1816
A SONG ABOUT MYSELF

by John Keats

There was a naughty boy,
A naughty boy was he,
He woul d not stop at hone,
He coul d not quiet be-

He t ook

In his knapsack

A book

Ful |l of vowels

And a shirt

Wth sonme towels,

A slight cap

For night cap,

A hair brush,

Conb ditto,

New st ocki ngs

For ol d ones

Wuld split O

Thi s knapsack

Tight at's back

He rivetted close
And foll owed his nose

To the north,

To the north,
And follow d his nose

To the north.



There was a naughty boy
And a naughty boy was he,
For not hing would he do
But scribble poetry-
He t ook
An ink stand
I'n his hand
And a pen
Big as ten
In the other,
And away
In a pother
He ran
To the nountains
And fountai ns
And ghostes
And postes
And wi t ches
And ditches
And wrote
In his coat
When t he weat her
Was cool
Fear of gout,
And wi t hout
When t he weat her
Was war m
Cch the charm
When we choose
To foll ow one's nose
To the north,

To the north,



To foll ow one's nose

To the north!

There was a naughty boy
And a naughty boy was he,
He kept little fishes
In washing tubs three
In spite
O the night
O the maid
Nor afraid
O his G anny-good-
He often would
Hurly burly
Get up early
And go
By hook or crook
To the brook
And bring home
Mller's thunb,
Tittl ebat
Not over fat,
M nnows smal |
As the stal
O a gl ove,
Not above
The si ze
O a nice
Littl e baby's
Little fingers-

O he nade



"Twas his trade

O fish a pretty kettle
A kettle-
A kettle

O fish a pretty kettle

A kett] e!

There was a naughty boy,
And a naughty boy was he,
He ran away to Scotl and
The people for to see-
There he found
That the ground
Was as hard,
That a yard
Was as |ong,
That a song
Was as nerry,
That a cherry
Was as red,
That | ead
Was as wei ghty,
That fourscore
Was as eighty,
That a door
Was as wooden
As in Engl and-
So he stood in his shoes
And he wonder' d,
He wonder' d,

He stood in his



Shoes and he wonder' d.

THE END

1816
CHARACTER OF CHARLES BROWWN

by John Keats

He is to weet a nelancholy carle:

Thin in the waist, with bushy head of hair

As hath the seeded thistle when in parle

It holds the Zephyr, ere it sendeth fair

Its light balloons into the sumer air;

Therto his beard had not begun to bl oom

No brush had touch'd his chin or razor sheer;
No care had touch'd his cheek with nortal doom

But new he was and bright as scarf from Persian | oom

Ne cared he for wi ne, or half-and-half;

Ne cared he for fish or flesh or fow,

And sauces held he worthl ess as the chaff,

He 'sdeigned the sw ne-head at the wassail-bow ;
Ne with ewd ribbalds sat he cheek by jow,

Ne with sly Lemans in the scorner's chair;

But after water-brooks this Pilgrims soul
Panted, and all his food was woodl and air

Though he would oft-times feast on gilliflowers rare.



The slang of cities in no wise he knew,

Ti pping the wink to himwas heathen G eek

He sipp'd no ol den Tom or ruin blue,

O nantz or cherry-brandy drank full neek

By many a dansel hoarse and rouge of cheek;
Nor did he know each aged watchman's beat,

Nor in obscured purlieus would he seek

For curled Jewesses with ankles neat,

Who as they wal k abroad nake tinkling with their feet.

THE END

1816
DEDI CATI ON [ OF POEMS, 1817] TO LEI GH HUNT, ESQ

by John Keats

G ory and | oveliness have pass'd away;
For if we wander out in early norn,
No wreat hed i ncense do we see upborne

Into the east, to neet the snmiling day:

No crowd of nynmphs soft voic'd and young, and gay,
In woven baskets bringing ears of corn
Roses, and pinks, and violets, to adorn

The shrine of Flora in her early Muy.

But there are left delights as high as these,
And | shall ever bless ny destiny,

That in a time, when under pleasant trees
Pan is no | onger sought, | feel a free,

A leafy luxury, seeing | could please

Wth these poor offerings, a man like thee.



THE END

1816
ENDYM ON: A PCETI C ROVANCE
by John Keats

PREFACE

"The stretched netre of an anti que song"

I NSCRI BED TO THE MEMORY OF THOVAS CHATTERTON

PREFACE

KNOW NG wi thin nyself the manner in which this Poem has been
produced, it is not without a feeling of regret that | make it public.

What manner | nean, will be quite clear to the reader, who must soon
perceive great inexperience, immturity, and every error denoting a
feverish attenpt, rather than a deed acconplished. The two first
books, and indeed the two last, | feel sensible are not of such
completion as to warrant their passing the press; nor should they if |
t hought a year's castigation would do them any good;- it will not: the
foundations are too sandy. It is just that this youngster should die
away: a sad thought for nme, if | had not sone hope that while it is
dwindling | nmay be plotting, and fitting nmyself for verses fit to
live.

This may be speaking too presunptuously, and nmay deserve a
puni shnent: but no feeling man will be forward to inflict it: he wll
| eave me alone, with the conviction that there is not fiercer hel
than the failure in a great object. This is not witten with the
| east atom of purpose to forestall criticisns of course, but fromthe
desire | have to conciliate men who are conpetent to | ook, and who do
| ook witha zeal ous eye, to the honour of English literature.

The i magi nati on of a boy is healthy, and the nature inmagi nation of a

man is healthy; but there is a space of life between, in which the



soul is in a fernment, the character undeci ded, the way of life
uncertain, the ambition thick-sighted: thence proceeds mawki shness,
and all the thousand bitters which those men I speak of nust
necessarily taste in going over the foll owi ng pages.

I hope | have not in too late a day touched the beautiful
myt hol ogy of Greece and dulled its brightness: for | wish to try

once nore, before | bid it farewell.

TEI GNMOUTH,
April 10, 1818

BOX I.

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever:

Its loveliness increases; it will never

Pass into nothingness; but still will keep

A bower quiet for us, and a sleep

Ful | of sweet dreans, and health, and qui et breathing.
Therefore, on every norrow, are we w eat hing

A flowery band to bind us to the earth,

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth

O nobl e natures, of the gl oony days,

O all the unhealthy and o' er-darkened ways

Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all,

Sone shape of beauty noves away the pal

From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the noon
Trees old, and young, sprouting a shady boon

For sinple sheep; and such are daffodils

Wth the green world they live in; and clear rills
That for thenselves a cooling covert nake

"Gainst the hot season; the mid forest brake,

Rich with a sprinkling of fair nusk-rose bl oons:
And such too is the grandeur of the doons

We have imagi ned for the nmighty dead;



Al lovely tales that we have heard or read:
An endl ess fountain of inmortal drink

Pouring unto us fromthe heaven's brink.

Nor do we nerely feel these essences
For one short hour; no, even as the trees
That whi sper round a tenpl e becone soon
Dear as the tenple's self, so does the noon,
The passion poesy, glories infinite,
Haunt us till they becone a cheering |ight
Unto our souls, and bound to us so fast,
That, whether there be shine, or gloomo'ercast,

They alway nust be with us, or we die.

Therefore, 'tis with full happi ness that I
WIl trace the story of Endynion.
The very nusic of the name has gone
Into ny being, and each pl easant scene
Is growing fresh before me as the green
O our own vallies: so | will begin
Now while | cannot hear the city's din;
Now whil e the early budders are just new,
And run in nmazes of the youngest hue
About old forests; while the willowtrails
Its delicate anber; and the dairy pails
Bring hone increase of milk. And, as the year
Gows lush in juicy stalks, I'll smoothly steer
My little boat, for many quiet hours,
Wth streanms that deepen freshly into bowers.
Many and nmany a verse | hope to wite,
Before the daisies, vernmeil rinmmd and white,
Hi de in deep herbage; and ere yet the bees

Hum about gl obes of clover and sweet peas,



| nmust be near the middle of nmy story.

O may no wintry season, bare and hoary,

See it half finish' d: but |let Autumm bold,
Wth universal tinge of sober gold,

Be all about me when | nake an end.

And now at once, adventuresone, | send

My herald thought into a wilderness:

There let its trunpet blow, and quickly dress
My uncertain path with green, that | may speed

Easily onward, thorough flowers and weed.

Upon the sides of Latnbs was outspread
A mghty forest; for the moist earth fed
So plenteously all weed-hidden roots
Into o' er-hangi ng boughs, and precious fruits.
And it had gl oony shades, sequestered deep
Where no man went; and if from shepherd's keep
A lanb stray'd far a-down those innmost gl ens
Never again saw he the happy pens
Whither his brethren, bleating with content,
Over the hills at every nightfall went.
Among t he shepherds, 'twas believed ever
That not one fleecy |lanb which thus did sever
Fromthe white flock, but pass'd unworried
By angry wolf, or pard with prying head,
Until it came to sonme unfooted plains
Where fed the herds of Pan: aye great his gains
VWho thus one lanb did | ose. Paths there were nmany,
W ndi ng through palny fern, and rushes fenny,
And ivy banks; all |eading pleasantly
To a wide |l awmn, whence one could only see
Stens thronging all around between the swell

O turf and slanting branches: who could tel



The freshness of the space of heaven above,
Edg'd round with dark tree tops? through which a dove
Wul d often beat its wings, and often too

Alittle cloud woul d nove across the bl ue.

Full in the middle of this pleasantness
There stood a marble altar, with a tress
O flowers budded newy; and the dew
Had taken fairy phantasies to strew
Dai si es upon the sacred sward | ast eve,
And so the dawned light in ponp receive
For 'twas the norn: Apollo's upward fire
Made every eastern cloud a silvery pyre
O brightness so unsullied, that therein
A nmel ancholy spirit well mght win
Qolivion, and nelt out his essence fine
Into the winds: rain-scented eglantine
Gave tenperate sweets to that well-wooing sun;
The lark was lost in him cold springs had run
To warmtheir chilliest bubbles in the grass;
Man's voice was on the nmountains; and the nass
O nature's lives and wonders puls'd tenfold,

To feel this sun-rise and its glories old.

Now whil e the silent workings of the dawn
Were busiest, into that self-sanme | awn
Al'l suddenly, with joyful cries, there sped
A troop of little children garl anded;
Who gat hering round the altar, seemid to pry
Earnestly round as wi shing to espy
Sone fol k of holiday: nor had they waited
For many nonments, ere their ears were sated

Wth a faint breath of nusic, which ev'n then



Fill'd out its voice, and died away again.

Wthin a little space again it gave

Its airy swellings, with a gentle wave

To light-hung | eaves, in snoothest echoes breaking
Through copse-clad vallies,- ere their death, o' ertaking

The surgy murnurs of the lonely sea.

And now, as deep into the wood as we
M ght mark a lynx's eye, there glimered |ight
Fair faces and a rush of garnments white,
Pl ai ner and pl ai ner showing, till at |ast
Into the widest alley they all past,
Maki ng directly for the woodl and altar.
O kindly nuse! let not nmy weak tongue faulter
In telling of this goodly conpany,
O their old piety, and of their glee:
But let a portion of ethereal dew
Fall on ny head, and presently unmew
My soul; that | may dare, in wayfaring

To stanmer where ol d Chaucer us'd to sing.

Leadi ng the way, young danmsel s danced al ong,
Bearing the burden of a shepherd song;
Each having a white wi cker over brimmid
Wth April's tender younglings: next, well trimmid,
A crowd of shepherds with as sunburnt | ooks
As may be read of in Arcadi an books;
Such as sat |istening round Apollo's pipe,
When the great deity, for earth too ripe
Let his divinity o' erflowing die
In nmusic, through the val es of Thessaly:
Sone idly trail'd their sheep-hooks on the ground,

And sone kept up a shrilly nell ow sound



Wth ebon-tipped flutes: close after these,
Now com ng from beneath the forest trees

A venerabl e priest full soberly,

Begirt with ministring | ooks: alway his eye

St edf ast upon the matted turf he kept,

And after himhis sacred vestnents swept

From his right hand there swung a vase, nilKk-white,
O mingled wine, out-sparkling generous |ight;
And in his left he held a basket ful

O all sweet herbs that searching eye could cull:
WIld thyne, and valley-lillies whiter stil
Than Leda's love, and cresses fromthe rill.

H s aged head, crowned with beechen wreath,
Seemid like a poll of ivy in the teeth

O winter hoar. Then came anot her crowd

O shepherds, lifting in due time al oud

Their share of the ditty. After them appear'd,
Up-followed by a nmultitude that rear'd

Their voices to the clouds, a fair wought car
Easily rolling so as scarce to nar

The freedom of three steeds of dapple brown:
Who stood therein did seem of great renown
Anmong the throng. His youth was fully bl own,
Showi ng |i ke Ganynede to nanhood grown;

And, for those sinple tines, his garnents were
A chieftain king's: beneath his breast, half bare,
Was hung a silver bugle, and between

Hi s nervy knees there lay a boar-spear keen

A smile was on his countenance; he seem d,

To common | ookers on, |ike one who dreanid

O idleness in groves Elysian:

But there were sone who feelingly could scan

A lurking trouble in his nether I|ip,



And see that oftentimes the reins would slip
Through his forgotten hands: then would they sigh
And think of yellow |leaves, of owets' cry,

O logs piled solemly.- Ah, well-a-day,

Why shoul d our young Endym on pi ne away!

Soon the assenbly, in a circle rang' d,
Stood silent round the shrine: each | ook was chang'd
To sudden veneration: wonmen neek
Beckon' d their sons to silence; while each cheek
O virgin bloompaled gently for slight fear
Endymi on too, w thout a forest peer
St ood, wan, and pale, and with an awed face,
Anong his brothers of the nmountain chace.
In nmidst of all, the venerable priest
Eyed themwi th joy fromgreatest to the |east,
And, after lifting up his aged hands,
Thus spake he: "Men of Latnos! shepherd bands!
Whose care it is to guard a thousand fl ocks:
Whet her descended from beneath the rocks
That overtop your nountains; whether cone
Fromval lies where the pipe is never dunb;
O fromyour swelling downs, where sweet air stirs
Bl ue hare-bells lightly, and where prickly furze
Buds | avi sh gol d; or ye, whose precious charge
Ni bble their fill at ocean's very narge
Whose nel |l ow reeds are touch'd with sounds forlorn
By the dimechoes of old Triton's horn:
Mot hers and wi ves! who day by day prepare
The scrip, with neednments, for the nountain air;
And all ye gentle girls who foster up
Udderl ess lanbs, and in a little cup

W1l put choice honey for a favoured youth:



Yea, every one attend! for in good truth

Qur vows are wanting to our great god Pan

Are not our |owi ng heifers sleeker than

Ni ght - swol | en nushroons? Are not our w de plains
Speckled with countl ess fl eeces? Have not rains
Green'd over April's lap? No howing sad

Si ckens our fearful ewes; and we have had

G eat bounty from Endym on our lord

The earth is glad: the nmerry lark has pour'd

H s early song agai nst yon breezy sky,

That spreads so clear o' er our solemity."”

Thus ending, on the shrine he heap'd a spire
O teem ng sweets, enkindling sacred fire;
Anon he stain'd the thick and spongy sod
Wth wine, in honour of the shepherd-god.
Now while the earth was drinking it, and while
Bay | eaves were crackling in the fragrant pile,
And gunmy franki ncense was sparkling bright
"Neath snot hering parsley, and a hazy |ight

Spread greyly eastward, thus a chorus sang:

"O thou, whose mghty pal ace roof doth hang
From j agged trunks, and overshadoweth
Et ernal whispers, gloons, the birth, life, death
O unseen flowers in heavy peacef ul ness;
Who | ov' st to see the hanadryads dress
Their ruffled | ocks where neeting hazel s darken
And t hrough whol e sol erm hours dost sit, and hearken
The dreary nel ody of bedded reeds-
I n desol ate places, where dank noi sture breeds
The pi py hem ock to strange overgrowt h;

Bet hi nki ng t hee, how nel ancholy I oth



Thou wast to lose fair Syrinx- do thou now,
By thy love's mlky brow
By all the trenbling nazes that she ran,

Hear us, great Pan!

"O thou, for whose soul -soothing quiet, turtles
Passion their voices cooingly 'nong nyrtles,
What time thou wanderest at eventide
Through sunny nmeadows, that outskirt the side
O thine ennpbssed realns: O thou, to whom
Broad | eaved fig trees even now foredoom
Their ripen'd fruitage; yellow girted bees
Thei r gol den honeyconbs; our village |eas
Their fairest blossonid beans and poppi ed corn
The chuckling linnet its five young unborn
To sing for thee; |ow creeping strawberries
Their sumrer cool ness; pent up butterflies
Their freckled wi ngs; yea, the fresh buddi ng year
Al'l its conpletions- be quickly near
By every wi nd that nods the nmountain pine,

O forester divine!

"Thou, to whom every faun and satyr flies
For willing service; whether to surprise
The squatted hare while in half sleeping fit;
O upward ragged precipices flit
To save poor |anbkins fromthe eagle' s maw,
O by nysterious enticenent draw
Bewi | dered shepherds to their path again;
O to tread breathless round the frothy main,
And gat her up all fancifullest shells
For thee to tunble into Naiads' cells,

And, being hidden, |augh at their out-peeping;



O to delight thee with fantastic | eaping,
The while they pelt each other on the crown
Wth silvery oak apples, and fir cones brown-
By all the echoes that about thee ring,

Hear us, O satyr king!

"O Hearkener to the | oud clapping shears
Whi |l e ever and anon to his shorn peers
A ram goes bl eating: Wnder of the horn
When snouted wil d-boars routing tender corn
Anger our huntsnen: Breather round our farns,
To keep off mildews, and all weat her harns:
Strange mnistrant of undescribed sounds,
That cone a swooni ng over hol |l ow grounds,
And wither drearily on barren noors
Dr ead opener of the nysterious doors
Leadi ng to universal know edge- see,
Great son of Dryope,
The many that are come to pay their vows

Wth | eaves about their brows!

"Be still the uni nagi nabl e | odge
For solitary thinkings; such as dodge
Conception to the very bourne of heaven
Then | eave the naked brain: be still the |eaven
That spreading in this dull and cl odded earth
Gves it a touch ethereal- a new birth:
Be still a synbol of imensity;
A firmament reflected in a sea
An elenment filling the space between;
An unknown- but no nore: we hunbly screen
Wth uplift hands our foreheads, [owy bending,

And gi ving out a shout nost heaven rending,



Conjure thee to receive our hunbl e Paean,

Upon thy Munt Lycean!"”

Even whil e they brought the burden to a cl ose,
A shout fromthe whole mnultitude arose
That lingered in the air like dying rolls
O abrupt thunder, when |onian shoals
O dol phins bob their noses through the brine.
Meantime, on shady |evels, nossy fine,
Young conpani es ni nbly began danci ng
To the swift treble pipe, and hunmi ng string.
Aye, those fair living forms swam heavenly
To tunes forgotten- out of nenory:
Fair creatures! whose young children's children bred
Ther mopyl ae its heroes- not yet dead,
But in old marbles ever beautiful
Hi gh genitors, unconscious did they cul
Time's sweet first-fruits- they danc'd to weari ness,
And then in quiet circles did they press
The hillock turf, and caught the latter end
O some strange history, potent to send
A young mind fromits bodily tenenent.
O they might watch the quoit-pitchers, intent
On either side; pitying the sad death
O Hyaci nt hus, when the cruel breath
O Zephyr slew him- Zephyr penitent,
Who now, ere Phoebus nounts the firmnent,
Fondl es the flower amid the sobbing rain.
The archers too, upon a wi der plain,
Besi de the feathery whizzing of the shaft,
And the dull twanging bowstring, and the raft
Branch down sweeping froma tall ash top,

Call'd up a thousand thoughts to envel ope



Those who woul d watch. Perhaps, the trenbling knee
And frantic gape of |onely Niobe,

Poor, | onely Ni obe! when her |ovely young
Were dead and gone, and her caressing tongue
Lay a | ost thing upon her paly lip,

And very, very deadliness did nip

Her notherly cheeks. Arous'd fromthis sad nood
By one, who at a distance |oud halloo'd,
Uplifting his strong bowinto the air,

Many night after brighter visions stare

After the Argonauts, in blind amaze

Tossi ng about on Neptune's restless ways,
Until, fromthe horizon's vaulted side

There shot a gol den spl endour far and w de,
Spangling those nmillion poutings of the brine
Wth quivering ore: 'twas even an awful shine
From the exaltation of Apollo's bow

A heavenly beacon in their dreary woe.

Who thus were ripe for high contenplating,

M ght turn their steps towards the sober ring
Where sat Endyni on and the aged priest

' Mong shepherds gone in eld, whose | ooks increas'd
The silvery setting of their nortal star
There they discours'd upon the fragile bar
That keeps us from our homes et hereal

And what our duties there: to nightly cal
Vesper, the beauty-crest of summer weat her

To sunmon all the downi est clouds together
For the sun's purple couch; to enul ate

In mnistring the potent rule of fate

Wth speed of fire-tail'd exhal ations;

To tint her pallid cheek with bloom who cons

Sweet poesy by noonlight: besides these,



A world of other unguess'd offices.

Anon t hey wander'd, by divine converse,

Into Elysium vieing to rehearse

Each one his own anticipated bliss.

One felt heart-certain that he could not mss
Hi s qui ck gone | ove, anong fair blossonid boughs,
Where every zephyr-sigh pouts, and endows

Her lips with nmusic for the wel com ng.

Another wish'd, md that eternal spring

To nmeet his rosy child, with feathery sails,
Sweepi ng, eye-earnestly, through al nond val es:
Who, suddenly, should stoop through the snooth wi nd,
And with the balmest |eaves his tenples bind;
And, ever after, through those regions be

Hi s nmessenger, his little Mercury.

Some were athirst in soul to see again

Their fellow huntsmen o' er the w de chanpai gn
Intines long past; to sit with them and talk
O all the chances in their earthly walk;
Conparing, joyfully, their plenteous stores

O happi ness, to when upon the noors,

Beni ght ed, cl ose they huddled fromthe cold,
And shar'd their famish'd scrips. Thus all out-told
Their fond inmagi nations,- saving him

Whose eyelids curtain'd up their jewels dim
Endymi on: yet hourly had he striven

To hide the cankering venom that had riven
Hi s fainting recollections. Now indeed

Hi s senses had swoon'd off: he did not heed
The sudden silence, or the whispers |ow,

O the old eyes dissolving at his woe,

O anxious calls, or close of trenbling pal ns,

O maiden's sigh, that grief itself enbal ns:



But in the self-sane fixed trance he kept,
Li ke one who on the earth had never stept.
Aye, even as dead still as a nmarbl e nan,

Frozen in that old tal e Arabian.

Who whi spers himso pantingly and cl ose?
Peona, his sweet sister: of all those,
His friends, the dearest. Hushing signs she nade,
And breath'd a sister's sorrow to persuade
A yielding up, a cradling on her care.
Her el oquence did breathe away the curse:
She led him like some m dnight spirit nurse
O happy changes in enphatic dreans,
Along a path between two little streans, -
Guarding his forehead, with her round el bow,
From | ow grown branches, and his footsteps slow
From stunbl i ng over stunps and hillocks small;
Until they cane to where these streamets fall,
Wth mngled bubblings and a gentle rush,
Into a river, clear, brinful, and flush
Wth crystal nocking of the trees and sky.
Alittle shallop, floating there hard by,
Pointed its beak over the fringed bank;
And soon it lightly dipt, and rose, and sank
And di pt again, with the young couple's weight, -
Peona gui di ng, through the water straight,
Towar ds a bowery island opposite;
VWi ch gaining presently, she steered |ight
Into a shady, fresh, and ripply cove,
Where nested was an arbour, overwove
By many a summer's silent fingering;
To whose cool bosom she was used to bring

Her playmates, with their needl e broidery,



And minstrel nmenories of tines gone by.

So she was gently glad to see himlaid
Under her favourite bower's quiet shade,
On her own couch, new nade of flower |eaves,
Dried carefully on the cool er side of sheaves
When | ast the sun his autumm tresses shook
And the tann'd harvesters rich arnfuls took
Soon was he quieted to slunbrous rest:
But, ere it crept upon him he had prest
Peona' s busy hand against his lips,
And still, a sleeping, held her finger-tips
In tender pressure. And as a w |l ow keeps
A patient watch over the streamthat creeps
Wndingly by it, so the quiet maid
Hel d her in peace: so that a whispering bl ade
O grass, a wailful gnat, a bee bustling
Down in the blue-bells, or a wen light rustling

Anmong sere | eaves and tw gs, might all be heard.

O magi c sl eep! O confortable bird,
That broodest o' er the troubled sea of the mind
Till it is hush'd and snooth! O unconfin'd
Restraint! inprisoned liberty! great key
To gol den pal aces, strange ninstrel sy,
Fount ai ns grotesque, new trees, bespangl ed caves,
Echoing grottos, full of tumbling waves
And noonlight; aye, to all the nmazy world
O silvery enchantnent!- who, upfurl'd
Beneath thy drowsy wing a triple hour,
But renovates and lives?- Thus, in the bower,
Endymi on was calnmid to |ife again.

Opening his eyelids with a healthier brain,



He said: "I feel this thine endearing |ove

Al'l through my bosom thou art as a dove
Trenbling its closed eyes and sl eeked w ngs
About me; and the pearliest dew not brings

Such norning incense fromthe fields of Muy,

As do those brighter drops that tw nkling stray
From t hose kind eyes,- the very honme and haunt
O sisterly affection. Can | want

Aught el se, aught nearer heaven, than such tears?
Yet dry themup, in bidding hence all fears
That, any longer, | wll pass ny days

Al one and sad. No, | will once nore raise

My voi ce upon the nountain-hei ghts; once nore
Make ny horn parley fromtheir foreheads hoar:
Agai n ny troopi ng hounds their tongues shall |ol
Around the breathed boar: again I'll pol

The fair-grown yew tree, for a chosen bow

And, when the pleasant sun is setting | ow
Again I'll linger in a sloping nmead

To hear the speckled thrushes, and see feed

Qur idle sheep. So be thou cheered, sweet,

And, if thy lute is here, softly intreat

My soul to keep in its resolved course.™

Hereat Peona, in their silver source,
Shut her pure sorrow drops with glad exclaim
And took a lute, fromwhich there pul sing cane
A lively prelude, fashioning the way
I n which her voice should wander. 'Twas a | ay
More subtle cadenced, nore forest wild
Than Dryope's lone lulling of her child;
And not hing since has floated in the air

So nournful strange. Surely sone influence rare



Wwent, spiritual, through the dansel's hand,

For still, with Del phic enphasis, she spann'd
The quick invisible strings, even though she saw
Endymion's spirit nmelt away and thaw

Bef ore the deep intoxication

But soon she cane, with sudden burst, upon

Her sel f-possession- swing the |ute aside,

And earnestly said: "Brother, 'tis vain to hide
That thou dost know of things nysterious,
Imortal, starry; such alone could thus

Wei gh down thy nature. Hast thou sinn'd in aught
O fensive to the heavenly power? Caught

A Paphi an dove upon a nessage sent?

Thy deat hful bow agai nst sone deer-herd bent
Sacred to Dian? Haply, thou hast seen

Her naked |inbs anmong the al ders green

And that, alas! is death. No, | can trace

Sonet hing nore high perplexing in thy face!"

Endymi on | ook'd at her, and press'd her hand,
And said, "Art thou so pale, who wast so bl and
And merry in our meadows? How is this?

Tell me thine ailment: tell ne all am ss!-

Ah! thou hast been unhappy at the change

W ought suddenly in me. VWat indeed nore strange?
O nore conplete to overwhel m surni se?

Anbition is so sluggard; 'tis no prize,

That toiling years would put within nmy grasp

That | have sighed for: with so deadly gasp

No man e'er panted for a nortal |ove.

So all have set my heavier grief above

These t hings which happen. Rightly have they done:

I, who still saw the horizontal sun



Heave his broad shoul der o'er the edge of the world,
CQut -facing Lucifer, and then had hurl'd

My spear aloft, as signal for the chace-

I, who, for very sport of heart, would race

Wth nmy own steed from Araby; pluck down

A vulture fromhis towery perching; frown

Alion into growming, loth retire-

To | ose, at once, all ny toil-breeding fire,

And sink thus low but | will ease ny breast

O secret grief, here in this bowery nest.

"This river does not see the naked sky,
Till it begins to progress silverly
Around the western border of the wood,
Whence, froma certain spot, its w nding flood
Seens at the distance |like a crescent noon:
And in that nook, the very pride of June,
Had | been used to pass nmy weary eves;
The rather for the sun unwilling | eaves
So dear a picture of his sovereign power,
And | could witness his nost Kkingly hour
When he doth tighten up the gol den reins,
And paces | eisurely down anber plains
Hi s snorting four. Now when his chariot |ast
Its beans against the zodiac-lion cast,
There bl ossonmi d suddenly a nmagi ¢ bed
O sacred ditany, and poppies red:
At which | wondered greatly, know ng well
That but one night had wought this flowery spell
And, sitting down close by, began to nuse
What it m ght nmean. Perhaps, thought |, Morpheus,
In passing here, his ow et pinions shook

O, it may be, ere matron N ght uptook



Her ebon urn, young Mercury, by stealth,

Had dipt his rod in it: such garland wealth
Cane not by common growth. Thus on | thought,
Until my head was dizzy and di straught.

Mor eover, through the dancing poppies stole
A breeze, nost softly lulling to nmy soul;
And shaping visions all about ny sight

O colours, wings, and bursts of spangly light;
The which becane nore strange, and strange, and di m
And then were gulph'd in a tunul tuous swim
And then | fell asleep. Ah, can | tel

The enchantnent that afterwards befel?

Yet it was but a dream yet such a dream
That never tongue, although it overteem
Wth nellow utterance, like a cavern spring,
Could figure out and to conception bring

Al'l 1 beheld and felt. Methought | |ay

Wat ching the zenith, where the mlky way
Anmong the stars in virgin splendour pours;
And travelling ny eye, until the doors

O heaven appear'd to open for ny flight,

| becane loth and fearful to alight

From such hi gh soaring by a downward gl ance
So kept nme stedfast in that airy trance,
Spreadi ng i magi nary pi ni ons w de.

When, presently, the stars began to glide,
And faint away, before ny eager view

At which | sigh'd that | could not pursue,
And dropt ny vision to the horizon's verge;
And | o! from opening clouds, | saw energe
The | ovel i est noon, that ever silver'd o'er
A shell for Neptune's goblet: she did soar

So passionately bright, nmy dazzled sou



Commi ngling with her argent spheres did rol
Through cl ear and cl oudy, even when she went

At last into a dark and vapoury tent-

Wher eat, nethought, the lidless-eyed train

O planets all were in the blue again.

To commune with those orbs, once nore | rais'd

My sight right upward: but it was quite dazed

By a bright something, sailing down apace,

Maki ng me quickly veil ny eyes and face:

Again | look'd, and, O ye deities,

Who from A ynmpus wat ch our destinies

Whence that conpleted formof all conpl et eness?
Whence cane that high perfection of all sweetness?
Speak, stubborn earth, and tell nme where, O where
Hast thou a synbol of her gol den hair?

Not oat-sheaves drooping in the western sun

Not- thy soft hand, fair sister! let me shun
Such follying before thee- yet she had,

I ndeed, |ocks bright enough to nmake nme nad;

And they were sinply gordian'd up and brai ded,
Leaving, in naked coneliness, unshaded,

Her pearl round ears, white neck, and orbed brow
The which were blended in, | know not how,

Wth such a paradise of |ips and eyes,

Bl ush-tinted cheeks, half snmiles, and faintest sighs,
That, when | think thereon, ny spirit clings

And pl ays about its fancy, till the stings

O human nei ghbour hood envenom al |

Unto what awful power shall | call?

To what high fane?- Ah! see her hovering feet,
More bluely vein'd, nore soft, nore whitely sweet
Than those of sea-born Venus, when she rose

From out her cradle shell. The w nd out-bl ows



Her scarf into a fluttering pavillion
"Tis blue, and over-spangled with a mllion
O little eyes, as though thou wert to shed,

Over the darkest, lushest blue-bell bed,

Handf ul s of daisies."- "Endym on, how strange!
Dreamwi thin dream "- "She took an airy range
And then, towards nme, like a very maid,

Cane bl ushing, waning, willing, and afraid,

And press'd ne by the hand: Ah! 'twas too nuch;
Met hought | fainted at the charmed touch

Yet held ny recollections, even as one

Who dives three fathons where the waters run
@urgling in beds of coral: for anon

| felt upnounted in that region

Where falling stars dart their artillery forth,
And eagles struggle with the buffeting north
That bal ances t he heavy neteor-stone; -

Felt too, | was not fearful, nor alone,

But lapp'd and lull'd al ong the dangerous sky.
Soon, as it seenmid, we left our journeying high
And straightway into frightful eddies swoop'd;
Such as aye nuster where grey time has scoop'd
Huge dens and caverns in a nmountain's side;
There hol | ow sounds arous'd ne, and | sigh'd
To faint once nore by looking on my bliss-

I was distracted; madly did | kiss

The wooi ng arnms which held ne, and did give

My eyes at once to death: but '"twas to live

To take in draughts of life fromthe gold fount
O kind and passionate | ooks; to count, and count
The monents, by some greedy help that seenid

A second self, that each m ght be redeenid

And plunder'd of its |load of blessedness.



Ah, desperate nortal! | e'en dar'd to press
Her very cheek against ny crowned Ilip,

And, at that nonent, felt ny body dip

Into a warnmer air: a nonent nore,

Qur feet were soft in flowers. There was store
O newest joys upon that alp. Sonetines

A scent of violets, and bl ossoning |ines,
Loiter'd around us; then of honey cells,

Made delicate fromall white-flower bells;

And once, above the edges of our nest,

An arch face peep'd,- an Oread as | guess'd.

"Wy did | dreamthat sleep o er-power'd me
In mdst of all this heaven? Wiy not see,
Far off, the shadows of his pinions dark
And stare themfrom nme? But no, |like a spark
That needs nust die, although its little beam
Refl ects upon a diamond, ny sweet dream
Fell into nothing- into stupid sleep
And so it was, until a gentle creep
A careful rnoving caught ny waking ears,
And up | started: Ah! ny sighs, ny tears,
My cl enched hands:- for |o! the poppies hung
Dew dabbl ed on their stal ks, the ouzel sung
A heavy ditty, and the sullen day
Had chi dden heral d Hesperus away,
Wth | eaden | ooks: the solitary breeze
Bluster'd, and slept, and its wild self did teaze
Wth wayward nel ancholy; and | thought,
Mark ne, Peona! that sonetimes it brought
Faint fare-thee-wells, and sigh-shrilled adieus!-
Away | wander'd- all the pleasant hues

O heaven and earth had faded: deepest shades



Wer e deepest dungeons; heaths and sunny gl ades
Were full of pestilent light; our taintless rills
Seemi d sooty, and o' er-spread with upturn'd gills
O dying fish; the verneil rose had bl own

In frightful scarlet, and its thorns out-grown

Li ke spi ked aloe. If an innocent bird

Bef ore ny heedl ess footsteps stirr'd, and stirr'd
Inlittle journeys, | beheld in it

A disguis'd denon, nissioned to knit

My soul with under darkness; to entice

My stunmblings down sone nonstrous precipice:
Therefore | eager followed, and did curse

The di sappoi ntnment. Time, that aged nurse,

Rock' d me to patience. Now, thank gentle heaven
These things, with all their confortings, are given
To ny down-sunken hours, and with thee,

Sweet sister, help to stemthe ebbing sea

O weary life."

Thus ended he, and both
Sat silent: for the maid was very loth
To answer; feeling well that breathed words
Whuld all be lost, unheard, and vain as swords
Agai nst the enchased crocodile, or |eaps
O grasshoppers agai nst the sun. She weeps
And wonders; struggles to devise sone bl aneg;
To put on such a | ook as would say, Shane
On this poor weakness! but, for all her strife,
She coul d as soon have crush'd away the life
From a sick dove. At length, to break the pause
She said with trenbling chance: "Is this the cause?
This all? Yet it is strange, and sad, al as!

That one who through this niddle earth shoul d pass



Most |ike a sojourning dem -god, and | eave

H s name upon the harp-string, should achieve
No hi gher bard than sinpl e nai denhood,

Si ngi ng al one, and fearfully,- how the bl ood
Left his young cheek; and how he used to stray
He knew not where; and how he woul d say, nhay,
If any said 'twas |ove: and yet 'twas |ove;
What could it be but |ove? How a ring-dove

Let fall a sprig of yewtree in his path;

And how he died: and then, that |ove doth scathe
The gentle heart, as northern blasts do roses;
And then the ballad of his sad life closes
Wth sighs, and an al as!- Endyni on

Be rather in the trunpet's nouth, - anon

Anong the winds at large- that all nmay hearken
Al t hough, before the crystal heavens darken,

I watch and dote upon the silver |akes
Pictur'd in western cloudiness, that takes

The senbl ance of gold rocks and bright gold sands,
I sl ands, and creeks, and anber-fretted strands
Wth horses prancing o' er them pal aces

And towers of amethyst,- would | so teaze

My pl easant days, because | could not mount
Into those regi ons? The Morphean fount

O that fine elenment that visions, dreans,

And fitful whins of sleep are made of, streans
Into its airy channels with so subtle,

So thin a breathing, not the spider's shuttle,
Crcled anmllion tines within the space

O a swallow s nest-door, could delay a trace,
Atinting of its quality: how |ight

Must dreans thensel ves be; seeing they' re nore slight

Than the nmere nothing that engenders then



Then wherefore sully the entrusted gem

O high and noble life with thoughts so sick?
Why pierce high-fronted honour to the quick
For nothing but a drean?" Hereat the youth
Look' d up: a conflicting of shane and ruth
Was in his plaited brow. yet, his eyelids
Wdened a little, as when Zephyr bids
Alittle breeze to creep between the fans
O careless butterflies: amd his pains

He seem d to taste a drop of nanna-dew,

Ful | pal atable; and a col our grew

Upon his cheek, while thus he lifeful spake.

"Peona! ever have | long'd to slake
My thirst for the world's praises: nothing base,
No nmerely slunberous phantasm could unl ace
The stubborn canvas for ny voyage prepar'd-
Though now 'tis tatter'd; leaving ny bark bar'd
And sullenly drifting: yet ny higher hope
Is of too wide, too rai nbow !l arge a scope,
To fret at myriads of earthly wecks.
VWherein |ies happiness? In that which becks
Qur ready nminds to fellowship divine,
A fellowship with essence; till we shine,
Full al chem z'd, and free of space. Behold
The clear religion of heaven! Fold
A rose leaf round thy finger's taperness,
And soothe thy lips: hist, when the airy stress
O nusic's kiss inpregnates the free wi nds,
And with a synpathetic touch unbinds
AEol i an magic fromtheir lucid wonbs
Then ol d songs waken from encl ouded t onbs;

ad ditties sigh above their father's grave;



Ghosts of mel odi ous prophecyi ngs rave

Round every spot where trod Apollo's foot;
Bronze clarions awake, and faintly bruit,
Where long ago a giant battle was;

And, fromthe turf, a lullaby doth pass

In every place where infant O pheus slept.
Feel we these things?- that nmonment have we stept
Into a sort of oneness, and our state

Is like a floating spirit's. But there are
Ri cher entangl enments, enthral nents far

More sel f-destroying, |eading, by degrees,
To the chief intensity: the crown of these
I's made of love and friendship, and sits high
Upon the forehead of hunmanity.

Al'l its nore ponderous and bul ky worth

I's friendship, whence there ever issues forth
A steady splendour; but at the tip-top
There hangs by unseen film an orbed drop

O light, and that is love: its influence,
Thrown in our eyes, genders a novel sense,
At which we start and fret; till in the end,
Melting into its radiance, we bl end,

M ngl e, and so beconme a part of it,-

Nor with aught else can our souls interknit
So wi ngedly: when we conbine therewith
Life's self is nourish'd by its proper pith,
And we are nurtured like a pelican brood.
Aye, so delicious is the unsating food,

That nmen, who night have tower'd in the van
O all the congregated world, to fan

And wi nnow fromthe coming step of tine

Al'l chaff of custom w pe away all slime

Left by nen-slugs and human serpentry,



Have been content to |let occasion die,

Whil st they did sleep in love' s elysium

And, truly, | would rather be struck dunb,

Than speak against this ardent |istlessness:

For | have ever thought that it mght bless

The world with benefits unknow ngly;

As does the nightingale, upperched high

And cl oister'd anong cool and bunched | eaves-
She sings but to her |ove, nor e'er conceives
How ti pt oe Ni ght hol ds back her dark-grey hood.
Just so may | ove, although 'tis understood

The nmere conmingling of passionate breath,
Produce nore than our searching w tnesseth

What | know not: but who, of nen, can tel

That flowers would bloom or that green fruit would swell
To nelting pulp, that fish would have bright nail
The earth its dower of river, wood, and val e,

The nmeadows runnel s, runnel s pebbl e-stones,

The seed its harvest, or the lute its tones,
Tones ravi shment, or ravishnment its sweet,

I f human souls did never kiss and greet?

"Now, if this earthly |ove has power to nake
Men's being nortal, inmmortal; to shake
Anbition fromtheir menories, and brim
Their measure of content: what nerest whim
Seens all this poor endeavour after fane,
To one, who keeps within his stedfast aim
A love imortal, an imortal too.
Look not so wilder'd; for these things are true,
And never can be born of atom es
That buzz about our slunbers, like brain-flies,

Leavi ng us fancy-sick. No, no, |'msure,



My restless spirit never could endure

To brood so | ong upon one | uxury,

Unless it did, though fearfully, espy

A hope beyond the shadow of a dream

My sayings will the | ess obscured seem

When | have told thee how ny waki ng sight

Has nmade me scrupl e whether that sane night

Was pass'd in dream ng. Hearken, sweet Peona!
Beyond the matron-tenpl e of Latona,

Whi ch we shoul d see but for these darkeni ng boughs,
Li es a deep hollow, from whose ragged brows
Bushes and trees do lean all round athwart

And nmeet so nearly, that with w ngs outraught,
And spreaded tail, a vulture could not glide
Past them but he nust brush on every side.
Sone nmoul der'd steps lead into this cool cell
Far as the slabbed margin of a well,

Whose patient |evel peeps its crystal eye

Ri ght upward, through the bushes, to the sky.
Ot have |I brought thee flowers, on their stal ks set
Li ke vestal prinroses, but dark vel vet

Edges them round, and they have gol den pits:
"Twas there | got them fromthe gaps and slits
In a nossy stone, that sonetines was ny seat,
When all above was faint with mid-day heat.

And there in strife no burning thoughts to heed,
I'd bubble up the water through a reed;

So reachi ng back to boy-hood: make nme ships

O moulted feathers, touchwood, alder chips,
Wth | eaves stuck in them and the Neptune be
O their petty ocean. Otener, heavily,

Wien | ove-lorn hours had left me less a child,

| sat contenplating the figures wild



O o' er-head clouds nelting the mirror through
Upon a day, while thus | watch'd, by flew

A cloudy Cupid, with his bow and qui ver

So plainly character'd, no breeze woul d shiver
The happy chance: so happy, | was fain

To follow it upon the open plain,

And, therefore, was just going; when, behol d!
A wonder, fair as any | have told-

The sane bright face | tasted in ny sleep
Smiling in the clear well. My heart did | eap
Through the cool depth.- It noved as if to flee-
| started up, when | o! refreshfully

There cane upon ny face in plenteous showers
Dew- drops, and dewy buds, and |eaves, and fl owers,
W apping all objects fromny snothered sight,
Bathing ny spirit in a new delight.

Aye, such a breathl ess honey-feel of bliss

Al one preserved ne fromthe drear abyss

O death, for the fair form had gone again.

Pl easure is oft a visitant; but pain

clings cruelly to us, like the gnawing sloth
On the deer's tender haunches: late, and |oth,
"Tis scar'd away by sl ow returning pl easure.
How si ckeni ng, how dark the dreadful |eisure
O weary days, made deeper exquisite,

By a fore-know edge of unsl unbrous night!

Li ke sorrow cane upon ne, heavier still,

Than when | wander'd fromthe poppy hill

And a whol e age of lingering nonents crept

Sl uggi shly by, ere nore contentnent swept

Away at once the deadly yell ow spl een

Yes, thrice have | this fair enchantnment seen

Once nore been tortured with renewed life.



When last the wintry gusts gave over strife

Wth the conquering sun of spring, and left the skies
Warm and serene, but yet with npistened eyes

In pity of the shatter'd infant buds, -

That tinme thou didst adorn, with anber studs,

My hunting cap, because | laugh'd and snil'd,
Chatted with thee, and nany days exil'd

Al torment frommy breast;- 'twas even then,
Strayi ng about, yet, coop'd up in the den

O hel pl ess discontent,- hurling ny | ance
From pl ace to place, and follow ng at chance

At |ast, by hap, through sone young trees it struck
And, pl ashing anong bedded pebbl es, stuck

In the mddle of a brook,- whose silver ranble
Down twenty little falls, through reeds and branbl e,
Tracing along, it brought me to a cave,

Whence it ran brightly forth, and white did | ave
The net her sides of npbssy stones and rock, -
"Mong which it gurgled blythe adi eus, to nock
Its own sweet grief at parting. Overhead,

Hung a lush screen of droopi ng weeds, and spread
Thick, as to curtain up some wood-nynph's hone.
"Ah! inpious nortal, whither do | roan®

Said I, lowvoic'd: 'Ah, whither! 'Tis the grot
"COf Proserpine, when Hell, obscure and hot,
"Doth her resign; and where her tender hands
' She dabbl es, on the cool and sl uicy sands:
'O 'tis the cell of Echo, where she sits,
" And babbl es thorough silence, till her wits
"Are gone in tender nmadness, and anon
"Faints into sleep, with many a dyi ng tone
'O sadness. O that she would take ny vows,

" And breathe them sighingly anong the boughs,



"To sue her gentle ears for whose fair head,
"Daily, | pluck sweet flowerets fromtheir bed
" And weave them dyi ngly- send honey-whi spers
"Round every leaf, that all those gentle lispers
"May sigh ny | ove unto her pitying!
'O charitable Echo! hear, and sing
"This ditty to her!- tell her'- so | stay'd
My foolish tongue, and listening, half afraid,
St ood stupefied with my own enpty folly,
And bl ushing for the freaks of nelancholy.
Salt tears were conming, when | heard nmy name

Most fondly lipp'd, and then these accents cane:

Endymi on! the cave is secreter

Than the Isle of Delos. Echo hence shall stir

No sighs but sigh-warm kisses, or |ight noise

O thy combing hand, the while it travelling cloys

And trenbl es through ny | abyrinthine hair.

At that oppress'd | hurried in.- Ah! where
Are those swift nmonments? VWhither are they fled?
I"lIl smle no nore, Peona; nor will wed
Sorrow the way to death; but patiently

Bear up against it: so farewell, sad sigh;

And cone instead denurest neditation

To occupy nme wholly, and to fashion

My pilgrimage for the world's dusky brink

No more will | count over, link by link

My chain of grief: no |longer strive to find

A hal f-forgetful ness in nmountain w nd

Bl ustering about ny ears: aye, thou shalt see,
Dearest of sisters, what ny life shall be;
What a cal mround of hours shall nake ny days.
There is a paly flane of hope that plays

Where'er | |ook: but yet, I'lIl say 'tis naught-



And here | bid it die. Have not | caught,
Al ready, a nore healthy count enance?
By this the sun is setting; we nmay chance

Meet some of our near-dwellers with ny car.”

This said, he rose, faint-snmling like a star
Through autumm m sts, and took Peona's hand:
They stept into the boat, and launch'd froml and.

BOXK 11.

O sovereign power of love! Ogrief! O balm

Al'l records, saving thine, cone cool, and calm

And shadowy, through the m st of passed years

For others, good or bad, hatred and tears

Have becone indol ent; but touching thine,

One sigh doth echo, one poor sob doth pine,

One kiss brings honey-dew from buri ed days.

The woes of Troy, towers snothering o' er their blaze,
Stiff-hol den shields, far-piercing spears, keen bl ades,
Struggling, and blood, and shrieks- all dimy fades
Into sonme backward corner of the brain:

Yet, in our very souls, we feel amain

The close of Troilus and Cressid sweet.

Hence, pageant history! hence, gilded cheat!

Swart planet in the universe of deeds!

W de sea, that one continuous murnur breeds

Al ong the pebbled shore of nenory!

Many old rotten-tinber'd boats there be

Upon thy vaporous bosom nmagnified

To goodly vessels; many a sail of pride,

And gol den keel'd, is left unlaunch'd and dry.

But wherefore this? Wiat care, though ow did fly

About the great Athenian adnmiral's mast?



What care, though striding Al exander past

The Indus with his Macedoni an nunbers?

Though old U ysses tortured fromhis slunbers
The glutted Cycl ops, what care?- Juliet |eaning
Amid her wi ndow fl owers, - sighing,- weaning
Tenderly her fancy fromits nai den snow,

Doth nore avail than these: the silver flow
O Hero's tears, the swoon of |nogen

Fair Pastorella in the bandit's den

Are things to brood on with nore ardency

Than t he death-day of enpires. Fearfully

Must such conviction cone upon his head,

Who, thus far, discontent, has dared to tread,
Wthout one nuse's smile, or kind behest,

The path of |ove and poesy. But rest,

In chaffing restlessness, is yet nore drear
Than to be crush'd, in striving to uprear
Love's standard on the battl enents of song.

So once nore days and nights aid ne al ong,

Li ke | egion'd sol diers.

Br ai n-si ck shepherd prince,
What prom se hast thou faithful guarded since
The day of sacrifice? O, have new sorrows
Cone with the constant dawn upon thy norrows?
Alas! 'tis his old grief. For many days,
Has he been wandering in uncertain ways:
Through wi | derness, and woods of nossed oaks;
Counting his woe-worn mnutes, by the strokes
O the | one woodcutter; and listening still,
Hour after hour, to each lush-leav'd rill.
Now he is sitting by a shady spring,

And el bow deep with feverous fingering



Stenms the upbursting cold: a wild rose tree
Pavillions himin bloom and he doth see

A bud which snares his fancy: |o! but now

He plucks it, dips its stalk in the water: how
It swells, it buds, it flowers beneath his sight;
And, in the nmiddle, there is softly pight

A gol den butterfly; upon whose wi ngs

There nust be surely character'd strange things,

For with wi de eye he wonders, and sniles oft.

Lightly this little herald flew al oft,
Follow d by glad Endynion's cl asped hands:
Onward it flies. Fromlanguor's sullen bands
H's linbs are | oos'd, and eager, on he hies
Dazzled to trace it in the sunny skies.

It seemd he flew, the way so easy was;

And |ike a newborn spirit did he pass

Through the green evening quiet in the sun

O er many a heath, through many a woodl and dun
Through buried paths, where sleepy twlight dreans
The sunmer tinme away. One track unseans

A wooded cleft, and, far away, the blue

O ocean fades upon hin then, anew,

He sinks adown a solitary glen

Wiere there was never sound of nortal nen,

Savi ng, perhaps, sone snow|ight cadences
Melting to silence, when upon the breeze

Sone holy bark let forth an ant hem sweet,

To cheer itself to Delphi. Still his feet

Went swift beneath the merry-wi nged guide,
Until it reach'd a splashing fountain's side
That, near a cavern's nouth, for ever pour'd

Unto the tenperate air: then high it soar'd,



And, downward, suddenly began to dip,

As if, athirst with so nmuch toil, '"twould sip
The crystal spout-head: so it did, with touch
Most delicate, as though afraid to snutch

Even with nealy gold the waters cl ear.

But, at that very touch, to disappear

So fairy-quick, was strange! Bew | dered
Endym on sought around, and shook each bed

O covert flowers in vain; and then he flung

H nsel f along the grass. \What gentle tongue,
What whi sperer disturb'd his gloonmy rest?

It was a nynph uprisen to the breast

In the fountain's pebbly margin, and she stood
"Mong lillies, like the youngest of the brood.
To him her dripping hand she softly kist,

And anxiously began to plait and twi st

Her ringlets round her fingers, saying: "Youth!
Too long, alas, hast thou starv'd on the ruth,
The bitterness of love: too |ong indeed,
Seeing thou art so gentle. Could | weed

Thy soul of care, by heavens, | would offer

Al'l the bright riches of my crystal coffer

To Amphitrite; all ny clear-eyed fish

CGol den, or rai nbowsided, or purplish
Vermlion-tail'd, or finn'd with silvery gauze;
Yea, or ny veined pebble-floor, that draws
Avirgin light to the deep; ny grotto-sands
Tawny and gold, ooz'd slowy fromfar |ands

By ny diligent springs; ny level lillies, shells,
My charming rod, ny potent river spells;

Yes, every thing, even to the pearly cup
Meander gave ne,- for | bubbled up

To fainting creatures in a desert wild.



But woe is nme, | ambut as a child

To gl adden thee; and all | dare to say,

Is, that | pity thee; that on this day

|'ve been thy guide; that thou nust wander far
In other regions, past the scanty bar

To nortal steps, before thou canst be ta'en
From every wasting sigh, fromevery pain,

Into the gentle bosomof thy I|ove.

Wiy it is thus, one knows in heaven above:
But, a poor Naiad, | guess not. Farewel|!

| have a ditty for my hollow cell."

Hereat, she vani shed from Endym on's gaze,
Who brooded o'er the water in amaze:
The dashing fount pour'd on, and where its poo
Lay, half asleep, in grass and rushes cool
Quick waterflies and gnats were sporting still,
And fish were dinpling, as if good nor il
Had fallen out that hour. The wanderer
Hol ding his forehead, to keep off the bur
O snothering fancies, patiently sat down;
And, while beneath the evening' s sleepy frown
A owworns began to trimtheir starry | anps,
Thus breath'd he to hinself: "Wioso encanps
To take a fancied city of delight,
O what a wetch is he! and when 'tis his,
After long toil and travelling, to niss
The kernel of his hopes, how nore than vile:
Yet, for himthere's refreshnent even in toil;
Anot her city doth he set about,
Free fromthe small est pebbl e-head of doubt
That he will seize on trickling honey-conbs;

Al as, he finds themdry; and then he foans,



And onward to another city speeds.

But this is human life: the war, the deeds,

The di sappoi nt nent, the anxiety,

I magi nation's struggles, far and nigh,

Al'l human; bearing in thenselves this good,
That they are still the air, the subtle food,
To make us feel existence, and to show

How qui et death is. Where soil is nen grow,
Whet her to weeds or flowers; but for ne,

There is no depth to strike in: | can see
Naught earthly worth ny conpassing; so stand
Upon a misty, jutting head of |and-

Al one? No, no; and by the O phean |ute,

When mad Eurydice is listening to't;

I'd rather stand upon this nisty peak

Wth not a thing to sigh for, or to seek

But the soft shadow of ny thrice-seen |ove
Than be- | care not what. O neekest dove

O heaven! O Cynthia, ten-tinmes bright and fair!
Fromthy blue throne, now filling all the air,
d ance but one little beamof tenper'd |ight
Into nmy bosom that the dreadful night

And tyranny of |ove be somewhat scar' d!

Yet do not so, sweet queen; one tornent spar'd,
Wul d give a pang to jeal ous m sery,

Wrse than the torment's self: but rather tie
Large w ngs upon ny shoul ders, and poi nt out

My love's far dwelling. Though the playful rout
O Cupids shun thee, too divine art thou,

Too keen in beauty, for thy silver prow

Not to have dipp'd in love's nbst gentle stream
O be propitious, nor severely deem

My madness inpious; for, by all the stars



That tend thy bidding, | do think the bars

That kept ny spirit in are burst- that I

Am sailing with thee through the dizzy sky!

How beautiful thou art! The world how deep

How tremul ous-dazzlingly the wheel s sweep

Around their axle! Then these gl eam ng reins,

How lithe! Wen this thy chariot attains

Its airy goal, haply sone bower veils

Those twilight eyes? Those eyes!- ny spirit fails-
Dear goddess, help! or the w de-gaping air

W1l gulph ne- help!"- At this with nmadden'd stare,
And lifted hands, and trenbling |ips he stood;

Li ke ol d Deucalion mountain'd o' er the flood,

O blind Oion hungry for the norn.

And, but fromthe deep cavern there was borne

A voi ce, he had been froze to sensel ess stone;

Nor sigh of his, nor plaint, nor passion'd noan
Had nore been heard. Thus swell'd it forth: "Descend,
Young nount ai neer! descend where alleys bend

Into the sparry holl ows of the world!

Ot hast thou seen bolts of the thunder hurl'd

As fromthy threshold; day by day hast been
Alittle lower than the chilly sheen

O icy pinnacles, and dipp' dst thine arns

Into the deadening ether that still charns

Their marbl e being: now, as deep profound

As those are high, descend! He ne'er is crown'd
Wth imortality, who fears to foll ow

Where airy voices |ead: so through the holl ow,

The silent nysteries of earth, descend!"

He heard but the |last words, nor could contend

One nonent in reflection: for he fled



Into the fearful deep, to hide his head

Fromthe cl ear noon, the trees, and com ng nmadness.

"Twas far too strange, and wonderful for sadness;
Shar peni ng, by degrees, his appetite
To dive into the deepest. Dark, nor light,
The region; nor bright, nor sonbre wholly,
But mngled up; a gl eaning nel ancholvy;
A dusky enpire and its di adens;
One faint eternal eventide of gens.
Aye, mllions sparkled on a vein of gold,
Al ong whose track the prince quick footsteps told,
Wth all its lines abrupt and angul ar:
Qut -shooting sonetines, |like a nmeteor-star
Through a vast antre; then the nmetal woof,
Li ke Vul can's rainbow, with sonme nonstrous roof
Curves hugely: now, far in the deep abyss,
It seems an angry |ightning, and doth hiss
Fancy into belief: anon it |eads
Through wi ndi ng passages, where saneness breeds
Vexi ng conceptions of sone sudden change;
Whet her to silver grots, or giant range
O sapphire colums, or fantastic bridge
Athwart a flood of crystal. On a ridge
Now fareth he, that o' er the vast beneath
Towers |ike an ocean-cliff, and whence he seeth
A hundred waterfalls, whose voices cone
But as the murmuring surge. Chilly and nunb
Hi s bosom grew, when first he, far away
Descried an orbed di anond, set to fray
A d darkness fromhis throne: "twas |ike the sun
Uprisen o' er chaos: and with such a stun

Cane the anmmzenent, that, absorb'd in it



He saw not fiercer wonders- past the wt

O any spirit to tell, but one of those

Who, when this planet's sphering time doth close,
WIl be its high renenbrancers: who they?

The m ghty ones who have made eternal day

For Greece and Engl and. Wil e astoni shnent

Wth deep-drawn sighs was quieting, he went

Into a marbl e gallery, passing through

A mmc tenple, so conplete and true

In sacred custom that he well nigh fear'd

To search it inwards; whence far off appear'd,
Through a long pillar'd vista, a fair shrine,
And just beyond, on light tiptoe divine,

A quiver'd D an. Stepping awfully,

The youth approach'd; oft turning his veil'd eye
Down si del ong ai sles, and into niches ol d.

And when, nore near against the marble cold

He had touch'd his forehead, he began to thread
Al'l courts and passages, where silence dead
Rous' d by his whispering footsteps nmurnured faint:
And I ong he travers'd to and fro, to acquaint

H nself with every nystery, and awe;

Till, weary, he sat down before the maw

O a wide outlet, fathom ess and dim

To wild uncertainty and shadows grim

There, when new wonders ceas'd to float before,
And thoughts of self cane on, how crude and sore
The journey honmeward to habitual self

A mad- pursuing of the fog-born elf,

Whose flitting lantern, through rude nettle-briar
Cheats us into a swanp, into a fire,

Into the bosom of a hated thing.



What mi sery nost drowningly doth sing

In I one Endymon's ear, now he has raught

The goal of consciousness? Ah, 'tis the thought,
The deadly feel of solitude: for |o!

He cannot see the heavens, nor the flow

O rivers, nor hill-flowers running wild

In pink and purple chequer, nor, up-pil'd,

The cl oudy rack slow journeying in the west,

Li ke herded el ephants; nor felt, nor prest

Cool grass, nor tasted the fresh slunberous air;
But far from such conpani onship to wear

An unknown tine, surcharg'd with grief, away,
Was now his lot. And nust he patient stay,
Tracing fantastic figures with his spear?
"No!" exclaimd he, "why should | tarry here?"
No! loudly echoed tinmes innumrerable.

