ANNE BRADSTREET

“The Flesh and the Spirit”

1 In secret place where once I stood
2 Close by the Banks of Lacrim flood,
3 I heard two sisters reason on
4 Things that are past and things to come.
5 One Flesh was call'd, who had her eye
6 On worldly wealth and vanity;
7 The other Spirit, who did rear
8 Her thoughts unto a higher sphere.
9 "Sister," quoth Flesh, "what liv'st thou on
10 Nothing but Meditation?
11 Doth Contemplation feed thee so
12 Regardlessly to let earth go?
13 Can Speculation satisfy
14 Notion without Reality?
15 Dost dream of things beyond the Moon
16 And dost thou hope to dwell there soon?
17 Hast treasures there laid up in store
18 That all in th' world thou count'st but poor?
19 Art fancy-sick or turn'd a Sot
20 To catch at shadows which are not?
21 Come, come. I'll show unto thy sense,
22 Industry hath its recompence.
23 What canst desire, but thou maist see
24 True substance in variety?
25 Dost honour like? Acquire the same,
26 As some to their immortal fame;
27 And trophies to thy name erect
28 Which wearing time shall ne'er deject.
29 For riches dost thou long full sore?
30 Behold enough of precious store.
31 Earth hath more silver, pearls, and gold
32 Than eyes can see or hands can hold.
33 Affects thou pleasure? Take thy fill.
34 Earth hath enough of what you will.
35 Then let not go what thou maist find
36 For things unknown only in mind."

Spirit.
37 "Be still, thou  unregenerate part,
38  Disturb no more my settled heart,
39 For I have vow'd (and so will do)
40 Thee as a foe still to pursue,
41 And combat with thee will and must
42 Until I see thee laid in th' dust.
43 Sister we are, yea twins we be,
44 Yet deadly feud 'twixt thee and me,
45 For from one father are we not.
46 Thou by old Adam wast begot,
47 But my arise is from above,
48 Whence my dear father I do love.
49 Thou speak'st me fair but hat'st me sore.
50 Thy flatt'ring shews I'll trust no more.
51 How oft thy slave hast thou me made
52 When I believ'd what thou hast said
53 And never had more cause of woe
54 Than when I did what thou bad'st do.
55 I'll stop mine ears at these thy charms
56 And count them for my deadly harms.
57 Thy sinful pleasures I do hate,
58 Thy riches are to me no bait.
59 Thine honours do, nor will I love,
60 For my ambition lies above.
61 My greatest honour it shall be
62 When I am victor over thee,
63 And Triumph shall, with laurel head,
64 When thou my Captive shalt be led.
65 How I do live, thou need'st not scoff,
66 For I have meat thou know'st not of.
67 The hidden Manna I do eat;
68 The word of life, it is my meat.
69 My thoughts do yield me more content
70 Than can thy hours in pleasure spent.
71 Nor are they shadows which I catch,
72 Nor fancies vain at which I snatch
73 But reach at things that are so high,
74 Beyond thy dull Capacity.
75 Eternal substance I do see
76 With which inriched I would be.
77 Mine eye doth pierce the heav'ns and see
78 What is Invisible to thee.
79 My garments are not silk nor gold,
80 Nor such like trash which Earth doth hold,
81 But Royal Robes I shall have on,
82 More glorious than the glist'ring Sun.
83 My Crown not Diamonds, Pearls, and gold,
84 But such as Angels' heads infold.
85 The City where I hope to dwell,
86 There's none on Earth can parallel.
87 The stately Walls both high and trong
88 Are made of precious Jasper stone,
89 The Gates of Pearl, both rich and clear,
90 And Angels are for Porters there.
91 The Streets thereof transparent gold
92 Such as no Eye did e're behold.
93 A Crystal River there doth run
94 Which doth proceed from the Lamb's Throne.
95 Of Life, there are the waters sure
96 Which shall remain forever pure.
97 Nor Sun nor Moon they have no need
98 For glory doth from God proceed.
99 No Candle there, nor yet Torch light,
100 For there shall be no darksome night.
101 From sickness and infirmity
102 Forevermore they shall be free.
103 Nor withering age shall e're come there,
104 But beauty shall be bright and clear.
105 This City pure is not for thee,
106 For things unclean there shall not be.
107 If I of Heav'n may have my fill,
108 Take thou the world, and all that will."

“To my Dear and Loving Husband”

1 If ever two were one, then surely we.
2 If ever man were lov'd by wife, then thee.
3 If ever wife was happy in a man,
4 Compare with me, ye women, if you can.
5 I prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold
6 Or all the riches that the East doth hold.
7 My love is such that Rivers cannot quench,
8 Nor ought but love from thee give recompence.
9 Thy love is such I can no way repay.
10 The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.
11 Then while we live, in love let's so persever
12 That when we live no more, we may live ever



"On My Dear Grandchild Simon Bradstreet,…"

1 No sooner came,but gone,and fall'n asleep,
2 Acquaintance short, yet parting caused usweep;
3 Three flowers,two scarcely blown, the last i' th' bud,
4 Cropt by th'Almighty's hand; yet He is good.
5 With dreadful awe before Him let's be mute,
6 Such was His will, but why, let's not dispute,
7 With humble hearts and mouths put in the dust,
8 Let's say He's merciful as well as just.
9 He will return and make up all our losses,
10 And smile again after our bitter crosses
11 Go pretty babe, go rest with sisters twain;
12 Among the blest in endless joys remain.

