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I R. DONNE was boru in the city of London in1573. Hi futber was descended from a
wery ancient family in Wales, and his mother was distantly related to sir Thomas More, the
celebrated and wafortunate lord chancellor, and to judge Rastall, whose father, one of
the earliest English printers, married Elizabeth, the chancellor’s sister. Ben Jonsom
scems to thick that be inherited a poetical turn from Haywood, the epigrammatist, who
was also a distant relation by the mother’s side.

Of hin father’s station in life we bave no account, but he must have been a man of
considerable opulence, as he bequeathed to him three thousand pounds, a large sum in
those duys. Young Donne received the rudiments of education at home under a private
tador, snd his proficiency was such, that he was sent to the universily at the early, and
perhaps unprecedented, age of eleven years. At this (ime, we are told, he understood the
Fremch and Latin languages, and had in other respects so far exceeded the wsual attain-
ments of boyhood, as to be compared to Picus Mirandula, one that was “ rather born,
then made wise by study.” He was entered of Hart Hall, now Hertford College, where
st the usmal time he might bave taken his first degree with honour, but having been
educated in the Roman Catholic persuasion, he submitted to the advice of bis friends, who
‘were averse to the oath usually administered on that occasion. About his fourteenth
year, be was removed to Trinity College, Cambridge, where be prosecuted his studies for
three years with uncommon perseverance and applause ; but bere likewise his religious
scruples prevented his taking any degree.

hlnsmntemdlyear,herepmedtoImdon,andwu-dmtedmtohneolmlnn,
with an intention to study law; but what progress be made we are'not told, except that
he continued te give proofs of accumulated knowledge in general sciemce. Upon his
father’s death, which happened before he could have been regularly admitted into the
society of Lincoln’s Inn, he retired upon the fortune which his father left to him, and had
nearly dissipated the whole before he made choice of any plan of life. At this time,
however, e was 30 young and s0 submissive as to be under the guardianship of his
mother and friends, who provided him with tutors in the mathematics, snd sach other
branches of knowledge as formed the accomplishments of that age; and his love of
learnlng, which was ardent and discursive, greatly fucilitated their laboyrs, and furnished
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his mind with such intellectual stores as gained him considerable distinction. It is not
improbable also that his poetical attempts contributed to make him more known. -
1t was about the ageofeigbteenﬂlthebegmtostndgdumﬁvvutybetwe’mtbe
protestants and papists.  His tutors had been instructed to take every opportunity of con-
, firming him in popery, the religion of his family, and he confesses that ks mother’s:
persuasions had much weight. She was a woman of great piety, and her son, in all the
relations of life, evinced a most affectionate heart. Amidst these allurements, however,
he entered on the inquiry with mach impartislity, and with the honest inteation to give
way to such convictions only s should be founded in bstablished truth. He has recorded,
in his preface to Pseudo-Martyr, the struggles of his mind, which he -says he overcame
by frequent prayer, and an jndifferent affection to both parties. The result was a
firm, and, se it afterwards proved, a serious adherence to the doctrines of the reformed
church,

"This inquiry, which terminated probably to the grief of his surviving parent and bis
friends of the Romish persuasion, appears to have occupied a considerable space of time,
as we hear no more of him until he began his travels in his twenty-first year. He
accompanied the earl of Essex in his expedition_in 1596, whea Cadiz was taken, sad
agein in 1597, but did not retem to England until he had travelled for some time in
ftaly, from whence he meant to bave penetrated into the Holy Land, and visited Jerustiesa
and the holy sepulchre. Bat the inconveniences and dangers of the road in those parts
sppeared so insuperable that he gave up this design, aithough with a reluctance which be
often repeated. 'The time, however, which he had dedicated to visit the Holy Land, ke
passed iri Spain, and both there and in Italy studied the laiguage, manmers, and govero~
meat of the country, allusions to which are scattered throughout his poems and prose
Not long after his return to England, he obtained the patronage of sir Thomas Egerton,
lord Ellesmere, lord chancellor of England, and the friend and predecessor of the illuss
trious Bacon. This nobleman appears to have been struck with his accomplishments,
now beightened by the polish of foreign travel, and appointed him to be his chief secre-
tary, as an introduction to some more important employment in the state, for which ke &
ssid to have promounced him very fit. The conversation of Donne, at this period, was
probably enriched by obeervation, and enlivened by that wit which sparkles so frequently
in his works. The chancellor, it is certain, conceived so highly of him, as to make isim
an inmate in his house, and & constant guest at his table, where he had an opportunity of
mixing with the most eminent characters of the age, and of obtaining that notice, which,
if not abused, generally leads to preferment., '

In this honourable employment he passed five yenrs, probably the most agreeable
of his life. But a young man of a disposition inclined to gaiety, snd in the enjoyment of
the most elegant pleksures of society, could not be long a strauger to jove. Donne’s
favourite object was the daughter of sir George Moor, or More, of Loxly Farm
in the county of Surrey, and niece to Iady Ellesmere. This young lady resided in the
house of the chuncellor, and the lovers had consequently many opportunities to indulge
the tenderness of an attachment which appears to bave been mutual. Before -the
family, however, they were probably not very cautious. In one of his elegies
he spenks of spies and rivals, and her father either suspected, or from them bad
seme intimation of a connection whicli he chose to consider as degrading, and therefore
gemoved his daughter to his own house at Loxly. But this measure was adopted
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%00 late, as the parties, perhaps dreading the event, bhd been for some time privately
married.

‘This unwelcome news, when it could be no longer concealed, was imparted to siv
George Moor, by Heury, earl of Northumberiand, a nobleman who, notwithstanding this
friendly interference, was afterwards guilty of that rigour towards his youngest daughter,
which he now wished to soften in the breast of sir George Moor. Sir George’s rage,
however, transported him beyond the bounds of reason. He not ouly insisted on
Danne’s being dismissed from the lord chancellor’s service, but caused him to be impri-
soned, along with Samuel Brook, afterwards master of Trinity College, and his brother
Christopber Brook, who were present at the marriage, the ome acting as father to the
ledy, the other as witness. '

Their imprisonment appears to bave been an act of arbitrary power, for we bear of po

trial being. instituted, or punishment inflicted, on the parties. Mr. Donne was first
released ', and soon procured the enlargement of his contpanions; and, probably at no
great distance of time, sir George Moor began to relent. The excellent character of
his son-in-law was 50 often represented to him, that he could no longer resist the intended
censcquences of such applications. He condescended therefore to permit the young
coupls to live together, and solicited the lord chancellor to restore Mr. Donne to his
former situation. This, however, the chancellor refused, and in such a manner as to
shew the opinion he entertained of sir George’s conduct. His lordship owned that “ he
was unfeignedly sorry for what he had done, yet it was inconsistent with his place and
aredis to discharge and re-admit servants at the request of passionate petitioners.” Lady
Elesmere also probably. felt the severity of this remark, as her unwearied solicitations
bad induced the chancellor to adopt a measure which he supposed the world would pro-
nounce capricious and inconsistent with his character.
. Whatever allowance is to be made for the privileges of a parent, the conduct of six
GeorgeMoor, ou this occasion, seems entitled to no indulgence. He neither felt as a
father, mor acted as a wise man. . His object in requesting his son-in-law to be restored
to the -ehancellor’s service, was obvioualy that he might be released from the expense of
mainteining bim and his wife, for, when disappointed in this, he refused them smy
sssistance. This harshness reduced Mr. Donne to a situstion the most distressing. His
estate, the three thousand pounds before mentioned, had been nearly expeaded on his
education and during his travels ; and be bad now no employment that could enable him
%o suppost & wife, accustomed to ease and respect, with even the decent necessries of
life. These sorrows, however, were considerably lessened by the friendship of sir Francis
Wooley, son to lady Ellesmere by her first husband, sir John Wooley of Pitford in Surrey,
knight: .In this gentleman’s house Mr. and Mrs. Donne resided for many years, and
wese treated with an esse and kinduess which moderated the sense of dependence, and
Mtbqupndwdhaﬂentwm,thtappﬂrmhvegmlﬁedndmndtheaﬁm
of thieir benevolesit relation. -

It Jms already been noticed that, jn bis early years, be had examined the state of the
controversy between the popish and protestant churches, the result of which was his firm -

! Hie dates a-letter to sir H. Goodare, June 13, 1607, in which he expresses some hopes of obtaining a
place at court in the queen’s household. This may have been s00n after bis reloase, but his biogeaphes,
Walton, gives few dates, and takes no notice of this circumstance. Donne’s Letters, p. 81. In another
Mukemkammhunﬂwedmdhnmajmmu in Ireland, but this has no data
hid, p. 145. ’ : .
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attachment to the latter. But this was not the only consequence of a course of reading
in which the principles of religion were necessarily to be traced to their purer sources.
He appears to have contracted a pious tumn of mind, which, although occasiomally inter—
rupted by the intrusions of gay life, and an mtercourse with foreign nations and foreign
pleasures, became habitual, and was probebly increased by the distresses brought on his
family in consequence of his imprudent marriage. ‘That this was the case, appears from
an interesting part of his history, during his residence with sir' Francis Wooley, when he
was solicited to take orders. Among the friends whom his talents procured him was the
Iearned Dr. Morton, afterwards bishop of Durham, who first made this proposal, but
with a reserve which does him much honour, and proves the truest regard for the interests
of the church. The circumstance is so remarkable, that I hope I shall be pardoned for
giving it in the words of his biographer.

‘The bishop * sent to Mr. Donne, and intreated to borrow an hour 'of his time for a
conference the next day. After their meeting, there was not meamy minutes passed: be-
fore be spoke to Mr. Donne to this purpose:—* Mr. Donne, the occasion of sending for
you is to propose to you what I have often revolved in my own thought since I saw you

“last ; which, nevertheless, I will not declare but upon this condition—that you shalt
not’ return me a present answer, but forbear three days, and bestow some part of that
time in fasting and prayer; and after a serious consideration of what I shall propose,
then return to me with your answer. Deny me not, Mr. Donne, for it is the effect of
a true love, which T would gladly pay as a debt due for yours to me’ This request -
being granted, the doctor expressed himself thus: ¢ Mr. Donne, I know your education
and abilities : T know your expectation of a state employment, and I know your fitness
for it; and I know too the many delays and coutingencies that attend court promises ;
and let me tell you, that my love, begot by our long friendship, and your merits, hath
prompted me to such an inquisition after your present temporal estate, as makes me no
stranger to your necessities, which I know to be such as your generous spirit could wot

" bear if it were not supported with a pious patience. You know I have formerly per-

suaded you to wave your court-hopes and enter into holy orders : whick I now again
persuade you to embrace, with this reason added to my former request : the king bath
yesterday made me dean of Gloucester ; and I am also possessed of a benefice, the pro-
fits of which are equal to those of my deanery. I will think my deanery enough for my
inaimtenance, (who am and resolve to die a single man) and will quit my beneﬂet and
estate you in it (which the patron is willing I shall do) #f God shall incline your heart to
embrace this motion. Remember, Mr. Donne, no man's education, or parts, meke
him too good for this employment, which is to be an ambassador for the God of glory;
that God who, by a vile death, opened the gates of life to maniind. Make me no pre-
sent answer, but remember your promise, and return to me the third day with your ress-
lution.’

‘ At berring of this, Mr. Donne’s faint breath and perplexed countenance gave &
visible testimony of an inward conflict; but he performed bis promise, and departed
without returning an answer till the third day, and then his answer was to this effect:
¢ My most worthy and most dear friend, since I saw you I have been faithful to my pro-

- mise, and have also meditated much of your great kindness, which hath been such as
would exceed even my gratitude ; but that it carnot do, and more I cannot return you ;
and that I do with an heart full of humility and thaoks, though I may not acceps of your

-offer. But, sir, my refusal is not for that I think myself too good for that calling, for
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which i,hgg if they think so0, are mot good enough ; noribrﬁatnyeﬂmhonand
learning, though not eminent, may not, being assisted with God's grace and humility,
render me in some measure fif for it; but I dare make so dear a friend as you dfe my
confessor. Someirreguhﬁﬁuofnylifehavebeensovisibletosdﬂem, that though
1 bave, I thank God, made my peace with him by penitential resolutions against them,
and by the assistance of his grace bamished them my affections, yet this, which God
knows to be so, is not se visible to man 8s to free me from their censures, and it may
be that sacred calling from » dishonour. And besides, wherees it is determined by the
best of casuists, that God's glory should be the first end, and a mairnitenance the second
motive to embrace that calling ; and though each mman may propose to himself both to-
gether, yet the first may neot be put lagt, without a violation of my conscience, which
he that searches the heart will judge. Andtmdymypmtcondnm is such, that if
1 ask my own conscience whether it be reconcileable to that rule, it is et this time so
perplexed about it, that I can neither give ‘myself nor you an answer. You know, sir,
'bnys,hmutbutmwboseeomdoﬂ:notamhmforthtﬂlmg
which he does. To these. I might add ether reasons that dissunde me; byt I crave your
favour that I may forbegr to express them, mdthmkﬁﬂlydcdmeyouroér

This transaction, which, according to the date of Dr. Morton's promotlon to the
deanery of Gloucester, happened in 1607, whén our poet was in his thirty-fourth year,
is not unimportant, as it displays that character for nice honour and integrity which dis-
tinguished Donne in all his future life, and was acoompamldwhhahemwgcnemtyof
feeling and action which is, perbaps, rarely to be met with, unless in men whose prin-
cpleshvetbefoundmonwhlchheappeantohavenowlaid

Donne and his family remained with sir Francis Wooley util' the death of this ex-
cellent friend, whose last act of kindness was to effect some degree of reconciliation
between sir George Moor and his son and daughter.. Sir George agreed, by a bond, to
pay Mr. Donne eight hundred pounds on @ certain day, as a portion with his wife, or
tweuty pounds quarterly, for their maiintensnce, until the principal sum should be dis-
charged. With this sum, so inferior to what he once possessed, and to what he might
have expected, he took a house at Mitcham for his wife and family, and lodgings for
Dimeelf i London, which he nften visited, and enjoyed the society and esteem of many
persons distingnished for rank and talents. It appears, however, by his letters, that his
imcome was far from adequate to the wants of an increasing family, of whom he fre-
quently writes in a style of melancholy and despondence which appear to have affected
bis health. He still bad no offer of employment, and no fixed plan of study. During
his residence with sir Franeis Wooley, he read much on the civil and canon law, and
peobaply might have exeelled in avy of the literary professions which offered encourage-
ment, but he confesses that he was diverted from them by a general desire of learning,
or what he calls, in one of his poems, * the sacred hunger of acience.” '

In this desultory course. of reading, which improved Liis mind at the expense of his for-
tune, be spent two years st Mitcham, whence sir Robert Drury insisted on his bringing his
family to live with him, in his spacious house in Drury Lane ; and, sir Robert afterwards
intending to go on an embassy, with lord Hay, to the court of France, he persuaded
PDobne to accompany him. Mrs. Donne was at this time in a bad state of health, and
near the end of her pregnancy ; and she remonstrated against his leaving her, as she fore-
boded “ some ill in his ahsence.” Her affectionate hushand determined, on this account,
to abandon all thoughts of his journey, and intimated his resolution to sir Robert, who,
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for whatever réason, became the mere solicitous for his compawy. This brooght em 8
generous conflict between Donne and bis wife. He uzged that he could not refuse &’
man to whom be was so mach indebted, and she complied, although with some relno--
tance, from a congenial sense of obligation. It was on this occasion, probably, that-he
addressed to his wife the verses, « By our first strange and fatal interview, &c.” She bad
formed, if this conjecture be allowed, the romantic design of accompanying him in the
disguise of a page, from which it was the purpose of these verses to. dissuade ber.

Mr. Donne accordingly went abroad with the embassy; asd two days after their arrival
st Paris, had that extraordinary vision which has been minutely detailed by all his bio-
grapbers. He saw, or fancied he saw, his wife pasa through the room in which he was
sitting alone, with her bair hanging about ber shoulders, and a dead child ‘in her grms.-
This story he often repeated, and with s0 much confidence and anxiety, that sir Robert
sent a messenger to Drury House, who brought back intelligence, that he found Mrs.
Donne very sad and sick in bed, and that, after a long and, dangerous labour, she had-
been delivered of a dead child, which event happened on the day and hour that Mr..
Donne saw the vision. Walton has recorded the atory on the authority of an anonyious-
informant ; and has endeavoured to render it credible, not only by the corresponding
Tnstances of Samuel and Saul, of Bildad, and of St. Peter, but those of Julius Ceesar and
Brutus, St. Austin and Monwa. The whole may be safely left to the judgment of the
reader.

From the' dates of some of Donne's letters, it appeanthtthemutl’msuhnr
Robert Drury in 1612 % ; and one is dated from the Spa, in the same year; but at what
time he returned is not certain. After his return, however, his friends became more-
seriously anxious to fix him in some honourable and lucrative emphyment at court.
l?eforethmpemdhehadbecomeknowntokmg James, and was one of those learned:
persons with whom that sovereign delighted to . converse at his table. On ome of
those occasions, about the year 1610, the conversation turned on a question respecting
the obligation on Roman Catholics to take the oaths of allegiance and supremacy ; and
Donpe appeared to 30 much advantage in the dispute, that his .majesty requested he
would commit his sentiments in writing, and bring them to him. Dotne readily com-~

" plied, and presented the king with the treatise published in that year, under the title of

Pseudo-Martyr. ‘'This obtained him much reputation, and the univexsity of Oxford com-
ferred on him the degree of master of arts, which he had previously received from Cam-
bridge.

The Pseudo-Martyr contains very strong arguments against the pope’s supremacy,
and has been highly praised by his biographers. Warburton, however, speaks of it in
less favourable terms, It must be confessed that the author has not availed himgplf of
the writings of the judicious Hooker, and that in this, as well a8 in all his prose-writings,

_ are many of those far-fetched conceits which, hewever agreeable to the taste of the age,

have placed bim at the head of a class of very indifferent poets.

At this-period of our history, it was deemed expedient to lelectmeh men for high
offices in the church as promised, by their abilities and zeal, to vindicate the reformed
religion. King James, who was no incompetent judge of such merit, though perhaps too
apt to measure the talents of others by his own standard, conceived, from a perusal of

* It may be necessary to mention, that the dates of some of his letters donaunupoul'lﬂl
Walton®s narrative, and it is ow too late to attempt to regoncile them. C.
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the Pseundo-Martyr, that Domne would prove an . orsment and bulwark to the church,
snd, therefore, not only endeavoured to persuade him to take orders, but resisted every
application to exert the royal favour towards him in any other direction. When the fa-
veurite earl of Somerset requested that Mr. Domne might bave the place of one of the
clerks of the council, then vacsat, the king replied, *“ I know Mr. Donne is a Jearned
man, has the abilities of a learned divine, and will preve a powerful preacher ; and my
desire is to prefer him that way, and in that way I will deny you nothing for him.”

Such an intimation must have made a powerful impression ; yet there is no reason to
ceaclade, from any part of Mr, Donne’s character, that he would bave been itduced to
enter the church merely by the persaasion of ks sovereign, however flattering. To him,
however, at this time, the transition was not difficalt. He had relinquished the follies of
youth, and had nearly outlived the remembrance of them by others. His studies bhad
loag inclined to theology, and his frame of mind was adapted to support the character ex-
pected from him. His old friend, Dr. Morton, probably embraced this opportunity to
second the king’s wishes, and remove Mr. Donne’s personal scruples ; and Dr. King, bishop
of London, who had been chapiain to the chancellor when Donne was his secretary,.
and comsequently knew his character, heard of kis intention with much satisfaction, By
this prelate be was ordained deacon, and afterwards priest; and the king, although not.
wniformly punctual in his promises of patronage, immediately made him bis ehaplain in
ordinary, and gave him hopes of higher preferment.

Those who had been the occasion of Mr. Donnesenwmgnloorden,wmmmmto.
soe hin exhibit in a new character, with the abilities which had been so much admired
in the scholar and the man of the world. Bat at first, weare told, he confined his pub-
lic services to' the churches in the vicinity of London; and it was not until his majesty
required his attendance at Whitehall on an appointed day, that he appeared before an
anditory capeble of appreciating his talents. Their report is stated to have been highly
favourable. His biographer, indeed, seems to be at a loss for words: to express the
pethos, dignity, and eflect of his preaching; but in what be has advanced, he no doubt
spoke the sentiments of Doune’s leamed contemporaries, Still the excellence of the
pulpit omatory of that age will not bear the test of modem criticism; and those who
sow copsult Mr. Donne’s sermons, if they expect gratification, must be more attentive
to the matter than the manner. That he was a popular and useful preacher is universally
acknowledged ; mdheperformedthemonprinteduﬁesofhisﬁnﬁonwithhmﬂity,
kindness, seal, and assiduity,

The same month, which appears tohnebeenMarch 1614, mwhndxbeénteredmto
orders, .and preached at Whitehall, the king happened to be entertained, during one of
kiis progresses, at Cambridge, and recommended Mr. Donne to be made dostor in divinity
Walton informs us, that the university gave their assent as soon as Dr. Harsnet, the vice.
chancellor, made the proposal. According, however, to two letters from Mr. Chamber-
lain to sir Dudley Carlton, it appears that there was some opposition to the degree, in
consequence of a report that Mr. Donne had obtained the reversion of the deanery of
Canterhury. Even the vice-chancellor is mentioned among these who opposed him. It
is not very easy to reconcile these accounts, unless by a conjecture that the opposition
was withdrawn when the report respecting the deanery of Canterbury was proved to be
untrue, And there is some probability this was the case, for that deanery became vacant
in the following year, andwa-glvento Dr. Fotherby, & man of much less fame and
imterest, -
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+ But whatever was the camse of this tamporery opposition at Custbridge, it is certaim
that Dr. Dopue became so highly esteemed aa o' preacher, tiat within the fint year of
his ministry, he had the offer of fourteen'differeut livings, all of which he declived, and
for the same reason, namely, that they were situated at a distance from London, to
which, in common with all men of intellectual curiosity, be appears to have been warmly
attached,

In 1617 his wife died, leaving him seven children. This afflictien sunk a0 deep into
his heart that he retired from the world and from his friends, to indulge a sorrow which
could not be restrained, and- which for some time interrupted his public services. From-
this be was 3¢ length diverted by the gentlemen of Lincoln’s fnu, who requested him to
accept their leeture, and prevailed. Their high regard for him eontributed to reader
- this situstion agreeable, and adequate to the maintenance of his family. Fhe- connection
subsisted abont two years, greatly to the satisfaction of both parties, and ef the people
ut large, who had now frequent opportunities of hearing their favourite preather. But
on lord Hay being appointed on an embassy to -Germany, Dr. Donne waé requested to
attend him. He was at this time in a state of health which required relaxation and
change.of air, and after an absence of fourteen months he returned to bis duty in Lin--
coln’s Inn, much improved in health and spirits, and about a year after, in 1620, the-
king. copferred upon him the deanery of St. Paul's. .

This promotion, like all the leading events of his life, tended to the advancement
of his charaeter. While it amply supplied his wants, it enabled him at the same time
to exhibit the heroism of a liberal and gemerous mind, in the case of his father-in-law,
sir George Moor. This man had never acted tlie part of a kind and forgiving pareat,
although he eonfinued to pay the annual sum agreed-upon by bend, in lieu of his daugh-
tér's portion. 'The time was now come when Dt. Donne could repey his harsheess by
convincing him how unworthily it had been: exerted. The quarter after his eppoint--
meet to' the deanery, when sir George came to pay him the stipalated sum, Dr. Donne
refused it, and after acknowledging more kindness than he had received, added, < I
howyoarpmeutcondmonusuchas not to abound, and I hope mike is such as not
. toneed it. I will therefore receive no more from you upon that contmct, which he
immediately gave up.

Fo his deanery was now added the vicarage of St. Dunstan.in the West,and another-
ecclesiastical 'endowment not specified by Walton, Thes, according to his letters, (p. 318)
he owed to the friendship of Richard Sackville, earl of Dorset, and of the eari of Kent.
From all this he derived -the pleasing prospect of making a decent provision for his
children, as well as of indulging to a greater extent his liberal and humane disposition.
In. 1624, be was chosen prolocutor to the convocation, on which occasion be delivered
a Latin oration, which is printed in the London edition of his poems, 1719. :

While in-this full fide of popularity, he had the misfortame to fall under the displea--
sure of the king, who had been irformed thaf in his public discoarses he had meddled with
some of those pomts respecting popery which were more usually handled by the puritans.
Such an accusation might have had very serious consetuences, if the king had implicitly
confided in those who brought it forward. But Dr. Donne was too great a favourite'to
be condembed unheard, and accordingly his majesty sen€ for him and represented whathe
had beard, and Dr. Donne so completely satisfied him as to his principles in church and
state, that-the king, in the hearing of his council, bestowed high praise on him, and
dedamdthutherqoicedmthemoﬂechonthatntmbyhupumﬁonDr.Domhd
become = divine.-
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- About foar .years sftes be rossived the deamery of $¢. Puul's; and when he had ar-
riwad st his fifty-fourth year, his comstitwtion, naturslly fesble, was attacked: by a dis-
order which had every appearance of bemg fatal. In this extremity be gave another
proof of that tenderness of conscience, o transcemwlently superior to all modem notions
of homour, which had stways marked his character. When there was little hope of his
life, he was required to remew some prebendal leases, the fines for which were very con-
sierable, and might have euriched his family. But.this be peremptorily refused, ton-
sideriamy such a measure, in his situstion, 85 a species of sacrilege. I duve not,” he
added, ‘“ npow upon my. sick- bed, when Almighty God hath made me uscless to the
m’noo‘thechﬂdx,ﬂnnydumoutoﬁt.” \

‘This iliness, however, he survived ebout five years, when his tendency to-a comsump-
tisn again returned, amd texmimated his life on the 31st day of March 1631. He was
buried is St, Psul's, where a monument was evected to his memory. His figure may yet
be seen in the vaults of St. Fulth's under 8t. Paul's, It stands erect inn window, with-
owt its nicle, and deprived of the ern in which the feet were placed. His piecture was
drawn sometime before his denth, when he dressed himself in his- winding sheet, and the
Ggure in -8t. Faith’s was carved from this painting by Nicholas Seonte. The fragments

_of* his tomb are on the other side of the church, Waelton mentions mmny other paint-

ings of him executed at different: periods of his life, which are not now known. -

Of kis character some judgment may be formed from the preceding sketch, taken
principally from Zouch’s much improved edition of Walton's Lives. His eatly years,
there is renson to think, althongh disgraeced by no flagrant tarpitude, were not exempt
from folly and dissipation. in some of his peems we meet with .the language and-sen-
timeuts of ment whose tnorals are not veqy strict. After liis marriage, however, he ap-
pears to have become of a serious and thoughtful disposition, his mind alternately ex-
hausted: by study, or softened by affliction. His reading was very extensive, and we
find allnsions to almost every science in his poems, althongh unfortumhlytheyonly
contribute to produce distorted images and wild conceits.

His prose works are numerous, but, except the Pseudo-Martyr and a small volume
of devotions, none of them were published during his life. A list of the whole may be
soen in Wood's Athenz and m Zouch’s edition of Walton. His sermons have not a
little of the character of his poems. "They are net, indeed, so rugged in style, but they
abound with quait allusions, which now appear ludicrous, although they probabty pro-
duced no sach effect in his deys. With this exception, they contain much good sense,
much sequaintance with human nature, many striking thoughts, and sonie very Juat
bidlical criticism.

Oune of his prose writings requires more particular notice. Every admirer of his
character will wish it expunged from the collection. It is entitied” Biathamatos, a De-
claration of that Paradox, or Thesis, that Self-homicide is not so paturally Sin, that it
may never be otherwise. If it be asked what could induce & man of Dr. Donne’s piety
towmeauchauunse,wemymermhummds,dnt“ltnnbookwnmnby
Jack Donne and not by Dr. Donne.” It was written in his youth, as a trial of skill
on a singular topic, in which be thought proper to exercise his talent against the ge-
merally received opimion. But if it be usked why, instead of sending one or two copies
to friends with an injunction not to print it, he did not put this out of their power by
destroying the manuscript, the answer is not s easy. He is even so inconsistent as
to desire one of his correspondents ueither to burn it, nor publish it. It was at length
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published by his son in 1644, who certainly did not consult the reputation of his father ;
and if the. reports of his character be just, was not a man likely to give himself mwuch: -
uneasiness about that or any other consequence.

- Dr. Dopne’s reputation as a poet was higher in his own time than it bas been since.-
Dryden fixed his character with his usual judgment; as “ the greatest wit, though not
the best poet, of our nation.” He says afterwards’, tht“beaﬁechthemehphyw
not only in his Satires, but in his amorous verses, where nature only should reign, and .
perplexes the minds of the fair sex with nice speculations of philosophy, when hewhould
engage their hearts, and entertain them with the softbemes of love.” Dryden has also
pronounced that if his Satires were to. be translated into nnmbers, they would yet be.
wanting in diguity of expression. The reader bas now an opportunity of comparing
the originals and . translations in Pope’s works, undwﬂlprobublythmkﬂntl’opehl
made them so much his own as to throw very little light on Donse’s powers. * He every
where elevates the expression, and in very few instances retains a whole line.

Pope, in his classification of poets, places Donne at the head of a school, that school
from which Dr. Johnson has given so many remarkable specimens of absurdity, in his
life of Cowley, and which, following Dryden,. he terms the metaphysical school. Gray,
it the sketch he sent to Mr. Warton, considers it as a third Italian school, full of
conceit, begun in queen Elizabeth’s reign, continued under James and Chatles I. by
Donne, Crashaw, Cleveland, carried to its height by Cowiey, and ending perhaps in

Donne’s nursbers, if they may be so called, are certainly the moet rugged .and: nm-
ceuth of any of our poets. He appears either to have had no ear, or to bave been witesly
regardless of harmony. Yet Spenser preceded him, snd Drummond, the first. polished
versitier, was his contemporary; but it must be allowed thit before Drummond appeared,,
Donpe had relinquished his pursuit of the Muses, nor would it be just to inclode the
whole of his poetry under the general censure which has been usually passed. Dr, War-
ton seems to think that if be had taken pains he might not have proved so-isferior to
his contemporaries; but what inducement could be have to take pains, as he published
nothmg and seems not'desirous of public fame ? He was certainly not ignorant or un-
skilled in the higher attributes of style, for he wrote elegantly in Latin, and dlq)llys
considerable taste in some of his smaller pieces and epigrams.

At what time he wrote his poems has not been ascertained; but of a few the dates
may be recovered by the corresponding events of his life. Ben Jonsen affirmed that
he wrote all his best pieces before he was. twenty-five years of age. His Satires, in
which there are some strokes levelled st the Reformation, must have been written very
early, as he was but » young man when he renounced the errors of popery. -His poems -
.were first published in 4to. 1633, and 12m0. 1635, 1651, 1669, and 1719. His son was
the editor of the early editions.

3 On the Origia and Progress of Satire. C.



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

WILLIAM LORD CRAVEN,

. BARON OF HAMSTED-MARSHAM.

MY LORD,

- M axy of these poems have, for several impressions, wandered up and down,
trusting (as well .as they might) upon the author’s reputation : neither do they
now complain of any injury, but what may proceed either from the kindness
of the printer, or the courtesy of the reader; the one, by adding something
too much, lest any spark of this sacred fire might perish undiscerned ; the
other, by putting such an estimation upon the wit and fancy they find here,
that they are content to use it as their own ; as if a man should dig out the
stones of a royal amphitheatre, to build a stage for a country show. Amongst
all the monsters this unlucky age has teemed with, I find none so prodigious
as the poets of these later times, wherein men, as xf they would level under-
standings too, as well as estates, acknowledging no inequality of - parts and
judgments, pretend as indifferently to the chair of wit as to the pulpit, and
conceive themselves no less inspired with the spirit of poetry, than with that of
religion: soit is not only the noise of drums and trumpets which have drowned
the Muse’s harmony, or the fear that the church’s ruin will destroy the priests’
likewise, that now frights them from this country, where they have been sQ
ingeniously received ; but these rude pretenders to excellencies they unjustly
own, who, profanely rushing into Minerva’s temple, with noisome airs blast
the laurel, which thunder cannot hart, ' In this sad condition, these learned
sisters are fled over to beg your lordship’s protection, who have been so cer-
tain a patron both to arts and arms, and who, in this general confusion, have
20 entirely preserved your honaur, that in your lordship we may still read a
most perfect character of -what England was in all her pomp and greatness.
So that although these poems were formerly written upon several occasions to
several persons, they now unite themselves, and are become one pyramid tg
set your lordship’s statue upon; where you may stand, like armed Apollo,
the defender of the Muses, encouraging the poets now alxve to celebrate your
great acts, by affording your countenance to his poems, that wanted only so
noble a subject.

My Lord,

your most humble servant,

JOHN DONNE.



HEXASTICON BIBLIOPOLX.

J sxz in his last preach’d and printed book,
His picture in a sheet ; in Paul’s I look,
And see his statve in a sheet of stone ;
And sure his body ia the grave hath ove:
‘Those sheets present im dead, these if you buy,
You have him living %o etormity.
JO. MAR.

]

HEXASTICON AD BIBLIOPOLAM.
TR

x thy impression of Donne’s poems rare,
For his tteity thou hast ta’en care:

*T was well and piouns ; and for ever may
He live : yet [ show thee a better way;
Print bat his serqrons, and if those we buy,
He, we, and thou, shall live t* etemnity.

E— '

T0 JOHN DONNE.

Downz, the delight of Phabus, and each Muse,
‘Who, to thy one, sll olher brains refuse ;
Whouecv’rywvrkofthymostetrlyvit,
Came forth example, and remain 5o yet:
lmgerakmng,thnmmmdollve,
And which no’ affaction praise enough can give !
Toit thy language, letters, arts, best life,
Which might with balf mankind mamtain a strife;
Al which I mean to prikse, and yet I would ;
But leave, becanse I cannet as I slioudd !

. BEN JONSON,



POEMS

JOHN DONNE, D.D.

5
{ . r

lo-ofmudcnhnd. 1
joys, it woo,

Andpnmper’duelhmthoneb

And this, alas more than we'

Oh stay, three lives ip one flea spare,
Whmwedqa:;ﬁ'iorethmmrry’ ares
This fles is you , and this €
Our marriage bed and marriage templeig: M
Mghpuenhyndge,nnd
eloutzr'dmﬂleuelmngtnlsof,)et.
‘Though use make yon apt to kill me, -~

Let not to that self-murder added be,
And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.

Cruel and sudden, hast thou since R
Purpled thy ail in blood of innocence N\ ¢ '~ \
‘Wherein could this flea guilty be,

in that hles b 1t Fock'd from thee?
Yet triumph’st, and say’st that thoa
Find’st oot thywelf nor me the weaker now;
>T is true; then learn how false fears be:
Just 20 m\u:h honour, when thou yield'st to m
Will waste, as this flea’s death togh life from, ¢

made of two,
Id do.

m .
THE GOOD-MORROW.

oxpan, by my troth, whumnundl
lhd,txll we lovid} were we ot wean'd till then,
But suck'd on childish. pleasures sillily ?
Or slumbred we in the seven-sleepers dem ?
Twass0; butunll Imnmhnnelba,
M-ever aay
thhldcx‘d,qndpt,'tmbundmldm

|

now good-morrow to car waking souls,
ich watch not one another out of fear
'or love all love of other sights controls,
And makes ome little room mm every-where.
Let sea-discoverers tomew worlds have goue,
Let maps to other woslds our world have shown,
Let us possess one world ; each hath one, and is ene.

My face in thine eye, thine in mine sppears,
And true plain hearts do in the faces rest ;
Where can we find two fitter hemispheres -
Without sharp north, without declining west ?
Whatever dies, was not mix'd equally;
our two loves be one, both thou and I

e just alike in all, none of these loves can die

G- '
p

SONG.

Go, and eatch a falling star,
Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all times past are,
Or who cleft the Devil's foot.
Teach me to hear mermaids singing,
Or to keep off envy's stinging,
And find,

‘What wind
Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou be'st born to strauge sights,
Things invisible go see,

Ride ten thousand duys and nights,
Till age suow white hairs on thee.
Thou, when thou retarn’st, wilt tell me

All strangé welrders, thiat befell thos,
And sveas,
No wheve

Lives a woman tree mid fair,

If thou find’st. one, let mo imaw,

Such a pil were m
Yet do not, 1 would not ’
Though nneudonlwm;um
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‘Though she were true when you met her,
Andlut,hllywwnteyonr etter,

) Willbe
False, ere [ come, to two or three.

/

Now thou hast Jov'd me ope whole day, ’
‘To morrow when thou leav'st, what wilt thou ssy?
'Wilt thou then sntedate some new-made vow ?
Or sy, that now -
. We are not just those persons, which ‘we were ?
Or, that oaths, made in reversntial fear
©Of Love and his wrath, any may forswear ?
Or, as troe deaths true marriages untio,
S0 lovers® contracts, images of those,
Bind but till sleep, death’s image, them unloose?
Or, your own end to justify
For having purpos’d change and falsehood, you
Can have no way but falsehood to be true ?
Vain lmiatie, against those scapes 1 conld
Dispute, snd conguer, if I would;
. Which I abetsin to doe,
° For by to morvow I may think #o too.
L}

medin

WOMAN'S CONSTANCY.

~
-

THE UNDERTAKING.

1 ravz done one braver thing,
Than all the worthies did ;

And yet a draver thence doth spring,
Which is, to keep that hid.

R were but madness now t’ impert
The ekill of specular stome,

‘When be, which can have learn’d the art
To cut it, can ﬂnd none.

8o, if I now should utter this, :
Others (because no more
Such stuff, to work apon, there is)

O,
'l‘lmyuuhlvedonenbnverthmg,
Than all the worthies did,
And a bnvettheneovillsgnl
Which js, to keep that hi

2

# I cax love both fair and brown ;

J All honoor 's mimic ; all wealth alchymy; |

DONNE'S POEMS,

THE SUN RISING.

Thmughmndo-nndthwghcuhhu.hokmy?
Must to thy motions lovers' scasons run

Call country ants to harvest ofices; -
Love, all alike, no season knmows asr clime,
Norhours, days, moaths, which are the rags of time-.

Thy beams, 30 reverend and strong,
Doet thou not think"
I conld eclipee, and cloud them with & wink,
But that I would not lose her sight s0 long ¢
If her eyes have not blinded thine,
Look, and to morvow late tell me,
‘Whether both th’ Indins of and mine
Be where thou left them, or li hetenthme,/ /
Ask for those kings, whom thou saw'st yestesday,”,
And thou shalt hear, All hese in omo bed lsy.

She s all states, and all princes J,
Nothing else is.
Pnnoudobutpl;yu, compar’d to this, -

-~

Thou Sun art half as happy’ as we,

In that the world ’s contracted thus.
Thmangenﬁme,lndlneethy«hhube
To warm the world, thet ’s i-enwu*u}
Shine here to us, and thou art every where
Thisbedﬂlyeenmil,t.h.avdbthylpm )

THE INDIFFERENT. . ,

B ¥

Her whom sbundance melts, and her whom want
betrays ; , - Iplays;

Hervholovulonenalbd.ndha'hospom-&

Her whom the country form'd, and whom the town;

Her who believes, and ber who tries;

Eervho-nllwequwuhlpmueyu. .

And her who is dry cork, and naver cries;

I can love her, and her, and you, and you,

I can love any, 20 she be not true.

Will no other vice contest you ¢ - - b
wmnnotmeyowmwio,udﬂm
Orhvemdlddvhum-dmmdﬂ
out others ?

Ordothak-r,d\un-mmmm?
Obh, we are not, be not you 0o 3
Mm;-ddo twenty kuow.
Robne,bntbmdmm(,nﬂht-np;
Must I, who came to traveil thesough you,
Gmmﬂmwyumm” -

»
N

~ [

'Venm heard me sing this song,

Mbyhu’-m-nd.mw h_‘, .
went, examin’d, and retumn’d ere long,
And said, “ Alas ! some two or three

dangerous comstency,
But | bave told them, sinoe yop will be ¢rue, ,
Yonlnnbnnetodu-,'bo’nhhbpi.",



LOVE'S USURY ..CANONIZATION...THE TRIPLE FOOL.

LOVE 'S USURY.
Fou every hour that thou wilt spare me now,

1 will allow,
Usurious god of Jove, twenty to thee,
When with my my grey bairs equal be;
Till then, Love, let my body range, lot

Me travail, sojourn, saatch, plot, have, forget,
Resame my last years’ relict: think that yet
‘We’ bad pever met.

Let me think any rival’s letter mine,
And at oext nine
nepnndmgm’l promise ; wmistake by the way .
The maid, ndtenthchdyonbatddny,
(hlyht-ehnma,nonotthcm
From country grass to comfitures of court,
Or city’s quelque-chases, Jet not report
My mind transport.

‘This bargain’s good ; if, when I’am old, 1 be
Inflam’d by thee,

1f thime own hounour, or my shame, or pain,
'l‘boueoutnon.ltlhnmthonlhnkgnm;
Do thy will then, then subject and degree,
And frait of love, Love, I submit to thee;
Spare ma till then, I N bear it, though she be
One that loves me.

. Sp————
CANONTZATION.

Foa God's sake hoid your tongue, snd let lnelove,
Ovr chide my paisy, or my gout,
My five grey hairs; or ruin’d fortanes flout;
'With wealth yourstate; youf mind with artsimprove,
Take you a course, get you a place,
Observe his bonour or his grace,
thehng‘nulorhu-umphdface
what you will, sppmve,
80 you 'llf let me lov

Alss, alns! wio ’s injur'd by my love?

‘What merchant’s ships have my sighs drown’d?
Who says my teats have overflow'd his ground ?
When did my colds a forward spring remove?

When did the hents, which my reins £,

Add ome more 10 the plaguy bill?

Seldicxs fnd was, aad lawyers find out still

Litigious men, whom quarrels move,

Though she and | do love.

Call’s what you will, we are made such by love;
Call ber ane, we ancther fy;
W’ are tapers too, and as our own eost die;
And we in us find th’ eagie and the dove;
Tbe pheaix riddle hath more wit
By ua, we two being ome, are it:
80 0 one peutral thing both sexes fit.
" We die and rise the same, and prove
Mysterious by this love.

We can die by it, if not ive by Jove.
And if enfit for Sowb or hearse

Our legod be, it wiit be it for verms ; -

An#::vpndciwdchw prove,

-
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Wa ‘Il build in sonnets pretty rooms.
As well a well-wrought urm becomes
The greatest ashes, as half-acre tombs ;
And by those hymos all shall approve
Us canoniz’d for love:

£nd thus iavoke us, you whom reverend love
Made ove another’s hermitage ;
You to whom love was peace, that now is rage,

'Who did the whole world’s sou} contract, and drove

Into the glasses of your eyes,
So made such mirrors, and such spies,
That they did all to you epitomize;
Conntries, towns, courts, beg from above
A pattern of our love.

»“  THE TRIPLE FOOL

1 Ax two fools, I know,*
For loving, and for saying 0
In whining poetry ;
Bat where ’s that wise man, that would not be I,
If she would not deay?
Then as th’ Earth’s inward sarrow crooked lanes
Do purge sea water’s fretfal salt away,
I thought, if I could draw my pains -
Through rhyme's vexation, I shonld them allay.
Grief brought to number cannot be so flerce,
For he tames it, that fetters it in verse.
But when I have done so,
Some man, his art or voice to show, -
Dotk set and sing my pain,
And, by delighting many, frees aghin
Grief, which verse did restrain.
To love and grief tribute of verse belongy,
But not of such as pleases, when 't is read,
Botb are increased by such songs :
For both their triumphs 30 are published,
And 1, which was twa fools, do so grow thress
Who are a little wise, the best fools be,

=
LOVER'S INFINITENESS. |

Ir yet I have not all thy love,

Dear, I abail never have it all,

[ cannot breathe one other sigh, to move;

Nor can entreat one otber tear to falt ;

And all my treasure, which should rchlln thee,

Sighs, tears, and oaths, and-letters rlhave speut ;

Yet no more can be due to me,

Than at the bargain made was meant : l

If them thy gift of love was partial,

That some for me, some should to others &.ﬂ
Dear, I shall never have it all.

Or, if then thon giv'st me all,

All was but all, which thou h-dn then :

But if in thy beart since there be, or shall

New love created be by otber men,

Which have their stocks entire, and canIn tnn,

Tn sighs, in caths, in letters outbid me,

This new love may beget new fears,

For this love was not vow'd by thee.

And yet it was thy gift being generul;

The ground, thy heart, is mine, whatever shall
Grqx-thue, dear, I should have it ali.
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Yet, I would not have all yet,

_He that hath all can have no more,

“And since my love dotb every da mit [m,
New glowth, thon should’st have pew rewards in
Thou canst not every day give me thy heart,

If thou canst give-it, then thou never gav'st i
lpvers nddles are that thou

- 1

SONG.

Swaxresr love, 1 do not go,

For weariness of thee,
Nor in hope the world can show -
A fitter love for me;

But since that I
Must die at last, 't is beit,
Thus to use myself in jest

By feigned deatb to die;

Yesternight the Sun went hence,
And yet is here to day,

He hath 0o desire nor sense,
Nor half 50 short-a way :
‘Fhen fear not me,

But believe that I shall make

Hastier joumpeys, since I take
More wings and spurs than he.

b .

O how feeble is man's power,
That if gowd fortune fall,
Cannot add another hoar,
Nor a lost bour recall !
But come, bad chance,
Aud we join to *t our strength,
And we teach it art and length,
Itself o'er us t’ advance.

When thoy sigh’st, thon sigh'st no wiad,
But sigh’st my soul away;
When thou weep'st nnhndly kind,
My fife’s blood doth decay. *
It cannot be
That thou lov'st me, as thou say'st ;
If in thine my life thou waste,
That art the life of me,

Let not thy divining heart
Forethink me auy ill,

Destiny may take thy part, '
And may thy fears fulfil ;
But think that we

Are but laid aside to sleep:

They, who one another keep
Alive, ne'er putcd be.

Sme—

! THE LEGACY.’

Wazy last I dy’d (and, dear, I dne
Aloﬂenasfromtheclgo.

Though it be but aa hour ago,

And lovesy’ houss be full etemnity) ..

DONNES BOEMS. .

Ianmemheryu,duzl

Something did
Though I be deaj vhnch sant me,

Mine own executor, and legicy.

something did bestow ;
I might be

I heard me say, tell her anon,

That myself, that is you, not I,

Did kill me, and when I feit me die,

I bid me send my heart, when I was gone,

But I, alas ! could find there pone. (lie,
Whea I bad ripp’d, and search’d where hearts should
It kil’d me again, that L, who still was true

In life, in my last will should cozen you.

I Yet I found something like a heart,

For colours it and corners had,

It was not good, it was pot bad,

1t was entire to nooe, and few hodpnrt

As good, as could be made by art,

1t seem’d, and therefore for our loss be sad,
lmeanttosenddnt beart instead of mine,

But oh! no man could hold it, for 't was thine. -

v A FEVER.

'O do not die, for I shall hate
All women so, when thou art gooe,
That thee I shall not celebrate,
When [ remember thou wast one.

Bat yet thou canst mot di¢, I kaow ;
- To leave this world behind is death;
But when thou from this world wilt,go, '
The whole world vapours in thy breath.

Or if, when thou, the world’s soul, goest,
It stay, 't is but thy carcass then,

The fairest woman, but thy ghost;
But corrupt worms, the worthiest men.

O wrangling sohools, that search what fire
Shall burn this world, had noue the 'xt

Uunto this knowledge to aspire, :
That this ber fever might be it !

Avnd yet she cannot waste by this, . .
Nor long endure this torturing wrong, |,

For more corruption needful is,
To fuel such a fever long.

These burning fits but meteors be,
Whose matter io thee soou is spent.
Thy beauty, and all parts, which are thee,
Are an unchangesble irmament.

‘Yet 't was of my mind, seizing thes,
Though it in thes canoot persever;
For I had rather owner be
Of thee ene bour, than all else ever.

.

AIR AND ANGELS.

Twice or thrice had 1 lov'd thee,
Before I knew thy face or name ;

Aogels affect us oft, and worship'd be:
Still wben, %o where thoa wert, | came,

Sonle lovely glorious nothing did I see;

v

So in 8 voice, 10 in a shapeless Same, '
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But since my soul, whose child love is,
Tuakes limbe of fiesh, and else could nothing do,
Move subtije than the parent is,
Lowe must not be, but take a body too;
And therefore what thou wert, and who,
Ibid jove ask, and now,
That it assume thy body, I allow,
Andﬁxitselfinthylipo, eyes, and brow,

‘Whilst thus to ballast Jove, I thought,
And 30 more steadily t’ have gone,
With wares which would sink admiration
1 saw, 1 had Love’s pinnace overfraught ;
Thy every hair for love to work upon
Is much too much, some fitter must be sought ;
For, nor in nothing, nor in things
Extreme, and scattering bright, can love inhere ;
Then as an angel face, and wings
Of air, not pure as it, yet pure doth wear,
So thy love may be my love’s sphere;
Just such disparity
As is twixt air and angel’s purity,
*Twixt women’s love, and men’s will ever be.

smempppm—
BREAK OF DAY.

Stav, O sweet, and do not rise,
The light, that shines, comes from thine eyes ;
‘The day breaks not, it is my heart,
Bocause that you and I must part.
Stay, or else my joys will die,
And perish in their infancy.

*T is true, 't is day; what thoagh itbe?
O wilt thou therefore rise from me ?
Why shoald we rise, because 't is light?
Did we lie down, because ’t was aight ?
Love, which in spite of dtrkna-broughtusln-

ther,
Should in despite of light keep us together.

Light bath no tongue, but is ail eye ;

H it could speak as well as spy,

This were the worst that it could say,

That being well, | fain would stay,
And that 1 lov’d my heart and honour so,
That 1 would not from her, that bad them, go.

Moust business thee from hence remove ?
Oh, that ’s the worst disease of love ;
‘The poor, the foul, the false, love can
Admit, but not the busied man.
He which hath business, and makes love, doth do
Such wyong, as when a married man doth woo.

THE ANNIVERSARY.

Aukmgl,mdnllthurﬁmnh. .
Al glory of henours, beautief, wits, ~
The San itself (which mkumnu,nt.hqpm)-
Is elder by a year now, thad it.was

When thou and I first one-dnother saw :

41 other things to their destruction draw ;

Only oar love hath no decay:

- | This no to morrow bath, por yesterday ;

Running it never runs fmﬁ us away,
But truly keeps his first-lsst-everiusting duy

Two graves must hide thine and my corse :

If one might, death were no divorce,
Alds! as well as other princes, we,
(Who prince enough iu one another be)
Must leave at last in death these eyes and ears,
Oft fed with true oaths, and with sweet salt tears:

But souls where nothing dwells but love;

(All other thoughts being inmates) then shall prove
This, or » love intreased there above,  [remove.
When bodies to their graves, souls from their graves

And then we shall be throughly bless’d:
But now no more than all the rest.
Here upon Earth we’ are kings, andndnebntwe
Can be such kings, nor of such subjects be
Who is 0 safe as we ? where none can do
Treason to us, except one of us two.
True and false fears let us refrain:
Let us love nobly, and live, and add again
Years and years unto years, till we attain
To write threescore, this is the second of our reign.

t

Se———

A VALEDICTION QF MY NAME,
IN THE WINDOW.

- My name engrav’d herein,
Dath coatribute my firmness to this glass,
Which ever since that charm hath been
As bard as that, which grav’d it, was;
Thine eye will give it price enough, to mock
The diamends of either reck.

T is much that glass should be
As all confessing and through-shine as I,
*T is more that it shows thee to thee,
And clear reflects thee to thine eye.
Bat all such rules love’s magic can undo,
Here you sce me, and I see you.

As no one point nor dagh,
‘Which are but accessaries to this name,
The show'rs and tempests can outwash,
80 shall all times find me the same ;
You this entireness better may fulfil, .
‘Who bave thepttkmw'ith you still.

Or if too hard and deep -
This learning be, for a scratch’d name to teach,
It as a given death’s-head keep,
Lovers’ mortality to preach; -
Or think this ragged bony name to be
My ruinous asatomy.

Then as all my souls be
Ewparadird in you (in whom alone . '
I understand, and grow, and see)
The rafters of my body, bm,
Being still with you, the muscle, sinew, and veim,
‘Which tile this bouse, will come again,
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.
Till my retum, repair
Aud recompact my scatter'd body so,
As all the virtuous powers, whick wre
Fix'd in the stars, are said to flow
Into such characters as graved be,
‘When those stars had supremacy,

8o since this name was cat,
When love and grief their exaltation had,
No door ’gainst this name's inflaence shut ;
As much more loving, as more sad,
*T Will make thee; and thou should’st, till I return,
Since 1 die daily, daily moum.

When thy incgnsiderste hand
Flings ope this casement, with my trembling name,
To look on one, whose wit or land
New battery to thy heart may frune,
Then think this name alive, apd that thou thug .
Ia it offend’st my genius.

And when thy melted maid,
Corrupted by thy lover’s gold or page,
His letter at thy pillow’ bath laid,
Dispute thou it, and tame thy rage.
1f thou to him begin'st to thaw for this,
May my pame sfep in, and hide his,

Apd if this tresson go
‘To an overt act, and that thon write again;
In superscribing, my name flow
Into thy fancy from the pen,
So in forgetting thou remembrest right,
And upaware to me shalt write.

But gluss and lioes must be .
No meaus our frrh substantial love to keep;
Near death inflicts this lethargy,
And thus I murmar in my sleep ;
Impate this idle talk to that [ go,
For dying men talk often so.

Ee——

TWICKNAM GARDEN.

Burasren with sighs, and surrounded with tears,
Hitber I come to seek the spring,
And at mine eyes, aud at mine ears

Receive such halm as else cures every thing :
Bat O, self-traitor, [ do bring -

The spider love, which transubstantistes all,
And can convert manaa to gall,

And that this place may thoroughly be thought
True Paradise, I have the serpent brought,

’T were wholesomer for me, that winter did

* Benight the glory of this place,
And that a grave frost did forbid

These trees to laugh, and mock me to my face ;
But since I cannot this disgrace

Endure, nor leave this garden, Love, let me
Some seuseless piece of this place be;

Make me a nrandrake, so I may grow here,
Or a stone fountain weeping out my year.

Hither with crystal phials, lovers, come,
And take my tears, which are Jove’s wine,
And try your mistress’ tears at home,

For all ‘are false, that taste not just like mine ;
Alas! heartsdo not in eyes shine,

.DONNE'S POEMS.

Nor can you more judge woman's thoughts by teirs,
Than by her shadow, what she wears.

O perverse sex, where none i true butl she,
Who ’s therefore trae, because her troth kills waé.

-

VALEDICTION TO HIS BOOK. -

It tell thee now (dear love) what thon shalt de
To anger destiny, as she doth us ;
How I shall stay, though sbe eloigne me thus,
And how posterity shall know il too ;
How thine may out-endure
Sibyl’s glory, sud obseure
Her, who from Pindar counld ellure, .
And her, through whose belp Lucan i oot lamme,
Aund her, whose book. (they say) Homer did fiad .
and name. .

Study our manuscripts, those myriads

Of letters, which have past "twixt thee.and me,
Thence write our annals, and in them will be
To all, whom love’s subliming fire invades,
Rule and exsmple fownd; .

No schismetic will dare to wound, -
That sees, how love this grace to us affords,
To make, to keep, to use, to be, these his reoords.

This book, as long Hv'd a5 the elements,
Or as the world’s form, this all-graved tomb,
In cipher writ, or new made idiow ;
We for love’s clergy only’ are instraments ;
When this book is made thus,
Should agein the ravenom
Vandais end Goths invade s,
Learning were safe in this our universs, {verse.
Schools might learn sciences, spheres music, angels

Here love's divine (vinceall divinity
Is love or wonder) may fipd all they seek,
Whether abstracted spiritual love they like,
Their souls exhal’d with what they do not see ;
Or loath 30 to amuse
Faith’s infirmities, they ehuse
Sometbimg, which they may see and use ;
For though mind be the Heaven, where love doth
Beauty a convenient type thay be to figare it {sit,’

Here more than in their books mey lawyers find,
Botli by what titles mistresdes are curs,
And how prerogative these states devours,
Transferr’d from Lave himaelf 40 womacnkind :
Who, though from heart and eyes
They exact great subsidies,
Forsake him, who on them relies,
And for the cause honour or conscience give;
Chimeras, vain as they, or their prerogative. -

Here statesmen, (or of them they which cau read)
May of their iom find the grounds,
Love and their art alike it deadly wounds,
If to consider, what ’t is, cue-proceed, °
In both they do excel,
Who the well,
‘Whose mmh or dares tell ;
Ia this thy book such will there sonvething see,
As in the Bible some can find out dkchymy.



COMMUNITY...LOVE'S GROWT{1...LOVES EXCHANGE.

Thus veat thy thooghts ; absoad I Il stady thee,
Mhmuﬁtoﬁ.thngrutbughhhku
. How great love is,. best trial makes,
But abscnce tries, how long this love will bep
To take a latitude,
San, or stars, are titliest view'd
At their Urightest ;' bist to canclode
Of longitudes, what other way have we,
Bt to eark when:sod wheve thederk colipsps be ?

Smm———

v cOMMUNTTY.

Goop we must love, and must hta i,
For ill is ill, and goodgood

But there are things
Whiok we may neither hate nor love,
Bot one, andthent another prove,

As we shall find out fancy beat.

3} then at first wise Nafure bad
Made womes either good or bad,
‘Then sowme we might hate, and some chuse,
Bat since she difl them 50 creats,
That we may neither Jove nor hats,
Only this rests,all all may use.

H they were good, it would be seen,
Good is as visible as green,
- And to all eyos itself betrays:
. If they were bad, they could not last,
Bad doth itself and others wasts, -
So they duserve vor blame por praise.

But they are curs, as {ruits ave ours,
He that but tastes, he that devours,

.- Arud her that leaves all, doth as well ;
Mdlmu-nbutehngdmd’m;
And when be hath the kernel eat,

Who doth not fing away the shell }

Vk LOVES GROWTH,

1 scance beliove my love to be sa pure

As 1 bad thought it was,

Because it doth endure
Vicissitnde and season, as the grass ;
Moshinks 1 lied al} winter, when I swore
My-ove was infloite, if spring make ’t more.

But if this medicine love, which cures all sorrow
With more, not only be no  quintessence,

Buat mix'd of all stuffs, vexing soul ox sense,

And of the Sun his active vigour borrow,
l.ave’lnotlopureanlbltrwt,uthey use

To say, which bave no mistress bat their Muase ;
But, as all else, being elemented too,

Love sogastimes wouid contemplate, sometimes do.

Andyetnogreuer,bntmoreemmem,
Love by the spring is grown ;
As m the Siymement
&nbytlnﬁumnotgﬂug’d but shown,
tie love-deeds, as

blossoms on a bougb,
leon’luakandmdnbndmm.
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If, as in water stir’d more circles be
Produc’d by ane, love such additions take,

| Those, likeso manyspheres, but one Heaven make,

For they are all concentric unto thee;

And though each spring do add to love new heat,
As princes do in times of action get

New taxes, and remit them not in peace,

No winter shall shate this spring’s increase.

e ' :
V" LOVPS EXCHANGE,
Love, auy devil else but you

Would for a givin sonl give something too;
At court your fellows every day

| Give tb’' art of rhyming, hnntmmm or play,

For them, which were their own before
Only 1 ’ve nothing, which gave nom,
But am, alas ! by being lowly lower.

Iuknodupemtmnnow
To falsify a tesr, a sigh, a vow,

'] 1 do not sue from thee to draw

A non obstante on Nature'’s law;
These are tives, they inhere
In thee thine ; none should forswear,

| ‘Except that he Love’s minion were,

Give me thy weakness, make me blind

Both ways, &3 thog, and thine, in eyes and mind:
Love! let me never know (hat this

Is love, or that love childish is

Let me not know that others know

‘That she knows my paina, lest that so

‘| A tender shame make me mine own new woe.

If thou give nothing, yet thou ’rt just,
Because I would not thy first motions trust:

'] Small towns which stand stiff, till great shot

Enforce them, by war’s law condition not ;
Such in love’s warfare is my case,

I may not article for grace,

Having put Love at last to show this face.

This face, by which he could command
And change th’ idolatry of any land ;
This face, which, wheresoe'er it comes,

Can call vow’d men from cloisters, dead from tombs,

And melt both poles at once, and store
Deserts with cities, and make more
Mines in the earth, tban quarries were before.

For this Love is enrag’d with me,

Yet kills not ; if I must example be

To future rebels 5 if th’ uoborn

Must learn, by my being cut up and tomn ;
Kill and dissect me, Love! for this .
Torture against thine own end is,

Rack’d carcasses wake ill anatomies.

< CONFINED LOVE.

Sout man, mworthy to be T,

Of oid or new leve, himgself being false or weak,

Thought his pain and shame would be lesser
1f on womankind be might his suger wreak,
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And thence a law did grow,

One might but one man know;
But are other crestures 80 ?

Are Sun, Moon, or stars, by law forbidden
To smile where they list, or lend sway their light ?
Are birds divorc’d, or are they chidden
If they leave their mate, or lie abroed all night ?
Beasts do no joiutures lose,
‘Though they new Jovers shooee,
But we are made worse than those.

