muy entient Latio epitaphs. -

Wehnmmmtofﬂntuhdyﬂnb ltmvu'ydumdlgt,dnudlhllfennﬂ
Inhburs of this uarivalled and incomperable genlus,

Huﬁnﬂymﬁofmdnghwn.mﬂammadﬂlmd.mdndh 1596;
id the twelfih year of his age. . Susannish, the eldest danghter, and ber father’s favourite,
was.married to Dr. John Hall, a physician, who died Nov. 1635, aged 60. M. Hall
died July 11,1649, aged 66. They left only one-child, Eliabeth, bom 1607-8, snd
sarried April 22, 1696, to Thomas Nmb, ewj. who died in 1647, and aRerwards to aif
Jobn Barnerd of Abington in Northamptowshire, bot died without issee by either bus-
bend. Judith, Shakapenre's yoangest daughter, was married to & Mr. Thomas Quiney,
and died Feb. 1661-62 in her 77th year. By Mr. Quiney sbe hnd three sons, Shekapeare,
Richard, and Thomas, who all died unmarried. Sir Hugh Clnpton, who wwa botn twe
years after the death of lady Barsard, which happened in 1669-70, related to Mr.
Mackin, in 1742, wn old teadition, thut abe had carvied away with ber from Strutford
many of her graudfatier’s pepers,  On the death of sir Sohn Barnard, Mr. Malone thinks,
these muet have. fallen. ipto the hands of Mr. Edward Bagley, lady Bamard's esecutor,
andnfnnydmdntofthﬂgmﬁman bomlwmg,mhucutodj&eypmbqb};
reamin. To this aocount of Shakypeare’s fanily, we have now to add, that among Oldyy's
m-mﬁmtmdmnmlmryofhuhvmghemtheﬁlherofu:wuhmmnmmh
Oldys's reintin-is thas gives.

“ lfu-dumnnybehmd,w:eoﬂmhmduMCmmlnnorTqmq
Oxford, i his joorney to and frem Londen. The landlsdy was & woman of great beanty
lndapnghlly\m.andherhdnd.Mr.JohnDamnt,(nﬁuwudam,orpfthatntg)a
grave melancholy man; who, as well aa his wife, wed much to delight in Shaw

»

pleasant company: Their son, young Will. Davenant (afterwarda sir William) waa then 2,

lluleMhym&etmofnbontmumeghmoﬂ,dmfmdlhoofbhpk
speare, that whenever he beard of hin arrival, hewouldﬂyﬁomthooltoaeehlm RS,

day aa old townsman observing the boy runping homewssd almast out of breath, anhal
him whither be was posting in that heat and burry. He answered, to see hugad-ﬁthq
Slakepeare. *There’sa good boy,” suidl the otber, * but have s care that you do n't take

God's pame in vain.! This story Mr, Pope told me at the earl of Oxford's table, upon.

ocossion of some discourse uhrhmosenbouﬂhahpeam’smonmdmmlym'
in Westmtimter Abbey.”
'This story appears to have originated with Antheny Wood, and it bas been thought

o presumptiou of ils being true that, after carefal examivation, Mr. Thomes Wartons
was inclined to betieve it. Mr. Steevens, however, treats it with the utmost contempt,

bat does not perhaps argue with his weual attention to experience ghes be brings sir
Willam Davenant's * beavy, volger, unmeaning face” as a proof that he conld not
be Shakspeare's son.

In the’ year 1741, 8 monument was erected to our poetin Westminster Abbey, hy the
direction of ‘the earl of Burlington, Dr. Mead, Mr. Pope, and Mr. Martyn. It was the
work of Scheemraker, (wha received three hundred pounds for it) after a design of Kent,
end was opened in Januury of that year. The performers of each of the London
theatres gave a benefit to defray the expenses, and the desn and chapter of Westminster
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took nothing for the ground. The money received by fhe performwtce st Driry Lane
theatre amounted to shovemhundmdpoundu,bntthempbuwmt(}miudd
oot exceed one hundred pounds.”

From these imiperfect notices, which dre all we have béen uble to collect from the
Bbours of his Biographers aidl comnyentators, our readery wilk perveive st kem is known
of Sinkspeare than of almost any writer who ks been considered as wn dhfect of landuble
. euriosity.  Nothing couM be more highly gratifying than mt accomnt of the enrly studies
of this wonderful man, the progress of his pen, ks mroral and social qoatities, s friencd-
ships, s failings, ind whatever else comtitates persors] history. But on sl thess topies
bl contemporaries and his immediate successors have been equadly silent, and if soghit
cin bereafter be discovered, it mmst be by exploring soutcesiwhich bave bitherto escaped
the ‘snxions reserches of those who hive devoted their whote lives, and their nsest
vigoroms talents, to revive his memory and iflistrate ks writings. Jo the sketch we buwe
given, if the dates of his birth and death he excepted, what i there on which the reader
uudepend, or for which, if be conterd eagerly, he neiry not be mvolndmm .

Elﬂuedwnhcmmddoqopmmndaummen

umﬂymdﬁmtbeh&nftuauthorunbeliﬂhtluth.nllﬂaqofhumhf
baf Rifs opinion is Hable to dany exceptions, * If an author, indeed; by paased his days.
i fetirement, Bfs fife cin dfford littie more variety thun thit of aary ‘other man who lms
Hvéd In Hetirement; bat f; usis ginerally the cese with writers df grest calebrity, be s
.&md-pre-emmmmmm if be hua exaited rivad contentions, and
deféated the attacks of ciitichm dr of malignity, or if be has plenged inte the controver-
sies of his age, and performed the part either of a tyrant, or & heto in litsimture, s
Hflory may be rendered = interesting us that of any other publiccharseter, -Bat what
evet wiight mdy be allowed to this remark, the decision will not be of 1rach consequance
il the eade of Shakspeare, Uhfortdhately we Enow as little-of the progress of bis writings
s 5¢ bh personal history, The inddstry of bis ustrators for the bast thirty. yemrs hay
beéh micti as probably neéver was surpassed i the snesle of Hiterary investigstion, yet o
far #é we from information of the concldsive or matisfactory kind, that sven the'ceder in
which his plays were written rests principally oh confecture, md of soose. plays: vanily
pHiuted among his wo:h it i not yet determined !hether be mtaﬂlewhoh,wany

l!'neh of Gur igrhormee of eu’qthmgwmamﬂhadmbhlolm

s workd, must be fmputed’ to the author himself. If we l.nnkmniy
af’ fHe ¥tute”in” which he IRt hls-prodactions, we shonhd be apt to conclude, either
that be was insensible of their value, or that while be was the g'ruht, be was
ot the saine time the bamblest writer the world ever produced; * ¢mt be theught
B wotks tnworthy of posterity, that-be levied no ideal tribute. upon fistwre times,
wéf hid any further prospect, than that of present pupalarity and present profit ™
. And yochi‘an opirifon, although it apparently partakes of the eame and loosenem of con-
jectre, may not be far from probebility. But before we allow it arry highee marit, or
sttempt to decide upon the affection or neglect with which be reviewed kis labours, it may
be pecessary to consider their precise mature, and certuin circusmtances in his situusion
which affected them; wnd, shove all, we must ke inte our account the ‘character

* Dr, Jobosoo's praface, G
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udpndmmﬂmmdmetmumwhmhhhnd uﬂofthonwhchfnﬂund
his decense.

With respect to himself, it doesnotlpparthathepmledmyonedhuplmm
only eleven of them were printed in his lifetime. The reason assigned for dhiis is, that
he wrote them foraparhuﬂlrﬂzuue.addthemtothemwhmon]yanmr,

. reserved them io manuscript when himself & minager, and when he disposed of his pro-

perty in the theatre, they were still preserved in manmecript to prevent their being acted
by the rival bouses, Copies of some of them appear to imve been surreptitionsly
obtained, and published in @ very incorvect state, but we may suppose that it was wiser
in the author or mansgers 1o overlook this fraud, than to publish a correct edition,
and so destroy the exclusive property they enjoyed. It is clear therefore that amy
publication of his plays by himself would bave ‘interfered, st first with his own
intetest, and afterwards with the interest'of those to whom be bad made over his share
in them, But even had this obstacle been removed, we are not sure that he would
have gaived much by publication, If be bad no other copies but those belangng
to the theatre, the business of correction for the press must have been a toil which
we are afraid the taste ‘of the pablic at that tine would bave poorly rewarded.
We kuow not the emact portion of fame he enjoyed; it was probably the highest
which dramatic genivs could . confer, but- dramatic genios was o new excellence,
snd not well understood. Its claims were probably uot heard out of the jurisdiction
of the master of the revels, certainly not beyond the metropolis.  Yet such was
Sirahapesre’s reputation that we are told his name was pat to pieces whick he never wrote,
and thet he feit himself too confident in popolar favour to undeceive the public, This
s singular resofution in 2 mua who wrote 20 unequally, that at this day the test
of interml evidence must be applied to his doubiful productions with the greatest
caution. But still bow far his character would lmre been elevated hy wn examios-
tion of his plays in the closet, in an age when the refinements of criticiam . wrere .
not understood, and the sypathies of taste were seldom fejt, may edmit of a ques-
tion. *“ His lsnguage,” says Dr. Johnson, *“not being devigned for the reader’s
desk, was all thmt he desired it to be, if it conveyed his meaning to the audience.” -
Shekspesre died in 1616, and seven years afterwards appeared the first edition of his
plays, published at the charges of four booksellers, n circumstance from which Mr,
Malone infirs, * that no single. publisher was at that time willing to risk his money oa &
complete collection of our muthor’s plays.” This edition was printed from the copies in
the bands of his fellow-managers -Hemioge and Condell, which hed been i a series of
years frequently altered through convemience, caprice, or ignorance. Humngve and
Condell bad now retired from the stage, and, wemlywppeae,wmgnﬂtyofno injury
to their successors, in printing what their own iterest ouly bad formerly withheld. Of
this, aithongh we have no documents amounhngtodemonmahon.wz may be eonvmced,
by adverting to a circumstance which will in our days eppear very extraordinary,
mamely, the declension of Shakspesre’s popularity. We bave seen that the publication of
his works was uccounted a doabtful speeulation, and it is yet more certain that so much
bad the public twste turned from him in quest of variety, that for several years after his
death the plays of Fletcher were more frequently acted than his, and during ‘the wlhole
of the seventeenth century, they were made to give place to performances, the greater
part of which canpet now be endored. During the same period only four editions of
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sy wotky wese poblishid, et in folio ; Mpuhpsdmmqlddysheel'wlm-ybe
wn wdditional proof that they were mtpopulu mor is it thought that the unpmmonl
were pumertus.

Thmurumwhwhltudltoowmthrmdtohnmﬁs, must be allowed o
plaosible weight in wocounting for our deficiencies in bis biography end literary career ;
bat there were circuinstances enough in the history of the times to auspend the progres
of that wore regular drama of which be had set the example, and may be covsidered as
the founder. If wo wonder why we know s0 mach lets of Shalapeare than of his con-
* temporaries, kel us recollect that his genius, however highly and yustly we now rate it
took a direction which wes not calcalated for permanent admiration, either in the sge in
which be lived, or i that which foliowed. Shakepexre was a writer of plays, & pro-
motes of mu nmusement just emerging from barbarim ; and an amusement which, sl-
thoagh it. bas been elassed among the achools of monlity, bsas ever had such s strong
tendmty to deviate from moral purposes, that the foree of law has, in all'ages; been
ealled m {0 preserve it within the bounds of common decency. The church bas- ever
been unfriendly to the stage. A part of the injunctions of queen Elicabeth is particu-
larly directed againat the printing of plays ; and, according. to um entry in the hooks of
the stationers’ company, in the forty-first year of her reign, it is ordered that no plays
be printed except allowed by perscis in anthority. Dr. Frrmer aleo remarks that, in
‘that age, poetry and novels were destroyed publicly by the bishops, and privately by the
peritans. The main transactions, indeed, of that period could not admit of wuch
attention to maiters of amumement. The Reformation requirer ail the circumspection
sad policy of a'loog reign, to render it so firmly established in popular favour as te brave
the caprice of any succeeding sovereign, ‘This was efiected, in a great mensure, by the
diffusion of religious controversy, which was encouraged by the charch, sod especially
by the paritans, who were the immediate teachers of the lower claeses, mlutenedlzo
with veneration, and usually inveighed against all public amusements, as inconsistent
with the Christimn profession. These controvenies continned during the reign of James I.
a0d were, io a considerable degree, promoted by him, although be, like Elirabeth, waa
a favduorer of the stage, 13 an appendage to the graadeur and pleasures of the court.
But the commotions which followed, in-the unhappy reign of Charles I. when the sfage
wes totally abolished, are sufficient to nccount for the oblivien thrown o the history and
works of our great bard. From this time, no inquiry was made, until it wes too late
10 abiain any. mformsation wore miisfuctory than the few bearmy scraps snd comtested
tnditions above datailed. * How little,” says Mr. Steevens, * Shakspesre was once
#ead, may be understood from Twte, who, in his dedieation to the altered play of
King Lear, speaks of the original ns an pbscure piece, recominended to hiv notice hy a
friend ; and the agthor of The Tatler having oocasion to quote a few lines ont of Muo-
beth, was coutent to reeeive them from Davensols alteration of that celebrated drams,
mlﬂwmowmnmIIrMydw oru’bm'a.nly

In fifty yeans afler his death, Dryden memtions that be was then begome = al:tﬂeob—
‘nolete.”  In the begimning of the last century, kord Shafteshury complains of hiv “ rude,
oupolished siyle, and lis aatiquated phrase and wit.” - It is certain that, for nearly en
hundred years after his- death,. partly owing to the immediate revolution eud rebellion,
and partly to the licentious taste encouraged in Charles 1L’s time, and perhaps partly to

® Mr. Stecrene’s Advertiscment to the Render, first printed i 1773,



14 *  LIFE OF SHAKSPEARE.

the incorrect state of his mhhwdmmdynﬁet«i Mr: Malone Lhay
justly remmrked; that « if be had been read, sdmived, studied, sod imitated, in the
same degree us be is pow, the enthusiasm of some ene or other of hin admiters in the
last age woold have induced bim to make somae mxjtiries ooncernily the history of his
theatrical career, gnd the aneedotes of his privete life ™"

His adicfrers, bowever, if be Lhad adwirers fn that sge, pmedmpwmolneh
enthusignm.  That curiosity which, in our days, hes mised biography to the rask of an
independent study, was scarcely known, and, where known, coofised principelly to the
pablic freneactions of eminent characters.  Apd if, in addition to the cirennytances slresdy
stated, - we copsider how liftle is keown of the persoual higtory of Sbakspeare's contem~
poraties, we may emsily resoive the question wisy, of all men who bave ever claimed
sdnjestipn by genivs, wisdom, or valour, who have eminestly contribated to colevge
the tae, promate the happiness, or increme the reputation of their country, we koow
the-Jenst of Shalupenrs : and winy, of the few particulars which seom catitled to credit,
when gmply relsted, and in which there is np mabifrst violatien of probability, or
prowise of importance, thene is scareely coe which has not swelled into a contresersy.
After a careful examination of all that modern research has discovered, we know not
bow to trust qur ruricsity beyowd the limits of those barren dates which affard Du per-
socal bistary., The satare of Simkepeare’s writings. prevents thel appeal to internal evi-
dence which, in other cases, bas been found to throw light on eharacter. The purity -of
his morals, for exswple, if sought in his pliys, must be memsured againet the Heextions-
pess of his langunge : sad the question. will then be, how madh'did be write from cow-
Hetion, and kow much (o gratify the taste of Lis hearers ! Howr nuich did be add-to-the
age, sd how mixch did he bocrow, from it ? . Pope says, * e was obliged o pleem the
lowest of the people, and 1o kesp the worst of cospeany;” sud Pope might hve said
more : for, althongh we bope it wae wot true, we have o mens of proving -that it was
falee, : :
The only life which bas been prefized to all the editions of Shakspeare of the eightesnth
century, is that drawn up by Mr. Rowe, snd which he modestly calls  Some Accobat,
&c” In this we bave what Hows could collect when every legitimate source of infor-
mation was cdosed, a fewr traditions tmt were floating nesriy & century afler the
author's desth, Some itmecuracies in hin account bave been detected, in the valuahle notes
of Mr, Steyvens snd Mr. Malone ; who, in other parts of their respoctive editions, hawe
scattpred a fopr brief notioes, which are jocorporated 1o the present sketch. The whole,
however, is sumtisfactory, Shabspenre, in Iis private charscter, in his friendabips, in hia
amusements, in hig cloget, in hig family, is no where hefore us ; sed such was the nature
of e writings pn which his fame depends, and of that employment in which he wns
eagaged, that, bm;mmnpmtmpumdwﬂhﬂnhmryofhhqe, it iy
ip wein to-look Lo the latter for any infonmation comceraing hine.

My, Capell w of opinion that be wrote some puase works, becatise “ i can bagdly be
supposed that he, who bad s0 tcnsiderable & share in the confidence of the earls of Essex
sad Southampton, could be a mate spectator only of controversies in which they were so
riuch interested.” This editor, howeves, appears fo have taken for grasted a degree of
rondidence with these twp. statessien which be onght first %0 have proved. Shakspeare
might have egjoyed the confidence of their social bours, but it s mere conjecinre thet

* ¥ Mr. Malous's Praface (p bis edifke, 1790,
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they admitted him into the cosfidencs of their sinte affnire, - Mz, Malone, whose opicions
wre enlitind te & higher degres of eredit, Usioks that his prose compositions, if they shonld
b discoverad, weuldl exhibit the sume perspicuity; the sme cadence, the samse elegance
md vigosr, which we fisd in his pleya, 1t is onfortunste, bewever, for all. wishes and
ol cogjecturys, that pet a . line of Shakspeare's mannecript.is knows to exist, and bis
praeg wailiggs: 332 Do whese hinted s We have only. printed copies of his plays apd
poems, s those 30 depraved by carclexsmess, or.ignorance, that all the labour of all
bis cogpummnintors bas 6od yet bees able £0 restore them to n probable purity ; many of
thy greatest difacylties stfending Lhe persal of them yet mmaim, and will reguire what
it in-nopuccly pamilile to expect, .gnmijer-sagacity, sod mhnpym than bave
bithereo besn employed.

Of his: PpEuss, ltl,puhp,mthatmmm-wbehhn,ﬂw
they hawe never hesm: fivpnpiies with the ppblic, and have seldom been reprinted with

" Wippisgs. Shestly afber hiv death, Mn Maloge informs us, -8 very incoUpet impression

of the way immed ont, which i cvery sabrequont edition was iaplicity followed, walil
" bepoblished o corvet.editin, in 1780, wilh ilostxations, &=, But the peremptory. de-
ciying-af M. Sieevens, aii dbe merits of these poems, Bwst not be omitted.  * We bhave
spt-qrprinied the Senncts, &e. of Shahapeare; becauss the drongest act of payliament
that, paelel be ramed womld fail &2 eappel readers into thais aprvice. - Had Shmhupenre
_ peodmepd op other works than these, his seme would huwe reached us with as little cee,
' brity w fipa bas cqnferved en thst of Thomas Watson, an plder ead much mope clegant
© opmmpttpey’”  Spyere e this iasy sppear, it only amonnts to the geneml conglision which
' e priticy huwe formed: Btil it canpot he desied .that shere are many scatiared
boapligy- asvong bis Soopsty, and s The Rape of Luotecs ; enough, it s boped, 4o jup
tify thris pdmgpsion into the paesent oollection, esprecially a8 the Songs, &c. from his
iy bove beom:agdpd, apd a fewr smaller picecs sclectod by Mr. Ellin  Alibough they
syenqur bost in) the hixym of his drymatic geoivs, Mr. Malone remarky, “ thut they scem
: hmﬁhmmmhhﬂm at lemd, they ase oftenar nseationed,
- A lled e
mmw«sm Jnhmqmmmmofhmph—de.mdu
ey past of the Mat cenbury, te-fevive the memory and repatation of ear poet, by
Sowrs Bape, Theobald, Harmer, sd Werburton ; whosn respective mérits be has cha-
aeferintsl- With sovisis, and with -sisguiar Flicity of expresion.  Shakspesre's works
nxy be overloaded with criticism ; for what wriler has excited so moch ouriosity, and
" wrevey epiises? Bat-Jehpion's Prefire is an acewspenirsent worthy of the gestian it
lchontes. . His- own editionfollowed i 1765 and a second, in confunction with-Mr:
Stecvens, in 1773. The third edition of the joint editors appeared in 1785, the fourth
n ]fQL the last, and mat complete, in 1803, in twénty-one volumes, octgvo,
sed:tmnwupub]ulndml?,%,m!mvolumea, crown octavn, and is now.
become exceedingly scarce, His original notes and improvements, however, are incor-
. porsted in the editions of 1793 und 1803, by Mr. Steevena. Mr. Malove mys, that
. from the year 1716 to the date of his odition in 1790, that is, in seventy-foor year,
« shave thirty thousand copies of Sbakspeare have been dispersed through Engiand.”
To this we may add, with confidence, that since 1750 that pamber has been doabled.
Duciag the your 1803, no fewer than nine editions were i the press, belonging to the
proprietors of this work ; and if we add the editioas printed by others, and those pub-
lished in S¢cland, Ireland, and Americs, we may surely fix the present as the highest

LY
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era of Shakspeare’s popularity, Nor, among the honoers paid to his genius, oaght we
to forget the very magnificent edition undertaken by Memrs. Boydell, Stll lesd ought it
1o he forgbtten how much the repatation of Shakspeare was revived'hy the wmrivelited
excellence of Garrick’s performance. His share in directing the’ pablic taste towards
the study of Shiakspesre was, perhmps, greater than that of wry individoal in bis time s
and such was his eeal, snd sach his success, in this fandable attept, tlll!lnluyruﬂy

‘be forgiven the foolish mummery of the Stratford Jubilee.

When public opinion had begun to mgn to Shakspearé the very high rmk kte 'wad
destined to hold, he became the promising object of frand and imposture, - ‘This, we
have aiready observed, be did not wholly escape in his own tiine, and he had the spirit;
or policy, to despise it'”. It was-reserved for modern impostors, however, to avail
themselves of the obscurity in which his history is fmvolved.; In-1751, n-book was
published, entitled “ A compendious or brief Examination of certeyne ordinary Oom-
plaints of divers of our Countrymen in those onr Dwys : shich, although they are in some
pearte unjust end frivolous, yet are they all by way of Dialogue, throughly debated and
discumed by William Shakspeare, gentflaman.” This had been origitndly published in
1581 ; but Dr. Farmer has clearly proved, that W. 8. gent. the only authority for attri-
buting it fo Shakspeare m the repridted edition, mesnt Willinm Stafford, gent.. Thin-
bald, the same accurate cvitic mforms us, was desirous of palming wpon the workd a play

- ealled Double Falsehood, for a posthumons one of Shakspesre. [u 1770 was reprinted

at Feversham, an old play called The Tragedy of Arden of Feversham und Black Will,
with a preface attributing it to Shakspeare, without the enuliest fonndution. -But these
were trifles, compared to the atrocious attempt made in 17956, when, besides'a wast
man of prose und verse, letters, &Ke. pretendedly in the hand-writing of Shalupeare wnd
his correspondents, an entire play, entitled Vortigern, was not only brought forwerd for
the astonishment of the admirers of Shakspeare, but actunlly performed on Drury Lane
stage. It ‘would be unnecesary ts eipatinte ‘ou the metits of this play, which Mr,
Steevens hes very happily chiracterised as * the performance of a madman, without &
lucid interval,” or to enter more st large mto the nature of u fraud so recent, wd so
soon acknowladged by the authors of it. It prodoced, bowéver, su mteresting contro-
versy between Mr. Malone and Mr. George Chalmers, which, although mixed with
some unpleasant ssperitics, was extended to inquiries mto the history and snfiquities of
tbesﬂge. fmmwhhhﬁtmu&umdhmmyddumml&

“H.r Malone has given a i of fowrteen plays sacyibed to akapearn, dtbher by the editors of e

two Inter folias, or by the sompilers of snciast catalogess. OF thess, Puhluhub-:ldmh
its pdmission inte his works. C,

i This sketch of Shakspeare's Life was drawa up by the present writer for & variexs edition of his'
works publisbed in 1804; and no additional light havivg since been throsm on Shakepeare’s history, #t
khnnnpﬁnhdiiﬂ:mhahnm [
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. VENUS AND ADONIS.

mihi Anvos Apolle

Vills miretae vol rdons aque.  Ovid

Perula Castalin

——iglii———
G THS LIHT ROWOTRASLE
HENRY WRIOTHEESLY,
Rakl OF SOUTEAMTTON, AKD BARGE GF TTHCKFIRLL.

LONT ROWOULASLE,
Imwluth'[h!ﬂndinddiu:g
smpuiishad koes o your lordsiip, bor
wﬂﬂmuﬁ'mw":‘l‘

1o spport 80 weak § borthen: ouly if your
gr seem but pleased, I accomnt mysedf
wpm,.ndemmldnﬂwﬁ'n
idle howrs, till 1 buve homoured yon with sae
pevar labour. Bat if the first beir of my i
vixtion prove deformed, I shall be sorry it bud
w0 hobls & godiiher, and mever after ear so ber-
ren o ad, for fmar it yiedd w8 6t o bed 2
et 1 leare it to your bomnﬁeﬂr‘:qs
aad yoor bomoar to your heart's copteat; wihich
I wish suy always smswes your own wish, and the
werldrs hopefol expectation.

Yoor booost's in afl duty,
WILLIAM sHAKIFRARE.

et

EV‘Nsthaﬂu'iﬂ:pnpkoﬁwr’dhm .
Had ta’n his last Jsave of the weeplng moln,

Rove-cheek™d Adonis hied him to the chase ;
Honting e ke, but Jave ke lsugh’d to scorn ¢

Hick-thoughted Ve makis smain unto him,

Asd Ttke & boid-fac'd msttor 'ging te woo him
YOL Y.

 Thrioe fajrer than mysell," thoy she began,
“ The Seld's chief Aowet, swect above compare,
Stain to eil cymphs, wore lovdy than & mnao,
More white and red than doves or roses are;
Nature that musde thes, with hersif at strife,
Saith, that the world bath endmy with thy life

“ Yoachfs, thon wonder, to alight thy stesd,
And rein hia prood hasd to the mddle bow ;
If thou wilt deigu this favoar, for thy meed,
A thoosand boney secrsta shalt thon know ;
Herw comwe and sit, where sarpent never hisaes,
Apd, being set, I 1l smaother thee with Kisees.

« And yet not cloy thy lps with loath'd satiety,
Bat rather famish them amid their plenty,

Making themn red axd pale with fresh variety ;
‘Ten Kimey short a8 ane, oo lobg as twenty :

A surpiner’s day will semmo an bour but short,

Baing wested in snch time-beguiling sport.”

IWih tbis, ebe seizeth ou his sweating .
‘The precedent of pith and iinliht‘nr;dm

Apnd, tremhling in her pamicts, calls it batm,
Earth's sovareign salve to do & goddess good

Being %0 enrag'd, desire doth lend ber forer,

Couragecasly 1o plack bim from his horss,

Owar one arm the sty sourser’s rein,
Under the other was the tender boy,

Who blush’d and pooted in « dull disduain,
Witk leaden appetite, uvapt 1o toy ;

She, ved and hot, ns conls of glowing fire,

He red for shame, but frosty In desire.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough

Nizably she fastens, (O how quick is love!)
The steed is stalled up, sad even now

To tie the rider she bagine to prove: -
Backward she push’d kim, as she wortld be theuy,
And govern’d him in strength, thoagh not in Jost.
So soon was she slong, e be was down,

Bach loaning om their albows and their hipa:
Now duth she stroke his chepk, now doth e frowm,
Ard "gios to chide, bat soon she stops hiskips ;
And Kiming speaks, with | jnnguage broken,
“l.l'l.sm wilt chide, thy Lipe shall sever apen-”



He burms with buahful sheme; she with her tean
Duoth quench the maiden burniog of his cheeks;
Then with her windy sighs, and golden baire,
To fan and blow them dry sgain she seels @
He says, she is immodest, blames her *misa ;
What follows more, she smothers with a kins

Even a1 un empty eaple, sharp by fast,

Tires with ber beak on feathers, Aesh, and bone,
Shaking her wings, devouring sl in haste,

Til} sither gorge be stufl’d, or prey be pone;
Fren oo she hi'd hin brow, the cheek, his ¢hin,
And where she cuds, she doth woew begio.

Fore'd to content, bat never to obey,

Panting he lies, and breakhing in her face;
8he feedeth on the steam, a8 on » prey,

And calls it heaventy moisture, air of grace,
Wishing her cbeeks were gardeusfull of Bowers,
30 they were dew'd with such distilling showerns.

Look how a bird lies tangled m » pet,
S0 fasten’d in ber nrms Adonis lies g
Pure shame and aw'd revistance made him fret,
Which bred more beanty in his sogry eye:
Rpiu added to & river that is rank,
Perforce will force it overiow the bank.

Still she entreats, and prettily eotrests,

For to & pretty ear she tunes her tale 5
Btill is he sullen, rtill he low'ns and frets,

"Twixt cTimson shame aod anger, wshy-pale;
Belog red, she loves Mm best ; and, being vhite,
Her best 1 betier'd with » more dalight.

Look bow he cun, she ennnot chooss bt Jore ;
And by her fair immortal bamd she swears
Prom hin soft bosom never to remova,
Till he take truce with et contending team,
‘Which kng have mmin'd, making het cheeks all wet ;
And oot sweet kisa shall pay this countless debi.

Upon this promize did he mise his chin,
Like a di-dzpper peering through a wave,
Who bajag kok'd on, docls s qoickly inj; '
So suffers be to give what she did cravs;
Hut whes har Jips werd remly for his pay,
He winky, 20d tarns bis lips anotber way.

-

Never did passmger In summer's beat
More thirst for driok, than she for this good tom
Her help ibe soet, but halp sise-camnot get ;
2he batbes in watar, yoi-in Gre Dt bom:
“ Oh pity," "gan sha cry, “ fiot-hearted boy ;
'T is bot a ki I beg ; why st thou coy ?

“ 1 have bown woo'd, as | entreat thes now,

Even by the stern aod djreful god of war,
Whose smewy neck in battle ne'er did bow,

Whe cobguers where he comes, in avery jar;
Yet hath he been my captive and my slave,
Azl begp’d for that which thou ugask’d shall have,

# Over my sitwrs hitth be huog hin lance,
Hin batter'd nhivhd, his oncomtrofled crest,
And for my mho bath learn’d to tport and dance,
To coy, to wunton, dally, smile, aod jest;
Scorming bis churifh drom, and emign Ted,
Mg ooy aross v fleld, his tent my bed,
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* Thus bim that over-rald, [ ovenmany'd,
Leadiog him prisener in & red-rose chain :
Strong-temnper’d steel his stronger strengih obey’d,
Yet was be servile 10 my coy disdain
O be not proud, bor brug not of thy might,
Por foest'ring her that foil'd the god of fight.

'} % Touch bat my lips with those fair )ips of thine

{Though mine be not wo fair, yot are they red}
The kisa shall be thine own s well oy mipe:—

What see'st thou Inthe gronnd ? bold pp thy head ;
Look in mine eye-balls where thy beauty lics :
Then why oot lips om lips, since eyes on eyea ?

1 Arl theu asham'd to kiss | then wink agein,
And | wjll wink, eq shall the day seem night;
Love Kk hig revels where there be bat twain,
Be bold to play, out rport is pat in sightz
Theme bine-vein'd violets whereon we lean,
Never ¢an blab, nor know they what we mean.

 The tender spring opon thy tempting lip

Shows thes uaripe; yetmay'st thou well be tasied ;
Make use of time, let not advantage dip;

Beauty within itself should not be wasted :
Fair flowers tiaet &re not gather'd n Lheir prime,
Rot and cofisurne themselven in Little time.

“ Were [ hod favour'd, foul, or wrinkled old,
1l puinr'd, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice,
(Ferworn, despised, rheumnatic, and cold,
Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and Iscking joice,
Then migh'st thou pace, for then [ were not for

thee;
Buat havisg no defects, why dost abhor me ¢

* Thou canst pot ses one wrinkle in my brow;
Mine eyes are grey, and bright, apd quickin tom-
My beauty as the spriag doth yearly grow, [ing;
¥ flesh ia soft apd plamp, wy marrow burning ;
My smooth moist hand, were it with thy baod felt,
Would iu thy palm ditwolve, or seem to melt.

# Bid me discourse,  will enchant thine esr,
O, like o fairy, trip upon the gresn, B

Or, (ke » nymph, with long dishevell'd baif,
Durwe on the sands, and yet no footing sces

Lowe is » spirit all com of fire,

Not gross to siok, but light, and will aspire.

% Witnem this priteross benk whereon 1 lie; (e
Thaie forcskem Gowers like stardy Lrees suppert

Twostrengthlem doves will drew me through thesky,
From morn till night, even where I Lint to sport me:

t Is love mo light, swaet boy, and may it be

That hon shonidet thiak it heavy unto thee ?

“ Tn thine own haart to thine own face affected 2
Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left?
Then woo thysell, be of thyself ted,
Staal thine own {reedom, and complain of theft.
Narcisus s, himeelf bispaalf forsook,
And dy'd to kom hiy shedow in the brook.

* Torches are wade to light, jewels to wewr,
Duinties to taste, fresh bbauty for the use,

Herbw for their smell, and sappy plants to bear;
Things growing to themselves sragrowth's nhuse:

Sexals lp'l'il'lE from seeds, and beauty breadeth beau-

Thou wert begot—to get it » thy daty. {tr.



YENUS AND ADONIS.

£ Cpon the Bt tncremse why shoald'st thoa feed,
Dulews the Earth with thy incresme be fed ?
By haw of Neture thou art boro to hreed,
That thim: may live, when thou thyse! art desd ;
And 30 in spite of dexth thou do'st sartire,

" In that thy likeness otlll s left allve®

By thin, the: love-aick quexn began to sweat,
For,whare they lay, the shadow had forsook thero,
And Titan, tired in the mid-dey hext,
With barning eye did bot!y overlook them ;
Wishng Adoais bad his Leam to griide,
5o be were Like bim, aod by Venuy' nide

Aod pow Adonis, with a lnzy spright,
And with & besvy, dark, disliking eye,

Ho low'ring brows o’erwbelming his fair sight,
Like misty vapourns, when ihey blot the sky,
Soaring h1s checks, cries, * Fe! no mare of Jove;

The Sou doth bum wy face ; ] must remrove.”

“ Ab e, quoth Venos, * young, aad w0 ankind !
What bare excases mak'st thou to be gooel

T*1i sigh celestial breath, whane gentle wind
Sbalt cool the hest of this descending Sun ;

I make & shadow for thee of my hain

If they burn koo, I°)) queach them with my tears

“ The San that shines from Heaven, shioes bot warm,
And i, [ He berween that Son and thee ;

The beat I bave from thence doth little harm,

Thise eyx darts forth the fre that burneth me:

. And were | not immorta!, life were doos,

Between this beavenly and earthly San.

 Art thoo obdurste, fhaty, hard as steel, -
Nay more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth :
At thon » womMAn‘S son, snd canet oot fral
What s todove ? how went of love Lormenteth ¢

D had thy svorber boroe o bad a mind,

5o bl oot brought forth ihee, bat died ankind,

* What am 1, tha® theom shoa)dPet contermsr me thus
Or what great davger dwells upon my suit 2

Wiat were thy lips the worse for one poor kim ?
*Speak fair; butspeak fair words, or else bemutas:

Give me cue ks, 1 °11 give it thee sgain,

Al o for mterest, if Lhou wilt have twain.

* Fie, lifclem pictore, cold and sersefess stone,
Well-paioted ided, imege, dall and desd,
Statoe, comtentivg ot the cye alooe,
Thiag ke & mam, but of oo women bred ;
Thiu art w0 femin, of x man's complexion,
For wumy will ¥rise oven by their pwa direction.™

This smid, impaticnce chokes her pleading tongus,
And swelling pasion dath provoke a pause ;

R chenky and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong ;
Being judge im {ove, sbe camot right her cause:

And wrw she weeps, and now she faif would speak,

And nevw ber sobs do her intend ety break,

Sometimes she shaken her besd, and then his hand,
Now gaseth she on him, now on the nd;

. Bometines hey arms eufold bim 1ke a band ;

£be woold, bo will ot o ber arms be bound ;
4 when From thence be struggles to be gone,
Soe focke bey lily flogers, one in one,
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« Fondling,” she salth, “eHice 1 haive hemm'd (hoe
here,
Within the circoit of this frary pale,
T be the park, amwl thon shalt be my deer;
Peed where thou wilt, on Tetammim or in dade:
Graze on my lipa; and if these hills be dry,
5iray lower, where the pleasant fountaims lie.

“ Within this limit s relief enoogh,

Sweet bottom-grass, and high delightful plais,
Round rising hillocks, braken shacure and rough,
To shelter thes from tempest and from rain;

Them be my deer, smee [ am such = park;
No dog shall rouse thee, thoagh  thousand baris’
[]
At this Adodis smiles, s fn disdain,
That in each ¢heek appeats a pretty dimple :
Love made those hollows, if hitoself wore slam,
He might be bury’d in & tomb o simple
Foreknowing well, if therc he came to ke,
Why there love liv'd, apd there he could mt dies

Thesn lovely exves, thewe round-enchantiog pits,
Open'd their mouths to swaliow Veons' liking:

Being mad befove, how doth she now for wits?
Struck dead at first, what needs a second steiking ?

Poor queen of love, o thine own law forlorn,

To have & cheek that smites ot thee m scorn

Now which way thall shetumn ? whatshallshesy ?
Her words are done, her woss the more incressing,
The time i ypent, her chiect will awny,
And from her twining arom doth urge relensing:
“Pity,"she crien ; *stmne favour—some remorze——"
Away he spriogs, and hamteth t; s horee,

By I, from fortb a copse that neighbonn by,

A breeding jrunet, losty, yoong, 2nd proud,
Adonls' trxmpling conrser doth espy,

And forth she rashes, soorts, nngyneig‘hs alond :
The strong-neck'd steed, being tied unto a tree,
Breaketh his rein, and to ber straight goes he.

Imperiously he leaps, he nefghs, ke bonnds,
And now his woven girta be brenks ayunder,
The bearing Earth with his bard hoof he wounds,
Whonse hollow womb resconds like Heaven'sthun-
The iron bit he crughes "tween Yis (ewth, [der;
Controlling what he was controlled with.

His ears up prick’d; his braided hanging main
Upon his compars'd crest now statds oo end ;
His nostrils drink the ailr, and forth sgain,
As from » furnace, vapours doth fe send :
His eye, which glisters scomfully like fire,
Shows his hat courage sad bis high desire.

Sometimes he trots as if he iokd the steps,

With geotle majesty, and reodest pride;
Ancn he rears apright, corvets and leaps,

As who would say, *“ Lo! thos my strength is
And thus 1 do to captivate the eye [eryd;
Of the fair breeder that is standing by

What recketh he hig rider’s angry stir,
His fiattrriog bolls, or his Stand, J sy ¥
What cares he now for curb, or pricking spur?
Por rich caparisons, or trappiogy gay ?
He sevs hia fpre, and oothing else he sees,
For oothing ¢lse with his prood sight sgress
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Look, when a pamter woukd surpess the Hfe,
In limning out & well-proportion'd sieed,

His art with Natore's workmanship at -tnfa,
As if the dend the llving shoold exceed ;

5o did this horse exea] & common oo,

In sbape, in conrage, eokmr, pace, and bone.

_ Round-boofid, short-jointed, fellocks shag and loog,
Broad bmalt. full eyes, amall bend, and nostril
[mroag,
High cvest, llnt ears, siraight lege, and passing
Tuin mane, thisk tail, broad buttock, tender hide:
Look what & horse should have, ba did not lach,
Save & proud rider oo 80 proud a back.

Sometimes ba peuds far off, and theve be stares,
Anou he starts at stirring of a feather ;
To bid the wind & base he now p
Avnd whér be run, orfy, thay koow not whether ;
For through his ane sod il the high wind sings,
Fenning the batrs, who ware like festher’d wings

Ha books upon bis love, and neighe onto her;
She snywary bim, as if she koew his mind :
Being proud, ss fernales gre, to see him woo ber,
8be puts 6n outward strangencss, seams onkind;
Spurns st his love, end scorns the beat be feels,
Beating his kil smbracements with her heels.

Then, like & matancholy male-conieot,

He wwils bis tail, that, like & falling plume,
Cool shadow to bis melting battoeks lent ;-

Ke mampe, sl bites the poor flies in bis fome:
iy Tove pmcumn how be is carng’d,
Grew kinder, and his fory was assaag'd

His testy master golh about to tals Lim; -
When lo, tha vobwek'd-breader, fall of fear,

Jealous of eatching, seiftly dath formke him,
With her the horse, nod left Adonis there:

As they were mad, uoto the wood they bie them,

Out-sripping crows that strive to over-fy them,

All pevln with chasing, down Adonds sits,

Banning his bajsterous wnd aoruly beast ;

Asd now the bappy season ;e mare fits,

That love-tick Jovo by plesding may bebless’d;
For lovers sy, the heart buth treble wrong,
When it*is berr’d the sidance of the tacgue.

An oven that i» stopp’d, or river stay'd,

Buroeth more hotly, swelleth with mure rage:
Bodmuhdmmybensd;

Fros vyot of words kove's fre doth asuage ;
Put when the hem’.awuwymumuu
The client hreiks; as-desperate in his suit,

¢

He sees her coming, and Lo ghow,
(Evou as & dying ool revives with wind)
And with his bonoet hdes his angry brow ;
Looks an the doli enrth with distorbed miod ;
Taking mo notice that she is so nigh,
For al) askaunce ba bolds ber in his sy

O what u ight it was, wistly to view

How 1bu came stealing 1o the nyuni boy |
To note the fighting conflict of her buoe !

How white and red ench other did destroy !
But mow, ber cheek was pale, sud by and by
13 ﬂ.nh’d forth five, na Ilghmin‘ from the sky.
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Now was she just before him as be eat,

And like a lowly lover dowa she kneels 3
With one fair hand she Geaveth ap bis hat,

Her other tender band his fair cheeks feels =
His tender cheeks receive hor wofi bands' print,
Al apt s new fallen snow takey any dint.

O what & war of looks was then bedwoin them 4
Hev oyes, petitioners, 10 hiv eyes nuing ;
Hney-uwhuquutheyhdndnmthm,
Her ayes m‘d still, bis eyes disdain’d the woo-
inj
And aff this dumb pluy bad br acts made plmn
With tears, wiich, chorus-like, her eyes did ruic-

Fuoll gently oow she takes him by the hand,
A lily prima’d in » il of mow,

Or ivory in an alsbaster baod
&-hnua&dmﬂnm-ﬁulfm:
‘This beanteous combat, wilfal and upwilling,
Ehow'd lihb-‘hu-lh'!ulhuitsbilihg.

Once more the engine of ber

“ 0 fairest mover o this
ledthw'mulmndlnmn,

My beart all whole as thime, thy baart vy womsd),
For one swost look thy bhelp I woukd sssure thee,
Though -t:::"" but my body's bane wookl coms

"Gwemmyhnd"nhhh, why dost thon
¢ fenlit? ve it}
“Give we Y heart,” saith cbe, ' and thoo akalt

O glve it me, lost thy hard heart do steel it,
And, being stoel'd, soft sighs can never grave it 2

Then lava’s deep groane 1 never shail regard,

Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine Lerd.”

“ For shama,” ke cries, ** let go, and let me go 3
My day's delight is past, my horse i gooe,
And 't s your fauit I am hereft bim se )
I pray yoo hence, sod leave wa here aloge
For all my wind, my thought, my bury care,
hmmﬂnypll&cyﬁv-tham'

Thia she replies: * Thy palfrey, e he should,
Weloomes the warn b of sweet desire.,

Affection 1s = coal that must be cool™ | ’
Elwn, suffer'd, it will set the bheart on Sre:

The sex bath bounds, bat desire bath oooe,

Thervfore no marvel though thy horme be gone.

% How Lke u jede ba etood, tied to a tree,
Bervilely master’d with & keatbarn rein !

But when he saw his love, bis youth's fhir fee,
He held such petty bondage in disdain ;

Throwing the bass thoog from: his bending crem, .

Eofranchiging his moutt, bis buch, bis brewst. -

4 'Who sees his true love in her oaked bed,
Teaching the sheets a whitsr hue thea white, .
But, when his glutton eye o full bath fed,
Hia other ngents aim at likn delight ?
Who is 80 faiot, that dars not be wo bald, -
To toach the firs, the wenther being cold ?

* Lat me excuse thy courser, gontle boy ;
Aod learn of him, | besrtily bescech thee,
To take ndvantage oo preseated joy;
Though [ were dumb, yet his proceedmgs t

| O learn to love; the lesson is bot plain, [
And, opce mude.perfect, oever lost again.
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he, * por witl I Yoow it,
Dnlem it be-a bosr, sod then I chwea it :

T i woch (o berrow, and I will nok owe it ;
Ny love o love is love but i disgrace it ;

For | buve board R in & life in denth,

That laughe, amd weeps, and all but with w breath-

» Who wears 8 garment shapelew and umiinish’d ?
Wio plucks the bud before oo leaf pot farth ?
¥ springing things be auy jot dimimsh'd,
They wither ib their prifos, prowe oothing worth +
The colt that 's back'd and burthen'd being young,
Lossth his peide, and vy wasoth moog.

