
The Passionate Shepherd to his Love, by Christopher Marlowe 
 
Come live with me, and be my love;              
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 
 
And we will sit upon the rocks,    5 
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 posies;    10 
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,    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 
 
The shepherd-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. 
 
 
 
 
Sonnet LV, by William Shakespeare 
 
Not marble, nor the gilded monuments  
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme; 
But you shall shine more bright in these contents  
Than unswept stone besmear'd with sluttish time.  
When wasteful war shall statues overturn,    5 
And broils root out the work of masonry,  
Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn 
The living record of your memory.  
'Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room 10 
Even in the eyes of all posterity  
That wear this world out to the ending doom. 
So, till the judgment that yourself arise,  
You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.  
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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.   
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Easter Wings, by George Herbert 
 
Lord, Who createdst man in wealth and store, 
        Though foolishly he lost the same, 
              Decaying more and more, 
                      Till he became 
                        Most poore: 
 
                        With Thee 
                      O let me rise, 
              As larks, harmoniously, 
        And sing this day Thy victories: 
Then shall the fall further the flight in me. 
 
My tender age in sorrow did beginne; 
  And still with sicknesses and shame 
        Thou didst so punish sinne, 
                  That I became 
                   Most thinne. 
 
                    With Thee 
                Let me combine, 
      And feel this day Thy victorie; 
    For, if I imp my wing on Thine, 
Affliction shall advance the flight in me. 
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