‘Whoe’er rigg’d fair ships to lie in harbours,
And not to seek lands, or oot to deal with ail?
Or build fair houses, set trees and arboars,
Only to lock up, or else to let them fall ?
. {300d is not good, unless
A thousand it possess,
But doth waste with greediness.

==
THE DREAM.

Dxax love, for nothing less than thee
‘Would [ have broke this happy dream,

It was a theme
For reason, much too strong for fantasy.
‘Therefore thou wak’dst me wiscly; yet
My dream thou brok’st tot, but cuntinued’st it:
Thou*art so true, that thoughts of thee suffice
To make dreams truth, and fables histories ;
Eater these arms, for since thou thought'st it best
Not to dream ail my dream, let's act the rest,

As lightning or a taper’s light,
Thine eycs, and pot thy noise, wak'd me;
Yet I thought thee
. {For thou lov'st tryth) an angel at first sight,
But when I saw thou saw’st my heart,
And knew’st my thonghts beyond an angel's art,
When thou knew'st what I dreamt, then thon
koew'st when
Excess of Joy would wake me, and cam’st then ;
1 must confess, it could not choose hut be
Profans to think thee any thing but thee,

Coming and staying show’d thee thee,
But rising makes me doubt, that now

Thou art not thou.
That love is weak, where fear’s as strong as he;
*T is not all tpint, pore and brave,
If mixture it of fear, shame, honour, have,
Perchance as torches, which must ready be,
Men light and put out, %0 thou dealFst with me,
‘Thou cam’st to kindle, goest to come: then T
Will dream that hope again, but else would die.

A VALEDICTION OF WEEPING,

Lar me pour forth
My tears before thy face, whilst I stay bere,
For thy face coins them, and thy stamp they bear:
Aud by this mintage they ‘are something worth,
For thus they be
Pregnant of thee ;

'DONNE’S PORMS.
: ‘[ Pruits of nrach

they are, emblems of move; ~

Wheu a tear that thou falPst, which it bere ;

So thou and I are nothing then,. when on a divers
. shore.

On a round ball

Amkmn,&uhn\houpm , can lay

An Europe, Afric, and an Asie, g

Adqdellymahm'mhmmthmg all:
So doth each tear,
Which thee doth wear,

A globe, yea world, by that impression grow,

Till thy tears mix)d with mine do ovérfiow

This world, by waters sent from thee, my Heav'n
dissolved so.

Omﬂn-lan.

Draw not up sess to drown me in thy sphere j
‘Weep me not dead in thine arms, but forbear
To teach tha sea, what it may do teo soon ;

Let not the wind -

Example find
Todomomoteharmu\mntpuwh
Suwetbonaudlnghouelmha’lbl-&
Whoo'er sighs most, is croelest, snd hastes the

5)- LOVE'S ALCHYMY.

Soex that bave deeper digg’d Love’s mine than I,

Sey, where his centric happiness doth lie:
1 ’ve lov'd, and got, and told,

But should 1 Iove, get, tell, tll l'a-eold

1 should not find that hidden mystery ;
Oh, 't is imposture all: .

And 35 no chymic yet th' elixir got,
Bat glorifies his pregnant pot,

. I by the way to him befall
Some odoriferous thing, or medicinal,
So lovers dream a rich and longdelight,
But get a winter-seeming sammer’s night.

Our ease, our thnﬁ, our honour, and our day,
Shall we for this vain bubble’s shadow pay?
Ends love in this, that my man
Can be as bappy as I; if he ean
Endore the short scorn of a bridegroom’s play!
loving wretch that swears,
’T is not the bodies marry, but the minds,
‘Which he in ber angelic finds,
‘Would swear as justly, that he hears,
In that day's rude hoarse minstrelsy, the spheres.
Hope not for mind in women ; at their best
Sweetness and wit, they 're bnt mummy poasest.

.

p————

THE CURSE.

Wisozvaz guesses, thinks, or dreams he knows
Who is my mistress, wither by this curse;
Him only for his parse
May some dull whore to love dispose,

And then yield unto all that ave his.foes; |
May he he scors’d by one, whom ail elsa scorn,
Forswear to vthers, what {0 her h’ hath sworn,’
With fear of missing, shame of getting torp. -
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M-in.uh-m,golth-mpmybe

{blttlnnthgvhohﬂhmdetbmu&:

be feel no toweh
Ofcomence,butoffame,mdh

Anguish’d, not that *t was sin, bat that t was she:

Or may he for her virtus reverence

Oue, that hates kim only for impotence,
And equal traitors be she and bie sense.

May hedmmhum,mdbelienﬂnthe
Meant w perform it, and eoufess, and die,
And ne record tell why:
His sons, which none of his may be,
Inheyjt nothing baj bis infamy:
Or may he 50 long parasites bave fod,
‘That he would fain be theirs, whom he hath bred,
And :tthehnbemumc.’dhbmd.

The vmo!all ltep-dlma. gamester’s gal
‘What tyrants and their subjects interwish,
‘What plants, mine, beasis, fowl, fish,
Can coutribate, all iil, which all
Prophets ar posts spake ; and all, which 1}
B’ anpex'd in schednles unto this by me,
Fall.on that man; for if it be a she,
Nature before hand hath out-cursed me.

. .THE MESSAGE.

S home my long-stray’d eyes to me,
‘Which, ok ! too long have dwelt on thee ;
Bat if they theve have learn’d such ill,
Such farc’d fashions
And false passions,
That they be
Made by thes
Pith-nogoodnght.hep them still. -

Send home my harmless heart again,
Which 8o uawocihy thought could stain ;
Bat if it be, taught by thine

(T)g mkej.eltingl

Keep it still, *t is none of mine.

Yetmdmebu:kmyheartmdqu,
'l'htlnyhowandmthy lies,
And may laugh snd joy, whem thon
Art in anguish,
And dost languish
Por some one,
That will none, .
Or prove as false as thou dost now.

A
NOCTURNAL' UPON ST. LUCIE'S DAY,

BRING THE SHORTESY DAY,

T m the yeas'y midnight, nndrt-thedly's,

Lmeie's, who.scuree seven hours herself unmasks ;
The Sun is'speat, and now his flasks’

" Semd forth light syuibe, 50 constant rays ;

The world’s w sep is sunk:
The general balm hydmpucurth hath drunk,
Whither, as to the bed's-feet, life is shrunk,
Dead and iaterr’d ; yet all these seem to laugh,
Compar'd with me, who am their epitaph.
Study me then, yoa who shall lovers be
At the next world, that is, at the next spring :
For ] am a very dead thing,
In whom love wroaght new alchymy.
For his art did express
A quintessence even from nothlngness,
Prom dull privations, and lean emptiness:
He ruin’d me, and I am re-begot
Of absence, darkness, death; things which art not.

All others from all things draw all that’s good,
Life, soul, form, spirit, whence they being bave;

I, by love’s limbec, am the grave

Of all, that *s nothing. Oft a flood .

Have we two wept, and so

Drown’d the whole world, us two; oft did we grow
To be two chaoses, when he did show
Care to sught else; and often absences
Withdrew our souls, and mada us carcasses.

Bat 1 am by ber death (which word wrongs ber)
Of the first nothing the elixir grown ;
Were 1 a man, that [ were coe
I needs must know ; I shounld prefer,
If I were sny beast,
Some ends, some means ; yea plants, vea stones

detest, .
, Andlove,all,allmmﬁunm

If I an ordinary nothing were,
As shadow, a Light, and body must be here.

Butltmnone, mrmlnylnnmnew
You lovers, for whaose sake the lesser Sun

At this time to the Goat is ron .

To fetch new lust, and give it you,

Emoyyour-mn-call,

Since she enjoys her long night’s festival,
Let me towards her, sod let me call
This bour her vigil and her eve, since this
Both the year's and the day’s deep midnight is.

ErE— >

WITCHCRAFT BY A PICTURE.

,Immn.ueyeonﬁnlna,uplm

Pity my picture buming in thine eys,
Mypehmbwn’dmlmqlmtw,
- When I look Jower, I espys
Hadst thou the wicked skill,
By pictures made and marr’d, to kill;
How many ways might'st thou perform thy will!

But now 1 ’ve drunk thy sweet salt tears,
And though thou pour more, I °ll depart:
My picture vanished, vanish all fears,
nnlmhmdbyum.
Though thos retain of me -
pncturemore,y!uhtmllb., '
Being in thine own heass, frous all malice free,
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THE BAIT.

Cous, live wjth me, and be my love, .
nd we will some sew pleasures prove

Of golden sands, and crystal brooks,

With silken lines and silver.hooks,

There will the river vhup‘nng rum,

Warm’d by thine eyes more than the Sun:

And there th’ enamour’d fish will play,

Begging themselves they may betray., ,

When thou wilt swim in that live bath,
Each fish, which every channel hath,
Will amorously to thee swim,

Gladder to catch thee, than thou him.

If-thou to be so seen ast loath

By Sun or Moo, thot darken’st both;
And if myself have leave to see,

I need not their light, having thee.

Let others freeze with angling reeds,

And cat their legs with shells and weeds,
Or treacherously poor fieh beset,

With strangling snare, or .winding net :

Let coarse bold hauds from slimy nest
The bedded fish im banks out-wrest,
Or curious traitors dbeave filk flies,
Bewitch poor fishes' wand’ring eyes :

For thee, thou need’st no such deceit,
For thou tbyself art thine own bait ;
That fish, that is pot catch’d thewby
Alas! is wiser far than L -

THE APPARITION.

Wazx by thy scorn, O mrurd’ress, I am dud
And thoa shalt think thee free

Of all solicitation from me, ’

Then shall my ghost come to thy bed,

And thee feign'd vestal in worse arms shall see;

Thén thy sick taper will begin to wink,

And be, whose thou art, being tir'd before,

Will, if thou stir, oF pirich to wake him, think
Thou call’st for more,

And in a false sleep eyen from thee shripk.

And then, poor aspen wretoh, negiected thon

Bath’d in & cold quicksilver sweat wilt lie

) A verier ghost thao [}

‘What I will say, I will not tell thee now,

Lest that thees andsinos'my loveis spent,

1 ’d rather thou should'stpainfully repent,

Than by my threatnings rest still innocent.

e
o
) BROKBN _I’IEA.RT.‘
H= is stark mad, whoever says
That he hath been in love an bour,

Yet not that love so soon: deceays,
But that it cab ten in less space devour ;

DONNE'S POEMS.

Who will belleva me, if I swear

That T bave had the plague a your ?
‘Who would not lasgh at me, if I should sey,
1 saw & flssh.of powder burn a day?

Ah! what a trifle is-a heart,
If once into Love’s hands it come !
All other griefs alloy & part
To other griefs, aud ask tbumdva but some-
They ceme to.us, but us Love draws,
He swallows us and never chaws :
By him, as by chain’d shot, whole ranks do ‘die;
He is the tyrant pike, and we the fry.

If ’t were pot »0, what did become
Of my heart, when 1 first saw thee? -
[ brought a heart into the room, '
But from the room I carried none with me:
1f it had gone to thee, I know
Mine would have taught thine heart to show
Move pity unto me: but Love, alas,
Atomﬁmuwddlhvuuuslm

Yet nothing can to nothieg NI,

Nor any place be empty wtg
Therefore 1 think my bresst

Those pleeel still, though thqdoutuiw:
And now as broken glasses show
A hundred lesser faces, so

My rags of heart can like, wish, tnldon,
But after one sach love can love no mere.

. A
VALEDICTION

PORBIPDING MOURNING, .

Aps virtuons men pass mildly away,
And whisper td their souls to go,
Whilst some of their sad friends do say,
“ Now his breath goes,”” and some say, * No;”
So let us melt, and make no noise,
No tear-floods, nog sigh-tempests mom,
'T were profanation of our joys .
To tell the laity our love.

Moving of th’ Earth brings harms snd feers,
Men reckon what it'did, snd meant §

But trepidation of the spheres,
Though greatex far, is mnocent. *

Dull sublunary lovers’ love *
(Whose sonl.is sedse) caunot admit
Of absence, ’causé it doth remove
The thing which elemented it.

But we by a love s far refin’'d,

That ourselves know not what it is,
Iater-assured of the mind,

Carelegs eyes, lips, and h;nds, to miss.

Our two souls therefore, whioh are coe, |-
Though [ must go, esdure not yet '

| A breach, but an expansiop, . g]

Like gold lour;mnnlubeil-



THE RQSTASY...LOVES DEITY.

if they be two, they ams two o,
As stiff tin companses ave two,
Thy soul,the fix’d foot, makes no show
‘To move, but doth, if th’ other do.

And though it in the cestre sit, -

Yet when the other far doth roam,
It leans and hearkens after it,

And grows erect, us that comes home.

Sach wilt thou be to me, who must,

Like th’ other foot, obliquely rus, N
Thy firmness makes my circle just,

And makes me end where 1 begun.

—urp

THE
" EBCBTASY.

Iike a pillow on a bed,
bank swell'd up, ¢o rest
bead, .

Was all the means to make us one, |
K And pictares in oureyes to get g-_.,—rh
as all our i
apmies fate .
Suspends uacertain victory, . -
Our souls (which, to advance burstate,
Were gone out) hung ’twixt ber and me.
And whilst oar spuls negotiate there,
We fike sepulcbral statues lay,
Al day the same our postures were,
And we said nothing all the day.
If aay, 50 by love refin’d, :
That he souls’ lenguage understood,
And by good love were grown all mind,
Within convenient distance stood,
He (though he knew not which soul spake,
Because both meant, both spake, the same)
Might thence a new concoction take,
Anod part far purer than he came.
This doth emperplex
{Wesaid) and tell us what we love,
 We see by this, it was not gex..
We see, we saw not what did move :
Bat as all several souls contain :
Mixture of things they know not what, ¢
Love these mix'd souls doth mix agsin,
And makes both ove, each this and that.
A siogle violet transplant,
‘The strength, the colour, and the size
(All which before-was poor and scant)
Redoubles still and multiplies.
‘When Jove with one another so
Interanimates two souls,
‘That abler soul, which theage doth flow,
Defects of lovelinéss controls.
e iben, who are this new soul, kuow,
Of what we are compes’d and mede :
For the atome, of which we grow, -
Are soul, whom o chenge ¢an vade.

Bat, O, alas! 0 long, %0 far .
Our bodies-why do ave forbear ?
They are ouars, though not we, we are
Th® intelligemoes, they the
- We owe them thanks beceuse they thos
Did us to us st first sontey, * .
Yielded their scans'vfesee tous, X °
Nor are droes to us, bat allay.
Ou man Heaver/s influence works oot soy
But that it first imprints the air,
Por soul into the soul may flew,
Though it to body first cepair,
As our blood labours to beget
Spirits, as l#ke souls as it cam,
Because such fingers noed to kuit .
That subtle knot, which makes ueman; -
So must pure lovers” sounls debcend .
T affections and to faculties,
Which sense may reach and
Else a great prince in prison leg;==" - ‘
T? our bodies tura we then, und so
Weak men on love revea’d may look 5
Love’s mysteries in souls do grow, -
But yet the body isah€ book ; ™A~
And if some Jover, sach as we,
Have heard this dialogue of ohe,
Let bim still mark s, he shall see [47%
Small ehange, when we ‘re t0 bodies

~—

Y

aeTT——
{ - LOVE'S DEITY.

I 10xu to talk with some cld Jover's ghost,

Who dy’d before the god of love was bosn :

1 cannot think that he, who then lov’d most, “
Sunk so low, as to love one which did scom.

But since this god produc’d & destiny,

And that vice-nature custom lets it be ;

1 must léve her-that loves not- me. ‘

Sure they, which made him god, meant not so much,
Nor he in his young godhead practis'd it.

But when an even flame two hearts did touch,

His office was indulgently to fit

Actives to passives, correspondency

Only his subject was; it cannot be

Love, till I luve her that loves me.

But every modern god will now extend
His vast prerogutive as far as Jove,

| To rage, to lust, to write to, to commend,

All is the purlieu of the god of love.

| Oh, were we waken'd by thir tyranay

T* ungod this chiM agaie, it could not be
I should tove her, who loves not mes

Rebel and atheist to, why murmur I

As though I felt the worst that Love could do?
Love may make we leave loving, or might try

A deeper plague, to make her love me too,
Which, since she loves before, I ’m loath to see;
Falsehood is worse than hate; and that must be,
If she whom I love should love me. .
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LOVRS DIET.

To whst a cumbersome unwieldiness
Andbnnhmuwupul-eemyhnum.
Bat that 1 did, to make it less,
And keep it in proportion,
Give it a diet, made it feed upon,
That which love worst endures, discretion.

Aboveomughn-&yldhw’dhzmnot,

Of which my fortune and my faults had part;
And if sometimes by stealth be got .

. A she-sigh frotn. my wniistress’ heart,

And thought to feast on that, I let hira ses

*T was neither very sound, nor meant to me.

Jf he wrung from me & tear, I brin'd it so

‘With scorn or shame, that him it nourish’d not; .
If he suck'd her’s, I let him know
*1' was not a tear which he had got.

His drink was countexfeit, as was his meat ;

Her eyes, which roll towards all, weep not, butsweat.

‘Whatever she would dictate, I writ that,
Bat burnt my letters, which she writ to me ;
And if that favour made him fat,
I said, * If any title be
Convey’d by this, ah ! what doth it avail
\Tobetheforhcth man inan entail ¥’

\'l'hut I reclaim’d my buzzard love to fiy
At what, and when, and how, and where I chose ;
Now negligent of -Em 1 lie,
And now, as ather falc’ners use,
1spring a mistress, swear, write, sigh, and weep,
And the game Kil'd, or lost, go alk or sleep. '

" THE WILL.

Bsrour 1 sign my last gasp, let me bresthe, '
Great Love, some legacies ; I here bequeath
Mine oyes to Argus, |fmme eyes can see;
If they be blind, then, Love, T give them thee ;
My tongue to Fame; t’ ambassadors mine eass ;
‘To women, or the sea, my tears;
Thou, Love, bast taught me heretofore
- By making me love her who 'd twenty more,
That I should give to none, but such as had too
maucb before,

My oonstancy: I to the planets give;
Hytruthtothanvbo‘tmemndohve,
Mmemmyndopmen
To Jesuits ; to buffioons my pensiveness;
llymlcneet'lnywhonbmdhnbo-,
My money to a capuchio.

Thou, Love, taugh'st me, by appointing me
Tolovetben,wbmnolomrecew’dmbe,
Only to give to such as have no good capacity.

My faith I give to Roman Catholics;
All sy good works unto the schismatics
Of Alusterdam ; my best ejvility
And conmhxpmnnnnimty
My modesty I give to soldiers bare.
My patience let gemesters shave.
'l‘hon,lmo.hnght’ntm,bymdﬂgm
Love her, that holds love disparity,
Ouywmbﬁmmm-vgﬁﬂﬂy

:

'm's‘rom.

1 give niy reputstion to those

Which were my friends; mine industry to foes =

To schoolmén I bequeath my doubtfulness

My sickness to physicizns, or exoess §

To Natmo-llthtlmrhymhvem,

And 90 my
‘Thou, Love, by msiing me-adere

Her, who begot this love in me before,

.

l Tnnght'-tmnwmhe.-w 1 gwve, when I do
buk restore.

To Imn. for whom the paumg-bell next tolll.

I give my physic books; my written rolls  ~

Of moral coutaels [ to Bedlam give:

My brazen medals, unto them which live

In want of bread ; to them, which pass among

Al fore:gnen, mine English tongue.
Thou, Love,

Who thinks her friendship a fit portion

Por younger lovers, dost my gifts thus dispropér-

'l‘hnam-d-lm.gnn. K
Thou, Love, taught’st me, by making me
Love her, who doth negleos both me wud thee,

T invewt umummem all

THR mzm

Wiouvza comes to shroud me, do not harm '
Nor question much

That subtle wreath of hair aboat mine arm '

The mystery, the sign, you must not toudh '
For t is nry ontward soul,

Viceroy to that, which unto Heav’n béing gone,
Will Jeave this to coutrol,

And keep these limbs, her ptvvines, from (E.elu-

tion.

For if the sinewy thread my braiu lets falt
Through every part,
Can tie thode parts, and make me one of all;
Those hairs, which upward grow, and streagth a nd
art
Have from a better brain,
Can better do ’t: except she meant that &
By this should know my pain,
As prisoners then are manscl’d, 'hmthay'nm-
demu’d to die, .

‘W'Intzeuhomby’t bwyitvlﬂne,
For since Lam -
Love’s muyr,umghthudﬂohﬁy,
If into other hands these relics came,
As 't was bumility
T afford to it all that a sowl cua doj
So ’t is some bravery,
That, since dyvumldhvemof-e,lburym
you.- . - . -




THE BIDSSOM-.sm

" THE BLOSSOM.

Lrrmis think¥st thou, poor flower,

Whom I have watch’d six or seven days,

And seea thy birth,-and seen what every hour

Gave to thy.growth, thee to this beight to raise,

And now dost lnagh and triumph on this bough,
Listle think’st thou oo

That it will freeze anon, and that [ shall

To morrow find thee fall'n, or not at all.

Little think’st thou (poor h

That labourest yet to nestle thee,
And thipk'st by hovering here to get a part
In a forbidden or farbidding tree,
And hop'st her stiffoess by long siege to bowr)

Little think'st thoa,

That thou to morrow, ere the San doth wake,
Must with this Sun and me a journey take.

Bat thon, which lov'st to be

Subtle to plague thyself, will say,
e« Alag! “ymm~m-hg'nhl§wme?
Here lics my business, and bere I will stay :
You go to friends, whose love and means present

V-rio-soomm:nd od part

‘To your eyes, ears, taste, and every y
chmyzrbodyp,whtne‘edywr beart?”

Wel) then, stay here: but know,

Whién thoa hast staid and done thy most,
A paked thinking beart, that makes no show,
1s to a womanbut a kind of ghost ; v

How shall she know my heart; or, havisg nove, °

Know thee for one ? )
Practice may make her know some other part,
But, take my word, she déth not know a heart.

Meet me at London then-

Twenty days hence, and thou shalt see
Me fresher and more fat, by being with men,
Than & I had staid still with ber and thee,
For God’s sake, if you can, be you so too:

1 will give you
There to another friend, whom you shall find
As glad to have my body as my mind.

- THE PRIMROSE;

SEDIC AT MOUNTGOMERY CASTLE, UPON THE RILL OX
WHICH IT 18 SITUATE.

Uron this pri hitl,

( if Heav’n would distill
A shower of main, elith several drop wright g6
TS his owr primrose, and grow manna 50 ;
And wherc thelr form and their infinitie

Make a texyestrial gallaxie, -

* As the small stars do in the aky).

Twalk to find a love; and I see
That ’t is not a , thet is she,
Buat must or mare ot less than womas be.

"Yet kpow 1 not, which Sower '
1wish, 3 six, or foor; . _ -

For shonld my trwe-Jove jess than woman be,
8he were scayce any thing; and tben should she

PRIMROGE...THE RELIQUE.
-| Be more than woman, she would get above .
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All thoaght of eex, and thipk to move

My heart to study her, and not to love;
Both these were monsters; since there must reside
Falsehood in woman, I coald more abide, ‘

.1 She were by art than Nature falsify’d.

Live, primrose, then, and-thrive

With thy true number five ;
Aond women, whom this flower doth represent,
With this mysterions number be content;
Ten is the farthest number, if half ten

Belongs nnto each womean, then -

Each woman may take half us men .
Or if this will not seyve their tam, since all
Numbers are odd or even, since they Yall
First into five, womén may takeus'all. .

Stre———

THE RELIRUE.

Wazr my grave is broke up agsin
Some second guest to entertain,
(For graves have learn’d that woman-hegd,
To be tn more than one a bed) .
And he that digs it, spies
A bracelet of bright hair about the bone,
Will be not let us alone, v
And think that there a loving covple lies?
Who thought that this device might be some way
To make their souls, at the last busy day,
Meet at this grave, and maky g little stay ?

If this fall in a time, or land,
‘Where mass-devotion doth command,
Then he that digs us np, will bring
Us to the bishop, or the king,
To make us reliques; then
Thou shalt be a Mary Magdalen, and 1
, A something else thereby ;
All women shall adore us, and some men
And since at such time miracles are sought,
I would bave that age hy this paper taught
What miracles we hartless lovers wrought.

Firat we lov'd well and faithfully,
Yet knew not what we low'd, por why ;
DifPrence of sex we never knew,

No more than guardian angels do ; -
Coming and going we :
Perchance might kiss, but yet between those meals
Our hands ne’er touch’d the seals, -

‘Which Naturs, injur'd by lats law, set free:
These mivacles we did; but now, alas!
All measure'and all language I should pass,
Should I tell what a miracie she was.,

. emi—
Vg THE DAMP.

W{nlmdod.mddoemm-m-hy,
And-my friends’ curiosity v
Will have me cut up, to survey each part,
And they sball find yeur pieture in mine beart ;
You think a sndden damp of love
Will through all their senses move,
And work on them a3 me, snd 80 prefer
Your murder to the mame of massacre. -
4 ¢
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Poor vietoriés ! bat if yod dare be brave,
And. pleasure in the congunest bave, .
First kill th’ enorinous ginnt, your Disdsin, ‘
And let th’ enchantrets Honour next be slain ;
And like & Goth or Vandal rive, :
Deface records snd histoties
oar ovn acts and triumphs over men :
AJ without such advantege kill me then.

For ]:could muster up, as welt as you,
My giants ard my witehes too,
‘Which are vast Constanoy, and'Secretuesd, :
But these I neither Jook for nor profess, \
Kil) me as woman ; let we die
As 8 mere man; doyoubutlry H
Your passive valour, 1nd=yo- shellAind them
Naked yon *ve odds enough of sny mea. -

et
THE DISSOLUTION.

Suz ’s dead, and all, which die, '

To their first clements- resolve ; :
And we were mutoal elements %0 us,

. And made of one another.

My body then doth her’s involve,

And those things, whereof 1 consist, hersby
In me abundant grow.and burthenoes,
And nourish not, but smother,
My fire of passion, sighs of air,
Water of tears, and earthy sad despair,
Which my materials be,
(But near worn out by love's security)
She, to my loss, dotb by ber death repair; *
And | might kive long wretched so, : g
But that my fire doth with my fuel grow.
Now as those active kings,

Whose foreign conquest treasure brllgs,
Receive mors, eud tpepd more, and soonest bresk,
This (which I’'m amaez’d that 1 can k)

This death hath with my ntom
My woe increas’d.
And so my spul, more camnestly releas’d, '
Will outstzip bexr’s: as bullets flowa before
A later bullet may o’ertake, the powder-being more.;

P IR

A
JBT RING SBNT.

Tnouutmtcoblwkumyhuﬂ.
' Nor half so bristie as ber hedrt.thoo ert;
. What would’st thos eay ? sb‘ﬂbothourpmpethu
by thee bo spoke? -
Nothmgmmeu:llqnbthmgmuhoke.
omarings Yo e o ofthis
why should anght lews grecious, or fess ton
Figure our loves ? ’Mmthymmethoullz:’:
.- bid iv sy, : : fm’ eway.”
"l'nchetp‘mdmghtm&shlon,m

Yet stay with me, since thou art come,
Circle this finger’s top, which 8id’3t her thumb :
Be justly pmnds and gladly s, thit thion dost

efl'with mre 4 - Tthee.
&oM&LmeMM

Let him teach me that nothing.

msns POTNBE.

NEGATIVE I0FE.

I xxvia stoop’d w0 low as.they,

Which on sn eye, cheek, hp,eanprey.
Seldom to them, which soar po higher
Thas virtue or the mind ' admire ; e

Tor seose and underatanding may .
Know what gives fuel to their fire:

.| My love,thaugh aifly, is mage brave, .. ., .,

For may | miss, whene'er | cxaxg,
If I know yet what [ would have.

If that be simply perfectest,
Whigh can by no means be expres’d
But neghtives, my luve is so,
Fo all 'which all love, 1 say No.
if any, who deciphers best,
What we know not {ourselves) can know, M

This
As yet my ease and comfort is, .
‘l'lwug'hlspeednot,lumotmh. : ;

\/ZIHE PROHIBITION.

Taxz beed of loviug me, ’ e
At least remember, T forbad it thee ;
Not that | shall repair my lmthnfty waste
Of breath and upon thy sighs and
By being 40 thee vht to me thou s
But g0 great joy our life at once outwears: |
Then lest thy gve by mydemﬁwatebe, v
[f thou love me, take heed of loving

Take heod of hating me,

{| Or too much triumph in the victory;
‘| Not that I shall be mme own officer,

And hate with hate again retaliate:
But thou wilt lose the style of conqueror,
If 1, thy conquest, perish by tby hate:

'] Then, lest my being nothing lessen thee,

If thou bate me, take heed of hating me. -

Yet Jove and hate me too.
So these extremes shall neer their office do;

-| Love me, that T may die the gentler way:
.| Hate me, because thy love ’s too great for me:

Or let these two themaelves; not mé, decay ;
So shall [ live thy stage, not triomph be:
Then lest thy love thou tte, and me undo,
Oletvuhu,yetlawandbakmtoo.

\" THE EXPIRATION.

.1 So, go break off this tast lamenting ks,

Whbich sucks two souls, and vapours both away.
Tamn thou, ghost, that way, and let ‘mé tdm this,
And let ourselves benight our happiest day;
As ask none leave to love} not wilt we owe
Any 50 cheap a death, uhmg Go;

Go; and if shat word bave not yuité kiil’d thes,
Ease me with death, by biddiog me go too.
Or if it have, let mYy word work om e, .
And s jost office on @ mwed’ror do ..
Except it be too lste o kill medn, . -
Being doubie dead, gelng, and Sldding, Go
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THE COMPUTATION...THE PARADOX...8ONG.

THE COMPUTATION.

Faou my frst twenty vears, sice yesterday,
1 scarce beker'd thou conld’st be gone away,
For forty more 1 fed on favours past,
And forty on hopes, that thou would’st they wight
Tenrs drown’d oue handred, and sighs blew out two;
A thoasand ? i neither think, nor do,
Or not divide, all being one thoaght of you:
Or im a thoasand mote fo that too.
Yet call not this long life ; but think, that T’
A, by being du.d mmortal can ghosts die?

. | s

THE PARADOX.

No lover saith, 11ove, nor any. other
Cen judge a perfoct lover;

He thinks that else nane can or will agree,
‘That aoy loves but he::

X caxmot say 1lov'd, for who can say
He was kill'd yesterday :

TLove with excess of heat more yoang than old ;
Death kills with too much cold;

‘We die but once, and who lov'd lest did die,
He that.saith twive, doth lie:

For though he.esamm to move, and stir awhile,
It dath the sense beguile.

Such life is like the light, which bideth yet,
When the life’s light is set;

Or like the. beat, which fire in solid matter
Leayes bobind two hours aftex.

(heelbv’danddy’d; and am now become
Mine epitaph snd tomb.

Here dead men spesk their last, and so do I;
Love-slain, lo, bere X die. *

e
soxe,

Soor’$ Joy, now 1 am gone,’ ) .
And you alone, A
{Which cannot be,

sim; 1 must leaxg mpelf with thee,

And carry thee with me)
;» Yet when unto onr eyes
- Absence denies
Each other’s sight,
And makes to ug a constant night,
When others change tq light:
O give.no way to grief,
But let belief
'l‘ho‘\m ! ht:'e 1 -
is wouder to the vulgar prove,
Onr bodies, not we, mavey

. lnt. pat, thy wit beweep
Wards, bot agase deep ;
For when we miss
By distance our hapes-joisSog bliss,
Even then oor souls shall kisa:
Faold heve no mezans 1o mect,
' - et by theiv feet; .
Wiy shopld.sur clay - o
Over onr spikitiwe much swap,

(last.

To tie us to-that vay ? . ¢

2.l g vor-way So-gri ;-.bc. ~g
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FPAREWELL TO LOVE.

Wainsr yet to prove

I thought there was some deity in love,

So did I revercuce, and gave
| Worship, as atheists at their dying hour
- Call, what they cannot sesee, an unknown power,

As ignorantly did I crave:

Thus when <

Things not yet known are coveled by men,

Our desires give them fashion, and so,
As they wax lesser, fall, as they size grow..

Bat from late fair
His highness (sitting ia & golden chair)
Is not less oay'd for after three days
By children, than the thing, which lovers s
Blindly admire, and with such worship woo:

Being had, enjoying it decays ;
And

What before pleas’d them all, takes but one lenle,

And that %0 lamely, as it leaves behind
A kind of sorrowing dullness to the mind.

Ah! cannot we, -

As well as cocks and lions, jocand be

After such pleasures ? unless wise
Natare decreed {since each such act, they ny,
Diminisheth the length of life a day)

This; as she would man should despise

The sport,

Because that other curse of being short,

And only for a minute made to be
Eager, desires %0 raise posterity.

Since so, my mind .

' Shall not desire what no mean else can find,

171} no more dote and run
To pursue things, which had endamag’d me.
And when [ come where moving beauties be,
As men do, when the summer Sun
. Grows great, .
Though T admire their greatness, shun their heat ;
Each place can afford shadows. 1f all fail,
’T is but applying worm-seed to the tail.

. v SONG.
Daas love, continns nice and chaste,
For if you yield, you do me wrong; *

Let duller wits to Jowe’s snd haste, .
‘1 have enough te woe thes long..

All pain and joy is in their way;
The things we foar bring less amoy. -
‘Than fear, and hope brings greater joy:
But in themselves they-oaniot stay.

| Saall favoars will my preyéss iocreese 1>-~., I

Grantjng my suit, you givé meall; .-
And then rpy prayers must pneeds surcease,
For I have made your godhead fall.
Bemannotydwbcantyseo. -
They man's affections only moxe:
Reasts other sports of lovs do prove,

With bedbor foeling far than wec - -
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" And at

142
Then, Love, prolong my suit; for thas

_ By losing sport, sport do wim; greevs iy
Andthatdot.hw'it’ué‘;om in us, £
Which ever yet bath been a sin. -

My coming near may spy some ill,
And now the world is giv’n to sooff':
To keep my love (then) keep me off,

And so I shall admire thee still. -

Say, I bave made a perfect choice;
Satiety oursetves may kill :

Then give me but thy face and voice,
Mine eye and éar thou canst not fill.

. Toomahmoﬁe!i,oh!benotpoor,
: ive me mot-alt, yet something leod
..~ So 1 shall stll my suit 0o !
will do less or more..
Bat if to all you condescend,
My love, our sport, your godhead ond.

EET—
A

LECTURE UPON THE SHADOW.

Sraxp still, and I will read to thee .
A lecture, love, in Jove’s philosophy.
These thres hours, that we have spent
Walking bere, to shadows went
Along with us, which we ourselves produc’d ;
But now the Sun is jast abova our y
We do those shadows tread : .
And to brave clearness all things are reduc’d.
So whilst our iofant loves did grow,
Disguises did and shadows flow
From us and our cares: but now ’t is not so.

That love hath not attein’d the bigh’st degree,
‘Whioh is still diligent lest others see ;
Except our loves at this noon stay,
‘We shall new shadows make the other way.
As the first were made to blind
Others; these, which come behind,
Will work upon ourselves, and blind cur eyes,
If our love’s faint, and westwardly decline ;
To me thou falsely thine,
And T to thee mine actions shall disguise,
The morning shadows wear away,
But these grow longer all the day:
'But oh! love's day is short, if love decay.

Love is a growing, or full constant light ;
And his short minute, after noos, is night.

EPIGRAMS.
-‘—-’

HERO AND LEANDER.

Bora robb’d of air, we both lie in one ground,
Both whomn one fire had hurnt, one water drgwn'd.

PYRAMUS AND THISBE.

Two by themselves each other fove and fear,
Slain, cruel friends by parting haye join'd here.

DONNE'S POEMS.

NIOBE.

By childrew’s birth and death | am become .. .°-
So dry, that I am now mine own sad tomb.

A BURNT SHIP.

' Ovur of a fired ship, which by no way

But drowning could be rescu’d from the flame,

Some men leap’d forth, and ever as they catme

Near the foe’s ships, did by their shot decay:

So all were lost which in the ship were found,

They in u:le sea rh; burnt, they in the burnt ship
rown'd. : e

FALL OF A WALL.,

Unpaz b‘o:l under-min’d ‘and shot—bm‘z":i' wall,
A too captain perish’d by the :
Whose brave misfortune happlest mea envy’d,
That bad a tower for tomb his boaes to hide.

A LAME BEGGAR.
¢ T am unable,” yonder beggar cries, ,
“ ‘o stand or move ;”* if he say true, hem " .' ,

wele

A SELF-ACCUSER. . .
Youa mistrees, that ymewMegﬁ'nm.

you; ;
'l‘inhlnttl;ltlheshmldthmconfenlt, though’t
true. v

A LICENTIOUS PERSQN.
Tuy sins and hairs may no man equal oull;
For as thy sins increase, thy hairs do fall,
ANTIQUARY.
Ir in his stady he hath so much care ,
‘To hang alt old strange things, let his wife beware.

DISINHERITED.

Tuy father all from thee, by his last will,
Gave to the poor ; thou hast good title gtill.

O—

PHRYNR.

Tav fattering picture, Phryne, 's like to thee
Only in this, that youa both painted be.

AN OBSCURE WRITER.

Prizo with twelve years study hath been'griev‘d
To b’ understood, when will he be believ'd ?

. ' )
Klockius so deeply hath sworn ne’er more to come
In bawdy bouse, that be dares ot ge home. .



ELBG1ES.-

RADERUS.

‘Wav this man gelded Martial, I amuse;
Except himself alone his tricks would use,
As Cath’ring, for the court’s sake, put down stews.

MERCURIUS GALLO-BELOICUS,

Lixe Esop's fellow-slaves, O Mercury,

‘Which could do sll things, thy faithis; and I
Like Esop’s self, which nothing ; 1 confess,

1 sbould bave had more faith, if thon had’st less;
Thy credit last thy credit: ’t is sin to do,

Jo this case, as thon would’st be done unto,

To believe all : change thy name ; thon art like
Mercury in stealing, but liest like a Greek.

Compession in the world again is bred :
Ralphius is sick, the broker keeps his bed.

ELEGIES.

*—
ELEGY I

TEALOUSY.

Foup woman, which would’st have thy husband die,
Aod yet complain’st of his great jealousy:
If swoln with poisou he lay in ’s last bed,

His body with a serecloth covered,

Drawing his breath, 23 thiek and short as cen
The nimblest crocheting musician,

Ready with loathsome vomiting to spew

His seal ast of eue Hell inta & new,

Made deaf with his poor kindred’s howling cries,
Begging with few feign’d tears great legacies,
‘Thou would'st not weep, but jolly and frolic be,
As & slave which to morrow sbould be free ;

Yet weep’st thou, when thon seest him hungerly
Swallow his own death, heart’s-bane jealousy.

O give him many thanks, he 's courteous,

That in saspecting kindly warneth us;

We must not, as we us’d, flout openly

In scoffing riddles bis deformity :

Nor, at his board togetiver being eat,

‘With words, nor touch, scarce looks adulterate,
Nor, when he swoln and pamper’d with high fare
Sits down aod suorts, cag’d in his basket chair,
Must we usurp his own bed any more,

Nor kiss and play in his house, as before.

Now do [ see my danger; foritis

His realm, his castle, and his diocese.

Bat if (as envious men, which would revile
Their prince, or coin his gold, themselves exile
Ioto amother country, and do it there)

We play in another's house, what should we fear ?
There will we scorn his housebold policies,

His silly plots and pensionary spies;

As the mhabitants of Thames’ right side X
Do London’s mayor; or Germans the pope’s pride.

ELEGY Il
' YHE ANAGRAM,

Msarv, and love thy Flavia, for she C
Hath all things, whereby others beautoous bes
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For though her eyes be small, her mouth is gresat;

Though their’s be ivory, yet her teeth be jet;

Though they be dim, yet she is light enough,

And though her harsh hair ’s foul, her skin is rough ;

What though her cheeks be yellow, her hair’s red

Give her thine, and she hath a maidenhead.

These things are beauty’s elements ; where these

Meet in one, that cne must, as please.

If red and whits, and each good quality

Be in thy wench, ne'er ask where it doth [ie.

In buying things perfum’d, we ask if there

Be musk and amber in it, but not where,

Though all her parts ba not in th’ usual place,

Sh’ hath yet the anagrams of a good face.

1f we might put the fetters but one way,~—

I that lean dearth of words, what conld we say ?

‘When by the gamut some musicians make

A pegfect song ; others will undertake,

By the same gamut chang’d, to equal it.

Things simply good can never be undit ;

She ’s fair as any, if all be like har;

And if none be, then she is singular,

Al love is wonder; if we justly do

Account her wonderful, why not 'lovely too ?

Love built oo beauty, soon as beanty, dies ;

Choose this face, chang’d by no deformities.

‘Wotnen are all like angels ; the fair be

Like those which fell to worses but such as she,

Like to good angels, nothing cam impair:

;l‘ is less grief to belfo(lll, than ¢’ have been fair.
'or one night’s revel silk and gold we choose,

But in long journies cloth and leather use.

Beauty is barren oft } best hushands say,

There is best land, where there ¥ foulest way.

Oh, what a sovereign plaster will she be,

If thy past sins have taught thee jealousy !

Here needs no spies nor eunuchs, ber commit

Safe to thy foes, yea, to a marmosit.

Like Belgia’s cities, when the country drowns, '

‘That dirty foulness guards and arms the towns ;

So doth her face guard her; and so for thee,

Who, forc'd by business, absent oft must be ;

She, whose face, like clouds, turns the day to night,
Who, migh;ier than the sea, makes Mours seem
white; c
Whom, thoughseven yearsshe in the stews had laid,

A nunnery durst receive, and think a maid;
And though in childbirth’s labour she did Lie,
Midwives would swear 't were but a tympeny;
Whom, if she accase hersalf, I credit less
Than witches, which impossibles confess.

One like none, and lik’d of none, fittest were ;
For things in fashion every mari will wear.

. ELEGY IN.

CHANGE.

Arraoucs thy band and faith, and good works too,
Hhve seal’d thy love, which sothing sheuld undo,
Yes though thou fall back, that apostasy
Counfirms thy love ; yet muph, much'l fear thee.
Women are liire the-arts, forc’d unto none,

Open to all searchers, unpriz'd if uoknown.

If I have caught a bird, and let him fly,

Another fowler, uging those mneans as- 1,

May catch the same bird. ; -and as thege things be,
Women are made for.men, not bimg, nor me. -
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. Poxes, goats, and all beasts,change whenthey please,
! Shall women, more hot, wily, wild, than these,
. Be bound to ome man, and bid Natare then
Idly make them apter t’ endure than men ?
They re our clogs, not their own ; if a mam be
Chain'd to a galley, yet the galley ’s free. {there,
‘Who bath a plough-land, custs all his seed-corn
And yet allows his grounnd more corn should besr ;
Though Denuby into the sea mast flow,
The sea receives the Rhine, Volgs, and Po,
By Nature, which gave it this liberty.
Thou lov'st, but ok ! caw’st thou love it and me ?
Likeness glaes love ; and if that thoa so do,
To make us like and love, must i change too ?
More than thy hate, I hate’t ; rather let me
Allow her cHange, than change as oft as she ;
And 0 not teach, hut force my opinion,
To love not any one, nor every one.
To live in one Jand is captivity,
To run all countries & wild roguerys
‘Waters stink soon, if in one placp they *bide,
And in the vast sea are more putrify’d : .
But when they kiss one bank, and leaving this
Never look beck, bat the next bank do kies,
Then are they puvest; cbange is the sursery
Of music, joy, life, and eternity.

RLEGY IV.
THR PERFUME.

Oncz, and but oncs, found in thy company,

All thy ’scapes ave laid on me ;

And as & thief at bar is question’d theve .

By all the men that have been robb’d that year,’
8o am | (by this treitorous means surpris'd)

By the hydroptic father eatechis’d.

Though he had wont t0 search with glazed eyes,
As though he came to kill a cockatrice s

Though he hath oft sworn, that he wouid remove
‘Thy beauty’s beauty, and food of cur love,

Hopé of bis zoods, if I-with thee were seen;

Yet close and secret, a8 our-donls, we *ve been.
Though thy immortal mother, which doth lie

Still bried in ber bed, yet will not die, .
Takes thris advantage $o0 sleep out day-light,

And watch thy entries and retoras all night;

And, when she takesthy band, and would seemn kind,
Doth search what rings and srmiets she can find ;
And kissing motes-the colour of thy face, -

And fearing lest thon 'rt swoln, doth thee embrace ;
And, to try if thou long, doth name strange ments,’
And notes thy paleness, blashes, sighs, and sweats,
And politicly will to thee confess

The sing of her own yonth’s rank lustiness ;

Yet love these sorc’ries did remove, and move
Thee to guil thine own mdther for my love.

Thy little brethren, which like fairy sprites

Oft skipp’d into our chamber those sweet nights,
And kiss'd and dandled on thy father's knee, )
Were brib’d néxt day ; %o teil what they did see:

The grim 2igit foot high tron-bound serving-men,’ |’ o
+4 © ELEQY V1.

That oft names God in‘oaths, and onfy then,
He that, to'bar the'first gate, doth as wide
As the great Rhodian Colossus stride,
“Which, if in Hell no other pains thers were,
Makes me foar Hell, becawse hé must de there: *
Though by tity father he were bird to this, :
Could never wiloess any tovch or kise.

DONNE'S POEMS. '

But, oh ! too commaon ifl, I brought with me
That, which betray’d me to mine enemy :

A load perfume, which at my entrance cry’d

E'en at thy father's nose, 30 were we spy’d.

When, like @ tyrant king, that in his bed

Smelt gunpowder, the pale b shivered ;

Had it been some had smeli, he would have thought
That his own'’ feet or breath the smell bad wronght-
But as we in our isle impri

Where cattle ouly, and divers dogs sre Lred,

The precious unicoins strange monsters call,

8o thought he sweet strange, that had none at all.
I tanght my silks their whistling to forbear,

E’en my oppress’d shoas dumb and speechiess were s
Ouly, thou bitter sweet, whom I bad Iaid

Next me, me traitoronsly hast betray’d,

And unsuspected hast invisibly

At once fled unto him, and stay’d with me,

Base excrement of earth, which dost confound
Sense from distinguishing the sick from sonnd ;

By thee the silly amorous sucks his death,

By drawing in a leprous hariot’s breath;

By thee the greatest stain to man’ estate

Palls on us, to be calPd effeminate ; ’
Though you be much lov’d in the prince’s hall,
There things, that seem, exceed substantial.

Gods, when ye fum’d on altars, were pleas’d
Because you re burnt, not that they lik'd your

You ’re loathsome all, being ta’en simply aloee,
Shall we love ill things join’d, and hate each one ?
If you were good, your good doth soon decay;
And you ate rire, that takes the good away.

All my perfumes 1 give most willingly

T embalm thy father’s corse. What! will he die ?

ELEGY V.

HIS PICTURE.

Haax take my pictore; though I bid farewell:
Thine in my heart, wheremy soul dwells, shali dwell,
’T in like me now, but, 1 dead, 't will be more,
When we are shadows. both, than *t was before.
When weather-beaten I come back; my hand
Perhaps with rude oars torn, or sun-beams tasu’d ;
My face and breast of bair-cloth, and my bead
With care’s harsh sudden hoariness o’erspread ;
My body a sack of bones, broken within,

-And powder’s blne stains scatter’d on my skin:

It rival fools tax thee t* lmve lov'd a man

So foul and coarse, as, oh ! § may seem then,
This shall say what [ was : and thon shalt say,

. Do his hurts reach me ? doth my worth decay ?
iOr do they reach his judging mind, that he
:Should now love less, what he did love to see ?
That which in him was fair and delicate,

'Was but the milk, which in love’s childish state
‘Did nuree it: who now is growa strong encugh
Tofeed on that, which to weak tastes seems tough.”

. .
D

On! let me not serve _n,.h those men serve,
Whom honour’s smivkes at once flatter and starve:
Poorly enrich’d with great wien's words ox looks:

lNornmwmaeinwyhving bonks;

- .



ELEGIES.

Arthose idohtmml Iatteren.h e which still ulaD
prince’s styles which many names y

mce they l::y tribate have, and bear no sway.

Such services I offer as shall pay

Themselves, 1 bate dead names: oh, then let me

Favourite in ordinsry, or no favoarite be.

When my sou! wasin her own body sheath'd, . .

Wor yet by oaths betroth’d, nor kisses breath'd

Into my pargatory, faithless thee ;

Thy heart seem’d wax, and steel thy coostancy :

So careless flowers, strew’d on the water’s face,

The curled whirlpools suck, smack, and embrace,

Yet drown them; so the taper’s beamy eys,

Amorouasly twinkling, beckons the giddy fly,

Yet burns his wings ; and puch the Devil is,

Scarce vhiting them who 're entirely his.

When I bebald & stream, which from the spring

Doth, with doubtful melodious murmuring,

Orin s less slumber, calmly ride

Ber wedded channel’s bosom; and there chide,

Aad bend her brows, and swell, if any bough

Do but stoop down t0 kiss her utmast brow :

Yet if her often gnawing kisses win i

‘The traitorous banks to gape and let her in,

She rusheth violently, and doth divorce

Ber from her native and her long-kept course,

lA::.mnan:“hwuit, and in gallant scoen,
ttering eddies promising retum,

Sbe flouts her channel, which'thenceforth is dry ;

Then say 1, “ that is she, and this am L”

Yet let not tby ‘deep bi )

Careless despair in me, for that will whet

My miod to scorn; and, oh! Jove dull’d with paim

‘Was ne’er 5o wise, nor well arm’d, as disdain.

‘Then with new eyes 1 shall survey and spy

Death in thy cheeks, and darkness in thine eye :

Thoogh mhwd faith and love, thus taught I

l’ " .

As nations do from Rome, from thy love fall;
My hate shall outgrow thine, and utterly

I will rencwnce thy dalliance s and when [

Am the recusant, in that resclute siate

What burts it me @ be excommunicate }

° ELEGY VIL

Narnn’s lay idiot, I taught thee to love,
And im that wophistry, ohl how thon dost prove
Too subtle ! mddi&uu -u-mm
The mystic the eye nor s
Norcmy::l’uthoujndpthdilmeoﬂhenir
Otn'ghl.ndny.thiﬂie-,thiownnbdqdn
Nor yth‘leyﬂ'u:-hk:o'afu\-l
Desperagely hot, or ging feveronaly.
1 had not taughs thee then the alphabet -
?mmb'm{imhqu:hu ry
up, Wig seoresy
Ddimann%smhlyandumﬂy.
Remember, since all thy words us'd to
‘Fo every suitor, * I, if my fri 37
fince hovsehold charms thy hushand’s name 0 teach
Were all the love tricks thet thy wit could reach :
And since aa hour’sdiscourse could scarce havemade
Oune asswer in thee, and that ill-asray'd
Ju broken provexbs and torn seutences ;
Thou art not by so many duties bis,
from the world’s common having sever'd thee,
vo:n;.nem to be seen nor see)
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As mine: who have with amorous delicacies
Refin’d thee into a blissful paradise.

Thy graces and good works my creatures be,

I planted knowledge and life's tree in thee :

Which, oh | chall strangers taste? Must I, alasl
Frame and enamel plate, and drink in glass ?

Chafe wax for other’s seals ? break a colt’y foroe,
And Jeave him then being made a ready horse.?

ELBGY VIIL
THE COMPARISON.

As the gweet sweat of roses in a still,

As that, which from chaf’d maskat’s pores doth trill,

As the almighty balm of the early ecast,

Such are the sweet drops of my mistress’ breast;

And on her neck her skin such lustre sets, '

They seem no sweat drops, but pear! coronets.

Rank sweaty froth thy mistress’ brow defiles,

Like spermatic imue of ripe meastruous biles.

Or like the skum, which by need’s lawless law

Enforc’d, Sanserra’s starved men did draw

From parboil’d shoes and boots, and all the

Which were with any sovereign fatness blesy’d ;

And like vile stones lying in saffron’d tin,

Or warts, or wheels, it hangs u; ber skin.

Round as the world s her on every side,

Like to the fata] ball which fell on Ide:

Or that, whereof God had such jenlousy,

As for the ravishing theroof we die

Thy bead is like a rough-hswo statne of jet,

Where marks for eyes, nose, mouth, are yet scarce
st ¢

Like the first Chacs, or flat seaming face

Of Cyuthia, when the Earth’s shadows her embrace.
Like Proserpine’s white beauty-keeping chest, '
Or Jove’s best fortune’s urn, is her fair breast.
Thim’llikq wormn-eston trunks cloth’d in seal’s

skin,
Or grave, that ’s dust withoat, and stink within.
And like that slender stalk, at whose end stands
The woodbine quivering, are her arms and hands.
Like rough-bark’d elm boughs, or the russet skin
gmhuszo:rg'dhmndz:‘orfwn‘n;
ike sun-| X arters on city gate,.
Such is thl,y.:nn'dq:lkin’: lameatable state:
And like a bunch of ragged carrots stand
The short swoln fingers of thy mistress’ band. ,
Then like the chymic's masculine equal fire,
Which in the limbeck’s warm womb doth inspire
Tato th’ earth’s wogthless dirt & soul of gold,
Such cherishing heat her best-lov'd part doth hold.
Thine s like the dread mouth of a fired gun,
Or like hot liquid metals newly run
lntochymouldn,orlihtoth‘u&m.
Where round sbout the grass i barat away.
Are not your kissos then as filtby and more,
As  worm sucking an envensom’d sove ?
Doth not thy | hand in fesling quake, .
As one which gatbering Sowers still fears a make >
Is not your last act harsh and violent,
As when a plough a stoay ground doth rept
So kiss turtles, 0 devqutly nice
A priest js in his handling sacrifics, |, )
And nice in searching woands the sysrgeon is,
As we, when we ombrage, or tough, or kism: .
Leave her, and 1 will leave comparing thus, . .
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! ELEGY IX.
THE AUTUMNAL.

No spring, nor summer’s beauty, hath such grace,
As I have seen in one autumual face. .
Young beauties force our loves, and that 's & rape;
This doth but counsel, yet you cannot 'scape.
If °t were a shame to love, here °t were no shame :
Affections here take reveréhce’s name.
‘Were her first years the golden age ; that ’s true.
But now she ’s gold oft try'd, and ever new,
That was her torrid and inflaming time ;
This is her habitable tropic clime. .
Fair eyes; who asks more heat than comes from
He In a fever wishes pestilenée. [hence,
Call not these wrinkles graves: if graves they were,
They were Love's graves; or else he is no where.
Yet lies not Love dead here, but here doth sit
Vow’d to this trench, like an anachorit.
And here, till her's, which must be his death, come,
He doth not dig a grave, but build a tomb,
Here dwells he ; though he sojourn ev'ry where
Tn progress, yet his standing house is here.
Here, where still evening is, not noon nor night,
Where no voluptuousness, yet all delight.
In all her words, unto all hearers fit,
You may at revels, you at councils sit.
This is Love's timber, youth his underwood ;
There he, as wine in June, ¢nrages dlood,
Which then comes seasonablest, when our taste
And appetite to other things is past.
Xerxes stmnz: Lydian love, the platane tree,
‘Was lov'd for age, none being so old as she,
Or else because, being young, nature did bless
Her youth with age’s glory—barrenness.
If we love things long sought ; age is a thing,
Which we are fifty years in compassing:
If trapsitory things, which soon decay,
Age must be loveliest at the latest day.
Bnt name not winter-faces, whose skin’s slack ;
Laok, as an untbrift's purse, but a soul’s sack :
Whose eyes seek light within ; for all bere’s shade;
"Whose mouths are holes, rather worn out than
. made ;
‘Whose every tooth to & several place is gone
To vex the soul at resurrection ;-
Name not these living death-heads nnto me,
For these not ancient but antique be:
1 bhte extremes: yet I had rather stay
With towbs than cradles, to wear out the day.
Since sach Love's natural station is, may still
My love descend, and journcy dowa t{:a bill;
Kot panting after growing beanties; so
1 shall ebb on with them, who homeward go.

ELEGY X
THE DREAM.

Inace of her, whom 1 love more than she,
fair impression in my faitbful heart @
Mskes me hér medal, and makes her love me,
As kings do coins, to which their stamps impart
The valne: go, and take iy heart from hence,
Whi¢h notv is grown too great and good for me..
Honours op weak spirits, and our sense
" Strong objects dull ; the more, the lew we see.

POEMS,

When you sre gone, and reason gous with you,
Then Faotasy is queen, and soul, and all ;
She can preseat joys meaner than you do ;
Convenient, and more proportional.
So i€ I drcam I bave you, I have you:
For all our joys are but fantastical.
And 20 I 'scape the pain, for pain is true;
And sleep, which Jocks up sense, doth lock out afl.
After such a fruition I ahall wake,
And, bat the wakiog, nothing shall repent ;
And shall to love move thankfal sonnets make,
‘Than if more bonour, tears, and pains were speat.
But, dearest heart, and, dearer image, stay,
Alas! true joys at best are dreams enough;
Though you stay here, you pam too fast away :
For even at first life’s taper is  snafi.
Fill'd with her Jove, may ] be rather grown
Mad with much beart, than idiot with none,

ELEGY XL
DEATH.

Laxcuace, thou art too narrow, and too weak

To ease us now, great sorrows cannot speak.

If we could sigh out accents, and weep words,
Grief wears and ledsens, that tear’s breath affords.
Sad hearts, the less they seem, the more they ace,
(So guiltiest men stand mutest at the bar)

Not that they know not, feel not their estgte,

But extreme sense hath made them desperate ;
Sorrow, to whom we owe all that we be,

Tyraot in th' ARb aod greatest monarchy,

Was *t that she did possess all heasts before,

Thoo hast kill’d her, to make tby empirs move?
Knew'st thou some wonld, that knew her not, lament,
As n a deluge perish th’ innocent ?

Was 't not emough to have that palece woun,

But thou must rage it t0o, that was undone ?
Hadst thou stay’d thers, and laok'd out at hev eyes,

+All had ador'd thee, that now from thee flies;

For they 1&t out more light than they took in,

They told not when, but did the day begin;

She was too saphirine and clear for thee ;

Clay, flint, and jet now thy it dwellings be:

Alas! she was too pure, but not too weak ;

Who o’er saw crystal ordnance but would break ?

And if we be thy conguest, by her fall :

Th* hast lost thy end, in her we pesish all:

Or if we live, we live bat to rebel,

That know her better now, who knew her well.

If we shoald vapour out, and pine and die,

Since she first went, that were not misery :

i@l‘w;ha:gd our world with her's : mow she is gons,
irth and prosperity’s oppression : :

For of all moral virtues she was all,

That ethics spesk of virtues cardinal.

Her soul was paradise : the cherubin

Set to keep it was Grace, that kept out Gin :

She had no more tham let in Death, for we

All reap consumption from ame fruithel trees

God ook her hence, Jest some of us should lote. .

Her, like that plant, his and bis lawe sbove:. *

And when we tears, be mercy shed im this, ‘

Tomlt_zmwl:indﬂoﬂuw’n,whnmdnige '

Whom if ber virtues weuld have lot bev stay; . -

We M had a saint, have sow.a bolidaty, . . . .

Her heart was that strasge buth, wheso scred fre,

Religion, did not comssese, but'imspire. 5. - ¢

} .

-,




ELEGIES.

Sach piety, so chaste use of God's day, .
That what we tarn to feast, she turn’d to pray,
And did prefigure here in devout taste

The rest of her high sabbath, which shall last.
Angels did band ber up, who next God dwelil,
(For she was of that order whence most fell)
Her body’s left with us, lest some had said,
She could not die, except they saw her dead ;
Yor froay less virtoe and less besuteousness
The Gentiles fram’d them gods and goddesses ;
The ravenous Earth, that now woos her to be
Earth too, will be a Lemnia ; and the tree,
That wraps that in & wooden tomb,
Shall be took up spruce, 6il’d with dismonc!:
And wa her sad glad friends all bear a part
Of grief, for all would break a stoic’s heart.

ELEGY XIL
UPON THE

1686 OF HIS MISTRESS'S CHAIN, FOR WRICH HE
. MADE SATISFACTICN,

Nor, that in colonr it was like thy hair,

Armlets of that thoa may’st still let me wear:
Nor, that thy hand it oft embrac’d and kies’d,

For 80 it had that good, which oft I miss'd :

. Nor for that sily old morality,

That as these links were knit, our Toves shonld be ;
Moum I, that I thy sevenfold chain have lost :.
Nox for the luck’s sake; but the bitter cost.

O shall twelve rigbteous angels, which as yet
No leaven of vile solder did admit ;

Nor yut by any way have stray'd or gone

From the first state of thejr creation;

Amgels, which Heaven commanded to provide

All things to ms, and be my faithfol guide ;

To gain new friends, t’ appease old enemies ;

To comfort my soul, whea [ lie or rise:

Shall these twelve innocents by thy severs
Sentence (dread judge) my sin’s great burden bear?
Shall they be damn’d, and in the farnace thrown,
And panish’d for offences not their own ?

