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To the Right Honorable,

The two moft Excellent Sifters,

ALICE Counteffe of C A KB E RT,

And

MARY Lady HERBERT of Ckerbmy and

Cajlle-Ijland,

Daughters to the Right Honorable , John Earle ofBridgetvater,

Lord Prefident ofWALE S, &c.

Need not tell Tour Ladifliips, that fince my At-

tendance on His late MAJESTY (my moft

Gracious Majier) lhave negleSledthe exercise

of my Frofefiton. Tet , to debarr Idleneffe

(which^without vanity i mayfayy I was never

pafiionatly in love with) I have made fame

Compofitions, which now I refolve topubUfh

to the World. What Grounds and Motives

lead me to phis Publication , 1 conceive not fo

proper foryour Ladijhips notice
,
having else-

where told it to the Reader. But no foovti *

thought ofmahjng theft Public^ than of infcribing them to Tour Ladifliips,

wofi of them being Composed when I was employed by Tour ever Honour d Pa-

rents to attend Tour Ladi&ipp s Education in Mufick j who (as in other Accont-

plifhments fit for Perfons of Tour Quality) excetfd mofi Ladies
, eftecially in

Vocall Mufick^ wherinTouwere fo abfolhte , that Tou gave Life and Honour

to all I fet and taught Teu ; and that with more Vnderjlanding than a new Ge-

neration pretending to Shjl (I darefay) are Capable of. J could therefore do no-

thing more becomming my Gratitude than a Dedication of Thefe (fo much Tour

own) to both Tour Ladifliips j and to manifeji thai Honour I bear to the Memory

ofTour deceafed Farentsywh&fe Favors it is impoffiblefbould ever beforgotten by

Your Ladifliips moft humbly devoted

Setvant,

HESRT LA WES
a *
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To all Llnderftanders or Lovers of

M II S I C K.

PSfSZnSaSaSaooq^IT U eape tofay I have ken much importun'd, by Perfons of ®u.ility , to

Publifh my Compofitions : But though I couldplead it (and without

Vain Pretenfions)yet now I fballwaveit. Nor was I drawn to it by any

little thoughts of private Gain
;

though men ofmy Regions (as the

World now goes) are jujlly prefum 'd not to overflow ; and perhaps the

matter will not reach that value, let the Stationer look to that,who him-

felfe hath undergone the charge and Trouble of the whole Imprejfton
;

whoyet (by his favour) hath lately made told toprint , in one Book, above

twenty ofmy Songs, whereofI hadno knowledge till his Book was in the

Prejje ; and it feems he found thofe fo acceptable that he is ready for

more, "therefore now the Slueflion ts not, nhetheror no my Compofi-
tions fhall be Publick, but whether they foall come forth from me , or from fome other hand ; and
which ofthe two is likelieft to afford the true correB C°p*es 3 1 leave others to judge. In this Book J

reprint none that were publifh'd in the former , or ever in print before. I could tell ye alfo , I

have often found many of mine that have walkt abroadin other mens names ; how they came to lofe

their Relations and be Anabaptiz'd, I think not worth examining. Only I foall fay, that fome who

f§ adopted and owned my Songs hadgreater kindneffe for the Children than for the Father : elfe

furt they bad not beftow d fome other late Ayres ( which themfelves could not own ) upon Forrainers

and Strangers,Jbecaufe I compos'd them to Italian andSpanifh words. I fbould thinkfuch an Inju-

ry an unfeafenable piece of Jnjuflice,Jince now we live infofullen an tAge,that our Profeffonit Jelfe

hath loft its Incouragement. But wife men have obfervd our Generation fo giddy, that whatfoever

is Native (be it neverfo excellent) mufl lofe its ta(ie, beeaufe themfelves haze loft theirs. Fey my
part, J profejfe (and (uch as know me can bear me witneffe) I defire to render every man his due

%

whether Strangers or N tives. I acknowledge the Ita 1 ians the greatefi Afaflers of Mufick , but yet

not all. And(without depreffmgthe Honour ofother Countries) I may fay our own Nation hath tad

and yet hath as able Mufitians as any in Europe ; and many now living (whofe names I forbear)

are excellent both for theVoyce and Inflruments. But as in CMuftck the Unifon and Diapafori

are thefweetefl of all Chords, yet a Second and a Seventh, which ftand next to them , are more

Difcordant from them than any other Notes [in all the Scale: So to Muficians , a man's

next Neighbour is the fartbefl from htm , and none give fo harfb a Report of the Englilh

as the Englifh themfelves, we fhould not thiMufick any granger to this ifland , fince our

Anceflors tell tn that the Britains had Mficians before they had Books ; and the Romans
that invaded us ( who were not too forward to magnifie other Nations ) confejje what power

the Druids and Bards had over the Peoples affeftions by recording in Songs the Deeds of Heroick

Spirits, their very Laws dWReligion being fung in Tunes, andfo(wtthout Letters) tranfmitted

to Poflertty ; wherein it feems they were fo dexterous, that thetr Neighbours out ofGaul came hither

to learn it. How their Succeffors held it up I know not : But King Henry the Eight didmuch ad-

Vance it, efpecially in theformer part of his Reign . when his minde was more intent upon Arts and

Sciences,at which time he invited all thegreatefi Maflers out of Italy andother Countries,and Htm-

felfgaVe example by Corapofing with his own hand two inttre Services, which were oftenfung in

his chappell , as the Lord Herbc rt ofChcrbury ( it ho writ his Life) hath left upon Record, Since

whofe time it profptt 'd much in the Reign of Jgueen Elizabeth, King James , and His late N^aje-

dy.f confejse the Italian Language may have fome advantage by being betterfmcoth'd aWvowcll'd

for Mufick , which I found by many Songs which I fet Italian words ; and our Englifhfeems a

little



little over-cloggd with Confonants^W that's much the Compofer's faultj
whoby judiciousfettin^

and riq\n tuning the words may make it fmooth enough. And fince our palates are fo much after

Novelties, I defir'd to try the Greek,having never feen any thing Set in that Language by our own

Muficians or Strangers-, and (by Compofing/o/Hf o/Anacreon's Odes) I found the Greek Tongue

full as good as any for Mufick , and in fome particulars fleeter than the La cine,

or thofe CModerne ones that defended from Latine. / never lov'd to Set or fing words

which I do not underhand; and where 1 cannot , / defir'd help of others who were able to

interpret. But this present Generation is fo fated with what's Native, that nothing takes their eare

but what's fung in a Language which (commonly) they underhand as little as they do the Utfufick.

tAnd to make them a little fenjible of this ridtculom humour, I took a Table or Index ofold Italian

Songs (for one, two, and three VoyCes) and thirlndex (which read together made a Jlrange med-

ley of Non-fence) Ijet to a varyed Ayre, andgave out that it came front Italy, whereby it hath paf-

fed for a rare Italian Song. This very Song I have now here printed. And if this Firfi Book fball

findacceptance, I intendyearly to publifh the like
; for I conjefs I have afufficient Stock lying by me

{and fball compofe more) having had the Honour to Set the Verfes of the mofl arid chiefeft Poets of
our Times. Ai for thofe Copies of Verfes in this Book , I have rendred their Names who made
them,from whofe hands I receivedthem. Thefe Reafons(with fome other not here mentioned) drew

me forth to this Publication 3 which ifreceiv'dwith the fame heart that J offer it 3 will be further

Encouragementfor

HT .

h



TqMt.HS J^TiY LAW ES> who had then new-
ly fee a Song ofmine in the Year, 1655.

