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HERE IN ©NE VOLUME ARE THE TOP

one hundred poems, as determined by a
survey of more than 1,000 anthologies—
the poems in English most frequently
anthologized, the poems with the broadest,
most enduring appeal. From Shakespeare
to Dickinson to Frost, from sonnets to odes
to villanelles, WILLIAM HARMON’S Classic
Hundyed Poems offers a feast for poetry
lovers.
n

This book presents the new top one hun-
dred poems, nineteen of which were not in
the first edition. The revised edition is
arranged chronologically and features new
commentary and notes on verse form, as
well as an index of the poems in order of
popularity, notes on words and proper
names, and a bibliography for each poet
and each poem. A glossary of terms, author
index, and index of titles and first lines are
also included.

From Keats’s “To Autumn,” now ranked as
the number-one poem in this collection,
to George Herbert’s “Virtue,” in the hun-
dredth spot, every poem is illuminated by
HARMON'’S informative notes. With insights
into the historical period in which each
poem was written, the verse form used, and
connections among poems, this is the ideal

introduction to poetry, as well as a treasury
for the dedicated reader.
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]PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION

THE FIRST EDITION of this anthology presented the hundred poems
most frequently reprinted in anthologies, according to the ninth edition
of The Columbia Granger’s® Index to Poetry in Anthologies. This second edi-
tion presents a slightly different hundred poems, based as it now is on the
eighth, ninth, and tenth edition of Granger’s. According to this new tally,
nineteen poems have gained in popularity, replacing nineteen that have
slipped, and the number one spot that had belonged to William Blake’s
“The Tyger” now belongs to John Keats’s “To Autumn.”

The arrangement of the poems in this edition is no longer in order of
popularity, but chronological with the listing according to popularity
given in a table at the back to the book. The biographies, introductions,
and notes have been considerably expanded, in order to explain all prop-
er names, allusions, and unfamiliar terms. And now there is a glossary of
technical terms. My hope is that nothing remains to puzzle readers or
stand in the way of their appreciation of the beauty and interest of the
poems.

Editors of anthologies, almost by definition, choose the works to be
included. I did no such thing. The poems in this book were selected for
me by the thousands of poets, critics, and editors who had made choices
for their hundreds of anthologies. The resulting consensus selection is a
straightforward objective statistical record. My job, a huge pleasure, con-
sisted of exploring what has made these poems so popular. Why are these
poems classics? My way of answering these questions has been to provide
what most anthology editors, even anthology textbook editors, do not
provide, namely detailed comments on all the poems individually. These
hundred poems, even if they do not absolutely represent my personal
choice, are a superb collection, illustrating much of what is best in the
whole history of poetry in English for more than five hundred years.
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For the record, we have here a hundred poems by forty-six named and
three anonymous poets. Eighty-eight of the poems are English, Scottish,
Welsh, and Irish; twelve are American. One expects disproportion here,
since British literary history—as far as the English language is concerned,
at any rate—has been going on for several centuries longer. The break-
down by historical period is illuminating:

Before 1550 4
I5SI-1650 35
1651—-1750 2
1751-1850 (British) 27
1751-1850 (American) 2
1851—present (British) 20
1851-present (American) 10

Both poems in the 1651-1750 period are by Thomas Gray. He was not
by any means the only poet active during those hundred years, but fash-
ion during much of the period favored the sorts of long didactic and satir-
ic poems that have not been favored by anthologists. Similar sorts of rea-
sons no doubt account for the absence of some of the greatest poets of
the language from this collection, such as Chaucer, Pope, and Whitman.

More than half of the poets in the book are represented by only one
poem. Representation among the rest is as follows:

Shakespeare
Donne
Blake
Wordsworth
Keats

Yeats

Robert Browning
Dickinson
Herbert
Herrick
Hopkins
Jonson
Shelley
Tennyson
Thomas
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Byron
Frost
Lovelace
Marvell
Poe

(ST SR SR S N

I have included notes on the verse form of each poem at the end of the
commentary on the poem. It may be of interest to note here that not one
poem in the book is in free verse: all follow some measure of rhythm
(overwhelmingly iambic) and meter, and ninety-seven involve rhyme in
some pattern (the remaining three are in blank verse, which obeys dic-
tates of rhythm and meter). Sixteen of these poems are conventional son-
nets of fourteen lines; Hopkins called “Pied Beauty” a curtal sonnet,
which has ten-and-a-fraction lines. Ten poems rhyme in couplets, two in
triplets. Twenty-six employ some species of quatrain; there are six five-
line stanzas and seven six-line stanzas. Seventeen poems, including those
called odes, use various other stanzaic patterns. One poem is in rhyme
royal, one in terza rima, one in ottava rima, and one is a villanelle. (Again,
all terms are explained in the notes or the glossary.) Seven poems are
zoned into irregular patterns of meter and rhyme, and Owen’s unique
“Strange Meeting” experimentally replaces rhyme with a combination of
alliteration and consonance whereby, for example ‘years” is mated not
with “tears” but with “yours.”

As the tally changes, new lines of perspective open up in ways that I
still find exciting. As I read and re-read these poems, I became more and
more convinced that they are very far from a loose assembly chosen at
haphazard from an unruly democracy always threatening to lapse into
anarchy. True, they are splendidly varied, but in my commentaries I have
suggested many linkages and kinships, demonstrating that poetry is the
work of a community, even of a family of artists extended over thousands
of years and thousands of square miles. Christopher Marlowe writes a
parody of a popular pastoral fad, and Sir Walter Ralegh soon parodies
Marlowe’s parody. George Herbert’s “Love III” contains the phrase “ah
my dear,” which returns 250 years later in Gerard Manley Hopkins’s “The
Windhover” (Hopkins made a special trip to Salisbury Cathedral to
honor the place where Herbert had been ordained). Then another pas-
sage from “The Windhover,” containing “mastery,” “brute,” and “air,” fur-
nishes the substance of a line in William Butler Yeats’s “Leda and the
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Swan”: “So mastered by the brute blood of the air”«(Yeats and Hopkins
met briefly toward the end of Hopkins’s life). With few exceptions, the
poems in this collection talk to one another and to many other great
poems as well as to other great writings and works of art in other media.

A lyric poem is the supremely precious artwork: you can have it with
you in its authentic form with very little trouble or expense. A painting or
sonata may be, in the abstract, as great and as precious as a poem, but you
have to go to some trouble to visit a museum or recital hall, or else settle
for a reproduction or a recording. Accordingly, many people spend
almost all of their lives with no direct experience of any primary human
art. Some of those arts call for special training or special travel. For cer-
tain supreme experiences of music and architecture, one has to go to
Bayreuth, Germany, and Bear Run, Pennsylvania. With poetry, however,
any decent printed version just s the real thing, the thing itself, or as close
to it as one can come. A penniless reader, who could conceivably be quite
illiterate, may possess a lyric poem as fully and as authentically as anybody
can. And that fact makes a poem the greatest bargain in the world: a
poem is the cheapest and quickest means of making your life better in
ways that deserve to be called noble.
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“Go fetch a web 0’ the silken claith,
Another o’ the twine,

And wap them into our ship’s side,
And let nae the sea come in”

They fetch’d a web o’ the silken claith,
Another o’ the twine,
And they wapp’d them round that guide ship’s side,

But still the sea came in.

O laith, laith were our gude Scots lords
To wet their cork-heel’d shoon;

But lang or a’ the play was play’d
They wat their hats aboon.

And mony was the feather bed
That flatter’d on the faem;

And mony was the gude lord’s son
That never mair cam hame.

O lang, lang may the ladies sit,
W1’ their fans into their hand,

Before they see Sir Patrick Spens
Come sailing to the strand!

And lang, lang may the maidens sit
W1’ their gowd kames in their hair,

A-waiting for their ain dear loves!
For them they’ll see nae mair.

Half-owre, half-owre to Aberdour,
*Tis fifty fathoms deep;

And there lies gude Sir Patrick Spens,
W1’ the Scots lords at his feet!

Anonymous

3



COMPOSED AROUND 1325; PUBLISHED f765. This kind of poem, a ballad,
comes from Scotland and the border between Scotland and England. These
regions, much farther north than any place in the United States, are relatively
cold and wild. For hundreds of years they have been the setting of bloody con-
flicts. Such recent movies as Rob Roy and Braveheart, along with the Highlander
movies and the related television series, show that Scotland still fascinates us
with its rough country and violent history. (Of the first five Scottish kings
named James, none died a peaceful death.)

In “Sir Patrick Spens” the exact details are missing, but the general situation
is clear enough. No words are wasted in descriptions or explanations. A troubled
king is drinking (and the color of the blood-red wine is a preview of what’s to
come) and talking alone to himself. He needs a good sailor to take a new ship
on a round trip to Norway, which is four hundred miles away and even farther
north than the north of Scotland. Sailors in the Middle Ages seldom went to sea
in the winter, but there seems to be a political motive here: bringing back a
king’s daughter, maybe as part of an arranged marriage. The king announces his
need, an advisor suggests Sir Patrick, the king writes a letter, Sir Patrick reads the
letter, and very soon the exploit is underway. To make a trip of four hundred
miles in forty-eight hours calls for a speed of eight knots, about ten miles per
hour: not very fast by today’s standards but most impressive given the notori-
ously rough conditions in the North Sea, especially in winter. In the days before
radar and sarellites, sailors had to depend on signs and traditions, some of which
were superstitions, some of which were accurate (and some were both). Storms
at sea tend to be worse in September and March, at the times of the equinoxes,
and tides are both higher and lower with the new moon and the full moon.
Displays at a museum in Penzance, Cornwall, suggest that there have been
250,000 significant shipwrecks in human history. Modern sailors say that there
is a newsworthy marine disaster somewhere in the world about once per week.

Coleridge’s “Rime of the Ancient Mariner” is another poem about a disaster
at sea. Coleridge was familiar with “Sir Patrick Spens”: his “Dejection: An Ode”
begins, “Well! If the Bard was weather-wise, who made / The grand old ballad
of Sir Patrick Spence. . . ” (“Spens” and “Spence” are two spellings of the same
name.)

ForMm: Ballad measure: quatrains alternating tetrameter and trimeter lines
rhyming abcb.
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W& Edward, Edward

“Why does your brand so drop with blood,
Edward, Edward?
Why does your brand so drop with blood,
And why so sad go ye, O?”
“O I have killed my hawk so good,
Mother, mother;
O I have killed my hawk so good,
And I have no more but he, O”

“Your hawk’s blood was never so red,
Edward, Edward;
Your hawk’s blood was never so red,
My dear son, I tell thee, O”
“O I have killed my red-roan steed,
Mother, mother;
O I have killed my red-roan steed,
That went so fair and free, O

“Your steed was old, and ye have more,
Edward, Edward;
Your steed was old, and ye have more,
Some other dole ye dree, O”
“O I have killed my father dear,
Mother, mother;
O I have killed my father dear,
Alas, and woe is me, O!”

“And what penance will ye dree for that,
Edward, Edward?
What penance will ye dree for that,
My dear son, now tell me, O
“Tll set my foot in yonder boat,
Mother, mother,
P’ll set my foot in yonder boat,
And I’ll fare o’er the sea, O
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“And what will ye do with your towers and your hall,
Edward, Edward?
And what will ye do with your towers and your hall,
That were so fair to see, O?”
“T’ll let them stand till down they fall,
Mother, mother;
I’ll let them stand till down they fall,
For here never more must I be, O

“And what will ye leave to your bairns and your wife,
Edward, Edward?
And what will ye leave to your bairns and your wife,
When ye go o’er the sea, O?”
“The world’s room: let them beg through life,
Mother, mother;
The world’s room: let them beg through life,
For them never more will I see, O

“And what will you leave to your own mother dear,
Edward, Edward?
And what will ye leave to your own mother dear,
My dear son, now tell me, O?”
“The curse of hell from me shall ye bear,
Mother, mother;
The curse of hell from me shall ye bear,
Such counsels ye gave to me, O!”

PROBABLY DEVELOPED IN ORAL TRADITION BEFORE I500; PUB-
LISHED 1765. This rugged little drama comes out of the same bloody time and
place that produced Macbeth and “Sir Patrick Spens? With their landscape of
wild highlands and lochs of otherworldly beauty and with a terrible winter cli-
mate, the Scots have developed a literature of matchless severity.

But that literature is not primitive in concept or in execution. This poem is
extremely sophisticated in the way it compresses an entire domestic catastrophe
into speeches without introduction or context. There are no fillers such as “She
asked anxiously” The reader is plunged right into the middle of things: a man

Amnonymous







& Western Wind : ‘

Western wind, when wilt thou blow?
The small rain down can rain.

Christ, that my love were in my arms,
And I in my bed again.

PROBABLY COMPOSED AROUND I500 BUT NOT PUBLISHED UNTIL
1792. An eighteenth-century antiquarian found this splendid verse, with a
musical setting, in a handwritten book of songs dating from the early sixteenth
century. The first publication was in Joseph Ritson’s Ancient Songs.

Nothing is known about the poet, except that he or she created a memorable
speaker who, at a time of separation from a lover, expresses frustration in con-
crete terms. Instead of talking about something abstract, the poem talks o some-
thing concrete and familiar: the wind that blows from the west and is known in
Europe for its gentleness. This may be an autumn poem, like Shelley’s “Ode to
the West Wind,” or a spring poem, calling out for the west wind to bring the
light rains that will promote spring growth, ending a time of drought, both
meteorological and personal.

Here is the poem as spelled five hundred years ago:

Westron wynde when wyll thow blow
the smalle rayne downe can rayne
Chryst yf my love were in my armys
and I yn my bed a gayne.

Only one word is no longer used: thon. With a very slight modernizing of
word order, the poem would still be something that many people feel and say.

