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NOTE ON THE TEXT

This edition of Marvell’s poems retains the author’s spelling and his use of capitals and italics. In a few cases, commas have been added for the sake of clarity. It should be remembered that seventeenth-century punctuation and orthography were inconsistent.

Four translations from Marvell’s Latin verse have been included for the sake of the light they throw on his English poems. Dew and the second version of The Garden (this page) appear in versions by William A. McQueen and Kiffin A. Rockwell, courtesy the University of North Carolina Press. The ‘Epigram on the two Mountains of Amos-Cliff and Bilborough’ and ‘Upon an Eunuch; a Poet’ are translated by A. B. Grosart.

Some scholars dispute Marvell’s authorship of ‘The Second Advice’, ‘Clarindon’s House-warming’ and ‘The Vows.’



OF LOVE




THE DEFINITION OF LOVE


My Love is of a birth as rare

As ’tis for object strange and high:

It was begotten by despair

Upon Impossibility.




Magnanimous Despair alone

Could show me so divine a thing,

Where feeble Hope could ne’r have flown

But vainly flapt its Tinsel Wing.




And yet I quickly might arrive

Where my extended Soul is fixt,

But Fate does Iron wedges drive,

And alwaies crouds it self betwixt.




For Fate with jealous Eye does see

Two perfect Loves; nor lets them close;

Their union would her ruine be,

And her Tyrannick pow’r depose.




And therefore her Decrees of Steel

Us as the distant Poles have plac’d,

(Though Loves whole World on us doth wheel)

Not by themselves to be embrac’d.




Unless the giddy Heaven fall,

And Earth some new Convulsion tear;

And, us to joyn, the World should all

Be cramp’d into a Planisphere.




As Lines so Loves oblique may well

Themselves in every Angle greet:

But ours so truly Paralel,

Though infinite can never meet.




Therefore the Love which us doth bind,

But Fate so enviously debarrs,

Is the Conjunction of the Mind,

And Opposition of the Stars.




THE MATCH


Nature had long a Treasure made

Of all her choisest store;

Fearing, when She should be decay’d,

To beg in vain for more.




Her Orientest Colours there,

And Essences most pure,

With sweetest Perfumes hoarded were,

All as she thought secure.




She seldom them unlock’d, or us’d,

But with the nicest care;

For, with one grain of them diffus’d,

She could the World repair.




But likeness soon together drew

What she did sep’rate lay;

Of which one perfect Beauty grew,

And that was Celia.




Love wisely had of long fore-seen

That he must once grow old;

And therefore stor’d a Magazine,

To save him from the cold.




He kept the several Cells repleat

With Nitre thrice refin’d;

The Naphta’s and the Sulphur’s heat,

And all that burns the Mind.




He fortifi’d the double Gate,

And rarely thither came;

For, with one Spark of these, he streight

All Nature could inflame.




Till, by vicinity so long,

A nearer Way they sought;

And, grown magnetically strong,

Into each other wrought.




Thus all his fewel did unite

To make one fire high:

None ever burn’d so hot, so bright:

And Celia that am I.




So we alone the happy rest,

Whilst all the World is poor,

And have within our Selves possest

All Love’s and Nature’s store.




TO HIS COY MISTRESS


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 Loves Day.

Thou by the Indian Ganges side

Should’st 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 alwaies hear

Times winged Charriot hurrying near:

And yonder all before us lye

Deserts of vast Eternity.

Thy Beauty shall no more be found;

Nor, in thy marble Vault, shall sound

My ecchoing 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 hew

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-chapt pow’r.

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.




THE FAIR SINGER


To make a final conquest of all me,

Love did compose so sweet an Enemy,

In whom both Beauties to my death agree,

Joyning themselves in fatal Harmony;

That while she with her Eyes my Heart does bind,

She with her Voice might captivate my Mind.




I could have fled from One but singly fair:

My dis-intangled Soul it self might save,

Breaking the curled trammels of her hair.

But how should I avoid to be her Slave,

Whose subtile Art invisibly can wreath

My Fetters of the very Air I breathe?




It had been easie fighting in some plain,

Where Victory might hang in equal choice.

But all resistance against her is vain,

Who has th’ advantage both of Eyes and Voice.

And all my Forces needs must be undone,

She having gained both the Wind and Sun.




