Elizabethan Poetry Samples
	C. Marlowe

	 

	V. The Passionate Shepherd to His Love

	 


	COME live with me and be my Love,
	 

	And we will all the pleasures prove
	 

	That hills and valleys, dale and field,
	 

	And all the craggy mountains yield.
	 

	  
	

	There will we sit upon the rocks
	         5

	And see the shepherds feed their flocks,
	 

	By shallow rivers, to whose falls
	 

	Melodious birds sing madrigals.
	 

	  
	

	There will I make thee beds of roses
	 

	And a thousand fragrant posies,
	  10

	A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
	 

	Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle.
	 

	  
	

	A gown made of the finest wool
	 

	Which from our pretty lambs we pull,
	 

	Fair linèd slippers for the cold,
	  15

	With buckles of the purest gold.
	 

	  
	

	A belt of straw and ivy buds
	 

	With coral clasps and amber studs:
	 

	And if these pleasures may thee move,
	 

	Come live with me and be my Love.
	  20

	  
	

	Thy silver dishes for thy meat
	 

	As precious as the gods do eat,
	 

	Shall on an ivory table be
	 

	Prepared each day for thee and me.
	 

	  
	

	The shepherd swains shall dance and sing
	  25

	For thy delight each May-morning:
	 

	If these delights thy mind may move,
	 

	Then live with me and be my Love.
	 


Sir Walter Ralegh 


The nymph's reply to the shepherd          


If all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd's tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

Time drives the flocks from field to fold 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb; 
The rest complains of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's fall. 

The gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten,— 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clasps and amber studs, 
All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy love. 

But could youth last and love still breed, 
Had joys no date nor age no need, 
Then these delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy love.

To His Son

by Sir Walter Raleigh 
	Three things there be that prosper up apace
And flourish whilst they grow asunder far;
But on a day, they meet all in one place,
And when they meet they one another mar:
And they be these -the wood, the weed, the wag.
The wood is that which makes the gallows tree;
The weed is that which strings the hangman's bag;
The wag, my pretty knave, betokeneth thee.
Mark well, dear boy, whilst these assemble not,
Green springs the tree, hemp grows, the wag is wild;
But when they meet, it makes the timber rot,
It frets the halter, and it chokes the child.
Then bless thee, and beware, and let us pray
We part not with thee at this meeting day.



On My First Son
FAREWELL, thou child of my right hand, and joy; 

My sin was too much hope of thee, loved boy. 

Seven years thou wert lent to me, and I thee pay, 

Exacted by thy fate, on the just day. 

O, could I lose all father now! For why 

Will man lament the state he should envy? 

To have so soon 'scaped world's and flesh's rage, 

And, if no other misery, yet age? 

Rest in soft peace, and asked, say, "Here doth lie 

Ben Jonson his best piece of poetry, 

For whose sake, henceforth, all his vows be such 

As what he loves may never like too much." 

Ben Jonson
On My First Daughter
HERE lies to each her parents' ruth, 

Mary, the daughter of their youth: 

Yet, all heaven's gifts, being heaven's due, 

It makes the father, less, to rue. 

At six months' end, she parted hence 

With safety of her innocence; 

Whose soul heaven's queen, (whose name she bears) 

In comfort of her mother's tears, 

Hath placed amongst her virgin train: 

Where, while that severed doth remain, 

This grave partakes the fleshly birth. 

Which cover lightly, gentle earth. 

Ben Jonson