ForM: Ballad measure (quatrain of alternating tetrameter and trimeter lines
rhyming abch, with noteworthy alliteration on the first three stressed syllables of
the first line (“West-” “wind)” “will”).
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S1r THOMAS WYATT
(1503-1542)

WYATT, THE EARLIEST of the named poets in this collection, was born into a
noble family in Kent, educated at Cambridge, and employed as a courtier and
diplomat by Henry VIII. Thought to have been involved with Anne Boleyn
before her marriage to the king, Wyatt was imprisoned briefly after her downfall
in 1536, but he soon found his way back into the king’s favor. He served as an
ambassador, but was later accused of treason. He died a natural death at an early
age, although his son, also called Sir Thomas Wyatt, was hanged for treason
twelve years after his father’s death.

Wyatt was witty, learned, and passionate. He was an excellent translator and
an effective writer of satirical verse epistles. In technical terms, he was perhaps
the most original and inventive of English poets, since he was the first to use
terza rima, ottava rima, and the sonnet (all imported from Italy) as well as one
of the best practitioners of the rhyme royal stanza that had been imported from
France somewhat earlier. As the pioneer in these most important verse forms,
Wyatt has had followers in the thousands and possibly even in the millions.

In friendship and in literary relations, Wyatt is commonly linked with Henry
Howard, Earl of Surrey.

Further Reading

The Complete Works. Ronald A. Rebholz, ed. New Haven: Yale University
Press, 1981.

Greenblatt, Steven. Renaissance Self-Fashioning. Chicago: University of
Chicago Press, 1980.

Thompson, Patricia. S& Thomas Wyatt and His Background. Stanford: Stanford
University Press, 1964.
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“€& They Flee from Me That Sometime Did Me Seck

They flee from me that sometime did me seek
With naked foot stalking in my chamber.

I have seen them gentle, tame, and meek

That now are wild and do not remember
That sometime they put themselves in danger
To take bread at my hand; and now they range
Busily seeking with a continual change.

Thanked be fortune, it hath been otherwise
Twenty times better, but once in special,

In thin array after a pleasant guise,

When her loose gown from her shoulders did fall
And she caught me in her arms long and small,
Therewithal sweetly did me kiss

And softly said, “Dear heart, how like you this?”

It was no dream: I lay broad waking.

But all is turned thorough my gentleness
Into a strange fashion of forsaking,

And I have leave to go of her goodness
And she also to use newfangleness.

But since that I so kindly am served

I fain would know what she hath deserved.

COMPOSED AROUND 1§35; PUBLISHED 1557. This is the oldest poem here
by a known author, Sir Thomas Wyatt, who was born almost five hundred years
ago. He was one of those astonishingly versatile Renaissance figures: soldier,
courtier, diplomat, scholar, translator, and possibly the greatest English poet
between Chaucer and Shakespeare. None of his poems were published in his
lifetime in any book or collection that has survived. A few may have appeared in
a collection entitled The Court of Venus, published a few years before his death in
1542. The first widespread publication of Wyatt did not come until 1557, in a col-
lection entitled Songs and Sonnets, edited by Richard Tottel, now generally
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known as “Tottel's Miscellany? A few years before 1557, Wyatt’s son Thomas,
Junior, had been executed for treason, and the family name may have been
somewhat clouded, so that Tottel paid more attention to poems by Wyatt’s col-
league Henry Howard, the Earl of Surrey, and also saw fit to tidy up Wyatt’s
poems.

Scholars are still at work on the problems of Wyatt’s style, but it is clear that
he was not writing consistently regular iambic verses. Many of his lines can be
scanned quite easily, and most of his rhyme words still rhyme; but many lines
are eccentric, and some rhymes seem to involve unstressed syllables of a sort not
usually considered fit for rhyme. “Seek” and “meek™ have been rhyming per-
fectly for many centuries, but “danger” and “chamber” have never rhymed in any
conventional way. Wyatt’s line “Into a strange fashion of forsaking” contains ten
syllables by modern accounting, maybe eleven by Wyatt’s habits, with “strange”
sounded as two. Tottel (or a subeditor) altered Wyatt’s line to “Into a bitter fash-
ion of forsaking,” which may be smoother but distorts Wyatt’s meaning and
weakens his music. “Strange” echoes “range” and “change” from an earlier
stanza, and the whole phrase shows a fascinating pattern of initial consonants:
strange fashion of forsaking. Such multiple alliteration on more than one sound
is relatively unusual. Wyatt’s “kindly” is ironic, as when someone hurts you and
you say, “Very kind of you.” But the Tottel agent seems to have missed the point
and shifted to “unkindly”

The text is Wyatt’s, in modernized spelling. As far as anybody knows, Wyatt
did not give the poem a title. Tottel thought it needed thirteen words: “The
Lover Showeth How He Is Forsaken of Such as He Sometime Enjoyed”

ForMm: Three stanzas of rhyme royal (seven pentameter lines rhyming ababbce).
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SR WALTER RALEGH
(1554°-1618)

RALEGH WAS CHIEFLY KNOWN as a military, political, and diplomatic
genius, and also as an inspiring adventurer. He was born in South Devon and,
after a short stay at Oxford, left in 1569 to serve in the Huguenot army.
Thereafter he engaged in various adventures and enterprises involving the New
World. He was in and out of favor with Queen Elizabeth over the years, being
knighted in 1585 but committed to the Tower in 1592. For the next eight or nine
years he was involved in an incredible array of exploits. He seems to have been
the kind of magnetic and charismatic genius about whom many legends spring
up. Most of them are false or at least exaggerated, but they continue to empha-
size how extraordinary Ralegh must have been, even in a Golden Age that, after
400 years, remains unsurpassed in the brilliance of its writers and adventurers.

When King James I came to the throne in 1603, Ralegh was again charged
with crimes against the state (conspiracy among them) and sent to the Tower.
He was released briefly in 1616 to go to the Orinoco in search of gold, but, after
that expedition fizzled, he was arrested again, this time to be executed (October
29, 1618).

He wrote history and poetry of a most distinguished order. Much of what he
wrote has been lost, but a few short pieces remain. Among his prose writings are
A Report of the Truth of the Fight about the Isles of the Azores (1591) and the first vol-
ume of a History of the Wovld (1614).

Ralegh is the first important English writer to have a significant interest in
America, especially in the colony that was to become North Carolina. The cap-
ital of that state is named in his honor (“Raleigh” is one of dozens of variant
spellings of the name).

Further Reading

The Poems. Agnes M. C. Latham, ed. London: Athlone, 1965.

Greenblatt, Stephen J. Sir Walter Ralegh: The Renaissance Man and His Roles.
New Haven: Yale University Press, 1973.

May, Steven. Sir Walter Ralegh. Boston: Twayne, 1989.
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& The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd

If all the world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,
These pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee and be thy Love.

But Time drives flocks from field to fold;
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold;
And Philomel becometh dumb;

The rest complains of cares to come.

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields
To wayward Winter reckoning yields:
A honey tongue, a heart of gall,

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies,

Soon break, soon wither—soon forgotten,
In folly ripe, in reason rotten.

Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds,
Thy coral clasps and amber studs,—
All these in me no means can move
To come to thee and be thy Love.

But could youth last, and love still breed,
Had joys no date, nor age no need,

Then these delights my mind might move
To live with thee and be thy Love.

Sir Walter Ralegh






SIrR PHILIP SIDNEY
(1554—1586)

IT 1S HARD not to admire Sidney. Like Sir Walter Ralegh, he exemplifies what
is meant by “Renaissance hero”: he was brilliant, versatile, patriotic, courageous,
and witty. He was learned in the arts of antiquity but his thinking was also ahead
of his time. He argued for the values of the ancients but experimented restlessly
with ideas and styles.

He attended Oxford briefly during his mid-teens and then traveled as a
courtier, soldier, and diplomat. He belonged to a most distinguished family of
public servants and was himself an up-and-coming member of Queen
Elizabeth’s court until a religious difference of opinion in 1580 resulted in his
temporary banishment from the royal circle. In a brief but concentrated burst of
creativity, he wrote many poems, the first important critical text in English
(Defense of Poesy), and a celebrated pastoral romance that mixes prose and poetry,
the Arcadia. At about the same time he was engaged to Penelope Devereux, who
became the model for “Stella” in the sonnet sequence Astrophil and Stella. She
married another in 1581, and in 1583 he married Frances Walsingham. By this time
he was back in royal favor, enough to be sent to the continent as governor of
Flushing in the Low Countries. He was wounded in battle and died of gan-
grene, aged thirty-two.

As hard as it is to say bad things about someone so heroic, T. S. Eliot man-
aged in some ways to disparage Sidney, whom he regarded as overrated. One
stanza of Eliot’s “A Cooking Egg” reads:

I shall not want Honour in Heaven
For I shall meet Sir Philip Sidney
And have talk with Coriolanus
And other heroes of that kidney.

Sir Philip Sidney 15
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“& With How Sad Steps, O Moon,
Thow Climb’st the Skies!

With how sad steps, O moon, thou climb’st the skies,
How silently, and with how wan a face.
What, may it be that even in heavenly place
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries?
Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes
Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case;
I read it in thy looks; thy languished grace
To me, that feel the like, thy state descries.
Then, even of fellowship, O moon, tell me,
Is constant love deemed there but want of wit?
Are beauties there as proud as here they be?
Do they above love to be loved, and yet
Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess?
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness?

COMPOSED 1582; PUBLISHED 1591. This is number 31 in Sidney’s sonnet
sequence called Astrophil and Stella. “Stella” means “star” in Latin; “Astrophil”
combines Greek roots meaning “star” and “lover” Sidney’s Astrophil is a frus-
trated lover, complaining sometimes directly to Stella about her treatment of
him and sometimes indirectly to friends, muses, or, as in this poem, the moon.
You can be so burdened by love that the pains have to be downloaded onto
everything around. When you are sad, the world seems sad too. When you are
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(CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE

(1564—1593)

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE WAS BORN at Canterbury, educated at Cam-
bridge, and murdered at Deptford, presumably in a quarrel over the “reckoning”
or bill ata tavern. In the swift blaze of his career, Marlowe produced a half-dozen
tragedies, including Tamburiaine, Doctor Faustus, The Jew of Malta, and Edward
11, as well as translations from the Latin of Ovid. In an age of unsurpassed great-
ness in literature, only Shakespeare was greater than Marlowe. Blank verse was
introduced into English by the Earl of Surrey a half-century before Marlowe’s
plays; Marlowe revived the measure and gave it new strength in the form of
“Marlowe’s mighty line,” with persistent exaggeration of rhetoric and image,
along with maximal stress on long syllables (as in his best-known lines, “Was this
the face that launched a thousand ships/And burnt the topless towers of
Hium?”).

Marlowe was spectacularly brilliant and led a spectacularly varied life. Tales |
persist about his being involved in criminal activity in the Netherlands, from ‘
which he was expelled for forging false money; and about his being a kind of w
secret agent for Queen Elizabeth. According to that scenario, his death was not 1
a violent accident during a tavern brawl but an assassination to get rid of a dan-
gerous political operative. It has also been suggested that Marlowe was a homo-
sexual and an atheist. Whatever he did, he did to extremes, and his story remains
probably the most exciting of all the lives of the poets in this collection.

Further Reading

The Complete Works. Fredson Bowers, ed. Cambridge: Cambridge University
Press, 1981.

Boas, Frederick S. Marlowe and His Circle: A Biographical Survey. Oxford:
Clarendon, 1953.

Kocher, Frederick S. Christopher Marlowe: A Study of His Thought, Learning,
and Character. New York: Russell, 1062.

Levin, Harry. The Overreacher: A Study of Christopher Marlowe. Cambridge:
Harvard University Press, 1952.
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%€ The Passionate Shepherd to His Love

Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That valleys, groves, hills, and fields,
Woods, or steepy mountain yields.

And we will sit upon the rocks,
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks
By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals.

And I will make thee beds of roses
And a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers and a kirtle
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle;

A gown made of the finest wool
Which from our pretty lambs we pull;
Fair-lined slippers for the cold,

With buckles of the purest gold;

A belt of straw and ivy buds,

With coral clasps and amber studs.
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Come live with me and be my Love.

The shepherds’ swains shall dance and sing
For thy delight each May morning,.

If these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me and be my Love.

Christopher Marlowe
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COMPOSED AROUND I1§90; PUBLISHED 1599. ‘Marlowe had been dead
for six years when this poem was first published.

Sheep, which give us food and clothing, need a lot of care. The world of
sheep and sheepherders (or shepherds) also gives us food for thought: “Little Bo
Beep” and “Mary Had a Little Lamb” are the most familiar nursery rhymes; and
the most familiar psalm in the Bible, sung by the shepherd boy David, begins,
“The Lord is my shepherd” The word “pastor” literally means “shepherd,” and
the form “pastoral” can mean the work of a preacher (“pastoral care”) as well the
work and play of a shepherd. So-called pastoral poetry has been around for cen-
turies in serious forms like David’s psalms but also in comic forms that stress the
fact that shepherds, like other agricultural workers, may be ridiculously rustic.

A shepherd invites his love to join him in the pleasures of pastoral life, giving
her a familiar inventory or catalogue of the recreational benefits of the country.
Many details of the offer have to be exaggerated, since a real shepherd would
hardly be in a position to offer someone “beds of roses,” let alone “buckles of
purest gold” for her slippers. This shepherd’s style may also fall into the class of
hick verse, since you have to wrench a syllable to make “morning” rhyme with
“sing.”

One can guess that Marlowe was mocking a set of corny conventions by writ-
ing a vivid caricature —so vivid in fact that Sir Walter Ralegh was inspired to pro-
duce “The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd?” Other related poems are Donne’s
“The Bait,” William Carlos Williams’s “Raleigh Was Right;” and C. Day-Lewis’s
“Two Songs” The modern Americans Delmore Schwartz and Paul Engle each
wrote a poem beginning “Come live with me and be my wife,” and yet another
takeoff appears in Peter DeVries’s comic novel The Tents of Wickedness (1959).

