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From Thomas Palmer's

The Sprite of Trees and Herbs, 1598-9

When late, grave Palmer, these thy grafts and flowers,

So well disposed by thy auspicious hand,

Were made the objects to my weaker powers,

I could not but in admiration stand.

First, thy success did strike my sense with wonder,

That 'mongst so many plants transplanted hither

Not one but thrives, in spite of storms and thunder,

Unseasoned frosts, or the most envious weather.

Then I admired the rare and precious use

Thy skill hath made of rank despised weeds,

Whilst other souls convert to base abuse

The sweetest simples, and most sovereign seeds.

Next, that which rapt me was, I might behold

How, like the carbuncle in Aaron's breast,

The seven-fold flower of art, more rich than gold,

Did sparkle forth in centre of the rest;

Thus, as a ponderous thing in water cast

Extendeth circles into infinites,

Still making that the greatest that is last,

Till the one hath drowned the other in our sights:

So in my brain the strong impression

Of thy rich labours worlds of thoughts created,

Which thoughts being circumvolved in gyre-like motion

Were spent with wonder as they were dilated,

Till giddy with amazement I fell down

In a deep trance; * * * * *

* * * * * when, lo! to crown thy worth

I struggled with this passion that did drown

My abler faculties; and thus brake forth:

Palmer, thy travails well become thy name,

And thou in them shall live as long as fame.

 

Dignum laude virum musa vetat mori.

 

 

From Nicholas Breton's

Melancholic Humours, 1600

In Authorem

Thou that wouldst find the habit of true passion,

And see a mind attired in perfect strains;

Not wearing modes, as gallants do a fashion

In these pied times, only to show their brains:

 

Look here on Breton's work, the master print,

Where such perfections to the life do rise.

If they seem wry to such as look asquint

The fault's not in the object, but their eyes.

 

For as one coming with a lateral view

Unto a cunning piece wrought perspective

Wants faculty to make a censure true;

So with this author's readers will it thrive:

 

Which, being eyed directly, I divine,

His proof their praise will meet, as in this line.

 

Fragments from England's Parnassus, 1600

Murder

Those that in blood such violent pleasure have,

Seldom descend but bleeding to their grave.

 

Peace

War's greatest woes, and misery's increase,

Flows from the surfeits which we take in peace.

 

Riches

Gold is a suitor never took repulse;

It carries palm with it where'er it goes,

Respect, and observation; it uncovers

The knotty heads of the most surly grooms,

Enforcing iron doors to yield it way,

Were they as strong rammed-up as Aetna gates.

It bends the hams of Gossip Vigilance,

And makes her supple feet as swift as wind.

It thaws the frostiest and most stiff disdain,

Muffles the clearness of election,

Strains fancy unto foul apostacy,

And strikes the quickest-sighted judgement blind.

Then why should we despair? Despair, away!

Where gold's the motive, women have no nay.

 

From Love's Martyr, 1601

The Phoenix Analysed

Now, after all, let no man

Receive it for a fable

If a bird so amiable

Do turn into a woman.

 

Or, by our turtle's augur,

That nature's fairest creature

Prove of his mistress' feature

But a bare type and figure.

 

From Love's Martyr, 1601

Ode entoysiastikh

Splendour, O more than mortal!

For other forms come short all

Of her illustrate brightness,

As far as sin's from lightness.

 

Her wit as quick and sprightful

As fire, and more delightful

Than the stol'n sports of lovers,

When night their meeting covers.

 

Judgement adorned with learning

Doth shine in her discerning,

Clear as a naked vestal

Closed in an orb of crystal.

 

Her breath for sweet exceeding

The phoenix' place of breeding,

But, mixed with sound, transcending

All nature of commending.

 

Alas! Then whither wade I

In thought to praise this lady,

When seeking her renowning,

Myself am so near drowning?

 

Retire and say: Her graces

Are deeper than their faces;

Yet she's nor nice to show them,

Nor takes she pride to know them.

 

From Pancharis, 1603

Ode allhgorikh

Who saith our times nor have, nor can

Produce us a black swan?

Behold, where one doth swim:

Whose note and hue,

Besides the other swans' admiring him,

Betray it true;

A gentler bird than this

Did never dint the breast of Tamesis.

 

Mark, mark, but when his wing he takes

How fair a flight he makes,

How upward and direct!

Whilst pleased Apollo

Smiles in his sphere to see the rest affect

In vain to follow;

This swan is only his

And Phoebus' love cause of his blackness is.

 

He showed him first the hoof-cleft spring

Near which the Thespiades sing;

The clear Dircaean fount

Where Pindar swam,

The pale Pyrene, and the forked mount;

And when they came

To brooks and broader streams

From Zephyr's rape would close him with his beams.

 

This changed his down, till this, as white

As the whole herd in sight,

And still is in the breast:

That part nor wind

Nor sun could make to vary from the rest,

Or alter kind.

So much doth virtue hate,

For style of rareness, to degenerate.

 

Be then both rare and good, and long

Continue thy sweet song.

Nor let one river boast

Thy tunes alone;

But prove the air, and sail from coast to coast:

Salute old Mon;

But first to Clwyd stoop low,

The vale that bred thee pure as her hills' snow.

 

From thence display thy wing again,

Over Iërna main

To the Eugenian dale;

There charm the rout

With thy soft notes, and hold them within pale

That late were out.

Music hath power to draw,

Where neither force can bend, nor fear can awe.

 

Be proof, the glory of his hand,

Charles Mountjoy, whose command

Hath all been harmony;

And more hath won

Upon the kerne, and wildest Irishry

Than time hath done,

 

Whose strength is above strength,

And conquers all things (yea, itself) at length.

 

Whoever sipped at Baphyre river,

That heard but spite deliver

His far-admired acts,

And is not rapt

With entheate rage to publish their bright tracts?

(But this more apt

When him alone we sing);

Now must we ply our aim: our swan's on wing.

 

Who (see!) already hath o'er-flown

The Hebrid isles, and known

The scattered Orcades;

From thence is gone

To utmost Thule; whence he backs the seas

To Caledon,

And over Grampius mountain

To Lomond lake, and Tweed's black-springing fountain.

 

Haste, haste, sweet singer, nor to Tyne,

Humber, or Ouse decline,

But overland to Trent;

There cool thy plumes,

And up again in skies and air to vent

Their reeking fumes;

Till thou at Thames alight,

From whose proud bosom thou began'st thy flight.

 

Thames, proud of thee, and of his fate

In entertaining late

The choice of Europe's pride:

The nimble French;

The Dutch whom wealth, not hatred, doth divide;

The Danes that drench

Their cares in wine; with sure

Though slower Spain, and Italy mature.