Erfe makes HeroickVertue live,

Butyou can life to ferf>s give :

As when in open aire we blow

The breath(though (train dfoundsflat and hw^

But if a Trumpet take the blaft,

It lifts it high, andmakes it loft ;

So inyour Ayres our Numbers dre/l

Make ajbnll folly from the Brefi

Of Nymphs, whofmging what we pen'd,

Our Pajfions to tnemfelves commend,

while Love Victorious with thy Art

Caverns at once their Voyce and Heart,

You by the help ofTune and Time
Can make that Song which was but Rimel

•N O Y pleading, no man doubts the Caufef
Or queftions Verfesfet by LAW E S.

Tor as a window thick withpaint

Lets in a light but dim andfaint,
So others with Divifion hide

The Light of Scnfe, the 'Poets Pride,

tutyou ahne ma) truly boaft

That not a fyllable is h(i j

The Writer's and the Setter's skill

'At once the ravifh't Eare do fill.

Let thofe which only warble long,

Andgargle in their throats a Song,

Content wemfelves with Ut, re, mi,

Lctnords andfenfe befet by Thct,

ED. WALLER, %fquire.



To his Honourd F. Mr. BS^KI L AWES,
on his sJyres and Dialogues.

Hofe happy few who apprehend thyflight,

Ever above the cloud,yet ftill in fight,

Cannot by all their Numbers and Addrtfje

Swell or advance thypraifes , but confrjje.

For thou artfix'd beyondthe Power of Fate,

Since nothing that is Mortal can Create.

And is it pofsible that thou jbtuld'ft dye

who canft beftowfuch Immortality$

I have notfought the Rules by whichyee try

when a Chord's broke, or folds in Harmony
5

But I amfure Thou hafi a Soul within

As ifcreatedfor a Cherubin ;

Brim full ofCandour and wife Innocence,

And is not Mufick a Refultance thence I

Far fure the blunt-bill'd Swan's firft fame to fing

Sprung from the motion of her fpotlefs wing.

Butfole Integrity winns not the Caufe,

For then each honeft man would be a LAW E S:

Thou haft deep Iudgement, Phanfie, and hiqh Sence9

Old and newWit,fteady Experience ;

A Soul unbrib'd by any thing but Fame,

Cubing to get nought but a goodgreat Name.

Hence all thybytesflow pure and unconfin'd,

Blown by no Mercenary Lapland wind,

Noftoln or plundered phanftes, but born free,

Andfo tranfmitted to Pofteritie,

Which never fhall their well-grown Honor blaft,

Since they have Thy, that's the be
ft, Iudgement pafta

Tet Some, whoforc'd t'admire Thee, muft repine

That all Theirs are out-done by thy Each Line 5

The Sencefo humour d, and thofe Humours hit,

Will call them aBs ofFortune, not of Wit 5

Hoping their want of Skill may be thy Brand
'Caufe they have not the Luck to Under

ftand 5

Cry up the Words to cry Thee down, andfweare
Thou fett'ft more Sence then they can meet elfewhere^

Concluding coiAdthemfelvesfuch Verfes fkow
They could producefuch Compofitions too.

But is't thyfault if thegreat witts whole guirt
Before allOthersftillprefer Thy Lyre I
They tafted All, and Thine among the reft,

But then return d to Thee, *caufe Beft was Beft.
Bid fuch attach Thy oldAnacreon's Greek,

where theleaft Accent will coft Them a week,
Six Months a Verfe, and that Verfe tun'dandfcannrd
(Though ftort) twelve Tears, an Age to Underftand :

44 thy Lute, like th'laft Trump,hath rais'dHis Head,
who, ere the Grcecian Empire born, was dead.

Then let all Poetts bring all Verfe, which They
May on thy Desk as on an Altar lay,

i-riere kindled ly that Touch thy Hand hathgiven,
'Twill climb (whence Mufick firft came down) to Heaven.

FRANCIS FINCH, Efquire.
b 2
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To the much honour'd Mr. HE.?^? L AVVSS3

on his Book of zAjres.

Hat Princes dye not, they to Poetts owe
j

Poetts themfetv* do one their Lives to Tou
5

itiufe Phaxjies foon wouldftifle, and declare

They could not breath unlejje you lent them Ayrel

'Tif that inftires their Feet, which elfe lout craw-le

As Judges walk th' old Measures round the Hall,

Untill the feather'd heels of Youth advance

And raife their dullpace up into a Trance i

Tour Art fuch Motion to our Verges brings

fVe can butgive them Feet9 Tougive them wings.

WILL. BARKER.

aSSItttlilMlllttliillitlt
To his muck honour'd F. Mr

« HS^JRJ
LAIV6S, on his Book of aAjra.

Ather ofNumbers, who haft fttf thoughtfit

To tune thyfelfe, and then Set others wit •

Forgive my Zeale, who with my Sprig ofBayei

Do crowd into the Chorus of thy Pratfe,

For Silence were, whenLAW E S u nam'd, a wrong,

The SubjeB and the Mafier ofaM Song
,

who ner doft divefor Pebbles, undermine

Mountains to make old rujly Iron fljine

:

But haft made Great things Greater, do'ft diftenfe

Luftre to wit, by adding Sence to Sence,

For Pajfms are not Pajjions, 'till they be

Rais'd to that height, which they expe8 from Thee
\

And all this is thyfdfe ; Thy Time's notgrown

Broader by putting on a Cap or Gown ;

who like thofe Jockies that do often fell

An old worn Jade, becaufe he's {addled well •

No ; Thou can (I humour allthat wit can teach,

which thofe that are but Note-men cannot reach

:

Thou 'rt allfofit, thatfome have pafs'd their Votes,

Thy Notes beget the words, not Words thy Notes.

T. NORTONj



Tomy ever honoured Friend 5c Father,Mr. FISJ^RY
L AfVES* ©n his Book ofiJjres and Dialogues.

Ather ofMufick and Mufitians too.

AndFather ofthe Mufes, All's thy due

:

For not a drop thatflowsfrom Helicon

But Ayr'd by theegrows freight into a Song.

So as when Light about the world was fipead,

%Allkind of Colours, Blacky white, Green, and Red,

Soon mixt with Suifames, andgrew to be

Flants,Graffe,andFlowrs,which Alfj ^Harmonyj

Thou mak'ft the Grave and Light together chime,

Moth joyntly dance,yet keep their own true time ;

The winning Dorick, that beft laves the Harp;

The Phrygian, thats as fweet, though far more fbarp i

The brisk lor,kk,fober Lydian Mood,

which every earefucks in, and cryes, 'titgood

:

Thou hitt'ft them aU ; their Spirit, Tone, fWPaufe,

Have aU confbir'd to meet and honour LAWES,
Nonprinting Comma, Colon, halfefo weB

tenders the Breath ofSenfe ; they cannot tell

The juft Proportion how each word jhouldgo,

To rifeAndfai, runfwiftly or marchflow ;

Thou fhew'ft 'tis Mufick only muft do thky
which as thou handlef it can never mifs 5

All may be Sung or Read, which thou haft dreft,

Both are thefame,fave that the S inging's beft.

