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George Herbert (1593 - 1633)

George Herbert was born to a noble family in Wales; his mother was patron
to John Donne who dedicated his 'Holy Sonnets' to her. He was educated at
Westminster School and Trinity College Cambridge, where in 1620 he was
elected to the prestigious post of Public Orator.

His first two sonnets were sent to his mother in 1610. On the theme that the
love of God is a worthier subject for verse than the love of woman. They
foreshadowed his future religious and poetic inclinations, but at first Herbert
seemed bent on a secular career, much involved in court life and Member of
Parliament for Montgomery in Wales from 1624-5. His only published verse
during this period was in Greek and Latin, for formal occasions.

In 1627, however, he resigned as Orator and was ordained a priest,
becoming rector at Bemerton in Wiltshire where he was noted for his
diligence and humility, traits reflected in his poetry which also expresses the
conflict between the religious and worldy life.

When he realised he was dying of consumption, he sent a collection of his

poems in manuscript to his friend Nicholas Ferrar to judge whether to burn
them or publish them. The result was 'The Temple', religious poems using

common language and rhythms of speech, published to enormous popular
acclaim and running to 13 editions by 1680.

Also published after his death, in 1652, was 'A Priest to the Temple: Or the

Country Parson, his Character and Rule of Life' homely, prose advice to
country clerics.
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A Dialogue

Man. SWEETEST Saviour, if my soul
Were but worth the having,
Quickly should I then control
Any thought of waving.
But when all my care and pains
Cannot give the name of gains
To Thy wretch so full of stains,
What delight or hope remains?

Saviour. What, child, is the balance thine,
Thine the poise and measure?

If I say, 'Thou shalt be Mine,'
Finger not My treasure.

What the gains in having thee

Do amount to, only He

Who for man was sold can see;

That transferr'd th' accounts to Me.

Man. But as I can see no merit
Leading to this favour,
So the way to fit me for it
Is beyond my savour.
As the reason, then, is Thine,
So the way is none of mine;
I disclaim the whole design;
Sin disclaims and I resign.

Saviour. That is all: if that I could
Get without repining;

And My clay, My creature, would
Follow My resigning;

That as I did freely part

With My glory and desert,

Left all joys to feel all smart----

Man. Ah, no more! Thou break'st my heart!

George Herbert
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A Dialogue-Anthem

Alas, poor Death! Where is thy glory?
Where is thy famous force, thy ancient sting?

Alas, poor mortal, void of story!
Go spell and read how I have killed thy King.

Poor Death! And who was hurt thereby?
Thy curse being laid on Him makes thee accurst.

Let losers talk, yet thou shalt die;
These arms shall crush thee.

Spare not, do thy worst.
I shall be one day better than before;
Thou so much worse, that thou shalt be no more.

George Herbert
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A Wreath

A wreathed garland of deserved praise,

Of praise deserved, unto thee I give,

I give to thee, who knowest all my wayes,

My crooked winding wayes, wherein I live,
Wherein I die, not live : for life is straight,
Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee,

To thee, who art more farre above deceit,

Then deceit seems above simplicitie.

Give me simplicitie, that I may live,

So live and like, that I may know thy wayes,
Know them and practise them : then shall I give
For this poore wreath, give thee a crown of praise.

George Herbert
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Aaron

Holiness on the head,

Light and perfection on the breast,
Harmonious bells below, raising the dead
To led them unto life and rest.

Thus are true Aarons dressed.

Profaneness in my head,

Defects and darkness in my breast,

A noise of passions ringing me for dead
Unto a place where is no rest.

Poor priest thus am I dressed.

Only another head

I have, another heart and breast,
another music, making live not dead,
without whom I could have no rest:
In him I am well dressed.

Christ is my only head,

My alone only heart and breast,

My only music, striking me even dead;
That to the old man I may rest,

And be in him new dressed.

So holy in my head,

Perfect and light in my dear breast,

My doctrine tuned by Christ, (who is not dead,
But lives in me while I do rest)

Come people; Aaron's dressed.

George Herbert
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Artillery

As I one ev'ning sat before my cell,

Me thoughts a star did shoot into my lap.

I rose, and shook my clothes, as knowing well,
That from small fires comes oft no small mishap.
When suddenly I heard one say,

-Do as thou usest, disobey,

Expell good motions from thy breast,

Which have the face of fire, but end in rest-.

I, who had heard of music in the spheres,
But not of speech in stars, began to muse:
But turning to my God, whose ministers
The stars and all things are; if I refuse,
Dread Lord, said I, so oft my good;

Then I refuse not ev'n with blood

To wash away my stubborn thought:

For I will do, or suffer what I ought.

But I have also stars and shooters too,

Born where thy servants both artilleries use.
My tears and prayers night and day do woo,
And work up to thee; yet thou dost refuse.
Not but that I am (I must say still)

Much more oblig'd to do thy will,

Than thou to grant mine: but because

Thy promise now hath ev'n set thee thy laws.

Then we are shooters both, and thou dost deign
To enter combat with us, and contest

With thine own clay. But I would parley fain:
Shun not my arrows, and behold my breast.
Yet if thou shunnest, I am thine:

I must be so, if I am mine.

There is no articling with thee:

I am but finite, yet thine infinitely.

George Herbert
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Bitter-Sweet

Ah, my dear angry Lord,

Since thou dost love, yet strike;
Cast down, yet help afford;
Sure I will do the like.

I will complain, yet praise;
I will bewail, approve;

And all my sour-sweet days
I will lament and love.

George Herbert
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Church Monuments

While that my soul repairs to her devotion,
Here I intomb my flesh, that it betimes

May take acquaintance of this heap of dust;

To which the blast of death's incessant motion,
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes,

Drives all at last. Therefore I gladly trust

My body to this school, that it may learn

To spell his elements, and find his birth

Written in dusty heraldry and lines;

Which dissolution sure doth best discern,
Comparing dust with dust, and earth with earth.
These laugh at jet and marble put for signs,

To sever the good fellowship of dust,

And spoil the meeting. What shall point out them,
When they shall bow, and kneel, and fall down flat
To kiss those heaps, which now they have in trust?
Dear flesh, while I do pray, learn here thy stem
And true descent, that when thou shalt grow fat

And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayst know
That flesh is but the glass which holds the dust
That measures all our time; which also shall
Be crumbled into dust. Mark, here below

How tame these ashes are, how free from lust,
That thou mayst fit thyself against thy fall.

George Herbert

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Church Music

Sweetest of sweets, I thank you: when displeasure
Did through my body wound my mind,

You took me thence, and in your house of pleasure
A dainty lodging me assigned.

