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FOREWORD

This volume reproduces the first published edition of Donne’s work,
from 1633, with the original spelling—the long S ({), ligatures ( & ),
abbreviations (e.g. whé for when), swash characters ( A1), elisions (where
the spaces between apostrophes and bozh preceding and succeeding words
are missing), and all. Some original features that appear to be errors—
very few, and mainly elisions—have been silently amended.

With regard to the long S, we have tried to follow the original in
all respects here, despite the occasionally erratic usage. The house rule
at the original printer’s seems to have been to use the normal S at the
ends of words, in the upper-case, before an F (no doubt to avoid the
inevitable visual confusion arising from the combination, {f) and before
an apostrophe—in the event of a double SS before an apostrophe, this
usually becomes fs. One other minor peculiarity is that S tends to be
retained before K: thus we apply as, rather than a/%. The inconsistent
use of more decorative upper-case letters—swash characters—follows
the original edition also: these usually appear in titling, but do also
occur occasionally in the body of a poem.

Alongside the canonical poems included in 1633, the reader will find
two poems that are not by Donne at all (‘Epitaph on Shakespeare’, page
137, which was dropped from the second edition of the book in 1635, and
is thought to be by George Basse, and ‘Psalm 137, pages 131-133, which
is almost certainly by Francis Davison). In addition, some of Donne’s
letters are included, one of them in Latin, together with a number of
poems of commendation by the late author’s admirers. The guide for
this edition is the Scolar Press facsimile edition of 1969, itself a photo-
reproduction of the copy in the British Library.

The sole exclusion from the edition in question is the opening text
“The Printer to the Understanders’ and the following six-line poem
‘Hexastichon Bibliopole’, signed Jo. Mar.—which is assumed to be John
Marriott, the publisher listed on the edition’s title page (see the flyleaf
of this edition for a reproduction of that title page). These have been
excluded partly because they are of little interest, but, more importantly,
because they were 7ot present in all copies of the 1633 edition. The current
volume thus begins with ‘Infinitati Sacrum’. A contents page and index
of first lines may be found at the end of the volume.

Tony Frazer






THE

PROGRESSE

OF THE SOULE.
Firft Song
I.

Sing the progrefle of a deathlefle {oule,

Whom Fate, which God made, but doth not controule,
Placd in moft thapes; all times before the law
Yoak'd us, and when, and fince, in this I {ing.
And the great world to his aged evening;
From infant morne, through manly noone I draw.
What the gold Chaldee, or filver Perfian faw,
Greeke brafle, or Roman iron, is in this one;
A worke Coutweare Setbs pillars, bricke and {tone,

And (holy writs excepted) made to yeeld to none.

II.

Thee, eye of heaven, this great Soule envies not,
By thy male force, is all wee have, begot,
In the firft Eaft, thou now begins to thine,
SucK'ft early balme, and Iland {pices there,
And wilt anon in thy loofe-reind careere
At Tagus, Po, Sene, Thames, and Danon dine.
And {ee at night thy Wefterne land of Myne,
Yet haft thou not more nations {feene then fhee,
That before thee, one day beganne to bee,
And thy fraile light being quenchd, thall long, long out live thee.



III.

Nor holy Zanus in whofe foveraigne boate
The Church, and all the Monarchies did floate;
That fwimming Colledge, and free Hofpitall
Of all mankinde, that cage and vivarie
Of fowles, and beafts, in whofe wombe, Deftinie
Us, and our lateft nephewes did inftall
(From thence are all derivid, that fill this All)
Didft thou in that great {ftewardthip embarke
So diverfe thapes into that floating parke,
As have beene moved, and informd by this heavenly {parke.

Iv.

Great Deftiny the Commiffary of God,

That haft markd out a path and period

For every thing, who, where wee of-fpring tooke,

Our wayes and ends feeft at one inftant; Thou

Knot of all caufes, thou whofe changelefle brow

Ne'r {miles nor frownes, O vouch-{afe thou to looke

And thew my {tory, in thy eternall booke.

That (if my prayer be fit) I may 'underftand

So much my felfe, as to know with what hand,
How fcant, or liberall this my lifes race is {pand.

V.

To my {ixe luftres almoft now outwore,

Except thy booke owe mee {o many more,
Except my legend be free from the letts

Of {teepe ambition, {leepie povertie,
Spirit-quenching ficknefle, dull captivitie,
Diftracting bufinefle, and from beauties nets,
And all that calls from this, and to others whets,
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O let me not launch out, but let mee {ave
Th’expenfe of braine and {pirit; that my grave
His right and due, a whole unwafted man may have.

VI

But if my dayes be long, and good enough,
In vaine this {ea fhall enlarge, or enrough
It {elfe; for I will through the wave, and fome,
And fhall in fad love wayes, a lively {pright
Make my darke heavy Poém light, and light.
For though through many ftreights, & lands I roame,
I launch at paradife, and I faile towards home;
The courfe I there began, fhall here be {taid,
Sailes hoifed there, {troke here, and anchors laid
In Thames, which were at Tigrys, and Euphrates waide.

VII.

For the great foule which here amongf{t us now
Doth dwell, and moves that hand, and tongue, & brow,
Which as the Moone the {ea, moves us, to heare
Whofe ftory, with long patience you will long;
(For ’tis the crowne, and laft {traine of my fong)
This foule to whom Luther, and Mahomet were
Prifons of fleth; this {foule which oft did teare,
And mend the wracks of th’Empire, and late Rome,
And livd when every great change did come,
Had firft in paradife, a low, but fatall roome.

VIII.

