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O� thou hast with greedy ear,
Drunk my notes and words of pleasure.
In a�ection's equal measure,
Now my songs of sorrow hear.
Since from thee my griefs do grow,
Whom alive I priz'd so dear:
The more my joy, the more my woe.

Music, though it sweetens pain,
Yet no whit impairs lamenting:
But in passions like consenting,
Makes them constant that complain:
And enchants their fancies so,
That all comforts they disdain,
The more my joy, the more my woe.
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 O sweet flower, too quickly fading,
Like a winter sunshine day:
Poor pilgrim tir'd in the midway,
Like the earth itself half shading.
So thy picture shows to me,
But only the one half of thee.

O dear joy, too swi�ly flying
From thy love's enchanted eyes:
Proud glory spread through the vast skies,
Earth of more than earth envying:
O how wondrous hadst thou been,
Had but the world thy whole life seen.
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 O th'unsure hopes of men!
The bri2le state,
The vain contentions that unluckily,
O� in midst of the race fall ruinate.
And in their course long overwhelméd be,
And swallow'd up ere they the port could see.

O women's fruitless love!
Unquiet state!
Too dear a�ections, that despitefully,
E'en in their height of bliss prove desolate!
And o�en fall far from all hope of joy,
Ere they have time to dream on their annoy.
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In darkness let me dwell

 9


