John Donne (1572-1631)
Valediction Forbidding Mourning

1 As virtuous men pass mildly away, 

2 And whisper to their souls to go, 

3 Whilst some of their sad friends do say,

4 "Now his breath goes," and some say, "No."

5 So let us melt, and make no noise, 

6 No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move ;

7 'Twere profanation of our joys 

8 To tell the laity our love. 

9 Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears ;

10 Men reckon what it did, and meant ;

11 But trepidation of the spheres, 

12 Though greater far, is innocent. 

13 Dull sublunary lovers' love 

14 —Whose soul is sense—cannot admit 

15 Of absence, 'cause it doth remove 

16 The thing which elemented it. 

17 But we by a love so much refined,

18 That ourselves know not what it is, 

19 Inter-assurèd of the mind, 

20 Care less, eyes, lips and hands to miss. 

21 Our two souls therefore, which are one, 

22 Though I must go, endure not yet 

23 A breach, but an expansion, 

24 Like gold to aery thinness beat. 

25 If they be two, they are two so 

26 As stiff twin compasses are two ; 

27 Thy soul, the fix'd foot, makes no show 

28 To move, but doth, if th' other do. 

29 And though it in the centre sit, 

30 Yet, when the other far doth roam,

31 It leans, and hearkens after it, 

32 And grows erect, as that comes home. 

33 Such wilt thou be to me, who must,

34 Like th' other foot, obliquely run ;

35 Thy firmness makes my circle just, 

36 And makes me end where I begun.
The Flea

1 Marke but this flea, and marke in this, 

2 How little that which thou deny'st me is; 

3 Me it suck'd first, and now sucks thee, 

4 And in this flea our two bloods mingled bee; 

5 Confesse it, this cannot be said 

6 A sinne, or shame, or losse of maidenhead, 

7 Yet this enjoyes before it wooe, 

8 And pamper'd swells with one blood made of two, 

9 And this, alas, is more than wee would doe.

10 Oh stay, three lives in one flea spare, 

11 When we almost, nay more than maryed are. 

12 This flea is you and I, and this 

13 Our marriage bed, and marriage temple is; 

14 Though parents grudge, and you, w'are met, 

15 And cloysterd in these living walls of Jet. 

16 Though use make thee apt to kill me, 

17 Let not to this, selfe murder added bee, 

18 And sacrilege, three sinnes in killing three.

19 Cruell and sodaine, has thou since 

20 Purpled thy naile, in blood of innocence? 

21 In what could this flea guilty bee, 

22 Except in that drop which it suckt from thee? 

23 Yet thou triumph'st, and saist that thou 

24 Find'st not thyself, nor mee the weaker now; 

25 'Tis true, then learne how false, feares bee; 

26 Just so much honor, when thou yeeld'st to mee, 

27 Will wast, as this flea's death tooke life from thee.

Holy Sonnet XIV, Batter My Heart Three Person’d God

1 Batter my heart, three-person'd God ; for you

2 As yet but knock ; breathe, shine, and seek to mend ;

3 That I may rise, and stand, o'erthrow me, and bend

4 Your force, to break, blow, burn, and make me new.

5 I, like an usurp'd town, to another due,

6 Labour to admit you, but O, to no end.

7 Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend,

8 But is captived, and proves weak or untrue.

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

10 But am betroth'd unto your enemy ;

11 Divorce me, untie, or break that knot again,

12 Take me to you, imprison me, for I,

13 Except you enthrall me, never shall be free,

14 Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.

Holy Sonnet 10, Death be not proud
1 Death be not proud, though some have called thee

2 Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not soe,

3 For, those, whom thou think'st, thou dost overthrow,

4 Die not, poore death, nor yet canst thou kill mee.

5 From rest and sleepe, which but thy pictures bee,

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

7 And soonest our best men with thee doe goe,

8 Rest of their bones, and soules deliverie.

9 Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men,

10 And dost with poyson, warre, and sicknesse dwell,

11 And poppie, or charmes can make us sleepe as well,

12 And better than thy stroake; why swell'st thou then?

13 One short sleepe past, wee wake eternally,

14 And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt die.
THE SUN RISING

1
             Busy old fool, unruly Sun, 

2
             Why dost thou thus, 

3
     Through windows, and through curtains, call on us? 

4
     Must to thy motions lovers' seasons run? 

5
             Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide 

6
             Late schoolboys, and sour prentices, 

7
         Go tell court-huntsmen that the king will ride, 

8
         Call country ants to harvest offices, 

9
     Love, all alike, no season knows, nor clime, 

10
   Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time.  