Yet no low roome, nor then the greateft, lefle,
If (as devout and fharpe men fitly guefle)
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That Crofle, our joy, and griefe, where nailes did tye
That All, which alwayes was all, every where
Which could not finne, and yet all finnes did beare;
Which could not die, yet could not chufe but die;
Stood in the felfe fame roome in Calvarie,
Where firft grew the forbidden learned tree,
For on that tree hung in fecurity
This Soule, made by the Makers will from pulling free.

IX.

Prince of the orchard, faire as dawning morne,
Fenc'd with the law, and ripe as {oone as borne
That apple grew, which this Soule did enlive
Till the then climing ferpent, that now creeps
For that offence, for which all mankinde weepes,
Tooke it, and t’her whom the fir{t man did wive
(Whom and her race, only forbiddings drive)
He gave it, the, ther hufband, both did eate;
So perifhed the eaters, and the meate:
And wee (for treafon taints the blood) thence die and fweat.

X.

Man all at once was there by woman {laine,
And one by one we’are here {laine o’er againe
By them. The mother poifoned the well-head,
The daughters here corrupts us,
No fmalnefle {capes, no greatnefle breaks their nets,
She thrufts us out, and by them we are led
Aftray, from turning, to whence we are fled.
Were prifoners Judges, t would feeme rigorous,
Shee {inn'd, we here, part of our paine is, thus
To love them, whofe fault to this painfull love yoakd us.
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XI.

So faft in us doth this corruption grow,
‘That now wee dare aske why wee thould be fo.
Would God (difputes the curious Rebell) make
A law, and would not have it kept ? Or can
His creatures will, croffe his ? Of every man
For one, will God (and be juft) vengeance take ?
Who {inn'd ? t'was not forbidden to the {nake
Nor her, who was not then made; nor i’{t writ
That Adam cropt, or knew the apple; yet
The worme and the, and he, and wee endure for it.

XII.

But {hatch mee heavenly Spirit from this vaine
Reckoning their vanities, lefle is their gaine
Then hazard {till, to meditate on ill,
Though with good minde, their reafons like thofe toyes
Of glaflie bubbles, which the gamefome boyes
Stretch to {o nice a thinnes through a quill
That they themfelves breake, doe themfelves {pill,
Arguing is heretiques game, and Exercife
As wraftlers, perfects them; Not liberties
Of {peech, but filence; hands, not tongues, end herefies.

XIII.

Juft in that inftant when the ferpents gripe,

Broke the {light veines, and tender conduit-pipe,
Through which this foule from the trees root did draw
Life, and growth to this apple, fled away

This loofe foule, old, one and another day,

As lightning, which one {carce dares fay, he faw,

"Tis {o foone gone, (and better proofe the law
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Of fenfe, then faith requires) {wiftly the flew
To a darke and foggie Plot; Her, her fates threw
There through th’earths-pores, and in a Plant houfd her a new.

XIV.

The plant thus abled, to it {felfe did force
A place, where no place was; by natures courfe
As aire from water, water fleets away
From thicker bodies, by this root thronged fo
His {pungie confines gave him place to grow,
Juft as in our ftreets, when the people ftay
To fee the Princefle, and fo fill'd the way
That weefels {carce could pafle, when the comes nere
They throng and cleave up, and a paflage cleare,
As if, for that time, their round bodies flatned were.

XV.

His right arme he thruft out towards the Eaft,
Weft-ward his left; th’ends did themfelves digeft
Into ten lefler {trings, thefe fingers were:

And as a flumberer {tretching on his bed;

This way he this, and that way {cattered

His other legge, which feet with toes upbeare;
Grew on his middle parts, the firft day, haire,
To thow, that in loves bufinefle hee thould {ftill
A dealer bee, and be ufd well, or ill:

His apples kinde, his leaves, force of conception kill.

XVL

A mouth, but dumbe, he hath; blinde eyes, deafe eares,
And to his thoulders dangle {ubtile haires;
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A young ColofJus there hee {tands upright,
And as that ground by him were conquered
A leafie garland weares he on his head
Enchafd with little fruits, fo red and bright
That for them you would call your Loves lips white;
So, of a lone unhaunted place poffeft,
Did this foules fecond Inne, built by the gueft
This living buried man, this quiet mandrake, reft.

XVIL

No luftfull woman came this plant to grieve,
But t'was becaufe there was none yet but Eve:
And the (with other purpofe) killd it quite;
Her finne had now brought in infirmities,
And fo her cradled child, the moift red eyes
Had never thut, nor fleept fince it faw light,
Poppie the knew, the knew the mandrakes might;
And tore up both, and fo coold her childs blood;
Unvirtuous weeds might long unvexd have {tood;
But hee’s thort livid, that with his death can doe moft good.

XVIII.

To an unfetterd foules quick nimble haft

Are falling {tars, and hearts thoughts, but {low pacd:
Thinner then burnt aire flies this foule, and the
Whom foure new comming, and foure parting Suns
Had found, and left the Mandrakes tenant, runnes
Thoughtlefle of change, when her firme deftiny
Confind, and enjayld her, that feemd {o free,

Into a {fmall blew fhell, the which a poore

Warme bird orefpread, and fat ftill evermore,

Till her uncloathd child kicke, and pickd it felfe a dore.
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Holy Sonnets.

