The Bait 

By John Donne 

Come live with me, and be my love,
 

And we will some new pleasures prove 

Of golden sands, and crystal brooks, 

With silken lines, and silver hooks. 

There will the river whispering run 

Warm'd by thy eyes, more than the sun
; 

And there the 'enamour'd fish will stay, 

Begging themselves they may betray.
 

When thou wilt swim in that live bath, 

Each fish, which every channel hath, 

Will amorously to thee swim, 

Gladder to catch thee, than thou him. 

If thou, to be so seen, be'st loth, 

By sun or moon, thou dark'nest both, 


And if myself have leave to see, 

I need not their light having thee.
 

Let others freeze with angling reeds, 

And cut their legs with shells and weeds, 

Or treacherously poor fish beset, 

With strangling snare, or windowy net. 

Let coarse bold hands from slimy nest 

The bedded fish in banks out-wrest; 

Or curious traitors, sleeve-silk flies, 

Bewitch poor fishes' wand'ring eyes. 

For thee, thou need'st no such deceit, 

For thou thyself art thine own bait: 

That fish, that is not catch'd thereby, 

Alas, is wiser far than I. 



Song: Go and catch a falling star 

By John Donne 

Go and catch a falling star, 

    Get with child a mandrake root, 

Tell me where all past years are, 

    Or who cleft the devil's foot, 

Teach me to hear mermaids singing, 

Or to keep off envy's stinging,
 

            And find 

            What wind 

Serves to advance an honest mind. 

If thou be'st born to strange sights, 

    Things invisible to see, 

Ride ten thousand days and nights, 

    Till age snow white hairs on thee, 

Thou, when thou return'st, wilt tell me, 

All strange wonders that befell thee, 

            And swear, 

            No where 

Lives a woman true, and fair.
 

If thou find'st one, let me know, 

    Such a pilgrimage were sweet; 

Yet do not, I would not go, 

    Though at next door we might meet; 

Though she were true, when you met her, 

And last, till you write your letter, 

            Yet she 

            Will be 

False, ere I come, to two, or three. 

A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning 

By John Donne 

As virtuous men pass mildly away, 

   And whisper to their souls to go, 

Whilst some of their sad friends do say 

   The breath goes now, and some say, No: 

So let us melt, and make no noise, 

   No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move; 

'Twere profanation of our joys 

   To tell the laity our love. 

Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears, 

   Men reckon what it did, and meant; 

But trepidation of the spheres, 

   Though greater far, is innocent. 



Dull sublunary lovers' love 

   (Whose soul is sense) cannot admit 

Absence, because it doth remove 

   Those things which elemented it.
 

But we by a love so much refined, 

   That our selves know not what it is, 

Inter-assured of the mind, 

   Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss
. 

Our two souls therefore, which are one, 

   Though I must go, endure not yet 

A breach, but an expansion, 

   Like gold to airy thinness beat.
 

If they be two, they are two so 

   As stiff twin compasses are two; 

Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show 

   To move, but doth, if the other do. 

And though it in the center sit, 

   Yet when the other far doth roam, 

It leans and hearkens after it, 

   And grows erect, as that comes home.
 

Such wilt thou be to me, who must, 

   Like th' other foot, obliquely run; 

Thy firmness makes my circle just, 

   And makes me end where I begun. 

�Echoes Passionate Shepherd’s language


�The golden sands and crystal brooks are meant to be appealing, while the lines and silver hooks suggests the romance ends badly (in a trap)


�Your eyes are more warming than the sun…


�So fish are begging to be caught by you


�If you swim with the fish (men), they’ll be more interested in you than you are in them…


�If you’d rather not be seen by the fish (men) both day and nights will be darker for the loss of you…


�If I can see you, I wont need light of sun or moon – you’re all I need


�Other fishers can work hard and hurt themselves catching fish, but…


�You are your own bait – all fish come to you without any nets or tricks needed…


�Wise fish (men) stay away from you, but I’m not that wise – you’re too tempting


�If you could do any of these impossible tasks…


�Find an honest person somewhere…it’s equally impossible


�If you’re a special person who can see things others can’t, then…


�Travek the world till you’re old…and still…


�You wont find an honest, faithful woman.


�If you find a faithful woman, tell me…I’d love to see one…


�On second thought, don’t tell me, because even if she was faithful when you met her, but the time she gets your love letter…


�She will have lied and been unfaithful to several other men.


�In the same way that when good men die they die so peacefully one can’t tell when they’d gone…


�Let us be that quiet…


�It would make our love common if we try to show the world what our love means…


�When the earth sakes it causes problems…like regular lovers when separated have troubles


�But worlds move around the sun, and nothing gets hurt – like our greater love that can withstand separation


�Common lovers can’t stand to be apart because they care only ahout the physical….


�Our more spiritual love can withstand a little separation from time to time


�When we’re apart, it’s less like being separated, and more like being on the far sides of one thing (both part of the gold sheet, just on other sides…


�If we’re twos separate people, were separate like the two legs of a geometric compass…one stay in one place, and the other moves, but always still attached…


�Like the compass feet, when we’re apart, we’ll be longing to be together, and when the compass legs come together again, the compass is erect (sexual metaphor for their relationship implying he’ll be REALLY happy to see her


�Your faithfulness in waiting for me makes me always want to come home to you.





