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JOHN DONNE

John Donne, arguably the greatest metaphysical poet in the English language and a master of meditative prose, was born into a prominent Roman Catholic family in London in 1572. His father was a prosperous merchant who died when Donne was four; his mother was a great-niece of the Catholic martyr Sir Thomas More. Donne received his early education from Catholic tutors. He later attended both Oxford and Cambridge, but received no degree because he was unable to sign the requisite oath of allegiance to the Protestant crown. In 1591 Donne was admitted to the Inns of Court in London, where for the next several years he studied not only law but also science, history, politics, languages, and divinity. Eager for social acceptance, he wrote flattering verse letters to friends and was named Master of Revels by fellow students at Lincoln’s Inn in 1593. One contemporary recalled him as “a great visitor of ladies, a great frequenter of plays, a great writer of conceited verses.” Still, much of his rakish, ebullient youth was fraught with religious doubt as he vacillated between the doctrines of Catholicism and those of the Anglican church.

Though the chronology of Donne’s poetry is a matter of conjecture, scholars generally assert that the majority of his Elegies and Satyres, and possibly certain of the Songs and Sonets, were written during these student years. Hailed by playwright Ben Jonson as “the first poet in the world in some things,” Donne composed verse that was daringly original and surprisingly modern. His use of witty imagery and conceits that embraced rhetorical and philosophical paradox marked a new, intellectual approach to poetry: one completely divorced from ornate Elizabethan modes of expression. As Virginia Woolf explained: “The typical Elizabethan with his love of eloquence, with his longing for brave new words, tended to enlarge and generalise.…Donne’s genius was precisely the opposite of this. He diminished; he particularised.…It is this desire for nakedness in an age that was florid, this determination to record not the likenesses which go to compose a rounded and seemly whole, but the inconsistencies that break up semblances, the power to make us feel the different emotions of love and hate and laughter at the same time, that separate Donne from his contemporaries.”

By the mid 1590s Donne had quietly abandoned Catholicism. Moreover, his participation in two naval expeditions against the Spanish, under the command of the Earl of Essex, advertised his patriotism and helped erase suspicions regarding his Catholic upbringing. Upon returning from these campaigns in 1597, Donne was appointed secretary to Sir Thomas Egerton, the Lord Keeper of England. In December 1601 he secretly eloped with Egerton’s seventeen-year-old niece, Ann More. The marriage, which Donne’s friend and biographer Isaak Walton deemed “the remarkable error of his life,” landed him in prison for two months and virtually ended his career at court. Donne described his sad fate in a brief epigram: “John Donne/Ann Donne/Undone.” Over the next thirteen years he endured long intervals of grinding poverty while desperately seeking patronage to support his rapidly growing family. According to some critics, many of the poet’s most celebrated Songs and Sonets likely date from this period. In roughly 1608 Donne completed Biathanatos, a reasoned defense of suicide, and soon wrote two other prose treatises: Pseudo-Martyr (1610), a sober anti-Catholic polemic dedicated to James I, and Ignatius His Conclave (1611), a satiric onslaught on the Jesuits. In addition he composed the Anniversaries (“An Anatomie of the World,” 1611; “Of the Progresse of the Soule,” 1612), two long elegies on the death of young Elizabeth Drury, the daughter of his patron, Sir Robert Drury. The Holy Sonnets, his best-known religious poems, were also written at this time.

In 1615, at the express urging of James I, Donne took orders in the Anglican church. Soon recognized as one of the most renowned preachers and sermonists of his day, he was named Dean of St. Paul’s Cathedral in 1621. “Donne’s sermons are astonishing intellectual feats,” observed Victorian critic Leslie Stephens. “He has a mind so full of learning that references crowd in spontaneously [and] he is thoroughly at home with all the fathers and ecclesiastical history.…His subtle intellect evolves endless distinctions and startling paradoxes and quaint analogies so abundantly, that he might apparently have preached for a week as easily as for an hour.” In 1623, while suffering from a near fatal illness, Donne recorded his somber meditations on body and soul in the Devotions upon Emergent Occasions (1624). John Donne delivered a final sermon, Death’s Duell, one month before his death in London on March 31, 1631. Donne’s earliest experiments in prose, the Paradoxes and Problems, were published as Juvenilia in 1633, along with Poems, a first edition of his poetry. Other posthumously issued volumes of his work include LXXX Sermons (1640), Biathanatos (1646), and Essayes in Divinity (1652).

“The seventeenth-century revolution [in poetry] was the work of a single poet of genius, John Donne,” reflected novelist Aldous Huxley. “Donne substituted for the rich formalism of non-dramatic Elizabethan poetry a completely realized new style, the style of the so-called metaphysical poetry. He was a poet-philosopher-man-of-action whose passionate curiosity about facts enabled him to make poetry out of the most unlikely aspects of material life, and whose passionate apprehension of ideas enabled him to extend the bounds of poetry beyond the frontiers of common life and its emotions into the void of intellectual abstraction. He put the whole life and the whole mind of his age into poetry.…We have no poet today like that strange old Dean of St. Paul’s—no poet who can skip from the heights of scholastic philosophy to the heights of carnal passion, from the contemplation of divinity to the contemplation of a flea, from the rapt examination of self to an enumeration of the most remote external facts of science, and make all, by his strangely passionate apprehension, into an intensely lyrical poetry.”

“Donne was a great reformer of the English language,” stated T. S. Eliot. “He enlarged the possibilities of lyric verse as no other English poet has done.” Lytton Strachey agreed: “Donne was the first English writer to grasp to the full the importance of the realistic and intellectual elements in poetry.…[His poetry] shows us a man who was at once religious, sensual, erudite, passionate, and argumentative.…His love poems are probably the most extraordinary in the world.” And Virginia Woolf noted: “We still seek out Donne [even if] we cannot see how so many different qualities meet together in one man. But we have only to read him, to submit to the sound of that passionate and penetrating voice, and his figure rises again across the waste of the years more erect, more imperious, more inscrutable than any of his time. Even the elements seem to have respected that identity. When the fire of London destroyed almost every other monument in St. Paul’s, it left Donne’s figure untouched, as if the flames themselves found that knot too hard to undo, that riddle too difficult to read, and that figure too entirely itself to turn to common clay.”
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        INTRODUCTION

Denis Donoghue

        I

        In 1935, F. R. Leavis described the experience of reading The Oxford Book of Seventeenth Century Verse and finding himself assured “that one valuation at least, and that a key one, among current acceptances needs no downward revision”:

        
            After ninety pages of (with some minor representation) Fulke Greville, Chapman, and Drayton, respectable figures who, if one works through their allotments, serve at any rate to set up a critically useful background, we come to this:

                      I wonder by my troth, what thou, and I

                      Did, till we lov’d? were we not wean’d till then?

