Go and catch a falling star

GO and catch a falling star,
Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years are,
Or who cleft the devil's foot,
Teach me to hear mermaids singing,
Or to keep off envy's stinging,
And find
What wind
Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou be'st born to strange sights,
Things invisible to see,
Ride ten thousand days and nights,
Till age snow white hairs on thee,
Thou, when thou return'st, wilt tell me,
All strange wonders that befell thee,
And swear,
No where
Lives a woman true and fair.

If thou find'st one, let me know,
Such a pilgrimage were sweet;
Yet do not, I would not go,
Though at next door we might meet,
Though she were true, when you met her,
And last, till you write your letter,
Yet she
Will be
False, ere I come, to two, or three.

Woman's Constancy

NOW thou hast loved me one whole day,

To-morrow when thou leavest, 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 oaths made in reverential fear

Of Love, and his wrath, any may forswear ?

Or, as true deaths true marriages untie,

So lovers' contracts, images of those,

Bind but till sleep, death's image, them unloose ?
Or, your own end to justify,

For having purposed change and falsehood, you

Can have no way but falsehood to be true ?

Vain lunatic, against these 'scapes I could
Dispute, and conquer, if I would ;
Which I abstain to do,

For by to-morrow I may think so too.

The Bait

COME live with me, and be my love,
And we will some new pleasures prove
Of golden sands, and crystal brooks,
With silken lines and silver hooks.

There will the river whisp'ring run
Warm'd by thy eyes, more than the sun ;
And there th' enamour'd fish will stay,
Begging themselves they may betray.

When thou wilt swim in that live bath,
Each fish, which every channel hath,
Will amorously to thee swim,

Gladder to catch thee, than thou him.

If thou, to be so seen, be'st loth,

By sun or moon, thou dark'nest both,
And if myself have leave to see,

I need not their light, having thee.

Let others freeze with angling reeds,
And cut their legs with shells and weeds,
Or treacherously poor fish beset,

With strangling snare, or windowy net.

Let coarse bold hands from slimy nest
The bedded fish in banks out-wrest ;
Or curious traitors, sleeve-silk flies,
Bewitch poor fishes' wand'ring eyes.

For thee, thou need'st no such deceit,
For thou thyself art thine own bait :
That fish, that is not catch'd thereby,
Alas ! is wiser far than I.
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Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so ;
For those, whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy picture[s] be,
Much pleasure, then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.
Thou'rt slave to Fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,
And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well,
And better than thy stroke ; why swell'st thou then ?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,
And Death shall be no more ; Death, thou shalt die.

A HYMN TO CHRIST, AT THE AUTHOR'S LAST
GOING INTO GERMANY.

IN what torn ship so ever I embark,
That ship shall be my emblem of Thy ark ;
What sea soever swallow me, that flood
Shall be to me an emblem of Thy blood ;
Though Thou with clouds of anger do disguise
Thy face, yet through that mask I know those eyes,
Which, though they turn away sometimes,
They never will despise.

I sacrifice this island unto Thee,
And all whom I love there, and who loved me ;
When I have put our seas 'twixt them and me,
Put thou Thy seas betwixt my sins and Thee.
As the tree's sap doth seek the root below
In winter, in my winter now I go,

Where none but Thee, the eternal root

Of true love, I may know.

Nor Thou nor Thy religion dost control
The amorousness of an harmonious soul ;
But Thou wouldst have that love Thyself ; as Thou
Art jealous, Lord, so I am jealous now ;
Thou lovest not, till from loving more Thou free
My soul ; Who ever gives, takes liberty ;

Oh, if Thou carest not whom I love,

Alas ! Thou lovest not me.

Seal then this bill of my divorce to all,
On whom those fainter beams of love did fall ;
Marry those loves, which in youth scatter'd be
On fame, wit, hopes—false mistresses—to Thee.
Churches are best for prayer, that have least light ;
To see God only, I go out of sight ;

And to escape stormy days, I choose

An everlasting night.

THE FATHER.

FATHER of Heaven, and Him, by whom
It, and us for it, and all else for us,
Thou madest, and govern'st ever, come
And re-create me, now grown ruinous:
My heart is by dejection, clay,
And by self-murder, red.
From this red earth, O Father, purge away
All vicious tinctures, that new-fashioned
I may rise up from death, before I'm dead.