Thy Mufe can make thisfad, raife that to Life,

Inflaming one^fmoothing downth' others Strife^

Meer words, when meafur'd beft, are Words alone
3

Till quickned by their neareft Friend a Twe :

And then,when S enfe andperfeB Concords meet

,

Though th' Story bitter be, Tunes make it fweet

:

Thy Ariadne's Grief'sfofitly jhown

As bring's tu Pleafurejfow her[addeft Groan.

And aU this is thine own, thy true-born Heir 5

Norftoln at home, nor Forrain far-fetcht Ware
Madegood by Mountebanks, who loud muft cry

Tillfome believe, and do as dearly buy ;

which when they've try'd, not better noryet more
Theyfind, than what doesgrow at their own door.

For when fuch Mountainsfwellwith mighty Birth,

wee findfome poorfmall petty thing, creep forth.

But I'm too [bort to freak thee, I've no Praife

To give, but what Igatherfrom thy Bayes :

My narrow Hive sfupply'd from thyfull Flow'r,

Nor does thy Ocean Praife know Bank or Shoar ;

ret this I dare atteft, that who fh ail look

And underhand as well as read thy Book

Muft fay that here both Wit and Mufick meet •

Like thegreat Giant's Riddle Strong and Sweet.'

JOHN COBB.



TO his Honour'd Friend, Mr. Henry Lawef, upon his Book of %4jre$

Uftck thou Soul ofVerfe, gently inftire

My unturid Phanfie withfomejprightly Ayre>

'T<sptteft now that I thy ayd require

while I to fing thee and thy Lawcs prepare :

For the high Raptures ofa lofty jlrain

Charm equall with the Bom's Aonian«

'Tveere in me rudenefs, not to blazon forth

(Father in Mufick) thy dtfervedpraife,

who oft have been, to witnefs thy rare worth,

A ravifh't hearer ofthy skiljull Lay's.

Thy Lay's that wont to lend afoaring wing,

And to my tardy Mufe frety ardour bring,

while brighteft Dames, thefplendour ofthe Court,

j!iemfelves afilent Mufick to the Eye,

maid oft to hear thyfolemn Ayrcs refort,

Making thereby a double Harmony :

'TIS hard to judge which adds the mojl delight,

Toth' Eare thy Charms, or theirs unto t^e Sight,

But this is fure, WStrada's Nightingale

Heard thefoft murmurs of thy Ayry Lute, *

She doubting left her own fweet Voyce fhouldfail d

To hear thyjweeter Ayres, had quite been mute.

Such Vertue dwels in Harmony divine

( Admired L AWES) and above allin thioe\

The Dorick Sage^ and the mild Lydian,

Thefad Laconick unto wars exciting,

Th' Aeolian Crave, the Phrygian mournfuUflram,

Thefmoothjonick carelefly delighting,

There calmly meet, and clearfully agr, /,

Various tbemfelves, to make one Symphony,

ifwe longfince could boaft thy pureft vain,

More then old Greece the Khodopfian Lyre,

Or Latian Bowres oflate Marenzo's flrain,

How much mufi our applauf• advance thee higher I

when thyyet more harmoniow birthfhall bring

Tom new Joyes, new Pleafures to the Spring.

TheWoods wild Songsters, wonder willfurprize

Hearing thefveet Art ofthy well tun d Notes,

what new unwonted chime I 'tis that outvies

The Native fweetnefs oftheir liquid throats^

which while in vain they jirive to Simulate

Anothers Mufick's JDuell they I create.

iv\:ethtr pure Anthems fill thefacred J$uire,

Or Lady's chambers the Lute's trembling voice.

Or Rurall Song's the Country Swains admire,

Thy large Invention fliU affords m choice j

'T(S to thy Skill, that we indebted are,

What ever Mufick hath of neat and rare.

To thee the choyceft Witts of'England owe

The Life oftheirfam'd Verfc, thatne'r fhall dye]

For thou haft made their rich conceits toflow
In flreams more rich to lafiing memory,

Such Mufick needs mujtfleal our fouls away,

where Voice and Verfe do meet, where Love and 'Phanfie play.

EDWARD PHILLIPS,



Tomy Honour'd Friend, Mr. Henry Laves ,
upon his Book of Ayres.

O calm the rugged Ocean, and ajjwage

The horrid iempefts in their bighefl rage,

To tame the wtldeft Bfaffs, to
ft

> 11 the Winds,

And quell the fury of dijiemper'dmmds,

Making the Penfive merry, ih' ove, jolly

Compofing to afober Melancholy :

Thefe are th' ejfefis offacred harmonie
;

whtch being an Art fo well attain d by thee,

(Moft Honour'd Laws) nhat can nee l.fs then numler

Thy Works with theirs who were the Ancients wonder}

Andgive thee e'quail praife ; but Iforget ;

IFor n>e do owe thee afar greater debt.

The charming fweetnefr ofwhof? jborter Lay's>

Not only we do hear with great amaze,

But they have low defcended to the deep,

And wak'ned Thefeus Jgueenfrom S tygian fleep;

whoflighting Orpheus, comes to beg of thee

To ayd her with thy powrfull harmonie,

Knowing thy ftrains more truly can exprejfe

Herfenfe of Thefeus (Iranee forgetfalwjje 5

whtch makes us here to double thy Renown
;

Hereafter thou[halt wearfair Ariadne's Crown*

JOHN PHILLIPS.

#####$######1$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$
To wj Dearand Honour d friend, Mr. HENRY LAWES , uponhU

Incomparable Book of Songs'«

Am no Poet, yet I will rehearfe

My Virgin Mufe, thougk in ttnpoliftit Verfe,

Perhaps the immature and lib'rall fence,

( Vet better than thofe Ignorants commence*
Who boldly dare their fcandalous cenfures throw*
And judge of things (lie fwear) they do not know)
Will be to fome unpleafing

}
but what then e

Muft they not know their wild pretentions, when
Unnat'rally they'l raife a JFomun Name,

And blaft the Honour of their Native Fame }

Butftay; Will this reclaim them ? No* th'are mad j

Their Reafon is infatuate, and clad

In fuch a ftupified ignorance t

Nothing will pleafe that is not come from France

Or Italy
;
but let them have their will,

Whilftwe unto thy Noble Art and Skill

Do facrifice oar admirations

:

The tribute's jnft, and other Nations

Cannot but pay it too, when they fiiall fee

Their btft ofLabours thus outdone by Thee 5

Or elfe amai'd to fee thy En^lifh Ayre
Paft imitation ;

they will difpaire,

And wonder we can furfcit with fuch meat*
So rare ,fo rich, fo pleafant, fo cooipleat.

Be happy then ; Thou art above all hate •

Thy great abil'ties have out*grown thy Fate*

Thy Fortune foars aloft * thou art renown'd i

Thy Fame's with Judgements approbation crown'dL
1

And in this Verfe, (as I difclaim all Wit)
So 'twas thy worth, oblig'd my fancy t'itj

}0. C A RfTARDEtf
. -



The TABLE, with the Names of thofe vrhonere Authors of the rerfo.

ARtadnt
Am /(Mifpis'd becaufeyou fay

Amarantba fweet and fair

Ask me why I fend you here

It. Be gone, be gone thou perjur'd man
C. Carelcfs of Love, and free from Fears

cblyris your fclfyou fo excell

Ctlia thy bright Angel's Face
•' Canft thou love me, and yet doubt

Come my LucaJ}*

Come heavy Souls

Come, come thou glorious Objeft
Come my Sweet whilft every ftrain

P Dearcft do not now delay me
v Farewell fair Saint

q Gaze not on Swann's
Give me more Love or more Difdain

H.
J.

I.