S due by many titles I refigne

y Lelfe to thee, O God, firft I was made
By thee, and for thee, and when I was decay'd
Thy blood bought that, the which before was thine,
I am thy fonne, made with thy felfe to thine,
Thy fervant, whofe paines thou haft {till repaid,
Thy theepe, thine Image, and till I betrayd
My felfe, a temple of thy Spirit divine;
Why doth the devill then ufurpe on mee ?
Why doth he fteale nay ravith that’s thy right ?
Except thou rife and for thine owne worke fight,
Oh I fhall foone defpaire, when I doe fee
That thou lov’{t mankind well, yet wil¢ not chufe me.
And Satan hates mee, yet is loth to lofe mee.

II.

Oh my blacke Soule! now thou art fummoned

By ficknefle, deaths herald, and champion;

Thou art like a pilgrim, which abroad hath done
Treafon, and durft not turne to whence hee is fled,
Or like a thiefe, which till deaths doome be read,
Witheth him{elfe delivered from prifon;

But damn’d and hal'd to execution,

Witheth that {till he might be imprifoned;

Yet grace, if thou repent, thou canft not lacke;

But who thall give thee that grace to beginne ?

Oh make thy felfe with holy mourning blacke,
And red with bluthing, as thou art with {inne;

Or wath thee in Chrifts blood, which hath this might
That being red, it dyes red foules to white.
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I1I.

This is my playes laft {cene, here heavens appoint
My pilgrimages laft mile; and my race

Idly, yet quickly runne, hath this laft pace,

My fpans laft inch, my minutes lateft point,

And gluttonous death, will inftantly unjoynt

My body, and my foule, and I thall {leepe a {pace,
But my’ever-waking part thall {ee that face,

Whofe feare already thakes my every joynt:

Then, as my foule, to’heaven her firft feate, takes flight,
And earth borne body, in the earth fhall dwell,

So, fall my finnes, that all may have their right,

To where they’are bred, and would prefle me, to hell.
Impute me righteous, thus purgd of evill,

For thus I leave the world, the fleth the devill.

IV.

At the round earths imagin'd corners, blow

Your trumpets, Angells, and arife, arife

From death, you numberlefle infinities

Of foules, and to your fcattred bodies goe,

All whom the flood did, and fire thall o’erthrow,
All whom warre, death, age, agues, tyrannies,
Defpaire, law, chance, hath {laine, and you whofe eyes,
Shall behold God, and never taft deaths woe,

But let them {leepe, Lord, and mee mourne a {pace,
For, if above all thefe, my {innes abound,

"Tis late to aske abundance of thy grace,

When wee are there; here on this lowly ground,
Teach mee how to repent; for that’s as good

As if thou’had{t feald my pardon, with thy blood.
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V.

If poyfonous mineralls, and if that tree,

Whotfe fruit threw death on elfe immortall us,
If lecherous goats, if ferpents envious

Cannot be damn’d; Alas; why thould I bee ?
Why fhould intent or reafon, borne in mee,
Make finnes, elfe equall, in mee, more heinous ?
And mercy being eafie, and glorious

To God, in his {terne wrath, why threatens hee ?
But who am I, that dare difpute with thee ?

O God, Oh! of thine onely worthy blood,

And my teares, make a heavenly Lethean flood,
And drowne in it my {innes blacke memorie,
That thou remember them, fome claime as debrt,
I thinke it mercy, if thou wilt forget,

VI.

Death be not proud, though fome have called thee
Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not foe,

For, thofe, whom thou think’ft, thou doft overthrow,
Die not, poore death, nor yet canft thou kill mee;
From reft and {leepe, which but thy pictures bee,
Much pleafure, then from thee, much more muft flow,
And {fooneft our beft men with thee doe goe,

Reft of their bones, and {foules deliverie

Thou art {lave to Fate, chance, kings, and defperate men,
And doth with poyfon, warre, and ficknefle dwell.
And poppie, or charmes can make us fleepe as well,
And better then thy {troake; why {well’{t thou then ?
One thort {leepe paft, wee wake eternally,

And death fhall be no more, death thou fhalt die.
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VII.

Spit in my face you Jewes, and pierce my {ide,
Buffet, and {coffe, {courge, and crucifie mee,
For I have {inn'd, and {innd, and onely hee,
Who could do no iniquitie, hath dyed:

But by my death can not be fatisfied

My finnes, which pafle the Jewes impiety:
They kill'd once an inglorious man, but I
Crucifie him daily, being now glorified;

Oh let mee then, his {trange love {till admire:
Kings pardon, but he bore our punithment.
And Jacob came cloth'd in vile harth attire
But to fupplant, and with gainfull intent
God clothd himf{elfe in vile mans fleth, that {o
Hee might be weake enough to {uffer woe.

VIIIL.

Why are wee by all creatures waited on ?

Why doe the prodigall elements fupply

Life and food to mee, being more pure then I,
Simple, and further from corruption ?

Why brooK'{t thou, ignorant horfe, {ubjection ?
Why doft thou bull, and bore {o feelily
Diffemble weaknefle, and by’one mans {troke die,
Whofe whole kinde, you might {wallow & feed upon ?
Weaker I am, woe is mee, and worfe then you,
You have not {inn'd, nor need be timorous,

But wonder at a greater wonder, for to us

Created nature doth thefe things fubdue,

But their Creator, whom {in, nor nature tyed,

For us, his Creatures, and his foes, hath dyed.
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ELEGIE I.

