On His Blindness

When | consider how my light is spent

Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,

And that one talent which is death to hide

Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present -

My true account,

lest he returning chide,

"Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?"

| fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent

That murmur, soon replies: "God doth not need
Either man's work or his own gifts: who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed

And post o'er land and ocean without rest:

They also serve who only stand and wait."

John Milton

On his Deceased Wife by John Milton

METHOUGHT I saw my late espoused saint
Brought to me like Alcestis from the grave,
Whom Jove’s great son to her glad husband gave,
Rescued from Death by force, though pale and faint.
Mine, as whom washed from spot of childbed taint 3
Purification in the Old Law did save,
And such as yet once more I trust to have
Full sight of her in Heaven without restraint,
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind.
Her face was veiled; yet to my fancied sight 10
Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person shined
So clear as in no face with more delight.
But, oh! as to embrace me she inclined,
I waked, she fled, and day brought back my night.




LisEress

by Andrew Marvell

Had we but world enough, and time,
This coyness, Lady, were no crime.
We would sit down and think which way
To walk and pass our long love's day.
Thou by the Indian Ganges' side
Shouldst rubies find: I by the tide
Of Humber would complain. I would
Love you ten years before the Flood,
And you should, if you please, refuse
Till the conversion of the Jews.
My vegetable love should grow
Vaster than empires, and more slow;
An hundred years should go to praise
Thine eyes and on thy forehead gaze;
Two hundred to adore each breast;
But thirty thousand to the rest;
An age at least to every part,
And the last age should show your heart;
For, Lady, you deserve this state,
Nor would I love at lower rate.
But at my back I always hear
Time's wingéd chariot hurrying near;
And yonder all before us lie
Deserts of vast eternity.
Thy beauty shall no more be found,
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound
My echoing song: then worms shall try
That long preserved virginity,
And your quaint honour turn to dust,
And into ashes all my lust:
The grave's a fine and private place,
But none, I think, do there embrace.
Now therefore, while the youthful hue
Sits on thy skin like morning dew,
And while thy willing soul transpires
At every pore with instant fires,
Now let us sport us while we may,
And now, like amorous birds of prey,
Rather at once our time devour
Than languish in his slow-chapt power.
Let us roll all our strength and all
Our sweetness up into one ball,
And tear our pleasures with rough strife
Thorough the iron gates of life:
Thus, though we cannot make our sun
Stand still, yet we will make him run.

JOHN DONNE, "The Flea”

Mark but this fleg, and mark in this,

How little that which thou deniest me is:

it sucked me first, and now sucks thee,

And in this flea our two bloods mingled be;

Thou know’st that this cannot be said

A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead,
Yet this enjoys before it woo,
And pampered swells with one blood made of two,
And this, alas, is more than we would do.

Oh stay, three lives in one flea spare,
Where we almost, nay morve than married ave,
This flea is you and 1, and this.
Our mariage bed, and marriage temple isg
Though parents grudge, and you, w'are met,
And cloistered in these Hiving walls of jet.
Though use make you apt to kill me,
Let not to that, self-murder added be,
Andsacrilege, three sins in killing three.

Cruel and sudden, hast thou since
Purpled thy nail, in blood of innocence?
Wherein could this flea guilty be,

! Except in that drop which it sucked from thee?

Y vet ‘thou trinmph’st, and say'st that thou

" Find’stnot thy self, nor me the weaker now;

"Tis true; then iearn/'h()w false, fears he:
Just so much honor, when thou yield’st to me,
‘Will waste, as this flea’s death took life from thee.

THE GOOD-MORROW.

I-WONDER by my troth, what thou and |

on, till we loved ? were we not wean'd till then ?
B_u_,'t suck'd on country pleasures, childishly ?
(j‘jfe_ISnorted we in the Seven Sleepers' den ?

'Tvyas so ; but this, all pleasures fancies be ;

If,;?eyer any beauty | did see,

Whmh | desired, and got, 'twas but a dream of thee.

Afhd now good-morrow to our waking souls,

Whjph watch not one another out of fear ;

For love all love of other sights controls,

And makes one little room an everywhere.
Let-sea-discoverers to newworlds have gone ;

Let maps to other, worlds on worlds have shown ;
Let us possess one world ; each hath one, and is one.

M{/ face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,

And true plain hearts do in the faces rest ;

Where can we find two better hemispheres
Without sharp north, without declining west ?
Whatever dies, was not mix'd equally ;

if our two loves be one, or thou and !

Love so alike that none can slacken, none can die:




