
The Flea 

by John Donne 
 
Mark but this flea, and mark in this, 
How little that which thou deniest me is;    
Me it sucked first, and now sucks thee,  
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be;    
Thou know’st that this cannot be said  
A sin, or shame, or loss of maidenhead,  
    Yet this enjoys before it woo,  
    And pampered swells with one blood made of two,  
    And this, alas, is more than we would do.  

 
Oh stay, three lives in one flea spare,  
Where we almost, nay more than married are.    
This flea is you and I, and this  
Our mariage bed and mariage temple is;    
Though parents grudge, and you, we are met,    
And cloisterd in these living walls of jet.  
    Though use make you apt to kill me,  
    Let not to that, self-murder added be,  
    And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.  

 
Cruel and sudden, hast thou since  
Purpled thy nail in blood of innocence?    
Wherein could this flea guilty be,  
Except in that drop which it sucked from thee?    
Yet thou triumph’st, and say'st that thou    
Find’st not thy self, nor me the weaker now;  
    ’Tis true; then learn how false, fears be:  
    Just so much honor, when thou yield’st to me,  
    Will waste, as this flea’s death took life from thee. 
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Souvenir d'amitié 

by Denise Levertov  

Two fading red spots mark on my thighs  
where a flea from the fur of a black, curly, yearning dog  
bit me, casually, and returned into the fur. 

Melanie was the dog's name. That afternoon  
she had torn the screen from a door and littered fragments  
of screen everywhere, and of chewed-up paper, 

stars, whole constellations of paper, glimmered  
in shadowy floor corners. She had been punished, adequately; 
this was not a first offense. And forgiven, 

but sadly: her master knew she would soon discover  
other ways to show forth her discontent, her black humor. 
Meanwhile, standing on hind legs like a human child, 

she came to lean her body, her arms and head,  
in my lap. I was a friendly stranger. She gave me  
a share of her loneliness, her warmth, her flea. 
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