SONNETS: Please study these in anticipation of a quiz. You should know poets, titles, and general time periods. You should also be able to identify the type of sonnet structure used in each poem (Petrarchan/Italian, Shakespearean/English/Elizabethan, Spenserian, or Undefined), and how that structure impacts meaning. Expect questions based on themes, symbols, conceits, sound devices, and other applicable literary and/or poetic devices. 
Death, be not proud (Holy Sonnet 10)   by John Donne  (1572-1631)

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee 

Mighty and dreadful, for thou are not so; 

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow 

Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me. 

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be, 

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow, 

And soonest our best men with thee do go, 

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery. 

Thou'art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men, 

And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell, 

And poppy'or charms can make us sleep as well 

And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then? 

One short sleep past, we wake eternally, 

And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.

On Poet-Ape      by Ben Jonson (1572-1637)
Poor Poet-Ape, that would be thought our chief, 

Whose works are e'en the frippery of wit, 

From brokage is become so bold a thief, 

As we, the robbed, leave rage, and pity it. 

At first he made low shifts, would pick and glean, 

Buy the reversion of old plays; now grown 

To a little wealth, and credit in the scene, 

He takes up all, makes each man's wit his own. 

And, told of this, he slights it. Tut, such crimes 

The sluggish gaping auditor devours; 

He marks not whose 'twas first, and after-times 

May judge it to be his, as well as ours. 

Fool, as if half eyes will not know a fleece 

From locks of wool, or shreds from the whole piece. 

"One day I wrote her name upon the strand" by Edmund Spenser (1552-1599)
One day I wrote her name upon the strand, 

But came the waves and washed it away: 

Again I wrote it with a second hand, 

But came the tide, and made my pains his prey. 

Vain man, said she, that dost in vain assay 

A mortal thing so to immortalize! 

For I myself shall like to this decay, 

And eek my name be wiped out likewise. 

Not so (quoth I), let baser things devise 

To die in dust, but you shall live by fame: 

My verse your virtues rare shall eternize, 

And in the heavens write your glorious name; 

Where, whenas death shall all the world subdue, 

Our love shall live, and later life renew. 

"When in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes"   by William Shakespeare (1564-1616)
When in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries, 

And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featur'd like him, like him with friends possess'd, 

Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least: 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee,--and then my state 

(Like to the lark at break of day arising 

From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate; 

For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings 

That then I scorn to change my state with kings'. 

"To nothing fitter can I thee compare"  by Michael Drayton (1563-1631)
To nothing fitter can I thee compare 

Than to the son of some rich penny-father, 

Who having now brought on his end with care, 

Leaves to his son all he had heaped together; 

This new-rich novice, lavish of his chest, 

To one man gives, doth on another spend, 

Then here he riots; yet amongst the rest 

Haps to lend some to one true honest friend. 

Thy gifts thou in obscurity dost waste, 

False friends thy kindness, born but to deceive thee; 

Thy love, that is on the unworthy placed; 

Time hath thy beauty, which with age will leave thee; 

Only that little which to me was lent, 

I give thee back, when all the rest is spent. 

On His Blindness - John Milton, 1655 (**title was added by publisher, the “his” is Milton himself)

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

Lodg'd 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-labour, 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.
"Although we do not all the good we love"  by John Davies (1565-1618)

Although we do not all the good we love, 

But still, in love, desire to do the same; 

Nor leave the sins we hate, but hating move 

Our soul and body's powers their powers to tame; 

The good we do God takes as done aright, 

That we desire to do he takes as done; 

The sin we shun he will with grace requite, 

And not impute the sin we seek to shun. 

But good desires produce no worser deeds, 

For God doth both together lightly give, 

Because he knows a righteous man must needs 

By faith, that works by love, forever live. 

Then to do nought but only in desire 

Is love that burns, but burns like painted fire. 

"Batter my heart, three-person'd God..." by John Donne (1572-1631)
Batter my heart, three-person'd God; for you 

As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend; 

That I may rise, and stand, o'erthrow me and bend 

Your force, to break, blow, burn and make me new. 

I, like an usurpt town, to another due, 

Labour to admit you, but Oh, to no end, 

Reason your viceroy in me, me should defend, 

But is captiv'd, and proves weak or untrue. 

Yet dearly I love you, and would be loved fain, 

But am betroth'd unto your enemy: 

Divorce me, untie, or break that knot again, 

Take me to you, imprison me, for I 

Except you enthrall me, never shall be free, 

Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me. 

How Do I Love Thee? (Sonnet 43) by Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861)

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of being and ideal grace.
I love thee to the level of every day's
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.
I love thee freely, as men strive for right.
I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.
I love thee with the passion put to use
In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.

"Like to these immeasurable mountains" by Sir Thomas Wyatt
Like to these immeasurable mountains 

Is my painful life, the burden of ire: 

For of great height be they and high is my desire, 

And I of tears and they be full of fountains. 

Under craggy rocks they have full barren plains; 

Hard thoughts in me my woeful mind doth tire. 

Small fruit and many leaves their tops do attire; 

Small effect with great trust in me remains. 

The boist'rous winds oft their high boughs do blast; 

Hot sighs from me continually be shed. 

Cattle in them and in me love is fed. 

Immovable am I and they are full steadfast. 

Of the restless birds they have the tune and note, 

And I always plaints that pass thorough my throat. 