‘They save not me, they do not ease my prins,
When in that Hell they ‘re burat and ty’d in chatns:
Were they but crowns of France, I cared not,

Bor most of them their natural country rot

I think possesseth, they come here to us,

So on lome, 50 lean, oo ruinous ;

And howsoe’er French kings most Christian be,
Their crowns ave circumcis’'d most Jewishly ;

Or were they Spanish stamps still travelling,

‘That are becowme as catholic as their king,

Those unlick’d bear-whelps, unfiPd pistolets,

That (more than cannon-shot) avails or lets,
Which, negligently left unrounded, look

Like many angled figures iu the book

Of some dread conjurer, that would enforce
Nature, as thesa do justice, from“ber course.
‘Which, as the soul quickens head, feet, and heart,
As streams like véins rou through th® Farth's ev'ry
Visit all coautries, and bave slily made {part,
Gorgeous Pranoe ruin’d; ragged and decay’d
Scotland, which knew ns stats, proud in one day; |
And-mangied seveateen-headed Belyia :

Or were it such gold as that, wherewithall

Almighty chymics from enthymineral

147

Having by subtle fire a dou! out-pull’d, *
Are dirtily and dgsperately gull’d:
1 would not spit to quench the fire they ’re in,
For they are guilty of much heinous sin.
But shall my harmless angels perish ? Shail
1 lose my guard, my case, my foed, my all ?
Much bope, which they should nourish, will be dead
Much of my able youth, and lusty head
Will vanish, if thon, love, let them aloue,
For thou wilt Jove me less, wheu they are gone;
And be content, that some lewd squeaking crier,
Well pleas’d with one lean thread-bare groat for hire,
May like a devil roar through every street,
And gall the finder’s conscience, if they meet. /
Or let me creep to some dread conjarer,
That with fantastic scenes fills fall much paper; ,
Which hath divided Heaven in tenements, [rents
And with whores, thieves, and murderers, stuff’d his
So full, that though he pass tbem all in sin,
He leaves himself no room to enter in.
But if, when all his art and time is spent,
He say ’t will ne'er be found, yet be content;
Receive from him the doom ungrudgingly,
Because he is the mouth of Destiny.
Thou say’st, alas ! the gold doth still remain,
Though it be chang’d, and put into a chain;
8o in the first fall’'n angels resteth still
Wisdom and knowlodge, but ’t is tum'd to ill:
As these should do good works, and should provide
Necessities; but now must nurse thy pride:
And they are still bad angels ; fhine are none:
For form gives being, and their form is gove :
Pity these sngels yeat : their dignities
Pass virtue§, powers, and principalities. .
But thou art resolute ; thy will be done
Yet with such anguish, as her only son
The motber in the hungry grave, doth lay,
Unto the fire these martyrs I betray.
Good souls, (for you give life to every thing)
Good angels, (for good messages you bring)
Destin’d you might have been to such an one,
As would have lov’d and worshippd you alove :
Oue that would suffer hupger, nakedness,
Yea death, ere he would make your number logs,
But [ am guilty of your sed decay:
May your few fellows louger with me stay.
Byteoh, thou wretched finder, whom I hate
So, that I almost pity thy estate,
Gold bejng the bheaviest metal amongst all,
May my most heavy curse upon thee fall :
Here fetterd, manacled, and hang’d in chains,
First may’st thou be; then chain’d to hellish painsg
Or be with foreign gold brib’d to betray
Thy country, and fail both of it and thy pay.
May the next thing, thou stoop’st to reach, contain
Poison, whose nimble fume rot thy moist brain:
Or libels, or some interdicted thing,
Which, negligently kept, thy ruin bring.
Laust-bred diseases rot thee ; and dwell with thee
Jtching desire, anft no ability.
May all the evils, that gold ever wrought ;
Al mgischief, that all devils ever thought ;
’;W‘: after plenty ; roor and gouty age;
plague of travailers, love and marriage,
Afftict thee ; and at thy life’s last moment
May thy swoln sins themselves to thec present.
But I'forgive: repent, thou honest man:
Gold is restorative, restore it then:
But if that from it thou be’st loth to part,
Because ’t is cordial, would ’t were at thy heart,

-
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BLEGY XL

Cowug, Fates; I fear-yon not. All, whom I owe,
Are paid but you. Then ’rest me ere I go.
But chance from you all sovereignty hath got,
Love wounded none but those, whom Death dares not:
Trde if you were and just in equity,
1 should bave vanquish’d her, as you did me. *
Else lovers should not brave death’s pains, and live:
But 't is a rule, * death comes not to relieve.”
Or pale and wan death’s terrours, are they laid
So deep in lovers, they make death afraid ?
Or (the least comfort) have I company ?
Or can the Fates love death, as well as me?

Yes, Pates do silk unto her distaff pay
For ransom, which tax they on us do lay.
Love gives her youtb, which is the reason why
Youths, for her sake, some wither and some die,
Poor Death can nothing give ; yet for her sake,
Still in her turn, he doth a lover take.
And if Death should prove false, she fears him not,
Our Muses to redeem her she hath got.
That fatal night we last kiss'd, I thus pray'd,
(O rather thus despair’d, | should have said)
Kisses, and yet despair. The forbid tree
Did promise (and deceive) no more thas she.
Like lambs that see their teats, and mrust eat hay,
A food, whose taste hath made me pine away.
Dives, when thou saw’st bliss, and crav’dst to touch
A drop of water, thy great pains were such.
Here grief wants a fresh wit, for mine being spent,
Aud my sighs weary, groans are all my rent;
Unable longer to endure the pain, i
They break like thunder, and do bring down rain.
Thus, till dry tears solder mine eyes, I weep:
And then I dream, how you secursly sleep,
And in your dreams do laugh at me. 1 hate,
And pray Love all may: he pities my state,
But says, I therein no revenge shall find ;
The Sun would shine, though allthe world were blind.
Yet, to try my hate, Love show’d me your tear;
And I had dy’d, had not your smile been there.

* Your frown undoes me ; your smile is my wealth ;
And as you please to look, I have my health.
Methought Love pitying me, when he saw this,
Gave me yonr hands, the backs and pgims to kiss.
That curd me not, but to bear pain gave strength;
And what is lost in force, is took in length.

1 call'd on Love again, who fear’d you so,

That bis compassion still prov'd greater woe :
For then [ dream’d I was in bed with you,

But durst not feel, for fear ’t should not be true.
This merits not our anger, had it been;

The queen of chastity was naked seen:

And in bed not to feel the pain, I took,

Was more than for Actaon not to look.

And that breast, which lay ope, I did not know,
Bt for the clearness, from & lump of snow.

ELEGY XIV.
HI$ PARTING FROM HER.

Sixce she must go, and I must moumn, come Night,
Eunviron me with darkness, whilst [ write :

Shadow that Hell unte me, which alone

[ am to suffer, when my love is gone.

;
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Alas ! the darkest magic cannot do it,

And that great Hell to boot are shadows to it.

F Should Cynthia quit thee, Venus, and each star,

It would not form one thought dark as mine are ;

1 could lend them obscureness now, and say

Out of myself, there should be 8o more day.,

Such is already my self-want of sight,

Did not the fire within me force a light.

Oh Love, that fire and darkuess should be mix’d,

Or to thy triumphs such strange torments fix’d !

Is °t because thou thyself art blind, that we

Thy martyrs must no more each other see ?

Or tak'st thou pride to break us on.thy wheel,

And view old Chaos in the pains we feel ?

Or have we left undone seme mutual right,

That thus with parting thou seek’st up to spite? .

No, no. The fault is mine, impute it to me,

Or rather to conspiring Destiny ;

Which (since I lev'd) for me before decreed,

That I should suffer, when I lov’d indeed :

And therefore socnér now, than I can say

I saw the golden fruit, ’t is weapt away:-

Or as 1 ’d watch’d one drop in the vast stream,

And I left wealthy only in & dream. .

Yet, Love, thou ’rt blinder than thywelf in this,

To vex my dove-like friend for my amiss:

And, where one sad trath may expiate

Tby wrath, te make ber fortune run my fate..

So blinded Justice doth, when favourites fall,

Strike them, their. house, their friends, their fas
voarites all,

Was t not enough that thou didst dart thy fires

Into our bloods, inflaming our desires, ’

And mad’st us sigh and blow, and pant, and
burn,

Aud then thyself into our fames didst turn ?

Was ’t not enough, that thou didst hazard us

To paths iu love so dark and dangerous:

And those 80 ambush’d roond with honsehold spies,

And over all thy husband’s tow’ring eyes-

Inflam’d with th’ ugly sweat of jealousy,

Yet went we not otill on in constancy ?

Have we for this kept guards, like spy o'er spy ¢

Had correspondence, whilst the foe stood by ?

Stoll’n (more to sweeten them) our many blisses

Of meetings, conference, embracements, kisses ?

Shadow’d with negligence our best respects

Varied our language through all dialects

Of becks, winks, looks, and often under boards

Spoke dialogues with our feet far from our words ?-.

Have we prov'd all the secrets of our art,

Yea, thy pale inwards, and thy panting heart?

. And after all this passed purgatory,

Must sad divorce make us the vulgar story ?

First let our eyes be riveted quite through

Our turning brains, and both our lips grow to:

Let our arms clasp like ivy, and our fear

Freeze us together, that we may stick here;

Till Fortune, that would ruin us with the deed,

Strain his eyes open, and yet make them bleed.

Por Love it cannot be, whom hithesto

[ have accus’d, should such a mischief do.

Oh Fortune, thoa rt not worth my least exclai,

And plague enough thou hast in thy own name:

Do thy great warst, my friends and I bave arms,

Though not against thy strokes, against thy barme. |

Rend us in sunder, thou canst not divide .

Our bodies’so, but that our souls ave ty'd,

And we can love by letters atill, and gifts,

Andthoughts, and dreams ; loveneverwantethebifty .
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I will net Jook upoo the quick’ning Sen,

Bat itraight her beanty to my sense shall run §
The mir shall note ber soft, the fire most pure ;
Waters her clear, and the earth sure;
Time strall wot lose our passages ; the spring,
How fresh our love was in the begioning ;

The sammer, how it enripen’d the year;

And autumn, what oar golden harvests were.

The wiater 1 °li net think on to spite thee,

Bat count it a lost season, 50 shall she.

A, dearest friend, since we must part, drown night
With hope of day; burthens well borne are light.
The cold and darkness longer hang somewhere,
Yet Phoebus equally lights all the sphere.

And what we canuot in like portion pay,

‘The world eajoys in mass, and 5o we may.

Be ever then yourself, and let no woe ~

‘Win on your health, your youth, your beauty: so
Declare yourself base Fortune’s enemy,

No less be your contempt than her inconstancy ;
That I may grow enamour’d on your mind,
‘When my own thoughts I here neglected find.
And this to th’ comfort of my dear I vow,

My deeds shall still be, what my deeds are now
The poles shall move to teach me ere [ start,
And when [ éhatige my love, I’]i change my heart;
Nay, if | wax bat cold in my desire,

‘Think Heav'n bath motion lost, and the world fire :
Much more 1 could ; but many words have made
That oft saspécted, which men most persuade:
Take thercfore all in this; [ love 50 true,

As I wilk never Jook for less in you.

ELEGY XV.
JULLA.

Hazx, mews ! O Eavy, thou shait hear descry’d
My Julia ; who as yet was ne’er envy’d.

To vomit gell ie siander, swell her veiny

With calumny, that Hell itself disdains,

Ts ber eontineal practice, does ber best,

To tear opinion ev’n qat of the breast

Of dearest friends, and (which is worse than vile)
Sticks jealotsy i wedlock ; her own child
Scapes not the show’rs of envy : to repeat

The monstrous fashions, bow, were alive to eat
Dear reputation. Woualdto God she were

Bat half sb loth to act vice, as to hear

My mild reproof! Liv’d Mantoan now agsin,
That female mastix to }imn with his pet

This she-Chimers, that hath eyes of fire,
Burning with anger, (anger feeds desire)
Tougu'd like the night-crow, whose ill-boding cries
Give out for nothing but new igjuries.

Her breath like to the juice in Tenarua,

That biasts the springs, though ne’er soprosperoas.
Her bands, 1 know not bow, us'd more to spill
The food of others, than herself to fiil.

Bat, oh! ber mind, that {)rcus, which includes
Legions of mischief, countless mahitudes

Of former curses, uomade np,

Abuses yet wafashion'd, thoaghts corvapt,
Mushapen cavls, pelpable untruths,

Inevitsble ervours, seif-acousing loaths :

These, like those atoms swarming in the sus,
Throng in her bosom for creatitn.

I blush to give her half her due; yut sy

No poiseb’s heif se bad as Julis -
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ELEGY XVI.
A TALE OF A CITIZEN AND HIS WIFE.

I smve no barm, good sooth, to any wight,
To lord, to fool, cuckold, beggar, or koight,
To peace-teaching lawyer, proctor, or brave
Reformed or reduced captain, knave,
Officer, juggler, or justice of peace,
Juror or judge ; I touch no fat sow's grease;
I am no libeller, nor wiil be any, .
But (like a true man) say there are too many :
I fear not ore tenus, for my tale
Nor count nor counsellor will red or pale,

A citizen and bis wife th’ other day,
Both riding on one horse, upon the way
I overtook ; the wench a pretty peat,
And (by her eye) well fitting for the feat:
I saw the fecherous citizen turn back
His head, aod on his wife’s lip steal a smack.
Whence apprebending that the man was kind,
Riding before to kiss his wife behind,
To get acquaintance with him I begsa,
And sort discourse fit for so fine a man;
I ask’d the number of the plaguy bill,
Ask’d if the custom-farmers held out still,
Of the Virginian plot, and whether Ward
The traffic of the midland seas had man'd ;
Whether the Britain Burse did fill apace,
And likely were to give th’ Exchange disgrace;
Of new-built Aldgate, and the Moorfield croeses,
Of store of bankrupts and poor merchants’ losses,
I urged him to speak; but he (as mute
As an old courtier worn to his last suit)
Replies with only yeas and nays; et last
(To fit his element) my theme I cast .
On tradesmen’s gains; that set his tongud a going,
** Alas, good sir,” quoth he, * there is no doing
In court por city now.” She smil'd, and I,
And (in my conscience) both, gave him the lie
In one met thought. But he went on apace,
And st the times with such a face
He rail’d, as fray’d me; for he gave no prais
To any but ny lord of Essex’ days: .
Call’d those the age of action. ** True,” quoth he,
‘ There 's now as great au itch of bravery, -
And beat of taking up, but cold lay down;
For put to push of pay, away they run:
Our only city-trades of hope now are
Bawds, tavern-keepers, whore, and scriveper;
The much of privileg'd kinsmen, and the store
Of fresh tions, make the rest all poor:
In the first state of their creation
Though mauy stoutly stand, yet proves not one
A righteous pay-mastey.” Thus ran he on
In a continp’d rage: so void aof reason
Seem’d his harsh talk, I sweat for fear of treasan.
And (troth) how could I less? when in the prayer
For the protection of the wise lord mayor
And his wise brethren’s worships, when one prayeth,
He swore that none could say amen with faith,
To get him off from what I glow’d to hesr,
(Ia bappy time) an angel did appear,
The bright sign of a lovd and well-try’d inn,
Where many citizens with their wives had been
Well us’d and often : here I pray'd him stay,
To take some due refrashmsnt by the way.
‘Look, how be leek’d: éhat hid bis gald, lris hope,
And at 's retorn fognd wothing but & ropa; .
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So he on me ; refus’d and made away,
Though willing she pleaded a weary day :

1 found my miss, struck hands, and pray'd bim tell
(To hold acquaintance still) where be did dwell ;
He barely nam’d the street, promis’d the wine ;
Bat his kind wife gave me the very sign.

ELEGY XViL
THE EXPOSTULATION.

To make the doubt clear, that no woman ’s true,
Was it my fate to prove it strong in you ?
Thought I, but one bad breathed purest air,
And must she needs be false, because she ’s fair?
Is it your beauty’s mark, or of your youth,
Or your perfection not to study trath ?
Or think you Heav'n is deaf, or hath no eyes,
Or thoee it hath smile at your perjuries?
Are vows 80 cheap with women, or the matter
‘Whereof they ’re made, that they are writ in water,
Aund blown away with wind ? Or doth their breath
(Both hot and cold) at once make Jife and death ?
‘Who could bave thought 30 maoy accents sweet
Form’d into words, 3o many sighs should meet,
As from our hearts, so Many oaths, and tears
Sprinkled among (all sweet’ned by our fears)
And the divine impression of stol’n kisses,
That seal'd the rest, should now prove empty blisses?
Did you draw boads to forfeit ? sign to break ?
Or maust we read you quite from what you speak,
And find the truth out the wrong way ? or must
He first desire you false, who ’Id wish you just?
O, 1 profane: though most of women be
This kind of beast, my thoughts shall except thee,
My dearest love; though froward jealousy
With circumstance might urge thy inconstancy,
Sooner 1’1l think the Sun will cease to cheer
The tcoming Earth, and that forget to bear:
Sooner that rivers will run back, or Thames
With ribs of ice in June will biud his streams ;
Or Nature, by whose strength the world endures,
‘Would change her course, before you alter yours.
Butoh! that treacherous breast, to whom wesk you
Did trust our counsels, and we both may rue,
Having his falsehood found too late, ’t was be
That made me cast you guilty, and yon me;
‘Whilst be (black wretch) betray’d each simple word
. We spake unto the cunning of a third.
Curs’d may he be, that 5o our love hath slain,
And wander on the Earth, wretched as Cain,
Wretched as he, and not deserve least pity ;
In plaguing him let misery be witty.
Let all eyes shun him, and he shun each eye,
Till he be noisome as his infamy ;
May he without remorse deny God thrice,
And not be trusted more on his soul’s price;
And after all self-tornient, when be dies
May wolves tear out his heart, vultures his eyes;
Swine eat his bowels; and his falser tongue,
That utter'd all, be to some raven flung;
And let his carrion-corse be a longer feast
To the king’s dogs, than any other beast.
Now 1 have curs’d, let us our love revive 3
In me the flame was never more alive ;
1 could begin again to court and praise,
And in that pleasure lengthen the short days
Of my life’s lease ; like painters, that do take
Delight, not in made works, but whilst they make.
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1 could renew thode tishes, when first I fdw
Love in your eyes, that gave my tongue the law
To like what you lik'd; and at masks and plays -
Commend the self-same actors, the same ways ; -
Ask how you did, and often, with inteat

Of being officious, be impertinent ;

All which were such soft“pastimes, as in thess
Love was as subtily catch’d, as a disease ;

Bat being got it is a treasure sweet, N
Which to defend is harder than to get:

And ougbt not be profan’d on either part,

For though ’t is got by chance, *t is kept by art. -

ELEGY XVIIL

Whaorves loves, if he do not
The right true end of love, he 's one that goes
T'o sea far nothing but to make him sick :
Love is a bear-whelp bor, if we o'er-lick
Our love, and force it new strong shapes to take,
We err, and of a lump a monster make.
Were not a calf a monstey, that were
Fac’d like a2 man, though better than his own ¥
Perfection is in unity : prefer
One woman first, and then one thing in ber.
1, when 1 value gold, may think upon
The ductiloess, the application,
The wholesoinness, the ingenuity,
From rust, from s0il, from fire ever frees
But if T love it, ’t is beause 't is made
By our new natore (use) the soul of trade.

All these in women we might think upon
(1f women had them) and yet love but one.
Can men more injure women than to say
They love them forthat, by which they ‘renot they *
Makes virtue woman? must I cool my blood
Till [ both be, and find one, wise and good ?
May barrén angels love so.  But if we
Make love to woman, virtue is not she:
As beguties, no, nor wealth: he that strays thus
From her to hers, is more adalterous
Than if he took her maid. Search every spbere
Avnd firmament, our Cupid is not there:
He ’s an infernal god, and under ground,
With Pluto dweils, where gold and fire abound ;
Men to such gods their sacrificing coals
Did not on altars lay, but pits and holes:
Although we see celestial bodies move
Above the earth, the earth we till and love :
So we her airs contemplate, words and heart,
And virtues; but we love the centric part.

Nor is the sonl more worthy, or more fit
For love, than this, as infinite as it.
But in attaining this desired place
How much they err, that set cut at the face?
The hair a forest is of ambuyshes,
Of springs and snares, fetters and manacles :
The brow becalms us, when ’t is smooth and plain;
And when 't is wrinkied, shipwrecks us again.
Smooth, ’t is a paradise, where we would have

" Immortal stay ; but wrinkled, 't is a grave.

The nose (like to the sweet meridian) runs

Not ’twixt an east and west, but ’twixt two suns;
It leaves a cheek, a rosy hemisphere

On either side, and then directs us where

Upon the Islands Fortumate we fall,

Not faint Canaries, but ambrosial.

Unto her swelling lips when we are come,

We atchor there, and think ourselves at hdme,
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For they seem all: there ’ songs, and there

Wise Delphic oracles do fill the ear ;

Then in a creek, where chosen pearls do swell

The remors, her cleaving togue doth dwell.

These and (the glorious pmmonhory)berchm

Being past the straits of Hellespont, between

The Sestos and Abydos of her breasts,

{Not of two lovers, but two loves the mests)

Sacceeds a bonndless sea, but yet thive eye

Some island moles may scatterd there desory ;

Aud sailing towards her India, in that way

Shail at her fair Atdantic navel stay ;

Though there the carrent be the pilot made,

Yet erc thon be where thou should’st be embay'd,

Thou shalt upon another forest set,

‘Where many shipwreck and no farther get.

When thou art thete, consider what this chase

Misspeat, by thy beginning at the face.

Rather set out below ; my art;

Some symmetry the foot hath with that part

Which thou dost seek, and is thy map for that,

Lovely enough to stop, butnotmyat

Least subject to disguise and change it is ;

Men say the Devil never can change his.

It is the emblem, that hath figared

Yirmmess; ’t is the first part that comes to bed.

Givility we see refin’d: the kiss,

Which at the face began, transplanted is,

Simee to the hand, since to th’ imperial knee,

Now at the papal foot delights to be.

If kings think that the nearer way, aad do

Rise from the foot, lpvers may do so too:

For as free spheres move faster far than can

Birds, whom the sir resists ; 50 may that man,

Which goes this empty and ethereal way,

Than if at beauty’s enemies he stay.

Rich Natare hath in women wisely made

Two purses, and their mouths aversely laid :

They them, which to the lower tribute owe,
»That way, which that exchequer looks, must go:

He which doth not, his errour is as great,

As who by clyster gives the momach meat.

ELEGY XIX.
TO HIS MISTRESS GOING TO BED.

Cous, madam,eana.lllnstmypomdety,
Uatil 1 labour, I in laboar lie.

The foe oft-times having the foe in sight

Is tir'd with standing, though he never fight.

Off with that girdle, like Heaven's zone glittering,
Bat a far fairer world encompassing.

Unpin that spangled breast-plate, which you wear,
That th’ eyes of busy fools may he stopp’d there.
Unlace yourself, for that harmonious chime

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

O with that bappy busk, which 1 envy,

That still can be, and still can stand, so nigh.
Youar gown going off such beauteous state reveals,
As when through flow’ry meads th’ hill’s shadow

Off with that wiry coronet, and show

The bairy diadem, which on yoar head doth grow:
Now off with those shoes, and then softly tread
In this Love’s ballow’d temple, this soft bed.

In such white robes Heaven's angels us’d to be
Reveal'd to men: thou angel bring’st with thee-. |

1 There is no
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A Heav'n like Mahomet's paradise; and thoughi
Il spirits walk in white, we eas’ly know
By this these angels from an evil sprite;
Thoee set our hairs, but these our flesh uprigbt,
License my roving hands, and let them go
Before, behind, between, above, below.
O wmy Asmerica! my Newfoondiand !
My kingdom’s safest when with one man man'd.
My mine of precious stones: my empery,
How am [ bless’d in thas discovering thee !
To enter in these bonds is to be free;
Then where my baud is set, my seal shall be.
Full nakedness ! all joys are due to thee;
As souls unbodied, bodies uncioth’d must be
To taste whole joys. Gems, which you women use,
Are like Atlanta’s ball, cast in men’s views ;
That when a.fool's eye lighteth oo & gem,
His earthly soul may court that, and not them:
Like pictures, or like books’ gay coverings, made
For laymen, are all women thus array’d.
Themselves are only mystic books, which we
(Whom their. imputed grace will dignify)
Moust sce reveal’d. Then since that § may know ;
As liberally as to thy midwife show
Thyself: cast all, yea, this white linen heace;
noe due to innocence.
To teach thee, I am naked first; why, then,
What need'st thou have more covering than a man ?

St—
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ow

FREDERICK COUNT PALATINE OF THE RHYNE,
AND THE LADY ELIZABETH,

BEING MARRIED ON ST. VALEWYIRR'S DAY,

Han bishop Valentine, whose day this is,

All the aur is thy diocese,

And all the chirpiag choristers
And other birds are thy parishioners:

Thou marry’st every year

The lyric lark, and the grave whispering dove;
The sparrow, that neglects his life for love;
The bousehold bird with the red stomacber;

Thou mak'st the blackbird speed as soon,
As doth the goldfinch or the haleyon;
The husband eoekloobont,undmlghtil sped,
And meets his wife, which brings her feather-bed.
This day more cheerfully than ever shine. -
Thisdsy,which might inflame thyself, old Valentine.

Till now thou warm’dst with mnltiplying loves
Two larks, two sparrows, or two doves ;
All tbat is nothing unto this,

| For thou this day couplest two phenixes.

Thou mak’st a taper see
‘What the Sun never saw, and what the ark
(Which was of fowl and beasts the cage and park)
Did not contain, one bed contains throngh thea
Two phenixes, whose joined breasts

‘| Are unto one another mutual nests ;

Where motioa kindles such fires, as shall give
Young fhaux., and yet the old shall live:
ove and courage never shall decline,
But mnlke the whole year through thy day, O Va-
enting.
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Up then, fair phenix bride, frastrate the Sun;
‘Thyself from thine &
Tak’st warmth pnongh, aud from thine eye
Al lesser birds will take their jollity.
Up. up, fair bride, and call
Thy stars from oot their several boxes, take
Thy rubies, peatis, and diamonds forth, and make
Thyself & eomtellntlon of them all:
And by their blazing siguify, '
That s great princess falls, but doth not die :

' Be thou a new star, that to us portends

Eads of much wonder ; nndbel.lwnthoncndl.
Since thou dost this day in new glory shine,
May all mmdml'ecordsﬁomthndny,vmunc.

_Oomeh-th,oomofwth,mduonegbﬂouﬂme.

another, grows the same:

So meet thy - Fndenck. and 80

To an unseparable wnion go ;
Since separation

Palls not on such things as are infinite,
Nor things, which are bat once, and disumite;
You ’re twiee inseparable, great, und one,

Go then to where the bishop stays,
To waake you one, his way, which divers ways
Must be effected ; and when all is past,
And that y’ are one, by hearts and hands made fast ;
You two bave one way left yourselves t’ entwine,
Besides this bishop’s knot, of bishop Valeatine.

Butoh! what ails the Sm, that bence he stays
Longer to day than other days?
Stays he mew light from these to get?
And finding here snch stars, is loath toset ?
And why do you two walk
8o slowly pac’d in this procession ?
Is all your care but to be look’d upon,
And be to others spectacle and talk ?
The femst with glottonous delafs  °
Is eatem, and too long their meat they praise.
‘The maskers come late, and [ think will stay,
Like fairies, till the cock em them away.
Alas’® did not uity assi
A night as well as day to t.hae, old Valentme ?
They did, and night is come: and yet we see
Formalities retarding thee.
‘What mean these ladies, which (as though
They were to take & clock in pieces) go
So nicely about the bride ?
A bride, before & gobd-night could be said,
Should vanish from ber clothes into her bed ;
As souls from bodiew steal, and are not spy’d.
But now shie ’s laid: wbat though she be ?
Yet there ure more delays; for where is he?
He comes and passeth through sphereafter sphere ;
First her sheets, then her arms, then any where.
Let not this day then, but this night be thine,
Thy day was byt the eve to this, O Valentina, -

Here lies a she Sun, and a be Moon there,
She gives the best light to his sphere,
Or each is beth; and all, and so
They unto one another nothing owe ;
And yet they de, but are
So just and rieh in that coin which they pay,
That ndither ‘woukl, nor needs, forbear nor stay,
Neither desires to be spar'd, nor to spare:
They quickly pay their debt, and then
‘Take no soquitiances, but pey again ;

They pay, they give, they lead, and oo let fall

No occasion to be liberal.

More truth, more courage in these two do shine,
Than all thy tarties have and sparrows, Valentine.

And by this sct of these two phenixes
Nature again restored is ;
For sinoe these two are two no more,
There ’s but one phenix still, uvnbefom.
Rest now at last, and we
(As satyrs watoh the Sun’s uprise) wifl stay
Waiting wben your ¢yes opened let out day,
Only desir'd, because your face we see ;
Others near you shall whispering speak,
And wagers lay, at which side day will break,
And win by cbserving then whose hand it is
That opens first a curtain, her’s or bis;
This will be tried to morrow after nime,
Till which hour we thy day enlarge, O V:lenhne.

ECLOGUE,
DECEMBER, 26, 1613.

’

' ALLOPHANES FINDING IDIOS IN THE COUNTRY IN ONRIST-

MAS TIME, REPREHENDS HIS ARBSENCE FROM COURT, AT
THE MARRIAGRE OF THE EARL OF SOMERERT; IDICS
anuuAccwnwuumnounnml,mor
HIS ACTIONS THERE.

’

ALLOPRANES.

Uwszasonasiz man, statue of ice,

What could to country’s solitude entice

Thee, in this year’s cold and decrepid time ?
Nature’s instinct draws to the warmer clime

Ev’n smaller birds, who by that courage dare

In numerous fieets kail through their sea, the sir,
What delicacy cau in fields appear,

Whilst Flora herself doth a frize )erhn wear?
Whilst winds do all the troes and hedges strip

Of leaves, to furnish rods enoagh to whip

Thy madness from thee, and all springs by frost
Having tak’a cold, and their sweet muymurs lost ?
If thou thy faults or fortunes would’st lament
With just solemnity, do it in Lent:

At court the spring already advanced is,

The Sun stays longer up ; and yet not his

The glory is; far other, other fires;

First zeal to prince and state ; then love’s desires
Bumin one breast, and like Heav'n'stwogreat lights,
The first doth govern days, the other nights.

And then that early light, which did appear
Before the Sun and Moou created were,

The prince’s favour, is diffus’d o'er all,

From which all fortunes, names, and natures, fall ;
Then from those wombs of stars, the bride’s bright

eyes,
At every glance a constellation flies,
And sows the court with stars, and doth prevent
In light and power the all-ey’d firmament,
First her eyes kindle other ladies’ eyes,
Then from their beams their jewels' lustres rise,
And from their jewels torches do take fire ;
And all is warmth, and light, end good desire.
Mast other courts, alas! are like to Hell,
Where in dark plots fire without light doth dwell:
Or but like stgves, for lust lnd envy gu
Continoal but artificial heal
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Ha‘mlndlue,grovnon,nllckmdndngst,
Asd make our court an everlasting east.
And canst thou be from thence?

D108

.............................. No, ] am there:

As Heav'n, to men dispos’d, is ev’ry where ;

So are those courts, whose princes animate,

Not only all their hoase, but all their state.

Let no man think, because he ’s full, b’ hath all,

Kings (as their pattern, God) are hbenl

Not only im fulness but capacity,

Enlarging narrow men to fe¢l and see,

And comprehend the blessings they bestow.

So reclus’d hermits oftentimes do know

More of Heav'n’s glory, than a worldling can.

As man is of the world, the heart of man

Is an epiteme of God's great book

Of creatures, and men need no further look ;

So ’s the couutry of courts, vhereneetpeaee
doth .

As their own common soul, give life to both.

And am 1 then from court ?

ALLOPHANES.

........ seesssarsassescansases DrEamer, thou art.
Think'st thou, fantastic, that thou hast a part

In the Indian fleet, because thou hast

A little spice or amber in thy taste ?
Becanse thon art not frozen, art thou warm ?
Seest thou all good, because thou seest no harm ?
The Earth doth'in her inner bowels hold

Stuff well dispos’d, and which would fain be gqld :
But pever shall, except it cbance to lie

So upward, that Heav’n gild it with his eye.

As for divine things, faith comes from above,

So, for best civil use, all tinctures move

Prom higher powers ; from God religion springs ;
Wisdom and honour from the use of kings :

Then unbeguile thyself, and know with me,

That angels, though on Earth employ’d they bey
Are still in Heav'n ; s0 is he still at home

That doth abroad to honest actions come:

Chide thyself then, O fool, whi¢h yesterday
Might’st have read more than all thy books be-
Hast thou & history, whicb doth present  [wray:
A court, where all affections do assent

Unto the king's, and that, that kings are just ?
Aud where it is Do levity to trast,

‘Where there is no ambition but t’ obey,

‘Where men need whisper nothing, and yet m:l{;
Where the king’s favours are so plac’d, that

Find that the king therein is liberal

To them, in him, because his favours bend

To virtue, to the which they all pretend ?

Thou hast no such; yet here was this,lndmore,
An eamnest lover, wise then, and before.

Our little Cupid bath sued livery,

And is no more in his minority ;

He is admitted now into that breast

‘Where the king’s counsels and his secrets rest.
w:uthstthoulmt,Oig'nonntm!

IDIOS.

............................. I knew

All this, and only themforehnthdm

To know and feel all this, and not to bave
Words to express it, makes a man a grave °

Of his own thoughts ; I would not therefors stay
At a great feast, having no grace to say.

And yet I ’scap’d not here ; for being come

Full of the common joy, I nuer'd some.,

Read then this nuptial song, which was not made
Either the court or men'’s hearts to invade ;

Bat since I am dead and baried, I could frame
No epitaph, which might advance my fame
So much as this poor song, which testifies

[ did nato that day some sacrifice. '

1. THE TTME OF THE MARRIAGE.

Tuaou art repriev’d, old Year, thou shalt not die,
Though thou upon thy death-bed lie,
And should’st within five days expire;

Yet thou art rescu'd from s mightier fire,
Than thy old soul, the Sun,

' When he doth in his largest circle run.

The passage of the west or east would thaw,

And open wide their easy liquid jaw

To all our ships, could a Promethean art

Either unto the northem pole impart

The fire of these inflaming eyes, or of this loving
heart.

1. BQUALITY OF PERSONS,

But, undiscerning Mun, which heart, which eyes,
. In this new couple dost thou prizs,
' When his eye as infaming is
As her's, and her heart loves as well as his ?
Be tried by beauty, and then
The bridegroom is a maid, aad not a man ;
If by that manly courage they be try’d,
Which scorns unjust obinion; then the bride
Becomes a man: should chance on envy’s u&
Divide these two, whom Nature scarce did part,
Since both have the inflaming eye, and both the
loving heart.

TIl.  RAISING OF THR BRIDEGROOM.

Though it be some divorce to think of you
Single, 80 much ane are you two,
Let me here contemplate thee
First, cheerful bridegroom, and first let me se
How tbou preveat’st the Sam,
And his red foaming horses dost outrum;
How, having laid down in thy soversign’s breast
All businesses, from thence to reinvest
Them, when these triumphs cease, thou forward art
To show to her, wbo doth the like impart,
The fire of thy inflaming eyes, and of thy loving
. heart.

IV, RAISTNG OF THE BRIDE.

Bat vow to thee, fair bride, it is some wrong,

To think thou wert in bed so long;

Since soon thou liest down first, °t is it
Thou in first rising should allow for it. -

Powder thy radiant hair,
Which if without such ashes thou would'st wear,
Thou who, to all which come to look upon,
‘Wert meant for Phoebus, would’st be Phaeton.
For our ease give thine eyes th’ unusual part
Of joy, a tear ; so quench’d, thou may'st impart,
To us that come, thy’ inflaming eyes ; to him, thy

Joving heart.
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Vo BER APPARELLING.

Thos thou descend’st to our infirmity,
‘Who can the Sun in water see.
So dost thon, when in silk and gold
Thou cloud’st thyself ; smce we, which do behold,
Are dust and worms, 't is just
Our objects be the fruits of worms and dust.
Let every jewel be a glorious star;
Yet stars are not 5o pure as their spheres are.
And though thou stoop, t* appear to us in part,
Still in that picture thon eatirely art, [ing heart.
Which thy inflaming eyes have made witbin his lov-

B

Now from your east you issue forth, and we,
As men, which through a cypress see
The rising Sun, do think it two;
So, nyougntochurcb,dothmkofyon.
Bat that vail being goune,
By the church rites you are from thenceforth one.
The church triumphant made this match before,
And now the militant doth strive no more.
Then, reverend priest, who God’s recorder art,
Do from his dictates to these two impart
All blessings which are seen, or thought, by angel’s
eye or heart.

GOING TO THE CRAPEL.

vil. TRE BEXEDICTION.

Bless’d pair of swans, oh may you interbring
Daily new joys, and never sing :
Live, till all grounds of wishes fail,
Till honour, yea till wisdom grow so stalc,
That new great heights to try,
It must serve your ambition, to die,
Raise heirs, and may here to the world’s end live
Heéirs from this king to take thanks, you, to give.
Nature and grace do all, and nothing art ;
May never age or errour overthwart  (this heart.
With any west these radiant eyes, with any north

VIIl. FEASTS AND REVELS.

But you are over-blew’d. Pienty this day
Injures ; it causeth time to stay;
The tables gruan, as though this feast
‘Would, as the flood, destray all fowl and beast.
were-the doctrine new
That the Earth mov'd, this day would make it true ;
For every to dance and revel goes,
They the air, and fall not where they rose.
Though six bours since the San to bed did part,
The masks and banquets will not yet impart
A sun-set to these weary eyes, a oentre to this heart,

IX. THE BRIDR'S GOING TO ARD.

What mean’st thou, bride, this company to keep ?
To sit up, till thou fain would sleep?
Thou may’st nct, when thou ’rt laid, do so,
Thyself must to him a new banquet groy,
And you must entertain,
And do all this day’s dances o'er again.
Know, that if Sun and Moon together do
Rise in one point, theydonotnetnohoo.
Therefore thou may’st, fair bride, to bed depart,
Thou art not gone being gone; where’er thou art,
Thou leav'st in him thy watchful eyes, in him thy
loving heart.

DONNES POEMS.

X. THE BRIDEGROOM’S COMING.

As he that sees a star fall rans apace,

And finds a gelly in the place,

So doth the bridegroom haste as much,
Being told this star is fall’'n, and finds her sueh.
*  And as friends may look strange
By a new fashion, or apparel’s change :
Their souls, though long acquainted they had been,
These clothes, their bodies, never yet had seen.
Therefore at first she modestly might start,
But must forthwith surrender every part [or heart.
As freely, as each to each before gave either hand

X1, THE GOOD-NICHT.

Now, as in Tullia’s tomb one lamp bumt clear,
Unchang’d for fifteen hundred year,
May these love-lamps, we here enshrine,
In warmth, light, lasting, equal the divine.
Fire ever doth aspire, .
And makes all like itself, turns all to fire,
Bat ends in ashes; which these cannot do,
For none of these s fuel, but fire too. :
This is joy's bonfire then, where Love’s strong arts
Make of 30 noble individual parts [bearts.
One fire of four inflaming eyes, and of two loxing

s’
As T have bronght this song, that I may do
A perfect sacrifice, I ’ll burn it too.

ALLOPEANES.

No, sir, this pnper 1 bhave justly got,

For in burnt incense the perfume is not
His only, that presents it, but of all ;
Whatever celebrates this festival

s common, since the j Joy thereof is so.

Nor may yourself be priest : but let me go
Back to the court, and I will lay 't upon
Sach altars, as prize your

EPITHALAMIUM
MADE AT LINCOLN'S INN.

Thur sun-beams in the east are X

Leave, leave, fair bride, your solitary bed,
No more shall yoa retum to it alone,

It nnrseth sadness; and your body's print,

Like to a grave, the yielding down doth dint;
Yon and your other you meet there anon:
Pat forth, put forth, that warm balm-breathing

thigh, - [smother,
Which when next time you in these sheets will
There it must meet acotber,

Which never was, but must be oft more nigh;
Come glad from thence, go gladder than you came,
To day put on perfection, and a woman’s name,

Daughbters of London, you which be
Our golden mines, aad furnish'd treasury;

You which are angels, yet still bring with you
Thousands of angels on your marriage days,
Help with your presence, and devise to praise

These rites, which also uato you grow duc;
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Conceitedly dress her, and be asmign’d
By you fit place for every flower and jewel,
Make her for Jove fit fuel
As gay as Plora, and as rich as Inde;
8o may she fair and rich, in nothing lame,
To day pat on perfection; and a woman's name.

And you, frolic patricians,
Sons of those senators, wealth's deep oceans, -
Ye painted courtiers, barrels of others’ wits,
Ye countrymeu, who but your beasts love noue,
Ye of those fellowsbips, whereof be ’s one,
Of atudy and play made strange hermaphrodits,
Here shine; this bridegroom to thetempl&bring,
Lo, in yon peth which store of strow’d flow’rs graceth,
The sober virgin paceth ;
my sight fail, ’4 is no other thing.
‘Weep not, nor blash, here is no grief nor shame,
To day put on perfection, and & woman’s name,

Thy two-leav’d gates, fair tetple, unfuld,
And these two in thy sacred bosom hold, ﬂ

Till, mystically join’d, but one they be;
‘Then may thy lean and hunger-starved womb
Long time expect their bodies, and their tomb,

Long after their own parents fatten thee.

All elder claims, and all cold barrenness,
All yieldmg to new loves be far for ever,

Which might these two dissever,

Always all th’ other may each one possess ;

For the best bride, best worthy of praise and fame,
To day put on perfection, and = woman’s name.

Winter days bring much delight,

Not for themselves, but for they soon bring night ;
Other sweets wait thee than these diverae meats,

Orher disports than dancing jollities,

Other love tricks than glancing with the eyes,
Bat that the Sua still in our balf sphere sweats ;
He flies in winter, but he now stands still,

Yet shadows turn ; noon point he hath attain’d,
His steeds will be restrain’d,

But gallop lively down the western hill ;

‘Thoushalt,when he hath run the Heav’ns’ half frame,

To night put on perfection, aud a woman’s name.

‘The amorous evening star is rose,
Why then should not our amorous star enclose
Herself in ber wish’d bed ? release your strings,
Musicians, and dancers, take some truce
With these your pleasing labours, for great use
As much wesdriness as perfection brings.
You, and not only you, bat all toil’d beast
Rest duly ; at night all their toils are dispens’d ;
Bat ia their beds commenc’d
Are other labours, and more dainty feasts.
$She goes & maid, who, lest she turn the same,
To night puts on' perfection, and a woman’s name,
Thy virgin’s gindle now untie,
And in thy nuptial bed (Love’s altar) lie
A pleasing sacrifice; now dispossess
Thee of these chains and robes, ¥hich were put on
T’ sdom the day, not thee; for thou alone,
Like virtue and truth, art best in nakedness:
‘This bed is only to virginity
A grave, but {0 a better state a cradie ;
Till now thou wast but able
To'be what now thou art ; then that by thee
No more be said, “ I mey be,” bat * I am,”
To night pat op perfection, and a woman's name,

| Here are God's conduits, grave divines; and heres
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Ev'n like a faithful man, content,
That this life for a better should be speat ;
So she a mother's rich style doth prefer,
And at the bridegroom’s wish’d approach doth lie,
Like an appointed Jamb, when tenderly -
The priest comes on his knees t’ embowel her.
Now sleep or watch with more joy ; and, O light
Of Heav'n, to morrow rise thou bot and early,
This sun will love so dearly
Herrest, that Jong, long we shall want her sight.
‘Wondersare wrought ; for she, which bad no name,
To night puts on perfection, and 8 woman's ngmes

.SATIRES.

i —
SATIRE L
1

Away, thou changeling motley bumoarist, -
Leave me, and in this standing wooden chest,
Consdrted with these few let me lie

In prison, and here be coffin’d, when I die: -
Is Nature'’s secretary, the phidosopher; .
And wily statesmen, which teach how to tie

The sinews of a city’s mystic body ;

Here gathering chroniclers, and by them stand
Giddy fantastic of each land.

Shali I leave all this constant company,

And follow headlong wild uncertain thee? '
First swear by thy best love here, in earnest,

(If thou, which lov'st all, canet love any best)
Thou wilt not leave me in the middle street,
Though some more spruce companion thou dost
Not though a captain do come in thy way [meet;
Bright parcel gilt, with forty dead men’s pay;

Not though a brisk perfum’d pert courtier

Deign with a nod tby courtesy to auswer;

Nor come a velvet justice with a long - :
Great train of blue-coats, twelve or fourteen strong,
Wilt thou grin or fawn on him, or prepere

A speech to court his beauteous son and heir ?

For better or worse take me, or leave me: '
To take and leave me is adultery.

Oh! monstrous, superstitious puritan

Of refin’d manners, yet ceremonial man,

That, when thou meet'st one, with inquiring eyes
Dost search, and, like & needy hroker, prize

The silk and gold he wears, and to that race,

So high or low, dost raise thy formal hat; .
That wilt consort none, till thou have known -
What lands he hath in hope, or of his own ;

As though all thy companions should make thee
Jointures, and marry thy dear compaoy.

Why shoald’st thon (tbat dost not ooly approve,
But in rank itchy lust, desire and love, .

The nakedness and barrenness t’ enjoy

Of thy plump muddy whare, or prostitute boy ;)
Hate Virtue, thoagh she naked be and bare ? :
At birth and death our bodies naked are;

And, till our souls be unapparelled

Of bodies, they from bliss are banished :

Man's first bless’d state was naked ; when by sin
He lost that, he was cloth’d but in beast’s skin,

And in this coarse attire, which I now wear,

‘With God and with the Muses I confer,
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But sinoe thou, like a contrite mut,
Charitably warn'd of thy sins, repent
These vanities and giddinesses, lo, .
1 shut my chamber door, and come, let ’s go.
But sooner may a cheap whore, who hath been
‘Worn cut by as many several men in sin,

° As are black feathers, or musk-coloured hoss,
Name ber child’s right true father *mongst all

those:

Sooner may one guess, who shall bear away 1
The infantry of London hence to India ;

And sooner may a gulling weather-spy,

By drawing forth Heav'n’s scheme, tell certainly
What fashion’d hats, or ruffs, or suits, next year
' Our giddy-headed antic youth will wear,

Than thou, when thou depart'st from me, can

show .

‘Whither, why, when, or with whom, thon would'st go.
But how shall [ be pardon’d my offence,

‘That thus have sisn'd against my conscience ?
Now we are in the street; he first of all,
Improvidently proud, creeps to the wall;

And 30 imprison’d, and hemm'd in by me;

Sells for a little state his liberty ;

Yet though he cannot skip forth now to greet
Every fine silken painted fool we meet,

He them to him with amorous smiles allures,

And grins, smaoks, shrugs, and soch an iteh en-

duvres,
As "prentices or school-boys, which do know
Of some gay sport abroad, yet dare not go.
And as fiddlers stoop lowest at jighest sound,
So to the most brave stoops he bigh'st the ground.
But to a grave man he doth move no move
Than the wise politic horse would heretofore,
Or thou, O elephant, or ape, wilt do,
When any names the king of Spain to you.
Now leaps he upright, jogs me, and cries, *“ Do you
seo

Yooder well-favour'd yoath?”’ — ¢ Which }” —
«Oh! tishe

That dawses so divinely.”— Oh,” ssid 1,
“ Stend still, must yoa dance here for
He droop’d j we went, till one (wirich did excel
Th’ Indians in drinking his tobecco well)
Met us: they talk’d ; I whisper’d, ¢ Let us go,
T may be you emell him net, truly 1do.”
He hears not me, but on the other side
A many-colour’d peacock baving spy*d, )
Leaves him and mej I for my lost sheep stay ;
Hs follows, overtakes, goes on the way,
Saying, “ Him, whom I last left, ail repute
For his device, iu andsoming a suit,

. To judge of lace, pink, paves, print, cat, and plait,
Of all the court to have the best conceit.”
¢ Our dull comedians want him, let bim go;
Butoh! God thee, why stoop’st thou o }*
¢ Why, he bath trevail’d long; Do, but to me
Which understood nome, he doth seem to be
Perfect Freach and Italian.” 1 reply'd,
“ So is the pox.”” He answer’d not, but spy’d
Movre men of sort, of parts, and qualities;
At last his love he in a window spies, *
And like light dew exhal'd he flings from me
Violently ravish'd to his lechery. :
Maay theve were, he could command 20 mere; |
He quamdl:lr, fought, bled; and, tern’d out'of .

Directly umc'to me, hanging the head,

And constaatly awhile must keep his bed.

POEMS.

SATIRE I. |

Sm, though (I thank God for it) I do bate

Perfectly all this town, yet there ’s one state

In all ill things so excellently best,

That hatetowardethem breeds pity towards the rest.

Though poetry indesd be sach u sin, :

As I think that brings deseth and Spenisrds in =

Thomgh like the pestilence end old fashion'd love,

Ridlingly it catch men, and doth remove

Never, till it be starv’d out, yet their state

Is poor, disarm'd, like papists, not worth bate:

Ono (like a wretch, which at bar judg’d as dead,

Yet prompts him, which stands next, and cannot

And saves his life) gives idiot actors means, (read,

(Starving himself) to live by ’s labour’d soenes.

As in voine orgaus puppets dance above

And beliows pant below, which them do move.

Ont would move love by rhymes ; but witchcraft’s
charms,

Briug not now their old fears, nor their old harms.

' Rams sand slings now are silly battery,

Pistolets are the best artillery.

And they who write to lords, rewards to get,

Are they not like singers at doers for mbat?
And they who write, because sll write, have stilt
Th’ excuse for writing, and for writing ilf. - '
But he is worst, who (beggarty) doth chaw

Others wit ’s fruits, and in his ravenons mew*
Rankly digested, doth those things out-spew, b
As his own things; and'they ‘re his own,’t is'true,
For if one eat my meat, though it be kaown*

The meat was mine, th’ excrement is his own.,

But these do me no harm, nor they which use
#######.ndon',.mmjm \
T oat~drink the sea, t’ out-swear the fitmny,

Who with sin’s all kinds as familiar be

As confemors, and for whose ginfal sake

Schoolmen new tenements in Hell must myke :
Whose strange sins canomists eonid hardly tell -
In which commandment’s iarge receit they dwell
But these punish themselves. The insdlence

Of Coscus, only, breeds my jost offence, - *
‘Whom time (which rots all, and makes botches pox,
And plodding on must make a calf an ox)

Hath made a lawyer; which, alas! of Jate

But scarce a poet; jollier of this state,

Than are uew benefic’d ministers, he throws

Like nets or lime-twigs, wheresoe'’er he goes,

His title of barrister, on.every wench,

And woos in language of the pleas and bench.

A motion, lady: speak, Coscus. * I have beea

In love e'er since tricesimo of the queen.

Continual claims 1 *ve made, injunctions got

To stay my rival's suit, that{he should not
Proceed ; spare me, in Rillary term [ went ;

You said, if I return’d next ’size in Lent,

1 should be in remitter of your grce ;

Iu th’ intesim my letters ¢honid take place

Of afidavits.” Words, words, which would-tear
The tender labyrinth of & mraid's soft emr

More, more than ten Solavenians scoldisg, more
Than when winds in our rulo™ dbbies rear~ -
When siok with poétry, and posses'd With Muas -
Thou wast and med, | hop'd; brit wen;¥iich hoose:
Law practice for' mere gai, bold soisls tdpute ¢
Worse than ebrotel’'d stranipéts prostitute: *© -+
Now Like:an owhile watehmen he mbst welk '

‘| His band st¥l'st a bill, now he st talu
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Idly, like which whole mouths will swear,
“That only wmylhlphu.h brought them theve,
And to every suitor lie in every thing,
Like a king’s favoarite, or like a king;

Like a wedge in a block, mg@oﬂnbﬂ‘,
Bearing like asees, and, move shameless far

Simosy and sodomy in church-men’s lives,

As these things do in him ; by these he thrives.
Shortly (as th’ sea) he ’ll compass all the land :
From-Scets to Wight, from Mount to Dover Strand,
Axd spying beirs melting with luxury,

Satan will a0t joy at their sine, as he,

For (as a thrifty wenoh screpes kitchen-stoff,
Aldhudhgthedmngl,mdmm
Of wasting candles, which in thirty

Behclykqx,pmh-ubuylndduchea)

Piecemeal he gets lands, and spends as much time

‘Wringisg each acre, as maids pulling prime.

In parchment then, large as the fields, he draws

Assurance; big, as glosw'd civil laws,

S0 huge, that men (in our time's forwardoess)

Are fathers of the church for writing less.

‘These he.writes not; nor for these written pays,

‘Therefore spares no length, (as in those first days,

‘When Luther was profess'd, he did desire

Shost nesters, saying as a friar

Each day his beads, but having lefl those laws,

Adds to Christ’s prayer the powerand glory cinase:)

But whea he sells or changes land, b’ impairs

His writings, and, uawatch'd, leaves out ses Aeires,

Angd slily, as any commenter goes by
words or sense ; or m divinity

As controverters in vouch’d texts leave out [doubt.

Sbrewd words, which might aguinst them clear the

Where are thoee spread woods, which cloth’d here-

Those bongit lands ? not built, nor buret withindoor.
Where the old landlord'’s troops and aims ? In halls
Carthesien fagts and fulsome Bacchavals

y | hate. Mean'sbiess’d. In rich mens homes
1, bid kill some beasts, bat no hecatombs;
None starve, nons sqrfeit so. Bat, (oh') w allow
Good works as good, but out of fashion now,
Likeold rich wardrobes. Bot my wordsnonedraws
Within the vast reach of th® huge statute laws.

SATIRE IIL

Ko pity checks my spleen; brave soom forbids
Those tears % issae, which swell my eye-lids.

1 must not laugh, nor weop sins, but be wise;
Can railing then cure these worn maladies?

Is pot our mistress, fair Religion,

As worthy of our soul’s devotion,

As virtue was to the first blinded age ?

Are not Haaven’s joys as valiant to assuage
Lasts, a3 Earth’s homour was to them ? Alas!

As we do them in meaus, shall they surpass

Us in the aud ? Ard .shall thy father’s spirit
Meet blind philasophers in Heav’n, whose merit
Of strict life waay.b’ imputed faith, and hear
Thee, wham he taught 50 casy ways and near
To follow, damn’d ? Ob, if thou dar’st, fear this:
This fear, great courage and high valour is.
Dup’st thop aid mutinous Dutch ? and dar'st thou lay
Thes in shipw’ 'wdunpclchm,npny
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To leader’s rage, to storms, to shot, to dearth ?,

Darst thou dive seas, and dungeons of the earth ?

Hast thoa fire tothaw the ice

Of frozen north discoveries, and thrice

Colder than salamanders? like divine

Children in th’ oven, fires of Spain, and the line,

Whose countries limbecs to our bodies be,

Canst thou for gain bear? and must every he

grhich cries not, ¢ Goddess,” to thy mistress, d;’l',’
eat the poisonons words? courage of straw

O desperate coward, wilt thou seem bold, and

To thy foes and his (who made thee to stand

Ceantinel in this world’s garrison) thus yield,

And for forbid wars lesve th’ appointed field ?

Know thy foes : the foul devil (he, whom thon

Striv'st to please) for hate, not love, would allow

The fain his whole realm to be quit; and as

The world’s all parts wither away and pass,

8o the world’s self, thy other lov'd foe, is

In her it wane, and thou loving this

Dost love a withered and wom strumpet ; last,.

Flesh (itself ’s dsath) and joys, which flesd can taste,

Thou lov’st; and thy fair goodly soul, which doth

Give this flesh power to taste joy, thou dost lothe.

Seek true rehg-non O where ? Mirreus,

Thinking her unhous'd bere, and flod from us,

Seeks her at Rome, there, because he doth know .

That sbe was there a thousand yoars ago:

He loves the rags 50, as we here cbey

The state-cloth, where the prince sat yesterdsy.

Grants to such brave loves will not be enthrall’d,

But loves ber vnly, who at Geaeva is call’d

Religion, plain, simple, sullen, young,

Contemptuous yet ual 1 as among

Lecherous humours, there is one that judges

No wenches wholsome, but course country drudges.

Grajus stays still at home here, and because

Some preachers, vile ambitious bawds, and laws

Still new like fashions, bid him think that she

Which dwells with us, is only perfect; he

Embraceth her, whom his will

Tender to him, being tender; as wards still

Take such wives as their guardians offer, or

Pay values. Cureless Phrygias doth abhor .

All, because all cannot be good ; as one,

Knowing some women whores, dares marry none.

Gracchus loves ull as one, and thinks that so,

As women do in divers countries go

In divers habits, yet are still one kiag ;

So doth, 8o is religion ; and this blind-

News too much light breeds. But unmoved thou

Of force must one, and forc’d but one allow,

And the right ; ask thy father which is she,

Lat him ask his. Though Truth and Falsehood be

Near twins, yet Truth a little elder is.

Be busy to seek her; believe me this,

He ’s not of none, nor worst, that seeks the best.

T adore, or scorn an image, or protest,

May all be bad. Doabt wisely, in strange way

To stand inquiring right, is not to stray ;

To sleep or run wrong, is. On a buge hill,

Cragged and steep, Truth stands, and he, that will

Reach her, abogt must and about it BO;

And what the hill’s suddenness resists, win so.

Yet strive 50, that before age, death’s twilight,

Thy soul rest, for none cau work in that night.

To will implies delay, therefore now do:

Hard deeds the body’s pains ; hard knowledge to

The mind’s endeavouss reach ; and mysteries

Are like the Sun, dazaling, yet plain t’ all eyes.
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Keep thettuth, which thow hast found ; men donet

Ih so il case, that God bath with his hand {stand

Sign'd kinga blank-charters, to kil whom they hate,

Nor are thy vicars, but hangmen, to fate,

Fool and wretch, wilt thoa let thy soul be ty’d

Taman’s laws, by which she shall not be tryad

At the last day ? Or will it then book thee

To say a Philip or a Gregory,

‘A Harry or a Martin taoght me this?

Is not this execnse for meve contrasies,

Equally strong ? cannot botb sidessay so ? [know;

That thou may'st rightly obey power, her bounds

Those past ber nature and name’s chang'd; to be

Then bumble te ker is idolatry.

As streams are, power is; those bless'd flowers, that
- dweli .

At thesough stream’s calm head, thrive and dowell;

But having left their roots, and themselves given

To the stream’s tyrannous rage, ales! are driven

Througls mills, roeks, and woods, and atlast, almost

Condum’d im geing, in the sea are lost: _

80 souls, which more choose men’s unjust

Power, from God alaim’d, than God himself to trust.

SATIRE IV.

WerL; Ismsy mow receive, and die. My sin
Indeed is great, but yet I have been in

A purgatory, soch as fear’d Hell is

A recreation, and scant map of this.

My mind, neither with pride’sitch, nor yei hath been
Poison’d with Jove to see, orto be seen;

1 had oo suit there, nor new auit, to show,

Yet went to court; but as Glare, which did go
To mass in jest, oatch’'d, was fain to disburse
The hundred marks, whiob is the statute’s curse,
Before he scap'd ; 50 't pleas’d my destiny
(Guilty of my sm of going) to think me

As prone to all ill, and of good as forget-
Fal, as prond, lwstful, and as mueb in debt,

As vain, as witless, and as false as they

‘Which dwell im oourt, for once geing that way
Therefore 1 suffer’d this: towards me did run
A thing more thaa oo Nile’s slime the Sun
Eer bred, or all which into Noab’s ark came :

A thing which would have pos’d Adam to name:
Stranger than seven antiquaries’ studies,

Than Afric’s monsters, Guisna's rarities,

Stranger than strangers: one, who for a Dane

la the Dane’s masacre had sure been slain,

If he had livid then; and without help dies,

When next the ’prentices 'gainst strangers rise ;

One, whom the watch at noon lets scarce go by ;

One, t’ whom th’ examining justice sure would ery,

 Sir, by your priesthood, tell me what you are.”

His clotbes were strange, though coarse ; and black

though bare; )

Sleeveless his jerkin was, and it had been

Velvet, but 't was now (s much ground was seen)
tufitafiaty ; and our children sball

See it plain rash awhils, then nought at all.

Thething hath travell’d, and faith speaksall tongues,

And only knoweth what t’ all states belongs.

Made of th’ accents, and best of all these,

He speaksone language. Ifstrange meats displease,

Art can deceive, or hunger force my taste ;

But pedant’s motley tongue, soldiers bombast,

Mountebank’s drug-tongue, nor the terms of law,

Are stroog enough preparatives to draw

DONNES POEMS.

Mie to hear this, yet I must be content

With his toogue, in his tongue call’d compliment =
In which he can win widows, and pay

Make men speak treason, cosen subtiest wheres,
Out-flatter favourites, or outlie aither

Jorius or Surius, or both together.

He names me, and comaste me; I whisper, < Geod !
How have I sinn’d, that thy wrath’s furiows rod,
This fellow, chooseth ne.”” He saith, * Sir,

I lave your j ; whom do you prefer,

For the best limguist 2’ and I sillily

Seid, that I thought Calepine’s Dictionary.

“ Nay, but of men, mast sweet sir 3"’ Beza

Some Jesuits, and two reverend men

Of oyr two academies I pam’d; here .