ForwM: Tetrameter quatrains rhyming aabb.
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VV ILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
(1564—-1616)

IN sPITE OF his eminence as the greatest English poet—and perhaps the great-
est poet anywhere, ever—we know relatively little about Shakespeare’s life. He
came from Stratford-upon-Avon, where his father was a prominent citizen,
working as butcher, glover, and wool-merchant. At eighteen Shakespeare mar-
ried a somewhat older woman, Anne Hathaway, who gave birth to their daugh-
ter Susannah six months after the wedding. The twins Hamnet and Judith were
born two years later, in 158s.

During the 1590s Shakespeare worked in the London theater as actor and
playwright. He seems to have been successful and even prosperous, eventually
buying a comfortable house in his native Stratford and dividing his time
between that town and London. He wrote some long poems, including Venus
and Adonis and The Rape of Lucrece, early in his career, and it is probable that
most of the sonnets that make up half of his poems in this collection were done
during the 1590s. The three dozen plays for which he is most celebrated are
grouped as histories or chronicle plays (which Ezra Pound called “the true
English epos”), comedies, romances, and tragedies. It is customary to speak of
his “four great tragedies” (Hamlet, King Lear, Macbeth, and Othello), but their
stature is in many ways rivaled by that of Romeo and Juliet and some of the so-
called Roman plays, particularly Julius Caesar, Antony and Cleopatra, and
Coriolanus.

Shakespeare has never been entirely out of fashion. Many of his plays are in
production somewhere in the world at any given time, and, more than works by
any other English writer, they have inspired artists in other media. Painters such
as J. M. W. Turner have illustrated Shakespeare dramas; and musicians from the
sixteenth century right through the present have provided songs, incidental
music, and other such treatments. Millions of weddings have ended with a
march from Felix Mendelson’s music for A Midsummner Night’s Dream. Three of
Giuseppe Verdi’s operas are Shakespearean: Falstaff; Otello, and Macbeth. Romeo
and Juliet has inspired a dramatic symphony by Hector Berlioz, a fantasy over-
ture by Pyotr Tchaikovsky, and a ballet by Sergey Prokofiev. For King Lear,
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Dmitry Shostakovich composed incidental music (Opus s8a, 1940) and a film
score (Opus 137, 1970); in the former, one of the Fool’s songs sounds just like
“Jingle Bells” The Bernstein-Sondheim musical West Side Story is a variation on
the theme of Romeo and Juliet. The first American feature film was a production
of Shakespeare’s Richard I1I, and many of the great film directors have made
adaptations: Orson Welles’s Othello, Macbeth, and Chimes at Midnight stand out
as classics, as do Laurence Olivier’s Henry V, Hamlet, and Richard 111. More
recently, Kenneth Branagh has seemed to be recapitulating Olivier’s achieve-
ments, with a Henry V and Hamlet of his own, along with Much Ado About
Nothing. Akira Kurosawa’s Throne of Blood and Ran are based on Shakespeare’s
Macbeth and King Lear. And every season sees yet new productions in every
medium of entertainment.

Further Reading

The Poems. John Roe, ed. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1992.

Booth, Stephen. Shakespeare’s Sonnets. New Haven: Yale University Press, 1977.

Fineman, Joel. Shakespeare’s Pevjured Eye: The Invention of Poetic Subjectivity in
the Sonnets. Berkeley: University of California Press, 1986.

Schoenbaum, Samuel. Shakespeare: His Life, His English, His Theater. New
York: Signet, 1990.
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“E& Fear No Move the Heat o’ the Sun

Fear no more the heat 0’ the sun
Nor the furious winter’s rages;
Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages:
Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Fear no more the frown o’ the great;
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke;
Care no more to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed is as the oak:
The scepter, learning, physic, must
All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning flash,

Nor the all-dreaded thunder stone;
Fear not slander, censure rash;

Thou hast finished joy and moan:
All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.

No exorciser harm thee!

Nor no witchcraft charm thee!
Ghost unlaid forbear thee!
Nothing ill come near thee!
Quiet consummation have;
And renowned be thy grave!

William Shakespeare
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“& When to the Sessions of Sweet Silent Thought

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste.
Then can I drown an eye, unus’d to flow,
For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d woe,
And moan th’ expense of many a vanish’d sight.
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losses are restor’d and sorrows end.

COMPOSED ABOUT 1595; PUBLISHED 1609. Here we see an outer skele-
ton as distinct as a grasshopper’s. The utterly clear structure has a frame built on
“When...Then...Then...But...” Many of the words come from law (“ses-
sions” and “summon”) and commerce. This sonnet belongs in a general group
called “complaint;” a favorite with English poets for many hundreds of years.
Here, as in famous speeches in Macbeth and Hamlet, Shakespeare seems to rel-
ish the chance to make a long list of troubles. This problem, he seems to say, is
but one of many problems that I have, and I am but one of many people with
problems—as though the world were nothing but one big problem. However,
the “But” at the end brings in a new note of happiness.

ForM: Shakespearean or English sonnet, fourteen pentameter lines rhyming

ababedcdefefyy.
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%€ Ler Me Not to the Marriage of True Minds

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove.
O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wand’ring bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

COMPOSED ABOUT 1595; PUBLISHED 1609. Faithfulness in love has been
a favorite theme of poets, who usually bemoan the fickle (see “Go and Catch a
Falling Star”). Dowson’s “Non Sum Qualis Eram Bonae Sub Regno Cynarae
on the other hand, seems to gloat over the speaker’s faithlessness. Shakespeare’s
Julius Caesar claims to be as “constant as the northern star”™—that is, the Pole

Star that seems to remain still while all the others revolve around it.

ForM: English or Shakespearean sonnet, fourteen pentameter lines rhyming

ababedcdefefny.

26

William Shakespeare



& Shall I Compare Thee to & Summer’s Day?

Shall T compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date;
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d,;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm’d:
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;
Nor shall Death brag thou wand’rest in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st;

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

COMPOSED ABOUT 1595; PUBLISHED 1609. “Shall I Compare Thee to a
Summer’s Day?” plays with some of the tricks that had been used by earlier son-
net writers. Saying outlandish things like “Thou art like a day in summer, warm
and bright” got to be so conventional that it became a mindless cliché.
Shakespeare begins by denying the terms of the comparison, or simile. After a
lighthearted opening, the poem settles down with the exaggerated claim of
“eternal summer” for the person to whom the poem is addressed. It may have
seemed conceited to claim that one’s poem would endure, but this poet is right
so far: the poem has been going strong for four hundred years.

ForMm: English or Shakespearean sonnet, fourteen pentameter lines rhyming

ababedcdefefyy.
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5 The Expense of Spirit in a Waste of Shame

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame

Is lust in action; and, till action, lust

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,

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

Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight;

Past reason hunted, and no sooner had,

Past reason hated as a swallowed bait

On purpose laid to make the taker mad;

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so;

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme;

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

Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream.
All this the world well knows, yet none knows well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

COMPOSED ABOUT 1595; PUBLISHED 1609. In one of his darkest moods,
Shakespeare Jooks here at an old human problem: you want something so much
that you go crazy, but as soon as you get what you want, you hate it and your-
self. Before lust is satisfied, it is the worst of masters; after, it is the airiest of
vapors. And yet we never seem to learn.

ForMm: English or Shakespearean sonnet, fourteen pentameter lines rhyming

ababedcdefefiy .
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& That Time of Year Thou Mayst in Me Behold

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin’d choirs where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see’st the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.
In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the death-bed whereon it must expire,
Consum’d with that which it was nourish’d by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

COMPOSED ABOUT 1595; PUBLISHED 1609. This poem, which is usually
counted as the seventy-third of Shakespeare’s sonnets, belongs in a huge group
with the same message: time is passing; here today, gone tomorrow; seize the
day. This is an apt thing for poetry to present, since poetry itself has an unmis-
takable pulsating rhythm that matches the beating of a heart and the ticking of
a clock. The running meter of a measured poem says, “Listen: the meter is run-
ning” Here, in keeping with a well-established tradition, Shakespeare argues the
resemblance between the course of human life and the courses of a day and a
year. When your life is in its third quarter, the situation is comparable to evening
and autumn, and also to the life cycle of a fire that is past its time of full blazing and
is now dying out.

The poem represents the speech of one person addressing a younger person.
(The poet was not very old at the time, but he was probably within twenty years
of his death, at age fifty-two; furthermore, given the average life expectancy four
hundred years ago, he was justified in regarding himself, aged thirty, as being
over the hill.) In typical sonnet style, the poem presents three examples of how
earthly things grow old and die, with a final summing up. The phrase “in me”
appears three times along with acts of seeing or beholding, as though to say,
“You see before you such and such a sight”

Form: English or Shakespearean sonnet, fourteen pentameter lines rhyming

ababcdcdefefpy.
William Shakespeare 29



“& When Icicles Hang by the Wall

When icicles hang by the wall,

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail
And Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in pail,
When blood is nipp’d and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,
To-whit!

To-who!—a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow,

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw,
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,
To-whit!

To-who!—a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

COMPOSED AROUND 1595; PUBLISHED 1598. This is one of two songs
sung at the end of Shakespeare’s romantic comedy Love’s Labour’s Lost. The other
song, associated with “Ver, the Spring” symbolized by the cuckoo, is matched
by this song of “Hiems, Winter” symbolized by the owl.

Forwm: Irregular six-line stanza rhyming ababcc with couplet as refrain.
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]OHN DONNE
(1572—1631)

DONNE BEGAN as a Roman Catholic but later, while studying law, joined the
Church of England. He grew up in an age that took religion very seriously
indeed, and among his contemporaries are two poets who maintained their
Catholic allegiance and were put to death for it: Saint Robert Southwell
(15612-1595) and Chidiock Tichborne (15682-1586). Donne was a traveler, diplo-
mat, and courtier. Rather late in life, he became a preacher, and was soon famous
for his sermons; he was made Dean of St. Paul’s in 1621. One of his meditations
contains a passage so celebrated that it is a platitude: “No man is an island, entire
of itself; every man is a piece of the continent, a part of the main. If a clod be
washed away by the sea, Europe is the less, as well as if a promontory were, as
well as if a manor of thy friend’s or of thine own were. Any man’s death dimin-
ishes me, because I am involved in mankind; and therefore never send to know
for whom the bell tolls; it tolls for thee” (This is the source of the title of Ernest
Hemingway’s novel abour. the Spanish Civil War, For Whom the Bell Tolls.)

Donne’s personality was marked by extraordinary passion and extraordinary
ingenuity. He had the soul of a lover, the tongue of a wit, and the mind of a
lawyer-preacher accustomed to analyzing complex problems. As the poems in
this collection demonstrate, Donne could write, with equal facility and depth,
passionate poems of secular love and passionate poems of sacred love, both sorts
informed by large-minded wit.

Further Reading

The Complete Poetry. John T. Shawcross, ed. Garden City, NY: Doubleday,
1967.

Alvarez, A. The School of Donne. London: Chatto, 1961.

Bald, R. C. John Donne: A Life. London: Oxford University Press, 1970.
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P Death, Be Not Proud

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;

For those whom thou think’st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul’s delivery.

Thou’rt slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell;

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well

And better than thy stroke; why swell’st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.

COMPOSED AROUND 1609; PUBLISHED 1633. Of the nineteen poems by
Donne called “Holy Sonnets,” three have made it into the elite company of the
present selection: this one (which scholars count as either the sixth or the tenth)
as well as “Batter My Heart, Three-Personed God” and “At the Round Earth’s
Imagined Corners?” After a youth devoted to the life of a lawyer, diplomat, sol-
dier, courtier, and hell-raiser, Donne became in his mid-forties a famous
preacher. His poetry also became much more serious and pious, although he
kept up some of the same practices as a writer. What had worked for secular love
poems could work as effectively for sacred love poems. The same imperative
commands that began worldly poems—such as “Go and Catch a Falling Star”—
could also sound the keynote of otherworldly poems. In fact, all three of the
Holy Sonnets here begin with imperatives: “be not proud, batter my heart, blow
your trumpets.”

In this poem death is no remote abstraction. No: it is Death, to whom a per-
son can talk. The poem begins with a stern warning and then passes on to sub-
tle faked sympathy for “poor” Death. The tone then changes again to a hush,
with talk of rest and sleep. The climax comes in a jam-packed line: “Thou art
slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men.”

Forw: Italian sonnet rhyming abbanbbacddcee.
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& Batter My Heart, Thyee-Personed God

Batter my heart, three-personed God; for, you

As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend;
That I may rise, and stand, o’erthrow me, and bend
Your force, to break, blow, burn, and make me new.
I, like an usurped town, to another due,

Labor to admit you, but oh, to no end,

Reason your viceroy in me, me should defend,

But is captived, and proves weak or untrue,

Yet dearly I love you, and would be loved fain,

But am betrothed unto your enemy,

Divorce me, untie, or break that knot again,

Take me to you, imprison me, for I

Except you enthrall me, never shall be free,

Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.

COMPOSED AROUND 1609; PUBLISHED 1633. Donne wrote in an age of
great preaching and also of great theater and political drama. In this poem God
is no far-off abstraction but a physical presence. As with many other poems of
Donne’s, this one opens with a dramatic imperative.

The sonnet form that was such a big hit in the sixteenth century was
employed mostly for worldly love poems, with all the exaggeration and paradox
that one can still hear in love songs. Writing a little after the sonnet fad had
passed, Donne lifted the level from worldly to divine, although he kept the dra-
matic emphasis on paradox. He also kept much of the erotic imagery and feel-
ing from worldly love poems. Some readers may find these paradoxes out-
landish, for they seem to ask God to divorce, imprison, and ravish a worshipper:
“I / Except you enthrall me, never shall be free, / Nor ever chaste, except you rav-
ish me?

According to some accounts, this poem was on J. Robert Oppenheimer’s
mind when he gave the name “Trinity” to atomic bomb tests in 1945 (a nucleus
was bombarded — “battered”—with electrons from three directions).