* You hovt my baod with wringing ; Jet us part,
And denve ibis idle theme, this bootiess chat:

. Rewsove your sege fromn my unyielding heart ;

To kowe's alurm it will not ope the gata,
Disrias yoar vows, your feigned tenrs, your faktery;

- For where 5 Meart it band, they make no besiary.”
: “ What! canet thoa talk,” quoth she, “ bast thou

a tongue ?
O woull thow badst mt, or J bad no beuring
Thy roevmsaid's wica bath done me double wrong 3
{ bad my Joad bafore, now prow’d with bearing:
Maiodions disoord, hesvenly tups harsh-sounding,
Earth’s deep-swest music, and heart's deep-sore
woandang.

* Had 1 no eyes, bt ears, my eary would love
That jowerd heaaty and invisble ;

Or, were I deaf, thy ootward parts would move
Eah part in ma that were but sensible :

Though Detther cyes por ears, 1o hent nor sow, |

Yet sbroudd 1 be in lovs, by touching thewn

“ Bay, Vhat the sonae of feeling were berefy mo,
. Awd timt [ conld oot see, nor hewr, nor touch,
And nothing bat the very smel] were left me,

Yet weudd mty Iove (o thee ha stitl ag mauch
For from the still’tory of thy face excelling [ing.
Coosey breath perfam’d, that breatheth Iove by smell-

“ Bmt O, what wert thou to the tasta,
Being narse nod feader of the other four!
Wonld they not wish the famt thould ever bast,
Awmd bid Bospicion double-lock the door?

Lest Sealouny, that sonr ogweleome guest,
Eaculd, by bis senling iw, distarb the fess *

Ower mare the Taby-colour’d portal open'd,
Which to his speech did hooey presage vield ;

Liks » rod morn, that ever yet betoken'd
Wreck to the sen-man, tempest to the &eld,

forrow to shepherds, woe onto the hinds,

Gast und vl firwn 0 herdmen and to herds,

Thin il presage advisedly she marketh :

Or Eke the dasdiy bulles of s gon,
Ha oaming strack ber ere his words begon.

And at his Took she fiatly falleth down,

For ooks kill Jove, and Jove by looks revireth
A mzile rectires the wonnding of & frown,

Bat Memed baskrupt, thas by love 20 thriveth!
The silly boy beleving she is deadl,

- Clags ber pude cheek, Gl clapping make it red ;.
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And in amaze brake off his [ate iptent, .
For sharply he did think to reprebend her,
Which cuoning love did wittily prevent :
Fair fall the wit that can so wei] defend her t
For o ths gram she lies a9 sho were alain,
Till biz breath breatheth life in her agsia.

He wrings her mose, be strikes ber on the cheeks,
He beuds ket fingers, holis her pulses hard ;
He chafes her Jips, » thonsand ways he seclkh
To mead the kort that his emitindoss sary'd ;
He Xinses bor; and she, by her good will,
Will vever rise, 30 he will Xiss hor still.

The night of sorrow oow i turn’d to day :

Hex two bioe windows fuintly she op-heaveth,
Like the fair Sun, when in his freah armay

He cheers the morm, sod a]f the workd releveth :
Ard as the bright Sun glorifies the sky,
S0 i bex face illumiin'd with her eys,

Whowe banms upan his haifies face are fix’d,

As i fromn thencn they borrow'd all thedr shine.
Were never foor such lamps together mix'd,

Had pot his cloaded with his hrows' repine ;
Hut bers, which throogh the cryets! tear gavelight,
Bhona like the Mocn, 1 water seen by might

“ 0, where am I ¥ quoth sbe, “ in Earth or Hes-

yen,
Or i the ocesn dreach'd, or in the fre ?
What bour is this } or m0™ or weary evea ?
Do I delight to die, or life desire? .
But myw | liv'd, sod iife was denth’s nonoy ;
But now ] dy’d, and death was lively joy.

“ O thoo dide kill me ;—kill me once aguin:
Thy cyes’ shrewd totor, thet hard hewnt of thime,
Hath taught them scornful tricks, and such disdain,
That they have munles’d this poor heart of man: ;
Ard these mine ayes, true leaders 1o their quoen,
Bat for thy pitevas lips 5o more bad seen.

“ Lomg may they kiss sach other, for this cure]
Oh, wever bet their evimson Liveries wenr!
Apd 3s they lase, their verdure still endure,
To drive infection fom the deogerous year!
That the Mar-gazery, baving writ oo death,
May my, the plague is hanish'd by thy broath.

© Pare lipy, vwoet ataly in my soft Lips imprintads
What baryains msy I myke, #till {o be sealing
To sell mysell 1 can be well contented,
So thou wilt buy, sod pay, and nse good dealing;
Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips,
Set thy sesl-manusl, on my wax-red lips.

% A thousand kixses boys my heart from rde;

And pay them at thy leidure, one by one.
What is ten hundred lisses upto thee ?

Are they pot gnickly told, and quickly gons?
Say, for oun-payment that the debt should dopble,
Is twenty hundred kisses such & trouble 3

 Pair queen,” quoth be, *“ {f wny love yon owe me,
Measnre my siran with my untije yeam;
Before I koow myscl, soek not to know me ;
No Gabver but the ungrown Fry forbears :
The mellow plumb doth fall, the green sticks fast,
O, being darly pluck’d, is wur 1 tasta. -
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* Look, the world's comborier, with wesry guit,
Hix day’s het tosh hath ended in the weat :

The owl, night's herald, shriaks, ¢ if oary lata;
The therp are goae to fold, bira to their pest;

The coal-black clonds that shadow Hewven's light,

Do summon ua to part, and bid good night.

“ Now Jct me say good night, and 0 ssy you ;
If »oa wll say so, you shall have a kis.”
“.Guod night,"" quoth she; wnd ere he sy adien,
The honey fes of parting tender'd in:
Her arms do lead his neck & swast embrues ;
Incorporaie theo they seem ; face grows to flace

Till, bresthlow, he disjpoin’d, sod backward drew
The boavenly moisture, that sweetl corel mouth,
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew,
Whernon they surfeil, yet complain on drought :
He with her plenky presy’d, she faint with dearth,
{Their lips togeher glewd) fall to the enrthe

Now (dezire bath caught her yielding prey,
An glutl.on like ahe feeds, yet never fleth ;
Her lips are comquerors, his lips obey,

Paying what rapsom the insulter wilbeth ;
‘Whose vaiture thought doth pitch the price su high,
That she will drew hin lips’ rich treasare dry.

"And haviog felt the tweatnes of the gpoil,
With hlind-fold fury she bezins to forage;
Her face dwiAh reek and smoke, ber bload doth beil,
And careless Just stirs up » desperate courage;
Planting cblivion, beating resson back,
Forgetling shame’s pure hlush, and hopour's wrack.

Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing,
Like a wild bird being tam'd with too mach hro-
dling,
Or ws the Beet-foot Toe, that s tir'd with chasing,
-Or like the froward infant, &ill’d with dapdling,
He now cbeys, acd aow no more resisteth,
While ashe takes sl shé ran, not sil sbe listeth,

What wax s frozen but dissalves mith bemp’ring,
And yielde gt last 10 every light inrpromion ?
. Thinga cut of hope are compaw’d oft with vem’n'og.
Chiofly in Jove, whoee leave excoeds commisgion ;
Affectinn faints not like a pale-fac'd coward,
But then woos best, when most his choice s l'runni.

Whan be did frown, O had she then gave over,
Sueh nectar from his lips bha had oot suck'd.
Fou) words and frowns must not repel @ lover;
What though (e rose have pricim? yd'. i it
Were beauty under twenty locke kept fast, [ pluckd:
Yel love breaks through, and picks them all at lat.

For pity now abe can no more detgio bim ;

The poor fool prays her that be may depart:
Sbe s resolv'd uo longer to restruin bim ;

Bide him farewell, and look well to her heurt,
The which, by Copid's bow she doth protest,
He carries thence incaged in bis broast.

4 Bweat boy,” shemmys, ' this pight 11l wasts in por-
row,
For my slck heart commands mine eyes to wateh.
Teil ma, love’s master, shall wo roest o morow ?
Say, shall we ! shall we ? wilt thoa make the
He tetls ber, no ; to momow he intendy [match "
To huat the boar with oerain of hig friedds,
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* The boar " quoth she; wharewd a sudden paie,
Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rowe,
Usurpe ber cheekn ; she trambies at bis tale,
Aund on bis neck her yoking arms ahe throws :
She siuketb down, sill hanging on bis neck,
He an ber belly falls, she oo ber back,

Now u sha in the very lists of lova,

Her champion mounted for the hef epconnter :
All is imaginary she doth prova,

He wili pot manage hev, although be mount ber ;
That worse than Tantalus’ is her nanoy,
To clip Elysiam, and o lack ber joy.

[ Even us poor birds, deceiv’d with painted grapes,

Da surfeit by tle eye, and pine the maw,
Eveu w0 she languisheth in bor migha;

At those poor birds that helpless berries aaw :
Thé warm efects which she in bim Goda nrissing, -
Bhe seeks o kindle with coolinual kissng.

Bai all in vain; good quesn, it will not be

fhe bath asay’d as mueh as may be provd ;
Her pieading hath deserv'd a grealey fre;

Bhe 's love, she loves, amd yet che i pot lov'd
“ Fia, fie | he says, * you cruah me ; bot o go;
You have no reason to withbhold me sou”

“ Thou hadst beem gone,” quoth sha, ** swert boy,
ere this, [boar.
But that thue sold’st me, thou wookd'st bapt !h
O be udvis'd; thou hogw'st nol what il
With javel.in‘n point » churlish swipe 1o gove,
Whore tushes, never-sheath’d, he whettoh mill,
Like to o mortal butchar, bent 1o kill,

% On his bow-hack be hath o battle sct
Of bristly pikes, that cver throst his foev;
His eyen, tihe glow-worma shine when he doth fret;
His snout dige sepulehres where'er he goes;
Being mov’d, he strikes whale’er is in hin way,
And wham be srikes his erooked tudhen olny.

“ s braway sides, with bairy bnlt.las urmed,
Are hetter proof thaa thy spear’s point can eater;

Hin short thick neck cannat be easily harmed ;
Being iveful, on the lion ha will venture:

The thorny brsmblel amdl embracing bushes,

As fearfol of him, part ; through whom be rushes.

“ Alaa! he nought eteens that Gace of thie,
To which Love's £ye pays tributary gazes
Nor thy soft bands, reest lips, nod crysial eyne,
Wiroes full perfection all tbe world amases ;
But having thee at vantage (wondrous draad ‘)
Would root thess baauties as be xools the msd,

“ 01 et kim keep his bbatheome cubim atill ;
Beanty hathnou;httodnmth sch foul fepds
Come nok within kis daoger by shy will;
Theyﬂltthnunll,uhomnddtbirﬁiads.
When thon did'st name the boar, not to dimembie,
I fear'd thy furtome, aud my joinis did tremblo.

“ Did'st thoo nok mark my Buee ¥ was it oot whits?
Saw’st thou not siges of fear lurk in mine eys?

Grew ] not faint } And fell 1 aot dowuright
Within my bowom, whereon thoa dast lis,

My boding beart petits, beats, sod takss no ress,

But, like e enrihquyls, shaken thew on 1y broncd.
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= For where love reigm, disturbing Jeslousy
Doth eall bimself affection's cendise] ;

Givea falwe alarms, soggeseth mutiny,
Mnnpanduilnudothay.hﬂ,hﬂ-’

Distrmp'ring gemtle Jove with his desire,

As air and water doth abata the fire.

“ Thes souy infofmer, this bale-breeding 1py,
This canker that enis up Jove's teader spomng,
Thin carry-tale, dmasious Jealousy, {briag,

That sometimes trud news, sometimes fulse doth
Koocks st roy heart, and whispers in mive ear,
Thet if I love they, [ thy daath should fear :

= Anhd more than 0, presewtsth to miue eye
The picture of ao angry-chefing bosr,
Usrder whose sharp on his back doth lie
An image like 4i all stain’d with gore 3
Whoee blood upon the fresh fowers baing shad,
Mmklth;mdm with grief, and hang the
bes.

= What should 1 do, seeing thee 0o indend,
That trewbling at th’ imagination,

Th thought of it doth meke my faint heart blaed ?
And femr doth teach it divioation :

I propbesy thy death, my living sorrow,

I thon excouiter with the bosr to mormow.

* Bot if thou peeds wilt buot, he ruld by me ;
Uscouple at the timorous Aying hare,
Or s the fox, which lives by sabtilty,
Or at a roe, which no enocunter deret
Pursae these fearfal creatures o'er the downs,
Aod oo thy well-breath’d horse keep with thy hounds.

* And when thow bast on fool the prrblied hare,
Mark the poor wretch to overshut hia troahles,

How he out-rorm the wind, and with what care
Ha eraaks sux! croems, with x thousand doubles :

The many moaits through the which he gos,

Are ke » labyrnath to smase his foe.

“ Sometime he rovs snory the Sock of sheep,
To maks the cummning hounds mistake their pmall ;
And wometima where ﬂrl.h—dd!ingmiukeep,
To stop the foad pumuers in their yell ;
Al gmnetinre sorieth with o berd nl'deu
Danger deviseth phiftx ; wik waits oo fear;

“ For thore his smell with others being
The bot hounds are driven 1o doubt,
Cexxing their clamnorous cry till they hxwe singled
With moch ado the cold fanlt eleanly out;
Tivn do they spend their wouths : Echo replisa,
As if anothet chase were In the shies.

# By this, poor Wat, far off upow « hill,
Seands oo his hinder legs with listening ear,

To hearken if his foes pursue bim sill ;
lmlharloadsluumhedﬁhhnr;

Aud oow his grief may be compured well

Te ove swo-tich, that hears the pasing bell,

“ Then shalt thoo see dhe dow-bedabbled wrelch
Turn, and relom, mdenting with the way ;

Each envious briar hie weary lege doth scratch,
Bach shadow reekes it wop, esch mwrmar stay:

Vor misery is trodden on by sany,

Apd, bring low, aever reliev'd by agy.

# Lie quietly, aud bear a Ititle move;
Nay, donot siruggle, for thod shalt oot vise:
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar,
Unlike thyself, thow hear'st me moralipe,
Applying this to that, and so to s0;
For iove can cowment upan.€very woe.

“ Wheredid 1 lenve ?*—* No matter where,” q20th
“ Leave ma, and then the story aplly epde ; [be;
The night is speat.” « Why, what of that?” quoth

whe;

“] am,” qnol.h he, npected of my frieads,
And vow 't is dark, and going Iehall fll].”
# Tn night,” quoth she, * deaire saeq best of all.

“ But i thou fall, O then imagios this,

The Barth m Jore with thée thy footing trips,
Avd all is bat to b thee of « ki

Rich preys make rich wen thieves; m do thy
Make modest Dian cloudy amd forlors,
Leat she should steal o kiss, end die forsworn

" Now, of this dark night 1 perceive the ressoh :
Cynthia for shame ohwcares her silver shice,

Till forging Naxure be condemnn'd of treassn,
Forstealing mouldsfrosn Henven thet ware divine,

Wherein abe fram'd thee tn high Hearen's dospite,

To shame the Sun by day, smd her by night

 And therefore bath she brib'd the Dastirien,
To crom the curicus workmanship of Nature,
To mingle betuty with mfirmities,
Avd pure perfection with impure defoature;
Maling it subject to the tyraony
Of md mischances and much misery ;

# As bumning fereu,qgnupleuﬂ faint,
Lll'e-puilmtng pestiience, and frenzies wood,
The marow-eating nickness, whose attaint
Disorder breeds by beating of the bload :
Surfeits, importumes, griel, and damn’d despair,
Swanr Nature's death for framing thee o fair,

¢ And oot the least of all these malpdies,
But'in one minute’s sight brings basuty cuder :
Both favour, savour, hue, and qualities,
Whereat th* lmperial gazer late did wonder,
Ave on the sudden wasted, thuw'd and dme,
As mountain-anow melts with the mid-day Sun

* Therefore, despite of fruitlesa chastity,
Ic-u-l.l.c.klng vestaly,’ apd self-loving i,
Tirat oo the Earth would breed a scarcity,
And barren daarth of daughiers and of
Be prodigal: the lamp Lhat buruas by uight,
Dries up ki oil, to lend the world bis light.

 What is thy body but a reallowing grave,
Sesming to bury that rity

Which by the righta of time thou needs muﬂ.h-re
If thou destroy them not in their obscurity ?

if 80, the world will hold thee in disdain,

Sith in thy pride 5o fair & bope i slain.

4 £ ju thyseM thyself art made sway;
A mischief worse than <ivil bosne-bred sirife,
Or their's, whose desperste hands themschres dé
Or butcher-sire, that reaves his san of life. [slay,
Poul eankering rust the hidden tressmre fiets,
But gold that ’s put 10 wee, mare gold be‘eh.

o
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# Nay them,” Adew, " you will full again
Into your Wle ower-bandlad teme ;
‘The Liss T gave yon is bestow’d i vain,
Apnd all in vaia yoo strive aguivst the stream ;
For by this binek-fac'd might, desire’s foul norwe,
Yoor treatiss mafien me like yoo worse and worps.

% If love bave leat you tweoty thoumnd tongues,
And ewery tongue maore moving than your own,
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's songs,
Yet from mine ear the tempting tupe is bown;
For know, my hesrt stands & in Ty ear,
And will oot let & false soond evied there;

4 Loyt the deceiving harmony should run
Imto the quier closors of Wy breast ;

And then my Little hamtt were quite undone,

s+ In his bedohamrber 10 ba barr'd of rest.

No, lsdy, oo; my heart loogs wot ko grown,

Bot soundly slerps, while now it shoeps alone.

% What have you urg’d that I cannol repwove ?
The path is umonth that lasdeth vntn danger ;
1 hate ot bove, but your device in Jora,
Thai lends embracemeots unto cvery siranger,
You do it for inorease : O exonse !
. Whet resson i Lhe bawd to Jost's abuss,

* Call it 1ot love, for Love to Heaven is fled,
Bipoe sweating Lust on Earth csorpe his name;
Ender whowe simple semilance he bath fed
Upon fresh beauty, hlotting it with bleme;
Which the, bot tyrant sixing, and o0 bereavey,
As caterpiliams do the tender leaves,

# love comforteth, like sun-shipe pfter rain,
But Iuet's effect it tempost after sun;

Love's geotle spring doth always fresh remaia,
Lowt's wintar comen eve summer half be dooa

Love surfgits mot ; lust like a glptton diem:

Love in all truth ; just foll of forged Lan

- 4 Mora I conld tell, but more I dare pot my ;
The text in old, the orator too grem.
Therefors, in svdmess now | will away;
My face ia full of sharoe, my heart of tamn ;
Mine sary that 10 your waokon talk sttended, *
Do burn thempelves For baving 10 ofmded

With thix, ha breaketh from the swest sxobrace
OFf those fair mras which bowod hiss to ber hregst,

And boroewerd throughthe dark lwo runs space;
Lenves Love wpon ber back deeply distress'd.

Look how & bright sar shooteth from the iy,

Bo plides be i the oight from Veous® eye ;

Vhich after him she darts, ws one oo share
Guzing upon & tute embarked friend,

Till the wild waves will heve him seen no more,
Whoee ridges with the meeting clouds contend 3

So did the mereiless and pitchy night

Fold in the otject that did feed bev sight.

W‘haula—s;d,-oqcthumnn

Hath dropp’d & ) u the fior

Or 'stonish'd uniﬂt?mmwdmue,d'

. Thejr light blown oot in soowe mistruatfal wood ;
'I!ugnmﬁudedinthedﬂilhnhy,

Haring Joat Lhe fair discovery of ber way.

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS.

And oow she bests bor heart, whorest it grosm,
Thatall the vou,us sty troubled,
Make verbal repetition of her mosms ;
Pamion oo pasion derply is redonbled : [woe 17
# Ab, e ! ghe crms, and ety Mmes, ¢ woe,
Amd twerty echoos twenty ticees cTy s

She, markieg tham, bagine & wailitg nots,
And siogs extensp’rally & woefal ditry ;
Bow love maker men thrall, and old wan
How love is wite i folly, fooligh-witty:  [dote ;
Her heavy anthemn till concludes in woe, .
Apd will the chair of echoss wmsers 00

Her moy wes tadioos, aod ootwre (he wight,
For lovers' hours wre Joug, thosgh seaming shart ;
If plear’d tiemmaeiven, otbers, thoy think, dedight
in such-Tike circwtmetance, with soch-kke sport :
Their copions stories, altentimes begun,
Bad without andiescs, and wre never dops.

For who hath she to spead the nighd withal,
Bat idie wonnds, refembling parasites,
Like shritl-tongn’d tapsters, answecing every cull,
Soothing the bumoar of fantastia wita ?
She mnid, ™ "t in 00:* they soswer gll, ¢ "t i 901"
And would my after ber, if sbve sdd 0. .

Lot here the gemtle lark, weary of rest,

From his motst cabinet moarts up on high,
Avd wakes tha morwing, from whose slver bresst

The Bun ariseth in ho majesty;
Who doth the world s gloriously behold,
That cedar-tops and bills seem iah’d god. -
Venus selates him with this fair good morrow:

“ O thou clear god, and pstros of all light,
From #bom saah lamp and shining ster doth bor-

row
The beauteous inflosnos thet makes him bright,
Thera lives & son, that sook’d an sarthly mather,
Muy lend thee light, as thoa dost bead (o other.”

This said, she besteth tc & myrils grove,
. Muslng the moraing i2 90 mock o'erworn,
And yet sbr hears no tidings of her Jove -
Sbe hemrkens fox hia hounds, snd for bis horn :
Ason she hears them chant it loatity,
And ull in haste sho maceth to the cry.

And as she runs, the boshes i the way
Some catch her by the nock, some kiss biw face,
Some twine shout hee thigh to maks her stay;
Bhe wildly breakath from their strict erabrace,
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dogs do ache,
Hasting to feed her fawn kid in some brake.

By this, abe bears the bounds are st & bay,
Whereat she starts, {iks ooe that spies an sdder
Wrenth'd up in fatal foida, just in his wwy,
The Fenr wheroof Joth make him shake and shuod-
Even a the thnorons yeipiog of tha koonds [der:
Appals her semgen, and her spright condooudy.

For now she koows # is 0o gentls cham,
+ But the bloat boar, rough bear, or boa proud,
Becauss the ¢ry ramsimalh in one plece,

Whare Jearfuliy the dogs excleio slowd :
Fmding their anamy to be s corat,
Thay all stredm comrt’sy who shall cppe ki firmt



VENUS AND ADONIS. -

This diswn] cry rmgs sadly in ber ear,

Through which it coters to surpcise ber beart,
Who, evercome by doubt and bicodless fenr,

- With cold pale weakness umbs each feeling part:
Like soldiors, when their captaim once doth vield,.
They basely Ay, and dare oot siay the feld.

Thos sisnds she in & tremnbliog ecetary 3
Till, chenring up bar s aore-dismay’d,
B tell ihom, 4\ is » camelom »
And childinh evrowr that thay sre sbrid ;
Bidy thems loave grakiog, wills them fearno srove ;—
And wiah that word sha spy’d the busted boar ;

mmm,mu-n-ihml.
Like omill and blood bemg mingled both together,
A secopd fesr thtough il her smews spread,
Wihich madly brarries har sbe nows not whither ;
This way s s, sad oow she will po forther,
Buot bank retires, to reis the boar for marder.

A thowzand wpliserm bear her & thonaed ways;
Sbe tresds tha paths thal she untreads again ;
Ber more than baste s mated with delsys, °
Like the proosedings of & dronken brain;
Toll of respect, yot nought at al} respecting,
In kand with all things, nooght at all elfiecting,

Bere kennel'd o o brake che fuods o hound,

And st the wesry caitiff for his master;
Axd there another Ucking of his wound,

“Gainst vepore’d seres 1ha ouly sovercign plaster ;
And bere sba meets anciber, mdiy ing, N
To whom sha speals ; and ha replies with howling.

When bt bad cexs’d hiv i)l-resounding ooee,

signa, and prodigies,
M-ﬂhﬂﬂ"s?uthlyhmimpﬂ,
Infusiog thess with dresdful prop) ;
50 sbe st thew sad Wgm draws up ber breath,
And, sighimg # sguin, exolsimns on Death.

* Hard-favoar'd tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean,
Hatefu! divores of love,” thus chides shve Death ;
“ Grioa-griouing gbhost, Earth's worte, what dost
. thou mean

Who whes be liv'd, his breath and beauty pet
Gloms om the rose, simell Lo the vioket ?

= If he bt dead—0 »o, it carmck be,

. fesmyg his beaoty, thou shoold'st strike at it—
O yea, it wy ; thon hast po eyes to poe,

Bot betofolly at random dost thou bt
Thy mark is fecble age; but tiry tabe dart
Mistaken that aim, and cleares an jofant's heart.

Mﬁuml-ﬂ,uu:plﬂ.’la'lnw.
Love’s goblen arvow ai tim should bave fied, .
"Amd wox Dhewril’s sbas dart, to sirike him doad
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* Dost thou driok tears, thst thou provok'st soch
weeping ?

What may a heavy groan sdvantage thee ?
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping

Thase vyes that tanght all oler eyen to see ¥
Now Natare cares not for thy nocia) vigour,
Since ber best work is ruin'd wich thy rigour.”

Here overcome, as one foll of despair, -
Ghe veil'd ber aye-lida, who, like shulcen, stopp’d
The crystal tide that from ter two cheeks fuir
In the swest chammel of ber bisom dropp’d ;
Buot throagh tha flood-gutss breaks the miver raiz,
And with his siroog coorse opend them agnin. :

O how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow |
Her eyes suen i ber tears, tanrs in her eye;
Both orystals where they view'd sach atber’s sormow,
Sorvow, \bat friendly sighe sougirt still to dry;

Bat Jike » stormy duy, wow wind, ow rein,
Sighs dry ber cheeks, toary maka them wet again

Vurisble pamions throng her constant woe,
As striving which deould best beoowss her grief;
All sntertdin'd, esch passion lnbonry s, '
That every presar srrow seaineth chief,
Bt pone is bast; then jomm they sl bogetber,
Like muny clmads comuling for bul weather,

By this, far off she hesrs wome hustsasan bolls ;
A puree’s song no'er plesa’d ber babe so well:
The dire imagioatiop she did follow
‘This scund of hope doth labour to expali;
Far now reviving joy bids ber rejoioe,
And flatters her, it is Adonis’ voice. -

. wbemthertelrlbqllwtm their tide,

Being prison'd in her eye, lika pearls i glam ;
Yet somstimes falls an orient deop besida,

Which ber cheek melts, as scorping it shot d pas,
To wash the foul face of the siotinh gronnd,
Who i bot drunken when sho soemeth drown'd

O hard-believing love, bow strange it seens
Net to believe, apd yet too credalons|
Thy weal and woe sre both of themn
Despair and bope meke thee ridiculons
The ona doth Hatter thoe in thoughts ualikely,
With likely thoughts the other kills thes quickly.

Now she nirwesves the web that she bad wronght
Adenin Jives, and Deaih i not to blape ;
It was not she that call'd him all to nanght ;
Now she adds hovour to his hazefol pame -
8te clepes him king, of graves, snd graw for kingy,’
Imperial supreme of ai] mortal things.

“No, no,” quoth she, “swest Death, 1 &d bat jest ;
w‘fnt pardon me, I felt & kind of fear,
hen a1 ] met the boar, thai bloody beast,
‘Which koows po pity, uiﬂllm
Thet, gentle shadow, (trolh I mant 3}
[ rail’d on thes, fearing my love's deceme,

“ Tipot myfaalt: the bosr provok'd roy tongue 3
Bewuh!donhim,invidhlaeomn:gc; .
'T is e, foul creature, that hath dowe thes wrong ;
I did but act, he 's suthor of thy slander ;
Grief hath two tongues, and sever womin yet

Could iube them both, withont ten women's wit.™
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This hoping that jidonis is alive,
Her rash susped: she doth extendnte ;
And that bis beguty may the better thrive,
With Death she humhbly doth insicuate ;
Tells Lim of trophies, atom, tombe; and staries
His vichocies, his teiumphe, aod hiv glories

« 0 Jove,” quoth she, « haw mach = fool was I,
To be of such » wesk nod silly mind,

To wail his death, who lives, sad mart not dis,
Till mutnal overthrow of mnreal kind !

For be being dewd, with him is bewnty shin,

And, beauty dead, Dlack chaoe come ageio.

 Fie, fle, fond Love, thou art so full of fear,

As oun with tressure lnden, bamo'd with tirieves;
Trites, unwitoewal with eye or sar,

Tory coward bowrt with false bethinking grieves.*
Even at this word abe bears a merry horn,
Wherewt she leaps, that was bat Jats foriorn

Ax faaleon to the lure, away she fim;

The grass stoops Dot, she tresds on it w light §
And in her hasta unfortunately spiea

The fiul bear's congquest o0 her felr delight;
Which seen, ber eyes, as murder'd with the view,
Like stass asbam'd of day, themsclves withedrew,

Or, sa the minil, whose tender horns being bit,
Shrinks backward in bis shelly eaws with pain,

And there, all maotber’d up, T shado doth o,
Long after fearing to cresp forth aguin ;

80, 2t bis bioody view, her eves are fled

Inta the deop dark calriny of har bead,

‘Where they eign'd their office and their light
To the depming of her rochled brain;

Who bisks theem still consort with ugly night,
And never woand the heart with Jooks aguin;

Who, Hie & kivg perplexsd in his throne,

By their suggestion gives a deadly grean,

‘Whereat each tributary sahject quku 3
As when the wind, itnprisoa'd in the ground,
Struggling four pussage, ‘s foundation shakes,
’ ‘Which with cold tervours doth men's mind con-
‘T'his mutin ‘Lmh pact doth s qurprise, [found:
That from their dark beds, once roore, leap hereyes;

And, being open’d, threw suwilling sight
the wide wonnd that the bowr had trenchd
In bis soft fank ; whoee wontad lily white
With purpie tears, that his wound wept, war
dmemoli'd
No fower wat nigh, po gram, herb, leaf, or weed,
But stols his blood, and mex’d whb him to biesd.

This scleuis yyarpsthy posr Venus noteth 5
Over aive shoulder dath she hang her hasd ;
Dambly sha passioos, franticly she dbteth;
She thinks be conld oot die, ha is not desd.
FHer voive i siopp'd, her joints forget to bow ;
Her eyes wa mad that they bave wept till pow.,

his bart she looks s stedfasily, Tehres;
That bar sight deazliog mahes the woond seam
Ard than sha reprebumds ber rasegling eye, [be:
That makes more gashes
Hit faca posmnd teain, sach severnl limb i dovbled §
For oft the oyw mistakes, the braln baing troohled.

SHAKSPEARES POEMS.

“ My tongue cammet expresl my grief for and, ‘
And ye,” ste, < brhold two Adown dend 1

My sighks arw blown. awny, my salt tenrs gons,
Ming ayex gre turo’d to fire, my heart to ead -

Heavy henrts lead melt at wine eyes, as fre !

S0 xhali I dis by drope of hot desire. .

# Alaa, poor world, what trensare bast ithoo host. ! -
Wit fuoe revisios wlive that’s worth the viewing ?

Whose tongue is music uow? what canst thon bomst
QF thiugy loag snce, or any thing sosuing ?

The fowers wre sweet, their colours frh aod trim 7

But troe-tweed besoty Liv'd aud dy'd io him,

“ Bonoed or veil hemeaforts no creature wenr |
Nix San por wind will evar sirive to kist yoq @
Having reo {isir to joss, yon need not fear;
The Ban doth scom: yoo,ned the wind doch hiss pou.
But when Adonis liv'd, Son wod sharp alr
Lurk’d like two thiowes, to rob him of bis fair 3

“ And therefore woald ha put his bounet on,
Under whoss brim the gewdy Sun would peep ;
The wind woakd blow it off, and, beicg gone,
Play with bis locks; then would Adorie weep :
And straight, in pity of kis tender years,
‘They both would strive who first should dry his tesrn

 To sm hin face, the lica walk’d skmg
Bebind some hedge, becanse be would oot fear
him ;
To tecreate himself, whea b hath sung,
‘The tiger would be tame, and gwotly baar him s
1f he had spoke, the wolf would lemve hin pray,
And perer fright the silly lamb that day.

“ When ha beheld his shadow in the brook,
» The fAahen epeend on it their gokdan gills ;

When he was by, the binds such piessars took,
That some woakd sing, somas other in their bills
Wonld bring bim mulbersies, and ripe red cherriel;
He fed them with his sight, they him with berriex

“ Bnt this foal, grim, amd urchin-moutsd boar,
Whes downward eye still ioaketh for & grave,

Ne'er saw the bemvteous livary that ive wore s
Witoes the sntarteitnnent thet he guve;

If he did ses his face, why thea | know,

He thanght to kiss him, xad bech kill'd him so,

“ "'l tros, t is troe§ thus wax Adoms slain §
He ran upom the boar with bis sharp spear,
Who would pot whet his teeth st him again,
But by 2 kim thought to parsusds him thera 3
And puszlmg io his Aesk, the Joring owine
Sheath’d, unawars, his tesk im his soft groin.

“ Had I heen taoth’d like him, T must couwfem
With kiming bim I should hawe Xill‘d him i.rlt,

't But be it dead, and wever did he Mom

My youth with his ; the more I ap socun'd”
Wich ﬂm-hehlleth:ndnphulbomd.
And etaing dver fuce with by congeaied binod.

She looks apon hie iips, ewd thoy are pade;

She takes hina by the kand, aod that is oold 3
She whispers in he ear 2 hoavy tals,

Ad if e besrd the wosfxl words sbe told x
She lifts the colfar-bida that closs bis ayes, .
Whers lo! two lnmpe, burst ont, in dariovess liee:



THE RAPE OF LUGRECE.

Two glases, whore heamalf harseH bebald

A thomand times, sod now oo more roflect ;
Their vivtne lost, wherein 1hey late ancelld,

And ewexy besuty robb'd of his cffeee :
* Womder of Liow,” qoatls she, ** this i my spite,
‘That, you buing dead, the day should yet bu light

“ Hopew thouo art desd, Jo! here I prophesy,
Sortow ou lowe hereafer shall mitend ;
It shali be weited ca with jealousy,
Firx sweet beginning, but wuavoury eod ;
Ne'er settlod egually, wo. high or low;
That all ove’s pleasure shall not match hiv won,

“ It shall be fichle, falee, and foll of fraud,

Amd chall be blasted in & hreathing-while ;
The bottom poon, aod e top o'erstraw’d

‘With wwesty, that shall tie sharpest sight mgnile:
The saougest body stall it maks oo weak,
Brike the wisn dumb, and taach the fool 0 upenk.

* Tt shall be spariox, and oo full of riat,
‘Teaching decrepit sge to tread the meagores ;
The staring roffian shail it keep ic qoiet, [wres

Plock down the rich, ennech ¥ho poor with tres-
W shell be ruging-vand, sod silly-mild,
Make the younyg old, tha oid begome & child.

“ B yhall suspect, where it Do cange of fear;

It shall mot fonr, where it should ot mistrost ;
1t shal] be merciful, and Lo severe,

And most decsiving, when it sesom most just ;
Perverse it shall ba, whea it seeme most toward,
Put fear to valour, ceurage to the coward.

“ It shall bu canse of war, and dire cvests,
And set dissention "twizt the spo wod five ;
Sabject apd servile to all dmeoatents,
As dyy combaskous matier is to fire |
Gith fo his prime death dath my love destroy,
They that fove best, their Jove shall oot mpoy.”

By this, the boy that by her side Iny kill'd,

W welted Hike & vapoor fromsher sght,
And in bie Mood that oo the grooed lay epili'd,

A punple Sower sprupg up, chequer'd with white;
Resembling walt his pale chaaks, and v blood
Which io roand drops upon their whiteoess sood.

Ske bows her head, the pew-sprung flower tn stnell,
Comparing it Lo her Adonia® breath ;

Aod sy, within her bosom it sball dwell,
Mnce he himsell is reft froen ber by death:

She crops the staik, and in the breach appears

Gresy dropping sap, which she compares to tearn

* Poor flower,” quoth she, ¢ this was thy fathe's
EQist, '
{Swent ssus of & more avesi-amalling rire)
For every litihy grief o wet his ¢yes:
To grow obto himsslf was his desire,
And 50 *t is thine; but know, it is as good
To wither in my breast, as in his blood.

“ Here wan thy father'’s bed, here in my beesst ;
Thow axt the ngxt of blead, aod °t is thy xight :
Io?! in thin allow eradle taka thy rest, .
My throblung keast shall rack thee day mnd night 2
There chull mok be oo et of an bowr,
Whernin 1 will pui kin mY twest Jove's Sower.”

be
Thee, weary of the werld, away sbe hies,
And yokes her wivar doves ; by whose swifi aid
Their mistress moanted, through the emply shics
Ta her light chariot quickly = convey'd,
Holdiag their coorie 1o Paphos, whtre their qoesn
Means to immure heeself, and not be soes-

W
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To TR

RIGHT HON. HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

EARL OF MROUTHAMFTON, AND BARON OF TICEFIRLL.

Tux love I dedicxte 10 your lordsbip ia without
end ; whereof this pamphlet, withont beginring,
ia bat a superfluous moiety. The watrant I Lave
of yoar hovonrable disposition, not the worth of
my untatored lines, makes it assurod of accept.
ance. What I bave done is yours, what I Lave
to do ia yours ; being part in all I have devoled
yours. Were my worth greater, my dnty wozld
ahow greater: mesn time, m it ¥, it b boowd to
your lordsliip, ta whom I wish lang life, atill
lengthened with all bappines.
Your lordailp’s Jo all duty,
WILLIAN SHAEIFEARE,

- ri——
THRE ANGUMERT.

Lociuws Tamumios {for his ewcessive pride sur-
pamed Superbos) aftcr he had caused his owm
father-in-law, Servics Tullios, to be crueily mor.
deresl, apd, cootrary to the Rom;:; laws and
costoma, nob yequirmg . or tayiag the
pic’s cuilrages, bad possesaed himseif afﬁ
kimgdom ; weat, acoompanied with his s sad
other noblemes of BEome, 10 besiege Ardes
During which smege, the principal men of the
army mesting o evening at the teot of Sextuw
Tarquinius; the King's wa, io their discourney
after supper every one commended the wirlues
of his own wife; among whom, Collutious ex-
tolled thae inoomperable chastity of bis wife Lo~
cretia.  In thst pleassnt hamour they ail posted
to Rome; and ietending, by their secret and
sodden axrival, to make trinl of that whivh every
one had befors awuched; only Collatinus finde
his wifa {though i were late in the night} spio-
ning amongst her maids: the otber ludics were
ull foaed dencing and revelling, or in several
disports.  Wherwupas the mobleman yielded
Collativus tha vickway, und bis wife the me
At that tige Seatus Terquinins being inBamed-
with Lucrece’s basiity, yet snotberiog bis pas-
wions for tha present, departad with the rest back
to the owmp; from whence be shorily afler pri-



rily withdrew hizowif, end was (according to
his estats) royally entertstied and Jod Sy
Locvece at Collattum. The same night, he
trescherounly stamleth into ber chamber, vio-
Jeatly avished her, and early ip the momming
sposdeth nwny. Lucress, in this lamectable
ﬁ';ht. hastily dispmicheth messengersy one to

for her father, snather 10 the camp for
Collatine, They came, the one aocompanied
with Junius Drutus, the other with Publius Va-
Jerivs ; wnd finding Lucrece attired in mournimg
habit, demnoded the caase of her sorrow.  She,
st taking o cath of them for her revengs, re-
vealad the actor, and whals maaner of his deal-
ing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself. Which
done, with one consent they all vowed o root
out the whole hated family of the Thrquins;
aud besring the dead body to Rome, Brutea ac-
quuinted the peopls with the doer and manuer
of the vile deed, with a bitter invective againet
tho tyranny of the king: wherewith the 1o
wera g moved, that with oae consent g
pernd gecfumataon the Tarquine were all exiled,
aod the l:.lh governxment changed from Kings
to comu

™
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From the besieged Ardes all in pont,

Borne by the trustiss: wings of fulse desire,
Lowt-breathed Tarquin Ieaves the Roman host,
And to Collatint bears the lightless fire
Which, in paie smbers hid, Turks to aspire,
Asd girdie with embracing fiames the waist
Of Collatine’s fair love, Lacrece the chaste.

Haply that same of cAaste vnhupp'ly set

Thie bateless edge on his keen appetite ;

When Coliatine znwisely did not let

To praiss the clear unmatchad red and white

Which triumph'd in that sky of his delight,
Where mh; stars, as bright as Hesven's baxuties,
‘With pare aspects did him peculiar duties.

f
For be the night before, in Tarquin’s tent,
Unlock’d the tressure of his happy state;
What priceless wesith tha Heavens had him fewt
In the possession of bix beauteons mate ;
Reckomng his fortune st such high-prood rate,
That kings might be espoused to more fame,
But king nor peer to such & peeriess dame.

O bappiness enjoy'd but of & few !
And:pi?pw&, an soon deexy’d avd dons
Af is the momiog’s sllver-meiting dew
Aguinst the galden splendour of the Ban !

Ar expir'd date, cancel'd ete well begun:
Honour and besuty, in the owoer's xrns,
Are weakly fortresw'd from o world of hernm.

Beavty ityelf doth of itsel pervuade

The ey of men without un orator ;

What peedeth them spology be made

T'o yet forth that whick is 90 singuler? |
Or why is Collatine the publisher

Of thet rich jewel be should kesp vnknows
From thievish ears, becacas it b bis cwn ?

A
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Perchance hig bbast of Lucrece’ saversiguty
Fuggested this proud jeme of & king }

For by our eary otr hearts oft tainted be:
Perchance thet envy of s rich a thing,

Braving comnpare, disduinfolly did stiug  [raont
Hix bigh-pitch’d thooghts, that meanar mien shoald
The golden hap whick their soperiors want.

But some untimely thought did instigate

His all too-timeless speed, if oooe of thase :

Hin horoar, his atfairy, his friends, his stete,
Neglected all, with swift inleat he goes

To quench the coal which in his Hver glows.

O rash-false heat, wrapt in repentant eold,

“Toy hasty spaing still blasts, and ne’er grows old !

When at Collative: thin false loed arrivd,

Wall was he walcom™d by the Roman dame,
Within whose face besaty and virtve seriv'd
Which of them both should her fame:
When virtuebragy’d, beauty would blush for sheme;
When beauty boasted blashes, in despite

Virtwe would stain that or with silver whita.

But benuty, fu that white intituled,

Prom Veous’ doves doth challenge that fair fleld ; .
Then virtoe claims from beauty beacty’s red,
Which virtue guve the goiden age, to gild

Their silver chaeks, and call’d it then their shield ;
Teaching them thos to nse it i the dght,—

When shams amail'd, the red should fence the white,

Thie heraldry io Locrees’ fikte was shen,
Arguad hy beauty’s red, and rirtoe's white
Of either'y colour was the other quesm,
Proving from workd's minority their right ¢
Yet their amnbition makes them atifl to Bght;
The sovereignty of «ither being mo great,
That oft they interchange each other’s sest.

This silest war of lilkes and of roses

Which Tarquin view’d in her fair fuce’s field,

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ;
Where, betwaen tham both it should be kill'd,
The coward captive vanguihed doth yield

To those two srmies that would Jet him go,
Rather than triumph in so false 3 foe.

Now thinks be p:?:it her ‘hnduad'nd .g:]rh.i wngue
{The niggard igal that prais’ )

o tlmﬁ:hmk hath dove her besaty wrong,
Which far exceeds his barren akill to show:
Therefore that praise which Collstine doth owe,
Enchanted Tarquin answers with waratise,

In silent wonder of sill-gazing eyes

‘This exrthly saint, adored by this devil,

Little vospecteth the falses wonmhipper'; .

For thoughts unstain'd do seldom dresm on ovil 5
Birds never limb'd no secret buahen foar:

S0 guilties she secnrely gives yood cheer

Aod reverend welcome 0 her princely guset,
Whose inward il! po outward harm exprem'd :

For that ba clour’d with his high estate,
Biding base sin in plaits of majesty 3

That nothing in him seem’d mondinate,
Save sometime too much wonder of his eys,
Which, hawing all, all could not satisfy ;
But, poorty rich, 50 wanteth i his store,

That, cloy’d witk muoch, he pineth still for more.
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But che that mever cop’d wikh stranger eyes,
Could pick no meaniog from their perliag locks,
Nor remd the sobtha-shining secresies .

Writ is the glasy margonts of wuch books ;

She tonch'd Do nalroown beits, oov fear’d no hooks;
Nor could she moralise his wanton sight, -

More than his eyes were opea’d to the light.

