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I



Walter Rawely of the middle Temple, in commendation of the Steele Glasse

Swete were the sauce would please ech kind of tast;

The life likewise were pure that neuer swerued;

For spyteful tongs in cankred stomackes plaste,

Deeme worst of things which best (percase) deserued:

But what for that? this medcine may suffyse,

To scorne the rest, and seke to please the wise.

 

Though sundry mindes in sundry sorte do deeme,

Yet worthiest wights yelde prayse for euery payne;

But enuious braynes do nought (or light) esteme,

Such stately steppes as they cannot attaine.

For whoso reapes renowne aboue the rest,

With heapes of hate shal surely be opprest.

 

Wherefore to write my censure of this booke;

This Glasse of Steele vnpartially doth shewe,

Abuses all, to such as in it looke,

From prince to poore, from high estate to lowe,

As for the verse, who list like trade to trye,

I feare me much, shal hardly reache so high.

 

II



Sweete ar the thovghtes, wher

Hope persvadeth Happe

Sweete ar the thoughtes, wher Hope persuadeth Happe,

Great ar the Joyes, wher Harte obtaynes requeste,

Dainty the lyfe, nurst still in Fortunes lappe

Much is the ease, wher troubled mindes finde reste.

These ar the fruictes, that valure doth advaunce

And cuts off Dread, by Hope of happy chaunce.

 

Thus Hope bringes Hap; but to the worthy wight,

Thus Pleasure comes; but after hard assay,

Thus Fortune yelds, in manger oft for spight,

Thus happy state is none without delay.

Then must I needes advaunce my self by Skyll,

And lyve to serve, in hope of your goodwyll.

 

III



A Poem pvt into my Lady Laiton's pocket by Sir W. Rawleigh

Lady farwell whom I in Sylence serve

Wold god thou knewste the depth of my desire,

Then might I hope, thoughe nought I can deserve,

Som drop of grace wold quench my scorchyng fyre.

But as to Love vnknowne I have decreed,

So spare to speake doth often spare to speed.

 

Yett better twere that I in woe should waste

Then sue for Grace and Pyty in Despighte,

And though I see in thee such pleasure plaste

That feedes my Joy and breedes my cheef delyghte,

Wythall I see a chast Consentt Dysdayne

Theyr Suytes, whych seke to wyn thy wyll ageane.

 

Then farewell Hope and Hellpe to each mans Harme

The wynde of woe hath torne my Tree of Truste,

Care Quenchde the Coales, whych did my Fancy warme,

And all my Hellp Lyes buryed in the Duste.

But yett amonges those Cares, which Crosse my Rest,

Thys Comfort Growes, I thynke I Love thee Beste.

 

IV



An Epitaph vpon the right Honorable sir Philip Sidney knight:

Lord governor of Flvshing (Died 1586)

To praise thy life, or waile thy woorthie death,

And want thy wit, thy wit high, pure, diuine,

Is far beyond the powre of mortall line,

Nor any one hath worth that draweth breath.

 

Yet rich in zeale, though poore in learnings lore,

And friendly care obscurde in secret brest,

And loue that enuie in thy life supprest,

Thy deere life done, and death hath doubled more.

 

And I, that in thy time and liuing state,

Did onely praise thy vertues in my thought,

As one that seeld the rising sunne hath sought,

With words and teares now waile thy timelesse fate.

 

Drawne was thy race, aright from princely line,

Nor lesse than such, (by gifts that nature gaue,

The common mother that all creatures haue,)

Doth vertue shew, and princely linage shine.

 

A king gaue thee thy name, a kingly minde,

That God thee gaue, who found it now too deere

For this base world, and hath resumde it neere,

To sit in skies, and sort with powres diuine.

 

Kent thy birth daies, and Oxford held thy youth,

The heauens made haste, and staide nor yeeres, nor time,

The fruits of age grew ripe in thy first prime,

Thy will, thy words; thy words, the seales of truth.

 

Great gifts and wisedome rare imploide thee thence,

To treat from kings, with those more great than kings,

Such hope men had to lay the highest things,

On thy wise youth, to be transported hence.

 

Whence to sharpe wars sweete honor did thee call,

Thy countries loue, religion, and thy friends:

Of woorthy men, the marks, the liues and ends,

And her defence, for whom we labor all.

 

There didst thou vanquish shame and tedious age,

Griefe, sorow, sicknes, and base fortunes might:

Thy rising day, saw neuer wofull night,

But past with praise, from off this worldly stage.

 

Backe to the campe, by thee that day was brought,

First thine owne death, and after thy long fame;

Teares to the soldiers, the proud Castilians shame;

Vertue exprest, and honor truly taught.

 

What hath he lost, that such great grace hath woon,

Yoong yeeres, for endles yeeres, and hope vnsure,

Of fortunes gifts, for wealth that still shall dure,

Oh happie race with so great praises run.

 

England doth hold thy lims that bred the same,

Flaunders thy valure where it last was tried,

The Campe thy sorow where thy bodie died,

Thy friends, thy want; the world, thy vertues fame.

 

Nations thy wit, our mindes lay vp thy loue,

Letters thy learning, thy losse, yeeres long to come,

In worthy harts sorow hath made thy tombe,

Thy soule and spright enrich the heauens aboue.

 

Thy liberall hart imbalmd in gratefull teares.

Yoong sighes, sweete sighes, sage sighes, bewaile thy fall,

Enuie hir sting, and spite hath left hir gall,

Malice hir selfe, a mourning garment weares.

 

That day their Haniball died, our Scipio fell,

Scipio, Cicero, and Petrarch of our time,

Whose vertues wounded by my woorthles rime,

Let Angels speake, and heauens thy praises tell.

 

V



A Farewell to false Love

Farewell false loue, the oracle of lies,

A mortal foe and enimie to rest:

An enuious boye, from whome all cares arise,

A bastard vile, a beast with rage possest:

A way of error, a temple ful of treason,

In all effects, contrarie vnto reason.

 

A poysoned serpent couered all with flowers,

Mother of sighes, and murtherer of repose,

A sea of sorows from whence are drawen such showers,

As moysture lend to euerie griefe that growes,

A schole of guile, a net of deepe deceit,

A guilded hooke, that holds a poysoned bayte.

 

A fortresse foyld, which reason did defend,

A Syren song, a feauer of the minde,

A maze wherein affection finds no ende,

A ranging cloude that runnes before the winde,

A substance like the shadow of the Sunne,

A goale of griefe for which the wisest runne.

 

A quenchlesse fire, a nurse of trembling feare,

A path that leads to perill and mishap,

A true retreat of sorrow and dispayre,

An idle boy that sleepes in pleasures lap,

A deepe mistrust of that which certaine seemes,

A hope of that which reason doubtfull deemes.

 

Syth then thy traynes my yonger yeers betrayd

And for my fayth ingratitude I fynde.

And sythe repentaunce hathe my wrongs bewrayde

Whose course was euer contrarye to kynde.

False Loue; Desyre; and Bewty frayll adewe

Dead is the roote whence all these fancyes grewe.

 

VI



Anaphora, or the Figvre of Report

In vayne mine eyes in vaine you wast your teares,

In vayne my sighs the smokes of my despaires:

In vayne you search th' earth and heauens aboue,

In vayne ye seeke, for fortune keeps my loue.

 

VII



Epizevxis, the Vnderlay, or Coocko-Spell

With wisdomes eyes had but blind fortune seene,

Than had my looue, my looue for euer beene.

 

VIII



Ploche, or The Dovbler

Yet when I sawe my selfe to you was true,

I loued my selfe, bycause my selfe loued you.

 

IX



The Excvse

Calling to minde mine eie long went about,

T' entice my hart to seeke to leaue my brest,

All in a rage I thought to pull it out,

By whose deuice I liu'd in such vnrest,

What could it say to purchase so my grace?

Forsooth that it had seene my Mistres face.

 

Another time I likewise call to minde,

My hart was he that all my woe had wrought,

For he my brest the fort of Loue resignde,

When of such warrs my fancie neuer thought,

What could it say, when I would him haue slaine?

But he was yours, and had forgone me cleane.

 

At length when I perceiu'd both eie and hart,

Excusde themselues, as guiltles of mine ill,

I found my selfe was cause of all my smart,

And tolde my selfe, my selfe now slay I will:

But when I found my selfe to you was true,

I lou'd my selfe, bicause my selfe lou'd you.

 

X



Praisd be Dianas faire and harmles light

Praisd be Dianas faire and harmles light,

Praisd be the dewes, wherwith she moists the ground;

Praisd be hir beames, the glorie of the night,

Praisd be hir powre, by which all powres abound.

 

Praisd be hir Nimphs, with whom she decks the woods,

Praisd be hir knights, in whom true honor liues,

Praisd be that force, by which she moues the floods,

Let that Diana shine, which all these giues.

 

In heauen Queene she is among the spheares,

In ay she Mistres like makes all things pure,

Eternitie in hir oft chaunge she beares,

She beautie is, by hir the faire endure.

 

Time weares hir not, she doth his chariot guide,

Mortalitie belowe hir orbe is plaste,

By hir the vertue of the starrs downe slide,

In hir is vertues perfect image cast.

 

A knowledge pure it is hir worth to kno,

With Circes let them dwell that thinke not so.

 

XI



Like to a Hermite poore

Like to a Hermite poore in place obscure,

I meane to spend my daies of endles doubt,

To waile such woes as time cannot recure,

Where none but Loue shall euer finde me out.

 

My foode shall be of care and sorow made,

My drink nought else but teares falne from mine eies,

And for my light in such obscured shade,

The flames shall serue, which from my hart arise.

 

A gowne of graie, my bodie shall attire,

My staffe of broken hope whereon Ile staie,

Of late repentance linckt with long desire,

The couch is fram'de whereon my limbs Ile lay,

 

And at my gate dispaire shall linger still,

To let in death when Loue and Fortune will.