Now I in you without a body move,

Rising and falling with your wings:

We both together sweetly live and love,
Yet say sometimes, "God help poor Kings".

Comfort, I'll die; for if you post from me
Sure I shall do so, and much more:

But if I travel in your company,

You know the way to heaven's door.

George Herbert
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Clasping of Hands

LORD, Thou art mine, and I am Thine,

If mine I am; and Thine much more

Then I or ought or can be mine.

Yet to be Thine doth me restore,

So that again I now am mine,

And with advantage mine the more,
Since this being mine brings with it Thine,
And Thou with me dost Thee restore:

If I without Thee would be mine,

I neither should be mine nor Thine.

Lord, I am Thine, and Thou art mine;
So mine Thou art, that something more
I may presume Thee mine then Thine,
For Thou didst suffer to restore

Not Thee, but me, and to be mine:

And with advantage mine the more,
Since Thou in death wast none of Thine,
Yet then as mine didst me restore:

O, be mine still; still make me Thine;
Or rather make no Thine and Mine.

George Herbert
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Denial

When my devotions could not pierce

Thy silent ears;

Then was my heart broken, as was my verse:
My breast was full of fears

And disorder:

My bent thoughts, like a brittle bow,

Did fly asunder:

Each took his way; some would to pleasures go,
Some to the wars and thunder

Of alarms.

As good go any where, they say,

As to benumb

Both knees and heart, in crying night and day,
Come, come, my God, O come,

But no hearing.

O that thou shouldst give dust a tongue
To cry to thee,

And then not hear it crying! all day long
My heart was in my knee,

But no hearing.

Therefore my soul lay out of sight,
Untuned, unstrung:

My feeble spirit, unable to look right,
Like a nipped blossom, hung
Discontented.

O cheer and tune my heartless breast,
Defer no time;

That so thy favors granting my request,
They and my mind may chime,

And mend my rime.

George Herbert
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Discipline

THROW away Thy rod,

Throw away Thy wrath;
O my God,

Take the gentle path!

For my heart's desire
Unto Thine is bent:

I aspire
To a full consent.

Not a word or look
I affect to own,
But by book,
And Thy Book alone.

Though I fail, I weep;

Though I halt in pace,
Yet I creep

To the throne of grace.

Then let wrath remove;

Love will do the deed;
For with love

Stony hearts will bleed.

Love is swift of foot;

Love 's a man of war,
And can shoot,

And can hit from far.

Who can 'scape his bow?

That which wrought on Thee,
Brought Thee low,

Needs must work on me.

Throw away Thy rod;

Though man frailties hath,
Thou art God:

Throw away Thy wrath!

George Herbert
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Easter

Rise, heart, thy lord is risen. Sing his praise
Without delays,

Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewise
With him may'st rise:

That, as his death calcinéd thee to dust,

His life may make thee gold, and, much more, just.

Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part

With all thy art,

The cross taught all wood to resound his name
Who bore the same.

His stretched sinews taught all strings what key
Is best to celebrate this most high day.

Consort, both heart and lute, and twist a song
Pleasant and long;

Or, since all music is but three parts vied

And multiplied

Oh let thy blessed Spirit bear a part,

And make up our defects with his sweet art.

George Herbert
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Easter Song

I Got me flowers to straw Thy way,
I got me boughs off many a tree;
But Thou wast up by break of day,

And brought’st Thy sweets along with Thee.

The sunne arising in the East,

Though he give light, and th’ East perfume,
If they should offer to contest

With Thy arising, they presume.

Can there be any day but this,

Though many sunnes to shine endeavour?
We count three hundred, but we misse:
There is but one, and that one ever.

George Herbert
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Easter Wings

Lord, Who createdst man in wealth and store,
Though foolishly he lost the same,

Decaying more and more,

Till he became

Most poore:

With Thee

O let me rise,

As larks, harmoniously,

And sing this day Thy victories:

Then shall the fall further the flight in me.

My tender age in sorrow did beginne;
And still with sicknesses and shame
Thou didst so punish sinne,

That I became

Most thinne.

With Thee

Let me combine,

And feel this day Thy victorie;

For, if I imp my wing on Thine,
Affliction shall advance the flight in me.

George Herbert
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Grief

O who will give me tears? Come, all ye springs,
Dwell in my head and eyes; come, clouds

and rain;

My grief hath need of all the watery things

That nature hath produced: let every vein

Suck up a river to supply mine eyes,

My weary weeping eyes, too dry for me,

Unless they get new conduits, new supplies,

To bear them out, and with my state agree.

What are two shallow fords, two little spouts

Of a less world ? the greater is but small,

A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts,
Which want provision in the midst of all.

Verses, ye are too fine a thing, too wise

For my rough sorrows ; cease, be dumb and mute,
Give up your feet and running to mine eyes,

And keep your measures for some lover's lute,
Whose grief allows him music and a rhyme ;

For mine excludes both measure, tune, and time :
Alas, my God!

George Herbert
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Jordan

Who says that fictions only and false hair
Become a verse? Is there in truth no beauty?
Is all good structure in a winding stair?

May no lines pass, except they do their duty
Not to a true, but painted chair?

Is it no verse, except enchanted groves

And sudden arbours shadow coarse-spun lines?
Must purling streams refresh a lover's loves?
Must all be veiled, while he that reads divines,
Catching the sense at two removes?

Shepherds are honest people: let them sing:
Riddle who list, for me, and pull for prime:

I envy no man's nightingale or spring;

Nor let them punish me with loss of rhyme,
Who plainly say, My God, My King.

George Herbert
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Jordan (I)

Who says that fictions only and false hair
Become a verse? Is there no truth in beauty?
Is all good structure in a winding stair?

May no lines pass, except they do their duty
Not to a true, but painted chair?

Is it no verse, except enchanted groves

And sudden arbors shadow coarse-spun lines?
Must purling streams refresh a lover's loves?
Must all be veiled, while he that reads, divines,
Catching the sense at two removes?

Shepherds are honest people; let them sing:
Riddle who list, for me, and pull for Prime:

I envy no man's nightingale or spring;

Nor let them punish me with loss of rime,
Who plainly say, My God, My King.

George Herbert
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Joseph's Coat

Wounded I sing, tormented I indite,

Thrown down I fall into a bed, and rest:
Sorrow hath chang'd its note: such is his will
Who changeth all things, as him pleaseth best.
For well he knows, if but one grief and smart
Among my many had his full career,

Sure it would carry with it ev'n my heart,

And both would run until they found a bier

To fetch the body; both being due to grief.

