Busy old fosl, unruly sun,
Why dsst thew thus
Through windsws and through curtains call on us?
Must te thy metisns lovers’ seasons wun?
Sauey pedantic wretch, ge chide
Late schoolboys and ssur prentices,
Go tell court buntsmen that the King will vide,
Call country ants to harvest sffices:
Love, all alike, ne seasen bnsws nor clime,
Nor hours, days, menths, which are the rags of time.

Thy Beams, s reverend and strong
Why shouldst thow think?

I cauld eclipse and cloud them with a wink,
But that T weuld net lsse her sight so long:
1f bher eyes have not blinded thine,
Losk, and temerrour late, tell me,
Whether both th' Indias of spice and mine
Be where thow leftst them, o lie here with me.

She is all states, and all princes 1,
Nething else cs.
Princes do but play us: compared te this,
AU honor s mimic, ol wealth alehemy.
Thew, sun, art half as happy as we,

In that the weld s contracted thus;
Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be
lo warm the werld, thats dene in warming us.
Shine here te us, and thew art everywhere;
This bed thy center is, these walls thy sphere.

Jobn Denne, 1633

Wake up the
morning with me,
dear Valentine!



