UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU_172246

AdVvddl
1VSHIAINN















THE POEMS

of

Lord HERBERT of CHERBURY






THE

POLEMS

ENGLISH & LATIN

OF

EDWARD
Lord HERBERT of CHERBURY

Edited by

G. C. MOORE SMIT
2 uate WO

OXFORD
AT THE CLARENDON PRESS
1923



17d
¢ Oxford University Press
London Edinburgh Glasgow Copenhagen
New York Toronto Melbourne Cape Town
Bombay Calcutta Madras Shanghai
Humphrey Milford Publisher to the UNmveErsiTy



PREFKFACE

HIS edition of Lord Herbert’s poems was

* prepared and accepted for publication by
the Delegates of the Clarendon Press eight or
nine years ago. Owing to the difficulties created
by the War it only now sees the light ; and I feel
that my special thanks are due to the Delegates
for carrying out their old undertaking under
different conditions from any that could have
been anticipated when they gave it.

I am also indebted to my friend Mr. Percy
Simpson, who read my MS. on behalf of the
Press and made a number of valuable sugges-
tions by which the work such as it is has
benefited.

G. C. MOORE SMITH.

215t April 1923.
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INTRODUCTION

I. Epwarp, LorD HEerBERT OF CHERBURY

HE ¢Occasional Verses of Lord Herbert of Cherbury’

reflect his character as gallant and philosopher, hus-
band and friend. His ¢ Autobiography’ with the continua-
tion of hig life by Sir Sidney Lee is so well known and so
easily accessible that it is unnecessary to retrace the ground
here: a few lines based on these works will suffice to recall
the main facts of Herbert’s life to the memory of the
readers of this book.

Edward Herbert came of a famous stock. The eldest
son of Richard Herbert Esquire of Montgomery Castle
and Magdalen, daughter of Sir Richard Newport, he was
born at Eyton on Severn on 3rd March 1583 in the
house of his maternal grandmother, Lady Bromley. He
remained at Eyton till he was nine, and after three years
of schooling entered University College, Oxford, in 1595.
In 1596 his father died, leaving seven sons, of whom the
famous George Herbert was the fifth, and three daughters.
His mother obtamed the wardship of her eldest son, and on
28th February 159§ by her arrangement he was married
to a cousin, several years older than himself, Mary, daughter
and heir of Sir William Herbert of St. Julian’s. His
mother took a house in Oxford, and here Herbert and his
wife lived with her while he pursued his academic studies.
At the end of 1600 a move was made to London, but
Herbert with a growing family remained a student. He



x Introduction.

became proficient in French, Italian, and Spanish, and learnt
to sing and to play on the lute. In spite of one visit to
court, when the old Queen gently clapped him on the
cheek and said it was pity he was married so young, he
still attended his studies seriously : ¢ the more I learnt out
of my books adding still a desire to know more.’

He was knighted by King James soon after his accession
and made Sheriff of Montgomeryshire. Even now when
living in the country he followed his ¢ beloved studies’.
But his spirit was tiring of a quiet life, and leaving his
wife with four children he obtained a license to travel
abroad.

He set out in 1608 with Aurelian Townsend as his
companion and settled in the Faubourg St. Germain at
Paris. Through the ambassador, at whose house in the
Faubourg he was kindly received, he became acquainted
with the Duchess de Ventadour, a daughter of the Duke
de Montmorency, Grand Constable of France. He visited
the Duke at his castle of Merlou (or Mello), near Cler-
mont (Oise), and his enchantment with the place found
expression in a sonnet. When the Duke moved to
Chantilly, he left Herbert at Merlou with permission to
use his horses and hunt in his forest, and his stay here,
broken by visits to Chantilly, lasted eight months. He
then returned to Paris and took up his abode in the house
of ‘that incomparable scholar Isaac Casaubon’. Besides
benefiting by Casaubon’s conversation, he strove still to
improve himself in horsemanship, in the use of arms, and
in singing and lute-playing. He had begun to send
challenges on small points of honour, and was adding to
his solid attainments all the graces and accomplishments of
the courtier and soldier of his age. His tall figure and
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dark handsome face aided his endeavours, and he was
received with distinction both by Henry IV and his
divorced Queen.

At the end of January 1609 Herbert returned to
England, was received graciously by King James and
Queen Anne, and spent some time with his wife and
family, still studying and ‘riding the great horse’. In 1610
he joined Sir Edward Cecil (afterwards Lord Wimbledon)
who with an English force of 4,000 men was assisting the
Prince of @range to besiege Juliers, and found the oppor-
tunity for, fresh quarrels and affairs of honour. On his
return to London he found that he had many admirers
among ladies of the court, including even the highest
lady of all; one of these affairs, in which he was, he
protests, completely innocent, leading to an attempt
to assassinate him. From 1611 to 1614 he remained in
England, partly at court, where he says he had more
favours than he desired, partly at his country home. In
1614 he again joined the Prince of Orange, who was taking
the field against Spinola, and, as he tells us, offered to
challenge any Spaniard to meet him in single combat ;
Spinola, however, forbade such an encounter.

When winter came on, Herbert left the army and, after
visiting the Prince and Princess Palatine at Heidelberg,
went on to Ulm, Augsburg, Venice, Florence, and Rome.
After attending lectures at the University of Padua, he
visited Milan and T'urin, where the Duke of Savoy treated
him with distinction and commissioned him to conduct
4,000 men of the Protestant religion from Languedoc into
Piedmont to fight in his service. At Lyons he found his
enterprise had been prohibited, and an altercation with the
governor led to his being thrown into prison. Fortunately
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an old friend, Sir Edward Sackville (afterwards Earl of
Dorset), who accidentally found him there, effected his
release.

From Lyons Herbert proceeded by Geneva and
Heidelberg to the Low Countries. Here he lived on
familiar terms with the Prince of Orange, but found there
was no fighting to be done that summer. Towards
winter, after an ddventurous crossing, he found himself
again in England. For a year and a half after his return
he was afflicted with a quartan ague. On his good days
he could study, but he could do nothing else. He had
received friendly offers, however, from the King’s new
favourite, Sir George Villiers, afterwards Duke of
Buckingham, and in 1619 the King nominated him as his
Ambassador to France. Heleft London on the 13th May,
furnished a house in the Faubourg St. Germain, visited
Touraine to present himself to Louis XI1I and his Queen,
and by the kindness of the new Duke de Mortmorency
spent part of the summer at Merlou Castle, ¢that sweet
place and country’ which he had fallen in love with in
1608. The oath of alliance between England and France
was renewed at the end of the year: and the relations
between the two countries being friendly, Herbert had
time not only for writing his great philosophical work De
Veritate but for a good deal of social intercourse and, as he
says, ‘some follies’. His wife had refused to accompany
him to France. A quarrel with the French king’s favourite,
the Duke de Luynes, led to Herbert’s recall in July 1621,
but Luynes died, and Herbert was back in Paris in
1622. A few months later he had finished De Peritate.
Herbert submitted it in manuscript to Hugo Grotius and
Daniel Tilenus and was urged by them to print it, and
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their approval having been seconded, as he tells us, by a
sign from heaven, the book was printed in Paris.’

At this point Herbert’s autobiography breaks off. His
life has been continued by Sir Sidney Lee. After serving
his country faithfully for five years Herbert was recalled
in April 1624. His salary had not been fully paid and he
was heavily in debt. The only satisfaction he received
from King James was the Irish peerage of Castle Island,
conferred on him on 30th December 1624.

Charles’saccession made little difference. On 2nd April
1629 Herbert was created in the English peerage Lord
Herbert of Cherbury, and in 1632 took his seat on the
Council of War. But no further public employment was
found for him. 1In the hope of pleasing the King he wrote
in 1630 a defence of Buckingham’s conduct in the Isle of
Rhé expedition of 1627, and in 1632 he began a history
of the reign of Henry VIII which occupied him for some
years to come. In preparing this work he had the help of
an elegant scholar, Thomas Master of New College. His
Verses show the terms of familiar friendship on which
patron and client lived at Montgomery Castle.

When the troubles began with the Scots in 1639
Charles summoned Herbert with his fellow peers to his
standard at York. At Alnwick he wrote his poem ¢ The
Idea’, which shows a characteristic detachment from his
then surroundings.

Again, in 1640 Herbert was summoned to a council of
peers at York, and took his place on 24th September. He

1 Herbert’s original MS. in his own hand in two folio volumes,
with a final note ‘E. Herbert, Parisiis consui, 4§ Juni, 1623’
seems to have escaped the notice of his biographers. It is preserved
in the Library of St. John’s College, Cambridge.
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advised Charles to make no terms but prosecute the war.
He was overruled and bade his finalfarewell to his sovereign,
He felt, as Sir Sidney Lee says, that he was now superseded
by younger men. Moreover, his health was beginning to
fail. ¢Through 1641 and a great part of 1642, he passed
his time with his books, began continuations of De Veritate
and planned his autobiography and a work on education.’

In the parliament of 1642 he tried to steer a middle
course, and was committed to the Tower for a few days by
the Commons. Again he withdrew to Montgomery. The
Crown had treated him badly, and when civil war broke
out his desire was to remain neutral in the struggle.
His sons fought valiantly for the King, Herbert himselt
was mentally and physically unable to take such a course.
He wrote to his only surviving brother, Sir Henry, on
14th June 1643 : I find myself grown older in this one
year than in fifty-nine years before.’

In September 1644 Herbert, to save his library, admitted
a Parliamentary garrison into Montgomery Castle, and was
at once in Royalist eyes ¢ The treacherous Lord Herbert ",
The Castle was now besieged by the King’s forces. It was
quickly relieved. But Herbert was now dependent on the
goodwill of Parliament. In these circumstances he wrote
his last mournful lines of 14th October 1644. He then
left his Castle in the hands of the Parliamentary garrison,
made his way to London,. petitioned the Parliament for
relief and received a grant of £20 per week (25th
February 164%).

In this humiliating situation, living in his house in
Queen St. near St. Giles’s, he devoted himself to literary
work. His autobiography remained unfinished, but in
1645 he issued his Religio Laici and De Causis Errorum,
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supplementary to his treatise De Veritate. About the same
time he must have written his Dialogue berween a Turor and
his Pupil and his work De Religione Gentilium, both published
after his death. In September 1647 he visited Gassendi
at Paris, But his health continued to fail and on 1st
August 1648 he made his will. His wife had been dead
for fourteen years. He made generous provision for his
sons Richard and Edward, and his daughter Beatrice, but
showed most solicitude for his grandson Edward, Richard’s
son. His manuscripts and English books were to be
taken from London to Montgomery : his Latin and Greek
books to be given to Jesus College, Oxford.

Herbert died on 20th August and was buried in St.
Giles’s in the Fields. His epitaph contained the anagram
on his name found in his Verses, ‘Reddor ut herbz.” The
Verses were not published till 1663.

Herbert’s religious position has thus been defined by
Sir Sidney Lee:

¢Herbert’s religious doctrine starts with the assumption
that religion, which is common to the human race, consists
merely of the five innate ideas, or axioms, that there is a
God, that he ought to be worshipped, that virtueand piety
~~¢ essential to worship, that man ought to repent of his
sins, and that there are rewards and punishments in a
future life. He rejects all [appeal to] Revelation and
describes so-called Revelation as the artifice of priests, for
whom he has little respect. In practice he seems to have
conformed to the ceremonies of the Church of England . .
Leland in 1754 described him as the father of> English
Deism . . but Herbert’s true affinity is with the Cambridge
Platonists.’
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II. HgerBeErT As A PoET.
]

Lord Herbert’s importance in the history of philosophy
hasbeen established by three critics of different nationalities,
Charles de Rémusat, C. Guttler, and W. R. Sorley. Asa
poet he has not perhaps received due recognition. In spite
of the claim made on his behalf by the late Mr. John
Churton Collins in 1881, a claim which has béen, to some
extent at least, supported by Sir Sidney Lee,in spite of
Swinburne’s praise, ¢ How lovely in feeling, and how near
excellence in expression is the Madrigal [How should I
love my best ?]’," Herbert’s poetry passes unnoticed in the
Cambridge History of English Literature and in Courthope’s
History of English Poetry. 'The Atheneum took no notice of
Mr. Collins’s edition of the poems. The Academy could
say no more than that ¢ Lord Herbert was not a poet, but
he was . . 2 man not devoid of some talent for verse-
making ".* A critic in Notes and Queries, while not consider-
ing Edward Herbert the equal of his brother George, did
go so far as to admit that ¢ when he writes his own thoughts
naturally he at times rises to a high degree of beauty.
There are few passages in the minor poetry of the seven-
teenth century more charming than the sonnet made upon
the groves near Merlou Castle’.’ But to Leslie Stephen
again Herbert was a “third-rate poet’,* Mr. Arthur Benson

Y Life of J. C. Collins, by L. C. Collins (1912), p. 57.
* Vol. xx, p. 156.

$ Sixth Ser., vol. iv, p. 120.

* National Review, vol. xxxv, p. 671.
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declares his verses to be ¢‘undeniably feeble’,” and
Professor Grierson, our best editor and interpreter of the
poems of Donne, speaks of Herbert’s ‘love of obscurity and
harshness in poetry. His poems. .. with a few exceptions
are intolerably difficult and unmusical.’*

For my part, while admitting the unequal character of
Herbert’s verses, I am inclined to claim that in poetic
feeling and art Edward Herbert soars above his brother
George.

If this has, only been partially recognized in spite of Mr.
Collins’s adyocacy, based as I think on a real discernment
of poetical beauty, the fault must, I am afraid, be imputed
partly to Mr. Collins himself, who presented the poems to
the public disfigured by corrupt readings and bad punctua-
tion, such as to a large extent could have been removed
by greater care in his work as editor. But of this anon.
Let us for the moment see what is the character of Lord
Herbert’s poetry, and what are the claims that can be made
for it.

Herbert’s Satires, written at the age of twenty-five, have
been almost universally condemned, and certainly they are
carelessly put together. But the first satire cannot be
called ‘feeble’, except in execution. On the contrary it
shows the boldly speculative turn of Herbert’s mind even
as a young man, and his extraordinary independence of
the influences of high birth and courtiership. An attack
upon monarchy and aristocracy by a young aristocrat and
man of fashion living under King James I is something
hardly to be paralleled. As the satire is however at least

v Fortnightly Review, vol. xliii, p. 294.
* Donne’s Poetical Works, vol. ii, p. 158,
2008 b
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‘rugged’ and runs into Browning-like complexities of con-
struction and turns of thought, I give a short résumé of its
contents in my ¢ Commentary’.