But he hath spoil'd the race; and giv'n to anguish
One of Joy's coats, 'ticing it with relief

To linger in me, and together languish.

I live to shew his power, who once did bring
My joys to weep, and now my griefs to sing.

George Herbert
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Life

I made a posie, while the day ran by:

Here will I smell my remnant out, and tie
My life within this band.

But time did becken to the flowers, and they
By noon most cunningly did steal away

And wither'd in my hand.

My hand was next to them, and then my heart:
I took, without more thinking, in good part
Times gentle admonition:

Who did so sweetly deaths sad taste convey
Making my minde to smell my fatall day;

Yet sugring the suspicion.

Farewell deare flowers, sweetly your time ye spent,
Fit, while ye liv'd, for smell or ornament,

And after death for cures.

I follow straight without complaints or grief;,

Since if my sent be good, I care not, if

It be as short as yours.

George Herbert
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Love

LOVE bade me welcome; yet my soul drew back,
Guilty of dust and sin.

But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack
From my first entrance in,

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning
If I lack'd anything.

'A guest,' I answer'd, 'worthy to be here:'
Love said, 'You shall be he.'

'I, the unkind, ungrateful? Ah, my dear,
I cannot look on Thee.'

Love took my hand and smiling did reply,
'Who made the eyes but I?'

"Truth, Lord; but I have marr'd them: let my shame
Go where it doth deserve.'

'And know you not,' says Love, 'Who bore the blame?'
'My dear, then I will serve.'

'You must sit down,' says Love, 'and taste my meat.'
So I did sit and eat.

George Herbert
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Love (I)

Immortal love, authour of this great frame,
Sprung from that beautie which can never fade;
How hath man parcel’d out thy glorious name,
And thrown it on that dust which thou hast made,

While mortall love doth all the title gain!

Which siding with invention, they together

Bear all the sway, possessing heart and brain,
(Thy workmanship) and give thee share in neither.

Wit fancies beautie, beautie raiseth wit:

The world is theirs; they two play out the game,
Thou standing by: and though thy glorious name
Wrought our deliverance from th” infernall pit,

Who sings thy praise? onely a skarf or glove

Doth warm our hands, and make them write of love.

George Herbert
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Love (II)

Immortal Heat, O let thy greater flame

Attract the lesser to it: let those fires

Which shall consume the world, first make it tame,
And kindle in our hearts such true desires,

As may consume our lusts, and make thee way.
Then shall our hearts pant thee; then shall our brain
All her invention on thine Altar lay,

And there in hymnes send back thy fire again:

Our eies shall see thee, which before saw dust;
Dust blown by wit, till that they both were blinde:
Thou shalt recover all thy goods in kinde,

Who wert disseized by usurping lust:

All knees shall bow to thee; all wits shall rise,
And praise him who did make and mend our eies.

George Herbert
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Love (III)

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back,
Guilty of dust and sin.

But quick-ey'd Love, observing me grow slack,
From my first entrance in,

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning,

If I lack'd anything.

A guest, I answer'd, worthy to be here:
Love said, You shall be he.

I the unkind, ungrateful? Ah my dear,

I cannot look on thee.

Love took my hand, and smiling did reply,
Who made the eyes but I?

Truth Lord, but I have marr'd them: let my shame
Go where it doth deserve.

And know you not, says Love, who bore the blame?
My dear, then I will serve.

You must sit down, says Love, and tast me meat:
So I did sit and eat.

George Herbert
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Man

My God, I heard this day,

That none doth build a stately habitation,

But he that means to dwell therein.

What house more stately hath there been,
Or can be, than is Man? to whose creation
All things are in decay.

For Man is ev'ry thing,

And more:

He is a tree, yet bears no fruit;

A beast, yet is, or should be more:

Reason and speech we only bring.

Parrots may thank us, if they are not mute,
They go upon the score.

Man is all symmetry,

Full of proportions, one limb to another,
And all to all the world besides:

Each part may call the farthest brother:
For head with foot hath private amity,
And both with moons and tides.

Nothing hath got so far,

But Man hath caught and kept it, as his prey.
His eyes dismount the highest star:

He is in little all the sphere.

Herbs gladly cure our flesh; because that they
Find their acquaintance there.

For us the winds do blow,

The earth doth rest, heav'n move, and fountains flow.

Nothing we see, but means our good,

As our delight, or as our treasure:

The whole is, either our cupboard of food,
Or cabinet of pleasure.

The stars have us to bed;

Night draws the curtain, which the sun withdraws;
Music and light attend our head.

All things unto our flesh are kind

In their descent and being; to our mind

In their ascent and cause.

Each thing is full of duty:

Waters united are our navigation;
Distinguished, our habitation;
Below, our drink; above, our meat;
Both are our cleanliness.

Hath one such beauty?

Then how are all things neat?

More servants wait on Man,
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Than he'll take notice of: in ev'ry path

He treads down that which doth befriend him,
When sickness makes him pale and wan.

Oh mighty love! Man is one world, and hath
Another to attend him.

Since then, my God, thou hast

So brave a palace built; O dwell in it,

That it may dwell with thee at last!

Till then, afford us so much wit;

That, as the world serves us, we may serve thee,
And both thy servants be.

George Herbert
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Man's Medley

Hark, how the birds do sing,

and woods do ring.

All creatures have their joy: and man hath his.
Yet if we rightly measure,

Man's joy and pleasure

Rather hereafter, than in present, is.

To this life things of sense

Make their pretense:

In th'other Angels have a right by birth:
Man ties them both alone,

And makes them one,

With th'one hand touching heav'n, with th'other earth.

In soul he mounts and flies,

In flesh he dies.

He wears a stuff whose thread is coarse and round,
But trimm'd with curious lace

And should take place

After the trimming, not the stuff and ground.

Not that he may not here

Taste of the cheer,

But as birds drink, and straight lift up their head,
So must he sip and think

Of better drink

He may attain to, after he is dead.

But as his joys are double,

So is his trouble.

He hath two winters, other things but one:
Both frosts and thoughts do nip,

And bite his lip;

And he of all things fears two deaths alone.

Yet ev'n the greatest griefs

May be reliefs,

Could he but take them right, and in their ways.
Happy is he, whose heart

Hath found the art

To turn his double pains to double praise.

George Herbert
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Mortification

How soon doth man decay!

When clothes are taken from a chest of sweets
To swaddle infants, whose young breath
Scarce knows the way;

Those clouts are little winding-sheets,

Which do consign and send them unto Death.

When boyes go first to bed,

They step into their voluntarie graves;

Sleep binds them fast; onely their breath
Makes them not dead:

Successive nights, like rolling waves,

Convey them quickly who are bound for Death.