 

XII



Farewell to the Covrt

Like truthles dreames, so are my ioyes expired,

And past returne, are all my dandled daies:

My loue misled, and fancie quite retired,

Of all which past, the sorow onely staies.

 

My lost delights now cleane from sight of land,

Haue left me all alone in vnknowne waies:

My minde to woe, my life in fortunes hand,

Of all which past, the sorow onely staies.

 

As in a countrey strange without companion,

I onely waile the wrong of deaths delaies,

Whose sweete spring spent, whose sommer well nie don,

Of all which past, the sorow onely staies.

 

Whom care forewarnes, ere age and winter colde,

To haste me hence, to find my fortunes folde.

XIII



A Vision vpon this conceipt of the Faery Qveene

 

Methought I saw the graue, where Laura lay,

Within that Temple, where the vestall flame

Was wont to burne, and passing by that way,

To see that buried dust of liuing fame,

Whose tumbe faire loue, and fairer vertue kept,

All suddeinly I saw the Faery Queene:

At whose approch the soule of Petrarke wept,

And from thenceforth those graces were not seene.

For they this Queene attended, in whose steed

Obliuion laid him downe on Lauras herse:

Hereat the hardest stones were seene to bleed,

And grones of buried ghostes the heuens did perse.

Where Homers spright did tremble all for griefe,

And curst th' accesse of that celestial theife.

 

XIV



Another of the same

The prayse of meaner wits this worke like profit brings,

As doth the Cuckoes song delight when Philumena sings.

If thou hast formed right true vertues face herein:

Vertue her selfe can best discerne, to whom they writen bin.

If thou hast beauty praysd, let her sole lookes diuine

Iudge if ought therein be amis, and mend it by her eine.

If Chastitie want ought, or Temperaunce her dew,

Behold her Princely mind aright, and write thy Queene anew.

Meane while she shall perceiue, how far her vertues sore

Aboue the reach of all that liue, or such as wrote of yore:

And thereby will excuse and fauour thy good will:

Whose vertue can not be exprest, but by an Angels quill.

Of me no lines are lou'd, nor letters are of price,

Of all which speak our English tongue, but those of thy deuice.

 

XV



The Advice

Many desire, but few or none deserve

To win the Fort of thy most constant will:

Therefore take heed, let fancy never swerve

But unto him that will defend thee still.

For this be sure, the fort of fame once won,

Farewell the rest, thy happy dayes are done.

 

Many desire, but few or none deserve

To pluck the flowers and let the leaves to fall;

Therefore take heed, let fancy never swerve,

But unto him that will take leaves and all.

For this be sure, the flower once pluckt away,

Farewell the rest, thy happy days decay.

 

Many desire, but few or none deserve

To cut the corn, not subject to the sickle.

Therefore take heed, let fancy never swerve,

But constant stand, for Mowers mindes are fickle.

For this be sure, the crop being once obtain'd

Farewell the rest, the soil will be disdain'd.

 

Christopher Marlow



The passionate Sheepheard to his love

 

Come liue with mee, and be my loue,

And we will all the pleasures proue,

That Vallies, groues, hills and fieldes,

Woods, or steepie mountaine yeeles.

 

And wee will sit vpon the Rocks,

Seeing the Sheepheards feede theyr flocks,

By shallow Riuers, to whose falls,

Melodious byrds sings Madrigalls.

 

And I will make thee beds of Roses,

And a thousand fragrant poesies,

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle,

Imbroydred all with leaues of Mirtle.

 

A gowne made of the finest wooll,

Which from our pretty Lambes we pull,

Fayre lined slippers for the cold:

With buckles of the purest gold.

 

A belt of straw, and Iuie buds,

With Corall clasps and Amber studs,

And if these pleasures may thee moue,

Come liue with mee, and be my loue.

 

The Sheepheards Swaines shall daunce and sing,

For thy delight each May-morning,

If these delights thy minde may moue;

Then liue with mee, and be my loue.

 

XVI



The Nimphs reply to the Sheepheard

If all the world and loue were young,

And truth in euery Sheepheards tongue,

These pretty pleasures might me moue,

To liue with thee, and be thy loue.

 

Time driues the flocks from field to fold,

When Riuers rage, and Rocks grow cold,

And Philomell becommeth dombe,

The rest complaines of cares to come.

 

The flowers doe fade, and wanton fieldes,

To wayward winter reckoning yeeldes,

A honny tongue, a hart of gall,

Is fancies spring, but sorrowes fall.

 

Thy gownes, thy shooes, thy beds of Roses,

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poesies,

Soone breake, soone wither, soone forgotten:

In follie ripe, in reason rotten.

 

Thy belt of straw and Iuie buddes,

Thy Corall claspes and Amber studdes,

All these in mee no meanes can moue,

To come to thee, and be thy loue.

 

But could youth last, and loue still breede,

Had ioyes no date, nor age no neede,

Then these delights my minde might moue,

To liue with thee, and be thy loue.

 

XVII



A Poesie to prove affection is not love

Conceipt begotten by the eyes,

Is quickly borne, and quickly dies:

For while it seekes our harts to haue,

Meane while there Reason makes his graue:

For many things the eyes approue,

Which yet the hart doth seldome loue.

 

For as the seedes in spring time sowne,

Die in the ground ere they be growne,

Such is conceipt, whose rooting failes,

As childe that in the cradle quailes,

Or else within the Mothers wombe,

Hath his beginning, and his tombe.

 

Affection followes Fortunes wheeles;

And soone is shaken from her heeles;

For following beautie or estate,

Hir liking still is turn'd to hate.

For all affections haue their change,

And fancie onely loues to range.

 

Desire himselfe runnes out of breath,

And getting, doth but gaine his death:

Desire, nor reason hath, nor rest,

And blinde doth sildome chuse the best,

Desire attain'd is not desire,

But as the sinders of the fire.

 

As shippes in ports desir'd are drownd,

As fruit once ripe, then falles to ground,

As flies that seeke for flames, are brought

To cinders by the flames they sought:

So fond Desire when it attaines,

The life expires, the woe remaines.

 

And yet some Poets faine would proue,

Affection to be perfit loue,

And that Desire is of that kinde,

No lesse a passion of the minde.

As if wilde beasts and men did seeke,

To like, to loue, to chuse alike.

 

XVIII



Sir Walter Ralegh to the Qveen

Our Passions are most like to Floods and streames;

The shallow Murmure; but the Deep are Dumb.

So when Affections yeeld Discourse, it seems

The bottom is but shallow whence they come.

They that are Rich in Words must needs discouer

That they are Poore in that which makes a Louer.

 

Wrong not, deare Empresse of my Heart,

The Meritt of true Passion,

With thinking that Hee feels no Smart,

That sues for no Compassion:

Since, if my Plaints serue not to proue

The Conquest of your Beauty,

It comes not from Defect of Loue,

But from Excesse of duety.

 

For knowing that I sue to serue

A Saint of such Perfection,

As all desire, but none deserue,

A place in her Affection:

I rather chuse to want Reliefe

Then venture the Reuealing;

When Glory recommends the Griefe,

Despaire distrusts the Healing.

 

Thus those desires that aime too high,

For any mortall Louer,

When Reason cannot make them dye,

Discretion will them Couer.

Yet when discretion dothe bereaue

The Plaints that they should vtter,

Then your discretion may perceiue,

That Silence is a Suitor.

 

Silence in Loue bewraies more Woe,

Then Words, though ne'r so Witty,

A Beggar that is dumb, yee know,

Deserueth double Pitty.

Then misconceiue not (dearest Heart)

 

My true, though secret Passion,

Hee smarteth most that hides his smart,

And sues for no Compassion.

 

XIX



To his Love when hee had obtained Her

Now Serena bee not coy;

Since wee freely may enjoy

Sweete imbraces: such delights,

As will shorten tedious nightes.

Thinke that beauty will not stay

With you allwaies; but away;

And that tyrannizing face

That now holdes such perfect grace,

Will both chaing'd and ruined bee;

So fraile is all thinges as wee see,

So subject vnto conquering Time.

Then gather Flowers in theire prime,

Let them not fall and perish so;

Nature her bountyes did bestow

On vs that wee might vse them: And

Tis coldnesse not to vnderstand

What shee and Youth and Forme perswade

With Oppertunety, that's made

As we could wish itt. Lett's then meete

Often with amorous lippes, and greet

Each other till our wantonne Kisses

In number passe the dayes Ulisses

Consum'd in trauaile, and the starrs

That looke vpon our peacefull warrs

With envious lustere. If this store

Will not suffice, wee'le number o're

The same againe, vntill wee finde,

No number left to call to minde

And shew our plenty. They are poore

That can count all they haue and more.

 

XX



A Poem of Sir Walter Rawleighs

Nature that washt her hands in milke

And had forgott to dry them,

In stead of earth tooke snow and silke

At Loues request to trye them,

If she a mistresse could compose

To please Loues fancy out of those.

 

Her eyes he would should be of light,

A Violett breath, and Lipps of Jelly,

Her haire not blacke, nor ouer bright,

And of the softest downe her Belly,

As for her inside hee'ld haue it

Only of wantonnesse and witt.

 

At Loues entreaty, such a one

Nature made, but with her beauty

She hath framed a heart of stone,

So as Loue by ill destinie

Must dye for her whom nature gaue him

Because her darling would not saue him.

 

But Time which nature doth despise,

And rudely giues her loue the lye,

Makes hope a foole, and sorrow wise,

His hands doth neither wash, nor dry,

But being made of steele and rust,

Turnes snow, and silke, and milke to dust.

 

The Light, the Belly, lipps and breath,

He dimms, discolours, and destroyes,

With those he feedes, but fills not death,

Which sometimes were the foode of Joyes;

Yea Time doth dull each liuely witt,

And dryes all wantonnes with it.