He stopp’d me, and said : *Nay, your aposties were
Good pretty linguists, 50 Panurgus was;

Yot a poor gentleman ; all these may pass

By travel ;” then, as if he would bpve seld

His tangue, he prais'd it, aad such wonders told,
That I was fain to say, “ if you had liv'd, sir,

Time enough to bave been interpreter

To Rabel's bricklayers, sure the tow'r had stood.”
He adds, “ If of court-life you knew the good,

You would leave longness,” | said, “ Not alene
My loneuess is; but Spartan's fasbion,

To teach by painting drunkards, doth mot last

Now; Aretine’s pictures have made few chasts 3

No more can princes’ courts, though there b fow |
Better pictares of vice, teach me virtue.” [“ O, sie,/ -
He, like to a high-stretch’d lutestring, squesk’d,
°T is swoet to talk of kings.”’—% As Westminster,”™
Said I, “ the man that keeps the abbey tombe,
And for his priee doth, with whoever comes,

Of all our Harrys and our Edwards telk,

From king to king, and all their kin ¢an walic:
Your ears shall hear nought bos kings; your eyws
Kings only; the way to it is King’s Street.” [meet
He smack’d, snd cry’d, “ He's base, mechanic

coarse;
So ‘re all gour English men in their discoume.
Are not your Freuchmen neat i * Mine, as.you
[ have but oae, sir, look, he follows me.” [ses,
“ Certes they ’re neatly cloth’d. Iof this mind am,
Your only wearing is your grogaram.”
‘ Not so, sir, I have more.”” Usder-this pitch
He would not fly ; I chaf’d him: 'bat as itch
Scratch’d into smart, and as blunt irop gronnd

nto an edge, burts worse: 0 I, fool, found,

Crossing hurt me. To fit my sullenoess, .
He to another key his styte doth dress :
And asks, what news; I tell him of new pleys,
He takes my hand, and as a still which stays ./
A semibrief "twixt each drop, be niggardiy, !
As lothe to enrich me, 50 tells many a lis,
More than ten Hollensheads, or Halls, ur Stows,
Of trivial househald trash he knows; be kaows -
When t.he%::enﬁvvn‘d or smil'd, and he knows

w

A subtle statesinan may gather of that g

He knows who loves wbom; and who by poison
Hastes to an office’s reversion; -
Hekoows who 'bath s0ld hieland, and now.dath beg

.| A licence old iron, boots, and shoes, and.egg-

Shells o transport ; shortly boys shall mot play -

At span-counter or blow point, but shell pay ‘
Toil to some courtier ; and, wiser than aibus,

He knows, what lady is not painted. Thus

He with home meats cloys ma. [belch, spew, spit,
Look pale »nd sickly, like a. patient, yet

t



Be thrusts on more' ; end g3 he 'd vodertook

‘Te say Gallo-Belgicus wi book,

Speaks of aH states and thet bave been smce”

‘The Spamfiards came to th* loss of Amyens.

Like a big wife, at sight of loathed meat,

Ready to travail: so [ sigh, and swesat

‘To hear this macaron talk in vaim; for yet,

Either my honour or his own to fit,

He, like s privileg’d spy, whom pothing csn

Ele oo a peion for ery ohon paids
names a price for every

Me saith, our wars thrive iil, because delay’d ;

That ofiices are entail’d, and that there aré A

Perpetuities of them, lasting as far

4s the last day ; and that great officers

Do with the pirates sbare, and Dunkirkers.

Who wastes in meat, i elothes, in horse he notes;

Who loves whores, * * ¢ &#° ¢

1, movre amax’d than Circe’s priscuers, when

They feit themselves tom beasts, feit mynelf

Becoming traitor, and methought I saw

Oune of our giant statues ope his jaw

TO sack me in, for hearing him ; I found

That as burnt vemomous leachiors do grow sound

By giving others their sores, I might grow

Guilty, and ke free : therefore I did show

All signs of loathicg; but since I am in,

I must pay mmonndmL forefather’s sin

To the Iast vefore t0 Dy power

Tougbly and stebberuly [ bear this cross; bat th’

Of meroy now was come: be tries to bring [hour

Mo t0 pay a fine to *seape his torturing, [lingly ;”

And says, “ Sir, can you spare me ?*’ 1said, “ Wil-

“ Nay, sir, can you spare mé a crowni” Thank-

Gave it, 23 ransom; but as fiddlers still, [fully I

Though they be paid to be gooe, yet needs will

'l'brmmmmupenyu; so did be

With his long complemental thanks vex-me.

Bet be is gone; thanks to his needy want,

And the prerogative of my crown: scant

His thenks were ended when I (which did see

All the court fill’d with such strange things as be)

Ran from thenmce with such, or more haste than one,

Who fears more actions, doth baste frem prison.

At home in wholesome solitariness

My piteous soul began the wretchedness

Of suitors at court to meum, and a trsnce

Like his, who dresmt he saw Hell, did advance

Itself o’er me : such men as he snw there

I saw at court, and worse, and move. Low fear

Becomes he guilty, not th’ aceuser. Thon

hall I, oone’s slave, of high bora or rais’d men

Fear frowus? and, my mistress Truth, betray thee

To th’ haffing, bmggart, pufd nobility ?

No, no; thou, which since yestarday hast been

Almn.dontthe'hobvorld,h-tthoum

O Sus, in all thy joueney, vanity,

Sach as swells the bladder of our eourt ? 1

Think, be which made your waxen garden, and

Transported it from Italy, to stand

With us at Leudon, fiouts our courtiers, for

Just such gay paioted things, which no sap nor

Tute have in them, ours ars; and nataral

Some of the stocks ave, their fruits bastard ail.

*T is tes o’clook and pastj all whom the Meuse,

Baloun, texnis, diet, or the stews

Had all the moming held, now the second

Time mad? ready, that day in floeks are found

Io the presence, and I, (God pardon me)

As fresh and swest their spparels be, as be

\-
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The fialds they sold to buy thems “lbrnhng
‘Those bose are,”’ cry the ; and bring
Them next week to the th to sell.
Wants reach all states. Me seems they do as well
At stage, as court: all are players; whoe'er looks
(For themselves dare not go) o’er Cheapside books,
Shall find their wardsobe’s inventery. Now
The lsdies come. As pirates, which do know
That there came weak ships fraught with cochineal,
The men board them § and praise (as they thiak)
well [bought.
Their beauties; they the men’s witsg both sre
Why good wits ne’er wear seariet gowms, 1thoaght
This causer {hiese men mex’s wits for speeches buy,
And womes buy all reds, which searlets dye.
He call'd her bemty lime-twigs, her hair net:
She fears her drugs ill laid, her hair lovse set.

| Would n't Heraclitus laugh to see Macrine

From hat to shoe, bimself at door refine,

As if the presence were a Moschite; and lift
Hulkuuamlbc-:,lnduUMclothublhnﬂ,
Msking them confess not ouly mortal
Great stains and holes in them, but venial
Feathens and dost, wherewith they formicate:
And then by Durer's rules survey the state
Of bis each limb, and with strings the odds tries
©Of his'neck 0 his leg, and waste to thighs.

Se in immaculate clctbes and symmetry

Perfect as circles, with such mcety

As a young preacher at his firt time goes

To preach, he enters; and a lady, which owes
Hnmnotnomuchngoodmu,hem

And unto her protests, protests, protests ;.

So much untnmnvouldmto‘nﬂlm
Ten cardinals iate the Inquisition 3

And whispers by Jesu 50 oft, that &

Pursuivant would have ravish’d him away,

For saying our lady’s psalter. But 't is fit

That they each other plague, they merit it.

But here comes Glarious, that will plague them beth,
Who in the other extreme only doth

Call a rough carelessness good fashion 3

Whose cloak bis spurs tear, or whom he spits on,
He cares not, he. His ill words do m0 harm

To him, be rushes in, as if, Arm, Arm,

He meant to cry; and though his face be as iil
As theirs, which in old bangings whip Ghrist, still
He strives to look worse, be keeps all in awe;
Jests kike a kcens’d fool, commands like law.
Thrd now ] leave this place, lndbutpleu’dn,
As wea from jails to execution go,

Go through the great chamber (vhy is it hug
With the seven deadly sins ) being among s
Thase Askaparts, mea big enough to throw
Charing-cross for a bar, men that do know

No token of worth, but queen’s msn, and fine
Living, barrels of beef, and flaggouns of wine.

1 shook like a spy’d spy. Preachers, which are
Seas of wit and arts, you can, then dare
Drowa the sins of this place, for, for me, -
Which am but & scant brook, it enough shall be
To wash the stains away : although I yet

(With Machebee, modesty) the kuowa merit

Of my work lesssn : yet some wise men shall,
1 hepe, estoem my wits canonical.

SATIRE V.
Thou shalt not laugh i this leaf, Muse, nor they,
Whom sy pity warms. He which did lay

£
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Rales to make courtiers, be uodertood
May make courtiers, but who courtiems good?
' Frees from the sting of jests, all, who in extreme

Alewnm:hedor'wked,of&hentvoltbema,
Charity and liberty, give me. What is he
Who ¢fficer’s rage, and suitor’s misery

Can write ip jest 2 If all things be in all,

As 1 thiok ; since all, which were, sre, and sball
Be, be mnde of the same elements :

Each thing eagh thing u'nplms or represents,
Then, man is 8 world ; in which officers
Are the vast ravisbing sees, and suitors

. Spriogs, now full, now shaliow, now dry, which P

That, whichdrowns them, run : theseself reasons do

Prose the world a man, in which officers -

Are the devouring stomach, and suitors
fuorements, which they void. All men aredust,

Bol much worse are suitors, who to men’s lust

Ao mpde ptl'yl ? O worse than dust or worms'

meat !
For they eat you now, whoss selves worms shall eut

Fair Law’s whitp fevend name be dmnpehi,

To warrant thefts : she i established .
‘Recorder to Destiny on Earth, and she . LY
Speaks Fate's words, and tells who must be .
Rich, wbo poor, who in chaics, and who in jaile g :
She is ail fair, byt yet hath fixil long.nails, ]
With which she scyatcheth suitors.  In bodien .
Of men, %0 in law, nails are extremities ; -
Sooﬁmstmchtommthtnhwcndg »
As our. nails reach what 2o elss part cowmes to. -

Why bar’st thou to yon officer? Fool, bath be L4
Got those goods, for which erst men.bard to thee A
Pool, twnce,thnc?, thou hast bought vmq, snd now
Begg'st nght, but that dole comes not tzll»then d:c.
‘Thou had’st much, and Law’surim and thunmwnis try’
Thou would’st for more ; and for all hast papes -1
Enough to clothe all the great Charrick’s peppes. +{
Sell that, and by that thou much gore 'bl.ltlﬂa.
Than Hammon, when be sold ’s antiquities. .
O, wretch | that thy fortunes should morelics -
Esop's fables, and make tales prophecies.

%?,mtwmﬂs-hnhmdyou; yet you are

ind which drives them ; a wastful war

Is fought against you, andyou fight it; they

Adulterate law, and yon prepare the way,

likevin-::‘h:huemrmrnmu.m? . Lo

Greatest a irest know you . et

Alas! no more thauThiames’ calin head doth know, . SATIRE VL. - e

‘Whose mejds ber arms drown, or whose curn o’er- Smrnat.moetymdtruefmndsmp, -
flow. Mlan's best coutentment, doth socurely sip. ¢ ™
whmenghtewm:helores,whnml, Hupn-mudthemld’cmhlsmd-s :

By ving leave 1o serve, am most richly O sleep, wean’d from thy dear friend’s company,

For servioe paid authoriz'd, now begin ln-cndleﬁeefromdmmoﬂhwghu,tm
To know and weed ost this enormous sin. Where poor men lie, for kings asleop do fesr. - - ~
O agg of resty iron! Some better wit - Here Sleep's hoase by femous Asicsto, - - s

Tou art the swiuming dog, whom lhldo'lw‘ [
Which div'st, aear drowning, for what vm A

&ﬂummuq:fonghtequlu. | By silvertongu’d Ovid, and many moe, .-

Th’ iron sge-was, when justice was sold ; now - Perhaps by golden-mouth’d: Spences, too perdy,
Injustice is sold-deacer far ; aliow (Which-builded was some dozen storige high) . -~
Allolam'dbunddutm.guuteu.m Ehad repair'd, but that it was too rottem, « «

The money, which you- sweat smd swear for, 's gone | As Sleep awak’d hynufmmmm -

Into ether hamds : 50 controverted lands And I will build no new, for by my will, . ’
Scape, like Angalics, the striver’s hands. . Thy father’s house.shall be the fairest still,: : ?
If law be in the judge’s-heart, and be In Excester. Yet, methinks, for all their wit, .
Have no-heat to resist letper or fee, ) Thase wits that say nothing, best describe it.- i

Wheve wilt thou appeal? power of the courta below | Without it there is no sense, oaly in this- 7
Flaws from the st mein bead, and these can throw | Sleep is ualike a long parsuthesis, .
Thee, if thay suek thee in, to misery, Not to save charges, but would | hed slept - o)
Tofe‘q.,hanm Bat if ¢ injury -The time J speut in Jandon, when [ kept - -2

Steel thoe to dase complain, slas ! thou p’s'. Fighting and untrest galiants’ compauy, -
Againgt-thosiream npwards, when thou art mosf | Jo which Natta, the new knight, seized onme, - -
Heavy and inost faint; and in these labours they, And offered me the experience he had bought K
Gummddm eu»lan will in thy { With grestexpense. 1found him theoughly teught
I curing burns. . His thing had had morescars  “4
Become gnat aeu,o’er whch-whea thou shalt be | Than T......c.. bimself; ke Eppe it often wars, 5
Fom'dto:pbﬂ“mhndmﬂwu:hdtm And still is bust, Fhrhubodyandm Cea
That gifshy gold wes drown'd in them befoee. . - | The physio aud covasel (which came too late * <o
All tl-’ follow their kha,dy vhohvemyhtvo “Guinst whores aud dioe) he now on me bestowee 2
- Most supeaxficially ke speaks of those. - - .
Judsam“:udbovbm.dethnn. ~ 11 found, by him, least sawnd him who most kuews. *~
Meant nefsmen should b fors'd tothem togo He swears well, gpeaks ill, but best of clothes, - -
g‘; mns ﬁcm When snpplmﬂoll . What fitwusamer, whet what, winter, whet the spring.«
e wGod, sad

He had Jiviag, but.now these ways come is
Powers, cherubins, and ali Heaven’s comu, ifwe | His whole revenueh  Where higwhove mdvelh.
Shoald pay feeay aii-hare; daily. beogd weyld ber- . - | &ud heth dwelt, sinoe his father's deaddy heitelts.
Sca tu.,—Woddn.mtnm Yea be tella most cupningly cach. hid cense -+ -
Aluuc, a coward, yea & mxiyY, . . + | Why whores forsakie their bawds, . To theso~eome- . ..

He knows of the duel, and on-his skil - flawe

To spémipwmmivens coma-im, and call . . .
Mlhuclotha.mbooh.mmu. and all The leasg:jot in that ot these be quarrel wilh, -+« .
His plate, ghalites ;- sad misteke theps away,. . Though sober, but neler fought, Iknow -, . - -5

Aod ask s fanfor esming } @hlageoay .

-
>

What mgmmw-wewlgg. )



SATIRES.

Withia a poiat st most: yet for bl this
ich is most strange) Natts thinks no man is
howest then himeelf, Thus men may want
Consciestee, whikt being brodght up ignoramt,
They uss themselves to vice. And besides those
Risbern] arts forenam’d, no ‘vicar knows,
other captain less than he, bis schools
inaries, where civil men seem fools,

i

]
3

i

prayer was for his father's il},

sick, that be might die: that bad, until
Tands were he troubled God no move ;
then ask’d him bot his right, that the whore
be had kept, might now keep him: shespent,
eath other on even terms; she went
be unto the wurs, where want

im valiant, and a lientenant’

i

EEE

FYERES
THT]

snd
condition, that if his captain die [less,
sacceed, but his prayer did not ; they
i came home, and he is braver now
his captain: all men wonder, few know how,
rob? No;—Cheat? Noj—or doth he spend
own!? No. Fdus, he is thy dear friend,
t keeps him up. I would thon wert thineown,
thoa had’st as good a friend as thon art cne.
present want nor future hope made me
iro (as once I did) thy friend to be:
ruelly possess’d thee then,
loyal, with tyramny
loose, have since refos’d to be
kjnp,lbnudmn
rid of bim, thoa 't have no moe.
choose as well as love, to none
secoud: tartle and demon
piace in songs, and lovers sick
thee only Love’s bierogiyphic:

the loving elm and vine,
s aocieat oak with ivy twine,
thy symbol
verse ! yet our Abraham France
jesta not. Good Fidus for this
:+ satives bits when they kiss,
we have since fali'n out:
ke pray’d, else we had fought.
would not he should be winper,

Nwruﬂdunthede-thofmh-im,
At his seckivg, our quarrel is deferr’d,
pra;
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unworthy men profer ;
had rather give awny
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So they their grostums and preatness show,’
By giving them that which to wortli they owe:-
What tresson is, and what did Essex kilt? -
Not trae treason, but treason handled il : S
And which of them stood for their conntry’s goed ¥

§ Or what might be the cause of so much blood ?

He said she stunk, and men might not have said
That sbe wis old before that shé was dead.’

His case was hard to do or suffer; loath

To do, he made it harder, 2nd did both s

Too much ring lost them all their lives,
Like some in plagues kill'd with preservatives.
Friends, like land-soldiers in a storm at sea,

Not knowing what to do, for him did pray.

They told it all the world ; where was their wit? -
Caffs putting on a swoed, might have told it. .
And princes must fear favourites more than foes,
For still revenge ambition goes.

How since her death, with sumpter borse that Scot
Hath rid, who, at his coming up, bad not

A sumpter-dog.  But till that I can write

Things worth thy tenth reeding, desr Nick, good
. pight. '
SATIRE VIL

Mxx write, that love and reason disagree,
But I ne'er saw 't express’d as 't is in thea
Well, I may lead thee, God must make thee see ;
But thine eyes blind too, there ’s no hope for thea.
Thou say’st, she 3 wise and witty, fair and free;
All these are reasons why she should scom thee.
Thou dost protest thy love, and would’st it show
By matching her, as she would match ber foe:
And would’st persaade her to a worse offence :
Than that, whereof thou didst accuse her wench. -
Rensen there’s none for thee; but thou may’st vex
Her with example. Say, for fear hersex * -
Shun her, she needs must change ; I do not see
How reascn e’er can bring that masf to thee. -
Thou art a match a justice to rejoice,
Pit to be his, and nbt his daughter’s choiee.
Dry’d with bis threats, she °d scarcely stay with thee,
And would'st th’ have this to choose, thee being free ?
Go then and punish some soou gotten stuff ; .
For her dead husband this hath monsm'd eneugh,
In bating thee. Thou may’st one Like this mest -
For spite take her, prove kind, make thy breath
sweoet '

Let ber see she ’th canse, and to bring o thee
Houest children, let her dishonest be. ,

If she be & widow, I ’ll warrant her- -

Sbe "1l thee before her first hushand prefer §

And will wish thoa bed’st had her maidonhead §
(Ste ’1i love thee 50) for then thou kad’st besn dend.
Bat thoa sach strorig love and woak resscus hast,
Thou must thive thers, or ever live disgrae’d.
Yet pause awbile, and thou may’st tive %o see
A time to come, whetwia she niay bey thea
If thou '}t not panse norcheange, siss ' Deg

now, . \
Do what she ean, love for scthisg alow.
Besides, iere were too mach gain and mevebamiine;
And when thou art rewarded, desert dies.
Now thou hast odds of birmsheioves, he mey donbg
Her constancy, but none can put thee ont.
Aguin, be thy Jova truey she "Il divine, -

thee

n-‘r-eommaﬂlm;q;

peove dh
Andiithdlb.du'uw be thine:
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For though thos most ne’sr thik of othér love,
And so wilt advance her as high above -

Virtue, as cauae above, effect can be ;

T is vistue to be chaste, which she ’ll make thee.

LETTERS
TO SEVERAL PERSONAGER
——————

TO MR, CHRISTOPHER 3ROOK, FROM THE ISLAND VOYAGR
WITH THE RARL OF BSSEX.

THE fTORNM.

Troo, which art I, (t is nothing to be s0)

Thou, which art still thyself, by this shalt know
Part of our pssmge ; and a hand, or eye,

By Hilliaed drawn, is worth a hi

By a worse painter made; and (without pride)
When by thy judgment they are dignify’d,

My lines are sach. ’T is the pre-eminemce

Of friendship oaly t’ impute excellence.

England, to whom we owe what we be, and have,
Sad that her sons did seek a foreign grave,

(For Fate’s or Fortose's drifts nene can gaiosay,
Honour and misery have one face, one way)

From out her pregnasat entrails sigh’d s wind,
Which at ¢h’ sir's middie marble room did ind
Suol strong resistanen, that itself it threw
Downward egein; and e0 when it did view

How in the port our fleet dear time did loese,
Withering like prisovers, which lie but for fees,
Mildly it kiss’d our saila, and fresh and sweet,

As Lo a stomach stary'd, whose insides meet,
Me_at ocomes, it canw ) and swoleoursails, when we
So joy'd, as Sarsh ber swelling joy’d to see 3

But ’t was bat 90 kind, s our countrymen, [then.
‘Which bring friends oneday’s way, and leave them

- Then like two mighty kiogs, whick dweling far

Asunder, meet againet a third to war,

The south and -west winds join’d, and, asthey blew,
Waves like a rolling trench before them threw.
Sooner thaw you read this-line, did the gale,

Like shot nok femrid tilbfels, cur snils aseail 3

And whah at first was cali’d & gust, tho same
Hath now a stormn’s, a0os & tempest’s name.
Jomas, I pity thee, and curse those men,
Whay-whea the sterm rag’d mwet, ‘did - wake thee "
Sleep is pain’s easiest salve, and doth fulfii [thea:
All officesof death, except ¢o kill.

Bot when | wak'd, 1 saw that [ saw'not. :

T and the Sun, which should tedch thes, bad forgot
East, west, day, night; aad 1 could only say,

Had the. werid lastad, that it bud been duy.
Thotasnds onr noises were, yet we *mongst all
Could none by his-right wame, but thander esh: -
Lightaing was all our light, and it vain’d more
Than if the Sun hid drupk.the sea befors,

Some coffin’d in their cabins lie, eqoelly

Griev'd that they are not dead, and yot-mvust die:
And as sin-burden’d souls from graves-will creep’
At the last day, some forth their cabbins peep:
And trewbling ask what news, and do hear 5o

As Jealqu.s_ busbands, what they wonkd not knaw.
Sagme, sitting on the hatches, would seem there
With hideous gasiug to fear away fedr,

'I'her'e note they.the ship's sickiienses, the mast-
Sbak'd with an agua; 394 e Jold and-weste .

-1 ['lose my end: for hére as wrell

DONNES POEMS.

With a ssit dropay ologg’d, sad our tecklings
Soapping, like to too high-streich’d treble strings.
And from our.tatter'd sails mgs drop down so,

As from onahang'd in chaine a year .
Yes even our ordpance, plac’d for onr .
Strives to break logee, and ’scape away fram thenoe-

7
Pumping hath tir'd our.men, sad what ‘sihe geiny ¥

Seas into seas thrown we suck in again: . .

Hearing hath deaf’d our sailors, and if they v

Knew how te benr, these 's neng knownwhat to sy

Compar'd.to these storms, death is but aquple,

Hell iomewhat lightsome, tbe Bexanada’s ealm. -

Darkness, Light’s eldest brother, bis birth-right

Claims o’er the world, and to Heavn hath chasod

light.

All things are one; and that one pope can be,

Since all forms uaiform deformity

Doth cover; o0 that we, except. God say.

Another fiat, shall have no more day,

So violent, yet long these furies be,

That though thine ahseace starve me, I wish not
: thee.

THE CALM.

Ogn storm is past, and that storm’s tyrannous rage
A stupid calm, but nothing it doth swage.

The fable is inverted, and far more

A block sfflicts now, than & stock before, .
Storms chafe, and s00u wear out themssives or us 3 .
In calms, Heaven laughs to sce us languish thus.
As steady as [ oould wish my thoughts were, - <
Smooth as thy mistress’ glasa, or what shines theve, -
The sea is now, and as thg isles which.we .. .
Seek, when we can move, bur ships rooted be.

As water did in storms, now pitch runs out}

As iead, when a fir'd church becomes ane spout 3 -
And all our beauty and our trim deeays, ..
Like courts remeving, or like ending plays D
The fighting plxce now seamens’ rage supply;

And all the tackling is a frippery.

No ase of lanthorns; and in one place lay N
Feathers and dust, to day and yesterday. .
Earth's hollownesses, which the world’s lungs are, -
Have no more wind than th’ apper vault of min. - .
‘Wae can nor lost friends nor sought foes recover,
But, meteor-like, save that we move not, bever. .
Only the calenture together draws '

Dear friends, which meet dead in great fioh’s mews 3
And on the hatches, as on altars, lics B [
Each one, his own priest, and own sscrifice.
Who live, that miracle do multiply,

Where walkers in bot.ovens do nobdie.

If in despite of theve we switn, that beth

No more refreshing than & brimstone bath ;

But from the sea into the ship we tam,

Like parboyl'd wretches, on the ceals to buru. -
Like Bajaget encag’d, the sbophord’s sooffs 3
Or like slack-sinew’d Sampeon, his bair off, .
Languish our ships. Now as a myrad

Of auts darst th’ emperor’s lov'd suske inwades-,
The crawling galleys, sea-gulls, finny abips, -
-Might beave our piunates, our bed-rid shipe s 1
‘Whether a votten stata and hope of gaim, .
Or to disuse-me from the quessy pain N
Of being belov’d and loving, or the thiret :
.Of honoun, or fait death, wwuh‘tll me first §

[ ) a

A depenstemay ipe sad oorandlle.. .. .

IR - IR N

T
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Fate grudges us all, and doth sabtlly hy
which

we all forgot to pray.
He that at sea prayy for more wind, as well

1 should not then thus feel this misery.

T0 STR HENRY WOOTTON. ,

Sea, more than kisses, letters mingle souls,
For thus friends absent This ease controls
The tediousness of my life: but for these,
1 couid fvent nothing at all to please;
Bat I shoald wither in one day, and pass
To a lock of hay, that am a bottle of grass.
Life is a voyage, and in our life’s ways,

jes, courts, towns, are rocks or remoras;
They break or stop all ships, yet our stats ’s such
Tht (though than pitch they stain worse) we must

touch.

If ! the furmaoce of the even line,
Or under th' adverse icy pole thou pine,
Thou know’st, two temperate regions girded in
Dwell theve: bat, oh ! what refage can’st thou win

Parch'd in the court, and in the couatry frozen?
Shall cities built of both extremes be chosen? -
(hndlmgorgarlicbeapa-ﬁme? Or can

or tovpedo cure & man ?

Gbel-nmofnll three: of all three?
1  Rootty riddle!) each is worst equally.

are sepalehres ; they who dwetl there
Are carcases, as if none such there were.
And courts are theatres, where some men play
Princes, some slaves, and all end in one day.
The country is a desert, where the good
Gaiu'd inhabits not ; born, ’s not understood.
Thedé¢ men become beasts, and proae to all evils;
In citfies, dlocks ; and in a fewd court, devils, .
As im the fitst chaos confusedly
Each efethent’s gualities were in th’ other three:
%o pride, lust, covetize, being several
To these three places, yet all are.inall,
And mingled thus, their issue is meestuous:
Falsehood i demizon’d ; virtneis barbarous.
Let no man say there, virtne’s flinty wall
Shall lock vice in me; 1T do nove, but know all.
Men arc which, to pour out, receive:
Who know false play, rather than lose, deceive.
For in best understandings, sin began;
Angels sinn’d first, then devils, ind'then man.
Only perchance ‘bessts sin not ; neu:bed we
Are beasts in afl, but white Int
1 think if men, 'h-elnnthoseplwll live,
Darst-fook in themselves, and themselves retriave,
They would like stvangers greet themselves, secing
Utopian youth grown old Kalian. [thea

Be then fife own home; and in thywelf dwel] ;

Inn aoy where; ecotivusnce maketh Hell.
And seeing thedmil, which every where doth roam, 4
Cgrrymgﬁrmhomoldll still is'at hame: .
Pollow (for he ’s emsy pac'd) this snail, , °
Be thine own palase,'or the werld why jall. -

And in the worlds sea ‘do not like coft vléep
Upon the water's face, nor in-the deep

Sink like a lead without a Jme: but as

Fishes glide, leaving oo print where they pass,
Nor making souud: 6 closely thy course go,
Let men dispute whether thoa ‘breathe or no:
Only in this be no Galenjst. To make

Court’s hot ambitions wholesome, do not take

A dram of country’s dulluess; donot add
Correctives, but as chymics purge the bad.

But, sir, I advise not you, § rather do

Say o’er those lessons which I leam’d of you :
Whom, free from Germany’sschisms, and lightness
Of France, and fair haly’s faithlessness,

Having from these suck’d all they had of worth,
And broaght home that faith which you cury

forth,
lt.hmghly love: bat if myself I "ve won
To know my rules, I have, and you have Donne.

TO STR HENRY GOODYERE.

Wuo makes the last & pattern for next year,
Turns 0o new leaf, but stili the same thingy reads;

Seen things be sees again, heard things doth bear,
And makes his life but like a pair of beads.

Apnhea,vhn'tuﬂutvmnmldbe.
Leaves growing, and staads such, or olse decays:

But he which dwells there, i not so; for he
Strives to arge upward, and his fortune rwise.

8o bad your body ber morning, hath her noon,
shall not better, her next change is night:
Bat ber fair larger guest, t' whom Sun andMoon
Are sparks, and short livd, claims another right,

The naoble sout by age grows lustier;
Her appetite and her digestion mend ;

We must not starve, nor bope t0 pamper her
With woman's milk and pap unto the end.

Provide you manlier diet ; yoa bave scen :
Alllibrasies, whish ase schools; camps, nad courts §
But ask yoar garners, if you have not beea
In harvest too indulgent to your sports.

Would you redeem it? Then yourself transplant

Awhilefrombence. Perchance outlandishground
Bears no more wit than ours; but yet more s¢ant
*  Are those diversions there which bers iboemd.

To be a stranger hath that benefit,

‘We can beginnings, butuoth-biuchoh. : '
Go. Whither? Hence. You get, if you forget; *
New faults, till they preseribe to u;, are lmoke
Our soul, whosecbnntq'sﬂen'n lnd God her

father,
Into this world, corraption’s slrk, is sent ;
Yet so thuels in bet travnil she duth mhcr, -

1

: Thntlhpmm hmevl’erthndlevent.- oo

It pays you well, ifit wtch you to spare,
i And-meka you sstam’d to make your hawk’s

praiss yours,
mmwan the ln-.

Ymm-m tbtbithemghlhehv’u
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Howevet, kinp the Brely tasto you bold RS
Of God, love him now, but fear him more: .
And in your afternoons thimk what yoa told
Anit promiis®d Mm at moming prayer before.

Let falsebood Fiie'a discovd anger you,

Else be not froward. But why do I touch
Things, of which none is fn your practice new,
- And tables'snd fruit-trenchers teach as much ?

Bat thus 1 make you keep your promise, sirg
Riding T had yow, though you still stay’d there,

And iu these thoughts, although you never stir, -
You came with me to Micham, and sre here. -

R,
O MA. ROWLAND WOODWARD.

Lixz one, who in ber third widowhood doth profess
Herself & nun, ty'd to retiredness, .
So nﬂ‘eeupylhn‘-o- « chaste fallowness.

Since she to few, yet to too many, hath shown
How love-song weeds and satirio thorns are grown,
Where seeds of etter arts are early sown! ’

‘Though to use and love poetry, to me,
Betroth’d to no cae art, be no adultery;

Omissions of good, ill, as ill doeds, be,

For though to us it seem but light and thin,
Yet in thoss faitbful soules, where God throws in
Meu’s works, vanity weighs as much as sin.

If our scusls bave stain’d their firet white, yet we
May clothe them with faith and dear honesty,
Which God imrgtrtes as native parity.

There is no virtue but religion:
Wise, valiant, sober, just, are names which none
‘Waat, whish want not vice-covering discretion.

Seek we theh curdelves in ourselves? for as
l#en_tomthehn with much more force to pass,
y gathering his beams with & crystal gless;

So we {if we into oarselrte will turs, -
" Blowiog oar spark of virtue) may out-burn
m,m', which doth sbout our hearts sqjourn.

You kapw, physicians, when they would iafase -
Into any o} the souls of simples, use
Places, wheve they may lio still warm, to checes.’

oy and b vty where bt s
iddily, be every w! at home,
Sqqh_Zedothawﬁmtbem ‘

We are but farmers of oursalves ; yet may,

H we can stack aurselves and thrive, nplay :

Much, much gpod treasure for the great rent day.
Swnd e b e b R
shinsure thyself thew; to thirself ¥ impror'd,-

And wish vaity outwanithings ba ne siore mov'd,

Bat 0 Imow. thist: 1 Jovs thee, nad woald b Jov’d.

DONMNE'S POEMS,

. 70§18 HENRY WOOTTOR

ilal&mwﬁutmnm,ﬁnne;lmzt’u-:
you Calais, or Sajut MichaePs as tolf
That vice doth hete habitually dwd{m .
Ydll,togetmh'ewnﬁlgdmdabvu.q
And toil to sweeten rest; »0, may frown,

I but to loath both, I baunt court and town. .
For here no one fs from th’ extremity

Of vice by any other reason fres,

But that the next to him atill 's wores than he.-

(God’s commissary) doth 8o throughly bate,
As in th' court’s squadron to marshal their state}

I they stand arm'd with silly honesty,
With wishiog, prayers, and neat integrity,
Like Indians ‘gainst Spanish bosts they be.

mieious boldness to this place belongs,
nd t' have as many ears as all have tongues ;
Tender to know, tough to scknowledge wrongs.

Believe me, oir, in my youth's giddiest Suys,
Whean to be like the court was a player’s praios,
Plays were not w0 like courts, as courts like plays.

WMuuMmimicutiaM
ose deepest projects and egregious guests
Are but dull morals at a game at ches

But ’t is an incongruity to smile,
Therefore I end ; and bid favewell awhile
At vourt, though from oourt were the better style.

TO THE COUNTRSS OF BEDFORD.
.
Raason is our souls’ left hand, faith her righs,
By these we reach diﬂm:'l you :

Their loves, who bave the. of your light,
Grew from their roason; mine from fair fafth
grew. L

But as although a squint left-handedness

.B’ ungracious, yet we cannot want that hand ¢
8o would 1 (not £’ increase, but to express

My faith) as I believe, 50 wnderstand.

Therefore I study you first in your saints, .
Those frieds, whom your elestion glorifies ;

Then in yoar dseds, acoesses, and restraints,

" And what you read, and what yourself devise:

Bat sooes, the resposs why you ve Jov'd by all, *
Grow inflnite, and 0 pase resson’s reach,
Then back again ¢’ implicit faith 1 fall,
And rest on.what the Catholic yoicesdoth toach ¢
That you are good 1 and not oue horetic
Denies it; if he did, yot you are so2 '
For rocks,- which high do soem, deeprcosted stick, -
Waves washy notamdering, pos prastheoe.:
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hev’rythmgtherennnnllym , As all which go to Reme, da %t
A balsamum, to keep it fresh and new, Estoem roligions, and hold. fast

I ’t ware ot ifjérd by extrinsic blows;
Yoarbm.b ndbennty nrethubalmm you.

3w 8~ errs

ht)ouoﬂenrmng and religion, '

A And nm:: a::ch mgrednmu, hvemade
mithridate, whose bperation
ﬁepqd’,orcure-.wh-tanbedoneotmd

Yett.hunmtyonrphync,bntyowbod,

A diet fit fox.;you; for yonare here -
The first good angel, since the-world’s frame stood,
That-amer-did in' woman’s shape appean -

fixios you are thewy God's masterpiece, and so0
Hise factor for our loves ; do as you do,

Jakcn your rethra home gracions; sud bestow
‘This life on that ; so make one hfeoftvo.

Pa-,so.G«lbdpme, I wenid oot miss you there,

For all the good which you can do me here.

P

o THE COUNTRSS OF BEDFORD.

You have refit’d nse,-and to worthiest things,
<. Niigtos, arty beaaty, fortane; now I see

or use, not nature, value brings ;
And soch, as they are cimmnc'dtheybe.
Two tils can ue'er pevplex ut, sin ¢ etcuse,”
But of twe good things we msy leave or chovse.

Therefore at court, which is not virtue's elime,
Where s tranecendent height (as lowness me)
Jliskes har not sos, pr not show: alt my rhyme
Your virtues challenge, which there rarest be;
hudukmumdm;mthmmmth
To usher virtue, and say, This is she.

So in the country’s beauty. To this place
You are the season, madam, you the day,
’T in bk a-grave of spices, till your face
Exhale them, and s thigk close bud display.
Widow’d and yeclos’d ¢lse, her aweets sh’ enshrines ;
w‘(hu.whe- the Sun at Brasil dimes.

Out from ywrchanotmommghnh utm
And falsifion both 8“‘-
Mlmmdddodlﬁnmﬂmmlbm,
We your usw crestures by new reok’nings go«
This shown that 308 from vature loathly stray,
'lhtm&tmtmnrhﬂcnl day.

hMm‘uuﬂethoaunh’m

And wilPd ywm&nnﬂm&-.
"Ta do profane sutnmosl offieos,

‘Whilst bere to you we sacrifices run ;
?rmmﬁqm,u-'obq.

mﬂmnﬂmwﬁy

umdmmm

Your virtaous ml,lwthucnﬂce
Mmp“u,l-luhm:; tbquuo

But that § mey strvey the
hmmummmm !

mmhuﬂdmﬂh

.
N

But sprve discourse and curiogity .. . T

Wijth that, which doth MMMIM
And shun th’ entangling labyrintbs of schooll,
And make it wit to thiok the wuetfools

Soi m this pllgn 1 would behold
You as you n5 stempk‘ml.lsnhe,
What walls of tender crystal her infold,
What eyes, hands, bosom, her drure lltgn be,
And after this purvey oppose to .
Builders of chapels, you, th’ Escund

»
Y

Yet not as consecrate, but merel‘iuhlr‘
On these | cast a lay and country eye.
Of past and future stories, which are rare,

1 find you all record and prophecy.
but the book of Fate, that it adwit
No sad nor guilty legends, yoa are it.

If good and lovely mmtont,ofboﬁl
You were the trapscript and originel,
The elements, the parent, and the gmt.h
And'every piece ofsou is worth. their
So entire are all your deeds and you, ﬂut you ..
Mutdot.heumet.hmpmu, youwnottw-

But these (as nicest schoo! divinity
Serves heresy to further or répress)
Taste of poetic rage, or fattery;
And need not, whemanhum onetmthpmfb-
OR from new proofs and new phrase ne'doubu

Sae arat)

grow,
*| As stramge attire aliens the men we kmow. .

Leaving then busy praise, and all appeal

Te bigher courts, sense’s docres is trne.

The mine, the magazing, the common-weal,
The story of beauty, ia Twicknam s and you
Who hath seen one, would both ; ‘as who hath been
hhndxoe,mldlegktheghembin._ i eved.

———— - .y o
v LS L AL TVAN & £}

T0 IR EDWARD HERBERT)- o 4.

SINCR LORD Illlll‘l‘ or cnmmnr, m A'P m IY&I
OF JuLYERS.’

Max is a lump, where alf ‘Donsts veedad B3, ="
Wisdom makes him sa arly vhere ollagree 7 I
The fool, in whom thess betath dolivé.atjur,:. "
Issport to others, and & theatre. -
Nox stapts be-20, but ie’ himsalf their prayy . 7
All which was mon inhim, iseat away: - - - [
And pow hin beasts on ane another feed,- R
Yet couple in nhn:’erhln:ml;mhm“hed "
How happy ’s he, whic! ue p! apmign
To his heasts ; and disaforested hig mind!
Empal'd himself to keep them out, not jn ;
Cansow, and darestrust eornl."vhere they bave bem;
Can use his horse, goat, wolf, and ¢v* bellt,
mummmmﬁ;mnnmem" X
Plse man viot caly is the herd of siné, '~ °
But he s those devils too; 'hldb‘dﬁwlhe
Mwmhedbugm-ndmndammm
For miun rapadd weightto mmm&.

‘I":_"

kﬂ-hthycm by eur fisst touok teks in:-
The pristavey Seeture wboviginnl ity :
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Bo to the prnishments, which God doth fling,

Our. appreliension cottributes the sting.

To us, s to his chickens, be doth cast

Hemlock ; and we, as tnen, his hemlock taste :
We do infuse to what he meaat for meat,
Corrosiveness, or intense cold or heat.

For God bo such apecific poison bath

As kills, men know not how 5 his fieroest wrath
Hath no sutipathy, but may be good

At least for physic, if not for our food.

Thus mau, that might be bis pleasure, is his rod ;
And is his devil, that'might be his god. -
Sinoe then our business is to rectify

Nature, to what she was ; we "re fed awry

By them, who man to us in little show ;
Greater'than due, no form we can bestow

Ou him ; for man into himself can draw

Al ; all bis faith can swallow, or reaspn chaw H
All that is £ITd, and all thas which doth £lI,

All the round world, to man js but a pill ;*

In all it works not, but it is in all*

Poisonous, or purgative, or cordial. A

For knowledge kindles calentures in some,

And is to others icy opium. .
As brate as true is that profession then, i
Which you do use to make; that you know man.
This makes it credible, you ‘ve dwelt upon -
All'worthy books; sad now are-such an one.
Actions are authors, and of those in you

Your friends find ev'ry day a mart of new.

1

TO THE OOUNTESS OF REDFORD,

Worst of spiritual vices, simony : -
And not t* have written then, seems little less 3
Than worst of civil vices, thaok]essness. - !
{n this my debt [ seerfi’d loath to confees,

n that 1 seem’d to shun beholdenness :
Bat’t isnot so  Nothings, as I am, may
Pay all they have, and yet have all to pay.
Such borrow in their payments, and owe more,
By having leave to write 8o, than before. )
Yet since rich mines in barren are shown,
¥ly not [ yield, not gold, but coal or stone?

emples were not demolish’d, though profane :
Here Peter Jove's, there Paul bath Dina’s fane.

So whether my hymns you admit or choose,

In me you ve hollow'd a Pagan Muse,

And denizon’d a stranger, who, mistaught
By blamers of the times they marv’d, bath sought
Virtues in ¢oruers, which now bravely do .
Sbie in the world’s best part, or all it, you, - |
I have been told, that virtue in courtiery’ boarts = |
Suffers an oatracimm, and departs. |

Profit;’casq, fitaems, plenty, bid it. go,
Bat whither, only knowing you, I know ;
Your, or you virtue, twn vast uses verves,

It ransoms one sex, snd gne court preserves;

ere ’s nothing but your worth, whieh being trae

Is known to any other, not to you:
And you can pever know it ; to admit - Y
No knowjedge ot your worth, is sowne of it. !
But since t0 you your praises discards be,
Stoop others’ ills to meditate with me,
Ob, to confess we know not what we should,
Is half excuse, we know not what we -would .

‘T uave written then, when you writ; seem’d to me '

DONNE'S POEMS.

Lightness h us, ?hc lls ¢
W‘enentnndflint. yet still go down the hills 3
As new philosophy arrests the Sun,

And bids the passive Earth aboat it run ;

So we have dull'd our mind, it bath no ends;
Only the body ’s busy, and pretends.
As dead low Earth eclipses &nd contrels
The quick high Moon : so doth the
lnnonebutmmmhm’dmng
As hands of double ofice: for the ground .

We till with them ; and them to Heaven we raise 5
Who prayer-less laboars, or without these prays,
Doth but one half, that ’s noae; be which swid,

“ Plow, .
And look not back,” to look sup doth allew.

soals.

| Good seed degenerates, and oft cbeys

The poil’s disease, and into cockle strays :

Let the mind’s thoughts be but trgnsplantad so
Into the body, and bastardly they grow. -
What hate could hurt oar bodies like our Jove
We, but o foreigu tyrants, could remove
These, not engrav’d, but jubom dignities,
Caskets of souls ; temples and palaces.

For bodies shall from deatb redeemed be

Souls bat preserv’d, born naturally free; -

As men to our prisons now, souls to us are scat,
Which learn vice there, and come in innoceot.

.| First seeds of every creature are in us,

Whate’er the world bath bad, or precious, ... -
Man’s body can produce: bence hath it been,

+| That stones, worms, frogs, and snzkes, in man are

. seen:
But who €’er saw, though Nature can work o, -
That pearl, or gold, or corn, iu man did grow ?
We ’ve added to the world Virginia, and sent

] Two new stars lately to the firmament ;

Why grudge we us (not Heaven) the dignity
T’incremvithoumtbaehr-ouh:mmy?
But I must end this letter ; though it do

Stand on two truths, neither is true to you
Virtue hath some ess ; for sbe will
Neither believe her good, nor other's ill.

Even in you, virtue’s best paradise,

)| Virtue hath some, but wise degrees of vice.

Too many virtues, or too much of one,
Begets in you unjust suspicicn. -

And ignorsace of vice makes virtue lesy,
Quenching compassion of our wretchedness,
But these are riddies : some aspersion

Of vice becomes well some complexion.

Statesmen | vice gith vice, and may corrode
1 The bad 'm

8 spider with a toad. -
For.g0 ill thralls not them, but they tams ill,
And make ber do much guod against her will ;

| But in your eommon-wealth, or world in you,

Vice bath wo office or good work to do.
Take then no vicious purge, but be content
With cordial virtue, your kaown nourishment.

TO THE COUNTESS OF BEDFORD.
L .

X NEW ’s DAY,

Turs twilight of two yesrs, Bot past, nor next,
Some emblem is of me, or I of this, ,
Who, (meteor-Yike, of stuff and form _penicd,
Whose what andwbmhdw&qm »)
1€ Lehpuld call me any thing, shopid mis.



- LATTERS

1 sum the years and me, andfad me wot .
Dabstor to th’ old, nor areditor to th’ new:
That cannot say, my'ﬁh-bl bawe forgot,
Nor truat { this with bopes, and yet scarcs troe:
Thisbravery s since these times show’d me you.

In recompensw I wouold show feture times
What you weve, and teach them ¢’ uwyge towards

Verse embaims virtne; and>tombs or thrones of
Preserve frail transitory fame, as mach [rhymes
As spive doth bodies from corrupt air’s touch.

Mine are short-liv’d ; the tincture of your name.
Creates in them, but dissipates as fast

New spirits ;- for strong agents with the same
Force, that doth warm and cherish us, do waste;
Kept hot with stroug extracts no bodies Jast.

So my verse, built of your just praise, might want_
Rewsoo and likelihood, the irmest base;
And made ofmmcle,novfnul is scant,
‘WiH vanish soon, aud so possess no place ;
And you and it too much grace might disgrace.

‘When alil (as truth commands asent) coafess
All trath of you, yet they will doabt how I

{Ovne com of cne low ant-bili’s dust, and less)
Should pame, know, or express a thing %0 bigh,
And (pot an mch) measure infloity.

la-otwlithqn, nor myself, nor you,
Bat leave, lest truth b’ endasger’d by my praise,
And tom to God, who knows I think this trae,
And useth oft, when such 2 hears mis-says,
To make it good ; for such & praiser prays.

He will best teach you, bow you should lay out
His stock of besuty, learning, favour, blood ;
- He will perplex security with doubt, [yougood
And clear those doubts ; hide from you, and show
Apd 80 increase your appetite and food.

He will teach you, that good and bad have not
One hmudemclomenndneom,

Indiffergut theve the greatest space hath got,
Some pity’s not good there, some vain disport,
On this sade siw, with that place may comport.

Yet he, as he bounds seas, will fix your bours,
Wh:ch Pleasure and delight may not ingress;

- And though what noge else be truliest yours,
He will make you, what you did not, possess,
By using others’ (not vioe, but) weakness.

Be will make you speak truths, and credidly,
And make youa doubt that others do not so:

He will provide you keys and locks, to spy,
And ’scape spies, to good ends, and he will show
Wlnt you will not acknowledge, what not know.

For your own conseienes he gives innocence,
Bat for your fame a discreet wariness,

And (though ta "scape than to revenge offence
Be better) he shows both, and to repress -
Joy,when yourstate swells; sadness,when 't is less.

Prour need of tears he will defend your soul,
Or make & iog of one tear; .

He cannot; (that ’s; be will not) disearoll
Your name 3 ‘and whes with actjva joy we hear
" This phivets gospdl, then & .0uF pew year.
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Max to God'’s Eve to man's was made,

Nor find we that God breath’d a soul in her;
Canons will not church-functions you invade,
Nor laws to civil ofice you prefer.

Who vagrant transitory comets saes,

Wonders, because they 're rare; but a new star,
‘Whose motion with the firmament agrees,

Is miracle ; for tbere no Rew thiogs are.

In women 50 perchance mild innocesce
A seldom comet is, but active good

A miracle, which reason ‘scapes and sense j
For art and pature this in them withstood,

As such a star the Magi led to view
The manger-cradled infant, God below:

By virtue’s beams (by fame deriv’d from you)
May apt souls, aod the worst may virtae know.

If the world's age and death be well
BythoSm’sﬁIl.whnhmMMM

Mumnguhrthtvmmahfdl .
So low as woman, should be near her end.

But she ’s not stoop’d, but rais’d ; exil’d by men
She fled to Heav'n, that ’s heav'oly things, that’s

She was in all men thinly scatter'd then, ([you;
But now a mass contracted in a few.

She gilded us, but you are gold; lndlhe
Informed us, but transubstantistes you ;

Soft dispositions, which ductile be,
Blixir-like, she makes not elean, but nev.

Though you & wife’s and mother's name ulmn.
'T is not as woman, for all are not so;

But Virtus, having made yoa virtue, ’s fain
T° adhere in these named, her and you to shgw.

Else, bemg alike pure, we should neither see, ..
As water being into air rarefi'd,

Neither appear, till in one cloud they be 3
Bo for our sakes you do low names abide;

Taught by great constellations, (which, being fram'd
Of the most stars, take low names Crab and Holl,
When single planets by the gods are nam’d)
You covet uot great names, of great things fall.

36 you, as woman, one doth comprehend,
And in the vals of kindred others soe;

To sotme you are revesl’d, as in a friend, 1
Andunnrtumpﬂncahoﬂ.eome. !

To whoms, bumafmyudl virines flow,-
And ’t is not noae to dare contemplate you, .

1, which do-so, a8 your tree subject owe
Some tribute for that ; -o&e-huumdn

Jf you can think tb?e fatterics, they are, - .
For then your ;u gment i3 below my praise.
If they wexe 50, oft flatteries work as for .
As counsels, and ag fas th' qlduvw.rruse- .
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86 my ill reachi there grow X Tell him, all which men have
But [ remain untamlhll : Bothoftha and pains of Hell, aro ended ;

And bet your benity,’ m‘tue. knowladge, blood,
Are more abbve 3l} fisttery than my will. ~

And If!mn‘ * 1§ not you,
!uunyownj engwhodndl

Brenioance, that af tbueprmunh&u betme,
Axd virtueshonid your beauty’ and bu-th outgrow.

Now that my prophecies are al fulfill’d,
Rather than God should not be bonour'd too,

And all these gifts confess’d, which be instill'd,
Mnelf were bound to say that which I dov

Solbutyourreemlerm in this,
Or mouth, and speaker of the universe,
A miinteria] potgry ; for 't is
Not 1, but you and fame, that make this verse.

lmyou!propllehn your younger days,
Andmymmpmn,oodlnymtopmne

TO MR.J. W,

Az hail, sweet poets! n-dﬁlldmm ﬂre,
Than hath or shall enkindle my dull

. 1lov'd what Neture gave thee, but th
Ofdl.dmllmngbnlldmim;

Who have before or shail write after thee,
Their works, though tougbly laboured, will be
uhﬁ.oyc-pwmnmmy,
Orwmmmmmmd-day

Men say, and truly, that they better be,
Which be cavy'd than pity'd : therefore L
Because [ wish the best, do thee envy :

O would’st thou by like reason pity me,

Butumnot.forme, 1, that ever was

In Nature’s and in Fortaoe’s gifts, alss !

(Bat for thy grace got in the Muse’s school)
A meoster and a beggar, am a fool.

Ob, how I grieve, that late-bora modeaty
Hath got such root in easy waxsn hearts, [parts
That men may not themselves their own good
Extol, without suspect of surquedry ;
For, but thyself, no subject can be found
‘Worthy thy quill, nor any quill resound
Thy worth bat thine : .how good it were to see
A poem in thy praise, and writ by thee !

Now if this song be too harsh for rhyme, yet as
The pamtel’s bad god made a good devil, -
*T will be good prose, although the verse be evil.
If thou !orget the rhyme, as thou dost pass,
Then write, that 1 may follow, and so be
Thy echo, th { debtor, thy foil, thy zanee.
1 sball be thought (if mine like thine I shape)
All the world's lion, though I be thy ape.

TO MRB. T. W.

’ Hmtbeﬂ.hlnhm,uﬁstnthylmmmn
Will give thee leave, to him ; my pain and pleasure
“ 1 've given thee, and yet thou art too weak,
Feetandnmmmgn:l andtonguewspenk.

And 't is decreed, our Hell is but privation
Qf him, et least in this Earth’s bhabitation :

i and
Live | or die, Uyyoumylowhmt,
You are my pawnd, or else ny testament.

TO MR, T, W,

Pazcrast again with th’ old twins, Hope and Fear,
ORft have ] ask'd for theo, both how and where
Thou wert, and what my hopes of [otters werer

As in our m’lly beggars narrowly
Watch motions of the giver’s hand or eye,.
And evermore conceive some hope thereby.

And now thy alms is giv'n, the letter’s read,
The body risen again, the which was dead,
And thy poor sunohng bountifully fed.

Aﬂerthubquetmynul dnunqm
And praisa thes for 't, nndzeulomlynhm
Thy love ; though I think thy love in this cass
To be as gluttons’, which say midst their ment;
myhnthub.t,oiwhncht.hey“douh

INCERTO,

At once from hence my lines and I depart,
I to my soft still walks, they to my beart;
I to-the nurse, they to the child of art.

Yet as a firm house, though the carpenter
Perish, doth stand : as an ambassador
huufe,ho-euhuhngbemdnger-

So, thoagh [ languish, press’d with mehncboly,
My verse, the strict map of my
Shall live to see that, for whose wan dle.

Therefore 1 envy them, and do repent,

That from unhappy me things happy are sent ;
Yet as a picture, or bare sacrament,

Accept these lines, and if in them there be
Merit of love, begtow that love on me.

TO MR. C. B.

'l‘nfnmd,'bomt.bydesemlot.heemchli-,

Urg’d by this inexcusable ocoasion,

Thee and the saint of his-affection -
Leaving behind, doth of both wants complain;
And let the love, I bear to both, sustain

No blot nor maim by this division ;

Strong is this love, whicb ties our hearts in One,
And strong-that fove pursu’d with gmorous pun
But though besides myse!f [ leave behind

Heaven’s liberal and the thrice fair Sun,

Going to where starv’d Winter aye doth won ;
Yet love's hot fires, which martyr my sad mind,

Do send forth scalding sighs, wbich have the art

To melt all ice, but that which walls her heart.




' LETTEXS."

- ., . DR

. TO MR 8. B.

O Tmou, which to search out the secret parts

Of th’ Tndie, ot rathesr Paradise

Of knowledge, hast with courege and advice
Lately lanch'd iato the vast sea of agts, .
Disdain not in thy constant travelling

To do as other voyagers, and make

Some tarns into less creeks, and wisely take
Fresh water at the Heliconian spring.
I sing not siven-like to tempt; for 1

Am harsh; nor as those schismestics with yon,’

Which draw all wits of good hope to their erew;
But secing in you bright sparks of poetry, -

L, though I brought no fuel, had desire

With these articulate biasts to blow the fire. -

' TO MR. B. B,

bmcthyumd hunger of science
Yet satisfy’d ? unotthy bnmlnchl‘uve

From the sets’ spizits and their quintessence ?

Thun wean thyself at last, and thee withdraw
h(hmbndge,t.byoldnurn, and, as the rest,
l-um-:hulndotudilydigut

Th’ immense vast volumes of our common law ;

And begin soon, lest my grief grieve thee too, -
Whlchuthuthu,whchlshouldhnvebegun
In my youth’s moming, now late must be done :

And 1 as giddy travellers must do,
Which stray or sleep ali day, and having lost
Light and strength, dark and tir'd must then

ride post.

If thou unto thy Muse be married,
Embrace her ever, ever multiply ;
Be far from me thnta:nngo adult.a-y

To tempt thee, snd her w d;

My nurse, (forlhsdone)beuuel’ncold.
Divore’d herself; the canse being in me,
mtlanukemmmblgamy, .

Not my will only, but pow’r doth withhold ;

Hence comesit that these rhymes, which never bad
Mother, want matter; and they only have
Ahtﬂzﬁorm,the 'hlchmurﬁthﬂguo.

They are profane, imperfect, ob! too bad
To be counted childven of
Except confirm’d and bishopped by thee.

TO MR, R, W,

Iv, as mine is, thy life a slumber be,

Seem, whea thou read’st these lines, to dreamof me;
Never did Morpbeus, vor his brother, wear
Shupuoohketbmshpu,vhomthoy would ap-

pear;

As this my letter is Fike me, for it

Hath my name, words, hand, feet, heart, mind, and
wit;

Itismy deedofghofmetothee,

It is my will, myself the legucy.

So thy retirings [ love, yea envy,

Bred in thee by » wise melancholy ;

P4
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Thuxlnjﬂce,thntunbwbenthnuui,
Thougblsuyhere,lcanthnsmdmhnn;
As kindly as any enamour'd:

patioot,
‘| His picture to bis absent love hath sent.

Mlmlthmkloontm%tbﬂm;
Havens are Heav'ns, and ships. wing’d angels be,
The which both gospel and mmm briag;
Guiana’s harvest is nipt in th
I fear; and with us (methmks) ate denk 0,
As -ith the Jew’s guide qudad, .he.did sheow
Him the rich land, but barr'd tis entry ins
Oor slowness is our punishment and sin. :
Perchance, these Spanisb husinesses being dooe,
Which ss the Earth between the Moon end SBun
Eclipee the light, which Guians would gimy,
Our discontinued hopes we shall retriemes
- | But if (as all tb* all st) hopes m. nuy,
1s not sJwighty Virtue an India? -

If men be worlds, there is in everyone

) Something to answer in some |
‘] All the 'orld’l riches: apd ﬁ this

Vn-tueourformufonn -ndounmd‘uonlu.

———
RS

I MRed. Bos ¢ = 2w

Oy that short roll of friends writ in my hesst,
Which with tby name begins, dince their depast
Whether in th* English proviaces they be,

Or drink of Po, Sequan, or Danuby,

There's noue, thatsometimes greats umk llllret

Your Trent is Lethe’, thas past, N Fen foegete:
You do not duties of 1 societies,

If from th’ embrece of & lov'd wils yeu rise,
View your fot beasts, &mh'dblr-,udhbom‘d
fields, '

Eat, play, ride, take all j joys, wlneh aﬂ dnyyleld.l,
And then again to your embracements go

Some hours ap usyourfne-ﬁ,andcomebuw'
Upon your Muse; else Hoth we shall repent,

1, that my love, she, that her gifts on you ave spent.

)
B

T0 MR. J. P.

Bl.n’n are your north parts, for all this long time
My San is with you, cold and dark’s our clime.
Heaven's Sun, which stay’d so Jong from us this

Stly'dr’nyonrmﬁ.h(nhmk)brnhemtbm, )
And hither by kind Nature drawn from thence,
Here rages, chafes, and threatens pestilence;

Yet I, as long as she from hence doth stay,

* § Think thie wo soath, no summer, por no day.

With thee my kind and unkind heart is run,
There sacrifice it to that beaateous San:

So mey thy pastures with their flowery feasts,
As suddecly av lard, fat thy lean beusts;

’Somdy thy wouho&poll’d yet ever wear

tnd(whenlhelm)agolden hair;
&mydlthyshupbﬁngioﬁhtwim; and 50
In chase and race may thy horse all oat-go;
So may thy love and courage -e’erbeeold~
Thy son ne’er ward ; thybv'dmhne’ermold

‘Bnt may'n thou mh lnat thnp, and them at-

As thou ull’st her, cnd none bnt her, my pain.
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T0 k. OF D.
WTTH NIX HOLY %0MNETS.

Szs, sir, how s the San’s hot masculine flame °
Begets strange creatures on Nile's dirty slime,
Ia me your fatherly yet Justy shyme  [same;

(For these songs are their fruits) have wronght the

Bat though th’ engendring forve, from whence they

came,
Be stroug enough, and nature doth admit
Sev’n to be born at once; I send as yet
Batsix; they say, thessventh hath still some maim:
] choose your judgment, which the same degree
Doth with her sister, your invention, bold,
As fire these drossy rbymes to purify,
Or as elixir to change them to gold ;
You are that alchymist, which always had
‘Wit, whose one spark could make good things of bad.

——— -

TO
SIR HENRY WOOTTON,
AT HIS GOING AMBASSADOR TO VENICE.