                      But suck’d on countrey pleasures, childishly?

                      Or snorted we in the seaven sleepers den?

                      T’was so; But this, all pleasures fancies bee.

                      If ever any beauty I did see,

                      Which I desir’d, and got, t’was but a dreame of thee.1

        

        At these lines from John Donne’s “The Good-Morrow,” Leavis said, “we cease reading as students, or as connoisseurs of anthology-pieces, and read on as we read the living.” The force of originality “that made Donne so potent an influence in the seventeenth century makes him now at once for us, without his being the less felt as of his period, contemporary—obviously a living poet in the most
            important sense.” In “The Good-Morrow” Leavis said that Donne used “in complete dissociation from music a stanza-form that proclaims the union of poetry and music.” The dissociation, Leavis maintained, “is positive; utterance, movement and intonation are those of the talking voice.”

        Quoting the passage from “Satyre III” in which Donne risks an adjudication between modern Christians and pagan philosophers of “the first blinded age”—

        
                      Are not heavens joyes as valiant to asswage

                      Lusts, as earths honour was to them? Alas,

                      As wee do them in meanes, shall they surpasse

                      Us in the end, and shall thy fathers spirit

                      Meete blinde Philosophers in heaven, whose merit

                      Of strict life may be imputed faith, and heare

                      Thee, whom he taught so easie wayes and neare

                      To follow, damn’d?

        

        —Leavis noted that the verse here “has evident affinities with Shakespeare’s; nevertheless Donne is writing something original and quite different from blank verse”: “For all their apparent casualness, the rimes, it should be plain, are strictly used; the couplet-structure, though not in Pope’s way, is functional. If, for instance, ‘asswage’ had not been a rime-word, there would not have been quite that
            lagging deliberation of stress upon ‘lusts.’ ”2

        Thus, Leavis implies, but does not quite say, that Donne’s peculiar force in English poetry consists in his developing, for the purposes of lyric verse, satires, verse letters, and elegies, a style that is at one with the verse that Marlowe and Shakespeare devised for the theater. Not himself a playwright, Donne realized that the English language of his time had achieved its destiny in the service of the theater, an institution that required not only audible but
            auditory language: it must release the minds of the audience from the penury of the visible stage and incite them to imagine in freedom what they could not see before their eyes. T. S. Eliot described the auditory imagination as “the feeling for syllable and rhythm, penetrating far below the conscious levels of thought and feeling, invigorating every word; sinking to the most primitive and forgotten, returning to the origin and bringing something back,
            seeking the beginning and the end.”3 Donne’s most memorable lines do not denote a thing seen; they compel the reader’s auditory imagination to suffuse with indefinitely extensive reverie in things barely seen at all, as in “The Relique”:

        
                           When my grave is broke up againe

                           Some second ghest to entertaine,

                           (For graves have learn’d that woman-head

                           To be to more than one a Bed)

                                   And he that digs it, spies

                      A bracelet of bright haire about the bone,

                                   Will he not let’us alone,

                      And thinke that there a loving couple lies,

                      Who thought that this device might be some way

                      To make their soules, at the last busie day,

                      Meet at this grave, and make a little stay?

        

        The grave-digger may spy a bracelet of bright or golden hair about the bone and think that he has turned up the relics of a new Jesus and another Mary Magdalen joined by a love-token—Luther alleged that Jesus and the Magdalen were lovers—but readers are more likely to let their sense of the episode be drawn to the “echoes and recesses” of the words as spoken.4 We are
            not asked to look hard at the bones but to enter into syllable and rhythm, led by the alliteration of “bracelet” and “bright” and the rhyme of “bracelet” and “haire.” The style is familiar with the Elizabethan theater and it anticipates the styles of opera. Monteverdi and Donne were contemporaries; Orfeo, the first masterpiece of the new genre, was performed in 1607.

        II

        With regard to religion it is difficult to know what exactly Donne believed. There is no reason to think that he remained a secret Papist after he renounced Catholicism in the 1590s, but there are signs of a residual Roman Catholicism until he got rid of them by attacking Jesuits and Franciscans with notable ferocity in Pseudo-Martyr in 1610. Coleridge complained that Donne, a great man disfigured by the impudence of his powers, was too susceptible to the
            Church Fathers from Tertullian to St. Bernard, and that on divine matters he too much played the rhetorician:

        
            He was an orthodox Christian only because he could have been an infidel more easily; and, therefore willed to be a Christian: and he was a Protestant, because it enabled him to lash about to the right and to the left, and without a motive, to say better things for the Papists than they could say for themselves. It was the impulse of a purse-proud opulence of innate power!5

        

        Donne insisted that it was necessary to be a Christian of some kind, but of which kind? In a letter to Sir Henry Goodyer probably written in 1610 he claimed: “You know I never fretted nor imprisoned the word Religion; nor straightning it Frierly, ad Religiones factitias, (as the Romans call their orders of Religion) nor immuring it in a Rome, or a Wittemberg, or a Geneva; they are all virtuall beams of one Sun.”6

        He repeated the claim in Pseudo-Martyr, referring to “my easines, to afford a sweete and gentle Interpretation, to all professors of Christian Religion, if they shake not the Foundation.”7 It was a consideration toward “easines” that Donne took so long to shake himself loose from his Jesuit teachers:

        
            They who have descended so lowe, as to take knowledge of me, and to admit me into their consideration, know well that I used no inordinate hast, nor precipitation in binding my conscience to any locall Religion. I had a longer work to doe then many other men; for I was first to blot out, certaine impressions of the Romane religion, and to wrastle both against the examples and against the reasons, by which some hold was taken; and some
                anticipations early layde upon my conscience, both by Persons who by nature had a power and superiority over my will, and others who by their learning and good life, seem’d to me justly to claime an interest for the guiding, and rectifying of mine understanding in these matters.8

        

        But there were limits to Donne’s ecumenism, especially when he claimed to observe no limits, short of seeing the foundation of Christianity shaken. When he renounced Catholicism, he apparently thought that other Catholics should be willing to hold their faith lightly and to sink their differences with Protestantism for the sake of good citizenship and public order.

