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1
For two Actions equally labour’d and driven on by the Writer, would destroy the unity of the Poem; it would be no longer one play, but two. 
      　　　 (Dryden, p.13)

2
To some modern readers Horace may seem a remote lyric poet, but to the Renaissance he was a living presence, like all the great classics. When Ben Jonson wanted to present Elizabeth, Countess of Rutland, with a New Year’s gift for 1600, he celebrated both her virtur and his power as a poet to memorialize it by boldly appropriating lines from both Odes: . . . 





　　(Vickers, p. 49)
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　　　　　TO THE WORTHY KNIGHT, AND MY

NOBLE FRIEND, SIR HENRY GOODERE,

a Gentleman of His Majesties Privie Chamber.

THESE Lyrick Pieces, short, and few,

Mostworthy Sir, I send to you,

To reade them, be not wearie:

They may become John Hewes his Lyre,

Which oft at Powlsworth by the fire

Hath made us gravely merry.

Beleeve it, he must have the Trick

Of Ryming; with Invention quick,

That should doe Lyricks well:

But how I have done in this kind,

Though in my selfe I cannot find,

Your Judgement best can tell.

Th’old British Bards, upon their Harpes,

For falling Flatts, and rising Sharpes,

That curiously were strung;

To stirre their Youth to Warlike Rage,

Or their wyld Furie to asswage,

In these loose Numbers sung.

No more I for Fooles Censures passe,

Then for the braying of an Asse,

Nor once mine Eare will lend them:

If you but please to take in gree

These Odes, sufficient ’tis to mee ;

Your liking can commend them.

               
　　　Yours,

                   
Mich. Drayton.
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TO THE READER.
ODES I have called these my few Poems; which how 
happie soever they prove, yet Criticisme it selfe cannot 
say, that the Name is wrongfully usurped: For (not to begin 
with Definitions against the Rule of Oratorie, nor ab ovo, 
against the prescript Rule of Poetrie in a Poeticall Argument, 
but somewhat only to season thy Pallat with a slight descrip-

tion) an Ode is knowne to have been properly a Song, moduled 
to the ancient Harpe, and neither too short-breathed, as hast-

ing to the end, nor composed of the longest Verses, as unfit for 
the sudden Turnes and loftie Tricks with which Apollo used 
to manage it. They are (as the Learned say) divers: Some 
transcendently loftie, and farre more high then the Epick (com-

monly called the Heroique Poeme) witnesse those of the in-

imitable Pindarus, consecrated to the glorie and renowne of 
such as returned in triumph from Olympus, Elis, Isthmus, 
or the like: Others, among the Greekes, are amorous, soft, and 
made for Chambers, as other for Theaters; as were Ana-

creon’s, the very Delicacies of the Grecian Erato, which Muse 
seemed to have beene the Minion of that Teian old Man, 
which composed them: Of a mixed kinde were Horaces, and 
may truely therefore be called his mixed; whatsoever else are 
mine, little partaking of the high Dialect of the first:

Though we be all to seeke      

Of Pindar, that great Greeke.

Nor altogether of Anacreon, the Arguments being Amorous, 
Morall, or what else the Muse pleaseth. To write much in this 
kind, neither know I how it will rellish, nor in so doing, can I 
but injuriously presuppose Ignorance or Slouth in thee, or draw 
censure upon my selfe, for sinning against the Decorum of a 
Preface, by reading a Lecture, where it is inough to summe 
the Points: New they are, and the worke of playing Houres; 
I but what other commendation is theirs, and whether inherent 
in the subject, must be thine to judge. But to act the goe-be-

tweene of my Poems and thy Applause, is neither my Modestie 
nor Confidence; that oftner then once have acknowledged thee 
kind, and doe not doubt hereafter to doe somewhat, in which 
I shall not feare thee just: And would at this time also gladly 
let thee understand, what I thinke above the rest, of the last 
Ode of this Number, or if thou wilt, Ballad in my Booke: 
for both the great Master of Italian Rymes, Petrarch, and our 
Chaucer, and other of the upper House of the Muses, have 
thought their Canzons honoured in the Title of a Ballad; 
which, for that I labour to meet truely therein with the old 
English Garbe, I hope as able to justifie, as the learned Colin 
Clout his Roundelay. Thus requesting thee, in thy better 
Judgement, to correct such Faults as have es-

caped in the Printing, I bid 
thee farewell.