ForMm: Italian sonnet rhyming abbaabbacdcdee.
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%€ At the Round Eavth’s Imagined Corners

At the round earth’s imagined corners, blow

Your trumpets, angels, and arise, arise

From death, you numberless infinities

Of souls, and to your scattered bodies go,

All whom the flood did, and fire shall o’erthrow,
All whom war, dearth, age, agues, tyrannies,
Despair, law, chance, hath slain, and you whose eyes,
Shall behold God, and never taste death’s woe.
But let them sleep, Lord, and me mourn a space,
For, if above all these, my sins abound,

’Tis late to ask abundance of thy grace,

When we are there; here on this lowly ground,
Teach me how to repent; for that’s as good

As if thou hadst sealed my pardon, with thy blood.

COMPOSED AROUND 1609; PUBLISHED 1633. Like “Death, Be Not
Proud” and “Batter My Heart, Three-Personed God,” this is one of Donne’s
“Holy Sonnets”; all are sinewy physical expressions of metaphysical theology.
All three, in fact, combine direct address with strong imperative verbs, devices
that add immediacy and concreteness.

This poem calls on the vivid drama of the end of the world as prophesied in
the New Testament, with angels sounding forth trumpet-calls to wake the dead
and gather the living for final judgment.

We can glimpse here something of the Metaphysical poets’ fondness for
paradox and education: this poet knows that the earth is round and its “corners”
are merely imaginary; he also knows that angels are not bound by literal laws of
physics. They, like the vernacular today, still observe “the four corners of the
world”

FoxrwM: Italian sonnet rhyming abbaabbacdcdee.
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“E& The Good Morrow

I wonder by my troth, what thou, and I
Did, till we loved? were we not weaned till then,
But sucked on country pleasures, childishly?
Or snorted we in the seven sleepers’ den?
“Twas so; but this, all pleasures fancies be.
If every any beauty I did see,
Which I desired, and got, ’twas but a dream of thee.

And now good-morrow to our waking souls,
Which watch not one another out of fear;
For love, all love of other sights controls,
And makes one little room, an every where.
Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone,
Let maps to others, worlds on worlds have shown,
Let us possess one world, each hath one, and is one.

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,
And true plain hearts do in the faces rest,
Where can we find two better hemispheres
Without sharp north, without declining west?
Whatever dies, was not mixed equally;
If our two loves be one, or, thou and I
Love so alike, that none do slacken, none can die.

COMPOSED AROUND 1605; PUBLISHED 1633. Some love poems sound
satisfied with the way things are, although repeating “I love you” over and over
generates little drama or excitement. Other love poems express dissatisfaction
with the way things are, although repeating “You did me wrong and I'm so
blue” may generate so much melodrama that we believe that the mistreatment
was deserved. Donne here produced a poem that falls between those two
extremes: a poem of love accomplished, but without smug self-congratulation.

Donne was very learned and very good at using what he knew— of history,
geography, philosophy, mapmaking—to write about the private lives of people
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in love. Some powerful critics have doubted the sirtcerity of such mixing of
things of the mind and things of the heart. Samuel Johnson said of Donne and
other members of the Metaphysical School, “Their wish was only to say what
they hoped had never been said before.” More recently, T. S. Eliot has praised the
Metaphysicals for keeping all the parts of life together and for achieving a con-
sistent personality. For Donne, mind and heart are one; and love, which takes
over a whole person, can use the language of science, just as science might use
the language of emotion. In modern particle physics, one technical term is
“charm” A gene involved in the production of a mutation in fruit flies is called
“bride-of-sevenless” (Lubert Stryer, Biochemistry, 4th ed., p. 356). If Donne were
writing today, he would be in the thick of science, data processing, space travel,
and international finance, raiding their vocabularies for new ways to say “I love
you.”
Technically, this poem is a variant of the aubade: a morning song, or morn-
ing-after song, of lovers who have parted. But here they are still together.

FoRrRM: Seven-line pentameter stanza (with hexameter in last line) rhyming
ababece. Possibly a variant of the rhyme royal pattern (ababbec).
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%€ The Sun Rising

Busy old fool, unruly sun,
Why dost thou thus,
Through windows, and through curtains call on us?
Must to thy motions lovers’ seasons run?
Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide
Late school-boys, and sour prentices,
Go tell court-huntsmen that the King will ride,
Call country ants to harvest offices;
Love, all alike, no season knows, nor clime,
Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time.

Thy beams, so reverend, and strong
Why shouldst thou think?
I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink,
But that I would not lose her sight so long:
If her eyes have not blinded thine,
Look, and tomorrow late, tell me,
Whether both th’Indias of spice and mine
Be where thou left’st them, or lie here with me.
Ask for those kings whom thou saw’st yesterday,
And thou shalt hear, All here in one bed lay.

She’s all states, and all princes, I,
Nothing else is.
Princes do but play us; compared to this,
All honor’s mimic; all wealth alchemy.
Thou sun art half as happy as we,
In that the world’s contracted thus;
Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be
To warm the world, that’s done in warming us.
Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere;
This bed thy center is, these walls, thy sphere.

Jobhn Donne
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COMPOSED AROUND 160§; PUBLISHED 1633.. Donne wrote devotional
sonnets so fine that three are in this collection: “Death, Be Not Proud.” “Batter
My Heart, Three-Personed God,” and “At the Round Earth’s Imagined
Corners” But the same poet, using many of the same resources of rhetoric and
versification, also wrote witty secular love poems included here: “The Good
Morrow;” “A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning;” and “Go and Catch a Falling
Star” The dramatic energy of both kinds of poetry is generated by tense situa-
tions in which a believable voice is heard talking most emphatically to an
addressee. This poem, like “Go and Catch a Falling Star” and all three Holy
Sonnets in this collection, is imperative: it gives directions to someone or some-
thing. Such a thing might be an abstraction like death or a heavenly body like the
sun, which symbolizes time. For writers, Donne’s best lesson could be summa-
rized as “Don’t speculate about something general: talk to something specific.”

If you read this poem carefully, you may see that it does not really have much
to do with the sun at all. By seeming to talk to the sun and give it orders and call
it names, the poet most vividly records how exceedingly great his love is.

ForM: Ten-line stanza rhyming abbacdcdee, meter variable: tetrameter, dimeter,
pentameter, pentameter, tetrameter, tetrameter, pentameter, pentameter, pen-
tameter, pentameter.
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%€ A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning

As virtuous men pass mildly away,
And whisper to their souls to go,
Whilst some of their sad friends do say,
The breath goes now, and some say, no:

So let us melt, and make no noise,

No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move,
"Twere profanation of our joys

To tell the laity our love.

Moving of the earth brings harms and fears,
Men reckon what it did and meant,

But trepidation of the spheres,
Though greater far, is innocent.

Dull sublunary lovers’ love,
Whose soul is sense, cannot admit
Absence, because it doth remove
Those things which elemented it.

But we by a love so much refined

That our selves know not what it is,
Interassured of the mind,

Care less eyes, lips, and hands to miss.

Our two souls therefore, which are one,
Though I must go, endure not yet
A breach, but an expansion,
Like gold to airy thinness beat.

If they be two, they are two so
As stiff twin compasses are two,

Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show
To move, but doth if th’ other do.

John Donne
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And though it in the center sit, ~ 4
Yet when the other far doth roam,

It leans, and hearkens after it,
And grows erect as that comes home.

Such wilt thou be to me, who must
Like th’ other foot, obliquely run;

Thy firmness makes my circle just,
And makes me end where I begun.

COMPOSED AROUND 1611; PUBLISHED 1633. Donne wrote five valedic-
tions, or poems of farewell. In all of them, the necessity of being apart tests the
strength of love. The lover finds various ingenious ways to express his love and
put his beloved at peace. Some readers reject Donne’s rhetoric as too conceited
to be taken seriously. Surely one can find a less outlandish way to express feel-
ings. And yet, according to other readers, what else could the poet do? No
strictly rational argument will do a better job of saying goodbye, and the stoical
attitude of acquiescing in necessity is not much more appealing. Donne’s
approach may ultimately be more convincing, since it seems to say, “Dear, noth-
ing I can say will adequarely express either my love for you or my sadness at hav-
ing to be away from you, and that’s really all there is to it. However, I do want
you to know that my feelings here are extremely powerful —so much so, indeed,
that my imagination is driven to discover some means of telling you what’s in
my heart: Rather than resorting to one more meaningless cliché, I shall send my
agitated spirit in search of a new figure of speech, and its outlandishness—
although obviously inadequate—will at least show the strength of my love.”
With something of a sacramental imagination, then, the poet finds in all sorts of
objects—metal foil, a drafting instrument—an outward and visible sign of his
inward and invisible state. Once the imagination goes to work, propelled by pas-
sion, all sorts of extra meanings start to build up: The compass turns out to be
especially appropriate. The speaker must go on a long trip (as Donne had to,
between July 1611 and September 1612, accompanying Sir Robert Drury on trav-
els in France and the Low Countries), and compasses are used in planning such
trips and in measuring distances and computing routes on maps. A perfect cir-
cle can be drawn only if the fixed foot or leg of the compass is stable and con-
stant: together, they create the symbol of perfection as well as an ancient symbol
for gold (a circle around a central point).

Forwm: Tetrameter quatrains rhyming abab.
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“& Go and Catch a Falling Star

Go and catch a falling star,
Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years 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.

I thou beest borne to strange sights,
Things invisible to see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights,
Till age snow white hairs on thee.
Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell me

All strange wonders that befell thee,
And swear
Nowhere
Lives a woman true, and fair.

If thou find’st one, let me know,
Such a pilgrimage were sweet;
Yet do not, I would not go,
Though at next door we might meet;
Though she were true, when you met her,
And last till you write your letter,
Yet she
Will be
False, ere I come, to two, or three.

John Donne
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COMPOSED AROUND 1605; PUBLISHED 1633 With the same energy and
ingenuity that animate his religious poems, Donne here indulges in a light-
hearted joke about women’s manners. By means of paradoxes, the speaker
advances a set of impossible conditions, and then remarks that, when these con-
ditions are met, a woman will be both fair (in appearance) and faithful (in con-
duct). The first five lines contain flatly impossible challenges (and use the same
vigorous imperatives that Donne uses in many of his religious poems). From
lines six to nine, however, the focus shifts to include matters of conduct: how to
avoid envy and how to be honest without suffering for your honesty.

The impossible tasks are fairly conventional matters, like saying “When hell
freezes over”—which isn’t going to happen. They may be joined, however, by an
underlying pattern of similarity. The devil (Lucifer, once the brightest angel in
heaven) is a sort of falling star, the mandrake root supposedly looks like a human
figure, mermaids’ singing (as also at the end of T. S. Eliot’s “The Love Song of
J. Alfred Prufrock”) is said to portend disaster and death. And it may be that the
condition of the world, with so many people envious, dishonest, and incon-
stant, was caused by the Fall of Man in the Garden of Eden.

ForMm: Three nine-line stanzas rhyming ababceddd, feminine rhymes in fifth
and sixth lines throughout, all lines tetrameter except seventh and eighth, which
are monometer.
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BEN JonsON
(1572-1637)

BEN JONSON wWAS BORN in London and remained very much a Londoner
for most of his full and active life. Early in life we was a bricklayer and soldier,
but he soon settled down to a theatrical career. His first important comedy, Every
Man in His Humour, was staged in 1598, with William Shakespeare among the
players. Jonson went on to turn out comedies, tragedies, satires, and masques
for the stage as well as songs, epigrams, and translations for the printed page. He
was one of the most intelligent people of his age, and he brought to the popu-
lar theater an unusual degree of classical learning. A given comedy or song may
look simple, but in Jonson’s hands it may take on depth and dimension from
classical antiquity.

Jonson seems to have been rather hard to get along with, and he was in trou-
ble with the law on more than one occasion: he killed another actor in a duel in
1598, and a few years later he was imprisoned for his share in a play that was
thought to insult the Scots (at a time when the new king had come from
Scotland). Even so, Jonson came to enjoy an extraordinary measure of royal
favor, becoming in effect the first Poet Laureate (although John Dryden, later in
the seventeenth century, was the first to hold that title officially). His friends
included some of the greatest writers of the time, or any time, including John
Donne and William Shakespeare. Some of his younger followers were given
nicknames that wittily refer to the Old Testament: the Sons of Ben or the Tribe
of Ben. The group included Robert Herrick and Sir John Suckling.

Jonson is the earliest English writer who is routinely called by a nickname, a
familiarity that seems justified by Jonson’s vigor and good humor. He seems to
have enjoyed life immensely, and there is some evidence that he weighed as
much as twenty stone: 280 pounds. If that is true, he is probably the heaviest
poet in this collection.
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Further Reading

The Complete Poetry. William B. Hunter, Jr., ed. New York: Norton, 1968.

Peterson, Richard S. Imitation and Praise in the Poems of Ben Jonson. New
Haven: Yale University Press, 1981.

Riggs, David. Ben Jonson: A Life. Cambridge: Harvard University Press, 1989.

“& On My First Son

Farewell, thou child of my right hand, and joy;
My sin was too much hope of thee, loved boy.

Seven years thou wert lent to me, and I thee pay,
Exacted by thy fate, on the just day.

Oh, could I lose all father now! For why
Will man lament the state he should envy?

To have so soon ’scaped world’s and flesh’s rage,
And, if no other misery, yet age?

Rest in soft peace, and, asked, say here doth lie
Ben Jonson his best piece of poetry;

For whose sake, henceforth, all his vows be such,
As what he loves may never like too much.

COMPOSED AROUND 1603; PUBLISHED 1616. Jonson was a classical
scholar, and his epitaph on his first-born son, also called Benjamin, who died on
his seventh birthday (“on the just day”) in 1603, displays learning as well as a
species of classical stoicism uncommon in English verse.

The boy was a junior, and, as Jonson knew, the name “Benjamin” means “son
of the right hand,” or “favorite” Jonson also knew that “poetry” means “things
made” or “products,” so that, by a reversible conceit, one may speak of one’s
poems as children and of one’s children as poems. Although an epitaph, the
poem is addressed to the boy.