From the Satires I pass to Herbert’s other poems in
heroic verse. ¢To his Mistress’ points very powerfully the
contrast between Death as the soul’s rest and refuge
from its present prison, and Death engaged on its grue-
some work of corrupting the body. The ¢Elegy for the
Prince’ is an over-strained and over-elaborated conceit, such
as Donne set the fashion of : the elegy on Donne is dry and
abstract, though with some touches of real feeling. No
charge of ruggedness can be brought against the lyrics and
love poems, some of which must have been admired in their
own day, to judge by the frequency of their appearance in
MS. collections. On the contrary the fault of many of
them is that they seem to partake too much of the character
of artistic experiments. But though they may often fail to
reach perfection, they yet give an artistic pleasure. The
most perfect is perhaps ¢ The Elegy over a Tomb’. But
there is a haunting music in the Ditty (p. 31), ¢ Tears flow
no more’ (p. 26), Madrigal (p. 18), ¢ To a Lady who did
sing excellently’ (with its long-sustained crescendo and
quiet close) (p. 44), The First Meeting (p. 39).

An heroic note is struck in some of his Epitaphs.
Those on Sir Francis Vere, Sir Philip Sidney, his kinsman
Sir William Herbert, and on himself are all noble, and
those on Vere, Sidney, and on Mrs. Cecilia Boulstred have
a marked distinction of form.

Herbert’s lyrics differ from Donne’s not by greater
obscurity or ruggedness, but by a more studied art. What
we miss is the earthly passion, the note of reality, struck
in such lines as :
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‘I wonder, by my troth, what thou and 1
Did till we lov'd 2’ ‘

¢When 1 died last, and, dear, I die,
As often as from thee I go’. -

Donne’s extraordinary range of illustration gives the reader
the pleasure of continual surprise: his mixture of sen-
suality and mysticism has a strange allurement. Now fire,
now earth seems to have the mastery in the composition.
In Herbert there is little of grossness, and the atmosphere
tends to become rare. At the same time he makes no
appeal to readers who require all spiritual aspiration to be
expressed in the language of the Prayer Book.

Herbert was a friend of Jonson and closely associated
with Carew, and in his lyrical poetry is perhaps more akin
to them than to the fuller-blooded Donne.

He is less reminiscent of classical ‘models—of Horace
and Anacreon—than are Jonson and Herrick, less redolent
of the country and its rites and customs than Herrick, less
perfect in his art than Carew. But at his best he resembles
Carew, and has an even larger and more sustained harmony
of music, if less constructive skill and a less certain choice
of words.’

If Herbert does not attain to complete artistic achieve-
ment, even when his poems have been cleared of faults due
not to himself but to his editors, the cause lies mainly in
this, that the poet cannot forget that he is also a philosopher.
He is over-inclined to bring his philosophy into his verse,

! This inferiority to Carew in poetic workmanship is seen
glaringly on a comparison of his poem ¢ A Description’ (which, how-
ever, is far from representing him at his best) with Carew’s ¢ Love’s
Complement’—poems which certainly are inter-related, though
I know not which gave and which received.

b2
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even to sum up beautiful thoughts in a scholastic maxim.
A marked instance is seen in the following lines:
¢ Yet as a rising sun, when first tis shown

Points fairér than when it ascends more red,

Or as a budding rose, when first 'tis blown, °

Smells sweeter far than when it is more spread,

As all things best by principles are known.’
But Herbert’s philosophy is of that Platonic type which is
itself akin to poetry : it constantly asserts the supremacy
of the mind over matter, the immortality of the spiritual
part of man’s nature, the relation between the beautiful
body and the beautiful soul ; it constantly $eeks some
harmony above the riot of the senses. This turn of mind
marks Herbert off sharply from Donne, Herrick, and
Carew, and brings him—as will be seen—into a strange
association with Spenser in his Amoresti and Fowre Hymnes.
Accordingly Miss Winstanley’s Introduction to the Fowre
Hymnes or Mr. John S. Harrison’s Platonism in English
Poerry will be found a useful commentary on many of
Herbert’s poems.

Herbert was an artist and a philosopher. He was also

a born poet. It can hardly be denied that lines such as
the following have a rare and original beauty :

¢Now that the April of your youth adorns
The garden of your face’

‘light and shade . . .
Upon a green embroidering through each glade
An airy Silver and a sunny Gold’

¢« So when from hence we shall be gone
And be no more, nor you, nor I
As one another’s myste

Each shall be both yet both but one.”
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This said, in her uplifted face
Her eyes which did that beauty crown
Were like two stars that having faln down
Look up again to find their place.’

¢ Yet stay not here. Love for his right will call,
You were not born to serve your only will.’

¢ And thus a love made from a worthy choice
Will to that union come, as but one voice

Shall speak, one thought but think the other’s will.’

The inconsistencies and weaknesses which mark Herbert’s

poetical work as well as his practical life resulted from that

very complexity of his nature which astonished Jonson :
¢If men get name for some one virtue, then

What name hast thou, who art so many men,
All-virtuous Herbert ?’

A medieval knight with a clear insight into the evils of
monarchical and aristocratic rule, a poet who was also an
original thinker in an abstruse philosophy, Herbert was
never quite sure of himself, and there are times when we
are left in doubt whether he was cavalier or roundhead,
poet or philosopher, or man of fashion. But this very
complexity which marked him off from the mere soldier,
the mere poet, the mere statesman, the mere philosopher, the
mere saint, gives even to his poetry a distinction of its own.

A word must be given to Herbert’s Latin poems. The
most important, ‘De Vita Humana,’ ¢De Vita Ceelesti’,
and “Hearedibus ac Nepotibus suis’ appeared with his
work De Causis Errorum in 1645, and the two former in an
abridged form were included in his Auwbiography. These
were not reprinted in the 1665 edition of his Perses, though
a number of shorter compositions in Latin were there
given.
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Herbert’s Latin verse is not free from the solecisms
common in verse of the time. He uses ¢iste’, as Renais-
sance writers did generally, as equivalent to ‘hic’, ‘quaeque’
as equivalent to ¢ omnia’ ; he attaches ‘-que’ to the seqond
or third word of its clause. He makes “aruit’ = ¢arefecit’,
and has some strange constructions—an indicative mood
where a subjunctive is required, ¢in’ for ¢de’ after ¢agens
triumphum’, ¢gaudeat se’=¢gaudeat’. His vocabulary
includes some very unfamiliar words such as ¢mador’,
¢ samiatus’, ‘defrugata’, ‘creperus’. His prosody is also not
above reproach. He has ‘muliére’, he uses. ¢ transigo’,
‘implico’, &c. as dactyls : he is ignorant of the rule that a
vowel cannot be short before ¢st’ or ¢sp’.

But with all these shortcomings Herbert has a consider-
able command of the resources of the language, and can
wrest it to express the natural subtlety of his mind.
Needless to say, he has no prettinesses or petty reminiscences
of the classical poets.

His poem on human life has some of his characteristic
philosophy and is somewhat hard to follow : that on the
heavenly life gives an interesting picture of Heaven as he
conceived it. His precepts to his heirs and grandchildren
bring us still nearer to Herbert as he lived. He bids them
not to let themselves be vexed by religious controversies ;
not to be ready to accept dogmas which are said to rest on
miracles, though miracles may indeed occur in any age; to
devote themselves to studies which teach the causes of
things and train the mind, especially the study of history ;
to put by a third of their income; to find recreation in
fencing, horsemanship, and dancing rather than in hunting ;
not to go abroad till they have acquired the tongues, and
then to study foreign ways but to remain Englishmen ;
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if they seek military service abroad, not to stay longer than
six months; to know the Court, and honour the King
according to the laws, but not to become suitors ; to train
children rather by example than an excess either of punish-
ment or praise ; to drive sin from the heart so as not to
be separated from God who is rather to be found within
than in the Schools.

Of the shorter poems that on the Shovelboard and the
epitaph on Mr. Master give a pleasant idea of the terms
on which he lived with that witty, learned, and well-loved
friend : the lines called ¢ Euryale Mcerens’ are impressive
in their accumulation of gloomy images ; those headed
¢ Pro laureato poeta’ are curious if they are what they seem
to be, a letter of love written on his own behalf when he
was no longer young.

I1I. Tue Texr.

The first edition of Lord Herbert's poems appeared
posthumously in octavo form in 1665. The title-page,
here reproduced in facsimile, is followed by a dedication
dated March 18 1662 addressed by Lord Herbert’s brother
Sir Henry Herbert to Lord Herbert’s grandson Edward,
the third Lord (A-A3, the reverse of A 3 being blank).
The Poems occupy ninety-six pages (B-G8), of which the
last page contains a list of errata. The list is not exhaus-
tive, as becomes clear when the printed text of some of
the poems is compared with the text given in MS, copies.

No entry of the book appears in The Registers of the
Stationers Company. The printer ¢T. R’ was almost
certainly Thomas Roycroft, who was a witness to the will
of Thomas Dring, for whom this book was printed. Dring
carried on a business as a bookseller at the George in Fleet-
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Street from 1649 to 1668, in which year he died. His will
was made on 12th Sept. 1668. Roycroft printed (1) at
Bartholomew Close, (2) at Printing House, Charterhouse
Yard, from 1651-77. He was appointed Printer i in the
Oriental Languages to Charles II. ¢His printing-house
was totally destroyed in the Fire of London and many valu-
able books perished with it’ (Plomer, Dict, of Booksellers and
Printers, pp. 66, 158). The last fact may account for the
extreme rarity of copies of Lord Herbert's Occasional Verses.

The ‘Henry Herbert’ who was responsiple for the
publication of the book and described himself in dedicating
it to the third Lord Herbert (the poet’s grandson) as
“Your Lordship’s Uncle’ was undoubtedly his Lordship’s
¢great-uncle’, and brother to the poet. It has been
assumed by G. Ellis in his Specimens of Early Englisk
Poets, by M. Charles de Rémusat in his treatise Lord
Herbert of Cherbury, sa Vie et ses (Ewvres, and by
Mr. Churton Collins that he was a younger son of the
poet and own uncle to the dedicatee. But Sir Sidney Lee
has shown that the poet left no son named Henry and
that the book was brought out by the well-known
Master of the Revels. Henry Herbert (1595-1673)
younger brother of Edward, Lord Herbert of Cherbury,
and of George Herbert was knighted by King James at
Wilton on 7th August, 1623, and from that time, as Master
of the Revels, exercised great control over all dramatic
performances. Like his brother Edward he joined the ex-
pedition against the Scots in 1639. His office of Master
of the Revels was in abeyance during the Civil War and the
Commonwealth, but he was allowed to resume it after the
Restoration,

Edward Herbert, third Lord Herbert of Cherbury, to
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whom the book was dedicated, was born about 1633, and
was the poet’s favourite grandson. He succeeded his
father Richard, the second lord, in 1655. He joined
the royalists under Sir George Booth, Lord Delamere,
when they declared for Charles II in Cheshire in the
autumn of 1659, and on the failure of the attempt suffered
a short imprisonment.  After the Restoration he was made
Custos Rotulorum for Montgomeryshire and for Denbigh-
shire. He corresponded frequently with his uncle, Sir
Henry Herbert (R. Warner, Epistolary Curiosities, i. 81
&c.). In 1663 he built a house called Lymore near the
site of the demolished Montgomery Castle. He died
childless in 1678 (D. N. B.).

A few of Lord Herbert’s poems had appeared in print
before 1665. His ¢Elegy for the Prince’ was one of
Sundry Funeral Elegies,&c. printed as an appendix to the third
(1613) edition of Sylvester's Lackryme Lachrymarum, his
lines addressed to Ben Jonson had appeared in the duo-
decimo edition of Jonson’s Poems (1640), the Epitaph on
Sidney in a slightly different form had been included in
Wits Recreations, ¢ The Green-Sickness Beauty’ (¢ Though
the pale’, &c.) in Prince 4’ Amour (1660) and the first three
stanzas of ¢ Ditty ’ (¢ If you refuse me’) in The Last Remains
of Sir John Suckling (1659). A complimentary couplet, not
included in the 1665 edition of Lord Herbert’s verses, had
been prefixed to T4e Holy Roode (1609) of John Davies of
Hereford. The three long Latin poems, as already men-
tioned, had appeared with De Causis Errorum in 1645.

Meanwhile a number of Herbert’s poems had been
copied into manuscript collections, probably of earlier date
than the printed book. Of the MSS. one is by far the
most important, British Museum Add. MS. 37157,
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subscribed in the author’s hand, ¢ The Verses of Ed. L.
Herbert of Cherbery and Castle-Island * and dated ¢ 1630°.
Unfortunately this date is of rather less value than it
should be, as the collection of twenty-three poems (two of
them not included in the printed edition) includes Herbert’s
¢ Elegy on Doctor Dunn [Donne]’ who died on 31st March,
1631. The importance of this MS. rests not merely on
the large number of poems it includes, but on the fact that it
gives us two poems of Herbert’s not found elsewhere, and
on the help, such as it is, afforded by the date : but above
all on this, that the MS. is corrected in Lord Herbert’s
own hand, as is clear both from the nature of the corrections
and from a comparison of them with Herbert’s undoubted
handwriting. The British Museum Catalogue in stat-
ing that the corrections are ¢probably’ his is needlessly
cautious.

The MS. of next importance is the Oxford MS.,
Rawlinson Poet. 31. This contains five poems included
in the edition of 1665, four of which are not in Add. MS.
37157. It attributes to Herbert two more poems which
are neither in the printed book nor in the Add. MS,
And possibly one or more other poems in the collection
are from his hand, though here anonymous. The MS,,
which also contains poems by Harington, Donne, Wotton,
&c., is described by Professor Grierson (Donne’s Poetical
Works, vol. ii, pp. ciii, civ).

The poems contained in other miscellaneous MS. col-
lections are less important, but they are not without in-
terest and value from the fact that they were all written
down before the appearance of the printed book, and
present variant readings many of which probably are from
Herbert’s hand.
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The value of the Manuscripts for cotrecting the text
may be seen by the following examples.

In ¢A Description’ (pp. 2, §) the original edition has
¢Ey’ for “hy (high)’ (l. 1 and last line but one) ;

in ¢Tears, low no more’ (p. 26) it has ¢sparks’ for
¢heate’ (I. 10), “slow’ for ‘blow”’ (L. 13);

in the ¢Sonnet of Black Beauty’ (p. 38) it has ¢And’
for ¢Art’ (1. 6) ;

in ¢ Another Sonnet to Black it self’ (p. 39) it has ¢ here’
for <hue’ (l. 6) ;

in ¢The first Meeting’ (pp. 39, 40) it has fire’ for
¢aire’ (L. 3), ‘found’ for ‘form’d’ (l. 31);

in the poem ¢ To his Mistress’ (pp. §0, §1) it has ¢old’
for ¢of old’ (l. 47), ¢Sunbright, or’ for ¢Sun-brighter’
(L. 55), ‘lightest Usher’ for ¢ Light-Usher’ (l. 64), ¢ Sink’
for ¢Stink’ (1. 91, 92) ;

in ¢ Sonnet’ (p. §4) it has ¢ Grave’ for ¢ Greene’ (. 5);

in the ¢ Elegy for Doctor Dunn’ (p. 59) it has ¢ detrac-
tion”’ for ¢ detractors’ (. 78).