At which he straightway started, and 'gan tel
Hi s paces back into the tenple's chief;
Warm ng and gl owing strong in the belief

O help fromDian: so that when again

He caught her airy form thus did he plain,
Movi ng nore near the while: "O Haunter chaste
O river sides, and woods, and heathy waste,
Where with thy silver bow and arrows keen

Art thou now forested? O woodl and Queen

What snoot hest air thy snoother forehead woos?
Where dost thou listen to the w de hall oos

O thy disparted nynphs? Through what dark tree
Gimers thy crescent? Weresoe' er it be,

"Tis in the breath of heaven: thou dost taste
Freedom as none can taste it, nor dost waste
Thy | oveliness in dismal elenents;

But, finding in our green earth sweet contents,



There livest blissfully. Ah, if to thee

It feels Elysian, how rich to ne,

An exil'd nortal, sounds its pleasant nane!
Wthin nmy breast there lives a choking flame-
Olet ne cool't the zephyr-boughs anong!

A homeward fever parches up ny tongue-

Olet ne slake it at the running springs!

Upon ny ear a noi sy nothing rings-

O let ne once nore hear the linnet's note!
Before mine eyes thick filnms and shadows fl oat -
Olet ne '"noint themw th the heaven's |ight!
Dost thou now | ave thy feet and ankles white?
O think how sweet to nme the freshening sluice
Dost thou now please thy thirst with berry-juice?
O think how this dry palate would rejoice!

If in soft slumber thou dost hear ny voice,

O think how | should |ove a bed of flowers!-
Young goddess! let ne see ny native bowers!

Deliver ne fromthis rapaci ous deep!"

Thus ending loudly, as he would o' erleap
Hi s destiny, alert he stood: but when
bstinate silence cane heavily again,
Feeling about for its old couch of space
And airy cradle, lowy bowd his face
Desponding, o'er the narble floor's cold thrill.
But 'twas not long; for, sweeter than the ril
To its old channel, or a swollen tide
To margin sallows, were the | eaves he spied
And flowers, and weaths, and ready nyrtle crowns
Up heapi ng through the slab: refreshnment drowns
Itself, and strives its own delights to hide-

Nor in one spot alone; the floral pride



In a |l ong whispering birth enchanted grew

Before his footsteps; as when heav'd anew

A d ocean rolls a |l engthened wave to the shore,

Down whose green back the short-liv'd foam all hoar

Bursts gradual, with a wayward i ndol ence

Increasing still in heart, and pl easant sense,
Upon his fairy journey on he hastes;
So anxious for the end, he scarcely wastes
One nonent with his hand anong the sweets
Onward he goes- he stops- his bosom beats
As plainly in his ear, as the faint charm
O which the throbs were born. This still alarm
This sleepy nusic, forc'd himwal k tiptoe:
For it came nore softly than the east could bl ow
Arion's magic to the Atlantic isles;
O than the west, nmde jeal ous by the sniles
O thron'd Apollo, could breathe back the lyre

To seas lonian and Tyri an.

O did he ever live, that lonely man,
Who lov'd- and nusic slew not? 'Tis the pest
O love, that fairest joys give nost unrest;
That things of delicate and tenderest worth
Are swallow d all, and nmade a seared dearth
By one consuning flane: it doth inmerse
And suffocate true blessings in a curse.
Hal f - happy, by conparison of bliss,
Is miserable. 'Twas even so with this
Dew- dr oppi ng nel ody, in the Carian's ear
First heaven, then hell, and then forgotten cl ear

Vani sh'd in el emental passion



And down sone swart abysm he had gone,
Had not a heavenly gui de benignant |ed
To where thick nyrtle branches, 'gainst his head
Brushi ng, awakened: then the sounds again
Went noi sel ess as a passing noontide rain
Over a bower, where little space he stood,
For as the sunset peeps into a wood
So saw he panting light, and towards it went
Through wi nding alleys; and | o, wondernent!
Upon soft verdure saw, one here, one there,

Cupids a slunbering on their pinions fair.

After a thousand mazes overgone,
At last, with sudden step, he cane upon
A chanber, nyrtle wall'd, enbowered high
Full of light, incense, tender mnstrelsy,
And nore of beautiful and strange beside:
For on a silken couch of rosy pride,
In mdst of all, there lay a sleeping youth
O fondest beauty; fonder, in fair sooth,
Than sighs could fathom or contentnent reach
And coverlids gold-tinted like the peach
O ripe Cctober's faded nari gol ds,
Fell sleek about himin a thousand fol ds-
Not hi di ng up an Apol | oni an curve
O neck and shoul der, nor the tenting swerve
O knee from knee, nor ankles pointing |light;
But rather, giving themto the filled sight
O ficiously. Sideway his face repos'd
On one white arm and tenderly unclos'd,
By tenderest pressure, a faint damask nouth
To slunbery pout; just as the norning south

Disparts a dewlipp'd rose. Above his head,



Four lilly stalks did their white honours wed
To make a coronal; and round hi m grew

Al tendrils green, of every bl oom and hue,
Together intertwin'd and trammel'd fresh

The vine of glossy sprout; the ivy nesh,
Shading its Ethiop berries; and woodbi ne,

O velvet |eaves and bugl e- bl cons di vi ne;
Convol vul us in streaked vases fl ush;

The creeper, nellow ng for an autumm bl ush
And virgin's bower, trailing airily;

Wth others of the sisterhood. Hard by,

St ood serene Cupids watching silently.

One, kneeling to a lyre, touch'd the strings,
Muf fling to death the pathos with his w ngs;
And, ever and anon, uprose to | ook

At the youth's slunber; while another took

A w || ow bough, distilling odorous dew,

And shook it on his hair; another flew

In through the woven roof, and fluttering-w se

Rain'd viol ets upon his sl eeping eyes.

At these enchantnents, and yet many nore,
The breathl ess Latni an wonder'd o' er and o' er;
Until, inpatient in enbarrassment,
He forthright pass'd, and lightly treadi ng went
To that sane feather'd lyrist, who strai ghtway,
Smiling, thus whisper'd: "Though from upper day
Thou art a wanderer, and thy presence here
M ght seem unholy, be of happy cheer
For 'tis the nicest touch of human honour
When sone et hereal and hi gh-favouring donor
Presents imortal bowers to nortal sense;

As now 'tis done to thee, Endymi on. Hence



WAs | in no wise startled. So recline

Upon these living flowers. Here is w ne,

Alive with sparkles- never, | aver,

Since Ariadne was a vintager

So cool a purple: taste these juicy pears,

Sent nme by sad Vertummus, when his fears

Were hi gh about Ponopna: here is cream
Deepening to richness froma snow gl eam
Sweet er than that nurse Amalthea skinmmd

For the boy Jupiter: and here, undimid

By any touch, a bunch of bl oon ng pluns

Ready to nelt between an infant's guns:

And here is manna pick'd from Syrian trees

In starlight, by the three Hesperides.

Feast on, and nmeanwhile |I will let thee know
O all these things around us." He did so,
Still brooding o' er the cadence of his lyre;
And thus: "I need not any hearing tire

By telling how the sea-born goddess pin'd

For a nmortal youth, and how she strove to bind
Hmall in all unto her doting self.

Who woul d not be so prison'd? but, fond elf,
He was content to | et her amorous plea

Fai nt through his careless arns; content to see
An unsei z'd heaven dying at his feet;

Content, Ofool! to make a cold retreat,

When on the pl easant grass such |ove, |ovelorn
Lay sorrow ng; when every tear was born

O diverse passion; when her lips and eyes
Were clos'd in sullen noisture, and quick sighs
Cane vex'd and pettish through her nostrils small
Hush! no exclaim yet, justly mghtst thou cal

Curses upon his head.- | was half glad,



But ny poor mstress went distract and nad,

When the boar tusk'd him so away she flew

To Jove's high throne, and by her plainings drew
I mortal tear-drops down the thunderer's beard;
Whereon, it was decreed he should be rear'd

Each summer time to life. Lo! this is he,

That sanme Adonis, safe in the privacy

O this still region all his w nter-sleep.

Aye, sleep; for when our |ove-sick queen did weep
Over his waned corse, the trenul ous shower

Heal 'd up the wound, and, with a bal ny power,
Medi ci ned death to a | engthened drowsi ness:

The which she fills with visions, and doth dress
In all this quiet luxury; and hath set

Us young immortals, without any |et,

To watch his slunber through. 'Tis well nigh pass'd,
Even to a nonent's filling up, and fast

She scuds with sumrer breezes, to pant through
The first long kiss, warmfirstling, to renew
Embower' d sports in Cytherea's isle.

Look! how those winged listeners all this while
St and anxi ous: see! behold!"- This clamant word
Br oke through the careful silence; for they heard
A rustling noise of |eaves, and out there flutter'd
Pi geons and doves: Adonis sonething nutter'd

The whil e one hand, that erst upon his thigh

Lay dormant, nov'd convuls'd and gradually

Up to his forehead. Then there was a hum

O sudden voices, echoing, "Cone! cone!

Arise! awake! Clear summer has forth wal k'd

Unto the clover-sward, and she has talk'd

Full soothingly to every nested finch

Ri se, Cupids! or we'll give the blue-bell pinch



To your dinpled arms. Once nore sweet |ife begin!"
At this, fromevery side they hurried in,

Rubbing their sleepy eyes with lazy wists,

And doubling over head their little fists

In backward yawns. But all were soon alive:

For as delicious wine doth, sparkling, dive

In nectar'd clouds and curls through water fair,
So fromthe arbour roof down swell'd an air
Qdorous and enliveni ng; naking al

To | augh, and play, and sing, and loudly cal

For their sweet queen: when |o! the weathed green
Di sparted, and far upward coul d be seen

Bl ue heaven, and a silver car, air-borne,

Whose silent wheels, fresh wet from clouds of norn,
Spun of f a drizzling dew,- which falling chil

On soft Adonis' shoul ders, made himstil

Nestl e and turn uneasily about.

Soon were the white doves plain, with neck stretch'd out,
And silken traces lighten'd in descent;

And soon, returning fromlove's bani shnment,

Queen Venus | eani ng downward open arni d:

Her shadow fell upon his breast, and charnid
Atumult to his heart, and a newlife

Into his eyes. Ah, miserable strife,

But for her conforting! unhappy sight,

But neeting her blue orbs! Wo, who can wite

O these first mnutes? The unchariest nuse

To enbracenents warm as theirs nmakes coy excuse

Oit has ruffled every spirit there,
Saving Love's self, who stands superb to share
The general gl adness: awful |y he stands;

A sovereign quell is in his waving hands;



No sight can bear the lightning of his bow

Hi s quiver is mysterious, none can know

What thenselves think of it; fromforth his eyes
There darts strange light of varied hues and dyes:
A scowl is sonetines on his brow, but who

Look full upon it feel anon the blue

O his fair eyes run liquid through their souls.
Endym on feels it, and no nore controls

The burning prayer within him so, bent | ow

He had begun a plaining of his woe.

But Venus, bending forward, said: "My child,
Favour this gentle youth; his days are wild
Wth | ove- he- but alas! too well | see

Thou know st the deepness of his msery.

Ah, smile not so, ny son: | tell thee true

That when through heavy hours | used to rue

The endl ess sl eep of this new born Adon'

This stranger aye | pitied. For upon

A dreary norning once | fled away

Into the breezy clouds, to weep and pray

For this nmy love: for vexing Mars had teaz'd

Me even to tears: thence, when a little eas'd,
Down- | ooki ng, vacant, through a hazy wood,

| saw this youth as he despairing stood:

Those sane dark curls blown vagrant in the w nd;
Those sane full fringed |lids a constant blind
Over his sullen eyes: | saw himthrow

Hi nself on wither'd | eaves, even as though
Deat h had conme sudden; for no jot he nov'd,

Yet nutter'd wildly. | could hear he lov'd

Some fair inmmortal, and that his enbrace

Had zoned her through the night. There is no trace

O this in heaven: | have mark'd each cheek



And find it is the vainest thing to seek

And that of all things '"tis kept secretest.
Endymi on! one day thou wilt be blest:

So still obey the guiding hand that fends

Thee safely through these wonders for sweet ends.
"Tis a conceal nent needful in extrenme;

And if | guess'd not so, the sunny beam

Thou shoul dst nmount up to with nme. Now adi eu
Here nust we | eave thee."- At these words upflew
The inpatient doves, uprose the floating car

Up went the humcelestial. H gh afar

The Latnmian saw them m ni sh i nto naught;

And, when all were clear vanish'd, still he caught
A vivid lightning fromthat dreadful bow.

When all was darkened, w th AEtnean throe

The earth clos'd- gave a solitary noan-

And left himonce again in twlight |one.

He did not rave, he did not stare aghast,
For all those visions were o' ergone, and past,
And he in loneliness: he felt assur'd
O happy tinmes, when all he had endur'd
Wul d seem a feather to the nmighty prize
So, with unusual gl adness, on he hies
Through caves, and pal aces of nottl ed ore,
Gol d done, and crystal wall, and turquois floor
Bl ack polish'd porticos of awful shade,
And, at the last, a dianond bal ustrade,
Leadi ng afar past wild magnificence,
Spi ral through ruggedest | oopholes, and thence
Stretching across a void, then guiding o' er
Enor mous chasns, where, all foam and roar

Streans subterranean teaze their granite beds;



Then hei ghten'd just above the silvery heads

O a thousand fountains, so that he coul d dash
The waters with his spear; but at the splash
Done heedl essly, those spouting colums rose
Sudden a poplar's height, and 'gan to encl ose
Hi s diamond path with fretwork, stream ng round
Alive, and dazzling cool, and with a sound,
Haply, like dol phin tumults, when sweet shells
Wel cone the float of Thetis. Long he dwells

On this delight; for, every mnute's space,

The streanms with changed magic interlace
Sometines |ike delicatest lattices,

Cover'd with crystal vines; then weeping trees.
Movi ng about as in a gentle w nd,

Which, in a wink, to watery gauze refin'd,
Pour'd into shapes of curtain'd canopies,

Spangl ed, and rich with liquid broideries

O flowers, peacocks, swans, and naiads fair.
Swifter than lightning went these wonders rare;
And then the water, into stubborn streans

Col l ecting, mmck'd the wought oaken beans,
Pillars, and frieze, and high fantastic roof,

O those dusk places in times far al oof
Cathedrals call'd. He bade a loth farewell

To these founts Protean, passing gul ph, and dell
And torrent, and ten thousand jutting shapes,
Hal f seen through deepest gl oom and griesly gapes,
Bl ackeni ng on every side, and overhead

A vaulted dome |ike Heaven's, far bespread

Wth starlight gens: aye, all so huge and strange
The solitary felt a hurried change

Wirking within himinto sonething dreary, -

Vex'd like a norning eagle, lost, and weary,



And purblind anid foggy, mdnight wolds.

But he revives at once: for who behol ds

New sudden things, nor casts his nental slough?
Forth froma rugged arch, in the dusk bel ow,
Cane not her Cybel e! al one- al one-

In sonbre chariot; dark foldings thrown

About her mmjesty, and front death-pal e,

Wth turrets crown'd. Four maned |ions hale
The sl uggi sh wheel s; solemm their toothed maws,
Their surly eyes brow hi dden, heavy paws
Uplifted drowsily, and nervy tails

Cowering their tawny brushes. Silent sails
Thi s shadowy queen athwart, and faints away

I n anot her gl oony arch.

Wer ef ore del ay,
Young traveller, in such a nournful place?
Art thou wayworn, or canst not further trace
The di anond pat h? And does it indeed end
Abrupt in nmiddle air? Yet earthward bend
Thy forehead, and to Jupiter cloud-borne
Call ardently! He was indeed waywor n;
Abrupt, in mddle air, his way was | ost;
To cl oud-borne Jove he bowed, and there crost
Towards hima large eagle, 'tw xt whose w ngs,
W thout one inpious word, hinself he flings,
Committed to the darkness and the gl oom
Down, down, uncertain to what pleasant doom
Swift as a fathonming plumet down he fel
Thr ough unknown things; till exhal ed asphodel
And rose, with spicy fannings interbreath'd,
Cane swelling forth where little caves were weath'd

So thick with | eaves and nosses, that they seenid



Large honey-conbs of green, and freshly teenid
Wth airs delicious. In the greenest nook

The eagle | anded him and farewell took

It was a jasmine bower, all bestrown
Wth golden noss. His every sense had grown
Et hereal for pleasure; 'bove his head
Fl ew a delight half-graspable; his tread
WAs Hesperean; to his capable ears
Sil ence was nusic fromthe holy spheres;
A dewy luxury was in his eyes;
The little flowers felt his pleasant sighs
And stirr'd themfaintly. Verdant cave and cel
He wander'd through, oft wondering at such swell
O sudden exal tation: but, "Alas!"
Said he, "will all this gush of feeling pass
Away in solitude? And nust they wane
Li ke nel odi es upon a sandy pl ain,
Wthout an echo? Then shall | be |eft
So sad, so nel ancholy, so bereft!
Yet still | feel imortal! O ny | ove,
My breath of life, where art thou? Hi gh above,
Danci ng before the norning gates of heaven?
O keepi ng watch anong those starry seven
ad Atlas' children? Art a maid of the waters,
One of shell-winding Triton's bright-hair'd daughters?
O art, inpossible! a nynph of Dian's,
Weavi ng a coronal of tender scions
For very idl eness? Were'er thou art,
Met hinks it nowis at nmy will to start
Into thine arnms; to scare Aurora's train,
And snatch thee fromthe norning; o' er the nmain

To scud like a wild bird, and take thee off



Fromthy sea-foany cradle; or to doff

Thy shepherd vest, and woo thee nmid fresh | eaves.
No, no, too eagerly ny soul deceives

Its powerless self: | know this cannot be.

Olet ne then by sone sweet dreaming flee

To her entrancenents: hither, Sleep, awhile!

Hi ther, nost gentle Sleep! and soothing foi

For some few hours the coming solitude."

Thus spake he, and that nonent felt endued
Wth power to dreamdeliciously; so wound
Through a di m passage, searching till he found
The snoot hest nobssy bed and deepest, where
He threw hinself, and just into the air
Stretching his indolent arnms, he took, O bliss!
A naked waist: "Fair Cupid, whence is this?"

A wel | -known voice sigh' d, "Sweetest, here amlI!"
At which soft ravishment, with doting cry

They trenbled to each other.- Helicon

O fountain'd hill! Od Homer's Helicon

That thou woul dst spout a little stream et o' er
These sorry pages; then the verse would soar
And sing above this gentle pair, like lark

Over his nested young: but all is dark

Around thine aged top, and thy clear fount
Exhal es in nmists to heaven. Aye, the count

O mighty Poets is made up; the scrol

Is folded by the Miuses; the bright rol

Is in Apollo's hand: our dazed eyes

Have seen a new tinge in the western skies:

The world has done its duty. Yet, oh yet,

Al t hough the sun of poesy is set,

These lovers did enbrace, and we nmust weep



That there is no old power left to steep

A quill imortal in their joyous tears.

Long tinme in silence did their anxious fears
Question that thus it was; long tine they |ay
Fondl i ng and ki ssing every doubt away;

Long tinme ere soft caressing sobs began

To nmellow into words, and then there ran

Two bubbling springs of talk fromtheir sweet |ips.
"O known Unknown! from whom nmy being sips

Such darling essence, wherefore may | not

Be ever in these arnms? in this sweet spot
Pillow nmy chin for ever? ever press

These toyi ng hands and kiss their snooth excess?
Why not for ever and for ever feel

That breath about ny eyes? Ah, thou wilt stea
Away from me again, indeed, indeed-

Thou wilt be gone away, and wilt not heed

My | onely madness. Speak, delicious fair!

Is- is it to be so? No! Wo will dare

To pluck thee fromne? And, of thine own wll,
Full well 1| feel thou wouldst not |eave me. Stil
Let ne entw ne thee surer, surer- now

How can we part? Elysium who art thou?

Who, that thou canst not be for ever here,

O lift me with thee to sone starry sphere?
Enchantress! tell ne by this soft enbrace,

By the nost soft conpletion of thy face,

Those lips, O slippery blisses, tw nkling eyes
And by these tenderest, m|ky sovereignties-
These tenderest, and by the nectar-w ne,

The passion"- "O dov'd lIda the divine!

Endym on! dearest! Ah, unhappy ne!

H's soul will 'scape us- Ofelicity!



How he does love ne! Hi s poor tenples beat
To the very tune of |ove- how sweet, sweet, sweet.
Revi ve, dear youth, or | shall faint and die;
Revi ve, or these soft hours will hurry by

In tranced dul ness; speak, and |et that spel
Affright this lethargy! |I cannot quel

Its heavy pressure, and will press at |east
My lips to thine, that they may richly feast
Until we taste the life of |ove again.

What! dost thou nove? dost kiss? O bliss! O pain!
I love thee, youth, nore than | can conceive
And so | ong absence fromthee doth bereave
My soul of any rest: yet nmust | hence:

Yet, can | not to starry em nence

Uplift thee; nor for very shame can own
Myself to thee: Ah, dearest, do not groan

O thou wilt force ne fromthis secrecy,

And | must blush in heaven. O that |

Had done't already; that the dreadful sniles
At ny lost brightness, ny inpassion'd wles,
Had waned from O ynpus' sol etmm hei ght,

And fromall serious Gods; that our delight
Was quite forgotten, save of us al one

And wherefore so ashanmed? 'Tis but to atone
For endl ess pleasure, by some coward bl ushes:
Yet nust | be a coward!- Horror rushes

Too pal pabl e before ne- the sad | ook

O Jove- Mnerva's start- no bosom shook
Wth awe of purity- no Cupid pinion

In reverence vailed- ny crystalline dom nion
Half lost, and all old hymms made nullity!
But what is this to love? Ol could fly

Wth thee into the ken of heavenly powers,



So thou woul dst thus, for many sequent hours,
Press me so sweetly. Now | swear at once

That | amwi se, that Pallas is a dunce-

Per haps her love like mine is but unknown-

Ol do think that | have been al one

In chastity: yes, Pallas has been si ghing,
Whi l e every eve saw nme ny hair uptying

Wth fingers cool as aspen |eaves. Sweet |ove,
| was as vague as solitary dove

Nor knew that nests were built. Now a soft Kkiss-
Aye, by that kiss, | vow an endl ess bliss,

An immortality of passion's thine:

Ere long | will exalt thee to the shine

O heaven anbrosial; and we will shade

Qursel ves whol e sumers by a river gl ade;

And | will tell thee stories of the sky,

And breathe thee whispers of its mnstrelsy.
My happy |love will overwi ng all bounds!

Olet ne nelt into thee; let the sounds

O our close voices marry at their birth;

Let us entwi ne hoveringly- O dearth

O human words! roughness of nortal speech

Li spings enpyrean will | sometine teach

Thi ne honi ed tongue- | ute-breathings, which | gasp
To have thee understand, now while | clasp
Thee thus, and weep for fondness- | am pain'd,
Endymi on: woe! woe! is grief contain'd

In the very deeps of pleasure, ny sole life?"-
Hereat, with nmany sobs, her gentle strife
Melted into a languor. He return'd

Entranced vows and tears.

Ye who have yearn'd



Wth too nmuch passion, will here stay and pity,
For the nere sake of truth; as 'tis a ditty

Not of these days, but long ago 'twas told

By a cavern wind unto a forest old;

And then the forest told it in a dream

To a sleeping | ake, whose cool and | evel gleam
A poet caught as he was journeying

To Phoebus' shrine; and in it he did fling

H s weary |inbs, bathing an hour's space,

And after, straight in that inspired place

He sang the story up into the air,

Gving it universal freedom There

Has it been ever sounding for those ears

Whose tips are glowi ng hot. The | egend cheers
Yon centinel stars; and he who listens to it
Must surely be self-doomid or he will rue it:
For quenchl ess burni ngs cone upon the heart,
Made fiercer by a fear |lest any part

Shoul d be engul phed in the eddying w nd.

As much as here is penn'd doth always find

A resting place, thus much cones clear and plain;
Anon the strange voice is upon the wane-

And 'tis but echo'd from departing sound,

That the fair visitant at |ast unwound

Her gentle linbs, and left the youth asleep. -

Thus the tradition of the gusty deep.

Now turn we to our former chroniclers.-
Endymi on awoke, that grief of hers
Sweet paining on his ear: he sickly guess'd
How | one he was once nore, and sadly press'd
Hi s enpty arms together, hung his head,

And most forlorn upon that w dow d bed



Sat silently. Love's madness he had known:
Often with nore than tortured lion's groan
Moani ngs had burst fromhinm but now that rage
Had pass'd away: no |longer did he wage

A rough-voic'd war agai nst the doom ng stars.
No, he had felt too nmuch for such harsh jars
The lyre of his soul AEolian tun'd

Forgot all violence, and but conmun'd

Wth nelancholy thought: O he had swoon'd
Drunken from pl easure's nipple; and his | ove
Henceforth was dove-like.- Loth was he to nove
From the inprinted couch, and when he did,
"Twas with slow, |anguid paces, and face hid
In muf fling hands. So tenper'd, out he stray'd
Hal f seeing visions that m ght have disnay'd

Al ecto's serpents; ravishments nore keen

Than Hernes' pipe, when anxious he did | ean
Over eclipsing eyes: and at the | ast

It was a sounding grotto, vaulted, vast,

O er studded with a thousand, thousand pearl s,
And crinmson nouthed shells with stubborn curls,
O every shape and size, even to the bulk

I'n which whal es arbour close, to brood and sul k
Agai nst an endl ess storm Nbreover too,

Fi sh- senbl ances, of green and azure hue,

Ready to snort their streans. In this cool wonder
Endymi on sat down, and 'gan to ponder

On all his life: his youth, up to the day

When 'nmid acclaim and feasts, and garl ands gay,
He stept upon his shepherd throne: the | ook

O his white palace in wild forest nook

And all the revels he had | orded there:

Each tender mai den whom he once thought fair,



Wth every friend and fell ow woodl ander -

Pass'd like a dream before him Then the spur
O the old bards to mighty deeds: his plans

To nurse the golden age 'nong shepherd cl ans:
That wondrous night: the great Pan-festival:
His sister's sorrow, and his wanderings all,
Until into the earth's deep maw he rush'd:

Then all its buried magic, till it flush'd

H gh with excessive love. "And now, " thought he,
"How long nmust | remain in jeopardy

O bl ank amazenents that amaze no nore?

Now | have tasted her sweet soul to the core
Al'l other depths are shallow essences,

Once spiritual, are |like nuddy |ees,

Meant but to fertilize ny earthly root,

And meke ny branches lift a golden fruit

Into the bl oom of heaven: other |ight,

Though it be quick and sharp enough to blight
The A ynpian eagle's vision, is dark,

Dark as the parentage of chaos. Hark!

My silent thoughts are echoing fromthese shells;
O they are but the ghosts, the dying swells

O noises far away?- list!"- Hereupon

He kept an anxi ous ear. The hummi ng tone

Cane | ouder, and behol d, there as he |ay,

On either side outgush'd, with m sty spray,

A copious spring; and both together dash'd
Swift, nmad, fantastic round the rocks and |ash'd
Anmong the conchs and shells of the lofty grot,
Leaving a trickling dew. At last they shot

Down fromthe ceiling' s height, pouring a noise
As of sone breathl ess racers whose hopes poize

Upon the last few steps, and with spent force



Al ong the ground they took a w nding course.
Endym on follow d- for it seem d that one

Ever pursued, the other strove to shun-
Follow d their languid mazes, till well nigh
He had left thinking of the nystery, -

And was now rapt in tender hoverings

Over the vanish'd bliss. Ah! what is it sings
H s dream away? What nel odies are these?

They sound as through the whispering of trees,

Not native in such barren vaults. G ve ear

"O Arethusa, peerless nynph! why fear
Such tenderness as mine? Geat Dian, why,
Why di dst thou hear her prayer? O that |
Were rippling round her dainty fairness now,
Crcling about her waist, and striving how
To entice her to a dive! then stealing in
Bet ween her luscious lips and eyelids thin.
O that her shining hair was in the sun
And | distilling fromit thence to run
In anorous rillets down her shrinking form
To linger on her lilly shoulders, warm
Bet ween her ki ssing breasts, and every charm
Touch raptur'd!- See how painfully | flow
Fair maid, be pitiful to ny great woe.
Stay, stay thy weary course, and let ne |ead,
A happy wooer, to the flowery mead
Where all that beauty snar'd ne."- "Cruel god,
Desist! or ny offended mi stress' nod
WIl stagnate all thy fountains:- teaze me not
Wth syren words- Ah, have | really got
Such power to madden thee? And is it true-

Away, away, or | shall dearly rue



My very thoughts: in nmercy then away,

Ki ndest Al pheus, for should | obey

My own dear will, 'twould be a deadly bane.

O O ead- Queen! would that thou hadst a pain
Li ke this of mine, then would | fearless turn
And be a crimnal. Alas, | burn,

| shudder- gentle river, get thee hence.

Al pheus! thou enchanter! every sense

O mine was once nade perfect in these woods.
Fresh breezes, bowery |l awns, and innocent fl oods,
Ripe fruits, and |lonely couch, contentnent gave;
But ever since | heedlessly did | ave

In thy deceitful stream a panting gl ow

G ew strong within nme: wherefore serve me so,
And call it love? Alas, 'twas cruelty.

Not once nore did | close ny happy eye

Amid the thrushes' song. Away! Avaunt!

O 'twas a cruel thing."- "Now thou dost taunt
So softly, Arethusa, that | think

If thou wast playing on nmy shady brink,

Thou woul dst bat he once agai n. | nnocent naid!
Stifle thine heart no nore; nor be afraid

O angry powers: there are deities

W1l shade us with their wings. Those fitful sighs
"Tis alnost death to hear: O let ne pour

A dewy bal mupon them - fear no nore,

Sweet Arethusa!l Dian's self nust feel
Sonetinme these very pangs. Dear nmi den, steal
Bl ushing into nmy soul, and let us fly

These dreary caverns for the open sky.

