Homework

Please read, define unknown terminology, and bring a copy to class of the following:

Day 1 (Monday October 25)

John Milton (1608-1674)

Sonnet XIX: When I Consider How my Light is Spent

              1When I consider how my light is spent 

              2     Ere half my days in this dark world and wide, 

              3     And that one talent which is death to hide 

              4     Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent 

              5To serve therewith my Maker, and present 

              6     My true account, lest he returning chide, 

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

              8     I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 

              9That murmur, soon replies: "God doth not need 

            10     Either man's work or his own gifts: who best 

            11     Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state 

            12Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed 

            13     And post o'er land and ocean without rest: 

            14     They also serve who only stand and wait." 

Day 2 (Wednesday October 27):

Tartuffe by Moliere
Act IV, Scene 5 (excerpt)

TARTUFFE, ELMIRE, ORGON (Hiding.)

ELMIRE
When I put up such limited resistance,
It begs you escalate your male insistence.
It's modesty, of course, on surface level,
Prevented me from giving way to revel.
The stronger that I felt my heart was linked,
The more I chided, even as I winked.
As such, I trolled with but a soft demur,
Intended as no sinker, but a lure.
I hoped that you might rise to take the bait,
And that you'd see beyond the case I'd state.
It shames me to emerge from my denial,
And thus engage you frankly without guile.
But in thus far, let's make this supposition:
I listened to your lengthy proposition
Without retort. I tried to get Damis,
To go in quiet and to hold his peace.
Would I have been so even and so measured,
Had I not found myself covertly pleasured?
And would I not oppose to subsequent
Promotion of new marriage covenant?
Of course, I fought for you, my love, most fierce,
To stop a match at which my heart would pierce,
Appalled to think another might well be,
Entangled with the man I meant for me.

TARTUFFE
My dear Elmire: a heavenly delight,
For your fair lips to give fine words such flight,
They fly about my pate, I catch my breath,
This moment I could die a happy death.
How long I've longed for kind word of affection,
Which now I feel in your most kind inflection.
But, by your leave, I pause for just a thought:
What if your daughter's wedding has now brought
You to the point of warming to this lust.
What proof have I to loosen my distrust?
It's possible that once the wedding's off,
My passions might again be yours to scoff.
I fear I must withhold my fond decision,
Till you assuage an intimate provision.
I hesitate to act on my delight,
Until my love you manage to requite.

John Dryden (1631-1700)

Marriage a-la-Mode

              1Why should a foolish marriage vow, 

              2      Which long ago was made, 

              3Oblige us to each other now 

              4      When passion is decay'd? 

              5We lov'd, and we lov'd, as long as we could, 

              6      Till our love was lov'd out in us both: 

              7But our marriage is dead, when the pleasure is fled: 

              8      'Twas pleasure first made it an oath. 

              9If I have pleasures for a friend, 

            10      And farther love in store, 

            11What wrong has he whose joys did end, 

            12      And who could give no more? 

            13'Tis a madness that he should be jealous of me, 

            14      Or that I should bar him of another: 

            15For all we can gain is to give our selves pain, 

            16      When neither can hinder the other. 