Ond woman which would’{t have thy hufband die,
And yet complain'ft of his great jealoufie;
If fwolne with poyfon, hee lay in’his laft bed,
His body with a fere-barke covered,
Drawing his breath, as thick and thort, as can
The nimbleft crocheting Mulfitian,
Ready with loathfome vomiting to {pue
His Soule out of one hell, into a new,
Made deafe with his poore kindreds howling cries,
Begging with few feign'd teares, great legacies,
Thou would’ft not weepe, but jolly,’and frolicke bee,
As a {lave, which to morrow thould be free,
Yet weep{t thou, when thou feeft him hungerly
Swallow his owne death, hearts-bane jealoufie.
O give him many thanks, he’is courteous,
That in fufpe&ing kindly warneth us.
Wee muft not, as wee usd, flout openly,
In {cofhng ridles, his deformitie;
Nor at his boord together being fatt,
With words, nor touch, {carce lookes adulterate.
Nor when he fwolne, and pamperd with great fare
Sits downe, and {norts, cag'd in his basket chaire,
Muft wee ufurpe his owne bed any more,
Nor kifle and play in his houfe, as before.
Now I {ee many dangers; for it is
His realme, his caftle, and his diocefle.
But if, as envious men, which would revile
Their Prince, or coyne his gold, themfelves exile
Into another countrie,’and doe it there,
Wee play’in another houfe, what thould we feare ?
There we will {corne his houthold policies,
His feely plots, and penfionary fpies,
As the inhabitants of Thames right fide
Do Londons Major, or Germans, the Popes pride.
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Elegie 11.

Marry, and love thy Flavia, for, thee

Hath all things, whereby others beautious bee,
For, though her eyes be {mall, her mouth is great,
Though they be Ivory, yet her teeth be jeat,
Though they be dimme, yet the is light enough,
And though her harth haire fall, her fkinne is rough;
What though her cheeks be yellow, her haire’s red,
Give her thine, and the hath a maydenhead.
Thefe things are beauties elements, where thefe
Meet in one, that one muft, as perfe&, pleafe.

If red and white and each good quality

Be in thy wench, ne’r aske where it doth lye.

In buying things perfum’d, we aske; if there

Be mutke and amber in it, but not where.
Though all her parts be not in th’ufuall place,
She’hath yet an Anagram of a good face.

If we might put the letters but one way,

In the leane dearth of words, what could wee fay ?
When by the Gamut fome Mufitions make

A perfe&t {fong, others will undertake,

By the fame Gamut changd, to equall it.

Things fimply good, can never be unfit;

She’s faire as any, if all be like her,

And if none bee, then the is {ingular.

All love is wonder; if wee juftly doe

Account her wonderfull, why not lovely too ?
Love built on beauty, foone as beauty, dies,

Chufe this face, changd by no deformities;
Women are all like Angels; the faire be

Like thofe which fell to worfe; but {uch as thee,
Like to good Angels, nothing can impaire:

"Tis lefle griefe to be foule, then to’have beene faire.
For one nights revels, {ilke and gold we chufe,
But, in long journeyes, cloth, and leather ufe.

Beauty is barren oft; beft hufbands fay



There is beft land, where there is fouleft way.

Oh what a foveraigne Plaifter will thee bee

If thy paft {innes have taught thee jealoufie!

Here needs no {pies, nor eunuches; her commit

Safe to thy foes; yea, to a Marmofit.

When Belgiaes citties, the round countries drowne,
That durty foulenefle guards, and armes the towne:
So doth her face guard her; and fo, for thee,

Which, forcd by bufinefle, abfent oft muft bee,

Shee, whofe face, like clouds, turnes the day to night,
Who, mightier thé the fea, makes Moores {feem white,
Who, though {eaven yeares, the in the Stews had laid,
A Nunnery durft receive, and thinke a maid,

And though in childbeds labour the did lie,

Midwifes would {weare, ’twere but a tympanie,
Whom, if thee accufe her {elfe, I credit leffe

Then witches, which impoflibles confefle.

One like none, and lik'd of none, fitteft were,

For, things in fathion every man will weare.

Elegie 111.

Although thy hand and faith, and good workes too,
Have feald thy love which nothing thould undoe,
Yea though thou fall backe, that apoftafie
Confirme thy love; yet much, much I feare thee.
Women, are like the Arts, forcd unto none,

Open to’all fearchers, unprizd, if unknowne.

If I have caught a bird, and let him flie,

Another fouler ufing thefe meanes, as I,

May catch the fame bird; and, as thefe things bee,
Women are made for men, not him, nor mee.
Foxes and goats; all beafts change when they pleafe,
Shall women, more hot, wily, wild then thefe,

Be bound to one man, and did Nature then
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Idly make them apter to’endure then men ?
They’are our clogges, not their owne; if a man bee
Chaind to a galley, yet the galley’is free;

Who hath a plow-land, cafts all his {eed corne there,
And yet allowes his ground more corne thould beare;
Though Danuby into the {fea muft flow,

The {ea receives the Rhene, Volga, and Po.

By nature, which gave it, this liberty

Thou lov’{t, but Oh! canft thou love it and mee ?
Likenefle glues love: and if that thou fo doe,

To make us like and love, muft I change too ?
More then thy hate, I hate’it, rather let mee
Allow her change, then change as oft as thee,

And foe not teach, but force my’opinion

To love not any one, nor every one.

To live in one land, is captivitie,

To runne all countries, a wild roguery;

Waters {tincke {oone, if in one place they bide,
And in the vaft fea are more putrifid:

But when they kifle one banke, and leaving this
Never looke backe, but the next banke doe kifle,
Then are they pureft; Change’is the nurfery

Of mulficke, joy, life, and eternity.

Elegie 1V.

Once, and but once found in thy company,

All thy {fuppofd efcapes are laid on mee;

And as a thiefe at barre, is queftiond there

By all the men, that have beene robd that yeare,

So am I, (by this traiterous meanes furprizd)

By thy Hydroptique father catechizd.