        Meanwhile in “An Anatomie of the World” he wrote that

        
                      … except thou feed (not banquet) on

                      The supernaturall food, Religion,

                      Thy better Growth growes withered, and scant.

        

        But there were several possibilities. In “Satyre III” the admonition “Seeke true religion” is followed at once by “O where?” One man seeks it at Rome:

        
                      … there, because hee doth know

                      That shee was there a thousand yeares agoe.

        

        Another seeks her at Calvin’s Geneva:

        
                      … who at Geneva is call’d

                      Religion, plaine, simple, sullen, yong,

                      Contemptuous, yet unhandsome.

        

        A third is content with England’s Protestantism, even though some of its ministers foolishly claim that it is the only perfect Church. A fourth hates all Churches

        
                      … because all cannot be good, as one

                      Knowing some women whores, dares marry none.

        

        A fifth thinks all religions of equal worth and is therefore blind to the superior merit of any of them.

        Donne’s answer for the moment—this is an early poem, probably written when his apostasy was new—is to keep searching for the true religion:

        
                      … in strange way

                      To stand inquiring right, is not to stray;

                      To sleepe, or runne wrong, is.

        

        Doubt wisely, he advises, but keep the argument going. As in “Problem VI,” the devil’s kingdom is not so much advanced by debating religion (even if a few errors are sprinkled on the discourse) as “by a dull and stupid security in which many grosse things are swallowed.”9 In the end, Donne decided that the English Protestant Church was most in communion with the
            original, universal Catholic Church, the Church from which Rome had lapsed. His motives were probably worldly, he had ambition to get on in King James’s world, but he seems to have talked himself into Protestantism with decent grace while working his career toward St. Paul’s. It is hardly a scandal that he put his pen at the King’s disposal, not only at Thomas Morton’s.

        But Donne also enjoyed arguing for the sake of arguing. In the Preface to Biathanatos he wrote:

        
            And though I know that the malicious praeiudged man, and the lazy affecters of Ignorance will use the same Calumnies and obtrectations towards me, (for the voice and sound of the Snake, and Goose is all one) yet because I thought, that as in the Poole of Bethsaida, there was no health till the Water was troubled, so the best way to finde the truith in this matter was to debate and vexe it, (for we must as well dispute De veritate, as pro veritate) I abstayned
                not for feare of misinterpretation, from this undertaking.10

        

        Even when he had a particular issue in front of him, Donne took the opportunity of turning aside from it to lash out on several other matters. In Pseudo-Martyr his official task was to persuade English Catholics that they could take the Oath of Allegiance to James I without sacrificing their allegiance to the pope. But he did not abstain from attacking the affectation of martyrdom (as it seemed to him), Roman visions and miracles, clerical
            obedience, the spirituality of Catholic religious orders, papal exercise of temporal power, and many other practices of concern to Catholics. Many of his arguments are specious. There is no merit in invoking the theology of body and soul if you want to persuade English Catholics to swear loyalty to James I, having already professed themselves to Pope Paul V.

        III

        In philosophic questions, Donne was an opportunist. He was exceptionally learned and kept himself up to the hour if not to the minute in intellectual matters. He wrote to Sir Henry Goodyer:

        
            At most, the greatest persons are but great wens and excrescences; men of wit and delightful conversation but as moles for ornament, except they be so incorporated into the body of the world that they contribute something to the sustentation of the whole.

            This I made account that I begun early, when I understood the study of our laws; but was diverted by the worst voluptuousness, which is an hydroptic, immoderate desire of human learning and languages—beautiful ornaments to great fortunes; but mine needed an occupation …11

        

        He probably meant that he spent too much time reading the Latin poets, especially Ovid, Perseus, and Martial. It is clear that he read omnivorously and thought hard about whatever interested him. But it was sufficient that he found new writings intriguing and suggestive. They did not need to be true. “I did best when I had least truth for my subjects,” he told Carr. It has been claimed that he was convinced by the new astronomy and the weight of evidence
            from Tycho Brahe, Kepler, Copernicus, and Galileo, but he seems rather to have invoked the new and the old astronomies interchangeably. He was not squeamish about being simultaneously Ptolemaic and Copernican, as in “A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning”: he did not commit himself beyond the poem at hand. T. S. Eliot decided, after much perusal, that Donne’s poetry “expresses no settled belief in anything.”12 Much of his lore consisted of standard medieval axioms about the four elements, earth, air, fire, and water, and the three souls, rational, sensitive, and vegetable. His poems exhibit a thinking mind rather than one reaching conclusions. William Empson argued in several essays that Donne took the New Astronomy very seriously, believed in a plurality of worlds, and hoped that the separate planets would turn out to be
            humanly habitable: if so, lovers on any of them could enjoy their love without troubling themselves about God, Christianity, or the Pope. They could practice the natural religion of love. Even if there were a Christ for each planet, it would not be necessary any longer to hold that our historical Christ was unique. Empson fought for this view through several essays. But it is a hard case to sustain, unless you decide that Donne put his Christianity into prose and kept his blasphemies
            and other irregularities for his poetry. He was not a professional poet, never intending to publish his poems, so he may have felt that he could indulge himself in high jinks about lovers and the plurality of worlds without putting his priesthood at risk. I agree with Frank Kermode that Donne, in the poetry, “makes precise use of doctrines for the truth of which, outside the poem, he does not vouch.”13

        But something more needs to be said, if only to try to account for Donne’s popularity with modern-day readers. Everyone agrees that in Donne’s poems a lot of thinking is going on; but to what end? Suppose we agree with Stanley Cavell that “our fundamental relation to the world is not one of knowing.”14 After all, most people seem to be far more interested in
            maintaining their feelings than in coming to know the truth of the external world they live in. Psychology has largely displaced ontology and epistemology, except for philosophers who deal with those matters. One reason for Donne’s popularity seems to be that his poems exhibit what Eliot called “fidelity to emotion as he finds it.”15 Eliot interpreted that fidelity
            as indicating Donne’s recognition of “the complexity of feeling and its rapid alterations and antitheses”: “A change of feeling, with Donne, is rather the regrouping of the same elements under a mood which was previously subordinate: it is not the substitution of one mood for a wholly different one.”16 Donne apparently wrote his poems on the assumption, which coincides with
            our own, that, again in Eliot’s terms, “any state of mind is extremely complex, and chiefly composed of odds and ends in constant flux manipulated by desire and fear.”17 Mobility of feeling does not have to be explained, merely registered and obeyed. Donne does not allow the lack of a comprehensive sense of life to prevent him from working momentary feelings to the limit.