ForM: Pentameter couplets rhyming aabbec etc.
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& Sonyg: To Celin

Drink to me only with thine eyes,
And I will pledge with mine;

Or leave a kiss but in the cup,
And I'll not look for wine.

The thirst that from the soul doth rise
Doth ask a drink divine;

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup,
I would not change for thine.

I sent thee late a rosy wreath,
Not so much honoring thee

As giving it a hope that there
It could not withered be.

But thou thereon didst only breathe,
And sent’st it back to me;

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear,
Not of itself, but thee.

COMPOSED AROUND 1615; PUBLISHED 1616. Three of Jonson’s poems
are called “To Celia” Two of them have to do with the play Volpone, in which the
virtuous wife is named Celia. Volpone’s song to her echoes Marlowe’s “The
Passionate Shepherd to His Love”: “Come my Celia, let us prove / While we
may, the sports of love.”

This “Song: To Celia,” which is not from a play, closely imitates a clever exer-
cise in a poem by Philostratus. A set of Episties by the Greek poet challenge them-
selves to see how far they can take outlandish comparisons and exaggerations
without collapsing into nonsense. A modern counterpart would be something
like Cole Porter’s “You’re the Top” or “I Get a Kick out of You?”

Many poems in this collection began as songs, and many others have been
set to music. But this song (set to a traditional tune possibly not known in
Jonson’s time), Blake’s “And Did Those Feet,” and Howe’s “The Battle Hymn
of the Republic” are the only works here with melodies that many people know
well.

ForMm: Two eight-line stanzas joined, each alternating tetrameter and trimeter
lines and rhyming abcbabeb.
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W& Still to Be Neat . ;

Still to be neat, still to be dressed,

As you were going to a feast;

Still to be powdered, still perfumed:
Lady, it is to be presumed,

Though art’s hid causes are not found,
All is not sweet, all is not sound.

Give me a look, give me a face,

That makes simplicity a grace;

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free:
Such sweet neglect more taketh me
Than all the adulteries of art;

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart.

COMPOSED AROUND 1608; ACTED 1609; PUBLISHED 1640. This song
comes early in Jonson’s play Epicene, or The Silent Woman. A modern equivalent
is Carly Simon’s “You’re So Vain.” Robert Herrick, who called Jonson “Saint
Ben” (because he wrote like an angel, not because he lived piously), helped him-
self to parts of this song: “sweet” and “neglect” are used also in Herrick’s
“Delight in Disorder;” and the vivid word “taketh” reappears in Herrick’s “Upon
Julia’s Clothes”

ForM: Two six-line tetrameter stanzas rhyming aabbec.
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R oBERT HERRICK
(1591-1674)

HERRICK WAS SUPERFICIALLY a good deal like his near-contemporary
George Herbert: a poet and clergyman educated at Cambridge. But, markedly
unlike the pious and saintly Herbert, Herrick was much better at secular poetry
than at the sacred. In his marvelously constructed lyrics, there is an appreciation
of nature and the physical— including the body, with and without clothes.

And, unlike Herbert, Herrick lived a very long life amid most complicated
times in which he enjoyed himself among the urban sophisticates in London,
then was sent to a country vicarage at Dean Prior, in Devonshire, then found
himself ejected during the Civil War by a Parliament that disapproved of
Herrick’s Royalist sympathies, then spent fifteen years without a job, then
returned to his old vicarage in the west, having been reinstated in the
Restoration. The title of his single volume, Hesperides, is a tribute to his time in
Devonshire. Although at times he regarded his stay in the west country as exile
and deprivation, he also recognized the power and charm of country life, espe-
cially for his verse, which benefited from the exposure to folk customs and a
bountiful world of nature and agriculture. By means of the title, Herrick is
advertising his situation, in somewhat the way that the title of Thomas Hardy’s
first book of poetry, Wessex Poems, advertised his situation in Wessex, which
includes Devonshire. In fact, the first element of “Hesperides” and the first ele-
ment of “Wessex” can be traced back to a common Indo-European root that
means “evening” or “west” (where the sun goes in the evening).

Further Reading

The Complete Poetry. J. Max Patrick, ed. New York: Norton, 1968.
Patrick, Roger B. and Roger Rollin, eds. “Tiust to Good Verses”: Herrick

Tercentenary Essays. Pittsburgh: University of Pittsburgh Press, 1978.
Rollin, Roger B. Robert Herrick. New York: Twayne, 1992.

Robert Herrick 47



€ To the Vigins, to Make Much of Time

Gather ye rose-buds while ye may,
Old Time s still a-flying;

And this same flower that smiles today,
Tomorrow will be dying.

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,
The higher he’s a-getting,

The sooner will his race be run,
And nearer he’s to setting.

That age is best which is the first,
When youth and blood are warmer;

But being spent, the worse, and worst
Times, still succeed the former.

Then be not coy, but use your time,
And while ye may, go marry;

For having lost but once your prime,
You may for ever tarry.

COMPOSED AROUND 1630; PUBLISHED 1648. Herrick must have written
poems all the time, but he published only one collection in his lifetime,
Hesperides (1648), consisting of some 1200 poems, most of them short. This
poem addresses a straightforward appeal to young women. The rhythmic pulsa-
tion of measured verse is an emphatic reminder of the rhythmic pulsation of
passing time. As time flees (zempus figit) one must try to seize the day (carpe
diem) for whatever enjoyment can be had. The speaker exploits two old figures,
the life cycle of a plant and the life cycle of a solar day.

Other carpe diem poems in this collection are “That Time of Year Thou Mayst
in Me Behold,” “To His Coy Mistress,” “The Passionate Shepherd to His Love,”
and “Go, Lovely Rose”

ForM: Ballad measure with feminine rhymes in lines 2 and 4 throughout.
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% Delight in Disorder ‘ :

A sweet disorder in the dress
Kindles in clothes a wantonness.

A lawn about the shoulders thrown
Into a fine distractidn;

An erring lace, which here and there
Enthralls the crimson stomacher;

A cuff neglectful, and thereby
Ribbons to flow confusedly;

A winning wave, deserving note,

In the tempestuous petticoat;

A careless shoestring, in whose tie

I see a wild civility;

Do more bewitch me than when art
Is too precise in every part.

COMPOSED AROUND 1630; PUBLISHED 1648

. Most poems are highly

organized, and their good order shows up the bad order of the stupid and the

wicked. Both tragedy and comedy work to establish order, whether the ritual be

a funeral or a wedding. It was clever of Herrick, accordingly, to use a poem to

praise disorder and, along the way, indulge himself in a certain amount of dis-

order of grammar and rhyme. The poem owes something to Jonson’s “Still to

Be Neat,” as does another Herrick poem in this company, “Upon Julia’s
Clothes.”

Form: Tetrameter couplets rhyming aabbec etc. The first couplet is a sentence;

then the next twelve lines make up a single rather messy sentence.
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(FEORGE HERBERT

(1593-1633)

THE YOUNGER BROTHER of Edward, Lord Herbert of Cherbury, George
Herbert spent his early maturity as an apprentice courtier, but in his thirties he
took orders and spent the remaining few years of his life (he died at thirty-nine)
as a most devout clergyman and as a religious poet of great intellect and passion.
His poetry, mostly contained in The Temple; o1, Sacred Poems and Private
Ejaculations, was not published until 1633, after his death. The book has
remained a favorite for three and a half centuries.

On the one hand, his poems are almost monotonous in their choice of sub-
ject (almost always scriptural) and the way they handle those subjects. On the
other hand, the poems display a breathtaking variety of moods and versatility of
technique. Sometimes the diction is ornate and exotic, but at other times it
seems a transcription of daily conversation. The effect of this common touch is
so strong and durable that the phrase “Ah my dear” from Herbert’s “Love I11”
reappeared after 250 years in Gerard Manley Hopkins’s “The Windhover,” as
fresh as it was on the first day it was uttered. Herbert enjoyed the advantage of
being a religious poet at a time when religious poetry was flourishing, and he
designed his whole book to be a place of worship, with porch, altar, window,
and so forth.

The end of the seventeenth century was very nearly also the end of religious
poetry, since what followed tended to be either secular or pagan. A renewal of
interest in religious poetry came about during the nineteenth century, and with
it came a refurbishing of the reputations of poets like Herbert.

Further Reading
The Works. F. E. Hutchinson, ed. Oxford: Clarendon, 1945.
Charles, Amy M. A Life of George Herbert. Ithaca: Cornell University Press,

1977.
Vendler, Helen. The Poetry of George Herbert. Cambridge: Harvard University
Press, 1975.
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COMPOSED AROUND 1630; PUBLISHED 1633. Herbert was ordained as
deacon in 1624 and as priest in 1630. This poem was written sometime during
the last nine or ten years of his short life. The Temple, published shortly after
Herbert’s death, has something of the design of a sacred building, with poems
like “The Church-Porch” and “The Altar” (which is actually shaped like an altar).
“Love III” comes at the end of the very large subdivision called “The Church?
That it is the third of Herbert’s poems bearing the title “Love” shows how much
the subject meant to him.

“Love IIL” closely following apocalyptic poems “Death,” “Doomsday,”
“Judgement,” and “Heaven,” records the experience of a soul brought into the
presence of the God who is Love. As throughout The Temple, the speaker pre-
sents himself as unworthy: dusty, sinful, unkind, ungrateful, guilty of wasteful-
ness and shame. With each protest, Love offers forgiveness and redemption.

The poem personifies Love as a “quick-eyed” figure on a stage almost like
that of a theater (“my first entrance”) where a little drama is quickly enacted.

ForM: Six-line stanza rhyming ababec with alternating pentameter and trime-
ter lines.
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%€ The Pulley

When God at first made man,
Having a glass of blessings standing by,
“Let us,” said He, “pour on him all we can:
Let the world’s riches, which dispersed lie,
Contract into a span.”

So strength first made a way;
Then Beauty flowed, then Wisdom, Honor, Pleasure:
When almost all was out, God made a stay,
Perceiving that alone of all His treasure

Rest in the bottom lay.

“For if I should,” said He,
“Bestow this jewel also on My creature,
He would adore My gifts instead of Me,
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature:
So both should losers be.

“Yet let him keep the rest,
But keep them with repining restlessness:
Let him be rich and weary, that at least,
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness
May toss him to My breast”

COMPOSED AROUND 1630; PUBLISHED 1633. Here is a little poem that
amounts to a sermon on the question, “Why Are We So Restless?” The point is
that God gave us many great gifts, but why did he not just go ahead and give us
everything? The answer cleverly exploits a metaphor from the world of simple
machines: our restlessness acts as God’s pulley. The poem also involves a num-
ber of explanatory creation myths, including the Hebrew and the Greek. The
“glass of blessings” here resembles the box of Pandora, whose name means “All
Gifts” (although Pandora brought evils and not blessings).

ForM: Five-line stanza rhyming ababa, first and last lines trimeter, all others
pentameter.
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“E Virtue

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of the earth and sky:

The dew shall weep thy fall tonight;
For thou must die.

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye:
Thy root is ever in its grave,

And thou must die.

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,

A box where sweets compacted lie;

My music shows ye have your closes,
And all must die.

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

Like seasoned timber, never gives;

But though the whole world turn to coal,
Then chiefly lives.

COMPOSED AROUND 1630; PUBLISHED 1633. A number of Herbert’s
poems sound like sermons on a given text or a certain key word. Here the key,
as Louis Martz has observed, is “sweet” in many senses, progressing from the
sensual to the spiritual. The emphasis on passing time, symbolized by a rose,
makes the poem resemble such carpe diem lyrics as Herrick’s “To the Virgins, to
Make Much of Time” and Waller’s “Go, Lovely Rose” But, when urging one to
seize the day, Herbert means to do so in taking care of one’s immortal soul, not
of one’s carnal body.

Herbert wrote other poems involving sweetness: “Church-music” begins,
“Sweetest of sweets, I thank you™; “The Odour” begins, “How sweetly doth My
Master sound!”

ForM: Four quatrains of three tetrameter lines followed by one dimeter,
rhyming abab with same rhyme in even-numbered lines of the first three stan-
zas, which all end with the same word.
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TraoMAS CAREW
(1595-1639?)

CAREW, WHOSE NAME is pronounced “Carey;” was a lawyer’s son. He was
educated in the law at Oxford and the Middle Temple and spent several years in
the diplomatic service, including tours in Venice, Holland, and France. Later, in
recognition of his standing as an official of the court, he was given an estate by
King Charles I. Although he died about three years before the outbreak of the
Civil War in 1642, he qualifies as a Cavalier lyricist and is included among the
“Courtly” poets who specialized in lighthearted (but not lightheaded) lyrics in
praise of love. Carew’s poems show the influence of his two most-admired pre-
cursors, Donne and Jonson. One can see the spirit of Donne at work in some of
the Metaphysical conceits in “Ask Me No More Where Jove Bestows,” but the
spirit of Jonson is also unmistakable in the phrasing and the allusions to classi-
cal mythology. Like Jonson, Carew wrote masques. “The Rapture” remains one
of the most extraordinary poems of the first half of the seventeenth century.

Further Reading

The Poems of Thomas Carew with His Masque Coelum Britannicum. Rhodes
Dunlap, ed. Oxford: Clarendon, 1949.

Sadler, Lynn. Thomas Carew. Boston: Twayne, 1979.

Selig, Edward 1. The Flourishing Wreath. Hamden, Conn.: Archon Books,
1970.
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EpMmunD WALLER
(1606-1687)

A COMPLEX MAN surviving in most complex times, Waller was a politician in
the good and bad senses. By the age of sixteen, having spent a while at Eton and
Cambridge, he became a member of Parliament. Early in his career he was in the
opposition, as an advocate of the rights of Parliament against the king, but in
time he switched to the Royalist side and was active in the Civil Wars. Captured
and imprisoned in 1643, he informed on his associates and was given lenient
treatment. This episode has been interpreted as a bad example of treachery, cow-
ardice, faithlessness, and hypocrisy.