 

All which, when they but hear a strain

Of thine, shall think the main

Hath sent her mermaids in

To hold them here;

Yet looking in thy face, they shall begin

To lose that fear;

And, in the place, envy

So black a bird, so bright a quality.

 

But should they know (as I) that this,

Who warbleth Pancharis,

Were Cygnus, once high flying

With Cupid's wing,

Though now by love transformed, and daily dying

(Which makes him sing

With more delight and grace);

Or thought they Leda's white adulterer's place

 

Among the stars should be resigned

To him, and he there shrined;

Or Thames be rapt from us

To dim and drown

In heaven the sign of old Eridanus:

How they would frown!

But these are mysteries

Concealed from all but clear prophetic eyes.

 

It is enough, their grief shall know

At their return, nor Po,

Iberus, Tagus, Rhine,

Scheldt, nor the Maas,

Slow Arar nor swift Rhone, the Loire nor Seine,

With all the race

Of Europe's waters can

Set out a like, or second, to our swan.

 

From Thomas Wright's

The Passions of the Mind in General, 1604

To the Author

In picture, they which truly understand

Require (besides the likeness of the thing)

Light, posture, heightening, shadow, colouring,

All which are parts commend the cunning hand;

And all your book, when it is throughly scanned,

Will well confess: presenting, limiting

Each subtlest passion, with her source and spring,

So bold, as shows your art you can command.

But now your work is done, if they that view

The several figures languish in suspense

To judge which passion's false and which is true,

Between the doubtful sway of reason and sense;

'Tis not your fault if they shall sense prefer,

Being told there, reason cannot, sense may, err.

 

From The Faithful Shepherdess

To the Worthy Author, Mr. John Fletcher

The wise and many-headed bench that sits

Upon the life and death of plays and wits

(Composed of gamester, captain, knight, knight's man,

Lady or pucelle, that wears mask or fan,

Velvet or taffeta cap, ranked in the dark

With the shop's foreman, or some such brave spark

That may judge for his sixpence) had, before

They saw it half, damned thy whole play, and more;

Their motives were, since it had not to do

With vices, which they looked for, and came to.

I, that am glad thy innocence was thy guilt,

And wish that all the muses' blood were spilt

In such a martyrdom, to vex their eyes

Do crown thy murdered poem: which shall rise

A glorified work to time, when fire

Or moths shall eat what all these fools admire.

 





Epitaph on Cecilia Bulstrode

 

Stay, view this stone; and if thou beest not such,

Read here a little, that thou mayst know much.

It covers, first, a virgin; and then one

That durst be that in court: a virtue alone

To fill an epitaph. But she had more:

She might have claimed to have made the graces four,

Taught Pallas language, Cynthia modesty,

As fit to have increased the harmony

Of spheres, as light of stars; she was earth's eye;

The sole religious house and votary,

With rites not bound, but conscience. Wouldst thou all?

She was Cil Bulstrode. In which name, I call

Up so much truth as, could I it pursue,

Might make the fable of good women true.

 

From Coryate's Crudities, 1611

Certain Opening and Drawing Distichs

To be applied as mollifying cataplasms to the tumours, carnosities, or difficult pimples full of matter appearing in the author's front, conflated of styptic and glutinous vapours arising out of the Crudities; the heads whereof are particularly pricked and pointed out by letters for the reader's better understanding ...

 

Here follow certain other verses, as charms to unlock the mystery of the Crudities.

 

A

 

Here, like Arion, our Coryate doth draw

All sorts of fish with music of his maw.

 

B

 

Here, not up Holborn, but down a steep hill,

He's carried 'twixt Montreuil and Abbeville.

 

C

 

A horse here is saddled, but no Tom him to back:

It should rather have been Tom that a horse did lack.

 

D

 

Here, up the Alps (not so plain as to Dunstable)

He's carried like a cripple, from constable to constable.

 

E

 

A punk here pelts him with eggs. How so?

For he did but kiss her, and so let her go.

 

F

 

Religiously here he bids, Row from the stews!

He will expiate this sin with converting the Jews.

 

G

 

And there, while he gives the zealous bravado,

A rabbin confutes him with the bastinado.

 

H

 

Here, by a boor too, he's like to be beaten,

For grapes he had gathered before they were eaten.

 

I

 

Old hat here, torn hose, with shoes full of gravel,

And louse-dropping case, are the arms of his travel.

 

K

 

Here, finer than coming from his punk you him see,

F shows what he was, K what he will be.

 

L

 

Here France and Italy both to him shed

Their horns, and Germany pukes on his head.

 

M

 

And here he disdained not, in a foreign land,

To lie at livery, while the horses did stand.

 

N

 

But here, neither trusting his hands nor his legs,

Being in fear to be robbed, he most learnedly begs.

 

From Coryate's Crudities ..

To the Right Noble Tom, Tell-Troth of his Travails, the Coryate of Odcombe, and his Book, Now Going to Travel.

T ry and trust Roger was the word, but now

H onest Tom Tell-Troth puts down Roger: how?

O f travel he discourseth so at large,

M arry, he sets it out at his own charge;

A nd therein (which is worth his valour too)

S hows he dares more than Paul's Churchyard durst do.

 

C ome forth thou bonny bouncing book then, daughter

O f Tom of Odcombe, that odd jovial author;

R ather his son, I should have called thee: why?

Y es, thou wert born out of his travelling thigh

A s well as from his brains, and claim'st thereby

T o be his Bacchus as his Pallas: be

E ver his thighs male then, and his brains she.

 

From Coryate's Crambe, 1611

Certain Verses Written upon Coryate's Crudities

Which should have been printed with the other panegyric lines, but then were upon some occasions omitted, and now communicated to the world.

 

Incipit Ben Jonson

To the London Reader, on the Odcombian Writer,

Polytopian Thomas the Traveller.

Whoever he be, would write a story at

The height, let him learn of Mr. Tom Coryate;

Who, because his matter in all should be meet

To his strength, hath measured it out with his feet.

And that, say philosophers, is the best model.

Yet who could have hit on't but the wise noddle

Of our Odcombian, that literate elf,

To line out no stride, but paced by himself,

And allow you for each particular mile

By the scale of his book, a yard of his style?

Which unto all ages for his will be known,

Since he treads in no other man's steps but his own.

And that you may see he most luckily meant

To write it with the self-same spirit he went,

He says to the world, Let any man mend it!

In five months he went it, in five months he penned it.