EYES AND TEARS


How wisely Nature did decree,

With the same Eyes to weep and see!

That, having view’d the object vain,

They might be ready to complain.




And, since the Self-deluding Sight

In a false Angle takes each hight;

These Tears which better measure all,

Like wat’ry Lines and Plummets fall.




Two Tears, which Sorrow long did weigh

Within the Scales of either Eye,

And then paid out in equal Poise,

Are the true price of all my Joyes.




What in the World most fair appears,

Yea even Laughter, turns to Tears:

And all the Jewels which we prize,

Melt in these Pendants of the Eyes.




I have through every Garden been,

Amongst the Red, the White, the Green;

And yet, from all the flow’rs I saw,

No Hony, but these Tears could draw.




So the all-seeing Sun each day

Distills the World with Chymick Ray;

But finds the Essence only Show’rs,

Which straight in pity back he poures.




Yet happy they whom Grief doth bless,

That weep the more, and see the less:

And, to preserve their Sight more true,

Bath still their Eyes in their own Dew.




So Magdalen, in Tears more wise

Dissolv’d those captivating Eyes,

Whose liquid Chaines could flowing meet

To fetter her Redeemers feet.




Not full sailes hasting loaden home,

Nor the chast Ladies pregnant Womb,

Nor Cynthia Teeming show’s so fair,

As two Eyes swoln with weeping are.




The sparkling Glance that shoots Desire,

Drench’d in these Waves, does lose its fire.

Yea oft the Thund’rer pitty takes

And here the hissing Lightning slakes.




The Incense was to Heaven dear,

Not as a Perfume, but a Tear.

And Stars shew lovely in the Night,

But as they seem the Tears of Light.




Ope then mine Eyes your double Sluice,

And practise so your noblest Use.

For others too can see, or sleep;

But only humane Eyes can weep.




Now like two Clouds dissolving, drop,

And at each Tear in Distance stop:

Now like two Fountains trickle down:

Now like two floods o’return and drown.




Thus let your Streams o’reflow your Springs,

Till Eyes and Tears be the same things:

And each the other’s difference bears;

These weeping Eyes, those seeing Tears.




THE UNFORTUNATE LOVER


Alas, how pleasant are their dayes

With whom the Infant Love yet playes!

Sorted by pairs, they still are seen

By Fountains cool, and Shadows green.

But soon these Flames do lose their light,

Like Meteors of a Summers night:

Nor can they to that Region climb,

To make impression upon Time.




’Twas in a Shipwrack, when the Seas

Rul’d, and the Winds did what they please,

That my poor Lover floting lay,

And, e’re brought forth, was cast away:

Till at the last the master-Wave

Upon the Rock his Mother drave;

And there she split against the Stone,

In a Cesarian Section.




The Sea him lent these bitter Tears

Which at his Eyes he alwaies bears:

And from the Winds the Sighs he bore,

Which through his surging Breast do roar.

No Day he saw but that which breaks,

Through frighted Clouds in forked streaks.

While round the ratling Thunder hurl’d,

As at the Fun’ral of the World.




While Nature to his Birth presents

This masque of quarrelling Elements;

A num’rous fleet of Corm’rants black,

That sail’d insulting o’re the Wrack,

Receiv’d into their cruel Care,

Th’ unfortunate and abject Heir:

Guardians most fit to entertain

The Orphan of the Hurricane.




They fed him up with Hopes and Air,

Which soon digested to Despair.

And as one Corm’rant fed him, still

Another on his Heart did bill.

Thus while they famish him, and feast,

He both consumed, and increast:

And languished with doubtful Breath,

Th’ Amphibium of Life and Death.




And now, when angry Heaven wou’d

Behold a spectacle of Blood,

Fortune and He are call’d to play

At sharp before it all the day:

And Tyrant Love his brest does ply

With all his wing’d Artillery.

Whilst he, betwixt the Flames and Waves,

Like Ajax the mad Tempest braves.




See how he nak’d and fierce does stand,

Cuffing the Thunder with one hand;

While with the other he does lock,

And grapple, with the stubborn Rock:

From which he with each Wave rebounds,

Torn into Flames, and ragg’d with Wounds.

And all he saies, a Lover drest

In his own Blood does relish best.