MERCY OTIS WARREN

"A Thought on the Inestimable Blessing of Reason..."

What is it moves within my soul, 
And as the needle to the pole, 
Directs me to the final cause, 
The central point of nature's laws? 
'Tis reason, Lord, which thou hast given, 
A ray divine, let down from Heaven, 
A spark struck from effulgent light, 
Transcendent, clear, divinely bright, 
Thou hast bestow'd lest man should grope 
In endless darkness, void of hope. 
Creative being! who reason gave, 
And by whose aid the powers we have 
To think, to judge, to will, to know, 
From whom these reasoning powers flow, 
Thy name be ever magnified 
That thus to angels we're allied, 
Distinguish'd thus in the great chain, 
Nor left the least in thy domain. 
Yet should'st thou but a moment frown, 
Or wink this boasted reason down, 
'Twould level proud imperious man 
With the least worm in nature's plan. 
Then humbly will I Thee implore, 
Whom worlds of rationals adore, 
That thou this taper should preserve, 
From reason's laws let me ne'er swerve, 
But calmly, mistress of my mind, 
A friend to virtue and mankind, 
Oh! gently lead me on to peace, 
May years the heavenly gleam increase, 
Nor waste beneath the frown of age 
As I tread down time's narrow stage, 
But brighter burn as life decays, 
More fit to join the heavenly lays. 
And when the tenement shall fall, 
When broken down this feeble wall, 
Then may the glad enlighten'd soul 
Freed from these clogs, this dull control, 
Expand her wings, shake off her load, 
And rise to glorify her God.










JUDITH SARGENT MURRAY

"On the Equality of the Sexes"

THAT minds are not alike, full well I know,
This truth each day's experience will show;
To heights surprising some great spirits soar,
With inborn strength mysterious depths explore;
Their eager gaze surveys the path of light,
Confest it stood to Newton's piercing sight.
   Deep science, like a bashful maid retires,
And but the ardent breast her worth inspires;
By perseverance the coy fair is won.
And Genius, led by Study, wears the crown.
   But some there are who wish not to improve
Who never can the path of knowledge love,
Whose souls almost with the dull body one,
With anxious care each mental pleasure shun;
Weak is the level'd, enervated mind,
And but while here to vegetate design'd.
The torpid spirit mingling with its clod, 
Can scarcely boast its origin from God;
Stupidly dull—they move progressing on—
They eat, and drink, and all their work is done.
While others, emulous of sweet applause,
Industrious seek for each event a cause,
Tracing the hidden springs whence knowledge flows,
Which nature all in beauteous order shows.
   Yet cannot I their sentiments imbibe,
Who this distinction to the sex ascribe,
As if a woman's form must needs enrol,
A weak, a servile, an inferiour soul;
And that the guise of man must still proclaim,
Greatness of mind, and him, to be the same:
Yet as the hours revolve fair proofs arise,
Which the bright wreath of growing fame supplies;
And in past times some men have sunk so low,
That female records nothing less can show.
But imbecility is still confin'd,
And by the lordly sex to us consign'd;
They rob us of the power t'improve,
And then declare we only trifles love;
Yet haste the era, when the world shall know,
That such distinctions only dwell below;
The soul unfetter'd, to no sex confin'd,
Was for the abodes of cloudless day design'd.
   Mean time we emulate their manly fires,
Though erudition all their thoughts inspires,
Yet nature with equality imparts
And noble passions, swell e'en female hearts.


PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

“Stanzas Written in Dejection, near Naples”

The sun is warm, the sky is clear,
The waves are dancing fast and bright,
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear
The purple noon's transparent might,
The breath of the moist earth is light,
Around its unexpanded buds;
Like many a voice of one delight,
The winds, the birds, the ocean floods,
The City's voice itself, is soft like Solitude's.

I see the Deep's untrampled floor
With green and purple seaweeds strown;
I see the waves upon the shore,
Like light dissolved in star-showers, thrown:
I sit upon the sands alone,--
The lightning of the noontide ocean
Is flashing round me, and a tone
Arises from its measured motion,
How sweet! did any heart now share in my emotion.

Alas! I have nor hope nor health,
Nor peace within nor calm around,
Nor that content surpassing wealth
The sage in meditation found,
And walked with inward glory crowned--
Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure.
Others I see whom these surround--
Smiling they live, and call life pleasure;
To me that cup has been dealt in another measure.

Yet now despair itself is mild,
Even as the winds and waters are;
I could lie down like a tired child,
And weep away the life of care
Which I have borne and yet must bear,
Till death like sleep might steal on me,
And I might feel in the warm air
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea
Breathe o'er my dying brain its last monotony.