When Youth is frank and free,

And calls for musick, while his veins do swell,
All day exchanging mirth and breath

In companie,

That musick summons to the knell

Which shall befriend him at the house of Death.

When man grows staid and wise,

Getting a house and home, where he may move
Within the circle of his breath,

Schooling his eyes,

That dumbe inclosure maketh love

Unto the coffin, that attends his death.

When Age grows low and weak,

Marking his grave, and thawing ev'ry year,

Till all do melt and drown his breath

When he would speak,

A chair or litter shows the biere

Which shall convey him to the house of Death.

Man, ere he is aware,

Hath put together a solemnitie,

And drest his hearse, while he has breath
As yet to spare;

Yet, Lord, instruct us so to die,

That all these dyings may be LIFE in DEATH.

George Herbert
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Peace

Sweet Peace, where dost thou dwell? I humbly crave,
Let me once know.

I sought thee in a secret cave,

And ask'd, if Peace were there,

A hollow wind did seem to answer, No:

Go seek elsewhere.

I did; and going did a rainbow note:
Surely, thought I,

This is the lace of Peace's coat:

I will search out the matter.

But while I looked the clouds immediately
Did break and scatter.

Then went I to a garden and did spy

A gallant flower,

The crown-imperial: Sure, said I,

Peace at the root must dwell.

But when I digged, I saw a worm devour
What showed so well.

At length T met a rev'rend good old man;
Whom when for Peace

I did demand, he thus began:

There was a Prince of old

At Salem dwelt, who lived with good increase
Of flock and fold.

He sweetly lived; yet sweetness did not save
His life from foes.

But after death out of his grave

There sprang twelve stalks of wheat;

Which many wond'ring at, got some of those
To plant and set.

It prospered strangely, and did soon disperse
Through all the earth:

For they that taste it do rehearse

That virtue lies therein;

A secret virtue, bringing peace and mirth

By flight of sin.

Take of this grain, which in my garden grows,
And grows for you;

Make bread of it: and that repose

And peace, which ev'ry where

With so much earnestness you do pursue,

Is only there.

George Herbert
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Prayer

Prayer the Churches banquet, Angels age,

Gods breath in man returning to his birth,

The soul in paraphrase, heart in pilgramage,

The Christian plummet sounding heav'n and earth;
Engine against th'Almightie, sinners towre,
Reversed thunder, Christ-side-piercing spear,

The six-daies world-transposing in an houre,

A kinde of tune, which all things heare and fear;
Softnesse, and peace, and joy, and love, and blisse,
Exalted Manna, gladnesse of the best,

Heaven in ordinarie, man well drest,

The milkie way, the bird of Paradise,

Church-bels beyond the starres heard, the souls bloud,
The land of spices; something understood.

George Herbert
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Prayer (I)

Prayer the Church's banquet, angels' age,

God's breath in man returning to his birth,

The soul in paraphrase, heart in pilgrimage,

The Christian plummet sounding heav'n and earth;

Engine against th'Almighty, sinner's tower,
Reversed thunder, Christ-side-piercing spear,
The six-days' world transposing in an hour,
A kind of tune, which all things hear and fear;

Softness, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliss,
Exalted manna, gladness of the best,

Heaven in ordinary, man well drest,

The Milky Way, the bird of Paradise,

Church-bells beyond the stars heard, the soul's blood,
The land of spices; something understood.

George Herbert
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Providence

O Sacred Providence, who from end to end
Strongly and sweetly movest! shall I write,

And not of thee, through whom my fingers bend
To hold my quill? shall they not do thee right?

Of all the creatures both in sea and land

Onely to Man thou hast made known thy wayes,
And put the penne alone into his hand,

And made him Secretarie of thy praise.

Beasts fain would sing; birds dittie to their notes;
Trees would be tuning on their native lute

To thy renown: but all their hands and throats

Are brought to Man, while they are lame and mute.

Man is the worlds high Priest: he doth present

The sacrifice for all; while they below

Unto the service mutter an assent,

Such as springs use that fall, and windes that blow.

He that to praise and laud thee doth refrain,
Doth not refrain unto himself alone,

But robs a thousand who would praise thee fain,
And doth commit a world of sinne in one.

The beasts say, Eat me: but, if beasts must teach,
The tongue is yours to eat, but mine to praise.
The trees say, Pull me: but the hand you stretch,
Is mine to write, as it is yours to raise.

Wherefore, most sacred Spirit, I here present
For me and all my fellows praise to thee:

And just it is that I should pay the rent,
Because the benefit accrues to me.

We all acknowledge both thy power and love

To be exact, transcendent, and divine;

Who dost so strongly and so sweetly move,

While all things have their will, yet none but thine.

For either thy command, or thy permission
Lay hands on all: they are thy right and left.
The first puts on with speed and expedition;
The other curbs sinnes stealing pace and theft.

Nothing escapes them both; all must appeare,
And be dispos'd, and dress'd, and tun'd by thee,
Who sweetly temper'st all. If we could heare
Thy skill and art, what musick would it be!

Thou art in small things great, not small in any:
Thy even praise can neither rise, nor fall.
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Thou art in all things one, in each thing many:
For thou art infinite in one and all.

Tempests are calm to thee; they know thy hand,

And hold it fast, as children do their fathers,

Which crie and follow. Thou hast made poore sand
Check the proud sea, ev'n when it swells and gathers.

Thy cupboard serves the world: the meat is set,
Where all may reach: no beast but knows his feed.
Birds teach us hawking; fishes have their net:

The great prey on the lesse, they on some weed.

Nothing ingendred doth prevent his meat:

Flies have their table spread, ere they appeare.
Some creatures have in winter what to eat;
Others do sleep, and envie not their cheer.

How finely dost thou times and seasons spin.
And make a twist checker'd with night and day!
Which as it lengthens windes, and windes us in,
As bouls go on, but turning all the way.

Each creature hath a wisdome for his good.
The pigeons feed their tender off-spring, crying,
When they are callow; but withdraw their food

When they are fledge, that need may teach them flying.

Bees work for man; and yet they never bruise
Their masters flower, but leave it, having done,
As fair as ever, and as fit to use;

So both the flower doth stay, and hony run.

Sheep eat the grasse, and dung the ground for more:
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for soil:

Springs vent their streams, and by expense get store:
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil.

Who hath the vertue to expresse the rare

And curious vertues both of herbs and stones?
Is there a herb for that? O that thy care
Would show a root, that gives expressions!

And if an herb hath power, what have the starres?