                   




 M. Drayton.

5      Drayton, whom we met as an epigrammatical sonneteer, could himself in another mood be intensely lyrical. Indeed, one of his principal contributions was to naturalize a major lyric form, the ode. (Odes are long, celemonious lyrics, often with a complex stanza structure.) Dayton’s Odes (1606; 1619), an unusually decisive collection, offered native or invented equivalents for a wide range of lyric modes—not only those of Ronsard and Horace, but of Pindar and Anacreon, and even of heroic song, realized in an art ballad, the ‘Ballad of Agincourt’. Drayton’s aim was to reascend to the elevation of ancient lyric.

　　　 (Fowler, A History of English Literature, p. 57.)
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TO HIMSELFE, AND THE HARPE.

AND why not I, as hee

That’s greatest, if as free,

(In sundry strains that strive,

Since there so many be)

Th’old Lyrick kind revive?

I will, yea, and I may;

Who shall oppose my way?

For what is he alone,

That of himselfe can say,

Hee’s Heire of Helicon?
Apollo, and the Nine,

Forbid no Man their Shrine,

That commeth with hands pure ;

Else they be so divine,

They will him not indure.

For they be such coy Things,

That they care not for Kings,

And dare let them know it ;

Nor may he touch their Springs,

That is not borne a Poet.

The Phocean it did prove,


Pyreneus, King of
Whom when foule Lust did move,

Phocis, attempting
Those Mayds unchaste to make,

to ravish the Muses.
Fell, as with them he strove,

His Neck and justly brake.

That instrument ne’r heard,

Strooke by the skilfull Bard,

It strongly to awake;

But it th’infernalls skard,

And made Olympus quake. 

As those Prophetike strings


Sam. Lib. 1. cap. 16
Whose sounds with fiery Wings,


Drave Fiends from their abode,

Touch’d by the best of Kings,

That sang the holy Ode.

So his, which Women slue,


Orpheus the Tracian Poet.
And it int’ Hebrus threw,


Caput Hebre lyramque
Such sounds yet forth it sent,

Exip. &c. Ovid. Lib. 11.
The Bankes to weepe that drue,

Metam.
As downe the Streame it went.


That by the Tortoyse shell,


Mercury inventor of 
To Mayas Sonne it fell,


the Harpe, as Horace
The most thereof not doubt

Ode 10. lib. 7. curvaeque
But sure some Power did dwell,

Lyrae parentem.
In Him who found it out.


The Wildest of the field,

And Ayre, with Rivers t’yeeld,

Which mov’d ; that sturdy Glebes,

Thebes fayned to have
And massie Oakes could weeld,

beene raysed by Musicke.
To rayse the pyles of Thebes.


And diversly though Strung,

So anciently We sung

To it, that Now scarce knowne,

If first it did belong

To Greece, or if our Owne.
The Druydes imbrew’d,


The ancient British
With Gore, on Altars rude


Priests, so called of their
With Sacrifices crown’d,


abode in woods. 
In hollow Woods bedew’d,



Ador’d the Trembling sound.

 
Though wee be All to seeke,


Pindar Prince of the Greek 
Of Pindar that Great Greeke,


lyrics, of whom Horace:
To Finger it aright,


Pindarum quisquis studet,
The Soule with power to strike,

&c. Ode 2. lib. 4.
His hand retayn’d such Might.

Or him that Rome did grace,


Horace first of the
Whose Ayres we all imbrace,


Romans in that kind.
That scarcely found his Peere,

Nor giveth Phoebus place,

For Strokes divinely cleere.

The Irish I admire,

And still cleave to that Lyre,


The Irish Harpe.
As our Musike’s Mother,

And thinke, till I expire,

Apollo’s such another.

As Britons, that so long

Have held this Antike Song,

And let all our Carpers
Forbeare their fame to wrong,

Th’are right skilfull Harpers.