I will delight thee all ny w nding course,
Fromthe green sea up to ny hidden source

About Arcadi an forests; and will show



The channel s where ny cool est waters flow

Thr ough nossy rocks; where, 'md exuberant green
I roamin pleasant darkness, nore unseen

Than Saturn in his exile; where | brim

Round flowery islands, and take thence a skim
O nmealy sweets, which nyriads of bees

Buzz fromtheir honey'd wi ngs: and thou shoul dst pl ease
Thysel f to choose the richest, where we night
Be incense-pillow d every sumer night.

Doff all sad fears, thou white deliciousness,
And |l et us be thus conforted; unless

Thou coul dst rejoice to see ny hopel ess stream
Hurry distracted from Sol's tenperate beam

And pour to death al ong sone hungry sands."-
What can | do, Al pheus? Dian stands

Severe before me: persecuting fate!

Unhappy Arethusa! thou wast |ate

A huntress free in"- At this, sudden fel

Those two sad streans adown a fearful dell

The Latmian listen'd, but he heard no nore,
Save echo, faint repeating o' er and o'er

The nane of Arethusa. On the verge

O that dark gul ph he wept, and said: "I urge
Thee, gentle Goddess of ny pilgrinmage,

By our eternal hopes, to soothe, to assuage,

If thou art powerful, these |overs' pains;

And make them happy in sonme happy plains."

He turn'd- there was a whel mi ng sound- he stept,
There was a cooler light; and so he kept
Towards it by a sandy path, and | o!
More suddenly than doth a norment go,

The visions of the earth were gone and fl ed-



He saw the gi ant sea above his head.

BOX I'l'1.

There are who lord it o' er their fell ow nen

Wth nost prevailing tinsel: who unpen

Their baaing vanities, to browse away

The confortable green and juicy hay

From human pastures; or, Otorturing fact!

Who, through an idiot blink, will see unpack'd
Fire-branded foxes to sear up and singe

Qur gold and ripe-ear'd hopes. Wth not one tinge
O sanctuary spl endour, not a sight

Able to face an ow's, they still are dight

By the blear-eyed nations in enpurpled vests,

And crowns, and turbans. Wth unl aden breasts,
Save of bl own self-appl ause, they proudly nount
To their spirit's perch, their being' s high account,
Their tiptop nothings, their dull skies, their thrones-
Amid the fierce intoxicating tones

O trunpets, shoutings, and bel abour'd druns,

And sudden cannon. Ah! how all this huns,

In wakeful ears, |ike uproar past and gone-

Li ke thunder clouds that spake to Babyl on

And set those old Chal deans to their tasks.-

Are then regalities all gilded masks?

No, there are throned seats unscal abl e

But by a patient wing, a constant spell,

O by ethereal things that, unconfin'd,

Can nmake a | adder of the eternal wi nd,

And poi ze about in cloudy thunder-tents

To watch the abysmbirth of el ements.

Aye, 'bove the withering of old-lipp'd Fate

A thousand Powers keep religious state,



In water, fiery realm and airy bourne;

And, silent as a consecrated urn,

Hol d sphery sessions for a season due.

Yet few of these far mmjesties, ah, few

Have bared their operations to this gl obe-
Few, who wi th gorgeous pageantry enrobe

Qur pi ece of heaven- whose benevol ence
Shakes hand with our own Ceres; every sense
Filling with spiritual sweets to plenitude
As bees gorge full their cells. And, by the feud
"Twi xt Nothing and Creation, | here swear,
Eterne Apollo! that thy Sister fair

Is of all these the gentlier- mightiest.
When thy gold breath is misting in the west,
She unobserved steals unto her throne,

And there she sits nost neek and nost al one;
As if she had not ponp subservient;

As if thine eye, high Poet! was not bent
Towards her with the Mises in thine heart;
As if the mnistring stars kept not apart,
Waiting for silver-footed nessages.

O Moon! the ol dest shades 'nong ol dest trees
Feel pal pitations when thou | ookest in:

O Moon! ol d boughs lisp forth a holier din
The while they feel thine airy fell owship.
Thou dost bl ess every where, with silver lip
Ki ssing dead things to life. The sl eeping kine,
Couch'd in thy brightness, dream of fields divine:
I nnuner abl e nountains rise, and rise,

Anbi tious for the hallow ng of thine eyes;
And yet thy benediction passeth not

One obscure hiding-place, one little spot

Where pl easure nmay be sent: the nested wen



Has thy fair face within its tranquil ken
And from beneath a sheltering ivy |eaf
Takes glinpses of thee; thou art a relief
To the poor patient oyster, where it sleeps
Wthin its pearly house.- The m ghty deeps,
The nonstrous sea is thine- the nyriad seal
O Moon! far-spoom ng Ccean bows to thee,

And Tellus feels his forehead' s cunbrous | oad.

Cynt hi al where art thou now? What far abode
O green or silvery bower doth enshrine
Such utnost beauty? Al as, thou dost pine
For one as sorrowful: thy cheek is pale
For one whose cheek is pale: thou dost bewail
H s tears, who weeps for thee. \Were dost thou sigh?
Ah! surely that |ight peeps from Vesper's eye,
O what a thing is love! 'Tis She, but |o!
How chang' d, how full of ache, how gone in woe!
She dies at the thinnest cloud; her |oveliness
I's wan on Neptune's blue: yet there's a stress
O | ove-spangles, just off yon cape of trees,
Danci ng upon the waves, as if to please
The curly foamw th anorous influence.
O not so idle: for down-glancing thence
She fathons eddies, and runs w | d about
O erwhel mi ng wat er- courses; scaring out
The thorny sharks from hiding-holes, and fright'ning
Their savage eyes with unaccustom d |ightning.
Where will the spl endour be content to reach?
O | ove! how potent hast thou been to teach
Strange j our neyi ngs! Werever beauty dwell s,
In gul ph or aerie, nountains or deep dells,

In light, in gloom in star or blazing sun



Thou poi ntest out the way, and straight 'tis won.
Amid his toil thou gav'st Leander breath;

Thou | eddest O pheus through the gl eans of death;
Thou nadest Pluto bear thin el ement;

And now, O wi nged Chieftain! thou hast sent

A noon-beamto the deep, deep water-world,

To find Endymi on.

On gold sand inpearl'd
Wth lilly shells, and pebbles mlky white,
Poor Cynthia greeted him and sooth'd her I|ight
Against his pallid face: he felt the charm
To breathl essness, and suddenly a warm
O his heart's blood: 'twas very sweet; he stay'd
Hi s wandering steps, and half-entranced |aid
H s head upon a tuft of straggling weeds,
To taste the gentle noon, and fresheni ng beads,
Lash'd fromthe crystal roof by fishes' tails.
And so he kept, until the rosy veils
Mantling the east, by Aurora's peering hand
Wre lifted fromthe water's breast, and fann'd
Into sweet air; and sober'd norning cane
Meekly through billows:- when |ike taper-flane
Left sudden by a dallying breath of air,
He rose in silence, and once nore 'gan fare

Along his fated way.

Far had he roani d
Wth nothing save the hollow vast, that foanid,
Above, around, and at his feet; save things
More dead than Morpheus' inaginings:
A d rusted anchors, helnets, breast-plates |arge

O gone sea-warriors; brazen beaks and targe;



Rudders that for a hundred years had | ost

The sway of human hand; gold vase enboss'd

Wth long-forgotten story, and wherein

No revel ler had ever dipp'd a chin

But those of Saturn's vintage; noul dering scrolls,
Wit in the tongue of heaven, by those souls

Who first were on the earth; and scul ptures rude
I n ponderous stone, devel opi ng the nood

O ancient Nox;- then skeletons of man,

O beast, behenoth, and |eviathan

And el ephant, and eagle, and huge jaw

O nanel ess nonster. A cold | eaden awe

These secrets struck into him and unl ess

D an had chaced away that heavi ness,

He mi ght have died: but now, with cheered feel
He onward kept; wooing these thoughts to stea

About the labyrinth in his soul of I|ove.

"What is there in thee, Mon! that thou shoul dst
My heart so potently? Wien yet a child
I oft have dried ny tears when thou hast snil'd.
Thou seenmidst ny sister: hand in hand we went
Fromeve to nmorn across the firmanent.
No apples would | gather fromthe tree
Till thou hadst cool'd their cheeks deliciously:
No tunbling water ever spake ronance,
But when ny eyes with thine thereon could dance:
No woods were green enough, no bower divine,
Until thou liftedst up thine eyelids fine:
In sowing tine ne'er would | dibble take,
O drop a seed, till thou wast w de awake;
And, in the sunmmer tide of blossoning,

No one but thee hath heard ne blithly sing

nove



And mesh ny dewy flowers all the night.

No nel ody was |ike a passing spright

If it went not to solemize thy reign

Yes, in ny boyhood, every joy and pain

By thee were fashion'd to the self-same end;
And as | grew in years, still didst thou bl end
Wth all ny ardours: thou wast the deep glen
Thou wast the nountain-top- the sage's pen-
The poet's harp- the voice of friends- the sun
Thou wast the river- thou wast glory won;
Thou wast ny clarion's blast- thou wast ny steed-
My gobl et full of wi ne- nmy topnost deed: -
Thou wast the charm of wonen, |ovely Mon

O what a wild and harnoni zed tune

My spirit struck fromall the beautiful

On sone bright essence could | lean, and Iul
Myself to immortality: | prest

Nature's soft pillowin a wakeful rest.

But, gentle Orb! there cane a nearer bliss-
My strange | ove cane- Felicity's abyss!

She cane, and thou didst fade, and fade away-
Yet not entirely; no, thy starry sway

Has been an under-passion to this hour

Now | begin to feel thine orby power

Is com ng fresh upon ne: O be kind,

Keep back thine influence, and do not blind
My sovereign vision.- Dearest |ove, forgive
That | can think away fromthee and live!-
Pardon nme, airy planet, that | prize

One t hought beyond thine argent | uxuries!

How far beyond!" At this a surpris'd start
Frosted the springing verdure of his heart;

For as he lifted up his eyes to swear



How hi s own goddess was past all things fair,
He saw far in the concave green of the sea

An old nman sitting cal mand peacefully.

Upon a weeded rock this old man sat,

And his white hair was awful, and a nat

O weeds were cold beneath his cold thin feet;
And, anple as the |argest w nding-sheet,

A cl oak of blue wapp'd up his aged bones,

O erwrought with synbols by the deepest groans
O anbitious magic: every ocean-form

Was woven in with black distinctness; storm
And cal m and whi spering, and hi deous roar

Qui cksand, and whirl pool, and deserted shore,
Were enblemid in the woof; with every shape
That skins, or dives, or sleeps, 'tw xt cape and cape.
The gul phing whale was like a dot in the spell
Yet | ook upon it, and 'twould size and swell
To its huge self; and the minutest fish

Wul d pass the very hardest gazer's w sh

And show his little eye' s anatony.

Then there was pictur'd the regality

O Neptune; and the sea nynphs round his state,
I n beaut eous vassal age, | ook up and wait.
Beside this old man lay a pearly wand,

And in his lap a book, the which he conn'd

So stedfastly, that the new denizen

Had time to keep himin anmazed ken

To mark these shadowi ngs, and stand in awe.

The old man rais'd his hoary head and saw
The wilder'd stranger- seem ng not to see,
H's features were so |lifeless. Suddenly

He woke as froma trance; his snowwhite brows



Wwent arching up, and like two magic pl oughs
Furrow d deep winkles in his forehead | arge,
Whi ch kept as fixedly as rocky marge,

Till round his wither'd |ips had gone a snile.
Then up he rose, |ike one whose tedious toi
Had watch'd for years in forlorn hermtage,
Who had not frommid-life to utnost age

Eas'd in one accent his o' er-burden'd soul
Even to the trees. He rose: he grasp'd his stole,
Wth convul s'd cl enches waving it abroad,

And in a voice of solemm joy, that awd

Echo into oblivion, he said:-

"Thou art the man! Now shall | lay ny head
In peace upon ny watery pillow now

Sleep will come snoothly to ny weary brow.

O Jove! | shall be young again, be young!
O shell -borne Neptune, | ampierc'd and stung
Wth newborn Iife! What shall | do? Were go,

When | have cast this serpent-skin of woe?-

"Il swimto the syrens, and one nmonent |isten
Their nel odies, and see their long hair glisten
Anon upon that giant's arml1'll be,

That withes about the roots of Sicily:

To northern seas I'll in a twinkling sail,

And nmount upon the snortings of a whale

To sonme bl ack cloud; thence down I'Il madly sweep
On forked lightning, to the deepest deep

Wher e t hrough sone sucking pool | will be hurl'd
Wth rapture to the other side of the world!

O | amfull of gladness! Sisters three,

I bow full hearted to your old decree!

Yes, every god be thank'd, and power benign



For I no nore shall wither, droop, and pine.
Thou art the man!™ Endym on started back
Dismay'd; and, like a wetch fromwhom the rack
Tortures hot breath, and speech of agony,
Mutter'd: "What lonely death aml to die

In this cold region? WII he let ne freeze,

And float ny brittle linbs o' er polar seas?

O will he touch ne with his searing hand,

And | eave a bl ack nenorial on the sand?

O tear nme piece-nmeal with a bony saw,

And keep nme as a chosen food to draw

Hi s nmagi an fish through hated fire and flane?
O misery of hell! resistless, tane,

Am | to be burnt up? No, I will shout,

Until the gods through heaven's blue | ook out!-
O Tartarus! but sone few days agone

Her soft arms were entw ning ne, and on

Her voice | hung like fruit anong green | eaves:
Her lips were all ny own, and- ah, ripe sheaves
O happi ness! ye on the stubble droop,

But never may be garner'd. | nust stoop

My head, and kiss death's foot. Love! love, farewell!
Is there no hope fromthee? This horrid spel
Wuld nelt at thy sweet breath.- By Dian's hind
Feeding fromher white fingers, on the w nd

| see thy streaming hair! and now, by Pan

| care not for this old mysterious nman!"

He spake, and wal king to that aged form
Look' d high defiance. Lo! his heart 'gan warm
Wth pity, for the grey-hair'd creature wept.
Had he then wong'd a heart where sorrow kept?

Had he, though blindly contunelious, brought



Rheum to kind eyes, a sting to humane thought,
Convul sion to a nmouth of nmany years?

He had in truth; and he was ripe for tears.
The penitent shower fell, as down he knelt
Before that care-worn sage, who trenbling felt

About his large dark | ocks, and faultering spake:

"Arise, good youth, for sacred Phoebus' sake!
I know thine innmpost bosom and | fee
A very brother's yearning for thee stea
Into mne own: for why? thou openest
The prison gates that have so | ong opprest
My weary wat chi ng. Though thou know st it not,
Thou art conmission'd to this fated spot
For great enfranchisement. O weep no nore;
|l ama friend to love, to | oves of yore
Aye, hadst thou never lov'd an unknown power,
I had been grieving at this joyous hour
But even now nost miserable old,
| saw thee, and ny bl ood no | onger cold
Gave mighty pulses: in this tottering case
G ew a new heart, which at this nmoment plays
As dancingly as thine. Be not afraid,
For thou shalt hear this secret all display'd,

Now as we speed towards our joyous task."

So saying, this young soul in age's mask
Wwent forward with the Carian side by side:
Resum ng quickly thus: while ocean's tide
Hung swollen at their backs, and jewel'd sands

Took silently their foot-prints.

"My soul stands



Now past the midway fromnortality,

And so | can prepare w thout a sigh

To tell thee briefly all my joy and pain.

I was a fisher once, upon this main

And mmy boat danc'd in every creek and bay;
Rough billows were nmy home by night and day, -
The sea-gulls not nore constant; for | had
No housing fromthe stormand tenpests nad,
But hol | ow rocks, - and they were pal aces

O silent happiness, of slunberous ease:
Long years of msery have told ne so

Aye, thus it was one thousand years ago.

One thousand years!- |Is it then possible

To | ook so plainly through then? to dispe

A thousand years with backward gl ance sublinme?
To breathe away as 'twere all scunmy sline
From off a crystal pool, to see its deep

And one's own inage fromthe bottom peep?
Yes: now | amno |onger wetched thrall,

My long captivity and noani ngs all

Are but a sline, a thin-pervading scum

The which | breathe away, and throngi ng cone

Li ke things of yesterday ny youthful pleasures.

"I touch'd no lute, | sang not, trod no neasures:
I was a lonely youth on desert shores.
My sports were lonely, 'md continuous roars,
And craggy isles, and sea-nmew s plaintive cry
Pl ai ni ng di screpant between sea and sky.
Dol phins were still my playmates; shapes unseen
Wuld et me feel their scales of gold and green
Nor be ny desol ation; and, full oft,

When a dread wat erspout had rear'd al oft



Its hungry hugeness, seeming ready ripe

To burst with hoarsest thunderings, and w pe
My life anay |i ke a vast sponge of fate,

Sone friendly nonster, pitying ny sad state,
Has dived to its foundations, gulph'd it down,
And left me tossing safely. But the crown

O all ny life was utnost quietude:

More did | love to lie in cavern rude

Keeping in wait whol e days for Neptune's voice,
And if it came at last, hark, and rejoice!
There blush'd no summer eve but | would steer
My skiff along green shelving coasts, to hear
The shepherd's pipe cone clear fromaery steep
M ngl ed with ceasel ess bleatings of his sheep
And never was a day of summer shi ne,

But | beheld its birth upon the brine:

For I would watch all night to see unfold
Heaven's gates, and AEthon snort his norning gold
Wde o' er the swelling streanms: and constantly
At brimof day-tide, on sonme grassy |ea,

My nets would be spread out, and | at rest.
The poor folk of the sea-country | bl est

Wth daily boon of fish nost delicate:

They knew not whence this bounty, and el ate

Whul d strew sweet flowers on a sterile beach

"Way was | not contented? VWherefore reach
At things which, but for thee, O Latm an
Had been ny dreary death? Fool! | began
To feel distenper'd longings: to desire
The utnost privilege that ocean's sire
Coul d grant in benediction: to be free

O all his kingdom Long in misery



| wasted, ere in one extrenest fit

I plung'd for life or death. To interknit
One's senses with so dense a breathing stuff
M ght seem a work of pain; so not enough
Can | admire how crystal-smooth it felt,

And buoyant round ny linbs. At first | dwelt
Whol e days and days in sheer astonishnent;
Forgetful utterly of self-intent;

Movi ng but with the mighty ebb and fl ow.
Then, like a new fledg'd bird that first doth show
H s spreaded feathers to the norrow chill,

| tried in fear the pinions of ny wll.

"Twas freedom and at once | visited

The ceasel ess wonders of this ocean-bed.

No need to tell thee of them for | see

That thou hast been a witness- it nust be-
For these | know thou canst not feel a drouth,
By the nelancholy corners of that nouth.

Sol will in my story straightway pass

To nore inmediate matter. We, al as!

That | ove should be ny bane! Ah, Scylla fair!
Why did poor d aucus ever- ever dare

To sue thee to his heart? Kind stranger- youth!
I lov'd her to the very white of truth,

And she woul d not conceive it. Timd thing!
She fled me swift as sea-bird on the w ng,
Round every isle, and point, and pronontory,
From where | arge Hercul es wound up his story
Far as Egyptian Nile. My passion grew

The nore, the nore | saw her dainty hue

G eamdelicately through the azure clear
Until '"twas too fierce agony to bear

And in that agony, across ny grief



It flash'd, that CGrce mght find sone relief-
Cruel enchantress! So above the water

I rear'd ny head, and | ook'd for Phoebus' daughter
AEaea's isle was wondering at the noon:-

It seemd to whirl around ne, and a swoon

Left ne dead-drifting to that fatal power.

"When | awoke, 'twas in a twilight bower;

Just when the light of nmorn, with hum of bees,
Stole through its verdurous matting of fresh trees.
How sweet, and sweeter! for | heard a lyre,

And over it a sighing voice expire

It ceased- | caught light footsteps; and anon

The fairest face that norn e' er |ook'd upon

Push' d through a screen of roses. Starry Jove!

Wth tears, and smles, and honey-words she wove

A net whose thral domwas nmore bliss than all

The range of flower'd Elysium Thus did fal

The dew of her rich speech: 'Ah! Art awake?
"Olet ne hear thee speak, for Cupid' s sake!
"Il amso oppress'd with joy! Wiy, | have shed
"An urn of tears, as though thou wert cold dead;
"And now | find thee living, | will pour
"From these devoted eyes their silver store,
"Until exhausted of the |atest drop
"So it will pleasure thee, and force thee stop
"Here, that | too may live: but if beyond

Such cool and sorrowful offerings, thou art fond

O soothing warnth, of dalliance supreneg;

If thou art ripe to taste a long | ove dream

If smles, if dinples, tongues for ardour nute,
Hang in thy vision like a tenpting fruit,

Olet ne pluck it for thee.' Thus she link'd



Her charm ng syllables, till indistinct
Their nusic canme to ny o' er-sweeten'd soul
And then she hover'd over ne, and stole
So near, that if no nearer it had been

This furrow d visage thou hadst never seen

"Young man of Latnos! thus particul ar
Am |, that thou may'st plainly see how far
This fierce tenptation went: and thou may' st not

Excl aim How then, was Scylla quite forgot?

"Who could resist? Who in this universe?
She did so breathe anbrosia; so inmerse
My fine existence in a golden cline.
She took nme like a child of suckling tinme,
And cradled ne in roses. Thus condem'd,
The current of nmy forner life was stenmd,
And to this arbitrary queen of sense
| bow d a tranced vassal: nor would thence
Have nov'd, even though Anphion's harp had woo'd
Me back to Scylla o' er the billows rude
For as Apoll o each eve doth devise
A new appareling for western skies;
So every eve, nay every spendthrift hour
Shed bal my consci ousness within that bower.
And | was free of haunts unbrageous;
Coul d wander in the mazy forest-house
O squirrels, foxes shy, and antler'd deer
And birds from coverts innernost and drear
Warbling for very joy nellifluous sorrow

To ne new born delights!

"Now | et ne borrow,



For noments few, a tenperanment as stern
As Pluto's sceptre, that nmy words not burn
These uttering lips, while | in calmspeech tel

How speci ous heaven was changed to real hell

"One nmorn she left me sleeping: half awake
I sought for her snooth arns and lips, to slake
My greedy thirst with nectarous canel -draughts;
But she was gone. Wiereat the barbed shafts
O di sappointnment stuck in ne so sore,
That out | ran and search'd the forest o'er
Wandering about in pine and cedar gl oom
Danp awe assail'd ne; for there 'gan to boom
A sound of npan, an agony of sound,
Sepul chral fromthe di stance all around.
Then canme a conquering earth-thunder, and runbled
That fierce conplain to silence: while | stunbled
Down a precipitous path, as if inpell'd.
| came to a dark valley.- Goanings swell'd
Poi sonous about ny ears, and | ouder grew,
The nearer | approach'd a flane's gaunt bl ue,
That glar'd before ne through a thorny brake.
This fire, like the eye of gordi an snake,
Bewitch'd nme towards; and | soon was near
A sight too fearful for the feel of fear
In thicket hid | curs'd the haggard scene-
The banquet of ny arms, ny arbour queen
Seat ed upon an uptorn forest root;
And all around her shapes, w zard and brute,
Laughi ng, and wailing, groveling, serpenting,
Showi ng tooth, tusk, and venom bag, and sting!
O such defornities! Ad Charon's self,

Shoul d he give up awhile his penny pelf,



And take a dream 'nong rushes Stygi an

It could not be so phantasied. Fierce, wan,

And tyranni zing was the lady's | ook

As over thema gnarled staff she shook

Oft-tinmes upon the sudden she | augh'd out,

And from a basket enptied to the rout

Clusters of grapes, the which they raven'd quick
And roar'd for nore; with many a hungry lick
About their shaggy jaws. Avenging, slow,

Anon she took a branch of mistletoe,

And enptied on't a black dull-gurgling phial
Groan'd one and all, as if sone piercing trial
Was sharpening for their pitiable bones.

She lifted up the charm appealing groans

From their poor breasts went sueing to her ear
In vain; renorseless as an infant's bier

She whi sk’ d against their eyes the sooty oil.
Whereat was heard a noise of painful toil,

I ncreasi ng gradual to a tenpest rage,

Shrieks, yells, and groans of torture-pilgrimge;
Until their grieved bodies 'gan to bl oat

And puff fromthe tail's end to stifled throat:
Then was appalling silence: then a sight

More wildering than all that hoarse affright;

For the whol e herd, as by a whirlwi nd withen,
Went through the dismal air |ike one huge Python
Ant agoni zi ng Boreas, - and so vanish'd.

Yet there was not a breath of wi nd: she banish'd
These phantonms with a nod. Lo! fromthe dark
Cane waggi sh fauns, and nynphs, and satyrs stark
Wth dancing and loud revelry,- and went

Swifter than centaurs after rapine bent. -

Si ghi ng an el ephant appear'd and bow d



Before the fierce witch, speaking thus al oud
In human accent: ' Potent goddess! chi ef

O pains resistless! make ny being brief,
O let me fromthis heavy prison fly:

O give ne to the air, or let ne die!

| sue not for my happy crown agai n;

I sue not for my phalanx on the plain;

I sue not for nmy lone, ny widowd wife;

| sue not for ny ruddy drops of life,

My children fair, ny lovely girls and boys!
I will forget them | wll pass these joys;
Ask nought so heavenward, so too- too high:
Only | pray, as fairest boon, to die,

O be deliver'd fromthis cunbrous flesh,
Fromthis gross, detestable, filthy nesh,
And merely given to the cold bleak air.

Have nercy, CGoddess! Circe, feel ny prayer!’

"That curst magician's nane fell icy nunmb
Upon ny wild conjecturing: truth had cone
Naked and sabre-like against nmy heart.
| saw a fury whetting a death-dart;

And nmy slain spirit, overwought with fright,
Fainted away in that dark lair of night.

Thi nk, ny deliverer, how desol ate

My waki ng nust have been! disgust, and hate,
And terrors manifold divided ne

A spoil anmpongst them | prepar'd to flee
Into the dungeon core of that wld wood:

| fled three days- when | o! before nme stood
G aring the angry witch. O Dis, even now,

A clamy dew i s beading on ny brow,

At nere renenbering her pale |augh, and curse.



Ha! ha! Sir Dainty! there nust be a nurse

Made of rose | eaves and thistledown, express,
To cradle thee ny sweet, and lull thee: yes,

I amtoo flinty-hard for thy nice touch

My tenderest squeeze is but a giant's clutch.
So, fairy-thing, it shall have lull abies
Unheard of yet: and it shall still its cries
Upon sone breast nore lilly-fem nine.

Oh, no- it shall not pine, and pine, and pine
More than one pretty, trifling thousand years;
And then "twere pity, but fate's gentle shears
Cut short its imortality. Sea-flirt!

Young dove of the waters! truly I'Il not hurt
One hair of thine: see how | weep and sigh
That our heart-broken parting is so nigh

And must we part? Ah, yes, it nust be so.

Yet ere thou | eavest ne in utter woe,

Let nme sob over thee ny |ast adieus,

And speak a bl essing: Mark nme! Thou hast thews
Imortal, for thou art of heavenly race:

But such a love is nmine, that here | chace
Eternally away fromthee all bl oom

O youth, and destine thee towards a tonb.
Hence shalt thou quickly to the watery vast;
And there, ere many days be overpast,

Di sabl ed age shall seize thee; and even then
Thou shalt not go the way of aged nen;

But live and wither, cripple and still breathe
Ten hundred years: which gone, | then bequeath
Thy fragil e bones to unknown buri al

Adi eu, sweet |ove, adieu!'- As shot stars fall
She fled ere | could groan for nercy. Stung

And poison'd was ny spirit: despair sung



A war-song of defiance 'gainst all hell.

A hand was at ny shoul der to conpel

My sullen steps; another 'fore ny eyes

Moved on with pointed finger. In this guise
Enforced, at the last by ocean's foam

I found ne; by ny fresh, ny native hone.

Its tempering coolness, to nmy life akin,

Cane salutary as | waded in;

And, with a blind vol uptuous rage, | gave
Battle to the swollen billowridge, and drave
Large froth before me, while there yet remain'd

Hal e strength, nor frommy bones all marrow drain'd.

"Young |l over, | must weep- such hellish spite
Wth dry cheek who can tell? Wile thus nmy night
Proving upon this el enent, dismy'd,

Upon a dead thing's face ny hand | laid;

I look'd- "twas Scylla! Cursed, cursed Circe!
O vulture-witch, hast never heard of nercy?
Coul d not thy harshest vengeance be content,
But thou rmust nip this tender innocent

Because | lov'd her?- Cold, O cold indeed
Were her fair linbs, and |ike a cormon weed
The sea-swell took her hair. Dead as she was

I clung about her waist, nor ceas'd to pass

Fl eet as an arrow through unfathom d brine,
Until there shone a fabric crystalline,

Ribb'd and inlaid with coral, pebble, and pearl
Headl ong | darted; at one eager swirl

Gain'd its bright portal, enter'd, and behol d!
" Twas vast, and desol ate, and icy-cold;

And all around- But wherefore this to thee

Who in few nminutes nore thyself shalt see?-



| left poor Scylla in a niche and fl ed.
My fever'd parchings up, ny scathing dread
Met pal sy half way: soon these |inbs becane

Gaunt, wither'd, sapless, feeble, cranp'd, and | ane.

"Now |l et ne pass a cruel, cruel space,
Wt hout one hope, without one faintest trace
O mitigation, or redeem ng bubble
O colour'd phantasy; for | fear 'twould trouble
Thy brain to | oss of reason: and next tell
How a restoring chance cane down to quel

One half of the witch in ne.

