THE LIFE OF MAN by Francis Bacon.

The world's a bubble; and the life of man less than a span.
In his conception wretched; from the womb so to the tomb:
Curst from the cradle, and brought up to years, with cares and fears.
Who then to frail mortality shall trust,
But limns the water, or but writes in dust.
Yet, since with sorrow here we live oppress'd, what life is best?
Courts are but only superficial schools to dandle fools:
The rural parts are turn'd into a den of savage men:
And where's a city from all vice so free,
But may be term'd the worst of all the three?

Domestic cares afflict the husband's bed, or pains his head:
Those that live single, take it for a curse, or do things worse:
Some would have children; those that have them none; or wish them gone.
What is it then to have no wife, but single thralldom or a double strife?
Our own affections still at home to please, is a disease:
To cross the sea to any foreign soil, perils and toil:
Wars with their noise affright us: when they cease,
W' are worse in peace:
What then remains, but that we still should cry,
Not to be born, or being born, to die.

To his Coy Mistress Andrew Marvell (1621-1678)

              1Had we but world enough, and time, 

              2This coyness, lady, were no crime. 

              3We would sit down and think which way 

              4To walk, and pass our long love's day; 

              5Thou by the Indian Ganges' side 

              6Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide 

              7Of Humber would complain. I would 

              8Love you ten years before the Flood; 

              9And you should, if you please, refuse 

            10Till the conversion of the Jews. 

            11My vegetable love should grow 

            12Vaster than empires, and more slow. 

            13An hundred years should go to praise 

            14Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze; 

            15Two hundred to adore each breast, 

            16But thirty thousand to the rest; 

            17An age at least to every part, 

            18And the last age should show your heart. 

            19For, lady, you deserve this state, 

            20Nor would I love at lower rate. 

            21      But at my back I always hear 

            22Time's winged chariot hurrying near; 

            23And yonder all before us lie 

            24Deserts of vast eternity. 

            25Thy beauty shall no more be found, 

            26Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 

            27My echoing song; then worms shall try 

            28That long preserv'd virginity, 

            29And your quaint honour turn to dust, 

            30And into ashes all my lust. 

            31The grave's a fine and private place, 

            32But none I think do there embrace. 

            33      Now therefore, while the youthful hue 

            34Sits on thy skin like morning dew, 

            35And while thy willing soul transpires 

            36At every pore with instant fires, 

            37Now let us sport us while we may; 

            38And now, like am'rous birds of prey, 

            39Rather at once our time devour, 

            40Than languish in his slow-chapp'd power. 

            41Let us roll all our strength, and all 

            42Our sweetness, up into one ball; 

            43And tear our pleasures with rough strife 

            44Thorough the iron gates of life. 

            45Thus, though we cannot make our sun 

            46Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

A VALEDICTION FORBIDDING MOURNING. 
by John Donne

AS virtuous men pass mildly away,  
    And whisper to their souls to go,  
Whilst some of their sad friends do say, 
    "Now his breath goes," and some say, "No."                      

So let us melt, and make no noise,                                       5 
    No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move ; 
'Twere profanation of our joys  
    To tell the laity our love.  

Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears ; 
    Men reckon what it did, and meant ;                              10 
But trepidation of the spheres,  
    Though greater far, is innocent.  

Dull sublunary lovers' love  
    —Whose soul is sense—cannot admit  
Of absence, 'cause it doth remove                                     15 
    The thing which elemented it.  

But we by a love so much refined, 
    That ourselves know not what it is,  
Inter-assurèd of the mind,  
    Care less, eyes, lips and hands to miss.                           20 

Our two souls therefore, which are one,  
    Though I must go, endure not yet  
A breach, but an expansion,  
    Like gold to aery thinness beat.  

If they be two, they are two so                                          25 
    As stiff twin compasses are two ;  
Thy soul, the fix'd foot, makes no show  
    To move, but doth, if th' other do.  

And though it in the centre sit,  
    Yet, when the other far doth roam,                                30 
It leans, and hearkens after it,  
    And grows erect, as that comes home.  

   Such wilt thou be to me, who must, 
   Like th' other foot, obliquely run ; 
   Thy firmness makes my circle just,                                    35 
   And makes me end where I begun. 

Excerpts from Paradise Lost by Milton

Him the Almighty Power

Hurled headlong flaming from the ethereal sky,

With hideous ruin and combustion, down

To bottomless perdition, there to dwell

In adamantine chains and penal fire,

Who durst defy the Omnipotent to arms.

Nine times the space that measures day and night

To mortal men, he, with his horrid crew,

Lay vanquished, rowling in the fiery gulf,

Confounded, though immortal. But his doom

Reserved him to more wrath; for now the thought

Both of lost happiness and lasting pain

Torments him: round he throws his baleful eyes,

That witnessed huge affliction and dismay,

Mixed with obdurate pride and steadfast hate.

At once, as far as Angel's ken, he views

The dismal situation waste and wild.

A dungeon horrible, on all sides round,

As one great furnace flamed; yet from those flames

No light; but rather darkness visible

Served only to discover sights of woe,

Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace

And rest can never dwell, hope never comes

That comes to all, but torture without end

Still urges, and a fiery deluge, fed

With ever-burning sulphur unconsumed.

Such place Eternal Justice had prepared

For those rebellious; here their prison ordained

In utter darkness, and their portion set,

As far removed from God and light of Heaven

As from the centre thrice to the utmost pole.

(…)

"Is this the region, this the soil, the clime,"

Said then the lost Archangel, "this the seat

That we must change for Heaven? - this mournful gloom

For that celestial light? Be it so, since He

Who now is sovran can dispose and bid

What shall be right: fardest from Him is best,

Whom reason hath equalled, force hath made supreme

Above his equals. Farewell, happy fields,

Where joy forever dwells! Hail, horrors! hail,

Infernal World! and thou, profoundest Hell,

Receive thy new possessor - one who brings

A mind not to be changed by place or time.

The mind is its own place, and in itself

Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven.

What matter where, if I be still the same,

And what I should be, all but less than he

Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at least

We shall be free; the Almighty hath not built

Here for his envy, will not drive us hence:

Here we may reign secure; and, in my choice,

To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell:

Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.