He storias to ber cars ber hushend’s fame,

Wou in the Selds of freitfol italy ;

And decks with praises Collatine’s high mame, -
Made giorous by bis manty chivalry,

Witk hruised erms and wresths of victory ¢

Her joy with benv’d-up band she doth express,
Aod, wordless, s0 grects Heaven for bis success,

Far from the of his coming thither,
He makes excuses for bis being there.

No cloudy show of stormy blustering wenther
Doths yet in bis fair welkin oace appear;
Till suble Night, mother of dread and fear,
Upoo the world dim darkness doth displey,
Aad i ber vanlty priscu stows the day.

For theo is Terquin brougit unto his besd,
Inteading wearipem with heary spright ;

For, aftet rapgar, boug be qoestiooed

With modest Lucreoe, andd wore out the might ;
Now jeaden slumber with life’s strength doth Aght ;
And every one 0 Test hitosulf hetakon, [wakes,
Sare thiores, and cares, and troobled minds that

As one of which doth Tarqum §ie revolving

‘The sundry dangers of his will’s obtaining ;

Yet ever to obtam his will resolving,

Though weak -built hopes persusde him to abstyiving:
Despair to gain, doth traffic oft for gaiming ;

And whem great trewsure bs the meed propused,
Taoagh death beadjunct, there ’s nodeath sapposed.

‘Those that moct: covet, are with gain & fond,
‘That what they have not (that which they poment)
They meattéy and unlooss it from their boud,

And w0, by hoging more, thay bave but less;

Or, guining more, the profit of excem

b but to eorfeit, and such griefs sustain,

That they prove bankrupt in this poor-vich guio

The wim of all u bant to aurse the life

With bonour, wenlth, and esse, in waining age ;
Aad in this sisn there i» sach thwartiog strife,
That coe for all, or all for coe we gage;

As life for honoar, m el batiles’ rage ;
Hosoar for wealth; aad oft that wenith doth cost
The death of all, and aJl together Jost.

%0 that o vet’rieg ill, we Joava to be

The thioge we are, for that which we expect ;
Aad this smbitios foul infirmity,

Ia having muach, tormeats w with defect

Of that we have: s then we do ceglect
‘The thing. we bave, and, all for want of wit,
Maks something nothing, by sugmenting it,

BSach bazrard now most doting Tarquoin mske,
Pawning his hooour to obtain his lust ;

And for hiorsedf, himsolf he must forsake :

Then where is truthy, if there be 0o salf-trost ?
When shall be think to fiud s straager jost,
When be himself himself confounds, betrays

To sisnderous tangues, and wreiched hateful days?

9
Now stole upon the tisne tbe dead of night,

Whea beary sieep had clar’d up mortal eyes;

No comfortable star did lend his light, -

No noise bak owls’ and wolves' denth—bud-q o :
Now serves the senacn that they tay surpre -
The silly laabe; pure thooghes are dead aad still,
While lust apd marder wake to stain and hith

And now this lugtful kord leap’d from bis bed,
Throwing his mantle rudsly o’sr his arm ;

Is mudly tom'd between desire and deexd

The aoe sweetly Sattors, the othar feareth harre ;
But booest fosr, bewitch'd with lust’s foud charm,
Doth tup too oft betake him to retire,

Beaten away by brain-sick rads desira.

His falchion on 2 flint be soltly pmiteth,

That fron: the cold stone sparks of fire do fy,
Whereat a waxen torch Jorthwith he lighteth,
Which munt ba lode-star to his Justfol eys;
And to the flame thus lpékl advi'adl.y:

" As froms this cold @int I enfore'd this fre,
S¢ Loeroco must I force to my desive.”

Hers, pale with foar, be doib premefitate '
The dacpers of bis lontbernne exterprinn,

And in his inwnrd mind be doth debats

What foliawiag sorrow may on this axise:

Then loaking sooenfully, he doth E

His paled wrmoor of still-sleaghter'd Yost,

And justly thus ecntrols his thoughts umiwet,

** Pair tovch, burn oot thy light, and Tend it mst
To darken her whose [ight excefleth thine !

And die, unhallow’d thoughts, before you blot
With your uncleanness that which is divine |
Offer pure incense t0 w0 pure a shrine:

Lat fair bumaoity abhor the deed

Thatapots and staine love's modest mow-whitea wesd.

* Q shame to knighthood and to shinfog zrms 1
Q foul dishotrotr to my boussbold's grave !

O impicas art, incioding alt fool barms |

A martisl s to be it fancy’s savel

True valonr still & true respect shoold have §
Then my digramion is s vile, 50 base,

That it will live engraven in my face.

“ Yen, though 1 die, the scandal will rovvive,
And be an aye-gore in my goldan omd 3 .
Some loathsome dash the herajd will contrive,
To cipber me, how fondiy I did dote ;

That my posterity, sham’d with the note,
Shall curse my booes, and bold it for oo sin
To wish thet I their father had oot boen.

“ What win 1, if T gain the thing T ssek ?

A dream, & breath, s froth of festing joy :

Whe buys n miguts's mirth, 1o waii & week 7

Or sells etermity, to get & toy ?

'For one sweet grape who will the vipe destroy ¢
Or what fond beggar, bat to touch the crown,
Would with the sceptre streight be struckes down ?

« If Collativas dronm of wy otent,
Willhenotnkn,udin.dupuﬂ.enr
Post bither, this vile purpcee to prevent
‘This siege that bath engirt his mawTiage,
This blur to youth, this sorrow to the mge,
This dying #irtoe, this serviviog shame,

Whaa crie will bear ao ywer-during blame
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“ () what exstise can my¥ mwention make,

When Lhau shalt charge ma with s black a deed ?
Will ngt my Longoe be mule, my frail jomts shake?
Mige eyes forego their light, my falwe beart bleed?
The guilt being great, the fear doth sl excerd §
Ard extreme fear cun neither Gght nor fly,

But, cowand-like, with trembliog terroor die.

t Had Collatinns kill'd my soup or sive,

Or lain iv ambush to betray my lifa,

Or were be not oy dear friesd, this dexive
Might bave excuse w work upon his wifo ;
As in vevenge or quittal of such strife:

Put ax he is my hinsman, my dear frieod,
The thame snd fanlt fnds 0o excuse nor end.

Y Shamefal i ir ;—ay, if the fact be hnown :
FHateful it is ;—there is no bate in loviog:

11l beg her love ;—ins she iz not her own :

Tire worst is hat denial, and reproviog:

My will is strong, past reasca’s wosk removing.
‘Who fears a sentence or an old man's saw,
Shal! by a painted cloth be kept in awe,’

‘Thoa, grateless, holds he disputation

*T'ween frogen couscience and hot-burniog wil,
And with good thoaghts makes dispewmtion,
Urging tire wareer sense for vantege still ;
‘Which in & moment doth confound and kill

All pure effects, and doth 30 far proceed,

That what is vile shows like a virtoous deed.

Quoth he, “ She took me kiadly by the huod,
And gez 4 for tidings in my eager eyes,
Frarmg some hard news from tha warlike band
* Whera her beloved Collntinon lies.

O bow her fear did make her eolour rise |

Fint red as roses that op iswn we lay,

Then whits as lawn, the roses took away.

* And how her band, in my hand beiog lock'd,
Fore'd it to trembdls with her loyal fear!

Whigh strack her sad, and then it faster rock'd,
Vatil her busband’s welfare she did hear;
Wherént she smiled with eo sweet a cheer,
That had Narcissas sotn her s aba stood,
Seif-love had never drown'd hio in the Aood.

“ Why bunt I then for colour or excuses

All orators are dumb when beauty plendeth ;
Poor wretches have remorss in poor abases ;

Love thrives not in the beart that shadows dresdeth:
Affection i my captain, snd he leadeth;

And when his gandy banoer is display'd,

The coward fights, and will not bs dismay'd.

4 Then cbildish fear aveunt ! debating dia?
Respect sod reawon wait on wrinkled age !

My Leart shall pever coantermund mioe eye:

Sad pause sad deap ragard besesm the sage ;

My part in youth, and basis themw from the stagpe:
Desira my Ll:. is, bemuty my prive ; ;
Then wio siakivg where such tressam Llw ¥

As corn o'ergrown by weeds, 80 hoedfu} four
s almost chok’d by unresieted hut, .

Away he steals with open listening eas,

Full of foul hops, and foll of food mistrust
Both whirh, as servitors to the unjost,

So croms bim with their opposite persussing,
“That oee he vows & teague; apd now invasion,

¢
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Withiu his thooght bec heaveuly fmege site,

And in ths self-same seat sits Collatine -

That eye which looks on ber, confoouds bis wite-§
‘That eye which hita bebolds, a3 more divine,
Unio a view 50 falses will it imcline ;

But with a pure appeal peeks to Ut heart,
Which, once oorrupted, tekes the worssr part ;

And therein haarterm np bis servile powers,
Who, flatter'd by their icader's jocund siw,
Stuff ap hix just, as minutes Al up howrs §
And as their captain, =0 their pride doth grow,
Paying more slavish tribute thao they owe.

By reprobate desire thas madly led,

The Romnn lord marcheth to Lucrece’ bad.

The locks batween her chamber apd bis will,
Each ome by him enforc’d, retires his ward ;
Bot os thay open, they all rate hia ili,

' | Which drives tha crecpiag thief to nome regand @

The threskold grates the door to have him heard ;
Night-wandring weassls shriek to wee bitn there
They fright him, yet he still purroes his fear.

A exch unwilling portal yields him way,
Through little vents und cramics of the pluce
The wind wars with his torch, to maks biwm siay,
And blows th- ymeke of it into his face, .
Extimguishing his conduct in this cese;

But his hot heart, which fond' desire doth scoroh,
Putls forth another wind that fires the torth =

And being lighted, by the Light he spier -
Lucretin'e glove, wherein her needie sticks ;

He takes it from the roshes where it ltes;

And gripiag it, the peeld bis Anger pricke:

An who should sy, “ This ghove to wantolr tricks
In not inur'd ; retom again in haste ;

Thouw soest our mistren’ orpaments are chaste.™

But all these post forbiddiogy could not stay him ;
He in the worst sense construss their devial :

The doors, the wind, the glove that did delay him,
He takes for aceidents! thinga of trial ;

Or a3 thoga bars which the hoarty dial,

Who with a ling'ring stay his coarse doth let,

Till every winute pays the hour his debt,

“ So, 80, quoth he, ““these betn attend the time,
Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring,
To add a more rejoicing, to the priowe, )
Aod give the sneaped hinds more cause to sing,~
Pain pays the income of ench preciousthing ; [sands,
Huge rocks, high windy, strong pirates, shelves aoad
The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.”

Now is he come mrto the chamber door

That shota him from the Heaven of hin thooght,
Which with a yisiding Imtch, and with no more,
Hath barr*d him from the blessed thing he moght.
So from himself impiety hath wrought,’

That for hix prey to pray he doth begin,

Axif the Heavens should countenanes hia sin

Bat in the midat of his unfruitfol peayer,

Haring wlicited the eterusl power,

That hin foul thoughts might compess his fair fair,
And they would stand saspicious to the hour,
Ev'n there hestarty: —quath he, © | must deflower;
‘The powers to whon [ pray, abhor this fact,

Ho¥ ¢uu they tivem aswist e in whe wet?



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE.

31

* Then Love and Portane be y gods, my guide! | What conld be see, but mightily he noted ?

My will is back'd with remlution ¢

What did he note, but stroogly Be dexired ?

Thoughts are but dresmn till thelr affects be tried, What he behald, on that he Srmly doted,

T bisckest sin Jv cleard with absolution ;
Againet Jove's fire foar'y frost hath diesolution.
Tie oye of Heaven is out, and mivty night
Covers the shame thut Follows swect delght,”

Thia s2id, bis goitty hand pinek’d op the lateh,
Aod with his knee the door he 3 wide:

The dovc steeps fast that this nighl-owl will cateb ;
Thus treason works re traitors be espred,

Wha sees the hnrking serpent, steps aside

But sbe, formd sleeping, fearfog no such thing,
Lics at the merey of his mortal sting.

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks,

And gazeth on her yet unslained bed.

The curteins being close, about he walks,

Roliing his greedy eye-balls io his hemd :

By their high treason is his heart misted ;

Which gives the watch.word to bis hand full soon,
To deaw the cloud that bides the silver Moon.

1ok us the Fair am] Bry-pointed Snn,

Rushing {rom forth 2 cloud, bereaves our sight;
Even mo, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun

To wink, being blinded with & greater light:
Wherher it s, that she refiects so bright,

Thet dazzlcth them, or ehee some shame supposed;
Bt blind they are, and Xeap themselves enciosed.

0, bad they in that derksome prizom died,
Then hiad they seen the perioct of their it !
Then Colfitine again by Lucrece’ side,

In his clear bed might have reposed still :

Bat they most ope, this blesied league to WL ;
Ard holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight
Must s2il ber jog, her life, her world’s delight.

Her Ny hand ber rony cheek Thew under,

. Carening the pitiow of 2 Jawful kim;

Who, therefore angry, secms to part in sander,
Swelling on either side to want his biiss;
Beteven wrhose hills her heud entombed jx:
Where, Tike a virfoous monument, she [es,

To be ndmir'd of fewd noballow’d eyer.

Withonrt the bed her other fair hand was,

On the covreriet: whose pacfect mhite
Bow'd like an Aprit daisy on the grasy,

With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night.

Ry eyés, like marigolds, had aheath’d their light,
Aod, canopied m darkness, sweetly Iny,

Till ey might opes to adoth the day.

Her bair, Yike golden threads, play'd with berbreath ;
O modest wapfons ! wanton modesty

Showing Efe’s triumph in the map of dewth,

Ao dexth’s dim Took g Jife’s mortality.

Exch in ber sheep themeelves so beantify,

Ax if betwewn them twain there were no strife,

Bat that Iife liv’d io desth, aod death in lifle

Fet breasta, ke ivory globes clrcled with blue,
A mir of moaiden workds unconquered,

Skve of their lovd no hearing voke they knew,
Aud hire by outh they tealy honoured.

These worlds tu Targuio new ambition bred ;
Whe, like & f5ul urerger, went aboot
Froa'this fair throne to begve the owoer out.

And in hie will his witful eye be thred.

With muore than sdmimtion he wmired
Her azure reins, her alnbanter sk in,

Her coral kps, her sww-white dirmpled chinn

As the grim lion faweeth o’er his prey,

Sharp hunger by the o est sa tinfied,

So o'¢r thin sleeping soul doth Tz muin say,

His rage of lust by gazing qualified ;

Slack'd, not suppress’d; for stancling by her side,
His eye, which late thia mutiny restrainoy,

Unto a greater cproar tempts his veing :

And they, like strazgling staves for- pillege fighting,
Obdurate vassals, fell exploits effecting,

In blocdy desth and ravishment delighting,

Nor children’s tears, nor tivthers’ srespecting,
Swell in their pride, the onret till expecting:
Anon his beating heart, sigrom atidking,

“ Gives the hot cherge, and bids theni do their likiog,

His dramming beart cheers op his bumning eye,
His eye commends the !rading to Isis band ;

Hix hand, as proud of such & dignivy,

Smoking with pride, mareh’d on to make his atand
On her bare breast, the heart of alt her fand ;
Whose ranis of blune vemy, a3 his hnnd did scale,
Left their round torrets destitote and pale,

They muntering to the quiet cabinet

Where their dear governess end lacly Res,

Do teli her she is dreadfully beset,

And fright her with confusion of thelr cries:

She, much amaz’d, breaks ope her Tock'd-up eyes,
‘Who, peeping forth this tamult to behold,

Are by his famrmg torch dimm'd and control'd.

Imagine ber as ane la dead of night ’
From forth dull sleep by dremdful fancy waking,
That thinks she hath heheld soma ghastly sprite,
Whose grim aapect sets every joint a shaking;
Whet terrouc "t is? but she, in worser taking,
From slecp disturbed, heedfully doth siew

The sight which makes supposed terrour true.

Wrapp'd and cavfounded In 3 thonsand fears,
Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies;

She dares not look ; yet, winking, there appearn
Quick-shifting antics, uglyin her eves:

Such shadows are the weak brain’s forgeries;
Who, angry that the eyes iy from their lights,

In darkness daants thern with more dreadful sights.

His hand that yet remeins apon her bremst,
{Rude ram, to batrer such an vory wail!)
May feel her heant {poor citizen !} distress’d,
Wounding ieelf to death, rise up and fali,
Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal
This moves in him more rage, and lemer pity,
To make the breach, and enter this sweet city.

Firet, Tike 8 trampet, doth his tomgue begin

To sound a parley to his heartless foe,

Who o'er the white shect peers her whiter chin,
The reason of this rash alarm to know,

Which he by dumb demeanour séeks to show )
But she with vehement prayers urgeth still,
Ueder what colaur he commits this il
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Thus he rephes: * Tha oodeur in thy face
{That even for anger toake the Jily pale,
And the red rose blush st her own disgrace)
Shal! plead for me, sod tell my loving tala:
Under that colour am [ come t scale ,
Thy pever-conquer'd fort; the fank is thine,
For Lhose thine ¢yen betray thée uato mine

1
“ Thas I forestall thee, if thoo mean to chide:
Thy besaty hath ensnard thes to this night,
Where thoa with patience must my will abide,
My will that marks thee for my earth’s delight,
Which I to conquer sought with all my might;
Buat &s amd reason beat it dndy
By thy bright besuty was itnewly bred.

7 T soc what cromses my attempt will bring ;

1 koow what thorm the growing rose defends ;

T think the houey guardad with & sting;

Al this, beforehand, counse] comprehends:
Bﬂtmlludu{,andhun oo heedfal friends ;
Ouly be hath an cys to gaze ou bemuty,

Aud dotes oo what bie looks, *guinet law of duty.

# T have debated, even {v my soul,
W‘hlt'm;,ulptohlme,-hltmhhd!hnd,
Bot noflring cas affectioa’s course control,

Or stop the headlong fury of his speed.

1 koow repentast tears enme the deed,

Raproach, disdain, sod deadly enmity ;

Yet striva [ to embrace mine infamy."

This seid, ho shakes aloft bis Roman blade,
Which like a fanlcou towering in the skies,
Couchoth the fawl below with bis winge’ sbade,
Whose crookied bexk threats if he mouot be dies:
80 under the imulting faichion [ies

Harmies Locrelia, searking what he telis,

With trambling fear, as fowl hanr fulcons’ bells.

* Loerene,™ qudh he, * this night 1 mast emjoy thee:
H tbou deny, then force must work my way,
For in 1hy bed 1 to destroy thea
M&nnqmmle-lkmoﬂhlml 11 alay,
To kill thine howour with thy life’s decay;

Aod in thy desd do I mean to pisce him,
Swearing I slew Mm, seving thee embrace him.

“ So thy srvivisg husband shali remain
The scornful madk of every open eye;

Thy Xinsmen h:q their keads at this disdain,
Thy imue biurr'd with nemeless bastardy :
And thou, the suthor of their obloguy,

Shall have thy trespmss cited up in rhymes,
And sang by children m-ueeed.m; times.

“ Bat if thoo yieid, I res thy secret friend :
The fault yokoows i as & thought unacted ;
Aiitt[chl?:z.dmmamtgodend.

For lnwful policy pemaina enscted.

The poisonous simnpie somatitnes is compacted
In & pure compound ; bﬂ.n; 0 applied,

His venom in effect is purifiad,

¢ Then for thy husbend's und thy children's sake,
Tender my suit: bequesth not to their ot
Tha rhmme that from them no device can take,
The bleatish that will never be forgot ;
‘Worse than a slavish wipe, or birth-hoar's blot :
For marks descried iv mon’s nativity
Are Natare's faults, ot their own infamy."

. \
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Hers with a cocknivice’ dead-killing eye,
Fe rouseth up himsolf, end crakes & paase,

"While she, the picture of pure piety,

Like & white hind ander the grype's sharp claws,
Pleads in o wildernamw, where aro oo laws,
To the rough beast thet koows no geatle right,
Nor snght cbeys but his foul appetite.

Look, when ablack-fac'd cloud theworld doth thresg,
In his dim mist th* aspiviog mooutaios hidiag,

Prowt earth's darkmbmguﬂe goat doth get,
Which bkwstbue pitchy from their biding,
Hi ther prewent fall by th- dlnd.n‘

So his unheliow'l haste ber words delays,

And moody Pluto winks while Orpbeus plays,

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but duily,
While in bis bold-fast foot the weak mouse paateth :
Her sad bekavioor feads hia vultare folly,

A swaliowing gulf that ev'n ix plenty wanteth :

Hiz our ber prayers admits, but his heart granteth
No penctrable catrance to ber plaining ;

Tears barden Iust, though marble wenr with reining.

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fived:

In the remocselom wrinkles of bis face;

Her modest eloquenoe with sighs is mixed,
Which to her oratary sdds tore gymoe.

8he puia the poriod often from his plase,

And midst the senteace 30 bor accent broaks,
That twice she doth begin sro once ahe speaks

She conjures him hy bigh slmighty Jove,

By knighthood, geotry, and sweet friendship’s oath,
By ber untimely tears, her busbend’s love,

By boly human lew, and common troth,

By Heaven and Earth, and ail the power af both,
That to his borrow’d bed he make retirs,

And steop 1o by, tot to foul desire,

Qukch she, “ Raward wot bospitality

With sach black payment as thou hast pretended ;
Mod oot the fountain that yuve drisk to thee;
Mar not the (hing thit cannot be amanded ;

End thy ill aim, before thy shoot be ended :

He i 0o wood-man that doth bead his bow
Tostrike a poor unssasconable dos. .

“ My husband s thy friend, for bie mke spare ma ;
Thyself art mighty, for thine own sake Jeave e ;
Mywelf & weakling, do ot then eoatiare me.

Thou look’st not like deosit ; do not deceive me:

Mysighs, like whirlwinds, hbour bencetohoave thoe,
If aver man were mov'd with woman's moand,

Be moved with my tewrs, my sighs, my gronoe ;

** All which together, Like a troubled ocean,
Beat ut thy rocky and wreck-threatming bhoart,
To woftens i with their continual motion;

For stooes dissclv'd to water 4o conveart.

Q, if oo bardar than x stome thoo art,

Melt st oy tears and be compessikmate !

Solt pity eoters at sa iron gete.

* In Targuin's likenass I did antertain thee:
Hast thou put o his shape to do bim shame

To all the host of Heaven | oomplain we, [neme,
Thou wrong'st his bomour, wound'st his princsly
‘Thou art 0ot what thoa seem'st; and if the snme,
‘Thou ssem'st not what thou art, a god, s king ;
For kings like gods showld govern every thing.
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thy hope dar'st do saoch autragt,
What dar'st thou mot when once thou ant a king !
O be remember'd, mo satrageons thing |

Froen vasmi actors can be wip'd sway;

Then kingy’ msdoads canoot ba hid in clay.

* This dewd will alre thes caly lov'd for four,
mosarehs still wre foar’d for bve:

1

Authority for sin, warrant foc blaoe,
To privilege dishomour i thy name }

Thou back'st repromeh sgainat long-living Iaad, -
And ;uk st fair repuitetion but » bewd.

+ Hast thou command ? by him that gwes it tee,
From & puce beart command thy rebed widlr
Draw not thy mword to gusnd iniquity,

Por it wes lem tber all that to kill

Thy prinoaly offies how qanst thoa fulfl,

Wheo, pattern'd by thy faalt, fon] Sin may sy,
Ba learn'd to sip, smd 1bon didet teach the way ?

+
» Thisk bt how vile & spectachs {t wers -
To view thy trasewd in ancthaor.
Mew's faulls do seidoo to themseives appear;
Their own tranegrowions partiolly they smother: -
This gnill woakd seeo denth-worthy in thy brotier.
O bow are they wrapp'd in with infamijes, :
That from their own misdesds spkmaocs their sy

* To thes, to thes, my heav’d-gp hends appesl, '
Not o lost, thy raxh relier ;
e for exil’d majesty’s rapest;

lat hios return, sod Battering

Hz troe rospect will ‘prison false desive,
A wipe the 3l mist from thy doting eyme,
Tiat thous shalt ses thy state, and pity mine”

* Have dose,” quoth he; * my opeontrollad tide
Tores nat, but ewells'the higher by thir lew
Seml! lights sre won blown out, buge fives abide, -
Ang with the wind I greater fury fret:
The petty streama thet' pay a daily debt. :
To thuir sl sovareign, with their fresh falle’ baste,
M to bis Gow, but altex mot, his tasts.” .
- TRRLES W ) i
e
Black tosl, disbonnor, s tuhegoverning,
Who seek to stain the sooan of thy biood.
H all themn petty jHe shall clisuge thy good,

* Thy sen within » paddie’s womb fs harsed,
dad not the puddle in thy ses dispersad,

* 5o shal tivess sleves b kit wad thon their slave
Thoo nobly base, they basly dignified ; .
Thou their fair life, and they thy forler gmve ;
Thet: lowthed in thvir shamae, they in thy pride
The leser thing should not the groajer bide ;- .
Tbe cedar oot to tha heae shrab’s foot, -
Eut low shrobs wither st the cadar's root.

retive:

| To ask the gpotted printas how
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“ So let thy thoughts, low vaasls to thy state” |

* No more,”” guoth he, “ by Heaven I wiil not bear

Yield to my love; if not, soforced hate,  [thee: :
Instead of icve's coy touch, shall rudely tear thee

That dooe, despitefully. I mean to bear thee

Untis the base bed of aoma rascal groom,

T'o be thy partner in this shameful doom.”

This said, ho sets his foot upoun the light,

Por light and lust sre deadly enediies:

Shame folded up in blind concealing night,
Whea most uneesn, then most doth tyrannize,
The wolf bath seiz’d his prey, the poor lamb ories,
Till with her osm white £eece ber voice contrall’d
Extombs her outery in ber lips’ rwaat foid 3

For with the nightly inen that she weurs,

He pers her piteous clamours i ber hexd; -
Cooling bis hot face in the chastest tesrs
That ever modest syes with sorrow shed.

O, that peone [ust shoald stain 90 pure s bed !
The whereof could weeping parify,

Her teary should drop on them perpetually.

But sbe bath, lost:a dearer thing than life,
Awd be hath won what he would Joss aguin,
This forced league doth force a furtber strife,
This momentary joy breeds moaths of pain,
This bot desite converts to cold disdajn :
Pure chastity is riffed of her store,

And luat, the khief, far poorer then before.

| Look as the fuil-fod bound or gorged bavk,

Unapt for tender smeil or apoady flight,
Make slow puriuit, or altogether bajk

The prey wherein by sature they delight ;
8o surfeit-taking Terquin fares this night:
His taste delicious, in digestion souring,
Devours his will that liv'd by foul deveuring.
O deeptr sin than bottomiem congolt

Can comprehebd in still imagioation !
Drunken desice smust-vomsit his receipt,

| Fre he can see hit own abonrination,

While4uet is in his pride, no exslamation
Can curb his heat, of rein his rasb desire,

4 Till, Tika & jude, seifowili kiswelf doth tire,

And then with sk aied ey discolourd ik,

.] With beavy eya, knit biow, snd strecgliles pace,

Feehle desire, all recreant, poor, and moeek,

-t Like to a bankrapt begger wails bis casm:
{ The fiesh being prowd, desive doth fight with prace,

For there it reveds; and when that decayw,
The guiky rebel for remission praya.

So fares it with thiv faulthal lovd of Rome,
Who this socomplishiment so hotly chssed ;
For now againat hixealf he souvds this doom, -
Thatthrongh the laguth of times he sands diagraced :
Besides, his sonl'r fuir temple is defuced;
To whose weak ruins mustes troo }:‘Iar-,

11"

She suys, bor sabjects with foul insurrection
Have batter'd down bar coamecrated wall,

] And by their mortal fank beought in subjection

Hier immortality, and mede ber thrall
To living death, and pain perpetual:
ich in ber prescience ahe contrdlled still,
Brut bt fore-sight coukd not fore-sall their will.
D
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Even in his thought, through the derk night he
A captive victor, that bath lost i gain; [stealeth,
Bemning sway the wound thst nothicg b

‘The scar that wiil, despite of cure, remain,
Leaving his spoil pegalu‘d in greater paia.

She beard the load of lust be left behind,

And he the burthen of & guilty mind.

He, like a theevish dog, creeps sadly thence,

She like 2 wearied lamb liea panting there ;

He scoals, spd hates himeelf for his offence, R
Sbe desperste, with her nails ber fiesh doth tenr;
He faintly flies, swesting with guilty fear;

8he stays exclaiming on the direful night,

He runs, and chides his vanizh’d, Joath’d, delight.

He thence departs & bheavy convertite,

She there remaing & hopeless cest-away:
He in hiy speed lookn for the moming Hght,
Bhe prays she nover tay behold the day:

**Por day,” quoth she, ** night-scapes doth openlay; |

And my troa ¢yes have never practiv'd bow
To cloke offences with & cunning brow.

“ They thigk ot but that every &ve can see

The same disgrace which they themselves bebold ;
And therefore would they still in darkness be,

To have their aneeen sin remaio aatold §

For they their guilt with weeping will unfuld, -
And grave, like water that doth eat in stoel,

Upoo my cheoeks what helpless shame J feel”

Here she exclnims xgainst repose sod reet,

And bids her eyes hereafter mill be blind.

8he wakes her heart by beating on ber breast,
And bids it leap from thence, whers it may find
Some parer chest, Lo close so pure & mind. .
Frantic: with grief thus breathes she forth her spite
Agninat the opeed vecresy of night.

O comfort-killing Night, tuige of Heil 1

Dim registet aod notary of sheme !

Black staga for tragedies and murders felll
Vast gn-concealing chuos | nurse of blama !
Blind muffied bawd ! dark darbour for defame ! .
Grim cave of deth, whispering conspirator
With close-tongued tresson snd the revisher !

** O hateful, vaporous sud fogyy Night,

Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime,
Muster thy mists 20 meet the enstern light,
Muke war agninst proportion'd cocrse of time !
Or if thou wilt permit the San to ¢limb

Hix wonted height, yet, ere he go to bed,

- Knit poiscacas clouds about bis golden band.

 With rotten Jampe ravish the motnmg air;
Lat their exbal'd unwholesome breaths make sick .
The &fe of purity, the suprame fair,

Ere be srrive his weary poon-tide prich ;

And let thy misty vapours march o thick,

Thet ig their smoky ranks his smother’d light
May sat at noon, und make perpetual night.

* Were Tamqnin night, (as be s birt sight's child)
‘The silver-shiving queen he woald distain;

Her twinkling handmaida 0o, by him defii’d,
Through night’shixck bosom shonold oot peep sgeing
80 should | h"cmpum in my pain:

And feliowship m wou doth woe sssuage,

Au pt|mere’ chat makes short Uwir pilgrimage,

SHAKSPEARES POEMS. -

* Whare now [ have 50 ons to blush with me,

To creas theirarms, and bang their heads with mine,

To mask theis brows, end hide their iofamy ; .

Bat 1 alons, alobe must sit sad pine,

Seascring the earth with showers ofnlverhrmz.

Mmghng my aik with tears, my grief with grosis,
Poor wasting monumects of lasting moans.

“ O Night, thon farnscs of bul-reeling mooke,
Lt oot khe jestous day bebold thet face

Which underpesth thy blsck all-hiding cloke
Immodestly lies martyr'd with dbgrace |

Eeep still pamestion of thy gloomy place,

Thit all the faults which io shy reign are wmade,
May likewiss be supiilcherd in thy shade

# Make me not ohject to the tell-tale day !
The light will sbow, chavicter'd in my brow,
The story of sweet chaatity’s decsy,

The impious breach of boly wadiock's vow 2
Yes, the illiterate, that know nob kow

To *cipher what is writ in isaroed books,

Will quote my joathatne trospass in wy Jooka

“ The parve, to still her child, will tell my story,
And fright ber crying babe with Targuin's name
The arator, to deck bis omtory,

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin's shame:
Peast-finding mirmtrels, tuning my

WIH tie the hearers to attend each line,
How Terquin wroaged me, I Collatine,

* Let oy good name, that sensciess repatirtian, |
For Collatine's dear love be kept-unspotied :

If that bw myade u theme for dispatation,

The brunchey of ancther root are rotted,

And vodeserv'd to bim allotted,
‘I‘hathuaiurfm:hunuumdmlm,
A.ll.mthu.mpmh(!dhnm-

* O noseen shama! invisble disgrace!

O unfeit sore ! cramt-wounding, poivate scar
Reproach is stamp'd in Cotlatinuy’ face,

And Tarquin’s eye may read tha mot afar, °

How ke i peace Ut mowmded, w0t i war.

Alws, bow miany besr soch shameful blows,
Whichnot themseives,but he that gives them, kaowst

¢ I, Collstine, thine bonour Isy in me,

From e by strong smsult it is bereft,
Hyhmeylout,udi,;dme-hhebce,

Have no of my mkﬁ.

But robh’d and ranuok’d by injarious theft :

io thy wesk hive a wandering wasp hath crapt,
And suck’d the hooey which thy t.htl‘tehnkq:t.

“ Yot gm I guiltiem of tby bhowoar's wreck ;
Yet for thy hoaont did I entertain him ;
Coming from thee, [ conld not put him beck,
For it had been dishogour to disdain bim :
Besides of wearinem he did comrplain hie,
And talk’d of virtue:—O nalook'd for evil,
Wheo virtoe is prophan'd in such & devid !

“ Why should the worm intrude the muiden bed ?
Or hataful cockoos heteh in sparrows’ paste?

Or toads infect fair founts with venom wud ?

Or tyrunt folly lurk in geutle breasts

Or kings be breakers of their own beheants

But oo perfection is 50 sbealubs,

That socm impurity doth aot pollie
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® The agid min that colfers op hin gold,

+ Ir plagu’d with crampe, and gouts, sad puinful dts,
Aad scarce hath ayes hin trearrs to bebold,

Bax like still-pining Tazteius be xits, .

Mlneluhm!.hehnutdhi‘wiu;

Haring oo other pleasare of his gaio,

Bat tormont that it cannot cure his pain.

* S0 theny he hath it when ho canmot oae it

And Jeaves it to be master'd by bis young ;

Who io their pride do presently ahuse it:

Their father was too wexk, and they too strong,

To hodd their cursed-hlemed fortune loog. :

The sweets we wish for turn to lowthed sonrs,

Fren in the moment that we ¢all thewn oors.

* Duggly blasts wait on the tender spring;
Unwholesane weeds txke root with precious Sowers;
The adder bimses whera the swoet birds siag ;
‘What rirtoe breeds, iniquity devours:

‘Weo bars no good that we can say in onrs,

But ill-soneted opportunity

Ox kills his life, or elve bis quality.

% O Opportanity ! thy guilt is grext:

T i thou that exacyt’st the traitor's tremsm ;
Thon set'st the wolf where e the lamb may get;
Whoever plots the sip, thoe point'st the season ;
'T is thoa that spurn’st at right, at law, at reason ;
And in thy shady cell, where none may spy him,
Siis fin, o seize the souls that wandes by him,

# Thon mak'st the vestal violate ber outh ;

Thoia blow'st the fire when is thaw'd ;
Thou smother'st honesty, thou murder’st trmth ;
Thoa foul abettor! thoa notorious tmwd i

Thou plantest scandel, nod displacen Taud :
Thoa ravisher, thon traitor, thoa false thief,

Thy bouey tarm to gall, thy joy to grief!

“ Thy mtplmmtnmwﬁshnme,

Thy private feasing to & pablic

Ty smoothing titles 1o & ragged name ;3

'l‘hysu dton;uetob;ﬁerwomwodtuh
vanitien can never lnat.

Bw somet it then, vile Opportunity,

Befog 20 bed, such cambers seek for thee ?

* When wilt thou be the humble suppliant’s friead,
And bring him where bis suit may be obtained }
Wien wilt thoa sort an boar great strifes to end ?
Or free that soul which wretchedness bath chained?
Give physic to the sick, exse to the pained ?

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, ery out for thee
Bat they ne’er meet with-Opportunity.

“ The t dies while the phynician
'l'hwp’;f:‘pmes -mhmo;hmmw
Justice is fﬂmng while the widow w

Adrice is sporting while infection br$

Thoa grant'st no time for cheritable d.eed.l
Wrath, enry, treason, repe, wnd morder’s rages,
Thy bemous bours mton them as their pages.

* When Troth and Virtue hare to do with thes,

A taxrtand cromses them from thy aid ;

'ntyhy thy belp: but Sin oe’er giresa fee,
Bo gtath comen ; and thou art well appay’d

As well to hear as graat whaz be hath said.

My Collatine would else have eoma to me

When Tarquiv did, hat be was stay’d by thee,

* Guilty thou art. of murder and of Lhefl}
Guilty of perjury snd qubcroation ;
Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift;
Ghilty of incest, that abomination :

Ag sccemury by thine inclination

To all sins past, snd all that are to come,
From the crestion to the general dooto. .

¢ Mishapen Time, copesmata of ugly Night,
Swift qubitle post, carrier of gxisly care;

Eater of youth, falws slave to faise delight,

Buae watch of woes, Sins pack-harse, Virtus’s sosre;
Thou norest sll, and amrderest ]l that sre.

O hear me then, injuricus shiRing Time!

Be guilty of my desth, since of my orime.

“ Why bath thy serrant, Opportunity,
Betray’d the hours thou gav'st me to repose?
Cancel'd my fortunes, snd enchained me

To endlens dute of never-ending woen?
Time's office is to flos the bate of fous ;

To &x, wp ervour by opinion bred,

Not spend the dowry of & lawful bed.

* Time's glory is to calm contending kicgs,

To unmask falsshood, sod bring truth to light,
To stamp the seat of timw in aged things,

To wuke the mom, and centinel the night,

To wroug the wronger till be render right;

To ruinste proud buildings with thy hours,

And umear with dust their glittering golden towern

“ To Al with wocm-holes stately monuments,
To foed oblivicr with decay of things,

To blot old books, sad alter their contentl.,

To pluck the quilis frot ancient ravens’ wings,
To dry the oig osk’s sap, and cherish springs ;
To spoil sntiguities of hammer'd steel, .

Agd tumn the giddy round of Fortune's wheel:

‘* To show the beldume daughtery of ber daughler,
To muaka the child x man, the man a8 child,

To slay the tiger that doth live by slnu;ht.er

To tame the unicorn and lion wild ;

To mock the subtle, in themselves hegm.ld;.

To cheer the ploaghman with incresseful cygps,
And waste huge stones with little water-drops.

“ Why work'st thou mischief in thy pl}gnmtge,
Unleu thott could’st return to make swends ?

r retiriog micute in an xge

purchase thee g thousand thonsand fnendl,
Lendmg him wit, that to bad debtors lends: [back,
O, this dread uight, would’st thou one hour come
1 could prevent this storm, and shun this wrack |

“ Thou consalom lackey to elemity,

With som< mischaoce cross Tamoin in kis fight s
Derise sxtremes beyood extremity,

To make him carse this cursed crimsfal ight:
Let ghustly shadows his lewd eyes affright;

.And the dire thought of his committed eril

Shape every bush & hidegas shapeless devil

“ Distach his hours of rest with restiems trapaes,
Afflict bim i his bed with bedrid groeas;

Let there bechance him pitiful mischacces,

To make him moan,.but pity pot his moans :
Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder then stones;
And iet mild women to him lose their mildoess,
Wilder 1o hito than tigers iv their wildagss.
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* Let him have time $o tenr his curled bair,
Let him bave time agaimet himself to rave,
Tt him have time of {ime’s help to despair,
Let him hare time 1o live o loathed slave,
Let him have time s beggur's oris to trave s
And time to see one that by alow dath Jive,
Disdaiv to bim disdeined scraps w glve.

* Let-him have time to see hiv friends his foes,
And merry focls to mock at him rescat :

Let him have time to mark how slow time goes
Ia time of sorrow, xisd how swift and short

His tiose of folly and his tygne of sport :

And ever let his unrecalling crime |

Have tiom to wail the aburing of his Lime.

“ Q0 Time, thou totor both to good sud bad,
Teach me t0 curse him that thou tmught'st thisill!
At hiy owe shadorw let the thief ran mad,

Himself himse!f week every bonr to kill!  [eplll:
Such wretdhed hands such wretched blood should
For who 8o bass wookl such an offios bave

As slanderouy destis-mat to wo base & slurs?

4 The baser is b, coming from a king,

To shame bis hope with desds a3

The mightier man, the mightier is the thing
That mukes him honour'd, or begets him hate ;
For grestost scandat waits on greatest state.
The Mo being clooded presently in mins'd,
But [itte stars svay hide them when they Lst,

“ The ¢ror may bathe his conl-binck wiige in mive,
Arnd unperceiv'd y with the filth awny;

But if the like the soow-white swan desire,

The stain upon his ritver down will stay,

Poor groows wre sightless night, kings ploriousday.
f3oats are unnoted wheresoe'sr they iy,

But eagles gas’d apoo with every eye

< Out idis words, servants to shallow fools? .
Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitretors | :
Busy yourselves in skill-contrnding schools §
Debate where leisure serves with duil debaters;
To trembling clients be you medintors :

For me, liforce pot sargnmoent & straw,

Sinos that my ¢mpe is paat the help of law,

* In vain I rall at Opportanity,

At Titme, at Tamuin, and uncheerfal Night ;
In wain | curil with mioe wwfamy,

In wein I spurm et my confirm’d despite:

‘This halpless moke of words doth me wo right.
The remedy indect to do me good,

Is ta Jet forth my foul deflied blood.

¢ Poor hand, why quiver'st thou at this decres?
Honour thysell 1o rid me of ibis shame ;

FPor if [ die, my houcar lives in thee,

Bat if I live, thou liv'st in my defame;

Since thou could'st not defend thy loyal datne,
And wast afraid to scrateh her wicked foe,

Eill both thyseif and Ser for yieldmg s>

‘This waid, from ber be-tumbied couch she starteth,
To fimd sorse desperate instrowent of death,

But this po-elaughter-house oo tool imparteth,

To make more veot fov pastage of her breath,
‘Which thronging throagh her lips 20 vanisheth

As smoke from Etna, thet in sir cousumes,

O that which from discharged canoon fomes.
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* In wain,®” quoth she, “ I live, and seek In vaim
Sotne happy mean to and = hapless o

I fear'd by Tarquin's falckion to be stain,

Yot for the self-enme purpose seek w kaifes

But when I fear'd, L was a loyal wifn;

8¢ am I now ) no, that cannot be

Of thut trae type hath Targuio riffed me.

™ @! that is gune, for which I sought to live, -
And therefore now I meed not fear to die.

To clear this spot by death, at least [ give

A badge of fasee 1o siander’s Hvery ;

A dying 1ife to living infemy;

Poor belpiem help, the trearure stolon away,
To hum the guiltless caakot where it fay !

o Well, well, dear Coliating, thoo shalt oot know
The stained taste of viclated troth ;

1 will oot wrong thy tene sffection ma,

To fintter thee with s infringed onth;

This bastard graf shall never come to growth =
Ha shall not bowst, who did thy stock poliate,
That thou art doting Eather of hin fruit,

“ Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought,
Wor [rogh with his compmuioms at thy state ;

But thou shatt know thy interest was not bunght
Basely with goid, hat stolen from forth thy gwie.
For me, I am the mistress of my fute,

And with my trespass never wil dispense,
Tilk life to death acquit my forc'd offence.

I will not poison thee with my attuint,

Nor fobd my fault in cleanly-coin'd excuses ;
My sable proond of win 1 will not paint,

To hide the truth of this fale wight's abnses: |
My tonque shail otter all; mine eyen, like sluices,
As fromy & ountsin-spring that feeds & dale,

Shall gush pure streams te purge oy Impore tale.™

By this, lamenting Philomel bad ended

The weli-tun'd warble of her aightly sorrow,
And sotemn night with slow-ssd gait-descendod
To dgty Hell; when lo, the blushing morrow
Leods Jight to all fair eyes that light will borvow :
But cloudy Lacrece shames berself to see,

And therefore il in might would choister'd be.

BReveeling day throngh every erummy wpies,

And seems to point her out where she sits weeping :
To whormn sire sobhing epeaitn: “ Qeye of ey, [mg;
Why pry’stthou throngh mywindow? leave thy peep-
Mock with thy ticklingbeams eyey that areslecping;
Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light,
Por day bath dought to do what *s done by night.”

Thies cavils she with every thing she soes:

True grief la fond and testy as & child,

Who wayward once, hie mood with noughbt agrees,
Old woas, not infant sorrows, bear hios mild ;
Continuance taties the oney the other wild,

Like an unpractin:l swimmer plunging still,

With to muck Inbour drowns for want of shill.

50 she, deep-drenched in 2 sen of cure,

Holds disputation with each thing she visws,
And to hereelf all sorvow doth compare ;

No obfect bxit her paacion'y sirength renews;
Avd as ooe shifts, another straight efsoes:
Sometime her grief iz dunb, xod hath ne wolly 3
Sometime *t is mad, and too much wlk affards.
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" ’T is double death to drown tn'ken of shore ;

He ten timos pines, that pines beholding food ;

* Tosee the salve doth aiake the wound ache moye ;

Grest grief grieves most st that would do it good ;
Deep woms roll forward Jike a gentle fogd,
'I_:o,being-topp'd, the hound‘i;hnho'm:
Geief dallied with nor law nor limit knows.