 

Oh cruell Time which takes in trust

Our youth, our Joyes and all we haue,

And payes us but with age and dust,

Who in the darke and silent graue

When we haue wandred all our wayes

Shutts up the story of our dayes.

 

XXI



As yov came from the holy land

As you came from the holy land

Of Walsinghame

Mett you not with my true loue

By the way as you came?

 

How shall I know your trew loue

That haue mett many one

As I went to the holy lande

That haue come, that haue gone?

 

She is neyther whyte nor browne

Butt as the heauens fayre

There is none hathe a forme so diuine

In the earth or the ayre.

 

Such an one did I meet, good Sir,

Suche an Angelyke face,

Who lyke a queene, lyke a nymph, did appere

By her gate, by her grace.

 

She hath lefte me here all alone,

All allone as vnknowne,

Who somtymes did me lead with her selfe,

And me loude as her owne.

 

Whats the cause that she leaues you alone

And a new waye doth take;

Who loued you once as her owne

And her ioye did you make?

 

I haue loude her all my youth,

Butt now ould, as you see,

Loue lykes not the fallyng frute

From the wythered tree.

 

Know that loue is a careless chylld

And forgets promyse paste,

He is blynd, he is deaff when he lyste

And in faythe neuer faste.

 

His desyre is a dureless contente

And a trustless ioye

He is wonn with a world of despayre

And is lost with a toye.

 

Of women kynde suche indeed is the loue

Or the word Loue abused

Vnder which many chyldysh desyres

And conceytes are excusde.

 

Butt true Loue is a durable fyre

In the mynde euer burnynge;

Neuer sycke, neuer ould, neuer dead,

From itt selfe neuer turnynge.

 

XXII



If Synthia be a Qveene, a princes, and svpreame

If Synthia be a Queene, a princes, and supreame,

Keipe thes amonge the rest, or say it was a dreame;

For thos that like, expound, and those that louth, express,

Meanings accordinge as their minds, ar moved more or less;

For writinge what thow art, or shewinge what thow weare;

Adds to the one dysdayne, to th' other butt dyspaire;

Thy minde of neather needs, in both seinge it exceeds.

 

XXIII



My boddy in the walls captived

My boddy in the walls captived

Feels not the wounds of spightfull envy,

Butt my thralde mind, of liberty deprived,

Fast fettered in her auntient memory,

Douth nought beholde butt sorrowes diinge face;

Such prison earst was so delightfull

As it desirde no other dwellinge place,

Butt tymes effects, and destinies dispightfull

Haue changed both my keeper and my fare,

Loves fire, and bewties light I then had store,

Butt now close keipt, as captives wounted are,

That food, that heat, that light I finde no more,

Dyspaire bolts vp my dores, and I alone

Speake to dead walls, butt thos heare not my mone.

 

XXIV



The 11th: and last booke of the Ocean to Scinthia

Sufficeth it to yow my ioyes interred,

In simpell wordes that I my woes cumplayne,

Yow that then died when first my fancy erred,

Ioyes vnder dust that never live agayne.

 

If to the liuinge weare my muse adressed,

Or did my minde her own spirrit still inhold,

Weare not my livinge passion so repressed,

As to the dead, the dead did thes vnfold,

 

Sume sweeter wordes, sume more becumming vers,

Should wittness my myshapp in hygher kynd,

But my loues wounds, my fancy in the hearse,

The Idea but restinge, of a wasted minde,

 

The blossumes fallen, the sapp gon from the tree,

The broken monuments of my great desires,

From thes so lost what may th' affections bee,

What heat in Cynders of extinguisht fiers?

 

Lost in the mudd of thos hygh flowinge streames

Which through more fayrer feilds ther courses bend,

Slayne with sealf thoughts, amasde in fearfull dreams,

Woes without date, discumforts without end,

 

From frutfull trees I gather withred leues

And glean the broken eares with misers hands,

Who sumetyme did inioy the waighty sheves

I seeke faire floures amidd the brinish sand.

 

All in the shade yeven in the faire soon dayes

Vnder thos healthless trees I sytt alone,

Wher ioyfull byrdds singe neather lovely layes

Nor Phillomen recounts her direfull mone.

 

No feedinge flockes, no sheapherds cumpunye

That might renew my dollorus consayte,

While happy then, while loue and fantasye

Confinde my thoughts onn that faire flock to waite;

 

No pleasinge streames fast to the ocean wendinge

The messengers sumetymes of my great woe,

But all onn yearth as from the colde stormes bendinge

Shrinck from my thoughts in hygh heauens and below.

 

Oh hopefull loue my obiect, and invention,

Oh, trew desire the spurr of my consayte,

Oh, worthiest spirrit, my minds impulsion,

Oh, eyes transpersant, my affections bayte,

 

Oh, princely forme, my fancies adamande,

Deuine consayte, my paynes acceptance,

Oh, all in onn, oh heaven on yearth transparant,

The seat of ioyes, and loues abundance!

 

Out of that mass of mirakells, my Muse,

Gathered thos floures, to her pure sences pleasinge,

Out of her eyes (the store of ioyes) did chuse

Equall delights, my sorrowes counterpoysinge.

 

Her regall lookes, my rigarus sythes suppressed,

Small dropes of ioies, sweetned great worlds of woes,

One gladsume day a thowsand cares redressed.

Whom Loue defends, what fortune overthrowes?

 

When shee did well, what did ther elce amiss?

When shee did ill what empires could haue pleased?

No other poure effectinge wo, or bliss,

Shee gave, shee tooke, shee wounded, shee apeased.

 

The honor of her loue, Loue still devisinge,

Woundinge my mind with contrary consayte,

Transferde it sealf sumetyme to her aspiringe

Sumetyme the trumpett of her thoughts retrayt;

 

To seeke new worlds, for golde, for prayse, for glory,

To try desire, to try loue seuered farr,

When I was gonn shee sent her memory

More stronge then weare ten thowsand shipps of warr,

 

To call mee back, to leue great honors thought,

To leue my frinds, my fortune, my attempte,

To leue the purpose I so longe had sought

And holde both cares, and cumforts in contempt.

 

Such heat in Ize, such fier in frost remaynde,

Such trust in doubt, such cumfort in dispaire,

Mich like the gentell Lamm, though lately waynde,

Playes with the dug though finds no cumfort ther.

 

But as a boddy violently slayne

Retayneath warmth although the spirrit be gonn,

And by a poure in nature moves agayne

Till it be layd below the fatall stone;

 

Or as the yearth yeven in cold winter dayes

Left for a tyme by her life gevinge soonn,

Douth by the poure remayninge of his rayes

Produce sume green, though not as it hath dunn;

 

Or as a wheele forst by the fallinge streame,

Although the course be turnde sume other way

Douth for a tyme go rovnde vppon the beame

Till wantinge strenght to move, it stands att stay;

 

So my forsaken hart, my withered mind,

Widdow of all the ioyes it once possest,

My hopes cleane out of sight, with forced wind

To kyngdomes strange, to lands farr off addrest.

 

Alone, forsaken, frindless onn the shore

With many wounds, with deaths cold pangs inebrased,

Writes in the dust as onn that could no more

Whom love, and tyme, and fortune had defaced,

 

Of things so great, so longe, so manefolde

With meanes so weake, the sowle yeven then departing

The weale, the wo, the passages of olde

And worlds of thoughts discribde by onn last sythinge:

 

As if when after Phebus is dessended

And leues a light mich like the past dayes dawninge,

And every toyle and labor wholy ended

Each livinge creature draweth to his restinge

 

Wee should beginn by such a partinge light

To write the story of all ages past

And end the same before th' aprochinge night.

 

Such is agayne the labor of my minde

Whose shroude by sorrow woven now to end

Hath seene that ever shininge soonn declynde

So many yeares that so could not dissende

 

But that the eyes of my minde helde her beames

In every part transferd by loues swift thought;

Farr off or nire, in wakinge or in dreames,

Imagination stronge their luster brought.

 

Such force her angellike aparance had

To master distance, tyme, or crueltye,

Such art to greve, and after to make gladd,

Such feare in love, such love in maiestye.

 

My weery lymes, her memory imbalmed,

My darkest wayes her eyes make cleare as day.

What stormes so great but Cinthias beames apeased?

What rage so feirce that loue could not allay?

 

Twelue yeares intire I wasted in this warr,

Twelue yeares of my most happy younger dayes,

Butt I in them, and they now wasted ar,

Of all which past the sorrow only stayes.

 

So wrate I once, and my mishapp fortolde,

My minde still feelinge sorrowfull success

Yeven as before a storme the marbell colde

Douth by moyste teares tempestious tymes express.

 

So fealt my hevy minde my harmes att hande

Which my vayne thought in vayne sought to recure;

Att middell day my soonn seemde vnder land

When any littell cloude did it obscure.

 

And as the Isakells in a winters day

When as the soonn shines with unwounted warme,

So did my ioyes mealt into secreat teares

So did my hart desolve in wastinge dropps;

And as the season of the year outweares

And heapes of snow from off the mountayn topps

 

With suddayne streames the vallies overflow,

So did the tyme draw on my more dispaire.

Then fludds of sorrow and whole seas of wo

The bancks of all my hope did overbeare

 

And drovnd my minde in deapts of missery.

Sumetyme I died, sumetyme I was distract,

My sowle the stage of fancies tragedye.

Then furious madness wher trew reason lackt

 

Wrate what it would, and scurgde myne own consayte.

Oh, hevy hart who cann thee wittnes beare,

What tounge, what penn could thy tormentinge treat

But thyne owne mourning thoughts which present weare,

 

What stranger minde beleue the meanest part

What altered sence conceve the weakest wo

That tare, that rent, that peirsed thy sadd hart?