"On a day,
Sitting upon a rock above the spray,
| saw grow up fromthe horizon's brink
A gallant vessel: soon she seemd to sink
Away from ne again, as though her course
Had been resunid in spite of hindering force-
So vani sh'd: and not |ong, before arose
Dark clouds, and nuttering of w nds norose.
A d Aeolus would stifle his nmad spl een
But could not: therefore all the billows green
Toss'd up the silver spune agai nst the clouds.
The tenpest cane: | saw that vessel's shrouds
In perilous bustle; while upon the deck
Stood trenbling creatures. | beheld the weck;
The final gul phing; the poor struggling souls:
| heard their cries anmid |oud thunder-rolls.
O they had all been sav'd but crazed eld
Annul | *d my vigorous cravings: and thus quell'd
And curb'd, think on't, O Latmian! did | sit

Withing with pity, and a cursing fit



Agai nst that hell-born Circe. The crew had gone,
By one and one, to pale oblivion;

And | was gazing on the surges prone,

Wth many a scalding tear and many a groan

When at ny feet emerg'd an old man's hand,
Grasping this scroll, and this sane sl ender wand.
I knelt with pain- reach'd out ny hand- had grasp'd
These treasures- touch'd the knuckl es- they uncl asp’ d-
| caught a finger: but the downward wei ght

O erpowered me- it sank. Then 'gan abate

The storm and through chill aguish gl oom out bur st
The confortable sun. | was athirst

To search the book, and in the warmng air

Parted its dripping | eaves with eager care.
Strange matters did it treat of, and drew on

My soul page after page, till well-nigh won

Into forgetful ness; when, stupefied,

I read these words, and read again, and tried

My eyes agai nst the heavens, and read again.

O what a |oad of misery and pain

Each Atlas-line bore off!- a shine of hope

Cane gold around nme, cheering me to cope
Strenuous with hellish tyranny. Attend!

For thou hast brought their prom se to an end.

"In the wide sea there lives a forlorn wetch,
Doom d with enfeebled carcase to outstretch
H s loath' d existence through ten centuries,
And then to die alone. Wio can devise
A total opposition? No one. So
One nmillion tines ocean nust ebb and fl ow,
And he oppressed. Yet he shall not die,

These things acconplish'd:- If he utterly



Scans all the depths of magic, and expounds
The meanings of all notions, shapes and sounds;
If he explores all forns and substances

Strai ght honeward to their synbol - essences;
He shall not die. Mreover, and in chief,

He nmust pursue this task of joy and grief
Most piously;- all |overs tenpest-tost,

And in the savage overwhel m ng | ost,

He shall deposit side by side, unti

Time's creeping shall the dreary space fulfil
Wi ch done, and all these | abours ripened,

A yout h, by heavenly power lov'd and | ed,
Shal | stand before him whom he shall direct
How to consummate all. The youth el ect

Must do the thing, or both will be destroy'd."-

"Then," cried the young Endymi on, overjoy'd,

"We are twin brothers in this destiny!

Say, | intreat thee, what achi evenent high

I's, inthis restless world, for ne reserv'd.
What! if fromthee ny wandering feet had swerv'd,
Had we both perish' d?"- "Look!" the sage replied,
"Dost thou not mark a gl eami ng through the tide,
O diverse brilliances? '"tis the edifice

| told thee of, where lovely Scylla lies;

And where | have enshrined piously

Al lovers, whomfell stornms have doonid to die
Thr oughout ny bondage.™ Thus di scoursing, on
They went till unobscur'd the porches shone;

Whi ch hurryingly they gain'd, and enter'd straight.
Sure never since king Neptune held his state

Was seen such wonder underneath the stars

Turn to sonme | evel plain where haughty Mars



Has legion'd all his battle; and behold

How every soldier, with firmfoot, doth hold

Hi s even breast: see, nmany steel ed squares,

And rigid ranks of iron-whence who dares

One step? I magine further, line by I|ine,

These warrior thousands on the field supine:-

So in that crystal place, in silent rows,

Poor lovers lay at rest fromjoys and woes. -

The stranger fromthe nountains, breathless, trac'd
Such t housands of shut eyes in order plac'd;

Such ranges of white feet, and patient |ips

Al'l ruddy,- for here death no bl ossom nips.

He mark'd their brows and foreheads; saw their hair
Put sl eekly on one side with nicest care;

And each one's gentle wists, with reverence,

Put cross-wise to its heart.

"Let us commence, "

Wi sper' d the guide, stuttering with joy, "even now "
He spake, and, trenbling |like an aspen-bough

Began to tear his scroll in pieces snall,

Utering the while sone nunblings funeral

He tore it into pieces snmall as snow

That drifts unfeather'd when bl eak northerns bl ow,
And having done it, took his dark blue cloak

And bound it round Endymi on: then struck

H s wand agai nst the enpty air tinmes nine.-
"What nore there is to do, young man, is thine:

But first a little patience; first undo

This tangled thread, and wind it to a clue.

Ah, gentle! '"tis as weak as spider's skein;

And shoul dst thou break it- Wat, is it done so clean?

A power overshadows thee! O brave!



The spite of hell is tunbling to its grave.
Here is a shell; '"tis pearly blank to ne,

Nor mark'd with any sign or charactery-

Canst thou read aught? Oread for pity's sake!
A ympus! we are safe! Now, Carian, break

Thi s wand agai nst yon lyre on the pedestal."

"Twas done: and straight with sudden swell and fal
Sweet mnusic breath'd her soul away, and sigh'd
A lullaby to silence.- "Youth! now strew
These ninced | eaves on ne, and passing through
Those files of dead, scatter the sane around,
And thou wilt see the issue.”"- '"Md the sound
O flutes and viols, ravishing his heart,
Endymi on from G aucus stood apart,

And scatter'd in his face some fragnents |ight.
How | i ght ni ng-swi ft the change! a yout hful w ght
Smiling beneath a coral diadem

Qut - sparkl i ng sudden like an upturn'd gem
Appear'd, and, stepping to a beauteous corse,
Kneel 'd down beside it, and with tenderest force
Press'd its cold hand, and wept,- and Scylla sigh'd!
Endymi on, with quick hand, the charm appli ed-
The nynph arose: he left themto their joy,

And onward went upon his high enpl oy,

Showering those powerful fragnents on the dead.
And, as he pass'd, each lifted up its head,

As doth a flower at Apollo's touch

Death felt it to his inwards: 'twas too nuch:
Death fell a weeping in his charnel - house.

The Latm an persever'd al ong, and thus

Al were re-ani mated. There arose

A noi se of harnony, pulses and throes



O gladness in the air- while nany, who

Had died in nutual arnms devout and true,

Sprang to each other nmadly; and the rest

Felt a high certainty of being blest.

They gaz'd upon Endym on. Enchant nent

G ew drunken, and woul d have its head and bent.
Del i ci ous synphonies, like airy flowers,
Budded, and swell'd, and, full-blown, shed full showers
O light, soft, unseen | eaves of sounds divine.
The two deliverers tasted a pure w ne

O happiness, fromfairy-press ooz'd out.
Speechl ess they eyed each other, and about

The fair assenbly wander'd to and fro,
Distracted with the richest overfl ow

O joy that ever pour'd from heaven

-" Anay! "
Shout ed the new born god; "Follow, and pay
Qur piety to Neptunus suprene!”-
Then Scylla, blushing sweetly from her dream
They led on first, bent to her meek surprise,
Through portal columms of a giant size,
Into the vaul ted, boundl ess eneral d.
Joyous all follow d as the | eader call'd,
Down narbl e steps; pouring as easily
As hour-gl ass sand,- and fast, as you m ght see
Swal | ows obeying the south summer's call

O swans upon a gentle waterfall

Thus went that beautiful mnultitude, nor far
Ere from anong sone rocks of glittering spar
Just within ken, they saw descending thick

Anot her nultitude. \Wereat nore quick



Moved either host. On a wide sand they net,

And of those nunbers every eye was wet;

For each their old I ove found. A nurnuring rose,
Li ke what was never heard in all the throes

O wind and waters: 'tis past human wt

To tell; '"tis dizziness to think of it.

This m ghty consummati on nmade, the host

Mov' d on for many a | eague; and gain'd, and | ost
Huge sea-nmarks; vanward swelling in array,

And fromthe rear dinmnishing away, -

Till a faint dawn surpris'd them d aucus cried,
"Behol d! behol d, the palace of his pride!

God Neptune's pal aces!" Wth noise increas'd,
They shoul der'd on towards that brightening east.
At every onward step proud dones arose

I n prospect,- dianond gl eans, and gol den gl ows
O anber 'gainst their faces |evelling.

Joyous, and many as the | eaves in spring,

Still onward; still the splendour gradual swell'd.
Ri ch opal domes were seen, on high upheld

By jasper pillars, letting through their shafts
A bl ush of coral. Copious wonder-draughts

Each gazer drank; and deeper drank nore near.
For what poor nortals fragnent up, as nere

As marble was there lavish, to the vast

O one fair palace, that far far surpass'd,

Even for common bul k, those ol den three,

Menphi s, and Babyl on, and Ni neveh.

As | arge, as bright, as colour'd as the bow
O Iris, when unfading it doth show

Beyond a silvery shower, was the arch



Thr ough whi ch this Paphian arny took its march
Into the outer courts of Neptune's state:
Whence coul d be seen, direct, a golden gate,

To which the | eaders sped; but not half raught
Ere it burst open swift as fairy thought,

And nmade those dazzl ed thousands veil their eyes
Li ke cal |l ow eagles at the first sunrise.

Soon with an eagl e nativeness their gaze

Ri pe from hue-gol den swoons took all the bl aze,
And then, behold! |arge Neptune on his throne
O enerald deep: yet not exalt alone;

At his right hand stood wi nged Love, and on

Hs left sat snmiling Beauty's paragon

Far as the mariner on hi ghest nast
Can see all round upon the cal ned vast,
So wi de was Neptune's hall: and as the blue
Doth vault the waters, so the waters drew
Their dom ng curtains, high, magnificent,
AW d fromthe throne al oof;- and when stormrent
Di sclos'd the thunder-gloonings in Jove's air;
But sooth'd as now, flash'd sudden everywhere,
Noi sel ess, sub-marine cloudlets, glittering
Death to a human eye: for there did spring
From natural west, and east, and south, and north,
A light as of four sunsets, blazing forth
A gol d-green zenith 'bove the Sea-God' s head.
O lucid depth the floor, and far outspread
As breezel ess | ake, on which the slimcanoe
O feather'd Indian darts about, as through
The delicatest air: air verily,
But for the portraiture of clouds and sky:

Thi s pal ace floor breath-air,- but for the amaze



O deep-seen wonders notionl ess, - and bl aze
O the done ponp, reflected in extrenes,

A obi ng a gol den sphere.

They stood in dreans

Till Triton blew his horn. The pal ace rang

The Nereids danc'd; the Syrens faintly sang;

And the great Sea-King bow d his dripping head.
Then Love took wing, and from his pinions shed
On all the nmultitude a nectarous dew

The ooze-born Goddess beckoned and drew

Fair Scylla and her guides to conference;

And when they reach'd the throned eni nence

She ki st the sea-nynph's cheek,- who sat her down
A toying with the doves. Then,- "M ghty crown
And sceptre of this kingdom " Venus said,
"Thy vows were on a tine to Nais paid:

Behol d!'"- Two copious tear-drops instant fel
Fromthe God's | arge eyes; he sm|'d del ectable,
And over d aucus held his bl essing hands. -
"Endymi on! Ah! still wandering in the bands

O love? Now this is cruel. Since the hour

I net thee in earth's bosom all ny power

Have | put forth to serve thee. VWhat, not yet
Escap'd fromdull nortality's harsh net?
Alittle patience, youth! "twill not be I|ong,

O | amskilless quite: an idle tongue,

A hum d eye, and steps | uxurious,

Where these are new and strange, are om nous.
Aye, | have seen these signs in one of heaven
When others were all blind: and were | given

To utter secrets, haply | mght say

Some pl easant words:- but Love will have his day.



So wait awhile expectant. Pr'ythee soon

Even in the passing of thine honey-noon,
Visit thou ny Cythera: thou wilt find

Cupid well -natured, ny Adonis kind;

And pray persuade with thee- Ah, | have done,
Al'l blisses be upon thee, ny sweet son!"-
Thus the fair goddess: Wile Endym on

Knelt to receive those accents hal cyon

Meantime a gl orious revelry began
Before the Water-Mnarch. Nectar ran
In courteous fountains to all cups outreach'd;
And pl under'd vines, teem ng exhaustless, pleach'd
New growt h about each shell and pendent |yre;
The which, in disentangling for their fire,
Pull'd down fresh foliage and coverture
For dainty toying. Cupid, enpire-sure
Flutter'd and laugh'd, and oft-tinmes through the throng
Made a delightful way. Then dance, and song,
And garlanding grew wi Il d; and pl easure reign'd.
In harm ess tendril they each other chain'd,
And strove who shoul d be snother'd deepest in

Fresh crush of | eaves.

O'tis a very sin
For one so weak to venture his poor verse
In such a place as this. O do not curse,

H gh Muses! let himhurry to the ending.

Al'l suddenly were silent. A soft blending
O dul cet instruments canme charningly;

And then a hym.



"King of the storny sea!
Brot her of Jove, and co-inheritor
O elenents! Eternally before
Thee the waves awful bow Fast, stubborn rock
At thy fear'd trident shrinking, doth unlock
Its deep foundations, hissing into foam
Al nountain-rivers, lost in the wide home
O thy capaci ous bosom ever flow
Thou frownest, and old AEeolus thy foe
Skul ks to his cavern, 'md the gruff conpl aint
O all his rebel tenpests. Dark clouds faint
When, fromthy diadem a silver gleam
Sl ants over blue domi nion. Thy bright team
@il phs in the norning light, and scuds al ong
To bring thee nearer to that gol den song
Apol |l o singeth, while his chariot
Wiaits at the doors of heaven. Thou art not
For scenes like this: an enpire stern hast thou
And it hath furrow d that large front: yet now,
As newy come of heaven, dost thou sit
To blend and interknit
Subdued majesty with this glad tine.
O shel | -borne King subline!
We | ay our hearts before thee evernore-

We sing, and we adore!

"Breathe softly, flutes;
Be tender of your strings, ye soothing |utes;
Nor be the trumpet heard! O vain, O vain;
Not flowers budding in an April rain,
Nor breath of sleeping dove, nor river's flow, -
No, nor the AEolian twang of Love's own bow,

Can mingle nusic fit for the soft ear



O goddess Cythereal!
Yet deign, white Queen of Beauty, thy fair eyes

On our souls' sacrifice.

"Bright-w nged Child!
Who has anot her care when thou hast smil'd?
Unfortunates on earth, we see at |ast
Al'l deat h- shadows, and gl oons that overcast
Qur spirits, fann'd away by thy l|ight pinions.
O sweet est essence! sweetest of all minions!
God of warm pul ses, and di shevell'd hair,
And panting bosons bare!
Dear unseen light in darkness! eclipser
O light in Iight! delicious poisoner!
Thy venomid goblet will we quaff unti
Ve fill- we filll

And by thy Mother's lips-"

Was heard no nore
For cl anmour, when the gol den pal ace door
Opened again, and fromw thout, in shone
A new magni fi cence. On oozy throne
Srmoot h- novi ng cane Cceanus the ol d,
To take a latest glinpse at his sheep-fold,
Bef ore he went into his quiet cave
To nuse for ever- Then a lucid wave,
Scoop'd fromits trenbling sisters of md-sea
Afloat, and pillow ng up the nmjesty
O Doris, and the AEgean seer, her spouse-
Next, on a dol phin, clad in laurel boughs,
Theban Anphion | eaning on his lute:
Hs fingers went across it- Al were nute

To gaze on Anphitrite, queen of pearls,



And Thetis pearly too.-

The pal ace whirls

Around gi ddy Endymi on; seeing he

Was there far strayed fromnortality.

He coul d not bear it- shut his eyes in vain;
| magi nati on gave a di zzi er pain.
"O1l shall die! sweet Venus, be ny stay!
Where is ny lovely nistress? Wil -away!

| die- | hear her voice- | feel ny wng-"
At Neptune's feet he sank. A sudden ring

O Nereids were about him in kind strife
To usher back his spirit into life:

But still he slept. At |last they interwove
Their cradling arns, and purpos'd to convey

Towards a crystal bower far away.

Lo! while slow carried through the pitying crowd,
To his inward senses these words spake al oud;
Witten in star-light on the dark above:

Dearest Endymion! ny entire |ove!

How have | dwelt in fear of fate: 'tis done-
Imortal bliss for me too hast thou won.
Arise then! for the hen-dove shall not hatch
Her ready eggs, before I'Il Kkissing snatch

Thee into endl ess heaven. Awake! awake!

The youth at once arose: a placid | ake
Cane quiet to his eyes; and forest green
Cool er than all the wonders he had seen
Lull'd with its sinple song his fluttering breast.
How happy once again in grassy nest!

BOXK | V.



Muse of ny native |and! |oftiest Mise!

O first-born on the nountains! by the hues

O heaven on the spiritual air begot:

Long didst thou sit alone in northern grot,
Whil e yet our England was a wol fish den;

Before our forests heard the talk of nen;

Before the first of Druids was a child; -

Long didst thou sit amid our regions wld

Rapt in a deep prophetic solitude.

There canme an eastern voice of solem nood

Yet wast thou patient. Then sang forth the Nine,
Apoll 0's garland: - yet didst thou divine

Such hone-bred glory, that they cry'd in vain,
"Come hither, Sister of the Island!" Plain

Spake fair Ausonia; and once nore she spake

A hi gher sunmmons:- still didst thou betake

Thee to thy native hopes. O thou hast won

A full acconplishnent! The thing is done,

Wi ch undone, these our latter days had risen
On barren souls. Great Muse, thou know st what prison
O flesh and bone, curbs, and confines, and frets
Qur spirit's wi ngs: despondency besets

Qur pillows; and the fresh to-norrow norn

Seens to give forth its light in very scorn

O our dull, uninspired, snail-paced lives

Long have | said, how happy he who shrives

To thee! But then | thought on poets gone,

And could not pray:- nor could I now so on

| nmove to the end in |owiness of heart.-

"Ah, woe is ne! that | should fondly part

From ny dear native land! Ah, foolish maid!



d ad was the hour, when, with thee, nyriads bade
Adi eu to Ganges and their pleasant fields!

To one so friendl ess the clear freshet vyields

A bitter cool ness; the ripe grape is sour

Yet | woul d have, great gods! but one short hour

O native air- let ne but die at hone."

Endymi on to heaven's airy done
Was of fering up a hecatonb of vows,
When t hese words reach'd him Wereupon he bows
H s head through thorny-green entangl enent
O underwood, and to the sound is bent,

Anxi ous as hind towards her hidden fawn.

"I's no one near to help me? No fair dawn
O life fromcharitable voice? No sweet saying
To set ny dull and sadden'd spirit playing?
No hand to toy with mne? No |ips so sweet
That | may worship then? No eyelids neet
To twi nkle on ny boson? No one dies
Before me, till fromthese enslaving eyes

Redenption sparkles!- | amsad and |ost."

Thou, Carian |ord, hadst better have been tost
Into a whirlpool. Vanish into air,
War m nount ai neer! for canst thou only bear
A woman's sigh alone and in distress?
See not her charns! |Is Phoebe passionl ess?
Phoebe is fairer far- O gaze no nore:-
Yet if thou wilt behold all beauty's store,
Behol d her panting in the forest grass!
Do not those curls of glossy jet surpass

For tenderness the arns so idly lain



Anongst then? Feel est not a kindred pain,

To see such lovely eyes in sw nmmng search
After sone warm delight, that seens to perch
Dovelike in the dimcell |ying beyond

Their upper lids?- Hist!

"O for Hernes' wand,
To touch this flower into human shape!
That woodl and Hyaci nt hus coul d escape
From his green prison, and here kneeling down
Call me his queen, his second life's fair crown!
Ah ne, how | could love!- My soul doth nelt
For the unhappy youth- Love! | have felt
So faint a kindness, such a neek surrender
To what ny own full thoughts had nade too tender
That but for tears ny life had fled away! -
Ye deaf and sensel ess minutes of the day,
And thou, old forest, hold ye this for true
There is no lightning, no authentic dew
But in the eye of love: there's not a sound,
Mel odi ous howsoever, can confound
The heavens and earth in one to such a death
As doth the voice of love: there's not a breath
WIl mngle kindly with the neadow air,
Till it has panted round, and stolen a share

O passion fromthe heart!"-

Upon a bough
He | eant, wetched. He surely cannot now
Thirst for another l[ove: O inpious,
That he can ever dreamupon it thus!-
Thought he, "Why am | not as are the dead,

Since to a we like this | have been | ed



Through the dark earth, and through the wondrous
Goddess! | love thee not the less: fromthee

By Juno's smile | turn not- no, no, no-

Wiile the great waters are at ebb and fl ow. -

I have a triple soul! O fond pretence-

For both, for both my love is so inmense,

| feel ny heart is cut for themin twain."

And so he groan'd, as one by beauty sl ain.
The | ady's heart beat quick, and he could see
Her gentle bosom heave tumul tuously.

He sprang fromhis green covert: there she |ay,
Sweet as a nuskrose upon new nmade hay;

Wth all her linbs on trenble, and her eyes
Shut softly up alive. To speak he tries.

Fair danmsel, pity ne! forgive that |

Thus violate thy bower's sanctity!

O pardon ne, for | amfull of grief-

Gief born of thee, young angel! fairest thief!
Who stol en hast away the w ngs wherew th

I was to top the heavens. Dear naid, sith

Thou art my executioner, and | fee

Loving and hatred, msery and weal,

WIl in a few short hours be nothing to ne,

And all ny story that much passion slew ne;

Do smile upon the evening of ny days:

And, for my tortur'd brain begins to craze,

Be thou ny nurse; and |let me understand

How dying |I shall kiss that lilly hand. -

Dost weep for me? Then should | be content.
Scow on, ye fates! until the firnmanent

Qut bl ackens Erebus, and the full-cavern'd earth

Crunbles into itself. By the cloud girth

sea?



O Jove, those tears have given ne a thirst

To neet oblivion."- As her heart would burst

The mai den sobb'd awhile, and then replied:

"Way nust such desol ation betide

As that thou speak'st of? Are not these green nooks
Empty of all misfortune? Do the brooks

Utter a gorgon voice? Does yonder thrush,
Schooling its half-fledg'd little ones to brush
About the dewy forest, whisper tales?-

Speak not of grief, young stranger, or cold snails
WIl sline the rose to night. Though if thou wlt,
Met hi nks "twould be a guilt- a very guilt-

Not to conpanion thee, and sigh away

The light- the dusk- the dark- till break of day!"

"Dear |ady," said Endyni on, tis past:

I love thee! and ny days can never |ast.
That | may pass in patience still speak:

Let nme have nusic dying, and | seek

No nore delight- | bid adieu to all.

Di dst thou not after other climtes call,
And murnur about Indian streans?"- Then she,

Sitting beneath the m dnost forest tree,

For pity sang this roundel ay-

"O Sorrow,
Why dost borrow
The natural hue of health, fromverneil |ips?-
To gi ve nmai den bl ushes
To the white rose bushes?

O is't thy dew hand the daisy tips?

"O Sorrow,

Why dost borrow



The | ustrous passion froma fal con-eye?-
To give the glowwormlight?
O, on a noonl ess night,

To tinge, on syren shores, the salt sea-spry

"O Sorrow,
Why dost borrow
The mellow ditties froma nourning tongue?-
To give at evening pale
Unto the nightingale,

That thou mayst listen the cold dews anong?

"O Sorrow,
Why dost borrow
Heart's lightness fromthe merrinent of Muy?-
A lover would not tread
A cowslip on the head,
Though he should dance fromeve till peep of day-
Nor any drooping fl ower
Hel d sacred for thy bower,

Wher ever he may sport hinmself and play.

"To Sorrow,
| bade good- norrow,
And thought to | eave her far away behind;
But cheerly, cheerly,
She | oves ne dearly;
She is so constant to nme, and so kind:
| woul d decei ve her
And so | eave her

But ah! she is so constant and so ki nd.

"Beneath ny palmtrees, by the river side,

| sat a weeping: in the whole world wide



There was no one to ask ne why | wept, -
And so | kept
Brimmng the water-lilly cups with tears

Cold as ny fears.

"Beneath ny palmtrees, by the river side,
| sat a weeping: what enanour'd bride,
Cheat ed by shadowy wooer fromthe clouds

But hi des and shrouds

Beneath dark palmtrees by a river side?

"And as | sat, over the light blue hills
There canme a noise of revellers: the rills
Into the wi de stream cane of purple hue-
' Twas Bacchus and his crew
The earnest trunpet spake, and silver thrills
From ki ssing cynbals nade a nerry din-
' Twas Bacchus and his Kin!
Li ke to a noving vintage down they cane,
Crowmn'd with green | eaves, and faces all on flaneg;
Al'l madly dancing through the pleasant valley,
To scare thee, Ml ancholy!
O then, O then, thou wast a sinple nane!
And | forgot thee, as the berried holly
By shepherds is forgotten, when, in June,
Tall chesnuts keep away the sun and noon: -

| rush'd into the folly!

"Wthin his car, aloft, young Bacchus stood,

Trifling his ivy-dart, in dancing nood,
Wth sidel ong | aughi ng;

And little rills of crimson w ne inbrued

H s plunmp white arns, and shoul ders, enough white



For Venus' pearly bite:
And near himrode Silenus on his ass,
Pelted with flowers as he on did pass

Ti psily quaffing.

"Whence canme ye, nerry Dansel s! whence cane ye
So many, and so many, and such gl ee?
Why have ye left your bowers desol ate,
Your lutes and gentler fate?-
"W foll ow Bacchus! Bacchus on the wi ng,
A conqueri ng!
Bacchus, young Bacchus! good or ill betide,
We dance before himthorough ki ngdons w de
Cone hither, lady fair, and joined be

To our wild minstrelsy!

"Whence came ye, jolly Satyrs! whence cane ye!
So many, and so many, and such gl ee?
Why have ye left your forest haunts, why left
Your nuts in oak-tree cleft?-
"For wine, for wine we |eft our kernel tree;
For wine we |left our heath, and yell ow broons,
And col d nushroons;
For wine we follow Bacchus through the earth
Great God of breathless cups and chirping mirth!-
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be

To our mad m nstrel sy!'

"Over wide streanms and nountains great we went,
And, save when Bacchus kept his ivy tent,
Onward the tiger and the | eopard pants,

Wth Asian el ephants:

Onward these nyriads- with song and dance,



Wth zebras striped, and sl eek Arabians' prance,
Web-footed alligators, crocodiles,

Bearing upon their scaly backs, in files,

Pl unp i nfant | aughers minicking the coil

O seanen, and stout galley-rowers' toil:

Wth toying oars and silken sails they glide,

Nor care for wind and tide.

"Mounted on panthers' furs and |lions' nanes,
Fromrear to van they scour about the plains;
A three days' journey in a nonent done:

And al ways, at the rising of the sun,

About the wilds they hunt with spear and horn,

On spl eenful uni corn.

"I saw Gsirian Egypt kneel adown
Before the vine-weath crown!
| saw parch'd Abyssinia rouse and sing
To the silver cynbals' ring!
| saw the whel ming vintage hotly pierce
ad Tartary the fierce!l
The kings of Inde their jewel-sceptres vail,
And fromtheir treasures scatter pearled hail;
G eat Brahma from his nystic heaven groans,
And all his priesthood noans;
Bef ore young Bacchus' eye-wi nk turning pale.-
Into these regions cane | followi ng him
Sick hearted, weary- so | took a whim
To stray away into these forests drear
Al one, w thout a peer:

And | have told thee all thou nmayest hear.

"Young stranger!



I've been a ranger

In search of pleasure throughout every cline:
Alas, 'tis not for ne!
Bewi tch'd | sure nust be

To lose in grieving all ny maiden prine.

"Come then, Sorrow
Sweet est  Sorr ow
Li ke an own babe | nurse thee on ny breast:
| thought to | eave thee
And decei ve thee

But now of all the world | | ove thee best.

"There is not one,
No, no, not one
But thee to confort a poor |onely naid;
Thou art her nother,
And her brot her

Her playnmate, and her wooer in the shade."

O what a sigh she gave in finishing,
And | ook, quite dead to every worldly thing
Endym on coul d not speak, but gazed on her
And listened to the wind that now did stir
About the crisped oaks full drearily,
Yet with as sweet a softness as m ght be
Renenber'd fromits velvet sunmer song.
At last he said: "Poor |ady, how thus |ong
Have | been able to endure that voice?
Fair Mel ody! kind Syren! |'ve no choice;
I nust be thy sad servant evernore
I cannot choose but kneel here and adore.

Al as, | nust not think- by Phoebe, no!



Let me not think, soft Angel! shall it be so?
Say, beautifullest, shall | never think?

O thou coul d' st foster ne beyond the brink

O recollection! nake ny watchful care

Close up its bl oodshot eyes, nor see despair!
Do gently nurder half ny soul, and

Shall feel the other half so utterly!-
I'"mgiddy at that cheek so fair and snooth;
Olet it blush so ever! let it soothe

My madness! let it mantle rosy-warm

Wth the tinge of love, panting in safe alarm -
This cannot be thy hand, and yet it is;

And this is sure thine other softling- this
Thine own fair bosom and | am so near!

WIit fall asleep? Olet ne sip that tear

And whi sper one sweet word that | may know
This is this world- sweet dewy bl ossom - Wel
We! We to that Endymi on! Were is he?-

Even these words went echoing dismally
Through the wide forest- a nost fearful tone,
Li ke one repenting in his | atest noan;

And while it died away a shade pass'd by,

As of a thunder cloud. When arrows fly
Through the thick branches, poor ring-doves sleek forth
Their timd necks and trenble; so these both
Leant to each other trenbling, and sat so
Waiting for sone destruction- when |o,

Foot -feather'd Mercury appear'd sublinme
Beyond the tall tree tops; and in less tine
Than shoots the slanted hail-storm down he dropt
Towar ds the ground; but rested not, nor stopt
One nonent fromhis hone: only the sward

He with his wand |ight touch'd, and heavenward



Swi fter than sight was gone- even before

The teenming earth a sudden w tness bore

O his swift nmagic. Diving swans appear

Above the crystal circlings white and cl ear

And catch the cheated eye in w de surprise,

How they can dive in sight and unseen rise-

So fromthe turf outsprang two steeds jet-black
Each with | arge dark blue wi ngs upon his back.
The youth of Caria plac'd the |ovely dane

On one, and felt hinself in spleen to tane

The other's fierceness. Through the air they flew,
H gh as the eagles. Like two drops of dew
Exhal ' d to Phoebus' lips, away they are gone,
Far fromthe earth away- unseen, al one,

Anong cool clouds and wi nds, but that the free,
The buoyant life of song can floating be

Above their heads, and follow themuntir'd.-
Muse of ny native land, am | inspir'd?