He that love's a Rone Cheek
I long to ling the Seidge ofTroy
Ifwhen the Sun at Noon
It is not that I love you lefle

Imhre lacbiymarum largo

Ladies who gild the glitt'ring Noof|
Lately on yonder fwelling Bufli

Lovely ChlorU though thine eyes

The Day's return'd

Till now I never did believe

Till I beheld fair CilHi F*C«
'Tis true fair Calm
Thou art fo Fair and Yong
Tis Wine that infpir'i

Two hundred minutes are run dowi>

y Venus rcdrefs a wrong

jy When thou poor Excommunicate
When on the Altar ofmy hand
While I liften to thy Voyce
QiKto \t'ytiv *At^i<5^c

Jnquel gelato core{lAVOLA)\M Pag.in the
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26

Book

- Mr. WtHiamCartwrigbt ofCbrijl-Cburcb Oxford,
- Mr. Robert Herick^

- Col. Richard Lovelace.

- Mr. Herkl{.

- Henry Lawes.

- Care* Rsleigbt ECquire.
- Edmond Water, Efquire.

- Thomas Earle ofWtnchilfet.
- Wtharn Earle of Ptmbrcoke.
- Sir Charles Lucy.

_ Dr. William Stroud , Oratotir of the Uniyerfirr
ofOxford. 9

- Sir WtBtam KtDigrew.

- Mr. Cartwrigkt.

- Mr.Henry Harington,Son to Sir Henry Hartngton.
_ Mr, Ibc. Cary , Son to the Earle ofMonmouth,

and of the Bedchamber to his late MajeftT.
_ Mr. Henry Noel, Son to the L. Vifcount Camhden.
„ Mr. Tbo. Carevr, Gentleman of the Privy Cham-

ber, and Sewer to his late Majefty.
- Mr. Carew.

_ Mr.JoknBcrkcnbead.
_ Mr. Carer.
-Mr. Waller.

_ Mr. Tbonw Fuller, Batch. Divinity
.
Mr. Francis Lenton.

.
Mr. WaBer.
Mr. Henry Reynolds,

,

Mr, Berkenhead.
Sir IbontM KeviP.

Francii Finch, Efquire*
Mr. Henry Batbnrfi.

Mr. Aurehan Tovnsb*n&
Lord Bnugbat.
Mr. Berkenhead.

Mr.Cartwrigbt.
Mr. Carew
Mr. Can*.
Mr. Waller,

Anacreon't Ode, cal I'd the Lu te.

By divers and fundry Authors.

Dialogues and Songs for twoVoyces.

DIftreffed Pilgrim, A Dialogue betwixt Cor-

danm and an AmoreJ} Pag. I

Aged man that mowes thefe Field?, A Dialogue

betwixt Time and a Pilgrim 3

As Ciha reftcd in the fhade, A Dialogue be-

twixt C/eo« and Ctlia 5
Bacehm Yiicchm fill our brains 9
Go thou Emblem ofmy heart 10

O the Fickle fiate of Lovers 12

Kti.'lck thou Queen of Souls 14

- Col. Francis Lovelace.

- Mr. AurelianTtwnibend,

- Mr. Tbo. Carew.
- Mr. Tounsbend.
- Mr HaringXon.

- Mr. Franck guarles.

- Mr.Tbo.Randolpb ofTrinityColletigeC/rwJr/^

%Ayres and Songs for three Voyces.

COme Cbloris, hie we to the Bower 1 6

Though my Torment far exceeds ly

If my Miftrefs fix her Eye 18

Ketpon your Vaile 19

Thcu Shepheard whofe intentive eye 20
O now the certain Caufe I know 21

Sing Fair Clortnda 2a
Grieve not Dear Love 24
Ladycs whole Imooth and Dainty Skin, 2d

- Mr. Henry Reynolds.

- Mr. Hartngtun.

- Mr. Harington.

- Dr. Stroud.

- Mr. Townsbend.

- Mr. Cartwrigbt.

_ Sr. William Vavenaut.

- John Earle of BriJloB.

-Mr. HaringUH.'j



CO
Mi, Henry Lanes.

The Story of Thefeus and <iAriadne
y as much as concerns the en*

fuing Relation, is this.

s^g^Sg.
Hefcus^flfn^ cito" /Wo Creet Ji^f with the MinotaurCjm<«fr hit father jfcgeiis

thispromife, that ifhe came off with Life andVtftoryy he wouldfet up white [atUs
at his comming back, the Ship as he went out having black failes in token ofgriefe a

being come into Creer, Ariadne the Kings Daughter therejellin love with him-
andgave him a clew of thread, by which after he hadflain the Minotaure he ex~
tricated himfelfe out ofthat perplexed Labyrinth : having thus obtained the IftSta-

fjy he carryed her along with him into the ijland Naxos, where he tooke eccafion to leave her at fl)e

was afleep, andfo hafting homeward, forgot to hoift the white fails j btf Father iEgeus , there' ore
3

whoflood upon a Rock, expecting hit return
5 asfoon as heperceived the blackfailes, caff himfelfe head-

long into the Sea,from whom it was calledthe ^Egean Sea. In this whiley Ariadne complaining of
Thefcus hit Infidelity,> efliving to deflroy her felfe}

' having made her own Epitaph, was comfortedby

Bacchus, who comming thither was enamoured of her Beauty, andtook her to his protection*

Ariadnefitting upon a Rock in the iflandNzxos, defertedby Thefeus^foa cmplains.

Hefeut, O Tkefnujsuk !bu t yet in vain j A- las de—fer-red I complain

;

it was fome neighb'ring Rock,more fofc then he, whofe hollow bowels pitty'd me, and beating

back that falfe & crudl name, did comfort and revenge my flame,then raithlefe whither wilt thou flye e

8 Vert. fol.



Mr. Henry Lawn,

ftones dare not harbour cruelty. Tell me ye Geds,who e'rc ye arc. why , O why,made ye him fo

faire? & tell mc wretch why thaw mad 11 not thy felfc more true'Bcauty from him might copies take,&

more mijeftick Heroes rmke,and falfhocd learn a wile from him too.to beguile : reftore my Clue/tis

here moft due, for 'tis a Labrinth of more fubtle Art, to have fo faire a face , fo fowle a heart

:

Therav'nous Vulter tear his breaft.the row-ling ftone diflurbe his reftjltt himnixt f.ele lx utm

wheel,& add one fable more to.curGng Poets ftore,& then yet rather let htm live& twine his woofof



(t)

* days with feme thread ftoln from minejbut ifycu'i torture him,how e're torture my heart.yeul find him

wm&&&& \ ii i mi i.
F

there : Till mine eyes drank up hi?»md his d: ank mine,I ne'r thought foals might kifs, & fpirits joyne

:

Pictures till then,took me as much as mcn,Nature and Art movc-ing a—like my heartjbut his hire

aililHHiiinn
vifage made me find pleafures and fears.hopes.fighs and tears,as feverall feafons of the mind. Should

thine Eye Venus on his dwell.thou wouldft invite him to thy (hell,& caught by that live jet, ven-

*fi \^

• rure the feiond net, and after all thy dangers faithleffe hejfliouldft thou but flurnber,would Forfake cv'n thee^

Verc* Foi.