Waller spent years on the Continent until 1651, when he was allowed to come
home. At the time he professed support for Cromwell, but, at the Restoration
in 1660, he regained his seat in Parliament, having switched once again to the
party supporting the king. Thereafter, no further opportunities for advanta-
geous switching presented themselves, and Waller lived out his days in relative
consistency of mind and conscience. He survived through a dangerous period
when many lost their fortunes, positions, and lives by supporting one or another
side in a baffling conflict. His troublesome political and religious character fades
into nothingness when one considers that Waller gave the world, whether
Parliamentarian or Royalist or neutral, some really beautiful and abiding poetry.

Further Reading

The Poems. G. Thorn Drury, ed. 1893; reprint, New York: Scribner’s, 1968.

Chernaik, Warren L. The Poetry of Limatation: A Study of Edmund Waller. New
Haven: Yale University Press, 1968.

Gilbert, Jack Glenn. Edmund Waller. Boston: Twayne, 1979.
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COMPOSED AROUND 1635; PUBLISHED 1645. A diplomatic envoy is
somebody sent (French envoye, ultimately derived from en voie, “on the way”) to
a foreign government on a mission; an invoice (originally a plural form of the
same French word) is a list of things sent. Correspondingly, this poem is an
envoy: a work or part of a work that is sent to someone.

Here, as in Jonson’s “Song: To Celia,” the thing sent as an envoy is a rose; as
in Herrick’s “To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time,” the message of the rose is
that flowers fade and die, as do all living things, including beautiful young peo-
ple.

The original music for Milton’s masque Comus was composed by Waller’s
great contemporary Henry Lawes, to whom both Milton and Herrick addressed
poems of friendly praise. Lawes also set Waller’s “Go, Lovely Rose” to music,
and both artists survive in modern poetry in the Envoi of Ezra Pound’s Hugh
Selwyn Mauberley:

Go, dumb-born book,

Tell her that sang me once that song of Lawes
When our two dusts with Waller’s shall be laid,
Siftings on siftings in oblivion,

Till change hath broken down

All things save Beauty alone.

It is also worth noting that Waller’s image of the rose blooming unseen in the
desert returns in Gray’s “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard”: “Full many a
flower is born to blush unseen / And waste its sweetness on the desert air.”

ForwMm: Five-line stanza (dimeter, tetrameter, dimeter, tetrameter, tetrameter)
rhyming ababb.
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Joux MiLTON
(1608-1674)

MILTON IS CUSTOMARILY RANKED as the second-greatest poet in English,
surpassed only by Shakespeare. There have been attacks—most notably by
Samuel Johnson in the eighteenth century and by Ezra Pound and T. S. Eliot in
the twentieth—but Milton’s place seems secure.

He was born in London, the son of a scrivener (that is, someone in the busi-
ness of handling legal and financial documents, often involving investments and
real estate). After several years at Cambridge, he spent several years in retire-
ment, studying and preparing himself for great things. In his thirtieth year he
traveled on the Continent and met, among many notables, Galileo Galilei.

The period from 1642 and 1660—a time of two civil wars and an experimen-
tal commonwealth—was perhaps the most difficult and turbulent in English his-
tory, and Milton was in the thick of it. Although he did not take part in military
actions, he was a bold and resourceful warrior of controversy, producing many
pamphlets on religious, political, and social topics. He was among the first to
advocate freedom of the press (in the pamphlet “Areopagitica™). He was notori-
ous for his liberal views on divorce—three centuries ahead of his time in this mat-
ter. He was never divorced, himself; his first wife died in 1652, after ten years of
marriage, his second in 1658, after two years of marriage. His third wife, whom
he married in 1662, survived him.

For about the middle twenty years of his life, he took on some unpoetic
chores as Latin Secretary to Cromwell’s Council of State (Andrew Marvell was
his assistant for part of this time), and it was not until the Restoration in 1660
that he was free to return to poetry. He was arrested and fined for his part in the
Commonwealth, and he lost a fortune; but he got off with lighter punishment
than many others of his party. His sight was failing during his State service, and
by 1663 he was totally blind.

His greatest work, Paradise Lost, was published in 1667, and Paradise Regained
and Samson Agonistes followed four years later. His reputation seems to have
hibernated for about a hundred years after his death, but he made a strong come-
back with the Romantic poets who flourished between 1800 and 1832. Early in
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%€ Lycidas

In this Monody the Author bewails a learned Friend, unfortunately
droww’d in his Passage from Chester on the Irish Seas, 1637. And by
occasion foretells the ruin of our corrupted Clergy then in their
height.

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more,

Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never-sere,

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,

And with forc’d fingers rude

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.

Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear

Compels me to disturb your season due:

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer.

Who would not sing for Lycidas? he well knew

Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme.

He must not float upon his watery bier

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind

Without the meed of some melodious tear.

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well

That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring;

Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string:

Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse.

So may some gentle Muse

With lucky words favor my destin’d urn,

And as he passes, turn

And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud.

For we were nurs’d upon the self-same hill,

Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade and rill.
Together both, ere the high lawns appeard

Under the glimmering eyelids of the morn,

We drove afield, and both together heard

What time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn,

Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night,

Oft till the ev’n-star bright

Toward heav’n’s descent had slop’d his burnish’d wheel.
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Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute
Temper'd to th’oaten flute:

Rough Satyrs danc’d, and Fauns with cloven heel
From the glad sound would not be absent long,
And old Dametas lov’d to hear our song.

But O the heavy change, now thou art gone,
Now thou art gone, and never must return!
Thee shepherd, thee the woods and desert caves
With wilde thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown
And all their echoes mourn.

The willows and the hazel copses green

Shall now no more be seen

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays.

As killing as the canker to the rose,

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze,
Or frost to flowers that their gay wardrobe wear
When first the whitethorn blows,

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd’s ear.

Where were ye Nymphs when the remorseless deep

Clos’d o’er the head of your lovd Lycidas?

For neither were ye playing on the steep,

Where your old bards the famous Druids lie,
Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high,

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream.
Ay me, I fondly dream!

Had ye been there . . . for what could that have done?
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore,
The Muse herself, for her enchanting son?
Whom universal nature did lament,

When by the rout that made the hideous roar
His gory visage down the stream was sent,
Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore.

Alas! What boots it with uncessant care
To tend the homely slighted shepherd’s trade,
And strictly meditate the thankless Muse?

Were it not better done as others use,
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,
Hid with the tangles of Neaera’s hair?
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Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise
(That last infirmity of noble mind)

To scorn delights and live laborious days;

But the fair guerdon where we hope to find,
And think to burst out into sudden blaze,
Comes the blind Fury with th’abhorred shears
And slits the thin-spun life. “But not the praise,”
Phoebus repli’d, and touch’d my trembling ears.
“Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,
Nor in the glistering foil

Set off to th’ world, nor in broad rumor lies;
But lives, and spreads aloft by those pure eyes
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove:

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,

Of so much fame in Heav’n expect thy meed.”

O fountain Arethuse, and thou honor’d flood,
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crown’d with vocal reeds,
That strain I heard was of a higher mood.

But now my oat proceeds,

And listens to the herald of the sea

That came in Neptune’s plea.

He ask’d the waves, and ask’d the felon winds,
“What hard mishap hath doom’d this gentle swain?”
And question’d every gust of rugged wings
That blows from off each beaked promontory.
They knew not of his story,

And sage Hippotades their answer brings
That not a blast was from his dungeon stray’d;
The air was calm, and on the level brine

Sleek Panope with all her sisters play’d.

It was that fatal and perfidious bark,

Built in th’eclipse, and rigg’d with curses dark,
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine.

Next Camus (reverend sire) went footing slow,
His mantle hairy and his bonnet sedge
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge
Like to that sanguine flower inscrib’d with woe.
“Ah! Who hath reft” (quoth he) “my dearest pledge?”
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Last came, and last did go,

The pilot of the Galilean lake.

Two massy keys he bore of metals twain

(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain).

He shook his mitr’d locks, and stern bespake:

“How well could I have spar’d for thee, young swain,

Enough of such as for their bellies’ sake

Creep and intrude and climb into the fold?

Of other care they little reckoning make

Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast

And shove away the worthy bidden guest.

Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold

A sheephook, or have learn’d aught else the least

That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs!

What recks it them? What need they? They are sped.

And when they list their lean and flashy songs

Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw,

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,

But swoll’n with wind and the rank mist they draw,

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread:

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw

Daily devours apace, and little said.

But that two-handed engine at the door

Stands ready to smite once, and smites no more.”
Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is pass’d

That shrunk thy streams; return, Sicilian Muse,

And call the vales and bid them hither cast

Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues.

Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use

Of shades and wanton winds and gushing brooks,

On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks,

Throw hither all your quaint enamel’d eyes

That on the green turf suck the honey’d showers,

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers.

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,

The tufted crow-toe and pale jessamine,

The white pink, and the pansy freak’d with jet,

The glowing violet,
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The musk-rose and the well-attird woodhine,

With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,

And every flower that sad embroidery wears;

Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed,

And daffodillies fill their cups with tears

To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies.

For so, to interpose a little ease,

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise;

Ay me! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas

Wash far away, where ¢’er thy bones are hurl’d,

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides,

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide

Visit’st the bottom of the monstrous world,

Or whether thou, to our moist vows deni’d,

Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old,

Where the great vision of the guarded Mount

Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold.

Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth,

And O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth.
Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more;

For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,

Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor:

So sinks the daystar in the ocean bed,

And yet anon repairs his drooping head

And tricks his beams and with new-spangl’d ore

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky;

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high

Through the dear might of him that walk’d the waves,

Where other groves and other streams along

With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves

And hears the unexpressive nuptial song

In the bless’d kingdoms meek of joy and love.

There entertain him all the saints above

In solemn troops and sweet societies,

That sing, and singing in their glory move,

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.

Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more.

Henceforth thou art the genius of the shore
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In thy large recompense, and shalt be good
To all that wander in that perilous flood.

Thus sang the uncouth swain to th’oaks and rills,
While the still morn went out with sandals gray;
He touch’d the tender stops of various quills,

With eager thought warbling his Doric lay.
And now the sun had stretch’d out all the hills,
And now was dropp’d into the western bay;
At last he rose, and twitch’d his mantle blue,

Tomorrow to fresh woods and pastures new.

COMPOSED LATE 1637; PUBLISHED 1638. Edward King drowned in a
shipwreck off the west coast of England in August 1637. Milton’s “Lycidas” was
one item in a memorial volume put out in 1638 by a group of King’s friends and
relatives. Just about every word in Milton’s headnote has stirred up debate, and,
despite the passage of 360 years, “Lycidas” remains controversial and problem-
atic.

Like a general moving armies around in complex maneuvers, Milton deploys
his l]ament in a number of directions. The basis of all these movements is the
word “pastor,” meaning “shepherd” The work of caring for herds has furnished
our most familiar model of guidance, protection, and devotion. Shepherds are
exposed to bad weather and dangerous predators. Their chief implements—the
hook and the sling—remain very important symbols. In literature, whether of
biblical or classical antiquity, the shepherd represents the ideal of gentleness and
strength. The most famous psalm begins, “The Lord is my shepherd” God is
both a shepherd and a sacrificial lamb.

No single figure has so stirred our imagination as the person associated with
livestock, whether the shepherd of pastoral literature or the horseman (“cavalry-
man,” “cavalier;” and “chevalier”) or the cowboy. The movie Babe, about a pig
that learns to do the job of a sheepdog, provides a most interesting variation on
a complex theme.

The lamb as religious symbol appears vividly in Blake’s “The Lamb.” Literary
shepherds appear in Marlowe’s “The Passionate Shepherd to His Love” and
Ralegh’s witty response, “The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd.” The tradition,
dating back to antiquity, gives the shepherds Greek-sounding names and lets
them engage in singing contests and other amusements. (The name “Lycidas,”
which may be related to the Greek for “wolf;” was used long before Milton in

John Milton 69



pastoral poems by Theocritus and Virgil.) The pastqral elegy was especially used
when one poet mourned the death of another. This tradition continued through
the nineteenth century in poems like Shelley’s “Adonais” on the death of Keats
and Arnold’s “Thyrsis” on the death of Clough.

Since Edward King had been something of a poet, Milton was justified in
adopting the pastoral elegy as a convention, although some literal-minded crit-
ics persist in thinking that the transformation of well-to-do university students
into hard-working shepherds is ridiculous. (Norman Maclean, author of A Réver
Runs Through It, who grew up among sheep farmers in Montana, liked to say
that the more you know about real sheep the less you care for pastoral art.)

It would be pointless to ask whether King’s poetry is any good and whether
King or Milton ever actually dealt with unsymbolic sheep except as the remote
source of wool and mutton. (Anyone interested in what shepherds really do can
look at Shakespeare’s “When Icicles Hang by the Wall,” where “Dick the shep-
herd blows his nail” in the bitter cold; if that is not enough, Hardy’s novel Far
from the Madding Crowd presents a convincing portrait of Gabriel Oak, a pro-
fessional shepherd.)

After moving some of his forces in the direction of pastoral elegy, Milton
exploits a newer meaning of “pastor”: a member of the clergy (especially in such
nonepiscopal churches as the Lutheran but widespread in other denomina-
tions). The same Edward King who had written poems was also preparing for a
career in the church, so that he becomes doubly pastoral. In this second deploy-
ment, Milton creates a poem that lives in three distinct dimensions: a personal
foreground that concerns himself and a friend; a political and ecclesiastic middle
distance that concerns the state of the English church, which was and is part of
the government; and a mythical background that invests present, local, personal
experience with the form of myth that involves ancient Celtic Britain, with its
landscape full of spirits, as well as the ancient world of Greeks, Romans, and
Hebrews. The multiple exposures can focus on scenes in close-up, or in the mid-
dle distance, or in a panoramic long shot.

