
Name __________________________ 
For ENGL 2000 Lyric and Lyrics 
 
From Book 1, Canto 1 of Fairie Queene by Edmund Spenser 
 
A Gentle Knight was pricking on the plaine,  
Y cladd in mightie armes and silver shielde,  
Wherein old dints of deepe wounds did remaine,  
The cruell markes of many a bloudy fielde;  
Yet armes till that time did he never wield:  
His angry steede did chide his foming bitt,  
As much disdayning to the curbe to yield:  
Full jolly knight he seemd, and faire did sitt,  
As one for knightly giusts and fierce encounters fitt.  
 
 
What do you find about the rhythm? _______________________________ 
 
How are the feet organized? ___________________________________ 
 
Describe the rhyme. _________________________________________ 
 
 
Delight in Disorder by Robert Herrick  

 
A sweet disorder in the dress  
Kindles in clothes a wantonness;  
A lawn about the shoulders thrown  
Into a fine distraction;  
An erring lace, which here and there  
Enthrals the crimson stomacher;  
A cuff neglectful, and thereby  
Ribands to flow confusedly;  
A winning wave, deserving note,  
In the tempestuous petticoat;  
A careless shoe-string, in whose tie  
I see a wild civility:  
Do more bewitch me, than when art  
Is too precise in every part.  
 
 
What do you find about the rhythm? _______________________________ 
 
How are the feet organized? ___________________________________ 
 
Describe the rhyme. _________________________________________ 
 



Sonnet 18: Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughter'd saints, whose bones by John Milton  
 
On the Late Massacre in Piedmont 

 
Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughter'd saints, whose bones  
       Lie scatter'd on the Alpine mountains cold,  
       Ev'n them who kept thy truth so pure of old,  
       When all our fathers worshipp'd stocks and stones;  
Forget not: in thy book record their groans  
       Who were thy sheep and in their ancient fold  
       Slain by the bloody Piemontese that roll'd  
       Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans  
The vales redoubl'd to the hills, and they  
       To Heav'n. Their martyr'd blood and ashes sow  
       O'er all th' Italian fields where still doth sway  
The triple tyrant; that from these may grow  
       A hundred-fold, who having learnt thy way  
Early may fly the Babylonian woe. 
 
 
What do you find about the rhythm? _______________________________ 
 
How are the feet organized? ___________________________________ 
 
Describe the rhyme. _________________________________________ 
 