But who will believe this, that chanceth to look

The map of his journey, and sees in his book

France, Savoy, Italy, and Helvetia,

The Low Countries, Germany and Rhoetia

There named to be travelled? For this our Tom saith:

Pize on't! You have his historical faith.

Each leaf of his journal and line doth unlock

The truth of his heart there, and tells what a-clock

He went out at each place, and at what he came in,

How long he did stay, at what sign he did inn.

Besides he tried ship, cart, waggon, and chair,

Horse, foot, and all but flying in the air;

And therefore, however the travelling nation

Or builders of story have oft imputation

Of lying, he fears so much the reproof

Of his foot or his pen, his brain or his hoof,

That he dares to inform you (but somewhat meticulous)

How scabbed, how ragged, and how pediculous

He was in his travail, how like to be beaten

For grapes he had gathered before they were eaten.

How fain for his venery he was to cry tergum o!

And lay in straw with the horses at Bergamo;

How well and how often his shoes too were mended,

That sacred to Odcombe are there now suspended:

I mean that one pair wherewith he so hobbled

From Venice to Flushing; were not they well cobbled?

Yes. And thanks God in his pistle or his book

How many learned men he have drawn with his hook

Of Latin and Greek, to his friendship. And seven

He there doth protest he saw of the eleven.

Nay, more in his wardrobe, if you will laugh at a

Jest, he says: item, one suit of black taffeta

(Except a doublet), and bought of the Jews.

So that not them, his scabs, lice, or the stews,

Or anything else that another should hide

Doth he once dissemble, but tells he did ride

In a cart 'twixt Montreuil and Abbeville.

And being at Flushing enforced to feel

Some want, they say in a sort he did crave:

I writ he only his tail there did wave;

Which he not denies. Now, being so free,

Poor Tom, have we cause to suspect just thee?

No! As I first said, who would write a story at

The height, let him learn of Mr. Tom Coryate.

 

A Speech Presented unto King James at a Tilting, in the Behalf of the Two Noble Brothers, Sir Robert and Sir Henry Rich, Now Earls of Warwick and Holland

Two noble knights, whom true desire and zeal

Hath armed at all points, charge me humbly kneel

Unto thee, king of men, their noblest parts

To tender thus: their lives, their loves, their hearts!

The elder of these two, rich hope's increase,

Presents a royal altar of fair peace;

And as an everlasting sacrifice

His life, his love, his honour which ne'er dies

He freely brings; and on this altar lays

As true oblations. His brother's emblem says

Except your gracious eye, as through a glass

Made prospective, behold him, he must pass

Still that same little point he was; but when

Your royal eye, which still creates new men,

Shall look, and on him so, then art's a liar

If from a little spark he rise not fire.

 

From Cynthia's Revenge, or Menander's Ecstacy, 1613

To His Much and Worthily Esteemed Friend, the Author

Who takes thy volume to his virtuous hand

Must be intended still to understand;

Who bluntly doth but look upon the same

May ask, What author would conceal his name?

Who reads may rove, and call the passage dark,

Yet may, as blind men, sometimes hit the mark.

Who reads, who roves, who hopes to understand

May take thy volume to his virtuous hand.

Who cannot read, but only doth desire

To understand, he may at length admire.

 

To the Most Noble, and Above His Titles, Robert, Earl of Somerset

They are not those, are present with their face

And clothes, and gifts, that only do thee grace

At these thy nuptials; but whose heart and thought

Do wait upon thee: and their love not bought.

Such wear true wedding robes, and are true friends

That bid, God give thee joy! And have no ends.

Which I do, early, virtuous Somerset,

And pray thy joys as lasting be as great.

Not only this, but every day of thine

With the same look, or with a better, shine.

May she whom thou for spouse today dost take

Out-be that wife in worth thy friend did make;

And thou to her, that husband, may exalt

Hymen's amends, to make it worth his fault.

So be there never discontent or sorrow

To rise with either of you on the morrow.

So be your concord still as deep, as mute,

And every joy in marriage turn a fruit.

So may those marriage-pledges comforts prove,

And every birth increase the heat of love.

So in their number may you never see

Mortality, till you immortal be.

And when your years rise more than would be told,

Yet neither of you seem to th'other old.

That all that view you then and late may say,

Sure, this glad pair were married but this day!

 

From The Ghost of Richard the Third, 1614

To His Friend the Author, Upon His Richard

When these, and such, their voices have employed,

What place is for my testimony void?

Or to so many and so broad seals had

What can one witness, and a weak one, add

To such a work, as could not need theirs? Yet

If praises, when they're full, heaping admit,

My suffrage brings thee all increase, to crown

Thy Richard, raised in song, past pulling down.

 

From The Husband, 1614

To the Worthy Author, on The Husband

It fits not only him that makes a book

To see his work be good, but that he look

Who are his test, and what their judgement is,

Lest a false praise do make their dotage his.

I do not feel that ever yet I had

The art of uttering wares if they were bad,

Or skill of making matches in my life;

And therefore I commend unto The Wife

That went before, a Husband. She, I'll swear,

Was worthy of a good one; and this, here,

I know for such, as (if my word will weigh)

She need not blush upon the marriage-day.

 

From Britannia's Pastorals, The Second Book, 1616 to My Truly-Beloved Friend, Mr. Browne, On His Pastorals

Some men, of books or friends not speaking right,

May hurt them more with praise, than foes with spite.

But I have seen thy work, and I know thee:

And, if thou list thyself, what thou canst be.

For though but early in these paths thou tread,

I find thee write most worthy to be read.

 

It must be thine own judgement, yet, that sends

This thy worth forth: that judgement mine commends.

And where the most read books on authors' fames,

Or, like our money-brokers, take up names

On credit, and are cozened, see that thou

By offering not more sureties than enow

Hold thine own worth unbroke: which is so good

Upon the exchange of letters, as I would

More of our writers would, like thee, not swell

With the how much they set forth, but the how well.

 

Charles Cavendish to His Posterity

Sons, seek not me among these polished stones,

These only hide part of my flesh and bones,

Which, did they ne'er so neat or proudly dwell,

Will all turn dust, and may not make me swell.

Let such as justly have outlived all praise

Trust in the tombs their careful friends do raise;

I made my life my monument, and yours,

To which there's no material that endures,

Nor yet inscription like it. Write but that,

And teach your nephews it to emulate:

It will be matter loud enough to tell

Not when I died, but how I lived. Farewell.

 

From George Chapman's The Georgics of Hesiod, 1618

To My Worthy and Honoured Friend, Mr. George Chapman, on His Translation of Hesiod's Works and Days

Whose work could this be, Chapman, to refine

Old Hesiod's ore and give it us, but thine,

Who hadst before wrought in rich Homer's mine?