 

And as a man distract, with trebell might

Bound in stronge chaynes douth strive, and rage in vayne,

Till tyrde and breathless, he is forst to rest,

Fyndes by contention but increas of payne,

And fiery heat inflamde in swollen breast,

 

So did my minde in change of passion

From wo to wrath, from wrath returne to wo,

Struglinge in vayne from loves subiection.

 

Therfore all liueless, and all healpless bounde

My fayntinge spirritts sunck, and hart apalde,

My ioyes and hopes lay bleedinge on the grovnd

That not longe since the highest heaven scalde.

 

I hated life and cursed destiney

The thoughts of passed tymes like flames of hell,

Kyndled a fresh within my memorye

The many deere achiuements that befell

 

In thos pryme yeares and infancy of love

Which to discribe weare butt to dy in writinge.

Ah those I sought, but vaynly, to remove

And vaynly shall, by which I perrish liuinge.

 

And though strong reason holde before myne eyes

The Images, and formes of worlds past

Teachinge the cause why all thos flames that rize

From formes externall, cann no longer last,

 

Then that thos seeminge bewties hold in pryme

Loves ground, his essence, and his emperye,

All slaues to age, and vassalls vnto tyme

Of which repentance writes the tragedye.

 

But this, my harts desire could not conceve

Whose Loue outflew the fastest fliinge tyme;

A bewty that cann easely deseave

Th' arrest of yeares, and creepinge age outclyme,

 

A springe of bewties which tyme ripeth not

Tyme that butt workes onn frayle mortallety,

A sweetness which woes wronges outwipeth not,

Whom love hath chose for his devinnitye,

 

A vestall fier that burnes, but never wasteth,

That looseth nought by gevinge light to all

That endless shines eachwher and endless lasteth

Blossumes of pride that cann nor vade nor fall.

 

Thes weare thos marvelous perfections,

The parents of my sorrow and my envy

Most deathfull and most violent infections,

Thes be the Tirants that in fetters tye

 

Their wounded vassalls, yet nor kill nor cure,

But glory in their lastinge missery

That as her bewties would our woes should dure

Thes be th' effects of pourfull emperye ...

 

Yet have thes wounders want which want cumpassion,

Yet hath her minde some markes of humayne race

Yet will shee bee a wooman for a fashion

So douth shee pleas her vertues to deface.

 

And like as that immortall pour douth seat

An element of waters to allay

The fiery soonn beames that on yearth do beate

And temper by cold night the heat of day,

 

So hath perfection, which begatt her minde,

Added therto a change of fantasye

And left her the affections of her kynde

Yet free from evry yevill but crueltye.

 

But leue her prayse, speak thow of nought but wo,

Write on the tale that Sorrow bydds thee tell,

Strive to forgett, and care no more to know

Thy cares are known, by knowinge thos too well,

 

Discribe her now as shee appeeres to thee,

Not as shee did apeere in dayes fordunn.

In love thos things that weare no more may bee,

For fancy seildume ends wher it begunn.

 

And as a streame by stronge hand bounded in

From natures course, wher it did svmetyme runn,

By some small rent or loose part douth beginn

To finde escape, till it a way hath woone,

 

Douth then all vnawares in sunder teare

The forsed bounds and raginge, runn att large,

In th'auncient channells as they wounted weare,

Such is of weemens love the carefull charge,

 

Helde, and mayntaynde with multetude of woes,

Of longe arections such the suddayne fall.

Onn houre deverts, onn instant overthrowes

For which our liues, for which our fortunes thrale,

 

So many yeares thos ioyes have deerely bought,

Of which when our fonde hopes do most assure

All is desolvde, our labors cume to nought,

Nor any marke therof ther douth indure;

 

No more then when small dropps of rayne do fall

Vppon the parched grounde by heat vp dried,

No coolinge moysture is perceude att all

Nor any shew or signe of weet douth byde.

 

But as the feildes clothed with leues and floures

The bancks of roses smellinge pretious sweet

Haue but ther bewties date, and tymely houres,

And then defast by winters cold, and sleet,

 

So farr as neather frute nor forme of floure

Stayes for a wittnes what such branches bare,

Butt as tyme gave, tyme did agayne devoure

And chandge our risinge ioy to fallinge care;

 

So of affection which our youth presented,

When shee that from the soonn reves poure and light

Did but decline her beames as discontented

Convertinge sweetest dayes to saddest night;

 

All droopes, all dyes, all troden vnder dust

The person, place, and passages forgotten

The hardest steele eaten with softest ruste,

The firme and sollide tree both rent and rotten;

 

Thos thoughts so full of pleasure and content

That in our absence weare affections foode

Ar rased out and from the fancy rent

In highest grace and harts deere care that stood,

 

Ar cast for pray to hatred, and to scorne,

Our deerest treasors and our harts trew ioyes,

The tokens hunge onn brest, and kyndly worne

Ar now elcewhere disposde, or helde for toyes;

 

And thos which then our Ielosye removed,

And others for our sakes then valued deere,

The one forgot, the rest ar deere beloved,

When all of ours douth strange or vilde apeere.

 

Thos streames seeme standinge puddells which, before,

Wee saw our bewties in, so weare they cleere.

Bellphebes course is now obserude no more,

That faire resemblance weareth out of date.

Our Ocean seas are but tempestius waves

And all things base that blessed wear of late ...

 

And as a feilde wherin the stubbell stands

Of harvest past, the plowmans eye offends,

Hee tills agayne or teares them vp with hands,

And throwes to fire as foylde and frutless ends,

 

And takes delight another seed to sow. ...

So douth the minde root vp all wounted thought

And scornes the care of our remayninge woes;

The sorrowes, which themsealvs for vs have wrought,

 

Ar burnt to Cinders by new kyndled fiers,

The ashes ar dispeirst into the ayre,

The sythes, the grones of all our past desires

Ar cleane outworne, as things that never weare ...

 

With youth, is deade the hope of loues returne,

Who lookes not back to heare our after cryes.

Wher hee is not, hee laughts att thos that murne,

Whence hee is gonn, hee scornes the minde that dyes,

 

When hee is absent hee beleues no words,

When reason speakes hee careless stopps his ears,

Whom he hath left hee never grace affords

But bathes his wings in our lamentinge teares.

 

Vnlastinge passion, soune outworne consayte

Whereon I built, and onn so dureless trust!

My minde had wounds, I dare not say desaite,

Weare I resolvde her promis was not Just.

 

Sorrow was my revendge, and wo my hate;

I pourless was to alter my desire.

My love is not of tyme, or bound to date

My harts internall heat, and livinge fier

 

Would not, or could be quencht, with suddayn shoures.

My bound respect was not confinde to dayes

My vowed fayth not sett to ended houres.

I love the bearinge and not bearinge sprayes

 

Which now to others do ther sweetnes send,

Th'incarnat, snow driven white, and purest asure,

Who from high heaven douth on their feilds dissend

Fillinge their barns with grayne, and towres with treasure.

 

Erringe or never erringe, such is Love,

As while it lasteth scornes th'accompt of thos

Seekinge but sealf contentment to improve,

And hydes if any bee, his inward woes,

 

And will not know while hee knowes his own passion

The often and vniust perseverance

In deeds of love, and state, and every action

From that first day and yeare of their ioyes entrance;

 

But I vnblessed, and ill borne creature,

That did inebrace the dust, her boddy bearinge,

That loved her both, by fancy, and by nature,

That drew yeven with the milke in my first suckinge

 

Affection from the parents brest that bare mee,

Haue found her as a stranger so severe

Improvinge my mishapp in each degree.

But love was gonn. So would I, my life weare!

 

A Queen shee was to mee, no more Belphebe,

A Lion then, no more a milke white Dove;

A prissoner in her brest I could not bee,

Shee did vntye the gentell chaynes of love.

 

Love was no more the love of hydinge

All trespase, and mischance, for her own glorye.

It had bynn such, it was still for th'ellect,

But I must bee th'exampell in loves storye,

This was of all forpast the sadd effect ...

 

But thow my weery sowle and hevy thought

Made by her love a burden to my beinge,

Dust know my error never was forthought

Or ever could proceed from sence of Lovinge.

 

Of other cause if then it had proceedinge

I leue th'excuse syth Judgment hath bynn geven;

The lymes devided, sundred and a bleedinge

Cannot cumplayne the sentence was vnyevunn.

 

This did that natures wonder, Vertues choyse,

The only parragonn of tymes begettinge

Devin in wordes, angellicall in voyse;

That springe of ioyes, that floure of loves own settinge,

 

Th'Idea remayninge of thos golden ages,

That bewtye bravinge heavens, and yearth imbalminge,

Which after worthless worlds but play onn stages,

Such didsst thow her longe since discribe, yet sythinge,

 

That thy vnabell spirrit could not fynde ought

In heavens bewties, or in yearths delighte

For likeness, fitt to satisfy thy thought.

Butt what hath it avaylde thee so to write?

 

Shee cares not for thy prayse, who knowes not thers;

Its now an Idell labor, and a tale

Tolde out of tyme that dulls the heerers eares;

A marchandise wherof ther is no sale.

 

Leue them, or lay them vp with thy dispaires;

She hath resolvde, and Iudged thee longe ago;

Thy lines ar now a murmeringe to her eares

Like to a fallinge streame which passinge sloe

 

Is wovnt to nurrishe sleap, and quietnes.

So shall thy paynfull labors bee pervsde

And draw on rest, which sumetyme had regard.

But thos her cares, thy errors have excusde,

 

Thy dayes foredvn haue had ther dayes reward.

So her harde hart, so her estranged minde,

In which aboue the heavens, I once reposed,

So to thy error have her eares inclined,

 

And have forgotten all thy past deservinge,

Holdinge in minde butt only thyne offence

And only now affecteth thy depravinge

And thincks all vayne that pleadeth thy defence.

 

Yet greater fancye bewtye never bredd,

A more desire the hart bludd never nourished,

Her sweetness an affection never fedd

Which more in any age hath ever floryshedd.