This is the giddy air, and | nust spread

W de pinions to keep here; nor do | dread

O height, or depth, or width, or any chance
Preci pitous: | have beneath ny gl ance

Those towering horses and their nournful freight.
Could | thus sail, and see, and thus await

Fearl ess for power of thought, wi thout thine aid?-

There is a sl eepy dusk, an odorous shade
From sonme approachi ng wonder, and behol d
Those wi nged steeds, with snorting nostrils bold
Snuff at its faint extreme, and seemto tire,

Dying to enbers fromtheir native fire!

There curl'd a purple m st around theny soon



It seemid as when around the pal e new noon

Sad Zephyr droops the clouds |ike weeping willow
"Twas Sl eep slow journeying with head on pill ow.
For the first time, since he cane nigh dead born
Fromthe old wonb of night, his cave forlorn
Had he left nmore forlorn; for the first tine,

He felt aloof the day and norning's prine-
Because into his depth G merian

There cane a dream showi ng how a young nan,

Ere a |l ean bat could plunmp its wintery skin,
Whul d at high Jove's enmpyreal footstool wn

An immortality, and how espouse

Jove' s daughter, and be reckon'd of his house.
Now was he sl unbering towards heaven's gate,
That he might at the threshold one hour wait

To hear the marriage nel odi es, and then

Si nk downward to his dusky cave again.

His litter of smooth sem|ucent mist,

Diversely ting'd with rose and anet hyst,

Puzzl ed those eyes that for the centre sought;
And scarcely for one nonment could be caught

Hi s sl uggi sh formreposing notionl ess.

Those two on winged steeds, with all the stress
O vision search'd for him as one would | ook
Athwart the sallows of a river nook

To catch a glance at silver-throated eels, -

O fromold Skiddaw s top, when fog conceal s

Hi s rugged forehead in a mantle pale,

Wth an eye-guess towards sone pleasant vale

Descry a favourite hanlet faint and far.

These raven horses, though they foster'd are

O earth's splenetic fire, dully drop



Their full-vein'd ears, nostrils blood w de, and
Upon the spiritless m st have they outspread
Their anple feathers, are in slunber dead, -
And on those pinions, level in nmd air,
Endymi on sl eepeth and the lady fair.

Slowmy they sail, slowy as icy isle

Upon a cal msea drifting: and nmeanwhil e

The mour nful wanderer dreans. Behol d! he wal ks
On heaven's pavenent; brotherly he tal ks

To divine powers: fromhis hand full fain
Juno's proud birds are pecking pearly grain:
He tries the nerve of Phoebus' gol den bow,

And asketh where the gol den appl es grow

Upon his arm he braces Pallas' shield,

And strives in vain to unsettle and wield

A Jovi an thunderbolt: arch Hebe brings

A full-brimid goblet, dances lightly, sings
And tantalizes long; at |ast he drinks,

And lost in pleasure at her feet he sinks,
Touching with dazzled Iips her starlight hand.
He bl ows a bugle,- an ethereal band

Are visible above: the Seasons four, -

G een-kyrtled Spring, flush Sumrer, golden store

In Autum's sickle, Wnter frosty hoar

st op;

Joi n dance with shadowy Hours; while still the bl ast

In swells unmitigated, still doth Iast

To sway their floating norris. "Wose is this?
Whose bugl e?" he inquires; they snmle- "O Dis!
Way is this nortal here? Dost thou not know
Its mstress' lips? Not thou?- 'Tis Dian's: |o!
She rises crescented!" He |ooks, 'tis she,

H s very goddess; good-bye earth, and sea

And air, and pains, and care, and suffering;



Good-bye to all but |ove! Then doth he spring
Towar ds her, and awakes- and, strange, o'erhead,
O those sane fragrant exhal ati ons bred,

Behel d awake his very dream the gods

Stood smiling; nerry Hebe | aughs and nods;

And Phoebe bends towards hi m crescented.

O state perplexing! On the pinion bed,

Too well awake, he feels the panting side

O his delicious |ady. He who died

For soaring too audacious in the sun

When that same treacherous wax began to run

Felt not nore tongue-tied than Endyni on

H's heart leapt up as to its rightful throne,

To that fair shadow d passion puls'd its way-
Ah, what perplexity! Ah, well a day!

So fond, so beauteous was his bed-fell ow,

He coul d not help but kiss her: then he grew
Awhil e forgetful of all beauty save

Young Phoebe's, golden hair'd; and so 'gan crave
For gi veness: yet he turn'd once nore to | ook

At the sweet sleeper,- all his soul was shook, -
She press'd his hand in slunber; so once nore
He coul d not hel p but kiss her and adore.

At this the shadow wept, nelting away.

The Latmian started up: "Bright goddess, stay!
Search ny nost hidden breast! By truth's own tongue,
| have no daedal e heart: why is it wung

To desperation? |Is there nought for ne,

Upon the bourne of bliss, but msery?"

These words awoke the stranger of dark tresses:
Her dawni ng | ove-1 ook rapt Endym on bl esses

Wth 'haviour soft. Sleep yawn'd from underneat h.



"Thou swan of Ganges, |et us no nore breathe
This murky phantasm thou contented seem st
Pillowd in lovely idl eness, nor drean st
What horrors may di sconfort thee and ne.

Ah, shouldst thou die fromny heart-treachery!-
Yet did she nerely weep- her gentle sou

Hath no revenge in it: as it is whole

In tenderness, would | were whole in | ove!

Can | prize thee, fair maid, all price above,
Even when | feel as true as innocence?

| do, | do.- What is this soul then? Wence
Cane it? It does not seemny own, and

Have no sel f-passion or identity.

Sonme fearful end nust be: where, where is it?
By Nenesis, | see ny spirit flit

Al one about the dark- Forgive ne, sweet:

Shall we away?" He rous'd the steeds: they beat
Their wings chivalrous into the clear air,

Leaving old Sleep within his vapoury lair.

The good-ni ght blush of eve was wani ng sl ow,
And Vesper, risen star, began to throe
In the dusk heavens silverly, when they
Thus sprang direct towards the Gal axy.
Nor did speed hinder converse soft and strange-
Et ernal oaths and vows they interchange
In such wise, in such tenper, so al oof
Up in the winds, beneath a starry roof,
So witless of their doom that verily
"Tis well nigh past man's search their hearts to see
Whet her they wept, or laugh'd, or griev'd, or toy'd-

Most like with joy gone nmad, with sorrow cloy'd



Full facing their swift flight, fromebon streak
The moon put forth a little dianond peak
No bi gger than an unobserved star
O tiny point of fairy scynetar;
Bri ght signal that she only stoop'd to tie
Her silver sandals, ere deliciously
She bow d into the heavens her tinid head.
Slow y she rose, as though she woul d have fled
While to his lady neek the Carian turn'd,
To mark if her dark eyes had yet discern'd
This beauty in its birth- Despair! despair!
He saw her body fadi ng gaunt and spare
In the cold nmoonshine. Straight he seiz'd her wist;
It melted fromhis grasp: her hand he kiss'd,
And, horror! kiss'd his own- he was al one.
Her steed a little higher soar'd, and then

Dr opt hawkwi se to the earth.

There lies a den
Beyond t he seening confines of the space
Made for the soul to wander in and trace
Its own existence, of renptest gl oons.
Dark regions are around it, where the tonbs
O buried griefs the spirit sees, but scarce
One hour doth |inger weeping, for the pierce
O newborn woe it feels nore inly smart:
And in these regions nany a venonid dart
At random flies; they are the proper hone
O every ill: the man is yet to cone
Who hath not journeyed in this native hell
But few have ever felt how cal mand well
Sl eep may be had in that deep den of all

Ther e angui sh does not sting; nor pleasure pall:



Wye- hurricanes beat ever at the gate,

Yet all is still within and desol ate.

Beset with plainful gusts, within ye hear

No sound so | oud as when on curtain'd bier

The death-watch tick is stifled. Enter none

Who strive therefore: on the sudden it is won.
Just when the sufferer begins to burn

Then it is free to him and from an urn,

Still fed by nelting ice, he takes a draught-
Young Senel e such richness never quaft

In her maternal |onging! Happy gl oom

Dar k Paradi se! where pal e becones the bl oom

O health by due; where silence dreariest

Is nost articul ate; where hopes infest;

Where those eyes are the brightest far that keep
Their lids shut |ongest in a dreamnl ess sleep

O happy spirit- home! O wondrous soul

Pregnant with such a den to save the whol e

In thine owm depth. Hail, gentle Carian!

For, never since thy griefs and woes began,

Hast thou felt so content: a grievous feud

Hath led thee to this Cave of Quietude.

Aye, his lull'd soul was there, although upborne
Wth dangerous speed: and so he did not nourn
Because he knew not whither he was going.

So happy was he, not the aerial blow ng

O trunpets at clear parley fromthe east

Coul d rouse fromthat fine relish, that high feast.
They stung the feather'd horse: with fierce alarm
He flapp'd towards the sound. Alas, no charm
Could lift Endym on's head, or he had view d

A skyey mask, a pinion'd mnultitude, -

And silvery was its passing: voices sweet



Warbling the while as if to lull and greet
The wanderer in his path. Thus warbl ed they,

Wil e past the vision went in bright array.

"Who, who from D an's feast would be away?
For all the golden bowers of the day
Are enpty left? Who, who away woul d be
From Cynthia's wedding and festivity?
Not Hesperus: |o! upon his silver w ngs
He | eans away for hi ghest heaven and sings,
Snapping his lucid fingers merrily!-
Ah, Zephyrus! art here, and Flora too!
Ye tender bibbers of the rain and dew,
Young pl aynmates of the rose and daffodil,
Be careful, ere ye enter in, to fil
Your baskets high
Wth fennel green, and balm and gol den pines,
Savory, latter-mint, and col unbines,
Cool parsley, basil sweet, and sunny thyne;
Yea, every flower and | eaf of every cling,
Al'l gather'd in the dewy norning: hie
Away! fly, fly!-
Crystalline brother of the belt of heaven
Aquarius! to whom king Jove has given
Two liquid pul se streans 'stead of feather'd w ngs,
Two fan-like fountains,- thine illum nings
For Di an play:
Di ssolve the frozen purity of air;
Let thy white shoul ders silvery and bare
Show col d t hrough water pinions; nake nore bright
The Star-Queen's crescent on her marriage night:
Hast e, haste away! -

Castor has tanmed the planet Lion, see!



And of the Bear has Pollux nastery:
Athirdis in the race! who is the third
Speedi ng away swift as the eagle bird?
The ranpi ng Cent aur!
The Lion's mane's on end: the Bear how fierce!
The Centaur's arrow ready seens to pierce
Sone eneny: far forth his bow is bent
Into the blue of heaven. He'll be shent,
Pal e unrel entor,
When he shall hear the wedding lutes a playing.-
Andr oneda! sweet woman! why del ayi ng
So timdly anong the stars: cone hither
Join this bright throng, and ninbly foll ow whither
They all are going.
Danae's Son, before Jove newy bow d,
Has wept for thee, calling to Jove al oud.
Thee, gentle |lady, did he disenthral
Ye shall for ever live and |ove, for al
Thy tears are flow ng. -

By Daphne's fright, behold Apollo!-"

Mor e
Endymi on heard not: down his steed him bore,

Prone to the green head of a misty hill.

His first touch of the earth went nigh to kill.
"Alas!" said he, "were | but always borne
Thr ough dangerous wi nds, had but ny footsteps worn
A path in hell, for ever would | bless
Horrors whi ch nourish an uneasi ness
For nmy own sullen conquering: to him
Who |ives beyond earth's boundary, grief is dim

Sorrow i s but a shadow. now | see



The grass; | feel the solid ground- Ah, ne!
It is thy voice- divinest! Were?- who? who
Left thee so quiet on this bed of dew?
Behol d upon this happy earth we are;

Let us aye | ove each other; let us fare

On forest-fruits, and never, never go

Anong t he abodes of nortals here bel ow,

O be by phantons duped. O desti ny!

Into a labyrinth now ny soul would fly,

But with thy beauty will | deaden it.

Where didst thou nmelt to? By thee will | sit
For ever: let our fate stop here- a kid

I on this spot will offer: Pan will bid

Us live in peace, in |ove and peace anobng
His forest wldernesses. | have clung

To nothing, lov'd a nothing, nothing seen

O felt but a great dreami Ol have been

Pr esunpt uous agai nst | ove, agai nst the sky,
Against all elenents, against the tie

O nortals each to each, against the bl oons
O flowers, rush of rivers, and the tonbs

O heroes gone! Against his proper glory
Has nmy own soul conspired: so ny story

WIl | to children utter, and repent.

There never liv'd a nortal man, who bent

Hi s appetite beyond his natural sphere,

But starv'd and died. My sweetest Indian, here,
Here will | kneel, for thou redeened hast

My Ilife fromtoo thin breathing: gone and past
Are cl oudy phantasnms. Caverns |one, farewell!
And air of visions, and the nonstrous swell
O visionary seas! No, never nore

Shall airy voices cheat ne to the shore



O tangl ed wonder, breathless and aghast.

Adi eu, ny daintiest Dreanl although so vast

My love is still for thee. The hour may cone
When we shall neet in pure elysium

On earth I may not |ove thee; and therefore
Doves will | offer up, and sweetest store

Al'l through the teenming year: so thou wilt shine
On nme, and on this dansel fair of mne,

And bl ess our silver lives. My Indian bliss!

My river-lilly bud! one human ki ss!

One sigh of real breath- one gentle squeeze,
Warm as a dove's nest anong sunmer trees,

And warm wi th dew at ooze fromliving bl ood!

Whi ther didst nelt? Ah, what of that!- all good
We' Il talk about- no nore of dreaning.- Now,
Where shall our dwelling be? Under the brow

O some steep nossy hill, where ivy dun

Woul d hi de us up, although spring | eaves were none;
And where dark yew trees, as we rustle through,
W1l drop their scarlet berry cups of dew?

O thou wouldst joy to live in such a place;
Dusk for our |loves, yet light enough to grace
Those gentle linbs on nossy bed reclin'd:

For by one step the blue sky shoul dst thou find,
And by another, in deep dell bel ow,

See, through the trees, a little river go

All inits md-day gold and glimering.

Honey from out the gnarled hive I'll bring,

And appl es, wan w th sweetness, gather thee,-
Cresses that grow where no nman nay them see,
And sorrel untorn by the dewclaw d stag:

Pipes will | fashion of the syrinx flag,

That thou mayst al ways know whither | roam



When it shall please thee in our quiet hone

To listen and think of love. Still let me speak
Still let ne dive into the joy | seek,-

For yet the past doth prison ne. The rill,

Thou haply mayst delight in, will I fill

Wth fairy fishes fromthe nountain tarn

And thou shalt feed themfromthe squirrel's barn.
Its bottomwi Il | strew with anber shells,

And pebbl es bl ue from deep enchanted wells.

Its sides I'Il plant with dew sweet eglantine,

And honeysuckl es full of clear bee-w ne.

I will entice this crystal rill to trace

Love's silver nanme upon the neadow s face

I"lIl kneel to Vesta, for a flame of fire;

And to god Phoebus, for a golden lyre;

To Enpress Dian, for a hunting spear

To Vesper, for a taper silver-clear

That | nmay see thy beauty through the night;

To Flora, and a nightingale shall Iight

Tame on thy finger; to the River-gods,

And they shall bring thee taper fishing-rods

O gold, and lines of Naiads' |ong bright tress.
Heaven shield thee for thine utter |oveliness!

Thy nossy footstool shall the altar be

"Fore which I'lIl bend, bending, dear |ove, to thee:
Those |ips shall be mnmy Del phos, and shall speak
Laws to ny footsteps, colour to my cheek
Trenbling or stedfastness to this same voice,

And of three sweetest pleasurings the choice:

And that affectionate Iight, those dianond things,
Those eyes, those passions, those suprene pearl springs,
Shall be ny grief, or twinkle ne to pleasure.

Say, is not bliss within our perfect seisure?



O that | could not doubt!"

The mount ai neer

Thus strove by fancies vain and crude to cl ear
H's briar'd path to sone tranquillity.

It gave bright gladness to his |ady's eye,

And yet the tears she wept were tears of sorrow,
Answering thus, just as the gol den norrow
Beam d upward fromthe vallies of the east
"Othat the flutter of this heart had ceas'd,

O the sweet name of |ove had pass'd away.

Young feather'd tyrant! by a swift decay

WIt thou devote this body to the earth:

And | do think that at nmy very birth

I lisp'd thy bloonming titles inwardly;

For at the first, first dawn and thought of thee,
Wth uplift hands | blest the stars of heaven
Art thou not cruel? Ever have | striven

To think thee kind, but ah, it will not do!
When yet a child, | heard that kisses drew
Favour fromthee, and so | kisses gave

To the void air, bidding themfind out |ove:

But when | canme to feel how far above

Al fancy, pride, and fickle nmaidenhood,

Al'l earthly pleasure, all imagin'd good,

Was the warmtrenbl e of a devout Kiss, -

Even then, that nonent, at the thought of this,
Fainting | fell into a bed of flowers,

And | angui sh'd there three days. Ye mlder powers,
Am | not cruelly wong' d? Believe, believe

Me, dear Endymion, were | to weave

Wth ny own fancies garlands of sweet life,

Thou shoul dst be one of all. Ah, bitter strife!



I may not be thy love: | am forbidden-

Indeed | am thwarted, affrighted, chidden
By things | trenbled at, and gorgon w ath.
Twi ce hast thou ask'd whither | went: henceforth
Ask me no nore! | may not utter it

Nor may | be thy love. W night conmit
Qurselves at once to vengeance; we m ght die;
We m ght enbrace and die: vol uptuous thought!
Enl arge not to ny hunger, or |I'm caught

In tramel s of perverse deliciousness.

No, no, that shall not be: thee will | bless,

And bid a long adieu."

The Carian
No word return' d: both lovelorn, silent, wan,
Into the vallies green together went.
Far wandering, they were perforce content
To sit beneath a fair | one beechen tree;
Nor at each other gaz'd, but heavily

Por'd on its hazle cirque of shedded | eaves.

Endymi on! unhappy! it nigh grieves
Me to behold thee thus in |ast extrene:
Ensky'd ere this, but truly that | deem
Truth the best nusic in a first-born song.
Thy lute-voic'd brother will | sing ere |ong,
And thou shalt aid- hast thou not aided ne?
Yes, noonlight Enperor! felicity
Has been thy need for many thousand years;
Yet often have I, on the brink of tears,
Mourn'd as if yet thou wert a forester;-

Forgetting the old tale.



He did not stir
H s eyes fromthe dead | eaves, or one snall pul se
O joy he might have felt. The spirit culls
Unf aded amaranth, when wild it strays
Through the ol d garden-ground of boyish days.
Alittle onward ran the very stream
By which he took his first soft poppy dream
And on the very bark 'gainst which he |eant
A crescent he had carv'd, and round it spent
Hs skill inlittle stars. The teem ng tree
Had swol I en and green'd the pious charactery,
But not ta'en out. Wiy, there was not a slope
Up which he had not fear'd the antel ope;
And not a tree, beneath whose rooty shade
He had not with his tanmed | eopards play'd:
Nor could an arrow light, or javelin,
Fly in the air where his had never been-

And yet he knew it not.

O treachery!
Why does his lady snile, pleasing her eye
Wth all his sorrowi ng? He sees her not.
But who so stares on hinf? H's sister sure!
Peona of the woods!- Can she endure-
| mpossi bl e- how dearly they enbrace!
H's lady smiles; delight is in her face;

It is no treachery.

"Dear brother mnel
Endym on, weep not so! Wy shoul dst thou pine
When all great Latnos so exalt will be?
Thank the great gods, and | ook not bitterly;

And speak not one pale word, and sigh no nore.



Sure | will not believe thou hast such store
O grief, to last thee to ny kiss again.

Thou surely canst not bear a mind in pain,

Corme hand in hand with one so beauti ful

Be happy both of you! for I will pull

The flowers of autumm for your coronals.

Pan's holy priest for young Endynion calls;

And when he is restor'd, thou, fairest dane,
Shalt be our queen. Now, is it not a shane

To see ye thus,- not very, very sad?

Per haps ye are too happy to be gl ad:

Ofeel as if it were a common day;

Free-voic'd as one who never was away.

No tongue shall ask, whence conme ye? but ye shal
Be gods of your own rest inperial.

Not even |, for one whole nonth, will pry

Into the hours that have pass'd us by,

Since in ny arbour | did sing to thee.

O Hermes! on this very night will be

A hyming up to Cynthia, queen of |ight;

For the soothsayers old saw yesterni ght

Good visions in the air,- whence will befal

As say these sages, health perpetua

To shepherds and their flocks; and furthernore,
In Dian's face they read the gentle |ore:
Therefore for her these vesper-carols are.

Qur friends will all be there fromnigh and far
Many upon thy death have ditties made

And many, even now, their foreheads shade

Wth cypress, on a day of sacrifice.
New si nging for our maids shalt thou devi se,
And pluck the sorrow from our huntsnen's brows.

Tell me, ny |ady-queen, how to espouse



This wayward brother to his rightful joys!

H s eyes are on thee bent, as thou didst poize
H s fate nost goddess-like. Help ne, | pray,
To lure- Endym on, dear brother, say

What ails thee?" He could bear no nore, and so
Bent his soul fiercely like a spiritual bow,
And twang'd it inwardly, and calmy said:

I would have thee ny only friend, sweet maid!
My only visitor! not ignorant though

That those deceptions which for pleasure go
"Mong nen, are pleasures real as real may be
But there are higher ones | may not see,

If inpiously an earthly realm| take.

Since | saw thee, | have been w de awake

Ni ght after night, and day by day, unti

O the enmpyrean | have drunk ny fill.

Let it content thee, Sister, seeing ne

More happy than betides nortality.

A hermt young, I'Il live in npssy cave,

Wiere thou al one shalt cone to nme, and |ave
Thy spirit in the wonders | shall tell.
Through ne the shepherd real mshall prosper well;
For to thy tongue will | all health confide.
And, for ny sake, let this young nmaid abide
Wth thee as a dear sister. Thou al one,

Peona, mayst return to me. | own

This may sound strangely: but when, dearest girl
Thou seest it for ny happi ness, no pearl

W1l trespass down those cheeks. Conpanion fair!
WIlt be content to dwell with her, to share
This sister's love with ne?" Like one resign'd
And bent by circunstance, and thereby blind

In self-commtnment, thus that neek unknown:



"Aye, but a buzzing by nmy ears has flown,

O jubilee to Dian:- truth I heard?

Vell then, | see there is no little bird,
Tender soever, but is Jove's own care,

Long have | sought for rest, and, unaware,
Behold I find it! so exalted too!

So after nmy own heart! | knew, | knew
There was a place untenanted in it:

In that sane void white Chastity shall sit,
And monitor me nightly to | one slunber.
Wth sanest lips | vow nme to the nunber

O Dian's sisterhood; and, kind |ady,

Wth thy good help, this very night shall see

My future days to her fane consecrate.”

As feels a dreanmer what doth nobst create
H s own particular fright, so these three felt:
O like one who, in after ages, knelt
To Lucifer or Baal, when he'd pine
After a little sleep: or when in mne
Far under-ground, a sleeper neets his friends
Who know hi mnot. Each diligently bends
Towar ds comon t houghts and things for very fear;
Striving their ghastly mal ady to cheer,
By thinking it a thing of yes and no,
That housewi ves talk of. But the spirit-blow
Was struck, and all were dreaners. At the |ast
Endymi on said: "Are not our fates all cast?
Why stand we here? Adieu, ye tender pair!
Adi eu! " Whereat those maidens, with wild stare,
Wal k' d dizzily away. Pained and hot
H s eyes went after them wuntil they got

Near to a cypress grove, whose deadly maw,



In one swift nmonment, would what then he saw
Engul ph for ever. "Stay!" he cried, "ah, stay!
Turn, dansels! hist! one word | have to say.
Sweet Indian, | would see thee once again.

It is athing |l dote on: so I'd fain,

Peona, ye should hand in hand repair

Into those holy groves, that silent are

Behind great Dian's tenple. I'Il be yon,

At Vesper's earliest twi nkle- they are gone-
But once, once, once again-" At this he press'd
H s hands against his face, and then did rest
Hi s head upon a nossy hillock green

And so remain'd as he a corpse had been

Al'l the |long day; save when he scantly lifted
Hi s eyes abroad, to see how shadows shifted
Wth the slow nove of tine,- sluggish and weary
Until the poplar tops, in journey dreary,

Had reach'd the river's brim Then up he rose,
And, slowy as that very river flows,

Wal k' d towards the tenple grove with this | anment:
"Why such a gol den eve? The breeze is sent
Careful and soft, that not a |leaf may fal
Before the serene father of them al

Bows down his summer head bel ow t he west.

Now am | of breath, speech, and speed possest,
But at the setting | nust bid adieu

To her for the last time. Night will strew

On the danp grass nyriads of lingering |eaves,
And with themshall | die; nor nmuch it grieves
To die, when sumer dies on the cold sward.
Why, | have been a butterfly, a lord

O flowers, garlands, |ove-knots, silly posies,

G oves, neadows, nel odi es, and arbour roses;



My kingdoms at its death, and just it is
That | should die with it: soin all this

We miscall grief, bale, sorrow, heartbreak, woe,
What is there to plain of? By Titan's foe

I ambut rightly serv'd.” So saying, he
Tripp'd lightly on, in sort of deathful glee;
Laughi ng at the clear streamand setting sun
As though they jests had been: nor had he done
Hi s laugh at nature's holy countenance,

Until that grove appear'd, as if perchance,
And then his tongue with sober seenlihed
Gave utterance as he enter'd: "Ha! | said,
King of the butterflies; but by this gloom
And by ol d Rhadanant hus' tongue of doom

This dusk religion, ponp of solitude,

And the Pronethean clay by thief endued,

By old Saturnus' forelock, by his head

Shook with eternal palsy, | did wed

Myself to things of light frominfancy;

And thus to be cast out, thus lorn to die,

I's sure enough to nake a nortal nman

G ow i npious." So he inwardly began

On things for which no wording can be found;
Deeper and deeper sinking, until drown'd
Beyond the reach of nusic: for the choir

O Cynthia he heard not, though rough briar
Nor rmuffling thicket interpos'd to dul

The vesper hym, far swollen, soft and full,
Through the dark pillars of those sylvan aisles.
He saw not the two mai dens, nor their smles,
WAn as prinroses gather'd at m dni ght

By chilly finger'd spring. "Unhappy w ght!

Endymion!" said Peona, "we are here!



What woul dst thou ere we all are laid on bier?"
Then he enbrac'd her, and his lady's hand
Press'd, saying: "Sister, | would have comand,
If it were heaven's will, on our sad fate."

At which that dark-eyed stranger stood el ate
And said, in a new voice, but sweet as |ove,

To Endymion's amaze: "By Cupid's dove,

And so thou shalt! and by the lilly truth

O ny own breast thou shalt, beloved youth!"
And as she spake, into her face there cane
Light, as reflected froma silver flame:

Her long black hair swell'd anpler, in display
Ful | golden; in her eyes a brighter day

Dawn' d blue and full of |ove. Aye, he beheld
Phoebe, his passion! joyous she upheld

Her lucid bow, continuing thus: "Drear, drear
Has our del ayi ng been; but foolish fear
Wthheld me first; and then decrees of fate;
And then 'twas fit that fromthis nortal state
Thou shoul dst, ny | ove, by sone unlook'd for change
Be spiritualiz'd. Peona, we shall range

These forests, and to thee they safe shall be
As was thy cradle; hither shalt thou flee

To neet us nany a tinme." Next Cynthia bright
Peona kiss'd, and bless'd with fair good night:
Her brother kiss'd her too, and knelt adown

Bef ore his goddess, in a blissful swoon.

She gave her fair hands to him and behol d,
Before three sw ftest kisses he had told,

They vani sh'd far away!- Peona went

Hone through the gl oony wood in wondernment.



THE END

1816
FOR THERE' S BI SHOP' S TEI GN

by John Keats

For there's Bishop's teign
And King's teign

And Coonb at the clear Teign head-
Where cl ose by the stream
You may have your cream

Al'l spread upon barley bread.

There's Arch Brook

And there's Larch Brook
Both turning nmany a mll,

And cooling the drouth

O the salnon's nouth

And fattening his silver gill.

There is WId Wod,
A nmld hood
To the sheep on the lea o' the down,
Where t he gol den furze,
Wth its green, thin spurs,

Doth catch at the naiden's gown.



There is Newton Marsh

Wth its spear grass harsh-

A pl easant summer | evel

Wher e the mai dens sweet

O the Market Street

Do neet in the dusk to revel.

And

And

And

And

And

There's the Barton rich

Wth dyke and ditch

hedge for the thrush to live in,
And the hollow tree

For the buzzing bee

a bank for the wasp to hive in.

VI .

And O, and

The dai si es bl ow

the prinroses are waken'd,
And violets white

Sit in silver plight,

the green bud's as |ong as the spike end.

VI,

Then who woul d go

Into dark Soho

chatter with dack'd-hair'd critics,
When he can stay

For the new nmown hay



And startle the dappled prickets?

THE END

1816
HOW MANY BARDS G LD THE LAPSES OF TI MVE!

by John Keats

How many bards gild the | apses of tine!
A few of them have ever been the food
O ny delighted fancy,- | could brood

Over their beauties, earthly, or subline:

And often, when I sit me down to rhyne,
These will in throngs before ny nmind intrude:
But no confusion, no disturbance rude

Do they occasion; 'tis a pleasing chine.

So the unnunber'd sounds that evening store;

The songs of birds- the whisp'ring of the | eaves-
The voice of waters- the great bell that heaves

Wth solem sound,- and thousand others nore,
That distance of recogni zance bereaves,

Make pl easing music, and not wild uproar.

THE END

1816
HYPERI ON
A FRAGVENT

by John Keats

BOX 1.



Deep in the shady sadness of a vale

Far sunken fromthe healthy breath of norn,

Far fromthe fiery noon, and eve's one star

Sat gray-hair'd Saturn, quiet as a stone,

Still as the silence round about his lair;
Forest on forest hung about his head

Li ke cloud on cloud. No stir of air was there,
Not so nuch life as on a sumer's day

Robs not one light seed fromthe feather'd grass,
But where the dead leaf fell, there did it rest.
A stream went voicel ess by, still deadened nore
By reason of his fallen divinity

Spreadi ng a shade: the Naiad 'mid her reeds

Press'd her cold finger closer to her lips.