A rose, besides his beautie, is a cure.

Doubtlesse our plagues and plentie, peace and warres
Are there much surer then our art is sure.

Thou hast hid metals: man may take them thence;
But at his peril: when he digs the place,

He makes a grave; as if the thing had sense,

And threatned man, that he should fill the space.
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Ev'n poysons praise thee. Should a thing be lost?

Should creatures want for want of heed their due?
Since where are poysons, antidots are most:

The help stands close, and keeps the fear in view.

The sea, which seems to stop the traveller,

Is by a ship the speedier passage made.

The windes, who think they rule the mariner,
Are rul'd by him, and taught to serve his trade.

And as thy house is full, so I adore

Thy curious art in marshalling thy goods.

The hills and health abound; the vales with store;
The South with marble; North with furres & woods.

Hard things are glorious; easie things good cheap.
The common all men have; that which is rare,
Men therefore seek to have, and care to keep.
The healthy frosts with summer-fruits compare.

Light without winde is glasse: warm without weight
Is wooll and furres: cool without closenesse, shade:
Speed without pains, a horse: tall without height,
A servile hawk: low without losse, a spade.

All countreys have enough to serve their need:

If they seek fine things, thou dost make them run
For their offence; and then dost turn their speed
To be commerce and trade from sunne to sunne.

Nothing wears clothes, but Man; nothing doth need
But he to wear them. Nothing useth fire,

But Man alone, to show his heav'nly breed:

And onely he hath fuell in desire.

When th'earth was dry, thou mad'st a sea of wet:
When that lay gather'd, thou didst broach the mountains:
When yet some places could no moisture get,

The windes grew gard'ners, and the clouds good fountains.

Rain, do not hurt my flowers; but gently spend
Your hony drops: presse not to smell them here:
When they are ripe, their odour will ascend,

And at your lodging with their thanks appeare.

How harsh are thorns to pears! and yet they make
A better hedge, and need lesse reparation.

How smooth are silks compared with a stake,

Or with a stone! yet make no good foundation.

Sometimes thou dost divide thy gifts to man,
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Sometimes unite. The Indian nut alone
Is clothing, meat and trencher, drink and kan,
Boat, cable, sail and needle, all in one.

Most herbs that grow in brooks, are hot and dry.
Cold fruits warm kernells help against the winde.
The lemmons juice and rinde cure mutually.

The whey of milk doth loose, the milk doth binde.

Thy creatures leap not, but expresse a feast,
Where all the guests sit close, and nothing wants.
Frogs marry fish and flesh; bats, bird and beast;

Sponges, non-sense and sense; mines, th'earth & plants.

To show thou art not bound, as if thy lot

Were worse then ours; sometimes thou shiftest hands.
Most things move th'under-jaw; the Crocodile not.
Most things sleep lying; th’ Elephant leans or stands.

But who hath praise enough? nay who hath any?

None can expresse thy works, but he that knows them:
And none can know thy works, which are so many,
And so complete, but onely he that owes them.

All things that are, though they have sev'rall wayes,
Yet in their being joyn with one advise

To honour thee: and so I give thee praise

In all my other hymnes, but in this twice.

Each thing that is, although in use and name
It go for one, hath many wayes in store

To honour thee; and so each hymne thy fame
Extolleth many wayes, yet this one more.

George Herbert
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Redemption

Having been tenant long to a rich lord,

Not thriving, I resolved to be bold,

And make a suit unto him, to afford

A new small-rented lease, and cancel the old.
In heaven at his manor I him sought;

They told me there that he was lately gone
About some land, which he had dearly bought
Long since on earth, to take possession.

I straight returned, and knowing his great birth,
Sought him accordingly in great resorts;

In cities, theaters, gardens, parks, and courts;
At length I heard a ragged noise and mirth

Of thieves and murderers; there I him espied,

Who straight, Your suit is granted, said, and died.

George Herbert
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Sin

Lord, with what care hast Thou begirt us round!
Parents first season us; then schoolmasters
Deliver us to laws;&mdash;they send us bound
To rules of reason, holy messengers,

Pulpits and Sundays, sorrow dogging sin,
Afflictions sorted, anguish of all sizes,

Fine nets and stratagems to catch us in,

Bibles laid open, millions of surprises,
Blessings beforehand, ties of gratefulness,

The sound of glory ringing in our ears;
Without, our shame; within, our consciences;
Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears:

Yet all these fences and their whole array

One cunning bosom-sin blows quite away.

George Herbert
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Sin (I)

Lord, with what care hast Thou begirt us round!
Parents first season us; then schoolmasters
Deliver us to laws; -they send us bound

To rules of reason, holy messengers,

Pulpits and Sundays, sorrow dogging sin,
Afflictions sorted, anguish of all sizes,

Fine nets and stratagems to catch us in,
Bibles laid open, millions of surprises,
Blessings beforehand, ties of gratefulness,
The sound of glory ringing in our ears;
Without, our shame; within, our consciences;
Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears:
Yet all these fences and their whole array
One cunning bosom-sin blows quite away.

George Herbert
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Sin's Round

Sorry I am, my God, sorry I am,

That my offences course it in a ring.

My thoughts are working like a busy flame,

Until their cockatrice they hatch and bring:

And when they once have perfected their draughts,
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts.

My words take fire fro m my inflamed thoughts,

Which spit it forth like the Sicilian hill.

They vent their wares, and pass them with their faults,
And by their breathing ventilate the ill.

But words suffice not, where are lewd intentions:

My hands do join to finish the inventions.

My hands do join to finish the inventions:
And so my sins ascend three stories high,

As Babel grew, before there were dissentions.
Let ill deeds loiter not: for they supply

New thoughts of sinning:

wherefore, to my shame,

Sorry I am, my God, sorry I am.

George Herbert
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Sonnet (I)

My God, where is that ancient heat towards thee,
Wherewith whole showls of Martyrs once did burn,
Besides their other flames? Doth Poetry

Wear Venus livery? only serve her turn?

Why are not Sonnets made of thee? and layes
Upon thine Altar burnt? Cannot thy love
Heighten a spirit to sound out thy praise

As well as any she? Cannot thy Dove

Out-strip their Cupid easily in flight?

Or, since thy wayes are deep, and still the fame,
Will not a verse run smooth that bears thy name!

Why doth that fire, which by thy power and might
Each breast does feel, no braver fuel choose
Than that, which one day, Worms, may chance refuse?

George Herbert
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Sonnet (II)

)

Sure Lord, there is enough in thee to dry
Oceans of Ink ; for, as the Deluge did
Cover the Earth, so doth thy Majesty :

Each Cloud distills thy praise, and doth forbid

Poets to turn it to another use.