Though hee hath oft fworne, that hee would remove
Thy beauties beautie, and food of our love,

Hope of his goods, if I with thee were {eene,
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Yet clofe and fecret, as our {foules, we'have beene.
Though thy immortall mother which doth lye

Still buried in her bed, yet will not dye,

Takes this advantage to {leepe out day-light,

And watch thy entries, and returnes all night,

And, when the takes thy hand, and would feeme kind,
Doth fearch what rings, and armelets the can finde,
And kifling notes the colour of thy face,

And fearing leaft thou’art fwolne, doth thee embrace;
To trie if thou long, doth name f{trange meates.

And notes thy palenefle, bluthing, fighs, and {weats;
And politiquely will to thee confefle

The finnes of her owne youths ranke luftinefle;

Yet love thefe Sorceries did remove, and move

Thee to gull thine owne mother for my love.

Thy little brethren, which like Faiery Sprights

Oft fkipt into our chamber, thofe fweet nights,

And kift, and ingled on thy fathers knee,

Were bribd next day, to tell what they did {ee.

The grim- eight- foot- high- iron- bound ferving- man,
That oft names God in oathes, and onely than,

He that to barre the firft gate, doth as wide

As the great Rhodian Coloflus ftride,

Which, if in hell no other paines there were,

Makes mee feare hell, becaufe he muft be there:
Though by thy father he were hird to this,

Could never witnefle any touch or kifle;

But Oh, too common ill, I brought with mee

That, which betrayd mee to my enemie:

A loud perfume, which at my entrance cryed

Even at thy fathers nofe, {o were wee {pied.

When, like a tyran King, that in his bed

Smelt gunpowder, the pale wretch thivered;

Had it beene fome bad {mell, he would have thought
That his owne feet, or breath, that {mell had wrought.
But as wee in our Ile emprifoned,

Where cattell onely, and diverfe dogs are bred,
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The pretious Vnicornes, {trange monfters, call,

So thought he good, ftrange, that had none at all.
I taught my filkes, their whiftling to forbeare,
Even my oppreft thoes, dumbe and {peechlefle were,
Onely, thou bitter fweet, whom I had laid

Next mee, mee traiteroufly haft betraid,

And unfufpected haft invifibly

At once fled unto him, and {taid with mee.

Bafe excrement of earth, which doft confound
Senfe, from diftinguithing the ficke from found;
By thee the {eely Amorous fucks his death

By drawing in a leprous harlots breath,

By thee, the greateft {taine to mans eftate

Falls on us, to be call'd effeminate;

Though you be much lovd in the Princes hall,
There, things that {eeme, exceed fubftantiall.
Gods, when yee fum'd on altars, were pleald well,
Becaufe you'were burnt, not that they likd your {mell,
You'are loathfome all, being taken {imply alone,
Shall wee love ill things joyn'd, and hate each one ?
If you were good, your good doth {foone decay;
And you are rare, that takes the good away.

All my perfumes, I give moft willingly
To'embalme thy fathers corfe; What ? will hee die ?

Elegie V.

Here take my Picture, though I bid farewell;

Thine, in my heart, where my foule dwels, fhall dwell.
"Tis like me now, but I dead, ’twill be more

When wee are thadowes both, then ’twas before.
When weather-beaten I come backe; my hand,
Perhaps with rude oares torne, or Sun beams tannd,
My face and breft of hairecloth, and my head

With cares rath {fodaine {tormes, being o’rfpread,
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My body’a fack of bones, broken within,

And powders blew {taines {catterd on my fkinne;
If rivall fooles taxe thee to’have lovd a man,

So foule, and courfe, as, Oh, I may feeme than,
This fhall fay what I was: and thou fhalt fay,

Doe his hurts reach mee ? doth my worth decay ?
Or doe they reach his judging minde, that hee
Should now love lefle, what hee did love to fee ?
That which in him was faire and delicate,

Was but the milke, which in loves childith {tate
Did nurfe it: who now is growne {trong enough

To feed on that, which to difufd tafts feemes tough.

Elegie V1.

Sorrow, who to this houfe {carce knew the way:

Is, Oh, heire of it, our All is his prey.

This {trange chance claimes {trange wonder, and to us
Nothing can be fo {trange, as to weepe thus;

"Tis well his lifes loud {peaking workes deferve,

And give praife too, our cold tongues could not ferve:
"Tis well, hee kept teares from our eyes before,

That to fit this deep ill, we might have {tore.

Oh, if a fweet briar, climbe up by’a tree,

If to a paradife that tranfplanted bee,

Or fell'd, and burnt for holy facrifice,

Yet, that muft wither, which by it did rife,

As wee for him dead: though no familie

Ere rigg'd a foule for heavens difcoverie

With whom more Venturers more boldly dare
Venture their {tates, with him in joy to fhare

Wee lofe what all friends lovid, him, he gaines now
But life by death, which worlt foes would allow,

If hee could have foes, in whofe practife grew

All vertues, whofe names {ubtile Schoolmen knew;

48



What eafe, can hope that wee thall fee’him, beget,
When wee muft die firft, and cannot dye yet ?
His children are his piGtures, Oh they bee
Pi&tures of him dead, {enfelefle, cold as he,

Here needs no marble Tombe, fince hee is gone,
He, and about him, his, are turnd to {tone.

Elegie VI1I.