 

What treasure hast thou brought us! And what store

Still, still, dost thou arrive with at our shore,

To make thy honour and our wealth the more!

 

If all the vulgar tongues that speak this day

Were asked of thy discoveries, they must say

To the Greek coast thine only knew the way.

 

Such passage hast thou found, such returns made,

As now, of all men, it is called thy trade:

And who make thither else, rob or invade.

 

From The Rogue, 1622

On the Author, Work, and Translator

Who tracks this author's or translator's pen

Shall find that either hath read books and men:

To say but one, were single. Then it chimes

When the old words do strike on the new times,

As in this Spanish Proteus; who, though writ

But in one tongue, was formed with the world's wit;

And hath the noblest mark of a good book,

That an ill man dares not securely look

Upon it, but will loathe, or let it pass,

As a deformed face doth a true glass.

Such books deserve translators of like coat

As was the genius wherewith they were wrote;

And this hath met that one that may be styled

More than the foster-father of this child;

For though Spain gave him his first air and vogue

He would be called henceforth the English Rogue,

But that he's too well-suited, in a cloth

Finer than was his Spanish, if my oath

Will be received in court; if not, would I

Had clothed him so. Here's all I can supply

To your desert, who've done it, friend. And this

Fair emulation and no envy is;

When you behold me wish myself the man

That would have done that which you only can.

 

From Mr. William Shakespeare's Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies, 1623

To the Reader

This figure that thou here seest put,

It was for gentle Shakespeare cut;

Wherein the graver had a strife

With nature, to out-do the life.

Oh, could he but have drawn his wit

As well in brass as he hath hit

His face, the print would then surpass

All that was ever writ in brass.

But since he cannot, reader, look

Not on his picture but his book.

 

From Mr. William Shakespeare's Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies, 1623

To the Memory of My Beloved, the Author, Mr. William Shakespeare, and What He Hath Left Us

To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy name,

Am I thus ample to thy book and fame;

While I confess thy writings to be such

As neither man nor muse can praise too much:

'Tis true, and all men's suffrage. But these ways

Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise:

For silliest ignorance on these may light,

Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes right;

Or blind affection, which doth ne'er advance

The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance;

Or crafty malice might pretend this praise,

And think to ruin where it seemed to raise.

These are as some infamous bawd or whore

Should praise a matron: what could hurt her more?

But thou art proof against them, and indeed

Above the ill fortune of them, or the need.

I therefore will begin. Soul of the age!

The applause, delight, the wonder of our stage!

My Shakespeare, rise: I will not lodge thee by

Chaucer or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie

A little further, to make thee a room;

Thou art a monument without a tomb,

And art alive still while thy book doth live,

And we have wits to read, and praise to give.

That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses:

I mean with great, but disproportioned, muses;

For if I thought my judgement were of years

I should commit thee surely with thy peers:

And tell how far thou didst our Lyly outshine,

Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe's mighty line.

And though thou hadst small Latin, and less Greek,

From thence to honour thee I would not seek

For names, but call forth thundering Aeschylus,

Euripides, and Sophocles to us,

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead,

To life again, to hear thy buskin tread

And shake a stage; or, when thy socks were on,

Leave thee alone for the comparison

Of all that insolent Greece or haughty Rome

Sent forth, or since did from their ashes come.

Triumph, my Britain, thou hast one to show

To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe.

He was not of an age, but for all time!

And all the muses still were in their prime

When like Apollo he came forth to warm

Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm!

Nature herself was proud of his designs,

And joyed to wear the dressing of his lines,

Which were so richly spun and woven so fit

As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit.

The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes,

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please,

But antiquated and deserted lie

As they were not of nature's family.

Yet must I not give nature all: thy art,

My gentle Shakespeare, must enjoy a part.

For though the poet's matter nature be,

His art doth give the fashion. And that he

Who casts to write a living line must sweat

(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat

Upon the muses' anvil: turn the same

(And himself with it) that he thinks to frame;

Or for the laurel he may gain a scorn:

For a good poet's made, as well as born;

And such wert thou. Look how the father's face

Lives in his issue: even so, the race

Of Shakespeare's mind and manners brightly shines

In his well-turned and true-filed lines:

In each of which he seems to shake a lance,

As brandished at the eyes of ignorance.

Sweet swan of Avon! What a sight it were

To see thee in our waters yet appear,

And make those flights upon the banks of Thames

That so did take Eliza, and our James!

But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere

Advanced, and made a constellation there!

Shine forth, thou star of poets, and with rage

Or influence chide or cheer the drooping stage;

Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourned like night,

And despairs day, but for thy volume's light.

 

To the Memory of That Most Honoured Lady Jane, Eldest Daughter to Cuthbert, Lord Ogle, And Countess of Shrewsbury

I could begin with that grave form, Here lies,

And pray thee, reader, bring thy weeping eyes

To see who 'tis: a noble countess, great

In blood, in birth, by match, and by her seat;

Religious, wise, chaste, loving, gracious, good;

And number attributes unto a flood:

But every table in this church can say

A list of epithets, and praise this way.

No stone in any wall here but can tell

Such things of everybody, and as well.

Nay, they will venture one's descent to hit,

And Christian name, too, with a herald's wit.

But I would have thee to know something new,

Not usual in a lady, and yet true:

At least so great a lady. She was wife

But of one husband; and since he left life,

But sorrow, she desired no other friend:

And her she made her inmate to the end,

To call on sickness still to be her guest,

Whom she with sorrow first did lodge, then feast,

Then entertain, and as death's harbinger;

So wooed at last, that he was won to her

Importune wish, and by her loved lord's side

To lay her here, enclosed, his second bride.

Where, spite of death, next life, for her love's sake,

This second marriage will eternal make.

 

From Lucan's Pharsalia, 1627

To My Chosen Friend, the Learned Translator of Lucan, Thomas May Esq.

When, Rome, I read thee in thy mighty pair,

And see both climbing up the slippery stair

Of fortune's wheel, by Lucan driven about,

And the world in it, I begin to doubt:

At every line some pin thereof should slack

At least, if not the general engine crack.

But when again I view the parts so peised,

And those in number so, and measure raised,

As neither Pompey's popularity,

Caesar's ambition, Cato's liberty,

Calm Brutus' tenor start, but all along

Keep due proportion in the ample song,

It makes me, ravished with just wonder, cry

What muse, or rather god of harmony

Taught Lucan these true modes? Replies my sense:

What gods but those of arts and eloquence,

Phoebus and Hermes? They whose tongue or pen

Are still the interpreters 'twixt gods and men!