Roses and Lillies speak thee ; and to make
A pair of Cheeks of them, is thy abuse.

Why should I Womens eyes for Chrystal take?

Such poor invention burns in their low mind,
Whose fire is wild, and doth not upward go

To praise, and on thee Lord, some Ink bestow.

Open the bones, and you shall nothing find
In the best face but filth, when Lord, in thee
The beauty lies, in the discovery

George Herbert
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Sunday

O day most calm, most bright

The fruit of this, the next world's bud,
Th'endorsement of supreme delight,
Writ by a friend, and with his blood;
The couch of time; care's balm and bay:
The week were dark, but for thy light:
Thy torch doth show the way.

The other days and thou

Make up one man; whose face thou art,
Knocking at heaven with thy brow:

The worky-days are the back-part;

The burden of the week lies there,
Making the whole to stoop and bow,

Till thy release appear.

Man had straight forward gone

To endless death: but thou dost pull
And turn us round to look on one,
Whom, if we were not very dull,

We could not choose to look on still;
Since there is no place so alone,
The which he doth not fill.

Sundays the pillars are,

On which heav'n's palace arched lies:
The other days fill up the spare

And hollow room with vanities.

They are the fruitful beds and borders
In God's rich garden: that is bare,
Which parts their ranks and orders.

The Sundays of man's life,

Threaded together on time's string,
Make bracelets to adorn the wife

Of the eternal glorious King.

On Sunday heaven's gate stands ope;
Blessings are plentiful and rife,

More plentiful than hope.

This day my Saviour rose,

And did enclose this light for his:

That, as each beast his manger knows,
Man might not of his fodder miss.
Christ hath took in this piece of ground,
And made a garden there for those
Who want herbs for their wound.

The rest of our Creation

Our great Redeemer did remove

With the same shake, which at his passion
Did th'earth and all things with it move.
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As Samson bore the doors away,
Christ's hands, though nail'd, wrought our salvation,
And did unhinge that day.

The brightness of that day

We sullied by our foul offence:
Wherefore that robe we cast away,
Having a new at his expense,

Whose drops of bloud paid the full price,
That was requir'd to make us gay,

And fit for Paradise.

Thou art a day of mirth:

And where the weekdays trail on ground,
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth.

O let me take thee at the bound,

Leaping with thee from sev'n to sev'n,
Till that we both, being toss'd from earth,
Fly hand in hand to heav'n!

George Herbert
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The Affliction (I)

When first thou didst entice to thee my heart,
I thought the service brave;

So many joys I writ down for my part,
Besides what I might have

Out of my stock of natural delights,

Augmented with thy gracious benefits.

I looked on thy furniture so fine,
And made it fine to me;
Thy glorious household-stuff did me entwine,
And 'tice me unto thee.
Such stars I counted mine: both heav'n and earth;
Paid me my wages in a world of mirth.

What pleasures could I want, whose King I serv'd,
Where joys my fellows were?
Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reserv'd
No place for grief or fear.
Therefore my sudden soul caught at the place,
And made her youth and fierceness seek thy face.

At first thou gav'st me milk and sweetnesses;
I had my wish and way;
My days were straw'd with flow'rs and happiness;
There was no month but May.
But with my years sorrow did twist and grow,
And made a party unawares for woe.

My flesh began unto my soul in pain,
"Sicknesses cleave my bones;
Consuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein,
And tune my breath to groans."
Sorrow was all my soul; I scarce believ'd,
Till grief did tell me roundly, that I liv'd.

When I got health, thou took'st away my life,
And more, for my friends die;

My mirth and edge was lost, a blunted knife
Was of more use than I.

Thus thin and lean without a fence or friend,

I was blown through with ev'ry storm and wind.

Whereas my birth and spirit rather took
The way that takes the town;

Thou didst betray me to a ling'ring book,
And wrap me in a gown.

I was entangled in the world of strife,

Before I had the power to change my life.

Yet, for I threaten'd oft the siege to raise,
Not simp'ring all mine age,
Thou often didst with academic praise
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Melt and dissolve my rage.
I took thy sweet'ned pill, till I came where
I could not go away, nor persevere.

Yet lest perchance I should too happy be
In my unhappiness,
Turning my purge to food, thou throwest me
Into more sicknesses.
Thus doth thy power cross-bias me, not making
Thine own gift good, yet me from my ways taking.

Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me
None of my books will show;
I read, and sigh, and wish I were a tree,
For sure then I should grow
To fruit or shade: at least some bird would trust
Her household to me, and I should be just.

Yet, though thou troublest me, I must be meek;
In weakness must be stout;

Well, I will change the service, and go seek
Some other master out.

Ah my dear God! though I am clean forgot,

Let me not love thee, if I love thee not.

George Herbert
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The Altar

A broken ALTAR, Lord, thy servant rears,
Made of a heart and cemented with tears;
Whose parts are as thy hand did frame;

No workman's tool hath touch'd the same.

A HEART alone
Is such a stone,
As nothing but
Thy pow'r doth cut.
Wherefore each part
Of my hard heart
Meets in this frame
To praise thy name.
That if I chance to hold my peace,

These stones to praise thee may not cease.

Oh, let thy blessed SACRIFICE be mine,
And sanctify this ALTAR to be thine.

George Herbert
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The British Church

I joy, dear mother, when I view

Thy perfect lineaments, and hue
Both sweet and bright.

Beauty in thee takes up her place,

And dates her letters from thy face,
When she doth write.

A fine aspect in fit array,
Neither too mean nor yet too gay,
Shows who is best.
Outlandish looks may not compare,
For all they either painted are,
Or else undress'd.

She on the hills which wantonly
Allureth all, in hope to be

By her preferr'd,
Hath kiss'd so long her painted shrines,
That ev'n her face by kissing shines,

For her reward.

She in the valley is so shy
Of dressing, that her hair doth lie
About her ears;
While she avoids her neighbour's pride,
She wholly goes on th' other side,
And nothing wears.

But, dearest mother, what those miss,
The mean, thy praise and glory is
And long may be.
Blessed be God, whose love it was
To double-moat thee with his grace,
And none but thee.

George Herbert
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The Collar

I struck the board, and cried, "No more!

I will abroad.

What! shall I ever sigh and pine?

My lines and life are free; free as the road,
Loose as the wind, as large as store.

Shall I be still in suit?

Have I no harvest but a thorn

To let me blood, and not restore

What I have lost with cordial fruit?

Sure there was wine

Before my sighs did dry it; there was corn
Before my tears did drown it.