Oh, let mee not {erve {o, as thofe men ferve
Whom honours fmoakes at once fatten and {terve;
Poorely enrich’t with great mens words or lookes;
Nor {o write my name in thy loving bookes

As thofe Idolatrous flatterers, which {till

Their Princes {tiles, which many Realmes fulfill
Whence they no tribute have, and where no {way.
Such fervices I offer as thall pay

Themfelves, I hate dead names: Oh then let mee
Favorite in Ordinary, or no favorite bee.

When my Soule was in her owne body theathd,
Nor yet by oathes betrothd, nor kifles breath'd
Into my Purgatory, faithlefle thee,

Thy heart feemd waxe, and {teele thy conftancie.
So, carelefle flowers {trow'd on the waters face,
The curled whirlepooles fuck, {fmack, and embrace,
Yet drowne them; {o, the tapers beamie eye
Amoroufly twinkling, beckens the giddie flie,

Yet burnes his wings; and fuch the devill is,
Scarce vifiting them, who are intirely his.

When I behold a {treame, which, from the {pring,
Doth with doubtfull melodious murmuring,

Or in a {peechlefle flumber, calmely ride

Her wedded channels bofome, and then chide
And bend her browes, and {well if any bough

Do but {toop downe, or kifle her upmoft brow:
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Yet, if her often gnawing kifles winne

The traiterous banks to gape, and let her in,

She rufheth violently, and doth divorce

Her from her native, and her long-kept courfe,

And rores, and braves it, and in gallant {corne,

In flattering eddies promifing retorne,

She flouts the channell, who thenceforth is drie;
Then fay I; that is thee, and this am I.

Yet let not thy deepe bitternefle beget

Carelefle defpaire in mee, for that will whet

My minde to {corne; and Oh, love dull'd with paine
Was ne'r {o wife, nor well arm'd as difdaine.

Then with new eyes I thall furvay thee,’and {pie
Death in thy cheekes, and darknefle in thine eye;
Though hope bred faith and love; thus taught, I thall
As nations do from Rome, from thy love fall.

My hate thall outgrow thine, and utterly

I will renounce thy dalliance: and when I

Am the Recufant, in that refolute {tate,

What hurts it mee to be’excommunicate ?

Elegie VIII.

Natures lay Ideot, I taught thee to love,

And in that fophiftrie, Oh, thou doft prove
Too {ubtile: Foole, thou did{t not under{tand
The myftique language of the eye nor hand:
Nor couldft thou judge the difference of the aire
Of fighes, and fay, this lies, this founds defpaire.
Nor by the’eyes water call a maladie
Defperately hot, or changing feaveroufly.

I had not taught thee then, the Alphabet

Of flowers, how they devifefully being fet

And bound up, might with {peechlefle secrecie
Deliver arrands mutely, and mutually.
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Remember fince all thy words usd to bee

To every luitor; 1, if my friends agree.

Since, houthold charmes, thy hufbands name to teach,
Were all the love trickes, that thy wit could reach;
And fince, an houres difcourfe could {carce have made
One anfwer in thee, and that ill arraid

In broken proverbs, and torne fentences.

Thou art not by so many duties his,

That from the worlds Common having feverd thee,
Inlaid thee, neither to be {feene, nor fee,

As mine: who have with amorous delicacies

Refind thee€’into a blif-full paradife.

Thy graces and good words my creatures bee,

I planted knowledge and lifes tree in thee,

Which Oh, shall ftrangers tafte ? Muft I alas

Frame and enamell Plate, and drinke in glaffe ?

Chafe waxe for others feales ? breake a colts force

And leave him then, beeing made a ready horfe ?
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THE STORME.
To Mt Chriftopher Brooke.

Hou which art I, (tis nothing to be foe)

Thou which art fiill thy felfe, by thefe thalt know
Part of our paflage; And, a hand, or eye
By Hilliard drawne, is worth an hiftory,
By a worfe painter made; and (without pride)
When by thy judgment they are dignifid,
My lines are fuch. "Tis the preheminence
Of friendfhip onely to’impute excellence.
England to whom we’owe, what we be, and have,
Sad that her fonnes did {ecke a forraine grave
(For, Fates, or Fortunes drifts none can Southfay,
Honour and mifery have one face and way.)
From out her pregnant intrailes {igh'd a winde
Which at th’ayres middle marble roome did finde
Such ftrong refiftance, that it felfe it threw
Downeward againe; and {o when it did view
How in the port, our fleet deare time did leefe,
Withering like prifoners, which lye but for fees,
Mildly it kift our failes, and, freth, and fweet,
As, to a ftomack {tervd, whofe infides meete,
Meate comes, it came; and fwole our failes, when wee
So joyd, as Sarz’her {welling joyd to fee.
But ‘twas, but {o kinde, as our countrimen,
Which bring friends one dayes way, and leave them then.
Then like two mighty Kings, which dwelling farre
Afunder, meet againft a third to warre,
The South and Weft winds joynd, and, as they blew,
Waves like a rowling trench before them threw.
Sooner then you read this line, did the gale,
Like thot, not feard, till felt, our failes aflaile;
And what at firft was call'd a guft, the fame
Hath now a ftormes, anon a tempe{ts name.
Ionas, 1 pitty thee, and curfe thofe men,
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Who when the {torm ragd moft, did wake thee then;
Sleepe is paines eafieft falue, and doth fullfill

All offices of death, except to kill.

But when I wakt, I faw, that I {faw not.

