The Passionate Shepherd to His Love 
by Christopher Marlowe 
            Come live with me, and be my love, 
            And we will all the pleasures prove 
            That valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
            Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 

5         And we will sit upon the rocks, 
            Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks 
            By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
            Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

            And I will make thee beds of roses, 
10         And a thousand fragrant posies, 
            A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, 
            Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 

            A gown made of the finest wool 
            Which from our pretty lambs we pull, 
15         Fair linèd slippers for the cold, 
            With buckles of the purest gold. 

            A belt of straw and ivy buds, 
            With coral clasps and amber studs, 
            And if these pleasures may thee move, 
20         Come live with me, and be my love. 

            The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
            For thy delight each May morning. 
            If these delights thy mind may move, 
            Then live with me, and be my love. 

The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd 
by Sir Walter Raleigh 
            If all the world and love were young, 
            And truth in every shepherd’s tongue, 
            These pretty pleasures might me move 
            To live with thee and be thy love. 

5         But Time drives flocks from field to fold, 
            When rivers rage and rocks grow cold, 
            And Philomel becometh dumb; 
            The rest complains of cares to come. 

            The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
10         To wayward winter reckoning yields; 
            A honey tongue, a heart of gall 
            Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 

            Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
            Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies. 
15         Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten, 
            In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

            Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
            Thy coral clasps and amber studs, 
            All these in me no means can move 
20         To come to thee and be thy love. 

            But could youth last and love still breed, 
            Had joys no date, nor age no need, 
            Then these delights my mind might move 
            To live with thee and be thy love. 

The Bait
by John Donne



COME live with me, and be my love,
And we will some new pleasures prove
Of golden sands, and crystal brooks,
With silken lines and silver hooks.

There will the river whisp'ring run
Warm'd by thy eyes, more than the sun ;
And there th' enamour'd fish will stay,
Begging themselves they may betray.

When thou wilt swim in that live bath,
Each fish, which every channel hath,
Will amorously to thee swim,
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him.

If thou, to be so seen, be'st loth,
By sun or moon, thou dark'nest both,
And if myself have leave to see,
I need not their light, having thee.

Let others freeze with angling reeds,
And cut their legs with shells and weeds,
Or treacherously poor fish beset,
With strangling snare, or windowy net.

Let coarse bold hands from slimy nest
The bedded fish in banks out-wrest ;
Or curious traitors, sleeve-silk flies,
Bewitch poor fishes' wand'ring eyes.

For thee, thou need'st no such deceit,
For thou thyself art thine own bait :
That fish, that is not catch'd thereby,
Alas ! is wiser far than I.

To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time 
by Robert Herrick 

            Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, 
            Old Time is still a-flying; 
            And this same flower that smiles today, 
            Tomorrow will be dying. 

5         The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 
            The higher he’s a-getting, 
            The sooner will his race be run, 
            And nearer he’s to setting. 

            That age is best which is the first, 
10         When youth and blood are warmer; 
            But being spent, the worse, and worst 
            Times still succeed the former. 

            Then be not coy, but use your time; 
            And while ye may, go marry: 
15         For having lost but once your prime, 
            You may forever tarry. 

 

To His Coy Mistress 
by Andrew Marvell 
            Had we but world enough, and time, 
            This coyness, Lady, were no crime. 
            We would sit down, and think which way 
            To walk, and pass our long love’s day. 
5         Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side 
            Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide 
            Of Humber would complain. I would 
            Love you ten years before the Flood, 
            And you should, if you please, refuse 
10         Till the conversion of the Jews. 
            My vegetable love should grow 
            Vaster than empires and more slow; 
            An hundred years should go to praise 
            Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze; 
15         Two hundred to adore each breast, 
            But thirty thousand to the rest; 
            An age at least to every part, 
            And the last age should show your heart. 
            For, Lady, you deserve this state, 
20         Nor would I love at lower rate. 
            But at my back I always hear 
            Time’s wingèd chariot hurrying near; 
            And yonder all before us lie 
            Deserts of vast eternity. 
25         Thy beauty shall no more be found, 
            Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 
            My echoing song; then worms shall try 
            That long-preserved virginity, 
            And your quaint honor turn to dust, 
30         And into ashes all my lust: 
            The grave’s a fine and private place, 
            But none, I think, do there embrace. 
            Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
            Sits on thy skin like morning dew, 
35         And while thy willing soul transpires 
            At every pore with instant fires, 
            Now let us sport us while we may, 
            And now, like amorous birds of prey, 
            Rather at once our time devour 
40         Than languish in his slow-chapped power. 
            Let us roll all our strength and all 
            Our sweetness up into one ball, 
            And tear our pleasures with rough strife 
            Through the iron gates of life; 
45         Thus, though we cannot make our sun 
            Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

\

I Got a Feeling

by The Black Eyed Peas

I got a feeling that tonight's gonna be a good night.

Tonight's the night; let's live it up,
I got my money; let's spend it up,
Go out and smash it like, “Oh my God!”
Jump off that sofa; let's get off.

I know that we'll have a ball
If we get down and go out and just lose it all.
I feel stressed out; I want to let it go.
Let's go way out, spaced out and losing all control.

Fill up my cup – mazel tov!
Look at her dancing: just take it off.
Let's paint the town; we'll shut it down.
Let's burn the roof, and then we'll do it again.

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday
Friday, Saturday, Saturday to Sunday
Get with us – you know what we say – 
Party every day!
Give Me Everything

by Pitbull

Tonight, I want all of you tonight;
Give me everything tonight.
For all we know, we might not get tomorrow;
Let's do it tonight.
Don't care what they say,
All the games they play,
Nothing is enough
Till they handle love.
Let's do it tonight.
I want you tonight.
I want you to stay.
I want you tonight.
Grab somebody sexy, tell 'em, “Hey,
“Give me everything tonight.”
Get busy tonight
'Cause tomorrow I'm off to do battle, perform for princess;
But tonight, I can make you my queen
And make love to you endless.
It's insane to wait, and they ain't growin' money.
Keep flowin'! Hustlers move beside us,
So I'm tip-toeing to keep blowing.
I got it locked up like Lindsay Lohan.
Put it on my lap, baby;
I make you feel right, baby.
Can't promise tomorrow,
But I'll promise tonight.
Excuse me, but I might drink a little more than I should tonight;
And I might take you home with me if I could tonight.
And baby, I'ma make you feel so good tonight,
'Cause we might not get tomorrow.
Reach for the stars,
And if you don't grab them, at least you're on top of the world.
Think about it
'Cause, if you slip, I'm gonna fall on top of your girl.
When I'm involved, it goes deeper than them aces,
Baby. Baby, and it ain't no secret,
My family is from Cuba, but I'm an American Idol,
Gettin' money like Seacrest.
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