        IV

        Donne did not take his poems as seriously as his sermons and his polemical writings, or at least he claimed not to. He referred to his new poems circa 1607 as “another rag of verses,”18 “trifles,” and “evaporations.”19 But his most achieved poems are among the
            greatest short poems in the language: “A Nocturnall Upon S. Lucies Day,” “A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning,” “Goodfriday, 1613: Riding Westward,” “A Hymne to Christ, at the Authors Last Going into Germany,” “The Extasie,” “Aire and Angels,” “The Autumnall,” “The Good-Morrow,” “Satyre III,” “Womans Constancy,” “The Flea,”
            “Goe, and catch a falling starre,” “The Sunne Rising,” “The Canonization,” “The Relique,” “To the Countesse of Bedford: You Have Refin’d Mee,” and of the Holy Sonnets “I am a little world made cunningly,” “Batter my heart, three person’d God” and “At the round earths imagin’d corners.” These show what Donne in the Elegie “On His Mistris”
            calls “my words masculine perswasive force.” Most of the poems are occasional, and except for their astonishing poetic power might be said to belong to the history of patronage. Some of his most inspired poems were written for implausible occasions.

        But I have come to think that one of Donne’s themes was exempt from circumstance and occasion. If you start, as he did, by awarding privilege to the senses—and I think none of his poems offers to sequester them—you feel that each sensory act is a new experience, an enhancement of the present moment that supersedes the past. But you must also wonder whether or not your life can go further and have more than the sum of seeing,
            hearing, touching, tasting, and smelling. It may add up to a thrilling sum, but it cannot exceed itself. Cavell has argued that “the presentness achieved by certainty of the senses cannot compensate for the presentness which had been elaborated through our old absorption in the world”20 More recently, in A Pitch of Philosophy, he refers to skepticism as “the loss of the world
            through an impossible effort to certify its existence by means of the senses, especially through looking.”21 Normally, Donne postponed the problem by the gratifying thought that—

        
                      When love, with one another so

                           Interinanimates two soules,

                      That abler soule, which thence doth flow,

                           Defects of lonelinesse controules.

        

        One plus one equals more than two. Transplant a violet and you double its color. “The Extasie” is the crucial working of this theme. William Empson and Helen Gardner, who rarely agreed on any aspect of Donne’s poetry, agreed that “the Extasie” is about the senses becoming rational.22 But they disagreed on the line about sense:

        
                      As our blood labours to beget
Spirits, as like soules as it can,

                      Because such fingers need to knit
That subtile knot, which makes us man:

                      So must pure lovers soules descend
T’affections, and to faculties,

                      Which sense may reach and apprehend,
Else a great Prince in prison lies.

                      To’our bodies turne wee then, that so
Weake men on love reveal’d may looke;

        

        Helen Gardner wanted to change “Which” to “That” because “ ‘sense’ does not ‘reach and apprehend’ affections and faculties but ‘reaches and apprehends’ the objects of perception by means of affections and faculties.”23 Empson protested: “But surely, the blood produces something higher than itself
            on the ladder of being, so as to meet the souls, and the souls go down to affections and faculties, where this thing can meet them. It is called ‘sense.’ ”24 No, it is called “spirit.” Donne is claiming, on no produced evidence, that sense includes not only the standard five but also love, emotion, and sexual desire; and that it “may reach and
            apprehend” whatever further affections and faculties—feelings, and powers of action—25—it needs to fulfill itself. “The senses becoming rational” is not the best way to put this because “rational” denotes a change of kind, and Donne wants to claim that a change of degree would be enough. He wants to see how far sensory experience can go without having
            to become something else. A paraphrase would go something like this. Let us concede that my woman and I are impure lovers by comparison with the pure Platonic lovers we hear so much about. Still, our blood, by nature and God’s disposition, labors to beget spirits, as like souls as it can, so that in each of us body and soul may be as one. (Donne said, in a sermon: “In our naturall persons, the body and soul do not make a perfect man, except they be united, except our
            spirits [which are the active part of the blood] do fit this body and soule for one another’s working.)”26 Correspondingly, even pure lovers have to descend to affections and faculties, which sense can reach and apprehend if it wants to express its desires; else a great Prince—the principle of Love itself—in prison lies. As we … so our higher-minded friends.
            We come to the same acts in the same bodily region. Let us turn to our bodies, therefore, so that weak men may see another kind of Incarnation, “love reveal’d.” Donne seems to be claiming that maybe the senses can take hold of the world, after all the philosophic insistences that it could not be done.

        Despite what T. S. Eliot says in “Whispers of Immortality,” Donne was not looking for a substitute for sense: that was the last thing he wanted. He wanted sense to run the whole show. He was indeed expert beyond experience, intuiting cravings that could not be satisfied by any sensory means at hand. “No contact possible to flesh allayed the fever of the bone,” as Eliot said, and that consideration is decisive in making Donne our
            contemporary.

        ——
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POETRY




        THE PRINTER TO THE UNDERSTANDERS

        For this time I must speake only to you: at another, Readers may perchance serve my turne; and I thinke this a way very free from exception, in hope that very few will have a minde to confesse themselves ignorant.

        If you looke for an Epistle, as you have before ordinary publications, I am sory that I must deceive you; but you will not lay it to my charge, when you shall consider that this is not ordinary, for if I should say it were the best in this kinde, that ever this Kingdome hath yet seene; he that would doubt of it must goe out of the Kingdome to enforme himselfe, for the best judgments, within it, take it for granted.