I, and the Sunne, which thould teach mee’had forgot
Eaft, Weft, day, night, and I could onely fay,

If the world had lafted, now it had beene day.
Thoufands our noyfes were, yet wee'mongft all
Could none by his right name, but thunder call:
Lightning was all our light, and it raind more

Then if the Sunne had drunke the fea before;

Some coffind in their cabbins lye, equally

Grievd that they are not dead, and yet muft dye.
And as {in-burd’ned foules from grave will creepe,
At the laft day, fome forth their cabbins peepe:

And tremblingly’aske what newes, and doe heare fo,
Like jealous hufbands, what they would not know.
Some fitting on the hatches, would feeme there,
With hideous gazing to feare away feare.

Then note they the thips ficknefles, the Maft

Shak'd with this ague, and the Hold and Waft

With a falt dropfie clogd, and all our tacklings
Snapping, like too-high-ftretched treble {trings.

And from our totterd failes, ragges drop downe fo,
As from one hangd in chaines, a yeare agoe.

Even our Ordinance placd for our defence,

Strive to breake loofe, and {cape away from thence.
Pumping hath tird our men, and what’s the gaine ?
Seas into feas throwne, we fuck in againe;

Hearing hath deaf’d our faylers; and if they

Knew how to heare, there’s none knowes what to fay.
Compard to thefe {tormes, death is but a qualme,
Hell fomewhat lightfome, and the’ Bermuda calme.
Darknefle, lights eldeft brother, his birth-right
Claimd o'r this world, and to heaven hath chasd light.
All things are one, and that one none can be,

Since all formes, uniforme deformity



Doth cover, {o that wee, except God fay

Another Fiat, thall have no more day.

So violent, yet long thefe furies bee,

That though thine abfence {terve me, I with not thee.

THE CALME.

Ur {torme is paft, and that {torms tyrannous rage,

A ftupid calme, but nothing it, doth fwage.
The fable is inverted, and farre more
A blocke affli¢ts, now, then a {torke before.
Stormes chafe, and foone weare out themf{elves, or us;
In calmes, Heaven laughs to {ee us languifh thus.
As fteady’as I can with, that my thoughts were,
Smooth as thy miftrefle glafle, or what fhines there,
The fea is now. And, as the Iles which wee
Seeke, when wee can move, our thips rooted bee.
As water did in {tormes, now pitch runs out
As lead, when a fird Church becomes one {pout.
And all our beauty, and our trimme, decayes,
Like courts removing, or like ended playes.
The fighting place now {feamens ragges fupply;
And all the tackling is a frippery.
No ufe of lanthornes; and in one place lay
Feathers and duft, to day and yefterday.
Earths hollownefles, which the worlds lungs are,
Have no more winde then the upper valt of aire.
We can nor loft friends, nor fought foes recover,
But meteorlike, {fave that wee move not, hover.
Onely the Calenture together drawes
Deare friends, which meet dead in great fithes jawes:
And on the hatches as on Altars lyes
Each one, his owne Prieft, and owne Sacrifice.
Who live, that miracle do multiply
Where walkers in hot Ovens, doe not dye.

54



Index of First Lines

Where the work listed is not by Donne, the author's name is given in
square brackets after the title.

After thofe reverend papers, whofe foule is 89
All haile fweet Poet, more full of more {trong fire 8o
All is not well when fuch a one as I [Valentine] 299
All Kings, and all their favorites 173
Although thy hand and faith, and good workes too 44
As due by many titles I refigne 33
As the fweet fweat of Rofes in a Still 124
As virtuous men pafle mildly away 157
At once, from hence, my lines and I depart 83
At the round earths imagin'd corners, blow 34
Away thou fondling motley humorift 259
Batter my heart, three perfond God; for, you 37
Before I figh my laft gafpe, let me breath 227
Blafted with {ighs, and {furrounded with teares 177
Bleft arc your North parts, for all this long time 87
Both robd of aire, we both lye in one ground 39
Bulfie old foole, unruly Sunne 162
By childrens births, and death, I am become 39
By miracles exceeding power of man 31
By Euphrates flowry {ide [Davison] 131
Can we not force from widdowed Poetry [Carew] 304
Come live with mee, and bee my love 155
Compaflion in the world againe is bred 41
Deare love, for nothing lefle then thee 184
Death be not proud, though fome have call’d thee 35
Death I recant, and fay, unfaid by mee 61
Deigne at my hands this crown of prayer and praife 29
Donne dead? "Tis here reported true, though I [R.B.] 315
Faire, great, and good, {ince {feeing you, wee fee 97
Faire {foule, which waft, not onely, as all foules bee 7
Father of Heaven, and him, by whom 142
Father, part of his double intereft 38
Fond woman, which would’{t have thy huiband die 42
For every houre that thou wilt {pare mee now 164
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For Godfake hold your tongue, and let me love
For the firft twenty yeares, {ince yefterday

Goe, and catche a falling {tarre
Good wee muft love, and muft hate ill

Haile Bithop Valentine, whofe day this is

Haft thee harth verfe, as faft as thy lame meafure

He is {tarke mad, who ever fayes

Hee that would write an Epitaph for thee [C.B. of O.]
Heere lies Deane Donne; Enough; Thofe words alone [Anon.]
Here’s no more newes, then vertue, I may as well

Here take my Picture; though I bid farewell

Here where by All All Saints invoked are

Honour is {o fublime perfection

How f{its this citie, late moft populous

I am two fooles, I know,

I am unable, yonder begger cries

I can love both faire and browne,

I cannot blame thofe men, that knew thee well [Hyde]
I fixe mine eye on thine, and there

I have done one braver thing

I'll tell thee now (deare Love) what thou {halt doe
I long to talke with {fome 0/d lovers ghoft