But who hath them interpreted, and brought

Lucan's whole frame unto us, and so wrought

As not the smallest joint or gentlest word

In the great mass or machine there is stirred?

The self-same genius! so the work will say:

The sun translated, or the son of May.

 

From The Battle of Agincourt, 1627

The Vision of Ben Jonson, on the Muses of His Friend M. Drayton

It hath been questioned, Michael, if I be

A friend at all; or, if at all, to thee:

Because who make the question have not seen

Those ambling visits pass in verse between

Thy muse and mine, as they expect. 'Tis true;

You have not writ to me, nor I to you;

And though I now begin, 'tis not to rub

Haunch against haunch, or raise a rhyming club

About the town; this reckoning I will pay

Without conferring symbols. This is my day.

It was no dream: I was awake, and saw!

Lend me thy voice, O fame, that I may draw

Wonder to truth, and have my vision hurled,

Hot from thy trumpet, round about the world!

I saw a beauty from the sea to rise

That all earth looked on: and that earth, all eyes!

It cast a beam as when the cheerful sun

Is fair got up, and day some hours begun,

And filled an orb as circular as heaven.

The orb was cut forth into regions seven,

And those so sweet and well-proportioned parts

As it had been the circle of the arts!

When, by thy bright Ideas standing by,

I found it pure and perfect poesy;

There read I straight thy learned Legends three,

Heard the soft airs between our swains and thee,

Which made me think the old Theocritus

Or rural Virgil come to pipe to us!

But then thy epistolar Heroic Songs,

Their loves, their quarrels, jealousies, and wrongs

Did all so strike me, as I cried, Who can

With us be called the Naso, but this man?

And looking up, I saw Minerva's fowl

Perched overhead, the wise Athenian Owl;

I thought thee then our Orpheus, that wouldst try

Like him, to make the air one volary;

And I had styled thee Orpheus: but before

My lips could form the voice, I heard that roar

And rouse, the marching of a mighty force,

Drums against drums, the neighing of the horse,

The fights, the cries; and, wondering at the jars,

I saw and read it was thy Barons' Wars!

Oh, how in those dost thou instruct these times

That rebels' actions are but valiant crimes;

And, carried, though with shout and noise, confess

A wild and an authorized wickedness!

Sayst thou so, Lucan? But thou scorn'st to stay

Under one title. Thou hast made thy way

And flight about the isle well-near by this

In thy admired periegesis.

Or universal circumduction

Of all that read thy Poly-Olbion.

That read it? That are ravished! Such was I

With every song, I swear, and so would die;

But that I hear again thy drum to beat

A better cause, and strike the bravest heat

That ever yet did fire the English blood:

Our right in France! (if rightly understood).

There, thou art Homer! Pray thee, use the style

Thou hast deserved, and let me read the while

Thy catalogue of ships, exceeding his;

Thy list of aids and force, for so it is

The poet's act; and for his country's sake

Brave are the musters that the muse will make.

And when he ships them where to use their arms,

How do his trumpets breathe! What loud alarms!

Look how we read the Spartans were inflamed

With bold Tyrtaeus' verse: when thou art named,

So shall our English youth urge on, and cry

An Agincourt! An Agincourt! Or die.

This book, it is a catechism to fight,

And will be bought of every lord or knight

That can but read; who cannot, may in prose

Get broken pieces, and fight well by those.

The Miseries of Margaret the Queen

Of tender eyes will more be wept, than seen;

I feel it by mine own, that overflow

And stop my sight in every line I go.

But then refreshed with thy Fairy Court,

I look on Cynthia, and Sirena's sport,

As on two flowery carpets that did rise

And with their grassy green restored mine eyes.

Yet give me leave to wonder at the birth

Of thy strange Mooncalf, both thy strain of mirth

And gossip-got acquaintance, as to us

Thou hadst brought Lapland, or old Cobalus,

Empusa, Lamia, or some monster more

Than Afric knew, or the full Grecian store!

I gratulate it to thee, and thy Ends,

To all thy virtuous and well-chosen friends;

Only my loss is that I am not there:

And till I worthy am to wish I were,

I call the world that envies me to see

If I can be a friend, and friend to thee.

 

Epitaph on Katherine, Lady Ogle

O Zeys kateide xronios eis tas dipteras.

'Tis a record in heaven. You, that were

Her children and grandchildren, read it here!

Transmit it to your nephews, friends, allies,

Tenants and servants, have they hearts and eyes

To view the truth and own it. Do but look

With pause upon it: make this page your book;

Your book? Your volume! Nay, the state and story,

Code, digests, pandects of all female glory!

 

Diphthera Jovis

She was the light (without reflex

Upon herself) to all her sex;

The best of women: her whole life

Was the example of a wife,

Or of a parent, or a friend!

All circles had their spring and end

In her, and what could perfect be

Or without angles, it was she.

All that was solid in the name

Of virtue, precious in the frame,

Or else magnetic in the force,

Or sweet or various in the course;

What was proportion, or could be

By warrant called just symmetry

In number, measure, or degree

Of weight or fashion, it was she.

 

Her soul possessed her flesh's state

In fair freehold, not an inmate;

And when the flesh here shut up day,

Fame's heat upon the grave did stay;

And hourly brooding o'er the same

Keeps warm the spice of her good name,

Until the dust returned be

Into a phoenix, which is she.

 

For this did Katherine, Lady Ogle, die

To gain the crown of immortality,

Eternity's great charter; which became

Her right, by gift and purchase of the Lamb:

Sealed and delivered to her in the sight

Of angels and all witnesses of light,

Both saints and martyrs, by her loved Lord.

And this a copy is of the record.

 

From Bosworth Field, 1629

On the Honoured Poems of His Honoured Friend, Sir John Beaumont, Baronet

This book will live: it hath a genius; this

Above his reader or his praiser is.

Hence, then, profane! Here needs no words' expense

In bulwarks, ravelins, ramparts, for defence,

Such as the creeping common pioneers use

When they do sweat to fortify a muse.

Though I confess a Beaumont's book to be

The bound and frontier of our poetry;

And doth deserve all muniments of praise

That art or engine on the strength can raise.

Yet who dares offer a redoubt to rear,

To cut a dyke, or stick a stake up here

Before this work, where envy hath not cast

A trench against it, nor a battery placed?

Stay till she make her vain approaches: then

If, maimed, she come off, 'tis not of men

This fort of so impregnable access,

But higher power, as spite could not make less

Nor flattery; but, secured by the author's name,

Defies what's cross to piety or good fame;

And like a hallowed temple free from taint

Of ethnicism, makes his muse a saint.

