	OUT upon it, I have loved
	 

	  Three whole days together!
	 

	And am like to love three more,
	 

	  If it prove fair weather.
	 

	 
	

	Time shall moult away his wings
	         5

	  Ere he shall discover
	 

	In the whole wide world again
	 

	  Such a constant lover.
	 

	 
	

	But the spite on 't is, no praise
	 

	  Is due at all to me:
	  10

	Love with me had made no stays,
	 

	  Had it any been but she.
	 

	 
	

	Had it any been but she,
	 

	  And that very face,
	 

	There had been at least ere this
	  15

	  A dozen dozen in her place.
	 





	
WHEN Love with unconfinèd wings
	 

	  Hovers within my gates,
	 

	And my divine Althea brings
	 

	  To whisper at the grates;
	 

	When I lie tangled in her hair
	         5

	  And fetter'd to her eye,
	 

	The birds that wanton in the air
	 

	  Know no such liberty.
	 

	 
	

	When flowing cups run swiftly round
	 

	  With no allaying Thames,
	  10

	Our careless heads with roses bound,
	 

	  Our hearts with loyal flames;
	 

	When thirsty grief in wine we steep,
	 

	  When healths and draughts go free—
	 

	Fishes that tipple in the deep
	  15

	  Know no such liberty.
	 

	 
	

	When, like committed linnets, I
	 

	  With shriller throat shall sing
	 

	The sweetness, mercy, majesty,
	 

	  And glories of my King;
	  20

	When I shall voice aloud how good
	 

	  He is, how great should be,
	 

	Enlargèd winds, that curl the flood,
	 

	  Know no such liberty.
	 

	 
	

	Stone walls do not a prison make,
	  25

	  Nor iron bars a cage;
	 

	Minds innocent and quiet take
	 

	  That for an hermitage;
	 

	If I have freedom in my love
	 

	  And in my soul am free,
	  30

	Angels alone, that soar above,
	 

	  Enjoy such liberty.
	 



When I consider how my light is spent,

   Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,

   And that one talent which is death to hide

Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent

To serve therewith my Maker, and present

   My true account, lest He returning chide;

   "Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?"

I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent

That murmur, soon replies, "God doth not need

   Either man's work or His own gifts. Who best

   Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best. His state

Is kingly: thousands at His bidding speed,

   And post o'er land and ocean without rest;

   They also serve who only stand and wait."


How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth, 

Stolen on his wing my three and twentieth year! 

My hasting days fly on with full career, 

But my late spring no bud or blossom shew'th. 

Perhaps my semblance might deceive the truth, 

That I to manhood am arrived so near, 

And inward ripeness doth much less appear, 

That some more timely-happy spirits indu'th. 

Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow, 

It shall be still in strictest measure even 

To that same lot, however mean or high, 

Toward which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven. 

All is, if I have grace to use it so, 

As ever in my great Task-master's eye. 