Arraz those rev’rend papers, whose soul is [name,
Our good and great king's lov’d hand and fear'd
BY which to you he derives much of his,
And (how he may) makes you almost the same,

A taper of his torch, a copy writ
From his original, and a fair beam' ,
Of the same warm and duzzling San, though it
Must in another sphere hjs virtae stream ;

After those learned papers, which your hand
Hath stor'd with notes of use and pleasure too,

From which rich treasury yon may command
Fit matter, whether you will write or do;

After those loving papers, which friends send
With glad grief to your sea-ward steps farewell,
‘Which thicken on you now, as pray’rs ascend
To Heavenin troops at a good man's passing bell;

Admit this honest paper, and allow
It such sn audience as yourself wonld ask ;
‘What you must say at Venice, this means now,
And hath for nature, what you have for task.’

To swear much love, not to be chang’d before
Honour alone will to your fortane fit 3

Nor shali I theo honour your fortune more,

. Tban I have done your noble-wanting wit.

Bat ’t is an eagier load (though both oppress)
To want than govern grestness; for we are
In that, our own and oaly business
In this, we must for others’ vices care.

n their last farnace, in activity 3
Which fits them (schools and courts snd wars o’er
To touch and taste in any best degres. .

For we, (if there be such a thing as 1) : JJ

. Fortune (if there be guch a thing as she)
Spiuthalbqrnvdlhertynmy,
That she thinks nothing else 90 fit for me.

DONNES

AAndthen,cold

POEMS.,

But though she peirt us, to Rear my oft prayers
Por your incresse, God Is as near me bere;
And to send you what 1 shall beg, his steire
In length and ease are alike every where.

TO MRS, M. H.

Map paper, stay, and grudge not here to barn
With all those sons, whom thy brain did creste;
At least lie hid with me, till thou return
To rags agsin, which is thy native state.

What though thou have enough unworthiness
To come unto great place as others do,’

Thst 's much, emboldens, pulls, thrusts, T confess ;
But ’t is not all, thou shouldst be wicked too.

And that thou canst not leam, or not of me,
Yet thou wilt go; go, since thou goest to her,
Who lacks but faults to be a prince, for she
Trath, whom they date not pardon, dares prefer.

But when thou com’st to that perplexing eye,
Which equally clahns love and reverence,

Thou wilt not long dispute’it, thou wilt die ;
And having little now, have then no semse. *

Yét when her warm redeeming hand (which is

A fairacle, and made such to work more)
Doth touch thee (sapless teaf) thou grow’st by this
: “Her creature, glotify’d more than before. -

Then as a mother, which delights to hear

Her early child ntisspesk half utter'd words,
Or, because majesty doth never fear

111 or bold speech, she audience affords.

hiess wretch, thoa djest sraim,
And wisely ; what discourse is left for thee?

From #peech of ill and her thou must abstain ?
And is there any good which is not she ?

Yet may’st thou praise her servants, though not ber;
And wit and virtue and hooour her attend,
And sirice they *re but her clothes, thou shalt not
err, °
1f thou her'-hgpe and beauty and grace commend.

Who knows thy destiny ¢ when thou hast done, *
Perchance her cabinet may harbour thee.  *

| Whither ail noble ambitions wits do run;

A nest almast as full of good as she.

When thou art theve, if any, whom we know,
Were sav’d before, and did that Heaven partake,
When she revolves his papers, mark what show
Of favour she, alone, to them doth make.

Mark if, %o get them, she O'er-skip the rest,
Mark if she read them twice, or kiss the name ;
Mark if she do the same that they protest;
Mark if shé mark, whither her woman came.

iark if slight things b° chjected, and o'erblown,

Mark if ber oaths agafnst him be not stit
Reserv’d, and that she grieve she's not her own,
And chides that denies free-wilk-



'LEFTERS.

l dolovo ber chooce, M
love him, that ahall be lov’d of hers

———

‘TO THE

i
COUNTESS OF nanronf.\

Howoun is 30 sublima pexfection, '
And so refin’d ; that whem God was alone,
And creatureless at first, himaslf bad none ;

But s of tb’ cloments these, whith we tresd,
Produce all things with which we re joy’d or fed,
And thess ave barres both above our hesd ;

So from lo'pumdothail homour flow 3
Kings, whom they woald bave honour'd, to us show,
And butdinctourhomr,mtbmw.

-For mhen from herbnhepureputmnstbem
From gross by stilling, this is better done
By despis’d dang, then by the fire or San:

Cua:ntben. madam, bnvl&w your praises lie;
In labhomver’s ballads oft more pisty
God finds, than in'te dewn’s melody.

And ordeance rais’d on tow’ss.s0 many mile
Send not their veige, nor lest so long a while,
Asﬁmﬁmt.h‘&nhob- vaults in Sicil isle.

Should 1 say I Iw’dd«iathnmtme, '
Yoar radiation can all clands supdue,
But one: 't is best light to eonmplnte,‘you.

You, for whose body God made better clny,
Ortook soul’s stuff, such as shall late decay,
Or such as needs small olmnge at the last day.

This, as a0 amber drop enwraps & bee,
Covering discovers your quick soul ; that we [see.
May in yearthrough-shine front our henrt’l thoughts

‘Yom teach (though we learn not) a thing unknown
‘To our late times, the use of specular stone,
‘Through which all things within without were shown.

Of sach mteuplu, 0, and sach you are;
Being and seeming is your equal care ;
And virtues’ whole sum is but know and dare.

" Discretion is a wise man’s soul, and so
* Religion is & Christian’s, and you know

How these are ane; bher yea is not her no.

Bat as our souls of growth and eouls of sense
‘Have birthright of our reason’s soul, yet hence
‘They dy not frem that, nor seek precedence :

iﬁhﬂe’lﬂrdhumodmh:im

ust sot grodge ap 0Or yet keep none,
Not banish itself, nor religion.

_Nor may we hopa to solder still and knit

These two, and dave ta break them ; nor must wit
Be colleague to yeligion,.but be it,

it

In those poor types of God (round circles) so
Raligion’s types tha pieceless centres flow,
And are in ali the lipes which all ways go.

lfmmvmghtmyon‘hn. -
Or principaliy, thea religion »
Wrought your ends, and your ways discretion.

Go thither ltill. ‘othe.nme way you went g
Who so would chaoge, doth covet or repent ;
Neither can reach you, great and iunoccest.

E—————

79 TSR
COUNTESS OF RUKTINGDON.

Tmunnpe-deolhrﬂx.thnmvydm
That gives us man up now, like Adam’s time
Before he ate ; nnn'uhlpt,t.httwould yet bé
(Knew they not it, and fear’d beasts’ company)
So naked at this day, as though man there
From Paradise 30 grest a distance were,

As yet the news could not arrived be

Of Adam’s tasting the forbidden tree;

Depriv'd of that free state which they wers in,
And wantiog the reward, yet bear the sin.

But, asfrom extreme heights who downward Jooks,
Sees mea at children’s shapes, rivers as brooks,
And loseth younger forms ; 30 to your eye
These, madam, that without your distanee lie,
Mnueltbcm-t.umth-gmwbe,

Who are at home but wit ‘¢ mere atomy. ,
But 1, who can bebold them move snd stay,

Have found tmyself to you just their midway ;
And now must pity-them . for as they do

Seem sick to me, just 30 must I to you ;

Yet neither will 1 vex your eyes to see

A sighing ode, nor cross-arm’d elegy.-

1 come pot to call pity from your heart, .
Like some white-liver'd dotard, that would part
Else from his slippery soul with & faint groan,
And faitbfully (without you smile) were gone.

1 cannot feel the tempest of = frown,

I may be raie’d by love, but not thrown down ;
Tbeagh I can pity those sigh twice & day,

{ hate that thing whispers iteslf away:

Yet since all love is feverish, who to trees

Doth telk, yetdnu:inbva’leobhgmﬁme.

T is love, but with such fatal weakness made,
That it destroys itself with its own shade.  [pain,
Who first look’d sad, griev'd, pin'd, and show'd his
Was he that first taught women to disdain.

Asall things were but one nothing, dull and weak,
Until this raw disorder’d heap did break, \
And several desires lod parts away, -

Water declin’d with earth, the air did stay,

Fire rose, and esch from other but vnty'd,
Themselves unprison'd were sad puarify’d :

So was love, first in vast confasion hid,

An unripe willingness which nothing did,

A thirst, an appetite which bad a0 ease,

That found a want, but knew not what would please.
What pretty innocence in that day mov'd !
Mlnlgnonnd walk'd by her he lov'd ;

Both sigh’d and interchang’d a speaking eye,
Bot.htmmbhdundvmiek,y&kuwnotwhy.
That uatural fearfulness, that struck men dumb,
Might well (those tinses consider’d) manm become.



- Man's better

7R

As il discorevens, whies first comy : Fl
Finds but the place;. dhr.thom-lyl
So is to womea's Jove, shou, -

Nay, further off, than when we first set oat.
ltunotlwo,thu-uotdothennnd, ot
‘Love either congaers, or but meets a friend.
part consists of purer fire, © -
And finds melf aliow’d, ere it desire.
loveumhm,hupcbomo,gmn Teason sway,
And journies not till it Aad summer-way. ;
A weather-beaten lover, but ogce known, :
luportforeverygnrltopmcmeon.

Who strives theough woman's seorms women to kuow,
1s lost, and secks his shadow to eutgo;

1t is mere sickness after one disdain,
Though be be calid alond, to look again.
lat.ou:mnnndm; one cunaing aleight
Shall freezs my love to crystal in & night.

I can love first, and (if I win) love still ;

And cannot be remov’d, unless she mll.

It is ber fault, if 1 unsers remain; -

Bhe only can usty, I biad agsin.

The houesties of lave with esse I do,

Buot am no porter for a tedious woe,

But,wa-.lmthmkmm, l.dbua.
‘Where wo are at our hei
We are but clouds, you irononrnoon-ny.
But a foul shadow, not your break of day. :
x:unq&mﬁgwrﬂww; ;

others’ good reflecta your -
Yoa are 3 perfectness, 50 curious hit,
That youngest flatteries do scandal it
For what is move deth what yeu are resirain ;
And though beyond, is down the hill again.
Wahavewwtnyloyou.umto’t. '
You are the straight line, thing prais’d, attribute :
Each gpod in yoa 's & light; e0 many e shade
‘You make, sad in them are your motions made:
These are your pictures to the life. From-far
Wueeyoumove,nndhmyouernan.
sotbutnohunumgmdthquokhm-
In you, but our dim actioas faintly show :

Then find §, if man’s noblest part be leve,
Your purest lustre must that shadow move.
The soul with body is & Heav'n combin’d
With Earth, and for man's ease nearer join'd.
‘Where thoughts, the stars of soul, we understand, .
‘We guess not their lazge natures, but command.
Andlmemyou that bounty is of light,

That gives to all, and yet hath infinite:

Whmeheitdothmmﬂltbertolntmd,

Bat soul we find too earthly to ascend ;

'ﬁlluhtmbnknldqmvhlypm

Able immprtal glearnom. tn. endure,

Whp dare agpire this j m-m-.

Hath weight 'lll fowrce him heek again:

Nommmmmmmamndm i

Iu that purg yegivm of a.worthy hove,

Than amxmﬂmam

And legve hig matuse to converse with fes.- - .. o -
Whmyhlmm-d’hud, m-y-shpm

speak §
Bog, Ilkqnoln bubhlu. 'lnn &w’nh”thq

-t s s

threske. . 5, o 214 HT 4
'!'honsh far mmdx;mun dn.u-;um
The Sun's comforkeyes . think. bim . teo kind) *
b g vt or QS
Bat s airtaken the B br e bl

wheamergualbright. i
From the iapedimgie blogustapposie i 5.0 bo~

{ Twouas I'be dead and baried. ye
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" | To styie his wemdring vagmof-pamicorlove. ::ur. |
Love, that imports in every thing 8elight, : ,.7{

Is fanciod by ¢t sonl, wat eppetitep: - 1o *°
Whylmmo-gduvirtmn-‘m“ 'T
Is, thtimulhﬂﬂlth&u =7
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nnéznmmrmnmnm&n.

bl\udnddnluatchnngemymmwe, .
You do not love; .
For when that hope gives fueltnth‘ﬂre. .
You sell desire. . . .
Love ig not love, but given free; ..
And s0 is mine, 80 should yourlﬁe.

}A&.m

.| Her heart, that melts to hear of other’s taoan,

To mine is stone ;
ana,thatnepanrmgtr’sq.hm,

woupd
v.u.owef';e'ectmhm T
As (caus’d by thm)lbvemyunut.
SAJAM

'{ Say her disdainings justly. mb&mi, senl]

With name of chaste; . . ..",

And that she frowns, lest onging lhouﬂmk
Andngupbreed, :

S0 her disdaina can neter offepd; , ..., 20y

Unless self-lova take private end.., . ..., o

’Tulmbneﬂalove in me,mdcolddud’“""T
s thaf sgain ] How oA
Aswnuruunthﬁrcmfretwdfum ot et oA -

Till sl cong o
Who can of love more rich gift make, rebrd

Thag to love's self for love's.om "‘# -

1o . WU BEZEY, i |
1’1l never dig in quarry of an heatt, ', .,
MTo?mvenoput, e 2 el

| Nor roast in flesy e h ays ML .,
: C‘nx&! whwlvn ted T

..'-vr‘ﬂ

Who this way would a Jover’ ,. v u'T

May show hll patience, not ’
, o v zya {10
A frown may 'be awnehmeo fo' Pily denl
Butnotfor food ;" e o s

And for that ngmg humour there is sare
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Thet thaakfsluese your favboes have-begot
In me, eethalme tite, that I do not rot:
i soetis, ug *t' s Buster, us 't is spring,
Must both to growth asd to confession bring
My thoughts dispes'd unto your inflwence, wo
These verses bud; 90 thess confessions grow ;
First I confete 1 bave to sthers leus
Your stock, aml over pradigaily spent
Your txewsusd, fax since 1.bad never.known
Virtae and beanty; bot as they-are grown
In yoa, I should not think or say they shine,
(So as [ have) in any-other mine ;
Next 1 confess this my
For "t is some fauit: thua mach to touch upon
Youar to you, where halfrightsseem too much,

E;i.:ywr mind's sincere cothplexion blush.”
Next | confess m’ impenitence ; for I
Can scarce repent my first ﬁult. since thereby
Remote low spirits, which shall ne’er resd you,
May in less lessons find encugh to do,
By studying copies, not originals ;

Desunt ceters,

A LEITER

70 THE LADY CAREY, AND Mis. KIEX RICHE, FROMW

4 AMIENS.

MADAM,
Huxz, where by ail all raiuts invoked are, .
T were tao much schism to be singular,
Arid *gainst & practice general to war.

Yet turing to saints should m’ humility
To otber saint than you directed be,
That were to make my schism beresy.

Nor would 1 be a convertite so cold,
As not'to tell it ; If this be too bold,
Pardous are in this market cheaply sold.

W'bau,beuuehlﬂluhlﬁoolovde‘tu,
1 thougbt it some apustieship in me
To speak things, which by faith alone [ see.

Thet is, of you, who are a firthament
Of virtoes, where no ove is grown or ;
They 're your materials, not yoar omsment.

Others, whonr we call virtuoas, are not s
In their whole substance ; but their virtues grow
But in their bumours, and at seasons show,

For when through tasteless flat hutnility
In dmgb-hk'd men some barmlesness we see,
T is but his phiegimn that *s virtuous, and not he:

fio is the blood sometimes ; whoever ran
To danger unimportan’d, be was then
No better than & sanguine-virtuous man.

. bclml‘dmen,'bom off-t
All codtributions to this Jite Torbear,
&nvmmmehacboly,udonlytbm

Spiritual l::eno ehtl::lch nau“
Raligioos fablts, 0O TN,
Rave thyough this sed m-w;m i gall,

'LIBTTRRS.

173

We re thus but parce) guiity togddvc'nm
‘When virtos is oar soul's
Who knows his virtue's name or plnea. bath aone.

Virtue 's but agueish, when *t is severul,
By occasion wak'd and eircumstantisi ;
True virtue’s soul, always in afl deeds all.

‘This virtue thinking to give diguity
To your soul, found there no mfirmity,
For your soul was as good virtue s she.

She therefore wrought upon that part of you,
Which is scarce less then soul, as she could de,
And so bath made your beauty virtue too

Hwoomh,th-tyourbuuy'oundsmthwﬁ,
As othery’, with profane and sensual darts,
But as an influence virtuous thoughts imparts.

But if such friends by th' bonour of your sight
Grow capable of this so great a light,
As to partake your virtues, and their might =

What must I think that influeace mast do,
Where it finds simpathy and matter too,
Virtue and beauty, of the same stuff as yoa ?

.] Which is your noble worthy sister ; |h¢.

Of whom if, what in this my ecstasy
And revelation of yon both I see,

1 should write here, as o short galeties
The master at the and large gladnes ties,
S0 to present the room twice to our eyes:

S0 1 should give this letter length, and say
That which I said of you ; thers is no way
From sither, but to th’ other, not to stray.

May therefore this b’ enongh to testify
My true devotion, free from flattery ;
He that believes himself, doth never ke,

70 THR
COUNTESS OF SALISBURY,
Aveurr, 1614,

Fam, great, and good, since seeing yoa we see
What Heav’n can do, what any earth can be:
Since now your beauty shines, now when the Sun,
Grown stale, is to 0 low a value run,

That his dishevel’d beams and scatter'd Gres
Serve but for ladies’ periwige and tires

In lovers’ soonets : you come to repair

‘| God’s book of creatures, teaching what is fair.

Sitwe now, when all is wither’d, shrunk, and dry’d,

-1 All vigtues ebb’d out to a dead low tide,

Al the world's frame boing crumbled into sand,
Whete evry man thinks by himself to stand,
Integrity, friendship, snd confidencs, '
(Qunents of gromtness) being tapour'd hence,
And narrow maa being fill’d with little shares,
Courts, cky, charch, are sl shops of stnall-wares,
All having-blown to sparks their nodle fire,

And drawn their souad gold ingtt lntbwire;
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AR trying by = lova'of Tiitleneds ** '
To make -hndgmenu and to draw to Yen,

Even that nothing, which at first we were ;

Since in these times your greatness dnth appear, |
And that we learn by it, that man, to get " -
Towards him that % !hﬁmte. must first be great.
Since in an age %0 ill, as none is fit

So much as to accuse, much less mend it,

(For who can judge or witness of those times,
Where all alike are gnilty of the crimes?)
‘Where he, that would be goed, is thought by alt -
A monster, or at best fantastical:

Since now you durst be good, and that f do
Discern, by daring to conteinplate you,
'l‘hntﬂ:mmaybedegreeofﬁ!r,m good,
Through your light, largeness, virtue understood :
If in this sacrifice of mine be shown

Any small spark of these, calt #t yourown:

And if things like these have been said by me
Of others; call not that idolatry.

For bad God made man first, and man bad seen
The third day’s fruits and flowers, and various

eyt

green,
He might have said the best that he could say
Of those fair creatures, which were made that day:
Aund when next day he bad admir’d the birth
Of Sun, Moon, stars, fairer than late-prais’d

Earth,
He might bave said the best that he could sy,
And not be chid for praising yesterday:
So though some things are not together true,
As, that another’s worthiest, and, that you:
Yet to say so doth not condemn & man,
If, vbmhespokethm,theymm tmethu.
How fair & proof of this in our soul grows ?
We first have souls of growtb, and sense; and
thoee,
‘When our last soul, our soul immortal, came, *
Were gwallow’d into it, and have no name:
Nor doth he injure those souls, which doth cast’
The power and praise of both them on the last;
No more do I wrong any, if [ adore
‘The same things now, which I ador’d before,
The subject chang’d, and measure ; the same thing
In a low constable and in the king
1 reverenoe; his power to work on me:
So did I bumbly reverence each degree
Of faix, great, good ; but more, now I am come
From having found their walks, to find their
bome.
And as I owe my first soul’s thanks, that they
For my last soul did fit and mould my clay,
So am I debtor unto them, whose worth
Enabled me to profit, and take forth
This new great lesson, thus to stndy you;
Which none, not reading others first, could do.
Nor lack I light to read this book, though I
In a dark cave, yea, In a grave do lie;
For as your fellow angels, so you do
Illustrate them, who come to study $ou. |
The first, whom we in histories do find
To bave profess’d all arts, was one born blind:
He lack'd those eyes beasts have as well as we,
Not those, by which angels arc seen and sec;
8o, though I’m born without those eyes to hve,
‘Which Fortune, who hath none herself, doth give,
Which are fit means to sée bright courts and you,
Yet may 1eee you thius, as now I do; R
L:shall by that all goodness have discern’d,
And, though I burn my library, bé Inru'd:

‘| Bat that is wax, and fires environ it,

DONNES' POEMS,

[ TC T -~ -’ FEEPRETERS e
) ., T0, FHE LADY BEDEORD. , .
You that are she g you, that ’s double fhe,

In her dead face hal¥ of yourself shall sée;

the was the other p¥rt ; for 5o they do,

Which build them fnemhhips. became one of M;
@ two, that but themselves no third ¢an fit, .
Which were to be o, when they were ot yet’
Twins, though tBeit diith Cusco'and Masco take,”
As divers stars ode torstellation make; "
Pair'd like two eyes, have ejual motmn, T
Both but one means to see, one way to go.
Had you dy'd first, & carcass she had been; ' °
And we your rich tomb in her face had seen.

She ljke the soul is gone, and you bere my, )

Not a live friend, but th* other half of clay;

And since you sct that part, as men say,

Lies such a prince, when but one part :ﬂhm ;
And do all honour and devotion due

Unto the whole, 50 we all reverence you;

For such a friendship who would not adore

In you, who are all what both were before ?

Not all, as if some perished by this,

But s0, as all in you contracted is ;

As of this all though msmy parts decay,

The pure, which elemented them, shall stay,

And though diffas’d, and spread in mfiite,

Shall re-collect, and in one all anite: :

So madam, as her soul to Heav’n is fled,

Her flesh rests in the earth, as in the bed

Her virtues do, as to their proper sphere,

Return to dwell with you, of whom they were:

As perfect motions are all circular;

So they to you, their gea, whence less streams are.
She was all spices, you all metats; so .
In you two we did botb rich Indias know. '

And as no fire nor rust can or waste !
One dram of gold, but what was first shall last ;
Though it be forc'd in water, earth, ult, sir,
Expans’d in iofluite, none will impair;

So to yourself you may additions take, °
Bat nothing can you less or changed make. .
Seck not, in secking new, to seetn to doubt, ' ‘-
That you can match her, or oot be without;
But let some fxithful book in her room be,

Yet hat of Judith no such book as she.

[ RPN

SAPPHO TO PHILERIS. .

' Wazaz is that holy fire, which verse is said

Tobave? is that enchanting force decay®d? * ' **
Verse, thatdraws Nature's works from Nature's law,
Thee, her best work, to her work caunot draw.
‘Have my tears quench’d my old poetic fire ;
Why quetch™d they not as well that of desire? '
Thoughts, my mind’s creatures, often are with theq
But I, their meker, want their Bberty:
Ouly thine i image in my beart doth sit;

'y

e

My fires have driven, thine have drawn it beneq 3
And I am robb’d of picture, heart, and sehsk. " -
Dwells with me still miue irksome memo\3 .
Which both to keep and lose grieves eqaally, ” ™"
That tells how fair thou art :, thou art so fair,

As gods, when gods to thee I'do com

«Are grac'd thereby; and&'to thake blind men lee,°

Whet things gods ere, I say they 're liketo thee

'



For if we justly call esah sifly man .
A little world, whbat skall we eall thee then?
Thou grt not soft, and elear, ard straight, and fair,
As down, as sters, codurs, and likiesare;
But thy right hand, and check, and eye.caly
Are like thy other hand, and cheek, and eye.
Such was my Phao awhile, but shall be never
As thod wast,%art, and ob | may’st thoa be ever.
Heve lovers swear in their idolatry, .
That t am such; but.grief discolours me :
And yet I grieze the less, lest grief remove N
My beauty, apd make m’ yaworthy of thy love.
Plays some soft boy with thee? ah | there wants yot
A wmautmal feeling, which should sweeten it.
His chin, a thorny hairy unevenness,
Doth threaten, and some daily change possess.
Thy body is a aatoral paradise,
In whage self, cnmanur’d, all pleasure lies,
Nor needs jon; why should’st thou then
Admit the tillage of a harsh rough man? .
Men leave behind them that, which theirsin shows,
And are as thieves trac'd, which rob when it snows ;
But of our dallisnce no more signs there are,
Than fishes leave in streams, or birds in aiv
And between us all sweetness may be had;
All, al] that nature yields, or art can add.
My two lips, eyes, thighs, differ from thy two,
But 30, as thine from one another do:-
And, oh! no mors; the likeness being such,
Why should they not alike in all parts toueh ?
Hand to strange hand, Jip to lip none denies;
Why shoald they breast to breast, orthighs to thighs?
Likenesy begets such strange self-fattery,

That touching myself,. al} seems doue to thee.
- Myseif |.ambsace, and mine own hands [ kiss,
And amorously thapk myself for this.
Me in my glass 1 call thee; but, alas!
When | would kiss, tears dinf mine eyes and glass.
© cure ghis loving maduess, and restore
Me to me ; thee my half, my all, my more.
So may thy cheek’s red outwear scarlet die,
And their white whitenesa of the galaxy;
So may mighty smazing beauty move
Eavy im all womeu, and in all men love;
And 0 be change and sickness far from thee,
As thou, by coming uear, keep'st them from me.

TO BEN JONSON.
JAN. 6,71603.

Twe state gpd men’s silairs are the best plays

Next yours ; ’t is not more nor less than due praise:

Write, hut touch not the much descending race

Of lords’ houses, sp settied in worth’s place,

As bot themaelves noce think them usurperss

It is-ne fanit in thee to sufier theim. :

If the queen wask, or king a hunting go,’

Thoogh all the coart follow, let them. We koow®

Like them in gooduess that court ne’er will be,

Fov that wexe, virtue, aod not flattefy. '

Forget we were thrust out. 1t is but thas *-

God threatens kings, kings lords, ax lords do us.

Judge of stx tust and believe your friend,

And 0 fié; and when 1 thue friendsbip end, .

With guilty coticiencs let me be worsd stung ©

Thau.with , Pogham’s seotanoe thisves, or Cook"
2 ERE PO S

AN ILUFN

LETTERS

175

Traitors are. Friends age ourselvs. This I thee tell
As to my friend, and myself as counsel :

Let for swhile the time's unthrifty rout

Contemu lessrning, and all your studies float :
Letthem scom Hell, they will a serjeaut fear,
Mosethan wethem ; that ere long God may forhear,
Bat creditors will not.  Let them incresse

In riot and excess, as their méans cease ; :
Letithem scorn bim that made them, and still shun
His grace, but love the whore, who bath undone
Them and their souls. But, that they that allow
But ove God, should bave religions enow

For the queen’s mask, and their husbenads, for more
Than all the Gentiles knew or Atlas bare.

Well, let all pass, and trust him, who vor oracks
The bruised yeed, nor quencheth smoking fax.

S ——

TO BEX JONION.
wov. 9, 1603,

Ix great men wrong me, I will spare myself;

If mean, 1 will sparethem ; I know, the pelf,
Which is ill got, the owner doth upbraid ;

It may corrupt a judge, thake me afraid

And a jury: but ’t will revenge in this,

That, though himself be judge, he guilty is.

What care I though of weakness men tax me ?

1 ’d rather sufferer than doer be; .

That I did trust it was my natare’s praise, .
For breach of word [ knew but as a phrase.

That judgment is, that surely can comprise

The world in precepts, mast happy and most wise.
What thongh? though less, yet some of both bave
Who have learn'd it by ase sud misery. [we;
Poor I, whom every petty cross doth
Who apprehend each hurt, that's done me, double,
Am of thia (though it should think me) eareless,
It would but force me ¢’ a stricter goodness.

They have great gain of me, who gain do win

(If such gain be not loss) from every sin.

The standing of great men’s lives would afford

A pretty sum, if God would sell his word.

He cannot; they caa theirs, and break them too,
How unlike they are that they ’re likened to ?

Yet I conclude, they are amidst my evils,

If good, like gods ; the naught are g0 like devils.

TO SIR THO. ROWE.
1603,

'
DEAR TOM.

Txre her, if she to hired servants ahow

Dislike, before they take their leave they go;
When nobler spirits start at no disgrace;

For who hath but one mind, hath but one face.
If then why I take not my leave she nsk,

Ask her again why sbe did not unmask.

Was sbe or proud or cruel, or knew she

'T would wake my ioss more felt, and pity’d me ?
Or did she fear one kiss might stay for moe ?
Or else was she uowilling 1 should go ?

{ thiok the best, and love so faithfally,

I cannot choose but think that she loves me.

If this prove not my faith, then let ber try
How in hae service F woald fruatify.
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Ladies have boldly lov’d ; bid het renew ‘
That decay’d worth, and prove the times past trus.
‘T'hen he, whose wit and verse grows now 20 leme,
With songs to ber will the wild Irish tame.
Howe’er, I ’Il wear the black and white ribband ;
‘White for her fortanes, black for mine shall stand.
1 do esteem her favour, not the siuff;
If what I have was given, [ °ve enough, :
Avd all ’s well, for had she lov’d, 1 had not bad
All my friends’ bate ; for now departing sad
1 feel not that: yet ws the rack the goat
Cares, 50 hath this worse grief that quite pat out:
My first diseass nought but that worse cureth,
‘Which (I dare foresay) nothing cures but desth,
Toll her all this before 1 am forgot,
‘That not too late she grieve she lov’d me not.
Burdendiwith this, I was to depart less
Willing than those which die, and not coofess.

FUNERAL ELEGIES.

e
ANATOMY OF THE WORLD.

WHEEREIN, BY OCCASION OF THR UNTIMELY DBATH OF
MRS, RLIZANETH DRURY, TRE FRAILIY AND DECAY OF
THE WEOLE 18 REPRESEWTRD.

THE FIRST ARNIVERSARY.
To the praice of the doad, and the anatomy.

Wity dy’d the world, that we might live to see
This world of wit in his anatomy :
Vo evil wants his good; so wilder heirs
Bedow their father's tombs with forced tears,
‘Whose *state requites their loss: while thas we gaim,
. Well may we walk in blacks, but not complain.
Yet bow can I consent the world is dead,
‘While this Muse lives? which in his spirit’s stead
Beems to inform a world, and bids it be,
In spite of loss or frail mortality ?
And thou the subject of this well-born thought,
Thricenoble maid, conldst nothave found nor sought
. A fater time to yield 1o thy sad fate,

‘Than while this spirit lives, that can relate
Thy worth 3o well to our last nephew’s oyne,
That they shall wonder both at bis and thine:
Admired meatch ! where strives in mutoal grace
The cunning pencil and the comely face ;
A sk, which thy fair goodness made too much
For the bold pride of vulgar pens to touch :
Enough it is to praise them that praise thee,
Aud say, that but enongh those praises be,
Which, hadst thou liv’d, had hid their fearful head
From th' angry checkings of thy modest red :
Death bars reward snd shame; when envy’s gone,
And guin, 't is safe to give the dend their own.
As then the wise Egyptians wont to lay
More on their tombs than honses ; these of clay,
But those of brass or marble were: so we
Give more unto thy ghost than unto thes.
Yet what we give to thes, thon gav'st to s,
And may'st but thank thyeelf, for being thus:
Yet what thou gav'st snd wert, O happy maid,
Thy grace profess'd all due, whare 't is repaid.

.| May lodge an inmata soal, but 't is not his)
When X
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8o these high songs, that to thee suited bin,

Serve bat to sound thy maker’s praise and thine 5.
Which thy dear soul as sweetly sings to him
Amid the choir of saints and seraphim,

As suy angeis’ tongues can sing of thee;

The sabjects differ, though the skill agree:

For as by infant years men judge of age,

Thy early love, thy virtues did presa}e

What high part thou bear’st in those best of songs,
‘Whereto no burden, nor no end belpngs.

Sing on, thou virgin soul, whose Jossful gain

Thy love-sick pareats have bewail’d in vain;

Never may thy name be in soags forgot,

Till we shall sing thy ditty and thy mots.

g —

AN ANATOMY OF THE WORLD.

‘Wuen that rich soul, which to ber Heav'n is gone,
Whom all do celebrate, who know they ‘ve one,
(For who is sure he hath & soul, tmiess

It see, and judge, and follow worthiness,
And by deeds praise it ? who doth not this,

that queen ended here her progress time,
And s t’ ker standing house to Heav'n did clisgb ;
Where, loath o nfake the saints attegd her Jong,
8he ’s now 8 part both of the cbgir and song : ’
This world in that great I "
‘l’;;'i;mmmbﬂbofm;itbld.

i the strongest vital spirits out :
Bat succour’d them with a perplexed doubt,
Whether the world did loss, or gain in this,
(Bocause since now no other way there is
But goodness, to see her, whom all would see,
All must eadeavour to be good as she)
This great coasumption to a fever tom'd,
And 10 the world bad fits; i joy'd, it inceraAl;
And as men think that agues physic are,

And th’ agne being spent, give over care:

So thou, sick world, mistak’st thyself to be .
Well, when, alas! thou ’rt in s lethargy: .
Her death did wound and tame thee then, and them
Thou might'st have bitter spar’d the San, or man.
That wound was deep ; bat ’t is more misery,
That thou bast lost thy sense and memory-

°T was heavy then to hear thy voice of moen,
Bat this is worse, that thou art speechiess grown.
Thau hast forgot thy name thou hadst ; thon wast
Nothing but she, and her thou hast o’erpast.
For as a child kept from the fount, until

A priace, expected loog, come to fulfil

The ceromonies, thou ausam’d badst laid,

Had not her coming thee her palace made;

Her name defin'd thee, gave thee form and frame,”
And thou forget'st to celebrate thy name. -
Some montbs sbhe hath bests desd, (but being dead,
Meamres of time are all ined )

But long sh’ hath been away, long, long; yet none
Offers to 1611 us, who it is that ‘s gode. -
Bat as in states doubtful of future heirs;

Whea sickness witbout remedy impairs

The present priuce, they *re loath it should be seid,
‘The prince doth languish, or the prince is dead: -
S0 mankind, fecling now & genesal thaw, -
A strong example gong, equal o law, .
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‘The cement, which did faitbfally compact

And give all virtues, now resolv’d and slack’d,
Thought it sone blasphemy to say sh’ was dead,
Or that our weakness was discovered

In that confession; therefore spoke no more,
Than tongues, the soul being gone, the loss deplore.
Bat though it be toe late to succour thee,

fick world, vea dead, yea putrified, since she,
Thy intrinsic balm and thy preservative,

Can never be renew'd, thou never live;

1 (smce po man can make thee live) will try
What we may gain by thy anatomy.

Her death hath taught us dearly, that thou 'nst
Corrapt and moctal in thy purest part.

Let 0o man say, the world itself being dend

T is labour Jost to have discovered

‘The world’s infirmities, since there is none

Alive to stndy this dissection ;

For there °s a kind of world remaining still;
Though she, which did inanimate and fill

Thbe world, be gone, yet in this last long night
Her ghost doth walk, that is, & glimmering light,
A famt weak love of virtue, and of good
Reflects from her on them, which understoed
Her worth; and though she have shut in all day,
‘The twilight of her memory doth stay ;

‘Which, foom the aarcass of the old world free,
Creatés a pew world, and new creatures be
Produc’d: the matter and the stoff of this -
Her _virtue, and the form our practice is;.

And though to be thus elemented arm

These creatares from homwe-born intrinsio harm, -
(For all assum’d ufito this diguity,

So many weedless paradises be,

Which of themselves produce no venomous sio,

"Except some foreign serpeut bring it iu)

Yet because outward storms the strongest break,
And strength itself by confidence grows weak,
This new world may be safer, being told

The dangers and diseases of the old:

For with dge temper men do then forego

Or covet things, when they their true worth kmow.
There is no health ; physicians say that we

At best enjoy but a peatrality.

And can there be worse sickness than to know,
That we are nevor well, nor can be s0?

We are bom ruinous: poor mothers cry,

That children come not right nor orderly,
Except they headlong come and fall upan

An ominous pfeclplhbon.

How witty’s ruin, how importonate .

Upon mapkind ! it labour'd to frustrate “
Even God’s purpose ; and made woman, sept
For man’s relief, canse of his languishment ;
They were to good ends, and they are mo still,
But accessary, and principal in ill ;

For that first marriage wag our fusersl:

One woman at oge blow then kill'd us sli,

And gingly ane by oue they kill us now,

And we delightfully ourselves allow

To that consumption; and, profusely blind, .
We kill ourselves to propagate ear kind ;
Andyetndonotﬂmt; wo arenotmen: -
There is not now that mankiud, which was then,
‘When as the Sun aud man did seou. to.atrive, ..
{Joint-tenants of the wesid) whe sboald sarvive;
‘Whez stag sod raven, and the long-liv'd tres,
Compar’d-with man, dy’d in minasity ; :
When, if a slowpac’d.star had steln amay.

From the observ '™ _,
% Lev' erlg ousxkipg, be ightstay
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Two or three handred years (o soe 't agaia,

And then make up his observation plain;

When as the age was loug, the size was great ;.
Man’s growth confess'd and recompens’d the meat ;
So spacious and large, that every soul -

Did a fair kingdom and Jarge rgalm coatrol;

And when the very stature thus erect

Did that soul s good way towards Heav'n direct:
Where is this mankind now ? who lives to age,

Fit to be made Methusalem his page?

Alas! we scarce live long enough to try

Whether a true made clock run right or lie.

Old grandsires taik of yesterday with sorrow :
And for our children we reserve to morrow.

So short is life, that every peasant stxives,

In a torn house, or field, to have three lives.

And as in lasting, so in length, is man,
Contracted to an inch, who was a span;

For had a man at first in forests stray’d

Or shipwreck’d in the sea, one would bave laid

A wager, that an elephant or whale,

That met him, would pot hastily assail

A thing 50 eqaal to him: now, alas !

The fairies and the pygmies well may pass

As credible ; mankind decays so soon,

We 're scarce our father’s shadows cast at noon:
Only death adds t’ our length: nor are we grown
In stature to be men, till we are none.

But this, were light, did our less volume hold

All the oid text; or had we chang'd to gold

Their dilver, or dupou’d into less glass

Spirits of virtue, which then scatter’d was:

But ’t is not so: we ‘re not retird, bat demp'd ;
And as our bodies, 30 our minds are cramp'd :

*T is shrinking, not close wenving, that imth thul
In mind aad body both bedwarfed us.

We reem ambitions God’s whole work t' undo;

Of nothing he made us, and we strive too

To bring ourselves to nothing-back ; and we

Do wbat we can, to do 't as soon as he: L
With new diseases on curseives we war, .
And with new pbysic, a worse engine far.

This man, this world’s vice-emperor, in whom

Al faculties, all graces are at home

And if in other creatures they

They ’re but man’s ministers and Ieglu there,

To work on their rebellions, and redace H
Them to civility and to-man’s use: -

This man, whom God did woo, and, loth ¢ nttend'
Till man came up, did down to men descend :
This man so ‘gat. that-all that is, is his,

Oh what a trifle and poor thing he'is ¢ '

If man were any thing, he ’s nothing now ;

Help, or at least some tima tp waste aliow

T" his other waats, yet when he did dopart

With her, whom we kement, he lost his beart.
She, of whom th'-ancieats seem’d to prophesy,
When they cald virtoes by the nswe of she ;
She, in whom vietie wes 30 much refin’d,

That for allay wato-so pure e wvind .

She took the weaker sen: she; that oould drive -
The tincture and the stain’ of Eve

Out of her thnghunddaeda,m!pmfy v
All by mmingmnkhyny

$he, she is dead ; she'sdead : vbeathouknow'nth!s,

1 Thou know'st how poor & triling thing man 1s,

And learnist thes muoch by our anatomy,

The heast being perish’d, no part can befree,

And that exqept then feed (oot hnqnct) oo X
The mmd foed, religiony -



T 178

Thy better growth grows withered and scant;

Be more than man, or thou 'rt less than an ant.

Then as mankind, so is the world’s whole frame

Quite out of joint, almost created lame: -

For before God bad made up ail the rest,

Corruption eater'd and deprav'd the best:

Tt seiz*d the angels, and then first of all

The world did in her cradle take a fall,

And torm’d her brains, and took a.general maim,

Wronging each joint of th’ universal frame.

‘The noblest part, man, felt it first; and thea

Both beasts, and plants, curs'd in the curse of man;

So did the world from the first hour decay,

That evening was beginuing of the day ;

Aod now the springs and summers, which we see,

Like sonsof women after fifty be.

And new philosophy calis all in doubt,

The element of fire is quite put out:

The Sun is Jost, and th’ Earth; and no man’s wit

Can welt direct him where to look for it.

And freely men confess that tbis world s spent,

When in the planets and the firmament

They seek s0 many new; they see that this

Is crumbled oat again to his atomies.

'T i4 all in pieces, ail coherence gone,

All just supply, and all relation:

Prince, subject, fatber, son, are things forgot,

For every man alone thinks he hath got

To be a phenix, and that-then can be

None of that kind, of which he is, hut he.

This is the world's condition now, and now

She, that should all parts to reunion bow ;

She, that had all maguetic force alone

To draw and fasten sunder’d parts in one ;

She, whom wise Nature had invented then,

‘When she observ'd that every sort of met

Did in their voyage, in tbis world’s sea, stray,

And needed a new compass for their way ;

She, that was best and first original

Of all fair copies, and the general

Steward to Fate ; she, whose rich eyes and breast

Gilt the West Indies, and perfum’d the Enst,

Whose having breath’d in this world did bestow

Spice on those isles, and bad them still sniell s0;

And that rich India, which doth gold inter,

Is but as single money coin’d from her:

She, to whom this world must itself refer, *

As suburbs, or the microcosm of her ;

She, sheisdead; she's dead : when thou know'st this

Thou koow'st how lame a cripple this world is,

And fearn'st thus much by our anatomy,

That this world’s general sickness doth not lie

In any humour, or one certain part;

But as thou saw’st it rotten at the heart,

Thou seest a hectic fever hath got hold

Of the whole substance wot to be contro)’d ;

And that thou hast but one way not t’ admit

The world’s infection, to be none of it.

For the world’s subti’st immaterial parts

Feel this consuming wound, and ages darts,

For the worlds beauty is decay'd or gone,

Beauty, that ’s colour and proportion.

We think the Heav'ns enjoy their spherical,

Their round proportion embrecing all, .

But yet their various and perplexed tourse,
in divers ages, doth énforce

Men to find out so many eccentric parts,

Such divers down-right lines, such overthwaris,

As disproportion that pure form : it tears

The firmament in sight and forty shares,

DONNE'S POEMS.

And in these constellations then arise

New stars, and old do vanish from our eyes: {war,
As though Heav'n suffered eartbquakes, Fca or
When new tow’rs rise, and old demolish’d are,
They bave impal'd within a zodiac

The free-born Sun, and keep twelve signs awake
To watch his steps; the Goat and Crab control
And fright him back, who else to either pole
(Did not these tropics fetter him) might run:
For his course is not round, nor can the Sun
Perfect a circle, or maintaio his way

One inch direct, but where he rose to day

He comes no more, but with a cozening line,
Steals by that point, and 9o is serpeatine:

And seeming weary of his reeling thus,

He means to sleep, being now fall'n nearer us..
So of the stars, which boast that they do run

In circle still, none ¢nds where he begun: "

All their proportion's lame, it sinks, it swells ;
For of meridians and parallels,

Man hath weav’d out a net, and this net thrown
Upon the Heav'ns ; and now they are his own.
Loth to go up the hill, or labour thus

To go to Heav'n, we make Heav'n come to us.
We spur, we rein the stars, and in their race
They 're diversly content t' obey our pace.

Bat keeps the Earth her round proportion still?
Doth not a Tenarus or higher hill

Rise so high like a rock, that one might think
The fioating Moon would shipwreck there and sink ?
Seas are so deep, that whales being struck to dsy,
Perchance to morrow scarce at middie way

Of their wish’d jouruey's end, the bottom, die:
And men, to sound depths, so much lioe cutie,
As one might justly think, that there would rise
At end thereof one of th’ antipodes :

If ander all a vault infernal be,

(Which sure is spacious, except that we

Invent another torment, that there must
Millions into a strait hot room be thrust)

Then solidness ard roundness have no place :
Are these but warts and pockholes in the face
Of th’ Rarth? think s0: but yet coufess, in this
The world’s proportion disfigur'd is ;

That those two legs, whereon it deth rely,
Reward and punishment, are bent awry :

And, oh! it can no more be questionod,

That beauty’s best proportion is dead,

Since even grief itself, which now alone

Is left us, is without 2

proportion.
She, by whose lines pmrﬂfon should be
Examin’d, measure of all symmetry, = [made

Whom-had that ancient seen, who thought souls
Of harmony, he would at next have said

That Harmony was she, and' thence infer

That souls were but resultances from her,

And did from her into our bodies go,

As to our eyes the forms from objects flow:

She, who, if those great doctors truly sald,

That th’ ark to man’s proportion was made,

Had been a type for that, as that might be

A type of her in this, that contrary

Both clements and pamions liv'd at peace

In her, who caus’d ali civil war to ceasa:

She, after whom what form soe’er we see,

Is discord and rude incongruity ; .
She, she is dead, she’sdead! when thou know'st this,
Thou know’st how ugly a monster this world is;
And learn’st thus much by our anatomy, -

That here is nothing to enamour thee:
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And that pot only fanlts in inward parts,
Corruptions in our brains, or iu our hetru.
Poisoning the fountains, whence our actions spring,
Endanger us; but that if every thing

Be not done  fitly and in proportion,

To satisfy wise and good lookers on,

Since most men be such as most think they be,
They ’re loathsome too hy this deformity.

For guod and well must in our actions meet;
Wicked is not much worse thap indiscreet.

But beauty’s other second element,

Colour and lustre, now is as near spent.

And had the world his just proportion,

Were it a ring still, yet the stone is

As s compassionate mreome, which doth teII

By looking pale, the wearer is not well :

As gold falls sick being stung with mercury,

All the world’s parts of such complexion be.
When Nature was most busy, the first week
Swadling the new-bom Earth, God seem’d to like
That she should sport herself sgometimes and play,
To mingle and vary colours every day:

And then, uthough:hecouldnotmnkeenow,
Himself his various rainbow did allow.

Sight is the noblest sense of any one,

Yet sight bhath only colour to feed on,

And volour is decay’d: Summer’s robe grows
Dasky, and like an oft-dy’d t shows.

Our blushing red, which us'd in cheeks to spread,
Is mwudsunk,mdonlyourmlsmred
Perchance the world might have recovered,

If she, whom we lament, bad not been dead

But she, in whom all white, and red, and blue
(Beauty's ingredients) voluntary grew,

As in an unvex’d Paradise, from whom

Did all things’ verdure and their lustre come,
Whose composition was mxraculous,

Being all colour, all di

(For air and fire but thick gross "bodies were,
And liveliest stones but drowsy and pale to her)
She, sheisdead; she 's dead: whenthou know’st this,
Thou know’st how wan & ghost this our world is:
And learn’st thus much by our anatomy,

That it should more affright than pleasure thee :
And that, since all fair colour then did sink,

T is now but wicked vanity to think

To colour vicious deeds with good pretencc,

Or with boaght colours to illude men's sense.
Nor in aught move this world’s decay appears, .
Than that her influence the Heav’n forbears,

Or that tbe elements do not feel this,

The father or the mother barren is.

The clouds cunceive not rain, or do not pour,

In the dae birth-time, down the balmy shower ;
Th’ air doth not motherly sit on the earth,

To batch her seasous, and give all things birth;
Spring-times were common cradles, but are tombs;
And false conceptions fill the general wombe ;

Th’ air shows such meteors, as none can see,

Not only what they mean, but what they be.
Earth suchoew worms, as would have troubled much
Th’ Egyptian magi to have made more such.
‘What artist now dares boast that he can bring
Heav'a hither, or comtellate any thing,

So as the uﬂuenceofthuelhnmybe

‘Tmprison’d in & berb, or charm, or tree

And dobytouchlll which those stars eould do?
The art is lost, and correspondence too

For Heav'n gives little, and the Earth takes Ie-,
And man least knows their trade and purposes.

If this commerce ‘twixt Heav'n and Earth were not
Embarr'd, and all this traffic quite forgot,

She, for whose loss we have lamented thus,
Would work more fully and pow’rfully on us:
Since herbs and roots by dying'lose not all,

But they, yea ashes too, ’re med'cinal, .

Death could not quench ber Srtue 5o, but that
1t would be (if not follow’d) wonder’d at:

And all the world would be one dying swan,

To sing her funeral praise, and vanish then.

But as some serpent’s poison hurteth not,
Except it be from the live serpent shot ;

So doth her virtue need her here, to fit

That unto us; she working more than it

But she, in whom to such maturity

Virtue was grown past growth, that it must die;
She, from whose influence all impression came,

But by receiver’s impotences lame;

Who, though she could not transubstantiate

All states to gold, yet gilded every state,

So that some princes have some temperaunce ;
Some counsellors some purpose to advance

The common profit; and some people have

Some stay, no more than kings should gire, to crave;
Some women have some taciturnity,

Some nunneries some grains of chastity.

She, that did thus much, and much more could do,
But that our age was iron, and rusty too;

She, she isdead ; she sdead! when thou know’st this,
Thou know’st how dry a cinder this world is:

And leamn’st thus much by our anatomy,

That ’t is in vain to dew or mollbify

It with thy tears, or sweat, or blood : nothing

Is worth our travail, grief, or perishiog,

But those rich joys, which did possess her heart,
Of which she 's now partaker, aud a part.

But as in cutting up a man that's dead,

The body will not last out, to have read

On every part, and thepefore men direct

Their speech to parts, that are of most effect ;

So the world’s carcass would pot last, if 1

Were pnncwd in this anatomy;

Nor smells it well to hearers, ifone tell - [well
Them their disease, who fain would think they ’re
Here therefore be the end; and, blessed maid,

Of whom is meapt whatever hath been said,

Or shall be spoken well by any tongue, [song,
Whose name refines coarse lines, and makes prose
Accept this tribute, and bis first year’s rent,

Wha, till bis dark short taper’s end be spent, -

As oft as thy feast sees this widow'd Earth,

Will yearly celebrate thy second birth;

That is thy death ; for though the soul of man

Be got when man is made, °t is bom but then,
When man doth die ; our body ’s as the womb,
And, as & midwife, Death directs it home;

And yoa her creatures whom she works upon,

And have your last and best concoction

Fromy her example and her virtae, if you

In reverence to her do think it due,

That no one should her praises thus rehearse ;

As matter fit for chronicle, not verse:

Vouchsafe to call to mind that God did make

A last, and lasting’st piece, & song. He spake

To Moses to deliver unto all

That song, because he kuew they wounld let fall
The law, the propbets, and the history,

But keep the song still in their memory :

Such an opinion, in due measure, made

Me this greas office boldly to invade :
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Nor could incomprehensibleneds deter

Me from thus trying to imprison her?

Which when I saw that u strict grave could do,

1 saw not why verse might not do so too.

Verse hath a middle nature; Hedv'n keeps sounls,
The grave keeps bodies, verse the fame enrolis.

A FUNERAL ELEGY.

*T 1z loss to trust & tomb with such » guest,
Or to confine her in a marble chest,
Alas! what ’s marble, jeat, or porphyry,
Priz'd with the chrysolite of either eye, °
Or with thoso pearls and rubies which she was ?
Join the two Indies in oue tomb, ’t is glass;

And o is all to her materials,

Though every inch were ten Escurials;

Yet she ’s demolish’d: can we keep her then

In works of bands, or of the wits of men ?

Can these memorials, rags of paper, give

Life to that name, by which name they must live ?
Sickly, alas! short liv'd, abortive be

Those carcass verses, whoie soul is not she;

And can she, who no longer would be she,
(Being such a tabernacie) stoop to be .
In paper wrap'd ; or when she woold not lie

In such an house, dwell in an elegy ?

But 't is no matter ; we may well allow

Verse to live 50 long as the world will now,

For ber death wounded it. The world contains
Princes for arms, and connsellors for brains; *
Lawyers for tongues, divines for hearts, and more
The rich for stomachs, and for backs the poor ;
The officers for hands ; merchants for feet,

By which remote and distant countries meet:
But those fine spirits, which do tune and set
This organ, are those pieces, which beget
Wonder and love; and these were she ; and she
Being spent, the world must needs decropit be :
For since death will proceed to triamph still,

He can find nothing after her to kill,

Except the world itself; so great was sbe,

Thus brave and confident may nature be,
Death cannot give her such another blow,
Because she cannot such another show.

But must we say she ’s dead ? may ’t not be said,
That as a sundred clock is piecemeal laid,

Not to be lost, but by the maker’s hand,
Repolish’d, without errour then to stand ;

Or, as the Afric Niger stream enwombs

Jtself into the earth, and after comes '
(Having first made a natural bridge, to pass

For many leagues) far greater tham it was,

May °t not be said, that her grave shall restore
Her greater, purer, firmer than before ?

Heav’n may say this, and joy in ’t; bat can we,
‘Who live, and lack her bere, this *vantage soe ?
What is °t to us, alas! if there have been

An angel made a throne, or cherubin ?

We lose by *t: and as aged men are glad,
Being tasteless grown, to joy in joys they had;
5o now the sick-starv’d world must foed upon
This joy, that we had her, who now is gone,
Rejoice then, Nature and this world, that you,
Fearing the last fire’s hast’ning to subdue

Your force and vigour, ere it were near gone,
Wisely bestow’d and laid it all oo ome;

‘ DONNE’S POEMS.

One, whose clear body was 5o pure and thir,
Because it need disguise no thought within;

"T wes but a through-light scarf her mind v’ enroll ;
Or exhalation breath’d out from her soul :

One, whom all men, who durst no more, admird =
And whom, whoe’er had worth enough, desir’d.
As, when a temple ’s built, saints emulate

To which of them it shall be consecrate.
But as when Heav'n looks on us with new eyes,
Those pew stars every artist exercise ;

What place they should assign to them, they doubt,
Argue, and agree not, till those stars go qut:

8o the world study’d whose this piece should be,
Till she can be no body’s else, nor she:

Bat like a lamp of balsamum, desird

Rather t> adorn than last, she soon expird,

Cloth’d in her virgin-white integrity; .

For marriage, thoagh it doth ot stain, doth die.
To "scape th’ infirmities which wait upon .
‘Woman, she went away before sh’ was one ;

And the world’s busy noise to overcome,

Took s0 much death as serv'd for opium ;

For though she could not, nor could choose to die,
Sh' hath yielded to too long an ecstasy,

He which, not knowing ber sad history,

Should come to read the book of Destiny, -

How fair and chaste, hamble and high, sh’ had been,
Much promis’d, much perform’d, st not fifteen,
And measuring futore things by things before,
Should tarn the lesf to read, asd read no move,
Would think that either Destiny mistook,

Or that some leaves were tom out of the book ;
But *t is not s0: Fate did but usher her

To years of reason’s use, and then infer

Her destiny to herself, which liberty

She took, but for thus much, thus much to die;
Her modesty not suffering her to be

.| Pellow-commissioner with Destiny,

She did no more but die ; if after her

Any ghall live, which dare true good prefer,
Every sach persoa is her delegate,

T" accomplish that which should have been her fate.
They shall make up that book, ard shall have thanks
Of fate and her, for filling up their blanks.

For future virtuous deeds are legacies,

Which from the gift of her example rise ;

And ’t is in Heav’n part of spiritual mirth,

To see how well the good play ber on Earth.

OF THE PROGRESS OF THE SOUL.

WHEREIN, SY OCCASION OF THR RELIGIOUS DRATH OF
MRS. RLIZABETH DRURY, THR [NCOMMODITIES OF THR
SOUL 1IN THIS LIPR, AND HER RXALTATION IN THE MEXT,
ARE CONTEMPLATED.

THE S8ECOND ANNIVERSARY.
The harbinger to the progress.

T'wo souls move here, and mine (s third) must move
Paces of admiration and of love.

Thy soul (dear virgin) whose this tribute is,
Mov'd from this mortal sphere to lively bliss;

And yet moves still, and still aspires to see

The world’s last day, thy glory’s full degree:

Like as those stars, which thou o’erlookest far,

| Are in their place, and yet still moved are :
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No soul (-Inlst with the luggage of this clay

It clogged is) can follow thee half way;

Or see thy flight, which doth our thoughts outgo
So fast, as now the hghtnmg moves bat slow.

But now thou art as high in Heaven flown,

As Heav'n’s from us; what soal besides thine own
Can teil thy joys, or say, he can relate

" Thy glorious journals in that blessed state ?

I envy thee (rich soul) I envy thee,

Althoagh 1 canmot yet thy glory see:

And thou (great spirit) which hers follow'd hast
So fast, as none can follow thine so fast ;

So far, as nooe can follow thine so far,

{And if this @lesh did not the bar,

Hadst caught her) let me wonder at thy flight,
Which loag agon hadst lost the vuigar sight,

And now mak’st proud the better eyes, that they
Can see thee lessen’d in thine siry way ;

So while thoo mak’st her soul by progress known,
Thou mak'st a noble progress of thine own ;
From this world’s carcass having mounted high
To that pare life of immortality ;

Since thine sspiring thoughts themselves so raise,
That more may not beseem a creature’s praise ;
Yet still thou vow'st her more, and every year
Mak’st a new progress, whilst thoa wand'rest here ;
Still upward mount ; and let thy maker’s praise
Homnour thy Laura, and adorn thy lays:

Aund since thy Muse her head in Heaven shrouds,
Oh let her never stoop below the clouds :

And if those glorious sainted souls may know

Or what we do, or what we sing below,
Macts,tho-emplhall mllcontaltthem best,
Which mblu’md awful pow’rs, that make them

D el

OF THE PROGRESS OF THE SOUL.

THE SECOND ANRIVERSARY.

Norama could make me sooner to confess,
That this world had an everjastingness,

Than to considler that a year is rum,

Since both this lower worid’s, and the Sun's san,
The Justre and the vigour of this all

Did set; ’t were b to say, did fall.
But as a ship, which bath struck sail, doth ran
By force of that force, which before it won:

Or as sometimes in a bebeaded man,

Though at those two red seas, which freely ran,
One from the trunk, enother from the head,
His soul be sail’d to her eternal bed,

His eyes will twinkle, and his tongue will roll,
As though he beck'ned and call’d back his soul,
He grasps his hands, and he pulis up his feet,
And seems to reach, and to step forth to meet
His soul ; when all these motions, which we saw,
Are bot as ice, which crackles at a thaw:

Or as a lute, which in moist weatber rings

Her knell alone, by cracking of her striogs;
- So struggles this dead world, now she is gone:
For there is motion in corruption.

As some days are at the creation nam’d,
Before the Sun, the which fram’d days, wasfram’d
8o after this Sun ’s set some show appears,

And orderly vicisitude of years,

Yet a new deluge, and of Lethe flood,

Hath drown’d us all; lllhnvefwgulllgood,
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Forgetting ber,' the main reserve of all 5

Yet in this deluge, gross and general,

Thou seest me strive for life; my life shall be

To be hereafter prais’d for praising thee,
Immortal maid, who though thou wounld'st refuse
The name of mother, be unto my Muse

A father, since her chaste ambition is

Yearly to bring forth such a child as this.

These hymns may work on future wits, and so
May great grand-children of thy praises grow ;
And 30, though not revive, embaln and spice

The world, which else would putrify with vice.
For thus man may extend thy progeny,

Until man do bat vanish, and not die.

‘These hymns thy issue may increase so long,

As till God’s great venite cbange the song.

Thirst for that time, O my insatiate soal,

And serve thy thirst with God's safe-sealing bowl.
Be thirsty still, and drink still, till thou go

To th’ only health; to be hydroptic so,

Forget this rotten world ; and unto thee

Let thine own times as an old story be;

Be not coucern'd: study not why, or when;

Do not so much as not believe a man.

For though to err be worst, to try truths forth,

Is far more business than this world is worth. .
The world is but a carcass; thou art fed

By it, but as a worm that earcass bred ;

And why should'st thou, poor worm, consider move
When this world will grow better than before ?
Than those thy fellow worms do think upon

That carcass’s Jast resarrection ?

Forget this world, and scarce think of it so,

As of old clothes cast off a year ago.

To be thos ltupld is alacrity ;

Men thas lethargic have best memory.
Lookupward, that ’s towards her, whose bappy state
We now lament not, bat congratulate

She, to whom all this world was but a stage,
Where all sat hark’ning how her youthful age
Shuuld be employ’d, becaase in all she did

Some figure of the golden times was hid.

Who coald not lack whate’er this world could give,
Because she was the form that made it live ;

Nor could complain that this world was unfit

To be stay’d in then, when she was in it.

She, that first try’d indifferent desires

By virtue, and virtue hy religions fires ;

She, to whoee jse adher’d ;

As courts to : she, whose eéyes enspher'd
Star-light enough, t’ have made-the south control
(Had she been there) the star-full northern pole ;
She, sheis goue ; sbe’s gone: when thou know’st this,
What fragmen rabbish this world is

Thou know’st, and that it is not worth a thought ;
He honours it too much that thinks it nought.
Think then, my soul, that death is but a groom,
Which brings a taper to the cutward room,
Whence thou spy’st first a little glimmering light,
And after brings it nearer to thy sight:

For such approaches doth Heav’n make in death:
Think thyself labouring now with brokea breatb,
And think these broken and soft notes to be
Division, and thy happiest harmony.

