John Bunyan (1628-1688)

The Pilgrim

              1Who would true Valour see 

              2Let him come hither; 
              3One here will Constant be, 
              4Come Wind, come Weather. 
              5There's no Discouragement, 

              6Shall make him once Relent, 

              7His first avow'd Intent, 

              8To be a Pilgrim. 

              9Who so beset him round, 

            10With dismal Storys, 

            11Do but themselves Confound; 
            12His Strength the more is. 

            13No Lyon can him fright, 

            14He'l with a Gyant Fight, 

            15But he will have a right, 
            16To be a Pilgrim. 

            17Hobgoblin, nor foul Fiend, 

            18Can daunt his Spirit: 
            19He knows, he at the end, 

            20Shall Life Inherit. 

            21Then Fancies fly away, 
            22He'l fear not what men say, 
            23He'l labour Night and Day, 
            24To be a Pilgrim. 

John Dryden (1631-1700)

Song to a Fair Young Lady Going out of Town in the Spring

              1Ask not the cause why sullen spring 

              2      So long delays her flow'rs to bear; 

              3Why warbling birds forget to sing, 

              4      And winter storms invert the year? 

              5Chloris is gone; and Fate provides 

              6To make it spring where she resides. 

              7Chloris is gone, the cruel fair; 

              8      She cast not back a pitying eye: 

              9But left her lover in despair, 

            10      To sigh, to languish, and to die: 

            11Ah, how can those fair eyes endure 

            12To give the wounds they will not cure! 

            13Great god of Love, why hast thou made 

            14      A face that can all hearts command, 

            15That all religions can invade, 

            16      And change the laws of ev'ry land? 

            17Where thou hadst plac'd such pow'r before, 

            18Thou shouldst have made her mercy more. 

            19When Chloris to the temple comes, 

            20      Adoring crowds before her fall; 

            21She can restore the dead from tombs, 

            22      And ev'ry life but mine recall. 

            23I only am by love design'd 

            24To be the victim for mankind. 

Edmund Waller (1606-1687)

The Self Banished

              1It is not that I love you less 

              2Than when before your feet I lay, 

              3But to prevent the sad increase 

              4Of hopeless love, I keep away. 

              5In vain (alas!) for everything 

              6Which I have known belong to you, 

              7Your form does to my fancy bring, 

              8And makes my old wounds bleed anew. 

              9Who in the spring from the new sun 

            10Already has a fever got, 

            11Too late begins those shafts to shun, 

            12Which Phœbus through his veins has shot. 

            13Too late he would the pain assuage, 

            14And to thick shadows does retire; 

            15About with him he bears the rage, 

            16And in his tainted blood the fire. 

            17But vow'd I have, and never must 

            18Your banish'd servant trouble you; 

            19For if I break, you may distrust 

            20The vow I made to love you, too. 