 

The minde and vertue never have begotten

A firmer love, since love on yearth had poure,

A love obscurde, but cannot be forgotten,

Too great and stronge for tymes Iawes to devour;

 

Contayninge such a fayth as ages wound not,

Care, wackfull ever of her good estate,

Feare, dreadinge loss, which sythes, and ioyes not

A memory, of the ioyes her grace begate,

 

A lastinge gratfullness, for thos cumforts past

Of which the cordiall sweetness cannot dye.

Thes thoughts, knitt vp by fayth, shall ever last,

Thes, tyme assayes, butt never can vntye;

 

Whose life once lived in her perrellike brest,

Whose ioyes weare drawne but from her happines,

Whose harts hygh pleasure, and whose minds trew rest

Proceeded from her fortunes blessedness,

 

Who was intentiue, wakefull, and dismayde,

In feares, in dreames, in feeverus Ielosye,

Who longe in sylence served, and obayed

With secret hart, and hydden loyaltye;

 

Which never change to sadd adversetye,

Which never age, or natures overthrow,

Which never sickness, or deformetye,

Which never wastinge care, or weeringe wo,

If subiect vnto thes she could haue bynn. ...

 

Which never words, or witts mallicious,

Which never honors bayte, or worlds fame

Atchyved by attemptes adventerus,

Or ought beneath the soonn, or heavens frame,

 

Can so desolve, dissever, or distroye

The essentiall love, of no frayle parts cumpovnded,

Though of the same now buried bee the ioy,

The hope, the cumfort, and the sweetness ended,

 

But that the thoughts, and memories of thees

Worke a relapps of passion, and remayne

Of my sadd harte the sorrow suckinge bees.

The wrongs recevde, the scornes perswade in vayne. ...

 

And though thes medcines worke desire to end

And ar in others the trew cure of likinge,

The salves that heale loves wovnds and do amend

Consvminge woe, and slake our harty sythinge,

 

They worke not so, in thy minds long deseas:

Externall fancy tyme alone recurethe

All whose effects do weare away with ease.

Love of delight while such delight indureth

Stayes by the pleasure, but no longer stayes. ...

 

But in my minde so is her love inclosde

And is therof not only the best parte

But into it the essence is disposde ...

Oh love (the more my wo) to it thow art

 

Yeven as the moysture in each plant that growes,

Yeven as the soonn vnto the frosen grovnd,

Yeven as the sweetness, to th' incarnate rose,

Yeven as the Center in each perfait rovnde,

 

As water to the fyshe, to men as ayre,

As heat to fier, as light vnto the soonn.

Oh love it is but vayne, to say thow weare,

Ages, and tymes, cannot thy poure outrun. ...

 

Thow are the sowle of that vnhappy minde

Which beinge by nature made an Idell thought

Begon yeven then to take immortall kynde

When first her vertues in thy spirrights wrought. ....

 

From thee therfore that mover cannot move

Because it is becume thy cause of beinge;

What ever error may obscure that love

What ever frayle effect of mortall livinge,

 

What ever passion from distempered hart

What absence, tyme, or iniuries effect,

What faythless frinds, or deipe dissembled art

Present, to feede her most vnkynde suspect.

 

Yet as the eayre in deip caves vnder grovnd

Is strongly drawne when violent heat hath rent

Great clefts therin, till moysture do abound,

And then the same imprisoned, and uppent,

 

Breakes out in yearthquakes teringe all asvnder,

So in the Center of my cloven hart,

My hart, to whom her bewties wear such wovnder,

Lyes the sharpe poysoned heade of that loves dart,

 

Which till all breake and all desolve to dust

Thence drawne it cannot bee, or therin knowne.

Ther, mixt with my hart bludd, the fretting rust

The better part hath eaten, and outgrown. ...

 

Butt what of thos, or thes, or what of ought

Of that which was, or that which is, to treat?

What I possess is butt the same I sought;

My love was falce, my labors weare desayte.

 

Nor less then such they ar esteemde to bee,

A fraude bought att the prize of many woes,

A guile, whereof the profitts vnto mee –

Coulde it be thought premeditate for thos?

 

Wittnes thos withered leues left on the tree,

The sorrow worren face, the pensive minde,

The externall shews what may th' internall bee;

Cold care hath bitten both the root, and vinde,. ...

 

Butt stay my thoughts, make end, geue fortune way,

Harshe is the voice of woe and sorrows sovnde,

Cumplaynts cure not, and teares do but allay

Greifs for a tyme, which after more abovnde.

 

To seeke for moysture in th'Arabien sande

Is butt a losse of labor, and of rest.

The lincks which tyme did break of harty bands

 

Words cannot knytt, or waylings make a new.

Seeke not the soonn in clovdes, when it is sett ...

On highest mountaynes wher thos Sedars grew,

Agaynst whose bancks, the trobled ocean bett,

 

And weare the markes to finde thy hoped port,

Into a soyle farr off them sealves remove,

On Sestus shore, Leanders late resorte,

Hero hath left no lampe to Guyde her love;

 

Thow lookest for light in vayne, and stormes arise;

Shee sleaps thy death that erst thy danger syth-ed

Strive then no more, bow down thy weery eyes,

Eyes, which to all thes woes thy hart have guided.

 

Shee is gonn, Shee is lost! Shee is fovnd, shee is ever faire!

Sorrow drawes weakly, wher love drawes not too.

Woes cries, sound nothinge, butt only in loves eare.

Do then by Diinge, what life cannot doo ...

 

Vnfolde thy flockes, and leue them to the feilds

To feed on hylls, or dales, wher likes them best,

Of what the summer, or the springe tyme yeildes,

For love, and tyme, hath geven thee leue to rest.

 

Thy hart, which was their folde, now in decay

By often stormes, and winters many blasts

All torne and rent, becumes misfortunes pray,

Falce hope, my shepherds staff, now age hath brast.

 

My pipe, which loues own hand, gave my desire

To singe her prayses, and my wo vppon,

Dispaire hath often threatned to the fier,

As vayne to keipe now all the rest ar gonn.

 

Thus home I draw, as deaths longe night drawes onn.

Yet every foot, olde thoughts turne back myne eyes.

Constraynt mee guides as old age drawes a stonn

Agaynst the hill, which over wayghty lyes

 

For feebell armes, or wasted strenght to move.

My steapps are backwarde, gasinge on my loss,

My minds affection, and my sowles sole love,

Not mixte with fancies chafe, or fortunes dross.

 

To God I leue it, who first gave it me,

And I her gave, and she returnd agayne,

As it was herrs. So lett his mercies bee,

Of my last cumforts, the essentiall meane.

But be it so, or not, th' effects, ar past.

Her love hath end; my woe must ever last.
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The end of the bookes, of the Oceans love to Scinthia, and the beginninge of the 12 Boock, entreatinge of Sorrow

My dayes delights, my springetyme ioies fordvnn,

Which in the dawne, and risinge soonn of youth

Had their creation, and weare first begunn,

 

Do in the yeveninge, and the winter sadd,

Present my minde, which takes my tymes accompt,

The greif remayninge of the ioy it had.

 

My tymes that then rann ore them sealves in thes,

And now runn out in others happines,

Bring vnto thos new ioyes, and new borne dayes.

 

So could shee not, if shee weare not the soonn,

Which sees the birth, and buriall, of all elce,

And holds that poure, with which shee first begvnn;

 

Levinge each withered boddy to be torne

By fortune, and by tymes tempestius,

Which by her vertu, once faire frute have borne,

 

Knowinge shee cann renew, and cann create

Green from the grovnde, and floures, yeven out of stone,

By vertu lastinge over tyme and date,

 

Levinge vs only woe, which like the moss,

Havinge cumpassion of vnburied bones

Cleaves to mischance, and vnrepayred loss.

 

For tender stalkes ––
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The Lie

Goe soule the bodies guest

vpon a thankelesse arrant,

Feare not to touch the best

the truth shall be thy warrant:

Goe since I needs must die,

and giue the world the lie.

 

Say to the Court it glowes,

and shines like rotten wood,

Say to the Church it showes

whats good, and doth no good.

If Church and Court reply,

then giue them both the lie.

 

Tell Potentates they liue

acting by others action,

Not loued vnlesse they giue,

not strong but by affection.

If Potentates reply,

giue Potentates the lie.

 

Tell men of high condition,

that mannage the estate,

Their purpose is ambition,

their practise onely hate:

And if they once reply,

then giue them all the lie.

 

Tell them that braue it most,

they beg for more by spending,

Who in their greatest cost

seek nothing but commending.

And if they make replie,

then giue them all the lie.

 

Tell zeale it wants deuotion

tell loue it is but lust

Tell time it meets but motion,

tell flesh it is but dust.

And wish them not replie

for thou must giue the lie.

 

Tell age it daily wasteth,

tell honour how it alters.

Tell beauty how she blasteth

tell fauour how it falters

And as they shall reply,

giue euery one the lie.

 

Tell wit how much it wrangles

in tickle points of nycenesse,

Tell wisedome she entangles

her selfe in ouer wisenesse.

And when they doe reply

straight giue them both the lie.

 

Tell Phisicke of her boldnes,

tell skill it is preuention:

Tell charity of coldnes,

tell law it is contention,

And as they doe reply

so giue them still the lie.

 

Tell fortune of her blindnesse,

tell nature of decay,

Tell friendship of vnkindnesse,

tell iustice of delay.

And if they will reply,

then giue them all the lie.

 

Tell Arts they haue no soundnesse,

but vary by esteeming,

Tell schooles they want profoundnes

and stand too much on seeming.

If Arts and schooles reply,

giue arts and schooles the lie.

 

Tell faith its fled the Citie,

tell how the country erreth,

Tell manhood shakes off pittie,

tell vertue least preferreth

And if they doe reply,

spare not to giue the lie.