Is the year only lost to me?

Have I no bays to crown it?

No flowers, no garlands gay? all blasted?
All wasted?

Not so, my heart; but there is fruit,

And thou hast hands.

Recover all thy sigh-blown age

On double pleasures; leave thy cold dispute
Of what is fit and not; forsake thy cage,
Thy rope of sands,

Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee
Good cable, to enforce and draw,

And be thy law,

While thou didst wink and wouldst not see.
Away! take heed;

I will abroad.

Call in thy death's-head there; tie up thy fears;
He that forbears

To suit and serve his need

Deserves his load."

But as I rav'd, and grew more fierce and wild
At every word,

Me thoughts I heard one calling, "Child";
And I replied, "My Lord."

George Herbert
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The Dawning

Awake, sad heart, whom sorrow ever drowns ;
Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth ;
Unfold thy forehead, gathered into frowns ;
Thy Saviour comes, and with Him mirth :
Awake, awake,

And with a thankful heart His comforts take.
But thou dost still lament, and pine, and cry,
And feel His death, but not His victory.

Arise, sad heart ; if thou dost not withstand,

Christ's resurrection thine may be ;

Do not by hanging down break from the hand

Which, as it riseth, raiseth thee :

Arise, Arise;

And with His burial linen drie thine eyes.

Christ left His grave-clothes, that we might, when grief
Draws tears or blood, not want a handkerchief.

George Herbert
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The Elixir

Teach me, my God and King,

In all things Thee to see,
And what I do in anything

To do it as for Thee.

Not rudely, as a beast,
To run into an action;

But still to make Thee prepossest,
And give it his perfection.

A man that looks on glass,
On it may stay his eye;

Or it he pleaseth, through it pass,
And then the heav'n espy.

All may of Thee partake:
Nothing can be so mean,

Which with his tincture--"for Thy sake"--
Will not grow bright and clean.

A servant with this clause
Makes drudgery divine:

Who sweeps a room as for Thy laws,
Makes that and th' action fine.

This is the famous stone
That turneth all to gold;

For that which God doth touch and own
Cannot for less be told.

George Herbert
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The Flower

How fresh, O Lord, how sweet and clean

Are thy returns! ev'n as the flowers in spring;
To which, besides their own demean,

The late-past frosts tributes of pleasures bring.
Grief melts away

Like snow in May,

As if there were no such cold thing.

Who would have thought my shrivl'd heart

Could have recover'd greenness? It was gone
Quite under ground; as flowers depart

To see their mother-root, when they have blown;
Where they together

All the hard weather

Dead to the world, keep house unknown.

These are thy wonders, Lord of power,
Killing and quickning, bringing down to hell
And up to heaven in an hour;

Making a chiming of a passing-bell.

We say amiss,

This or that is:

Thy word is all, if we could spell.

O that I once past changing were,

Fast in thy Paradise, where no flower can wither!
Many a spring I shoot up fair,

Off'ring at heav'n, growing and groaning thither:
Nor doth my flower

Want a spring-shower,

My sins and I joining together:

But while I grow in a straight line,

Still upwards bent, as if heav'n were mine own,
Thy anger comes, and I decline:

What frost to that? what pole is not the zone,
Where all things burn,

When thou dost turn,

And the least frown of thine is shown?

And now in age I bud again,

After so many deaths I live and write;
I once more smell the dew and rain,
And relish versing: O my only light,
It cannot be

That I am her

On whom thy tempests fell all night.

These are thy wonders, Lord of love,

To make us see we are but flowers that glide:
Which when we once can find and prove,
Thou hast a garden for us, where to bide.
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Who would be more,
Swelling through store,
Forfeit their Paradise by their pride.

George Herbert
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The Forerunners

The harbingers are come. See, see their mark;
White is their colour, and behold my head.

But must they have my brain? must they dispark
Those sparkling notions, which therein were bred?
Must dulnesse turn me to a clod?

Yet have they left me, Thou art still my God.

Good men ye be, to leave me my best room,
Ev'n all my heart, and what is lodged there:
I passe not, I, what of the rest become,

So Thou art still my God, be out of fear.

He will be pleased with that dittie;

And if I please him, I write fine and wittie.

Farewell sweet phrases, lovely metaphors.
But will ye leave me thus? when ye before
Of stews and brothels onely knew the doores,
Then did I wash you with my tears, and more,
Brought you to Church well drest and clad;
My God must have my best, ev'n all I had.

Louely enchanting language, sugar-cane,

Hony of roses, whither wilt thou flie?

Hath some fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane?
And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a stie?
Fie, thou wilt soil thy broider'd coat,

And hurt thy self, and him that sings the note.

Let foolish lovers, if they will love dung,

With canvas, not with arras clothe their shame:
Let follie speak in her own native tongue.

True beautie dwells on high: ours is a flame

But borrow'd thence to light us thither.

Beautie and beauteous words should go together.

Yet if you go, I passe not; take your way:
For, Thou art still my God, is all that ye
Perhaps with more embellishment can say,
Go birds of spring: let winter have his fee,
Let a bleak palenesse chalk the doore,

So all within be livelier then before.

George Herbert
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The Holdfast

I threatened to observe the strict decree

Of my deare God with all my power and might:

But I was told by one, "It could not be;
Yet I might trust in God to be my light.'

“Then will I trust,' said I, "in Him alone.'
“Nay, ev'n to trust in Him, was also His:
We must confesse that nothing is our own.'
"Then I confesse that He my succour is.'

"But to have nought is ours, not to confesse
That we have nought.' I stood amaz'd at this,
Much troubled, till I heard a friend expresse
That all things were more ours by being His:

What Adam had, and forfeited for all,
Christ keepeth now, Who cannot fail or fall.

George Herbert
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The Pearl

The Kingdom of heaven is like unto a merchant man,
seeking goodly pearls; who, when he had found one,
sold all that he had and bought it.&mdash;Matthew 13.45

I know the ways of Learning; both the head

And pipes that feed the press, and make it run;
What reason hath from nature borrowed,

Or of itself, like a good huswife, spun

In laws and policy; what the stars conspire,
What willing nature speaks, what forced by fire;
Both th' old discoveries, and the new-found seas,
The stock and surplus, cause and history:

All these stand open, or I have the keys:

Yet I love thee.

I know the ways of Honour, what maintains
The quick returns of courtesy and wit:

In vies of favours whether party gains,

When glory swells the heart, and moldeth it
To all expressions both of hand and eye,
Which on the world a true-love-knot may tie,
And bear the bundle, wheresoe'er it goes:
How many drams of spirit there must be

To sell my life unto my friends or foes:

Yet I love thee.