*You machingbirds,"yaoth she, “ yoor tunes entomb
Within your bollow-swelling feather'd breasts !
Asd in my bewritig be yoo mate and dumb !

{My vestlem discord Joves no stope nor rests ;

A wofol bostess brocks not merry guests:)

Ratish yoor mimble notes to pleasing ears
Distress likes dumpe wheo time is kept with tesrs

© % Comse, Philomel, that sing’st of ravishment,

As
. %

Maks thy md grove in my dishevel’'d hajr.
the dank eerth woepn ot thy hogoishment,
1 at each med stradn will strain o tear,
And with the dia bear:

. deep grosmm pason E
For burtben-wise I ’H hom oo Targuoin etill,

While thou on Terens demcnnt’st, better akill.

¢ And whiles againit » thom thoa besr'st thy part,
Toysgpunyohupm'.ﬁhg,mm 1,

Will we find out; and there we will undold
To creatares stern sad tunes, to change their kind:
Simce mes prove bessts, let bensts bear gentle minds,

“ As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gars,

- Wildly determiniug which way to Ay,

Or ane encompan’d with & winding mazs,
‘I‘ht_umuadl.hony out readily ;

So with hevself is she in matiny,

To live or die which of Lhe twain were better,
When life is sham'd, and Denth Beprach's deblor.

* To Xill mynedt,” quoth sbe, ¥ alack | what wereit,
Bat with my body my poor scals pollution? .
They that bose half, with greator patience beay it,
Than they whose whole is swallow’d in confasico.
That mother tries n morciless conclosion,
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t Her house is sack'd, bher quiet inlevvapted,

Het mansion batter’d by the eperoy;

Her sacrad temple spotted, spoil'd, corrupted,
Gromly engirt with daring infamy 2

“Thea let it not be call’d impiety,

If in tlis blemish’d fort I make some bole,
Through which I may convey this troabled soul,

't Yet die I will oot, till my Colletine

“Hava heard the cause of my untimely death ;
That he may vow, in that sad bour of mine,
Rerenge on him that made me stop my breath,
My stained blood to Tarqain I°1! bequesth,
Which by him tainted, shell for him be spent,
And ws bin due, writ in my testament.

* My bonoue 1") bequeath unte the knife
That wounds my body so dishonoared.

T i honour to deprive dishononr’d tife;
The one will live, the other being desd :

8o of shame's ashes shall my fame ba bred ;
For in my death 1 marder shameful scom:
My shame so dead, mine bobour i new-bors.

“ Dear lord of that dear jewsl [ have lout,
What legsey shadl [ beqoesth o thee

My wwolution, \ove, shail be thy beast,

By whom smmple thou reveng'd mayssba.
How Tarquin must be w'd, resd it m e :
Mysalf, thy friend, will &ill myvelf, thy fon,
And, for my sake, pervw thov false Terquic s

“ This brief abridgemsent of my will  make:

My soul and body to the skies aud ground ;

My resolotion, hushand, do you take ;

Mine honouy be the knife’s, that makes my woand ;
| My shama be his that did my fame coniound ;
And all my fame that lives, dubumed be

To thobe that live, and thiok 0o shame of e,

“ Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will ;

How was | oversaen, that thou shalt sos it |

My blood shall wash the slandder of enine i1l

My lLife's foul deed, my life’s fair end ahall free it
Fuint not, faint Reart, but stogtly say, s be it.
Yiel to my band ; my band shall congoer thee ;
Thono desd, both die, and both sball victors be."

This plot of death when sadly cbe had leid,

And wip’d the brintsh peart from lier bright eyes,
With untnan'd tougue sbe hoarsety call’d hey muid,
Whase rwift cbedience to her mistress hies;

For fleet-wingd doty with thought’s feathers fies.
Poor Luerece’ cherks unto ber maid seem w

As winter mends when San doth malt their mow, ™

Her mistrem she doth give demure good-maerow,
With soft-slow tougue, true mark of modesty,
And sorts a sad look to ber lady's sorrow,

{For why ¢ Her face wore sorrow’s livery ;)

But duryt oot ask of her avdacionsly

Why her two anns were cloud-eclipsed a0,

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash'd with woe,

Bat as the enrth doth weep, the Sun baing st,
Fach Sower moisten’d like a melting sye ;
Fran: 0 tha maid with sweiling drops ‘gun wei
Her circled ayme, anforc'd by simpathy

Of thwose fair suns, sot in her mistresw’ sky,
Who in = mi-wav’d ocesn quench their light,

'Whiehmh-hmaid-uplikcthduynixht;



1]

A pretéy while these profty ereatnres stand,

Like jvory conduits coral cistero Alfing :

Ono justly weeps; the other takes in hand :
No canss, But company, of her drope wpiliing :
Their gentle sex to weep are often willmg;
Grieving thenipalves to guess ui others’ smarts,
And then they drowe their eyes,or bresk their hearts:

For men have marble, women waxen mi

Apd therefore are thay form’d as wmarble will ;
The weak oppres’d, the impression of straope kinds
1s form’d in them by force, by fraud, or sl :
Then call them not the autbors of their ili,

No moye than wax shall be nocounted evil,
Wherein is stamp’d the semblance of a devil.

‘Their smoothness, like a xoodly champaigs plain,
Lays open ali the littie worms that creep;

Jn men, a¢ in @ rough-grows grove, remain
Cave-keeping evils that obacurely stesp:

‘Through erystal walls each little mots will peep :
Though men can cover crimes with bold stern looks,
Poor women's faces are their own faults’ books,

No man inveigh agninet the wither'd fower,

But chide rongh winter chat the fowep hath kili'd !
Not that devour'd, bat Lhat which doth dewour,

Is worthy blame. O let it not be hild -
Poor womenr's fanlts, Lhat they are so fglli’d
‘With men's shuss: those proud lamds, to blame,
Make weak-made women tevants to {beir shame,

The pracedent whereof in Lacrece view,
Assail'd by night with vircumstances strong
Of present death, and shame that might ansus
By that her denth, Lo do ber husband wrowg t
Buch danger 0 resistance did beloog,

That dying four throogk atl her body spresd ;
And who canaot sbuse & hody dead ?

By this, miid pationos bid fair Locreos spamk

To the poor atorterfeit of her complaining :

* My gin,”" quoth she,  on what oceasjon break
Those tewrs from thee, thet dosm thy chesks mre rmin-
1f thon dost.weep for grief of my sostainiag, [iog ?
Know, gruthe wench, it anall avails my mood :

H tears coujd heip, mite own weuld do me good,

+ “Bostell me, girl,vbm‘qﬁ,”—udtheresbemg'd
Till after u desp groan—** Tarquin from, heuce
* Madam, ere [ was up,” reply'd the maid,

“ The more to bjare my sluggard Degligence:
Yot with the fault I thus far can di i
Myself wern shivring ere the break of day,
And, eve | rose, was Tarquio gooe awky.

% Hat, Tady, if your maid mey be w bold,
would request to know yoar heavipese””
peace 1™ quath Lucrece ; ™ if it shonld be wid,
The repetition cannot make it lewm ;
For move it i then I cup well express:
Avd that deep lorture may be calld & Hell,
When more js felt than one hath power o t2ll,

% Go, get me hither paper, ink, and peo—

Yet save that tbour, fur | have them here.

What shoold [ sy }—Cne of my husband's men,
- Bid thon be ready, by-and-by, to bear

A letter to my lord, my {ove, my deidr;

Pid him with speed prepare to carry it:

e cuuse craves haste, and it will soon be writ.”

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS.

!
Her maid i gove, and she propares Lo write,
First hovering o'er the paper with her quill :
Conceit snd grief an eager combat fight:
What wit sets down, i blotted stright with will;
This is too curious-good, this blwnt and il :
Much like a press of pecple st & door,
Throug her inveotions, which shall go before. -

At ]ast she thus begine : * Thou worthy lord

Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee,
Health to thy person ! pext vouchsafe to afford

(If ever, love, thy Locrece thou wilt mee)

Some prement speed to apme and vidt me :

Bo I eommend me from our bouse in grief ;

My wors e tadioos, though my are beiel™

Here folds aba up the tenour of her woe,

Her certain sofrow writ upcerisinly.

By this short schedple Colistine may know

Her grief, but not her griels true quality:

She dares not thereof make discovery,

Lest he should hold it her own groay abuse,

Ere she with blood hath stain'd her stajn’d excuse.

Besiden, the life and feeling of her pawion

She hoands, 3o when be is by 1o bear her;
When sigha, groans, and tears, may grace the
|Of her disgraca, the betiar 50 o chear her §fashion
Prom that wpicion which the warld might bear her.
To shun this blot, she would not blot the letter
With words, till action might become them bettar.

To see sad sights movos move thas hear them told §
For then the eye interprots to the emr

The heavy motion that it doth bebold,

When every part a part of woe dolh bear.

*T is but & part of sorrow that we bowr =

Deep sounds make leaser noise than shallow forde,
And sorrow ebbe, being blown with wind of words.

Her letter now is seal’d, and op it writ,

At Avdea to my lord with more than kaste

The poet sttecds, and she delivernnit, |

Charging the sour-fac’d groom to hie as fast

As [ngging fawls before the northern blast

Speed move than spesd, but dull and slow she deema:
Eatremity stil] urgeth such extromes.

The homely ¥illain curt’sies to her fow

And blushing on ber, with » stedfas eye

Receives the scroll, withont or yes orpo,

And forth with bashfull mocence doth hie.

But they whase guilt within theis’buowl lie,
Imagine every eye beholda their blame ;

Por Lucrece thought he blosh'd to see her shame.

| When, #illy groom, God wot, it was defect

Of spirit, e, and bold audacity,

Such harmiess creatures hava a troe respect
To talk in deeds, while others saucily

Promise move speed, but do it letsarely :

Even 30, thim pettern of the wors-oat age
Pawn’d honest tooks, but laid no words to gage.

Hes kindled duty kindled ber mistrust, |
That two red Brow in both their faces blazed ; |
Hhe thoaght ke blush'd, as knowing Tarquin’s lust,
And, blushing with hios, wistly on him gaxed ;

* Her earnest aye did make him avore nnazed :

The maore she sw the blogd hie chesks replenish,
The more she thoaght he spy'd in ber some biamish,

]
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‘The wexry tin she ¢xonot enfertain,
 gials @ sigh, to werp, and groan :

So woe bath wemvied woe, moan tired moan,

That she ber piuints & fittle while doth stary,

Threatning
Which the comcsited
hﬂnﬂ(ﬁnﬂ’d)bmmmmwd.

A thossand Inmentabie objects thers,

In storn of Netore, mrt gave lifeless |ife :
Nisay a dry drop seem’d & wesping tesr,

Shed for the slaughter'd hasband by the wife:
The red blood reek’d to show the painter’s strife ;
Awd dying eyes gleam'd forth their ashy lights,
Like dyinyg couls bornt ot in tadions nights.

m-qnynn—ﬂnhhmpm

‘d with swest, ahd scoemred alf with dast ;
And From the mdmﬂnmmldnppnr
The very eyea of men through loop-holes throst,
Gaxing wpon the Greeks with little last <
fnch pwert ahasrvasce in this work ww bad,
Thst one might o those far-off eyen look wad

1n yrewt commanders grace and majesty

You might behold triwmphing in their fhoes ;

1n youth, quick bearing and dexterity; .

And here and thire the painter intertaves

Pale cowands, marchiog oo with trembiing peces
mmmun-almm
That coe would swenr he e them guakes apd trem-

The fmce of either *ciphor’d sither's beart ;
Their face their manners most expresdy told :
$u Apax’ eyes blunt rage snd rigoar roll’d ;

Bat the inild glance that iy Ulysses loem,
S’ derp regwnd and mmiling gorernment.
There pleading might you me grave Nestor stand,
As & were encournging the Groelks to fight ;
Makimg soch sober action with his hand,

That it beguild attantion, charm’d the wight

I speech, it »eem'd, his beard, all ailver white,
Wagy'd up and down, aund froe his lips did 8y
Thin wmding broath, shich purld up to the sky.

Abogt him werw & press of gaping faces,
‘Which seem’d to swallow up his sound advice;
All joinily listening, bat with sereral graces,
As if sorme mecmsid did their enrs eotice ;

" Some high, some low, the paioter was 5o nice:

The sculpy of many, almost hid bebind, .
To jurmp up higher soem’d, to mock the mind,

Hare ooe man's hased Jesn’d on pnother's hend,
Pis wome being shgdow'd by b neighboar’s esr ;
Here ane being throag'd bears back, all blowo and
Another, snother'd, seemrs tp pelt aod swear; [red;
Mrat.hmnpmﬁn;uofugethqh-r,
As, bt for loss of Nestor's golden wonds,

ki secm’d they wonld debmte with angry swonds.

39
For much ironginary work wes there |

Conceit doceitful, i compact, 00 kind,

That for Achilles” imege atood hin spear,

Grip'd in an srmed hand ; himself, behind,

Was {oft unsecn, save totl:eeye of mind:

A hand, & foot, u face, & leg, & hesd,

Stood for'the whole 10 ba imagined,

Ard from the walls of strong-besiged Troy

When their brave hope, bold Hector, marchyd te
Stood many Trgjan mothers, sharing joy  [field,
To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield ;
And to their hopa they sdch odd sction yield,
That, throngh their light joy, seefred to sppenr
{Like bright things stain'd) & Kind of hesvy fear.

And, from the strond of Dardan whers (hey fought,
Te Simoix” reedy benks the red blood man,

Whese waves Lo imitate the battle songht

With swelliog ridges ; and their ranks bogun

To break upon the galled shore, and then

Retire aguin, till mesting greater raoks

They oin, and shoot thetr fourp st Simoh* banks,

To this welil-painted plece i Lucrece eoue,

To lindsfnoo where slidwu'euu nal’d.

Mauny sbe sees, where cares have carved some,
But pone where all dfgtrem and doloor dwell'd,
Till she despairing Hecuba beheld,

Staring ob Prinm's wounds with her old eyes,
Which bleeding ander Pyrrhas’ proud foot Lies.

To her the painter had anatemis'd

Time's rain, beaoty's wreck, and grim cave’s reign ;
Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were disguis’d;
Of what she was, no semblance did reouin:

Her bloe blood chang'd to black in every vein,
Wanting the spring that those shrumk pipes had H,
Show'd Jife impriscn’d in & body dead,

Qb this md shadow Locrece ber cpes,
And shapes her mrrow to the Ame's woes,
Who nothing wants to answer ber but criem,
And bitter words to ban ber croe] fom:

The paimter was oo god to Jand ber thome;

And therwiore Loctace swears ba did her wromg,
To give her ao much grief, and pot a toogue .

# Poor iwtrument,” qnoth e, “ witboot & moumd,
11l tume thy woes with my ismenting toogee :

And dropswest baloy in Priam’s painted woand,
And rail op Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong.
And with my tears quench Troy thatbaros s loag
And with my knife scratch out tha angry eyen

Gf 11l the Greoks that sre thine smamics.

“ Show nve the' strampet that begnn this stie,
That with my nails ber beauty I may tear,

Thy heat of Just, fond Paris, did incur
mmammam%mmn
Thy eye kindled the fire that baroeth here:
And here in Troy, for trespase of thine eye,
‘The sire, the am, the dsme, and davghter, die.

" Why should the private pleasure of some one
Becoms the public plagua of many moe ?

Lt sin, alowe com , light alcoe

Upoa bis hesd that hatb trapegreseed so.

Let yuiltlons souls be freed from guilty woe;
For one's ofiemce why should so many fall,

To plagure w private sin in general ?
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* 15, here waeps Heeuba, have Priam does,

Here manly Hector faints, bere Troilas swounds;
Here friend by friend in bloody chanoel Lies,

And friend to friend gives unadvised woands,
And oae man's Jast these moany lives confoands:
Had doting Priam check'd his son's desire,

Troy had baen bright with fame, and not with fire.”

Here feshiagly she woeps Troy's peinted woes:
Por sorrow, like » heary-hunging bell,

Ooce set on rieging, with his ovwn weight goes;
‘Then little strength rings out the doleful knell:

80 Lucreca set a-work, sad tales doth teli

To pepcil'd pensiveness and colour'd sorrow ; [row.
Bbe lends them words, sad she their looks doth bov-

She throws her eyes about the painting, rouad,
And whom she finds forlorn. whe doth lament :

At last she soes & wretched image bound,

‘That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent;
His face, though full of cares, yet show’d coatent:
Onward to Troy with the blunt swains ha gees,
S0 mild, thet patisnce seem’d to sootn his woes.

Y him the painter labour’d with his skili

To hide deceit, and give the harmless show
An homble gait, calma looks, eyes wailing still,
A brow nnbent, that seemn'd to welcome woe ;
Cheeks, neither red nor pnle, but mingled so
That biavhing red no guilty iostapce gave,
Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts bave,

Bat, Liks a constant and confirmed devil,

Ha epterain'd a show 30 seeming just,

Apd thersin o etaconc’d his secrex evl,

That jealousy itaelf could not mistroat
False-croeping cruft sod perjury dhould throm
Ioto o Imght 1 day wuch hisck-fac’d storms,
Or blot with ball-homn sin sach samt-like ﬁ:l'nl.

'l'ha woll-akill’d workean this tmild image dn'
¥or peyjur'd Sinon, whose snchanting story

The credulous old Priam alter slew ;

Whose words, like wild-fire, burnt the lhung;kry

Of rich-huilt llion, that the skies- were sorvry,

And liktle stars shot from their fixed

places,
_ ‘When their glas foll wherein they view'd their facse.

This picture she sdvisedly parus’d,

And chid the painter for bia woondroms skill ;
Saying, soure shape in Sinow's was aboy'd,

B0 fair & form lodg’d not 3 mind so il

And still gn him she gaz'd, and gesiog sill,
Sach sigus of trath jn his plain face she spy’d,
That she conclades the pictore was bely’d

“ 1t cannct be,” quoth ahe, * that w mnuch geile
{8he would have said) * can lusk in such « kook ;
Bat Targuin's shapa wames in ber mind the while,
And from ber toogus, crs ixrk from aoesof took ;
Jt canmot b¢ wbe in that sense forsock,

Apd toro'd it thoe: * Ii cannot ba, I find,

But soch & face should besr & wicked mind :

# Forev'n s subtle Sinon bere is puintad,
8o wber-sad, 0 weary, snd so mild,

(As if with gnefutnmlheh-dfumd)
Te me cape Tarqoln srmed § 5o baguil’d
With outward honasty, but yet defil’'d

With inward vice : ps Priam him did cherish, -
%o did I Terquin; a my Troy did perish.

SHARSPEARE'S POEMS.

“ Lovk, look, how LEeexing Priam wats his epas,
'To see thoss borvow'd tears that Rinon sheds.
Priam, why art thowoid, and yet not wise }

For ewary toar be falls, » Trojan bioeds

His aye drops five, uo water thenoe prooweds «
Thoes round ehar pearls of his that move thy pity,
Are baills of quaniiiess dre to burn thy city.

 Suck deviln soeal elisoty- frocs Byhtles Hall;

For Sinon in his fire doth’ “with ooid,
And jm that hot-barsiag fire doth dwell ;
These con! mach unity do bedd,

Only to Aatter fools, and maks them bold :
Bo Prism’s Lrowt, falee Sinon’s teury doth faitar,
That be finds meenns %0 bam bhis Troy with water,”

Ken.-llm;’d.wdmmh—:b.

That bestan from hey brosst.
sumnmmmmuum,
Comparing bim: to that unhappy guest

Whosa dead hath mesde herself hersalf datest :

At lpst sha smilingly with this gives 0'sr;  [sove.”
" fool | fool 1 quoth sha, ** his woonds wilt pot be

‘Thon sbhe and fiows the currend of hay sorrow,
And tithe doth weary Lime with ber compininimg.
Sbe looks for night, sod then sha toogs for mxortowr,
And both sbe thinks 100 kng with ber remaminyg :
Short time seems long D sorvow's & m
Thongh wae s haavy, yelit seldom
Andlhlyﬂntnmh,-t-h-ﬂwitm

Which all this time hath oversiipp'd ber thougtet,
That she with painted images hath spent ;

Being from the feeling of ber osm grief bronght
By dasp surmiss of other' datriment §
lol‘q-iarmiulhw:ofw

Tt esseth some, though wone it ever cured,

To think their dolonr othars have endored.

But cow the miodfol evessengec, aome bank, -
Brings bome his'lwdndodnermny;

Who finds hin Lucrecs clad in monming bixek ;
And rowdd shont her tesr-distained eye

Blua circles stream’d, like rain-bows 10 u:a Y
These watge-gatls in ber dimy slement
Foretall aem stormoe o thoss wirendy spent.

Which when lier sad-beholdiog hasband mw, *
Amazed]y in tee tad face he stares t

‘Her eyes, though sad in tears, look'd red and rew,
Her lively ooloor kill'd with desdly cares

‘He bath no to ask har how she fare,

But stnod, like old séqnaintsnce In a trance, ’
Met far from bmle,-mdu'in;-ch olber’s chamne,

At last he takay her by the bloodiess band,

And thus + % What ancoath ill avant

Hath thee befalben, that thou dost trembliog stand ¥
Sweet love, what spite hatb thy fair colour epent?
Why art thow (hys attic'd ie discontent ?

Unmuask, dexr dear, this moody hexvineas,

Asd éelll thy grief, that we may give vedrem™

Thres times with sighs sha gives ber sorrows fire,
Ere dnee she can disch ons werd of woe :

At length addressd to sngwer his desire,
Shamdutlymhhtm know

Her horout is ta'ent prisomer by the foe;

'| Whila Colistine and his consorted lords

. With md attestiva long to bear her words
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* for in the dresdini desd of dark midnight,

With shining falchion io my chamber came

A creeping creature, with a flaming light,

hdd‘l:lyery'd, Awake, thou Roman dame,
Aad entertnin viy love; slas lasting shame

On e and thine this oj gtlmllui.wt,

H thou y lova's desira

« ¢ Far gome hard-fevour'd groms of thive,’ quoth
¢ Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will, [he,
11 morder straight, and thes 1 ’ll slaughter Uhee,
And rwear ] fornd you where you did fuldllt

Tha esthacene act of lost, and o did kilk

The lechers in their desd : this oot will be
lyh-q.-dthymulhhmy.’

wlpelk,

and spotless is my mind ;
" That was not forc™d ; that never was jnelin'd
Toseoessary yieldings, but still pure
Duth in her poison’d closet yet endure.”

Lo here, tes bopolas mavoaot of this ko,

With boad deelin’d, and voice dam'd op with woe,
With Ind-gat eyea, and wretohsd arms strom,
Prom lips new-wazen pale beging to blow

The griaf swny, that stops s snswer mo:

But wretchead o# ba is, he strives i wain ;

Whas he bremthos cut, his breuth drinks op agein.

As (erongh an wroh the violeat maring tide
Outruns the eye that doth behold bis haste ;

Yet in the eddy boundeth in hia pride
Back to the sixnit that fore’d him on so fast ;

la rage sent out, recall’d in rage, betng past:
Esen s hin sighs, his sorrows, muake a saw,

To posb grief on, and back the same griof draw,
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Which speechiess woe of bis, poor she attendeth,
Arrd his notimely frengy thus swaketh:

“ Dear lord, thy sorrow 10 my sorrow lendeth
Another power ; no doud by ruining slaketh.

My woe 100 senvible thy pasion maketh

More feeling paiofal : let it theo saffice

To drown ons won, one pair of weeping opes

“ And for my sake, when I might charm thea so,
For she that was thy Luerece—aow me;

Ba suddenly revengoed on my foe,

Thine, mine, his own ; suppose thoa dost defend e
From whatis past: the balp thatthoushalt lend me
Comven all too iata, yet let the traitor die;

For spariog justice feeds iniquity.

“ But are I name hism, you, fair lords,” quoth she,
o those that came with Collatine)

(Speaking
4« Shall piight your honourable faiths to me,

With swift parsuit to venge this wrong of mime §
For 't is & meritorious fair Jesign,

To chase injusiice with revengeful arma : [barms.”
Enights, by their osths, ahould right potr badies’

At this reqnest, with wobls diposition

Each pressat lord begun to promise nid,

As bound in knighthood 1o her impasition,
Longing o hear the hatefnl for bewray'd.

Put ahe, that yet har xad task hath mot sad,
The prolsstation stops.  “ O spmk,” quoth sbe,
“ How may this foroed stain be wip’d from me?

* What is the gnality of mine offence,

Being copstinin’d with dresdful ciremmstance ?
May my pare smind with tbe fonl sct dispense,
My low-declined honour t0 advanos ?

May any termis acquit me from this chanes ?
The fomntain clears itself again ;

powon’d
Andwbynutl&omtbumpdledquh?"

With this, they ail st opos beyan W axy,

Her body’s stain hev primd unteinted clears ;
Whils with a joylem smide she torme awey

The fags, thet map which decp impresion bears
Of hard carr'd in it with oeaen, -

“ No, mo,” quoth she, * no damr, bereafter living,
By my excuse vhall ¢lnim excum’s givieg, »

Here with a sigh, zs if her beart would break, (sayn,
She thraws fomh Tarquin’s pamei1 “ He, be,” sha
But more the:n ke hwmmneeonldmnput.
Till after many scceots and deinys,

Untimely breathings, sick and shoct assyu,

Sha wtters thins ¢ He, he, fair lords, ’t is be,
That guides this hand to give this wownd to me.”

Ev'n hére sha shenthed in her harmlem breast

A harmial knifw, that thente her veul dosheathed :
That blow did bail it fram the deep unreat

Of that pollatad prison where it breathed :

Her contrite ofghs unto the cloods bequeathed

Har winged sprite, and throogh ber wormds doth fly
Life's lasting dets fromt canceld destiny.

Suone-aiill, artonivh'd with thiz dendly deed,
Stood Oollatine wod all kis Jordly crew ;

Till Lacvece’ father that bebolds hor blead,
Himsalf on her self-slungbter’d body threw ;
And from the poiple fonatiin Brotes drw
The murderons knife, wod m it left the place,
Her blood, In poor vevenge, hobd it In chasa g
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And babblieg from her breast, it doth divide

In two slow rivers, that the crimson biood
Cirtles her body in on every side, .

Who iie a late-sack’d inlond vastly rtocd

Bare and wpeopled, in this fearful Sood.

Some of her blood stil] pure and red remain'd,
And some look*d blask,and thet fulse Tarquinstaind,

Aboat the mooming’ aod congealed face

Of thet black bload, & watery rigol goes,
Which seems to weep tpoa the teinted place:
And ever since, ma pitying Lucrece’ woes,
Corrupted blood some watery token shows ;
And blood notaioted still doth red abide,
Blushing at that which is o putrify’d,

“ Daughter, dear danghter,” old Locreliny cries,

4 Thatlife wasmine, which thou hestbere depriv'd,

If in the chikl the father's irnage lies,

Where shall I Five, now Locrece iy noliv'd ?

'llf‘hwl;m not, to this end from me deriv’d.
children pre-decease progenitors,

We are their offspring, avd they pone of ourm

4 Poor broken glam, I oftendid bahold -

In mymmlmmyd\d age new-bovn 3
But gow that fair fresh mirror, dim and old,
Sbows me a bare-bon’d desth, by time outwom;
O, fron thy cheeks my imsge thou hest torn |
And shiverd all the beeuty of roy glacs,

That ] oo more can sce what aooe I waa

" O time, cesse thou thy course, apd lest no longéer,
¥ they surcomss to be, that shock! survive.

Shall rottey death make uest of the stronger,
And lexve the faitering fecble souls alive ¢

The old bees die, the young possess their hive;
‘Then live, sweet Lucrece, live agaiz, and soe

Thy father Jie, und not thy father thos I

By this riarts Colletine w from a dream,
And bids Lucretive give his sorrow place ;

_ And then in key-cold Locrece’ blesdiog stroam
He falis, aod bathes the paje fear in bis face,
And sounterfeits to die with ber a space ;

Till manly shame bids him pomess his breath,
And live to be revenged on hay death.

The doep vexntion of his inward soul

Hath serv'd & dumb arrest upoo hin tongos ;
Whe mad that sorrow should bis nse eootrol,

Or keep bim from heart-easing words 20 [ong,
Begins to talk : but through bis lips do throog
‘Weak words, 20 thick come in kis poor beart'saig,
That oo men could digtinguish what be gaid.

Yet sometime Targuio was prooounced plain,
But through kis teeth, as if the name Le tors.
This windy tempest, 8l it blow up rain,

Held baek his sorrow’s tide, to e & move ;
At last it rains, and hosy winds give o’er:

Then ooy and father weep with enusl strife,
Wha should weep most for daughter or for wife,

‘The cne doth ¢all her his, the other hiw,

Yet neither may pomedss the claim they lay.

The father says, * She "s mine :'" * O mins she is,”

Repliss hor hosband : * Do pot tuke away

Hy .orm’sm, Jot 0o mourNeT MY
? for her, for she was only wime,

mast be wail'd by Collatige.*

SHAKSPEARE’S POEMS.

“ 0,” quoth Lacretiut, « 1 di4 give that life,
Which she to0 early and too late hath spill® e

* Woe, woe,” quoth Collatine, * she was pry wife,
I owed her, and ’t 8 mine that she hath KP4
My danghter snd my wife with clamours fili"d

The dispers’d air, whe holding Lucrece’ life,
Anrwer'd their cries, my dewghter ond mry wife.

Brotus, who pluck’d the knife frons Locrece’ side,
Seeing such emalation in their woe,

Hegan to clothe his wit in state and pride,
Buryitg in Lucrece® wonnd his folly™s show.

He with the Romans was esteemed so

As siily-jearmg idiots are with kings,

For sporting words, and nttering foolish thioge

But now he throws that shallow habit by,
Whepein deep poticy did him disguise ;

And arm'd his loag-hid wita advisedly,

To cieck the tears in Collatinue’ eyes.

* Thoa wronged lord of Rome,’” quoth he, “ arise
Let my unsounded self, suppos’d & fool,
Now st thy long-experienc’d wit to school.

“ Why, Coltatine, i woe the core for wne ? )
Do woundshelp wounds, or griefhelp grievous deeds ?
In it revenge to give thyeelf a blow,

For bis foul aet hy whom thy fuir wife bleads ¢
Such childish humour from woak minds prooseds ;
Thy wretchod wife mmtook the matier 5o,

To vy berself, that should huve sinin her fou

“ Courageots Roman, do not steep thy hewrt

In such velenting dew of inmentations,

But kosel with me, and help to bear thy part,

To rouse onr Roman gods with invocations,

That they will suffey these abominations,

Since Rome herself it then doth stand disgraced,
‘By our stroog arme froms forth her fair strests chasad.

“ Now by the Capitol thet we adore,

. And by this chaste blood so unjustly stained,

By Heaveo’s fair Sun, that breeds the fat E.m.h’
store,

By all oor country rights m Rome maintained,
And by chaste Lacrece’ sou] that late complained
Her wrongs to us, aed by this bloody ¥uife,

We will revange the death 6f this troe wife™

Thiz said, he struck his hand upon his breast,
And ¥iss'd the fatal knife to end hiv tow;

And to hia protestation urg®d the rest; ~

Who wooderticg at him, did him words allow:
Then jointly ta the ground their koees they bow
And thint deep vow which Brutus made before,

He doth again repest, and that they swore.

When they bad sworn to this advised doou,
They did ecnclude to bear desd Lucrecs teaon ;
To show the bloeding body thorough Rome,

4nd o to publish 'I'uqnm’t foa) oflence:

Which being done with spendy diligence,

The Romans pisusibly did gwe consent

Te Tarquin's everlasting banishment.
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BONNET L

Fuou faivest croatures we desire increase,
That therehy he-uty*l TNe :lught never die,
But as the riper Id by time 4

i tender heir might bear his memory t

But thou, comtracted 1o thive ows bright ey,
Feod'st thy light's fame with self-substantial fuel,
Making » famine where abundance lies,
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too croel.
Thon that ert now the world’s fresh oroamesd,
Aud only berald to the gaudy spring,

‘Within thine own bod bnnutthy content,
Axnd, tonder churl, mak'st waste in niggarding.
Pity the workd, or else this glatton be,

To ent the world's due, by the grave wd thew,

BONNET 1L

Wiax forty winters shall besiege thy brow, -
And dig deep tronches in thy beanty’s fleld,

Thy youth's proad livery, so gaz'd oo now, -

Wil be & tatter'd wead, of small worth held:
Then: beinyg a1k’d where all thy beavty Les,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days;

To say, within thine own deep-sunkeo eyes,

Were an all-eating ahlme, apd thriftless prase.
How mach mors praite deserv’d thy beauty's use,
If thon could’st angwer—*¢ This fair child of mive
Rbail mm my cooot, and make my old mease—’
Proving his beanty by sucoession thine,

This were to bé paw-wade when thou art old,

And soe thy biood wenn when thou feel'st it cold.

SONNET I
Loox in thy glass, and tel] the face thou tiewest,
Now is the tume thiut face shonld form another;
Whese fresh repair if now thow not reneleest,
Thow dost beguile the world, noblest scane mnther,
For wheye i 1he m faiy, wbose on-oard womb
Disduie the tillage of thy hosbawdry ?
Ur who is he 30 fond, will be the tomb
A0f his self-fove, to stop posterity ?
Thou art thy mother's glas, snd she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime: .
o thea through windows of thine age shalt see,
Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.
But if thon Jive, ranemberd not to be,
Dis singie, and thine image dies with thes,

. .

* BONNET 1V.

Uwrmarery loveliness, why dost thon spend
Upen thy‘lelf thy huuty s legacy ?

Natures bequest gives nothing, but doth lend,
Andt being she lends to those are free.
Thew, besuteous niggard, why dost thoa abuss
‘The bounteous largcss given thee to give ?
Profitless nsurer, why dost thon nse

So great a sum of sutms, yei canst not hve’
For baviog trafic with tyself alove,

Thoa of thyself thy swoet self dost deceive, |
Ther bow, when Nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable avdit canst thog leave ?

Thy upus'd besuty must be tomb’d with thes,
‘Which, as’d, lives thy executor (o be.

-

"

BONNET V.

Tmhwm that with genﬂe work did frams
The lovely gave whore avery eye dotb dwell,
Will piay the tyrania to the very satoe,

And that unfair which fairly doth excell ;

For never-resting timne leads summer on

To hideows winter, and cosfounds him there;

Sap check'd with frost, and lasty Leaves quite gone,
Besnty o’ersnow’d, and bareses cvery where:
Then, were not summer'y distillation left,

A liquid prisoper peat iu walls of giasm,

Reauty’s effect with beanty were berefy,

Nor it, nor 0o remembrancs what it was,

But fiowers distill'd, though they with winter mut.
Leese but theirshow ; theirsubst till liv

——

SONNET VI.

Tozx let not winter's hend deface

o thee thy summer, ¢re thoo be distill’d :

Make swoet some phisl, ireasure Lhou soms place
With beauty’s treasure, eve it be selfkill'd.

That vee is not forbidden wsary,

Which happies those that pay the wilimg ic-n H
“That s for thyself to breed snother thee,

Or ten times happier, be it ten foc one;
Tmumuthys&fmhwathnthonm

If ton: of thine ten times refigur’d thes:

Then, what conld desth dmf thon shwld'ddopﬁ.,
Leaving thee liring in y?

B pot self-wiil’d, for thon art much too faie

Tobe dexth's cooquest, and make worms thine heir,

SONNET VIL

Lo, in the erient when the gracions light
Lifts up his burping head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new- appeating might,
Serving with [ooks his mecred majesty ;
And baving climb'd the steep-up henven
Resembling strong youth io his middle g
Yet mortal looks adore his bexuty otill,

‘ ey " hi' 1.3 ‘]!_ 5

But when from hegb-mou pitch, with WEATY aur,
Like foeble age, he recleth from the day,

The ayes, 'fore doteous, now coarerted are *
From his Jow tract, and ook spother wuy:

So thou, thyself out-going o thy poon,

Uulook'd on diest, uniems thon get » son

hil,
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! SONNET VIIL
Mune to hear, why hear'st thott music sadly 3
Bweets with sweets war not, joy delights i Joy,
Why [ov’st thou that which thou receiv’stnot glad-
Or else receiv’st with pleasnre thine aonoy? [Iy?
if the true convord of weli-tuned wmonds,
dnions oarried, do offend thive ear, -

do bet swestiy chide thee, who confounds
In z:gim the party that thot shonld st bezr.
Mark bow one string, sweet husband to anether,
Strikes each in each by mutusl ordering;
Resembiing aire and child and bappy mother, -
‘Who ail i one, ope pleasing note do sing:
Whose speechiess song, being many, seeming one,
Sioge thin to thee, ** thoa single wilt prove sane,”

SONNET M.

T it for fer to wet & widow's epe,

That thou eonsum'st thyself in single tife ?

Ab ! il show lesueless shalt hap to die,

The world will wail thee, like u thakelers wife ;

Tha wotld will be thy widow and still weep,

That thou me formn of thee hest Leit behind,

When svery private widow well may keep,

By children’s eyes, her hushand’s shepe in mind.

Look, what an unthwift in the world doth spepd, *

Bhifts but his place, for still the world enjoysit;

Bat benuty’s wasts buth in the world an end;
 And kept uncs'd, the uset 0 dawtroys it

No Jove toward others in that bosom sits, :

That ob hiswelf sach morderovs shame commits.

BONKET XK.
Fou shame ! deny that thou bear’st Jove to any,
Who for thyself art o i
Gruut, if thou wilt, thoa art belov'd of many,
But. that thou nobs 10v'at, is most evident ;
For thou art s pomen’d with murderous hate,
That *geinst thyself thou stick’st not 1o conspire,
Seeking that basutecus roof to ruinate,
Which to repair should be thy chief denive.
O change thy thooght, that I may change my mind !
Shall kate be fairer lodg’d than gentle love ?
Be, a8 thy ce is, grecions and kind,
Orto ﬂnymeut. kitd-hearted prove:
Muke thee ancther self, for love of me,
‘That beauty still may Kre in thine or thee,

BONNET XL

As fast as thou shalt wanes, 3o fast thou grow’st,
Io one of thiue, fram thet which thon departest 5
And thut fresh blood which youngly thou bestow'st,
Thou may's call thine, when thou from youth con.
Herein lives wisdom, besuty,and increase; [vertest.
Withoat his, foily, age, and cold decay:

If alt wore minded %0, the tiroes should ceass,
Aod threescore years would make the world away.
Let those whom Hature hath not made for stote,
Hargh, featurelesn, and rude, barvenly perish:
Look whom sbe best endow’d, she gave the more ;
Which bountecns gift thou sbould'st in bousty che-

rish:
She carv'd thee for her sen, and memat themdry,
Thou should’st prict more, nor kst that copy die.

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS.

. SONNET XI1

Wasx I do count the clock that teils (he time,
And see the brave day sunk in hidecus might ;
When [ behold the violet past prime, |

And sable curls, all silrer’d o'er with white;

When lofty trees [ vee barren of [eaven,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,

And summer’s greer a1l girded up in sheaves,
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard ;
‘Then of thy beaoty do I question make,

That thou among the wastes of time must go,
Since gweets and beauties do themselves forsske,
And die as fast as they see others grow;

And nothing *geinst Time's scythe can make defonce,
Save breed, to brave hitn,when ho takes thee hence.

SONNET XIIL

O Teat you were yonrself! but, fove, you are

No longer your's, than you youtsélf hers live :
Agsinst this comfng end you should prepare,

And your sweet semblance to some dther give

80 should that bewoty which you hold in leape,
Find no determination: then yoa were

Yourself aggin, after yourself's decesse,

When your sweet imue your sweet fortn should besr.
‘Who lets s fair & house fall to decay,

Which hasbandry in hooour might uphold

Aguainat the stormy gunts of winter’s duy,

And barren rage of death’s eternal coid ?

0! nooe bot anthrifts :—Dear my love, you know,
You had s father; iet your son sy so.

BONNET XTV.

Nov from the v do T my jodgment pluck;
And yet methmka I heve wtronomy,

Hat not to tell of good, or evil Tuck,

Of plagues, of dearthe, or seasons’ guality :
Nor can I fortune to brief minntes tell,
Pointing to each kis thunder, rale, and wind ;
Or say, with princes if it shafl go well,

By &ft predict that I in Hesven find:

But from thine eyes ny koowiedge I detive,
Ang (constant stary) iv them I read auch art,
As truth and beanty shall together thrive,

I from thyself to store thou would'st convert :
Or else 4f thee this 1 icate, )
Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date,

g ——
o

./ SONNET XV.
Wray [ ooosider every thing that grows
Holds in perfection bot a little fnoment,
That this huge state presenteth nought bat showa
Wihverson the atars in secret inflastoe comment ;
When I perceive that men as plants inerease,
Cheered nod check’d ev'n by the seif-same sky 3
Vaunt in thair youthful sap, st height decromse,
And wear their brave state out of memory;
Then the conesit of this inconstant stxy
Seta you mast rich in youth beftre my aight,
Where wasteful time debatoth with decay,
‘To change your day of youth to suilied ni
And, all in war with time, for love of yom,
As he tulies from you, I angralt you Dew,

_‘;



SONNET XVI.
Bery wherefore do not you a mightier wey
Make war upcmn this bloody tyran, Time *
Are] fortify yopreelf in your decsy
With weans more blessed than my barven rhyme ¢
Kow rtand you on the top of happy bour;
A many maiden gardens yet unset,
With rirtaoos wish would bear you liviog Sowers,
Mauoch liker thao your painted counterfert:
Snnhouldthelinﬂofﬁl;:]thﬂﬁferqnir,
‘Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen,
Neither in inward worth, nor outwrd fair,
Can nake you Eve yourself in ayes of men.
To give avay yoorself, keeps youpself still ;
And yon muost live, drawn by your own sweet skill,

SONNET XVIL

Woo will believa my verse [n time to come,

M it weve fi1i'd with your most high deserts ?
Though yet Heaven knows, it is but a6 a tomb
Which tides yoar liftand shows pot balf your parfs.
If I could write tbe besaty of your eyes,

And in fresh pumbers number all your graces,
The nge to come would say, “ this poet lies,
Swech besvoaly touches ne'ertoach’d eartbly facen”
5o shoald my papers, yellow'd with their age,

Be scorn’d, hke old men of lexs truth than tongue ;
And your troe rights be term’d a poet’s Tage,

And stratehed metre of an antique song:

Bot wers some child of yours alive that time,

You shoald live twice ;—in it, sod i MY rhyme

.
SORNET XViHf.

Buatt [ compare thes to w summer’s day ?
Thou art mote lovely and more temperate:
Rough windsdo shake the darliag buds of May,
And sommer's Jease hath ol too short a date 3
Sometime too bot the sye of Hexven shines,
Apd often is bis gold complexion dimm'd ;
And every falr from fair sometimo declines,
By chiance, or natare’s changiog course, uutrint’d;
Buat thy etexnal surnmer shall pot fade,
Nor lose posssssion of that fair thou owest ;
Nor ahxil Death brag thou wander’st ia bis sbade,
When in elernal lineg to time thou growesf:
So loug a8 men can breathy, or eyes can see,
So loug lives shis, aad this gives life to thes,

SONNET XIX,

Devorzims Time, blont thou the lion’s paws,

And made the BEarth devour her own swest brood ;
Phack the keen teeth from the ferce tiger's jaws,
And bara the leng-tiv’d phenix in ber blood ;
Make glnd and sorry sewsons us thoo Seet'st,

And 40 whate'sr thoo wilt, swift-fooled Time,

To the wide worid, and sil ber fading sweeta ;
Buot 1 forbid thee ose most hejoous erime:

O carve not whtt thy hours my love’s fair brow,

Xox draw ne lives there with thipe antigne pen; -

Him in thy conme urtafoted doaklow,

TPor beaaty'y pattern 10 sucecediog men.

Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,
My lovs shall o my versa avey Jive yoyng.

SONNETS.

- 45
S0NNET XX.
A woman'y face, with Netnrets own hand painied,
Hamt thou, the mustor-mistress of my pagsios ;

A women's gontle heart, but mot sequainted

With shifting change, as is faise worens fashion ¢
An eye more beight than theirs, jem false in rollag,
b Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;

A thap in hoe, ail hues in hiv controlling,  {eth.
Which steals wen’s éyes, and women’s souls amaz-
And for & woman wert thou fret crested ;

THI Nmure, a2 she wroaght thee, fall a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defested,
By zdding coe thing to my purposs snthiog.
But since she priok’d thes out for wormen's please
Mive be thy love, and thy jove’s use their tressare.

BONNET XX1.