Lines 1-102 constitute a conventional elegy with all the trappings of pastoral
lament, invoking mythical figures of the rural landscape (since Lycidas was a
shepherd), the sea (since he drowned), and England (since that is the immedi-
ate scene). Some read lines 64-84 as a digression on fame. Lines 103-131, also
sometimes regarded as a digression, represent the movement toward the state of
the clergy in Milton’s day. From line 132 to the end (line 193) the poem returns
to the mode of pastoral elegy and, in a gesture familiar in both classical and
Christian funeral poems, denies that Lycidas’s mortal death was his end, since his
soul is immortal. The last eight lines—a distinct stanza of ottava rima recalling
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SIR JoHN SUCKLING
(1609-1642)

SUCKLING, BORN IN MIDDLESEX, was the son of a knight who served as
Secrerary of State and Comptroller of the Household under James I. Suckling
was educated at Cambridge and Gray’s Inn, and devoted some years to govern-
ment service as a diplomat and soldier. A loyal supporter of Charles I, who
knighted him in 1630, Suckling took part as a Royalist in various military actions
carly in the Civil Wars, including the unsuccessful Scottish campaign of 1639 and
the Army Plot of 1641, which was even more unsuccessful. Thereupon he fled to
the Continent and soon, reduced to poverty and misery, died in Paris, purport-
edly a suicide.

In his early youth Suckling was one of the most brilliant among a brilliant
company of hell-raising wits. He wrote most of his poems and plays during the
1630s, and was famous and successful for a short while. A gambler and a sports-
man, Suckling is said to have invented the game of cribbage, which is still played
by thousands.

Further Reading

The Works. Thomas Clayton, ed. Oxford: Clarendon, 1971.
Squier, Charles L. Sir John Suckling. Boston: Tvayne, 1978.

%€ Why So Pale and Wan, Fond Lover?

Why so pale and wan, fond lover?
Prithee, why so pale?

Will, when looking well can’t move her,
Looking ill prevail?
Prithee, why so pale?
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Why so dull and mute, young sinner?
Prithee, why so mute?

Will, when speaking well can’t win her,
Saying nothing do’t?
Prithee, why so mute?

Quit, quit, for shame; this will not move,
This cannot take her.

If of herself she will not love,
Nothing can make her:
The devil take her!

COMPOSED BY 1637; PUBLISHED 1638. Like “Fear No More the Heat o’
the Sun” and “When Icicles Hang by the Wall” by Shakespeare, and “Still to Be
Neat” by Jonson, this little piece is a song from a play. The difference is that
Suckling’s play Aglaura has been largely forgotten while Shakespeare’s and
Jonson’s plays are not only remembered but performed regularly. The situation
may be like that of modern songs that long survive the movies or stage shows
they come from. The musical setting of Suckling’s poem used in the first per-
formance of Aglanra may have been composed by Henry Lawes, who has been
praised by poets through the years all the way from Milton to Pound.

The poem is in the form of an interview with someone about his lover. The
two persons of the drama may be one person talking to himself. All the questions
here are rhetorical: the answers are already implied, and most of the time they
are negative. “Why so mute?” means “You should not be mute” After ten lines
of questions, the final stanza shifts to repeated orders—“Quit, quit” and then
concludes with a piece of advice amounting to “Let her go to hell”

ForMm: Five-line stanza arranged tetrameter, trimeter, tetrameter, trimeter,
trimeter, rhyming ababb with feminine rhymes in each stanza. The second and
fifth lines of each stanza end with the same word.
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R 1cHARD LOVELACE
(1618—-1658)

LOVELACE (PRONOUNCED “LOVELESS”) began as gifted, handsome,
amiable, and wealthy, but lost everything in supporting the Royalist cause. The
eldest son of a wealthy knight living in Kent, in the southeast of England,
Lovelace spent some of his teenage years at Oxford and then entered the fash-
ionable literary and courtly world in London. He fought twice for his king: in
the Scottish expeditions of 1639 and again, alongside the King of France, in
1646. And he was imprisoned twice in punishment for his service to his king. His
most durable poems reflect the circumstances of his turbulent life; he really was
in prison and he really did go to the wars, fighting and being wounded. During
one period of confinement, he prepared a volume of poems entitled Lucasta;
Epodes, Odes, Sonnets, Songs, etc. It has been thought that the name in that title
and in the poem “To Lucasta, Going to the Wars” was a reference to one Lucy
Sacheverell, who was Lovelace’s fiancée who, on receiving an erroneous report
of his death in battle, married someone else.

With the victory of Parliament over the king, Lovelace lost everything and
died before reaching the age of forty.

Further Reading

The Poems. C. H. Wilkinson, ed. Oxford: Clarendon, 1963.

Hartmann, Cyril H. The Cavalier Spirit and Its Influence on the Life and Work of
Richard Lovelace. Folcroft, Pa.: Folcroft Press, 1970.

Weidhorn, Manfred. Richard Lovelace. New York: Twayne, 1970.
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5 To Lucasta, Going to the Wars

Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind
That from the nunnery

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind,
To war and arms I fly.

True, a new mistress now I chase,
The first foe in the field;

And with a stronger faith embrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy is such
As you too shall adore;

I could not love thee, Dear, so much,
Loved I not Honor more.

COMPOSED AROUND 1645; PUBLISHED 1649. This poem is addressed to
the woman to whom (according to some accounts) Lovelace was engaged.
“Lucasta” elevates the real name “Lucy” into what looks like “chaste light” in
Latin: lux casta.

The reader joins the episode in the midst of an exchange. Lucasta has evi-
dently said that the speaker is unkind to leave her and go off to war. The poem
is the speaker’s defense of himself in ingenious terms that transform what looks
like inconstancy into greater devotion.

We can witness here some of the outlandish comparisons or conceits that
were a vogue in the early seventeenth century. “The first foe in the field”
becomes a most improbable “new mistress,” and instead of literally embracing
Lucasta, he figuratively embraces the equipment of battle. Lovelace was a cava-
lier: a horseman; and he was a Cavalier as well: a Royalist supporter of King
Charles I in the Civil Wars. “Cavalier” is related to other words containing the
Latin for “pack-horse” (caballus): “cavalry” and “chivalry” Lovelace may sound
quaint, but his name still gleams with honor.

Form: Ballad measure.
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& To Althen, from Prison

76

When Love with unconfined wings
Hovers within my gates,

And my divine Althea brings
To whisper at the grates;

When I lie tangled in her hair
And fetter’d to her eye,

The birds that wanton in the air
Know no such liberty.

When flowing cups run swiftly round
With no allaying Thames,

Our careless heads with roses bound,
Our hearts with loyal flames;

When thirsty grief in wine we steep,
When healths and draughts go free—

Fishes that tipple in the deep
Know no such liberty.

When, like committed linnets, I
With shriller throat shall sing

The sweetness, mercy, majesty,
And glories of my King;

When I shall voice aloud how good
He is, how great should be,

Enlarged winds, that curl the flood,
Know no such liberty.

Stone walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron bars a cage;

Minds innocent and quiet take
That for an hermitage;

If T have freedom in my love
And in my soul am free,

Angels alone, that soar above,
Enjoy such liberty.
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ANDREW MARVELL
(1621-1678)

MARVELL WAS BORN in Yorkshire and educated at Cambridge. Like Edmund
Waller, he was a Member of Parliament, and a busy political career saw him serv-
ing both and the Cromwellians and the court of Charles II.

In 1650 he served as tutor to the daughter of Lord Fairfax. His time in rural
Yorkshire gave him the inspiration for much of his loveliest poetry. In 1653 he
became the tutor of Oliver Cromwell’s ward, and in 1657 he assisted John Milton
for a time in the Latin Secretaryship to the Council of State. (It is improbable
that two poets of such great stature have been employed together so prosaically.
But the work was vitally important in a Europe in which Latin still served as the
language of diplomacy and political administration.) In the funeral of Cromwell
in November 1658, the procession included three poets of the first rank: Marvell,
Milton, and John Dryden.

Marvell survived into the Restoration and continued his life of public service
and also public controversy. He was a formidably witty opponent, and his satire
could reduce an enemy to ashes. Some of this energy and ingenuity can be seen,
put to more benign use, in his poems in this collection.

Further Reading

Complete Poems. Elizabeth Story Donno, ed. Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1972.

Colie, Rosalie. “My Echoing Song”: Andrew Marvell’s Poetry of Criticism.
Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1970.

Hunt, John Dixon. Andrew Marvell: His Life and Writings. Ithaca: Cornell
University Press, 1978.
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%€ To His Coy Mistress

Had we but world enough and time,
This coyness, Lady, were no crime.
We would sit down and think which way
To walk, and pass our long love’s day.
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side
Should’st rubies find; I by the tide
Of Humber would complain. I would
Love you ten years before the Flood,
And you should, if you please, refuse
Till the Conversion of the Jews.
My vegetable love should grow
Vaster than empires, and more slow.
An hundred years should go to praise
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze,
Two hundred to adore each breast,
But thirty thousand to the rest.
An age at least to every part,
And the last age should show your heart.
For, Lady, you deserve this state,
Nor would I love at lower rate.

But at my back I always hear
Time’s winged chariot hurrying near,
And yonder all before us lie
Deserts of vast eternity.
Thy beauty shall no more be found,
Nor in thy marble vault shall sound
My echoing song; then worms shall try
That long preserved virginity,
And your quaint honor turn to dust,
And into ashes all my lust.
The grave’s a fine and private place,
But none, I think, do there embrace.

Now therefore, while the youthful hue
Sits on thy skin like morning glew
And while thy willing soul transpires
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At every pore with instant fires, .
Now let us sport us while we may;

And now, like amorous birds of prey,
Rather at once our time devour

Than languish in his slow-chapped power.
Let us roll all our strength and all

Our sweetness up into one ball

And tear our pleasures with rough strife
Thorough the iron gates of life.

Thus, though we cannot make our sun
Stand still, yet we will make him run.

COMPOSED AROUND 1650; PUBLISHED 1681. The poem is cast in the
form of a lover’s address to a woman who does not return his love. It belongs in
a number of conventional categories. Like “To the Virgins, to Make Much of
Time” it combines tempus fugit (“time flees”) with carpe diem (“seize the day”),
for both arguments furnishing vividly dramatic examples, such as “Time’s
winged chariot” The presence of “birds of prey” as symbols of right action con-
nects this poem to both “The Windhover” and “The Eagle” Marvell’s poem is
also a blason or blazon: a poem of praise or encomium that considers attractions
one by one (eyes, forehead, breasts, the rest, every part).

But, while it may be all of these emotional expressions, the poem is also a log-
ical construction:

1. If we had time, you could hold out.
2. We don’t have time.
3. “Now therefore..”

In truth, the poem may be just a fantastic exaggeration of carpe diem in order
to praise someone, as though to say, “You are so beautiful and I love you so
much that I can think of a really silly argument, thus. . . . Look what you have

done to me!”

ForM: Tetrameter couplets.
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“E& The Garden

How vainly men themselves amaze

To win the palm, the oak, or bays,

And their incessant labors see

Crown’d from some single herb or tree,
Whose short and narrow-verged shade
Does prudently their toils upbraid;
While all flowers and all trees do close
To weave the garlands of repose!

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here,
And Innocence, thy sister dear?
Mistaken long, I sought you then
In busy companies of men:

Your sacred plants, if here below,
Only among the plants will grow:
Society is all but rude

To this delicious solitude.

No white nor red was ever seen

So amorous as this lovely green.

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame,

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name:
Little, alas! they know or heed

How far these beauties hers exceed!

Fair trees, wheresoe’er your barks I wound,
No name shall but your own be found.

When we have run our passion’s heat,
Love hither makes his best retreat:
The gods, that mortal beauty chase,
Still in a tree did end their race;
Apollo hunted Daphne so

Only that she might laurel grow;
And Pan did after Syrinx speed

Not as a nymph, but for a reed.

Andrew Marvell
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What wondrous life in this I lead!
Ripe apples drop about my head;
The luscious clusters of the vine
Upon my mouth do crush their wine;
The nectarine and curious peach

Into my hands themselves do reach;
Stumbling on melons, as I pass,
Ensnared with flowers, I fall on grass.

Meanwhile the mind from pleasure less
Withdraws into its happiness;

The mind, that ocean where each kind
Does straight its own resemblance find,;
Yet it creates, transcending these,

Far other worlds, and other seas;
Annihilating all that’s made

To a green thought in a green shade,

Here at the fountain’s sliding foot,

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root,
Casting the body’s vest aside,

My soul into the boughs does glide;
There, like a bird, it sits and sings,
Then whets and combs its silver wings,
And, till prepared for longer flight,
Waves in its plumes the various light.

Such was that happy Garden-state
While man there walk’d without a mate:
After a place so pure and sweet,

What other help could yet be meet!

But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share

To wander solitary there:

Two paradises ’twere in one,

To live in Paradise alone.

How well the skillful gard’ner drew
Of flowers and herbs, this dial new!
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Where, from above, the milder sun

Does through a fragrant zodiac run:

And, as it works, th’ industrious bee
Computes its time as well as we.

How could such sweet and wholesome hours
Be reckon’d but with herbs and flowers!

COMPOSED AROUND 1650; PUBLISHED 1681. This is Marvell’s contribu-
tion to the age-old discussion of the meaning of flowers, trees, and gardens. We
enjoy plants for themselves and also for their value as food and as symbol. The
original Paradise was a garden, and all sorts of vegetation have been given such
symbolic value that no one is surprised that a flower could be called “forget-me-
not.”

This poem could be the inner meditation of someone in a flourishing garden
thinking about all the meanings that humankind has given to such places,
whether in scriptural and classical myth or in practical affairs. “The Garden”
works as a plea for the protection of the natural environment and also a realistic

denial of symbolism.

ForMm: Eight-line tetrameter stanza rhyming aabbecdd.
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H exry VAucHAN
(1622-1695)

HENRY VAUGHAN and his twin brother Thomas were born in a part of south-
cast Wales once inhabited by a tribe called the Silures (hence the geological
“Silurian Age”); Henry Vaughan styled himself a “Silurist” He studied both law
and medicine, and it is possible that he fought on the Royalist side in the Civil
Wars. He returned to Wales during the 1640s and took up the practice of medi-
cine.