 

So when thou hast as I,

commanded thee, done blabbing,

although to giue the lie,

deserues no lesse then stabbing,

Stab at thee he that will,

no stab thy soule can kill.

 

XXVII



The word of deniall, and the letter of fifty

December 1602.30

 

Sir Walter Rawly made this rime vpon the name

of a gallant one Mr. Noel. Noe L.

 

The word of deniall, and the letter of fifty

makes the gentlemans name that will neuer be thrifty.

 

and Noels answere. Raw Ly.

 

The foe to the stommacke, and the word of disgrace

shewes the gentlemans name with the bold face.

 

XXVIII



On the Cardes, and Dice

Beefore the sixt day of the next new year,

Strange wonders in this kingdome shall appear.

Foure Kinges shalbe assemblied in this Ile,

Whear they shall keepe great tumult for a while.

Many men then shall haue an end of Crosses,

And many like wise shall susteyne great losses.

Many that now full ioyfull are and gladd,

Shall at that time be sorrowfull and sadd.

Full many a Christians heart shall quake for fear,

The dreadfull sound of trumpe when he shall hear.

Dead bones shall then be tumbled vp and downe,

In euery citty, and in euery towne.

By day or night this tumult shall not cease,

Vntill an Heralld shall proclaime a peace,

An Herauld strange, the like was neuer borne

Whose very beard is flesh, and mouth is horne.

 

XXIX



Sir Walter Ravleigh to his sonne

Three thinges there bee that prosper vp apace

And flourish, whilest they growe a sunder farr,

But on a day, they meet all in one place,

And when they meet, they one an other marr;

And they bee theise, the wood, the weede, the wagg.

The wood is that, which makes the Gallow tree,

The weed is that, which stringes the Hangmans bagg,

The wagg my pritty knave betokeneth thee.

Marke well deare boy whilest theise assemble not,

Green springs the tree, hempe growes, the wagg is wilde,

But when they meet, it makes the timber rott,

It fretts the halter, and it choakes the childe.

Then bless thee, and beware, and lett vs praye,

Wee part not with the at this meeting day.

 

XXX



The passionate mans Pilgrimage

Supposed to be Written by One at the Point of Death

Giue me my Scallop shell of quiet,

My staffe of Faith to walke vpon,

My Scrip of Ioy, Immortall diet,

My bottle of saluation:

My Gowne of Glory, hopes true gage,

And thus Ile take my pilgrimage.

 

Blood must be my bodies balmer,

No other balme will there be giuen

Whilst my soule like a white Palmer

Trauels to the land of heauen,

Ouer the siluer mountaines,

Where spring the Nectar fountaines:

And there Ile kisse

The Bowle of blisse,

And drink my eternall fill

On euery milken hill.

My soule will be a drie before,

But after it, will nere thirst more.

 

And by the happie blisfull way

More peacefull Pilgrims I shall see,

That haue shooke off their gownes of clay,

And goe appareld fresh like mee.

Ile bring them first

To slake their thirst,

And then to tast those Nectar suckets

At the cleare wells

Where sweetnes dwells,

Drawne vp by Saints in Christall buckets.

 

And when our bottles and all we,

Are fild with immortalitie:

Then the holy paths weele trauell

Strewde with Rubies thicke as grauell,

Seelings of Diamonds, Saphire floores,

High walles of Corall and Pearle Bowres.

 

From thence to heauens Bribeles hall

Where no corrupted voyces brall,

No Conscience molten into gold,

Nor forg'd accusers bought and sold,

No cause deferd, nor vaine spent Iorney,

For there Christ is the Kings Atturney:

Who pleades for all without degrees,

And he hath Angells, but no fees.

 

When the grand twelue million Iury,

Of our sinnes and sinfull fury,

Gainst our soules blacke verdicts giue,

Christ pleades his death, and then we liue,

Be thou my speaker taintles pleader,

Vnblotted Lawer, true proceeder,

Thou mouest saluation euen for almes:

Not with a bribed Lawyers palmes.

 

And this is my eternall plea,

To him that made Heauen, Earth and Sea,

Seeing my flesh must die so soone,

And want a head to dine next noone,

Iust at the stroke when my vaines start and spred

Set on my soule an euerlasting head.

Then am I readie like a palmer fit,

To tread those blest paths which before I writ.

 

XXXI



On the Life of Man

What is our life? a play of passion,

Our mirth the musicke of diuision,

Our mothers wombes the tyring houses be,

Where we are drest for this short Comedy,

Heauen the Iudicious sharpe spectator is,

That sits and markes still who doth act amisse,

Our graues that hide vs from the searching Sun,

Are like drawne curtaynes when the play is done,

Thus march we playing to our latest rest,

Onely we dye in earnest, that's no Iest.

 

XXXII



A songe made by Sir Water Rawley

What teares (Deare Prince) can serue to water all

The plants of woe growne in thy funerall?

Or how can musiques saddest tones expresse

With sights or teares a publique heauinesse?

Only thy death is still the fatall ground,

Wheron all hearts their mournfull descant sound.

 

In thy pale looks sweete life so longe remaynd,

That Death afeard shee had her seate regaynd;

The dying ember with cold ashes quelld,

And robd the world of all the worth it held.

O! why should vertue fram'd of heauenly mold

Be reft his heate t'enioy Deaths ashy cold?

 

Accursed Death thou couldst not with one blow,

Else where haue sought to worke so many's woe.

Yett hast thou mist the marke thou didst intend,

Till thousand liues in whom he liues shall end.

O hadst thou such another blow in store,

The world would dye that thou shouldst bee no more.

 

XXXIII



Epitaph on the Earl of Salisbvry

Here lies Hobinall, our Pastor while ere,

That once in a Quarter our Fleeces did sheare.

To please us, his Curre he kept under Clog,

And was ever after both Shepherd and Dog.

For Oblation to Pan his custome was thus,

He first gave a Trifle, then offer'd up Us:

And through his false worship such power he did gaine,

As kept him o'th' Mountaine, and us on the plaine.

Where many a Horne-pipe he tun'd to his Phyllis,

And sweetly sung Walsingham to's Amaryllis.

Till Atropos clapt him, a Pox on the Drab,

For (spight of his Tarbox) he died of the Scab.

 

XXXIV



Vertve the best monvment

Not Cæsars birth made Cæsar to suruiue

But Cæsars vertues, which are yett aliue.

A great mans vices damne his fame so deepe

Ther's noe redemption when his vertues sleepe.

Actions crowne vertues, and like pulses proue

Whither the soule of's greatnes sweetlie moue

With natures harmoney: which standing still

Or faintlie beateinge shew them dead or ill.

 

XXXV



To the Translator of Lvcan

Had Lucan hid the truth to please the time,

He had beene too vnworthy of thy Penne:

Who neuer sought, nor euer car'd to clime

By flattery, or seeking worthlesse men.

For this thou hast been bruis'd: but yet those scarres

Do beautifie no lesse, then those wounds do

Receiu'd in iust, and in religious warres;

Though thou hast bled by both, and bearst them too.

Change not, to change thy fortune tis too late.

Who with a manly faith resolues to dye,

May promise to himselfe a lasting state,

Though not so great, yet free from infamy.

Such was thy Lucan, whom so to translate

Nature thy Muse (like LVCANS) did create.
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Metrical Translations

from The History of the World

I. Book I. Ch. I. § 6

VIRGIL, Æneid, vi. 724-7

The heauen, the earth, and all the liquid mayne,

The Moones bright Globe, and Starres Titanian,

 

A Spirit within maintaines: and their whole Masse,

A Minde, which through each part infus'd doth passe,

Fashions, and workes, and wholly doth transpierce

All this great body of the Vniuerse.

 

II. Book I. Ch. I. § 7

OVID, Metam. iv. 226-8

The world discernes it selfe, while I the world behold,

By me the longest yeares, and other times are told,

I the worlds eye.

 

III. Book I. Ch.I. § 11

OVID, Trist. iii. vi. 18; and JUVENAL, vii. 201

Gainst Fate no counsell can preuaile.

Kingdomes to slaues, by Destinie,

To Captiues triumphs giuen be.

 

IV. Book I. Ch. I. § 15

ATHENAEUS (? Agathon: cf. Ar. Eth. N. vi. 4)

From wisedome Fortune differs farre,

And yet in workes most like they are.

 

V. Book I. Ch. I. § 15

OVID, Remed. Am. 119

While furie gallops on the way,

Let no man furies gallop stay.

 

VI. Book I. Ch. II. § 1

OVID, Metam. i. 76-8

More holy then the rest, and vnderstanding more

A liuing creature wants, to rule all made before,

So man beganne to be.

 

VII. Book I. Ch. II. § 3

MARIUS VICTOR, de perversis suæ æt. moribus Epist. 30-3

Diseases, famine, enemies, in vs no change haue wrought,

What erst we were, we are; still in the same snare caught:

No time can our corrupted manners mend,

In Vice we dwell, in Sinne that hath no end.

 

VIII. Book I. Ch. II. § 5

OVID, Metam. i. 414-5

From thence our kinde hard-hearted is, enduring paine and care,

Approuing, that our bodies of a stonie nature are.

 

IX. Book I. Ch. II. § 5

ALBINOVANUS, Eleg. do ob. Mæc. 113-4

The Plants and trees made poore and old

By Winter enuious,

The Spring-time bounteous

Couers againe, from shame and cold:

 

But neuer Man repair'd againe

His youth and beautie lost,

Though art, and care, and cost,

Doe promise Natures helpe in vaine.

 

X. Book I. Ch. II. § 5

CATULL. Carm. v. 4-6

The Sunne may set and rise:

But we contrariwise

Sleepe after our short light

One euerlasting night.

 

XI. Book I. Ch. III. § 3

OVID, Metam. i. 61-2

The East winde with Aurora hath abiding

Among th' Arabian, and the Persian hils,

Whom Phœbus first salutes at his vp-rising.

