Conceit Poems

A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning
John Donne, 1633

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 | 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 | begun.

The Tyger
William Blake, 1794

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night;

What immortal hand or eye,

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies.
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain,
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp,
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!

When the stars threw down their spears
And water'd heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?



[Untitled]
John Keats, 18197

This living hand, now warm and capable

Of earnest grasping, would, if it were cold

And in the icy silence of the tomb,

So haunt thy days and chill thy dreaming nights
That thou would wish thine own heart dry of blood
So in my veins red life might stream again,

And thou be conscience-calm’d—see here it is—

| hold it towards you.

[764]
Emily Dickinson, 1863

My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun -
In Corners - till a Day

The Owner passed - identified -
And carried Me away -

And now We roam in Sovreign Woods -
And now We hunt the Doe -

And every time | speak for Him

The Mountains straight reply -

And do | smile, such cordial light
Opon the Valley glow -

It is as a Vesuvian face

Had let it’s pleasure through -

And when at Night - Our good Day done -
| guard My Master’s Head -

'Tis better than the Eider Duck’s

Deep Pillow - to have shared -

To foe of His - I'm deadly foe -
None stir the second time -
On whom | lay a Yellow Eye -
Or an emphatic Thumb -

Though | than He - may longer live
He longer must - than | -
For I have but the power to kill,



Without - the power to die -

Separation
W.S. Merwin, 1962

Your absence has gone through me
Like thread through a needle.
Everything | do is stitched with its color.

Coal
Audre Lorde, 1968

I

Is the total black, being spoken

From the earth's inside.

There are many kinds of open.

How a diamond comes into a knot of flame
How a sound comes into a word, coloured
By who pays what for speaking.

Some words are open

Like a diamond on glass windows

Singing out within the crash of passing sun
Then there are words like stapled wagers
In a perforated book—buy and sign and tear apart—
And come whatever wills all chances

The stub remains

An ill-pulled tooth with a ragged edge.
Some words live in my throat

Breeding like adders. Others know sun
Seeking like gypsies over my tongue

To explode through my lips

Like young sparrows bursting from shell.
Some words

Bedevil me.

Love is a word another kind of open—

As a diamond comes into a knot of flame

| am black because | come from the earth's inside
Take my word for jewel in your open light.