<4>
Mr. Htmy tttts.

The ftreams fo court the yielding bankes, and gliding thence ne're pay their thankes.thc winds

i—

»

fo woo the'flowers,whifp'ring amon? fi< fh bowers, and having rob'd them of their fmels,flyc

piilliSIIfiSilgliilili
thence perfum'd to other Cels; this is familiar hate,to fmilc,& kill.thongh nothing pleal thee,yet my

j
iiiiljiliiilSillililig
mine will ! Death hover, hover,o're me then,u aves let your chrifhll womb, be both my fare and

iiiiiiiiiiij Kl!
nit

11
1
1

11
1
1 m

-fore I fall; proud of two Conquefts, Mintttmrt and me, that by my faith , this by thy perjarie.



'Hemj tawes.

^Ma/ft'thou forget to wing thy (hips with whitcthat the black fails may to the longing fightofthy gray

ISliliSilSliiiil?
Father tell thy fate,and he bequeath that fea his name,falling like me.Nature & Love thus brand thee,

whilft I dye, 'caufe thou forfak'ft cx££f«/,*caufe thou draw'ft nigh. And ye»O Nimphs below who

fit, in whofe fwif c floods his vo\VS he writ.fnatch a (harp Diamond from your richer Mines,& in fome

Mirror grave thefe fadder lines; which let fome God convey to him .that fo he may in that both read at

-aft

Her Epitaph.

iiiiii
once and fee thofe lookes that caus'd my de-fti—ny. In Thetu Armes I «sf-ri—Ad-vt fleep,



drown'd-.Firft in mine own tears.thcn in the deep:Twice banim'd, firft by love, and then by hate,

the life that I prefcrv'i became my fate,who leaving all was by him left alone, that from a Monitor

iiiisiifiiyrifiiilfiSiii
fre

,
d,himfelfeprov*done : Thus then I F— butlooke, O mine eyes,be now true fpies, yonder,

yonder comes my dear,now my wonder,once my fear ; fee Satyrs dance along in a con fu-fed

IiilMllllillliifiiI^lilii?!ll

throng,whilft horns and pipes rude noice,do mad their lufty joyesj Rofes his forehead crown ,& that re-

•crowns the flowers;where he walks up and down,hc makes the Defarts Bowersjthe I—vy and the



Henry Lmtt. (7)

Grape hide not, adorne his (hape.and green leaves cloath his waving Rod, '(is he ; 'tis either Thtftm%

or fotae God*

*A Complaint againft Cupid.

ItgigiliPiliifiiiil
Emms, redrefs a wrong thats done by that yong fprightfnl boy thy ion ; he wounds,

^
"and then laughs at the (ore.hatred it felfcould deriomore ; if I pnrfue,he'sfmal & ligh^boch km at

onee,and out of Gght ; if I d^o flye^he's wing'd^ , Left one

3£

day thou thy felfe may'ft foffer fo, or clip the wantons wings,or break his Bow.



Henry Lwx*

To bit Inconfunt M/ftrefsi

Hen thou, poor Excommunicate from all the joyes of Love (halt fee the

IlPil^liliiillili^iiii
full reward and glo—ri-ous fate,which my ftrong faith hath purchas'd me , then curfe thine

owne Inconftancy: for thou (halt weep, mtreat,complainc to Love, as I did once to thee,

lljgiliii^iliSilil;^
when all thy teares, (hall be asvaine as mine were then, for thou (halt be damnM for thy

falfc A-po-fta-cy.



(9)

In the Perfonofa Lidy to her inconfant fervant.

By thofc bright glances of thine eye, unletfe thou pitty me I dye.

When firft thofe perjur'd lips ofthine.
Bepal'd with Wafting fighs, did fcale

Their violated faith on mine,

From the bofome, that did heale

Thee, thou my melting heart didftfteale'

My foule enflam'd with thy falfe breath,

Payfon'd with kifles, fuek'c in death.

Yet I nor hand nor lip will more,
Revenge or Mercy to procure
From the offended God of Love;
My curfc is fatall,and my pure
tove fhall beyond thy fcorn endure^
If I implore the Godds, thcy'l find

Thee too ingratcfulJ, me too kind.

P



Henry LtmeS.

(10)

To hit M/ftrrfsgoing to Set.

msmu-.BiTfwarn
Arewcll fair Saint,may not the fea and wind fwell like the hearts and

:3t

eyes you leave behind, but calrne and gentle as the looks you beare, fmile in your face and whifper

Piiiiiiiiiigiiiiiiiii^
in your eare : Let no bold Billow offer to arife, that it may never look upon your eye«,

left windc and vvave, enamourM ofyour Forme,fticuld throng and crowd themfdves into a ftorme

:

pisipiiiiiiri&iiiii
But if it be your Fate.vafte Seas, to love ; of my becalmed bread learn how to move

j

move then, but in a gentle Lovers pace.no furrows nor no wrinkles in your face
;
and ye fierce



each your fev'rall way, ye may her fafe-ly to her Port convay ; and lofebutin a noble way of

wooing, whilft both con- tribute to your °wne un ~ do—-ing.

w ^ >

—

-

eyes,thinking my Rea—fon or my Years might keep me fafe *r°m all furprize.

—»5;—

]

Si?EES

But Love, that hath been long defpii'd,

And made the Baud to others truft,

Finding his Deity furpriz'd,

And chang'd into degenerate Luft,

Sammon'd up all his ftrength and power,
Making her face his Magazine,

Where Virtue's grace, and Beauty's flowtf

Heplac'd his Godhead to redeem.

So that too late (alas) I finde

No fteeled Armour is of proof,

Nor can the beft refolved minde

Refift her Beauty and her Youth.

But yet the folly to uncwift,

That loving I deferve no blame

;

Were it not Atheifme to refift

Where Godds themleives confpire her flame.

P*



Vifdaine returned*

Ethat love's a ro< fie check, or a Corall lip admires j or from

ijiiiiililfiSHilliliiii
Star-like eyes doth feekfu-ell to maintain his fires, as old time makes thefe de-cay , fo his

Bat a fmooth and fteadfaft minde,

Gentle thoughts, and calme defireS;

Hearts with eqoall love combin'd,

Kindle never-dying fires

:

Where thefe are not, I difpife

Lovely Chcekcs, or Lips, or Eyes.

CmUm, now no tears can win

My refolv'd heart to return

;

I have fearch'd thy foul within,

And find nought but pride and (corn :

I have learn'd thofe Arts, and now
Can difdaine as much as thou.

Some God in my revenge con—vey that Love to her I cafta-way^



To a Lady[inging*

liiialliilSiilll
Hile I lift—en to thy voyce, CbUtu , I fede my life de— cay,

=5?

thatpow'rfullnoyfc cal'i my fleeting foul aWay j O fupprefs that magick found, which do

ii^iiPJilpiyiiiipilil

ftroyes without a wound lpeace lpeace, Cbloris, peace, or finging dye, that together thou and

I toheav'nmay go; for all we know of what the blefled doe above, is that they fing,

and that they love.

E



» 1 /

To thelame Luty-ifnginR theformer Song.