The general impression however, left after comparing,
say, the poems in Add. MS. 37147 with the same poems
as they appeared in 1665, is that the printed book
is based on a manuscript which represented Herbert’s
second thoughts. Take for example the poem called
An Ode &c. There can be little doubt that the 1665 text
is in the main a recast of the MS. text, and not vice
versa.

I have therefore taken the 1665 text as my basis, and
made no changes of wording or punctuation except where
the text as it stood was clearly not representative of the
author’s meaning. I have, moreover, recorded all my
departures from the edition of 1665, and added a list of
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all variant readings which I have not adopted, unless they
were clearly worthless.

I have incorporated with the collection poems (Latin
and English) which are undoubtedly Herbert’s, though
they are not to be found in the edition of 1665, and
have included in an Appendix other poems which there is
some ground for assigning to him.

I have added a few notes on the persons mentioned in
the poems and points that needed some explanation.

I should perhaps add a reference to the editorial work
of my predecessor, the late Professor John Churton Collins,
to whom 1 have already given credit for his critical dis-
cernment in producing in 1881 the first modern edition of
Herbert’s Poems. His Introduction is a valuable literary
appreciation. Less praise is due to his text. Although
claiming that in regard to the text he had ¢adhered with
scrupulous fidelity to that of the original edition’," his
text as a matter of fact differs widely from that of his
professed original. I have found at least thirty cases in
which he gives an incorrect form—e.g. ¢ Fourbourgs’ for
Fauxbourgs (p. 14, 1. 25), ‘your Rus’ for ¢Tom Rus’
(p- 15, 1. 47), ¢his mots’ for “he’s not’ (p. 15, 1. 57), ‘un-
frock’ for ‘unyoke’ (p. 49, l. 20), ¢dread’ for ¢dead’
(p. 51, L 92), “great Worms’ for ¢ Gut-worms’ (p. 51,
1. 95), “her’ for ‘me’ (p. 82, 1. 36), ‘clods’ for ¢cloid’
(p. 85,L 49). He departs from his original in an arbitrary
manner in the use of capitals and stops, and sometimes by
changes of punctuation makes his text more obscure than
he found it. In four cases (misled in part by the 1665

! Preface, p. vii. He adds, however, ¢ obvious misprints have been
silently corrected ’.
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edition) he prints as one poem what should be printed as
two.

As will have been seen, he consulted no manuscript.
He was clearly unaware that manuscript copies of any of
the poems existed, and says that the existence of Lord
Herbert’s poems ‘seems not to have been suspected by
any of his distinguished contemporaries’.

I owe this to Mr. Collins’s text, that some ot its errors
gave me the desire of issuing a better one. But I also
owe to his edition with all its errors my original acquaintance
with Lord Herbert’s poetical work, and the pleasure which
that acquaintance has brought me.
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I. LisT OF PLACES WHERE THE POEMS OF THE 1665 EDITION

ALSO OccUrR IN MS. OrR PRINT

PAGE.

2

5
6

20

22

A Description, Rawl. Poet. 31.

To ker Face. tbid.

To her Mind. tbid. .

Epitaph. Cacil. Boulstr. Harl. 4064, Rawl, Poet. 31, Bodl
Eng. Poet. F. 9.

Elegy for the Prince. Add. 25303, Add. 21433, Harl. 3910,
Camb. U. L. Ee. 4. 14, Rawl. Poet.
26, Lackryme Lackrymarum.

*Tears flow no more.’” Add. 37157, Dublin G. 2. 2:

Sagueviles Child. Add. 37157.

Ditty. #bid. Suckling’s Last Remains.
Elegy over a Tomb.  Add. 37157.
Diana Cecyll. Add. 37157, Add. 21433, Add. 25303,

Harl. 3910, Egerton 2735, Ashmole 36,
Rawl. Poet. 147, Dublin G. 2. 21.

To her Eyes. Add. 37157

T her Hair. ibid.

Sonnet of Black Beauty. ibid,

Another Sonnet to Black it self. tbid.

The first Meeting. iid.

The Thought, #bid. Add. 25707, Harl. 6918.
To a Lady who did sing. Add. 371357.

Echo in a Church. sbid.

To kis Mistress. . bid.

Philip Sidney. Wits Recreations and St. John’s Coll. Camb, MS.
Sonnet. Add. 37157.

Tothe C. of D. ibid.

Dityy. ibid.

Dr. Dunn. tbid.

The Brown Beauty. tbid.

An Ode. ibid,

The Green-Sickness Beauty. tbid.

The Green-Sickness Beauty. ibid,
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1608
?1608
?1608

1608

1608

1609

1609

1609
? 1609

1612
?1613
?1613

1614
P1615
?1615

1615
?1616

1617

1618
?1618
?1618

1620
21621

P1621
?1622
?1623

AN ATTEMPT AT A CHRONOLOGICAL ARRANGEMENT OF
HERBERT'S POEMS

May. ‘I must depart’.

Madrigal. ‘How should I love’.

Another. *‘Dear, when I did’.

Aug. State Progress of IUl,

Sep. Satyra Secunda.

Aug. Epitaph. Cecil. Boulsty.

Aug. Epitapk. Guli. Herbert.

[ 7% John Davies of Hereford.]

To kis Friend Ben johnson.

Nov. ZElegy for the Prince.

In statuam . . Overburi.

De C. de S.

‘Tears flow no more’.

Ditty to the tune of . . Pesarino.

A Ditty to the tune of Coseferite.

Epitaph. in se.

Epitaph on Sty Edward Saquevile's Child.

Elegy over a Tomb.

79 a Lady who did sing excellently.

Epitaph on Sir Francis Vere.

In tumulum Domini Francisci Vere.

Sonnet, ‘You well-compacted ’.

T Mrs. [ Lady) Diana Cecyll, To her Eyes, To her Hair,
Sonnet of Black Beauty, Another Sonnet to Black
Iiself.

A Merry Rime.

In answer to Tilenus.

De Hugone Grotio.

Before 1624 and probably early (MS. Rawl. Poet, 31).

A Description.
To her Face.
T her Body.
T her Mind.

Before 1631 (Add. MS. 37157).

Ditty. ‘If you Refuse’.

The First Meeting.

The Thought.

Ecko in a Church.

Tv kis Mistress for her true Picture.
Tv the C. of D.

Ditty. ¢Why dost thou hate return’.
The Brown Beauty.

An Ode.
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Before 1631 (Add. MS. 37157%).
The Green-Sickness Beauty. *Though the pale white’.
The Green-Sickness Beauty. ‘From thy pale look’.
1631 Elegy for Doctor Dunn.
1631  Ad .. regem Gustavum.
1632  Euryale Merens.
1639 The ldea.
Before 1640 Epitapk on Sir Philip Sidney.
Before 1643 Mensa Lusoria.
1643 Thome Master.
De Vita Humana
_ De Vita Celesti
Hered. ac Nepot.
1644 ¢Enraging Griefs’.

} [‘)erhaps much earlier.

It is clear that Herbert's poems in the edition of 1665—English
and Latin separately—are arranged more or less in order of time : and

the position of a poem in the book gives some clue to its date.

on this principle that I have given a conjectural date to the epitaphs

on Sir Francis Vere.
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To the Right Honourable
EDWARD Lord HERBERT,

Baron of Chlerbery in England, and
Caftle-Ifland in Ireland.

N

=N HIS Collection of fome of the
M fcattered Copies of Verfes, com-
Sewes | pofed in various and perplexed
times, by Edward Lord Herbert your late
Grand-father, belongs of double right to
your Lordfkip,as Heir and Executor : And
had it been in his power t have bequeath-

ed his Learning by Will, as his Library and
perfonal Efate, it may be prefumed he would
have given it to you, as the beff Legacy :
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But Learning being not of our Gift, though
of our Acquifition, nor of the Parapharna-
lia of @ Ladies Chamber, nor of the cafual
and fortunate Goods of the World ; dt
muft be acknowledged of a tranftendency
beyond natural things, and a beam of the
Divinity : For by the powers of Knowledge
Men are not only diftinguifhed from Men,
but carried above the reach of ordinary
Perfons, to give Reafons even of their Be-
lief; mnot that Men believe becaufe they
know, but know becaufe they believe ;
Faith muff precede Knowledg; and yet
Men are not bound ¢t accepr matters of
Religion (though Religion be th objet
and employment of Faith, not of reafoning)
meerly without Reafon and probable Induce-
ments. ‘

That the learned Centuries are paft, and

Learning in declenfion, is too great a truth,
whick



which may introduce Atheifme with Igno-
rance ; for as Ignorance is the Mother of
Devotion amongff the Papifts, [o ’tis the
Mother of Atheifine among f} th Ignorant ;
The great and moft dangerous defign of our
Church and National Enemies, is to make
us out of love with Learning, as a Mecha-
nick thing, and beneath the Spirits of the
Nobility and of Princes : Whereas nothing
improves and inlightens 1’ underffandings
of great Perfons, but Learning, and not on-
ly innobles them far above their birth, but
inables them © impofe on others, and to
gtve, rather then take advice : The Learn-
ed, Generous, and Vertuous Perfon needs
no Anceflors ; And what can so properly
be call’d ours, as what is of our purchafe ?
Gentiles agunt fub nomine Chriftiano,
was an old Reproach upon the Primitive
Chriftians, and now Men out-a(? the Gen-
tiles. Te



The Goods of this life are all Hydropick,
Quo plus bibuntur, plus fitiuntur, Men
are the dryer for drinking, and the poorer
Jfor covetoufnefs ; no fatiety, no fulnefs, but
in fpiritual things : The way of Vertue ap-
peared to th Heathen to be th’ only way to
Happinefs, and yet they lknew not many
Vertues which are the Glory of Chriftianity,
as Humility, Denying of our felves, Taking
up the Crofs, Forgiving and loving our E-
nemies, which th’ Heathen took for follies
rather then Vertues.

As for Poetry it bears date before Profe,
and was of [o great authority with the com-
mon People and the wifer fort of Antiquity,
that it was in veneration with their facred
Writ, and Records, from which they derived
their Divinity and belief concerning their
Gods, and that their Poets, as Orpheus,
Linus, and Muleus were defcended of the

Gods,



Gods, and divinely infpired, from th ex-
traordinary Motions of their Minds, and
from the Relations of firange Vifions, Ra-
prures and Apparitions.

My Lord, Excufe the liberty of this De-
dication, and believe me,

Your Lordfhips Uncle

March 18. .
1663, and Humble Servant,

HENRY HERBERT,.

TO






When he could not {leep.

W Nceffant Minutes, whil'ft you move you
tell
The time that tells our life, which though
it run
: . Never fo faft or farr, you’r new begun
Short fteps fhall overtake ; for though life well

May fcape his own Account, it fhall not yours, 5
You are Death’s Auditors, that both divide

And fumm what ere that life infpir’d endures
Paft a beginning, and through you we bide

The doom of Fate, whofe unrecall'd Decree
You date, bring, execute ; making what's new 10
Ill and good, old, for as we die in you,

You die in Time, Time in Eternity.

Dizzy.



(2)
Dy,

Eep Sighs, Records of my unpitied Grief,
Memorials of my true, though hopelefs Love,
Keep time with my fad thoughts, till wifh'd Relief
My long defpairs for vain and cauflefs prove.

Yet if fuch hap never to you befall, 5
I give you leave, break time, break heart and all.

(A Sinner’s Lament.)

LOrd, thus I fin, repent, and fin again,

As if Repentance only were, in me,
Leave for new Sin ; thus do I entertain

My thort time, and thy Grace, abufing thee,

And thy long-fuffering ; which though it be 5
Ne'r overcome by Sin, yet were in vain,

If tempted oft : thus we our Errours fee

Before our Punithment, and fo remain
Without Excufe ; and, Lord, in them ’tis true,
Thy Laws are juft, but why doft thou diftrain 10
Ought elfe for life, fave life ? That is thy due:
The reft thou mak’ft us owe, and mayft to us
As well forgive ; But oh | my fins renew,
Whil't I do talk with my Creator thus.

A Defcrz;bz‘ion.

Sing her worth and praifes hy,

Of whom a Poet cannot ly,
* The



(3)
*The little World the Great fhall blaze ;
Sea, Earth, her Body ; Heaven, her Face ;
Her Hair, Sun-beams ; whofe every part
Lightens, enflames, each Lover’s Heart :
That thus you prove the * Axiom true,

* pixpoxorses,
paxpoxoriios.

5.

* Sol et homo

Whilft the Sun help’d Nature in you. generant hominem.

Her Front, the White and Azure Sky,
In Light and Glory raifed hy,

Being o’recaft by a Cloudy frown,
All Hearts and Eyes dejecteth down.

Her each Brow a Cceleftial Bow,
Which through this Sky her Light doth fhow,
Which doubled, if it ftrange appear,

The Sun’s likewife is doubled there.

Her either Cheek a Bluthing Morn,
Which, on the Wings of Beauty born,
Doth never fet, but only fair
Shineth, exalted in her hair.

Within her Mouth, Heavens Heav’n, refide
Her Words, the Soul’s there Glorifi'd.

Her Nofe th’ Zguator of this Globe,
Where Nakednefs, Beauties beft Robe,
Prefents a form all Hearts to win.

Laft Nature made that dainty Chin ;
Which that it might in every fafhion
Anfwer the reft, a Conftellation,

Like to a Defk, fhe there did place,
To write the Wonders of her Face.
In this Ceeleftial Frontifpiece,

Where Happinefs eternal lies ;
Firft aranged ftand three Senfes,
This Heavens Intelligences.

10

I5

20

25

30

Whofe



(4)
Whofe feveral Motions, fweet combin’d, 35
Come from the firft Mover, her Mind.
The weight of this harmonique Sphere,
The Alas of her Neck doth bear ;
Whofe Favours Day to Us imparts,
When Frowns make Night in Lovers Hearts. 40
Two foming Billows are her Breafts,
That carry, rais’'d upon their Crefts,
The Tyrian Fith : More white’s their Fome,
Then that, whence Venus once did come :
Here take her by the Hand, my Mufe, 45
With that fweet Foe, to make my Truce,
To compaé Manna, beft compar'd,
Whofe dewy infide’s not full hard.
Her Wafte's an envers'd Pyramis,
Upon whofe Cone Love’s Trophee is : 50
Her Belly is that Magazine,
At whofe peep Nature did refigne
That pretious Mould, by which alone,
There can be framed fuch a One:
At th’ entrance of which hidden Treafure, 55
Happy making above meafure,
Two Alabafter Pillars ftand,
To warn all paffage from that Land ;
At foot whereof engraved is,
The fad Nox Ultra of Mans Blifs : 60
The Back of this moft pretious Frame
Holds up in Majefty the fame :
Where, to make Mufick to all Hearts,
Love bound the defcant of her parts :
Though all this Beauties Temple be, 65

There’s known within no Deity
Save
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Save Vertues, fhrin’d within her Will:
As 1 began, fo fay I ftill,
I fing her Worth and Praifes hy,
Of whom a Poet cannot ly. 70

To her Face.