        You may imagine (if it please you) that I could endeare it unto you, by saying, that importunity drew it on; that had it not beene presented here, it would have come to us from beyond the Seas; (which perhaps is true enough), That my charge and paines in procuring of it hath beene such, and such. I could adde hereto, a promise of more correctnesse, or enlargement in the next Edition, if you shall in the meane time content you with this. But these things are so common,
            as that I should profane this Peece by applying them to it; A Peece which who so takes not as he findes it, in what manner soever, he is unworthy of it, sith a scattered limbe of this Author, hath more amiablenesse in it, in the eye of a discerner, than a whole body of some other; Or (to expresse him best by himselfe),

        
            
                In the Storme
            

                                        —A hand, or eye,

                      By Hilyard drawne, is worth a history

                      By a worse Painter made;—

        

        If any man (thinking I speake this to enflame him for the vent of the Impression) be of another opinion, I shall as willingly spare his money as his judgement. I cannot lose so much by him as hee will by himselfe. For I shall satisfie my selfe with the conscience of well doing, in making so much good common.

        Howsoever it may appeare to you. it shall suffice mee to enforme you, that it hath the best warrant that can bee, publique authority, and private friends.

        There is one thing more wherein I will make you of my counsell, and that is, That whereas it hath pleased some, who had studyed and did admire him, to offer to the memory of the Author, not long after his decease, I have thought I should do you service in presenting them unto you now; onely whereas, had I placed them in the beginning, they might have serv’d for so many Encomiums of the Author (as is usuall in other workes, where perhaps there is need of it, to
            prepare men to digest such stuffe as follows after), you shall here finde them in the end, for whosoever reades the rest so farre, shall perceive that there is no occasion to use them to that purpose; yet there they are, as an attestation for their sakes that knew not so much before, to let them see how much honour was attributed to this worthy man, by those that are capable to give it. Farewell. [1633]

        HEXASTICHON BIBLIOPOLAE

        
            I see in his last preach’d, and printed Booke,

            His Picture in a sheet; in Pauls I looke,

            And see his Statue in a sheete of stone,

            And sure his body in the grave hath one:

            Those sheetes present him dead, these if you buy,

            You have him living to Eternity.

            Jo[hn] Mar[riot]

            [1633]

        

        HEXASTICHON AD BIBLIOPOLAM

        
            INCERTI
        

        
            In thy Impression of Donnes Poems rare,

            
                For his Eternitie thou hast ta’ne care:
            

            
                ’Twas well, and pious; And for ever may
            

            
                He live: Yet shew I thee a better way;
            

            
                Print but his Sermons, and if those we buy,
            

            
                He, We, and Thou shall live t’Eternity.
            

            [1635]

        

    
        DEDICATION TO THE EDITION OF 1650

        
            
                To the Right Honourable William Lord Craven Baron of Hamsted-Marsham
            
        

        
            My Lord,
        

        Many of these Poems have, for severall impressions, wandred up and down trusting (as well they might) upon the Authors reputation; neither do they now complain of any injury but what may proceed either from the kindnesse of the Printer, or the curtesie of the Reader; the one by adding something too much, lest any spark of this sacred fire might perish undiscerned, the other by putting such an estimation upon the wit & fancy they find here, that they are content
            to use it as their own: as if a man should dig out the stones of a royall Amphitheatre to build a stage for a countrey show. Amongst all the monsters this unlucky age has teemed with, I finde none so prodigious, as the Poets of these later times, wherein men as if they would level understandings too as well as estates, acknowledging no inequality of parts and Judgements, pretend as indifferently to the chaire of wit as to the Pulpit, & conceive themselves no lesse inspired
            with the spirit of Poetry than with that of Religion: so it is not onely the noise of Drums and Trumpets which have drowned the Muses harmony, or the feare that the Churches ruine wil destroy their Priests likewise, that now frights them from this Countrey, where they have been so ingenuously received, but these rude pretenders to excellencies they unjustly own who profanely rushing into Minervaes Temple, with noysome Ayres blast the lawrell which thunder cannot hurt. In
            this sad condition these learned sisters are fled over to beg your Lordships protection, who have been so certain a patron both to arts and armes, and who in this generall confusion have so intirely preserved your Honour, that in your Lordship we may still read a most perfect character of what England was in all her pompe and greatnesse, so that although these poems were formerly written upon severall occasions, and to severall persons, they now unite themselves, and are
            become one pyramid to set your Lordships statue upon, where you may stand like Armed Apollo the defendor of the Muses, encouraging the Poets now alive to celebrate your great Acts by affording your countenance to his poems that wanted onely so noble a subject.

        My Lord,

        
            Your most humble servant
        

        John Donne [the Younger]

        [1650]

        TO JOHN DONNE

        
            Donne, the delight of Phoebus, and each Muse,

               Who, to thy one, all other braines refuse;

            
                Whose every work, of thy most early wit,
            

               Came forth example, and remaines so, yet:
            

            
                Longer a knowing, than most wits doe live;
            

               And which no’n affection praise enough can give!
            

            
                To it, thy language, letters, arts, best life,
            

               Which might with halfe mankind maintain a strife;
            

            
                All which I mean[t] to praise, and, yet, I would;
            

               But leave, because I cannot as I should!
            

            B[en] Jons[on]

            [1650. From Jonson’s Works, 1616]

        

        TO LUCY, COUNTESSE OF BEDFORD, WITH M. DONNES SATYRES

        
            Lucy, you brightnesse of our Spheare, who are

            Life of the Muses day, their morning Starre!

            If works (not th’Authors) their own grace should look

            Whose poems would not wish to be your book?

            But these, desir’d by you, the makers ends

            Crown with their own. Rare Poems ask rare friends.

            Yet, Satyres, since the most of mankind bee

            Their unavoided subject, fewest see:

            For none ere took that pleasure in sins sense,

            But, when they heard it tax’d, took more offence.

            They, then, that living where the matter is bred,

            Dare for these Poems, yet, both ask, and read,

            And like them too; must needfully, though few,

            Be of the best: and ’mongst those best are you;

            Lucy, you brightnesse of our Spheare, who are

            The Muses evening, as their morning-Starre.

            B[en] Jons[on]

            [1650. From Jonson’s Works, 1616]

        

        TO JOHN DONNE

        
            Who shall doubt, Donne, where I a Poet bee

            When I dare send my Epigrammes to thee?