Think thee laid on thy death-bed, loose and slack;
And think that but unhndmtghof a pack,

To take one precious thing,

Think thyself parch’d with fever’s violence,
Anger thine ague more, by calling it

Thy physic; chide the slackness of the fit.
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Think that thou hear’st thy knell, and think no move,
But that, as bells call’d thee to church before,
So this to the triumphant church calls thee.

Think Satan's serjeants round sbout thee be,

Avnd think that but for legacies they thrust;

Qive ong thy pride, t* another give thy lust:

@ive them those sins, which they gave thee before,
And trust th’ immaculate blood to wash thy score.
Think thy friends weeping round, and think that they
Weep but because they go not yet thy way.
Think that they close thine eyes, and think in this,
That they confess much in the world amiss,

Who dare not trust a dead man’s eyo with that,
Which they from God and angels cover not.
Think that they sbroud thee up, and think from
They re-invest thee in white innocence.  [thence,
Think that thy body rots, and (if so low,

Thy soul exalted so, thy thoughts can go)
Think thee a prince, who of themselves create
Worms, which insensibly dcvour their state : .
Think tbat they bury thee, and think that right
Lays thee to sleep but & Saint Lucic's night.
Thiuk these things cheerfully, and if thou be
Druwsy, or slack, remember then that she,

She, whose complexion was 50 even made,

That which of her ingredients should invade

The other three, no frar, no art could guess;

So far were all remov’d from more or less:
But as in mithridate, or just perfumes,
Where all good things being met, no one presumes
To govern, or to triumph on the rest,
Only because all were, no part was best ;
Aud as, though all do know, that quantities

Are made of lines, and lines from points arise,
None can these lines or quantitics unjoint,
And say, this is a line, or this a point;

So though the elcments and humours were
In her, one could not say, this governs there;
Whose even constitution might have won
Any disease to ventare on the Sun,
Rather than her; and make a spirit fear,
That he too disuniting subject were 3
To whdse proportions if we would compare
Cubes, they 're unstable; circles, angular;
She, who was such a chain as Fate employs
To bring maukind all fortunes it enjoys,
So fast, so even wrought, as one would think
No accident could threaten any link;
She, she embrac'd a sickness, gave it-meat,
The purest blood and breath that ¢’er it eat;
And hath taught us, that though a good man bath
Title to Heav'n, and plead it by bis faith,
And though he may pretend a conquest, since
Heav’n was content to suffer violence;
Yea, though he plead a long possession too, [do)
(For they "rein Heav’n on Earth,who Heav'n's works
Though be had right, and pow’r, and place before,
Yet Death must usher and unlock the door.
Think further on thyseclf, my soul, and think
How thou at first wast made but in a sink ;
Think, that it argued some infirmity,
That those two souls, which then thou found’st in me,
Thou fed’st upon, and drew'st into thee both
My second sou! of sense, and first of growth.
Think but liow poor thou wast, how ohnoxious,
‘Whom a small lump of flesh could poison thus.
This curdled milk, this poor unletter'd whelp,
?‘ly body, could, beyond escape or help,

nfect thee with original sin, and thou
Could’st neither then refuse, nor leave it now.

-
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Think, that no stobborn sullen anchorit,

Which fix’d t’ a pillar, or a grave, doth sit

Bedded, and bath’d in all his ordures, dwells

So foully, as our souls in their firat-built cellsc

Thiok in how poor a prison thou dost lie,

After enabled but to suck, and cry; )

Think, wben ’t was grown to most, ’t was a poor iam,

A province pack’d up in two yards of skin,

And that usurp’d, or threaten'd with a rage

Of sicknesses, or, their true mother, age:

But think that Death hath now enfranchis’d thee,

Thou hast thy expansion now, and liberty.

Think, that a rusty piece discharg’d is flown

In pieces, and the bullet is his own,

And freely flies: this to thy soul allow,

Think thy shell broke, think thy soul batch’d but
now,

And think thisslow-pac’d soul, which late didcleave

T’ a body, and weut but by the body’s leave,

Twenty perchance or thirty miles a day,

Dispatches in a minute all the way

*Twixt Heav’n and Earth ; she stays oot in the air,

To look what meteors there themselves prepase;

She carries no desire to know, nor sense,

Whether th’ air’s middle region be intense ;

For th’ element of fire, she doth not know,

Whether she pass’d by such a place or no;

She baits not at the Moou, nor cires to try

Whetber in that new world men live and die.

Venus retards her not, ¢ inquire how she

Can (being one star) Hesper and V be;

He, that charm'd Argus® eyes, sweet Mercury,

Works not on her, who now is grown all eye ;

Who, if she meet the body of the Sun,

Goes through, not staying till his conrse be run;

Who finds in Mars his camp no corps of guard,

Nor is by Jove, nor by his fatber, barr'd ;

But erc she can-consider how she went,

At once is at and through the firmament.

And as these stars were but so many beads

Strung on one string, speed undistinguish’d leads

Her through those spheres, as through those beads
a string, :

Whose guick succession makes it still ove thing:

As doth the pith, which, lest our bodies slack,

Strings fast the little bones of neck and back ;

So by the soul doth Death string Heav'n and Earth ;

For when our soul enjoys this her third birth,

(Creation gave her one, a second.grace)

Heaven is near and present to her face ;

As colours are and objects in a room,

Where darkness was before, when tapers come.

This must, my soal, thy long-short be

T” advancethesethoughts ; rememberthen that she,

She, whose fair body no such prison was,

But that a soal might well be pleas’d to pass

An age in ber; she, whase rich beauty leat

Mintage to other beauties, for they went

Bat for so much as they were like to her;

She, in whose body (if we dare prefer

This low world to 80 high a mark as she)

The western treasure, eastern spicery,

Europe, and Afrie, aud the unknowo rest

‘Were easily found, or what in them was best ;

And when we *ve madce this large discovery

Of all, in her somc one part then will be

Twenty such parts, whose plenty and riches is

Enough to make twenty such worlds as this;

She, whom had they known, who did first betroth

The tutelar angels, and assigned ote both



FUNERAL ELEGIES.

To nations, cities, and td companies,
‘To functions, offices, and dignities,
And to each several man, to him and him,
They would have givn her one for every limb ;
She, of whose soul if we may say,’t was gold,
Her body waas th’ electrum, and did hold
Many degrees of that; we understood
Her by ber sight ; her pure and eloguent blood
Spoke in her cheeks, and so distinetly wrought,
That one might almost say, her body thought ;
She, she thus richly and largely hous’d, is gone,
And chides us, slow-pac’d snails, who crawl upon
Oar prison’s prison, Earth, nor think us weil,
Longer than whilst we bﬂronrbrmlc shell.
Bat ’t were but littla to have chaog’d our room,
If, as we were io this our living tomb
Oppress’d with ignorance, we still were so.
Poor soul, in this thy flesh what dost thou know?
Thoo know’st thyself so little, as thou know'st not
How thou didst die, nor how thoun wast bagot.
‘Thou neitber know’st how thou at first cam’st in,
Nor how thou took’st the poison of man’s sin;
Nor dost thou (thoughthou know’st that thou aruo)
By what way thou art made immortal, koow
‘Thou art too narvow, wretch, to comprehend
Even thysclf, yea, though thoa would’st but bend,
To know thy body. Have not all souls thought
For many ages, that our body ’s wrought
Of air, and fire, and other elements ?
And now they think of new ingredients.
Aud ooe soul thinks one, and another way
Aunocther thinks, and ’t is an even lay.
Know'st thou hnt how the stone doth enter in
T be bladder’s cave, and never break the skin ?
Kw"lttl:;n'how blood, which to the heart doth
Doth from one ventricle to th? other go?
Axd for the putrid staff which thou dost spit,
Know'st thou how thy lungs have attracted it ?
There are no 80 that there is
(For ought thon know'st) piercing of substances.
And of those many opinions, which men raise
Of nails and hairs, dost thoa know which to praise ?
‘What hope have we to know ourselves, when we
Know not the least things, which for our use be?
We see in authors, too stiff to recant;
An hundred controverses of an ant ;
And yet one watches, starves, freezes, and sweats,
To know but catechisms and alphn.betn
Df unconeerning things, matters of fact;
How others on our stage their parts did act:
What Cesar did, yea, or what Cicero said.
Why grass is green, or why our blood is red,

Are mysteries which none have reach’d vato ;
In this low form, poor soal, what wilt thou do ?
Oh! when wilt thou shake off this pedlnuy,
Of bemg tafight by sense and
Thou Jook’st throughspectacles ; smn!l things seem

great
Below ; bat up unto the watch-tower get,
And see all things despoil’d of fallacies :
Thou shalt vot peep through lattices of eyes, *
Nor hear through labyrinths of ears, nor leamn
By circuit or collections to discern ;
In Heav’n thou straight know’st all concerning it,
And what concerns it not, shall straight forget.
There thou (but in no other school) may’st be
Perchance as learned, and as full as she;
She, who all libraries had throughly read
At bome in her own thoughts, and practised
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So much good, as would make as many more:
She, whose example they must all implore,

Who would, ordp, or think well, and confess
That all the virtuous actions they express,

Are but & new and worse edition

Of her some one thought, or one actian :

She, who in th’ art of knowing Heav'n was grown
Here upon Earth to such perfection,

That she hath, ever since to Heav’n she came,
(In a far fairer print) but read the same;

She, she not satisfy’d with all this weight,

(For s0 much knowledge, as would over-freight
Another, did but ballast her) is gone

As well t’ enjoy as get perfection ;

And calis us after her, in that she took .
(Taking herself) our best and worthiest book.
Return not, my soul, from this ecstasy,

And meditation of what thou shalt be,

To earthly thoughts, till it to thee appear,

With whom thy conversation muit be there.
With whom wilt thou converse? what station
Canst thou choose out free from infection,

That will pot give thee theirs, nor drink in thine ?
Shalt thou uot find a spuugy slack divine

Drink and sack in th’ mstructions of great men,
And for the word of God vent them again?

Are there not some courts (and then no things be
So like as courts) which in this let us see,

That wits and tongues of libellers are weak,
Because t.hey do more ill than these can speak ?
‘The poison ’s gone throogh all, poisons affect
Chjefly the chiefest parts but some effect

In nails, and lmrs, yea, excrements will show; '3
So lies the poison of sin in the most low.

Up, up, my drowsy soul, where tby new ear
Shall in the angels’ songs no discord hear;
Where thou shalt see the hlessed mother-maid
Joy in not being that which men have said ;
Where she ’s exalted more for being good,

‘Than for her interest of motherhood ; -

Up to those patriarchs, which did longer sit
Expecting Christ, than they 've enjoy’d him yet:
Up to those prophets, which now gladly see
Their prophecies grown to be history:

Up to th? aposties, who did bravely ran

All the Sun’s course, with more light than the Sun:
Up to those martyrs, who did cahnly bleed .
Oil to th' apostle’s Jamps, dew to their seed :
Uprto'those virging, who thought, that almost
They made joint-tenants with the Holy Ghost,”
If they to any should his temple give :

Up, up, for in that squadron there doth live

She, who hath carry'd thither new degrees

(As to their number) to their dignities:

She, who being to herself a state, enjoy’d

All royalties, which any state employ’d 3

For she made wars, and triumph’d ; resson still
Did not o’erthrow, but rectify her will :*

And she made peace; for no peace is like this,
That beauty and chastity together kiss:

She did high justice, for she crucify’d

Ev'ry first motion of rebellion’s pride:

And she gave pardons, and was liberal,

For, only herself except, she pardon’d all :

She coin’d, in this, that her imprassion gave

To all our actions all the worth they have:

She gave protections; the thoughts of het breast
Satan’s rude officers could ne’sr arrest.

As these prerogatives, being met in one, _
Made her a sovereign state ; religion
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Made her a church ; and these two made her all.
She, who was all this all, and could not fall

To worse, by company, (for she was still

More antidote than ail the world wag ill)

She, she doth leave it, and by death suryive
All this in Heav'n; whither who doth not strive
‘The more, because she ’s there, he doth not know
That accidental joys in Heav’n do grow.

But pause, my sou| ; and study, ere thou fall
On accidental joys, th’ essential.

8till before accessories do abide

A trial, must the principal be try'd.

And what eseential joy canst thou expect

Here upon Earth ? what permanent effect

{Of transitory causes? Dost thou love

Beauty ? (And besuty worthiest is to move)
Poor cozen’d cozener, that she, and that thou,
Which did begin to love, are neither now.

You are hoth fluid, chang’d since yesterday ;
Next day repairs (but i!l) last day’s decay. -
Nor are (although the river Xeep the name)
Yesterday’s waters and to day’s the same.

So flows her face, and thine eyes; neither now
That saint, nor pilgrim, which your loving vow
Concern’d, remains; but whilst you think yoa he
Constant, yoa ’re hourly in incoustancy.
Honour may have pretence unto our love,
Because that God did live so long above
Without this honour, and then lov’d it so,

That he at last made creatures to bestow
Honour on him; not that he needed it,

But that to his hands man might grow more fit.
But sisice all bonours from inferiors flow,

(For they do give it ; princes do but show
Whom they would have so honour'd) and that this
On such opinions and cepacities

. Is built, as rise and fall, to more and less,

Alas! ’t iz but a casual happiness.

Hath ever any man t* himself assign'd

‘This or that happiness t’ arrest his wiud,

But that another man, which takes a worse,
Thinks him a fool for having ta’en that course?
They who did labour Babel’s tow’r ¢’ erect,
Might have consider'd, that for that effect

All this whole solid Earth could not allow,

Nor furnish forth materials enow;

And that his centre, to raise such a place,

Was fur teo little to have been the base:

No more affords this world fosndation

T erect true joy, were all the means in one.
But as the heathen made them several gods

Of all God’s benefits, and all his rods,

(For as the wine, and corn, and onions are
Gods unto them, so agues be, and war)

And as hy changing that whole precioas gold
To such small copper coins, they lost the old,
Axd lost their only God, who ever must

Be sought alone, and not in such a thrust :

So jnuch mankind true happiness mistakes;

No joy cnjoys that man, that many makes,
Then, soul, to thy first pitch work up again;
Know that all lines, which circies do contain,
For once that they the centre touch, do touch
Twice thé circumference ; and be thou such,
Double on Heav'n thy thoughts, on Earth emxloy'd ;
All will not serve; only who have enjoy’d

The wight of God in fulness, can tbink it;

For it is both the object and the wit,

This ig essential joy, where neither he

.(Tan suffer diminuntion, nor we ;

DONNE'S POEMS.

°T is such a full, and such a illing good,

Had th’ angels once look’d on him, they had stood.
To fill the place of one of them, or more,

She, whom we celebrate, is gone before :

She, who had here so much esseatial joy,

As 0o chance could distract, mach less destroy ;
Who with God’s presence was acquainted so,
(Hearing, and speaking to him) as to know

His face in any natural stone or tree, :
Better than when in images they be:

Who kept by diligent devotion

God’s image in such reparation

Within her heart, that what decay was grown,
Was her first parents’ fault, and not her own:
Who, being solicited to any act,

Still heard God pleading his safe pre-contract =
Who by a faithful confidence was here
Betroth’d to God, and now is married there ;

“Whose twilights were more clear than our mid-day;

Who dream’d devoutlier than most use to pray :
Who being here fill’d with grace, yet strove to be
Both where more grace and more capacity

At once is given : she to Heav’n is gone,

Who made this world in some proportion

A Heav'n, and here became unto us all,

Joy (as our joys admit) essential.

But could this low world joys essential tounckh,
Heav'n’s accidental joys would pass them much.
How poor and lame must then our casual be ?

If thy prince will his subjects to call thee

My lord, and this do swell thee, thou art then,
By being greater, grown to be less man. |

Whea no physician of redress can speak,

A joyful casual violence may break

A dangsrous apostem in thy breast ;

And whilst thou joy'st in this, the damgerous rest,
The bag may rise up, and 50 strangle thee.
What e'er was casual, may ever be:

What should the pature change ? or makethesame
Certain, which was hut casual when it came ?
All casual joy doth loud and plainly say,

Only by coming, that it can away.

Only in Heav’n joy’s strength is never spent,
And accidental thinge are psrthanent.

Joy of a soul’s arrival ne’er decays;

(Por tbat soul ever joys, and ever stays)

Joy, that their last great consnmmation
Approaches in the resurrection;

When earthly bodies more celestisl

Shall be than angels were ; for they could fall;
This kind of joy doth every day admit
Degrees.of growth, but noue of Josing it.

In this fresh joy, ’t is no snall part that she,
She, in whose goodness he that names degree,
Doth injure her; (t is loss to be call’d best,
There, where the stuff is not such as the rest;)
She, who left such & body as even she

Only in Heav'n could learn, how it can be

Made better; for she rather was two souls,

Or like to full om both sides-written rolls,

Where minds migbt read upon the outward skia
As strong records for God, as minds within:

She, who, by making full perfection grow,
Pieces a circle, and still keeps it so,

Long'd for, and longing for ’t, to Heav’n is gove,
Where she receives and gives addition.

Here in a place, where misdevotion frames

A thousand prayers to saints, whose very names
The ancient church knew not, Heav'n knows notyet,
And where what laws of poetry admit,
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Laws of veligion have at least the same,
Immortal maid, I might invoke thy name.

Could any ssint provoke that appetite, .

Thou here should'st make me a French convertite.
But thou would’st not ; porwould’stthou be content
To take this for my second year’s true rent,

Did this coin bear any other stamp than his,

That gave thee power to do, me to say this:

Since his will is, that to i

‘Thou should’st for life and death a pattern be,
And that the world shounld notice have of this,
The purpose and th’ authority is his.

Thou art the proclamation; and I am

The trumpet, at whose voice the pedple came.

EPICEDES AND OBSEQUIES
TPON

THE DRATHS OF SUNDRY PERSGONAGES.

AN ELEGY

OM THR UNTIMELY DEATH OF THE INCOMPARABLE PRINCE
HENEY.

Loox on me, Faith, and look to my faith, God ;
For both my centres feel this period.

Of weight one centre, one of greatness is;

And reason is that centre, faith is this;

For into our reason flow, and there do end

All, that this natural world doth comprehend ;
Quotidian things, and equidistant hence,

Shat in, for man, in one circumference :

Bat for th’ enovinous greatnesses, which are

So disproportion’d, and so angular,

As is God's essence, place, and providence,
Where, bow, when, what souls do, departed hence ;
These things (eccentric else) on faith do strike :
Yet neither all, nor upon all alike.

For reason, put to her best extension,

Almost meets faith, and makes both ceotres one.
And nothing ever came 80 near to this,

As contemplation of that prince we miss.

For all that faith might credit, mankiod could,
Reason still seconded, that this prince would.

If then least moving of the centre make

More, than if whole Hell belch'd, the world toshake,
What must this do, centres distracted so,

‘That we see not what to believe or know ?

Was it not well believ’d till now, that he,

Whose reputation was an , .
Ou neighbour states, which knew not why to wake,
Till he discover'd what ways he would take;

For whom, what princes angied, when theyitry'd,
Met a torpedo, and were stupify’d ;

And other’s studies, bow he would be bent;

Was his great father's greatest instrument,

And activ'st spirit, to convey and tie

This soul of peace unto Chrigtianity ?

Was it not well believ’d, that he would make
This general peace th’ etemal overtake,

And that his times might bave stretch'd out so far, |
As to touch those of which they emblems are ?

ELEGIES.

For to confirm this just belief, that now

The last days came, we saw Heav’n did allow,
That, but from his aspect and exercise,

In peaceful times rumours of wars should arise.
But now this faith is beresy : we must

Still stay, and vex our great grandmother, Dust.
Oh, is God prodigel i hath he speat his store
Of plagues on us; and only now, when more
Would ease us much, doth he grudge misery ;
And wil} not let ’s enjoy our curse, to die ?

As for the Earth, thrown lowest down of all,

T were an ambition to desire to fall ;

So God, in our desire to die, doth know

Our plot for ease, in being wretched so:
Therefore we live, though such a life we have,
As but so many mandrakes on his grave.

‘What had his growth and generation done,
When, what we are, bis putrefacticn

Rustains in us, Earth, which griefs animate ?
Nor hath our world now other soul than that.
And could grief get so bigh as Heav'n, that quire,
Forgetting this their new joy, would desire
(With grief to see him) he had stay’d below,
To rectify our errours they foreknow.

Is th’ other centre, reason, faster then ?
Whereshould welook forthat, now we ‘re not men ?
For if our reason be our connection

Of causes, now to us there can be none.

For, as if all the substances were spent,

°T were madoess to inquire of aocident ;
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“So i3 ’t to look for reason, he being gone,

The ooly subject reason wrought upon.

If fate have such a cbain, whose divers links
Industrious man discerneth, as he thinks,
When miracle doth come, and s0 steal in

A pew link, man knows not where to begin:
At a much deader faunit must reason be,
Death having broke off such = link as he.

But now, for us with busy proof tb come,
That we ’ve no reason, would prove we had some;
So would just lamentations : therefore we
May safelier say, that we are dead, than he.
So, if our griefs we do not well declare,

We *ve double excuse; be ’s not dead, we are.
Yet would not I die yet; for though I be

Too narrow.to think him, as he is he,

(Our souls’ best baiting and mid-period,

In ber long journcy of considering God)

Yet (no dishonour) I can resch him thus,

As he embrac’d the fires of love, with us.

Oh, may I (since I live) bat see or bear,

That she-intelligence which mov’d this sphere,
I pardon Fate, my life; whoe'er thou be,
Which hast the noble conscience, thou art she:
I conjure thee by all the charms he spoke,

By th’ oatbs, which only you two never broke,
By all the souls ye sigh’d, that if you see
These lines, you wisb, I knew your bistory.

So much, as you two mutual Heav’ns were here,
{ were an ange), singing what you were,
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OBSERUIES *
ON

THE LORD HARRINGTON, &C.

™
THE COUNTESS OF BEDFORD.

MADAM,
I mBAVE learned by those laws, wherein I am
little conversant, that he which bestows any
cost upon the gead, obliges him which is dead,
but not his heir; I do not therefore send
this paper to your ladyship, that you should
thank me for it, or think that I thaok you
in it; your favours and benefits to me are so
much above my merits, that they are even above
my gratitode ; if that were to be judged by words,
which muet express it. Bat, madam, since your
noble brother’s fortune being yours, the evi-
dences also concerning it are yours: so his virtnes
being yours, the evidences concerning that belong
also to you, of which by your acceptance this
may be one piece; in which quality I humbly
present it, and as a testimony how eatirely your
family possesseth
your Indyship’s
most humble and thankful servant,

JOHN DONNE.

e —

Fam sou), which wast not only as all souls be,
Then when thou wast infused, harmony,
Bat did'st continue s0; and now dost bear
A part in God's great organ, this whole sphere;
If looking up to God, or down to us,
Thou find that any way is pervious
*Twixt Heav'n and Earth, and that men's actions do
Come to your knowledge and affections too,
See, and with joy, me to that good degree
Of goodness grown, that I can study thee;
And by these meditations refin’d,
Can unapparel and enlarge my mind,
And so can make by this soft ecstasy,
This place a map of Heav’n, myself of thee.
Thou seest me here at midnight, now all rest;
Time’s dead-low water, when all minds divest
‘To morrow’s business, when the labourers have
Such rest in bed, thattheir last church-yard grave,
Subject to change, will scarce be a type of this;
Now when the client, whose last hearing is
To morrow, sleeps; when the condemned man,
{Who when he opes his eyes must shut them then
Aguin by death) although sad watch he keep,
Doth practise dying by a little sleep ;
Thou at this midoight seest me, and as soon

. As that Sun rises to me, midnight s noon ;

DONNES POEMS. .

All the world grows transparent, and 1 see
Through all, both charch and state, in seeing thee ;
And I discern by favour of this light

. Myself, the hardest oliject of the sight.

God is the giugs; as thou, when thou dost see
Him, who sees all, seest 2ll concerning thee :

So, yet unglorified, 1'comprehend

All, in these mirrors of thy ways snd end.

Though God be our true glass, through which we see
All, since the being of ali things is he,

Yet are the trunks, which do to us derive

Things in proportion, fit by perspective,
Deeds of good men: for by their being here, .
Virtues, indeed remote, seem to be near.

But where can ] affirm or where arrest

My thoughts on his deeds? which shalll callbest?
For fiuid virtue cannot be look'd on,

Nor can endure a contemplation.

As bodies change, and as { do not wear

Those spirits, humours, blood, I did last year;

And as, if on a stream | fix mine eye,

That drop, which I look'd on, is presently

Push’d with more waters from my sight, and gone:
80 in this sea of virtues, can no one

Be insisted on; virtues as rivers pass,

Yet still remains that virtuous man there was.
And ss, if man feed on man’s flesh, and %

Part of his body to another owe,

Yet at the last two perfect bodies rise,

Because God knows where every atom lies;

So if one knowledge were made of all those,

Who knew his minutes well, he might disposs

His virtues ioto names and ranks; but |

Should injure nature, wirtue, and destiny,

Should I divide and discontinue %0

Virtue, which did in one entireness grow.

For as he that should say, spirits are fram'd

Of all the purest parts that can be nam'd,
Honours not spirits half so much as he

Which says they have no parts, but simple be:

S0 is.’t of virtue ; for a point and one

Are much entirer than a million.

And had Fate meant t’ huve had his virtues told,
It would have let him live to have been old.

So then that virtue in season, and then this,

We might have seen, and said, that now he is
Witty, now wise, now temperate, now just :

In good short lives, virtues are fain to thrust,

And to be sure betimes to get a place,

When they would exercise, lack time, and spaoe.
So was it in this person, forc'd to be,

PFor lack of time, his own epitome:

So to exhibit in few years as much,

As all the long-breath’d chroniclers can tonch,

As when an sogel down from Heav'n doth fiy,
Our quick thought cannot keep hit company;
We cannot think, now he is at the San, [ran,
Now through the Moon, now through the air doth
Yet when he ’s come, we know he did repair
Toall *twixt Heav’n and Earth, Sun, Moon, and air;
And =s this angel in an instant knows ;

And yet we know this sudden knowledge grows

By quick amassing several forms of thiogs,

Which he successively to order brings;

When they, whose slow-pac’d lame thoughtscannot
So fast as he, think that he doth not s0; {so
Just as a perfoct reader doth not dwell

On every syllable, nor stay to spell,

Yet without doubt he doth distinctly see,

And lay together every Aand B ;
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So in short-liv’d good men is not understood

IEach several virtue, biit the compound good.

For they all virtne's paths in that pace tread,

As angels go, and know, and as men read.

© why should then these meu, these lamps of balm,

Sent hither the world’s to becalm,

Before by deeds they-are diffus’d and spread,

And © make us alive, themselves be dead ?

Q, soul! O, circle! why w0 quickly be

“Thy ends, thy birth, and death clos’d up in thee?

Since one foot of thy compass still was plac'd

In Heav’n, the other might securely 've pac’d

In the most large extent through every path,

‘Which the whole world, or man, th’abridgment,
hath.

‘Thou know’st, that though the tropic circles have

{Yea, and those small ones which the poles engrave)

All the same roundness, evenness, and all

‘The endlessness of th’ equinoctial ;

Yet when we come to measure distances,*

How bere, how there, the Sun affected is;

When he doth faintly work, and when prevail ;

Only great circles theu can be our scale:

So though thy circle to thyself express

All tending to thy endless happiness;

And we by our good use of it may try

Both how to live weli (young) and how to die.

Yet since we must be pld, and age endures

His torrid zone at court, and calentures

©Of hot ambition, irreligion’s ice,

Zeal’s agues, and hydropic avarice,

(Infirmities, which need the scale’ of truth,

As well as lust and ignorance of youth ;)

‘Why didst thou not for these give medicines too,

And by thy doing tell us what to do ? :

‘Though as small pocket-clocks, whose every wheel

Doth each mis-motion and distemper feel ;

‘Whose hands gets shakiogpalsies ; and whose string

(s sinews) slackens ; and whose soul, the spring,

Expires or languishes; and whose pulse, the flee,

Either beats not, or beats unevenly ;

‘Whoee voice, the bell, doth rattle or grow domb,

Or idle, 2s men which to their Jast hour come ;

If these clocks be not wound, or be wound still,

Or be not set, or set at every will ;

So youth is easiest to destruction,

H then we follow all, or follow none.

Yet as in great clocks, which in steeples chime,

Plac’d to inform whole towns, t’ employ their time,

And errour doth more harm, being general,

When small clock's faults only on th’ wearer fall:

So work the faults of age, on which the eye

Of children, servants, or the state rely;

Why 'ould’s|t not thou then, which hadst such &
soul,

A clock so true, as might tha Snn control,

And daily hadst from him, who gave it thee,

lnstructions, such, as it could never be

Disorder’d, stay bere, as a ral

And great sun-dial, to have set nsall ?

Ob, why would'st thoa be an instrument

To this unnatural course > or why consent

To this, not miracle, but prodigy,

That when the ebbs longer than flowings be,

Virtue, whose flood did with thy youth begin,

Should s0 much faster ebb out than flow in ?

Toough her'flood were blown in by thy first breath,

All is at once sunk in the whirl-pool, death.

Which word I would uot name, but that I see

Death, else a desert, grown a court by thee,
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Now I am sure that if « man would have

Good company, his entry is a grave.

Methinks all cities now but ant-hills be,

Where when the several labourers I see

For children, house, provision, taking pain, [grain:
They ’re ail but ants, carrying eggs, straw, and
And church-yards are our cities, unto which

The most repair, that are in goodness rich ;

There is the best concourse and confluence,

There are the boly suburbs, and from thence
Begins God’s city, pew Jerusalem,

Which doth extend her utmost.gates to them: ~
At that gate then, triumphaat soul, dost thou
Begin thy triumph. But since laws allow

That at the triumph-day the people may,

All that they will, *gainst the triumpher say,

Let me here use that freedom, and express

My grief, though not to make thy triumph less.
']l;"yllhh'zy to triumphs none admitted be,

ill they, as magistrates; get victory 5 .
Though then'to thy force all youth’s foes did yiold,
Yet till fit time had brought thee to that field,

To which thy rank in this state destin'd thes,
That there thy counsels might get victory,

And 50 in that capacity remove

All jealousies twixt prince and subject’s love,
Thou could’st uo title to this triumph have,

Thou didst intrade on Death, usurp a grave,

Then (though victoriously) thou hadst fought as yet
But with thine own affections, with the heat

Of youth’s desires, and colds of iguorance,

But till thou should’st successfully advance

Thine arms gainst foreign enemies, which are
Both envy, aud acclamations popular,

(For both these engines equally defeat,

Though by a divers mine, thoee which are great)
Till then thy war was but a civil war,

For which to triamph none admitted are;

No more are they, who, though with good suocess,
In a defensive war their power express.

Before men triumph, the dominion

Must he enlarg’d, and not preserv'd alone ;

Why should’st thou then, whose batties were to win
Thyself from those straits Nature put thee in,

And to deliver up to God that state,

Of which he gave thee the vicariate,

(Which is thy soul and body) as entire

As he, who takes indentures, doth reqaire

But didst not stay, t’ enlarge his kingdom too,

By making others, what thoa didst, to do; [more
Why shouid’st thou triomph now, when Heav'n no
Hath got, by getting thee, than ’t had before ?
For Heav’n and thou, even when thou livedst here,
Of one another in possession were.

But this from trinmph most disables thee,

That that place, which is conquered, must be

Left safe from present war, and likely doubt

Of imminent commotions to break out :

And hath he left us so? or can it be

This territory was no more than he?

No, we were all his charge ; the diocese

Of every exemplsr man the whole world is:

And he was joined in commission

With tatalar angels, sent to every obe.

But though this freedom to upbraid, and chide
Him who trinmph’d, were lawful, it was ty’d
With this, that it might never refereuce have

Unto the senate, who this triumph gave ;

Men might st Pompey jest, but they might not
At that saathority, by which be got
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Leave to triumph, before by age he might ;

So though, triumphant soul, I dare to write
Mov’d with a reverential anger, thus

That thou so early would’st abandon us; 4
Yet I am far from daring to dispute

‘With that great sovereignty, whose absolate- .
Prerogative hath thus dispens’d with thee
’Geinst Natare’s laws, which just impugners be
Of early triumph: and I (though with pain)
Lessea our loss, to magnify thy gain

Of triumph, when I say it was more fit

That all men should lack thee, than thou lack it. -
Though then in our times be nut suffered

That testimony of love unto the dead,

To die with them, and in their graves be hid,

As Saxon wives, and French soldarii did ;

And though in no degree I can express

Grief in great Alexander’s great excess,

‘Who at his friend’s deatb made whole towns divest
Their walls and bulwarks, which became them best :
Do not, fair soul, this sacrifice refuse,

That in thy grave I do inter my Muse ;

Which by my grief, great as thy worth, being cast
Bebind hand, yet bath spoke, and spoke her last.

.
'
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THE LADY MARKHAM.

Max is the world, and death the ocean,

To which God gives the lower parts of man.

This sea environs all, and though as yet ]
God hath set marks and bounds "twixt us and it,
Yet doth it roar, and goaw, and still pretend

To break our bank, whene’er it takes a friend :
‘Then our land-waters (tears of passion) vent ;
Our waters then sbove our firmament,

(Tears, which our soul doth for our sins let fall)
Take all a brackish taste, and funersi.

And even those tears, which should wash sin, are sin.
‘We, after God, new drown our world again.
Nothing but man, of sll envenom’d things,

Doth work npon itself with inborn stings.

Tears are false spectacles; we cannot see
Through passion’s mist, what we are, or what she.
Tu her this sea of death hath made no breach;
But as the tide doth wash the slimy beacbh,

And jeaves embroider'd works upen the sand,

80 is hex flesh refin’d by Death’s cold hand.

As men of China, after an age's stay

Do take up porcelain, where they buried clay ;
8o at this grave, her limbec (which refined

The dlamonds, rubies, sapphires, pearis, and mines,
Of which this flesh was) her soul sball inspire
Flesh of such stuff, as God, when his Jast fire
Anpuls this world, to recompense, it shall

Make and name them th’ elixir of this all.

They say, the sea, when it gains, loseth too;

If carnal Death (the younger brother)do .
Usurp the body ; our soul, which subject is

To th’ elder Death by sin, is freed by this ;

They perish both, when they attempt the just;
For graves out trophies are, and both Death’s dast.
So, unobnoxious now, she hath buried both ;

For none to desth sins, that to sin is loath.

Nor do they die, which are ot loath to die ;

So bath she this and that virginity.

Grace was in her extremely diligent,

That kept her from sin, yet made her repeat.

Oy
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Of what saall spots pure white complains ! Alas,
How little poison cracks a crystal gless!

She sinn’d, but just enough to let us see

That God’s word must be true, all sinners &e.

So much did zeal her conscience rarify,

That extreme truth lack’d little of a lie;

b 3daling omissions acts; laying the touch

Of sin on things, thet sometime may be such.

As Moses’ cherubins, whose natures do

Sarpass all speed, by him are winged too:

So would ber soul, already in Heav'n, seem then
To climb by tears, the common stairs of men.
How fit she was for God, I am content

To speak, that Death his vain haste may repent =
How fit for us, how even and how sweet,

How good in all her titles, and how meet

To bave reform'd this forward heresy,

That women can no parts of friendship be ;

How morsl, how divine, shall not be told,

Lest théy, that hear her virtues, think her old 3
And lest we take Death’s part, aod make him gind
Of such a prey, and to his triumph add.

MISTRESS BOULSTRED. -

Dzatn, I recant, and say, unsaid by me -
Whate’er bath slipt, that might diminish thee =
Spiritual treason, atheism ’t is, to say,

That any can thy summons disobey.

Th’ Earth’s face is bat thy table ; there are set
Plants, cattle, men, dishes for Death to eat.

In a rude bunger now be millions draws

Into his bloody, or plaguy, or starv’d jaws:

Now he will seem to spare, and doth more waste,
Eating the best first, well preserv’d to last:

Now wantonly he spoils, and eats us not,

But breaky off friends, and lets us piecemeal rot.
Nor will this earth serve him ; he smks the deep,
Where barmless fish monastic silence keep;
Who (were Death dead) the rowa of living sand
Might spunge that element, and make it land.
He rounds the air, and breaks the hymaic notes
In birds’, Heav’n's choristers, organic throats;
Which (if they did not die) might seem to be

A tenth rank in the Heavenly hierarchy.

O strong and long-liv’d Death, how cam’st thou in?
And how without creation didst begin ?

Thou hast, and shalt see dead, before thou dy’st,
All the four monarchies, and antichrist.

How could I think thee nothing, that see now

In all this all, nothing else is, but thou ?

Our births and lives, vices and virtues, be
Wasteful consumptions, and degrees of thee.

For we to live our bellows wear, and breath,

Nor are we mortal, dying, dead, but desth.

And though thou beest (O mighty bird of prey)
So much reclaim'd by God, that thou must lay
All, that thou kill'st, at his feet; yet doth be
Reserve but few, and leaves the most for thee.
And of those few, now thou hast overthrown
.Ove, whom thy blow makes not ours, nor thieown,;
She was more stories high: hopeless to come

To her soul, thou bast offer'd at ber lower room.
Her soul and body was a king and court :

But thou hast both of captain mised and fort.
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As houses fall not, thongh the kings remove ;
MBodies of saints rest for their souls above,
Ieath gets ‘twixt souls and bodies such s place
As sin insinuates ‘twixt just men and grace;
Both work a separation, no divorce :

¥er soul is gooe to usher up her corse,
‘Which shall be almost another soul, for there
Bodies are purer than hest souls are here.
Because in her her virtoes did ountgo

Her years, would’st thou, O emulous Death, do so,
And kill her young to thy Joss ? must the cost

Of beauty and wit, apt to do harm, be jost ?
What though tb?u found’st her proof ’gajust sins of

th ?

©Oh, ever_vy::e a diverse sin pursa’th.

“Thou should'st have stay'd, and taken better
Shortly ambitious; covetous, when old,
She might have prov’d ; and such devotion
Might ooce have stray’d to superstition.

If all ber virtues might have grown, yet might
Abundant virtue have bred a proud delight.

Had she persever'd just, there would have been
Sowe that would sin, mis-thinking she did sin.
Such as would call her friendship love, and feign
‘To sociableness a name profene ;

Or sio by tempting, or, not daring that,

By wishing, though they uever told her what.
‘Thus might'st thou ’ve slain more souls, had'st thou

not cross’d

‘Thyself, and, to triumph, thine army lost.

Yet though these ways be lust, thou hast left one,
‘Which is, immoderate grief that she is gone:

But we may ’scape that sin, yet weep as much;
Qur tears are dae, because we are not such.

Some tears, that knotof friends, ber death must cost,
Because the chain is broke ; though no Jink lost.

o

ON HIS WIFE.

By our first strange and fatal interview,

By all desires, which thereof did ensue,

By our long striving hopes, by that remorse,
Which my words masculine persuasive force
Begot in thee, and by the memory

Of frurts, which spies and rivals threaten’d me,
I calmly beg. But by thy father's wrath,

By all pains, which want and divorcement hath,
I conjure thee; and all the oaths, which T

Aond thoa have sworn to seal joint constancy,

I here umwear, and overswear them thos;
‘Thou shalt vot love by means so dangerous.
Temper, O fair love! love’s impetuous rage,
Be my true mistrem, not my feigned page ;
1l go, and, by thy kind leave, leave behind
Thee, only worthy to narse in my mind,

‘Thirst to come back; O, if thoa die before,

My soul from other lands to thee shall soar;
‘Thy (else almighty) beauty cannot move

Rage from the seas, nor thy love teach them love,
Nor tame wild Boreas’ harshness; thou hast read
How roughly he in pieces shivered

Fair Orithea, whom he swore he lov'd.

Fall ill or good. ’t is madness to have prov’d
Dangers vourg’d : feed on this flattery,

That absent lovers one in th’ other be.
Dissemble nuthing, not a boy, nor change

Thy body’s habit, nor mind ; be not strange

<
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To thyself only. All will spy in thy face

A blushing womanly discovering grace.

Richly clotb’d apes, are call’d apes; and as soon
Eclips’d, as bright we call the Moon, the Moon,
Men of France, changeable chameleons,

Spittles of diseases, shops of fashions,

« t Love's fuellers, and th’ rightest company

Of players, which upon the world’s stage be,

Will too too quickly know thee; and alas, |,

Th’ indifferent Italian, as we pass

His warm land, well content to think thee page,
Will huot thee with such lust and hideous rage,
As Lot's fair guests were vex’d. But noue of these,
Nor spungy hydroptic Duteh, shall thes displease,
If thou stay here. O, stay here ; for, for thee
England is only a worthy gallery,

To walk in expectation, till from thence

Our greatest king call thee to his presence.
When [ am gone, dream me some bappiness,

Nor let thy looks our long bid love confess ;

Nor praise, nor dispraise me ; nor bless, vor curse
Openly love’s force ; nor in bed fright thy nurse
With midnight’s startings, orying out, “ Oh ! oh!
Nurse, O! my love is slain; I saw him go '
O’er the white Alps alone; [ saw him, I,

Assail’d, taken, fight, stabb’d, bleed, fall, and die.”
Augure me better chance, except dread Jove
Think it enough for me t’ have had thy Jove.

ON HIMSELF.

My fortune and my choioe this custom break,
When weare speechless grown to makestooes speak
Though no stone tell thes what I was, yet thon

In my grave's inside seest what thou art now:
Yet thou 'rt ot yet 8o good; till Death us lay
To ripe and mellow bere we ’re stubborn clay. |
Parents make us earth, and souls dignify

Us to be glass; here to grow gold we lie.

‘Whilst in our souls sin bred and pamper'd is,

Our souls become worm-eaten carcasses ;

So we ourselves miraculously destioy,

Here bodies with less miracle enjoy )
Such privileges, enabled here to scale

Heav’n, when the trumpet's air shall them exhale.
Hear this, and mend thyself, and tboun mend’st me,
By making me, being dead, do good for thee;
And think me well compos’d, that I could now

A last-sick bour to syllables allow.

ELEGY.

MADAM,
Trar I might make your cabiuet my tomb,
And for my fame, which I love next my soul,
Next to my soul provide the happiest room,
Admit to that place this last funeral scrowl.
Others by wills give legacies, but I
Dying of you do beg a legacy.

My fortune and my- will this custom break,
When we are senseless grown, to makestones speak :
Though no stone tell thee what T was, yet thou

In my grave’s inside see, what thou art now:
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Yet thou ’rt not yet so good ; till us death lay
To ripe and mellow there, we re stabborn clay,
Parents make us earth, and souls dignify

Us to be glass ; here-to grow gold we lie;
Whilst in oar souls sin bred and pamper’d is,
Our souls become worm-eaten carcasses.

ON MISTRESS BOULSTRED.

Dzatn, benot proud ; thy hand gave not this blow,
8in was her captive, whence thy power doth fiow;
The executioner of wrath thou art,

But tq destroy the just is not thy part.

Thy coming terrour, angaish, grief denounces;
Her happy state courage, ease, joy pronoances.
From out the crystal palace of her breast,

The clearer soul was call'd to endless rest,

(Not by the thund’ring voice, wherewith God threals,
But as with crowned saints in Heav’n he treats)
And, waited on by angels, home was brought,

To joy that it through many dangers sought ;

The key of mercy gently did unlock

The door *twixt Heav'n and it, when life did knock.

Nor boast, the fairest frame was made thy prey,

Because to mortal eyes it did decay;
A better witness than thou art assures,

. That though dissolv’d, it yet a space endures ;
No dram thereof shall want or loss sustaim,
When her best soul inhabits it again.
Go then to people curs’d before they were,
Their souls in trinmph to thy conquest bear.
Glory not thou thyself in these hot tears, .
‘Which our face, not for her, but our harm wears:
The mourning livery givin by Grace, not thee,
Which wills our souls in these streams wash’d should
And on our hearts, her memory’s best tomb, [be;
In this her epitaph doth write thy doom.
Blind were those eyes, saw not how bright did shine
Through flesh’s misty veil those beams divine ;
Deaf were '.hed ears, not charm’d with that sweet
Which did i’ the spirit’s instructed voice abound ;
Of flint the conscience, did not yield and melt,
At what in her last act it saw and felt.

‘Weep not, nor gmdge then, to have lost hersight,
Taaght thus, our after-stay ’s but a short night :
But by all souls, not by corruption choked,

Let in high rais’d notes that pow’r be mvoked H
Calm the rough seas, by which she sails to rest,
From sorrows here t' a kingdom ever bless'd.
And teach this hymn of her with joy, and sing,
The grave no conquest gets, Death Aath no sting.

. ON THE LORD C.

Sornow, that to-this house scarce knew the way,

Is, oh ! heir of it, our all is his pay.

‘This strange chance claims strange wonder, snd to

Nothing can be so strange, as to weep thus.  [us

*T is well, his Jife’s loud speaking works deserve,

And give praise too; our cold tongues could not
serve:

"T ig well, he kept tears from our eyes before,

That to fit this deep ill we might have store.

DONNES POEMS.

Oh, if a swest-briar climb up by a tree,

If to a paradise that transplanted be,

Or fell’d, and burnt for holy sacrifice,

Yet, that must wither, which hy it did rise ;

As we for him dead: though no family ’
E'er rigg’'d a soul for Heav'n's discovery,

With whom more veaturers more boldly dare
Venture their "states, with him in joy to share.
We lose, what all friends lov'd, him; he gains now
But life by death, which worst foes would allow;
If he could have foes, in whose practice grew

All virtues, whose name subtle school-men knew.
What ease can hope, that we shall see him, beget,
When we must die first, and cannot die yet ?

His children are his pictures; oh ! they be
Pictures of him dead, senseless, cold as he.

Here needs no marble tomh, since be is gone ;

He, and about him his, are turn’d to stone.

uron
MR. THOMAS CORYAT'S CRUDITIES.

O 10 what height will love of greatmess drive

Thy learned spirit, seaqui-superlative ? [them
Venice’ vast lake thou hast scen, and woald’st seek
Some vaster thing, and found’st a coartezan.

That iniand sea having discover’d well,

A cellar gulf, where oue might sail to Hell

From Heydelberg, thou long’st to see: and-thou
This book, greater thau all, producest now,

Infinite work! which doth so far extend,

That none can study it to any end.

*T is no one thing, it is not fruit, nor root,

Nor poorly limited with head or foot.

If man be therefore man, because he can

Reason and laugh, thy book doth half make man.
One balf being made, thy modesty was such,

That thou oun th’ other half would’st never touch.
When wilt thou be at full, great lunatic ?

Not till thou exceed the world ? Canst thou be like
A prospervus nose-born wen, which sometimes grows
To be far greater than the mother nose ?

Go then, and as to thee, when thou didst go,
Munster did towns, and Gesner authors show ;
Mount now to Gallo-belgicas ; appear

As deep a statesman us a garretteer.

Homely and familiarly, when thou com'st back,_
Talk of Will Conqueror, and Prester Jack.

Go, bashful man, lest here thou blush to look
Upon the progress of thy glorivus book,

To which both Indies sacrifices send ;

The West sent gold, which thou dnd‘st freely spend,
Meaning to see 't no more upon the press:

The East sends hitber her deliciousness; [hence,
And thy leaves must embrace what comes from
The myrrh, the pepper, and the frankincense.

This magnifies thy leaves ; hut if they stoop

To neighbour wares, when merchants do unhoop
Voluminous barrels; if thy leaves do then

Convey these wares in parcels nuto men ;

If for vast tuns of corrants, and of figs,

| Of med*cinal and aromatic twigs,

Thy leaves a better method do provide,

Divide to pounds, and ounces subdivide.

If they stoop lower yet, and vent our wares,

Home-manufactures to thick popular fairs,
.
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If omni-pregnsut there, upod warm stalls

They hatch all wares, for which the buyer calls;
‘Then thus thy leaves we justly may commend,
That they all kind of matter comprehend.

Thus thou, by means, which th’ ancients never took,
A pandect mak’st, and universal book.

The bravest herves, for their country’s good,
Scatterd in divers lands their limbs and blood ;
Worst malefactors, to whom men are prize,

Do public good, cut in anatomies ;

So will thy book irf pieces, for a lord,

Which casts at Portescue’s, and ali the board
Provide whole books ; each leaf encugh will be
For friends to pass time, and keep company.
Caa all carouse up thee ? no, thou must fit
Measares; and fill out for the balf-pint wit.
Some shall wrap pills, and save a friend’s life 50 ;
Some shall stop muskets, and so kill a foe.
‘Thou shalt not ease the critics of next ege
So mach, as coce their hunger to assoage :
Nor shall wit-pirates hope to find thee lie
All in one bottom, in one library.
Some leaves may paste strings there in other books,
And 80 one may, which on another looks,
Pilfer, alas! a little wit from you;
But hardly mach; and yet I think this true.
As Sibil's was, your book is mystical,
For every piece is as much worth as all.
‘Therefore mine impotency I confess,
‘The healths, which my brain bears, must be far less:
Thy giant-wit o’erthrows me, 1 am gone;
And, rather than resd all, 1 would read hione.

1. D.

SONNET.
THE TOKEX.

Sexp me some tokens, that my hope may live,
Orthat my easeless thoughts may sieep and rest;
Send me some hooey, to make sweet my hive,
That in my passions I may hope the best.
I beg nor ribhand wroaght with thy own hands,
To kait our loves in the fantastic strain
Of new-touch’d youth; nor riug, toshow the stands
Of our affection, that, as that ’s round and plain,
So shou!d our loves meet in simplicity ;
- No, nor the corals, which thy wrist enfold,
Lac’d up together in congruity,
To show our thoughtsshould rest in the same hold ;
No, nor thy picture, though most gracious,
And most desir'd, ‘cause 't is like the best;
Nor witty lines, which are most copious,
Within the writings, which thou hast eddress’d.
Rend me nor this, nor that, t’ increase my score ;
But swear thou think'st I love thee, and no more.

THE
PROGRESS OF THE SOUL.

INFINITATI SACRUM,
16 avcysTI, 1601,
METEMPSYCHOSIS.

POEMA fATYRICON.

EPFISTLR.

Oruxns st the porchesand entries of their buildings
set-their arms ; I, fay picture; if any colours can
defiver a mind so plain, aud flat, and through-
light as mine. Naturally at a new author I doubt,
and stick, and do not say quickiy, Good. I cen-
sure much, and tax; and this liberty costs me
more than cthers. Yet I would not be so rebellioas
agaiust myself, as not todo it, since I loveit; nor so
unjust to others, to do itsine talione. Aslongasl
give them as good hold upon me, they must pardon
me my bitings. I forbid no reprebender, but him
that, like the Trent council, forbids not books, but
authors, damaing whatever such a name hath or
shall write, Noue write so ill, that he gives bot
something exemplary to follow, or iy, Now when
I begin this book, 1 bave no purposs to come into
any man's debt; how my stock will hold out, I
know pot ; perchance waste, perchance increase in
use. {f I do borrow any thing of antiguity, be-
sidea that I make account that I pay it to posterity,
with as much, and gs good, you shall stili ind me
to acknowledge it; and to thank not him only, that
hath digged out treasure for me, but that hath
lighted me a candle to the place. All, which I
will bid you remember, (for I will have no such
readers as [ can teach) is, that the Pythagorean
doctrine doth not only carry one soul from man to
man, nor man to beast, but indifferently to plants
also: and therefore you must not grudge to find
the same soul in an emperor, in a post-horse, and
in & maceron; since no unreadiness in the soul,
but an indisposition in the organs, works this. And
therefore, though this soul could not move when it
was a melon, yet it may remember, and can now
tell me, at what lascivions banquet it was served :
and though it could not speak, when it was a spider,
yet it can remember, and now tell me, who used it
for poison to attain dignity. However the bodies
have dulled her other faeulties, her memory hath
ever been her own ; which makes me 90 seriously
deliver you by her relation all her passages from
her first making, when she was that apple which
Eve eat, to this time when she is she, whose life
you shall find in the end of this book.

FIRST SONG.

I s1mvo the of a deathless soul,

Whom Fate, which God made, but doth not control,
Plac’d in most shapes ; all times, before the law
Yok’d us, and when, and since, in this I sing;

And the great world ¢’ his aged evening,

From infant mom, though mauly noon [ draw;
What the gold Chaldee, or silver Persian saw,
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Greek brass, or Roman iron, ’is in this one ;
A work t’ out-wear Seth’s pillars, brick and stone,
And (holy writ excepted) made to yield to noue.

Thee, eye of Heav'n, this great soul envies not ;
By thy male force is all, we have begot.

In the first east thon now begm’lt to shine,

Suck’st early balm, and isiand spices there ;

And wilt anon in thy loose-rein’d career

At Tagus, Po, Seine, Thames, and Danow dine,

And see at night thy western land of mioe;

Yet hast thou not more nations seen than she,

‘That before thee one day began to be ;
And, thy frail light being quench’d, llnll long, lonq
outlive thee.

Nor, holy Janus, in whose sovereign boat

The church, and all the monarchies did float ;
That swimming college, and free hospital -
Of all mankind, that cage and vivary

Of fowls and beasts, in whose womb Destiny
Us and oar latest nephews did install ;

(From thence are all deriv’d, that fll this all)
Didst thou in that great stewardship embark
Bo divers belzpel into that floating park, [

As have mov'd, and inform'd by this heav'nly

/" Great Destiny, the commissary of God,

’

.

-

—

That hast mark’d out a path and period

For every thing ; who, where we offspring took,
Our ways and euds seest at one instant. Thou
Knuot of all causes, thou, whose changeless brow
Ne’er smiles nor frowns, O vouchsafe thou to look,
And show my story, in thy eternal book.

That (if my prayer be fit) I may understand

So much myself, as to know with what hand,

How scant or liberal, this my life’s race is-spann'd.

To my six lustres, almost now out-wore,

Except thy book owe me so many more;

Except my legend be free from the lets

Of steep ambition, sleepy poverty,
Spmbquenchmg sickuess, dull captivity,
Distracting business, and from beauty’s nets,

And all that calls from this and t’ others whets ;
0! let me not lanch out, but let me save

Th’ expense of brain and spirit ; that my grave
Hisright and due, a whole unwut.ed man; may bave,

Bat if my dayu be long, and good evough,

In vain this sea sball enlarge or enrough

Itself; for I will through the wave and foam,

And hold in sad lone ways a lively sprite,

Make my dark heavy poem light, and light.

For, though through many straits and lands I roam,

1 lanch at Paradise, and sail towards home:

The course, 1 there began, shall here be stay’d ;

Sails boisted there, struck here ; and anchors laid

Ia Thames, which were at Tigris and Euphrates
weigh’d. .

For the great soul, which here amongst us now
Doth dwell, and moves that band, and tongue, and
brow,
Which, as the Moou the sea, moves un; to hear
‘Whose stosy with long patience you will long ;
(For *t is the crown, and last strain of my song)
This soul, to whom Luther and Mabomet were
Prisons of flesh ; this sonl, which oft did tear,

spark. 4

Ay
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And mend the wrecksof th' empire, and late Rome,
And lix’d when every great change did come,
ad first in Paradise a low but fatal room.

Yet no low room, nor then the greatest, less,

1f (as devout and sherp men fitly guess)

“That cross, our joy and grief, (where nails did tie -
That ‘all, which always was all, every where;
Which coald not sin, and yet all sins did bear;
Which could not die, yet could not choose but die ;)
Stood in the self-same room in Calvary,
Where first grew the forbidden learned tree;
For on that tree hung in securitie (free.
p‘hu soul, made by the Maker's will from pulling

Prince of the orchard, fair as dawning mom,
Fenc'd with the law, and ripe as soon as born,
That spple grew, which this soul did enlive;

Till the then climbing serpent, that now creeps
For that offence, for which all mankind weeps,
Took it, and t* her, whom the first man did wive
(Whom, and her race, only forbiddings drive)

He gave it, she t’ her husband ; both did eat:

So perished the eaters and the mest, [sweat.
N we (for treason taints the blood) thence die and

"

Man all at once was there by woman shin;

And one by oue we 're here slain o’er again

By them. The mother poison'd the well-bead,
The daughters here corrupt us, rivalets;

No smallness *scapes, no greatness breaks their gets : °
She thrust us out, and by them we are led

Astray, from turning to whence we are fled.

Were prisoners judges, ’t wouald seem rigorous ;

She sinn’d, we bear; part of our pain is thus [us.
‘i'l‘o love them, whase fault to this painful love yok’d

So fast in us doth this corruption grow,

That now we dare ask why we should be 803
Would God (disputes the curious rebet) make

A law, and would not have it kept ? Or can

His creature's will cross his } Of every man,

For one, will God (and be just) vergeance take ?
Who sinn’d ? 't was not forbidden to the snake,
Nor ber, who was not then made; nor is ’t writ,
That Adam cropt, or knew the apple; yet

“The worm, and she, and he, and we endure for it.

But snatch me, heav’nly spirit, from this vain
Reck’ning their vanity ; less is their gain

Than hazard still to meditate on ill, [toys
Though with good mind ; their reason’s like those
Of glassy bubbles, which the gamesome boys
Stretch to 80 nice a thinness through a quill,

That they themselvesbreak, and do themselvesspill.
Arguing is heretic’s game, and exercise,

As wrestlers, perfects them: not liberties [resies.
|Qf speech, but silence; hands, not tongues, end he-
Just in that instant, when the serpent’s gripe
Broke the slight veins, and tender conduit pipe,
Through which thissoul from the tree s root did draw
Life and growth to this apple, fled away

This Joose soul, old, one and another day.

As lightning, which one scarce dare say he saw,

*T is s0 soon gone, (and better proof the law .

Of sense, than faith requires) swiftly she few

T? & dark and foggy plot; ber, her fates threw
There through th’ Earth's pores, and in a plsat

hous'd her anew.

1
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mpllnt,thunbhd,tolﬂel!dsdforcb
Aplpu,vhmnophcowu, by nature’s course
As gir from water, water flects away

P‘mnthckubodm by this root thzong'd so
His spungy gave him place to grow:

Jast asin our streets, when the people stay

“To see the prince, and so fiil up the way, [near,
That wepsels scarce could pass; when she comes
‘They throng, and cleave up, and a passage clear,
Aﬂllartlnthnc their round bodies flatned weje.

g-nﬁtmhthruaont towards the east,

nrd his left; th’ ends did themselves digest
strings ; these fingers were:

And u 2 sjumb’rer stretching on his bed,

‘This wey he thjs, and that way scattered

s otber leg, which feet with toes up bear;

Grew ou his middle part, the frst day, bair,

“To show, that in love's bus’ness he should still

Adﬂ.lerbe,-ndbeul‘d well orill:

!.l‘-npphhndlc, his lesves force of concep@op kil

A mouth, but dumb, he hath; blind eyes, deaf ears;
And to his shoulders dangle subtle hairs;
A Colossus there he stands upright :
M as that groupd by him were

A leafy wears he on his
Enchas’d with little froits, so red and bnght,
“That for them you would call yourlove's lips white;
80 of a lone unhaunted possess’d,
Did this sval’s second imm, built by the guest
'Qu living buried man, this guiet mandrake, rest.

No fustfal woman came this plant to grieve,

Bnt ’t wag, because there was none yet but Eve:
And she {with other purpose) kill'd it quite; -

Her sin had now bronght in infirmiti

And s0 herondledc fd the moist- eyq

Mad never shut, nor slept, since it saw light ; 3,

Poppy she kuew, she knew the mandrake’s might,

And tove up bath, and s cool'd her child’s blood :

Buvirtaens weeds might long unvex'd have stood ;

But he ’s short liv’d, that with his death can do

most good.

To an unfetter’d soul’s quick nimble haste

Are falling stars, and heart'sthoughts, butslowpac'd:
‘Thinper than burnt air flies this soul, and she,
Whom four new coming, and four parting Suns
Had foond, and left the mandrake’s tenaat, ryus
Thoughtless of change, when her firm destiny
Cosfin'd, and engoal dhet, th‘tneun'd-o?nee
Into a small blue shell ; the which a poor

Warm bird oers; ‘and sat still ev

__Till herenclos'd child kick’d, and pick'ditselfs door.

4

Out crept & 8 spagrow, this squl’s moving ina,
On whose 7aw arms stiff feathers now
Aschildren’steeth through gu ms, tobreak
His flesh s j Mllﬂh'm
All 2 néw downy mantle overspr

A mouth he opes, which would as much contain
hblmhmn.mdthoﬂ:ﬂbmrspemplun,
chirps aloud for meat. Meat fit for men
ther steals for him ;' and so feeds then
that within a month will beat him from his

wn.

3
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" Already this hot cock in bush aod tret,

In field and tent o'erflutters hunextben,

He asks her not who did so taste, nor when

Nor if his sister or his niece she be,

Nor doth she pgle for his incopstancy,

If in her sight he change ; por doth refuse

The next, that calls; both liberty do yse;

Whiere m is of both kmdl, both kinds mny freely

Mm, hl! thoy took laws, which made freedom less,
Theip and their sisters did ingress ;
Till now uniawful, therefore ill, 't was »o¢;
'So jolly, thet it can move this souk: &
The body 80 free of his kindnesses,
That self-preserviog it hath now forgot,
And slsck*neth not the soul’s and body’s knot,
Which temp'rance straitens? frealy onhnnha-ﬁundl
He blood, and spirit, pith, and marrow

(wuud of hunself [imself in three.years endl.
U4 {

Else might he long have liv'd; man did not know
_Of gummy blood, which doth in holly grow,
Haiv tO ssake bird-lime, nor how to debeive
With feign’d calls, his nets, or eawrapping soare
The fréa mbubitants of th' pliant sir.