Atal Afpect ! that haft an Influence
More powerful far than thofe Immortal Fires

That but incline the Will and move the Senfe,

Which thou alone conftrain’ft, kindling Defires

Of fuch an holy force, as more infpires 5
The Soul with Knowledge, than Experience

Or Revelation can do with all
Their borrow’d helps : Sacred Aftonithment

Sits on thy Brow, threatning a fudden fall
To all thofe Thoughts that are not lowly fent, 10
In wonder and amaze, dazling that Eye

Which on thofe Myfteries doth rudely gaze,
Vow’d only unto Loves Divinity :

Sure Adam finn’d not in that {potlefs Face.

To her Body.

Egardful Prefence | whofe fix'd Majefty
Darts Admiration on the gazing Look,
That brings it not : State fits inthron’d in thee,
Divulging forth her Laws in the fair Book
Of thy Commandements, which none miftook, 5

That ever humbly came therein to fee
Their
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Their own unworthinefs: Oh ! how can I

Enough admire that Symmetry, expreft
In new proportions, which doth give the Ly

To that Arithmetique which hath profeft 10
All Numbers to be Hers ? thy Harmony

Comes from the Spheres, and there doth prove
Strange meafures fo well grac’d, as Majefty

It felf, like thee would reft, like thee would move.

To her Mind.

Xalted Mind ! whofe Charaéter doth bear
The firft Idea of Perfection, whence
Adam’s came, and ftands fo, how canft appear
In words ? that only tell what here-
Tofore hath been ; thou need’ft as deep a fence 5
As prophecy, fince there’s no difference
In telling what thou art, and what fhall be :
Then pardon me that Rapture do profefs,
At thy outfide, that want, for what I fee,
Defcription, if here amaz'd I cefle 10
Thus
Yet grant one Queftion, and no more, crav'd under
Thy gracious leave, How, if thou would’ft exprefs
Thy felf to us, thou thould’ft be fill a wonder ?

(Loves End.)

Hus ends my Love, but this doth grieve me moft,
That {o it ends, but that ends too, this yet,
Befides the Withes, hopes and time I loft,
Troubles my mind awhile, that I am fet

Free
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Free, worfe then deny’d : I can neither boaft
Choice nor fuccefs, as my Cafe is, nor get
Pardon from my felf, that I loved not
A better Miftrefs, or her worfe ; this Debt
Only’s her due, fill, that fhe be forgot
Ere chang’d, left I love none ; this done, the taint
Of foul Inconftancy is clear’d at leaft
In me, there only refts but to unpaint
Her form in my mind, that fo difpoffeft
It be a Temple, but without a Saint.

Opon (ombing her Hair.
Reaking from under that thy cloudy Vail,

Open and fhine yet more, fhine out more clear

Thou glorious golden-beam-darting hair,
Even till my wonderftrucken Senfes fail.

Shoot out in light, and fhine thofe Rays on far,
Thou much more fair than is the Queen of Love,
When fhe doth comb her in her Sphere above,

And from a Planet turns a Blazing-Star.

Nay, thou art greater too, more deftiny
Depends on thee, then on her influence,
No hair thy fatal hand doth now difpence,

But to fome one a thred of life muft be.

While gracious unto me, thou both doft funder
Thofe Glories which, if they united were,
Might have amazed fenfe, and fhew’ft each hair,

Which if alone had been too great a wonder.

10

10
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And
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And now fpread in their goodly length, {h’ appears
No Creature which the earth might call her own,
But rather one, that in her gliding down,

Heav'ns beams did crown, to fhew us the was theirs. 20

And come from thence, how can they fear times rage
Which in his power elfe on earth moft firange
Such Golden treasure doth to Silver change

By that improper Alchimy of Age ?

But ftay, me-thinks, new Beauties do arife, 2§
While the withdraws thefe Glories which were fpread.
Wonder of Beauties, fet thy radiant head,

And frike out day from thy yet fairer eyes.

Disty in imitation of the Spanifh
Entre tanto que L’Avril.

Ow that the Apri/ of your youth adorns
The Garden of your face,
Now that for you each knowing Lover mourns,
And all feek to your Grace :
Do not repay affection with Scorns. 5

What though you may a matchlefs Beauty vaunt,
And that all Hearts can move,
By fuch a power, as feemeth to inchant ?
Yet without help of Love
Beauty no pleafure to it felf can grant, 10

Then
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Then think each minute that you lofe, a day,
The longeft Youth is {hort,
The fhorteft Age is long ; time flies away,
And makes us but his fport ;
And that which is not Youth’s is Age’s prey.

See but the braveft Horfe, that prideth moft,
Though he efcape the Warr,
Either from mafter to the man is loft,
Or turn’d unto the Carr,
Or elfe muit die with being ridden Poft.

Then lofe not beauty, Lovers, time, and all,
Too late your fault you fee,

When that in vain you would thefe dayes recall ;
Nor can you vertuous be,

When without thefe you have not wherewithall.

The State progrefs of 111,

Say, ’tis hard to write Satyrs, Though I/
Great'ned in his long courfe, and fwelling fill,
Be now like to a Deluge, yet, as Nik,
"Tis doubtful in his original ; this while
We may thus much on either part prefume,
That what fo univerfal are, muft come
From caufes great and far. Now in this ftate
Of things, what is leaft like Good, men hate,
Since 'twill be the lefs fin. I do fee
Some IlI requir’d, that one poifon might free

2005 C
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The other ; fo States, to their Greatnefs, find
No faults requir’d but their own, and bind

The reft. And though this be myfterious fill,
Why fhould we not examine how this 11l

Did come at firft, how'’t keeps his greatnefs here,
When 'tis difguis’d, and when it doth appear ?
This 11l having fome Attributes of God,

As to have made it felf, and bear the rod

Of all our punifhments, as it feems, came

Into the world, to rule it, and to tame

The pride of Goodnefs, and though his Reign
Great in the hearts of men he doth maintain

By love, not right, he yet the tyrant here
(Though it be him we love, and God we fear)
Pretence yet wants not, that it was before

Some part of Godhead, as Mercy, that ftore

For Souls grown Bankrupt, their firft ftock of Grace,
And that which the finner of the laft place

Shall number out, unlefs th’ Higheft will {hew
Some power, not yet reveal’d to Man below.

But that I may proceed, and fo go on

To trace I/ in his firft progreflion,

And through his fecret'ft wayes, and where that he
Had left his nakednefs as well as we,

And did appear himfelf,

I note, that in § g, S Peccamus nobis.
. _ ..g -
The yet infant-world, how 38 § 2 [
mifchief and fin,

His Agents here on earth, & eafie known,
Are now conceal’d Intelligencers grown :

15
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For fince that as a Guard th’ Higheft at once
Put Fear t’ attend their private ations,
And Shame, their publick, other means being fail'd :
Mifchief, under doing of Good was vail'd,
And Sin, of Pleafure ; though in this difguife
They only hide themselves from mortal eyes.
Sins, thofe that both com- and o-mitted be,
Once hot and cold, but in a third degree,
Are now fuch poifons, that though they may lurk
In fecret parts awhile, yet they will work,
Though after death : Nor ever come alone,
But fudden fruitful multiply e’r done.
While in this monftrous birth they only dy
Whom we confefs, thofe live which we deny.
Mifchiefs like fatal Conftellations
Appear unto the ignorant at once,
In glory and in hurt, while th’ unfeen part
Of the great Caufe may be perchance, the Art
Of th’ 1ll, and hiding it, which that I may
Ev’n in his firft original difplay,
And beft example, fure, amongft Kings, he
Who firft wanted fucceflion to be
A Tyrant, was wife enough to have chofe
An honeft man for King, which fhould difpofe
Thofe beafts, which being fo tame, yet otherwife,
As it feems, could not heard : And with advife
Somewhat indifferent for both, he might
Yet have provided for their Childrens right,
If they grew wifer, not his own, that fo
They might repent, yet under treafon, who
Ne'r promis’d faith : though now we cannot fpare,
(And not be worfe) Kings, on thofe tearms they are,

c2
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No more than we could fpare (and have been fav'd)
Original fin. So then thofe Priefts that rav'd
And propheci’d, they did a kind of good
They knew not of, by whom the choice firft ftood.

Since then, we may confider now, as fit,
State-government, and all the Arts of it,
That we may know them yet, let us fee how
They were deriv'd, done, and are maintain’d now,
That Princes may by this yet underftand
Why we obey, as well as they command.

State, a proportion’d colour’d table, is,
Nobility the mafter-piece, in this
Serves to thew diftances, while being put
"Twixt fight and vaftnefs they feem higher, but
As they're further off, yet as thofe blew hills,
Which th’ utmoft border of a Region fills
They are great and worfe parts, while in the {teep
Of this great Profpective, they feem to keep
Further abfent from thofe below, though this
Exalted Spirit that’s fure a free Soul, is
A greater privilege, than to be born
At Venice, although he feek not rule, doth fcorn
Subjection, but as he is fleth, and fo
He is to dulnefs, fhame, and many moe
Such properties, knows, but the Painters Art,
All in the frame is equal : that defert
Is a more living thing, and doth obey,
As he gives poor, for God’s fake, (though they
And Kings ask it not {o) thinks Honours are
Figures compos’d of lines irregular,
And happy-high, knows no election
Raifeth man to true Greatnefs, but his own.

15
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Mean while, fugred Divines, next place to this,
Tells us, Humility and Patience is
The way to Heaven, and that we muft there
Look for our Kingdom, that the great’ft rule here
Is for to rule our felves ; and that they might
Say this the better, they to no place have right
B’ inheritance, while whom Ambition fwayes,
Their office is to turn it other wayes.

Thofe yet, whofe harder minds Religion
Cannot invade, nor turn from thinking on
A prefent greatnefs, that Combin’d curfe of Law,
Of officers, and neighbours fpite, doth draw
Within fuch whirlpools, that till they be drown’d,
They n’er get out, but only fwim them round.

Thus brief, fince that the infinite of I/
Is neither eafie told, nor fafe, I will
But only note, how freeborn man fubdu’d
By his own choice, that was at firft indu’d
With equal power over all, doth now fubmit
That infinite of Number, Spirit, Wit,
To fome eight Monarchs, then why wonder men
Their rule of Horfes ?
The World, as in the Ark of Noah, refts,
Compos’d as then, few Men, and many Beafts,

Aug. 1608.
At Merlbow in France.
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Satyra Secunda.

Of Travellers : (from Paris.)

En Jokhnfon, Travel is a {fecond birth,
Unto the Children of another earth,

Only as our King Richard was, {o they appear,
New born to another World, with teeth and hair,
While got by Englifk Parents, carried in
Some Womb of thirty tun, and lightly twin,
They are delivered at Callis, or at Diep,
And ftrangely ftand, go, feed themfelves, nay keep
Their own money ftreightwayes ; but that is all,
For none can underftand them, when they call
For any thing. = No more then Badger,
That call’d the Queen Monfieur, laid a wager
With the King of his Dogs, who underftood
Them all alike, which, Badger thought, was good.

But that I may proceed, fince their birth is
Only a kind of Metemp/ychofis ;
Such Knowledge, as their memory could give,
They have for help, what time thefe Souls do live
In Englifh Clothes, a body which again
They never rife unto : but as you fee,
When they come home, like Children yet that be
Of their own bringing up ; all they learn, is
Toyes, and the Language : but to attain this,
You muft conceive, they’r coufen’d, mock’d & come
To Fauxbourgs St. Germans, there take a Room

10
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Lightly about th’ Ambaffadors, and where,
Having no Church, they come, Sundays, to hear,
An invitation, which they have moft part,
If their outfide but promife a defert,
To fit above the Secretaries place, 30
Although it be almoft as rare a cafe,
To fee Englifh well cloth’d here, as with you
At London, Indians : But that your view
May comprehend at once them gone for Bloys,
Or Orleans ; learn’d French, now no more Boys, 35
But perfe® Men at Paris, putting on
Some forc’d difguife, or labour’d fafhion,
To appear ftrange at home, befides their ftay,
Laugh and look on with me, to fee what they
Are now become ; but that the poorer fort, 40
A fubje& not fit for my Mufe nor fport,
May pafs untouch’d ; let’s but confider, what
Elpus is now become, once young, handfom, and that
Was fuch a Wit, as very well with four
Of the fix might have made one, and no more, 45
Had he been at their Palentine, and could
Agree, Tom Rus fhould ufe the ftock, who would
Carefully, in that, ev'n as 'twere his own,
Put out their jefts ; briefly, one that was grown
Ripe to another tafte, than that wherein 50
He is now feafoned and dry’d, as in
His face, by this you fee, which would perplex
A {tranger to define his years, or fex ;
To which his wrinkles, when he {peaks, doth give
That Age, his words thould have, while he doth ftrive 55
As if fuch births had never come from brain,

To fhew, he’s not deliver’d without pain,
Nor
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Nor without After-throws. Sometimes, as Grace
Did overflow in circles o'r his face,
Ev'n to the brim, which he thinks Sure,
If this pofture do but fo long endure,
That it be fix'd by Age, he'll look as like
A fpeaking fign, as our St. George, to ftrike.
That, where he is, none but will hold their peace,
If th’ have but th’ leaft good manners, or confefs,
If he thould fpeak, he did prefume too far
In fpeaking then, when others readier are.
Now, that he fpeaks, are complemental {peeches,
That never go off but below the breeches
Of him he doth falute, while he doth wring,

60

65

70

And with fome loofe French words, which he doth ftring,

Windeth about the arms, the legs, and fides,

Moft ferpent-like, of any man that bides

His indireét approach, which being done

Almoft without an introdu&ion,

If he have heard but any bragging French

Boaft of the favour of fome noble Wench,

He'll fwear, 'twas he did her Graces pofefs,

And damn his own foul for the wickednefs

Of other men, ftrangeft of all in that.

But I am weary to defcribe you what,

E're this, you can. As for the little fry

That all along the ftreet turn up the eye

At every thing they meet, that have not yet’

Seen that fwoln vitious Queen, Margares,

Who were a monfter ev’'n without her fin ;

Nor the Italian Comedies, wherein

Women play Boys I ceafe to write,

To end this Satyre, and bid thee good night.
Sept. 1608.
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{ Parted Souls.)

Mutft depart, but like to his laft breath
That leaves the feat of life, for liberty
I go, but dying, and in this our death,
Where foul and foul is parted, it is I
The deader part that fly away,
While fhe alas, in whom before
I liv’d, dyes her own death and more,

I feeling mine too much, and her own ftay.

But fince I muft depart, and that our love
Springing at firft but in an earthly mould,
Tran{planted to our fouls, now doth remove
Earthly effe&ts, what time and diftance would,
Nothing now can our loves allay,
Though as the better Spirits will
That both love us and know our ill,
We do not either all the good we may.

Thus when our fouls that muft immortal be,
For our loves cannot dye, nor we, (unlefs
We dye not both together) fhall be free
Unto their open and eternal peace,
Sleep, Death’s Embaffadour, and beft
Image, doth yours often fo thow,
That I thereby muft plainly know,
Death unto us muft be freedom and reft.