Al ong the margi n-sand | arge foot-nmarks went,
No further than to where his feet had stray'd,
And sl ept there since. Upon the sodden ground
H's old right hand | ay nerveless, |istless, dead,
Unsceptred; and his real m ess eyes were cl osed;
While his bow d head seemid list'ning to the Earth,

Hi s ancient nother, for sone confort yet.

It seemd no force could wake him from his place;
But there cane one, who with a kindred hand
Touch'd his w de shoul ders, after bending | ow
Wth reverence, though to one who knew it not.

She was a Coddess of the infant world;

By her in stature the tall Amazon

Had stood a pigny's height; she would have ta'en
Achilles by the hair and bent his neck

O with a finger stay' d Ixion' s wheel



Her face was |arge as that of Menphi an sphi nx,
Pedestal 'd haply in a pal ace court,

When sages look'd to Egypt for their lore.

But oh! how unlike marble was that face:

How beautiful, if sorrow had not made

Sorrow nore beautiful than Beauty's self.
There was a listening fear in her regard,

As if calanmity had but begun

As if the vanward clouds of evil days

Had spent their nalice, and the sullen rear
Was with its stored thunder |abouring up

One hand she press'd upon that aching spot
Where beats the human heart, as if just there,
Though an imortal, she felt cruel pain:

The ot her upon Saturn's bended neck

She laid, and to the level of his ear

Leaning with parted |lips, sone words she spake
In sol etm tenour and deep organ tone:

Sone nourni ng words, which in our feeble tongue
Wul d conme in these |like accents; O how frai

To that |arge utterance of the early Gods

"Saturn, |ook up!- though wherefore, poor old King?
"l have no confort for thee, no not one:

"I cannot say, 'O wherefore sl eepest thou?

"For heaven is parted fromthee, and the earth
"Knows thee not, thus afflicted, for a God;

"And ocean too, with all its solem noise

"Has fromthy sceptre pass'd; and all the air

"I's enptied of thine hoary nmjesty.

"Thy thunder, conscious of the new comand,
"Runbl es reluctant o' er our fallen house;

"And thy sharp lightning in unpractis'd hands



"Scorches and burns our once serene donain.
"O aching tine! O nonents big as years!

"Al'l as ye pass swell out the nonstrous truth,
"And press it so upon our weary griefs

"That unbelief has not a space to breathe.
"Saturn, sleep on:- O thoughtless, why did
"Thus violate thy slunbrous solitude?

"Why should | ope thy nelancholy eyes?

"Saturn, sleep on! while at thy feet | weep."

As when, upon a tranced sunmer-night,
Those green-rob' d senators of mighty woods,
Tall oaks, branch-charnmed by the earnest stars,
Dream and so dreamall night w thout a stir,
Save from one gradual solitary gust
Whi ch cones upon the silence, and dies off,
As if the ebbing air had but one wave;
So canme these words and went; the while in tears
She touch'd her fair large forehead to the ground,
Just where her falling hair mght be outspread
A soft and silken mat for Saturn's feet.
One noon, with alteration slow, had shed
Her silver seasons four upon the night,
And still these two were postured notionl ess,
Li ke natural scul pture in cathedral cavern
The frozen God still couchant on the earth,
And the sad Goddess weeping at his feet:
Until at length old Saturn lifted up
H s faded eyes, and saw his ki ngdom gone,
And all the gloom and sorrow of the place,
And that fair kneeling Goddess; and then spake,
As with a pal sied tongue, and while his beard

Shook horrid with such aspen-nal ady:



"O tender spouse of gold Hyperion

"Thea, | feel thee ere | see thy face;

"Look up, and let nme see our doomin it;

"Look up, and tell ne if this feeble shape

"I's Saturn's; tell me, if thou hear'st the voice
"OfF Saturn; tell me, if this winkling brow,
"Naked and bare of its great diadem

"Peers like the front of Saturn. Who had power
"To make ne desol ate? whence came the strength?
"How was it nurtur'd to such bursting forth,
"While Fate seem d strangled in ny nervous grasp?
"But it is so; and | amsnmother'd up

"And buried fromall godlike exercise

"Of influence benign on planets pale,

"Of adnonitions to the winds and seas,

"OfF peaceful sway above man's harvesting,

"And all those acts which Deity suprene

"Doth ease its heart of love in.- | am gone
"Away fromny own bosom | have |eft

"My strong identity, nmy real self,

"Somewher e between the throne, and where | sit
"Here on this spot of earth. Search, Thea, search
"Open thine eyes eterne, and sphere them round
"Upon all space: space starr'd, and lorn of |ight;
"Space region'd with life-air; and barren void;
"Spaces of fire, and all the yawn of hell.-
"Search, Thea, search! and tell nme, if thou seest
"A certain shape or shadow, naki ng way

"Wth wings or chariot fierce to repossess

"A heaven he |ost erewhile: it nmust- it nust

"Be of ripe progress- Saturn nust be King.

"Yes, there nust be a gol den victory;

"There nmust be Gods thrown down, and trunpets bl own



"Of triunph calm and hyms of festiva

"Upon the gold clouds netropolitan

"Voi ces of soft proclaim and silver stir

"OfF strings in hollow shells; and there shall be
"Beautiful things nade new, for the surprise

"OfF the sky-children; I will give command:

"Thea! Thea! Thea! where is Saturn?"

This passion lifted himupon his feet,

And made his hands to struggle in the air,

His Druid |l ocks to shake and ooze w th sweat,

H s eyes to fever out, his voice to cease

He stood, and heard not Thea's sobbi ng deep

Alittle tine, and then again he snatch'd

Utterance thus.- "But cannot | create?

"Cannot | forn? Cannot | fashion forth

"Anot her world, another universe,

"To overbear and crunble this to naught?

"Where is another chaos? \Were?"- That word
Found way unto d ynpus, and nmade quake
The rebel three.- Thea was startled up,

And in her bearing was a sort of hope,

As thus she quick-voic'd spake, yet full of awe.
"This cheers our fallen house: conme to our friends,
"O Saturn! come away, and give them heart;

"I know the covert, for thence cane | hither."
Thus brief; then with beseeching eyes she went
Wth backward footing through the shade a space:
He follow d, and she turn'd to | ead the way
Through aged boughs, that yielded |like the nist

Whi ch eagl es cl eave upnmounting fromtheir nest.

Meanwhil e in other realns big tears were shed



More sorrow like to this, and such |ike woe,

Too huge for nortal tongue or pen of scribe:

The Titans fierce, self-hid, or prison-bound,
Groan'd for the old allegiance once nore,

And listen'd in sharp pain for Saturn's voice.
But one of the whol e manmot h-brood still kept
Hs sov'reignty, and rule, and nmjesty;-

Bl azi ng Hyperion on his orbed fire

Still sat, still snuff'd the incense, teenmi ng up
Fromnman to the sun's God; yet unsecure:

For as anobng us nortal s onmens drear

Fright and perplex, so al so shuddered he-

Not at dog's howl, or gloombird s hated screech
O the familiar visiting of one

Upon the first toll of his passing-bell,

O prophesyings of the m dnight |anp;

But horrors, portion'd to a giant nerve,

Ot nmade Hyperion ache. Hi s pal ace bright
Bastion'd with pyram ds of glow ng gold,

And touch'd with shade of bronzed obeli sks,
Gar'd a blood-red through all its thousand courts,
Arches, and dones, and fiery galleries;

And all its curtains of Aurorian clouds

Flush'd angerly: while sonetines eagle' s w ngs,
Unseen before by Gods or wondering nen,

Darken'd the place; and nei ghi ng steeds were heard,
Not heard before by Gods or wondering nen.

Al so, when he would taste the spicy weaths

O incense, breath'd aloft fromsacred hills,
Instead of sweets, his anple palate took

Savour of poisonous brass and netal sick

And so, when harbour'd in the sl eepy west,

After the full completion of fair day, -



For rest divine upon exalted couch

And slunber in the arnms of nel ody,

He pac'd away the pl easant hours of ease

Wth stride colossal, on fromhall to hall;
While far within each aisle and deep recess,
H s winged nmnions in close clusters stood,
Amaz' d and full of fear; |ike anxious nen

Who on wi de plains gather in panting troops,
When earthquakes jar their battlenments and towers
Even now, while Saturn, rous'd fromicy trance,
Went step for step with Thea through the woods,
Hyperion, leaving twilight in the rear

Cane sl ope upon the threshold of the west;
Then, as was wont, his pal ace-door flew ope

I n snoot hest sil ence, save what sol enm tubes,
Bl own by the serious Zephyrs, gave of sweet

And wanderi ng sounds, sl ow- breathed nel odi es;
And like a rose in verneil tint and shape,

In fragrance soft, and cool ness to the eye,
That inlet to severe magnificence

Stood full blown, for the God to enter in.

He enter'd, but he enter'd full of wath;
Hi s flam ng robes stream d out beyond his heels,
And gave a roar, as if of earthly fire,
That scar'd away the neek ethereal Hours
And made their dove-wi ngs trenble. On he flared,
From stately nave to nave, fromvault to vault,
Thr ough bowers of fragrant and enw eathed |ight,
And di anond- paved | ustrous | ong arcades,
Until he reach'd the great main cupol a;
There standing fierce beneath, he stanped his foot,

And fromthe basenment deep to the high towers



Jarr'd his own gol den regi on; and before
The quavering thunder thereupon had ceas'd,
H s voice | eapt out, despite of godlike curb,
To this result: "O dreanms of day and ni ght!
"O nonstrous fornms! O effigies of pain!
"O spectres busy in a cold, cold gl oom
"O | ank-ear'd Phantons of bl ack-weeded pool s!
"Why do | know ye? why have | seen ye? why
"I's ny eternal essence thus distraught
"To see and to behold these horrors new?
"Saturn is fallen, aml| too to fall?
"Am | to | eave this haven of ny rest,
"This cradle of ny glory, this soft clineg,
"This cal mluxuriance of blissful Iight,
"These crystalline pavilions, and pure fanes,
"OF all nmy lucent enpire? It is left
"Deserted, void, nor any haunt of mine.
"The bl aze, the splendour, and the symetry,
"l cannot see- but darkness, death and darkness.
"Even here, into ny centre of repose,
"The shady visions conme to dom neer
"Insult, and blind, and stifle up ny ponp.-
"Fall!- No, by Tellus and her briny robes!
"Over the fiery frontier of ny realns
"I will advance a terrible right arm
"Shall scare that infant thunderer, rebel Jove,
"And bid old Saturn take his throne again."-
He spake, and ceas'd, the while a heavier threat
Hel d struggle with his throat but came not forth;
For as in theatres of crowded nen
Hubbub i ncreases nore they call out "Hush!"
So at Hyperion's words the Phantons pal e

Bestirr'd thensel ves, thrice horrible and col d;



And fromthe mirror'd | evel where he stood

A m st arose, as froma scunmmy marsh.

At this, through all his bulk an agony

Crept gradual, fromthe feet unto the crown,

Like a lithe serpent vast and rnuscul ar

Maki ng sl ow way, with head and neck convul s'd
From over-strained mght. Releas'd, he fled

To the eastern gates, and full six dewy hours
Before the dawn in season due should bl ush

He breath'd fierce breath against the sleepy portals,
Clear'd them of heavy vapours, burst them w de
Suddenly on the ocean's chilly streans.

The planet orb of fire, whereon he rode

Each day fromeast to west the heavens through,
Spun round in sable curtaining of clouds;

Not therefore veiled quite, blindfold, and hid,
But ever and anon the gl anci ng spheres,

Crcles, and arcs, and broad-belting col ure,

d ow d through, and w ought upon the nuffling dark
Sweet - shaped |ightnings fromthe nadir deep

Up to the zenith,- hieroglyphics old

Whi ch sages and keen-eyed astrol ogers

Then living on the earth, with | abouring thought
Wn fromthe gaze of nmany centuries

Now | ost, save what we find on remants huge

O stone, or marble swart; their inport gone,
Their wi sdomlong since fled.- Two wings this orb
Possess'd for glory, two fair argent w ngs,

Ever exalted at the God' s approach

And now, fromforth the gloomtheir plunes i mense
Rose, one by one, till all outspreaded were;

While still the dazzling gl obe maintain'd eclipse,

Awai ting for Hyperion's command.



Fain woul d he have conmanded, fain took throne
And bid the day begin, if but for change.

He might not:- No, though a prineval God:

The sacred seasons ni ght not be disturb'd.
Therefore the operations of the dawn

Stay'd in their birth, even as here 'tis told.
Those silver wi ngs expanded sisterly,

Eager to sail their orb; the porches w de
Open' d upon the dusk demesnes of night;

And the bright Titan, phrenzied with new woes,
Unus'd to bend, by hard conpul sion bent

H's spirit to the sorrow of the tineg;

And all along a disnmal rack of clouds,

Upon the boundaries of day and ni ght,

He stretch'd hinself in grief and radiance faint.
There as he lay, the Heaven with its stars
Look' d down on himwith pity, and the voice

O Coel us, fromthe universal space,

Thus whisper'd | ow and solem in his ear
"O brightest of nmy children dear, earth-born
"And sky-engendered, Son of Mysteries

"Al'l unreveal ed even to the powers

"Which met at thy creating; at whose joys

"And pal pitations sweet, and pl easures soft,
"I, Coelus, wonder, how they canme and whence;
"And at the fruits thereof what shapes they be,
"Distinct, and visible; synmbols divine,

"Mani festations of that beauteous life

"Di ffus'd unseen throughout eternal space:

"OfF these newformid art thou, oh brightest child!
"Of these, thy brethren and the Goddesses!
"There is sad feud anong ye, and rebellion

"Of son against his sire. | saw himfall



"I saw ny first-born tunbled fromhis throne
"To ne his arnms were spread, to ne his voice
"Found way fromforth the thunders round his head!
"Pale wox |, and in vapours hid ny face.
"Art thou, too, near such doonf vague fear there is:
"For | have seen ny sons nost unlike Gods.
"Divine ye were created, and divine
"I'n sad deneanour, solemm, undisturb'd,
"Unruffled, Iike high Gods, ye liv'd and rul ed:
"Now | behold in you fear, hope, and wath;
"Actions of rage and passion; even as
"I see them on the nortal world beneath,
"I'n nen who die.- This is the grief, O Son
"Sad sign of ruin, sudden dismay, and fall!
"Yet do thou strive; as thou art capable,
"As thou canst nove about, an evident Cod,;
"And canst oppose to each malignant hour
"Ethereal presence:- | ambut a voice
"My life is but the Iife of winds and tides,
"No nore than winds and tides can | avail:-
"But thou canst.- Be thou therefore in the van
"Of circunstance; yea, seize the arrow s barb
"Before the tense string nmurmur.- To the earth!
"For there thou wilt find Saturn, and his woes.
"Meantime | will keep watch on thy bright sun
"And of thy seasons be a careful nurse."-
Ere half this region-whi sper had come down,
Hyperion arose, and on the stars
Lifted his curved lids, and kept them w de
Until it ceas'd; and still he kept them w de:
And still they were the sane bright, patient stars.
Then with a slow incline of his broad breast,

Like to a diver in the pearly seas,



Forward he stoop'd over the airy shore,
And plung'd all noiseless into the deep night.

BOX I'l.

Just at the self-sanme beat of Tinme's w de wi ngs
Hyperion slid into the rustled air,

And Saturn gain'd with Thea that sad pl ace

Where Cybel e and the bruised Titans nourn'd.

It was a den where no insulting |light

Could glinmrer on their tears; where their own groans
They felt, but heard not, for the solid roar

O thunderous waterfalls and torrents hoarse,
Pouring a constant bul k, uncertain where.

Crag jutting forth to crag, and rocks that seenid
Ever as if just rising froma sleep,

Forehead to forehead held their nonstrous horns;
And thus in thousand hugest phantasies

Made a fit roofing to this nest of woe.

Instead of thrones, hard flint they sat upon
Couches of rugged stone, and slaty ridge
Stubborn"d with iron. Al were not assenbl ed:

Some chain'd in torture, and sone wanderi ng.
Coeus, and Gyges, and Bri ar eus,

Typhon, and Dol or, and Por phyri on,

Wth many nore, the brawniest in assault,

Were pent in regions of |aborious breath;
Dungeon'd in opaque el enent, to keep

Their clenched teeth still clench'd, and all their |inbs
Lock'd up like veins of nmetal, cranpt and screw d;
Wthout a notion, save of their big hearts
Heaving in pain, and horribly convuls'd

Wth sangui ne feverous boiling gurge of pulse.

Mhenosyne was straying in the world;



Far from her nmoon had Phoebe wander ed;

And many el se were free to roam abroad,

But for the main, here found they covert drear
Scarce images of life, one here, one there,
Lay vast and edgeways; l|ike a dismal cirque

O Druid stones, upon a forlorn noor,

When the chill rain begins at shut of eve,

In dull Novenber, and their chancel vault,

The Heaven itself, is blinded throughout night.
Each one kept shroud, nor to his nei ghbour gave
O word, or look, or action of despair.

Creus was one; his ponderous iron mace

Lay by him and a shatter'd rib of rock

Told of his rage, ere he thus sank and pi ned.

| apetus another; in his grasp,

A serpent's plashy neck; its barbed tongue
Squeez'd fromthe gorge, and all its uncurl'd length
Dead; and because the creature could not spit
Its poison in the eyes of conquering Jove.
Next Cottus: prone he lay, chin uppernost,

As though in pain; for still upon the flint

He ground severe his skull, with open nouth
And eyes at horrid working. Nearest him

Asi a, born of nobst enornous Caf,

Who cost her nother Tellus keener pangs,
Though feninine, than any of her sons:

More thought than woe was in her dusky face,
For she was prophesying of her glory;

And in her w de imagination stood

Pal m shaded tenpl es, and high rival fanes,

By Oxus or in Ganges' sacred isles.

Even as Hope upon her anchor | eans,

So |l eant she, not so fair, upon a tusk



Shed fromthe broadest of her el ephants.

Above her, on a crag's uneasy shel ve,

Upon his elbowrais'd, all prostrate el se
Shadow d Encel adus; once tanme and mild

As grazing ox unworried in the neads;

Now ti ger-passion'd, |ion-thoughted, woth,

He neditated, plotted, and even now

Was hurling nmountains in that second war,

Not |ong delay'd, that scar'd the younger Gods
To hide thenselves in forms of beast and bird.
Not far hence Atlas; and beside himprone
Phorcus, the sire of Gorgons. Neighbour'd close
Cceanus, and Tethys, in whose |ap

Sobb' d d ynene anmong her tangled hair.

In mdst of all lay Them s, at the feet

O Ops the queen all clouded round from sight;
No shape di stingui shable, nore than when

Thi ck ni ght confounds the pine-tops with the clouds:
And many el se whose names nmay not be told.

For when the Mise's wings are air-ward spread,
Who shall delay her flight? And she nust chaunt
O Saturn, and his guide, who now had clinb'd
Wth danp and slippery footing froma depth
More horrid still. Above a sonmbre cliff

Their heads appear'd, and up their stature grew
Till on the level height their steps found ease:
Then Thea spread abroad her trenbling arns

Upon the precincts of this nest of pain,

And sidelong fix'd her eye on Saturn's face:
There saw she direst strife; the supreme CGod

At war with all the frailty of grief

O rage, of fear, anxiety, revenge,

Renorse, spleen, hope, but nost of all despair.



Agai nst these plagues he strove in vain; for Fate
Had pour'd a nortal oil upon his head,

A di sanoi nting poison: so that Thea,

Affrighted, kept her still, and | et him pass

First onwards in, anmong the fallen tribe.

As with us nortal nen, the |aden heart

I s persecuted nore, and fever'd nore,

When it is nighing to the nournful house

Where other hearts are sick of the sane bruise
So Saturn, as he walk'd into the m dst,

Felt faint, and woul d have sunk anong the rest,
But that he met Encel adus's eye,

Whose nightiness, and awe of him at once

Cane |like an inspiration; and he shout ed,
"Titans, behold your God!" at which sone groan'd;
Some started on their feet; sone al so shouted;
Sone wept, some wail'd, all bow d with reverence
And Ops, uplifting her black fol ded veil

Show d her pal e cheeks, and all her forehead wan,
Her eye-brows thin and jet, and holl ow eyes.
There is a roaring in the bl eak-grown pines

Wien Wnter lifts his voice; there is a noise
Anong i mortal s when a God gives sign

Wth hushing finger, how he nmeans to | oad

H's tongue with the full weight of utterless thought,
Wth thunder, and with nusic, and with ponp:

Such noise is like the roar of bleak-grown pines:
Whi ch, when it ceases in this nmountain'd world,
No ot her sound succeeds; but ceasing here,

Anong these fallen, Saturn's voice therefrom

G ew up |like organ, that begins anew

Its strain, when other harnonies, stopt short,



Leave the dinn'd air vibrating silverly.

Thus grew it up- "Not in ny own sad breast,
"Which is its own great judge and searcher out,
"Can | find reason why ye should be thus:

"Not in the I egends of the first of days,

"Studied fromthat old spirit-leaved book

"Which starry Uranus with finger bright

"Sav'd fromthe shores of darkness, when the waves
"Lowebb'd still hid it up in shallow gl oom -

"And the which book ye know I ever kept

"For ny firmbased footstool:- Ah, infirmn

"Not there, nor in sign, synbol, or portent

"OF element, earth, water, air, and fire,-

"At war, at peace, or inter-quarreling

"One agai nst one, or two, or three, or al

"Each several one against the other three,

"As fire with air loud warring when rain-floods
"Drown both, and press them both against earth's face,
"Where, finding sulphur, a quadruple wath

"Unhi nges the poor world;- not in that strife,
"Wherefrom | take strange lore, and read it deep
"Can | find reason why ye shoul d be thus:

"No, no- where can unriddle, though | search

"And pore on Nature's universal scrol

"Even to swooning, why ye, Divinities,

"The first-born of all shap'd and pal pabl e Gods,
"Shoul d cower beneath what, in comparison

"I's untrenendous night. Yet ye are here,
"Oerwhelmd, and spurn'd, and batter'd, ye are here!
"OTitans, shall | say, 'Arisel'- Ye groan

"Shall | say 'Crouch!'- Ye groan. Wiat can | then?
"O Heaven wi de! O unseen parent dear

"VWhat can 1? Tell me, all ye brethren Gods,



"How we can war, how engine our great wath
"O speak your counsel now, for Saturn's ear
"I's all a-hunger'd. Thou, Cceanus,
"Ponderest high and deep; and in thy face
"I see, astonied, that severe content

"VWi ch cones of thought and musing: give us help!"”

So ended Saturn; and the God of the Sea,

Sophi st and sage, from no Athenian grove,

But cogitation in his watery shades,

Arose, with | ocks not oozy, and began

In murmurs, which his first-endeavouring tongue
Caught infant-like fromthe far-foaned sands
"O ye, whom w ath consumes! who, passion-stung,
"Withe at defeat, and nurse your agoni es!
"Shut up your senses, stifle up your ears,
"My voice is not a bellows unto ire.
"Yet listen, ye who will, whilst | bring proof
"How ye, perforce, nust be content to stoop
"And in the proof much confort will | give,
"If ye will take that confort in its truth
"We fall by course of Nature's law, not force
"Of thunder, or of Jove. Great Saturn, thou
"Hast sifted well the atom universe;
"But for this reason, that thou art the King,
"And only blind from sheer suprenacy,
"One avenue was shaded fromthine eyes,
"Through which | wandered to eternal truth.
"And first, as thou wast not the first of powers,
"So art thou not the last; it cannot be:
"Thou art not the begi nning nor the end.
"From chaos and parental darkness came

"Light, the first fruits of that intestine broil,



"That sullen ferment, which for wondrous ends
"WAs ripening in itself. The ripe hour cane,
"And with it light, and light, engendering
"Upon its own producer, forthwith touch'd

"The whol e enornmous matter into life.

"Upon that very hour, our parentage,

"The Heavens, and the Earth, were manifest:
"Then thou first born, and we the giant race,
"Found ourselves ruling new and beaut eous real ns.
"Now cones the pain of truth, to whom'tis pain;
"Ofolly! for to bear all naked truths,

"And to envi sage circunstance, all calm

"That is the top of sovereignty. Mark well

"As Heaven and Earth are fairer, fairer far
"Than Chaos and bl ank Darkness, though once chiefs;
"And as we show beyond that Heaven and Earth
"I'n formand shape conpact and beauti ful

"In will, in action free, comnpanionship,

"And thousand other signs of purer |ife;

"So on our heels a fresh perfection treads,

"A power nore strong in beauty, born of us
"And fated to excel us, as we pass

"In glory that old Darkness: nor are we
"Thereby nore conquer'd, than by us the rule
"Of shapel ess Chaos. Say, doth the dull soi
"Quarrel with the proud forests it hath fed,
"And feedeth still, nore conely than itself?
"Can it deny the chi efdom of green groves?

"Or shall the tree be envious of the dove
"Because it cooeth, and hath snowy w ngs

"To wander wherewithal and find its joys?

"We are such forest-trees, and our fair boughs

"Have bred forth, not pale solitary doves,



"But eagl es gol den-feather'd, who do tower
"Above us in their beauty, and nust reign
"In right thereof; for '"tis the eternal |aw
"That first in beauty should be first in mght:
"Yea, by that |aw, another race may drive
"Qur conquerors to nourn as we do now.

"Have ye beheld the young God of the Seas,
"My di spossessor? Have ye seen his face?
"Have ye beheld his chariot, foanld al ong
"By nobl e wi nged creatures he hath nade?

"I saw himon the cal ned waters scud

"Wth such a glow of beauty in his eyes
"That it enforc'd me to bid sad farewell

"To all ny enpire: farewell sad | took

"And hither cane, to see how dol orous fate
"Had wrought upon ye; and how | m ght best
"G ve consolation in this we extrene.

"Receive the truth, and let it be your balm?"”

Whet her through poz'd conviction, or disdain,

They guarded sil ence, when Oceanus

Left nurnuring, what deepest thought can tell?
But so it was, none answer'd for a space,

Save one whom none regarded, C ynene;

And yet she answer'd not, only conpl ain'd,
Wth hectic lips, and eyes up-looking mld,
Thus wording timdly anong the fierce:
"O Father, | am here the sinplest voice,
"And all ny know edge is that joy is gone,
"And this thing woe crept in anbng our hearts
"There to remain for ever, as | fear:
"I would not bode of evil, if I thought

"So weak a creature could turn off the help



"Which by just right should cone of nighty Gods;
"Yet let ne tell ny sorrow, let me tel

"Of what | heard, and how it made ne weep,

"And know that we had parted fromall hope.

"I stood upon a shore, a pleasant shore,

"Where a sweet cline was breathed froma | and
"OF fragrance, quietness, and trees, and flowers.
"Full of calmjoy it was, as | of grief;

"Too full of joy and soft delicious warnth;

"So that | felt a novenent in ny heart

"To chide, and to reproach that solitude

"Wth songs of msery, mnusic of our woes;

"And sat me down, and took a nouthed shel

"And murrmur'd into it, and nade nel ody-

"O nelody no nore! for while | sang,

"And with poor skill let pass into the breeze
"The dull shell's echo, froma bowery strand
"Just opposite, an island of the sea,

"There cane enchantnent with the shifting wi nd,
"That did both drown and keep alive my ears.

"I threw ny shell away upon the sand,

"And a wave fill'd it, as ny sense was fill'd
"Wth that new blissful gol den mnel ody.

"A living death was in each gush of sounds
"Each famly of rapturous hurried notes,

"That fell, one after one, yet all at once,

"Li ke pearl beads droppi ng sudden fromtheir string:
"And then another, then another strain,

"Each li ke a dove leaving its olive perch
"Wth nusic wing'd instead of silent plunes,
"To hover round ny head, and nmake nme sick

"OfF joy and grief at once. Gief overcane,

"And | was stopping up nmy frantic ears,



"When, past all hindrance of ny trenbling hands,
"A voice came sweeter, sweeter than all tune,
"And still it cried, 'Apollo! young Apoll o!

"' The norni ng-bright Apollo! young Apoll o!

"I fled, it followd nme, and cried ' Apoll o!

"O Father, and O Brethren, had ye felt

"Those pains of mine; O Saturn, hadst thou felt,
"Ye would not call this too indul ged tongue

"Presunptuous, in thus venturing to be heard.”

So far her voice flow d on, like tinorous brook

That, lingering al ong a pebbl ed coast,

Doth fear to neet the sea: but sea it net,

And shudder' d; for the overwhel mng voice

O huge Encel adus swallow d it in wath:

The ponderous syl lables, |ike sullen waves

In the half-glutted hollows of reef-rocks,

Cane booming thus, while still upon his arm

He lean'd; not rising, from suprenme contenpt.
"Or shall we listen to the over-w se
"O to the over-foolish, G ant-Gods?
"Not thunderbolt on thunderbolt, till all
"That rebel Jove's whol e arnoury were spent,
"Not world on world upon these shoul ders pil ed,
"Coul d agoni ze nme nore than baby-words
"I'n mdst of this dethronenent horrible.
"Speak! roar! shout! yell! ye sleepy Titans all.
"Do ye forget the blows, the buffets vile?
"Are ye not snmitten by a youngling arnf
"Dost thou forget, sham Monarch of the Waves,
"Thy scalding in the seas? Wat, have | rous'd
"Your spleens with so few sinple words as these?

"Ojoy! for now!| see ye are not |ost:



"Ojoy! for now | see a thousand eyes

"Wde-glaring for revenge!"- As this he said,
He lifted up his stature vast, and stood,
Still wi thout interm ssion speaking thus:

"Now ye are flames, |I'll tell you how to burn

"And purge the ether of our enem es;

"How to feed fierce the crooked stings of fire,

"And singe away the swollen clouds of Jove,

"Stifling that puny essence in its tent.

"Olet himfeel the evil he hath done;

"For though | scorn Oceanus's |ore,

"Much pain have | for nore than | oss of real ns:

"The days of peace and sl unberous calmare fled;

"Those days, all innocent of scathing war,

"When all the fair Existences of heaven

"Canme open-eyed to guess what we woul d speak: -

"That was before our brows were taught to frown,

"Before our lips knew el se but sol enm sounds;

"That was before we knew t he wi nged thing,

"Victory, might be lost, or mght be won.