Man to beget, and woman to cosceive, -
Ask’d not of roots, nor of cock-sparsows, leave:
Yet chooseth he, though none of these.he fears,
Pleasantly three; then straitned twenty years,
Tohve,-ndmmenuehnrwe,bimselfoum

'

This copl with overblowing quench’d and degd,
The soul from her too active organs fled o
T? a brook ; a female fiab’s sgndy roe

With the uu.le s jelly newly Iuv'ned )
Forthcyh.dmmtouchd.nt.heydnd pam;

And one of those small bodies, fited so,

This soul inform’d ; and able it to row

Itself with finny oars, which she did fit,

Her scales seem’d yet of parchment ; and as yet
Petchlnee a fish, but bynomme,ymoould chllit,
w - ’

When goodly, like a ship in her full trim,

A swan 30 white, that you may unto him
Compars all whiteness, but bimself to none,

Glided alogg, and, 3s be glided, Iuch'd,

. And with bis arched neck t.hupoorﬂnhmwh’dz s
It mov'd.with state, as if to look

Low things it scorn’d ; and yet, that one
'Could think h-oughtlt, he had swallow’d clear

' This, and muchsach; and, unblam’d, devour'd there
All but who tooswift, me-ﬂlmdm

Now swam a prison ‘P\u,
Andmwthuml mdouble' ls was shut,
Till, melted with the swan's digestive fire,
Sbeldtherbometheﬁsh,mdnpmr’dfoﬂb
Fne,gotnﬁotdmbodxu of more worth

For ber as her agsin retire

T’ another flah, to any now desiro .
Made a new ppey: forbo,t.b.tmtom
Resistance make, nor is sure gong ;
Wenkm-mnmbut-le-eeﬁmw

Pwnmh the native stream this fish doth keep,

puniuwithhutonrdﬂhemydeep,

4
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But oRt retarded ; once with a hidden net, [taugbt
Though with great windows, (for when need first
These tricks to catch food, then they were not
As now, with curions greediness, to let [wrought,
None "scape, but few, and fit for nse to get)

As in this trab a rav’nous pike was ta'en,

'Who, though himself distress'd, would fain haveslain
This wretch : so bardly are ill habits left agajn.

Here by ber smallness she two deatlis o’erpast,

Once inoocence 'scap'd, and left th'o fast;

The pet through swam, sbe keeps the liguil path,

And whether she leap up sometimes to breath,

And suck in air, or find it underneatb ;

Or working parts like mills, or limbecs hatb,

To make the water thin, apd air like faith,

Cares not, but safe Lthe place she ’s come unto;

Where fresh with salt waves meet ; and whattodo

She knows not, but between both makes a board or
two. .

So far from biding ber guests water is,

That she shows them in bigger quuntities,
Than they ire. Thus ber, doubtful of her way,
For game, and not for bunges, a sea-pie .
Spy’d through his traitoreus spectacle from high
The silly fish, where it dispating lay,

And, ' end her doabts and ber, bears-her away;
Exalted she ’s but to th’ exalter's good,

(As are by great oves men, which lowly stood) -
It ’s rais’d to be the raiser's instrament and food.

U
Is any kiod subject to rape like fish ?
Lil unto man they neither do, nor wish;
Fishers they kill not, nor with noise awake ;
They do ndt hunt, nor strive to make a prey
Of beasts, nor their young sons to bear away ;
Fowls they pdtsue tiot, nor do undertake .
To spoil the nesty industrious birds do make ;
Yet thém all these vnkind kinds feed opon:
To kill them is aw océupation, »
And laws make fasts and lents for their destruction.

A sdden stiff land-wind in that self hour

To sea-ward forc’d this bird, that did devour

The fish ; he cares not, for with ease he flies,

Fat gluttony’s best orator : at last

80 long be hdth flown, ind bath Bown so fast,

That leagués o'erpam’d ut sea, now tir'd he lies,
. Aud with his prey, thet till thea hanguini’d, dies

The souls, o r foes, twd Ways did err. -

Thé fish I follow, and keep no culendat

Of th’ other: be lives yet in some great officer. .

Into an embryon fish owr sew js thrown,

And in dee time thrown aut agais, and grown

To such vastoess 3 as if unmanacled

From Greece, Morea 'lem,mdt.hnt, by some
Earthquake unrooted, loose Morea swam ;

Or seas from Afric’s body had severed

And torn the hopeful promontory’s head,

This fish would seem these, and, when all hopes fail,
A great ship overset, or without sail whale.
Hulling, might (when this was a whelp) be like this

At every stroke his brazen fios do take,

More cireles in the broRen sea théy make,
Than canmots’s voioes, when the air todf:
His ribs are piliars, dnd bis bigh srch’d roof

Of bark, that blunts best steel, is thuuder-proof.
Bwim in him swallow'd dolphins wiltovt. fear,
And feel 00 sides, as if his vast womb were

DONNE'S POEMS.

Some i e} ad 5 be went,
He spouted rivers up, l:? i}e meant
To join our sess with seas aboye the Srmament.

He hunts not Eish, but as an officer

Stays in his court, at his own net, and there
All suitors of all sorts themselves entbrall ;

8o on his back ljes this whale wantoning, .
And in his gulf-like throat sucks every ¢hing
That passeth near. Fish chaseth fish, undmﬁl,
Flier and follower, in this whirlpool fall;

O might not states of more equality .
Consist ? aud is it of necessit, [must die?
That thousand guiltless smalls, to make one great,

Now drinks he up seas, and he eats up flocks ;

He justles islands, and he shakes firm rocks :

Now in a roomful house this soul doth float,’

And, like a prioce, she sends her faculties .

To all her limbs, distant as provinces.

The Sua bath tweoty times both Crab and Goat
Parched, since first lanch’d forth this living boat ;
’T is greatest now, and to destruction

Nearest: there 's no pause at perfection;

Greatness a period hath, but hath no station.

Two litfle fishes, whom he never harm’d,

Nor fed on their kind, two, ot throughly arm'd

, With hope that they could kill pim, nor could do
Good to themselves by his death (they did not cat
His flesh, nor suck those oils,which thence outstreat )
Conspir'd against bim ; and it might undo

The plot of all, that the plotters were two,

But that fishes were, and could pot speak.
How shall a tyrant wise strong projects break,

If wretches can on them the curamop angpr wreak ?

The fail’d-fon’d thresher, and steel-beak’d sword -
Only sttempt to do, what all do wish: (Gsh
The thresher backs him, and to beat begins ;

The sluggard whale {ields to oppression,

And, ¢ hide himself from shame and danger, down
Begios to sink ; the sword-fish upward spins,

And gores him with his beak ; his-stafi-like fins

So well the one, his sword the other plies,

That, now a scoff and prey, this tyrant dies,

Axd (his own dole) feeds with himself all companies.

Who will revenge his death ? 6r who will call

‘Those toaccount, thatthought and wrought his fall ?

&e hei::‘f slain kings we se¢ are often'so -
nsported with the joy of what they get,

That they revenge and obsequies fosget;

Nor will against such men the people ge,

Bedante he 's now dead, to whom they should show

Love in that act. Some kings by vice being grown

So needy of subject’s love, that of their own

They think they lase, if love be to the dead prince

,dhown. i

This soul, now free from prison and passion,
Hath yet a little indignatiop,
That so small hammers should 50 soon down beat
So great a castle: and having for her house
Got the strait cloister of a wretched mouse,

As basest men, that bave not what to est,

or enjoy aught, do far more hate the great,
Than , who ‘d estates

they, who good possess)
This soul, late taught that great thi ightby less
e e oo e
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Natare’s grent feititdrpisod, an bleptmnt,

(The éaly harinieis great thing) the glaat

Of beatts; whe thoaght hoak hed, to mgke him-wise,
Bat to be just aud thankfel, loth t’ offend

{Yet Nature bath giv'n bim 1o knées to bend)
Himself be up-gireph, on hilmself relies,

And, foe to none, suspects no enemies,

961 sleeping stood ; vext not his fantasy

Black dreams, like an unbent Gow carelessly

His sinewy proboscis did remissly lie.

Tu which, as in a gxilery, this mouse

‘Walk?d, and survey'd the roomis of this vast bou
And to the brain, the soul’s bed-chamber, went,
And gnaw’d the life-cords there : like a whole
Clesin in’d, the slain beast tumbled dowidf;
With him the murd’rer dies, whom envy sent

‘To kill, not "scape (for culy he, that meant

To die, did ever kill a maa of better room)

And thus he made his foe his prey and touib :
‘Who caresnot to turn back, may any whither come.

Next bous’d this sonl a wolf’s yet unborn whelp,
Till the best midwife, Nature, gave it help

To issae: it could kill, as soon as go.

Abel, as white and mild, s his sheep were,

(Whso, in that trade, of church and kingdoms there
Was the first type) was oth) jnfeited o :
‘With this wdlf, that it bred bis Joss amd woe ;
And yot Mo bisch, his centinié], sttemds -

The flock 20 near, se well wurtss and defends,
That the wolf (hopeless elue) to corrapt ber intends.

He took a gourse, witich sisce snccessfally

Great men have ohter tdken, to éspy -

The cotisbly, or 6 break the plots of foes ;

To Abel's tent he gtendethi in the dark,

On whobe akirts the bitchisleft: &re she ¢ould bark,
Attach’d ber with strait gripes, yet he catl’d those
Embracenaéads of love ; to Jove’s work ke goes,
Where deads faors hore than words; nor doth she

Nor much rédst, por needs be straiten so
His prey, for were she Joosé; she would not bark
nor go. . )

He bath engag’d Eer; his she wholly bides:
‘Who not her own, none other’s secrets hides.
If to the flock be come, and Abel there,

She feigns hoarsé barkings, but she biteth not;
Her faith is quité, biit not her love forgot,
At last a trap, of which some every where
Abel had plac’d, ends all his loss and fear,
By the wolP’s deathi; and now just time it was,
That a guick soul should give Iife to that mags
of in Abel’s bitch, sud thither this did pass.

Some have their wives, their sisters some begot;
But in the lives of emperors yon shall not
Read of a lust, the which may equal this:
This wolf begot himlf, xad fitished,

he began alive, when he was dead.
himeelf, and father too, he 1§

Juist, for which schoolmen wounld miss
name. The whelp of both these fay
tént, and with soft Moaba,

, being young, it vs*d to sport and play.

for hér too0 harsh and churlish grew,‘
(the dym dead) would use this new

f

SRCTH

i9s-
"For the fidld; belag of téo kinds thos made,

He, as his dum, from sheep drove wolves avay,
And; as ke sire, he ‘made them his owa prey.

Five years be liv’d, and cozea’d with his trade ;
Then, hopeless that tris faults.were hid, betray'd
Himself by gight, and, by dll followed, :
From dogs a wolf, from wolves 4 dog he fled ;

And, like'a spy to both sides false; he perisiied.

It qaick’ned ment 4 toyfeal ape, and so

Gushesome it was, that it might freely go

From tent to tent, and with the children play ;
His orgame now so0 like theirs he doth find,

That, why he cannot langh and speak his mind,
He wonders. Much with all, most he doth stxy
With Adam’s Sfth daughter, Siphatecia:

Doth gage-on ber, and, where she passeth, pass,
Gathers her. fruits, and tanibles on the graes ;
And, wisest of that kind, the first true lover was, .

He was the first, that move desir’d to have

One than another; first, that e’er did crave

Love by mute sigoe, amd had no power to speak ;

First, that could make love-faces, or could do

The vaulter’s sombersalts, or us'd to woo

With hoiting gambols, his own boues to break,

To make his mistress merry ;- dr tv wreak

Her anger on himself. Sins against kind

They eas’ly do, thirt can 1€t feed their mind |

With outward ‘beauty, beauty they in boys amd
beasts do find.

By this misled, too low things men have prov'd,
And too high; beasts and angels have been lovid :
This ape, thoughb else through-vain, in this was wise;
He veagh’d at things tpo highy but epen way
There was, and he knew not she would say nay, |
His toys prevail not, likelier means he tries, :
He gazeth on her face with tear-shot eyes,
And up-lifts subtily with his russet paw .
Her kid-skin aprou without fear or awe N
_Ofnml:e; natlure bath no goal, though she hath
v, :
First she was silly, sad kwew.not' what be meant :
That virtue, by his touches chaft and t,
Succeeds an itchy warmtb, that melh?:: quite ;
knew not first, nor cares not what he doth,
And willing half and more, inore than half wrath,
She neither pulls nor pushes, but out-right
Now cries, and now repents; when Thelemite,
Her brother, enter’d, and & great stone threw
After the ape, who thus prevented flew.
This house thus batter'd down, the soul possess'd &
new.

And whether by this change she lose or win, .
She comes out next, where th’ ape would have gone

in.

Adam and Eve had mingled blaods, abd now,
Like chymic’s equal fires, her temperate womb
Had stew’d and form'd it : and part did become
A spungy liver, that did richly allow,

Like a free conduct gn a high hill’s brow,
Like-keeping moisture unto every part; °

Part bard’ned itself to a thicker heart, -
Whose husy farnaces life’s splrits do impart,

Another part became the well of sense, .
The tender well-arm’d feeling brain, from whegior
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Those sinew-strings, which do eur bodies tie, Seest thou, my sotl, with thy faith's how bis,
Arve ravell’d out; snd, fast there by one end, W'hxchﬁlknllphu,yetmholdl;:'da&ha!
Did this soul lunbs. these limbs a %0ul attend ; Was not his pity towards thee wondrous hlgh,

And now they join’d, keeping some quality That would bave nsed to be pitied by thee ?

Of every past shape ; she knew treachery, Kiss him, and with him into Egypt go,

Rapine, deceit, and lust, and ills enough
To be & woman : Temeoh she is now,
Bister and wife to Cain, Caiv, that first did-plough.

Whoe’er thou beast, thet read’st this sallen writ,
‘Which just so much courts thee, as thou dost it,
Let me arrest thy thoughts ; wonder with me
Why ploughing, building, ruling, and the rest,
Or most of those arts, whence our lives are blest,
By cursed Cain’s race invented be,

And bless’d Seth vex'd us with astronomy.

‘s nothing simply good nor ill l.lone,
of every quality comparison

The culy measnre is, and judge opinjon.
‘ ety
DIVINE POEMS.
 o————
HOLY SONNETS.
L LA CORONA.

Ddgnatuyknd:ﬁbmmnfpmyermﬂpmn
‘Weav'd in my Jone devout mélancholy, -

Thoo, which of good hast, yea, art treasury,

AN changing unchang’d, encieat of days;  °
But do not »'th a vile crown of frail bays

Reward my Muse's white smcentv,

But what thy thorny crown gain'd, that give me,
A <crown of glory, which doth ﬂo'er always.

The ends crown our works, but thou cmvn'n oar
For at our ends begins our endless rest; - ([ends,
The first last end now nealously poesest,

With a streng sober thirst, my sou! attends.

*P is time that heart and voice be ifeed Ingh,
Sqlvation to all, that will, is mgil .

1L Amml.

Selvation to all, that will, is nigh;

Phat all, which alwars is al! every where,

Which cannqt &ip, md yet all eins must bur,
Which cannot di¢, yet cannot choose bat dié,

Lo, faithful virgin, yields himself to lie

In prison, in thy womb; and though he there
Can take 8o sin, nor thou give, yet he °ll wear,
Taken frot thence, flesh, which deqth’s force may
Ere by the sphercs time was created, thou [try.
‘Wast in his mind, who is thy Son, and s
‘Whom thou concelv'st conceived ; yet thou’rtnow
Thy ! Maker's maker, and thy Pathers mother,
‘“Thou hast light in dark, and shutt’st in little room
Jmmensity, cloister’d in llcy dear wosmb,

.  NATIVDYY.

Fmmensity, cloister'd in thy dear womb,
Now leaves his well-belov’'d lmpnmment.
There he hath made himself to bis intent
‘Weak enough, now into our world to come;
But ob, fur, thee, for him, hath th’ ion no room?
;‘ Iay him in his stall, and from the ogient

rs and wise. mep will travel, to prevent
T effect of Herod's jealpus generad doomy.

Ye, whose

Wish s ki mother, -boplrlaba“y

V. TIMFME.

With kis kind wmother, who partekes thy woe,

Joseph, turn back ; see where your child doth sit .

Blowing, yes, blo'ing out those sparks of wit,

Which himself on the doctors did bestow ;

The world but Jately could not speak, and lo

1t suddenly speaks wonders: whenCe comesit, .

That all which was, and all which should be writ,
A shallow-seeming child should deeply know ?

His godhead was not soul to his

Nor bad time mellow’d him to this ri eness ;

But as for one, which hath a long task, ’t if good

With the Sun to begm his business, .

He ip his age’s moming thus began,

By miracles exceeding power of man.

Yo MIRACLES.

By miracies sxceeding power of man

He faith in some, envy in some begat ;

For, wbat weak spirits admire, ambitiows ha&e;
In both affections many to him ran :

But oh! &emnnmtqullm&an.
Alas! and do unto th’ immaculate,

Whose creature Fate is, naw presoribe s fate,
Measuritig self-life’s inflnite to span,

Nay, to au {nch. Lo, where condemned he
Bears his own crass with pain; yet bv-pd—by.
When it bears him, he most bear move and

Now thou art lifted up, draw me to thee,

And, at thy death givieg such liberal dole,
ﬂfM with gne dyqp of. thy- blood my dry soul.

. mnznlol.

Madnﬁm&lpd“y“wd,w&yml

Shall (though she now be in extreme degree

‘Too stony hard, and yet too fleshly) be

Freed by that drop, from being starv'd, bard or fonl 5
And life, by this death abled, shall control
PDa-th&!;han d}y deuth(l slew ; nor shall to me

car rt or last death bring misery,

If in thy life's-book my name thou enroll:

Flesh in-that long sl? is not putrified,

But inadethat th. which, and fdr which 't was 5
Nor can by other means be glonﬂed. o

May then sins sleep, and deatlt soon from me pass,
'l‘hu.nk'dfromboth,hgmnmmy

Salute ﬂu last and eyerlasting day.

Vil ASCENBION.

Salute the last and everlasting day,

Joy st th’ uprising of this sud Son,

M ltruo l?:‘ll'l orbt.nbulabon ”
ave parely wash’d or burnt your drosgy ¢

Bebeld the highest, g hence away, i4s

Lightens the dark ¢! which he treads upon,

Nor doth be by ascending show alone,

But ficst Be, and he ﬂm,entemthe ny
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o ram, which hast batter’d Heav'n for me,
Mld Lamb, which mththybhod hast mark’d the

th,
tl:ch which shin’st, tlntltbeny may see,
Oh! with t.hy own blood quench thy own just
orath:
And if thy Holy Spirit my Muse did raise,
Deign at'my hands this crown of prayer and praise.

e

L

made me, and shall thy work decay ?
now, for now mine end doth haste ;
death, and death meets me as fast,

y pleasures are like yesterday.
move my dim eyes any way ;
bebind, and death before doth cast

r, and my feeble flesh doth waste
it, which it t'wards Hell doth weigh.
art above, and when t’wards thee
thy leave I can look, I rise again;

old subtle foe 50 tempteth me,

vot one hoar myself I can sustain ;
grace may wing me to prevent his art,
thoa like adamant drew mine iron heart.

1
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As due by many titles, I resign Lg

Nymlft:thee, OGod. FirstIwasmade Y

thee, and for thee ; and, when I was decay’d,

Thy blood bought that, the which before was
thine ;

1 am thy sop, made with thyself to shine, 6-

&t

Thy servant, whose pains thou hast still repay’d, §/

Thy sheep, thine image, aod, till I betray’d
Myself, a temple of thy spirit divine. L
Why doth the Devil then asurp ou me? [
Why doth he steal, say, ravish that’s thy nghtl.
!:equlnur-a,ndhthnem'oﬁﬁght, A
Oh ! I shall s00n despair, when I shall seo

97

v,

On! my black soul, now thou mrt summoned
By Sicknass, Death’s herald and champion ;
Thou rt like a pilgrim, which abroad bath done
Tresson, and durst not turn to whence be is fied ;
Or like a thief, which till deatl’s doom be read,
‘Wisheth himself delivered from prison ;
But damn’d and hawl’d to execution,
Wisheth that still be might b’ imprisoned :
Yet grace, if thou repent, thon canst not lack;
But who shall give thee that grace to begin ?
Oh, make thyself with holy mourning black,
Andmd'nbblmhmg,ut.hoummthun, i
OrwuthChru‘lNood,whuhbnhthumlnht,
That, being red, it dies red souls to.white.

V.

1 aw a little world, nﬂecnnnmgly

Of clements and an angelic spright

Bat black sin hath betray’d to a-dleu night

My world’s both parts, and, ch! both partsmustdie.
You,whichbeyond that Heavn,which was moethigh,
Have found new spheres, and of new land can write,
Pour new seas in miue eyes, that so I might
Drown my world with my weeping earnestly ;-

Or wash it, if it must be drown’d no more:

Bat oh it must be burat; alas! the fire

Of lust and envy burnt it becetofore,

And made it foaler: let their flames retire,

And burn me, O Lord, with a flery seal

Of thee and thy botise, which doth in eating heal

VL

Turs s tay play’s last socse, bere Heaveus appoint -b

My pilgrimage’s last mile; and my race,
Idly yet quickly run, hath this last

My span’s last inch, my minute’s latest point ;
And gluttonous Death will instantly unjoint
My body-and soul, and I shall sleep a space ;
But my ever-waking part shall see that face,
‘Whose fear already shakes my every jomt:

[N

‘.

L

v
.

That thn lov'st mankind well, yet wiit mMThmuqmdbﬂmwﬁltmt.mﬂlght, "’

And&hnhunn.ycbhthhheme.-- ¢

L -

my breast and eyes, which I have spent,

That I might in this boly discontent

Mourn with some frait, as | havemonrnd in vainj

Io mie i what show’rs of rain

Mine eyeu?hdm? what griefs my beart did
rent

That sufferance was my sin I now repent ;

*Cause 1 did suffer, [ must suffer paio.

T’ hydroptic drunhrd and nigbt-scoating thief,

The itchy lecher, and ldf—tlcklmg proud,

Have th’ remembrance of past joys, for relief

Of coming ills. To poor me is allow’d

No ease; for loog, yet vebement, grief hath been

Th’ effect and cause, the punishment and sin.

Ee

mmbﬁyn&o&r&hﬂd‘ell,

So fall my sins, that all may bave their right,

To whexe they ’robred, and would press me to Hell.
Impute mie n thils purg’d.of evil ;
Fonbnllnntbowdd,th-hb, t-hbcn!

VIL

Ar the round Earth’s imagin'd corners blow .

Your trumpets, angals, and arise, arise

From death, you numberioss infinities

Of souls, and to your scattered bodies go,

Al), whom th’ flood did, and fire ehall onkum;

All. whom war, death, age, ague’s tyrennies,

Despain lgw,chance hath slain; snd you, wbooecyu

Shall behold God, and never taste death’s

Butletﬂnomlhtp, lord, and mem-mcqnce,
For, if sbove all these my sins abound,

"l‘ulateto»k abundance of thy grace,

When we are there. Here on this holy ground

Teach me how to repent ; for that ’s as good,

As if thou had/st seald my pardon with thy bleod.

”
4
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VilL

b faithful aguls he alike glorifi'd

angels, then my father's sonl dnt.hnc.
And -d& this evin to full felicity,
That valiabtly I HelP’s wide month p’erstride :
But if our minds t6 these souls be dascry’d
By mrcum‘m sad by sigme, um be
Apparent in us not immediately,
How shall my wigd's white tmth by them be try’d ?
They see idolatxons dovers weep and mourn,
And style blasphesaous oonjurers to call
On Jesus' name, and pharigaical
Dissemblers feign devotion. Then turn,
O pensive soul, t0 God ; for be kuows best
Thy me&brheputnmtomym

%

Ir poisonous minkrals, and if that tree,

‘Whose fruit threw death on (else immortal) us,
1€ lecherous goats, if serpen

Caanot be dama’d, alu 'hy ubould I be?
‘Why should intent or reason, bomn in me,
Make sine, else equal, in me more heinous ?
Aud mercy being casy and glotious

To God, in hig stern wrath why threatens he ?
But who am I, that dare dispute with thee !

O God, ohd of thine only wortliy blood,

And my tears, make a heav'nly Letbean flood,
And drown in it my ein’s black whmory: .
That thou remember them, some oluim- as debt ;
I'uunk it mercy, if thou wilt forget.

———
3

p .

D‘tﬂ,hﬂumwmhmaﬂed&ee
Mighty apd dreadflul, for thou art not s0; -

For those, whom thou think'st thon dost averthrow,
Die pot, poor death ; mor yet canst thou kill me.’
merﬂmdiup which bat thy picture be,
Mouch plessune;them from thee mach moremustow:
And soonest our best men with thee do go,
Rest of their hanes, and soal’s delivery. [men,
Tlmu‘ﬁdavemm,cl\uoe, kings, snd

And dost with poison, war, and sckness dwell,
And or ¢harms can make us sieep sy well,
Axd better than thy stroke. Why swell’st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake etamnally ;

And death shajl be no more, death, deie'

XL

Seit in my face, you Jews, and pierce my side,
Buffet and scoff, scourge and orucify ms:.

For I have sion’d, and sinn’d ; and oaly be,
‘Who could do no inlquity, Inth dy'd:

But by my death cannot be satisfi'd

My sins, which pess the Jews? impiety :
Thqkm’dmenmglomum. butI -
Crucify him daily, being now glorifi'd,

O let.te then his strange love still admire :
Kings pardon, but he bore our punishment
And Jacob came, clotb’d in vile harsh attire,
Bat'to supplant, and with gainful intent :

God cloth’d himself in vile man’s flesh, t.hu 80

He might de weak encngh to saffor'woe, <

DONNE'S POEMS.

xn.
Wiy are we by all creatares waited on ?
Why do the | elements supply
Life and food to me, being mompurethnl.
Simpler, and further from corruption ?
Why brook’st thou, ignorant horse, subjection.?
Why do you, bull and boar, so sillily
Dissemble weakness, and by one man's stroke die,.
Whose whole kind you might swallow and feed upom ?
Weaker [ am, woe’s me ! and worse than you;
You have not sinn’d, nor peed be timorous,
But wonder at a greater, for to us
Crested nature doth these things sabdee;
But their Creator, whom sin, nor nature ty'd,
For us, his creatures, snd his foss, hath dy'd.
XIIL

Waar if this present were the world's last night ?
Mark in my heart, O son), where thou dost dwell,
The pictuare of Christ crgcifi'd, snd tell

Whether his countenance con thee afiright

Tears in his eyes queuch the amazivg h(ht, {fell.
Blood fills ‘his frowns, which from his pierc’d head
And can that tougue adjudge thes unto Hell,
Which pray’d forgiveness for his foe’s fierce spight ?
No, no; but as in my idolatry

I said to all my profane mlstreuel,

Beauty of pity, iP Iness only is

A sign of rigour: 80 | say to thee;

To wicked spirits are horrid shapes assign'd,

This beauteous form assumes a piteous mind.

XIv.

Batrea wy heart, three-person’d God ; for you

As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seet tomend ;
That 1 taay ris¢ and stand, olerthrow m’; pdbend
Your to break, bloy, hnrn,ndmkcmencv’
I, like an MP“ tawn to sunother-dus,’ .
Labosr ¢ admit you, but ok, to bo wod
Reum, your mel:gy in e, we &h‘,
But is captivd, and proves weak: oruRtroe ;
Yet dearly I isve you, and would be Wv'd fain,
But am betroth’d unto your enemy:

Divorce me, ustie, or break that knot agele,
Take me to you, imprison me ; for I,

Except you enthrall me, never - shall be free H
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.

XV.

Wier thou love God, as he thee? then digest,

My soul, this wholesome meditation, -

How Godthe spirit, by angels wutedm

In Heav'n, doth make his temple in thy breast ;
The Pather baving begot a Son most bless’d,

And still hegetting, (for he ne'er begun)

Hath deign'd to choose thee by

Coheir to his glory, and sabbaths endleu rest.”
And es a robd man, whichby search doth find
His stol’n stuff sold, must lose of buy ’t again :
The Sun of glory came down, and was slain,

Us, whom h’ bad made, and Satan stole, £ nnbind.
*F was much, that man was made like God before ;
But,tlutﬂod shonld be made like man, much more:
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. XVL
Farunii, part of his double interest
Unto thy ki-;dnm thy Son gives to me;
His jointure in the kbotty Trinity

He keeps, and gives to me bis death’s uest.
mm:i t:-adeuh with life the warld hath
ese’

Wufromthe'orldlbap-m‘ﬂam, and he
Hath msde two wills, which, with the legacy
Of his and thy kingdom, thy sons invest:

Yet such are these laws, that men argue yet,
‘Whether a man those statutes can fulfll ;

.Nooe doth; bat thy alldiel.lmggneelnd spirit
Revive again, what law and Jetter kill :

Thy law's abridgment and thy last command
Is all but love ; O let this last will stand |

Smmmep—
ON THE BLESSED VIRGIN MARY.

Ix that, O queen of queens, thy birth was free
From that, which others doth of grace bereave,
‘When in their motber’s wemb thcyhfenceive,
God, as his sole-born danghter, loved thee:

To match thee like thy birth’s nobility,
He thee his Spirit for bis spouse did Ie-ve,
By whom thou didst his only Son conceive,
And 50 wast link'd to all the Trinity,

Cease then, O queens, that earthly crowns do wear,
To glory In the pomp of earthly thiogs ;
I men such high respects anto you bear,
Which danghters, wives, and mothers are of kings,
What honour can unto that queen be done,
Who had your God for father, spouse, and son?

-~
L _ ]

THE CROSS.

Smcs Christ embrac’d the crass itself, dare I,
His image, th’ image of his cross deny ?

Would I have profit by the sacrifice,

And dare the chosen altar to despise ?

Jt bore all other sins, but is it fit

That it should bear the sin of scoming it ?

Who from the picture would avert his eye,

How would be fly his pains, who there did die?

From me no pulpit, nor misgrounded law,

Nor scandal taken sball this croms withdraw ;

. It shall not, for it cannpt ; for the loss

Of this cross were to me another croes ;

Better were worse, for po afliction,

No crom is 30 extreme, as to have noge.
‘Who can bjot out the cross, which th’ instrument
Of God dew’d on me in the sacrament ?

Who can deny me power and liberty

To stretch mine arms, and mine own cross to be ?
Swim, and at gvery stroke thoo art thy cross:
The mast and yard make one, where seas do toss.
Look down, t.houlpy'ﬂonrmmmllthm
Look up, thou seest birds rais'd qn crossed wings.
All the globe's frama, and spheres, is uothing else
Butu:emmdmsuwun;p.uu;

Material croses then gpod ysncbe,

But yet spiritval bave ehi dguity.

1)
These for extracted chymic medicine serve,

And cure much better, and as well preserve;
Then are you your own physic, or need none,

-] When stitl'd or purg’d by tribulation:

For, when that cross ungrudg’d unto you sticks,
Then are you to yourself a crucifix.

As perchance carvers do not faces make,

But that away, which hid them there, do take:
Let cromes 3o take what hid Christ in thee,
And be his image, or not his, but he.

But as oft alchymists do coiners prove,

So may a self- ing get, self-love.

And then as.worst surfeits of best meats be,

So is pride, issued from humility ;

For ’t is no child, but monster : therefore cross
Your joy in crosses, else 't is double loss ;

And cross thy senses, else both they and thog
Must perish soon, and to destruction bow.

For if th’ eye see good ohjects, and wi)l take
No cross from bad, we cannot ’scape a snake.
So with barsh, bard, sour, stinking cross the rest,
Make them indifferent all; nothing best.

Bat most the eye needs crossing, that can rogm
And move: to th’ others objects must come home,
And cross thy heart : for that in man alone
Pants downwards, and hath palpitation.

Cross those detorsions, when it downward tuuh.
And when it to forbidden heights pretends.
And as the brain though bony walls doth vent
By sutures, which a croea’s form present:

So wheg thy brain works, e’er thou utter it,
Cross and correct concupiscence of wit.

Be covetous of crosses, l«t none fall :

Cross Do man else, but croes thyself in all.
Then doth the cross of Christ work faithfully
Within our hearts, when we love harmlegsly
The croes’s pictures much, and wjth more sare
That cross’s children, which ogr prteses ave.”

Ty
PSALM €XXXVII

From dear Juda far absented,
Tearing the air with our cries,
And our eyes
With their streams his stream sugmented.

When poor Sion's dolefal state,
Desolate,

Saeked, burned, lnd mt.hnll'd

And the tﬂnple spoil'd, which we
Ne’er should see,

To gur mirthiess minds we u|l‘d

Qur mynte harps, unton'd, uutnmg,
Up we huny’ !
On grebm willows near beilde us ;
Where s sitting ait forlorr,  *
Theik im scomn
Onrpluﬂspodcupndmdem.

Glllu, -iuphvos, leave yonrmaum,
And your grosss
Under Smsnh-bery
Tune your harps, aml sing ug quo
In theprabe -
Of your God, and let 's be merry.” ‘



"ﬁ, ah! can we leave our moans ?

Aad our groans

Under Sion’s tuins bury ?

Can we ifi this land sing lays
In'the praise

Of our God, and here be merry?

No; dear Sion, If I yet
' Do forget

Thipe afffiction miserable, 4
Let my nimble joints bedome

Stiff and numb, .
To touch warbling barp unable.

Let my tougue lose singing skill,
Ret it still
To my parched reof be glew’d §
If in either hirp or voice
I rejoice,
Till thy joys shall be renew’d.

Lord, curse Edom’s trait’rous kind,
Bear ix mind,

" In our niins how they revell’d :

Sack; kiil, burn, they a-{'d out still,
Sack, bum, kill, :
Down with «ii, let ail be evelild.

And,thoa Babel, when the tide
Of-t.hy pride,

Now a flowing, ‘grows to tuming ;

Victor now, shall then be thrail, .
And sball fall

To as low an ebb of moumning,

Happy he, who shall thee waste,
M:lhouhn .

Us without sll mercy wasted,

And shel makd thee taste and see,

What poor we
By thy means have seen and txuted.

Happy, who thy tender barns

From the arms

Of their wailing mothers tearing,

*Gainst the walls shall dash their bones,
Rathless stones

‘With their brains and blood besmearing. * -

—t———
———

RESURRECTION.
SMPRRFRCT. :

Sixzy, sleep, old Sus, thou canst wot have

As yet the wound, thou took’st on Friday last ;

Sieep then, and rest: the world may bear thy stay,
A better Sun rdse before thee to day ;
‘Who, not content t’ enlighten al that dweil
On the Earth’s face, as thou euli Hell;
And made the dark fires languish in that vale,
A-uﬂ:ypmenpa.husonrﬁu_wpde:
‘Whose body having walk’d on Earth, and now
Hast'ning to Heav’n, would that he might allow
Himself ubto all stations, and fil] all,

For t.hse.nt.hml:” days become 2 mineral.

He was all gold, when he lay down, but rose

All tincture 3 and doth pot alone dispose

DONNES POEMS.

Leaden and iron wills to good, but is

Of pow’r to make ev'n sinful flesh like bis.
Had one of those, whosé credulous piety
Thooght, that a soul one might discern and serr
Go from a body, at this sepuichre been,

And issuing from the sheet this body seen,

He would have justly thougit this body a soud,
If not of any man, yet of the whole. . .

Dernumt ceetera.

P —————— ]

-

HYMN TO THE SAINTS,
AND TO MARQUIS HAMILTON. .

* b

. TO SIR ROBERT CARR.

sIR, .
T piesuME you rather try what you can do in me,
than what I can do in verse; you know my ntter-
most when it was best, and even thea I did best,
when I had least truth for my sabjects. In this
present case there is 50 much truth, as it defeats
all poetry, Call therefore this paper by what
pame you will, and if it be not worthy of him, nor
of you, nor of me, smother it, and be that the sa-
crifice, If you bad commanded me to have
waited on his body to Scottand and preached
there, T would have embraced the obligatiom
with more alacrity ; but ‘I thank yom, that yom
would command me that, which I was loath to
do, for even that hath given a tincture of merit te
the obedience of

your poor friend
and servant in Christ Jesus,
J. DONUE,
e

Wasinia that soul, which now comes vp to you,
Fill any former rank, 6r make a new,
Whather it take a nate nam’d there before,
Or be & name itself, and order more

Than was in Heav'n till now; (for may not be
Be 80, if every several angel be

A kind sione) whatever order grow

Greater by him in Heav’n, we do not so.

One of your orders grows by his access;

But by his loss grow all our orders less:

The name of father, master, friend, the name
Of sabject and of prince, in cae is lame;

Fair mirth is damp’d, and conversation black,
The household 'd, and the garter slack ;
The chapel wants an ear, council & tongue;
Story a theme, and music lacks a song. )
Blese’d order, that hath him ! the loss of himx
Gangren'd all orders bere; all lost a limb !
Never madeé body such haste to confess
What a soul was; all former comelines
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Fled in a minute, when the soul was gone,
And, baving lost that beauty, would have none s
So fell our monsst’fies, in dn instant grown,
Not to less houses, .but' to heape of stooe;

So sent his body, that fair form it wore,

Unto the of forms, and doth (before
His soul shall fill up his sepuichral stose)
Anticipate a resarrection ;

For as it is his fame, now his soul ’s-here,
8o in the form thereof his body’s there.

And if, fair seal, not with first innocents

Thy station be, but with the penitents 3

(And who shall dare to ask then, when I am
Dy’d scarlet in the blood of that pure Lamb,
‘Whether that colour, which, is scarlet then,
Were black or white before in eyes of men ?)
‘When thou remembrest what sins thou didst find
Amongst those many friends now left behind,
And seest such sinners, as they are, with thee
Got thither by repentance, let it be

Thy wish to wish all there, to wish them clean;
Wish him a Devid, her a Magdalen.

m .
ANNUNCIATION AND PASSION.

Tiocery, frail flesh, abstain to day; to day

My soul eats twice, Christ hither and away;
She sees him man, so like God made in this,
That of them both a circle emblem is,

Whose first and last concur ; this dotbtfcl day
Of feast or fast Christ came, and went away.
8he sees him pothing twice at once, who "sall;
She sees a cedat plant itself, and fall: )
Her maker put to making, and the head

Of life, at once, not yet alive, and dead ;

She sees at once the virgin mother stay
Reclus’d at home, public at Golgotha.

Sad and rejoic’d she ’s seen at once, and seen
At almost fifty and st scarce fifteen :

At ouce a son is promis’d her, and gone; '
Gabriel gives Christ to her, he her to John:

Not fully a mother, she ’s in orbity,

At onoe receiver and the legacy.

All this, and all between, thie day hath shown,
Th® abridgment of Christ’s story, which makes one
(As in plain maps the farthest west is east)

Of th’ angel’s ave and consummaliom est.

How well the church, God’s court of faculties,
Deals in sometimes and seldom joining these |
As by the self-fix’d pole we never do

Direct our course, bt the next star thereto,
Which shows where th’ other is, and which we say
(Because it strays not far) doth never stray:

So God by bis charch, nearest to him, we know
And stand firm, if we by her motion go;

His spirit as his flery pillar doth

Lead, and his church a3 cloud; to one ead both,
This church, by letting those fexsts join, hath shown
Death and conception in mankind are one ;.

Or ’t was in him the same humility,
That be would be a man, and leave to be

Or as creation he hath made, as God,

With the last judgment but one period;

His imitating spouse woald join in one '
Manhood’s extremes : he shall come, he is gone.
Or as though one blood drop, which thence did fall,
Accepted, would have perv'd, he yet shed all;
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So though the least of his pains, deeds, or words,
Would busy a life, she all this day affords.

‘This treasure then in gross, my soul, ap-lay,
And in my life retail it every day,

o —
GOOD FRIDAY.
\1613.

RIDING WESTWARD.
Ler miat's soul be a sphere, and then i this

Th’ intelligence, that moves, devotion is; =

And as the other spheres, by being gromm

Subject to foreign motion, lose their own s

And being by others hurried every day,

Scarce in a year their naturat form obey:

Pleasure or business so our souls admit

For their first mover, and are whirf'd by it.

Hence is ’t, that | am carried t'wards the west

This day, when my soul’s form bends to the east 5

There 1 should see a Sun by rising set,

And by that setting endless day beget.

But that Christ on his cross did rise aud fall,

Sin bad eternally benighted all.

Yet dare I almost be glad, [ do not see,

That spectacle of too much weight for me.

Who sees God's face, that is self-life, must die;

What 2 death were it then to see God die?

It made bis own lieutepant, Nature, shrink ;

It mede bis footataol crack, and the Sun wink.

Could I behold those hands, which span the poles,

And tuneallsphetes at once, pierc’d with those boles?

Could I behold that endless height, which is

Zenith to us and our anti 3 4

Humbled below us? or that blood, which is

The seat of all our souls, if not of his,

Made dirt of dust? or that flesh, which was worn

By God for his apparel, ragg'd and tom }

If on thiese things I dorst not look, durst I

On his distressed mother cast miné eye,

Whe was God’s partoer here, and furnish'd thus

Half of that sacrifice, which ransom’d us ?

Though these things, as I ride, be from mine eye,

They ’re present yet unto my memory,

Por that looks towards them; and thou Look'st to-
wards me,

O Saviour, as thou hang’st upon the tree.

| I tom my back to thee, but to receive

Corrections ; till-thy mercies bid thee leave,

O think me porth thine anger, punish me,

Burn off my rust, and my deformity ;
Restore thine image 30 much by thy grace,

That thou may’st know me, and I’]l turn my face.

THE LITANY.
THER PATHER.
Farama of Heav'n, and him, by whom
It, and us for it, and.all else for us

And re-create me, now grown ruinous :
My beart is by dejection clay,
And by self-murder red.
From this red earth, O Fathes, purge away
All vicious tinctures; thet new fashioned
1 may rise up from death, before I ’m dead.
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THER 30N.

O Son of God, whoe seeing two things,
Sin, and Death, crept in, which were never made,
By bearing one, try’dst with what stings
The other could thine beritage invade ;
O be thon psij'd unto my heart,
And crucified again ;
Part not from it, though it from thee would part,
But let it be, by applying so thy pain,
Drown'd in thy bliood, and in thy passion slain,

TRE BOLY. GBOST. .

O Holy Ghost, whose temple I
Am, but of mud walls and condensed dust,
And being sacrilegiously
Half wasted with youth’s fires, of pride, and lust,
Must with new storms be weather-beat ;
. Double in my heart thy flame,
‘Which let devonil sad tears intend ; and let
°  (Though this glass lantern, flesh, do suffer maim)
Fire, sacrifice, priest, altac be the same.

THE TRINITY.

O blessed glorious Trinity, .
Bouss to philosophy, but milk to faith,
Which as wise serpents diversly
Most slipperipess, yet most entanglings hath,
As you distingunish’'d (indistinct)
By pow’r, love, knowledge be ;
Give me such self diff vent instinct,
Of these let all me elemented be, .
Of pow'r to love, to know you upoumber'd thres.

THR VIRGIN MARY.

Por that fair blessed mother-maid,
‘Whose flesh Tedeem’d us (that shecherubin,

‘Which unlock’d Paradise, and made %
One claim for innocence, aud disseiz’d sin; &

Whose womb was g strange Heav'n, for there

God cloth’d himself and grew) %
Our zealous thanks we pour. As her deeds were,
Our helps, 80 are her prayers; nor can she sue/y
In vain, who hath such titles unto you. .

~THE ANGELS.
And since this life our nonage s,

And we in wardship to thine angels be,
Native in Heav'n's fuir pulaces, ’
Where we shall be bot denizon'd by thee;

As tb’ Earth, conceiving by the San,

Yields fair diversity, -
Yet never knows what coarse thet-light doth run:
So let me study, that mine actions be
Wortby their sight, though blind in how they see,

THR PATRIARCHS.

And let thy pasriarch’s desive
(Those great grandfathers of thy church, which saw
More in the oloud, than we i fire,
Whom naturs clear'd more, then ssgraceand law,
And now in Heaw’n still pray, that we
May use our new helps right)
Be satisfy’d, ead fractify m me:
Let uot my mind be blindér by more light,
Nor faithi, by rehson added, bise hor sight.

’

\‘
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. THR PROTHETS. -
Thy eagle-sighted prophets too,
(Which were thy church’s organs, and did sound
. That harmony, which mede of two

One law, and did unite, but not confound ;
Those heav'nly poets, which did see
Thy will, and it express ' -

In rythmic feet) in common’pray for me;

That I by them excuse not my excess

In seeking secrets or poeticness. - .

THE APOSTLES.

And thy illustrions zodiac
Of twelve Apostles, which ingirt this all,
(From whom whosoe’er do not take
Their light, to dask deep pits thrown down do fall)
Asthrough their prayers thou hast let me know,
That their books are divine;
May they pray still, and be heard, that T go
Th’ old broad way in applying; O decline
Me, when my comment wonld make thy word mine,

THE MARTYRS.

And since thou » desirously .
Didst long to die, that loog before thon conld’st,
And long since thou no moere counld’st die,
Thou in thy scatter’d mystic body would'st
In Abel die, and ever since
In thine ; let their biood come
To beg for us a discreet patience
Of death, or of worse life; for, oh! to some
Not to be martyrs is a martyrdom.

THE CONPESBORS.
Therefore with thee triumpheth there
A virgin squadron of white confessors,
Whose bloads betroth'd, not married were ;
Tender’d, not taken by those ravishers :
They know, and pray, that we may know ;
Io every Christian o
Hourly tempestuous
Temptations martyr us alive
Is to himeelf a Dipclesian. -

THE VIROINS.

The cold white-snowy aunnery,
(Which, as thy mother, their high abbess, sent
Their bodies back again to thee,

As thou hadst lent them, clean and innocent)
Though they have not obtain’d of thee,
That or thy church or I

Should keep, as they, our first integrity ;

Divorce thou sin in us, or bid it die, "

And call chaste widowhood virginity.

TEE DOCTORS.

Ofm sacred h::dem above
dactors, w! us have unclasp’d taught
Both books of 1i to'us(forlov:"p, 124 tacght
To know the scripture tells us, we are wrote

In thy ‘other book) pray for us there,

That what they have misdone, -
Or mis-said, we to that may not adhere ;
Their zeal may be our sin. ~ Lord, Jet us rpn

‘bait not the San.

Mean ways, and sall them stars,



DIVINE
And whil'st this usiversal choir, :
(That church in triomph, this in warfare here,
‘Warm'd with ooe all-partsking fire ’

Of love, that none be lost, which cost thee dear)
Prays ceaselently, and thou heurksn too,
(Since to be ' ’ ’

Our task is treble, to pray, bear, sud do)

Hear this prayer, Lord; O Lopd, deliver us [thus.

From trusting in those prayers, though pour'd out

From being anxious, or secure,
Dead clouds of sadness, or light squibs of mirth ;
From thinking that great courts immure
All or vo happiness; or that this Earth
Ia only for our prison fram’d,
Or that thou ’rt covetous
To them thou lov'st, or that they are maim’d,
From reaching this world’ssweets; whoseek thee thus
‘With all their might, Good Loxd, deliver us.

From needing danger to be good,
Fromn owing thee yesterday’s tears to day,
From trusting so much to thy blood,
That in that hope we wound ear souls away ;
FProm bribing thee with alms, t’ excuse
Some sin more burdenous ;
From light affecting in religion news,
From thinking us all soul, neglecting thus
Our matual duties, Lord, deliver us.

From tempting Satan to tempt us,
By our connivance, or slack company ;
From measuring ill by vicious,
Neglecting to choke sin’s spawn, vanity ;
From icdiscreet homility,
‘Which might be scandalous,
And cast reproach on christianity ;
From being spies, or to spies pervious ;
From thirst or seorn of fame, deliver us,

Deliver us through thy descent
Into the Virgin, whose womb was a place
Of middie kind, and thou being sent
T* angracious us, stay’d’st at her full grace;
And through thy poor birth, where first thou
Glorified’st poverty,
And yet soon after riches didst aHlow,
By accepting kings® gifts in th’ Epiphany,
Deliver, and make us to both ways free.

And through tbat bitter agony,
Which still is th’ sgony of pious wits,
Disputing what distorted thee,
And § evenness with fits;
And throogh thy free confession,
Though thereby they were then
Made blind, so that thou might’st from them have

gone,
Good Lord, deliver us, and teach us when
‘We may not, and we may blind unjust men.

Through thy submitting all, to blows
Thy face, thy robes to spoil, thy fame to scorn;
All ways, which rage or justice knows,
Andby which thou could’st show, that thou wast born;
And throagh thy gallant hambleness,
‘Which thon i death didst show,
Dying before thy soul they could express,
Deliver us from death, by dying so

POEMS.

When senses, which thy soldiers are,
We arm against thee, and they fight for sin;
When want, sént but to tame, doth war,
And work despair a breach to enter in; -
‘Whea plenty, God’s image and seal,
Makes us idolatrous, ’
And love it, not him, whem it should reveal;
When we are mov'd to seem religious
Only to vent wit, Lord, deliver us,

In chorcbes whea th? inflrmity
Of him, which spesks, diminishes the word ;
When magistirates do misapply
To us, as we Judge, lay or ghostly sword ;
Whes plsgue, which is thine angel, raigus,
Or wars, thy champious sway ;
When héresy, thy second delage, gains ; o
In th’ hour of deatb, th’ eve of last judgment-day,
Deliver us from the sinister way.
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Hear us, O hear us, Lord : to thee
A sinner is more music, when he prays,
Than spheres or angels’ praises be
In panegyric hallelujahs;
Hear us ; for till thou hear us, Lord,
‘We know not what to say:
Thine ear £ our sighs, tears, thoughts, gives voice
and word.

O thou, who Satan beard’st in Job’s sick day,
Hear thyself now, for thou, in us, dost pray.

That we may change to evenness
This intermitting aguish piety;
That snatching cramps of wickedness,
And apoplexies of fast sin may die;
That muysic of thy promises,
Not threats in thunder, may
Awgken us to our just offices;
What in thy book thou dost or creatures say,
That we may hear, Lord, hear us, when we pray.

That our ear’s sickness we may cure,
And rectify those labyrinths aright ;
That we by heark’niug not procure
Our praise, nor others’ dispraise so invite ;
That we get not a slipperiness,
And senselessly decline,
From hearing bold wits jest at kings’
T’ admit the 1ike of majesty divine;
That we may lock our ears, Lord, open thine,

That liviog law, the mns'ltme,
‘Which, to give us and make us physic, doth
Qur vices often aggravate;
That preachers, taxing sin before her growth,
That Satan, and envenom’d men,
Which will, if we starve, dine,
‘When they do most accuse us, may see then
Us to amendment hear them ; thee decline ;
That we may open our ears, Lord, lock thine.

That Jearning, thine ambassador,
From thine allegizsnce we never tempt;
That beauty, Paradise’s flow'r, -

For physic made, from poison bc exempt;
That wit, born apt high good to do,
By dwelling lazily

On nature's nothing, be not nothing too ;
That our affeétions kill us not, nor die;

To this world, ere this world dobid us go.

Hear us, weak echoes, O thou ear, -n& cry.



204

Son of Gog, hear us; and sinoe thou,
By takmg our blood, ow’st it us again,
Gain to thyself and us allow;
And let not both us and thyself be slain.
O Lamb of God, which took’st our sin,
‘Which could not stick to thee,
O let it not return to us again;
+ But patient gnd physician heing free,
As sin is nothing, let it no where be.

UPON THE
TRANSLATION OF THE PSALMS,

. l\‘ s PHILIP SYDNEY, AND THR COUNTESS OF PEMUROXE
H18 SISTER.

Emlu, God, (for whom whoever dare
Seek new expressions, do the circle square,
And thrast into strait corpers of poor wit

. Thee, who'art cornerless and infinite)

1 would but bless thy name, not name thee now ;
(And thy gifts are as infinite as thou :)

Fix we our praises, therefore on this one, -

That as thy blessed Spirit fell upon

These psalms’ first author in a cloven tongue,
(For >t was a double power by which he sung,
The highest matter in the noblest form ;)

So thou hast cleft that spirit, to perform

That work again, and shed it here upon

Two by their bloods, and by thy spirit ooe ; .

A brother and a sister, made by thee

The organ, where thou art the harmony 3

Two, that make oue John Baptist’s holy voice;
And who that pealm, “ Now let the isles rejoice,”
Have both transiated, and apply'd it too;

‘Both told us what, and taught us how to do.
They show us islanders our joy, our king,

* They tell us why, und teach us how to sing.
Make all this nll, three choirs, Heav’n, Earth, and

*  spheres;

. The first, Heav'n, h:thnnong,butnoma.nhun
‘The spheres have music, but they have no tongue,
Their harmony is rather danc’d than sung;

. But our third chioir, to which the first gives ear,
(Por angels learn by what the chutch does bere)
This choir hath all. The organist is he,

‘Who hath tun'd God and man; the n we:
The songs are these, which Heav'n's bigb holy Mule
Whisper’d to David, David to the Jews,

.And David’s successors in holy zeal,

In forms of joy amd art do re-reveal

To us 9o sweetly and sincerely too,

That I must not rejoice as I would do,

‘When 1 behold, that these pealmms are become

30 well attir'd abroad, so ill at home ;

So well in chambers, in thy church so ill,

"As I cgn scarce call that reform’d, until
“This be reform’d. Would a whole state present

. Alesser gift than some one man bath sent ?

And sball our church uato our spouse and king
.More hoarse, more harsh than any otber, sing ¢
For that we pray, we praise thy name for this,
Which by this Moses and this Miriam is

Already doue ; and as those psalms we call
(Though some have other authors) David’s all:
So though some have, some may some psalms trans-
‘We thy Sydoean pealms shall celebrate; ' (late,
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And till wemeth'cxtemponllongtomg,
(Learn'd the first bour, that we see the king,

. Who hath translated those translators) may

These, their sweet learned labours, all the way
Beuounnnhg that, when heneewepmt,

We nny fall in with them, and sing our part.

14
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ODE.

Vinorawce will sit above our fanlts; but tilf
. She there do sit,
We see her not, nor them. Thus blind, yet stilt
We lead her way; and thus, whilst we do ill, -
We suffer it.

Unbappy he, whom youth makes not beware
. doing ill :
Eoough we labour under age and care;
In number th’ errours of the last place are
The greatest still.

Yet we, that should the ill, we now begin,

As soon repent, [seen,
(Strange thing !) perceive not; our faults are not
But past us; neither felt, but only in

The punishment.

But we know ourselves least ; mere outward shows
Our thinds 50 store,

That our souls, no more than our eyes, disclose

But form and colour. Only he, who knows .

Himpelf, knows more.

T0 MR. TILMAN,
AFIER EE HAD TAKEN ORDERS

Tlou, whose diviner soul hath caus'd thee now

0 put thy hand unto the hely plo',
M-.kmg lay-scornings of the ministry,
Not an impediment, but nctory H
What bring'st thou home with thee ? how isthy mind
Affected simce the vintage ? Déet thou find
New thoughts and stirrings in thee ? and, as steel
Touch’d with a load-stone, dost new motions feel >
Or as a ship, after much pain and cave,
For iron and cloth brings home rich Indian ware, -
Hast thou thus trafick’d, but with far more gain
Of noble goods, and with less time and pain?
ﬂmnﬁthenmemtenthubel‘ae,
Only the stamp is changed, but no mqre.
And as new crowned kings alter the
But not the money’s substance ; so hath grace
Chang’d only God's old image by crﬁnuon.
To Christ’s new stamp, at this thy coronation ;
Or as we paint angels with wings, becanse
They bear God's message, and proclaim his laws;
Since thou must do the like, and s0 must move,
Art thou pew-feather'd with celestial love 2
Dear, tell me whbere thy purchase lies, and show
What thy advantage is above, below;
Bat if thy gainings do surmount expression,
Why doth the foolish world scorn that profession,
‘Whose joys pass speech? Why do they think unfls. -
‘That gentry sliould join families with it ?



letbudlymmlyhbow
hdn-m‘,muu::u eand eomph;:t.
Alss ! poorer men, W trust
&mmmednnumddm'
(For sach are clothes and beanty, which, though gey,
Are, ak the best, but of sublimed elay)
Let then the world thy calling disrespect ;
But go thou on, and pity their neglect.
What function is 80 noble, as to be
Ammdottoﬂodmdbatmy’

life, to give kingdoms to more
Than kiugs give dignities; to keep Heav’n’s door?
Mary’-prempﬁve-utobarChmt,ao
T is preacher’s to convey him ; for they do,
hnngehontofdonds,fmmpulpm-pe‘k,
And bless the poor beneath, the lame, the weak.
H then th’ astronomers, whereas they spy
A new-found star, their optics magnify ;
How brave are those, who with their engine can
Bring man to Heav’'n, and Heav’n again to mag ?
These are thy titles and pre-eminences,
1o whom must meet God's graces, men’s offences ;
And 50 the Heav'ns, which beget all things here,
And th? Easth, our mother, which these things doth
Both these iu thee are in thy calling knit, [bear,
A-lmhetheenowlbleu’dlmmph

aprpy——

A HYMN TO CHRISY,

AT TRR ADUTROR'S LASY GOING INTO GRRNANY,

In what torn ship soever I embark,

That ship shall be my emblem of thy ark ;

What sen sogver swallow e, that flood -

Shall bete me an emblem of thy blood.

Thouagh thou with clouds of anger do disguise

mm,pwmlmm%
thh,thwghtheym:-:yml,

'nayn-c-ﬂldeqin.

1 sacrifice this island wnto thee,
Mnﬂ whom I love bere, and who love me;
lbnpdthlod’nnthuuﬂm
thou thy blood batwixt my siue sud thes,
ummnummmm
In winter, in my winter now [
wmmmmwwndm
Ofmlmc,lmyho- :

3
Bat thou would'st bave that love thyseif: as thou
Art jealous, Leed, w0 | em jealeus now.
Thou lov'st not, till from Joving move thou free
My soul: who ever gives, takes Liberty :
Oh, if thom car'st not, whom I love,
Alas, thou lov’st aot me.

Seal thew this bill. of moy divocee to all, .
On whom thoss fainter beams of leve did fall ;
Marvy thoae loves, which in youth scatter’d be
On face, wit, hopes (false mistreases) to thee.
mmummwmlmngm
TolﬂGotEonly.lnm‘:l-glha .

to ’scaps stormy dayw, 1 choose

An evetlssting. Dights: -
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ON. THE SACRAMENT.

He was the word that spake it, -
He took the bread and brake it ;
And what M'wlldulmkelt,
1do believe and take it’.
gy
THE

LAMENTATIONS OF JEREMY,
TOR THE MOST PART ACCORDING TO TREMALLIOR.
CHAPTER 1.

1. How sits this city, late most populous, .
Thus solitary, and like & widow thus? |
Amplest of nations, queen of provinces

She was, who now thus wributary is

2. 8till io the night she weeps, and her tears fall
Down by her cheeks aloog, and none of all

Her lovers comfort her; perfidiously

Her friends have dealt, and now are enemy.

3. Unto great bondage and afilictions

Juda is captive led ; thase nations,

With whom she dwell.u, no place of rest afford ;
In straits she meets her persecutor’s sword.

4. Empty are th’ gates of Sion, and her ways
Moum, use none come to her solemn days;
Her priests do groan, her maids are comfortiess;
And she ’s unto hemlf:bltternul-

5, Herfoam;rwnherheud,mdhte at peace;
Because, when her did increase,

. transgressiqns
The Lord struck her with sadness: th’ enemy

Doth drive her children to captivity.

6. From Sion’s daughter is a]) heauty goue;

Like hasts, which seek for pasture, and find none,
Her es are: god before the foe,

Which still pursues them, without strength they go.

7. N’o-inﬂmrdlyl of fears, Jerusalem
(Hammshmbytbefoe,memeoowngtbm)
Remembers what of old sh’ | xpost,
W‘lnllthttfoahughuher ﬁorwluchshebnthlost.

8. Jerusalem hath mm’d, erefore is she
Remov'd, as women in upc be:

Who bonour'd, scorn ber; for her foulness they
Have scen ; berself thgmm,andmauy.

9. Her foulness iu her sirts was sebn, yetlho
Remember’d nat her end ; miraculously
Therefore she fell, noue comfonmg behold,
O Lord, my-.ﬂhcuon,ﬁyrt.hefoegrmbold.

10. Upon all things, where her delight bath been,
The foe hath stretch’d his hand ; for she hath seen
Heathen, whom thoa conmlul’nchodd oot do 8q,
Into her holy sanctuary go.

‘Mhummdimmo(w-
works, but mben-nymqum
Blizabeth, C.
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11. And all her people groan and seek for bread ;
Andthzyhue given, only to be fed,

All precious things, wherein their pleasure lay:
How cheap I'm grown, O Lord, béhold ad weigh.

12. All this eoncemsnotyou. who pass by me;
O see, and mark if any sorrow be .

Like to my sorrow, which Jehovah hath

Dgne to me in the day of his flerce wrath?

13. That fire, which by Sidhself is governed,

He hath cast euenoumybmu. and spread
A net Before my feet, and me o’erthrown?

And made me lapguish all the day alase

14. His hands hath of my siae framed & yoke,
‘Which wreath’d, and cast upon my neck, bath broke
My m;th the Lord uitd those ensm:el

Hath given me,ﬁomvhomlumotme.