His earliest poems concern worldly matters, but his third collection, Silex
Scintillans (1655), represents an unmistakable turn toward religious devotion,
stimulated in a large way, as Vaughan readily admitted, by the example of
George Herbert, who was a generation older. Vaughan deliberately modeled
many of his poems on Herbert’s. The piety and passion affected Wordsworth a
century after Vaughan’s death.

Further Reading

The Complete Poems. Alan Rudrum, ed. Baltimore: Penguin, 1976.

Fridenreich, Kenneth. Henry Vaughan. Boston: Twayne, 1978.

Post, Jonathan E. S. Henry Vaughan: The Unfolding Vision. Princeton:
Princeton University Press, 1982.
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& The Retreat

Happy those early days! when I
Shined in my angel-infancy.
Before I understood this place
Appointed for my second race,
Or taught my soul to fancy aught
But a white, celestial thought,
When yet I had not walked above
A mile or two, from my first love,
And looking back (at that short space)
Could see a glimpse of his bright face;
When on some gilded cloud or flower
My gazing soul would dwell an hour,
And in those weaker glories spy
Some shadows of eternity;
Before I taught my tongue to wound
My conscience with a sinful sound,
Or had the black art to dispense
A sev’ral sin to ev’ry sense,
But felt through all this fleshly dress
Bright shoots of everlastingness.

O how I long to travel back
And tread again that ancient track!
That I might once more reach that plain,
Where first I left my glorious train,
From whence th’ inlightened spirit sees
That shady city of palm trees;
But (ah!) my soul with too much stay
Is drunk, and staggers in the way.
Some men a forward motion love,
But I by backward steps would move,
And when this dust falls to the urn
In that state I came, return.
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THaOoMAS GRAY
(1716—1771)

Like JoHN Mi1LTON, Thomas Gray was the son of a scrivener (that is, some-
one involved in the legal and financial care of documents and investments). Gray
was born in London and educated at Eton and Cambridge. Although he had a
law degree, he never practiced, choosing instead to devote his life to the study
of literature and antiquities. Toward the end of his life he was awarded the
Professorship of Modern History at Cambridge.

Gray was a wonderfully versatile poet, and though he may not rank among
the top superstars, his “Elegy” is probably better known than poems by more
celebrated figures. We could call Gray a bridge, or at least a bridge-builder:
between the neoclassical values of the Augustan Age and the romantic values of
the late eighteenth century, and also between the interest of scholarly learning
and the fascination of great popularity. One of his closest friends was Horace
Walpole, son of Sir Robert Walpole, who had been Prime Minister at various
times in the first half of the eighteenth century. Horace Walpole’s pampered pet
is the central figure in Gray’s “Ode on the Death of a Favorite Cat, Drowned in
aTub of Gold Fishes.”

Further Reading

Complete Poems. J. R. Hendrickson and H. W. Starr, eds. Oxford: Clarendon,
1966.

Downey, James and Ben Jones, eds. Fearfiul Joy: Papers from the Thomas Gray
Bicentenary Confevence at Carleton University. Montreal: McGill-Queen’s
University Press, 1974.

Ketton-Cremer, R. W. Thomas Gray. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press,
1955.
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“& Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard

88

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day,
The lowing herd wind slowly o’er the lea,
The plowman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darkness and to me.

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight,
And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds;

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower
The moping owl does to the moon complain
Of such as, wand’ring near her secret bower,
Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew tree’s shade,
Where heaves the turf in many a mold’ring heap,
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep.

The breezy call of incense-breathing morn,

The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-built shed,
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
Or busy houswife ply her evening care;

No children run to lisp their sire’s return,
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke;
How jocund did they drive their team afield!

How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke!
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Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile
The short and simple annals of the poor.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour.
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault,
If Mem’ry o’er their tomb no trophies raise,
Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise.

Can storied urn or animated bust

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?
Can Honor’s voice provoke the silent dust,

Or Flatt’ry soothe the dull cold ear of Death?

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;
Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre.

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the spoils of time did ne’er unroll;
Chill Penury repressed their noble rage,
And froze the genial current of the soul.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene,
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear:
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast
The little tyrant of his fields withstood;

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood.
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Th’ applause of listning senates to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,
And read their hist’ry in a nation’s eyes,

Their lot forbade; nor circumscribed alone
Their glowing virtues, but their crimes confined;
Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne,
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind,

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride
With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame.

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife,
Their sober wishes never learned to stray;
Along the cool sequestered vale of life
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.

Yet ev’n these bones from insult to protect
Some frail memorial still erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked,
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.

Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unlettered Muse,
The place of fame and elegy supply:

And many a holy text around she strews,
That teach the rustic moralist to die.

For who to dumb Forgetfulness a prey,
This pleasing anxious being €’er resigned,
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,
Nor cast one longing ling’ring look behind?

On some fond breast the parting soul relies,
Some pious drops the closing eye requires;

Ev’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,
Ev’n in our ashes live their wonted fires.
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For thee, who mindful of th’ unhonor’d dead
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate;

If chance, by lonely contemplation led,
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate,

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say,
“Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn.

“There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,

His listless length at noontide would he stretch,
And pore upon the brook that babbles by.

“Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn,
Mutt’ring his wayward fancies he would rove,
Now dropping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,
Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love.

“One morn I missed him, on the customed hill,
Along the heath and near his fav’rite tree;
Another came; nor yet beside the rill,
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he;

“The next with dirges due in sad array
Slow though the churchway path we saw him borne.
Approach and read (for thou can’st read) the lay,
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.”

The Epitaph

Here vests his head upon the lap of Earth
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown.
Fair Science frowned not on bis humble birth,
And Melancholy marvked him for her own.

Lavge was his bounty, and his soul sincere,
Heav’n did a vecompence as laygely send.:
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He gave to Mis’ry all he had, a tear,
He gained from Heav'n (Ctwas all he wished) a friend.

No farther seck his merits to disclose,

Or draw his fiilties from their dread abode,
(There they altke in trembling hope vepose),

The bosom of his Father and his God.

COMPOSED AROUND 1741-1750; PUBLISHED 1751, SUBSTANTIALLY
REVISED 1768. Gray’s “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard” is the best
and most important work to come out of the eighteenth-century movement
called “the Graveyard School” Such poems are solemn meditations on mortal-
ity and death, and many are set in graveyards.

Like Hardy’s “The Darkling Thrush,” this elegy presents an isolated figure in
a rural setting at evening twilight; but Gray’s present-tense poem seems to be
spoken in the spring, while Hardy’s past-tense poem is set in winter. This elegy
concerns the deaths of a whole class of people, who have been just the sort that
nobody bothers to write elegies about. More specific elegies are Shakespeare’s
“Fear No More the Heat o’ the Sun,” Wordsworth’s “She Dwelt Among the
Untrodden Ways,” Jarrell’s “The Death of the Ball Turret Gunner,” Thomas’s “A
Refusal to Mourn the Death, by Fire, of a Child in London,” and Milton’s
“Lycidas” Gray’s other poem in this collection, “Ode on the Death of a Favorite
Cat, Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fishes,” could also be called an elegy, but of a
different sort.

For such a famous poem, Gray’s “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard”
presents some difficulties. Since we know that Gray worked on the poem on and
off for a quarter-century, it could never have been literally “written in a country
churchyard?” That fiction of its composition suggests that it may really be an
inward meditation, so that the “me” in line 4, the “thee” in line 93, and the “him”
in line 98 refer to the same speaker, who is talking to himself; likewise the
“youth” in the concluding Epitaph also seems to be one with the “me” and
“thee” earlier in the poem. The church of St. Giles’s in Stoke Poges, in
Buckinghamshire, is still rural, with even now a country churchyard. Gray is
buried inside the church.

ForM: Heroic quatrain (pentameter rhyming abab).
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%€ Ode on the Death of a Favorite Cat, Drowned in

a Tub of Gold Fishes

"Twas on a lofty vase’s side,

Where China’s gayest art had dyed
The azure flowers that blow;

Demurest of the tabby kind,

The pensive Selima reclined,
Gazed on the lake below.

Her conscious tail her joy declared;

The fair round face, the snowy beard,
The velvet of her paws,

Her coat, that with the tortoise vies,

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,
She saw; and purr’d applause.

Still had she gazed; but ’midst the tide

Two angel forms were seen to glide,
The Genii of the stream:

Their scaly armor’s Tyrian hue

Thro’ richest purple to the view
Betray’d a golden gleam.

The hapless Nymph with wonder saw:
A whisker first and then a claw,
With many an ardent wish,
She stretch’d in vain to reach the prize.
What female heart can gold despise?
What Cat’s averse to fish?

Presumptuous Maid! with looks intent

Again she stretch’d, again she bent,
Nor knew the gulf between.

(Malignant Fate sat by, and smil’d)

The slipp’ry verge her feet beguil’d,
She tumbled headlong in.
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Eight times emerging from the flood
She mew’d to ev’ry watry God,
Some speedy aid to send.
No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirr’d:
Nor cruel Tom, nor Susan heard.
A Fav’rite has no friend!

From hence, ye Beauties, undeceiv’d,

Know, one false step is ne’er retriev’d,
And be with caution bold.

Not all that tempts your wand’ring eyes

And heedless hearts, is lawful prize;
Nor all, that glisters, gold.

COMPOSED 1747; PUBLISHED 1748, REVISED 1768. Gray’s “Ode” and
his “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard” display perhaps a greater range of
styles than any other set of poems by the same poet in this collection. The
“Elegy” 1s somber, dark, and earnest; this poem is flippant and airy.

It belongs to the family of animal fables whose pedigree goes back to Aesop
and, beyond that, to the Pleistocene (and—who knows? —comes forward to the
bestiary preserved in cartoons of every sort).

There are pedants whose chief recreation lies in pointing out, ever so patron-
izingly and disdainfully, that the Bible does not say “sweat of your brow” or
“gild the lily” or “spare the rod and spoil the child” or whatever; even in their
sleep they murmur “Under # spreading chestnut tree” and “’Twas the night
before Christmas when all through,” etc. This poem is a favorite of theirs (and,
blush, mine) on account of the “glisters” in the last line (not “glitters,” you
ninny).

Gray’s good friend Horace Walpole had a favorite cat named Selima. When
Selima drowned in a china vase, Gray produced this mock elegy.

ForMm: Six-line stanzas rhyming aabcch, tetrameter, tetrameter, trimeter,
tetrameter, tetrameter, trimeter.
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VV ILLIAM BLAKE
(1757—-1827)

A LONDONER, BLAKE was a poet, painter, engraver, and visionary. Songs of
Innocence and Songs of Experience, words and designs alike, were engraved on
copper by Blake himself. Blake designed and executed illustrations for most of
the poems of Thomas Gray. After an early period of relatively simple lyrics, Blake
turned to the production of visionary poems of great originality and scope; his
last works were Jerusalem and Milton. Of the poets in this collection, few can
match Blake’s tremendous scope in writing verses that a three-year-old can learn
and verses that still baffle the most intelligent critics. Through it all, Blake kept
up a splendid sense of humor and an equally splendid sense of indignation and
exasperation. Anyone can recognize the force and wisdom of some of Blake’s
utterances, such as some “Proverbs of Hell” that ought to be flown on large ban-
ners above schools: “The tygers of wrath are wiser than the horses of instruc-
tion” and “Damn braces. Bless relaxes”

Blake’s unique combination of sophistication, naiveté, sublimity, piety, and
coarseness impresses many as peculiarly English; his influence continues today
among painters and writers on both sides of the Atlantic, and there is something
that can be called authentically Blakean in the poetry of the American Allen
Ginsberg as well as in the prose of the Irishman Joyce Cary (especially the char-
acter Gulley Jimson in The Horse’s Mouth and other novels).

Further Reading

The Complete Poetry and Prose. David Erdman, ed. New York: Doubleday, 1988.

Ackroyd, Peter. Blake. New York: Knopf, 1996.

Erdman, David. Blake: Prophet Against Empire. Princeton: Princeton
University Press, 1977.
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& The Tyger

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye,
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain,
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp,
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears
And water’d heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

96  William Blake




COMPOSED 1793; PUBLISHED 1794. William Blake wrote “The Tyger” in
1793 and included it in a set of poems called Songs of Experience, published in
1794. There were also poems called Songs of Innocence, and some songs from the
two sets make up contrasting pairs. Against the tiger of experience Blake put the
lamb of innocence.

The poem is presented as the inner or outer speech of some person who is
overwhelmed by the frightening but beautiful things of the world, like tigers
and fire. The speaker, seemingly forced to talk to the world of experience, can do
nothing but ask question after question. What does creation tell us about its cre-
ator? Many creatures in the world are strikingly beautiful but also annoying,
unfriendly, dangerous, and even deadly—so much so that anyone can speculate
about the producer of such mysterious products. “The Lamb> asks such ques-
tons: “Little Lamb, who made thee?” But in that poem Blake provides an
answer: “He is called by thy name, / For he calls himself a Lamb?” But, if God
made humankind in his own image and the lamb after his own meek and mild
nature, what do we do with a tiger? An adult male of certain subspecies can be
twelve feet long from nose to tip of tail and weigh 650 pounds. It has long, sharp
claws, massive teeth, and night vision five times better than ours. The tiger, an
absolute carnivore, needs about fifteen pounds of meat per day.

Blake, a graphic artist as well as poet and printer, engraved a side-view pic-
ture of the Tyger to accompany the poem. The oldest surviving artworks in the
world—cave paintings in southwestern Europe and rock drawings in Australia—
almost always have to do with wild animals. (Blake’s engraving of the Tyger in
fact bears a striking resemblance to some of the figures on the so-called Lion
Panel in Chauvet Cave, France.) Such beasts have been hunters’ quarry and have
also served humankind as sources of food, clothing, medicine, shelter, labor,
transport, and recreation. They have also been turned into symbols in heraldry
and allegory. Anybody with a couple of coins or bills will probably be carrying
representations of eagles and other such <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>