So i it not with me as with that Muse,

Stirr'd by a painted besoty to his verse ;

Who Henven itself for omament doth use,

And every fair with his fair.doth rehesrse ;
Making » cooplement of proud compere,

Witk Son and Moon, withearth and sea's rich gerus,
With April's Srst-born flowers, and all things rare
That Heaten's air in this huge rondire bems

O let me, true i love, but truly write,

And thew beljeve me, mialzn is g fafr

As any mother’a child, though not so bright

As those gold candles fin’d in Heaven's air:

Let them say more that like of bearsay well ;

1 will ot perise, that purpose not to well,

SONNET XXIL

Mv glam thall not persuade me  am old,
S0 loog as youth sud thou are of one date ;
But when in thee time’s furrows 1 beboid,
Then ook [ desth my days sbould expinte,
For sll that beauty that doth cover thea,
Is but the seemly raiment of my heard,
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine inthey
gw ean b thten be eld;'r than thou art?

therefore, love, be of thyself so wary,
;.l wot !gr myself, but for thee will ;

ring thy beart, which I will kesp »0 chary

As tender nurse her babe from &2:1; fl.
Presume not on thy heart wheu mive is slaim
Thoo gar'st me thine, oot o give back agnin.

v
BONNET XXIIL

As an imperfeot sctoron the

Who with hihrhptbﬁmpu,

Or some ficros thing replete with ton mweh rage,

Whose strength'sabandance weakens hisown beart;

So 1, for fear of trast, forget to sy

The parfect coremony of iove’s rits, .

And in mige own kove's strangth soemn te decay,

O'ercharg'd with burthen of mmas owg owe's npght.

J(‘)nllzlﬂ.dm;bbotwbbeﬁ:euthee
umb pressgers of my speaking bresst 3

Who plend for love,. and look for reccoapease,

Move than that tongne that more hath more ex-

Oleyra toread what silent kove hath writ: {pres’d.

_| To bear with eyss belongs te love's ftne wit



.

&

BONNET XXIV.
Mo eye hath play’d the painter,and hath steei'd
‘Thy beauty’s form in table of my beart ;
My body is the frexme wherein 't is beid,
And perspective it is best painter’s art.
For through the painter must you see his okill, |
To find where your trus image pictur'd lies,
Which in my bosom’s shop is bavying sill,
That hath his windows glazed with thive ayes
Now sen what good tomns eyes for eyes bave done;
Mice eyes have drawn thy shape, aod thioe for me
Are windows to wy breast, where-through the Bun
Delights to poep, to gase therein oo thee ;
Yot eyes this curming want to grace their art,
. They draw but what they soe, know ot the heart

BONNET XXV.

Lxr those who are in ferour with their stars,
Of public bonour and proud titles boast,
Whitst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,
olock’d for joy in that I onoor most.
Great princes’ favoarites their fair leaves spread,
But s the marigold at the Sun’s eye;

And in themseives their pride Lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die

The painful warrior famoused for Sght,

After & thousand victorien doce foil'd,

Is from the book of bonour rased guite,

And gll the rest forgod for wbich he wil'd:
Then happy I that love amd am beloved,
Where I may not remove oor be remored.

N

SONNET XXVi.

Lorn of my love, to whom in vassatage
Thy merit hath my duty struegly kait,
To thea I send this written embamage,
To witness duty, not to show my wit.
Duty so great, which wit 1o poor as mine

May make secm bare, In wanting words to show it ;.

But that I hope some good conceit of thine

In thy swl's thought, &1} naked, will bestow it:

T whatsoerver star that guides my moving,
Puints on me graciwoosly with fair aspet,

And puts apparel on my tatiered loving,

Toshow me worthy of thy sweet rewpect :

‘Then mey I dare to boast how 1 do love thee,
Till thew, 0ot show my head whers thoo may’st

prove me,
Vv

. SONNET XXVIL
‘Wrany with toil, I haste me to my bed,
The desr repose for limba with travel tired ;
But then begios a joursey in my hewd,
To work my mind, when body’s work *s expired
For then my thoughts {from far where I abide)
Intend » zealows pilgrimags to thee,
And keep my drooping eye-lids opan wids,
Looking e derkmess which the blind do see.
Save that tay soul's imaginery sight
Prements thy shadow to my sightion view,
‘Which, liibe & jewe! hung iv ghastly night,
Makes black might beanteons, and ber old face new.
Lo thas by day my limbe, by might my miod,
For thet, apsd for mywelf, 0o qaict fied,

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS.

SONNET XXVIIL -

How can I then retum in happy plight,

Thatam debarr’d the benefit of rest ?

When day's oppresmicn is oot eas'd by nght,

But day hy night snd night by day oppress’d ¥

And each, though enemies to sither's reign,

Do in consent shake hends to torture me,

‘The one by toil, the other to compluin

How far 1 toii, still farther off from thes.

I tel the day, to pleass him, thon art bright,

And dost bior grace whea cloads do blot the Hea-

30 flatter I the awart-compiexion’d nigitt; [veaz

When ting stars twire not, thon gild'st the even.

But day doth dsily draw my sorrows longer,

Apd night doth nightly ke griefs lagth posm
stropger.

——

SONNET XXIXL

Wanx in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,

I ail zlons beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf Henren with my bootless cries,
And look upon my»elf, and curse my

Wishing me like to one more rick in hope,
Featar'd Jike him, like him with friends possemsy’d,
Desiring this men’s art, and that mans scope,
With what [ moat efoy contented least ;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despininyg,
Haply [ thipk on thee—and tben my state
{Like to the lark xt bresk of day arizing

From sullen EBarth} sings bymns at Heaven's gate ;
For thy sweet love remember’d, stoh wealth brings,
That thea [ scorn o change my state with kings.

’ BONNET XXX.

Wi to the semions of sweet silent thoaght

1 summon up remembrance of thingy past,

1 sigh the Jack of many & thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear tme’s waste:
Thea can [ drown an eye, wore'd to flow,

For preciouns friends hid in death’s duteless nighe,
And weep afrmb love's long-since cancel'd won,
And moan the expease of maay a varish’d sight.
Then can 1 grieve at grievanoes

And hearily from woe Lo woe tell o’ar

The sad gecoont of fore-bemoaned monn,
Which | naw pay as if not pay'd before.

But if the while I thiok oo thee, dear friend,

All Jossen xro restor’d, end sorrews end.

BONNET XXXE

Twr bosom is endenred with all hearts,

Whick 1by lacking huve supposed dead ;

And there reigns love and all love's loving peris,
And all those friends which I thonght buned.
How many s boly snd il tear

Hath dear religioas love solen from mioe eye,
As inteyest of the dead, which now sppear

Dut things remov'd, thal hidden io thoe lie |
Thou art the grave whers boried Jove doth live,
Hong with the trophies of my loven gooe,
Who al] thejr parts of me o thea did give;
That due of many now is thine alone:

Their images 1 lov'd, ] view in thee,

And thon (all they) st all the all of me.



& SONNET XXXIL

Ir thou survive my well-contepted day,
‘When that chord Death my bones with dust shall

Compare them with the bettering of the time ;

Aml though they be outstrippd by every pen,

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyms,

Euceeded by the height of happier men. -

i‘.)’:ltn }nnchaf;fme but this I‘ng thonght !
my fricad’s Muse with this growing

A dearer birth thon this his loos had srought, o

To mar kin roths of better equipage:

But tince Ae died, and poets better e,

Theirs for their style I U read, kir for kis love.

, SONNET XXXIIL *' .
FoLr muny a ;Ionmmommg bave 1 seen

the tai th
ks A m‘k’.?i"uli‘ ;'féﬁ.’i’?m?;?

with b veu chymy ;
:!J ;ttb’e ’

ui
chk oo his cElJ:téi!] fée *
the foﬂom mld hu ?e sde,

&ﬂx s ke
1@} 'xl? pfﬁ:%kudo%l yb v.

t! sfalk! be was but one hoor mise,
Tie regioo clood hath mask’d him fmm me naw.
Yer hungf this my love no whit di
umdd WYy fain, wlen

rﬂu Sun

SONNET XXX(V.
Way Gdat thon premise anch 3 boauteous day,
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To letbaar cloudy o’extake me in my way,
Hofing thy bravery #o their rotten smoks ?
*T » vt enoagh that through the clood thon break,

To dry the aig oa oy storm-beaten face,
For no man'ypel] of such a ralve can spesk,
That heabs the woumd, and cures mot the disgmce:

For can thy shame give physic to my grief;
Thowgh thog repent, yet [ have still the joss :
The offender’s sorrow Jends bot weak refiet

To him that bears the strong ofience’s crom.

Ak ! it those tears aro peari which thy lovesheds,
And they are rick, sapd racsom all ill deeds.

BONNET XXXV.

Xo more be griev'd ot that which thon hast dooe :
Raosm bave thorns, and «lver founteine mad ;
Clonds and eclipses stajn both Moon and Sun,
Aad lostbeome canker lives m temt bod.
All men make fauits, and even [ i this,
Aathorizing thy trespary with comphre,
Myse!f corrupting, ssliviog thy smims,

ing thy siws morp than thy sms are:
For to thy seoacal fautt I bricg in sense,
(Thy adverse party i thy sdvocute)
And "gaiost myself & lawful plea commence :
Boch civil war is in my love snd bate,
‘That | an scoetmry needs must be
To thet sweet thief, which warly Nhﬁ'un m

47
SONNET XXXV,

Lar me coafess that we two must be twain,
Althongh our undivided loves are one:

So shali those blots that do with we remaiy,
Without thy help, by me be borne alove.

In oar two lovey there is but one respect,
‘Though in our lives a separuble apite,

Whick though it slter not love's acle effect,
Yet doth it steal sweet hoars froms love's delight.
| may oot evarmore acisuwledge thee,

Lext my bewniled guilt shoubd do thor shame ;
Nor thou with public kindoams b e,
Unlew thon take thal hasour from thy name :
Bat do nat 30 ; 1 love thee in such sort,

As thon baing mine, mine s thy good report.

BONNET XXXVIL

Asn it Father takes delight

To see his active child do deeds of youth,

So 1, made [ame by Fortune's demrent api
Take sll my comfort of thy worth sod trath
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of these all, or all, or more,

szmial in thy parts do crowned o,

[ muike my love engrafted to this sore:

So then [ am not Iame, poor, nor despin'd,
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give,
That { in thy abondance atnt wufic’d,

And by a part of all thy glory live.

To.k what is best, that best 1 wish in theo;
This wish 1 have; then teu tines happy mol

+

. SONNET XXXYVIIL

How can my Mose want sabject to invemt,

While thou dost breathe, thet poar’st into my verse
Thine Gwo sweet xrgument, too excellent

For every rulgar paper to rehearse ?

Ob, give thyself the thanks, if sught in me
Worthy , stand agsiont thy nght.

For who ’s 10 dumb that cannct write to thea,
When thou thyself dost give inventios light !

Bé thoy the tenth Muie, tag times more ic worth
Than thowe old nine, which rhymers invocate;
Aid he that calls on thee, Jet him bring forth
Eternal numbers to out-live loag date.

If my alight Mose do please these curions days,
‘The psin be miae, but thine shall be the praise.

BONNET XXXIX.

O mow thy worth with ssanness may I sing,
When thon wrt all the better part of e ?

What ¢an mice o-npu-awwmmldﬁmnﬁ
And what is 't bot mine own, when [ praise then
Even for this et us divided live,

And our dear fove lose name of tingle one,

That by this separaticn I may give

That dye to thee, which thou desery’st alone,

O abegnce, wiat a torment woald’st tho prove,
Were it oot thy sour [eisure gave sweet lenve
To emtertain the time with thoughts of love,
{Which time and thoughts sosweetly doth deceive)
And that thou teachest bow tomkeonetvuu,
By praising him bers, who doth beacs remain.
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SONNET XL

Taxx all my loves, my love, yes, take them all;
What hast thou then more than thou hadst before ?
No love, my love, that thoo may'st troe love eall;
All mime was thipe, before thou bhadat this more,
Then if for my love thoo my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee, for my love thou nsest ;

But yet be blam'd, it thoo thyuifdece:vut

By wilful twrie d"hlt thyself refasest,

1 do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee ull my poverty ;

Apd yet [ore knows, it b 2 greater grief

To bewr love's wroog, thun hate’s known injary.
Eazcivious grace, in whom all il} well shows,
Kill me with apites ; yet we must not be foe

SONNET XLI.

Trom pretty wiongs that liberty commits,
When [ am sometime absént from thy heart,
Thy beauty and thy years full well befita,

For atil} temptation follows where thon art.
Gentle thou are, and therefors to be won,
Beautscus thou art, therefore to be amail'd ;
And whep a woman wooes, what woman's so0
Will scurly leave her till she have prevail'd?

Ah me! but yet thou might'st, my sweet, forbear,
And chide thy beauty and thy stragi ﬂF yuuth,
Wha lead thee in their riot even the

Where thou art forc'd (0 break a two-fold trath
Her's, by Lhy besuty tempting her to thee,
Thine, by thy beanty being false to me,

—

SONNET XLIL

Twar thon bast her, it is pot all my grief,

And yet 1t may be said T lov’d her dearly;
That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,

A lcss in love that touches me more neacly.
Loving offenders, thos [ will excose ye:—
Thon dost love her, because thou know'st 1 love her;
And for my sake even 3o doth she abuse me,
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her,
If I lose thee, my foss i my love's gain,

Axd lostuy her, my friend hath found that foss ;
Both find exchk other, and T lose both twain,
And both for my sake lay on me this srosa: ;
But hers 'a the joy ; my friend and Iare ons
Sweet flattery -—then she loves but me alons,

BONNET XLIIL

Wanw muost T wink, then do mine eyes best ase,
For ull the day they view things unrespected ;
But when { sleep, Tn dreams they look on thes,
And derkly bright, are bright in dark direeted.
Thenthoo, whoae shadow shadows doth make bright,
How woald thy shwdow’s form forin happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light,
When to cosesiag eyes thy shade shines se ?

How would (I eay) mine eyes be blegsed made
By lookin .f ou thee in the living day,

When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade
Tarough hexvy steep on fightiess eyes doth stay ?
Ali days ara nights to see, til! T see thee,; [me.
And pights, bright dayy, whes dreams 3o show thee

SH AKSPEARF?, POEMS,

; SONNEI‘ XLIV.
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l'lr the dull substzpee of iy, Besh were thonght,
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SONNET XLV.

Tar other two, slight air and purging flre,
Are both with thee, wherever [ abide;

The first my thought, the other my desire,
These present-sbacnt with swift motion alide.
For when these quicker elements are gone

In tender embasty of [ore (o thea,

My life beiog made of four, with 4wo zlooe,
Siaks down 1o death, oppress’d with melancholy ;
Unti] life's composition be recured

By those swift messenger return'd from thee,
Who even but now come back agein, assared
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me:

This told, | joy; but thea wo Jou glad,

1 send them back sgain, and sraight go s

,

{ BONNET XLVL

Mixa oye and heart are at & mortal wer,

How to divide the conquest of thy sight ;

Mine eye my beatt thy picture’s sight would bar,
My beart, mine gye the freedom of thet right.

My hexrt doth plesd, thet thoo io bim dost be,

{ A closct pever pierc'd with ayes)

But the defendant doth that plea deny,

And says in him thy fair appearance Jies.:

To ’cide this title is impanuetled

A quest of thowghts, a1l tesants to the eart ;

And by their verdict is deteroined

The clesr eye's moiety, and the dear bheart's purt:
As thus ; mine eye’s due is thy outward pert,
And my heart’s right thy iowsrd love of Beart.

SONNET XLVIL

BrrwixT mipe eye and heart a lexgue is took,
And cach doth good turns now unto the other:
When that mize eye iz famisk’d for & lock,

Or heart in fore with sighs hitnself doth nmntlm-
With my love’s picture then my eye doth fenst,
Apd to the peintad banguet bids my beart:
Angthar time tuine éye is My heart’s guest,

And in his thoughts of love doth shere a partt
Sa, either by thy picture or my love,

Thysclf away art pressnt still with moe ;

For thou oot farther thun my thoughts canst move,
And | am sl with them,andtheywﬂhl.hee;
Or if they sleep, thy ptctl.tl'\e in my sight

Awnkes Iy beart to Benrt's and eye’s delight.



SONNETS.

SONNET XLVIIL

How careful was | whon I took my way,

Each trifle under truest bars to thrun,

That, to vy ne, it might uamed sthy

Trom bands of falschood, in sare wards of Lrum !
Bot thoa, to whom my jewels trilles ure,

Moat worthy cemfort, now my greatest grief,
Thom, best of dearest, sudd mma caly care,

Art boll the prey of svery vulgar thief.

‘Thoe bave | vt lock'd up in any chest,

Save where thoo art not, though t feel thon art,
Withia the geatle closure of my breast,

From whamee st pledsure thou may'st come and part;
Asnd gveny thance thon wilt be stolen I four,

For truth proves thievish for a prize wo desr.

BONNET XLIK

Acarpyy that thae, if ever that time come,
When I ghall sex thee fronn om my defects,
Whenzy Ly love bath cast bis ctodt som,
Call'd to that acdit by advis'd respects,
Againat that tiwe, whan thou shalt strangely pass,
Avd scarcely greet me with that sum, thine eye,
When love, convertad from the thing it was,
Shall vessoms find of settled gravity,

Against that tiose do 1 ensconce me bore
Within the Imowhedge of mine owu desart,

And this my band sgaingt myself opeaar,

To guand e lawful reswons on thy part :
To Jeave yoor tae thou hast the strength of laws,
Snce, why to I cam allege 1o canse,

SONNET L.

How heavy do T joorney ca the vay,

Wiea whet | seek,—my woary iravel's end, —

Doth teach thaet exse and that to sy,

* Thos far the miles ure mexgur’d from thy friend "

“The beast that bears me, tired with my won,

Ploda dully om, to bear that weight in me,

Az if by somwe metmet the wretoh did know

His vider lov’d not spoed, beiug made from thee :

The bloody spur canoct provoke bim on

That sownetimes anger thrusts ino his bide,

Which bearily be nhswers with s groan,

ore sharp to me than spurring to his sde ;

Tor that sama groan doth put this in my mind,

My grief lics caward, and ‘my joy bebind.

BONNET 1L

Twet can my love exeom the slow oflence -

Of my deit bearer, when frooe thee [ speed ;

From where thow art why shoald Ihaste me thence ?

Till T retarn, of posting s o ooed.

©), what excuse will my pouwr beast then find,

When swift extremity epn seem bat slow }

Then choald 1 , thongh mouandsd oo the wind ;

In winged 0o wotion shall T mow :

Thea can D0 horwe with my desire keep pace ;

Therefora desire, of Jova being mwda,

Shall neigh (we daf] fesh) in kis &7y race ;

But kve, for lowe, thus shall excuse my jade 3

Sinoe from thee ha want wilfo] slow,

1m0!. thee 1 'li ron, snd give Lim lewre 10 go.
YOL vV,

SONNET LIL

S0 am. I as tha rich, whoss blested key

Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasnre,
The which ke will 20t every hour survey,

For blngting the fine point of seldom plearure:
Therefore are feasts 20 sclemn and 20 rare,
Siuce seldom coming, iv the long year set,
Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,
Or captain jeweh in the cercanet.

So is the tima that you, a8 my chest,
Or ws the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,
To make souie special matant apacisl-bless'd,
By naw uafolding his imprison’d pride.
Nn;-odmyuu,_whn'wthim-gimm
Being had, to trivusph, beiog laek'd, 4o hope.

And you . Grooken tires am painted mew :

Speak of the spriag, and fobeon of the yeur)

The one doth'shadow of your beuuty show,

The other s your boasty doth appear,

Andrninerwyu-dahapenhw.'

in sll external grace yeu have some part,

But you like nane, nops you, for coostent beart.

—_— .

BONNET LIV.

0 pow much more doth besuty besotesns sean,

By that eweet croament which truth doth give !

The rase looks fuir, but fairer we it deam

For that sweet odoar which doth in it Lve,

Tha canker-blooms have full as deep u dye

A1 the perfomead tincture of tha popa,

Hang oo such thoroa, und play as wantonly

W hen sam mer"s breaih their masked boda disolosess

Bnt,hrlhnirvhmeonlyiltbdrlhn.,

They live uuwoo’d and unrespecied fade ;

Dia to themseives. Sweet voses do dot 00 ;

Of their eweet deaths are sweetzet odours made :

And w of you, benuteons apd lovely youth,

‘When that shall fale, my versa distills your truth,

SONNET LV,
Nor marble, nor the gilded monorments
Of princes, sball ooilive this powerful rhyme ;
But you sball shine mwore bright in thess anstents
Than onswept stome, bemunear’d with slottinh time
When wasteful war shall satwes
And broils yoot, out tha works of ,
Nov Mars bis sword nor war's quick fre ahall bum
Tha living record of yoar memery.
"Gainst denth and all-oblivious cnmity
Shallyou forth ; your praise shall still Sd rocms,
Empin eyes of all posterity
That wesr this world out to the suding doom.
8o till the judgment that yourself arise,
Yﬂ%ﬁht‘ﬁ,ﬂ in lerary oyes,
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SONNET LVL

Swest love, repew thy force; be it act mid,

Thy edge chould blunter be than appetite,

Which but 1o dey by feeding is allay’d,

To worrow sbarpen’d in bis former might :

$o, love, be thooj alibough to day thou BI1

Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink with fokoes,
To movwew sew sguin, sad do not kill

The spirit of love with & parpetual dulnecs.

Lat this sad interim like the ocesn be

Which parts the shore, whers Lwo contracted-new
Comidaily to the baoks, thet, when Lhoy aro
‘Return of love, more blew’d may be the views

Or cal iL winter, which being foll of cape, [rere.
Makes suypaner's welooga thrice mwre wish'd, move

BORNET 1LV

Brpsio peuy shawe, what shoukd T do bot tend
Upow the bours and tharde of your desirs ?

1 have 0o precions time ut all to spend,

Nor servioes to do, till yoo reqgerire.

MNor dave { chide the world-witheut-sed hoav,

- Whilst I, my soversign, waiched the clock fr you,
Nor think the bittormens of sbsence soam,

When you bave bid your servast once adies |
Nor dare 1 guastion with ury jesleas thought,
Where you may bs, 07 Your adtire suppese,
Bat, like & sed elave, riny and think of nooght,
Savs, where you are bow happy you make (howe :
S0 true = kml lv lovs, that o your will
{Though you do any thing) be thinks oo ilL

. ——
BONNET LYl

Tear God forbid, that made me frst yoor slave,

1 sbould In thonght control your times of pleasure,
Cr ot your hand the accouat of hoars to crave,
Being your vesdal, bound to May your leisure !
Ob, let me wuffer {bejng at your beck)

Th* imprison'd absence of your liberty, .
And petience, tame to sulferance, bide each check
Without aceuring you of injury.

Be where yoo list; your ehatter is od strong,
That you yourself may privilege your Gipa :

Do what yoo will, to yoa it doth beloag

Yoarself to pardon of self-doing crime,

I am to wait, though waiting 20 be Hell;

Not blame your pleagure, be it ill or wdl,

et Sebnall

_BONNET LIX

Ir thers be notideg now, but that, which b,
Hab botw before, bow are oot brmina beguil’d,
Which lsbon for mvention bear amise
Tive secatd e Of & formar ohild ?

O that record ecald with » backward ook,
Evoo of five hoodred courees of the San, .
$how I YOUT image in sose amtime bok,
Since miod st Ayt ko chamnoter was dope !

O qure [ am, the wits of foroar daye
Te sohjeots worse bave gives sdmiring peaier.

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS,

~/ . SONWET IX.

Lixrx as the waves make towards the pabbiad sleedt,
8o do var minufes bastem to their end ;

Each changing place with that which gous before,
In.sequent tolt all fewards do comtend.

gltiw]ity onoe in the main ofal.ish. d

rawla to maturity, wberewith baiag cvown’d,
Crooked aclipses gainst bis glory fight,

Aod time that gave, doth wow Lis gift confoend.
Time doth ransfix the Sourish st oo yasth,
And dalves the paralinds in busaty'y brow |
Feeds on the raritien of satnew's oroth, :
And nothing stands but for b soythe to mom
And yet, to tinses in bops, mYy verse shali siand,
Pruising thy warth, despite bis crusl hand.

SONNET LXL-

Iy #t thy, will, tby imagw should keep opem -
My bewry apelids s the weary night ?

Dost thon dasire my slumbers shoold ba brols,
While shadows, Jike to thee, do mock my sight # -
In it thy spirit that thoo send'st frem thes

Bo far home, into my deeds to pry ;

To Bod ot shames and idle hours in mas, ‘
The scopé std tenoor of thy jealocyy ?

O wo! thy love, thoogh muchy is not'so great ;

It is tny love that beeps mine cys awnko ;

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,

To play the watchman ever fur thy maka:

For thes watch |, whilst thoa dost wake slewhere,
From me fer off, with others all-too-near,

SONNET 1LX0.

5 of self-love possexveth afl wine ove,

And ull my woul, and all my every pact ;
And for this sin there is oo remady,

[ Ita o dh“di‘lﬂl"bﬂﬂ-

[ Methinks no face m gracioos o s mine,

No shapa 80 true, no trath of such account,
And for mywelf mine own worth do define,
As T oll othar in all worths sorhonst,

But whea my glass shows me moyeell indeed,
’Bated uod chopp’d with tan'd antiguity,
Mine own seH-love quite cootrary ¥ read,
Self »o sif-loving were iniqoity.
'Tin thu.(mp:ff) that for myself 1 praiee,
Painting my age with beauty of thy duys. -

SONNET LYIH.

Acamerr tay iave shall be, se [ am now, '
With Time’s injuriovs hend crmsh'd and o'srworn ; *
When hours have draie‘d his blood, and AL bis brow
With lines and wrinkles; wheu b youtbfol maorn

Hath traveiPd bo to age's staepy night ;

And al] those beanties, whareof vow he 's king,

Are vanishing or vemish out of sight,

Stealing away the treasare of his spring ;

Por sueh o tma do [ sow forts

b semm,

And they shadl live, sad be in thom still gromm.



SONNETS.

BONNET 1XIV.
War | bave seen by Time's feil hard dafacrd
The rich prood eost of out-wors bory'd aye ;
When sometinge lofty towers | see down-rea’d,
mmmmnmsm;
Whext 1 buve wven the hungry ocess gain .
ﬂmh;eontbekmgdomofﬂq-m '
S the frm anil win of the wat'ry mais,
Intyrasing store with loss, smd lom with store;
Wien [ hase soem such inkerchange of nats,
Or ptarte woonif confouvnded to decay;
Euin hath txtght me thos to ruminate—’
Tiat tihe will come and take my love away.
This thought is ae & dwnth, which canmot chooss
Bot weep o havy that waich it fears to lose.

e t—

BONNET 1XV.

Sircx brass, wor stood, nor earth, nor boundiess sex,
Bst sad mortality o'er-sways their power,

How with thix rege shall besuty hold = plea,
Wioes action is 0o strouger than s flower ?

0 how shall Summer’s hovey beeath hold ont
Agarost the wreckfol siege of battering days,
Wiea rocks impregnable are not so siout,

Nor gates of stee] w0 styong, bntTime decays?

O fearfol medditation ! where, alock

Sall Time's best jewel from Time's chuthetnd?
Or what hand can hobd his swift oot back

ity forpworn,
A gikded bemone skamefully misplac'd,
virtoe redaty strumpetad,
ight porfection wrohgfully disgrachd,
by Hmping rwny dissbled,

&!mty‘d by anthority,
} sentroling skiil,

mM’& siplicity,

Good attending exptein 112
al thee, from these would I be pooe,
to dis, [ lmve my love alons.

the

£

PAEREREER
Ei§{

Jovd steni dend soring of his living hue ?
Wiy shoukd beauty indirectly meek
Trwen of ¥, since his rose is tree ?
Mymhhnmhm
hnr‘ddbhudmbhﬁthmshl;-.
beth oo exchequer mow bat

darl prowd of many, Lives upon kis gaine.
0, him she stores, to show what wealth she had,

is,
vaing?
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BONNET LEXVIIL _
‘Taoe is his cheek the map of deyn outworn,
When beauty liv'd and died ae fowers do now,
Befors these bastard signs of fair were borpe,
Or durst jnhabit #g = living beow ;
Bd’unthegnﬂentr-udthednd.
The right of sepulchres, ware shotn away,
To live « secoad Jife on second head,
Bre besaty’s dead foace mads another gay:
In bim those holy antique hoors are sean,
Without all oraament, jtself, and tras,
Making no summer of anctber’s groen,
Robbing no old to drews bis beauty new
And bim as for 2 map doth aature stors,
Toshow Ialae art vhas banoty was of yare,

sommﬂ.ux.

hmmd&ummcmu'smddhm;
‘Want nothiog that the thoaght of hearts can mend:
Al tongues (1he voics of souls) give thoe that dus,
Unu-iugb-ntrut.h.m»u&m
Thy cotward thas with ountward pesies is crowsd ;
Bmﬁmmemtbuswethnnthimm.
In other acoents do this confoond,
Bfﬁfnr&erlhmth & hath shown,

inko Lhe besaty of Wby miod,
And!.hu,m eag, they mesdure by thy duexds;
Then {churl hl.hur thoughts, although their syes

e

Tothyhtrnomnddthennkmellnfnﬁ:
But why thy adoar maicheth oot thy show, =
mninat:hn,—tht:houdntcmmw

SONNET LXX. .

m-rtmmbhm’dhumhurm
Por slander's mark was avor yot the fair ;
'The preamest of banuty is swpeat,

A crow thal flies in Heaven's swostest wir.

So thou be good, alandet doth bat ap

Thy worth the greator, hn;wddc(nme;
Por canker vicn the swestest bods doth love,
And thow 'st & pure unstained prime.
Thou hast 'dwmmﬁmm
Either ot u-il‘i.or rictor being aharg’d 3
Yet this thy praise ¢annot be o thy praiss,
To tie up exry, evermors mbarg’'d :

If soowe suspect of ill musk’d pet thy show,
Them thou aleve kingdoms of barts shoald'st owe.

e SONNET LXXI

No langer moara for ma when I am dead,

Than you shall beur the surly reliea bali

G:ve to the world that I am Gad
!NinL

world, with vilest morme 0 dwell ¢
Ng,,f,wmd&ulho,mw
The hand that writit; for I kse yoo e,
That [ in your swest thoughts would be forgot,
¥ thimling oo me theh shoald make you woa
O i, 1 say, you kok upea thia verse, :
‘Wheo ] perhape compounded am with elay,
Do act 50 Sauch X8 IRY POOC RASM 3
But let yoar love even with my life decay: .
Lest the wise world shoald look isto your oian,

hhphgnmbﬁemhqbd

Andmkmmmmulmpm :
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SONNET LXXII,

©, 3oy the world should task you to recite
‘What merit {iv’d in me, that you should fure
After m;gmh. dear Jove, forget me quite,
For you in me can: nothing worthy prove ;
Unless you woold devise some virtucus lie,
To do more for me than mine own

And hang more praiss upon deceased I,
Thuo niggard truth would willingly impart:
O, lest your troe love may secm 1n this,
“That you for Jove speak well of me ontrne,
My game be buried whers my body is,

Apd live no more to shure 0T e DOT' YOu-
For I am sham’d by that wiieh I bring forth,
And so should you, to love thinys wothing worth.

\

SONNET LXX]II

Tuat time of year thon mey'st in me bebokd
When yelow leaves, or nove, or few, do hang
Upon thoae boughs which vbake agarmst the cold,
Bare ruin’d choiry, where late the swest birds sang,
In me thou seest the twilight of ruch day,

As after sun-vet fadeth in the west,

‘Which by and by black night doth take avny,
Death's second self, thut sexh up ol in rest.

In me thou weest the glowing of soch fire,
That on the ashes of his yooth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,
Consuer’d with that which it was pourisb'd by.
This thou percuiv'st, which wshes thy fove morv

M|
To lova that weil which thon wmost leave ere bong.

SONNET LXXTV.

BEor be contented : when that fell arrest
Withott all beii shalt carry me away,

My life hath in this line some interest,
‘Which for memorial still with theo shall stay.
When thon reviewest thin, thou dost review.
The very part was consecrabe to thes. -
The sarth can have but wrth, which iv his due;
My spirit is thine, the botter part of me:

So then thon bust but lost the dregs of life,
The prey of worms, my bady being dead ;
The coward congaest of s wretcd’s knife,

Too buse of thee to be remembered.

The worth of that, is that which it conteins,
And that thi» js, 2nd this with thee remalrs.

SONNET LIXYV.

So are you to my thoughts, as food to life,
Or us sweat-seipon'd showers are to the ground ;
And for the pesce of you [ boid such strife
As *twixt & miser and bie wealth bs found ;
Now prond as an enjoyer, and snan
Doubtivg the fiching xge will steal his troemre ;
Now counting best to be with you afone,
Then Detter'd that the world oy see iy plessure:
Sometime, all full with feestiog ou your sight,
And by and by elean starved for a Jook ;
Possenring or pursaing no defight,

. Save what s had or must from You be took.
Ttus do [ pine and surfoit day by duy,
Or glottoling on all, or all away.

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS !

SONNET LXXVL

Way it my verse no barren of vew pride ? -
8o far from veriation or quick change? - .
Why, with the time, do I not glance sside M
To new-found methods and to componods strange ¥
Why write 1 still all one, ever the wms, .
And kecp invantion io o poled wend,

Thut every ward doth almost tell wy vame,
Showing their Lirth, and where they did procesd ¥
O koow, sweet love, 1 always write of you,

And you and love are sill my argument ;

So al! my best is dressing old words naw,

Spending agria what is already spemt

For ag 1he Sun is duily vew and ald,

So is my Jove still tellipg what is Lold,

Tur glaw will show thes how thy beagties wear,
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste ;

Tha vacant leaves thy minds ioprint will bear,
And of this ook thin leareing may'st thow tuste.
The wrizkles which thy glass will truly show,

Of mouthed graves will give thee memory ;

‘Thoao by thy dial's shady stealth may'st know
Time’s thievish progrem to ¢termity.

Look, what thy memory <aunot contsin,

Commit to thess waste blanks, and thou shalt fd
Those children nars'd, deliver’d from thy brain,
To take a gew gcquaintance of thy mind,

These offices, 5o soft &2 thou wilt logk,

Shall profit thee, and much enrich thy book.

SONNET LXXVIE.

So oft bave [ invok'd thee for my Mo, ‘
And found such fair asstance in my verse,

Az every alien pes bath got my use,

And under thes their pocsy di

Thine eyen, that taught the dumb on high to sing,
And beavy ignoraoce aloft to fiy,

Have added {eathers to the loasned’s wicg,

And given grace a doubls mxjesty.

Yet he most proud of that whieh 1 compile,
Whose infitenor is thine, snd bern of thee.

In other® works thoa dost but mend she style,
And arts with thy swoet graces graced ba

Bat thoo art ali my ert, and dort sdvasce

Aa bigh as learsing my rude ignorance,

SONNET LXXIX.

Wurter I alooe did call upog thy aid, .

My verve slone had alf thy geotle grace ;

But pow my gracioas numbers are decay'd,
And my sick Mose doth give another place

I grant, sawent love, thy lovely argument
Deserves the trumail of o -rthicr pen;

Yot what of thee thy poct doth invent,

He robu thee of, and payy it thee agahn.

He lereds thee virtue, and be stole that word
Prom thy behavienr; besuty doth he give,
And foand it in thy check ; he can afford

No priise to thee but what in thee doth live,
Then thank him not for that which bhe doth say,
Since what he gwes thee thon thyself dost pay.



SONNETS.

SONNET LXXX.

Owow I faint when I of you do wrile,

Hnowing & better spirit doth use your name,
And i.uﬂnpnile'tphereofspend.l il bis might,
To meke me tongue-tyd, spesking of yoar fame !
Bat since your worth {wide, as the ocean is)
The humbie s the proudest sail doth bear,

My ssucy bark, inferior fuy to his,

On your broad main doth wilfolly sppear.

Yoar shallowest help will hold me ap afioat,
Whilst be upon your soondless derp doth ride ;
Or, being wreek’d, I am & worthless boat,

Fe of tall building, and of goodly pride:
Then if he thrive, and I be cast away,

The worst was this ;—smy Tove was my deeny.

SONNET LXEXL

On, 1 sball live your epitaph to make,
Or you parvive when [ in carth am rottes §
From hepoe your memory desth cagnot talie,
Althoagh in me snch part will be forgotten.
Youar mamas from hesce immortal Life shall have,
Though I, once gooe, to all the world must die.
The earth can yield me bot & common graye,
When you entombed in mea's eyey shail jie.
Yoor monusent 1hall be my gentie verse,
Which eyes not yet created shall o'er-read ;
And tongaes to be, yoar being aball rehearse,
‘When all the braxthers of this world are dead ;
You s4i]l shall hiva {soch virtus bath my pen)
'hea‘hmhmbrutha,——emiumm

me.

SONNET LXXXIL

I guawy thoo wert not married 10 my Moss,
And therefore may'st withoot attaint’ o'etiook
The dedicated words which writers mee

Of theiy fair swbject, bleming every book.
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in koe,
Finding thy worth a liit past my preise ;

Thwou truly fair wert troly sympethir'd
plaim words, by thy truo-telling friend ;
Awd their grom paintivg might be better ua'd
‘Wheee checka need blood ; intheeitil'abul'd.

mmtﬂ:ro{upﬁ‘odebt:

And therefore have in yonr repot,

That yom Mﬂbﬁ?mdlmigmﬁw

How far a roodern quill doth come too short,

Spmking of worth, what worth in yon doth grow.

This sitence fior my sin you did impate, -

hﬂ'hﬂ'x shal) ba mowt m::ty giory, beng dumb ;
FRpair pot y belay mois,

Wien others would give life, and bring & tombs

Their Lives more 1ife in owe of your fair eyes,

Tham bath yomr poets oxa jo prais devise,

53

BONNET LXXKIV,

Wizo s it thet says mott } which can quy more,

Then this rick pesise,—that you slone are you?

Ip whose confine immured is the store

Which should example where your equal grew.

Laan penury within that pen doth dwell,

That to his subject lends pot wme small glory ;

But be that writes of you, if he can tell

That you are yoa, 30 dignifies ba story,

Let him but copy what ia you h writ, .

Not oaliog worse what nature mude so clear,

And such & counterpurt shall fame his wit,

Making hys style admired every where

Yoo to your bounteons blessingy add a corse,

Bﬁn‘mnpniu,whichmﬁﬂmpni-
worse,

SONNET LXXXV.

My tongne-ty'd Muse in manners bolds her still,
While comments of your praise, ricbly compild,
Reserve their charactsr with golden quill,

And precicus phrase by =1l the Moses fil’d,

1think good thoaghts, while others write good words,
And, like vnlettard clerk, still cTy Amen

To every hymo that able spirit affords,

In polisb®d ot of weil-refined pen

Heariog you peais’d, I ey, ¢ is o, *f it frue,

Aud to the mont of praise add something more ;
Bat that is i my thooght, whoss lova to you,
Though words comse hind-most, bolds it rank befors,
Then others for the breath of words roupect,

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect,

SONNET LXXXVI.

Was it the proud full seil of his grest verse,
Bawnd for the prize of all-too-precious you,
Thxt did my npe thoaghts in my bemin inhexese,
Making their tomb the womb whersic they grow ?
Wee it bis spirit, by spinits taoght o writs
Above » mortsl piteh, that struck me dead ?
No, neithee he, Dor his compuers by night
Giving him aid, my verse astonished.
Ha,nnrthata&bllr.f;mﬂiuth‘hm

Which nightly gulls him with intell

As victors, of my silence cannot bomst ;

I was pot sick of any feur from thence,

Bet wheh your countenanos fill'd up his Loe,
Then lsck’d 1 matter ; that enfeeblod mins,

SONNET LXXXVIIL

Fasxwrrr| thon art too desr for my posseming,
And lika thou know'st thy estimate :
The charter of thy worth gives theé relemsing ;
My bouds in thee are xll determinate.

For low do I hold thes bt by thy graating ?
Andbﬂhtridmswhemhmy!ﬂuﬁng

The cause of this fair yift in me iy wenting,

And 20 my patent back agnin is swerving.
Thyselfthou gay'st, thy own worth thennot knowing,
Or me, to whom thon gus’st it, vles mistaking;
So thy grest gift, wpoo misprision growing,
Comes home agin, ou better judgment making,
Thos beve | had thee, a3 a dream doth Satter,
In sleep » king, but waking, no sech matter,

5
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SONNET LXXEVII
Wasn thou shalt be disps’d to set me light,
And place my merit in the eye of soorn,
Upon thy side ageiost myself I i} fight,

And prove thes virtuons, thoagh thou ert forswors.

‘With mine owa wekkoess being bost noquainted,
Upon thy part I can set down z story

OF faults comceal’d, wherwin | am attainted;
That thoo, in lming me, sbail win moch glory:
And I by this will be = gainer too;

For bending all my loving thoughts on thes,
The injurivs that to myself I do,

Duing thee vantage, double-vantage ma

Buch is my love, to thee { w0 belong,

That for thy right myself will bear all wromg.

.

SONNET LIXXIX.

By thet thou didst forsake me for some fanit,
And I will comment apon thet gence .
Speak of my lsmevers, and I straight will halt;
Against thy reascns making oo defenee,
Thou canst wot, love, dhgrace me half wo ilf,
To set a form opon dewired changes,
As T 'l voryself disgraoe : -lm-inf thy will,

will woquaimtance stravgle, and ook nrange ;

sbeent from thy walks; and in my toague

Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell ;
Lest | {tos mach profase) should do it wrong,
And haply of our old soqueintance tell,
Por thee, agamst myself [ ’H vow debate,
Por I must ne'or Jove him wham thou Jdort hata,

.

——.

BONNET XC

Tanx hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now;
Now while the world is bent my deeds to crom,
Join with the spite of frtane, make me bow,
Ard do not drop in for an aftar-lows:

Ah 1 donot, when my hemrt hath scap'd this sorrow,
LCome in the resrwerd of & conquer'd woe ;
Give not & windy night m miny mortow,

To linger oat & purpisd orerthrow.

3f thou wilt leave me, do not Jeave me fast,
When other petty griels heve dane their spite,
But in the omset come ; 30 shall ] taste

At Srot the very worst of Fartune's might ;

Arxd otber struina of woe, which now scem wom,
Compard with lom of thee, will mt semn .

BONNET XCL
Bous glory in their birth, some in thelr #kill,
Sowme in their wealth, some in their hody’s force ;
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,
Bogwe jxt their hawks and hoands, some in thair horse;
And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,
‘Wherein it finds a Joy above the res: ;
But Lhese particular are not my mewsare,
All thess § bet2ex in ons best.
Thy kove i better than high bink 10 me,
Richer than wealth, pronder than garments* cost,
Of more detight then hawks or horses be ;
Ard having thee, of all men's pride I bowrt.
‘Wretehed in thiz alooe, thet thoo may'st ke
All thls away, and me most wretched make,

SHAKSPEARES POEMS.

1 SONNET XCIL

Bur do thy worst to neal thyself away,

For term of lifa thou art asmured poive;

And lifs no longer than thy love will stay,

For it upor that love of thine.

Then need 1 not to fear the worst of wrongs,
When in the lesst of themn my life hath ond.

1 see » Detier state to ma beloogs

Thaa thet whick ou thy humour Jotks depend.
Thou canst Dot vex we with incosstast imind,
Since that my life on thy revolt doth Lie.

O what a baypy title do I find,

Bappy to bare thy Javs, bappy to diel

But what s 20 bheed-fuir that foxrs o blot f—
Thow may’st bo fuise, and yot [ kyow it nat :

SONNET XCLIL

80 shall I live, sopposing thou art, troe, .

Like a decaived pusband | w love's face-

May siill spom Lrve to me, alterd-new;

Thy looks with e, thy heart {o other place s

For thexe oxn live 2o hatred o thine tye,
Therefore m that I cannot keow thy changer

In many looks the false heart's kd

1s writ, i monds and frowns and wriskles strange,
Bot Heaven i thy creation did decres,

That in thy face swest love should over dwell;
Whate'er thy thoaghts o thy heart’s workings be,
Thy looks shoald wothing thonce bat sweetness tell.
How iike Eve's apple doth thy beanty grow,

If thy swest virtoe anawer not thy show !

] that have power to hurt and will do nome,

st do pot do the thirg they most do ahow,

Wha, moving others, are themselves sa slona,
Unmored, cold, and to tetnptation siow ;

They rightly do inherlt Heavep'y graces,

And husband Nature's righes from expenee ;
They are the Jords and owners of their fuces,
Others but stewards of their excellence.

The summer's Sower is Lo the summer swoot,

Though to itself it oaly live and die g

Buot if {bat flower with base infection mest,

The banest weed ont-braves his dignity:

For sireetest things tumn sourest by their deeds ;
Lilies that fester, snell far worne than weeds,

SONNET XCIV.

SONNET XCV.

How sweet and Torely dost thon make the sheme -
Which, like & cabker in the fragrant rose,

Doth spot the beguty of thy hudding name ?

O, ko what swoets dost thou thy s enclose !
That tongae that talls the siory of thy days,
Makiog lascivious eomments ou thy sport,
Cannot dispraiee bot in & kind of H
Naming thy sume blesss an 5l raport.

