
Poetry  
 
Day One: Pastoral and Mock/Anti-Pastoral Poetry 
 

The Passionate Shepherd to His Love - Christopher Marlowe 
Come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountain yields.  
And we will sit upon rocks, 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow rivers to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals.  
And I will make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand fragrant poises, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle;  
A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold, 
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.  
The shepherds's swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning: 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my love.  

The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd 
Sir Walter Raleigh  
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.  
 
Thy 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,  
The 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. 
 
Sonnet 130 - William Shakespeare 
My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun, 
Coral is far more red, than her lips red, 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun: 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head: 
I have seen roses damasked, red and white, 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks, 
And in some perfumes is there more delight, 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know, 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound: 
I grant I never saw a goddess go, 
My mistress when she walks treads on the ground. 
And yet by heaven I think my love as rare, 
A/s any she belied with false compare.   
 
Day Two: John Donne 
 
 
Song - John Donne 
GO and catch a falling star, 
Get with child a mandrake root, 
Tell me where all past years are, 
Or who cleft the devil's foot, 
Teach me to hear mermaids singing,Or to keep off envy's stinging, 
And find 
What wind 
Serves to advance an honest mind.  
 
If thou be'st born to strange sights, 
Things invisible to see, 
Ride ten thousand days and nights, 
Till age snow white hairs on thee, 
Thou, when thou return'st, wilt tell me, 
All strange wonders that befell thee, 
And swear, 
No where 
Lives a woman true and fair.  
 
If thou find'st one, let me know, 
Such a pilgrimage were sweet; 



Yet do not, I would not go, 
Though at next door we might meet, 
Though she were true, when you met her, 
And last, till you write your letter, 
Yet she 
Will be 
False, ere I come, to two, or three 
 
The Apparition -  John Donne 
WHEN by thy scorn, O murd'ress, I am dead, 
And that thou thinkst thee free 
From all solicitation from me, 
Then shall my ghost come to thy bed, 
And thee, feign'd vestal, in worse arms shall see : 
Then thy sick taper will begin to wink, 
And he, whose thou art then, being tired before, 
Will, if thou stir, or pinch to wake him, think 
Thou call'st for more, 
And, in false sleep, will from thee shrink : 
And then, poor aspen wretch, neglected thou 
Bathed in a cold quicksilver sweat wilt lie, 
A verier ghost than I. 
What I will say, I will not tell thee now, 
Lest that preserve thee ; and since my love is spent, 
I'd rather thou shouldst painfully repent, 
Than by my threatenings rest still innocent. 
 
The Flea - John Donne 
 
MARK but this flea, and mark in this, 
How little that which thou deniest me is ; 
It suck'd me first, and now sucks thee,  
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be. 
Thou know'st that this cannot be said 
A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead ; 
Yet this enjoys before it woo, 
And pamper'd swells with one blood made of two ; 
And this, alas ! is more than we would do. 
O stay, three lives in one flea spare, 
Where we almost, yea, more than married are. 
This flea is you and I, and this 
Our marriage bed, and marriage temple is. 
Though parents grudge, and you, we're met, 
And cloister'd in these living walls of jet. 
Though use make you apt to kill me, 
Let not to that self-murder added be, 
And sacrilege, three sins in killing three. 
 
Cruel and sudden, hast thou since 
Purpled thy nail in blood of innocence? 
Wherein could this flea guilty be, 
Except in that drop which it suck'd from thee? 



Yet thou triumph'st, and say'st that thou 
Find'st not thyself nor me the weaker now. 
'Tis true ; then learn how false fears be ; 
Just so much honour, when thou yield'st to me, 
Will waste, as this flea's death took life from thee. 
 

Holy Sonnets: Death, be not proud  

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee  
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;  
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow  
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.  
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,  
Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,  
And soonest our best men with thee do go,  
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.  
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,  
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,  
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well  
And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?  
One short sleep past, we wake eternally  
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.  