I know the ways of Pleasure, the sweet strains,
The lullings and the relishes of it;

The propositions of hot blood and brains;

What mirth and music mean; what love and wit
Have done these twenty hundred years, and more:
I know the projects of unbridled store:

My stuff is flesh, not brass; my senses live,

And grumble oft, that they have more in me

Than he that curbs them, being but one to five:
Yet I love thee.

I know all these, and have them in my hand:
Therefore not sealed, but with open eyes

I fly to thee, and fully understand

Both the main sale, and the commodities;

And at what rate and price I have thy love;

With all the circumstances that may move:

Yet through these labyrinths, not my grovelling wit,
But thy silk twist let down from heav'n to me,

Did both conduct and teach me, how by it

To climb to thee.

George Herbert
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The Pulley

When God at first made man,

Having a glass of blesings standing by;
Let us (said he) pour on him all we can:
Let the world's riches, which dispersed lie,
Contract into a span.

So strength first made a way;

The beauty flow'd, then wisdom, honour, pleasure:

When almost all was out, God made a stay,
Perceiving that alone of all his treasure
Rest in the bottom lay.

For if I should (said he)

Bestow this jewel also on my creature,

He would adore my gifts instead of me,
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature:
So both should losers be.

Yet let him keep the rest,

But keep them with repining restlessness:
Let him be rich and weary, that at least,
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness
May toss him to my breast.

George Herbert
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The Quip

The merry World did on a day
With his train-bands and mates agree
To meet together where I lay,
And all in sport to jeer at me.

First Beauty crept into a rose,

Which when I pluck'd not, "Sir," said she,
"Tell me, I pray, whose hands are those?"
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me.

Then Money came, and chinking still,
"What tune is this, poor man?" said he;
"I heard in music you had skill:"

But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me.

Then came brave Glory puffing by
In silks that whistled, who but he?
He scarce allow'd me half an eye:
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me.

Then came quick Wit and Conversation,
And he would needs a comfort be,

And, to be short, make an oration:

But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me.

Yet when the hour of Thy design

To answer these fine things shall come,
Speak not at large, say, I am Thine;
And then they have their answer home.

George Herbert
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The Storm

If as the winds and waters here below

Do fly and flow,

My sighs and tears as busy were above;
Sure they would move

And much affect thee, as tempestuous times
Amaze poor mortals, and object their crimes.

Stars have their storms, ev'n in a high degree,
As well as we.

A throbbing conscience spurred by remorse

Hath a strange force:

It quits the earth, and mounting more and more,
Dares to assault, and besiege thy door.

There it stands knocking, to thy musick's wrong,

And drowns the song.

Glory and honour are set by till it

An answer get.

Poets have wrong'd poor storms: such days are best;
They purge the air without, within the breast.

George Herbert

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

59



http://www.PoemHunter.com

The Temper

How should I praise thee, Lord! how should my rhymes
Gladly engrave thy love in steel,

If what my soul doth feel sometimes

My soul might ever feel!

Although there were some forty heav'ns, or more,
Sometimes I peer above them all;

Sometimes I hardly reach a score,

Sometimes to hell I fall.

O rack me not to such a vast extent;
Those distances belong to thee:

The world's too little for thy tent,

A grave too big for me.

Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou dost stretch
A crum of dust from heav'n to hell?

Will great God measure with a wretch?

Shall he thy stature spell?

O let me, when thy roof my soul hath hid,
O let me roost and nestle there:

Then of a sinner thou art rid,

And I of hope and fear.

Yet take thy way; for sure thy way is best:
Stretch or contract me, thy poor debtor:
This is but tuning of my breast,

To make the music better.

Whether I fly with angels, fall with dust,
Thy hands made both, and I am there:
Thy power and love, my love and trust
Make one place ev'ry where.

George Herbert
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The Windows

Lord, how can man preach thy eternall word?
He is a brittle crazie glasse:

Yet in thy temple thou dost him afford

This glorious and transcendent place,

To be a window, through thy grace.

But when thou dost anneal in glasse thy storie,
Making thy life to shine within

The holy Preachers ; then the light and glorie
More rev'rend grows, & more doth win:

Which else shows watrish, bleak, & thin.

Doctrine and life, colours and light, in one
When they combine and mingle, bring

A strong regard and aw : but speech alone
Doth vanish like a flaring thing,

And in the eare, not conscience ring.

George Herbert
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The World

Love built a stately house, where Fortune came,
And spinning fancies, she was heard to say
That her fine cobwebs did support the frame,
Whereas they were supported by the same;

But Wisdom quickly swept them all away.

The Pleasure came, who, liking not the fashion,
Began to make balconies, terraces,

Till she had weakened all by alteration;

But reverend laws, and many a proclomation
Reform&eacute;d all at length with menaces.

Then entered Sin, and with that sycamore

Whose leaves first sheltered man from drought and dew,
Working and winding slily evermore,

The inward walls and summers cleft and tore;

But Grace shored these, and cut that as it grew.

Then Sin combined with death in a firm band,

To raze the building to the very floor;

Which they effected,--none could them withstand;
But Love and Grace took Glory by the hand,

And built a braver palace than before.

George Herbert
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Vanity (I)

The fleet astronomer can bore

And thread the spheres with his quick-piercing mind:
He views theirs stations, walks from door to door,
Surveys, as if he had designed

To make a purchase there: he sees their dances,
And knoweth long before,

Both their full-eyed aspects, and secret glances.

The nimble diver with his side

Cuts through the working waves, that he may fetch
His dearly-earned pearl, which God did hide

On purpose from the ventrous wretch;

That he might save his life, and also hers,

Who with excessive pride

Her own destruction and his danger wears.

The subtle chymick can devest

And strip the creature naked, till he find
The callow principles within their nest:
There he imparts to them his mind,
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before
They appear trim and drest

To ordinary suitors at the door.

What hath not man sought out and found,

But his dear God? who yet his glorious law
Embosoms in us, mellowing the ground

With showers and frosts, with love and awe,

So that we need not say, Where's this command?
Poor man, thou searchest round

To find out death, but missest life at hand.

George Herbert
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Virtue

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright
The bridal of the earth and sky:

The dew shall weep thy fall tonight,
For thou must die.

Sweet rose, whose hue, angry and brave,
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eyes:

Thy root is ever in its grave,

And thou must die.

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,
A box where sweets compacted lie:

My music shows ye have your closes,

And all must die.

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

LIke seasoned timber, never gives;

But though the whole world turn to coal.
Then chiefly lives.

George Herbert
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