Some might lament that I were cold,
As I, when this sweet day is gone,
Which my lost heart, too soon grown old,
Insults with this untimely moan;
They might lament--for I am one
Whom men love not,--and yet regret,
Unlike this day, which, when the sun
Shall on its stainless glory set,
Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memory yet.


“A Lament”

O world! O life! O time!
On whose last steps I climb,
Trembling at that where I had stood before;
When will return the glory of your prime?
No more--Oh, never more!

Out of the day and night
A joy has taken flight;
Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar,
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight
No more--Oh, never more!

“A widow bird sate mourning for her Love”

A widow bird sate mourning for her Love
Upon a wintry bough;
The frozen wind crept on above,
The freezing stream below.

There was no leaf upon the forest bare,
No flower upon the ground,
And little motion in the air
Except the mill-wheel's sound.

“Love’s Philosophy”

The fountains mingle with the river
And the rivers with the ocean,
The winds of Heaven mix for ever
With a sweet emotion;
Nothing in the world is single,
All things by a law divine
In one spirit meet and mingle - 
Why not I with thine?

See the mountains kiss high Heaven
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister-flower would be forgiven
If it disdained its brother;
And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea - 
What are all these kissings worth
If thou kiss not me?

“Music, when soft voices die”

Music, when soft voices die,
Vibrates in the memory - 
Odours, when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,
Are heaped for the beloved's bed;
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,
Love itself shall slumber on.


WILLIAM BLAKE

“To Spring”
O thou, with dewy locks, who lookest down
Thro’ the clear windows of the morning; turn
Thine angel eyes upon our western isle,
Which in full choir hails thy approach, O Spring!
The hills tell each other, and the list’ning
Vallies hear; all our longing eyes are turned
Up to thy bright pavillions: issue forth,
And let thy holy feet visit our clime.
Come o’er the eastern hills, and let our winds
Kiss thy perfumed garments; let us taste
Thy morn and evening breath; scatter thy pearls
Upon our love-sick land that mourns for thee.
O deck her forth with thy fair fingers; pour
Thy soft kisses on her bosom; and put
Thy golden crown upon her languish’d head,
Whose modest tresses were bound up for thee!

“To the Evening Star”
Thou fair-hair’d angel of the evening,
Now, while the sun rests on the mountains, light
Thy bright torch of love; thy radiant crown
Put on, and smile upon our evening bed!
Smile on our loves; and, while thou drawest the
Blue curtains of the sky, scatter thy silver dew
On every flower that shuts its sweet eyes
In timely sleep. Let thy west wind sleep on
The lake; speak silence with thy glimmering eyes,
And wash the dusk with silver. Soon, full soon,
Dost thou withdraw; then the wolf rages wide,
And the lion glares thro' the dun forest:
The fleeces of our flocks are cover’d with
Thy sacred dew: protect them with thine influence.

JOHN KEATS

O Solitude! if I must with thee dwell,
Let it not be among the jumbled heap
Of murky buildings; climb with me the steep,—
Nature's observatory—whence the dell,
Its flowery slopes, its river's crystal swell,
May seem a span; let me thy vigils keep
'Mongst boughs pavillion'd, where the deer's swift leap
Startles the wild bee from the fox-glove bell.
But though I'll gladly trace these scenes with thee,
Yet the sweet converse of an innocent mind,
Whose words are images of thoughts refin'd,
Is my soul's pleasure; and it sure must be
Almost the highest bliss of human-kind,
When to thy haunts two kindred spirits flee.

“Bright star! would I were steadfast as thou art “

BRIGHT star! would I were steadfast as thou art—	
  Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,	
And watching, with eternal lids apart,	
  Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite,	
The moving waters at their priestlike task
  Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,	
Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask	
  Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—	
No—yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,	
  Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,	
  Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,	
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,	
And so live ever—or else swoon to death.

“On Death”
I.
Can death be sleep, when life is but a dream,
And scenes of bliss pass as a phantom by?
The transient pleasures as a vision seem,
And yet we think the greatest pain's to die.

II.
How strange it is that man on earth should roam,
And lead a life of woe, but not forsake
His rugged path; nor dare he view alone
His future doom which is but to awake

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

“I wondered lonely as a cloud”

I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodils,
Beside the lake, beneath the trees
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw I at a glance
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: - 
A poet could not but be gay
In such a jocund company:
I gazed -and gazed -but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought.

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills
And dances with the daffodils.


SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 

[bookmark: _GoBack]It may indeed be fantasy when I
Essay to draw from all created things
Deep, heartfelt, inward joy that closely clings;
And trace in leaves and flowers that round me lie
Lessons of love and earnest piety.
So let it be; and if the wide world rings
In mock of this belief, it brings
Nor fear, nor grief, nor vain perplexity.
So will I build my altar in the fields,
And the blue sky my fretted dome shall be,
And the sweet fragrance that the wild flower yields
Shall be the incense I will yield to Thee,
Thee only God! and thou shalt not despise
Even me, the priest of this poor sacrifice.