O what & mansion have those vices got,

Which whhﬁwchmmlh!
Where ty's. vei COVET eVIEY

And ajt lhinLtnni to fuir, that eysy :‘:‘:w!
Take beed, dear hepst, of this larga privilege;
The burdest knife ill-ux'd sloth lose his edge




BIMNET XCVL

Souz sxy Shy fuclt s youth, some wunioones,
S say thy grate iv youth sad geatle sport §
Both grace and fanits are lov’d of more and less ¢
Thou mak’st fealts graces that to thes resort.

o the dinger of & thrabod queen

bantet jewsl witl be well esioem’d g

fo crw those eyrours that M thee wre st

To trothe traosisted, avd for troe things deem’d.
How many lambe mright the stern wolf betray,
If Bkke » knawb der conld his Iooks tramsiate !

Bow muny gazers might'st thou lead away,

If thou would'st use the strength of all thy state!
Bot do not »o; 1 love thee in such sort,

AF thou being mine, mine is thy good taport.

4

SONNET XCVIT.

Bow Hke & winter hath sheence been

From thes, the pleasare of the feeting year!
What freezings bave I felt, what dark days seen?
What cid Decembear's bareness every where !
And yot this time remov'd was summer’s time ;
The toeening sutumy, big with rich increass,
!u.ring the wanton durden of the prime, ’
Like widow’d wombe after their Jords’ decesse;
Yl thiy abundant imme seem'd to me

Bat bope of orpbans, and wnfather’d fraht. ;

Por mmmer and his pleatures weit oo thes,

And 1hou away, the very binds ure mate;

Or, if they aing, @ is with w0 dull » cheer,

That lsves ook pale, dreading the winter's near.

-

SONNET ECVIIL

you have 1 been absent in the spring,

proad-pied April, drem’d In all his trim,

spirit of youth in every thing ;
heavry Saturn faugh'd and lesp'd with him.

Yet nor the 1ays of birds, nor the sweet smei!

Of ditferent fowers In odoar and in kue,

Nor did I wonder at the lilies white,

Nor praise the doap vermilion in the rose
They were bat sweet, but figures of delight,
Drawn sftar-you, you pattern of all those.
Yat sem'd it wintey still, and, you away,
42 with your shadow I with theso did plag.

BONNET XCDL

SONNETS,

i
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SONNET C.

Wazay art thou, Mose, thatthmfm‘;‘et'ﬂlohg
To speak of that which gives thee all thy might !
Spesd’st thow thy fury on seme worthless soug,
Darketing thy power, to jend base subjects light?
Retam; forpetfiz] Muse, and straight redeem
Iu gentle numbers titne 20 idly spent;
mw&emmndoth thy lnyy esteer,

gives thy pen bdth skill and argument.
Rima, restive Mose, my love’s sweet face srvey,
If Time have soy wrinkle graven thers ;
If any, be a wstire to decsy,
Aud make Time's spoils despised every where,
Give my love feine faster than Time wastes life;
Soihou preveat’st his scythe, and crooked kaife.

SONNET CL

O mxoanr Muse, what shail be thy smends,
For thy peglect of truth in beanty dy*d ?
Both truth and beauty oo my fove depecds;
8o dost thoa oo, and therein digoify'd.
Make avswer, Muse: wilt thot vot haply sy,
;ﬂu& Mcd:m?hlr, -m::::k-rﬁz’d,

ety ne il, beamiy's iz loy:
But Mhm if never Mz‘dl;-y—-
Becxuse ha neads no praise, wilt thoo be dumb?
Excusp oot silence 9o ; for it lies in thee
To make him much ontlive a gilded tamb,
And fo be praie’d of sxes yol to be
Then do thy offon, Muss; I teach thes how
To raaits bim seen; jong beoos as he shows sow.

SONNET CIL

Mr love is stragthes'd, though morewenk fn s
I iowe not less, thomgh lews the show appear: [ing;
That love bs mercbundis'd, whase rich emerming
The éwner's mogue doth pablish ev'ry whera
Ouar lova was new, and then bat in the spring,
When ] was woat to greet it with my lays;

A Philoavel i sawmmes front doth sing,

And stops his pipe fo growth of riper days :

Not that the samtner is less plessat now

Thav when her mouroful bymns did hash the night,
Bat that wild mesic burdeos ev'ry boagh,

And sweets grown common loss their daar delight.
Therefors, like hor, I sometime bold my tongue,
Becauss, I would mot doil you with my wag. .

SONNET CTIL
Aracx ! what porerty my Muse brings forth,
That having suck & scope to show her prids,
The argument, 211 bars, i of more wortd,
Than when it hath my added praiss beside.
O blame me not i I oo more can writs |
nhnkhym'iu.mtbua_ . s fce
&t OTer-goes My t inveation quite,
Dulling my lines, snd doing me disgrace.
‘Were it ot sinfol then, striving te mend,
To mar the mbjoct that befors was well
For to ne other pas my verses tend,
Than of your graces snd your gifts to tali;
Aod more, much por, than i my verse can alt,

Ywmﬁuﬁoﬂmtﬁnmb&hﬁ.
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SONNET C1v.

To me, fair friend, you never can ' be ald,
"For as you were, when first your eye I ey'd, )
Such seems your beanty still, Thnemntnrleold
Have from the forestashook threa snmamers’

Threa beauteons springs to yellow autumnp hlnl‘d
In process of the seapons bave I secn,

‘Three April porfumes in three hot Junu burn’d,
Since first [ saw yoa fresh which yet are groan.
Ah! yet doth besuty, like a dial hand,

Btoal from his figure, snd oo percuv’d, -
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stend,
Hath moticn, and mive eys may be decuiv'd, -
For fear of which, bear this, thon age unbred,

Ere you were born was beauty's summer dead.

——

SONNET CV.
Lay not my Jove be call’d idolairy,
Nor my belovad as uo idle show,
Bince all alike iy songs and praises be,
'To one, of oae, still such, sad ever won
Kind is my lave to day, t0 morrow kind,
8till constant in a wondrous exoeflence;
‘Therefore my verso to constancy confin'd,
e thiog expressing, leaves out differoace.
Fair, kivd, and true, is all my sigurnent,
Falr, ki, amd trus, varying to other words §
And in this change is my invention spent, '
. iTbree themes in ane, which wondrovs scope affords.
Fair, kind, and true, haye often lir'd slove,
Which three, Ll now, never kept asst in one.

SONNEY CVL

Wirsn in the chronicle of wasted time

] 02 descriptiona of the fyirest wights,

And beanty wakivg beautiful oid rhyme,

In peeiss of ladies doad, wnd lovely joi
‘Thea ia the blazon of sweot beauty's beut,
Of band, of foot, of iip, of eye, of brow, .

1 a0 their antiguo pen would bave supress’d
Eren sach a beanty as you mester pow.
Sodlthﬁrpnulmbmm

Of this our time, all you prefiguriog;
Aﬂ,hrtbqlnokdbutuﬂhdmgqu,
They had pot akill esoogh. your worth to singt
For we, which now bebold these greseat days,
Huve pyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.

—

SONNET CVIL

Nor mise own fears, nor the prophetic sopl
Ofthemdevoﬂdd!umn;onumpmm,
Can yet the lesse of my true bove coatrol,
Suppoe'd as forfeit Lo ¢ confin’d doom.
‘The wnortal Moga hath her eclipee endar'd,
Andtho sad augurs mock their own presage ;
e.mwcmvnﬂmnﬂslru meur'd,
roclaims olives of endless age.
Nolv'nt.h e drope of this most balmy tigie
My love looks fresh, ananl.ht.nnanhcnbu,
Since spite of him I°ll live in this poor chyms, |
‘While he inaults o’er dull lndqnac.hlumba.
And thow in this shelt find thy monument, .
When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass sce spent.

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS.

SONNWET OVIlL

Wit » in the benin that ink pay charaoter,
Which hath ot figurd (o thee my true spirit @
What ‘s now to spenk, what osw to register,
That may aipress my love, or thy dear merit?
Nothing, swest bay ; but yet, like prayers divine,
I must esch day say o'er the very same;
Counting no okd thiog old, thou mine, [ thine,
Even as whan first | baliow'd thy fair oams. _ |
So thet eternsl love in love's fresh case

Weighs not the dust and i mury of age,

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place,

But makes antigaity forofye his pqe.
Finding the frst conceit of love thera bred
Whusnmnadmudm-oddshw it dead.

BONNET CTXL

O wxvxz suy that I was fale of beart,

Though abeence scem’d my flame to qualify,
As easy might I from wiyself depart,

Ay from my soul which in thy breast doth lis:
That ks sy home of love: if [ have rang'd,
Like him that travels, I retumn again ;

Just to the time, pof with the time exchang’d,—
So that myself bring water for my stain.
Nover heliare, thoogh im my nature reiga'd
All fruiltios thet besiege all kinds of biood,
Thntitmldlol_:rqmlmundybaﬂm'd.
To leave for nothing all thy mum of good ;
For nothing this wide univeyse T call,

Eave thou, my rose; mnmmmydl.

SONNET CX
Avig, *t is true, ] bave gone bere and there,
Apd made myseli s matley to tha view,  [dewr,
Gord mice own thoughts, sold cheap what is rrmt
Mede old offences of affections new. .
Most true it is, that [ bave look'd on truth
Askance and strangaly; but, by all abos,
These blenches gave my heart acother youth,
And worse aminys proy'd thee my best of lova
Now all is Jone, mve what shali have no eod =
Mine sppetita I never more will griod
On newer pruof, o try an older friend,
A god in love, to whom | am confin’d.
Then give me walcoma, pext oyy Heaven the best,
Even to'thy yun-ndmmhvmgbm

SONNET CXI.
O rou my sake do you with fortune chide,
The guilty goddese of my harmfal deeds,

Mddmtbdlerfwmyhfemwde.

Than public means, which public mameis bresde

Thenoe comes it that vy name receives s hraod,

And almost thence my nature is sabdu'd

To what it works in, like the dyer's band.

Pity 1oz then, and wish I were repew'd;

Whnllt. like a willing Jllluﬂ, T will dnnh
oyesell, ‘guinat my strong infection ;

No bitternesa that I will bitter thiek,

Nor doable penauce to correct correction

Pity me then, dear friend, and T assuro ye,

Even that your pity u enough to cure me.
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SONNET CXIL
Yoou love snd pity doth the impremion Al
mmuﬁlwdnpm-y byow 5
h-hlunlwhue-lhu-dlonll.
&ymnmnyhd.myiuﬂ
I‘I.I“'t

are,
Mayk bow with my neglect I do di —
Yoa are a0 strougly in my puarposs
That all the workl are dend.
. —
SONNET CXIIL

Sonca 1 left you, mine eye is in my mind,

And that which governs me to go sboat,

Mmhf-utmadupuﬂyblmd.

Seems secing, but effoctmally s out ;

Por it no form delivers to the heart

o whic:litdnthhnl;
hnq-wlabpeuh-ththew 0 part,

Mhmmh&whﬂﬂdﬁhm;

The mountain o the ses, the day or wight,

The crow, or duvs, it shapen them to your featare.
Incapable of more, replote with you,

My most true mind thus maketh mine witras.

SONNET CXIV.

Olwhsi-duh-ymi.hh‘m'd-ﬂm
Dwink up the mooareh’s plagoe, thin fattery,

Or vhatbey shall [ my mine eye sith true,

And that yoar Jove twught it this alcemy,

To make of monsters sod things i
Suhm:mrlwhl:fmbh.
Mﬁntnobecbwh:h-m.ﬂlﬂc?
Ofinthe frm; 'tuhthrynmym.
Mny;rmnndmukngly&nnhntupz .
Mina eyo well knows what with his gust is ‘grecing,
And to his palate doth prepare the tup:

1f it be poison’d, *t is the lemor sia

That mine oye loves it, and doth frst begia.

e —

BONNET CXY.

Tuom fines that 1 hefore bave writ, do Lis,

Eveo those that said I could not love yon desrer;
Yet then my jodgment koew no reseon why

My miot full Game shonkd aftersmade barn clenrer.
Bat redkoning tune, whose million’d aecidents
Creep i "twiat vows, and change decrers of kings,
Tan sucred besuty, blunt the ‘st Jtents,
Divest minds to the course altering things§:
Alas! why, of time’s tyranny,

Might 1 ot thep my, mow 4 loe you Sest,

Wheo 1 was cextilin ver incestainty,

Crowhing the present, doobting of the rest
Jowe is & babe ; then might 1 not wy m,
'h‘unhll;mﬂ:wthnimnlllduhm?

SONNET CXVL

me not 10 the marriage of true minds

mit impediments. Love is not
Which alters whea it alteration finds,
Or bends with Lbe ramcrver t0 remove :
1O no! it is sn aver-flxad mak,
That hooks an termgests, snd is mever shaken ;
It i» the star to every wsndaring [t.lhn.
Whose weth's uekoown, although his beight be
Lowe 'swet Timw's fooly though rosy lips and cheahs
Within his beoding sickie's compan come ;
Love akters pot with bis drief hours and wesks,
Bot bear it out even to the edge of doom.
It this b erroar, and upoa me prov'd,
I mevew writ, Dor 00 man ever lov'd

P—

SONNET CXVIL

Ascowe me thus ; that [ have seanted il

Wherein [ should your great deserts repay;
Forgot apon your desrest iove to call,

Whereto all bouds do tie e day by day ;

That I bave freqaont boen with unknowa minds,
And given to time your own dear purchas'd right;
That | kave hoisted zail 10 all the winds
Whichsihonld teanaport me furthest from yoarsight,
Book both my wilftlness and erronrs down,

And on just proof, surmise eccumulate,

Pring ma within the leval of yoor frown,

Bat sboot not et me i your waken'd hate :

Since my appeal suys, 1 did strive to prowe

Tho constancy snd vivtue of your Jove

BONNET CXVITL

Lixn ex, to sake our appetites more keen,
With eager compoomds we ovr palate wrge ;
As, to prevent our msladies smocn, .
Wae sicken to shun sicknus, whon we purge ;
Evmqhumhuﬂywru'mmmm
To bitter snnces did ] frame my foading,

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of mestoes
To be disens’d, ere that there wus troe needing.
Thus policy in love, 10 anticipsta

The ills that were pot, grew to feuMa amared,
And bromght to madicine & healthful state,
Which, rauk of guodoss, would by ill ba cured.
But thence [ learn, and find the lemon true,
Drugs poison bim that so Fell sick'of yom. -

'
e —

PONNET CXIE
Witar potious have I drork of Byren tewrs,

Distil"d from limbecks foul as Hell within,

Apﬁlmfuuw ullhnpstol‘un.
loting when [ eaw myself to win'

‘What wretehed errours hath my heant committed,
Whilst it huth thought itsel 50 bleseed pever !
How bave mine eyes out of their spheresbeen fitad,
In the distraction of this madding faver!

O benedt of ill | now I find true

That better is by avil still made better;

And ruin'd Jove, whem it is boik anew,

Grows fhirer than at first, move sirung, far greate;,
30 I retura rebuk'd to my content,

And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.



SONNET CEX.

Taar you were oace vokiad, befriends me now,
And for that sorrow, which | then did foul,
Needs moat [ under mvy tramsgrension bow,
Unless my oerves wers bras o bamamer'd steel,
Por if you were by my unkindness shaken,

As I bry your’s, you have pamd & hell of time ; -
And I, 2 tyrant, bave no beisare taken

To welgh how once I suffer’d in your erime

O that var pight of woe might have rememmber'd
My deepest sense, how hard troa srow hits,
And soom t0 yoo, &3 You (o me, thn tender'd
The bumbis xatee which wounded bosom fits !
But that yoor tretpast now beotthes a fea
Mine runsom your’s, and yeur's St ramsont S

S8ONNET CXXI,

T » batter to be vilo, than vile esteem™d,

When not to be receives reproach of beiog,

And the just plensurs lost, which is 90 deam’d

Not by our feeling, but by cthers® seeing.

For why should others’ faise sdulterate eyes

Give salutation to my tportive blood ?

Or oo my frailtiea why are fratler spies,

Which in their wills conot bad whast T think gond ?
No,—1 wen that [ sm; and they that level

At my abuses, reckon up their own:

1 may be straight, though they themselves be hevel ;
By theirrank thonghtsmy deads must not be shown ;
Unless ths genersl evil they maintain,

All pren arebed and in their badness reign.

BONNET CXXIL

Tur gift, thy tables, are within my beain
Fall charnoter'd with lasting memory,
Which shall sbove that idle renk remain,
Beycnd il date, oven 10 stevnity:
Or of the least so loog as brain wod heart
Have facnity by nature to mbeist;
Till each 0 raz'd oblivion ylield his part
Ol'ﬂua.thymdmmbemk‘
‘That poor retention could not 90 much hold,
Kor psed | tallies, thy dear lowe to score;
Therefore to give them from me was T bold,
To trost those tahles that receivs thee more s
‘To keep an sdjunct 10 remember thes,
Wmtoimpurth'sﬁfnhnmm

H——

SONNET CXXIIL

No! Thna, thon shalt ot boast thet T 8o change:
Thy pyramids buil ap with pewer might

‘To me are nothmy novel, vothing srange ;

They are but dremioge of a former sight.

Our dates ara brief, and therofore we sdmire
What thou dost foist upon us that s old,

And rather make them born to our detirk,

'Than thigk that we before bave heard them told.
Thy registers snd thee 1 both defy,

ot wonderiog st the present nor the H

. l"cn-t.h,rl"ael:vtdlll:clvlm.'ll'aazeedul.l:E:t

Made more or lem by thy continua! haste:

‘This | do vow, and this shalf ever be,

I will be true, duﬂmthynyﬁmmdtbe&

‘BHAKSPEARE'S POEMS,

BONNET CXXTIV.

dexr love ware but the child of stats,
It might for fortunes bastard be anfsther’d,
As subject to time’s fove, or to time's hate,
Weedsamoug weads, or Sowerswith flowers gather'd,

| Mo, it was boilded far from wecident;

It saffers not i swiling pomp, nor falls

.| Ooder tbe blow of thralled dhncontent,

Whereto the iuviting time our faxhion calls: ™

Tt fears not policy, that heretic,

Wkhich works on teeses of short-number*d hours,

But al! sione stands hugely politic, {showers.
That §t not with heat, noy drowm with
To this 1 witness call the fools of time, :
Which die for goodpess, who have lvd for cripne.

BONNET CXXY.

Werr it aught to see 1 bore the cavopy,

With my extern thy sutward homonrisg,

Or lay'd grest bases for ctermity,

Which prove move short than waﬂeornnngl
Have 1 not seeq dwellers on foro aad favowr
Lose wll, snd more, by paying too moch rewt,
mepoundmﬁmgm;nnphﬁm,
Pitifal thrivevs, in Lbeir guxing apeat ?
Noj~=let me bs sbeaquioms in thy beart,

And take thoa nry ebistion, poor but fres,
Which is not mix'd with seconds, keows vo art,
Rut mutosl render, anly me for thea
Hencs, thon soborad informer! a troe sool,
When most impesoh'd, stands least in thy cantrol

-

[4 BOWNET CXXVI.

O yaow, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time's fickle glas, his wckle, bour;
Wha hast by waning grown, sod therein lba"st
Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self grow'st !
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,
As tbou goost carwards, still-wil] pluck thee back,
Bhe keepa Lhes Lo this purpose, that ber skill
May time disgrace, and wretched minutes kill,
Yot fear ber, O.thoo minion of ber pleasure ;
Shem detain, butnotlhﬂkuphertrmm.
it, though delay’d, amswer'd must be,
And her quictos i to reader thes.

—
BORNET CXXVIL

Iw the old age blark was not conoted fair,
Or i it were, it bors not beauty" s pama ;
But now is black beauty’s mecessive heir, -
| And beauty slander'd with a bastard shame.
Por since each hand hath piit on vature's )
Fairing the foul with art’s false-borrow’d
Swoet beauty hath oo name, 1o holy hour,
Bot is profan'd, if oot Yives in disgrace,

my mistrem’ eyes are raven black,
Her oyes 50 snited ; and they mourners scem
At such, who not born fair, no beanty lack,
 Slandering creation with & false estenm :
Yet 9o they moarn, hacoming of their woe,

}mtemmgm-nbumﬂnﬂdlﬂn



SONNET (XIIX.
Tex of spiritin o waste of sharme
hlut=-=|iu; and till sction, lnst
s povjurl, orerderoos,’ bicody, foll of blaws,
Setegs, cxtrems, Tuds, croal, not to truat;

|

Then in the breath that from my mistres recks.
Tiove %0 hear hor speak,~yet well | know

That masic bath & far more pleasing mand ;
Igrant 1 mower taw & goddes go,—

My mistrese, when she walks, tresdeon the gromd;
And yot, by Heavem, [ think moy love s mare

As woy she bely'd with false compers.

SONNET CXXEL

Twoo art a5 tyraasouws, 20 a1 thon art,

As those whese heanties proudly make them croel;
For wall thou Lnow’st to iy dear doting hesrt
‘Thou art the fairest and most 1 yawel.
Yet, in good fulth, somis my thet thee bahold,
Thy face hath oot the pow'r to make love groan
To my they. erv, 1 dure not be so bold, :
Althongh 1-swen it %0 myself aiooe.

And, 8 ba sure that s vot falve'] pwear,

A thogeaed groans, bus thinking on thy fase,
Omt on guathey's sook, do witnew basr
Thry biack infxivest in mry jodgment’s place.
s spabisiy drt dwon Mack, mrve in thy doeds,
~“Aod themen this sixader, ge | think, prevends,

SONNET CHEX1L

Tanik eyss | love, and they, we pitying me,
ing thy heart, torment ma with diwduin ;

As thoss two THourning ayes become thy fanet

O et it theo as woll beseatn thy beart

To mourn for 150, sincs wourning doth theo grace,
And ik thy pity like o every part.

Them will [ sasar beauy horsolf i black,

Apd ol they foul that thy complexion lack.

SORNET CXXXIIL

Bmavew that heart that mukes my beart to groan
For that deep wound it gives my fricod wnd me !
Is 't oot 4 to tovtove me alooe,

Bout slave to slavery my sweet'st friend must be }
Me from mysel thy crosl eye hath taken,

Aod my next salf thou harder bast engros’d ;
Of him, myself, and thoe, [ am formaken;

A torment thrice thres-fold thus to be crow'd.
Prison my heart in thy steel bosom's ward,

Bat then iy friend's heart let my poor heart ball;
Whoe'sr beeps me, let my heart be hiv guard ;
Thou canst oot thea wee rigoar in my jxil :

And yet wilt; for 1, being pent io thee,
Porcforce &m thine, snd sll that i in s

Pt——

RONNET CXXXIV,

8o now 1 have confem’d that he js thine,
And I myself am mortgag'd to thy will ;
Myself 1 "1l forfeit, so that otber mine

Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort stitl 1
But thon wilt not, nor be will not be froe,
Far thon art covetous, and be i kind ;

Ba learn’d bat, surety-like, to write for e,
Under that hond that him as fast doth bind.
The statute of thy bescty thou wilt take,
Thoa usarer, that pat'st forth alt to ase,
And sue & friend, came debtor for my sake
80 him T Jose through my unkind aboss.
Him have I loat ; thou hast botk him and me;
He pays the whole, abd yet sn 1 not free,

BONNET CXXXV.
Waotvie hath Jer wish, thon hast thry will,
And will to boot, wnd witl im over-plas; -
More than enongh am [ that vex thee ill,
To thy sweet wili miking wddition thas.
Wilt thoo, whose will is targe and spacioos,
Not once voue to hide my will in thine?
Shall will in othets seom right graciom,
And in my will wo fair shime ?
The sea, all water, yot vecetves rain alll,
And in abundance addeth to his store ;
So thou, being rioh m will, add to thy wil) .
Ope will of mloe, to make thy lvge will more
Let no nokind, no fair beseechers kil ; ’

Think all but one, and me i thet ooe il
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BONNET CXXXVL -

Iv iby won! cheek thes that I come w nesr,
Swear to thy blind soul that [ wea thy will,
And will, thy soul kpows, b sdmitted there ;
Thus far for love, my lore-suit, sweet, fulil
Wil will fulfll the treasers of thy love,
Ay, fill it fuli with wills, and my will oo,
In things of great recelpt with ewse we prove;
Amrnnmbﬂmhrﬂm'dm :

o the number ket tee pase uotold, -

fa thy storbe scoount I one must hay

For aothing bold ms, so-it please thes bold-
That nothing me, a something swent to thes:
Make but my came thy love, and love that wiill,
And then thou lovst me,—for my sama in Wil

A—f

SONNET CAXXVIL

Taoo blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mins syos,

That they bebold, nod see Dot what they soe @

They know what besuty is, see where it lies,

Yot what the best i, take the worst to be.

If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks,

Be anchor’d in the bay where 41l men ride,

. Why of eyes’ (alvehood hast thou forged books,
Whereto the judgment of my beart is tyd?

‘Why should my heart think that s seversl plot,

Which my heart knows the wide world’s commam

Or mine eyummgl.hu.nythunml, [phace

'To pat fair truth npoa a0 foul & face ?

§n things right true my beart apd eyey have &',

And to this false plague are they now Uranaferr'd. -

BONNET CAXXVIIL

Warn my lore swears that she is made of trotk,
1 do beligve her, though [ know ahe Jies ;

That she might think me some untutor'd youth,
Unlearned in the world's false snbtiltics.

‘Thus vamly thinkiog that she thinks me young,
Akboogh she knows my days are past the beat,
Simply 1 credit ber falec—speaking toogoe; -
On both sides thus ie simple truth rapprem’d.
But wherefore mys she wot, she s unjost

And whevefore say not L that [ mn old ?

O leve's best babit is in seeming trust.

And in love loves not to have yeard told @
'l‘bux-e I lie with her, and she with me,

And in our faults by lies we fiatter'd be,

SONNET CXXXIX.

O ca1s not me to justify the wrong,

That thy unkindness lays upon my beart ;
Wound Dte not with thine eye, but with thy tongue;
Use with power, and slay me nutbynt.
‘Tell me thou lov'st elsewhere; but m my sight,
Dearbeart, forbear to glance thine eye nside. [might
What need’st thou wound with cuoning, when thy
Es more than my o'eypres’d defence can hide?
Let me excose thee: ah! my lova wal] knows
Her pretiy looks have been mine snemies ;

And therefore from mry face she turme my foes,
Thal they ekewbere might dart thefr injuries:
Yet do not s0; but doce [ am near slain,

Kill oo outright with locks, sod 1id my pain.

SHAKSPEARES POEMS,

BONMNET CXL

Bs, wise ax thoa art cruel; do not press
Mywdpﬁmmmmm.mn,
Lest sovrow lend me words, and words express
mmdhypny-mﬂngrn.

If 1 might temch thee wit, better it were,
Though: mot to love, yet, love, to tell e w0}

(As testy sick men, when their death be nesr,
No news but health from thelr physicians know ;)
For, if | should despair, T shonld omd,

And in my madoots might speak i of thew :

Now this ill-wresting world fa growns @ bad,
Mad slanderers hy rosd cars believed be

That I may not be eo, nor thoa bely'd, [wide
M&ummwtbypﬂhﬂp

. SONNET CXLL

n faith I"do not Jove thee with mine eyes,
For they in thee n ETTORTE aote |
But 't i my haart that loves what they despise,
Who in despita of view is pleas’d o dote.-
Nunnnheunnwthytmpﬁm*hted;
Nor tendes feeliog, to buss touches
Nor taste nor suvell, desire to be fa .
To any sensaal feast with thee slooe i
Butmyﬂnwh,nwnyﬁveom-m

one foolish beart from secving thoe,
Who lexves onsway’d the likeoes of & man,
Thy proud heart's slavg sod vassl wretch to be :
Ouly my plagos thus far I connt my gain,
That she that makes me 2in, swanls me pais.

BONNET CXLIL

Lovz is nxy sin, and thy dsar ¥irtes bate,

Hate of my sio, grouoded ou sinful loving !

O but with mine compare thou thine own state,
And thou shalt find it werits not reprovieg ;

Or if it do, not frem those lips of thine,

‘That have profan’d their scariet aviaroonts,
And sealtd false bouds of love as oft as mine
Robb'd othors' beds revenues of their réots.

Be it lawful I love thes, as thou lov'st those
Whom thine cyes woo as mine isspbrixoe thee :
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows,
Thy pity may deserve to pity’d be.’
lfthuudmtnaktohuewwtbwhthidc,
By seli-cxumple may’st thou be dewy’d {

SONNET CXLIL

Io.aauuhlh-nrifemwuuh .
Oue of ker foatber'd crentures broke swa
Seudmhhbe,mﬂmukudlnmdmlch
In phrwnit of the thing she would bave stay ;
Whilst ber neglacted child holds her iu chase,
Cries to cakch ber whoso busy care is beat

To follow that which flies before ber face,

Not prizing her poor infant’s discomtent ;

5o run’st thou after that which dies from thes,
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind ;

But if thou catch thy hope, tom back to mee,
And tha mother's part, kiss ma, be kiod :
So will [ pray that thoo may’st have ﬂ:y witl,
If thon tuwm back, and my Joud crying still

s/

.



SONNET CXLIV.

Two Joves [ bave of comtofi and despair,
Which like two spirits do puggest ma still;
The better angel is a mad n;htfur,

The worser #isit a womgn, colour’d ill

To win tae won to Beil, my femsle eril
Tempteth my betisr aogel frors my side,
Aﬂmldmptmymptmboa devil,
Wooing his purity with ber fonl

And whether that'my angel be tum’d fiend,
Seapect | may, ye4 oot directly teli;

Bat being both fron me, both to esch friend,
1 goess one angel io suother's Hell.

Yet thiy shall I ne’or know, bat live in doubd,
Till-yhdnmlﬁnmygmdmewt.

SONNET CXLYV.

Tnmﬁptmlpve’smhmd&ndmie, .
Breath’d forth the sound that said, I hate,”
To me thet languish’d for ber sake ;

Buat when she saw my woeful state,
Steaight in ber beart did mevey come,
Coiding that toogue, that ever sweet

Was us’d fu giving gentie doom ;

And tanght it thuy m-new to

I Axte slhye alter'd with an end,

Thut follow’d it as gentle day

Tiotk follow night, who like & Bend

Prom Heaven to Hell 7 flown away.

1 hate from hete away sho threw,

Awnd mv'd my life, saying—* not you.*

SONNET CXLVLE

Poaa wol, the centrs of my wiofal earth,

Foold by thome rebel powers that thee artuy,
Why dost thoa pine within, sud suffer dearth,
Paintimg thy outward walls w costly gay?
Why so inrge cost, having so short & lease,
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion speed
Sbhall worms, inheriors of this excess,
Eltnptbr charge } Ts this thy bodys end }

live thon tpon thy servant's loss,
And let that pioe to aggravats thy store;
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ;
Withim be fed, withoat be rich 50 more:
Sa-h.!tumtadmbeuh, thut feeds om men,
And, Death once desd, there ’s Do moredyiog then,

SONNET CXLVIL

Mr love in Jike a ferer, longing still

For that which louger nurseth the discase
Feeding on that which doth preserve tha iil,

The uncertaip sickly appetite to plesse-

My reasom, the physicing to my love,

Angry that his prescriptions are Dot kept,

Hatb et me, and I desperato now approve,
Desire his death, which phyiic did except.

Past care | am, 50w resson is past care,

Acd frantic.-nrsd with ever-mors unrest ;

My thoughts apd wy discourse as mad meo's are,
At rapdom from the tnah vajuly express’d ;

For 1 have swornthee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art os black aa Hell, a¢ duck as night.

. 6
SONNET CXLVIil.

Ozt what oyes hath love pnt in my Bead,
Which haye wo onca with troe sight ?
Or, if they bave, whers s my judgment Ged

That censures faisely whut they s nright!

If that be fair wherson my fulse eyen dots,
Whet means the world to eay it is not ea? .,
if it be aot, theo Jove doth well dennte

Love’s eye is Dot 00 troe us all men's: po,

How can it? O bow can Lowe's eye be troa,
That i 00 vex’d with watehing and with tenrs ?
No marval they though | mistake my riew;
The Sun iteeif soos Dot, till Henven cledirs

O cunning Love ! with thon keep'stme blind,
Mey-ﬂkndnsdr'ﬁlﬁﬂhmwu

e

BONNET CXLIX. "
Carnr thou, O cruel | aay Ilove thee mot,
When I, eguiost myseif, with thee purtake }
Do I oot think oo thee, when I forgot
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy saks ?
Who heteth thee that T do eall nry friend ?
On whom frown'st thou that I do fawn u
Nay ifthou lowr'st on me, do I not sI.\erlCI:“l
Revenge upoo ryself with present moan }
What mect do T in myself respect,
That is so d thy service to despise,
When all my best doth wanhip thy defect,
Conmianded by the mintion of thine eyes ?
Bat, love, hate an, for now { kvow thy mind ;
Thosa that can ses thou lov'st, and I am bhiind

SONNET CL.

O rmom what power hast thon this powerfil might,
Wilk insofBciency my heart to yway ?

To muke me give the He to oy tros sight, :
And swesr that brightoes doth not grace the day ?
Whence hast thou this becoming of thingy ill,

That in the very refuse of tby deuds

There is such streagth snd warrantise of akill,

That in my mind, thy worst oll bext excends ?

Who taught thee how to make me love thes more,
The mora ! hear and see just cause of hate ?

0, though 1 love what others do abbor,

With others thou should'st not abhor my rtata;

If thy unworthiness rmin’d love in me,
More worthy I to be belor’d of thee,

SONNET CLL

Lovz is to0 young 4o know what cocacience is;
Yet wko koows oot , conscience is born of lave ¢
Then, geatle chester, nrge not my amis,

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove.
For thou betrmying ma, 1 do betray

My nobler part to oy gross body's Lreason ;
My soul doth tell my body that he may
Tnumpb in love; fBesh staye 2o further resson;
But mtng at thy naTe, doth point oot thee

As bis triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,
He is codtented thy poor drudge to be,

To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.

No want of genscience hold it that J call

Her love, for whose deas Tove I oise and full.
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“BONNET CLIL

In loving thise whou keowst I ac forwwonts, © -
Batmmnumwnﬂm-ﬂm,
Inwtﬂ:yhed-mbmkn,mdmhhm.
In pew hate after now ove besring.

But why of two outim’ breach do 1 steuse thae,
When 1 break ¢weaty ?. [ am peejur’d-moet
For wll my vows mre onthy bt 1o misose thoe,
Ard gll oy honest faith iw thoe is lost =

For 1 bave sworn deep osthe of thy deep kindnem,
QOsths of thy love, thy truth, thy coostancy §
And, tolﬂhgﬂn&bﬂ,glneyuhm
Ormde&emmmhn thhimyg the F
Por 1 have sworn theo fnir:. moe perjur'd 1,

To swenr, ageinet the trath, so foul & Lo !

SONNET CLIIT.
Corn lay’d by his brand, zad full asleep ;
A mujd of Dian’s this adnntnge fouod,
And hin lpve-kindling fira did quickly steep
‘In & cold valley-fountwin of that grotad ;
Which borrow'd from this koly fire of love
A dateless lively beat, still 10 endure,
And deew = seething bath h yet men prove,
Aguinst strunge maladies 2. LOVETEIg CUre.
But st my misiress’ eye Love's braod new-fir'd,
'The boy for trial peads would teuch my breast ;
1 sick !rithll. tha belp of bath dasic’d,
And hither hied, & md disteroper'd guest,
But fourd po cure; the bath for my halp lies
Where Cupid got pew fire ; my mistress’ cyon

SONNET CLIV.

Tre Lttle love-god lyipg once asleep,

Laid by his side hir heart-miiamiog brand,
‘Whilst many nympbs that vow'd alwate lifé to keep,
Came trippmg-dry ; bat ia ber maiden hend

The fairest vnnrymkupthn fire

Which wany legions of iTes betrts had “m‘d'
And w0 the gomersi ufbotdulrd’ )

Was sleeping by & virgin band dismrm’d.

This brand she quenched in a cool well by,
Which from love's fire took best parpetust,
Orowing s bath and bealthful remedy

For men dwear'd ; but 1, my misorew’ thrall,
Came thers for cure, and this by that I peove,
Love's e heats water, water 0003 Dot love.

PASSIONATE PILGRIM.
L

Die not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eve,
*Gainst whom the world canmot hold argoment,
Persunde miy beart to this false perjury ? -
Vows for thee broke deserve not pomisbment.

A woman T forswore ; but T will prove,

Thou being & goddess, T forswore not thee:

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ;
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all disgrace in me.,
My wow was breath, and breath a vapour is
Then thon fair Bnn. which on my sarth dost shine,
Eahal'st thin vapour pow ; in thee it is:

Tf brokea, then it » no fault of mine.

If by me broke, what fool is mot o wise

To break an oath, to win a parndise ?

L]

SHAKSPEARES POEMS,

eneipe
Or he refes’d to tike ber dgard profier,
mmdurmbuu-mldmwuehthhdt,
Bat smile and o offer;,
“nfdlﬁemhhck,ﬁirqm ndh'lﬂl;
He rose and ran awny ; ab, fool, too frewand !

[1) 8
If love make me forsworn, bow shall [swear to Jows ?

Q pever faith could haold, if not ts béanty vow'd :
Though 10 myldf forsworn, to thee 'l eonstant
{bow"d

prove;
Those thougits hm!lkeﬂh @ thee Like osexy
Study his bias leaves, and makes bis book thioe eyesy
Wbmnllt.ho;nlﬂqmulnq.thuluunm
hend.
1 knowladge bethe mark, toknow thes shall soffice 3
Well Jenrnad is that tongue (bat well cun Liee coun-

mend ; -
All ignorant that soul that sees thee withont wonder ;
Which is to me some praiee, that 1 thy parts sdwire:
Thina aye Jove's lightning seama, thy voice hin
dreadful tbunder,
Which (not to anger bent) is masic and rwest fre.

-Celestial as thou art, O do wet love that wrong,
To ting the Honvane' praise with such an uru:ly

tongue.

Iv.
Sumhldlheﬁmdriadupﬂndmm
And scuroe the baed gono to hdpfunhdc,
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn,

A longing tarrisoce for Adonis mads,

Under an osier growing by a brook,

A brook, whers Adon 0v'd to cool his eptean.

Liot was the day; she botter that did bagk.

For hin approuch, that often there kad been.
Anon be comes, and throws his mantie by,

And stood etark-naked on the brock's green bri ;
The Suts lock’d on the world with gloricms eye,
Yet not 9o wistly, ee this queen on him:

He spying her, bounc™d ju, whereas ha stood ;
 Ob, Jovs,” quoth she, ¥ why was I pot & flood P

v.

Fair is wry Jore, hot not & fair ee fickle,

Mild ay » dove, but neither troe nor oty ;
Brighter than glass, wnd yet, ns glam i, brittle,
Softer than wax, and yet, as irgn, rarty :

A litde with dampuk dyw to grace ber,
None falr, nor pooe (alser to deice ber.

Her lips to mine how often hath sha join'd,
Between each kise ber oath of true love swearing !
How many taies to please me bath she coig'd,
Dreading my love, the lom wiereof still fexgng !
Yet in the Inldﬂdlllhwtﬂll

. protestings,
Her faith, Ier patbe, hartusrs, and all wore justivgs.



PASSIONATE PILGRIM.

burnt with love, w stravw with Gre famefl,
burnt ot love, a3 soon =8 straw ot barmeth ;
frama’d the love, and yet aho foil'd the fruning,
bad love est, and yet ahe fall & turning.

this » lover, or 2 lecher whether ?

in the best, though excellent in esither

YL -

H moei: and sweet poctry agree,

As they must peeds, the sirter and the brother,
Then pemit the love be great "twixt theo and me,
Beacaase thou lov'st the one, and 1 the other.

EFERRE

That Phahbux' lute, the queen of music, makes ;

And 1 in deep delight am chiefy drown’d, .
‘Whenas bi to singing he betakes.
One god is god of bath, as poets feign ;

Oue knight both, and bih iu thee reroain.

L7 18

Pair was the maorn when the fair queen of love,
. [ ] [ ] [ ] . [ ]
Paler for sorsew than her mili-white dove,
For Adon’s sakse, & youngster proud and wild
Heor stand she takos npon a stewp-up hill 2
Anon Adonis eomes with born and bounda ;
e, silly queen, with more than lore's good wll,
Forbade the boy he shoukd not pass those grovnds ;
Once,™ quoth abe, * did 1 pze o fair swent youlb
in these brakes desp-wounded with & boar,
fa tha thigh, & spectacie of roth!
& my thigh,” qooth she, * bere way the sovs: "
showel bers ; he saw more woundy than ooe,
And bleshing Bed, and Joft ber all akoa

¥IIL
Bereet rave, fair Sower, uotimely pluck'd, soow faded,
Piack'd in the bod, ad faded in the spring !
Erighi orieot peard, alack ! too tmely shaded |
Fair creature, Xill’d woo scon by Death's sharp stiong!
Like u grees plumb that bangs upon s tres,
And falls, thromgh wind, before the fall should he,

I weep for thee, and yet vo cause I have,

For why ? thou left'st me nothing in thy will. -
Al yet thog left'st me more than I did erave;
Fer why? [ craved nothimg of thee still :

O yex, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee ;
mmmmmmw@

>

Fair Veous with Adonir sitting by ber,

Usder a myrile shade, bagun to woo kim ;

e tuld the youngling bow god Muss did try her,

And as e et to bey, she felt to him. [me;"
# Even thny,' quoth she,  the warlike god embrac’d
Asd theo she clip'd Adonia in ber arms: [wme,”
# Bvea (hos,” quoth she, ** the warlike god nnlae’d
da i the boy stiomld ose like loving charmas.

= Eves thas,” quoth the, * b seited ‘on wy bipa,®

And with isee lipe om his did act the sefanm 3

And wy she fetched bueath, sway be ships,

Aml would not teike bey menning nor her plaasnre.

Ab! thet T had oey indy ot this bay,

T
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xX.
Crabbed age and youth — O~
Cannot live together;  $~
Youth is ful) of pleasance,
Age in foll of care: - -
Youth like spommer marn,

Age like winter weather ; Ar
Youth like mmuoler brave,
Age Like winter bare

Youth ks fail of wport, Y
n;;'nbmmiuhm, Cy

outh i nimble, ags is lame s ¥
Youth is hot and bold, -~
Age is wenk and cold ; e

i Age, [ do abhor thee, .

Youth is wild, aad age is tame. _‘::v
Youth, [ do adore thoe;

0O, my love, my love ilm:%
Age, | do defy thes; ,i
O, sweet shepherd, hia thes, | ,

For methitks thou stey'st too kong. § 1L

X1

Beanty is but » vaio aod doubtful

4 shining glom that fadeth suddenly; -

A flower that dies, wheo frst it ‘gios w bod;
A brittle glam, that 's broken presemly :

A doubtful good, w gloss, a ;Im a fower,
Lost, faded, broken, desd within xn hour.

And ns goods lost are seld or never found,
As faded gloss no robbing will refresh,

As flowers dead, lio wither'd on the groand,
As broken glam no cement. can redress,

So beauty blrmish'd ouce, for ever ’s lost,
In wpite of physic, painting, pain, and cost.

X1

Oood night, yood rest.  Ah! peither be my share;

She bade good night, thai kept my rest away;
And daft me to & cubin haug’d with care, .
To descant on tha doubts of my decay.,  [row ;"
 Parewell,” quath she, ** and come sgiin W0 mor-
Parvwell 1 a:H naot, for § supp’d with sorrow.

Yet st my partiog sweetly did abe amila,

-Ia scorn or friendship, pill 1 construe whethar :

Miy be, she joy’d to jest at my exile,

May be, agnin to make me wander thither:
Wander, & word for shadows like myself,

As take the paip, but canoot pluck the pelt.

XL

Lord bow mine eyes throw gares to the east !

My heart doth charge the watchy the morving rise
Doth cite each moving e from ide rest.

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes,

While Philoneln nita und sings, [ sit and mark,
And wizh ber lays were toned like the lark

For she doth welcomse day-light with ber ditry,
And drives away durk dismel-dreammg night :
The night s> pack’d, I poet unto my pratey ;
Heart hath bis hope, and oyes sheir wished sight ;
Sormow chang’d to solace, wlace mix'd with sor-

oW ;
For why ? ahn’u'gln'd, and bade me conee to morrow,

To iy and clip wetdi | mdaweyl
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Were 1 with her, the night wpuld past too svon;
Bt now are minutes addad to the hoars ;
To spits me now, each minuts seems an hour;

' Yet pot for me, shine, San, tosuceour Rowers! [row;
Pack night, pesp doy ; zood day, of night now bor-
Short, Night, to night, and leogth thyself to morrow.

' XTIV,

It wasa lordling’s deughter, the fairest aoe of three,
That liked of her master a8 well st well might be,
Till looking on wn Enzlishman, the fairest that eye

Her fapcy fell a tumning. [eould ses,
Ling was the combat doubtiul, that [ove with love

did fight, [aright:

To leare the master lovelem, or Xill the gullant
To put in practice either, aias it was a spits

Unto the ailly damsel.

Bat one must be refused, more mickle was the pain,
That nothitg coald be used, to larn them bath to
gain, [disdain:
Por of the two the trusty knight was wounded with
Alas, she contd oot help it!
Thusart with arms contending was victor of theday,
Which by & gift of learning did benrthe maiklaway;
Then lulisby, the learned than hath got the lady guy;
For npw my song is ended,

xv.