 

From French Court Airs, 1629

To My Worthy Friend, Master Edward Filmer, on His Work Published

What charming peals are these,

That, while they bind the senses, do so please?

They are the marriage-rites

Of two, the choicest pair of man's delights,

Music and poesy:

French air and English verse here wedded lie.

Who did this knot compose

Again hath brought the lily to the rose;

And, with their chained dance,

Re-celebrates the joyful match with France.

They are a school to win

The fair French daughter to learn English in;

And, graced with her song,

To make the language sweet upon her tongue.

 

An Expostulation with Inigo Jones

Master Surveyor, you that first began

From thirty pound in pipkins, to the man

You are: from them leaped forth an architect

Able to talk of Euclid, and correct

Both him and Archimede; damn Archytas,

The noblest engineer that ever was;

Control Ctesibius, overbearing us

With mistook names out of Vitruvius;

Drawn Aristotle on us: and thence shown

How much architectonike is your own!

(Whether the building of the stage or scene,

Or making of the properties it mean,

Vizors or antics, or it comprehend

Something your sirship doth not yet intend!)

By all your titles and whole style at once

Of Tire-man, Mountebank, and Justice Jones

I do salute you! Are you fitted yet?

Will any of these express your place or wit?

Or are you so ambitious 'bove your peers,

You would be an asinigo, by your ears?

Why, much good do't you! Be what beast you will,

You'll be, as Langley said, an Inigo still.

What makes your wretchedness to bray so loud

In town and court; are you grown rich and proud?

Your trappings will not change you: change your mind.

No velvet sheath you wear will alter kind;

A wooden dagger is a dagger of wood,

Though gold or ivory hafts would make it good.

What is the cause you pomp it so? (I ask)

And all men echo. You have made a masque.

I chime that too; And I have met with those

That do cry up the machine, and the shows,

The majesty of Juno in the clouds,

And peering-forth of Iris in the shrouds!

The ascent of Lady Fame, which none could spy,

Not those that sided her, Dame Poetry,

Dame History, Dame Architecture, too,

And Goody Sculpture, brought with much ado

To hold her up. O shows! Shows! Mighty shows!

The eloquence of masques! What need of prose,

Or verse, or sense, to express immortal you?

You are the spectacles of state! 'Tis true

Court hieroglyphics, and all arts afford

In the mere perspective of an inch-board.

You ask no more than certain politic eyes,

Eyes that can pierce into the mysteries

Of many colours, read them, and reveal

Mythology there painted on slit deal.

Oh, to make boards to speak! There is a task!

Painting and carpentry are the soul of masque.

Pack with your peddling poetry to the stage:

This is the money-get, mechanic age!

To plant the music where no ear can reach,

Attire the persons as no thought can teach

Sense what they are: which, by a specious, fine

Term of the architects, is called design!

But in the practised truth destruction is

Of any art beside what he calls his.

Whither, O whither will this tire-man grow?

His name is ekeyopoios we all know,

The maker of the properties, in sum,

The scene, the engine! But he now is come

To be the music-master, fabler, too;

He is, or would be, main Dominus Do-

All in the work! And so shall still, for Ben:

Be Inigo the whistle, and his men.

He's warm on his feet now, he says, and can

Swim without cork: why, thank the good Queen Anne.

I am too fat to envy him; he too lean

To be worth envy. Henceforth I do mean

To pity him, as smiling at his feat

Of lantern-lurry: with fuliginous heat

Whirling his whimsies, by a subtlety

Sucked from the veins of shop-philosophy.

What would he do now, giving his mind that way,

In presentation of some puppet-play

Should but the king his justice-hood employ

In setting-forth of such a solemn toy?

How would he firk, like Adam Overdo,

Up and about, dive into cellars, too,

Disguised, and thence drag forth enormity:

Discover vice, commit absurdity

Under the moral? Show he had a pate

Moulded, or stroked up, to survey a state?

O wise surveyor! Wiser architect!

But wisest Inigo! Who can reflect

On the new priming of thy old sign-posts,

Reviving with fresh colours the pale ghosts

Of thy dead standards; or (with miracle) see

Thy twice-conceived, thrice-paid-for imagery

And not fall down before it, and confess

Almighty architecture: who no less

A goddess is, than painted cloth, deal-boards,

Vermillion, lake, or cinnabar affords

Expression for; with that unbounded line

Aimed at in thy omnipotent design.

What poesy e'er was painted on a wall

That might compare with thee? What story shall,

Of all the Worthies, hope to outlast thy one,

So the materials be of Purbeck stone?

Live long the Feasting Room!

And ere thou burn

Again, thy architect to ashes turn!

Whom not ten fires nor a parliament can,

With all remonstrance, make an honest man.

 

To Inigo, Marquis Would-Be A Corollary

But 'cause thou hear'st the mighty king of Spain

Hath made his Inigo marquis, wouldst thou fain

Our Charles should make thee such? 'Twill not become

All kings to do the self-same deeds with some;

Besides, his man may merit it, and be

A noble honest soul: what's this to thee?

He may have skill and judgement to design

Cities and temples: thou, a cave for wine

Or ale! He build a palace: thou a shop

With sliding windows, and false lights a-top;

He draw a forum with quadrivial streets:

Thou paint a lane, where Thumb the pygmy meets!

He, some Colossus to bestride the seas

From the famed pillars of old Hercules:

Thy canvas giant at some channel aims,

Or Dowgate torrent, falling into Thames,

And, straddling, shows the boys' brown-paper fleet,

Yearly set out there, to sail down the street.

Your works thus differing, troth, let so your style:

Content thee to be Pancridge earl the while;

An earl of show, for all thy work is show.

But when thou turn'st a real Inigo,

Or canst of truth the least entrenchment pitch,

We'll have thee styled the Marquis of New Ditch.

 

To a Friend An Epigram of Him

Sir Inigo doth fear it, as I hear,

And labours to seem worthy of that fear,

That I should write upon him some sharp verse

Able to eat into his bones, and pierce

The marrow. Wretch, I quit thee of thy pain:

Thou'rt too ambitious, and dost fear in vain!

The Libyan lion hunts no butterflies,

He makes the camel and dull ass his prize.

If thou be so desirous to be read

Seek out some hungry painter, that for bread

With rotten chalk or coal upon a wall

Will well design thee, to be viewed of all

That sit upon the common draught or strand:

Thy forehead is too narrow for my brand.

 

To My Detractor

My verses were commended, thou dar'st say,

And they were very good: yet thou think'st nay.

For thou objectest (as thou hast been told)

The envied return of forty pound in gold.

Fool, do not rate my rhymes: I've found thy vice

Is to make cheap the lord, the lines, the price.