            That so alone canst judge, so’alone do’st make:

            And, in thy censures, evenly, dost take

            As free simplicity, to dis-avow,

            As thou hast best authority, t’allow.

            Read all I send: and, if I finde but one

            Mark’d by thy hand, and with the better stone,

            My title’s seal’d. Those that for claps doe write,

            Let pu[i’]nees, porters, players praise delight,

            And, till they burst, their backs, like asses load:

            A man should seek great glory, and not broad.

            B[en] Jons[on]

            [1650. From Jonson’s Works, 1616]

        

    
        SONGS AND SONETS

        THE GOOD-MORROW

        
            I wonder by my troth, what thou, and I

            Did, till we lov’d? were we not wean’d till then?

            But suck’d on countrey pleasures, childishly?

            Or snorted we in the seaven sleepers den?

            T’was so; But this, all pleasures fancies bee.

            If ever any beauty I did see,

            Which I desir’d, and got, t’was but a dreame of thee.

        

        
            And now good morrow to our waking soules,

            Which watch not one another out of feare;

            For love, all love of other sights controules,

            And makes one little roome, an every where.

            Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone,

            Let Maps to other, worlds on worlds have showne,

            Let us possesse one world, each hath one, and is one.

        

        
            My face in thine eye, thine in mine appeares,

            And true plaine hearts doe in the faces rest,

            Where can we finde two better hemispheares

            Without sharpe North, without declining West?

            What ever dyes, was not mixt equally;

            If our two loves be one, or, thou and I

            Love so alike, that none doe slacken, none can die.

        

        SONG

        
            Goe, and catche a falling starre,

                Get with child a mandrake roote,

            Tell me, where all past yeares are,

                Or who cleft the Divels foot,

            Teach me to heare Mermaides singing,

               Or to keep off envies stinging,

                           And finde

                           What winde

            Serves to advance an honest minde.

        

        
            If thou beest borne to strange sights,

                Things invisible to see,

            Ride ten thousand daies and nights,

                Till age snow white haires on thee,

            Thou, when thou retorn’st, wilt tell mee

                All strange wonders that befell thee,

                           And sweare

                           No where

            Lives a woman true, and faire.

        

        
            If thou findst one, let mee know,

                Such a Pilgrimage were sweet;

            Yet doe not, I would not goe,

                Though at next doore wee might meet,

            Though shee were true, when you met her,

                And last, till you write your letter,

                           Yet shee

                           Will bee

            False, ere I come, to two, or three.

        

        WOMANS CONSTANCY

        
            Now thou hast lov’d me one whole day,

            To morrow when thou leav’st, what wilt thou say?

            Wilt thou then Antedate some new made vow?

                           Or say that now

            We are not just those persons, which we were?

            Or, that oathes made in reverentiall feare

            Of Love, and his wrath, any may forsweare?

            Or, as true deaths, true maryages untie,

            So lovers contracts, images of those,

            Binde but till sleep, deaths image, them unloose?

                           Or, your owne end to Justifie,

            For having purpos’d change, and falsehood; you

            Can have no way but falsehood to be true?

            Vaine lunatique, against these scapes I could

                           Dispute, and conquer, if I would,

                           Which I abstaine to doe,

            For by to morrow, I may thinke so too.

        

        THE UNDERTAKING

        
            I have done one braver thing

                Than all the Worthies did,

            And yet a braver thence doth spring,

                Which is, to keepe that hid.

        

        
            It were but madnes now t’impart

                The skill of specular stone,

            When he which can have learn’d the art

                To cut it, can finde none.

        

        
            So, if I now should utter this,

                Others (because no more

            Such stuffe to worke upon, there is,)

                Would love but as before.

        

        
            But he who lovelinesse within

                Hath found, all outward loathes,

            For he who colour loves, and skinne,

                Loves but their oldest clothes.

        

        
            If, as I have, you also doe

                Vertue’attir’d in woman see,

            And dare love that, and say so too,

                And forget the Hee and Shee;

        

        
            And if this love, though placed so,

                From prophane men you hide,

            Which will no faith on this bestow,

                Or, if they doe, deride:

        

        
            Then you have done a braver thing

                Than all the Worthies did;

            And a braver thence will spring,

                Which is to keepe that hid.

        

        THE SUNNE RISING

        
                           Busie old foole, unruly Sunne,

                           Why dost thou thus,

            Through windowes, and through curtaines call on us?

            Must to thy motions lovers seasons run?

                           Sawcy pedantique wretch, goe chide

                           Late schoole boyes and sowre prentices,

                Goe tell Court-huntsmen, that the King will ride,

                Call countrey ants to harvest offices;

            Love, all alike, no season knowes, nor clyme,

            Nor houres, dayes, moneths, which are the rags of time.

                           Thy beames, so reverend, and strong

                           Why shouldst thou thinke?

            I could eclipse and cloud them with a winke,

            But that I would not lose her sight so long:

                           If her eyes have not blinded thine,

                           Looke, and to morrow late, tell mee,

                Whether both the’India’s of spice and Myne

                Be where thou leftst them, or lie here with mee.

            Aske for those Kings whom thou saw’st yesterday,

            And thou shalt heare, All here in one bed lay.

                           She’is all States, and all Princes, I,

                           Nothing else is.

            Princes doe but play us; compar’d to this,

            All honor’s mimique; All wealth alchimie.

                           Thou sunne art halfe as happy’as wee,

                           In that the world’s contracted thus;

                Thine age askes ease, and since thy duties bee

                To warme the world, that’s done in warming us.

            Shine here to us, and thou art every where;

            This bed thy center is, these walls, thy spheare.

        

        THE INDIFFERENT

        
            I can love both faire and browne,

            Her whom abundance melts, and her whom want betraies,

            Her who loves lonenesse best, and her who maskes and plaies,

            Her whom the country form’d, and whom the town,

            Her who beleeves, and her who tries,

            Her who still weepes with spungie eyes,

            And her who is dry corke, and never cries;

            I can love her, and her, and you and you,

            I can love any, so she be not true.

            Will no other vice content you?

        

        
            Wil it not serve your turn to do, as did your mothers?

            Or have you all old vices spent, and now would finde out others?

            Or doth a feare, that men are true, torment you?

            Oh we are not, be not you so,

            Let mee, and doe you, twenty know.

            Rob mee, but binde me not, and let me goe.