On s day (alack the day!}

Laove, whose oooth was ever May,
Spy'd a blomum passing fair,

Playiog in the wanton mir,

Through the velvet laaves the wind,
AH ubseen, 'gac passmge find ;

That the lover, sick to death,

Wish’d hitnself the Heaven's breath ;
s Alr,” guoth he, * thy checks may blow
Air, would [ might triumph sot

But, alus! my hend bath sworn

Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thom:
Yow, alack, for youth unmest,

Youth, so apt to pluck e sweet.

Do not cail 1t sin in ma.

That [ arn farswormn For thee ;

Thou for whom ewen Jova would sweay
Juno bat an Ethiope wers;

And deny himwe!f for Jove,

Torming mostal for thy fove.

XVL

“ My Bocks feed not,
My ewm breed not,
My rams epeed nit,
All is amios:
Love’s denying,
Eailk's defying,
Heart's renying,
Cayrer of this.
All my merry jigs nre quits forgot,
All my lady’s love in kost, God wot :
Whera her faith was firmly fix’d in love,
There a pay is plac'd without remore. -
One diily crom
Wought ali my Jots ;
© trowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame!
For now 1 see,
Inconstancy .
More in womeo then io wea remain,

SHAKSPEARE'S POEMS,

“ In bleck moama §,
All fears acorn 1,
love hath forlom ma,

Living in thrall: .
Heart is bleeding, -
A(l)l ltaiplneadit!;, 1y

cruel speeding !

¢ Praughtad with gzll. o
My shepherd’s pipe can sound nc desl,
My wethers! bell rings dolefull knell ;
My curtall dog that woat to have play'd,
Plays not at all, but seees afraid ;
With sighs so deep,
Procurcs o weep,

In howling-wise, to see my dofeful plight.
How sighs resvund
Through beartless ground,

Like a thousand vanquish’d men inbloody fght T
Clear wells spring not,
Sweet. birds sing not,
Green plants bring not

Forth ; they die:
Heyds stand weeping,
Flocks 21l sleeping,
Nympha back peeping

Fearfully. -
All owr plessure koown to ua poor
Al our i
All our ADg uport
All our love is lost, for love is dead.
Farowell, sweeat Jove,
Thy like ne'er was

For eweet coolend, the canms of all my mosn:
Poor Coridon,
Must live sicos,

Other help for bim [ weo that tere is pome. ™

XvII,
Whea as thine eye bath chose the dume,
" And stall’d the deer that thon should'st strike,
Let renson rule things worthy blame,
As well ma fancy, partial might :
Take coumm! of smee wiser head,
Neither too young, nor yet upwed,

And when thoo com’st thy tale to tell,
Smooth pot thy tomgus with fled talk,
Lent ahve some soblle practies emell;
{A orippie soon can find & halt +)
But plainly say thou lov'st ber well,
And set ber perscn farth to sala

What though her frowging brows be best,
Her clocdy [ooks will calm ere night;
And then too [ate she will repent,
That thus dimembled her delight;
And twice desive, ere it be day,
That which with scorn she pat wway.

What though she strive to try her strength,
Ard tmn abd brawl, and my thes may,
Her feeble force will yleld at leogth,
When craft hath taught her thos to sy :
* Had women been wo strong as men,
In fuith you had oot had it then.”

And to ber will framoe all thy ways; .
Spare pot 10 spend, and chiedy Urere

Whare thy desert may morit prale,
By rieging in thy sdy's car:

The stroogest twrer, apd town, IF Y

castle, tow
rTh gelden bullet bunts it dowm.

i h

T~



Serre alwayn with emored trost,
And ny thy sait be humble, troe;
‘E-hl.hylulypwnnn;m,
Prem maver thou 1o choose gnew :
When tite shall serve, be thoa pot sheek
To pwofler, though she pat thee beck.

The wiles and guiles that women work,
Dimseraliled with an cotward show,
Thnu-chsnnimthuinthmluﬁ.

e cock that trends them shall not Imow.

Have you mot heard it mid foil oft,
A womsari's nay doth stand for nought ¥

Think woenes still to thrive with men,
To sin, aod pever for to st :
There iy 9o Henven, by holy then,
When time with age stal] them attaint:
Were kimes all tbe;oylwbetl.
O woman would another wed,

Bt solt; enongh,—too much | fear,
Lest that my mistrem hear my sng ;
She *H ot stick to reund me i th' e,
To tench m¥ tongne ta be w lang :
Yet will shve bloah, bere be it mid,
Tohairhamnbcnly'd-

XviiL

A it fell vpon & day,

Ix the aserry mamth of May, |
Satting in  pleaseat shade

‘Which & grove of myrties made,
‘Beasts did lewp, and birda did sing,
Towes did grow, and plasts did spring ¢
Every thing 4id buxish mown,
Save the nightingale afone :
Mmhtd,-:ﬂﬁﬂom,
Lesn’d her breast op-till & thorn,
And shere sung th:&(eﬁlt'u ditty,
That to bear it was great py:

* Fis, o, Ge,” now woald sha cry,
* Terw, Teru,” by and by:

That to bear der 0 complalis,

Scaree | eould from tenrs refrain ;

Tor her griefs, wolively ghown,

Made me think upon mine own.

Ab! (thought [) thon mourn'st in valn;
Nowe take pity on thy pain:

Beosclems trees, they camot hear thee ;
Buthless beasts, they will not cheer thee ;
King Pandion, he is dead :

All thy friends ave tapp'd i lead :

All thy fallow birds do sing,
Caredes of thy sorsowing,

Even w0, poor bird, like thee,

None aiive will pity me,

Whilst ws fickle Fartune smil'd,
Thoa and Iﬂ:o:ebuthbegdl’d.
Etlr,'m bmt

Is wo friend in mbvery. he,
Wudsmany tike the wind ;
Faithlio! friends are bard to Spd.
Every zuam will be thy friend,

. PASSIONATY. PILGRIM. 65

If that coe be prodigit, )
Boantifu! they will him cafl s
Amd with such Tike Sartering,
“ Piiy but ba were a kg~

If b by it to vice, ’
Quickly him they will entice; .
If vy women he be bent,

Thery have bim st commendement ;
Bat if fortune once do frown,

Then farewel] biz t rencrn ¢

| They that fawn’d on bim befoce,

Use his company to moce,

He that is thy friend indeed, -

He will help thee in thy need 3

If thou sorrow, e will weep;

If thou wake, he cannot sleep:
Thus of every grief in beart

He with thee doth besar a part.
These are certain sigm to know
Faithiful friend from dattering foe.

XL

Take, ob, take those lipy awsy,
That s sreetly were fvwworn ;
And thess eyem, the brenk of day,
Lights that do mislead the mom:
But my kisswm bring sgain, -
Seals of love, bt seal’d in vain.

Hide, oh, hide those hilly of snow

* Which thy frozen bosom bears,

Cu whae tops the pirks that grow,
Are of thase thet Apri] wears.

But firat set my poor beart free,

Bound i those icy chains by thes,

XX -

Lat the bird of loudest lay,

Ohn the sols Arabian tree,

Herald sad and trumpet be,

To whome sound chaste wings obey,

But thou shri hazbinger,
Foul pre-correr of the fiend,
Augur of the fever's end,

To this troop coms thoy not neer.

¥rom this session interdict S
Every fowl of tyrot wing,
Save the eugle, feather'd king:

Eeeptheohqny w strict.

Let the priest i:n m-r-plm white,
That defonctive mudc can,
Be the desth-divining swan,
Lewt the requiem tack his right

And thoa, treble-dated crow,

That thy sable gender mak'st

With the breath thou giv'st and take,
'Mongst our tournars shalt thoo go

Here the acthewn doth CORITMOCS
Love and isdoad 3

Phenix and the turths fed
ha;w!mlmﬁwm
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Bo they lov'd, as love im twnin
Had the ossance but In oga ;
Two distinets, division none:
Number theye in lovs was slai,

Heurts ramote, yot ot sscmder ;
Distance, and »0 5pucs was seen
*Twixi the turtle and bis queen ¢
But in them it were & wonder.

Bo hetween them kove Jid ghine,
That the tart!e saw hiy right
Flaming in the phenix® sight:
Either was the other's guine,
Property waa thas appall’d,
That the self was not the pame ;

Single nature’s double samse
Neither two nor coe was call’d,

Rezom, in malfocnﬁnndd,

. Baw division grow together;

To themaedres yet either.neither,
Sipple were 00 well comprindad ;

That it cried, * how true w twaity
Seemieth thin concordmat cne!
TLove bath reason, reason BoRe,
If what parts can 5o remaio.”

Wheroupots it made thiy threpe
To tha phenix and the dove,
Co-supremes and stare of love;
As chorus to thayr tragic scens,
TRA NGO

Beauty; troth, and f-.n‘ty,
Grace in all simplicity,

- Hewe emcios'd in cioders ife

Death is now the pheniz’ nest;
And the turtle’s loval breast
To eternity doth Tewt,

Leaving mo posteriey:—
T wus not their lnfirmity,
It was married chastity.
Troth may seem, bt sannot he;

Beaaty , but %t s not she ; ’
Truth and beanty bory'd be.

.

To this arn let thawo repair

“Thit ara either true or fair; )

For thene doad birds sigh a prayer.
— et

&

LOPER'S COMPLAINT,

Frow off & hill wiiose concare womb re-worded
A plaintfui story from & siskering vale, )
My spirits to attend thin double voice wecorded,
And down I Iny to list the sad-tiie’d eade: - -
Ere long espy’d » fickle mald foll pale,
Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain,
Storming ber world with sorrow’y wind nod rein.

. Upon her bead a platted bive of straw,

Which fortify’d her visage from the Sun,

Whereon the thought might think sormetiee it saw
The carcas of a beauty spent and dove

Tima hed mot scythed all that youth begun,

Nor youth sll quit; b, spite of Heavon's feil rage,
flome bemuty peep'd through lattice of sear*d sige.

Of did she heave hex napkin to her eyne,
Wkich oo it had conoeitad cherscter,
Laund'ring the silken figures in the bribe a
| That senson’d wos had pelleted in tenrs,

And often rending what contents it beam g

As often shrieking undistinguish’d woe,

Ta clumours of &l sixe, both high sod low,

Sometimies har level’d eyes their carriage Tide,
As they did battery to the spheres intend ;
Somwtime diverted thair poor halls are ty'd

To the orbed earth; wmetimes they do extend
Their view right oo ¢ anoo their gazes lend

To every place at once, and ¢ where fix’d,
The mind and sight distractediy commix'd.

Her bair, nor loose, mor ty'd in formal plat,
Proclaim’d in ber a carelem hand of pride ;

For some, untuck’d, deacended ber sheav'd hat,
Hanging her pale and pined cheek begide ;

Some in bor threnden fillet still did bide,

And true @ boodage, would not break from thencs,
Thoagh slackly braided m loose negligence.

A thousnd favours from & maund she drew

Of smber, orystal, and of bedded jet,

Which one by one she in & river threw,

Upot whose Mg margent she was set,—
Like nsury, applying wet to wet,

Or mooarchs® hands, that ket not bounty fail
Wheze want cries goms, bat where excem begs ail

Of folded schedules had she many ‘n one,

Which she perwr'd, sigh’d, tore, and gave the food ;
Crack’d many a ring of pesied goid and booe, -
Bidding them find their sepulehres in vand 5

Foursl yet more letiers sadly pen’d in blood,\
With sleided vilk fext and affectedly -
Enswath’d, and goal’d to carious secresy.

‘These often bath'd she in her imdve eyes,

And often kise’d, and often *gan to tear ;

Cry’d, # O false blood ! thou register of lies,
What unapproved witness dost thoo hear ! [here!™
Tok would bave seem'd more black and damned
This said, in top of mge the fines she rents,

Big discontent so hreaking their contents.

A revereod man, that graz’d his cattle wigh,
{Sometime o blusterer, that the ruffie knew

OF court, of city, and bad Tet go by

The swiftest hours) vbeerved us they few;

Towards this afllicted fancy fartly drew ;

And, privilex'd by age, dewives to know

T bried, the grounds and tnotives of ber woo.

8o alides he down upon his graised bat,

And comely-distant sity be by her side;
When he again desires her, being mat,

Her grievance with his bearing to divide:

If that from ki there muy be aoght spply’d
Which muy ber sufferifig costesy sutage,

T is prowiad in the charity of age.

-+



A LOVERS COMPLAINT.

= Patber,™ sbn * thowgh in me behotd
mhiurydl:g‘lbhﬁnghnnr,ﬂ '
Let it pot tali your judgment T am old ;

Not age, bat sortow, orer me bath power:

I might as yet have beem g dower,
FPresh 1o mysedf, if T had mif-appiy*d

Lowe to wywit, and 10 w0 Jove bexide.

* But wo is ma! 00 early 1 ationded

A youtbfe! suit (it wwa to gwin my grace}
Of goe by Nature’s ootwards'so eommended,
That maiden’s cyes slock ever alt his facer
Lave lackid u dwelling, and made him har place;
Aod when io bis fair parts ahe did abide, .
She way oew Jodg’d, and newly detfiod.

* His beowny kocks did hany in crooked curls;
And every light occasion of the wind

Upom his Lips their sfiken percels hnrs

What *s aweet 0 do, in do will aptly find :

- Each eye that mw him did eochant the mind ;
For om his visage wns in ittle drawa,

‘What largenem thinks in Paradine was sawrr.

“ Senall show of man was yet upon his chin;

Eis phenix down begen butto mppesr,

Like umehorn veivet, on that tevmless skin,
Whose bare out-brag the wob it scem’d to wear;
Yet show'd his vimge by that cort mast dear;
And pioe affectioos wereriny stood in doubt

I best ¢ wexre a5 it waa, or best withont.

* His qualities were bexuteous ws his form,

For maiden-tongo'd he was wivd theyecf froe; -
Yet, if men movd him, was be soeh o storm

As oft “twizt May and April & to see,

When winds breathe ywort; wornly though they be.
Hit mdones #o with bis smthoriz’d youth,

Did livery faleeness jn & pride of truth.

* Well could be ride, and often men would my,

¥ That borse his metthe fromn his rider takes:

Prood of sobjection, noble by the sway,

Wint roonds, what boaods, what conrse, what sop

ant he moakey 1* .
controversy henoe & guestion takes,

th.he!-tln horse by I bocnire his deed,

Or be his mansge by the well-doing stenl

* Bot quickly on this ride the verdict weet §
Hs m(lpbl::litnde wave life and grace '

Te appertainings and to ormament,

Acexanplish’d in himself, not io his case:

All ajds, themaeltves made faiver by their place,

Came for additions; yet their porposd trim

Piec’d Dot hin grace, bt were all grae’d by him,

“ So on the ¥p of bis subdujng torgun

Ali kind of argnments and goestion deep,

All replication prompt, and ressom strony,

For his advantage stili did wake and sleep

To make the weeper Iaugh, the haugher wCP,

He had the diakect and different okill,

Catehing sl passions in his craft of will;

“ That be did in the genera] basotn reign’

Of young, of old ; mod sexes both enchemted,

To dwell with bim io thoughts, or to remuin

In peryonal duty, following where be haonted :

Omn_sh bewitch’d, ere he degire, huve granted ;
_ And dinlogn’d for him what he would sy,

Ask'd their own wills, and made their withs cbey.

67
s Many there were that did bis picture get,

To serve their eyes, and in it pot their inind ;
Like fools that in the imagivation set -

The goodly obiects which wbroad they find

Of tandi st mancions, their's inthonght amign'd ;
And [sbouring in motre pleasures to bestow them,
Than the troe gouty landlord which doth owe them:

*“ So many have, that never f.ou\ch’d his band,
Sweetly suppos’d them mistress of hi beart.
My woefal self, that did in freedom stand,

And was my own feeaimple, (not in part}
What with his art m youth, mad yoath io art,
Threw oy affections in his ¢charmed power,
Reserv’d the stalk, and geve him oll my flower.

™ Yet did I not, as some my egufas did,
Demand of him, nor belny desired, yielded ;
Finding mywelf in honour vo forbld,
With safest distance J mine bovoar sbielded
Experience for me many bulwarks buiMed

Of proofs new-bleeding, which remain’d the fbit
Of this false jewel, atl his amorons spoll. - .

“ But ah! who ever shan'd by precedent
The destin'd {1} she must hersolf amury ¥

Or Buc'd examples, *guirst her own content,
To put the by-pam’d perils in her wny ?
Counst] may stop awhile what will not stay ;
For when we ruge, advice is often ween

By blunting oato maks cur wits more keen.

“ Nor gives it mtisfuction to onr blood,
Thet we most carb it upoe other’ proof,
To be forbid the swedts that seem 20 gool,
For fear of harme that presch in sur bebhoof,
O appetite, from judgment stand aloof!
The orie % palate hath that needs will taste,
Thoagh reason weep, and cry itis thy fer2,

“ For further I coukd say, fhis max "sunfrue,
And kpew the patterns of his foul beguiting ;
Heard where his plants in othery’ orchards grow,
Saw how deceits were guiled in his smiling ;
Koew vows were ever brokers to deling 3
Thought, cheracters, and words, merely bot art,
And bastards of his fonl aduRerste honrt.

 And long upon these terma I held my city,
TH thus be *gan beniege me: * Gentle taid,
Have of my suffering yooth some feeling pity,
And be not of my holy vows afraid:

That '» to yoo sworn, to bone was ever said ;
For feasts of love I hure been call'd unto,

Till pow did ne’er invite, vor oever vow.

« ¢ All my offences that abmad you see,
Are errours of the blood, none of the mind:
Love made them not; with scture they moy be,
Where neither party is nor true nor kind :
They sought theirshame that so their shame did find 3
And 50 muck less of shame in me remaina,
By how wuch of ros their reproach contaims.
LY

© ¢ Amoag'tbe muny that mine eyes have seen,
Not onz whose flame toy heart o much agwann'd,
Or my sffection put to the smallest teen,

Or apy of my leisures ever charm'd:

Harm bave [ done to them, but ne'er was harm’d §
Kept bearts in liveries, bat mine own was free,
And reign’d, commanding in his mousreky,
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“* Laok bere arhat tributes wounded fancies sent
Of paled pesris, and tmbies red ss blood; e, !
Figuring that they their passions likewise tent wme,
OFf grief and blushes, upr;.::dmtwd

In bivodiess white, and the eacrimmcn'd mood ;
Effects of terronr and desr modesty,

Encamp’d in hoarts, but fightiog outwardly.

#¢ And 1ol bihold theso talents of their hair,
With twisted metal amorous]y implesch’d,

1 bave receiv'd from many a several fair,
{Their kind acceptance weapingly beseech'd)
With the anpeyions of fair gems enrich’d,

Abd desp-brain’d sonnets that did unphfy
Fack stooe’s denr cature, -uth,a.ndqughty.

¢ ¢ The dismond ; why 't was beautiful sod hard,
Whereto his invia’d properties did bend ;.

The deep-green everald, in whoes fresh regard
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend ;

The beaven-hued sspphire and the opal blend
With objects manifold ; esch several sooe,

With wit ve.ll blazon'd, smil’d or made some moan.

“eTa!all thuet.nph:uof:ﬂ'ectmuhﬂ,
Of pexmsv’d and subdued desires the &

Nature hath charg’d me that | hoard zhm oot
Buot y‘ne{d them up where | myself must render,
That i, to you, my onigin sud ender:

For these, of force, must your oblations be,
Since 1 their altar, you eapstron me

# 4 O then adveags of yours that phrasedesy band,
Whose white weighe down the airy soals of praise;
Take all these aimilies to your own command,
Hallow'd with sighs that burning loogs did mise ;
What me your minister, for you obeys,

Works under yor ; sud to your audit cowes
Their distract parcels jo cotabined sums.

“ 4 1o this device wya semt e {rm o Bon,

Or sister mpctified of boliest nole;

‘Which late her ochle myit it court did ahes,
Whose mrest baringw made the blomoms dole ;
For she was sagbt by spirits of nehon cont,
Bui kepy cold dm.nnu,nddldt.hmnm
To spend her livjng in ptergal lore .

“t But O, my sweet, what labour is 't to leave
The thing we have not, magtering what not sirives ?
Playing the place which did no form receive,
Playing patient spocts in unconstrained gyves;
She that her fame 30 to herself contrives,

TE : sckrs of battle scapeth by the flight,

And makes her shpence valiant, not ber might

# 1 O pardon me, io that my bosst is troe;
The accident whick brought me to ber eyn,
Upow the moment did her force subdue,
And now she woyld the cayed cloister fiy:
Religioos love put oot religion’s eye:

Nat to be tempted, wooid she be enmur’d,
And now, to tempt ali, liberty procur'd

# ¢ How mighty then you are, O hear me tell !
‘The broken bosoms that to me belong,

Have emptied all their fountsirs iv my 'dl,
And mine I ponr your ocean zll

I strong o'er them, and yauoarmebemg strong,
Musl for your victory us al!

As compourd love to physic your cold breast.

MMPOEHS

"‘Ugwbhdmbchmn-uedu
Who disciplin’d sad dieted in prace,

Bejiev’d bey eyes when [ the nmmil begun,

All vows and contcTaticns givimg place.

O most poteotial love ! yow, bond, nor space,
In thee bath neither sting, koot, nor contive,
For thoo st all, ln{dltinnpohemthm&

4 When thots inypresest, what sve préceptswarth
Of stale cxample ! When thou wilt inflame, )
How coldly those impediments jptand forth
Of'uh.h,ofﬁ.lnlku law, kindred, fame ¥
‘Lovs’s oo ave pesce, ‘gainst ruls, ‘painat sexwir,
= ’gainst shame,

And sweeteys, in the sufferiog pangs it bears,
Thenlomaf:l[forcei, ocks, and fears

¢ Now sl these henrts that do on mine depend, -
Feeling it broak, with bieeding groans they picwe,
And supplicant their sighe to yoa

And leave the battery that you make ’gainst mios,
Lendiag soft sudience to my sweet

And credent soul to that stirong-bondad auth,

That shall prefer and underteke my troth?

“ Thiy said, his watery eyes bo did dmmoont,
Whose sights till then wern level’d oo my face;
Each cheek a river mnning from s fount

With briniah current downward flow'd xpace:

O how the chabtinel to the stream gave grace]
Who, glaz'd with crystal, gats the glowing mees
That Rame through water which their hue encloses,

* O futher, what & ball of witcheraft Jiea

In the smajl orb of coe paaticular tear !

But with the innndstion of the eyex

What rocky heart to water will not wear ¥

What breast so oold that s not warmed hers 7
Q.cle effect ! cold modesty, ot wrmth,

Both firs from hence snd chill extincture hath 3

 For lo! bis pamion, but aa ert of craft,
Eren there rasolv’d my reason into tears ;
“There my white stole of chmtity I daft,
Shook off my sober-guards, aod civil fears;
Appaur to him, as ba Lo me appears,

All meiting; thoogh our dropathia difference bore,
Hiy poison’d me, s0d mie did him resore.

“ In him a plenitude of subtle matter,

Apply'd 10 cautels, all strange forms receives,

Of buring biushes, or of weeping water,

Or swooaing palenews ; and he takes sud leaves,
In either's nptness as it best deceires,

To blush at:peachunnh.tovepp;ttnﬂ.

Or %o turn whita and swoon at tragic shows,

 That not & heart which i hin Jevel came,

Conld scape the hail of bis all-burting sim,
Showing fair Nature i both kind and tame ;

And veil'd in thea, wpuid win whou ke wouid maim :
Agaivet the thing ke vought be would excleim ;
When he most burnt in beart-wish’d Joxery,

He preach’d pure maid, and prais'd cold chastity. .

¢ Thus merely with the garment of a grace

The paked and concesled ﬁeu&. he corer'd, .

That the ienc'd gave tempter place,
Which, hk“:?penchmbm. above them boverd-
Who, youog and simple, woukl not be sa lover’d }
Al me! I fell ; and yet do question make

What [ should 1 do sgain for such & ke
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ER SONGS.

“ 0, that mfected mcisture of his eye,

O, that false fire whick in his cheek 5o gfovd,
0 that fore’d thander from his hesrt did iy,
O, that swd breath his spongy lungs bestow’d,
0. all that borrowed motion, semitig ow'd,
Woald yet aguin betrey the fore-betray'd,
And pew pervert s reconciled maid ™

L E—

'SONGS
FROM HIS FLAYS.

SONG,

* ROM MYOU LN . .

Prow, blow thou winter-wind,
Thoo et pot & nukind

As man's ingratitude t
Thy tocth & not 30 keen,
Becanss thon art not seen,

Although thy breath be rude. '
Heigh, o ! simg beigh, ho ! luﬂotbc;mnholly.
Mowt frrendship is feiguing, mont loving tem folly,

Thuhigb,ho,thchnlly!

Thris Life is mast jolly, N

Preeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
That dost net bite 30 nigh
As benefits forgot
Though thou the waters warp,
Thy sting is not 30 sharp
As frieod remewiber’d pot.
Heigh, bo! &c. e

SONNET.
I EWOTARY'S NELICON, AFD LAYE'S LABMODN'S LONT,

- Alr, qaotbhe,"thychuhmy blow ;-
Air, would | might triumph s }

Bot alech ! ¥ mry band is swormn

NeZer to pluck thee from thy thom,

Yow, slack ! for

Youth so apt to plock a #reet ;

Do* not cull it o in me

That | am forwworn for thee:

1 4 Was” Png. Hol

3 & Ehepherd” Epg. Hel

3 & Ales my Barsl bath.” Eng. Hal,
* Them: two lime waxting in Eog. Hel,

1

3

09 -
Thon, for whogn [¢’en] Jove would swear *
Jono but wo JExthiop were ;

And deny himslf for Jove,
Tumnicg morta! for thy * love.”

BEPRING.
A KOWQ.

AT THE T¥D OF 10VA'S LAMOOL'T LOST,

Watn daisi® pied, aod violets blue,

And lady-smocks all silver white,
And cockoo-buds, of yellow hue,

Do paint the meadows witk delight,
The cuckoo then ou ev'ry tree
Mocks married men, for thussings be ;
Cackoo!
Cockoo ! cackoo {0 word of fexr,
Unpleasing to s marritd ear?

- 1

When shepherds pipe on caten straws,

And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks,
When turtles trend and mooks wod dews,

Apd mgideca bleach their sonuney pmocks ;
The cuekoo then on arery tree
Mocks married men, for thus singt he;
Cackon !
Cackon ! Cochoo '—O word of fear,
Unplemsing to s married ear ! .

WINTER.
A JONG,
AT TRE FXp'OF LOVE'S LABOUL'S LOBY.

Waen icicles hang by the wall,

Aond Dick the shepherd blows his el
And Tomn bears iogs into the ball, .

And milk comes frosen home in pail ;
Wkhen blood i nipt, and ways be foul,.
Then nightly singy the staring owl,
Tu-whoo |

To-whit ! tc-whoo! a merry nota,
While groasy Joun doth keel the pob.

Fhoen al) slocd the wind Joth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, -
And birds st hrooding in he s,

And Mazrian’s pose looks red x0d raw;
When ronsted crabe hiss in the bowl,
Thew nightly singe the stariag owl,
Tw-whoo !

To-whit! to-whoo! & merry nots;

F While greasy Josn doth kee! the pot

SONG OF FAIRIES,

2T JUCK i¥ MIDSUMMER WIGHT'S DREAM:
Now the buagry lion rours,
Aod the wolf behowls 1he Moo,
Whilst the heavy ploughman morts,
All with weary task foredone.,

oMy Pag Heb




70 SHAKSPEARES POEMS.

. ' Now the wasled brunds doghow;©
Whilst the scritch-owl, soritching load,
Puts the wretch, that lie in woe, .
In remembmnce of 2 shroud.
Now it is the time of night
That the graves, all guping wide, -
Every one lztn{oﬂ.h his spite,
In the charcEwzy paths o glide;
And we Faivies, that do run
By tha triple Hecat's team,
From the presance of the Sao,
Following darktess [ike 2 dream,
Now are frolic; not a mouse
Shall disturh this hellowd boase:
I am sent with broom before
-To sweep the dust betiind the door,

-~

BONG.

IN NUCH AD0 ABOUT NOTHINC.

£1ax% vo vore, ledies, sigh no more ;
Men were deceivers ever;
©oe foot in sea, and one on shore,
Ta one thing conatant pever :
Then sigh not w0,
But let them go, .
And be you blithe and boany ;
Convertiog all your sounds of woe
Iowo, Hey monny, nonny.

Sing no more ditties, sing po me
Of durnps eo duli md%e-lvy;
‘Tbe fraud of men was ever m,
Since summer first was leavy.
Then sigh not m, ke

SONG,

TR TRE MERCHANT OF FERKE.

Tair me, wheere is Fancy bred,
Or in the hieart, or in the head ?
How begot, bow nouarmhed F—m

WEPLY.

It is engender'd in the eyes ;
With guzing fed ; and Fancy dies
In the eradle where it lien

Let va xll ring Fency’s Loell;

11 begin it.—Ding, dong, bell.
Ding, dong, bell

; ARIEL’S SONG.
P THR TEMFENT.

Wizrne the bee nocks, theve suck 1
In & cowslip’s bell 1 hie;
Thers I couch whan owls do ery;
On the bat’s back I do fiy,
After summer, merrily 3
Mexrily, merrily shail I live now

Under the blosom that hungs o the bough.

‘Pear no vre the frown o th' great,

BONG."
1N TWELFTE WA,

Coux wway, come sway, death,
And infsad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, iy away, breath,
I am slain by s v cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck &l with yew,
O prapareit;
My part of death oo one o troe
Did share it.
Not a Aower, not & fiower sweet
Oo my bleck coffin let there be strown s
Not a friend, not s friend

-

greet
My poor corpet, where my booesshall be throwo=

A thousand thonsand sighs to saave,
Lay me, O! whers

Sad trus lover neler find my grave,
Ta weep thers |

—p. -

BONG.
PLOM THE TWO GIRTLEMER OF VIROKA

¢ Wyo is Silvin? what i ahe,

# That all oor swains commend her "
Holy, fair, and wise is abe,

The Heatens such grace did lend her,
That she might admired be.

+# I3 ghe kind A she o fair?

¢ Por beanty lives with kindness 3™
Love doth to her eye ropair,

To belp him of his blindoes ;
And, being elp'd, inhabits thers,

Thar™a Bylriz let us sing,
Thst Sylria is excelling;
She excels each mortal thin i
Upot: the dult Earth dwelling 3 .
To huer 1et ua gwrleods bring.

SONG,
IN crINLINE

Frax no moye the heat o' 1b' Sun,
Nox the furicus Winver's Tages;
Thaa thy worldly task hast doue,
Home srt gooe, and ta'en thy wages:
Golden lads sod gitls all must,
As chiraney-sweepers, come to dost.

Thou art past the tyrant’s ®;

_Care Do mare to clothe and

To thee the reed is as the oalk.
The sceptre, leaming. physic, must.
All follo-lhi.l.udmtoénﬂ.

Pear no more the Hghtning-Aash,

Nor ti all-dreaded thunder stooe;
Fear not slander, censare rash,

Thou bust finithed joy and moan,

'All Jovers yourg, all iovers mmnt

Consign o thee, and caxae to dust.



From it comenmmatioa bave,
Aod remowncd bo thy grave !

SOKG.

FLOM AB FOU LIEK IT.

Usmern the green-wood tree
Who laves to Lie with me,

SONGS. S 71
-+ And tuns bis merry note

Untor the sweet bird’s throat,

Come hither, come hither, come hither ;
Here shall be pe
No epemy

Bat winter lnd rough velthcr

Who doth sbitioo ahon,
And love to live i' the wan 3
Soeking the food he eats,
And pieas'd with what he gots,
Come hither, come hither, mhsthﬂ
Hmdnllhelu
No coemy
Butnn'l.erndmgbvﬂ.ha
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LIFE OF DAVIES,

BY MR. CHALMERS.

b - ‘ ' ;
. Tms poct was the third son of John Davies, of Tishury, in Wiltshire, not u tanner,
& Anthony Wood esserts, but a gentlemsn, formerly of New Imm, apd efterwands a

-

~ practitioner of {aw in his pative ploce. His mother was Mary, the daughter of Mr.
- - Besmett, of Pitt-honse, in the same county.

When pot fifieen years of age be waa sent to Oxford; in Micheelmas-term, 15835,
where he was wdmitied n commoner of Queen’s College, and prosecuted his studies
with perseverance und success.  About the beginning of the year 1588 be removed to the
Middie Teaple, but returned to Oxford in 1590, and took the degree of bachelor of

. arts. At the Temple, while he did pot neglect the stody of the law, be rendered himsetf

obnozious to the discipline of the place by various youthful irregularities, and after be-
ing fined wns ut last removed from commons. Notwithstanding this, be was called
10 the bar in 1595, but was dgain o indiscreet as to forfeit his privileges by a quarrel

- wilh Mr, Richard Martin, whom be beat in the Temple Hall. For this offetice be was,
- . mFehruary 15978, expelled by the ananimous sentence of the society. Martin was,

ke himasel, a wit and a poet, and bad once been expelled for improper behaviour,
Both, however, ontlived their follies, and rose to considerwble eminence i . their pro-

" feasion. Martin became reader of the society, recorder of Lotdon, and member of
- parliamsent, and enjoyed the esteem of Selden, BmJonm;mdoﬂlernmoflﬂmmg

ud genins, who Jamented his premature death in 1518,

Afier this affair our poet retamned to Oxford, where be is sopposed to have written
ks poem on The Immortality of the Soul. There is some mistahie among his biogra-
pers as 1o the time of its pablication, or even of its being writien. I, as they all say,

" be wrote it at Oxford in-1598, md published it in 1599, how is either of these fucts 1o

be reconced with the Dedication to Queen Elizabeth, which is dated July 11, 1592 ¢
Mr. Purk, whbose aecoracy and zeal for literary history induced him to put this question
bthemhuof’l‘thwgmphiaBritannim bas not atteirpted a solution ; and it must
remain i this state, unless an edition of the Nosce Teipsum can be found, of B prior

dute, .or exry ground for supporing that the dateoflheDedlcmonmltypognphmd
wront.
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His poem, however, procuréd to him, as he deserved, s very high distinction among
the writers of his time, whom, in harmony of vemification, be bas ‘far surpassed. Whe-
ther Elimbeth bestowed any marks of ber favour, does not appesr. He knew, however,
her love of fiattery, end wrote twenty-six scrostic hymns on the words Elizabetha regirm,
which aré certninly the best of their kind.

Itis pmbable that these complimentary trifies made him known to the eourtiers, for
when the queen was to be entertained by Mr. Secretary Cecd, cur poet, by desire, con-
tributed his shmre in A Conference between a Gentleman Usher and a Post, a dramatic
entertainment, which does not add much to bis reputation. A copy exists in the British
Muséum, Harl. MS. No. 286. His progress from being the terre filina of 8 coart fo
& sent in parliament is Dot kpown, hut we find that be was chosen a member i the kst
parliument of Elirabeth, which met on the 27th of October 1601. He appears to have
commenced “his politica] career with spirit and iotelligence, by opposing monopobu,‘
which were at that time too frequently granted, and strenuously supporting the privi-
leges of the house, for which the queen had not the greatest respect.

In consequence of the figure he now made, and after suitahle apologies to the judges,
be was restored, in Trinity-term 1601, to his former rank in the Temple. Lord Chazcellor
Ellesmere appears to have stood his friend oo this occasion, and Daviex continued to
advance in his profession, until the accession of James 1. opened new prospects, Har-
ing gone with lord Hunsdon to Scotland to congmtaiste the new king, the latter finding
that he was the author of Nosce Teipsum, gruckinsly emhraced him, as o ma.rk of his.
frieedship, and certainly nb inconsiderable proof of bis taste., .

In 1603 he was sent as solicitor-general to Ireland, and immediately rase to be
attorney-general. Being efterwartls appoiuted one of the judges of amize, be conducted
himself with s0 mnch pmdence and humanity on the drcuits as grestly to contribute
to nllay the ferments which exinted in that country, and received the praises of his au-
peciars, * as a pabsful and well-déserviog servant of his majesty.” In Trinity-term 1606,
be was called to the degree of serjeant at’law, and received the honour of kmight-
kood,.on the 11th of February 1607. His bjographer attributes these promotions to
the patrogage of lord Ellesmere and the earl of Salisbury, with whom he corresponded,
and to whom he sent a very interesting account of a circuit be performed with the lord
deputy in July 1607. Buch war Ireland then that 2 guard of “iix or seven-score foot
and fifty or three-score horse™ was thought a necesswry protestion agmmt 4 pexsantry
recovering from ther wildess.

In 1608 he was sent to England, with the chief justice, in -order to represent to king

- James the effects which the establishment of public pesce, and these progresses of the
law, bad produced, since the commencement of b majesty’s reign. His reception on
such an oceation couid not but be faronreble.  As his residence in Iredand afforded kim
many opporiunities to stady the bistory and genius of: thAt people, be published the
result of his inquitles in 1612, under-the title of A Discovery of the true Causes why
Ireland was never entirely subdued till the Beginaing of bis Majesty’s Reign. This has
becn reprinied four times, and hes always been cousidered s a most valuable- docu-!
ment for political inquirers. Scon after the publication of it, he was appointed the
king's serjesnt, and = parlinment having been called in Irelnd in the same year, he was
elected representative for the county of Fermasagh, the first it lmd ever chosen; und -
afler a violent struggle between the Ronman Catholic and Protestant members, be wm
chosen speaker of the house of commons. In 1614 he mterested himself in the tevival
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-of the society of antiquaries, which had been instituted in 1590, but afterwards discon-
tineved, and was sow again attempted to be revived by sir James Ley ; at this period it
could epumerate among its members the mames of Cotten, Hackweli, Camden, Stow,
Spelman, and Whitlock.

In 1615 be published Reports of Cass adjudged in the King’s Courts in Ireland.
These, says his biographer, were the fint reports of Irish judgments which bad ever
been wade public, during the four hundred years that the laws of England had existed
in that kingdom. To the Reports is snnexed a preface, addressed to lord chancellor
Elesmere, ** which vies with Coke mnl.lhtylnd learning, and equals Blackstoehe in
damical iliustration and elegant language.”

In 1616 be returned from Iredand, s, found that » change had tske.n phce in the
Enghdndnmtrm He continned however, as king’s serjennt, in the pmactice of the
Taw, and was ofter associated an one of the judges of wnine. Some of hin charges on
‘the cirenits are still extent in the Museum.. In 1620 we find Lim sitting in the English
parfiament for Newcastle-under-line, where be distinguished himself chiefly i debates on
she affairs of Ireland, mainteining, ageinst Coke and other wery high suthorities, that
Englsnd camot make taws 10 bind Treland, which had an independent paxliament. .

Amidst these employments, he found leisure to republish bis Noace Teipsum m 1622,
slong with his Acrostics, and Orchestra, a poern oo the antiquity and exoellency of dave-
ing, dedicated to Charles, prince of Wales, originally published in 1596, But tlis fipet
-edition bas esexped the researches of modern collectors, and the poem, a3 we now find
4, is imperfect. Whether it was not mo in the first edition may he doubted.. His biog-
mpher thinks it was there perfect, but why afterwards mutilated carmot be ascertained.

Sir Jobm Davies lived four years after thin publication, empioyed probably in the
duties of his profemsion ; aud et the time when higher honoura were within hiv resch, he
died suddenly of an spoplexy in the night of the 7th of December 1626, and &. the tifty.
seventh year of his age. He hid previously supped with the lord keeper Coventry, whe
give him wssurances of being chief justice of England. e was buried. in $¢. Martin's
Church in the Felds, where a8 monument was erectedt to his memory, which appeans to
have been destroyed when the old chureli was pulled down. .

He married, while in Ireland, Eleaoor, the third daugiter of lord Andlq, by whom
he had ane 00, who was an idiot and died young, and a deughter, Lucy, who waa
married to Ferdinando, lord Hastings, afterwards eur! of Huntingdon. Sir Jobn’s lady
appears to bave been an enthusiust ; -a volume of her prophecies was pu'blbhed in 1649,
#to. Anthony Wood informs us that she foretold the death of her busbavd, who turned
the matter off with a jest. She was harshly treated during the republic, for her officions
prophecies, and is mid 10 bave been confined several yeurs in Bethlehem-hospital and in
the Tower of London, where she suffered ell the rigour that could be inflicted by thase
who wonkd tolerate no impostures but their own. She died in 1652, and was interred
near her busband in St. Martin's church.  The late easl ofHuntmgdon informed }ord
Hounlnonu, the histormn of the Irish p.rlnmenl, that sir John Davies did not ap-
pear to have acquired any landed property in Treland, from his great employments,

The character of sir John Davies as a lawyer is that of great ability and ieaming,
As a politician be stands unimpeached of corruption or servility, nnd bis Traets are va-
lned 2s the result of profound keowledge and investigation. They were republished
with some originals in 1786, by Mr. George Chalmers, who prefized a Life of the A.ulhor,
to which the present shetch is greatly indebted.
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As a poet, be was one of the first of his day, but has heen wmaccouniably neglected»
although lis style approaches’ the refinement of modern times. . The best arbiters of
poetical merit, Lowever, seem to be agreed that his Nosce Teipsum is 2 noble monumment
of learning, acuteness, commend of language, and facility of versification. [t .has none,
indeed, of the sublimer flights which seem adapted .to philosophical poetry, but be is par-
ticularly happy in his images, which strike by their novelty-and elegance.  As to his versi-
fication, he bis anticipated tise hurmmry which the modem eir requires mare succesfully
than any of his contemporaries.

His Orchestra, if we consider the nature of the subject, is o wonderful instance of what
& man of genjus may elicit from trifiea. Whether Soame Jemyns be indebted to him in
his poem on the same subject, the render has now an oppectunity of examining. His
Acrostics are conidered as the best ever written, but that praise is sarely not very grest. -
It & amusing, however, to contemplate him gravely endeavouring to overcome the
difficuities he had created, and seeking with gread care to exchange an mtmdnglroxdfd’
e hetter suited to kis favourite initmls,

According to Wood, be wrote 2 version of some of the Pealens, which ks probably lon.
It is more certain that he wrote epigrams, which were added to Marlow's transletion of
Ovid's Epistles, printed a¢ Middleborgh in 1596. Mr. Ellis bas given two of them
-among his Specimens, which do bot excife mach curiosity for the rest. Marlow's volume -
is exceedingly scarce, which may be accounted for bry the following information.  In 1599,
the hall of the statismers underwext as great a purgai.on 23 was carsied on in Dou Quixote's
hibrary. Mrston’s Pygmalion, Marlow’s Ovid, the Satires ¢f Hall and Manton,
the Epigrams.of Davics, &¢. were ordered for immediate conflagration by the prelstes
Whitgift and. Badcroft'. There are other pieces frequently ascribed to sir John Davies,
which, Mr. Hitson thinks, beloug to John Davies of Hereford ; but s our author superin-
tended the edition of his poemns printed about four years before bin death, hé included all
that be thought proper to acinowledge, and probably, if we except the Epigrama, nearly
ol that be bad writtma,

mfudnorm“nmen&edanednmofhlm toTate, who published the Nosce
‘Teipsum, with the preface now annexed. In 1773, another edition was published by
Mr. Thomas Duvies, from a copy corrected by Mr. William T!nmmn,t.hepoet, inclading
&Auuuﬂlnd()rdum

! Warka's istory of Postry, vol. il p 488, €.



S )
"4 .

[ . L )
Sl e EO N

1 ——

POEMS

SIR JOHN DAVIES

oF TS
IMMORTALITY OF THE SOUL,

FURLISELD IN 1.599.