 
 
Day Three    
 
George Herbet - The Collar 

I struck the board, and cried, "No more! 
I will abroad. 
What! shall I ever sigh and pine? 
My lines and life are free; free as the road, 
Loose as the wind, as large as store. 
Shall I be still in suit? 
Have I no harvest but a thorn 
To let me blood, and not restore 
What I have lost with cordial fruit? 
Sure there was wine 
Before my sighs did dry it; there was cornBefore my tears did drown it. 
Is the year only lost to me? 
Have I no bays to crown it? 
No flowers, no garlands gay? all blasted? 
All wasted? 
Not so, my heart; but there is fruit, 
And thou hast hands. 
Recover all thy sigh-blown age 
On double pleasures; leave thy cold dispute 
Of what is fit and not; forsake thy cage, 
Thy rope of sands, 
Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw, 
And be thy law, 
While thou didst wink and wouldst not see. 



Away! take heed; 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy death's-head there; tie up thy fears; 
He that forbears 
To suit and serve his need 
Deserves his load." 
But as I rav'd, and grew more fierce and wild 
At every word, 
Me thoughts I heard one calling, "Child"; 
And I replied, "My Lord." 
 
On The Late Massacre In Piedmont - John Milton 
 
Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered Saints, whose bones  
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold;  
Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old,  
When all our fathers worshiped stocks and stones,  
Forget not: in thy book record their groans  
Who were thy sheep, and in their ancient fold  
Slain by the bloody Piemontese, that rolled  
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans  
The vales redoubled to the hills, and they  
To heaven. Their martyred blood and ashes sow  
O`er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway  
The triple Tyrant; that from these may grow  
A hundredfold, who, having learnt thy way,  
Early may fly the Babylonian woe.  
 

When I Consider How My Light is Spent - John Milton  
When I consider how my light is spent 
Ere half my days in this dark world and wide, 
And that one talent which is death to hide 
Lodg’d with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest he returning chide, 
“Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?” 
I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies: “God doth not need 
Either man’s work or his own gifts: who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state 
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed 
And post o’er land and ocean without rest: 
They also serve who only stand and wait.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Day Four 
 
To the Virgins to Make Much of Time - Robert Herrick 
 
GATHER ye rosebuds while ye may,  
Old time is still a-flying :  
And this same flower that smiles to-day  
To-morrow will be dying. 
 
The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,  
The higher he's a-getting, 
The sooner will his race be run,  
And nearer he's to setting. 
 
That age is best which is the first,  
When youth and blood are warmer ;  
But being spent, the worse, and worst  
Times still succeed the former. 
 
Then be not coy, but use your time,  
And while ye may go marry :  
For having lost but once your prime  
You may for ever tarry. 
 
 

 
Sir Thomas Wyatt - They flee from me that Sometime did me Seek 
They flee from me that sometime did me seek  
With naked foot, stalking in my chamber.  
I have seen them gentle, tame, and meek,  
That now are wild and do not remember  
That sometime they put themself in danger  
To take bread at my hand; and now they range,  
Busily seeking with a continual change.  
 
Thanked be fortune it hath been otherwise  
Twenty times better; but once in special,  
In thin array after a pleasant guise,  
When her loose gown from her shoulders did fall,  
And she me caught in her arms long and small;  
Therewithall sweetly did me kiss  
And softly said, "dear heart, how like you this?"  
 
It was no dream: I lay broad waking.  
But all is turned thorough my gentleness  
Into a strange fashion of forsaking;  
And I have leave to go of her goodness,  
And she also, to use newfangleness.  
But since that I so kindly am served  
I would fain know what she hath deserved.    
 
 



 
To his Coy Mistress - Andrew Marvell  
Had we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, lady, were no crime. 
We would sit down and think which way 
To walk, and pass our long love's day; 
Thou by the Indian Ganges' side 
Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide 
Of Humber would complain. I would 
Love you ten years before the Flood; 
And you should, if you please, refuse 
Till the conversion of the Jews. 
My vegetable love should grow 
Vaster than empires, and more slow. 
An hundred years should go to praise 
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze; 
Two hundred to adore each breast, 
But thirty thousand to the rest; 
An age at least to every part, 
And the last age should show your heart. 
For, lady, you deserve this state, 
Nor would I love at lower rate. 
 