This is the only Banneret

That ever Love created yet:

Who though, by the Malignant Starrs,

Forced to live in Storms and Warrs;

Yet dying leaves a Perfume here,

And Musick within every Ear:

And he in Story only rules,

In a Field Sable a Lover Gules.




THE GALLERY


Clora come view my Soul, and tell

Whether I have contriv’d it well.

Now all its several lodgings lye

Compos’d into one Gallery;

And the great Arras-hangings, made

Of various Faces, by are laid;

That, for all furniture, you’l find

Only your Picture in my Mind.




Here Thou art painted in the Dress

Of an Inhumane Murtheress;

Examining upon our Hearts

Thy fertile Shop of cruel Arts:

Engines more keen than ever yet

Adorned Tyrants Cabinet;

Of which the most tormenting are

Black Eyes, red Lips, and curled Hair.




But, on the other side, th’art drawn

Like to Aurora in the Dawn;

When in the East she slumb’ring lyes,

And stretches out her milky Thighs;

While all the morning Quire does sing,

And Manna falls, and Roses spring;

And, at thy Feet, the wooing Doves

Sit perfecting their harmless Loves.




Like an Enchantress here thou show’st,

Vexing thy restless Lover’s Ghost;

And, by a Light obscure, dost rave

Over his Entrails, in the Cave;

Divining thence, with horrid Care,

How long thou shalt continue fair;

And (when inform’d) them throw’st away,

To be the greedy Vultur’s prey.




But, against that, thou sit’st a float

Like Venus in her pearly Boat.

The Halcyons, calming all that’s nigh,

Betwixt the Air and Water fly.

Or, if some rowling Wave appears,

A Mass of Ambergris it bears.

Nor blows more Wind than what may well

Convoy the Perfume to the Smell.




These Pictures and a thousand more,

Of Thee, my Gallery do store;

In all the Forms thou can’st invent

Either to please me, or torment:

For thou alone to people me,

Art grown a num’rous Colony;

And a Collection choicer far

Than or White-hall’s, or Mantua’s were.




But, of these Pictures and the rest,

That at the Entrance likes me best:

Where the same Posture, and the Look

Remains, with which I first was took.

A tender Shepherdess, whose Hair

Hangs loosely playing in the Air,

Transplanting Flow’rs from the green Hill,

To crown her Head, and Bosome fill.




AMETAS AND THESTYLIS MAKING HAY-ROPES


Ametas

Think’st Thou that this Love can stand,

Whilst Thou still dost say me nay?

Love unpaid does soon disband:

Love binds Love as Hay binds Hay.




Thestylis

Think’st Thou that this Rope would twine

If we both should turn one way?

Where both parties so combine,

Neither Love will twist nor Hay.




Ametas

Thus you vain Excuses find,

Which your selves and us delay:

And Love tyes a Womans Mind

Looser than with Ropes of Hay.




Thestylis

What you cannot constant hope

Must be taken as you may.




Ametas

Then let’s both lay by our Rope,

And go kiss within the Hay.




DAPHNIS AND CHLOE


Daphnis must from Chloe part:

Now is come the dismal Hour

That must all his Hopes devour,

All his Labour, all his Art.




Nature, her own Sexes foe,

Long had taught her to be coy:

But she neither knew t’enjoy,

Nor yet let her Lover go.




But, with this sad News supriz’d,

Soon she let that Niceness fall;

And would gladly yield to all,

So it had his stay compriz’d.




Nature so her self does use

To lay by her wonted State,

Lest the World should separate;

Sudden Parting closer glews.




He, well read in all the wayes

By which men their Siege maintain,

Knew not that the Fort to gain

Better ’twas the Siege to raise.




But he came so full possest

With the Grief of Parting thence,

That he had not so much Sence

As to see he might be blest.




Till Love in her Language breath’d

Words she never spake before;

But than Legacies no more

To a dying Man bequeath’d.




For, Alas, the time was spent,

Now the latest minut’s run

When poor Daphnis is undone,

Between Joy and Sorrow rent.




At that Why, that Stay my Dear,

His disorder’d Locks he tare;

And with rouling Eyes did glare,

And his cruel Fate forswear.




As the Soul of one scarce dead,

With the shrieks of Friends aghast,

Looks distracted back in hast,

And then streight again is fled.




So did wretched Daphnis look,

Frighting her he loved most.

At
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