But bawl thou on; I pity thee, poor cur,

That thou hast lost thy noise, thy foam, thy stir,

To be known what thou art, a blatant beast,

By barking against me. Thou look'st at least

I now would write on thee? No, wretch, thy name

Shall not work out unto it such a fame.

Thou art not worth it. Who will care to know

If such a tyke as thou e'er wert or no,

A mongrel cur? Thou shouldst stink forth and die

Nameless and noisome as thy infamy.

No man will tarry by thee as he goes

To ask thy name, if he have half his nose,

But fly thee, like the pest! Walk not the street

Out in the dog-days, lest the killer meet

Thy noddle, with his club; and, dashing forth

Thy dirty brains, men smell thy want of worth.

 

From The Northern Lass, 1632

To My Old Faithful Servant, and, By His Continued Virtue, My Loving Friend, the Author of This Work, Mr. Richard Brome

I had you for a servant once, Dick Brome,

And you performed a servant's faithful parts;

Now you are got into a nearer room

Of fellowship, professing my old arts.

And you do do them well, with good applause,

Which you have justly gained from the stage

By observation of those comic laws

Which I, your master, first did teach the age.

You learned it well, and for it, served your time

A 'prenticeship, which few do nowadays.

Now each court hobby-horse will wince in rhyme;

Both learned and unlearned, all write plays.

It was not so of old: men took up trades

That knew the crafts they had been bred in, right:

An honest Bilbo smith would make good blades,

And the physician teach men spew or shite;

The cobbler kept him to his awl; but now

He'll be a pilot, scarce can guide a plough.

 

An Answer to Alexander Gill

Shall the prosperity of a pardon still

Secure thy railing rhymes, infamous Gill,

At libelling? Shall no Star Chamber peers,

Pillory, nor whip, nor want of ears

(All which thou hast incurred deservedly)

Nor degradation from the ministry

To be the Denis of thy father's school,

Keep in thy barking wit, thou bawling fool?

Thinking to stir me, thou hast lost thy end:

I'll laugh at thee, poor wretched tyke; go send

Thy blatant muse abroad, and teach it rather

A tune to drown the ballads of thy father;

For thou hast nought in thee to cure his fame,

But tune and noise, the echo of thy shame.

A rogue by statute, censured to be whipped,

Cropped, branded, slit, neck-stocked: go, you are stripped!

 

From Meditation of Man's Mortality, 1634

To Mrs. Alice Sutcliffe, on Her Divine Meditations

When I had read

Your holy Meditations,

And in them viewed

The uncertainty of life,

The motives and true spurs

To all good nations;

The peace of conscience

And the godly's strife,

The danger of delaying

To repent,

And the deceit of pleasures

By consent;

The comfort of weak Christians,

With their warning

From fearful back-slides;

And the debt we're in

To follow goodness

By our own discerning

Our great reward,

The eternal crown to win:

I said, Who'd supped so deep

Of this sweet chalice

Must Celia be:

The anagram of Alice.

 

From The Female Glory, 1635

The Garland of the Blessed Virgin Marie

Here are five letters in this blessed name,

Which, changed, a five-fold mystery design:

The M, the myrtle, A, the almonds claim,

R, rose, I, ivy, E, sweet eglantine.

 

These form thy garland. Whereof myrtle green,

The gladdest ground to all the numbered five,

Is so implexed and laid in between

As love here studied to keep grace alive.

 

The second string is the sweet almond bloom

Ymounted high upon Selinus' crest;

As it alone, and only it, had room

To knit thy crown, and glorify the rest.

 

The third is from the garden culled, the rose,

The eye of flowers, worthy for his scent

To top the fairest lily now that grows

With wonder on the thorny regiment.

 

The fourth is humble ivy, intersert,

But lowly laid, as on the earth asleep,

Preserved in her antique bed of vert:

No faith's more firm or flat than where 't doth creep.

 

But that which sums all is the eglantine,

Which of the field is clept the sweetest briar,

Inflamed with ardor to that mystic shine

In Moses' bush, unwasted in the fire.

 

Thus love and hope and burning charity

(Divinest graces) are so intermixed

With odorous sweets and soft humility,

As if they adored the head whereon they're fixed.

 

The Reverse: on the Back Side

These mysteries do point to three more great

On the reverse of this your circling crown,

All pouring their full shower of graces down,

The glorious Trinity in Union met.

 

Daughter and mother and the spouse of God,

Alike of kin to that most blessed Trine

Of persons, yet in Union one, divine;

How are thy gifts and graces blazed abroad!

 

Most holy and pure virgin, blessed maid,

Sweet tree of life, King David's strength and tower,

The house of gold, the gate of heaven's power,

The morning-star, whose light our fall hath stayed.

 

Great queen of queens, most mild, most meek, most wise,

Most venerable, cause of all our joy;

Whose cheerful look our sadness doth destroy,

And art the spotless mirror to man's eyes.

 

The seat of sapience, the most lovely mother,

And most to be admired of thy sex,

Who mad'st us happy all, in thy reflex,

By bringing forth God's only Son, no other.

 

Thou throne of glory, beauteous as the moon,

The rosy morning, or the rising sun,

Who, like a giant, hastes his course to run,

Till he has reached his two-fold point of noon.

 

How are thy gifts and graces blazed abroad,

Through all the lines of this circumference

To imprint in all purged hearts this virgin sense,

Of being daughter, mother, spouse of God!

 

From The Shepherds' Holiday, 1635

To My Dear Son and Right-Learned Friend, Master Joseph Rutter

You look, my Joseph, I should something say

Unto the world in praise of your first play;

And truly, so I would, could I be heard.

You know I never was of truth afeared

And less ashamed; not when I told the crowd

How well I loved truth: I was scarce allowed

By those deep-grounded, understanding men

That sit to censure plays, yet know not when

Or why to like; they found it all was new,

And newer than could please them, because true.

Such men I met withal, and so have you.

Now for mine own part, and it is but due

(You have deserved it from me), I have read

And weighed your play: untwisted every thread,

And know the woof and warp thereof; can tell

Where it runs round and even; where so well,

So soft and smooth it handles, the whole piece,

As it were spun by nature off the fleece:

This is my censure. Now there is a new

Office of wit, a mint (and this is true)

Cried up of late; whereto there must be first

A master-worker called, the old standard burst

Of wit, and a new made: a warden, then,

And a comptroller, two most rigid men

For order, and for governing the pyx;

A say-master, hath studied all the tricks

Of fineness and alloy: follow his hint,

You've all the mysteries of wit's new mint,

The valuations, mixtures, and the same

Concluded from a carat to a dram.