May 1608.
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Madrigal.

HOW fhould I love my beft ?
What though my love unto that height be grown,
That taking joy in you alone
I utterly this world deteft,
Should I not love it yet as th’ only place
Where Beauty hath his perfe&t grace,
And is pofleft ?

But I beauties defpife,
You, univerfal beauty feem to me,
Giving and fhewing form and degree
To all the reft, in your fair eyes,
Yet fhould I not love them as parts whereon
Your beauty, their perfection
And top, doth rife ?

But ev'n my felf I hate,
So far my love is from the leaft delight
That at my very felf I fpite,
Senflefs of any happy ftate,
Yet may I not with jufteft reafon fear
How hating hers, I truly her
Can celebrate -
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Thus unrefolved ftill
Although world, life, nay what is fair befide
I cannot for your fake abide,
Methinks I love not to my fill,
Yet if a greater love you can devife,
In loving you fome otherwife,
Believe't, I will.

Another.

Ear, when I did from you remove,
I left my Joy, but not my Love,
That never can depart,
It neither higher can afcend
Nor lower bend,
Fixt in the center of my heart
As in his place,
And lodged fo, how can it change,
Or you grow ftrange ?
Thofe are earth’s properties, and bafe.
Each where, as the bodies divine

Heav’ns lights and you to me will fhine.

25

(573

10

To his Friend Ben. Johnfon, of /s Horace

made Englifh.

’ Was not enough, Ben Johnfon, to be thought
Of Englith Poets beft, but to have brought

In
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In greater ftate, to their acquaintance, one

So equal to himfelf and thee, that none

Might be thy fecond, while thy Glory is, 5
To be the Horace of our times and his.

Epitaph. Cacil. Boulltr. que poft langue-
Jeentem morbum non fine inquictudine
[piritus & confiientie obiit.

;;Z,{ﬁg:::,f Ethinks Death like one laughing lyes,
prefigenda. Shewing his teeth, thutting his eys,

Only thus to have found her here
He did with {fo much reafon fear,
And fhe defpife. 5

For barring all the gates of fin,
Death’s open wayes to enter in,
She was with a firict fiege befet,
So what by force he could not get,
By time to win. 10

This mighty Warrior was deceived yet,
For what he, mutin in her powers, thought
Was but their zeal,
And what by their excefs might have been wrought,
Her fafts did heal. 15

Till that her noble foul, by thefe, as wings,
Tranfcending the low pitch of earthly things,
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As b'ing reliev’d by God, and fet at large,
And grown by this worthy a higher charge,
Triumphing over Death, to Heaven fled, 20

And did not dye, but left her body dead.
July 1609.

Epitaph. Guli. Herbert de Swanfey gu:
Sfine prole obist Aug. 1609.

Reat Spirit, that in new ambition,
Stoop’d not below his merit,
But with his proper worth being carry’d on,
Stoop’d at no fecond place, till now in one
He doth all place inherit : 5

Live endlefs here in fuch brave memory,
The beft tongue cannot {pot it,
While they which knew, or but have heard of thee,
Muft never hope thy like again can be,
Since thou haft not begot it. 10

Ina g/aﬁ—W indow for Inconfancy.

Ove, of this cleareft, fraileft Glafs,
Divide the properties, fo as

In the divifion may appear

Clearnefs for me, frailty for her.

Elegy
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Elegy for the Prince.

Uft he be ever dead ? Cannot we add
Another life unto that Prince that had
Our fouls laid up in him ? Could not our love,
Now when he left us, make that body move,
After his death one Age? And keep unite
That frame wherein our fouls did {o delight ?
For what are fouls but love ?  Since they do know
Only for it, and can no further go.
Senfe is the Soul of Beafts, becaufe none can
Proceed fo far as t’ underftand like Man :
And if fouls be more where they love, then where
They animate, why did it not appear -
In keeping him alive : Or how is fate
Equal to us, when one man’s private hate
May ruine Kingdoms, when he will expofe
Himfelf to certain death, and yet all thofe
Not keep alive this Prince, who now is gone,

<t

10

15

Whofe loves would give thoufands of lives for one :

Do we then dye in him, only as we

May in the worlds harmonique body fee

An univerfally diffufed foul

Move in the parts which moves not in the whole ?
So though we reft with him, we do appear

To live and ftir a while, as if he were

Still quick’ning us?  Or do (perchance) we live
And know it not? See we not Autumn give
Back to the earth again what it receiv’d

In th’ early Spring ?  And may not we deceiv'd
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Think
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Think that thofe powers are dead, which do but fleep,
And the world’s foul doth reunited keep ? 30
And though this Autumn gave, what never more
Any Spring can unto the world reftore,
May we not be deceiv’d, and think we know
Our felves for dead ? Becaufe that we are fo
Unto each other, when as yet we live 35
A life his love and memory doth give,
Who was our worlds foul, and to whom we are
So reunite, that in him we repair
All other our affe@ions ill beftow'd :
Since by this love we now have fuch abode 40
With him in Heaven as we had here, before
He left us dead. Nor fhall we queftion more,
Whether the Soul of man be memory,
As Plato thought : We and pofterity
Shall celebrate his name, and vertuous grow, 45
Only in memory that he was fo ;
And on thofe tearms we may feem yet to live,
Becaufe he lived once, though we fhall ftrive
To figh away this feeming life fo faft,
As if with us ’twere not already paft. 5o
We then are dead, for what doth now remain
To pleafe us more, or what can we call pain,
Now we have loft him? And what elfe doth make
Diff’rence in life and death, but to partake
Nor joy, nor pain? Oh death, could’'t not fulfil 55
Thy rage againft us no way, but to kill
This Prince, in whom we liv’d ? that fo we all
Might perifh by thy hand at once, and fall
Under his ruine, thenceforth though we fhould
Do all the actions that the living would, 6o
Yet
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Yet we fhall not remember that we live,

No more then when our Mothers womb did give

That life we felt not : Or fhould we proceed

To fuch a wonder, that the dead thould breed,

It fhould be wrought to keep that memory, 65
Which being his, can, therefore, never dy.

Novemb. 9. 1612.

Epitaph of King James.

Ere lyes King James, who did fo propagate

Unto the World that bleft and quiet ftate
Wherein his Subjeés liv’d, he feem’d to give
That peace which Chrift did leave, and fo did live,
As once that King and Shepherd of his Sheep, 5
That whom God faved, here he feem’d to keep,
Till with that innocent and fingle heart
With which he firft was crown’d, he did depart
To better life : Great Brittain fo lament,
That Strangers more then thou may yet refent 10
The fad effe@ts, and while they feel the harm
They muft endure from the victorious arm
Of our King Charles, may they fo long complain,
That tears in them force thee to weep again.

A Vifion. A Lady combing

her hair.
1thin an open curled Sea of Gold The hair
A Bark of Ivory, one day, 1 faw, The Comb
Which ftriking with his Oars did feem — The teeth of
to draw the Comb.

Tow’rds a fair Coqff, w® 1 then did behold.  Her fide.
A
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A Lady held the Stern, while her white hand 5
Whiter then either Ivory or Sai), The Cuff or
Over the furging Waves did fo prevail, Smock fleeve,

That fhe had now approached near the Land,  Her fooulder.

When fuddenly, as if fhe fear’d fome wrack,
And yet the Sky was fair, and Air was clear, 10
And neither Rock, nor Monfter did appear, Wart
Doubting the Point, which fpi’d, the turned back. ) Lice.

Then with a Second courfe 1 faw her fteer Combing in ano-
As if the meant to reach fome other Bay, ther place
Where being approach’d fhe likewife turn'd away, 15

Though in the Bark fome /#aves now Hairs in the Comb.

entred were.

Thus varying oft her courfe, at laft I found,
While I in queft of the Adventure go,
The Sail ook down, and Qars had ceas’d  She bad given over

combing.
to row,
And that the Bark it felf was ran aground. 20
Wherewith Earths faireft Creature 1 beheld, Her face.
For which both Bark and Sea I gladly ~Her hair put up, and
Iof. Comb caft away.

Let no Philofopher of Knowledge boaft,
Unlefs that he my Vifion can unfold.

(Tears,

2008 D
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(Tears, flow no more.)

TEars, flow no more, or if you needs muft flow,
Fall yet more flow,
Do not the world invade,
From fmaller {prings then yours rivers have grown,
And they again a Sea have made,
Brackifh like you, and which like you hath flown.

Ebb to my heart, and on the burning fires
Of my defires,
O let your torrents fall,
From {maller heate then theirs fuch fparks arife
As into flame converting all,
This world might be but my love’s facrifice.

Yet if the tempefts of my fighs fo blow
You both muft flow,
And my defires ftill burn,
Since that in vain all help my love requires,
Why may not yet their rages turn
To dry thofe tears, and to blow out thofe fires ?

Italy 1614.

Ditty to the tune of A che del Quanto-

mio of Pefarino.

WHere now fhall thefe Accents go?
At which Creatures filent grow

10

15

While
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While Woods and Rocks do fpeak ?
And feem to break
Complaints too long for them to hear,

Saying, I call in vain : Ecko —~All in vain,

o o— oo
=2 —

Where there is no relief ; Ec. Here is no relief,

Ah why then fhould I fear
Unto her rocky heart to fpeak that grief,
In whofe laments thefe bear a part ?
Then cruel heart
Do but fome anfwer give,

10

I do but crave=Do you forbid to live, or bid to live.

Echo Live.
Dizzy.

An I then live to draw that breath

Which muft bid farewell to thee ?
Yet how thould death not feize on me ?

Since abfence from the life I hold fo dear muft needs be

While I do feel in parting
Such a living dying,
As in this my moft fatal hour
Grief fuch a life doth lend
As quick’ned by his power,
Even death cannot end.

(Love [peaks at laft.)

Am the firft that ever lov'd,

He yet that for the place contends
Againft true love fo much offends,

That even this way it is prov'd.
D2

(death,
6

10

For
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For whofe affe&ion once is thown,
No longer can the World beguile,
Who fee his pennance all the while,
He holds a Torch to make her known.

You are the firft were ever lov'd,
And who may think this not so true,
So little knows of love or you,

It need not otherwife be prov’d.

For though the more judicious eyes
May know when Diamonds are right,
There is requir’d a greater light
Their eftimate and worth to prife.

While they who moft for beauty ftrives,
Can with no Art fo lovely grow
As fhe who doth but only ow

So much as true affeGtion gives.

Thus firft of Lovers I appear,
For more appearance makes me none ;
And thus are you belov’d alone,

That are pris'd infinitely dear.

Yet as in our Northern Clime
Rare fruits, though late, appear at laft ;
As we may fee, fome years b’ing paft,
Our Orenge-trees grow ripe with time.

I0
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So think not ftrange, if Love to break
His wonted filence now make bold, 30
For {(when) a Love is feven years old,
Is it not time to learn to fpeak ?
Then gather in that which doth grow
And ripen to that faireft hand ;
"Tis not enough that trees do ftand, 35
If their fruit fall and perith too.

Epitaph of a flinking Poer.

Ere ftinks a Poet, I confefs,
Yet wanting breath ftinks fo much lefs.

A Ditty to the tune of Cofe ferite, made by
Lorenzo Allegre 70 one [fleeping to be

Sung.
Ak wonder.
O fair a Heaven And no Starr fhining,
So fair, &Je. Ay me, and no Starr, e. 5
"Tis paft my divining.
2et flay.

May not perchance this be fome rifing Morn ?
Which in the {corn
Of our Worlds light difclofes 10
This Air of Violets, that Sky of Rofes ?
Tis fo.
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An Oriental Sphere
Doth open and appear,
Afcending bright. 15
Then fince thy hymn I chant
May’ft thou new pleafures grant,
Admired light.

Epitapt on Sir Edward Saquevile’s (4:/d,
who dyed in his Birth.

REader, here lies a Child that never cry’d,
And therefore never dy’d,
"Twas neither old nor yong,
Born to this and the other world in one :
Let us then ceafe to mone, 5
Nothing that ever dy’d hath liv’d fo long.

Kifing.
Ome hither Womankind, and all their worth,
Give me thy Kiffes as I call them forth.
Give me the billing-Kifs, that of the Dove,
A Kifs of love ;
The melting-Kifs, a Kifs that doth confume 5
To a perfume ;
The extra@-Kifs, of every fweet a part,
A Kifs of Art
The Kifs which ever ftirs fome new delight,
A Kifs of Might ; 1o
The
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The twaching {fmacking Kifs, and when you ceafe
A Kifs of Peace ;
The Mufick-Kifs, crotchet and quaver time,
The Kifs of Rime,
The Kifs of Eloquence, which doth belong
Unto the tongue ;
The Kifs of all the Sciences in one,
The Kifs alone.
So ’tis enough.

Dizryy.

IF you refufe me once, and think again,
I will complain,
You are deceivid : Love is no work of Art,
It muft be got and born,
Not made and worn,
Or fuch wherein you have no part.

Or do you think they more then once can dy
Whom you deny ?
Who tell you of a thoufand deaths a day,
Like the old Poets fain,
And tell the pain
They met but in the common way.

Or do you think it is too foon to yield,
And quit the Field ?
You are deceiv’d, they yield who firft intreat ;
Once one may crave for love,
But more would prove
This heart too little, that too great.

I5
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Give me then fo much love, that we may burn
Paft all return,
Who mid'ft your beauties flames, and fpirit lives,
So great a light muft find
As to be blind
To all but what their fire gives.

Then give me fo much love, as in one point
Fix'd and conjoynt
May make us equal in our flames arife,
As we fhall never ftart
Until we dart

Lightning upon the envious eyes.

Then give me fo much love, that we may move
Like ftarrs of love,
And glad and happy times to Lovers bring ;
While glorious in one {phere
We ftill appear,
And keep an everlafting Spring.

Elegy over a Tomb

Uft I then fee, alas ! eternal night
Sitting upon thofe faireft eyes,
And clofing all thofe beams, which once did rife
So radiant and bright,
That light and heat in them to us did prove
Knowledge and Love ?
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Oh, if you did delight no more to ftay
Upon this low and earthly ftage,
But rather chofe an endlefs heritage,
Tell us at leaft, we pray, 10
Where all the beauties that thofe athes ow’d
Are now beftow’d ?

Doth the Sun now his light with yours renew ?
Have Waves the curling of your hair ?
Did you reftore unto the Sky and Air, 15
The red, and white, and blew ?
Have you vouchfafed to flowrs fince your death
That {fweeteft breath ?

Had not Heav’ns Lights elfe in their houfes flept,
Or to fome private life retir’d ? 20
Muft not the Sky and Air have elfe confpir'd,
And in their Regions wept ?
Muft not each flower elfe the earth could breed
Have been a weed ?