———

THR FREFACE.

n n natoral love and fondoess in English-
men Ry whatevey was dove in-the reign:of
queen Elizabeth ; wo look upon ber time as our
golden age; and Lhe grest men who liked bn i,
our chiefest beroes of virtue, and greatest exnmples
of wisdom, courage, integrity, sod learning.
Among many others, the anthor of this poem
maerita & [asting bonour; for, s e was u Toost
doguent lawyer, 20, in the composition of thiy
picee, we admire hiro for & good poet, snd exact
ilosopher. Tt is not rhyming that makes a poet,
but the troe and impartal representing of virtue
end vice, po a8 to imtruct maskiod in oeiters of
gremtest importance. And this observation has
been made of our countrymen, that sir John Suck-
ling wrote m the most courtly and gentleman-like
style; Waller in the most sweet aod g a0m-
bers; Dvohsin with the most sccorats judgment
sod carrectoess; Cowloy with plemsing softoem,
und plenty of imagination: none ever ottered more
divioe thought than Mr. Heybert ; none more phi-
ksopkiop| then sir Joho Devies,  Hin thooghts ere
mwudded icto easy and significent words; bis
rhymes pever mislead the semse, bat are Jed and
governed by it: mo that in reading such usefuol
perfonmances, the wit of mankind may be refimed
from ita drow, Lheir memoris’ forvished with the
best potions, their judgwents strengthemed, and
their conceptions enlarged, by which means the
mind will be raised to the most perfect ideas it is
ble of in this degensrats state,
s othevs have laboured to carvy oot our
thoaghty, and to entertain them with all maooer
of delights abroad ; it is the peculiar charzcter of

this author, that he has tawght ua (with Antoninus)

t¢ meditate apon oureelves ; that be bas disclosed
to us grester pecets at bome ; self-refieetiba being
the ouly wuy to valmble and tue koowledge,
which copsists in that rare scionce of & man’s self,
whach the moral philosepher kises n a crowd of
deﬁnitio;:ldivisim.nd dugtimertions : the bistoriae
cannot it amongst ull hir musty records, hemg
far batter aoquainted with the transtctions of & .
thousand years past, than with the present age, or
with, himeelf: ihe writer of fables and romances
wandens from it, i following the delations of &
wild fancy, chimerss and fictions that do not cnly
exceed the works, but abwo the pomibifity of natare.
Wherens the resemblance of truth s the utmaoat
limit of poetical liberty, which owr author has very’
raligiouly observed ; for be has mot coly placed
and connected together the mxst amisble images
of s}l thost powers that are i our svals, but he has
farnished and squared his meatter like & troe philo-
sapher ;- that is, he has mads both body and soul,
colour and shadow of his posm out of the stors-
botse.of his own mind, which gives the whole work
a. resl and oatural beanty ; when that which is
bovrewed ont of books, (the bozes of counterfeic
ootnplexion} showe well or ill ss it bas more or lees
likyness to the natural. Buot our author ia bahold+
ing to nopa but himself; and by knowing himsell
thoronghly, he has arrived b know much; which
appears in his admirable variety of weil-chosen
metapbors und similitudes, that cannot be found

| withip the compase of a marrow knowledge. For

this reason the poem, on mesomnt of its mtringic
worth, would be wa lasting as the [liad, or the
Zpeid, if the language it is wrote in were ar im-
mutable as that of the Greeky and Romaim

Now it wonld be of grest benedit to the beanx of
our age to carty this glass in their pocket, whereby
they might learg to think, rathor than dress well
it would be of use also to the wits and virtuosoes to
oarry thin wntidote about them against the poison
they hava sucked in from Lacretius or Hobbe.
This woald acquaint thetn with some principles of
religion ; for in old ticves the poets were their di-
vines, and exercised a kind of mpiriteal suthority

smocgst the people, Varse in those days was the
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anered style, the styls of orucles and laws. The
vows nod thanks of the poople were tecommended
10 their gods in songs and hymns, Whymay they
not retein this privilege ? for if prose shoold coo-
tend with verse, it would be opon unequal terms,
and, a8 it were, oo foat agwiost the wings of Pega-
sup  With what defight are we tonched in heari
the stories of Hercules, Achilles, Cyrus, nnd Eneas
Because in their cherhcters we have wisdom, ho-
pour, fortitude, and justice, set before our eyes
1t was Plato’s opiuion, thet if & man could see vir-
tua, he would be straogely coamoured on her per-
s0o. Which is the reason why Horece and Virgil
ave coationed so loog o reputation, because they
_have drawn ber io all the charms of poetry. No
oo is 10 semselem of rationel ipressicor, w not
to be wooderfully nifscted with the pastorls of the
. ancients, when under the stories of ‘wolves and
sheep, they describe the misery of pecple under
harl masters, and their happines onder good. So
the bitter but wholesome iambic sas wont to make
villany blush; the satire mcited men to lxogh et
folly; the comedian chastised the common errours
of life; and the trageding made kisgs afraid to be
tyrants, sod tyrants to be theic own tormentors, -
* Wherefore, s sir Philip Siduey said of Chaneer,
that ko knew not which be shoukd mast wonder at,
wither that he in his dark time shoald see 30 dis-
tinctly, or that we in this clear age should: go w0
snmblingty after him ; & may we murvel ‘at and
ewnil the low omdition of portry now, when in
aur plays scarce sny one rute of decorvm in ob-
served, bot o the spare of two hours and wo helf
we pasm through il the fits of Bedmm; in one
scena we are all in mirth, in the pext we are sunk
into sadness ; whilst even the most laboured parts
are commanly starvad for wast of thooght; ® con-
fused beap of words, and ampty sund of rhyme.
This very comiderstion shoukd advance the e-
teem of the following poem, wherein are repro-
moatad the varioos movements of the maxd; st
which we are a8 mnch trapsported ss with the
soost etcellent scemes of pusion in Shakmeare, or
Fletchor: for in thiv, 84 it 2 mirrowr {that will aot
flatter] we see how the soul srbitrates in the uader-
standing upon the various reports of senso, and ail
the changes of imayimstion: bow complisst the
will is to hey diotwtes, and obeys her st & {mem
does bar kimg. At the sama tims ackaowisdgmg »
bjection, and yet retainimg a mubesty. How the
prmicos move et her command, like s well disci-
plined army; from which reguisr compesors of
the faeultion, all opernting in their proper i and
placs, theve arises 3 somplacency upon the whoie 4
soul, that infinitely transoeads ali other plonwres,
Whut deep philosophy is this ! to discower the
process of God's art iu fashioning the sout of man
after his own jmage; hy remarkg how ese part
maves another, and how those motions wre varied
by s positions of each part, from the flree
springs aad plumenets, to the very hand that points
out the visible and lust effects. What eloquence
and force of wit to comvey these profonnd  spaco-
intioe im the casicst junguage, expremed in words
so vulgarly received, that they are undarstood by
the mesnest capacities !
For tha poot tahey tare in every Jino to axtify
the ings of mankind : be followistep by
the workings of the mind from the first strokes

mmd-m,.m of jodgment,

DAVIES'S POEMS,

into the principles boih of cataral and ‘snperna- .
toral motives : hereby the soul is mada ictelligi-
bie, which comprehends all thimgy hesides; the
boundlem iracks of sea and land, and the vaster ”
spacey of Heaven ; that vital ?ﬁncl’pla of actian,
which bas always been botied m inguiries abyosd,
s now made knowo w itsalfl; eomech that we
may find out what we cursslves are, from whence
we came, and whither we muost gu; wo may per-
csive what noble guesty thome are, which we Jadge
in our bosoms, which sre nemrer to os than all
other things, and yet nothing further fram cor ac-

guuigttance.

But here ail the Iabyrintbs and windings of the
bumae frame wre Iaid open: it is soen by what
pullies and whaels the work ip carried an, m plamly
as i 3 windew wore our breest: for it
o the work of God 10 create u mind,—The
next to this is to show how its operations are per-

. TATE,
+—
Tas
AUTHOR'S DEDICATION
™™

' QIMEN ELIEANETE,

To that clear majesty which i the porth
Doth, bke anotber San, in' glory rise,

Which standeth fix'd, yet spreada her heay'nly
Loadstone to hearts, nod loadstar to all cyes.

Like Heav'n i all, ke Earth to this nlove,
That through great states by her mpport do

Yet she barscif sapported is of nooe,  [stand ;
Bat by the fnger of t’ Abmigtrry’s kand.

To the divinest and the richest mind,
Both by Art's purchass, and by Nature's dow'r,
‘That ever was from Hemvent to Enrth coafin’d,
To show the utmost of & cheature’s pow'r :

To that great spring, which doth gremt kingdoms
move ; [rtreams,
The mcred apring, whence right and boneor
Dintilling virtae, shedding peace and love,
In every place, as Cynthin sieds ber beare

K offer up aome sparkes of that fire,

Whareby we resson, live, aad move sad be,
These sparks by mature evennore aspire,

Which smkes themnow to sach & highness Bee,

Fair sonl, sioce to the fairest body joinl,
You give much lively Rfe, xuch quick’niog pow'r ;
And influence of aach celestial kind, .
As keogs It o6l io youth's immertal Sewer :
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. ds wisere the Son is present ull 1he year,
And mever doth retire his golden ray,

Nevds mmst the spring he everiasting there,
Aad every sesson like the month of Muy.

0! many, mary years may you rensain
A lxppy angel to this mppy lagd ;

Loag, loag may you on Earth onr empress reign,
Ere you i Heaven a glorions angel stumd.

Stay bong (swreet spirit) ere thon to Heavendepart,
Who mak'st exch plrce a Heavea wherein thoaart.

Her majesty’s dovoted kubject

indoernnt,
* somm DAYIEL.
July 11, 1592

e

INTRODUCTION .

Wer 4i2 my parefits send me to the schools,
That 1 with keowledge might enrich ory mimd ?

Hiace the desire to know firvt made men fools,
Axd did corrupt the root of all mankind ;

For when God's hand had written in the hearts
Of the Sryt parcol, all the rules of good,

So that their skill mfuxrd, did page all arx
That ever wers, befire, or since the flood ;

And when their reasou’s eye was sharp wnd cl-elr,
Ard (a3 an eagle can bebold the Son)

Conld bave appraach’d th' etemal light an near
As th' imellcolonl sngels could have done.

F'en then 1o them the spitit of lies suggests,
Tt they wese blind, becanse they aaw not ill,
Asd bresth’d indo thefr incormptad bressts
A curicua wish, which did corrupt their will.

For that eame i1l they straight desir'd to koow ;
Which W11, being naught but & defect of‘or.d,

Jo sl God's woska the Deril comid mot show,
While msn their tord in bin perfection stond

80 that thernsetves were fret to do tha ill,
hmmmmldpmum

Like him Lhat knew nol poism’s power to kill,
Unkil (by waatiog it) himseif wap slain.

E‘nnb'yhnm‘ohhtfrmfwhd
Where they mught koowledge, they did erroor
I} \bey desir'd to koow, aod ill they did; [find;
And to give pawion eyes, made reason bld

? This poem was poblished by Mr. Tate, with
the umivevinl spplenm of the nation; and wes
without disparte, elmplslmrnl?ury&nm,lhe
h.uhntmm:nqum Elizabeth's, or cven
i.-(.hn-hﬁl’n W. T, '

For then their minds did first in pessiou ses .
Those wretched shapes of misery and wos,

Of nakedness, of slame, of poverty, (koow,
Which then their own experience made them

Butlhﬂgrevrﬂmdnrhthltubemmc‘u‘
Could the fair forms of good and truth discem;
Bats they became, that eagles were before ;
Apd this they got by their desire o learn.

But we, their wretched offapring, what do wa?
Do ot we atill taste of the fraie forbid ! !
Whilst with Fad fruitie:s cunnaty.l
In books profane we seek for knowledge hid

What is thin knowledge ! bot tha sky-stol'n fire,
For which the thief” still cham’d inice dothsit?
And which the poor rode satyr® did admire,
And needs would kisy, but barnt his lips with it

What is it} but the cloud of emapty rain, [got?
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Which when Jove's guest* embrue’d, be monstgvs

Or the false pails®, which oft being Gil'd. with pain,
Rﬁmv‘d the water, but retajn’d it ml’

In Boe, what js it, but the beary enl.ch
Which the you.th ‘sought, and snght his dexth
withall
Or the boy's ! -anp, which, when he did appromeh
' The Sun's bok beams, did melt and et hun fali?

And yet, alas! when all our lamps are born'd,
Our bodies wasted, and our apirits spent ;

‘When we have all the learved volumes tum’d |
Which yicld men’s wits both belp end ornament

What can we know ! or what can we disrern ?
When errour chokes the windows of the mind 3

The divers forms of things how can we ham,
That bave been ever from our hirth-day bilind {

When reason’s lump, which (iike the San jn sky)
Throughout man's little world her beama did

[n mow become & sparkle, which doth lie  fepread,
Upder the ashes, balf extinct, and dead :

How can we bope, that through ihe eye and cus,
This dying sparkle, in this cloudy place,

Can recollect these beams of knowledge clesr,

* Which were infus'd ju the fiat minds by grace 7

S0 might the heir, whass fathor hath in play
Waated a thousand pounds of aocient veat,
Ey painful exrning of coe groat e day,
Hope to restore the patrioumy spaut

The wits that div’dmost deep, and soac’d momt high,
Seeking man’s pow'rs, have found bis weskness

¢ Skill comen o slow, and life so fast doth Ay, [such:
We lesm so little and forget 5o moch.™

For this the wisast of all T men
Said, ke botew nought, bui that he mought &id know,
And the great mocking-inaster mock’d oot then,
When he said, trutk oo buried deep below.

* Promeiheus.

"3 See }!-‘A.Ep'- Fabies.
4 Txion. . . C* Rannides,
* Phaeton. ! [carus.  ©
a
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Fow how tmay we to other things sttain,
When none of os hin own soul widerstandy?
For which the Devil mocks cur enricus biwin,
When, * koow thyself,’* his oracls ann’lmmdl.

For why should we the basy soul believs,
" Wheu boldly she coociudes of that and this,
When of herself she can uo judgrment give,
Nor how, par whencs, nor whers, nor whatehe is.

All things without, which round aboat we seé,
We seck to know, and how therewith ta do:

Buat that wherehy we reason, live, and be,
Within curselves, we strangers are thereta.

"'We seek {0 ko the moving of each mphere,
Aond the strange cause of th' ebbs and foods of
Nile;
Bat of that clock within our browgts 'we bear,
The sabtle mobivim we forgat the while.

We that acquaint gurselves with etery zone,
- And pass bath tropics, and bebold each pote,
‘When we come home, are to carselves unknown,
And unacdnainted mill with our own soul.

We study speech but others we perruade,
‘We leach=craft keamp, but others cure with it,
€ interpret lawy, which other men have mute,
Bt refid oot those which in cur bearts wre writ.

It in becanse the mind is ke the epe,
Thrangh which it gathers knowlsdge by degress,
Whose rays reflect not, bat spread ontwardly ;
Not seeing itself, when other things it sees ?

o, doubtless ; for the mind can backward cast
Upon herself, ber noderstanditg's light,

But abe is so corTupt, and so defac'd,
As her own Imsage doth berself affright.

As is the fable of the lady fair,

Which for ber [ast was tum’d foto & cow,
When thicsty to » stresrn ahe did repair,

And ww herself trunaform'd she wist oot how 2

At €rut she gtartles, then she stands amaz’d;
At izt with terrour she from thence doth fly,
And loaths the wat'ry glass wherein she gaz'd,
And shems it still, though sire for thivet doth dle:

E’en s inen sool which did God's image bear,

And was at firnt fair, good, and spotiess purs,
Sinca with her sing her beanties hlatted were,

Doth of all sights ber own sight Jaxst endare :
For e'en st fovt Tefection she expies, _

Huch strange climeras, and such mowiters there,
Sach toyn, such autics, and such vauities,

As she retires, and shrinks for shame andl feur,

And ap the man [oves least st home to be,

‘Thut hath » duttish bouse buunted with q;;ritﬂ H

So she, impatieot ber own faults o see,
Tanm from herself, and fa'strasge things delights.

For thia few know themselves: for tmevchants broka
View their estats with discontent wod pain,

Arnd sews are trouhled, when they do revoke
Thwiv Sowing wavm into themaelves agnin
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Yet if AfSiction coce bhear wars begin,

And threat the fecbler seppe with sword and fire,
Thé mind contracts herself, and shrinketh in,

And to herself she gladly doth retire:

A wpiders touch'd, seek their web’s inmost part
Aa bees in storme back to their hives rettiro 5

As blood in daoger gathers to the heart;
As men seek towns, vhen foes the couatry bore.

If anght can tesch ne xoght, Afliction's Lonks,
{Makiog as pry imto ourselve 10 pear)

Teach s & koo curselves beyood ail baoks,
Or all the lenroed schools that ever were,

This mistress lately pluck'd me by the ear,
And many & golden lewon hath we trught;
Huth made my senses quick, nod reason clear 3
Reform'd my will, and rectify'd my thought.

50 4o the winds and thupders cleanme the air:
So working sean settie and porge the wina:

So lopp'd and pronsd trees do flourish fair;
Su doth the fire the dvousy gold refine.

Nelther Minerva, 'nor tire Tearned Muse,
Nor roles of art, nor precepm of the wive,
Could in my hrai thoss beams of akill fofose,
As bat the glunce of this dame's augry eyei.

Ske within lists my ranging tried bath brought,
That now beyond mysel T will nok go ;
Mysclf am centre of my cirching theaght,
Cnly mywif | stady, leam, snd koow.

Iknow my body s of so frail = kiod,
At force without, fovera within can BM:
I koo the heavenly natnre of oy mind,
But %t is corrupted both in wit mod will

" know my soul hath power to know al] things,

Yet is she blind end igoornt in &fl:
1 know [ *m ooe-of Nuture’s little Xiogs,
Yei w the leust and vilest things am thrall.

1 now Iﬂr]iﬁ'llPiu,Nﬂ bot 1 spen,
I koow my eenis 3 mock'd in ev'ry thing,

| A & conclude, I know myself s man,

Which is » pyoud and yei & wrotched thing.
sl

oF
THE SOUL OF MAN,
AWD
THE INMMORTALITY THREREOY.
The lights of Heav'n {which aretheworld’s fir eyes)
Look down inte the world, the world 1o see

And ms they tum, or wander in the Kies,
Survey al] thigye, that o this dectre be.
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And yut the Egbts which ln my tow'r do sbine,
Miao eyes which view all objects, nigh and far,
Look met jnto tiris dittle world of mine,
Nor see my face, wherein they Gxed ave.

Since Nutore falls us in no needful thing,
Woy wam I micans my ioward self to e ?
Which sight the knowledge of myself might bring,
Which 1 true wisdom is the fivst degree.

That pow's, which gave me eym the world to view,
To view myseH, ifas’d an inward light,
Wherelyy my soal, es by & mirror irue,
Of her own forma mray take a perfoct sight,

Bt 28 the shaarpest Ieye discerneth nought,
Except the sun-besms in the air do shine:

o the best sonl, with her relfleting thomyght,
Sees pot berself without some light divine,

O Light, which msak’st the Hgirt, which mak'st the
day?

Which set’st the eye withoat, and mind withip ;
Ligkten myy spirit with one elear heavenly Ty,
Which now to view itself doth fing begin.

For bt troe form how can my spark discern,
‘Which, dimn by nature, art did pever clear?
When the grewt wits, of whom afl skill we bewrn,
Are ignorant both what she s, and where.

Oot thinks fhe soul is oir; aoother, fire; |
Apother tood, diffos'd ebout the heart; ™

Another gaith, the clemems conspire, '
Aod t0 her emence each doth give a part.

Mucicians think our souls are harmonies,
Phynciams bold that they complexions be ;

Epicrures mmkte them swarms of atomies,
‘Which do by chance into our bodjes flea

Some think oue gen'ral soul ills ev'ry brain,
As thwe bright Sum sheds light in every slar;

And others thivk the same of soal i valn,
And that we only well-min’d bodies are.

In jadyovent of her sobstance tha they wury,
And thos they vary in judgment of ber seat ;

For somae her ehair up to the bran do carry,
Some throst it down ioto the stamach's heat.

Some place it in the root of life, the beart §
Scxpe in\he river, fountain of the veins,

Some say, abe *s all in sll, 20d 2 0 every part:
Bxoe sy, she ‘e vt containr'd, hot all containe.

Thry thewe gremt clerks their ittle wisdom show,
‘Whils with Ustir doctrines they at baxard play ;

Toming their light opinions W ned fro, :
To nvock the lewd, as learn’d in this ay they.

For oo cmr'd braim could ever yet propound,
Touchiny the soul, 10 vam and food = thought ;

Bot some sumong these masters bave bem found,
Whith ju their schools the self-same thing bavs

tanght.
God oy wise, to punish pride of wit; :
Amnngmen‘liﬂbﬂvethi.lmnfnlimrmght.
As the proud tow's whose poiots the clonds did hit,
By taogues® coofusion wes to ruin bwought.

THE IMMORTALITY OF THE 30UL.

bh

But (thon) which didet man’s soul of nothing meke,
And when to nothing it was fallen aguin,

“ To make it new, the form of man didst take ;
And God with God, becam’st @ man with men.™

Thou thet hast fashion'd twice this sonl of ours,
So that she is by douhle title thine,

Thou only know’st her nature and her pow'n
Her spbtle form thou only canst defice.

To judge hersell, she must berself transcend,
As greater cirtles comprehend the less -

But she wants pow'r, her own pow'rs to extend,
A fetier’d men canopt their strength express.

Bat thou, bright ing Star, thou rising Son,
"Which io these later times hast brought to Light

Those mysteries, that, since the wrld_ begun, + -
Lay hid ip darkness, and eternal night.

Thou (like the Syn) do'st with an e
[hto the palace and the cottage shine,

And show'sl the soul, both tp the clerk aud lag,
By the clear lamp of oragle divioe.

This lamp, throngh al) the regicns of my brain,
Where my soul sits, doth spread such beams of

As pow, methioks, I do distinguish plain, [grace,
Each subile line of her immortal face.

™y

The soul a substanee and o fpirit i,
Which God himself doth in tbe body make,
‘Which makes the man, for every man from this
The nature of 8 man aod oame doth take.
And though this spirit be to th’ body knit,
A an apt meam ber pow' 1o cxeTGes,
Which are life, motion, senas, and will, sod wit,
Yot sbe snrvives, althoogh the body dies.

BECTION L

TRATTEN MUL W A TEDN SERESTIND §Y FWLIT WITH-
OUT THE BOT-

Sar is w substance, aud « real thing,
‘Which hath itself an actual working might,

‘| Which nelther from the senses’ power doth spring,

Nog from the body's humonm temper'd right.

She is u vine, which doth oo propping oeed
To make ber upread henelf, or spring upright;
She is o star, wines beams do oot proceed
From ey sun, bot from & native Hgbt
For whem she sorts things presssl with thimgs past,
And therehy things to come doth oft foresee ;
When she doth doubt at first, nad chome ot lan,
Thew ncts her own 1, without ber budy be.

When of the dew, which ti’ eye and ear 3o take
¥rom Oow'rs abroad, and bring into the braio,

Bhe dath within both wax xnd houey make :
This work is ber's, this i ber proper paje.

When abe from sundry acts ome skill doth draw
Gathering from divers fights one art of wany
From many cases, like oo rule of law ;
These ber collections, not the seosw nre.

' That the saul hath & proper operstion without
the body. -
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'When in th® effects she doth the causes kuow,
Apd, seeing the stream, thioks where the spriog
doth rise ;
dArd, seciug the br-nch concrives the root balows
These thingy she views without the hndy s oyes

When ahe, withoat & Pegasus, doth fi y,

Swiftar than hightning’s fire from east Lo wesl §
Abaut the centre, and sbove the_sky,

She traveh then, although the body rest.

When all ber works she forrneth st Ilt.htll,
Proportions them, and sees their perfect exd ;
' * Ire she in act doth aoy part begio,
What ipstrumetits dotb then the body leod ?

When without bands ahe doth thus castes build,
Sces without eyes, and without feet doth Tun;

When sha digests the woeld, yot is oot Al ;
By ber owp pow'ns then miradies are doos."

When she d-chu,ars'uﬂ, dividen, aompmdl,
Comiders virtue, vice, and general things:
And marryiog divers principles and grounds,

Out of their malch a true conclusion brings.

These actions in her closet, uli alone,
{Retir'd withim herself } she doth fulfil ;

Use of ber body's orgacs she beth nooe,
When she doth ose the pow're of wit and will.

Yet in the hndy’tr:’ln »o sbe liem,

A3 through the *s windows she must Jook,
Hér divers powers of sense Lo exercine,

By ‘guth'ring notes oat of the world’s great book,

Nor cap herself discoarse or judge of ought,,
Bt what the soose collacts, and home doth bring ;
And yet te pow'rs of her discoursing thought, .
. From these collections i & diverse thing.
For though cur eyes can nonght but coloars see,
. Yet colours give them pot their pow'r of sight :
htm:;l:thﬂeﬁwdumhuommbe,
Yet sba discerma them hy her proper light.

The warkman oo bis guff hiv shill doth shoe,
And yet the stufl gives not the man his sifl :

Kipgs their affairs do by their screants know,
Rut order them by their omm yoyud will.

So, ﬂnn;hthhmningmiﬂrm.udthhqnm,
Doth, ay ber instrumants, the seosss wse,

To know all things that are felt, beard, or seeu ;

+ Yet she heysedf doth coly judge and choose.

Een »s a prodent emperor, that reigos
By muelgn title over )undry lnnds,
Borrows, in mesn wffainy, bis suhjects’ paios,
Sees by theis oyes, and writeth by their haods :

But things of weight and consaquence indeed,
Himadlf doth in bis chamber theen debate 3
‘Whera all his counsellor he doth excend,
Az far i judgment, as be doth o sate

Orulhemn-hompnmdoﬂume,
Upoa their gracious mercy-neat to nit,

Dot common things, of conrse and cirtunutance,
To the reports of commeom men dommit:

.
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But when the cause itse!f must be dacread,
Hiowelf in person, in bis proper court,
To gr-va wid mln'm’: baaring doth paoweed,
Of ev'ry proal, and ev'ry by-report.

Thws, like God’s angul, be provounceth right,

And milk sod booey from bis tongwe doth Bowr 2
Happy are they that still are in his sight,

To rexp the wisdosm which his lipa do sow,

Right 0 the soul, which is a lady fres,
And doth the justice of ber sata muintein ¢
Bocause the senses ready servaots be,
Attendiog nigh about ber court, Lhe beain :

By them the forms of outward thiogs she learns,
Far they rexurn into (be fantesie,
Whatever sach of them sbroad dmcerms ;
And thers egroll it for the mind to see,

But whea she sity o jodge the good sod ill,
And 1o discorn botwixt the false and troe,
She w not guided by the seoses* skill,
Bat doth each thing m her owa minroe view.

Then yhe the senses checks, which oft do e,
And 'en against their faise reports dacrees ;

And oft she doth conGemn what they. prefer;
For with a pow'r above the sense she pees.

Therefare no seuse the precious joys conceives,
Which in ber private contemplations be ;

Fos then the ravmb'd spirit th' snss lsaves,
Hath her own pow'rs, and proper actions free.

Har hattnonies are sweet, and full of skill,
Whe o the body’s istyuments sbe playe;
Bat the proportions of the wit and will,
Thaose rwect sccords are even th angels lays,

These tunes of resson are Amphions fyre,
Wherewith he did the Thebao city foand ;-
These are the notes whesewith the beavenly choir
The praise :i.r him which made the Heavin doth
®u

Then het self-being natare shipes in this,
That she performa her noblest works alane

“ The work, the touch-stane of the uature is;
And by their operstioos Lbinge are known.”

SECTION IL L

TRAT THE POUL B MOAR THAXK & PERFECTION, Ot
MIFLIOTION OF THE VML

Az they not senselem thea, that think the wul
Nought but a fine perfection of the senge,

Or of the forms which fancy doth enroll;
A quick resulting, aod a consequenoe ¢

What s it then that doth the senys accupe, -
Boilr of false fudgment, snd food appetites !
What makey us do what semee doth ot refope,
Which oft in tormeut of the sense delighte ?

Setime thinks the planets’ spheres oot moch ayander :
Whet telis us then the distance is so far?

Sense thinks tbe lighining bomn before the thunder:
What tells us then they both together zre ?

u——|

1
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When men weem crows far off upoo a tow'r,
Senme saith, they 're crows: what makes up think
thremn meen 7
When we in agues think all rwest thingy mar,
What makes w koow car tongue’s fales judg-
Dot then?

What pow'r was that, whereby Meoden saw,

Al well approv'd, and prais'd tha better coorse;
When her rebeliious sense did ;o withdraw

Her fesble pow’rs, that she parsa’d ibe worse

Did sexse persoade Dlysses not to beay
The mermuaid ‘s sowgs which 8o bis s did plasss,
That they were all pevsuadad, through the ear,
To quit the ship and leap into the pens ?

Conld ey pow'r of senss the Eoman move,
To bowmn his own right hamd with pooege stont ?
Could sepse make Marius ait unbeund, and prove
The cruel Yapeing of the kpatty pomt ¥

Donttles, ip man there is o tatare found,
Begide the senses, and above them far ;
“Thmghmtmhcm;m senyual plumru

drown’d,
ltmmmrmhbutmuwmnm"

I we had nought bot o, then only they
Should bave sound minds, which have their permes
sound :
Bat wisrdom grows, when suww do decay ;
And folly most in guickest sexwe is found.

If we bad pought but sense, each Iivin§ wight,
Which -emnmu,mﬁbemcmthu
e;
As haviog wost’s apprehencive might
lo » mors clear abd cxceliapt degree.

Bat they do want thet quick discoursiog pow'r,
Wiich doth i os the srring wense correct;

Theyefore the boe did sack the painted flow'r,
And birds, of grapes, the curning shadow peci’d

Semse out‘nda knores, the soul through all things

Seu.m::m. shadoth ibwe soletances vidw: 1
Segse pees the bark ; but abe the IHe of trees ;
Mhﬂnmmnh;huuhmmru

PBot wiry do I the soul and senes divide,

When sense bs bud & pow'r, which she extends ;
Which being in divers parts diversify’d,

Tha divers forms of objects apprebendy ?

mmwmmmmmm

In ¥ iaward sou], which only dath poreeive;

For th’ eyes ard 4snt no o tiwir chjects koo,
Than plasses know what faces \boy receive.

For if we ehanen to fix our thoughts elewhere,
Though our eyes .
And if aoe puu‘rddmthd.hmlnd bear,
Our sighty axd souwds would alwxys dostie be,

%n#?nm-hhhm
't of semtm, within & gremter 1]
MMMMuhMﬂ

THE IM’HORTALITY OF THE SOUL.

But sits shd rnles within her private bow'r,
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SECTION IIL

THAT THR 30CL L5 WORX THAR THE TENPERATURE OF THR
NUMOELS OF THE BODT.

.

Ir she doth theo the subtle sense exoel,

How grom sre they that drown herm theb[ood?
Or in the bodys humours temper’d well
Mifinthemmuhhighpeﬂectionutood?

As if mwoat skiH in that mosican were,

Which bad the best, apd best tun'd jostroment ?
As if the pencil peat, and oooars clear,

Had pow'r to make the painter excellent }

Why doth net bosaty then refins the wit,
And good complexion rectify the will }

Why doth not besith bring wipdom still with it ?
Why doth not siclowes eake oen brutish stitl,

Who cau in mumaory, of wit, or will,
Or gir, or fire, or earth, or water ind ? -
What alchymmint can draw, with all his okill,
The quintessencs of these ont of the miod }

If th" elesrents which have nor life, nor sense,
Can bread in us 50 grewt » pow'r a5 this,
Why gire they oot thetnselven like excellence,
Or other things whereip their misture ix}

'Ifrbo wete but the body’s

Then she would be with ituck. mnm'd and blind ¢
But we perceive where these privations be
" Au healthy, perfect, and sharp-sightad rind.

If siv¢ the body’s natare did partake, feay:
Her streagth would with the body's sirength do-

But whea the body's steomgost sinews slaks, -
Then i the soul most active, quick, and pay.

If yher wern bat the hody's aceident,

Amd hey sole being diel im it subsist,
As white in spow, sha might hersif abeeot,
Apd in the body’s sabetance not be mim'd,

Buat it an ber, oot shs on it depends ;

For she tha body doth sustam and cherish «
Soch sscret of Lifeto it vhe lends,

That whon they fuil, then doth the body perish.

.| Sinee theo the spal works by herself alone,

Springs not from secss, nor bamours well agresing,
Hor natore i peculiay, and ber own 3
She jr a substance, snd a perfact being,

FECTION 1V.
THAT THE JOUL W & AFIRIT.

Bur thongh this substance be tha root of genee,
Bmhowsbe:m(,vhrhhhhutbodmkm-
Sbe is a xpirit, and heav'nly influence,
‘Which sty fountaln of God’s spirit doth o,

Bheua-pml.ydnnhkeurw'md .
Nor].n.ltdaquntl lhoutlbehunorbnrn'
Nwimmmurmdchymudoﬁnd. o

When they in ev'ry thing wek gold in vain
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For she 5l natores under Heav'n doth
Being like those bpficits, whichGod"sbright face do

On like himself, whose imege once she was,
‘Though now, aizg! ste sored ke shadow ba

¥or of all forms, she bolds the firet degros,
‘That are to gros matesial bodies knit ;
Yet ahe horself is bodyless wod free ;
And, though confin’d, is zlmost inBnite,

Were she a body*, how could she remain
Within this body, which is leas than she?

Or bow could she the world's great shape contain,
«And jn our narrow bressts contained be

All bodies are confin’d within some place,
But she all place within herself confines:

AH bodies hare thely messure and their space;
But who oan draw the woul’s dimensive lines ?

No body can st aoce two forms admit,
Except the ane the other do deface ;
But in the soul ten thousand forms do sit,
And noue intrudes into her neighbour's place

All hodjes are with ather bodies 2114,
But she receivegboth Heav'nand Earth
Nor are their forow by rash encounter spiil'd,
For there they stand, and ceither toucheth either,

her

Nor can her wide embraceraents filled be;

For they that moet &nd nﬁrutﬂt things embrace,
Falarge thereby their mind's capueity,

As streains entarg®d, entarge the chavoel'$space.

Al thioge feceiv’d do such proportioo take,

As those thimgs haiva whevelm they are réctiv'd;
Bo litthé glasses fittle face make,

And frarrew webi oo tarrow [rames are wear'd.

Then what rast body must we make the mind,
Wherein are med, beasts, treed, towis, sy, and

And yot each thing o preper plaon Jodb Bad, (Ineds;
And seech thing in the true proportion stands

Bxcuihtless, this could nol be, but that she turms
Bodies to spitilg, by sublimation srange;

As five couverts to Ore the thinga it bums;
As wa our meqls into pur oature Change

Frofm their grom taatler she abstracts the Tormn,
Apd draws a kind of guintessence from things ;
Which to her proper natute she tramsforms,
To bear them light on het celeatin] wings.

This doth she, when, frios thiags partionlar,
She doth ahstract the uuiversal kinds,
Which bodyless and immaterial are,
Aud can ba only lodg’d within our minds.

And thue, from divers nccidenis and acts
Which Jo within her qbaetration full,
She goddemes and pow'rs divina abetracta s

As Natnre, Fortune, and the Victues s1l.
Again; how ean she sov'ral hodies Ynow,
if |b hersetfl & bady's form she bewr §

How ¢an & mirror sundry faces show,
1 from wll sbepes aad forms it be st clear ?

3 Thet it canack be » body.
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Ner could we by oo syes all cofours leun,
Excapt our eyes were of all colour void ;
Nor sundry tastes can any bague discern,
Whick is with grom and bitter humours cloyp da

Nor can & man of passions judgs aright,
Except bis mwmd be from all passions freos
Nor can a judge his affics well sequit,
If ba possess’d of either paaty be. .

I, lamtly, thiw quick pow'r w body were,
Were it as swift as i the wind or frm,

{Whose atoms do the one dowh side-waye bessy, -
And th' otber make in pyramids mepire )

Ber nimble body yet in time mest move,

And not in instants through 81 pinces slide:
Bat she is nigh and far, beneath, above,

Io poict of {ime, which thought cannot divide =

Ebe ‘s sent a8 socn t6 Chirn as to Spain ;
And thence relurme, a scon &3 she is sent 2

She measures with oue time, aod with cos pain,
An ell of silk, and Hear'n’s wido spresding tente

As then the soul a substance bath alooe,
Besides the body in whioh she *s enafin’d ;
80 hath the not & body of her own,
Bat is & spirit, add immelerial miad,

Since body and soal have such diversities,
Well might waouse, how first their match begany
Bat that we learn, that be that spread the skies,
And fix'd the Earth, Amst ro’d the soul in am

This true, Praametheus Brot made man of enrth,
And shed in bim a beam of beav'nly fire;

Now in their mother's wombs, before thair birthy,
Doth in all s of wea their souls inspire.

And ma Migorve je in fabies said,
Brom Jove, withoot & mothwr, to proceed;
S0 our true Jove, wilthout & mothar's aid,
Doth daily millions of Mioervas breed.

et

SBCTION V.
RLOWROUS OPIFION OF THE CRAWTON OF AOCLS,

Taaw neither from eternity bufors, :
Noe from the time, whes time's first point begon,

Made be xl] souls, which now he Lesps in store
Some in the Moo, and othery in the Sum - .

Nor 'a & sooret elowter doib he keep
Thes virgin-apirits, Ui their mariage day ;-
Nor locks them up in chambers, where they
Thl they swake within these beds of clay.

Nor did be first & cevtain number seake,
Infusiog part i beast and part in men

And, a8 ugwilling foriber pains to take, :
Wouid roake oo more thap thowe he [ramed then.

8o thut the widew wal, har body dying,
Unko the ot bern body married wan;
And w by often ohangiog, and snpplyig,
Men's soula Lo boasts, sad hcasts 44 aeen did peos.
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Smevw. vy, vin
{Theewe thoughts sre fomd; for sings the bodies bora
Hes more io number far, thau those thedt die,

Thrmguuds mosi be abortivs, and fordom.
Ere othery' dﬂl.hlmlhmlhﬂrmhn#y)

Bet 2t God*s basdmaid, Natore, doth crests
Bexline in time distmot, and order doe ;

Bo God gives souls the like sorcessive date,
Which himeeil makey, in hodies formed new :

Which bimslf makes of oo wmisrial thing ;
Four unto angols he no pow'r hath giv'a

Either to form the shaps, or stuff to twing
From air or Gre, or substance of the Heaw'n.

Diar harein doth he Nature's service.mme
hangh from bodies she can beslies bring,
Yet conld she pever sools from souls irndore,
Aa fire from fire, ar Light from light doth spring.

SBECTION VI

THAT THE MOUL B NOT EX TRADINE.

Avsx! that some who were groat Hghts of dd,
Aud i iheir hands tha lamp of God did bear!

Fcana rev'rend fathers did this aroar hold,
Having their eyes dimm’d with religions fear.

OMJECTION,

For wvhen, my thay, by rule of faith we find,
TEst or'ry soul unto her body kmit,
Brings fram the wmothar's wopb the gin of kind,
The root of all the il sha doth commit.

How ¢xn we say that God the son] doth make,
Bot we must make him suthor of her sin ?
Then frooe man's sonl she doth beginning wake,
Since in mad's soul cormepuiop did begin.

For if God make bor Srat he malas ber ill, [nnh,)
(Whichb God forbid cur thonghts =should yield
Or makes tha body her fair form 19 spill,
Which, of itsal); it had pot pow'r Lo do.

Nob Ademo’s body, tut his sou) did sip,

And o berself unto corruption brought ;
Bt oo poor 300! corvaphad is within,

Eop sl bund 5ixn’3, either in aot or tapaght 1

And yet we sor ip ber saph pow’ '

e divine,

As we could gladly think, framy God she came ;
Fass woakd we maks kim author of the wise,

17 for \he dmgs we coudd some obher blss.

II_-
'ﬂ- gt e with boly xeal ware Hlipd,
When an the olhér part tba truth did shine ;

Whereol wa do cloar demonsirations Gnd,
By bgist of oatuse, and by light diviga,

Nooe are 50 grom s 1 esavend for thin
That womle from bodies ay yraduced be g

Retwreeny whoee Datorss 00 proportion is,
When root and brnich in gatwre sl age.
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But many wbtle wits havp jostify‘d, '
That sonls from souls epiritaally may apriog;
Whicli (if the natyre of the soal be bry’d)
Will ¢en iw natare prove as gross § thing.

SECTION Vi
REASONS PUAWH FROM RATURE.

For all things made, are either made of nooght,
Or made of stuff that ready made doth stand.:
Of nought no creature ever formed ought,
For ihat is proper (a th’ Almighty's band.

H then the soul lnolh:rlnldomlh,
Bocause ber pow'r is kept within a boand,

She must some former Mul off matter take;
But ip tha soul thers is mo matter found,

Then if ber heavnly frm do oot agree

Wish sny matter which the world cootains,
Thmnheolnolhm;muﬂmﬂhe

And to creade, o God alope partaing

Again, if sonls do ather souly beget,
’T is by themselvew, or by tha boady’s pow'r;
If by thamaelves, what doth their working let,
But they might souls engender ev'ry boar ¢

If by the body, how can wit and will
Join with the bady only in this ant,

Since wheg they do thair otber works fulfil,
They from the bady do thameeives abelract.

Agnin, if sounla of sook begotten were,
lowo sach ofhar they shoold ebhuage and xaore:
And chavge apd motin sill corraplion bear ;
How ahall we theg the woul immartal prove ?

If, lnstly, wuly do geseration wot,
Then should they spread incorruptible seed 1
What then becomes of that which they do bose,
Whep th' act of pederuion do not gpeed

1 And phongh 1he soul eomld ‘ol spiTitual seed,
Yet would she not, becaase she nover dies;

For mortal things desire their liks to breed,
That 0 they mey their kind immortalize.

Thereias the asgeol sons of God are nam’d,
And WAITY DoL, DT are in muTiage giv'o:

Their spirils and onrs are of one sabstance frem’d,

And, have ooe father, e'en the Lord of Heaven

Who would at firsk, that in andh other thing
The eprth and wabter living @b shoold breed,
But thet men’s soul, whom he wonkd make their king,
Sbamld from himeelf immedintely proceed.

And phan be took the waman from man’s side,
Doubiless himsall ivapird her gool mlone

For *t is pot eaid, bha did man's soul divide,
Bat wak flesh of his Azsb, bone of his bone:

Lasily, God'being made man for man's own mke,

Aud being like men io all, except ia ain,
His body fram the virgin’s womb did take ;
But all agree, God form'd his seutarithin.
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Then m the soul from God ; 30 Pagang sav,
Which saw by Nature's light her hear'nly kiod ;
Namiug ber kin to God, and God"s bright ray, -
A citizen of Haav'n, to Earth confin’d. :

But nowr [ fesl, they pluck me by the ear,
Whon my young Muse 0 boldly tarmed biiod !
And crave more heav'nly light, thet ¢lgad to clear;
Which makes them think, God doth not make
the mind

——tp—

SECTION VIII.
RLASONS YROM DIYINTTY.

Gop donbilats makes her, snd doth nake her good,
And grafia her in the body, there to suring ;

Which, though it be ‘corrupied fesh and blood,
Can no way 1o the soal corruption bring -

Vet is'pot God the author of her i1,

Though suther of her being, nid being tiere :
Apd if we dare 10 judge oor Maker's will,

He cur condeman us, snd himsslf can ¢lear.

Firmt, God from infinite rtemity

Decraed, what'bath been, s, or shatl be dont ;
And was resolv’d thet ev'ry map shogld be,

And in his turn his race of life should run :

And s Jid parposs alt the eculs 1o maks,
That ever hare boen mnde, or ever shal! ;

And thet their beiug Lhey should ouly take
In human bodies, or oot be at ell.

Was it then B that soch » wenk avent
{ Wenkpans itnedf, the €n und fal) of mam)
Hia counsel's exacution shoald
Decreed and fx'd before the world began ?

Or that one panal law by Adem broks,
Bhoold make God break bis own eternal law;
‘The settled order of the world revoke,
Aﬁvmﬂhimd&inp'hbhhhan'?

Could Eve's wesk hand, exisndad (o the tres,

In pander rent that adumagtios chain,
Whuegduhlinh,ﬁmhllﬂmh;

And which to God’s owm chair doth fix' remain?

O could we see bow cunee from canse doth pring !
How mutaally they link'2 and folded u:fm
Apd hea'r bow oft one disa i v
, The barmony doth rather

And view 3t once, how dewth by sin is bromght ;
And!rorﬁuqd-lh,ahmerﬁfadothrhl
tbis God's jostics, and hia merey taught !
wbie decre would praise, as right and wise,

Bot wo that megante times by fiest and Last,

The sight of things secormsively do take,

‘When Ood o0 all st ooce his view doth cast,
And of ull titnes doth but one instant make,

iog string
thas mar !

H

4l in himself, as in 2 gluss, ho soes;

l’o_rﬁvc'n him, bry him, throogh him, alf thinge be;
]-lin #ight is pot discooruive, by degreo

Ba peeing \r” whele, each single pyrt doth gen. ,
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[ He looks on Adem a5 a root or well;
Aod on bis heirs a8 branches, apd a1 phroams £
T soes all tven ws ond men, though they dwell
In mundry bities, a0d in susdry reabns,

At ax the root und branch are but cea treey
Aud well snd stream do but con ey maks
So, if the root and well corropted be,
The sirasan and branch the same corruption talea.

S0, wlvm the root and fountam of mankind
Did draw corepption, apd God's carss, by sn 3
This was a charge, that i bin hairs did bind,
Apd all bis offspriog grew conipt Uharein,

And ws when th’ hand doth strike, the man offends,
{For part from whole, law sevars pol fu this)
So Adam's sin to the whole kind extends ;
Foxr all thelr matures are but part of his.
L}

b Therefove thie sin of kind, not personal,
Bat rea) snd hereditary wis;
The guilt thereof, mod punishasest to all,
By course of nature and of law doth pass.

For ws that eary e was giv'n to all,
To mucestor and bedr, o first and Jast
So wae the Brxt doo general ;
And wll did pluck the fruit, sod all did teste.

Of this we find some footsteps in our law,

Which dotb her root from God aod Nature take ;
Ten thousand men she doth together draw,

And of them u]l one corporatimn muke ¢

Yot these, and their soccemom, are but