 

From Annalia Dubrensia, 1635

An Epigram to My Jovial Good Friend Mr. Robert Dover, on His Great Instauration of His Hunting and Dancing at Cotswold

I cannot bring my muse to drop her vies

'Twixt Cotswold and the Olympic exercise;

But I can tell thee, Dover, how thy games

Renew the glories of our blessed James:

How they do keep alive his memory

With the glad country, and posterity;

How they advance true love, and neighbourhood,

And do both church and commonwealth the good,

In spite of hypocrites, who are the worst

Of subjects: let such envy, till they burst.

 

A Song of Welcome to King Charles

Fresh as the day, and new as are the hours,

Our first of fruits, that is the prime of flowers

Bred by your breath on this low bank of ours,

Now in a garland by the graces knit,

Upon this obelisk advanced for it,

We offer as a circle the most fit

To crown the years which you begin, great king,

And you with them, as father of our spring.

 

A Song of the Moon

To the wonders of the Peak

I am come to add and speak,

Or, as some would say, to break

My mind unto you:

And I swear by all the light

At my back, I am no sprite,

But a very merry wight

Pressed in to see you.

 

I had somewhat else to say,

But have lost it by the way,

I shall think on't ere 't be day.

The moon commends her

To the merry beards in hall,

Those turned up, and those that fall,

Morts and merkins that wag all,

Tough, foul, or tender.

 

And as either news or mirth

Rise or fall upon the earth,

She desires of every birth

Some taste to send her.

Specially the news of Derby:

For if there or peace or war be,

To the Peak it is so hard by,

She soon will hear it.

 

If there be a cuckold major

That the wife heads for a wager

As the standard shall engage her,

The moon will bear it.

Though she change as oft as she,

And of circle be as free,

Or her quarters lighter be,

Yet do not fear it.

 

Or if any strife betide

For the breeches with the bride,

'Tis but the next neighbour ride

And she is pleased.

Or if 't be the gossips' hap

Each to pawn her husband's cap

At Pem Waker's good ale-tap,

Her mind is eased.

 

Or by chance if in their grease,

Or their ale, they break the peace,

Forfeiting their drinking lease:

She will not seize it.

 

To Mr. Ben Jonson in His Journey by Mr. Craven

When wit and learning are so hardly set

That from their needful means they must be barred,

Unless by going hard they maintenance get,

Well may Ben Jonson say the world goes hard.

 

This Was Mr. Ben Jonson's Answer Of The Sudden

Ill may Ben Jonson slander so his feet,

For when the profit with the pain doth meet,

Although the gate were hard, the gain is sweet.

 

A Grace by Ben Jonson

Extempore before King James

Our king and queen the Lord God bless,

The Palsgrave and the Lady Bess,

And God bless every living thing

That lives and breathes and loves the king.

God bless the Council of Estate,

And Buckingham the fortunate;

God bless them all, and keep them safe:

And God bless me, and God bless Ralph.

 

Another Version

A Form of a Grace

The king, the queen, the prince, God bless,

The Palsgrave and the Lady Bess;

God bless the Council and the State,

And Buckingham the fortunate;

God bless every living thing

That the king loves, and loves the king.

God bless us all, Bedford keep safe:

God bless me, and God bless Ralph.

 

Ode

If men and times were now

Of that true face

As when they both were great, and both knew how

That fortune to embrace

By cherishing the spirits that gave their greatness grace:

I then could raise my notes

Loud to the wondering throng

And better blazon them than all their coats,

That were the happy subject of my song.

 

But clownish pride hath got

So much the start

Of civil virtue, that he now is not

Nor can be of desert

That hath not country impudence enough to laugh at art:

Whilst like a blaze of straw

He dies with an ill scent

To every sense, and scorn to those that saw

How soon with a self-tickling he was spent.

 

Break then thy quills, blot out

Thy long-watched verse,

And rather to the fire than to the rout

Thy laboured tunes rehearse,

Whose air will sooner hell, than their dull senses, pierce:

Thou that dost spend thy days

To get thee a lean face

And come forth worthy ivy or the bays,

And, in this age, canst hope no other grace.

 

Yet since the bright and wise

Minerva deigns

Upon so humbled earth to cast her eyes,

We'll rip our richest veins

And once more strike the ear of time with those fresh strains

As shall, besides delight

And cunning of their ground,

Give cause to some of wonder, some despite,

But unto more, despair to imitate their sound.

 

Throw, holy virgin, then

Thy crystal shield

About this isle, and charm the round, as when

Thou mad'st in open field

The rebel giants stoop, and gorgon envy yield;

Cause reverence, if not fear,

Throughout their general breasts,

And, by their taking, let it once appear

Who worthy win, who not, to be wise Pallas' guests.

 

An Epistle to a Friend

»Censure not sharply then, but me advise,

Before I write more verse, to be more wise.«

 

So ended your epistle; mine begins:

He that so censureth or adviseth, sins;

The empty carper scorn, not credit, wins.

 

I have, with strict advantage of free time,

O'er-read, examined, tried, and proved your rhyme

As clear and distant as yourself from crime;

 

And though your virtue, as becomes it, still

Deigns mine the power to find, yet want I will

Or malice to make faults, which now is skill.

 

Little know they that profess amity,

And seek to scant her comely liberty,

How much they lame her in her property;

 

And less they know, that being free to use

That friendship which no chance, but love, did choose,

Will unto licence that free leave abuse.

 

It is an act of tyranny, not love,

In course of friendship wholly to reprove,

And flattery, with friends' humours still to move.

 

From each of which I labour to be free;

Yet if with either's vice I tainted be,

Forgive it as my frailty, and not me.

 

For no man lives so out of passion's sway

But sometimes shall be tempted to obey

Her fury, though no friendship he betray.

 

A Speech out of Lucan

Just and fit actions, Ptolemy (he saith),

Make many hurt themselves; a praised faith

Is her own scourge, when it sustains their states

Whom fortune hath depressed. Come near the fates

And the immortal gods: love only those

Whom thou seest happy; wretches flee as foes.

Look how the stars from earth or seas from flames

Are distant: so is profit from just aims.

The main command of sceptres soon doth perish

If it begin religious thoughts to cherish;

Whole armies fall, swayed by those nice respects.

It is a licence to do ill protects

Even states most hated, when no laws resist

The sword, but that it acteth what it list.

Yet 'ware: thou mayst do all things cruelly;

Not safe, but when thou dost them thoroughly;

He that will honest be may quit the court:

Virtue and sovereignty, they not consort.

That prince that shames a tyrant's name to bear,

Shall never dare do anything but fear.
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