            Must I, who came to travaile thorow you,

            Grow your fixt subject, because you are true?

        

        
            Venus heard me sigh this song,

            And by Loves sweetest Part, Variety, she swore,

            She heard not this till now; and that it should be so no more.

            She went, examin’d, and return’d ere long,

            And said, alas, Some two or three

            Poore Heretiques in love there bee,

            Which thinke to stablish dangerous constancie.

            But I have told them, since you will be true,

            You shall be true to them, who’are false to you.

        

        LOVES USURY

        
            For every houre that thou wilt spare mee now,

                 I will allow,

            Usurious God of Love, twenty to thee,

            When with my browne, my gray haires equall bee;

            Till then, Love, let my body raigne, and let

            Mee travell, sojourne, snatch, plot, have, forget,

            Resume my last yeares relict: thinke that yet

                           We’had never met.

            Let mee thinke any rivalls letter mine,

                 And at next nine

            Keepe midnights promise; mistake by the way

            The maid, and tell the Lady of that delay;

            Onely let mee love none, no, not the sport;

            From country grasse, to comfitures of Court,

            Or cities quelque choses, let report

                           My minde transport.

        

        
            This bargaine’s good; if when I’am old, I bee

                 Inflam’d by thee,

            If thine owne honour, or my shame, or paine,

            Thou covet, most at that age thou shalt gaine.

            Doe thy will then, then subject and degree,

            And fruit of love, Love I submit to thee,

            Spare mee till then, I’ll beare it, though she bee

                           One that loves mee.

        

        THE CANONIZATION

        
            For Godsake hold your tongue, and let me love,

               Or chide my palsie, or my gout,

            My five gray haires, or ruin’d fortune flout,

               With wealth your state, your minde with Arts improve,

                  Take you a course, get you a place,

                  Observe his honour, or his grace,

            Or the Kings reall, or his stamped face

               Contemplate, what you will, approve,

               So you will let me love.

        

        
            Alas, alas, who’s injur’d by my love?

               What merchants ships have my sighs drown’d?

            Who saies my teares have overflow’d his ground?

               When did my colds a forward spring remove?

                  When did the heats which my veines fill

                  Adde one more to the plaguie Bill?

            Soldiers finde warres, and Lawyers finde out still

               Litigious men, which quarrels move,

               Though she and I do love.

        

        
            Call us what you will, wee are made such by love;

            Call her one, mee another flye,

            We’are Tapers too, and at our owne cost die.

               And wee in us finde the’Eagle and the Dove.

               The Phoenix ridle hath more wit

                  By us, we two being one, are it.

            So to one neutrall thing both sexes fit,

                Wee dye and rise the same, and prove

                Mysterious by this love.

        

        
            Wee can dye by it, if not live by love,

               And if unfit for tombes and hearse

            Our legend bee, it will be fit for verse;

               And if no peece of Chronicle wee prove,

                  We’ll build in sonnets pretty roomes;

                  As well a well wrought urne becomes

            The greatest ashes, as halfe-acre tombes,

               And by these hymnes, all shall approve

               Us Canoniz’d for Love:

        

        
            And thus invoke us; You whom reverend love

               Made one anothers hermitage;

            You, to whom love was peace, that now is rage;

               Who did the whole worlds soule contract, and drove

                  Into the glasses of your eyes

                  (So made such mirrors, and such spies,

            That they did all to you epitomize,)

               Countries, Townes, Courts: Beg from above

               A patterne of your love!

        

        THE TRIPLE FOOLE

        
                I am two fooles, I know,

            For loving, and for saying so

                In whining Poëtry;

            But where’s that wiseman, that would not be I,

                If she would not deny?

            Then as th’earths inward narrow crooked lanes

            Do purge sea waters fretfull salt away,

                I thought, if I could draw my paines,

            Through Rimes vexation, I should them allay.

            Griefe brought to numbers cannot be so fierce,

            For, he tames it, that fetters it in verse.

                But when I have done so,

            Some man, his art and voice to show,

                Doth Set and sing my paine,

            And, by delighting many, frees againe

                Griefe, which verse did restraine.

            To Love, and Griefe tribute of Verse belongs,

            But not of such as pleases when’tis read,

                Both are increased by such songs:

            For both their triumphs so are published,

            And I, which was two fooles, do so grow three;

            Who are a little wise, the best fooles bee.

        

        LOVERS INFINITENESSE

        
            If yet I have not all thy love,

            Deare, I shall never have it all,

            I cannot breath one other sigh, to move,

            Nor can intreat one other teare to fall,

            And all my treasure, which should purchase thee,

            Sighs, teares, and oathes, and letters I have spent.

            Yet no more can be due to mee,

            Than at the bargaine made was ment,

            If then thy gift of love were partiall,

            That some to mee, some should to others fall,

                Deare, I shall never have Thee All.

        

        
            Or if then thou gavest mee all,

            All was but All, which thou hadst then;

            But if in thy heart, since, there be or shall,

            New love created bee, by other men,

            Which have their stocks intire, and can in teares,

            In sighs, in oathes, and letters outbid mee,

            This new love may beget new feares,

            For, this love was not vowed by thee.

            And yet it was, thy gift being generall,

            The ground, thy heart is mine, what ever shall

                Grow there, deare, I should have it all.

        

        
            Yet I would not have all yet,

            Hee that hath all can have no more,

            And since my love doth every day admit

            New growth, thou shouldst have new rewards in store;

            Thou canst not every day give me thy heart,

            If thou canst give it, then thou never gavest it:

            Loves riddles are, that though thy heart depart,

            It stayes at home, and thou with losing savest it:

            But wee will have a way more liberall,

            Than changing hearts, to joyne them, so wee shall

                Be one, and one anothers All.

        

        SONG

        
            Sweetest love, I do not goe,

                For wearinesse of thee,

            Nor in hope the world can show

                A fitter Love for mee;

                  But since that I

            Must dye at last, ’tis best,

            To use my selfe in jest

                Thus by fain’d deaths to dye;

        

        
            Yesternight the Sunne went hence,

               And yet is here to day,

            He hath no desire nor sense,

               Nor halfe so short a way:

                  Then feare not mee,

            But beleeve that I shall make

            Speedier journeyes, since I take

               More wings and spurres than hee.