I never {toopd fo low, as they

I {carce beleeve my love to be fo pure

I {ing the progrefle of a deathlefle foule

I wonder by my troth, what thou, and I

If, as mine is, thy life a {lumber be

If in his Studie he hath fo much care

If poyfonous rnineralls, and if that tree

If yet I have not all thy love

If you from {poyle of th’old worlds fartheft end
Image of her whom I love, more then fthe
Immenitie cloyftered in thy deare woombe

In what torne fhip {oever I embarke

Is Donne, great Donne deceasd? then England fay [Walton]
Is not thy facred hunger of {cience

Kinde pitty chokes my {pleene; brave {corn forbids
Klockius {o deeply hath fworne, ne’r more to come

322

237

160
180

99
82

298
318
67
47
94
91
245

166
40
163
297
I54
161
178
225
235
181

159
85
40
35
167

127
30
244
301
84

265
41



Language thou art too narrow, and too weake

Let mans Soule be a Spheare, and then, in this

Let me powre forth

Like Efops fellow-1laves, O Mercury

Like one who'in her third widdowhood doth profefle
Little think'{t thou, poore flower

Looke to mee faith, and looke to my faith, God
Love, any devill elfe but you

Mad paper {tay, and grudge not here to burne
Man is a lurnpe, where all beafts kneaded bee
Man is the World, and death th’Ocean

Man to Gods image; Eve, to mans was made
Marke but this flea, and marke in this

Marry, and love thy Flavia, for, thee

Moyft with one drop of thy blood, my dry foule
My name engravd herein

Natures lay Ideot, I taught thee to love

No Lover faith, I love, nor any other

No Spring, nor Summer Beauty harh fuch grace
Nothing could make me fooner to confefle
Now thou haft lovd me one whole day

O Thou which to fearch out the fecret parts

Of that fhort Roll of friends writ in my heart

Oh do not die, for I {hall hate

Oh, let mee not {erve fo, as thofe men ferve

Oh my blacke Soul! now thou art fummoned
Once, and but once found in thy company

Our {torme is paft, and that {torms tyrannous rage
Out of a fired thip, which, by no way

Philo, with twelve yeares {tudy, hath beene grievid
Poets attend, the Elegie I fing [Cary]
Pregnant again with th’old twins Hope, and Feare

Reafon is Our Soules left hand, Faith her right
Renowned Chaucer lie a thought more nigh [Basse]

Salute the laft and everlafting day
Salvation to all that will is nigh
See Sir, how as the Suns hot Mafculine flame

238
140
185

41

65
230
127
182

89
72
60
78
187
43
31
174

50
243
125
209
161

84
86
171
49
33
45
54
39

41
307
82

68
137

32

29
87

323



Send home my long {trayd eyes to mee

Shee’is dead; And all which die

Since Chrift embracd the Crofle it felfe, dare I
Sir, more then kiffes, letters mingle Soules

Sir; though (I thanke God for it) I do hate
Sleep {leep old Sun, thou canft not have repaft
So, {o breake off this laft lamenting kifle

Some man unworthy to be pofleflor

Some that have deeper diggd loves Myne then I
Sorrow, who to this houfe fcarce knew the way
Spit in my face you Jewes, and pierce my {ide
Sweeteft love, I do not goe

Take heed of loving mee

Tamely, fraile body, abftaine to day; to day

The Sun-beames in the Eaft are {pred

This decent Urne a {ad infcription weares [Porter]
This is my playes laft {cene, here heavens appoint
This twilight of two yeares, not paft nor next
Thou art not {o black, as my heart

Thou art reprivid old yeare, thou thalt not die
Thou {halt not laugh in this leafe, Mufe, nor they
Thou which art I, ’tis nothing to be {oe)

Though I be dead, and buried, yet I have

Thy father all from thee, by his laft Will

Thy flattering picture, Phryne, is like thee

Thy friend, whom thy deferts to thee enchaine
Thy {innes and haires may no man equall call
"Tis loft, to truft a Tombe with {uch a gueft

T’is the yeares midnight, and it is the dayes

"Tis true, ’tis day; what though it be?

To have livd eminent, in a degree [King]

T’have written then, when you writ, feem'd to mee
To make the doubt cleare, that no woman’s true
To what a comberfome unwieldinefle

Twice or thrice had I loved thee

Two, by themfelves, each other, love and feare

Two foules move here, and mine (a third) muft move

Vnder an undermin’d, and {hot-bruisd wall
Vnfeafonable man, {tatue of ice
Vpon this Primrofe hill
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Well dy’d the World, that we might live to fee

Well; I may now receive, and die; My finne

What if this prefent were the worlds laft night?

When by thy {corne, O murdrefle, I am dead

When I am dead, and Doctors know not why

When I dyed laft, and, Deare, I dye

When my grave is broke up againe

When that rich Soule which to her heaven is gone
When thy Loofe raptures, Donne, thall meet with Thofe [Browne]
Where is that holy fire, which Vetfe is faid

Where, like a pillow on a bed

Whether that foule which now comes up to you

Who dares fay thou art dead, when he doth fee [Wilson]
Who ever comes to throud me, do not harme

Who ever guefles, thinks, or dreames he knowes

Who makes the Paft, a patternc for next yeare

Who 1thall prefume to mourn thee, Donne, unlefle [Mayne]
Why are wee by all creatures waited on?

Why this man gelded Martiali I mufe

Wilt thou forgive that {inn, where I begunn

Wilt thou love God, as he thee! then digeft

With his kinde mother who partakes thy woe

You have refin'd mee, and to worthyeft things
You that are fhe and you, that’s double thee
Your miftris, that you follow whores, {till taxeth you
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