Urie your fcife you fo exccll, when you vouchfafe to brcith my thought,

i 4 i j-f-J-ft^:^

as
thit like a (pint with this fp.ll of mine own teaching I amcaught.That Eagle's Fate and mine is

one, that on the (haft that made him dye, cfpy\l a Feather of his own, wherewith he wont to

BBp^^a^a iirnnif|tii-'

fosre fo high. Had Eccho with fo fwetc i graco, Nsrajfuj lowd complaints return'd.not for re-

mmm
flection of his facc,but of his voyce the boy had mourn 'd-

mm mm _ —— ,— AtawMlm»i { —

M
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IfdMties Excellency.

Azc not onSwannsin whofefoft breft , a full hatcht bean ty

fceins to neft i nor fnow which felling from the skyc, hovers in it's virgin!—ty.

For ifmy Emp'refs appears,

Swarms moultring dyt , fnow melts to tears,

Rofes do bluCh and hang their heads,

Pale Lillics (hrink into their beds.

Gaze not on Rots, though new blown,

Grac'd with a frefh complexion.

Nor Lilies which no fubcle Bee

Hath rob'd by killing Chymiftry.

Gaze not on that pure milky way The milky way Rides poft, to fhroud

Where night ufes (plendor with the day, It's baffled glory in a Cloud,

Nor Pearle whofe filver walls confine And Pearls do climb into her eare,

The Riches of an Indian Mine. To hang themfelves for Envy there.

So have I feen Stars bigg with light

Preve Lanthorns to the Moon-cy'd night,

Which when Sol's Rayes were once difplay'd,

Sink in their Sockets, and dccayM.

To Amarantha, To difbeveB. herhaire.

Aftrantba fweet & fair,forbear to brade that mining hair,is my curious hand or

ipilgsEj=Eip|iipipjl=jE6

eyc^oVring round thee let it ftye; let it flye as unconfin'd, as ir*s calm ravifher the wind,who ha's

Ev'ry Trefs mud be confeft,

But neatly tangled at bell,

Like a clew ofgolden thread

• r »v •• , • « . r • n Moft excellently ravelled;
left his Darling the Eaft, to wanton o re this fpicjr Neft. Mt then wind up that light

In Ribbands, and o'rc-clond in Night,

Like the Sun in's early Ray,

But (bake your head aad fcacttcr Day.

E s



The Reform d Lover',

abfence ofone Love could grieve the man that freely might mother take. But fince mine eyes be-

•troth'd my heart to you, I find both true, thine Innocence hath fo my Love refin'd , I mourn thy body's

abfencc for thy mind.

Tell nbwl never made an Oath
But with a purpofe to forfwear,

For to be fix'd upon one face were floath,

When every Ladyes eye is Cupids fphear
j

But if the merits faith from every brcft

Who is the beft

Of woman-kind? how then can I be free

To love another, having once lov'd thee I

Such is the rare and happy pow'r

Of Goodnefe.that it can dilate

It felfe to make one vertuous in an houre,

Who liv'd before, perhaps a reprobate

;

Then fince on ne this wonder thou haft done,

Prithee work on

Upon thy felfe, thy Sex doth want that grace

fay truth co love more then tbtttcr face.



f 17),

the Cdeftiall iMiftrefc

t/ElU
t thy bright Angds face may be cal'd a heav'nly place : the whitenefs

of the ftarry way na -turc did on thy forehead lay:tut thine eyes have brightnefs woon,npc from

iiiliililliaiilSliili^
Stars, but from the Sun : the bluthing cf the Morn in thy Ro—.fie chtek is wom.thc Mufick

of the heav'nly Sphears in thy foul's winning voyce appears:happy were I, had I (like uftlss) grace,

fo faire a heav'n w ithin mine Arms t' imbrace.

r V4



(18)

Vjght and Day to hit iMiftrefs.

F when the Sun at Noon difplayes his brighter rayes thou but appear;

he then all pale with-fliameand fear, quenchcth his light, and grows more dimne, compos'd to

^iililiillilOMiIipii^i

thee, then Stars to him. If thou but fhow thy face again,when darknefs doth at midnight reign

;

darknefs fly*s,and light is hurl'd round about the filent world; To as a-like thou driv'ft away both

light and darknefs, night and day.

—r-



To hit Miflrefs ofjeBing biivtge*

M I difpis'd btcaufe you fay,and I believr,chat I am gray?know,lady,

ISIisiltiiiiliilillS
you have but your day, and night will come,when men will fwear Time has fpilc fnow upon your

3

hair : Then when in your glafs you fcek.but fi id no Rofe-bud in your cheek,no,nor the bed to give the

(hew,where fuch a rare Carnation grew; and fuch a fmiling Tulip too. Ah,:hen,too late.clofe in your

mmmmwmMmMmm
chamber keeping, it will be told.that you are old, by thofe true tears y'arc w^ p -ing.

mmmmmmmwm



(20)

Te hit CMijtrefs upon hit going to travel/.

Eireft do not now dc— -lay me.fincc thou knowft I muft be gene- Wind &

liii'iiliiliilillSljliw V>
Tyde 'tis thought doth ftay me, but 'tis wind that muft. be blown from thy breath, whofe na-tive

fill: Ij" :flllf: ;itz£lf:fif O then fpeak, my Dearcft Fayre,

— z.— . I Kill not him whovowrsto ftrve thee,^ -.^-^ /"! „ Bu; p rfume the Neighb'ring Ayre,
fmelllndt—an Odours dothex-ccll. For dumb filerceelfe will ftaryemc

. .ft i- f i - '

T 1 1 H
'T «sa cordis quickly fpoken,

TlB Which reftrain'dj a heart is broken.

Love above Beauty.

tit
fctf*t i Li. AF

^^ry-ri. a ten.

Ove— ly Chltrii though thine eyes far cut fhine the jewels of the skiesthar gnce

lilillilflieiiliiii

which all admire in thee, no nor the beauties of thy breft,which far out- blaze the reft, *>

ililyiSIiSiillliiil

liitiiiililil k
might e're compared be to myfi

—

fe alluring fmiles that place

ternall April on thy face
;

Such as no Sun did ever fee,

-de- -li-ty. No, nor the Treafurcs ofthy breft,

Which far out- blaze the reft,

Might e're compared be

"Zl To my Fidel itie.



^Mfdmrity in L&ve re)e8eel.

j*
Ive me more Love,or more Difdain, the Torrid or the Frozen Zone bring

cquaii cafe unto my pain,the Temperate affords me none ; either extream of Love or Hate is

fweetctthena calme Eftate* Give me a florae if it beLove,'ikeT>4»4 in that golden

fhowre, I fwim in pleafure ; if it prove Difdain, that torrent will devoure my vulture hopes, and

s-

he's poffeft of Hcav'n,that's but from hell releaft ; then Crown my /oyes or Cure my pain,

=5

give me more Love or more Difdairu



(»*
)

-vent the fad encreafeof hopclcfs Love I keep away t Invaina-las fortv'ry thing that I have

known belong to yeu,your form dares to my fan-cy bring,and make my old wounds bleed a—new.

But I have vow'd, and never muft your banifh'd fer< vant trouble yen for it he break you

may diftruft, the vow he made to love you too.

Who in the Spring from the new Sun
Already hath a Feavcr got;

Too late begins tbofc (hafts to nSun

Which *Pb*yMs through his vcines hatnfhot,

Too lite he would the pins afwagc.

And to thick fhadows does retire.

About with him he bears the rage,

And in his tainted bloud the fur.

Bat I have vewU &c.