 

XII. Book I. Ch. III. § 3

OVID, Metam. i. 107-8

The ioyfull Spring did euer last,

And Zephyrus did breede

Sweete flowers by his gentle blast,

Without the helpe of seede.

 

XIII. Book I. Ch. IV. § 2

VIRGIL, Æneid, i. 490-1

The Amazons with Crescent-formed shield

Penthesilæa leades into the field.

 

XIV. Book I. Ch. V. § 5

LUCAN, Pharsal. iv. 373-8, 380-1

O wastfull Riot, neuer well content

With low-priz'd fare; hunger ambitious

Of cates by land and sea farre fetcht and sent:

Vaine glorie of a table sumptuous,

Learne with how little life may be preserued.

In Gold and Myrrhe they neede not to carrouse,

But with the brooke the peoples thirst is serued:

Who fedde with bread and water are not sterued.

 

XV. Book I. Ch. V. § 8

JOHN CASSAM out of Orpheus, Fragm. L. from Etym. M.

From the Earth, and from thy bloud, O heauen, they came,

Whome thereupon the Gods did Giants name.

 

XVI. Book I. Ch. VI. § 3

ANAXANDR. RHOD. ap. Natal. Com. 1. 7; p. 12, ed. 1612

I sacrifice to God the Beefe, which you adore.

I broile the Ægyptian Eeles, which you (as God) implore:

You feare to eate the flesh of Swine, I finde it sweet.

You worship Dogs, to beate them I thinke meete,

When they my store deuoure.

 

XVII. Book I. Ch. VI. § 3

JUVENAL, xv. 9-11

The Ægyptians thinke it sinne to roote vp, or to bite

Their Leekes or Onyons, which they serue with holy rite:

O happie Nations, which of their owne sowing

Haue store of Gods in euery garden growing.

 

XVIII. Book I. Ch. VI. § 4

CORNELIUS SEVERUS, Ætna, 43-5

The Giants did aduance their wicked hand

Against the Starres, to thrust them headlong downe

And robbing Ioue of his Imperiall crowne

On conquered Heauens to lay their proud command.

 

XIX. Book I. Ch. VI. § 5

LYCOPHRON, Alexandr. 1200

Saturne to be the fatter is not knowne

By being the graue and buriall of his owne.

 

XX. Book I. Ch. VI. § 5

SIBYLLA, iii. p. 227. ed. Paris, 1599

Things thus agreed: Titan made Saturne sweare

No Sonne to nourish; which by raigning might

Vsurpe the right of Titans lawfull Heire.

 

XXI. Book I. Ch. VI. § 5

CALLIM, Eis Tor Dia, 8, 9

The Cretians euer lyars were, they care not what they say:

For they a tombe haue built for thee, O King, that liu'st alway.

 

XXII. Book I. Ch. VI. § 7

EURIP. Fragm. Melanipp. vi. Dind.

Heauen and Earth one forme did beare:

But when disioyned once they were

From mutuall embraces.

All thinges to light appeared then,

Of trees, birds, beasts, fishes, and men

The still-remayning races.

 

XXIII. Book I. Ch. VI. § 7

ORPHEUS to MUSÆUS; Fragm. i. from Just. Mart., Cohort. ad Gent. 15

Then marking this my sacred speech, but truly lend

Thy heart, that's reasons sphere, and the right way ascend,

And see the worlds sole King. First, he is simply one

Begotten of himselfe, from whom is borne alone

All else; in which hee's still, nor could it ere befall

A mortall eye to see him once, yet he sees all.

 

XXIV. Book I. Ch. VI. § 7

Id. Fragm. vi. from Proclus

The first of all is God, and the same last is he.

God is the head and midst, yea from him all things be.

God is the Base of earth, and of the starred skie.

He is the male and female too, shall neuer die.

The spirit of all is God, the Sunne, the Moone, and what is higher

The King, th' originall of all, of all the end.

For close in holie brest he all did comprehend,

Whence all to blessed light, his wondrous power did send.

 

XXV. Book I. Ch. VII. § 2

OVID, Metam. xv. 293, 4

Bura and Helice on Achaian ground

Are sought in vaine, but vnder sea are found.

 

XXVI. Book I. Ch. VII. § 3

VIRGIL, Æneid, viii. 318-23

Saturne descending from the heauens high,

Fearing the Armes of Iupiter his Sonne,

His Kingdome lost, and banisht thence doth flie.

Rude people on the Mountaine tops he wonne

To liue together, and by lawes: which done

He chose to call it Latium.

 

XXVII. Book I. Ch. VII. § 7

OVID, Fasti, i. 103, 4

The ancients call'd me Chaos: my great yeares

By those old times, of which I sing, appeares.

 

XXVIII. Book I. Ch. VIII. § 3

LUCAN, Pharsal. iv. 131-5

The moistned Osyer of the hoarie Willow

Is wouen first into a little boat:

Then cloath'd in bullocks hide, vpon the billow

Of a proude Riuer, lightly doth it float

Vnder the Waterman:

So on the Lakes of ouerswelling Poe

Sailes the Venetian: and the Brittan so

On th' out-spred Ocean.

 

XXIX. Book I. Ch. VIII. § 4

APOLLON. RHOD., Argonaut. ii. 1004-6

The Calybes plough not their barren soile,

But vndermine high hilles for iron Veines:

Changing the purchase of their endlesse toile

For merchandize, which their poore liues sustaines.

 

XXX. Book I. Ch. VIII. § 11

OVID, Fasti, ii. 289-90

The Arcadians the earth inhabited

Ere yet the Moone did shine, or Ioue was bred.

 

XXXI. Book I. Ch. X. § 7

SEDULIUS, 1.226-31

Ah wretched they that worship vanities,

And consecrate dumbe Idols in their heart,

Who their owne Maker (God on high) despise,

And feare the worke of their owne hands and art.

What furie? what great madnesse doth beguile

Mens minds? that man should vgly shapes adore,

Of Birds, or Buls, or Dragons, or the vile

Halfe-dogge-halfe-man on knees for aide implore.

 

XXXII. Book I. Ch. XI. § 7

CIC. De Divin. ii. 56, et al.

If Crœsus ouer Halys goe,

Great kingdomes he shall ouerthrow.

 

XXXIII. Book II. Ch. VI. § 4

AESCHYLUS, P. V., 456-61

But Fortune gouern'd all their workes, till when

I first found out how Starres did set and rise:

A profitable art to mortall men:

And others of like vse I did deuise:

As letters to compose in learned wise

I first did teach: and first did amplifie

The Mother of the Muses Memorie.

 

XXXIV. Book II. Ch. VI. § 5

OVID, Metam. i. 322-3

No man was better, nor more iust than hee:

Nor any Woman godlier than shee.

 

XXXV. Book II. Ch. VII. § 3

SIDONIUS, Carm. xvii. 15, 16

I haue no wine of Gaza, nor Falerna wine,

Nor any for thy drinking of Sarepta's vine.

 

XXXVI. Book II. Ch. VIII. § 1

VIRGIL, Æneid, i. 728-30

The Queene anone commands the waightie bowle

(Waightie with pretious stones and massie gold)

To flow with wine. This Belus vs'd of old,

And all of Belus Line.

 

XXXVII. Book II. Ch. VIII. § 1

LUCAN, Pharsal. iii. 220-1

Phoenicians first (if fame may credit haue)

In rude Characters dar'd our wordes to graue.

 

XXXVIII. Book II. Ch. VIII. § 1

DIOG. Laert. vii. 30

If a Phœnician borne I am, what then?

Cadmus was so: to whom Greece owes

The Bookes of learned men.

 

XXXIX. Book II. Ch. XIII. § 3

OVID, Am. II. ii. 43, 4

Here Tantalus in water seekes for water, and doth misse,

The fleeting fruit he catcheth at: His long tongue brought him this.

 

XL. Book II. Ch. XIII. § 3

HORACE, Sat. I. i. 68, 70

The thirsting Tantalus doth catch at streames that from him flee.

Why laughest thou? the name but chang'd, the tale is told of thee.

 

XLI. Book II. Ch. XIII. § 3

NATALIS COM. p. 627, ed. 1612, out of Pindar, Od. i. 60-3.

Because that stealing immortalitie,

He did both Nectar and Ambrosia giue

To guestes of his owne age to make them liue.

 

XLII. Book II. Ch. XIII. § 3

TIBULLUS, I. iii. 75-6, out of Homer, Od. xi. 576

Nine furlongs strecht lies Tityus, who for his wicked deedes

The hungrie birds with his renewing liuer daily feedes.

 

XLIII. Book II. Ch. XIII. § 3

OVID, Heroid. xvi. 179-80

Strong Ilion thou shalt see with walls and towers high

Built with the harpe of wise Apollo's harmonie.

 

XLIV. Book II. Ch. XIII. § 4

HORACE, Od. III. xvi. 1-11

The brasen Tower with dores close bar'd,

And watchfull bandogs frightfull guard,

Kept safe the Maidenhead

Of Danae from secret loue:

Till smiling Venus, and wise Iove

Beguild her Fathers dread.

For chang'd into a golden shower,

The God into her lap did powre

Himselfe, and tooke his pleasure.

Through gardes and stonie walls to breake,

The thunder-bolt is farre more weake,

Then is a golden treasure.

 

XLV. Book II. Ch. XIII. § 7

LUCRETIUS, v. 325-8

If all this world had no originall,

But things haue euer beene as now they are:

Before the siege of Thebes or Troyes last fall,

Why did no Poet sing some elder warre?

 

XLVI. Book II. Ch. XIV. § 1

VIRGIL, Æneid, iii. 104-12

In the maine Sea the Ile of Creete doth lie:

Where Ioue was borne, thence is our progenie.

There is mount Ida: there in fruitfull Land

An hundreth great and goodly Cities stand.