        

        
            O how feeble is mans power,

               That if good fortune fall,

            Cannot adde another houre,

               Nor a lost houre recall!

                  But come bad chance,

            And wee joyne to’it our strength,

            And wee teach it art and length,

               It selfe o’r us to’advance.

        

        
            When thou sigh’st, thou sigh’st not winde,

               But sigh’st my soule away,

            When thou weep’st, unkindly kinde,

               My lifes blood doth decay.

                  It cannot bee

            That thou lov’st mee, as thou say’st,

            If in thine my life thou waste,

               That art the best of mee.

        

        
            Let not thy divining heart

               Forethinke me any ill,

            Destiny may take thy part,

               And may thy feares fulfill;

                  But thinke that wee

            Are but turn’d aside to sleepe;

            They who one another keepe

               Alive, ne’r parted bee.

        

        THE LEGACIE

        
            When I dyed last, and, Deare, I dye

                As often as from thee I goe,

                Though it be but an houre agoe,

            And Lovers houres be full eternity,

            I can remember yet, that I

                Something did say, and something did bestow;

            Though I be dead, which sent mee, I should be

            Mine owne executor and Legacie.

        

        
            I heard mee say, Tell her anon,

                That my selfe, (that is you, not I,)

                Did kill me, and when I felt mee dye,

            I bid mee send my heart, when I was gone,

            But I alas could there finde none,

                When I had ripp’d me, ’and search’d where hearts did lye;

            It kill’d mee againe, that I who still was true,

            In life, in my last Will should cozen you.

        

        
            Yet I found something like a heart,

                But colours it, and corners had,

                It was not good, it was not bad,

            It was intire to none, and few had part.

            As good as could be made by art

                It seem’d; and therefore for our losses sad,

            I meant to send this heart in stead of mine,

            But oh, no man could hold it, for twas thine.

        

        A FEAVER

        
            Oh doe not die, for I shall hate

               All women so, when thou art gone,

            That thee I shall not celebrate,

               When I remember, thou wast one.

        

        
            But yet thou canst not die, I know,

               To leave this world behinde, is death,

            But when thou from this world wilt goe,

               The whole world vapors with thy breath.

        

        
            Or if, when thou, the worlds soule, goest,

               It stay, tis but thy carkasse then,

            The fairest woman, but thy ghost,

               But corrupt wormes, the worthyest men.

        

        
            O wrangling schooles, that search what fire

               Shall burne this world, had none the wit

            Unto this knowledge to aspire,

               That this her feaver might be it?

        

        
            And yet she cannot wast by this,

               Nor long beare this torturing wrong,

            For such corruption needfull is

               To fuell such a feaver long.

        

        
            These burning fits but meteors bee,

               Whose matter in thee is soone spent.

            Thy beauty,’and all parts, which are thee,

               Are unchangeable firmament.

        

        
            Yet t’was of my minde, seising thee,

               Though it in thee cannot persever.

            For I had rather owner bee

               Of thee one houre, than all else ever.

        

        AIRE AND ANGELS

        
            Twice or thrice had I loved thee,

            Before I knew thy face or name;

            So in a voice, so in a shapeless flame,

            Angells affect us oft, and worship’d bee,

               Still when, to where thou wert, I came,

            Some lovely glorious nothing I did see.

               But since my soule, whose child love is,

            Takes limmes of flesh, and else could nothing doe,

               More subtile than the parent is,

            Love must not be, but take a body too,

               And therefore what thou wert, and who,

                  I bid Love aske, and now

            That it assume thy body, I allow,

            And fixe it selfe in thy lip, eye, and brow.

        

        
            Whilst thus to ballast love, I thought,

            And so more steddily to have gone,

            With wares which would sinke admiration,

            I saw, I had loves pinnace overfraught,

               Ev’ry thy haire for love to worke upon

            Is much too much, some fitter must be sought;

               For, nor in nothing, nor in things

            Extreme, and scatt’ring bright, can love inhere;

               Then as an Angell, face, and wings

            Of aire, not pure as it, yet pure doth weare,

               So thy love may be my loves spheare;

                  Just such disparitie

            As is twixt Aire and Angells puritie,

            ’Twixt womens love, and mens will ever bee.

        

        BREAKE OF DAY

        
            ’Tis true, ’tis day; what though it be?

            O wilt thou therefore rise from me?

            Why should we rise, because ’tis light?

            Did we lie downe, because ’twas night?

            Love which in spight of darknesse brought us hether,

            Should in despight of light keepe us together.

        

        
            Light hath no tongue, but is all eye;

            If it could speake as well as spie,

            This were the worst, that it could say,

            That being well, I faine would stay,

            And that I lov’d my heart and honor so,

            That I would not from him, that had them, goe.

        

        
            Must businesse thee from hence remove?

            Oh, that’s the worst disease of love,

            The poore, the foule, the false, love can

            Admit, but not the busied man.

            He which hath businesse, and makes love, doth doe

            Such wrong, as when a maryed man doth wooe.

        

        THE ANNIVERSARIE

        
               All Kings, and all their favorites,

               All glory of honors, beauties, wits,

            The Sun it selfe, which makes times, as they passe,

            Is elder by a yeare, now, than it was

            When thou and I first one another saw:

            All other things, to their destruction draw,

               Only our love hath no decay;

            This, no to morrow hath, nor yesterday,

            Running it never runs from us away,

            But truly keepes his first, last, everlasting day.

        

        
               Two graves must hide thine and my coarse,

               If one might, death were no divorce.

            Alas, as well as other Princes, wee,

            (Who Prince enough in one another bee,)

            Must leave at last in death, these eyes, and eares,

            Oft fed with true oathes, and with sweet salt teares;

               But soules where nothing dwells but love

            (All other thoughts being inmates) then shall prove

            This, or a love increased there above,

            When bodies to their graves, soules from their graves remove.

        

        
               And then wee shall be throughly blest,

               But wee no more, than all the rest;

            Here upon earth, we’are Kings, and none but wee

            Can be such Kings, nor of such subjects bee.

            Who is so safe as wee? where none can doe

            Treason to us, except one of us two.

               True and false feares let us refraine,

            Let us love nobly, and live, and adde againe

            Yeares and yeares unto yeares, till we attaine

            To write threescore: this is the second of our raigne.
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