But thus enrich’d may we not yield fome caufe 25
Why they themfelves lament no more ?
That muft have changed the courfe they held before,
And broke their proper Laws,
Had not your beauties giv'n this fecond birth
To Heaven and Earth ? 30

Tell us, for Oracles muft ftill afcend,
For thofe that crave them at your tomb :
Tell us, where are thofe beauties now become,

And what they now intend :
Tell
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Tell us, alas, that cannot tell our grief,
Or hope relief.
1617.

Epitaph on Sir Francis Vere.

Reader, I
F thou appear
Before this tomb, attention give,
And do not fear,
Unlefs it be to live,
‘For dead is great Sir Francis Vere.

Of whom this might be faid, fhould God ordain
One to deftroy all finners, whom that one
Redeem’d not there, that fo he might atone

His chofen flock, and take from earth that ftain,
That fpots it ftill, he worthy were alone

To finifh it, and have, when they were gone,
This World for him made Paradife again.

To M Diana Cecyll.

Iana Cecyll, that rare beauty thou doft thow
Is not of Milk, or Snow,

Or fuch as pale and whitely things do ow.

But an illuftrious Oriental Bright,
Like to the Diamonds refracted light,
Or early Morning breaking from the Night.

35

I0

Nor
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Nor is thy hair and eyes made of that ruddy beam,
Or golden-fanded ftream,
Which we find ftill the vulgar Poets theme,
But reverend black, and fuch as you would fay, 10
Light did but ferve it, and did thew the way,
By which at firft night did precede the day.

Nor is that fymmetry of parts and form divine
Made of one vulgar line,
Or fuch as any know how to define, 15
But of proportions new, fo well expreft,
That the perfe@ions in each part confeft,
Are beauties to themfelves, and to the reft.

Wonder of all thy Sex ! let none henceforth inquire
Why they fo much admire, 20
Since they that know thee beft afcend no higher ;
Only be not with common praifes woo’d
Since admiration were no longer good,
When men might hope more then they underftood.

To her Eyes.

Lack eyes if you feem dark,
It is becaufe your beams are deep,
And with your foul united keep :
Who could difcern
Enough into them, there might learn,
Whence they derive that mark ;

<

And
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And how their power is fuch,
That all the wonders which proceed from thence,
Affe&ing more the mind then fenfe,
Are not fo much 10
The works of light, as influence.

As you then joined are
Unto the Soul, fo it again
By its connexion doth pertain
To that firft caufe, 15
Who giving all their proper Laws,
By you doth beft declare
How he at firft b'ing hid
Within the veil of an eternal night,
Did frame for us a fecond light, 20
And after bid
It ferve for ordinary fight.

His image then you are.
If there be any yet who doubt
What power it is that doth look out 25
Through that your black,
He will not an example lack,
If he fuppofe that there
Were grey, or hafle Glafs,
And that through them, though fight or foul might fhine,
He muft yet at the laft define, 31
That beams which pafs
Through black, cannot but be divine.

To
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To her Hair.

Lack beamy hairs, which fo feem to arife
From the extra&ion of thofe eyes,
That into you fhe deftin-like doth fpin
The beams fhe fpares, what time her foul retires,
And by thofe hallow’d fires, 5
Keeps houfe all night within,

Since from within her awful front you fhine,
As threads of life which fhe doth twine,
And thence afcending with your fatal rays,
Do crown thofe temples, where Love’s wonders wrought
We afterwards fee brought 1
To vulgar light and praife.

Lighten through all your regions, till we find
The caufes why we are grown blind,
That when we thould your Glories comprehend 15
Our fight recoils, and turneth back again,
And doth, as 'twere in vain,
It felf to you extend.

Is it, becaufe paft black, there is not found

A fix'd or horizontal bound ? 20
And fo, as it doth terminate the white,
It may be faid all colours to infold,

And in that kind to hold
Somewhat of infinite ?
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Or is it, that the centre of our fight 25
Being vailed in its proper night
Difcerns your blacknefs by fome other fenfe,
Then that by which it doth py’d colours fee,
Which only therefore be
Known by their difference ? 30

Tell us, when on her front in curls you lye
So diapred from that black eye,
That your refle¢ted forms may make us know
That fhining light in darknefs all would find,
Were they not upward blind 35
With the Sun beams below.

Sonnet of Black Beauty.

Lack beauty, which above that common light,
Whofe Power can no colours here renew
But thofe which darknefs can again fubdue,
Do'tt ftill remain unvary’d to the fight,

And like an obje& equal to the view, 5
Art neither chang’d with day, nor hid with night ;
When all thefe colours which the world call bright,

And which old Poetry doth fo perfue,

Are with the night fo perifhed and gone,

That of their being there remains no mark, 10
Thou ftill abideft fo intirely one,

That we may know thy blacknefs is a fpark
Of light inacceffible, and alone

Our darknefs which can make us think it dark.

Another
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Another Sonnet to Black it felf.

Hou Black, wherein all colours are compos’d,
And unto which they all at laft return,

Thou colour of the Sun where it doth burn,
And fhadow, where it cools, in thee is clos’'d
Whatever nature can, or hath difpos’d 5

In any other Hue : from thee do rife
Thofe tempers and complexions, which difclos’d,

As parts of thee, do work as myfteries,
Of that thy hidden power ; when thou doft reign

The chara&ers of fate thine in the Skies, 10
And tell us what the Heavens do ordain,

But when Earth’s common light fhines to our eys,
Thou fo retir'ft thy felf, that thy difdain

All revelation unto Man denys.

The firft Meeting.

S fometimes with a fable Cloud
We fee the Heavens bow’d,
And darkning all the aire,
Untill the lab'ring fires they do contain
Break forth again, 5
Ev'n fo from under your black hair
I faw fuch an unufual blaze
Light'ning and fparkling from your eyes,
And with unufed prodigies
Forcing fuch terrors and amaze, 10
That
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That I did judge your Empire here
Was not of love alone, but fear.

But as all that is violent
Doth by degrees relent,
So when that fweeteft face,

Growing at laft to be ferene and clear,

Did now appear
With all its wonted heav’nly Grace,
And your appeafed eyes did fend
A beam from them fo foft and mild,
That former terrors were exil’d,
And all that could amaze did end ;
Darknefs in me was chang’d to light,
Wonder to love, love to delight.

Nor here yet did your goodnefs cefle
My heart and eyes to blefs,
For being paft all hope,

That I could now enjoy a better ftate,

An orient gate

(As if the Heav’'ns themfelves did ope)

Firft form’d in thee, and then difclos'd
So gracious and fweet a fmile,

That my foul ravifhed the while,
And wholly from it felf unloos’d,
Seem’d hov’ring in your breath to rife,
To feel an air of Paradife.

Nor here yet did your favours end,
For whil't I down did bend,
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As one who now did mifs

A foul, which grown much happier then before,

Would turn no more,
You did beftow on me a Kifs,

And in that Kifs a foul infufe,
Which was fo fathion’d by your mind,
And which was fo much more refin’d,

Then that I formerly did ufe,

That if one foul found joys in thee,
The other fram’d them new in me.

But as thofe bodies which difpenfe
Their beams, in parting hence
Thofe beams do recolle&,

Until they in themfelves refumed have

The forms they gave,

So when your gracious afpect

From me was turned once away,
Neither could I thy foul retain,
Nor you gave mine leave to remain,

To make with you a longer ftay,
Or fuffer’d ought elfe to appear
But your hair, nights hemifphere.

Only as we in Loadftones find
Vertue of fuch a kind,
That what they once do give,

B’ing neither to be chang’d by any Clime,

Or forc’d by time,
Doth ever in its fubjeéts live ;
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So though I be from you retir’d,
The power you gave yet flill abides,
And my foul ever fo guides, *
By your magnetique touch infpir'd, 70
That all it moves, or is inclin’'d,
Comes from the motions of your mind.

A merry Rime fent to the Lady Wroth
upon the Birth of my L. of Pembroke’s
(Child, born in the Spring.

Adam, though I am one of thofe
That every Spring ufe to compofe,
That is, add feet unto round Profe :
Yet you a further art difclofe,
And can, as every body knows, 5
Add to thofe feet fine dainty toes,
Satyrs add nails, but they are threws,
My Mufe therefore no further goes,
But for her feet craves fhooes and hofe.
Let a fair feafon add a Rofe, 10
While thus attired wee’l oppofe
The tragick buskins of our foes.
And herewith, Madam, 1 will clofe,
And ’tis no matter how it thews,
Al T care is, if the child grows. 15

The
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The Thoughs.

I.

F you do love, as well as 1,
Then every minute from your heart
A thought doth part :
And winged with defire doth fly
Till it hath met in a ftreight line, 5
A thought of mine
So like to yours, we cannot know
Whether of both doth come or go,
Till we define
Which of us two that thought doth ow. 10

2.

I fay then, that your thoughts which pafs,

Are not {fo much the thoughts you meant,
As thofe I fent :

For as my image in a Glafs

Belongs not to the Glafs you fee, 15
But unto me,

So when your fancy is fo clear,

That you would think you faw me there,
It needs muft be,

That it was I did firft appear. 20

3.

Likewife when I fend forth a thought,

My reafon tells me, ’tis the fame,
Which from you came,

And
E 2
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And which your beauteous Image wrought ;

Thus while our thoughts by turns do lead 35
None can precede ;

And thus while in each others mind

Such interchanged forms we find,
Our loves may plead

To be of more then vulgar kind. 30

4.
May you then often think on me,
And by that thinking know ’tis true
I thought on you:
1 in the fame belief will be,
While by this mutual addrefs 35
We will poffefs
A love muft live, when we do dy,
Which rare and fecret property
You will confefs,
If you do love as well as 1. 40

To a Lady who did fing excellently.

I.

Hen our rude & unfafhion’d words, that long
A being in their elements enjoy’'d,
Senflefs and void,
Come at laft to be formed by thy tongue,
And from thy breath receive that life and place, 5
And perfect grace,
That
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That now thy power diffus’d through all their parts
Are able to remove
All the obftruions of the hardeft hearts,
And teach the moft unwilling how to love ;

2.

When they again, exalted by thy voice,
Tun’d by thy foul, difmifs'd into the air,
To us repair,
A living, moving, and harmonious noife,
Able to give the love they do create
A second ftate,
And charm not only all his griefs away,
And his defe&s reftore,
But make him perfe&, who, the Poets fay,
Made all was ever yet made heretofore ;

3.
When again all thefe rare perfe@ions meet,
Compofed in the circle of thy face,
As in their place,
So to make up of all one perfect fweet,
Who is not then fo ravifh’d with delight
Ev'n of thy fight,
That he can be affur’d his fenfe is true,
Or that he die, or live,
Or that he do enjoy himfelf, or you,
Or only the delights, which you did give ?

1618.
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Melander /fuppos'd to love Sufan, but did
love Ann.

Ho doth prefume my Miftrefs’s name to fcan,
Goes about more then any way he can,
Since all men think that it is Susan. Echo Ann.

What fay't 7 Then tell who is as white as Swan,
While others fet by her are pale and wan, 5
Then, Echo, fpeak, Is it not Susan? Ec. Ann.

Tell, Echo, yet, whofe middle’s but a fpan,
Some being grofs as bucket, round as pan ;
Say, Echo, then, Is it not Susan? Ec. Ann.

Say, is fhe not foft as meal without bran, 10
Though yet in great haft once from me fhe ran,
Muft I not however love Susan? Ec. Ann.

Echo to a Rock,

Hou heaven-threat’ning Rock, gentler then fhe !
Since of my pain
Thou ftill more fenfible wilt be,
Only when thou giv'ft leave but to complain.
Echs Complain. 5

But
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But thou doft anfwer too, although in vain
Thou anfwer’ft when thou canft no pity fhow.
Echo Oh,
What canft thou fpeak and pity too ?
Then yet a further favour do, 10
And tell if of my griefs I any end fhall know.
Echo No.

Sure fhe will pity him that loves her fo truly.
Echo You ly.
Vile Rock, thou now grow't fo unruly, 15
That had’ft thou life as thou haft voice,
Thou thould’ft dye at my foot. '
Echo Dye at my foot.
Thou canft not make me do't,
Unlefs thou leave it to my choice, 20
Who thy hard fentence fhall fulfill,
When thou fhalt fay, I dye to pleafe her only will.
Echo 1 will.
When fhe comes hither, then, I pray thee, tell,

Thou art my Monument, and this my laft farewell. 25
Ecko Well,

Echo in a (hurch.

Here fhall my troubled foul, at large
Difcharge

The burden of her fins, oh where ?
Echo Here.

Whence
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Whence comes this voice I hear ?

Who doth this grace afford ?
If it be thou, O Lord,

Say, if thou hear my prayers when I call.
Echo All
And wilt thou pity grant when I do cry ?
Echo 1.
Then though I fall,
Thy Grace will my defeés supply,
But who will keep my foul from ill,
Quench bad defires, reform my Will ?
Echo 1 will.

O may that will and voice be bleft,
Which yields fuch comforts unto one diftreft,
More blefled yet, would’t thou thy felf unmafk,
Or tell, at leaft, who undertakes this tafk.
Echo Ask.

Then quickly fpeak,
Since now with crying I am grown fo weak,
I fhall want force even to crave thy name,
O fpeak before I wholly weary am.

Echo T am.

To his Miftrefs for her true Picture.

Eath, my lifes Miftrefs, and the soveraign Queen
Of all that ever breath’d, though yet unfeen,

My heart doth love you beft, yet I confefs,
Your pi¢ture I beheld, which doth exprefs
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No fuch eye-taking beauty, you feem lean,
Unlefs you'r mended fince. Sure he did mean
No honour to you, that did draw you fo ;
Therefore I think it falfe : Befides, I know

The picture, Nature drew, (which fure’s the beft)
Doth figure you by fleep and fweeteft reft :
Sleep, nurfe of our life, care’s beft repofer,
Natures high’ft rapture, and the vifion giver :
Sleep, which when it doth feize us, fouls go play,
And make Man equal as he was firft day.

Yet fome will fay, Can pictures have more life
Then the original ? To end this ftrife,

Sweet Miftrefs come, and thew your felf to me,
In your true form, while then I think to fee
Some beauty Angelick, that comes t" unlock

My bodies prifon, and from life unyoke

My well divorced foul, and fet it free,

To liberty eternal : Thus you fee,

I find.the Painters error, and prote&

Your abfent beauties, ill drawn, by th’ effe& :
For grant it were your work, and not the Graves,
Draw Love by Madnefs then, Tyrants by Slaves,
Becaufe they make men fuch. Dear Miftrefs, then
If you would not be feen by owl-ey’d Men,
Appear at noon i'th’ Air, with fo much light,
The Sun may be a Moon, the Day a Night,
Clear to my Soul, but dark’ning the weak fenfe
Of thofe, the other Worlds Cimmeriens,

And in your fatal Robe, imbroidered

With Starr-characters, teaching me to read

The deftiny of Mortals, while your clear brow
Prefents a Majefty, to inftrut me how
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To love or dread nought elfe: May your bright hair,

Which are the threds of life, fair crown’d appear
With that your Crown of Immortality :

In your right hand the Keys of Heaven be ;

In th’ other thofe of the Infernal Pit,

Whence none retires, if once he enter it.

