
On my First Son 

By Ben Jonson 

 
 

Farewell, thou child of my right hand, and joy;  
My sin was too much hope of thee, lov'd boy.  
Seven years tho' wert lent to me, and I thee pay,  
Exacted by thy fate, on the just day.  
O, could I lose all father now! For why  
Will man lament the state he should envy?  
To have so soon 'scap'd world's and flesh's rage,  
And if no other misery, yet age?  
Rest in soft peace, and, ask'd, say, "Here doth lie  
Ben Jonson his best piece of poetry."  
For whose sake henceforth all his vows be such,  
As what he loves may never like too much. 
	

	
	
	 	



From Chapter XVII of The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, by Mark Twain 

ODE TO STEPHEN DOWLING BOTS, DEC’D 

By Emmeline Grangerford (Mark Twain) 

 

And	did	young	Stephen	sicken,	
			And	did	young	Stephen	die?	
And	did	the	sad	hearts	thicken,	
			And	did	the	mourners	cry?	
	
No;	such	was	not	the	fate	of	
			Young	Stephen	Dowling	Bots;	
Though	sad	hearts	round	him	thickened,	
			'Twas	not	from	sickness’	shots.	
	
No	whooping-cough	did	rack	his	frame,	
			Nor	measles	drear	with	spots;	
Not	these	impaired	the	sacred	name	
			Of	Stephen	Dowling	Bots.	
	
Despised	love	struck	not	with	woe	
			That	head	of	curly	knots,	
Nor	stomach	troubles	laid	him	low,	
			Young	Stephen	Dowling	Bots.	
	
O	no.	Then	list	with	tearful	eye,	
			Whilst	I	his	fate	do	tell.	
His	soul	did	from	this	cold	world	fly	
			By	falling	down	a	well.	
	
They	got	him	out	and	emptied	him;	
			Alas	it	was	too	late;	
His	spirit	was	gone	for	to	sport	aloft	
			In	the	realms	of	the	good	and	great.	