1L
THE SON.

O Son of God, who, seeing two things,
Sin and Death, crept in, which were never made,
By bearing one, tried'st with what stings
The other could Thine heritage invade ;
O be Thou nail'd unto my heart,
And crucified again ;
Part not from it, though it from Thee would part,
But let it be by applying so Thy pain,
Drown'd in Thy blood, and in Thy passion slain.

I1I.
THE HOLY GHOST.

O Holy Ghost, whose temple I
Am, but of mud walls , and condenséd dust,
And being sacrilegiously
Half wasted with youth's fires of pride and lust,
Must with new storms be weather-beat,
Double in my heart Thy flame,
Which let devout sad tears intend, and let—
Though this glass lanthorn, flesh, do suffer maim—
Fire, sacrifice, priest, altar be the same.
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Now, this Bell tolling softly for another, saies to

me, Thou must die.

PERCHANCE hee for whom this
Bell tolls, may be so ill, as that he
knowes not it tolls for him; And
perchance I may thinke my selfe so
much better than I am, as that they who
are about mee, and see my state, may
have caused it to toll for mee, and I
know not that. The Church is Catholike,
universall, so are all her Actions; All
that she does, belongs to all. When she
baptizes a child, that action concernes
mee; for that child is thereby connected
to that Head which is my Head too, and
engraffed into that body, whereof I am a
member. And when she buries a Man,
that action concernes me: All mankinde
1s of one Author, and is one volume;
when one Man dies, one Chapter is not
torne out of the booke, but translated
into a better language; and every
Chapter must be so translated; God
emploies several translators; some
peeces are translated by age, some by
sicknesse, some by warre, some by
justice; but Gods hand is in every
translation, and his hand shall binde up
all our scattered leaves againe, for that
Librarie where every booke shall lie
open to one another: As therefore the
Bell that rings to a Sermon, calls not
upon the Preacher onely, but upon the
Congregation to come; so this Bell calls
us all: but how much more mee, who
am brought so neere the doore by this
sicknesse. There was a contention as
farre as a suite, (in which both pietie
and dignitie, religion, and estimation,
were mingled) which of the religious
Orders should ring to praiers first in the
Morning, and it was that they should
ring first that rose earliest. If we
understand aright the dignitie of this
Belle that tolls for our evening prayer,
wee would bee glad to make it ours, by
rising early, in that application, that it
might bee ours, as wel as his, whose
indeed it is. The Bell doth toll for him
that thinkes it doth; and though it

intermit againe, yet from that minute,
that that occasion wrought upon him,
hee is united to God. Who casts not up
his Eye to the Sunne when it rises? but
who takes off his Eye from a Comet
when that breakes out? Who bends not
his eare to any bell, which upon any
occasion rings? but who can remove it
from that bell, which is passing a peece
of himselfe out of this world? No man is
an Iland, intire of it selfe; every man is
a peece of the Continent, a part of the
maine,; if a Clod bee washed away by
the Sea, Europe is the lesse, as well as if
a Promontorie were, as well as if a
Mannor of thy friends or of thine owne
were; any mans death diminishes me,
because I am involved in Mankinde;
And therefore never send to know for
whom the bell tolls; It tolls for thee.
Neither can we call this a begging of
Miserie or a borrowing of Miserie, as
though we were not miserable enough
of our selves, but must fetch in more
from the next house, in taking upon us
the Miserie of our Neighbours. Truly it
were an excusable covetousnesse if wee
did; for affliction is a treasure, and
scarce any man hath enough of it. No
man hath affliction enough that is not
matured, and ripened by it, and made fit
for God by that affliction. If a man carry
treasure in bullion, or in a wedge of
gold, and have none coined into currant
Monies, his treasure will not defray him
as he travells. Tribulation is Treasure in
the nature of it, but it is not currant
money in the use of it, except wee get
nearer and nearer our home, Heaven, by
it. Another man may be sicke too, and
sick to death, and this affliction may lie
in his bowels, as gold in a Mine, and be
of no use to him; but this bell, that tells
me of his affliction, digs out, and
applies that gold to mee: if by this
consideration of anothers danger, I take
mine owne into contemplation, and so
secure my selfe, by making my recourse
to my God, who is our onely securitie.
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