Southerne, I long thee spare,


Southerne, an
Yet wish thee well to fare,


English lyrick.
Who me pleased’st greatly,

As first, therefore more rare,

Handling thy Harpe neatly.

To those that with despight

Shall terme these Numbers slight,

Tell them their Judgement’s blind,

Much erring from the right,

It is a Noble kind.

Nor is’t the Verse doth make,

That giveth, or doth take,

‘Tis possible to clyme,

To kindle, or to slake,



An old English
Although in Skelton’s Ryme.

Rymer.
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Sing Heav’nly Muse, that on the secret top


Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire


That Shepherd, who first taught the chosen Seed,


In the Beginning how the Heav’ns and Earth


Rose out of Chaos: Or if Sion Hill


Delight thee more, and Siloa’s Brook that flow’d


Fast by the Oracle of God; I thence


Invoke thy aid to my adventurous Song,


That with no middle flight intends to soar


Above th’ Aonian Mount, while it pursues


Things unattempted yet in Prose or Rhyme.


And chiefly Thou O Spirit, that dost prefer


Before all Temples th’ upright heart and pure,


Instruct me, for Thou know’st; Thou from the first


Wast present, and with mighty wings outspread


Dove-like satst brooding on the vast Abyss


And mad’st it pregnant:


(PL, I, 6-22)
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Descend from Heav’n Urania, by that name


If rightly thou art call’d, whose Voice divine


Following, above th’ Olympian Hill I soar,


Above the flight of Pegasean wing.


The meaning, not the Name I call: for thou


Nor of the Muses nine, nor on the top


Of old Olympus dwell’st, but Heav’nly born

Before the Hills appear’d, or Fountain flow’d,


Thou with Eternal Wisdom didst converse,


Wisdom thy Sister, and with her didst play


In presence of th’ Almighty Father, pleas’d


With thy Celestial Song. Up led by thee


Into the Heav’n of Heav’ns I have presum’d,


An Earthly Guest, and drawn Empyreal Air,


Thy temp’ring; with like safety guided down


Return me to my Native Element:


Lest from this flying Steed unrein’d, (as once


Bellerophon, though from a lower Clime)


Dismounted, on th’ Aleian Field I fall


Erroneous there to wander and forlorn.


Half yet remains unsung, but narrower bound


Within the visible Diurnal Sphere;


Standing on Earth, not rapt above the Pole,


More safe I Sing with mortal voice, unchang’d


To hoarse or mute, though fall’n on evil days,


On evil days though fall’n, and evil tongues;


In darkness, and with dangers compast round,


And solitude; yet not alone, while thou


Visit’st my slumbers Nightly, or when Morn


Purples the East: still govern thou my Song,


Urania, and fit audience find, though few.


But drive far off the barbarous dissonance


Of Bacchus and his Revellers, the Race


Of that wild Rout that tore the Thracian Bard


In Rhodope, where Woods and Rocks had Ears


To rapture, till the savage clamor drown’d


Both Harp and Voice; nor could the Muse defend


Her Son. So fail not thou, who thee implores:


For thou art Heav’nly, she an empty dream.　 
(PL, VII, 1-38)
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Books and the Man I sing, the first who brings


The Smithfield Muses to the Ear of Kings.


Say great Patricians! (since your selves inspire)


Say from what cause, in vain decry’d and cursed,


Since Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first?


In eldest time, e’re mortals writ or read,


E’re Pallas issued from the Thund’rer’s head,


Dulnes o’er all possess’d her antient right,


Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night:


Fate in their datage this fair idiot gave,


Gross as her sire, and as her mother gave,


Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, and blind,


She rul’d, in native Anarchy, the mind.

 (The Dunciad (A), I, 1-14)
9B
The Mighty Mother, and her Son who brings

The Smithfield Muses to the ear of Kings,

I sing. Say you, her instruments the Great!

Call’d to this work by Dulness, Jove, and Fate;
You by whose care, in vain decry’d and curst,

Still Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first;

Say how the Goddess bade Britannia sleep,

And pour’d her Spirit o’er the land and deep. 
(The Dunciad (B), I, 1-8)
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