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woman had] fallen into a sad infirmity, the loss of her understanding and reason,

which had been growing upon her diverse years, by occasion of her giving herself

wholly to reading and writing, and had written many books . . For if she had

attended her household affairs, and such things belong to women she had kept her
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To sing of wars, of captains, and of kings,

Of cities founded, commonwealths ,begun,

For my mean*  pen are too superior things:

Or how they all, or each their dates have run3

Let poets and historians set these forth,

My obscure lines shall not so dim their worth.

2

But when my wond’ring eyes and envious heart

Great Bartas4  sugared lines do but read o’er,

Fool’ I do grudge the Muses6 did not part

‘Twixt him and me that over-fluent store;’

A Bartas can do what a Bartas will

But simple I according to my skill.’
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3

From schoolboy’s tongue no rhet’ric’  we expect,

Nor yet a sweet consort” from broken strings,

Nor perfect beauty where’s a main defect:

My foolish, broken, blemished Muse so sings,

And this to mend, alas, no art is able,

‘Cause nature made it so irreparable.

4

Nor can I, like that fluent sweet tongued Greek,

Who lisped at first,” in future times speak plain.

By art he gladly found what he did seek,

A full requital of his striving pain.

Art can do much, but this maxim’s most sure:

A weak or wounded brain admits no cure.

5

I am obnoxious to each carping tongue’*

Who says my hand a needle better fits,

A poet’s pen all scorn I should thus wrong,

For such despite they cast on female wits:13

If what I do prove we11,14  it won’t advance,

They’ll say it’s stol’n, or else it was by chance.
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6

But sure theantique’ Greeks were far more mild

Else of our sex, why feigned they those nineI

And poesy made Calliope’s” own child;

So ‘mongst the rest they placed the arts divine:

But this weekknot they” will full soon untie.

The Greeks did nought, but play the fools and lie.

7

Let Greeks be Greeks, and women what they are;

Men have precedency and still excel,

It is but vain unjustly to wage war;

Men can do best, and women know it well

Preeminence in all and each is yours;

Yet grant some small acknowledgement of ours.

8

And oh ye high flown quills” that soar the skies,

And ever with your prey still catch your praise,

If e’er you deign these lowly lines your eyes.

Give thyme or parseley wreath, I ask no bays,*’

This mean and unrefined ore of mine

Will make your glist’ring gold but more to shine.

1650
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To sing of wars, of captains, and of kings,

Of cities founded, commonwealth begun,

For my mean pen are too superior things:

To write about wars, captains, kings, cities founded, and the

beginning of the commonwealth will be too superior for my

humble pen.

A Bartas can do what a Bartas will

But simple I according to my skill.
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Let poets and historians set these forth,

My obscure lines shall not so dim their worth.

I am obnoxious to each carping tongue

Who says my hand a needle better tits,

For such despite they cast on female wits:

If what I do prove well, it won’t advance,

They’ll say it’s stol’n, or else it was by chance.
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Let Greeks be Greeks, and women what they are;

Men have precedency and still excel;

It is but vain unjustly to wage war;

Men can do best, and women know it well

Preeminence in all and each is yours;

yet grant some small acknowledgement of ours.

2.2 To My Dear and Loving Husband

If ever two were one, then surely we.

If ever man were loved by wife, then thee;

If ever wife was happy in a man,

Compare with me, ye women, if you can.

I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold

Or all the riches that the East doth hold.

My love is such that rivers cannot quench,

Nor ought’ but love from thee, give recompense.
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Thy love is such I can no way repay,

The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.

Then while we live, in love let’s so persevere’

That when we live no more, we may live ever.

1678
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1. ought = &%wfiwx.~

2.persevere  = ht&10tilW&laMh

If ever two were one, then surely we.

If ever man were loved by wife, then thee;

If ever wife was happy in a man,

Compare with me, ye women, if you can.
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ought = nothing

I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold

Or all the riches that the East doth hold.
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My love is such that rivers cannot queoch,

Nor ought but love from thee, give recompense.

The’heavens reward/thee manifold, I pray.

That when we live no more, we may live ever.
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2.3

Contemplations

Some time now past in the autumnal tide,

When Phoebus 1 wanted but one hour to bed,

The trees all richly clad, yet void of pride,

Were gilded o’er by his rich golden head.

Their leaves and fruits  seemed painted, but was true,

Of green, of red, of yellow, mixed hue;

Rapt2 were my senses at this delectable view.

I wist3 not what to wish, yet sure thought I,

If so much excellence abide below,

How excellent is He that dwells on high,

Whose power and beauty by his works we know?

Sure he is goodness, wisdom, glory, light,

That hath this under world so richly dight;4

More heaven than earth was here, no winter and no night.

3

Then on a stately oak I cast mine eye,

Whose ruffling top the clouds seemed to aspire;

How long since thou wast in thine infancy?

Thy strength, and stature, more thy years admire,

Hath hundred winters past since thou was born?
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