The Heart entire*

way I fhou!d find out to impart fragments of a broken Love to yoa.more then all b'mglcflc then 7

due : O, nolLove muft clear Diftruft, or be eaten with that Ruft
;
(hort Love liking may find Jarrs,

the Love that lafteth knows no vVarrs.

There, Belicfe begets Delight,

And fo fatisfics Defire,

That in them ic (hines as Lighe

No more Fire

;

All the burning Qualities appeM'd,
Etch in others joyu%pleas*dt
Not a whifper; not a thought
But 'twixt Both in comon's brought,
Even to icemTwo they are loath,

Love being only Soul to both.

Qi



<*4)

The Bud*

Ately on yonder fwcll-ing Bu(h,big with many a comming Rofe, this early

Bud began to blu(h, and did but halfe it fclfc diftlofc : I pluckt it though no bet-tcr Grow'n,

_ 5_lJt • X -J--T: -YlTjJlf 1?- S=B Wiihfychapurp'eLghr.hryuW,

:t-«1 8-_r:a:rzitt As ,f,h<: y had brmmadroi
** — *" "T" -n And fpre.'dirgfo would flame anon,

c , » • d • -All that wismranc by A.rc, or
yet now you fee how hlU tisblow n. Totb,<yong Flow7, m y brea.hbaW.

3=
If our locfe Breath fo much can do,

What may th: fame in forms of Ljovc ?

Of purcft Love anii M .It too,

When Fl*vi4 it afpir< s rn move r

W'i cn hie which livrltf* Bud* perfwades

To mt mere fofr, hi r youth lnvadcj.

The Primrofe,

Ske me why I fend you here, this firit—ling of the Infant yeere
;
aske me why

iiiisiiiiiiiaiiiPiii^P
1 fend to yon, this Primrofe all be-pearl'd with dew, Imuft whifpertoycurEares, the

lilliilllllfliilgfiiii

fweers of Love are wafh'd with reares.

Aske me why this Rofe doth (how
All yellow, green, and fickly too ?

Aske me why the ftalk is weak,

And yielding each way, yet not break ?

1 muft tell you, thefe difcover

What doubts and fears, are in a Lover«



V*5 )

Coelia paging.

ill I beheld fair Cdlias face, where perfect Beauty keeps her Court,?

iijillSIIilflsasii^
a Levers paffion found no place in me, who counted Love a (port: I thought the whole world

, . ti /• i , ^"f' i
1° fuch nr pitty'd Flames to dwell,

.
coald not move awellre-iol— ved heart to love. isnotaM.r.yrdome.butHell.

Cupid can't help me, nor wound her,

Wounded by her I now adore

Thcfe pow'tsof Love I have defi'd,

I court the ft mes I fcorn'd before,

And am repayd with Scorn and Pride

:

iiiiisiii
^ Love and Loyalty

Hc'l rather prove my Rivall hence,

Though blind he'l turn Idolater,

For flic hath Charms for ev'ry fence }
Should he her voyec's roufick hcare,

Soft Love would enter Love's own Eate.

Ome my 'L*ca-ft* heert theGrove,where Nightingales perfume the Ayre;why doftthou

:§!t::f:z?bl!f

• mm 1

ftart ? O 'tis not Love,for perfect Lo —vers dare not fear. No dangers in this Arbour ^ly, out courage

^

keeps all others hence.thcr's none fhal dare approach but: h tfce ftrongeft Love is beft de—fenced

Here we'l difcourfe, and think, andfmile.

Let guilty men feek bow to fcipe

;

He cannot love that can beguile,

And none but Foes coaimit a Rape,

This Evening's worth Ten Tboufand yeere,
Then let's refolve fince thou muft go,

We'l meet again to morrow here,

Would Kings and Qjecqj might do fo toe£
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Tup AN AKPE ONT02 »'< Ave*/*'.

iiliiiiiiiSSiiiiiiii?
^p-—AT* t'pa—-T*fA8 W» N -j^r. E- /' rid—.a* *A^«—\er, ix, i vtiSuj.
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Anacreon's Ode, cati'^ The Lute^ Englifbedand to be[ting d iajje alone. ^

KlllSliBl^lSllfe
Long to fing the feidge of Trojpt Thebt't Which Cadmus rear'd (b high;

1

iii^iiiisiEiiii
but though with hand & voice I ftrove,my Lute will found nothing but Ltw* I chang'd the firings,

but 'twould not do't; at lift I took an other Lutcj & then I tri'd to fing the praifc of All-performing

Hercules. Bat when I lung tdlcide's name, my Lute refounds Lcve,L»ve again.^

^

Theri farewell all
'

i0

ye C-rscian Peers,3nd all true rnrjtt Cavalleers:Nor Godds nor men my Lute can movej'Tis dumb to

~5~

--—?-(———i—

—

all but iaw, Levi, Lew:.

» H a



tfcfperato's Hn<put\

want of your delight; come drown in Lethts fleepy Lake,what ever makes you ake
;
drin]< healths frem

poys'r.ed bowls,breath out your cares together with your Soulj; ccol death's a falvc that all rniy hare,

iSSiaiiSlilpsifil
thcr's no diftinftion in the Grate. Lay down your loads before death's Iron door; figh,and figh out,

groan once, and groan no more.



(*7)

To Cxliay.i/jviting her tp LMnmage]

fond embrace foi m's a new Seul within me, and doth give a balfome to the wound made by thy face

:

Yet ftill me thinks I mifle that blitfe wh ich Lovers dare not name,and only then defcribed is, when

Thofc faveurs which do blcflTe me every day,

Areyetbir Empty, and Plaionicall.

Think not to p!< aic your fervanes with halfe pay,

Good Gamcftera nevti tticU to throw at all.

Who can endure to miffe

Thattlifle

Which Lnvevs dare not name,

And only then defcribed is,

When flame doth meet with flame ?

If a'l thofe fweets within you muft remaine

Unknown, and ne'r enjoy "d^ tike hidden trcafare
:

Nature, as well as I, will lofe her name

;

And you, as well as I, your youthfull plcafure.

We wrong our felves to mifTe

Tbatblifle

Which Lovers dare not name,

And only then defcribed is,

• Wneu fLme doth meet with flame.

?i .. .

O-ir Souls, which long have peep'd atone another

Qui of the narrow Ofements of our Eyes,

Shall now, by Love conducted, meet together

. In fecret Cavern's, where all pleafure lyes.

. There, there we {ball noi iniffc

That bliffe

Which Lovers dare not name,
And only r hen defcribed is,

When flame doth meet with flame*



Bfaut) FaramoHt,

gLd mhiucc be bleft to e-ter-ni—ty. See how the glim'ring Tapcn of the 6ky do guttnd wonder

a: our coodincy 1 how they crowd to behold what our Anns do enfold I how all do envy our fe-li ci-

-ry,and grudge the triumph of Selininu eyes I how Cintbis (tfeks todrowd her cefcent in yond cloud,

where fad night pun her (able anode on, thy light miftalung,haftcth to be gone, her gloomy (hades give



Loob,0 look how the pale lights do fall & adore whit before the Heavens have not (bown, nor their

^God-head known, fuch a faith,fuch a love, asmay move mighty Jove from above, todifcendand rc-

•main among Mortals a-gain.

3£

Hou art fo fair, and yong withal), thou kindl'ft yong defircs in me, reftore*

Tbofe under fcv'rall Hearbs and Flowr's
Difguii'd, were all iMede* giv r,

When (he recal'd Time* flying fcown,

And gci JEttnftom bis grave,

Fof Beauty canboth kill and ffve.