And here let me complain, how few are thofe
Whofe fouls you fhall from earth’s vaft dungeon lofe
To endlefs happinefs ! few that attend

You, the true Guide, unto their journeys end :
And if of old Vertue’s way narrow were,

*Tis rugged now, having no paflenger.

Our life is but a dark and ftormy night,

To which fenfe yields a weak and glimmering light ;
While wandring Man thinks he discerneth all,

By that which makes him but miftake and fall :

He fees enough, who doth his darknefs fee ;

Thefe are great lights, by which lefs dark’ned be.
Shine then Sun-brighter through my fenfes vail,

A day-ftar of the light doth never fail ;

Shew me that Goodnefs which compounds the ftrife
"T'wixt a long ficknefs and a weary life.

Set forth that Juftice which keeps all in aw,

Certain and equal more then any Law.

Figure that happy and eternal Reft,

Which till Man do enjoy, he is not bleft.

Come and appear then, dear Soul-ravifher,
Heavens-Light-Uther, Man’s deliverer,

And do not think, when I new beauties fee,

They can withdraw my fettled love from thee.
Flefh-beauty ftrikes me not at all, I know,

When thou do'ft leave them to the grave, they fhow
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Worfe, then they now fhow thee : they fhal not move

In me the leaft part of delight, or love,

But as they teach your power : Be fhe nut-brown,

The lovelieft colour which the fleth doth crown :
I'll think her like a Nut, a fair outfide,

Within which Worms and rottennefs abide :

If fair, then like the Worm it felf to be ;

If painted, like their flime and fluttery.

If any yet will think their beauties beft,

And will, againft you, fpite of all, conteft,

Seize them with Age : fo in themfelves they’l hate

What they fcorn’d in your picture, and too late
See their fault, and the Painters: Yet if this,

Which their great'ft plague and wrinkled torture is,

Pleafe not, you may to the more wicked fort,

Or fuch as of your praifes make a fport,
Denounce an open warr, fend chofen bands

Of Worms, your fouldiers, to their faireft hands,

And make them lep’rous-fcabb’d : upon their face

70
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Let thofe your Pioners, Ring-worms, take their place,

And fafely near with ftrong approaches got
Intrench it round, while their teeths rampire rot
With other Worms, may with a damp inbred
Stink to their fenfes, which they fhall not dead :
And thus may all that €'r they prided in,
Confound them now : As for the parts within,
Send Gut-worms, which may undermine a way
Unto their vital parts, and fo difplay

That your pale Enfign on the walls : then let
Thofe Worms, your Veteranes, which never yet
Did fail, enter Pe/ mel, and ranfack all,

Juft as they fee the well-rais’d building fall :

95
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While they do this, your Forragers command,

The Caterpillars, to devour their land ;

And with them Wafps, your wing’d-worm-horfmen, bring,

To charge, in troop, thofe Rebels, with their fting :

All this, unlefs your beauty they confefs. 105
And now, fweet Miftrefs, let m’ a while digrefs,

T’ admire thefe noble Worms, whom 1 invoke,

And not the Mufes: You that eat through Oak

And bark, will you fpare Paper, and my Verfe,

Becaufe your praifes they do here reherfe ? 110

Brave Legions then, fprung from the mighty race
Of Man corrupted, and which hold the place
Of his undoubted Iffue ; you that are
Brain-born, Minerva-like, and like her warr,
Well-arm’d compleat-maile-jointed Souldiers, 115
Whofe force Herculean links in pieces tears ;
To you the vengeance of all {pill-bloods falls,
Beaft-eating Men, Men-eating Cannibals.
Death-priviledg’d, were you in funder fmit
You do not lofe your life, but double it : 120
Beft framed types of the immortal Soul,
Which in your felves, and in each part are whole :
Laft-living Creatures, heirs of all the earth,
For when all men are dead, it is your birth :
When you dy, your brave felf-kill'd Generall 125
(For nothing elfe can kill him) doth end all.
What vermine-breeding body then thinks fcorn,
His flefh fhould be by your brave fury torn ?

Willing,
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Willing, to you, this Carkafs I fubmit,
A gift fo free, I do not care for it : 130
Which yet you fhall not take, untill I fee
My Miftrefs firft reveal her felf to me.

Mean while, Great Miftrefs, whom my foul admires,
Grant me your true picture, who it defires,
That he your matchlefs beauty might maintain 135
'Gainft all men that will quarrels entertain
For a Fleth-Miftrefs ; the worft I can do,
Is but to keep the way that leads to you,
And howfoever the event doth prove,
To have Revenge below, Reward above ; 140
Hear, from my bodies prifon, this my Call,
Who from my mouth-grate, and eye-window_ bawl.

Epitaph on Sir Philip Sidney Aing in
St. Paul’s without a Monument, to be
faftned upon the (hurch door,

Reader,

Ithin this Church Sir Philip Sidney lics,
Nor is it fit that I fhould more acquaint,
Left fuperftition rife,
And Men adore, 5
Souldiers, their Martyr ; Lovers, their Saint.

Epitaph
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Epitaph for himfelf.
Reader,

He Monument which thou beholdeft here,
Prefents Edward Lord Herbert, to thy fight,

A man, who was fo free from either hope or fear,

To have or loofe this ordinary light, 5
That when to elements his body turned were,

He knew that as thofe elements would fight,
‘So his Immortal Soul thould find above,
With his Creator, Peace, Joy, Truth, and Love.

Sonnet.

Ou well compacted Groves, whofe light & thade
Mixt equally, produce nor heat, nor cold,
Either to burn the young, or freeze the old,

But to one even temper being made,

Upon a Greene embroidering through each Glade 5
An Airy Silver, and a Sunny Gold,

So cloath the pooreft that they do behold

Themfelves, in riches which can never fade,
While the wind whiftles, and the birds do fing,

While your twigs clip, and while the leaves do frifs, o
While the fruit ripens which thofe trunks do bring,
Senflefs to all but love, do you not {pring

Pleafure of fuch a kind, as ttuly is

A felf-renewing vegetable blifs ?

Made upon the Groves near Merlow Cafte.
7o
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To the (. of D.

I.

Ince in your face, as in a beauteous fphere,
Delight and ftate fo fweetly mix’d appear,
That Love’s not light, nor Gravity fevere,
All your attra&ive Graces feem to draw,
A modeft rigor keepeth fo in aw, 5
That in their turns each of them gives the law.

2.

Therefore though chaft and vertuous defire

Through that your native mildnefs may afpire,

Untill a juft regard it doth acquire ;
Yet if Love thence a forward hope proje&, 10
You can, by vertue of a fweet negle&,
Convert it ftreight to reverend refpect.

3.

Thus, as in your rare temper, we may find

An excellence fo perfec in each kind,

That a fair body hath a fairer mind ; 15
So all the beams you diver{ly do dart,
As well on th’ underftanding as the heart,
Of love and honour equal caufe impart.

Diryy.
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Dizzy.

I.
Hy doft thou hate return inftead of love ?
And with fuch mercilefs defpite,
My faith and hope requite ?
Oh'! if th’ affe&tion cannot move,
Learn Innocence yet of the Dove,
And thy difdain to jufter bounds confine ;
Or if twards Man thou equally decline
The rules of Juftice and of Mercy too,
Thou may’ft thy love to fuch a point refine,
As it will kill more then thy hate can do.

2.
Love, love, Melaina, then, though death infue,
Yet (if) it is a greater fate,
To dye through love then hate,
Rather a victory perfue,
To Beauties lawful conqueft due,
Then tyrant eyes invenom with difdain :
Or if thy power thou would’'t fo maintain,
As equally to be both lov’d and dread,
Let timely Kiffes call to life again,

Him whom thy eyes have Planet-ftrucken dead.

3.
Kifs, kifs, Melaina, then, and do not ftay

Until thefe fad effeés appear,
Which now draw on fo near,
That did'ft thou longer help delay,

My foul muft fly fo faft away,

10
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As would at once both life and love divorce :
Or if I needs muft dye without remorfe,
Kifs and embalm me fo with that fweet breath,
That while thou triumph’ft o’r Love and his force,
I may triumph yet over Fate and Death. 30

Elegy for Doctor Dunn.

Hat though the vulgar and received praife,
With which each common Poet ftrives to raife
His worthlefs Patron, feem to give the height
Of a true Excellence ; yet as the weight
Forc’d from his Centre, muft again recoil, 5
So every praife, as if it took fome foil,
Only becaufe it was not well imploy’d,
Turns to thofe fenfelefs principles and void,
Which in fome broken fyllables being couch’d,
Cannot above an Alphabet be vouch’d, 10
In which diffolved ftate, they ufe to reft,
Until fome other in new forms inveft
Their eafie matter, ftriving fo to fix
Glory with words, and make the parts to mix.

But fince praife that wants truth, like words that want
Their proper meaning, doth it felf recant ; 16
Such tearms, however elevate and high,

Are but like Meteors, which the pregnant Sky
Varies in divers figures, till at laft
They either be by fome dark Cloud o’rcaft, 20
Or wanting inward fuftenance do devolve,
And into their firft Elements refolve.
Praifes,
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Praifes, like Garments, then, if loofe and wide,
Are fubje& to fall off : if gay and py'd,
Make men ridiculous ; the just and grave
Are thofe alone, which men may wear and have.
How fitting were it then, each had that part
Which is their due: And that no fraudulent art
Could fo difguife the truth, but they might own
Their rights, and by that property be known.
For fince praife is publick inheritance,
If any Inter-Commoner do chance
To give or take more praife then doth belong
Unto his part, he doth fo great a wrong,
That all who claim an equal intereft,
May him implead untill he do deveft
His ufurpations, and again reftore
Unto the publick what was theirs before.
Praifes thould then like definitions be
Round, neat, convertible, fuch as agree
To perfons fo, that, were their names conceal’d,
Muft make them known as well as if reveal’d :
Such as contain the kind and difference,
And all the properties arifing thence.
All praifes elfe, as more or lefs then due,
Will prove, or ftrongly falfe, or weakly true.
Having deliver’d now, what praifes are,
It refts that I thould to the world declare
Thy praifes, D UN N, whom I fo lov'd alive,
That with my witty Carew I fhould ftrive
To celebrate thee dead, did I not need
A language by it felf, which fhould exceed
All thofe which are in ufe : For while I take
Thofe common words, which men may even rake

25
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From Dunghil-wits, 1 find them fo defil'd,
Slubber’d and falfe, as if they had exil'd
Truth and propriety, fuch as do tell
So little other things, they hardly fpell
Their proper meaning, and therefore unfit
To blazon forth thy merits, or thy wit.

Nor will it ferve, that thou did’ft {o refine
Matter with words, that both did {feem divine,
When thy breath utter’d them : for thou b’ing gone,
They ftreight did follow thee : Let therefore none
Hope to find out an Idiom and fence,

Equal to thee, and to thy Eminence,

Unlefs our Gracious King give words their bound,
Call in falfe titles, which each where are found,
In Profe and Verfe, and as bad Coin and light
Supprefs them and their values, till the right
Take place, and do appear, and then in lieu

Of thofe forg’d Attributes ftamp fome anew,
Which being currant, and by all allow’d,

In Epitaphs and Tombs might be avow'd

More then their Efcocheons. Mean while, becaufe
Nor praife is yet confined to its Laws,

Nor rayling wants his proper diale&,

Let thy detracors thy late life dete ;

And though they term all thy heat, frowardnefs ;
Thy folitude, felf-pride ; fafts, niggardnefs,

And on this falfe fuppofal would inferr,

They teach not others right, themfelves who err ;
Yet as men to the adverfe part do ply

Thofe crooked things which they would rectifie,
So would perchance, to loofe and wanton Man
Such vice avail more then their vertues can.
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The Brown Beauty.

I.
Hile the two contraries of Black and White,
In the Brown Phaie are {o well unite,
That they no longer now feem oppofite,
‘Who doubts but love, hath this his colour chofe,
Since he therein doth both th’ extremes compofe,
And as within their proper Centre clofe ?

2.
Therefore as it prefents not to the view
That whitely raw and unconcoéed hiew,
Which Beauty Northern Nations think the true ;
So neither hath it that aduft afpe&,
The Moor and Indian fo much affe&,
That for it they all other do reje&t.

3.

Thus while the White well fhadow’d doth appear,
And black doth through his luftre grow fo clear,
That each in other equal part doth bear ;

All in fo rare proportion is combin’d,

That the fair temper, which adorns her mind,

Is even to her outward form confin’d.

4+

Phaie, your Sexes honour, then fo live,
That when the World fhall with contention ftrive
To whom they would a chief perfection give,

They might the controverfie fo decide,

As quitting all extreams on either fide,

You more then any may be dignify’d.

10
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An Ode upon a Queftion moved, Whether
Love [hould continue for ever?

Aving interr’d her Infant-birth,
The watry ground that late did mourn,
Was ftrew’d with flow’rs for the return
Of the wifh’d Bridegroom of the earth.

The well accorded Birds did fing 5
Their hymns unto the pleafant time,
And in a {fweet conforted chime

Did welcom in the chearful Spring.

To which, foft whiftles of the Wind,
And warbling murmurs of a Brook, 10
And vari’'d notes of leaves that fhook,

An harmony of parts did bind.

While doubling joy unto each other,

All in fo rare concent was thown,

No happinefs that came alone, 15
Nor pleafure that was not another.

When with a love none can exprefs,
That mutually happy pair,
Melander and Celinda fair,
The feafon with their loves did blefs. 20

Walking
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Walking thus towards a pleafant Grove,

Which did, it feem’d, in new delight
The pleafures of the time unite,
To give a triumph to their love,

They ftay'd at laft, and on the Grafs
Repofed fo, as o'r his breaft
She bow’d her gracious head to reft,
Such a weight as no burden was.

While over eithers compafl’d wafte
Their folded arms were fo compos’d,

As if in ftraiteft bonds inclos’d,
They fuffer’d for joys they did tafte.

Long their fixt eyes to Heaven bent,

Unchanged, they did never move,
_As if fo great and pure a love
No Glafs but it could reprefent.

When with a fweet, though troubled look,
She firft brake filence, faying, Dear friend,

O that our love might take no end,
Or never had beginning took !

I fpeak not this with a falfe heart,

(Wherewith his hand fhe gently ftrain’d)
Or that would change a love maintain’d

With fo much faith on either part.
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Nay, I proteft, though Death with his
Worft Counfel thould divide us here,
His terrors could not make me fear,

To come where your lov'd prefence is.

Only if loves fire with the breath

Of life be kindled, 1 doubt,

With our laft air "twill be breath’d out,
And quenched with the cold of death.

That if affe&tion be a line,
Which is clos’d up in our laft hour ;
Oh how ’twould grieve.me, any pow’r
Could force fo dear a love as mine !

She fcarce had done, when his fhut eyes
An inward joy did reprefent,
To hear Celinda thus intent

To a love he fo much did prize.