Thence (if I follow not mistaken fame)

Teucer the eldest of our grand-sires came

To the Rhætean shores: and raigned there

Ere yet faire Ilion was built, and ere

The Towers of Troy: their dwelling place they sought

In lowest vale. Hence Cybels rites were brought:

Hence Corybantian Cymbales did remoue:

And hence the name of our Idæan groue.

 

XLVII. Book II. Ch. XVI. § 1

VIRGIL, Æneid, iii. 163-8

Hesperia the Græcians call the place:

An ancient fruitfull Land, a warlike race.

Œnotrians held it, now the later progenie

Giues it their Captaines name, and calls it Italie,

This seate belongs to vs, hence Dardanus,

Hence came the Author of our stock, Iasius.

 

XLVIII. Book II. Ch. XIV. § 1

VIRGIL, Æneid, vii. 205-11

Some old Auruncans, I remember well

(Though time haue made the fame obscure) would tell

Of Dardanus, how borne in Italie:

From hence he into Phrygia did flie.

And leauing Tuscaine (where he earst had place)

With Corytus did saile to Samothrace,

But now inthronized he sits on high,

In golden Palace of the starrie skie.

 

XLIX. Book II. Ch. XIV. § 1

HORACE, Od. IV. ix. 25-8

Many by valour haue deseru'd renowne

Ere Agamemnon: yet lye all opprest

Vnder long night vnwept for and vnknowne:

For with no sacred Poet were they blest.

 

L. Book II. Ch. XXI. § 6

HORACE, Od. III. iv. 45-8

Who rules the duller earth, the wind-swolne streames,

The ciuill Cities, and th' infernall realmes,

Who th' host of heauen and the mortall band,

Alone doth gouerne by his iust commaund.

 

LI. Book II. Ch. XXII. § 6

AUSONIUS, Epigr. cxviii

I am that Dido which thou here do'st see,

Cunningly framed in beauteous Imagrie.

Like this I was, but had not such a soule,

As Maro fained, incestuous and foule.

Æneas neuer with his Troian host

Beheld my face, or landed on this coast.

But flying proud Iarbas villanie,

Not mou'd by furious loue or iealousie;

I did with weapon chast, to saue my fame,

Make way for death vntimely, ere it came.

This was my end; but first I built a Towne,

Reueng'd my husbands death, liu'd with renowne.

Why did'st thou stirre vp Virgil, enuious Muse,

Falsely my name and honour to abuse?

Readers, beleeue Historians; not those

Which to the world Ioues thefts and vice expose.

Poets are liers, and for verses sake

 

Will make the Gods of humane crimes partake.

 

LII. Book II. Ch. XXIII. § 4

HORACE, Od. III. xxiv. 36-41

Nor Southerne heate, nor Northerne snow

That freezing to the ground doth grow,

The subject Regions can fence,

And keepe the greedie Merchant thence.

The subtile Shipmen way will finde,

Storme neuer so the Seas with winde.

 

LIII. Book II. Ch. XXIII. § 5

HORACE, Od. IV. ii. 17, 18

Such as like heauenly wights doe come

With an Elæan Garland home.

 

LIV. Book II. Ch. XXIV. § 1

VIRGIL, Æneid, i. 530-3

There is a Land which Greekes Hesperia name,

Ancient, and strong, of much fertilitie.

Œnotrians held it, but we heare by fame,

That by late ages of Posteritie,

T'is from a Captaines name called Italie.

 

LV. Book II. Ch. XXIV. § 5

JUVENAL, viii. 272-5

Yet though thou fetch thy pedegree so farre;

Thy first Progenitor, who ere he were,

Some Shepheard was, or else, that Ile forbeare.

 

LVI. Book III. Ch. VII. § 3

HORACE, Od. III. ii. 31-2

Seldome the villaine, though much hast he make

Lame-footed Vengeance failes to ouer-take.

 

LVII. Book IV. Ch. I. § 5

HORACE, Od. III. xvi. 13-15

By gifts the Macedon claue Gates a-sunder,

And Kings enuying his estate brought vnder.

 

LVIII. Book IV. Ch. II. § 8

HOMER, Od. xviii. 135-6

The mindes of men are euer so affected,

As by Gods will they daily are directed.

 

LIX. Book IV. Ch. II. § 15

CLAUDIAN in Eutrop. i. 321-3

Ouer the Medes, and light Sabæans, raignes

This female sexe: and vnder armes of Queenes,

Great part of the Barbarian Land remaines.

 

LX. Book V. Ch. II. § 1

JUVENAL, viii. 121, 2

Haue speciall care, that valiant pouertie

Be not opprest with too great iniurie.

 

LXI. Book V. Ch. VI. § 11

PAUSAN. (VII.) XII. vol. iii. p. 182, Siebelis

One fire than other burnes more forcibly,

One Wolfe than other Wolues does bite more sore;

One Hawke than other Hawkes more swift does fly.

So one most mischieuous of men before,

Callicrates, false knaue as knaue might be,

Met with Menalcidas more false than he.

 

LXII. Book V. Ch. VI. § 12

JUVENAL, x. 96, 7

Euen they that haue no murdrous will,

Would haue it in their power to kill.
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Conjectvral First Draft of the Petition to Qveen Anne

My dayes delight, my spring tyme ioyes foredun,

Which in the dawne and rysing Sunne of youth

Had their creation and were first begun,

 

Doe in the Evening, and the Winter sad,

Present my Mynde (which takes my times account)

The griefe remayning of the ioye it had.

 

For as noe fortune stands, soe noe Mans Loue

Stayes by the wretched and disconsolate,

All old affections from new sorrowes Moue.

 

Mosse to vnburied bones, Ivie to walles,

Whom Life and people haue abandond,

Till th'one be rotten, stayes, till th'other falles;

 

But friendships, kindred, and Loues Memorie

Dies sole, extinguisht hearing or behoulding

The voyce of woe, or face of Miserie;

 

Who being in all like those Winter showers

Doe come vncald, but then forebear to fall

When parching heate hath burnt both leaues and flowers;

 

And what we some tyme were we seeme noe More,

Fortune hath changd our shapes, and Destinie

Defac'd our very forme we had before.

 

For did in Cinders any heate remayne

Of those cleare fyres of Loue and friendlines

I could not call for right and call in vaine.

 

Or had Truth power the guiltles could not fall

Malice, vaine-glorie, and revenge tryumph;

But Truth alone cannot encounter all.

 

All Loue, and all desert of former tymes

Malice hath covered from my Soveraignes Eyes

And Largely laide abroade supposed Crymes,

 

Burying the former with their Memorie,

Teaching offence to speake before it goe,

Disguising private hate with publique dutie.

 

But Mercie is fled to God that Mercie Made,

Compassion dead, fayth turn'd to policie,

Which knowes not those which sit in sorrowes shade.

 

Cold walles to you I speake, but you are senclesse;

Celestiall poweres, you heard, but haue determined

And shall determyne to the greatest happinesse.

 

To whom then shall I Crie, to whom shall wronge

Cast downe her teares, or hould vp foulded handes?

To her to whom remorse doth most belonge,

 

To her that is the first and may alone

Be called Impresse of the Brittaines.

Who should haue Mercie if a Queen haue none?

 

Who should resist stronge hate, fierce Iniurie,

Or who releiue th'oppressed state of Truth,

Who is Companion els to powerfull Maiestie

 

But you, great, godliest, powerfull princesse,

Who haue brought glorie and posteritie

Vnto this widdowe Land and people hopelesse?
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S. W. Raghlies Petition to the Qveene 1618

O had Truth Power the guiltlesse could not fall

Malice winne Glorie, or Reuenge triumphe;

But Truth alone can not encounter all.

 

Mercie is fled to God which Mercie made,

Compassion dead, Faith turn'd to Pollicye,

Freinds know not those who site in Sorrows shade.

 

For what wee somtyme were wee are no more,

Fortune hath chang'd our shape, and Destinie

Defac'd the vearye forme wee had before.

 

All loue and all desert of former tymes

Malice hath couered from my Soueraignes Eies,

And largelie laid abroad supposed crimes.

 

But kings call not to mynd what Vassalls were,

But know them now, as Enuie hath descriu'd them

So can I looke on no syde from Despaire.

 

Cold walls to you I speake but you are senslesse,

Celestiall Powers you heare but haue determined,

And shall determine to the greatest happinesse.

 

Then vnto whom shall I vnfold my wrong,

Cast downe my teares or hold vp folded hands?

To her to whom remorse doth most belong.

 

To her who is the first and maye alone

Be iustlie calld the empresse of the Brittaines

Who should haue mercye if a Queene haue none?

 

Saue those that would haue died for your defence

Saue him whose thoughts no treason ever tainted

For loe, destruction is no recompense.

 

If I haue sold my duetye, sold my faith,

To strangers, which was only due to one,

No thing I should estime so deare as Death.

 

But if both God and tyme shall make you know

That I your humblest vassell am opprest,

Then cast your eyes on vndeserued woe.

 

That I and myne maye neuer murne the misse

Of her wee had, but praise our liuing Queene,

Who brings vs equall, if not greater, Blisse.

 

XXXIX



Conjectvral Fragment of another petition to Qveen Anne

My broken pipes shall on the willow hang,

Like those, which on the Babylonian bankes,

These ioyes foredone, their present sorrow sang;

These times to worth yeelding but frozen thankes.

 

XL



These verses following were made by

Sir Walter Ravleigh the night before he dyed and left att the Gate howse

Euen such is tyme which takes in trust

Our yowth, our Ioyes, and all we haue,

And payes vs butt with age and dust:

Who in the darke and silent graue

When we haue wandred all our wayes

Shutts up the storye of our dayes.

And from which earth and graue and dust

The Lord shall rayse me up I trust.

 

XLI



Sir W. Raleigh, On the Snvff of a Candle the night before he died

Cowards fear to Die, but Courage stout,

Rather than Live in Snuff, will be put out.
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