Youth it er fl iftes, but age it cheers,

I would go bjek, but not return,

To twenty but to twice thi^t yecn ;

Not '-Hie, but everconftjnt burn,

For fear, my Cradle grove try Urn.



LffVe and Mufrck.

Ome my Sweet,whilft cv'ry (train cals our fouls in- to the Earc,where the greedy

^fining fain would turn into the found they rrearejleft in defire to fill the quire themfdves they tyc to

- 3- -

e[m*jL32 A iZi"T"tIX-; t.jlJUL Now Ift'» orderly con»ey Then let -at Tomutt make,
I. Vjj IJ -3-LT-[

—

£ X ^ -) -fr~n
Om Soulair.ro each oibet'iBreR, Sh .(fl or lo our fouli, that

rnrmo-ny,lt.t^kif$ & call thembacka-gii«.

li|]fliff|Iisl

Where enterchanged letihcmfhy CarelerVwfcoihdgfvto, i4ke,
Jlurrh'r ngina meliingreft : May not k mw n vrbom ibey be,

Then with new fire Then If each f T «tbcr'
let ih«rm retire, Ar, 1 i ifle the other,
And Call prefent T Q we noire
Sweetftefheojuent

Youthful! at the caJr day.
- In gentle h e.

Scorning the forgetful! like.

The Excellency ofwine.

<—

'

Is Wine that rnfpires, and qu:ncheth Lov's fires, teaches fools how to rule a Scare,

nisiiispisiiii
M yds ne'r did approve it, becaufethofe that love it difpifc and laugh a: their hare.

The Drinkers of Beer

Did ne'r yet appear

Jn matters of any weight
j

"I is he whofr defigne

Is quickn'd by Wine
That tailcs things to their height.

We then fliould it prize,

For never black tycs

Mide wounds whicn this could not heale;

Who then doth rttufe

To drink of this Juicr,

Is a Foe to the C cmajon-wcale.

FINIS.



(33)

tAa cjiixiverfary on the Nufials of John Earle o/Bridgewatcr, July 12. 1^55.

I*liIS!ililiiiilliIlII
He Day's returnUand fo are we, to pay our Offering on this great Thanksgiving-

2 -1—

day. 'Tis His/tis KerVtis Both.'cis AH;ThoBgh now ic rife, it ne'r did falljWhofe Honour flail as

lafting prove, as our D^otion or Their Love : Then let's rej oycej and by our Joy ap-pear, In this

iiiiiSi
one Day we offer all the Year.

—*H

See the bright Pair, how amiably kind,

As if their Souls were but this Morning joyft'd

:

As the (ame Heart in Pulfes cleft,

This for the Right Arme. that the Left*

So His and Her's in fever'd parts

Are but two Pnlfcs, not two Hearts

:

Then Let's, &c

Let no bold Forraign noife their Peace remove,
Since nothing's ftrong enough to fhake their Love,'

Blefle Him in Her's, Her in His Arms,
From fuddain (true or fall") Alarms

;

Let ev'ry Year fill up a fcore,

Born to be One, but to Make more

:

Then let's, &c.

This Day Ten years to Him and Her did grant

What Angels joy, and Joyes which Angels want :'

\

Our Lidy-Day, and our Lord's too^

Twere fin to rob it ot its due,

'lis ofboth Genders, Her's and His,

We ftay'd twelve Months to welcomethis.

Then let's reJoyce, and by our Joy appear

In ttiisone Day we offer all the Year.

\



(34)

Staying in London after the Ac\for Banijbment, anctgcing to meet a Friend vbo faiPJ
the hour appointed.

(Whom yet you will nor lave nor drownJ In a long Gafp 'cwixt Hope and Fear:Thus LucUn's

tor tur'd Fool did cry, He could not live, and durft not dye.

How full ofMifchief is this Coaft 1

Villains and Fooles peep every way

;

li once thefe Seekers find, I'm loft

;

I dare not go, I dare not ftay

:

Here I am Rooted 'till the Sky

Be hung as hill of Clouds as I.

All Wanders are prifoners Born,

We, Slaves to Slaves, in Five mile Chaincs
3

I Theirs, and Yours, but moft forlorn

Where Purgatory Hell out- pain's

:

I'm in a new third Dungeon herei

Shackles on Shackles who can wear ?

Sad and unfeen I view the Rowt
Which through this Street do ebb and flow j

Some few have Bufinefs, moft without;

Their Pace this trundling Rithm does go

:

O tear me hence, for I am grow'n
J

As empty-bafe as all thisTown 1



f 35)

No Confanej in Man.

iiifiiiilii 1 :±:|:i:r

E gone.be gone thou perj'ur'd man,and never more re——turn,For know chit thy Tn-

ISIIiiilSiiiiillliiail
conftancy hath chang'd my Love to Scorn:Thou^ha^awak*d me, and I

^

can fee

^

eerV t^ier s no

Troth in Man.

My Love to thee was chad and pure,

As is the Morning dew,

And 'twas alone like to en Jure,

Hadft thou notptov'd untrue
j

But I'm swak'd, andnow I can

Sec ctccily chci'* no Truth in Man.

By thy Apoftafie I find

Thar Love isplac'd amir«
(

And can't continue in the mind
Where Vcrtue wanting is :

I'm n«w icfolv'd, and know there can
Jyoconftaut Thought remain in Man.

Thou mavft perhaps prevaileTJpon
Some other to believe thee.

And fince rhon canft love more then one,
Nc'r think t hat it ftiall giiere me j

for th' haft awak'd me, and I can
Sec clccrly tha's no Truth in Man.

Beauties Eclypsd.

iliSh8|
Adics who gild the glit— t'ring Noon,and by refkfti-on mend it's Ray, whole luftrc

>5 \

1«# «»» »—»»»«-» »"

makes the fpright— fall Sun to dance as on an Eaft—-er Day:What are ye?what are ye now the

Queen's a—way ?

Couragious Eagles which have whet
Your Eyes upon Majtfticlclight,

And thence deriv'd fucb mart i all heat

As ftill your Looks maintain'd the fight.

What are ye fince the King's good night.

As an obftructedFountain's head

Cut's the Intaile offfrom the dreamy,
All Brooks are Disinherited,

Honour and Beauty are but Drean-je,

Since Charles & Mdrj Ipft their Beams

K 1



An Eccho.

nsg pifiiiiiiiiSiiiii
<8

Mbrc lacbrjmarum largo Genas fpargo , quazif au-rota , De-us

> /

liH

liiilisillllSliiliiiSIll
fa Ve~ni-to} nunc nunc fine mora, Ora : Hoc non valet, [emper o-ro^fempr/ jlo-ro,

iiiiilil^iiliiiaili
cor de-fi-cit do-~lea-do y Tc te 4-mt, adte cla-mo, da-tofinem flen—do En,— do.

iiisiiiigiiiggiiil
Fecca-to-rum primm ego, hoc non nego,fa\eor ve.— ro;fedtu De-tu efle mew, in tedium

liliSiiililiiiiSS

j^tf— r#, ro\ vox ptrgrata [jus, fa—r*J,j\z7» cedam fa-tis; mtr—tu-:u
y vlvamtamen:

ipiglliliilllilil
//if mori—or, c<elo orior, magnum magnum hocfo-b—men. A-mer.

liiiliigiiiipil
FINIS.


