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XLII



Feede still thy selfe, thov fondling with beliefe

Feede still thy selfe, thou fondling with beliefe,

Go hunt thy hope, that neuer tooke effect,

Accuse the wrongs that oft hath wrought thy griefe,

And reckon sure where reason would suspect.

 

Dwell in the dreames of wish and vaine desire,

Pursue the faith that flies and seekes to new,

Run after hopes that mocke thee with retire,

And looke for loue where liking neuer grew.

 

Deuise conceits to ease thy carefull hart,

Trust vpon times and daies of grace behinde,

Presume the rights of promise and desart,

And measure loue by thy beleeuing minde.

 

Force thy affects that spite doth daily chace,

Winke at the wrongs with wilfull ouersight,

See not the soyle and staine of thy disgrace,

Nor recke disdaine, to doate on thy delite.

 

And when thou seest the end of thy reward,

And these effects ensue of thine assault,

When rashnes rues, that reason should regard,

Yet still accuse thy fortune for the fault.

 

And crie, O Loue, O death, O vaine desire,

When thou complainst the heate, and feeds the fire.

 

XLIII



My first borne love vnhappily conceived

My first borne loue vnhappily conceiued,

Brought foorth in paine, and christened with a curse

Die in your Infancie, of life bereaued,

By your cruell nurse.

 

Restlesse desire, from my Loue that proceeded,

Leaue to be, and seeke your heauen by dieng,

Since you, O you? your owne hope haue exceeded,

By too hie flieng.

 

And you my words, my harts faithfull expounders,

No more offer your Iewell, vnesteemed,

Since those eies my Loues life and liues confounders,

Your woorth misdeemed.

 

Loue leaue to desire, words leaue it to vtter,

Swell on my thoughts, till you breake that contains you

My complaints in those deafe eares no more mutter,

That so disdaines you.

 

And you careles of me, that without feeling,

With drie eies, behold my Tragedie smiling,

Decke your proude triumphes with your poore slaues yeelding

To his owne spoyling.

 

But if that wrong, or holy truth dispised,

To iust reuenge, the heauens euer moued,

So let hir loue, and so be still denied,

Who she so loued.

 

XLIV



The brainsicke race that wanton yovth ensves

The brainsicke race that wanton youth ensues,

Without regard to grounded wisdomes lore,

As often as I thinke thereon, renues

The fresh remembrance of an ancient sore:

Reuoking to my pensiue thoughts at last,

The worlds of wickednes that I haue past.

 

And though experience bids me bite on bit,

And champe the bridle of a better smacke,

Yet costly is the price of after wit,

Which brings so cold repentance at hir backe:

And skill that's with so many losses bought,

Men say is little better worth than nought.

 

And yet this fruit I must confesse doth growe

Of follies scourge: that though I now complaine

Of error past, yet henceforth I may knowe

To shun the whip that threats the like againe:

For wise men though they smart a while, had leuer

To learne experience at the last, than neuer.

 

XLV



Those eies which set my fancie on a fire

Those eies which set my fancie on a fire,

Those crisped haires, which hold my hart in chains,

Those daintie hands, which conquer'd my desire,

That wit, which of my thoughts doth hold the rains.

 

Those eies for cleernes doe the starrs surpas,

Those haires obscure the brightnes of the Sunne,

Those hands more white, than euer Iuorie was,

That wit euen to the skies hath glorie woon.

 

O eies that pearce our harts without remorse,

O haires of right that weares a roiall crowne,

O hands that conquer more than Caesars force,

O wit that turns huge kingdoms vpside downe.

 

Then Loue be Iudge, what hart may thee withstand:

Such eies, such haire, such wit, and such a hand.

 

XLVI



A Secret mvrder hath bene done of late

A secret murder hath bene done of late,

Vnkindnes founde, to be the bloudie knife,

And shee that did the deede a dame of state,

Faire, gracious, wise, as any beareth life.

 

To quite hir selfe, this answere did she make,

Mistrust (quoth she) hath brought him to his end,

Which makes the man so much himselfe mistake,

To lay the guilt vnto his guiltles frend.

 

Ladie not so, not feard I found my death,

For no desart thus murdered is my minde,

And yet before I yeeld my fainting breath,

I quite the killer, tho I blame the kinde.

 

You kill vnkinde, I die, and yet am true,

For at your sight, my wound doth bleede anew.

 

XLVII



Sovght by the world

Sought by the world, and hath the world disdain'd

Is she, my hart, for whom thou doost endure,

Vnto whose grace, sith Kings haue not obtaind,

Sweete is thy choise, though losse of life be sowre:

Yet to the man, whose youth such pains must proue,

No better end, than that which comes by Loue.

 

Steere then thy course vnto the port of death,

Sith thy hard hap no betrer hap may finde,

Where when thou shalt vnlade thy latest breath,

Enuie hir selfe shall swim to saue thy minde,

Whose bodie sunke in search to gaine that shore,

Where many a Prince had perished before.