15. He under foot hatk trodden int My sight

My strong men, he did company accite

To break my young sien; bre tb’; wine-pm hath
Trod upén | ndt’umnt wrath,

16. For thess things d¢ I weep, mine eye, mine eye
Casts water out ;- for be, which should be nigh

To comfort me, i» now far;

The foe prevails, forlorn my children are. !

1'l, Thete ’s none, though. Sien doltretch oat her

hand,
'rocanmm- 1 is the Lord's command,
That Jlbobufoesgirthm Jeruskiem :
Is &8 an unclean womss amongét them.

18, But yet the Lord is jdst, and righteous still,
1 have rebell’d against his hoty will;

O hear, all people, and my sorrow see,

My misids, my young me in captivity.

19. I called for my lovers thep, byt they
Deceivid e, dnd dry friests and elders lay -
Dead in the city ; for they sought for meat,
Which lhonldnﬁ'enhtbearmh, and none could get.

20. Because ] am in straity, Jeho gee

My heart o’erturn’d, thy bowdls m be;
Because T have rebell'd 50 inach, as fast

The sword without, &s déath within doth waste.

91, Of ali, which here I mourn, none comforts me;
My foes bitve heard mya:tef aﬂdgladtheybe,
That thou hast dove It ; Is'd day
Will come, when, as Isﬂer, 50 shall they.

22, Let all their vnckedna- appesr to thee,
Do uhto theni, as thou hast doné to me

For all my sins: the sighs, which I have had,
Are very many, and my heart is sad.

e
CHAPTER 1.
1. How over Sion’s danghter hath God b m
His wrath's thick clood ! and from Hesven fdng

‘To Earth ths beaaty of Isrsel, and bath
Forgot his foot-stool in the day of wrsth !

DONNE'S POEMS.

2. The Lord i hath swallowed

All Jacob’s dmz demolished

To ground the strength of Juda, and profsp’d
The princes of the kingdom and the land.

3. In heat of wrath the horn of Israel be
Hath clean cut off, and, lest the emy
Be hmder’d. his nghthnd he doth retire ;
But is t'wards Jacob all-devouring fire.

4. Dkelo-nmqmyhebmhubow.
His right hand was in posture of & foe 5
To kill what Sion’s daughter did desire,
'Gainst whom bis wrath he poured forth like fire.:

5. For like an ememy Jebovah is,
Devouring lsragl, and his palaces;
Destroying holds, giving additions.
'l'o Jud.n daugh tor's lamestations.

6. L\keﬁolgtrdmhedgcbeh.ﬂ;audw-
here was his congregation,

And&on’u?ulﬁandubbﬂhumfoqou

Her king, her priest, his wrath regurded sot.

1. The Lord forsakes his altas, and detests
His sanctuary ; and in the foe’s hands rests
His palace, and the walls, in which their cries
Are heard, as in the true solemaities.

8. The Lord hath cast a line, 0 to coufound

And level Side’s walls wnto the greanll;

He draws not back his band, which doth o’ertara
The wall und rasspart, whildié (og0Ser bty

9. The gates are nuttk info the guottad; nad hée
Hath brpks the bar-; thsir kings and princes be
Amongst the henthas, withowt law; nor there
Unwtbemhmb&hhiqm

10, M&n‘ltﬂmu&npﬁdmphc‘d,
And silenct lincp; dast: en theit hends they cmét,
In sackeloth have they gist thattaelves, and low

Thevnpmto'ud-mundthurhudldothm

11 M;bonh-m-ﬂdy amd taink eyes
.ot upen
Mn&ucﬁa&nu&omhu

I&Whawua"dnbhm

Shllnh.vebmduddmk" thqﬁmtedthm,
And in the strnost dike rousiié@ perices luy,
Till *twixt theix mothers’ M&qmnay.

18. Dun;ﬂelh-wdl 'Muhyb‘

A witniss, @r cemspaxiben. for
Son,tounhn,dﬂlh"luel&ohu’
Thy breach is lilsé the s¢a; what balp edn be?

14. Forthee vain foolish things thy prophets sought,
Thee thine isbquitien they have nok tabihs,

Which migit distum thy boudage: bat for thee
False burthess and fislse causes they wouk! ses.

15 Th.pi-qmdoehptbdrhu:.udhh,
And wag their head at thes, and eay, “ Is this
That city, wisish so men did call
mamm,mm«mr

.
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6. ’!‘hyfnudogqe upnthq snd they hise,
And guash their teeth, and say,  Devour we this;
For this is certainly the day, which we

- Bapected, and which nuw we find and see.”

17. The lord hath dome that, which he purposed,
Fulfill’d his word, of old determined ;

He hath thrown duwn, and not spard, and thy foe
Made giad above thes, and advasc’d him so.

18. But now their hearts unto the Loed do eall,
‘lhe:e(we,Oulllot'Sim,lettursf-ll
Down like a river day and aight ; take thee
lhmt.bmauhipecyeincmbe.

19. Ar.e,crymthomgu.pmmthym

Thy burt.hko water, when the watch begins g

Lift , up bands to God, lest children die,
lzntinrhnngc,mthmudobe-'

20. Behold, O Lord, consider unto whom
Thou hast dome this ; whaj shall the women come
To eat their children of 2 span? shall thy
Prophet and priest be slain in sanctuary ?

21. On;mndmﬂremmeyoun‘mdolddohe,
My virgins and young men by sword do die ;
Them in the day of thy wrath thou hast alain,
Nothing did thee from killiag them ooatain.

22. As to a sojemn feast, all, whom I fear'd,
Thou call’st about me: when thy wrath appear’d,
None did remsin e 'sqa Ee;fuuma,-hxchl
Brought up, did perish by mine enemy.

———

CHAPTER TI1.

" 1. I Au the man which byve afiliction seem,
Under the rod of God’s wrath having been.
2. He hath led me to darkpess, not to lights
3. And agaiust me all day bis hand doth fight.

4. He bath broke my bones, worn outmy fieehand
5. Built up against me; and bath girt me in {skin;
With bemios, and with labour; 6. and et me

In dark, as thoy who dead for ever be -

7. Behathhedg'd me, l-tl’mpq,andnﬂdm
To my steel fetters, heavier than before.  [hath
8. When I cry out, he ontshuts my prayer; 9. and
Stopp’d with bewnstone my way;and turn’d my path.

10. Andhkeahon(mlmlecresy

Or bear, which Jits in waite e was %0 . -

11, He stops my rmhrnne,ndpdm;
12 Andhemumeﬁthhchoﬂnh&

}z.wﬂa mndetbechnldmofhm qmverpa-

my seins. 14, ] wikh my povple was
All the day lopg, asong.and monkery..

'15. He hath Sl'd movl.hhthmu,.ndhl

Bntllm::“medmnkmthvomvood. 16, He
y teeth with stones, sush sowred me mthllld-

l'l And&n'mgnlﬁrolﬁmmmm,
And my prosperity 1 did Sorget,

-
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18. My strength, my hope, (usto myself I naid)
Wlnoh,froq the Lord shounld come, is perished.
19. But when my mournings I do think upon,

My wormweod, hemloc, and affliction ;

20. My soul is humbled in rememb’ring this 3
21. My heart considers ; therefore hope there is,
S22 ’T is God’s grest mercy we ’re not utterly
Consum’d, for his compasions do not die j

23. For every mofning théey renewed be ;
For great, O Lord, is thy fidelity. .
7N l‘hel.ovdu,unhmyml,myportlon,
And tbe.rebn in bim wiil I hope alone.

e5. mluingoodtothem, who on him rely,
And to the soul, that seeks him earnestly.

26, ltubothgoodwtrmt,lndmmenﬂ

The Lord’s salvation unto the end.

27. 'T is gootd fér ape bis yoke 78 youth to besr.
28. He sits algtie, and doth all speech forbear,
Because he bath borge it: 99.mrlhumout.hhbyl
Deep in the dust, yet them in hope be atays.

30. He gives his ehecks to whossever will

Strike him, and #0 he ia reproached atill.

31. For tot for. ever doth the Lord forsake;

32. Bhit when he bath struek with sedoess, he doth
take

Compunon, u lunnmy ’s infinite. .

33. Nor is it with his heart, that he dath umlc,
34. That under feot the statmped be
35. That a man’s right the judge himself doth see

To be wrung from him. 36. That be subyerted is .
In bis just caues;.the Lord allows nat this, , .
3. Whothea will say, thut sught deth cometo ya.,
But that, which by the Lord commanded was?

38. Mpodndmﬁmbmthmeeeb

39, Why thien grieves any man for his mudeecll?
40. Tutn we to God, by trying out aur waysy .
4l. Tohimiuﬂuv’nonrhmdlwithheutmprﬁn

42. We have rebell'd, and fall’n.awsy froms thee ;
Thda pardon’ss not; 48. ueest no clemency ;

Pursa’st us, kill’st us, cover'st us with wrath 3 !
44. Cover'stthyself with clouds, thatourprayer hath

No pow'r to pass 3 w.lnithﬂhamldomﬁﬂ.
As refuse, agd to shem all. -
46. All ourinuppeatu- #1. Fe.ru‘unre.
With ruip and with waste, upon us are.

48, Wit.hwnh-ynvendothmme eyaoerﬂdw
For ruin. of my people’s desighiers a0 3

49. Mias ey ripth drop down tears inpespantly ;
50. Until the Lord look down frogn Heav'a t0 see.

51. And Rrany oity; deughter’s salie, mine eye
Dosh break ming beagt. 5% mige enemy
Like a hird ghas’d ma.  33. In a.duigecn

They 've shut my life, dud cast me on & oo

54. Waters flow’d v'ée may hoad ; then thowghtL, I'm
Destroy’d: 55, I ealled, Lovd, mpou thy name
Oat of the pit;. 56. atd thou my voice &idst hear 3
Oh! from my sight and csy stop not thins eaz.

. \
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5. Then when 1 call’d wpon thee, thon drew'st nesr
Unto me, and saidst unto me, Do not fear. [thou
38, Thou, Lord, my soul’s cause handled hast, and
Rescu’st my life.  59. O Lord, do thou judge now.

Thou heard’stmy wrong. 60. Their veageance all

they 've wrought ; [they thought ;
61. How they reproach’], thou 'st heard, and what
69. What their lips utter’d, which ageinst merose,
And what was ever whisper'd by my foes.

63. 1 am their song, whether they rise or sit.

64. Give them rewards, Lord, for their working 6t,

65. Socrow of heart, thy curse: 66. and with thy
migh

Follow, Mh&nunkﬂuv‘ndsuoythemqmu.

, ' CHAPTER IV.

1. How is the gold become so dim? How is
Purest and finest gold thus chang’d to this ?
Tho stones, which were stones of the sancta’ry,
Scatter'd in corners of each street do lie.

2. The precioys sons of Siow, which should be
Valu’d as parest gold,'how do we seo
Low-rated now, as earthen pitchers, stand,
Which are the work of a poor potter’s hand |

3. Even the sea-calfs draw their breasts, and give
Suck to their young: wmy people’s daughters live,
By resson of she fde’s great cruelnes, -
As o the owls in the vast wilderness.

4. And when the sucking child dothm'ewdnw,
His tongue for thirst cléaves to the upper jaw :
And whes for tread the littie children cry,
There'is no man that doth them satisfy. *

5. They, which before were delicatel fed,
Novmﬁomhhmhwa

Aud they, which éver were in scarlet cloth'd

8it and embrace the dunghills, which they loath’d.

6. The daughters of my e have sinn’d more,
Than did the town of sin before ; .

wmchbeng-to-eeddmy’d,mmdm
No hands amoogst them to vex them again.

1. But heretofore purer her Nazarite
Wuthntbemov,mdmllkvnmtlo'hhe:
As carbuncles, did their pare bodies shine;
Anddltharpoﬂlh'dnulm-phm

8 M’ndnkernovthnbhche- none can
know

Them by the face, a8 through the ptrest they

For now their skin doth cle-nuntotburhonz

Axd wither’d is likotodrywodm

Q.meynwdﬂnnbmu'entodh,
Mbm&mgb-pm'dm&mgh

10. Wornen, by nature pitiful, hive eat * [nent.
Their children (dress’d with their o hand) for

11. Jehovah here fully aocomplish’d hath
His indignation, and pour’d forth his wrath ;
Kindled a fire in Siom, which hath pow'r

To eat, and her foundations to devour,

'

4. For unto

DONNE'S POEMS,

12. ‘Nor wouM the kings of the Earth, nor all, whick
In the inhabitable world, believe, [live
That any -dvemry any foe,

Into Jerunlen shogid enter so.

13. For the priests’ sins, and prophets’, which have
Blood in the streets, and the jast murthered : [shed
14. Which, when those men, whom they madeblind,
Thorough the streets, defiled by the way [did stray

With bloed, the which fmpossible it was

Their garment ¢hould "scapetouching, as they pass 3
15. Would cry sloud,  Depart, defiled men,
Depart, depart, and {ouch us not ;” and then

They fied, and stray'd, and with the Gentiles were,

Yet told their friends, they mumbgdvell
there.

16. For'.hhthey’nmtter‘dbylmhlhee,

Who pever will regard them more ; do grace

Unto the old men shall sheir foe afford ;
Nor, that they 're pricsts, redeetn thesh from the

sword ;
11, Andveuyet,brdltbuemuma
Desiring our vaip help, oonsume our eyes:

And mchnnmon,ucmmtuve,
We in desire and specniation have. ‘
18. They hunt oursteps, that iu the streets we fear

To go; ouread'no'-ppluchedneu

Our days accomplish'd are, this the Jast day;
Eagles of Heav’n are not 3o swift as they,

19, Which follow us ; o'er mountains’ tops they fiy
Atu.l.undbrumdxedqe[the.

20. mlmd'lmnud, breath of our nostrils, he,
Of whom we said, # Under his shadow we
Shllmthmeue under the heathen dweil,”
Into the pit, which these men digyed, fell.”

21. Reéjoioe, O Eden's daughter; joyful be,
Thou thet inhebit'st Uz ; for unto thee
'l'hncngnhllp-,udthouvnh drunkenness
Shalt fill thyself, and show thy nakednesm.

22. And then thy sins, O Sion, shall be spent ;
The Lord will not leave thee in banishment:
Thy sins, O Edom’s daughter, be will see,
Andforhnpyﬂoeviﬂmptmty

——

CHAPTER Y. .
1. Rasvmyeeen, O Lond, 'htnﬁlhmu;
Set and mark, how we are reprosched thus.
our

3, Our methers are become as widows, we

As orphans all, and without fathers be.
L.W:ia:,vhnhmwmndmk.uip-y,
Andupmmm'ood:prmthoyhy.

5 Ourmhiononrucuu

They make us travail, und not i

6. . We stretch opr hands unto th® Egyptians,
To get us bresd ; Mntﬁm



DIVINE POEMS.

1 Omﬁthehdndthuenm,ﬁmmmm, ,

Bat we do bear the sins they
8. They are but servants, 'luch do rule us thus ;
Yet from their hands none would deliver us.

9. With danger of our life our bread we gat;
For in the wilderoess the sword did wait.

10. The tempests of tins famime we liv'd in
Black as an oven colour'd bad our skin.

11. In Juda’s cities they the maids abus’d
By foroe, and 90 women in Sion w’d.
12 'l'bepnnen with their ln-d- they lmng,

Noe homur gave they to the eldev’s face.

13. Unto the mill on-yu-gm-eury'dln,
And children fell under the wood they bear :

14. Elders the gates, youth did their soogs forbear ;
Gone was our joy ; our dancings mournings were.

15 Now is the crown falPu frow our-head; and wo
Be unto us, becauss we 've simned so.

16. For this our bearts do languish, and for this
Over our eyes a cloudy dimness js : .

17. Because Mount Sioa desolate doth ke,

And foxes there do go at kiberty.

18. Bat thoa, O Lord, art ever; and thy throne
l'mmgenenmntogenenm

19. Why should'st thou forget us eternally ;
Or leave us thus long in this misery ?

20. Restore wx, Lord, to thee; that 5o we may
Returo, and, as of old, renew our day. -

1. For oughtest thou, O Lord, despise s thus,
$%. And to be utterly enrag’d at us ? '

HYMN T0 GOD,
MY GOD, IN MY SICKNESS.

‘Steca 1 am coming to that boly room,

Where with the ohoir of sainte for evermore
I shall be made thy muiic, as 1 come,

I tune the instrament here at the door;.

And, what I mdst dothsn, think here bdm. ;

. Whilst mny physicians by their love are grown

Cosmogra avd [ their map, who lie
Plat on this bed, that hy thetn may be shown
That this is my south-west ducovery

209
I joy, that in these straits 1 see my vest,
For thongh those currants gneld retutn to-none,
What shall my west burt me? As west and east
In ell fiat maps (and I am one) are ome,

So death doth teuch the resurrection.
4

 Is the Pacific Sea my home? Orare -~ , .
The eastern riches? s Jerusalem,

Anvan, and Magellan, and Gibreltar ?
All strajts, and pone but straits are ways to then,
Whether where Japbet dwelt; of Cham, or Sem,

We think that Paradise and Calhry,
Christ’s cross and Adam's tree, stood in ore places
Look, Lord, and find both Adams met in me;
As the first Adam’s sweat surrounds my face,
May the last Adaw’s blood my soul embrace.

So in his purple wrapp’d receive me, Lord,
By these his thorns give me his other crown ;
And a3 to others’ souls 1 preach’d thy word,
Be this my text, my sermon to mine cwmn
Thereforé, Mhnyr.n,llul.llhmdwn

 ——— o

A

HYMN TO GOD THE FATHER.

Wiir thou forgive that sio, where 1 begun, -
Which was my sin, though it were done before ?
Wilt thou forgive that sin, through which I run,
And do run stitl, theagh still L do deplose ?
' When thou hut deae, thou hast not dou
For I have morve. .

Wilt thou forgive that sin, which I have woo

Others to0 sin, and miade my sins their door ?

‘Wilt thou forgive that sin, whieh I did shun

A year or two,; bat wallow’d in a sosre ?

When thoa hast done, thowr hast not done ;
Por 1 have more.

I have a sin of fear, that when | ’ve spon
My last thread, I shall perish on the shore ;
But swear by thys_clf; that &t my death thy Son
Shall shine, as he shines now and heretofore ;
Aud, having done that, thou bast done; -

1 fear no more.

Per fretum febrig, by these straits to die.
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ELEGIES UPON THE AUTHOR.:

70 TYN MEMORY OF MY RVER DESIRED FRIEND
DR. DONNE.

'I‘O have liv’d eminent, in a degree

Beyoad our lofty'st flights, that is, like thee,

Or ¢’ have had too much merit, is not safe ;

For such excesses find no epitaph. h

At common graves we have poetic eyes,

Can melt themselves in easy elegies ;

Each quill can drop its tributary verse,

And piau it, like the hatchments, to the hearse:

But at thine, posm or inscription

(Rich soul of wit and Isngusge) we have none.

Indeed a silence does that tomb befit,

Where is no herald left to blazon it

Widow’d Invention justly doth forbesr

‘To come abroad, knowmgt.bouutnothere,

Late her great patron; whose prerogative

Maiutain’d and cloth’d her so, 28 none alive

Moust now presume to keep her at thy rate,

Though he the Indies for her ostate.

Or else thet awful fire, which ance did bum

lnthyolu.rhnm,mfall’nmtothy uro,

hvuthautofnghtmdeunmaﬁon thence,

Which might profane thee by their ignorance.

‘Whoever writes of thee, and in s style

Unworthy such a theme, does but revile

;hi.y{recmdm nﬂnkealﬂm.;d'pmt.
ich may revenge rapes u megit.

For all, a low-pitch’d fancy un]:l:nvuqy

Will prove at best but hallow'd ibjuries.

Thou, like the dying swau, didst lately sing '
Thy mournful dirge in audience of the king;
When pale looks and faint accents of thy breath
. Praemadlotohfelhnpeceofduth
That it was fear'd and prophesy'd by all,

Thoa thither cam’st to preach thy funeral.

O! hadgt thon in an elegisc kunell

Rung out unto the world thine own farewell,
And iu thy high victorious numbers beat

The solemn measure of thy griev'd retreat ;
Thou might’st the poet’s service now have miss'd,
As well as then thou @idst prevent the priest ;
And never to the world beholden be,

So much as for an epitaph for thee.

1 do not like the office. Nor is 't fit
Thou, whd didst lend our age such sums of wit,
Should’st not re-borrow from her bankrupt mine
That ove to bury thee, which once was thine :

¢ His last sermon st court.

Rather still leave us in thy debt ; and km
(Exalted soul) more glory 't is to owe
Unto thy hearss, what we can never pay,
Than with embased coin those rites defray.

Commit me then thee to thyself : nor blame
Onrdmopmglovu,whlchthmtoﬂq own fame
Leave thee executor: since, but thy own, -
No pen could do thee justice, nor base crown
Thy vast desert: save that we nothing can
Depute, to be thy ashes gnardian,

So jewellers no art or metal trost .

To form the diamond, but the diamond’s dast.

n. K.

IN OBITUM YENERABILIS VIRL

JOHANNIS DONNE,

SACRE THEOLOGIE DOCTORIS, ECCLESIA CATUEDRALIS
D. PAULI NUPER DRCANI ; 1LLI HONORIS, TISI (MUL~
TUM MIHI COLENDE VIR ) OBSERVANTLE SAGO HLEC BOO.

Conaumaar? ignavoque sequar tua funers planatn ?
Sed, lacryms, olausistis iter ; nec muta querelas
Lingaa potest proferre pias: ignoscite, manes
Defuncti, et tacito sinite indaigere dolori.

Sed scelus est tacuisse: cadant in masta litura
Verbe. Tuis (docts umbre) tnn hasc aeenpe jussis
Coepta, vec officii contemnens pignors nestri
Aversare tud non dignum laude poetam.

O «i Pythagors non vapum dogma fuisset,

Mouse;
Sed frostra, heu! frustra heec votis puerilibus opto:
Tecum abiit, summogue sedens jam monte Thalia
Ridet anhelantes, Parnassi et culmioa vates
Desperare jubet. Verum bac nolente cosctos
Scribimus aundaces numeros, et fiebile carmen
Scribimus (O soli qui te dilexit) habendum.
Siccine us liventia Jumina somnus
Clausit? et immerito mergnfntm- fapere virtos
Et pietas, et, que poterant fecisse beatum.
Cestera? sed nec te poterant servare beatum. [tis
Quomihi doctrinam? quorsumimpallescere char-
Nocturnis juvat, et toudan olfecisse Jucernas ?
Decolor et Jongos studiis deperdere soles,
Ut prids, aggredior, ue accessere famam.
Omnia sed frustra: mihi dum cunctisque minatur
Exitinm crodele et inexorabile fatam.
Nam  post te sperare nihil decet : hoc mihi restat,
Ut moriar, tenues fugiatque obecurus in suras
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Spiritus : © dootis saltem % coguitus umbris
lilic te (venersnde) iterum (venerande) videbo;
Et dulces sudire sonce, et verba diserti -
Oris, et mternps dabitur mibi carpere voces :
Queis ferus inferne tacujeset janitor aule
Auditis, Nilusque minis strepuisset; Aviem
Cederet, et, sylvas qui psst se traxerat, Orpheus.
Eloquio sic ille viros, sicille movere
Voceferos potuit ; quis enimtambarbarus ? ant tam
Yacundis nimiy infestus, non metus ut illo
Hostante, et blando victns sermooe sileret ?

Sic ocules, sic ille manus, sic ora ferebat ;
Singula sic decuére sonem, sic omnia. Vidi,
Audivi, et stupai, quoties orator in Zde
Paulind stetit, et mird gravitate levantes
Corda oculosque viros tanuit : dum Nestoris ille
Pudit verba (omni quanto mage daloia melle ?)
Nunc habet attonitos, pandit myseria plebi
Non concessa prids, nondom intellecta: revolvant
Mirantes, tacitique atractis avribus estant.

Mutatis mox ille modo formaque loquendi
Tristia pertractat: fatumque et ficbile mortis
Tempus, et in cineres redennt qudd corpora primos.
;un: gen:itl:nm cunctos l::u' tunc lugere videres ;

orsitan 3 lachrymis aliquis non temperat, atque
Ex oculis largum stilJat rorem : etheris illo *
Sic pater sudito voluit succumbere turbam,
Affect ciere sucs, et ponere note
gnoc'- ad arbitrium ; divins oracula mentis

I rfarrat, rostrisjue potens dominatur in altis,

Quo feror? andaci et forsan pietate nocenti
In nimid ignoscas vati, qui vatibus olim
Egregium decus, et tanto excellentior unus,
Omaibus inferior quanto est et pemsimus, impar
Landibus bisce, tibi ?ui nunc facit ista, poeta.

Et quo 0os canimus ? cur hac tibi sacra ? Foetse,
Desinite : en fati certus sibi voce canord

Iaferias premisit olor, com Carolus Albd

(Ultima volventem ot cygnamd voce loquentem)
Nuper eum, turba et magnatum sudiret in Auvld.

Tuoc rex, tunc proceres, clerus, tanc sstitit illi
Aula frequens.  Sold nunc in tellure recambit,
Vennibog esce, pio malint nisi parcere: quidni
Incipiant et amare famem ? Metuére leones
Sic olim ; sacrosque artus violare
Bellga nou ausa est, quanquam jejuna, sitimque
Optaret nimis humano satiare cruore.

At non hee dé te sperabimus ; omnia carpit
Praedator v : pec talis cootigit illi
Prads din; forssn metrico pede serpet abinde.
Vescere, et exbausto satia te sanguine. Jam nos
Adsumus; et poat te cupiet quis vivere? Post te
Quis volet, aut poterit ? nam postte vivere mors est.

Et tamen ingratas ignavi ducimus suras;
Sustinet et tibi lingua vale, vale dicere: parce
Non festinanti ssterndm requiescere tutba.

Ipea satis properat, quss sescit parca morari,
Nunc urgere colum, trabere atque oceare videmus,
Quin rursus (venerande) vale, vale : qrdine nos te,
Quo Deus et quo dara volet natara, sequemor.

+ Depositnm interea, lapides, servate Sdeles.
Reelices ! ilid queis mdis parte locari,

Qod jacet iste, datur. Forsan lapis inde loquetur,
Parturietque viro plenus testantia luctus

th ; et carminibus, que Douni suggeret #li
Incipiet: (non sic Pyrrbd jactante ealebat.) [est

Mole sab hac tegitur, quicquid moytale relictam

De tanto mortale viro. Qui praefuit sedi buic,

Formosi pecoris pastor formosior ipse.

Ite igitur, dignisque illum celebrate loquelis,
Et que demuntur vite, date tempora fame.

Indignus tantorum meritorum presco, virtutumn
tuarum cultor religiosissiinas, !
DANIEL DARNELLY. .
smmemcengeny

ON THE
DEATH OF DR. DONNB.

I camvor blame those men, that knew thee well,
Yet dare not help the world to ring thy knell
In tuneful elegies ; there s not language known |
Fit for thy mention, but ‘t was first thy-own.
The epitaphs, thon writ'st, have 80 bereft
Our tongue of wit, there is no fancy left
Encugh to weep thee ; what henceforth we see
Of art and nature, must result from thee.
There may perchance some busy gatbering friend
Steal from thy own works, and that varied lead,,-
Which thon bestow’dst on others, to thy hearse 3
And 0 thou shalt live still in thine own verse:
He, that shall venture further, may commit
A pitied errour ; show his zeal, not wit.
Fate hath done maukind wromng ; virtne may aim’
Reward of censcience, never gan of fame: .
Since her great' trumpet ’s broke, could only give
Faith to the world, command it to believe. .
He then must write, that would define x,hg parts,
“ Here lies the best divinity, all the arta,

EDW, HYDE,

ON DR. DONNE,

BY Di. C. B. OF O
Ha, that would write an epitaph for thee,
And do it well, must irst begin to bé

Such as thou wert ; for none can traly know
Thby worth, thy life, but he that hath fiv'd so:

' He must have wit to spare and to hurl down,

Enough, to keep the gallants of the town.

He must have learning plenty ; both the laws,
Civil aud common, to judge any caase;
Divinity great store above the rest ;

Not of the last edition, but the best.

He must have fangoage, travail, all the arts ;
Judgment to use; or else he wants thy parts.
He must have ftiends the highest, able to do;
Such as Mmcenas, and Augustus too:

He must have such a sickness, such a death,
Or Zle his vain descriptions come beneagh.
Who then shall write an epitaph for thee,

He mast be dead first; let it alons for me

AN ELEGY
. uroy
THE INCOMPARABLE DR. DONNE.

A1t s not well, wbenndmeh a one ;i’ L O
Dare peep abroad, and write an elegy 3

When smaller stars appear, and give t‘-e‘rii‘h'.
Phebus s gone to bed: were it not night,

e d
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And the world witless now that Donne is dead,
You sooner skould have broke tban seen my Gead.
Dead, did I say ? forgive this injury
4 do him, and his worth’s infimity, H
To say -he is but dead ; I dare aver,
It better may be term’d a magsacre,
Than sleep or death.” See how the Muses mourn
Upon their oaten reeds, aod from hiy um
Threaten the world with this calamity,
They shall have balidds, but no poetry.

Language fies speechless ; and Divinity

Lost such a trump, as-ev’'a to ecstasy

Could charm the soul, and had an influence

To teach best judgments, and please dullest sense.

The court, the church, she university,

Lost chaplain, dean, and doctor,all these three,
It was his mer.t,that his funeral
Coulid gause « loss 80 great and geperal.

If tliere be any spirit can answer give

Of such as bence depart, to such as live ;
Speak, doth his body there vermiculate,
Crumble to dust, aud feel the laws of fate ?
Methinks corruption; worms, what else is foul,
Should spare the temple of 8o fair a soul.

1 could . believe they do, but that [ know,
What inconvenience might hereafter grow:
Succeeding ages would idolatrize, - -
And as his numbers, 80 bis relics prize.

If that philosopher, which did avow
The world to be but motes, were living now,
He would affirm that th’ atoms of his mould,
‘Were they in sevecal bodies blended, would
Produce new worlds of travellers, divines,
Of linguists, pots ; sith’ these sevoral lines
In him concentred were, flowing thence
Might fill again tlie world's circumference.
I could believe this too ; and yet my faith
Not want & precedent: the phenix hath
(And suclr was she) a power to animate
Her ashes, and herself pepetuate.
But, husy soul, thou dost not well to pry
Into these secrets ; grief and jealousy,
The more they know, the further still advance :
And find no way 50 safe as ignorance.
Lat this suffice thee, that his soul which flew
A pitch, of all admir'd, know but of few,
Save those of purer mould) is now translated
m Earth to Heaven, and there coostellated.
For if each priest of God shine as a star,
His glory 's as his gifts, ‘bove others far,
HRFN, VALENTINE.

F—— —_ ]

‘ AN
) ELEGY UPON DR. DONNE.

Owx Dovme is dead; England should mourn, may

my . .

We bad a man, wherelanguage chose to

And show a graceful pow’r. T would not aoai
That and hie vast wit (which in these vaip days
Make many proud) but as they serv’d ¢’ unlock
‘That cabinet, his mind ; where such a stock

Of koowlodge was repos’d, as all lament
(Oc should) this general cause of discontent.

And I rejoice’ 1-am pot so severe, -
But (as I write a line) to weep a tear
For his decesse ; such sad extremities
May make such men as I write elegies.

. Aud wonder not ; for when a general loas

Falls on a nation, and they slight the
God bath rais'd prophets to awaken them
From stupefaction ; witness my mild pen,
Not us’d t’ upbraid the world; though now it mrust
Freely, and boldly, for the cause is just.

Dull age! oh, I would spare thee, but th’ ant
Thou art not only duil, but hast a carse  [worse,
Of black mgratitude; if not, could®st thon
Part with miraculous Donne, and make no vow,
For thee and thine successively to pay
A sad remembrance to his dying day ?

- Did his youth scatter poetry, wherein
Was all.philosophy ? was every sin,
Character’d in his Satires, made so foul
That some have fear'd their shapes, and kept thewr
Safer by reading verse? did he give days  [soof
Past marble monuments to those, whose praise
He would perpetuate? Did he (¥ fear

“The dull will doubt) these at his twentieth year?

But, more matur"d, did his full soul conceive,
And in harmonious holy pumbers weave
A Crown .of sacred Sonnets ', fit to adorn
A dying martyr’s brow ; or to be worn
On that bless’d head of Mary Magdalen,
After she wip’d Christ’s feet, but not till tber?
Did he (fit fur such penitents as she
And he to use) leave us a Litany,
Which alt devout men love? and sure it shall,
As times grow better, grow more classical.
Did be write bymns, for piety, for wit,
Equal to those, great grave Prudentius writ?
Spake he all languages? knew he all laws?
The grounds and use of physic? (but because
'T was mercenary, wav'd it) wentto sve
The bleseed place of Christ’s nativity?
Did he return and preach him ? preach him so,
As since St. Paul nonedid, none could ? Those know
(Such as were bless’d to hear him) this is truth.
Did he confirm th’ aged ? convert the youth ?
Did he these wonders? And is this dear loss

-Mouim’d by s0 few } (few, for so great & eoroes.)

But sure the silent are ambitious all
To be close mourners at his funeral:
If not, in.common pity they forbear -
By repetitions to renew our care;
Or knowing, grief conceiv'd, conceal’d, consames
Man irreparably, (as poison’d fumes .
Do waste the brain) make silence a safe way
T enlarge the soul from those walls, miud and clay,
(Materials‘of this body) to remain .
With Donne in Heay’n; where no promiscuonspain
Lessens the joy we have: for with him al}
Are satisfy'd with joys essential.
Dwell on this joy, my thoughts; oh ! do not call
Grief back, by thinking of his funeral.
Forget be lov’d me; waste not my sad years,
(Which haste to David’s seventy) fill'd with fears
And sorrow for his death; forget his parts,
Which find a living grave in good men’s heasts.
Amd (for my first is daily paid for siu) :
Forget to pay my spoond sigh for him :

! La Corons.
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Forget bis powerful preaching ; and forget
1 am bis convert. Oh, my frailty ! let
' My flesh be no more heard ; it will obtrude
This lathargy : wo should my gratitude,
My flows of gratitude should so be broke :
Which can no more be, than Doane's virtoes spoke
By any bat himself ; for which cause 1
Write no eacomium, .but this elegy ;
:’hich;: :hfree-w.iillbi‘ring, 1 here give
ame e world, and parting with it griev
1 wank abilicien B to set forth *
) 4 mosument, great as Donne's matchles worth.

I
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: Now, by one year, time and our frailty have
Lessen’d our first confusion, since the grave
Clos'd thy dear ashes, and the tears, whieh flow,
In these bave no springs, but of solid woe: ’
Or they are drops, which eold amazement froze

" At thy decease, and will not thew ia prose. - -
Allstrearps of verve, which shail lament that dsy,

o truly to the ocean tribute pay ; .

But they -have fost their saltacss, which the ey

In recompense of wit, strives to reply. .

Pamion’s excess for thee we need not fear,

Since first by thee our passions haliow'd were ;

Thoo mad’st our sorruws, which befure had been,

Ouly for the success, sorrows for sin

We owe thee all those tears, now thou art dead,

WInch we shed wot, which for ourselves we shed.

Nor didst thou only consecrate our tears,

g;e;hmﬁgiqm t.imnre to our fears;

our joys learn’d an innocence,

Thou didst from gladoess separate offence.

M minds at once suck’d grace from thee, as where

(The curse revok'd) the nations had one ear.

dissector, they one hour did treat

* The thopsand mazes of the heart’s deceit;

Thou didst parsue our lov'd and subtle sin,
Thmpgh gll the foldings we.bave wrapp’d it in;
And in thine own large mind fluding the way,
By which gurselves we from ourseives convey,
in us, narrow models, know the same
Angels, though darker, in our meaner frame,

+ How short of praise is this? My Muse, alag! -
Climbs weakly to that truth which none can pass.
ge that writes best, can oaly hope to leave

character of all he could conceiye,
But none of thee ; and with me must eonfess,
That feocy finds some check, from an excess
Of merit most, of nothing, it hath spun;
And truth, as reason’s task and theme, doth shun.
%:nml:: a f]:;;er flight in emptincss,

whena 'd truth doth h .
apain & y prath. I-::Leroppren. .

Hers are but scales, she judges by the laws
Of weak comparison ; thy virtue slighty -
Hor feeble beam, aund her unequal weights.
What prodigy of wit and piety
gath she else known, by which to measure thee ?

reat soal ! we can o more the worthiness
Ohl}tm wete, than what you are, expregs.

. SIDNBY GODOLPH]N.
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Lowa since this task of tears from you was due,
Long since, O poets, he did die to you ;

| Or left you dead, when wit and he took flight

On divive wings, and soar’d out of yoar sight.
Preachers, ’t is you must weep; the wit he taught,
You do gnjoy; the rebels, shich he brought
- From aneient discord, giant facuities,
, And now Rp more religion’s enemies ;°
" Honest to knowing, unto virtuous sweet,
Witty to good, and learned to discreet
He reconcili’d, and bid th® usurper go;
Dulness to vice, religion ought to fow.
He kept his loves, but not-his ebjects; wit
He did not banish, but transplanted it ;
Taught it his place and use, and brought it homs
. To piety, which it doth best become. ’
"He show’d us bow for sins we ought to sigh, x

i And how to sing Christ’s epitbalamy.

The altars had his fires, and theré Ee spoke
Incense of loves, and fancy’s holy smoke.
Religion thus enrich'd, the people train'd,
And God from dul] vice had the fashion gain’d.
The first effects sprivg in the giddy mind
Of flashy youth, and ‘thirst of woman-kind,.
By colours lead, and drawn to a pursait *
Now once agnin by beauty of thé froit;

As if their longings too must set ns fred,

And tempt us now to thé commanded tree,
Tell me, bad ever pleasure such a-dress?
Hare you known crimes so shap’d? or loveliness,
Such as his lips did clothe religion in?

Had vot reproof a beauty passing sin ?
Corrupted nature sorrow’d, when she stood

So near the danger of becoming.good ;

And wish’d our so inconstant égrs exempt °
From piety, that trad such pow’r to tempt.

Did not his sacred flattery beguile ’

Man to amendment ? The law-tanght to smile,
Pension’d our vanity; and man grew well
Through the same frailty, by the which he fell.
O the sick state of man | health doth not pleass
Our tastes, but in the shape of the disease.
Thriftless is charity, rd patience, °
Justice #s cvuel, mercy want of sense.

What means our nature to bar virtue place,
"If she do come in her own clothes and face?

Is good a pill, we dare not chaw to know }
Sense, the soul’s servant, doth it keep us 90,

As we might starve for good, untess it first *

Do léave a'pawn of relish iu the gust }

Or bave we to salvation no tie

At all, bat that of oar infirmity 2

Who treats with us, must our affectiogs move
To th? good we fiy, byﬂmnmvhieb we love ;
Must seek our palates; and, with their delight
To gaim our deedd, must bribe our appetite,
These tralos be knew ; and, laying nets to save,
Temptingly sugard all the health he gave,

Bu*. where is now that chime? that harmony
Hath left the world. Now the lond organ may
Appear, the better voice is fled to have

A thousaud times the sweetness wifich it gaves

I canuot sy bow mawy thousand spirits

The single happiness, this soul inperits,
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Damns in the other world ; souls, whom 10 cross
O’ th' sense afflicts, but oaly of the other loss;
‘Whom i would half save, all whose pain
Is not in what they feel, but 6ther’s guin ;
Self-executing wretched spirits, who,

Carrying their guilt, transport their envy too.

But those high joys, which his wit's youngest flame
Would hurt to choose, shall not we hurt to name?
Verse-statues are all robbers; all we make

Of monumeat, thus doth not give, buttake.

As nails, which seamen to a forewind fis,

By s revistance go along with it;

So pens grow while they lessen fame so left:

A weak assistance i & kind of theft.

Who bath oot love to ground his tears spon,

" Must weep heve, if he have ambition.

J. CHUDLEIGH.

AN ELEGY¥

upoN
THE DEAN OF ST. PAUL’S, DR. JOHN DONNE,

NY MR. THOMAS CARRY.

Cax we not foroe from widow’d Poetry,

Now thou srt dead (great Donne) an elegy,

To crown thy hearse ? Why yet dare we not trust,
Though with unkneaded dough bak’d prose,thy dust?
Such as the umizar'd churchwan from the flow'r
Of fading rbetorio, short-liv’d as his hour,

Dry as the sand, that measures it, should lay
Upon thy ashes on the funeral day ?

Have we no voice, no tune ! Didst thou dispense
Throagh all our language, both the words and sense ?
°T is & sad trath; the pulpit may her plain

And sober Christian precepts still retain ;
Doctrires it may and wholesome uses frame,
Grave homilies and lectures ; but the Asme

Of thy brave soul (that shot such heat and light,
As burnt our earth, and made our darknem bright,
Committed holy rapes upon our will,

Did through the eye the melting heart distill,
And the deep knowledge of dark truths so teach,

., As semse m'ght judge, what fancy could not reach)

Maust be desir’d for ever. So the fire,

That fills with spirit and beat the Delphic cboir,
Which, kindied first by the Promethean

Glow’d bere awhile, lies quench’d now inthy death,
‘The Muse's garden, with pedautic weeds
O’erspread, was purg’d by thee; the lazy seeds
Of servile imitation thrown away,

And fresh juvention planted. Thon didst pay
The debts of our penurious bankrupt age,
Licentious thefts, that make poetic rage |

A mimic fory, when our souls must be
Possens’d, or with Anacrecn’s ecstasy,

Or Pindar’s, not their own; the subtle cheat
Of she-exchanges, and the juggling feat

Of two-edg’d words, or whatsoever wrong

By ours was done the Greek or Latin

Thou hadst redeem’d, and 'd us 2 mme

Of rich and pregnant fancy, drawn a line

Of mascaline expression ; which bad good

Old Orpbens seen, or all the ancient brood

Our superstitious fools admise, and hold

‘Their lead more precious than thy burnish'd gold,

ELEGIES UPON THE AUTHOR.
“Thou hadst been their exchequer, and no more

They in each other's dust bad rakd for ore. .
Thou shalt yield no batof time,
And the blind fate of language, whose tun’d chime
Move charms the outward sense ; yuthou-ny_’t
From so groat dissdvantage grester fame, [claim
Since to the awe of thy imperious wit,
Our stubborn language bends ; made only fit
With her tough thick ribb'd hoops to gird about
Thy giant-famoy, which had prov’d too stout
Por their soft melting phrases. Asin time
They had the start, so did they cull the prime
Buds of invention mauny a bundred year;
And left the rified fields, besides the fear
To touch their harvest : yet from those bare lands
Of what is purely thine, thy only hands
(And that shy smallest work) have gleaned more,
Than all those times and tongues could reap before.
But thou art gone, and thy strict laws will be
Too hard for libertimes in poetry.
They will repeal the goodly exil’d train .
Of gods and goddesses, which in thy just reign
Were banish’d nobler poems ; now with these
The silenc’d talas to th’ M hoses
Shall stuff their lines, and swell the windy page,
Till verse refin'd by thee, in this last age,
Tum ballad-rhyme ; or thase old idols be
Ador'd again, with new apostasy.
Oh, pardon me, that break with untun'd verse
The reverend silence, that attends thy hearse,
Whaee swiul solemn murmurs were to thee,
More than these faint lines, a loud elegy,
That did proclsim in a domb eloguence
The death of all the arts; whose influence,
Grown feeble, in these panting numbers lies
Gasping short-winded accents, and so dies.
So doth the swiftly turning wheel not stand
In th’ instant we withdraw the moving hand ;
But some small time maintaine a faint weak course,
By virtue of the first impulsive force;
And so whilst I cast on thy fonersl pile
Thy crown of bays, ob, let it crack awhile,
And spit disdain ; till the devouriug flashes
Suck all the moisture up, then tarn to ashes.
I will not draw the envy to engros
All thy perfections, or weep all our loss ;
Those are too numevous for an elegy,
And this too great to be express’d by me.
Though every pen shouid share a distinct part,
Yet thou art enough to try all art.
Let others carve the rest, it shall suffice
Iooth tombthuzlu ph iocise. .
Hmyliach'ug. dul’}ubcthgﬂﬂ,
The universal mondrchy of wit; -
Here liamM,adMﬁm,_ﬁabai; :
M’omamwemw
=
. -
ELEGY ON-DR. DONNE,
BY SIR LUCTUS CARY,

Pﬂ‘u,dlﬂd'lhodegyl‘ling .
Mdadou,bh.:medprm;gdkmg:
Ipatead of coats pendants bring your verse,
Foryoumuubechiefmoumgnuthuheum:
AmbywrMmmatbhufa}nenpply,~ L
No other monaments can never die.



ELEGIES UPON THE AUTHOR.

Asd a3 e was a twofold priest; in youth,

Apollo’s; afterwards the voice of truth ;

God's conduit-pipe for grace, who chose him for

His extraordinary ambassador:

So let his liegers with the poets join:

Both baving shares, both must in grief combine:

Whilst Jonson foroeth with his elegy

Tears from a grief-unknowing Scithian’s eye,

(Like Moses, at whose stroke the waters gush’d

From forth the rock, and like a torrent rush’d.)

Let Lanud his funeral germon and show

Those virtues, dull eyes were not apt to know ;

Nor leave that piercing theme, till it sppears

To be Good Friday by the church’s tears:

Yet make oot grief too long oppress our ‘powers,

Lest that his faneral sermoa should prove ours.

Nor yet forget that heavenly eloquence,

With which he did the bread of life dispense ;

Preacher and orator discherg’d both parts,

With pleasare for our sense, bealth for onr hearts:

And first sach (though a loug stedy’d art

Tell us, our soul is all in part)

Noae mnmrble,hnt.mmbem

His soul 20 long dwelt only in his ears;

And from thence (with the fierceness of a flood

Bearing down vice) victuall’d with thatbless’d food

Their hearts : his seed in none could fail to grow,

Fertile he found them all, or made them s0:

No druggist of the soul bestow’d on all

So catbolicly a coring cordial.

Nor ouly in the pulpit dwelt is m(

g:.twudpm:x;k' mnch,_l;ut his example more ;
’d on worky-days his poetry,

Iuelfmoﬂnﬁmadiv'mit;.; ’

Those anthems (almost second psalms) he writ,

To make us know the cross, and value it,

{Although we owe that reverence tothat name,

We should not need warmth from an under-game. )

Crestes a fire in us 50 pepr extreme,

‘That we wogld die for, and upon this theme.

Next, his 0 pious Litany, which none can

Bat count divine, except a paritap ;

And that, but for the name, nor this, nor thoge

Want any thing of sermons, bat the prose.

Expaue_emnkuu-eethnmny:one

Owu_toh-eunnryhi:-religin;

And in ancther would as strongly grow,

Had bt his nurse and mother taught him so:

Not be the ballast on his judgment hung ;

Nor did his it do either wrong.

Belgbwr’dbezclndawhluvalin,

By time or carelessness had ester'd in ;

‘Winnow’d the chaff from wheat, but yet was loath

A t00 hot zeal should force him, burn them both;

Nor_wmld allow of that so iguorant gall,

Which, to save blotting, often would biot all;

Nor did those ini

To think the organs sin, and fagtion none.

Nor was there expectation to gain grace

From forth his sexmons ouly, but his face ;

So primitive a look, sach gravity

Wﬂ_hnmbhne-,.dbah-i&hpiety.

my
le-.l.l’dhinhh':ﬁthlipg;

That kingdom, the philosophers believ'd

To excell Alexander’s, nor were griev’d

By fear of loss (that being such a prey

No r than one’s self can force away)

The kingdom of one’s self, this he enjoy’d,

And his authority 50 well employ’d,

That never aoy cquid before become

So great a monarch in 20 small & room.

He oconquer’d rebel passions, rul’d them so,

As nnder-spheres by the first mover go ;

Banish’d so far their working, that we can

But know he had some; for we knew him man.

Then let his last gxeuse his first extremes:

His aga saw- visions, though his youth dream’d
dreams.

AN

oN
DR. DONNE'S DEATH;

MY MR. MAYNE OF CHRIST-CHURCH IN OXPORD,

Wio shall presvme to moutn thes, Donne, unless
He could his tears in thy expressions dress,

And teach his grief that reverence of -thy hearse,
To weep lines learned, as thy anniverse ;

A poem of that worth, whose every tear

Deserves the title of a several year?

Indeed so far above its reader good,

That we are thought wits, when ’t is understood.
There that blem’d maid to dis who now should
After thy sorrow, ’t were ber loss to live ; [grieve!
And her fair virtaes in another’s line

Would faintly dawn, which are made ssintsin thine.
Hadst thou been shallower, and not writ o high,
Or left some new way for our pen or eye

To shed a funeral tear, perchance thy tomb

Had not been speechless, or our Mases dumb ;
But now we dare not write, but must conceal

Thy epitaph, lest we be thought to steal. .

For who hath vead thee, and discerns thy worth,
That will not say, thy careless hours brought forth
Fancies beyond our studies, and thy play i
Was happier than our serious time of day ?

So learned was thy chance; thy haste bad wit, - -
And matter from thy flow’d rashly fit.

What was thy recreation, turus our braia ;

Our rack and paleneys is thy wepkest strain:

And when we most come pear thee, ’t is our blisy
To imitate thee, where thon dost amiss.

Here light your Muae, you, that do oaly think,
And write, and sre just poets, as you drink ;

In whose weak fancies wit doth ahb and flow,

Just as your reckonings rise, that we may know °
In your whole carriage of your wark, that here
‘This fissh you wrote in wine, and that in beer:
This is to tap your Muse, which, running long,
Writes fiat, and takes our ear not half so strong ;
Poor suburb wits, who, if yon want yoyr cup,
Or if a lord.recover, are ) up. *' [peed
Could you but reach this height, you shouidd not
To make ench meal & project; ere you feed;
Nor walk in relic’s:clothes, 30 old and bare,

As if lofd off to you from Ennius were ; )
Nor should your love im verse call mistress those,
Who are mine hostess, or your whores, in prose.’
From this Muse learn to court, whose power could

A cloister’d ooldness, or a vestal love ; {move
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And would convey such errands to their ear,

That ladies knew no odds to granteand hear.

But I do wrong thee, Donne, and this low praise
Is written oaly for thy younger days.

I an not grown up for thy riper parts, [arts,
Then shoald I praise thec through the tongues and
And have that deep divinity to know,

What mysteries did from thy presching flow ;
Who with thy words could charm thy audiéhce, *
That at thy sermons ear was ali our sense.

Yet I have seen thee in the pulpit stand,

Wiiere we might take notes from thy look and hgnd;
And from thy speaking action bear away

More sermon, than some teachers use to say.
Such was thy carriage, and thy gesture such,

As could divide the heart, and conscience touch.
Thy motion did confate, and we might see

An errour vanquish’d by delivery :

Not like our sons of zeal, who, to reform

Their hearers, fiercely at the pulpit storm,

And beat the cushion into worse estite,

Than if they did conclude it reprobate ;

‘Who can out-pray the glass, then lay about,

Till all predestination be run out ;

And from the point such tedions uses draw,

‘Their repetitions would make gospel law.

No, in such temper would thy sermons flow,

8o well did doctrine and thy language show;

And had that holy fear, as, hearing thee,

The court would mend, and a good Christian be.
And ladies, though unhandsome, out of grace,
‘Would hear thee in their unbought looks and face.
More I could write, but et this crown thine am;
We cqungt bope the like, till thou return,

vroy
MR. .{. DONNE AND HIS POEMS.

Who dares say thou art dead, when he doth see

(Unburied yet) this living part of ‘thee;

Yhis part, that to thy being gives fresh flame,

And, though thou °rt Doune, yet will preserve thy
name? ~

Thy flesh (whose channels left their crimson hue,

And whey-like ran at last in a pale blue)

May show thee mortal, a dead palsy may

Secize on 't, and quickly tum it into clay ;

‘Which, like the Indian earth, shall rise refin’d:

But this great spirit thou hast left behind,

“This soul of verse in its first pure estate

Shall live, for all the world to imitate ;

But not come rear : for in thy fancy’s flight
Thoun dost not stoop unto the vnigar sight,

But hovering highly in the air of wit

Hold’st such a pitch, that few can follow it ;
Admire they may. Each object, that the spring
(Or & more piercing influence) doth bring

P’ adorn Earth's face, thou sweetly didst contrive
To beanty’s elemeuts, and thence derive
Unspotted lily’s white; which thou didst set
Hand in hand with the vein-like violet;

Making them soft and warm, and by thy power
Could'st give botb fife and sense unto a flower.
The cherries, thou hast made to speak, will be
Sweeter unto the taste than from the tree; <
And (spite of winter storms) amidst the snow
Fhou oft bast made the blushing rose to grow.

THE AUTHOR.

The sea-nymphbs, that the walry caverns keep,
Have sent their pearls and rubies from the deep,
Todeck thy love ; and plac’d by thee they drew
More lustre o them, than where first they grew.
All minerals (that Earth’s ful{ womb doth hold
Promiscuously) thou could’st convert to gold 3
And with thy flaming raptures so refine,

That it was mach more pure than in the mine.
The lights, that gild the night, if thou didst say,
They look like eyes, those did cut-shine the day ;
For there would be more virtue in such spells,
Than in meridians or cross paraliels.

Whatever was of worth in this great frame,

That art could comprehénd, or wit could pame,

Is was thy theme for beauty; thou didst see
Woman was this fair world’s epitome. '

Thy nimble Satires too, and every strain, N
(With vervy strength) that issued from thy brain,
Wil lose the glory of their own clear bays,

If they admit of any other’s praise. -
But thy diviner poems (whose clear fire

Purges all dross away) shall by & choir

Of cherubims with heavenly notes be set

(Where flesh and blood could ne’er attain to yet)
There puvest spirits sing such sacred lays,

In panegyric hallelujas. -
ARCH. WILSON,

L EPITAPH UPON DR. DONNE,

BY ENDY. PORTER.

Tam decent urn s sad inscription wears,

Of Donne’s departure from us to the spberes 3
And the dumb stone with silence seems to tell
The changes ¢f this life, wherein is well .
Exprese'd a cause to make all joy to cease,

And never let our sorrows more take ease:

Por now it is impossible to find .

One franght with virtues to enrich a mind.

But why should Death with a promiscuous hand
At oue rude stroke impoverish & land ?

Thou strict attorney unto stricter Fate, .
Didst thou confiscate his life out of bate

To his rate parts? Or didst thou throw thy dart
With envious hand at some plebeian heart;

And he with pious virtue stept between i
To save that stroke, and so was kill'd umeen

By thee ! O 't was his goodness %o to do,
Which haman kinduess never reach'd unto.
Thus the hard laws of death were satisfi’d,\

And he left us like brphan friends and dy'd.
Now from the pulpit to the people’s ears

Whose speech shall send repentant sighs and tears ?
Qr tell me, if & purer virgin die,

Who shall hereafter write her elegy ?

Poets, be silent, let your numbers sleep ;

Tor he is gooe, that did all fancy keep;

Time hath no soul, but his exalted verse;

Which with amazements we may now rehearse.

IN MEMORY OF DR. DONNE,
Y MR, R. 3.
Dowwx dead ! *t is here reported true, thopgh 1
Ne’er yet so much desir’d to bhear a lie;

T is too true, for so we find it still,
Good news are often falee, but seldom ill,

-
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But meust poor fame tell us his fatal day,

And shall we koow his death the common way?

Methinks some comet bright sbould have foretold

The death of sach a man ; for though of old

’T is held, that comets princes’ deaths foretell,

Why should not his have needed one as well ;

Who was the prince of wits, ‘'mougst whomn he
reign'd -

High as a prince, and s great state maintain’d ?

Yet wants he not his sign, for wa have seen

A dearth, the like to which hath never been

Treading on harvest heels; which doth presage

The dearth of wit and learn ng, which this age

Shall find, now he is gone ; for though ther'e be

Much gruin in show, none brought it forth as he.

Or men are misers, or, if true want raises

The dearth, then more that dearth Donne’s plenty

Ppraises.
Of learning, languages, of eloquence,
And poesy, (past ravishing of sense)
He had a magazine, wherein such store

Was laid up, as might hundreds serve of poor.

Bat he is gone ! O how will His desire

Tovrture all those, that warm’d them by his fire ?
Metbinks I see him in the pulpit standing,

Nar ears or eyes, but all men’s hearts commanding,
‘Where we, that heard him, to ourselves did feign,
Golden Chrysostome was yet alive again ;
And pever were we wearled, till we saw

His hour (and but an bour) to end did draw.
How did he shame the doctrine-men, and use,
With beips to boot, for men to bear th’ abuse
Of their tir'd patience, and endure th’ expense
Of time, O spent in beark’ning to nonsense ;
With marks also enough, whereby to know,

The speaker is a zealous dunce, or so !

’T is true, they quitted him to their poor pow'r,
They humm'd against him ; and with face mostsow'r
Call’d him a strong-lin’d man, a macaroon,

Aod no way fit to speak to clouted shoon,

As fine words, , as you twould desire,

But, verily, luta ifier.

Thas did these beetles alight ih him that good
They could not see, and much less noderstood.
But we.may say, when we compare the stuff
Both wroaght, he was a candle, they the snuff.
Well, wisdom's of her children justifi*d,

Let therefore these poor fellows stand aside ;

Nor, though of learning he deserv’d so highly,
‘Would I his book should save him ; rather slily
Fshould advise his clergy not to pray ;

Though of the learned’st sart, methinks that they
Of the same trade are judges not so fit ;

There ’s no such emulation as of wit.

Of such the envy might as much perchance
Wrong him, and more, than th? other’s ignorance.
It was his fate, I know ’t, to be envy'd

As much by clerks, as laymen magnifi'd.

And why ? but ’cause he came late in the day,
And yet his penoy earn’d, and had as they.

No more of this, Jest some should say that [

Am stray’d to satire, meaning elegy.

No, no, bad Donne need to be judg’d or try’d,

A jury I weuld sammon on his side,

That had no sides, nor factions, past the touch
Of all exceptions, freed from passion, such

As not to fear, nor flatter, e’er were bred;

These wouid I bring, though called from the dead :
Southampton, Hamilton, Pembroke, Dorset’s earls,
Huntington, Bedford's countenses (the pearls
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Once of each sex.} If thede suffice not, 1
Ten Decem tales bave ofstanders by ;
All which for Donne would such a vendict give,
As can beloog to none, that now doth live.

But whatdo I? A diminution *t is
To speak of him in verse, so short of his,
Whereof he was the master ; all indeed,
Compar’d with him, pip'd on an caten reed.
O that you had but ove, 'mongst all your brothers,
Could write for him, as he hath done for otheys !
(Poets I speak to:) When ] see ’t, { ’H say,
My eye-sight betters, as my years decay.
Mean time a quarrel I shall ever have
Against these doughty keepers from the grave,
Who use, it seems, their old authority,
““ When verses men immortal make,” they cry:
Which had it been a recipe true try'd,
Probatum esset,"Donne had never dy’d.

For me, if e’er 1 had least spark at all
Of that, which they poetic fire do call,
Here | confess it fetched from his hearth;
Which, is gone out, now he is gone to earth.
This only a poor flash, a lightning is
Before my Muse’s death, as after his.
Farewell (fair soul) and deign receive from me
This type of that devotion I owe thee,
From whom (while living) as by voice and pep
I learned more, than from a thousand men ;
So by thy death am of one doubt reless’d,
And pow believe that miracles are ceas'd.

)

EPITAPE,

Henx lies dean Donne: enough; those words alope
Show bim as fully, as if all the stone,

His church of Paul’s coutains,were through inscribd;;
Or all the walkers there, to speak him, brib’d,
Noue cau mistake him, for one such as he,

Donpe, dean, or man, more none shall ever see.
Not man? No, though unto a Sun each eye

Were turn’d, the whole Earth so to over-spy.

A bold brave word ; yetsuch brave spirits as knew
His spirit, will say, it is less bold than true.

] .

70
LUCY COUNTESS OF BEDFORD,

WITH MR. DONNE'S SATIRES,
\

Lucy, you brightness of our sphere, who are
Life of the Muse's day, their morning star,
If works (not th* guthor’s) their own grace should

Whose poems would not wish to be your book ?

But these, desir'd by you, the maker's ends

Crown with their own. Rare poems ask rare
friends. .

Yet satires, since the most of mankind be

Their unavoided subject, fewest see :

For none e’er took that pleasure in siu’s sense ;

Bat, when they heard4t tax’d, took more offence.

They then, that living where the matter ’s bred,

Dare for these poems yet both ask and read,
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And like them too, must needfully, though few,
Be of the bests and mongst those best are you,
Lucy, you brightuess of our sphere, whé are
The Muse's evening, as their morning star.

BEN JONEON,

snemerp—
T0 JOHN DONNB.

Wio shalt doubt, Doaie, wheve I & poet be,
When I dare send my epigrams to thee ?

ELEGIES UPON THE AUTHOR.

That so alone canst judge, 5o alone make :

And in thy censures evenly dost take

As free simplicity to disavow,

As thow bast best suthority ¢ allow.
Read all Isend: and, if I find bat one

Mark’d by thy hand, and with the better atane,

» | My title’s seal’d. Those, ‘that for claps do write,

. Let puuy’s, porter’s, ph?er‘s praise delight,
And, il they burst, their backs like asses load:
A man should seek grest glory, and not broad.

. BEN JONSON.