11
           Thy beams, so reverend and strong 

12
           Why shouldst thou think? 

13
   I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink, 

14
   But that I would not lose her sight so long: 

15
           If her eyes have not blinded thine, 

16
           Look, and tomorrow late, tell me 

17
       Whether both the'Indias of spice and mine 

18
       Be where thou leftst them, or lie here with me. 

19
   Ask for those kings whom thou saw'st yesterday, 

20
   And thou shalt hear: "All here in one bed lay."  

21
           She'is all states, and all princes I, 

22
           Nothing else is. 

23
   Princes do but play us; compar'd to this, 

24
   All honour's mimic, all wealth alchemy. 

25
           Thou, sun, art half as happy'as we, 

26
           In that the world's contracted thus; 

27
       Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be 

28
       To warm the world, that's done in warming us. 

29
   Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere; 

30
   This bed thy centre is, these walls, thy sphere.
Holy Sonnet XVII, Since She Whom I have Lov’d Hath Payd Her Last Debt

1 Since she whom I loved hath paid her last debt

2 To Nature, and to hers, and my good is dead,

3 And her soul early into heaven ravished,

4 Wholly on heavenly things my mind is set.

5 Here the admiring her my mind did whet

6 To seek thee, God; so streams do show the head;

7 But though I have found thee, and thou my thirst hast fed,

8 A holy thirsty dropsy melts me yet.

9 But why should I beg more love, when as thou

10 Dost woo my soul, for hers offering all thine:

11 And dost not only fear lest I allow

12 My love to saints and angels, things divine,

13 But in thy tender jealousy dost doubt

14 Lest the world, flesh, yea, devil put thee out.
Robert Herrick.

1591–1674

TO THE VIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH OF TIME.
1 GATHER ye rosebuds while ye may,

2 Old Time is still a-flying:

3 And this same flower that smiles to-day

4 To-morrow will be dying.

5 The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,

6 The higher he 's a-getting,

7 The sooner will his race be run,

8 And nearer he 's to setting.

9 That age is best which is the first,

10 When youth and blood are warmer;

11 But being spent, the worse, and worst

12 Times still succeed the former.

13 Then be not coy, but use your time,

14 And while ye may, go marry:

15 For having lost but once your prime,

16 You may for ever tarry.
Carpe Diem

William Shakespeare

O mistress mine, where are you roaming? 

O stay and hear! your true-love's coming 

That can sing both high and low; 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting, 

Journey's end in lovers' meeting-- 

Every wise man's son doth know. 

What is love? 'tis not hereafter; 

Present mirth hath present laughter; 

What's to come is still unsure: 

In delay there lies no plenty,-- 

Then come kiss me, Sweet and twenty, 

Youth's a stuff will not endure. 
Andrew Marvel (1621-1678)

To His Coy Mistress

1 Had we but world enough, and time,

2 This coyness, Lady, were no crime

3 We would sit down and think which way

4 To walk and pass our long love's day.

5 Thou by the Indian Ganges' side

6 Shoulds't rubies find: I by the tide

7 Oh Humber would complain. I would

8 Love you ten years before the Flood,

9 And you should, if you please, refuse

10 Till the conversion of the Jews.

11 My vegetable love should grow

12 Vaster than empires, and more slow.

13 An hundred years should go to praise

14 Thine eyes and on thy forehead gaze;

15 Two hundred to adore each breast,

16 But thirty thousand to the rest.

17 No age at least to every part,

18 And the last age should show your heart.

19 For, Lady, you deserve this state,

20 Nor would I love at lower rate.

But at my back I always hear

21 Time's wing'ed chariot hurrying near

22 And yonder all before us lie

23 Deserts of vast eternity.

24 Thy duty shall no more be found,

25 Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound

26 My echoing song: then worms shall try

27 That long preserved virginity.

28 And your quaint honour turn to dust,

29 And into ashes all my lust.

30 The grave's a fine and private place,

31 But none, I think, do there embrace.

Now therefore, while the youthful hue

32 Sits on thy skin like morning dew,

33 And while thy willing soul transpires

34 At every pore with instant fires,

35 Now let us sport us while we may,

36 And now, like amorous birds of prey,

37 Rather at once our time devour

38 Than languish in his slow-chapt power

39 Let us roll all our strength and all

40 Our sweetness up into one ball,

41 And tear our pleasures with rough strife

42 Through the iron gates of life

43 Thus though we cannot make our sun

44 Stand still, yet we will make him run.