But at my back I always hear 
Time's winged chariot hurrying near; 
And yonder all before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 
Thy beauty shall no more be found, 
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 
My echoing song; then worms shall try 
That long preserv'd virginity, 
And your quaint honour turn to dust, 
And into ashes all my lust. 
The grave's a fine and private place, 
But none I think do there embrace. 
 
Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
Sits on thy skin like morning dew, 
And while thy willing soul transpires 
At every pore with instant fires, 
Now let us sport us while we may; 
And now, like am'rous birds of prey, 
Rather at once our time devour,Than languish in his slow-chapp'd power. 
Let us roll all our strength, and all 
Our sweetness, up into one ball; 
And tear our pleasures with rough strife 
Thorough the iron gates of life. 
Thus, though we cannot make our sun 
Stand still, yet we will make him run.  
 
 



 
 
Later….. 
A Description of a City Shower - Jonathan Swift   
Careful observers may foretell the hour  
(By sure prognostics) when to dread a shower:  
While rain depends, the pensive cat gives o'er  
Her frolics, and pursues her tail no more.  
Returning home at night, you'll find the sink  
Strike your offended sense with double stink.  
If you be wise, then go not far to dine,  
You spend in coach-hire more than save in wine.  
A coming shower your shooting corns presage,  
Old aches throb, your hollow tooth will rage.  
Sauntering in coffee-house is Dulman seen;  
He damns the climate, and complains of spleen. 
Mean while the South rising with dabbled wings,  
A sable cloud a-thwart the welkin flings,  
That swilled more liquor than it could contain,  
And like a drunkard gives it up again.  
Brisk Susan whips her linen from the rope,  
While the first drizzling shower is born aslope,  
Such is that sprinkling which some careless quean  
Flirts on you from her mop, but not so clean.  
You fly, invoke the gods; then turning, stop  
To rail; she singing, still whirls on her mop.  
Not yet, the dust had shunned the unequal strife,  
But aided by the wind, fought still for life;  
And wafted with its foe by violent gust,  
'Twas doubtful which was rain, and which was dust.  
Ah! where must needy poet seek for Aid,  
When dust and rain at once his coat invade;  
Sole coat, where dust cemented by the rain,  
Erects the nap, and leaves a cloudy stain. 
Now in contiguous drops the flood comes down,  
Threatening with deluge this devoted town.  
To shops in crowds the daggled females fly,  
Pretend to cheapen Goods, but nothing buy.  
The Templar spruce, while every spout's a-broach,  
Stays till 'tis fair, yet seems to call a coach.  
The tucked-up sempstress walks with hasty strides,  
While streams run down her oiled umbrella's sides.  
Here various kinds by various fortunes led,  
Commence acquaintance underneath a shed.  
Triumphant Tories, and desponding Whigs,  
Forget their feuds, and join to save their wigs.  
Boxed in a chair the beau impatient sits,  
While spouts run clattering o'er the roof by fits;  
And ever and anon with frightful din  
The leather sounds, he trembles from within.  
So when Troy chairmen bore the wooden steed,  
Pregnant with Greeks, impatient to be freed,  



(Those bully Greeks, who, as the moderns do,  
Instead of paying chairmen, run them through.)  
Laocoon struck the outside with his spear,  
And each imprisoned hero quaked for fear. 
Now from all Parts the swelling kennels flow,  
And bear their Trophies with them as they go:  
Filth of all hues and odours seem to tell  
What streets they sailed from, by the sight and smell.  
They, as each Torrent drives, with rapid force  
From Smithfield, or St. Pulchre's shape their course,  
And in huge confluent join at Snow-Hill ridge,  
Fall from the conduit prone to Holborn-Bridge.  
Sweepings from butchers stalls, dung, guts, and blood,  
Drowned puppies, stinking sprats, all drenched in mud,  
Dead cats and turnips-tops come tumbling down the flood.  
 
 
 

 

 