 

And yet my hart it might haue been foreseene,

Sith skilfull medcins mends each kinde of griefe,

Then in my breast full safely hadst thou beene,

But thou my hart wouldst neuer me beleeue,

Who tolde thee true, when first thou didst aspire,

Death was the end of euery such desire.

 

XLVIII



Hir face, Hir tong, Hir wit

Hir face, Hir tong, Hir wit,

So faire, So sweete, So sharpe,

First bent, Then drew, Then hit,

Mine eie, Mine eare, My hart.

 

Mine eie, Mine eare My hart,

To like, To learne, To loue,

Hir face, Hir tong, Hir wit,

Doth lead, Doth teach, Doth moue.

 

Oh face, Oh tong, Oh wit,

With frownes, With checke, With smart,

Wrong not, Vexe not, Wound not,

Mine eie, Mine eare, My hart.

 

Mine eie, Mine eare, My hart.

To learne, To knowe, To feare,

Hir face, Hir tong, Hir wit,

Doth lead, Doth teach, Doth sweare.

 

XLIX



What else is hell, bvt losse of blisfvll heaven?

What else is hell, but losse of blisfull heauen?

What darknes else, but lacke of lightsome day?

What else is death, but things of life bereauen?

What winter else, but pleasant springs decay?

 

Vnrest what else, but fancies hot desire,

Fed with delay, and followed with dispaire?

What else mishap, but longing to aspire,

To striue against, earth, water, fire and aire?

 

Heauen were my state, and happie Sunneshine day,

And life most blest, to ioy one howres desire,

Hap, blisse, and rest, and sweete springtime of May,

Were to behold my faire consuming fire.

 

But loe, I feele, by absence from your sight,

Mishap, vnrest, death, winter, hell, darke night.

 

L



Wovld I were chavng'd into that golden showre

Would I were chaung'd into that golden showre,

That so diuinely streamed from the skies,

To fall in drops vpon the daintie floore,

Where in hir bed, she solitarie lies,

Then would I hope such showres as richly shine,

Would pearce more deepe than these wast teares of mine.

 

Or would I were that plumed Swan, snowe white,

Vnder whose forme, was hidden heauenly power,

Then in that riuer would I most delite,

Whose waues doe beate, against hir stately bower,

And in those banks, so tune my dying song,

That hir deafe ears, would think my plaint too long.

 

Else would I were, Narcissus, that sweete boye,

And she hir selfe, the sacred fountaine cleere,

Who rauisht with the pride of his owne ioy,

Drenched his lims, with gazing ouer neere:

So should I bring, my soule to happie rest,

To end my life, in that I loued best.

 

LI



Who plvcks thee down from hie desire poor hart?

Who plucks thee down from hie desire poor hart?

Care

.Who comforts thee in depth of thy distresse? 

Care

.Amid contents, who breeds thy secret smart? 

Care

.Who seekes the meane, thy sorrowes may be lesse?

Care

.

Who calls thy wits togither to their worke: 

Care

.Who warnes thy will, to follow warie wit? 

Care

.Who lets thee see in loue what sorrowes lurke? 

Care

.Who makes thee feele the force of fancies fit? 

Care

.

Who taught thee first to trie before thou trust? 

Care

.Who bids thee keepe a faithfull tried freend? 

Care

.Who wils thee say, loue wantons he that lust? 

Care

.Who winnes the wish, that hath a happie end? 

Care

.

Care then to keepe, that faithfull friend in store,

Whose loue commands, that thou shalt care no more.

 

LII



Those eies that holds the hand of every hart

Those eies that holds the hand of euery hart,

Those hands that holds the hart of euery eie,

That wit that goes beyond all natures Art,

That sence too deepe, for wisdome to discrie,

That eie, that hand, that wit, that heauenly sence,

All these doth show my Mistres Excellence.

 

Oh eies that perce into the purest hart,

Oh hands that hold, the highest harts in thrall,

Oh wit that weyes the deapth of all desart,

Oh sence that showes, the secret sweete of all,

The heauen of heuens, with heuenly powrs preserue thee,

Loue but thy selfe, and giue me leaue to serue thee.

 

To serue, to liue, to looke vpon those eies,

To looke, to liue, to kisse that heauenlie hand,

To sound that wit, that doth amaze the wise,

To know that sence, no sence can vnderstand,

To vnderstande that all the world may know,

Such wit, such sence, eies, hands, there are no moe.

 

LIII



Who list to heare

Who list to heare the sum of sorrowes state,

The depth of dole, wherein a minde may dwell,

The loathed life, that happie harts may hate

The saddest tale, that euer toong could tell,

But reade this verse, and say who wrote the same,

Doth only dwell, where comfort neuer came.

 

A carefull head, first crost with crooked hap,

A wofull wit, bewitcht with wretched will,

A clyming hart, false downe from Fortunes lap,

A bodie borne, to loose his labour still,

A mourning minde, sore mated with despite,

May serue to shewe, the lacke of my delite.

 

Yet more than this, a hope still founde in vaine,

A vile dispaire, that speakes but of distresse,

A forst content, to suffer deadly paine,

A paine so great, as can not get redresse,

Will all affirme, my sum of sorrow such,

As neuer man, that euer knew so much.
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