Then with a look, it feem’d, deny’d
All earthly pow'’r but hers, yet fo,
As if to her breath he did ow

This borrow'd life, he thus repli'd ;

O you, wherein, they fay, Souls reft,
Till they defcend pure heavenly fires,
Shall luftful and corrupt defires

With your immortal feed be bleft ?
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And fhall our Love, fo far beyond
That low and dying appetite, 70
And which fo chaft defires unite,
Not hold in an eternal bond ?

Is it, becaufe we fhould decline,

And wholly from our thoughts exclude

Objeéts that may the fenfe delude, 5
And ftudy only the Divine ?

No fure, for if none can afcend
Ev’n to the vifible degree
Of things created, how fhould we
The invifible comprehend ? 80

Or rather fince that Pow’r expreft

His greatnefs in his works alone,

B’ing here beft in his Creatures known,
Why is he not lov’d in them beft ?

But is’'t not true, which you pretend, 85
That fince our love and knowledge here,
Only as parts of life appear,

So they with it fhould take their end.

O no, Belov'd, I am moft fure,
Thofe vertuous habits we acquire, 90
As being with the Soul intire,

Muft with it evermore endure.

For
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For if where fins and vice refide,
We find fo foul a guilt remain,
As never dying in his ftain,

Still punifh’d in the Soul doth bide,

Much more that true and real joy,
Which in a vertuous love is found,
Muft be more folid in its ground,

Then Fate or Death can €'r deftroy.

Elfe fhould our Souls in vain eleé,
And vainer yet were Heavens laws,
When to an everlafting Caufe

They gave a perithing Effect.

Nor here on earth then, nor above,
Our good affection can impai,
For where God doth admit the fair,
Think you that he excludeth Love ?

Thefe eyes again then, eyes fhall fee,
And hands again thefe hands enfold,
And all chaft pleafures can be told

Shall with us everlafting be.

For if no ufe of fenfe remain
When bodies once this life forfake,
Or they could no delight partake,
Why fhould they ever rife again ?
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And if every imperfect mind
Make love the end of knowledge here,
How perfe& will our love be, where
All imperfe&ion is refin’d ?

Let then no doubt, Ce/inda, touch,
Much lefs your faireft mind invade,
Were not our fouls immortal made,

Our equal loves can make them fuch.

So when one wing can make no way,
Two joyned can themfelves dilate,
So can two perfons propagate,

When fingly either would decay.

So when from hence we fhall be gone,
And be no more, nor you, nor I,

As one anothers myftery,
Each fhall be both, yet both but one.

This faid, in her up-lifted face,
Her eyes which did that beauty crown,
Were like two ftarrs, that having faln down,
Look up again to find their place :

While fuch a movelefs filent peace

Did feize on their becalmed fenfe,

One would have thought fome Influence
Their ravith'd fpirits did poffefs.
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The Green-Sicknefs Beauty.

I.

Hough the pale white within your cheeks compos’d,

And doubtful light unto your eye confin’d,
Though your fhort breath not from it felf unloos’d,
And carelefs motions of your equal mind,
Argue, your beauties are not all difclos’d :

2.

Yet as a rifing beam, when firft ’tis fhown,
Points fairer, then when it afcends more red,
Or as a budding Rofe, when firft ’tis blown,
Smells fweeter far, then when it is more fpread,
As all things beft by principles are known :

3.
So in your green and flourifhing eftate
A beauty is difcern’d more worthy love,
Then that which further doth it felf dilate,
And thofe degrees of variation prove,
Our vulgar wits fo much do celebrate.

4.
Thus though your eyes dart not that piercing blaze,
Which doth in bufie Lovers looks appear,
It is, becaufe you do not need to gaze,
On other obje& then your proper {phere,
Nor wander further then to run that maze.
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5.
So, if you want that blood which muft succeed,
And give at laft a tin&ure to your skin,
It is, becaufe neither in outward deed,
Nor inward thought, you yet admit that fin, ,
For which your Cheeks a guilty bluth fhould need. 25

6.

So, if your breath do not fo freely flow,
It is becaufe you love not to confume
That vital treafure, which you do beftow
As well to vegetate as to perfume
Your Virgin leaves, as faft as they do grow. 30

7.
Yet ftay not here, Love for his right will call,
You were not born to ferve your only will,
Nor can your beauty be perpetual,
"Tis your perfection for to ripen fill,
And to be gather'd rather then to fall. 35

The Green-Sickpefs Beaury.

Rom thy pale look, while angry Love doth feem
With more imperioufnefs to give his Law,
Then where he bluthingly. doth beg efteem,
We may obferve py’d beauty in fuch aw ;

That
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That the brav’ft Colour under her command 5
Affrighted, oft before you doth retire,
While, like a Statue of your felf, you ftand
In fuch fymmetrique form, as doth require
No luftre but his own : As then in vain
One fhould flefh-colouring to Statues add, 10
So were it to your native White a Stain,
If it in other ornaments were clad,
Then what your rich proportions do give,
Which in a boundlefs fair being unconfin’d
Exalted in your foul, {o feem to live, 15
That they become an emblem of your mind,
That fo, who to your Orient White thould joyn
Thofe fading qualities moft eyes adore,
Were but like one, who gilding Silver Coin,
Gave but occafion to fufpec it more. 20

La Gialletta Gallante,
OR,

The Sun-burn’d Exotigue Beanty.

I

Hild of the Sun, in whom his Rays appear,
Hatch'd to that luftre, as doth make thee wear
Heav'ns livery in thy skin, What need’ft thou fear
The injury of Air, and change of Clime,
When thy exalted form is fo fublime, 5
As to tranfcend all power of change or time ?

How
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2.

How proud are they that in their hair but thow
Some part of thee, thinking therein they ow
The greateft beauty Nature can beftow !
When thou art {fo much fairer to the fight,
As beams each where diffufed are more bright
Then their deriv'd and fecondary light.

3.
But thou art cordial both to fight and tafte,
While each rare fruit feems in his time to hafte
To ripen in thee, till at length they wafte
Themfelves to inward {weets, from whence again,
They, like Elixirs, pafling through each vein,
An endlefs circulation do maintain.

4
How poor are they then, whom if we but greet,
Think that raw juyce, which in their lips we meet,
Enough, to make us hold their Kiffes {weet !
When that rich odour, which in thee is {melt,
Can it felf to a balmy liquor melt,
And make it to our inward fenfes felt.

5.
Leave then thy Country Soil, and Mothers home,
Wander a Planet this way, till thou come
To give our Lovers here their fatal doom ;
While if our beauties fcorn to envy thine,
It will be juft they to a Jaundife pine,
And by thy Gold fhew like fome Copper-mine.

Io
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Platonick Love.

I

Adam, your beauty and your lovely parts
Would fcarce admit poetick praife and Arts
As they are Loves moft fharp and piercing darts ;
Though, as again they only wound and kill
The more deprav’'d affe@ions of our will, 5
You claim a right to commendation fill.

2.

For as you can unto that height refine

All Loves delights, as while they do incline

Unto no vice, they fo become divine ;
We may as well attain your excellence, 10
As without help of any outward fenfe
Would make us grow a pure Intelligence.

3.

And as a Soul, thus being quite abftrac,

Complies not properly with any a&,

Which from its better Being may detract : 15
So through the virtuous habits you infufe,
It is enough that we may like and chufe,
Without prefuming yet to take or ufe.

4.
Thus Angels in their ftarry Orbs proceed
Unto affe@®ion, without other need 20
Then that they ftill on contemplation feed :

Though
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Though as they may unto this Orb defcend,
You can, when you would fo much lower bend,

Give joys beyond what man can comprehend.

5.
Do not refufe then, Madam, to appear, 25
Since every radiant Beam comes from your Sphere,
Can fo much more then any elfe endear,
As while through them we do difcern each Grace,
The multiplied lights from every place,
Will turn and Circle, with their rays, your face. 30

Platonick Love.

Adam, believe ’t, Love is not fuch a toy,
As it is fport but for the Idle Boy,
Or wanton Youth, fince it can entertain
Our ferious thoughts, and make us know how vain
All time is fpent we do not thus imploy. 5

20

For though ftrong paffion oft on youth doth feize,
It is not yet affection, but difeafe,
Caus'd from repletion, which their blood doth vex,
So that they love not Woman, but the Sex,
And care no more then how themfelves to pleafe. 10

Whereas
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3.

Whereas true Lovers check that appetite,
Which would prefume further then to invite
The Soul unto that part it ought to take,
When that from this addrefs it would but make
Some introduétion only to delight.

4.

For while they from the outward fenfe tranfplant
The love grew there in earthly mould, and fcant,
To the Souls fpacious and immortal field,
They fpring a love eternal, which will yield
All that a pure affeGtion can grant.

S.

Befides, what time or diftance might effect
Is thus remov’d, while they themfelves connect
So far above all change, as to exclude
Not only all which might their fenfe delude,
But mind to any objet elfe affect.

6.
Nor will the proof of Conftancy be hard,

When they have plac’d upon their mind that guard,

As no ignoble thought can enter there,

And Love doth fuch a vertue perfevere,
And in it felf o find a juft reward.
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7.

And thus a love, made from a worthy choice,

Will to that union come, as but one voice
Shall fpeak, one thought but think the others will,
And while, but frailty, they can know no ill,

Their fouls more then their bodies muft rejoice. 35

8.

In which eftate nothing can fo fulfill
Thofe heights of pleafure, which their fouls inftill
Into each other, but that love thence draws
New Arguments of joy, while the fame caufe
That makes them happy, makes them greater ftill. 40

9.
So that however multipli'd and vaft
Their love increafe, they will not think it paft
The bounds of growth, till their exalted fire
B'ing equally inlarg’d with their defire,
Transform and fix them to one Starr at laft. 45

10,

Or when that otherwife they were inclin'd
Unto thofe publick joys, which are affign’d
To blefled fouls when they depart from hence,
They would, befides what Heaven doth difpenfe,
Have their contents they in each other find. 50

The
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The IDEA,

Made of Alnwick in his Expedition to
Scotland with the Army, 1639.

LL Beauties vulgar eyes on earth do fee,
At beft but fome imperfect Copies be,
Of thofe the Heavens did at firft decree.

For though th’ Idea’s of each fev'ral kind,
Conceiv'd above by the Eternal Mind, 5
Are fuch, as none can error in them find,

Since from his thoughts and prefence he doth bear,
And fhut out all deformity fo farr,
That the leaft beauty near him is a Starr,

As Nature yet from far th’ Idea’s views, 10
And doth befides but vile materials chufe,
We in her works obferve no fmall abufe :

Some of her figures therefore, foil'd and blurr'd,
Shew as if Heaven had no way concurr’'d
In thapes fo difproportion’d and abfurd. 15

Which being again vex'd with fome hate and fpite,
That doth in them vengeance and rage excite,
Seem to be tortur’d and deformed quute.
While

G 2
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While fo being fixt, they yet in them contain
Another fort of uglinefs ard ftain, 20

B'ing with old wrinkles interlin’d again.

Laftly, as if Nature ev'n did not know
What Colour every fev’ral part thould ow,
They look as if their Galls did overflow.

Fair is the mark of Good, and foul of Il], 25
Although not fo infallibly, but fill
The proof depends moft on the mind and will :

As Good yet rarely in the Foul is met,
So "twould as little by its union get,
As a rich Jewel that were poorly fet. 30

For fince Good firft did at the Fair begin,
Foul being but a punifhment for fin,

Fair’s the true outfide to the Good within.

In thefe the fupreme Pow’r then fo doth guide
Natures weak hand, as he doth add befide 35
All by which Creatures can be dignifi'd.

While you in them fee fo exa a line,
That through each fev’ral part a glimpfe doth fhine
Of their original and form divine.

Therefore the characers of; fair and good 40
Are fo fet forth, and printed in their blood,
As each in other may be underftood.

That
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That Beauty fo accompani’d with Grace,
And equally confpicuous in the face,
In a fair Womans outfide takes the place.

Thus while in her all rare perfection meets,
Each, as with joy, its fellow beauty greets,
And varies fo into a thoufand fweets.

Or if fome tempting thought do fo affault,
As doubtful fhe ’twixt two opinions halt,
A gentle blufh corre&s and mends the fault,

That fo fhe flill fairer and better grows,
Without that thus the more to paflion ows,
Then what frefh colour on her cheeks beftows.

To which again her lips fuch helps can add,
As both will chafe all grievous thoughts and fad :
And give what elfe can make her good or glad.

As Statuaries yet having fram’d in Clay
An hollow Image, afterwards convey
The molten mettle through each feveral way ;

But when it once unto its place hath paft,
And th’ inward Statua perfectly is caft,
Do throw away the outward Clay at laft,

So when that form the Heav'ns at firft decreed
Is finithed within, Souls do not need

Their Bodies more, but would from them be freed.
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For who ftill cover’d with their earth would ly ?
Who would not fhake their fetters off, and fly,

And be, at leaft, next to, a Deity ?

However then you be moft lovely here,
Yet when you from all Elements are clear,
You far more pure and glorious fhall appear.

Thus from above I doubt not to behold
Your fecond felf renew’d in your own mold,
And rifing thence fairer then can be told.

From whence afcending to the Elet and Bleft
In your true joys you will not find it leaft,
That I in Heav’n fhall know and love you beft.

For while I do your coming there attend,
I fhall much time on your Idea {pend,
And note how far all others you tranfcend.

And thus, though you more then an Angel be,
Since being here to fin and mifchief free,
You will have rais’d your felf to their degree :

That fo vi&orious over Death and Fate,
And happy in your everlafting flate,
You fhall triumphant enter Heaven gate.

Haften not thither yet, for as you are
A Beauty upon Earth without compare,

You will thew beft ftill where you are moft rare.
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Live all our lives then : If the picture can
Here entertain a loving abfent man,
Much more th’ Idea where you firft began.

Platonick Love.

leconfolate and fad,
So little hope of remedy I find,

That when my matchlefs Miftrefs were inclin’d
To pity me, 'twould fcarcely make me glad,
The difcompofing of fo fair a Mind

B’ing that which would to my Affli&ions add.

For when fthe fhould repent,
This A& of Charity had made her part
With fuch a precious Jewel as her Heart,
Might fhe not grieve that e'r fhe did relent ?
And then were it ¢(not) fit I felt the {mart
Untill I grew the greater Penitent ?

Nor were't a good excufe,
When fhe pleas’d to call for her Heart again,
To tell her of my fuffering and pain,
Since that I fhould her Clemency abufe,
While fhe did fee what wrong fhe did fuftain,
In giving what the juftly might refufe.
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Vex'd thus with me at laft,

When from her kind reftraint the now were gone,

And I left to the Manacles alone,
Should I not on another Rock be caft ?
Since they who have not yet content, do mone

Far lefs then they whofe hope thereof is paft.

Befides I would deferve,
And not live poorly on the alms of Love,
Or claim a favour did not fingly move
From my regard : If fhe her joys referve
Unto fome other, fhe at length f