"And be ye mindful that Hyperion

"Qur brightest brother, still is undisgraced-

"Hyperion, lo! his radiance is here!"

Al'l eyes were on Encel adus's face,
And they beheld, while still Hyperion's nane
Flew fromhis lips up to the vaulted rocks
A pallid gleamacross his features stern
Not savage, for he saw full many a God
Woth as hinself. He |ook'd upon them all
And in each face he saw a gl eam of 1ight,
But spl endider in Saturn's, whose hoar | ocks

Shone |i ke the bubbling foam about a kee



When the prow sweeps into a mdnight cove.

In pale and silver silence they remain'd,

Till suddenly a splendour, |ike the norn,
Pervaded all the beetling gl oony steeps,

Al'l the sad spaces of oblivion,

And every gulf, and every chasm ol d,

And every height, and every sullen depth,

Voi cel ess, or hoarse with loud tornented streans:
And all the everlasting cataracts,

And all the headlong torrents far and near
Mant | ed before in darkness and huge shade,
Now saw the light and nmade it terrible.

It was Hyperion:- a granite peak

His bright feet touch'd, and there he stay'd to view
The misery his brilliance had betray'd

To the nost hateful seeing of itself.

Gol den his hair of short Num dian curl

Regal his shape mmjestic, a vast shade

In mdst of his own brightness, like the bulk
O Memrmon's inmage at the set of sun

To one who travels fromthe dusking East:

Si ghs, too, as nournful as that Memmon's harp
He utter'd, while his hands contenpl ative

He press'd together, and in silence stood.
Despondence seiz'd again the fallen Gods

At sight of the dejected King of Day,

And many hid their faces fromthe |ight:

But fierce Enceladus sent forth his eyes
Anmong t he brotherhood; and, at their glare,
Uprose | apetus, and Creus too,

And Phorcus, sea-born, and together strode

To where he towered on his eninence.

There those four shouted forth old Saturn's nane;



Hyperion fromthe peak | oud answered, "Saturn!"
Saturn sat near the Mdther of the Cods,

In whose face was no joy, though all the Gods

Gave fromtheir hollow throats the name of "Saturn!"

BOOK I11.

Thus in alternate uproar and sad peace,

Amazed were those Titans utterly.

O |l eave them Mise! O leave themto their woes;
For thou art weak to sing such tunmults dire:

A solitary sorrow best befits

Thy lips, and anthening a lonely grief.

Leave them O Muse! for thou anon wilt find
Many a fallen old Divinity

Wandering in vain about bew | dered shores.
Meanti me touch piously the Del phic harp,

And not a wind of heaven but will breathe

In aid soft warble fromthe Dorian flute;

For lo! '"tis for the Father of all verse.
Flush every thing that hath a verneil hue,

Let the rose glow intense and warmthe air,
And let the clouds of even and of norn

Fl oat in voluptuous fleeces o' er the hills;

Let the red wine within the goblet boil,

Cold as a bubbling well; let faint-lipp'd shells,
On sands, or in great deeps, vermlion turn
Through all their labyrinths; and let the nmaid
Bl ush keenly, as with sone warm ki ss surpris'd.
Chief isle of the enmbowered Cycl ades,

Rejoice, O Delos, with thine olives green,

And popl ars, and | awmn-shadi ng pal ns, and beech,
In which the Zephyr breathes the | oudest song,

And hazel s thick, dark-stemm d beneath the shade:



Apoll o is once nore the gol den t hene!

Where was he, when the G ant of the Sun

Stood bright, amid the sorrow of his peers?
Together had he left his nother fair

And his twin-sister sleeping in their bower,
And in the norning twlight wandered forth
Beside the osiers of a rivulet,

Full ankle-deep in lillies of the vale.

The ni ghtingal e had ceas'd, and a few stars
Were lingering in the heavens, while the thrush
Began cal mthroated. Throughout all the isle
There was no covert, no retired cave

Unhaunt ed by the nurmurous noi se of waves,
Though scarcely heard in nmany a green recess.
He listen'd, and he wept, and his bright tears
Went trickling down the gol den bow he hel d.
Thus with hal f-shut suffused eyes he stood,
Wil e from beneath sone cunbrous boughs hard by
Wth solemm step an awful Goddess cane,

And there was purport in her |ooks for him

Whi ch he with eager guess began to read

Perpl ex'd, the while nel odiously he said:
"How cam st thou over the unfooted sea?
"Or hath that antique mien and robed form
"Mov'd in these vales invisible till now?
"Sure | have heard those vestnments sweeping o' er
"The fallen | eaves, when | have sat al one
"In cool md-forest. Surely | have traced
"The rustle of those anple skirts about
"These grassy solitudes, and seen the flowers
"Lift up their heads, as still the whisper pass'd.
"Goddess! | have behel d those eyes before,

"And their eternal calm and all that face,



"Or | have dreamid."- "Yes," said the suprene shape,
"Thou hast dreamid of ne; and awaki ng up

"Didst find a lyre all golden by thy side,

"Whose strings touch'd by thy fingers, all the vast
"Unweari ed ear of the whole universe

"Listen"d in pain and pleasure at the birth

"Of such new tuneful wonder. Is't not strange
"That thou shoul dst weep, so gifted? Tell me, youth,
"What sorrow thou canst feel; for |I am sad

"When thou dost shed a tear: explain thy griefs
"To one who in this lonely isle hath been

"The wat cher of thy sleep and hours of life,
"Fromthe young day when first thy infant hand
"Pluck'd witless the weak flowers, till thine arm
"Coul d bend that bow heroic to all tines.

"Show thy heart's secret to an anci ent Power

"Who hath forsaken old and sacred thrones

"For prophecies of thee, and for the sake

"Of |l oveliness new born."- Apollo then

Wth sudden scrutiny and gl oonl ess eyes,

Thus answer' d, while his white nel odi ous throat
Throbb'd with the syllables.- "Menosyne!

"Thy name is on ny tongue, | know not how

"Way should | tell thee what thou so well seest?
"Way should | strive to show what fromthy |ips
"Woul d cone no mystery? For me, dark, dark

"And painful vile oblivion seals ny eyes:

"l strive to search wherefore | am so sad,

"Until a nelancholy nunbs ny |inbs;

"And then upon the grass | sit, and noan,

"Li ke one who once had w ngs.- O why shoul d

"Feel curs'd and thwarted, when the liegeless air

"Yields to ny step aspirant? why shoul d



"Spurn the green turf as hateful to ny feet?

" Goddess benign, point forth some unknown thing:
"Are there not other regions than this isle?
"What are the stars? There is the sun, the sun
"And the nost patient brilliance of the noon!
"And stars by thousands! Point me out the way
"To any one particul ar beauteous star

"And | will flit intoit with ny lyre

"And meke its silvery splendour pant with bliss.
"I have heard the cloudy thunder: \Were is power?
"Whose hand, whose essence, what divinity
"Makes this alarumin the el enments,

"While | here idle listen on the shores

"In fearless yet in aching ignorance?

"Otell me, lonely Goddess, by thy harp

"That waileth every norn and eventi de,
"Tell nme why thus | rave, about these groves!
"Mute thou renai nest- nute! yet | can read
"A wondrous lesson in thy silent face:
"Know edge enornous makes a God of ne.
"Nanmes, deeds, grey legends, dire events, rebellions,
"Mnj esties, sovran voices, agonies,
"Creations and destroyings, all at once
"Pour into the wide hollows of ny brain,
"And deify ne, as if sone blithe w ne
"Or bright elixir peerless |I had drunk
"And so becone imortal."- Thus the Cod,

Whil e his enkindled eyes, with |level glance
Beneath his white soft tenples, stedfast kept
Trenbling with |ight upon Menobsyne.

Soon wi Il d commotions shook him and made flush
Al the inmmrtal fairness of his |inbs

Into a hue nore roseate than sweet pain



Gves to a ravish'd Nynph when her warmtears
Gush luscious with no sob. O nore severe, -
More |like the struggle at the gate of death;
O liker still to one who should take |eave
O pale imortal death, and with a pang

As hot as death's is chill, with fierce convul se
Die into life: so young Apoll o anguish'd:

Hi s very hair, his golden tresses faned

Kept undul ation round his eager neck.

During the pain Menpbsyne upheld

Her arms as one who prophesied.- At length
Apoll o shriek'd;- and Io! fromall his linbs

Celestial dory dawn'd: he was a god!

THE END

1816
I STOOD Tl P-TOE UPON A LITTLE HI LL

by John Keats

Pl aces of nestling green for Poets nmde.

STORY OF RRM NI ..

| stood tip-toe upon a little hill

The air was cooling, and so very still,

That the sweet buds which with a nodest pride

Pull droopingly, in slanting curve aside,

Their scantly leav'd, and finely tapering stens,
Had not yet |ost those starry di adens

Caught fromthe early sobbing of the norn.

The cl ouds were pure and white as fl ocks new shorn
And fresh fromthe clear brook; sweetly they slept

On the blue fields of heaven, and then there crept



A little noisel ess noise anong the | eaves,

Born of the very sigh that silence heaves:

For not the faintest notion could be seen

O all the shades that slanted o'er the green
There was wide wand' ring for the greedi est eye,
To peer about upon variety;

Far round the horizon's crystal air to skim
And trace the dw ndl ed edgings of its brim

To picture out the quaint, and curious bending
O a fresh woodl and al | ey, never ending;

O by the bowery clefts, and | eafy shel ves,
Quess where the jaunty streans refresh thensel ves.
| gazed awhile, and felt as light, and free

As though the fanning wings of Mercury

Had play'd upon ny heels: | was |ight-hearted,
And many pl easures to ny vision started;

So | strai ghtway began to pluck a posey

O luxuries bright, mlky, soft and rosy.

A bush of May flowers with the bees about them

Ah, sure no tasteful nook would be without them
And |l et a lush | aburnum oversweep them

And let long grass grow round the roots to keep them
Moi st, cool and green; and shade the violets,

That they may bind the noss in leafy nets.

A filbert hedge with wild briar overtw ned,

And cl unps of woodbi ne taking the soft wi nd

Upon their sunmer thrones; there too should be

The frequent chequer of a youngling tree,

That with a score of |ight green brethren shoots
From t he quai nt nossi ness of aged roots:

Round which is heard a spring-head of clear waters

Babbling so wildly of its |lovely daughters



The spreadi ng blue-bells: it may haply nourn
That such fair clusters should be rudely torn
Fromtheir fresh beds, and scattered thoughtlessly

By infant hands, left on the path to die.

Open afresh your round of starry folds,

Ye ardent mari gol ds!

Dry up the noisture fromyour golden I|ids,

For great Apollo bids

That in these days your praises should be sung
On many harps, which he has lately strung;

And when agai n your dew ness he ki sses,

Tell him | have you in ny world of blisses:
So haply when | rove in sone far vale,

Hi s mighty voice rmay cone upon the gale.

Here are sweet peas, on tip-toe for a flight:
Wth wings of gentle flush o' er delicate white,
And taper fingers catching at all things,

To bind themall about with tiny rings.

Li nger awhil e upon some bending pl anks

That | ean against a stream et's rushy banks,
And watch intently Nature's gentle doings

They will be found softer than ring-dove's cooings.
How silent comes the water round that bend;

Not the minutest whisper does it send

To the o' erhanging sall ows: blades of grass
Slow y across the chequer'd shadows pass.

Why, you might read two sonnets, ere they reach
To where the hurrying freshnesses aye preach

A natural sernon o' er their pebbly beds;

Where swarns of mnnows show their little heads,



Staying their wavy bodi es 'gainst the streans,

To taste the |uxury of sunny beans

Tenper'd with cool ness. How they ever westle
Wth their own sweet delight, and ever nestle
Their silver bellies on the pebbly sand.

If you but scantily hold out the hand,

That very instant not one will remnain

But turn your eye, and they are there again.

The ripples seemright glad to reach those cresses,
And cool thenselves anong the emrald tresses

The while they cool thenselves, they freshness give,
And noi sture, that the bowery green may |ive

So keeping up an interchange of favours,

Li ke good nen in the truth of their behaviours.
Soneti nmes gol dfi nches one by one will drop
From | ow hung branches; little space they stop

But sip, and twitter, and their feathers sl eek;
Then of f at once, as in a wanton freak:

O perhaps, to show their black, and gol den w ngs,
Pausi ng upon their yellow flutterings.

Were | in such a place, | sure should pray

That naught | ess sweet, mght call ny thoughts away,
Than the soft rustle of a maiden's gown

Fanni ng away the dandelion's down;

Than the light nusic of her ninmble toes

Patting agai nst the sorrel as she goes.

How she woul d start, and blush, thus to be caught
Playing in all her innocence of thought.

Olet ne |lead her gently o' er the brook

Watch her half-smling lips, and downward | ook
Olet ne for one noment touch her wrist;

Let me one nonent to her breathing list;

And as she | eaves nme may she often turn



Her fair eyes | ooking through her |ocks auburne.
What next? A tuft of evening prinroses,

O er which the mnd may hover till it dozes;
Oer which it well mght take a pl easant sl eep,
But that '"tis ever startled by the |eap

O buds into ripe flowers; or by the flitting
O diverse noths, that aye their rest are quitting;
O by the moon lifting her silver rim

Above a cloud, and with a gradual swim

Coming into the blue with all her light.

O Maker of sweet poets, dear delight

O this fair world, and all its gentle livers;
Spangl er of clouds, halo of crystal rivers,

M ngler with | eaves, and dew and tunbling streans,
Cl oser of lovely eyes to |ovely dreans,

Lover of |oneliness, and wanderi ng,

O upcast eye, and tender pondering!

Thee nust | praise above all other glories

That snile us on to tell delightful stories.

For what has nade the sage or poet wite

But the fair paradise of Nature's light?

In the cal mgrandeur of a sober line,

We see the waving of the mountain pine;

And when a tale is beautifully staid,

W feel the safety of a hawthorn gl ade:

When it is noving on | uxurious w ngs,

The soul is lost in pleasant snotherings:

Fair dewy roses brush agai nst our faces,

And flowering laurels spring from di anond vases;
O er head we see the jasmi ne and sweet briar,
And bl oony grapes | aughing fromgreen attire;
Wil e at our feet, the voice of crystal bubbles

Charns us at once away fromall our troubles:



So that we feel uplifted fromthe world

Wal ki ng upon the white clouds weath'd and curl ' d.
So felt he, who first told, how Psyche went

On the snmooth wind to real ns of wondernent;

What Psyche felt, and Love, when their full lips
First touch'd; what anorous, and fondling nips
They gave each other's cheeks; with all their sighs,
And how they kist each other's trenul ous eyes:
The silver |anp,- the ravishnent,- the wonder-
The dar kness, - |oneliness,- the fearful thunder
Their woes gone by, and both to heaven upfl own,
To bow for gratitude before Jove's throne.

So did he feel, who pull'd the boughs aside,
That we m ght ook into a forest w de,

To catch a glinpse of Fauns, and Dryades

Coming with softest rustle through the trees;
And garl ands woven of flowers wild, and sweet,
Uphel d on ivory wists, or sporting feet:
Telling us how fair, trenbling Syrinx fled
Arcadi an Pan, with such a fearful dread.

Poor nynph,- poor Pan,- how he did weep to find,
Nought but a | ovely sighing of the w nd

Along the reedy stream a half-heard strain,

Ful | of sweet desol ation- bal my pain.

What first inspired a bard of old to sing
Nar ci ssus pining o' er the untainted spring?

In some delicious ranble, he had found
Alittle space, with boughs all woven round;
And in the nmidst of all, a clearer poo

Than e'er reflected in its pleasant cool,

The bl ue sky here, and there, serenely peeping

Through tendril weaths fantastically creeping.



And on the bank a lonely flower he spied,

A nmeek and forlorn flower, w th naught of pride
Drooping its beauty o' er the watery cl earness,
To woo its own sad inmage into nearness

Deaf to light Zephyrus it would not nove;

But still would seemto droop, to pine, to |ove.
So while the poet stood in this sweet spot,

Sone fainter gleam ngs o' er his fancy shot;

Nor was it long ere he had told the tale

O young Narcissus, and sad Echo's bal e.

Wher e had he been, from whose warm head out-fl ew
That sweetest of all songs, that ever new,

That aye refreshing, pure deliciousness,

Coming ever to bless

The wanderer by noonlight? to himbringing
Shapes fromthe invisible world, unearthly singing
Fromout the niddle air, fromflowery nests,

And fromthe pillow silkiness that rests

Full in the speculation of the stars.

Ah! surely he had burst our nortal bars;

Into some wond' rous region he had gone,

To search for thee, divine Endym on!

He was a Poet, sure a |over too,

Who stood on Latnus' top, what tinme there blew
Soft breezes fromthe nyrtle val e bel ow,

And brought in faintness solem, sweet, and sl ow
A hymm fromDian's tenple; while upswelling,

The incense went to her own starry dwelling.

But though her face was clear as infant's eyes,
Though she stood snmiling o' er the sacrifice,

The Poet wept at her so piteous fate,



Wept that such beauty shoul d be desol ate:
So in fine wath sonme gol den sounds he won,

And gave neek Cynthia her Endynion

Queen of the wide air; thou nost |ovely queen
O all the brightness that nine eyes have seen
As thou exceedest all things in thy shine,

So every tale, does this sweet tale of thine.
O for three words of honey, that | mnight

Tell but one wonder of thy bridal night!

Where distant ships do seemto show their keels,
Phoebus awhile delay'd his mghty wheels,

And turn'd to smile upon thy bashful eyes,

Ere he his unseen ponp woul d sol emi ze.

The eveni ng weat her was so bright, and cl ear

That nen of health were of unusual cheer
Stepping like Homer at the trunpet's call

O young Apoll o on the pedestal

And | ovely wonen were as fair and warm

As Venus | ooki ng sideways in alarm

The breezes were ethereal, and pure,

And crept through half-closed lattices to cure
The languid sick; it cool'd their fever'd sleep
And soothed theminto slunbers full and deep
Soon t hey awoke clear eyed: nor burnt with thirsting,
Nor with hot fingers, nor with tenples bursting:
And springing up, they net the wond' ring sight

O their dear friends, nigh foolish with delight;
Wio feel their arns, and breasts, and kiss and stare,
And on their placid foreheads part the hair.
Young nen, and mai dens at each other gaz'd

Wth hands hel d back, and notionl ess, amaz'd



To see the brightness in each other's eyes;

And so they stood, fill'd with a sweet surprise,
Until their tongues were |l oos'd in poesy.

Therefore no lover did of anguish die:

But the soft nunmbers, in that nonment spoken

Made sil ken ties, that never nay be broken.

Cynthia! | cannot tell the greater blisses,

That follow d thine, and thy dear shepherd' s ki sses:
Was there a poet born?- but now no nore,

My wand' ring spirit must no further soar. -

THE END

1816
I M TATI ON OF SPENSER

by John Keats

Now Morning from her orient chamber cane,

And her first footsteps touch'd a verdant hill;

Crowning its lawny crest with anber flane,

Silv'ring the untainted gushes of its rill;

VWi ch, pure from nossy beds, did down distill,

And after parting beds of sinple flowers,

By many streans a little lake did fill,

VWi ch round its marge refl ected woven bowers,
And, in its nmiddle space, a sky that never | owers.

There the king-fisher saw his plunage bright

Vieing with fish of brilliant dye bel ow,

Whose sil ken fins, and gol den scales' |ight

Cast upward, through the waves, a ruby gl ow

There saw the swan his neck of arched snow,

And oar'd hinself along with najesty;



Sparkled his jetty eyes; his feet did show
Beneath the waves |ike Afric's ebony,

And on his back a fay reclined vol uptuously.
Ah! could | tell the wonders of an isle
That in that fairest | ake had pl aced been,
I could e en Dido of her grief beguile;
O rob fromaged Lear his bitter teen:
For sure so fair a place was never seen,
O all that ever charmid romantic eye:
It seemd an enerald in the silver sheen
O the bright waters; or as when on high,

Through cl ouds of fleecy white, |aughs the coerul ean sky.
And all around it dipp'd luxuriously
Sl opi ngs of verdure through the gl ossy tide,
Which, as it were in gentle anmity,
Ri ppl ed delighted up the flowery side;
As if to glean the ruddy tears, it tried,
Which fell profusely fromthe rose-tree stemn
Haply it was the workings of its pride,
In strife to throw upon the shore a gem

Qutvieing all the buds in Flora's diadem
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| SABELLA; OR, THE POT OF BASI L
by John Keats

| SABELLA

A Story from Boccacci o

Fair |sabel, poor sinple |Isabel
Lorenzo, a young palner in Love's eye!

They could not in the sel f-sane nansion dwell
Wthout sonme stir of heart, some mal ady;

They could not sit at neals but feel how well
It soothed each to be the other by;

They could not, sure, beneath the sane roof sleep

But to each other dream and nightly weep

Wth every norn their | ove grew tenderer
Wth every eve deeper and tenderer still;
He might not in house, field, or garden stir,
But her full shape would all his seeing fill;
And his continual voice was pl easanter
To her, than noise of trees or hidden rill;

Her lute-string gave an echo of his nane,

Tel | . t xt " >Why



She spoilt her hal f-done broidery with the sane.

He knew whose gentle hand was at the latch
Bef ore the door had given her to his eyes;
And from her chanber-w ndow he woul d catch
Her beauty farther than the fal con spies;
And constant as her vespers woul d he watch,
Because her face was turn'd to the same skies;
And with sick longing all the night outwear,

To hear her norning-step upon the stair.

A whol e long nonth of May in this sad plight
Made their cheeks paler by the break of June:
"To-norrow will | bow to ny delight,
"To-nmorrow will | ask ny lady's boon."-
"Omy | never see another night,
"Lorenzo, if thy lips breathe not |ove's tune."-
So spake they to their pillows; but, alas,

Honeyl ess days and days did he | et pass;

Until sweet I|sabella' s untouch'd cheek
Fell sick within the rose's just donain,
Fell thin as a young nother's, who doth seek

By every lull to cool her infant's pain:

"How ill she is," said he, "I nay not speak
"And yet | will, and tell ny love all plain:
"If | ooks speak love-laws, | will drink her tears,

"And at the least "twill startle off her cares.”



Vi,

So said he one fair norning, and all day
Hi s heart beat awfully against his side;
And to his heart he inwardly did pray
For power to speak; but still the ruddy tide
Stifled his voice, and puls'd resol ve away-
Fever'd his high conceit of such a bride
Yet brought himto the neekness of a child:

Al as! when passion is both neek and wil d!

VI,

So once nore he had wak'd and angui shed
A dreary night of |ove and m sery,
If Isabel's quick eye had not been wed
To every synbol on his forehead high
She saw it waxi ng very pal e and dead,
And straight all flush'd; so, |isped tenderly,
"Lorenzo!"- here she ceas'd her tinmd quest,

But in her tone and | ook he read the rest.

VI,

"O lsabella, I can half perceive
"That | rmay speak ny grief into thine ear
"I'f thou didst ever anything believe,
"Believe how | |ove thee, believe how near
"My soul is toits doom | would not grieve
"Thy hand by unwel cone pressing, would not fear
"Thi ne eyes by gazing; but | cannot live

"Anot her ni ght, and not ny passion shrive.



"Love! thou art leading me fromw ntry cold,
"Lady! thou | eadest ne to summer cline,
"And | must taste the bl ossons that unfold
"Inits ripe warnth this gracious norning time."
So said, his erewhile tinmd |ips grew bold,
And poesied with hers in dewy rhyne:
Geat bliss was with them and great happiness

Gew, like a lusty flower in June's caress.

Parting they seemd to tread upon the air,
Twi n roses by the zephyr bl own apart
Only to neet again nore close, and share
The inward fragrance of each other's heart.
She, to her chanber gone, a ditty fair
Sang, of delicious |ove and honey'd dart;
He with |ight steps went up a western hill,

And bade the sun farewell, and joy'd his fill.

Xl

Al'l close they nmet again, before the dusk
Had taken fromthe stars its pleasant veil,
Al'l close they net, all eves, before the dusk
Had taken fromthe stars its pleasant veil,
Close in a bower of hyacinth and nusk,
Unknown of any, free from whispering tale.
Ah! better had it been for ever so,

Than idle ears should pleasure in their woe.



X,

Were they unhappy then?- It cannot be-
Too many tears for |overs have been shed,
Too many sighs give we to themin fee,
Too much of pity after they are dead,
Too many dol eful stories do we see,
Whose natter in bright gold were best be read;
Except in such a page where Theseus' spouse

Over the pathless waves towards hi m bows.

Xl

But, for the general award of |ove,

The little sweet doth kill nuch bitterness
Though Dido silent is in under-grove,

And I sabella' s was a great distress,
Though young Lorenzo in warm I ndian cl ove

Was not enbalnmid, this truth is not the |ess-
Even bees, the little al msnen of spring-bowers,

Know there is richest juice in poison-flowers.

XI'V.

Wth her two brothers this fair lady dwelt,
Enri ched from ancestral nerchandi ze,
And for them many a weary hand did swelt
In torched mnes and noi sy factories,
And many once proud-quiver'd loins did nelt
In blood fromstinging whip;- with hollow eyes
Many all day in dazzling river stood,

To take the rich-ored driftings of the flood.



For themthe Ceylon diver held his breath,
And went all naked to the hungry shark

For them his ears gush'd blood; for themin death
The seal on the cold ice with piteous bark

Lay full of darts; for them al one did seethe
A thousand nen in troubles wi de and dark

Hal f-ignorant, they turn'd an easy wheel,

That set sharp racks at work, to pinch and peel

Wiy were they proud? Because their marble founts
@Qush'd with nore pride than do a wetch's tears?-

Why were they proud? Because fair orange-nounts
Were of nore soft ascent than | azar stairs?-

Why were they proud? Because red-lin'd accounts
Were richer than the songs of Grecian years?-

Wiy were they proud? again we ask al oud,

Way in the nane of dory were they proud?

Yet were these Florentines as self-retired
In hungry pride and gai nful cowardice,
As two close Hebrews in that |and inspired,
Pal ed in and vi neyarded from beggar-spi es;
The hawks of ship-mast forests- the untired
And pannier'd nmules for ducats and old |ies-
Qui ck cat's-paws on the generous stray-away, -

Great wits in Spanish, Tuscan, and Mal ay.

XVILIT.



How was it these same | edger-nen could spy

Fair Isabella in her downy nest?
How coul d they find out in Lorenzo's eye

A straying fromhis toil? Hot Egypt's pest
Into their vision covetous and sly!

How coul d these npbney-bags see east and west ?-
Yet so they did- and every dealer fair

Must see behind, as doth the hunted hare.

XI'X.

O el oquent and faned Boccacci o!
O thee we now shoul d ask forgiving boon,
And of thy spicy nyrtles as they bl ow,
And of thy roses anorous of the noon,
And of thy lillies, that do paler grow
Now they can no nore hear thy ghittern's tune,
For venturing syllables that ill beseem

The qui et gl oons of such a piteous thene.

G ant thou a pardon here, and then the tale
Shall nove on soberly, as it is neet;
There is no other crine, no nad assai
To nmake old prose in nodern rhynme nore sweet:
But it is done- succeed the verse or fail-
To honour thee, and thy gone spirit greet;
To stead thee as a verse in English tongue,

An echo of thee in the north-wi nd sung.



These brethren having found by many signs
What | ove Lorenzo for their sister had,
And how she lov'd himtoo, each unconfines
H's bitter thoughts to other, well nigh mad
That he, the servant of their trade designs,
Should in their sister's love be blithe and gl ad,
When 'twas their plan to coax her by degrees

To sonme high noble and his olive-trees.

And many a j eal ous conference had they,

And many tines they bit their Iips al one,
Before they fix'd upon a surest way

To nake the youngster for his crine atone;
And at the last, these nmen of cruel clay

Cut Mercy with a sharp knife to the bone;
For they resolved in sone forest dim

To kill Lorenzo, and there bury him

XX

So on a pl easant norning, as he |eant
Into the sun-rise, o' er the balustrade
O the garden-terrace, towards hi mthey bent
Their footing through the dews; and to hi m said,
"You seemthere in the quiet of content,
"Lorenzo, and we are nost |loth to invade
"Cal m specul ation; but if you are w se,

"Bestride your steed while cold is in the skies.

XXI'V.



"To-day we purpose, aye, this hour we nount
"To spur three | eagues towards the Apennine;
"Conme down, we pray thee, ere the hot sun count
"H s dewy rosary on the eglantine."
Lorenzo, courteously as he was wont,
Bow d a fair greeting to these serpents' whine;
And went in haste, to get in readiness,

Wth belt, and spur, and bracing huntsman's dress.

And as he to the court-yard pass'd al ong,
Each third step did he pause, and listen'd oft
If he could hear his lady's matin-song,
O the light whisper of her footstep soft;
And as he thus over his passion hung,
He heard a laugh full nusical aloft;
When, |ooking up, he saw her features bright

Smile through an in-door lattice, all delight.

XXVI .

"Love, lsabel!" said he, "I was in pain
"Lest | should miss to bid thee a good norrow
"Ah! what if | should | ose thee, when so fain
"I amto stifle all the heavy sorrow
"Of a poor three hours' absence? but we'll gain
"Qut of the anorous dark what day doth borrow.
"Good bye! I'Il soon be back."- "Good bye!" said she:-

And as he went she chanted nerrily.

XXVI I .



So the two brothers and their nurder'd nan
Rode past fair Florence, to where Arno's stream
Qurgles through straiten'd banks, and still doth fan
Itself with dancing bulrush, and the bream
Keeps head agai nst the freshets. Sick and wan
The brothers' faces in the ford did seem
Lorenzo's flush with love.- They pass'd the water

Into a forest quiet for the slaughter.

XXV

There was Lorenzo slain and buried in,
There in that forest did his great |ove cease
Ah! when a soul doth thus its freedom wi n,
It aches in loneliness- is ill at peace
As the break-covert bl ood-hounds of such sin:
They dipp'd their swords in the water, and did tease
Their horses homeward, with convul sed spur

Each richer by his being a nurderer.

XXI X.

They told their sister how, with sudden speed,
Lorenzo had ta'en ship for foreign |ands,
Because of sone great urgency and need
In their affairs, requiring trusty hands.
Poor Grl! put on thy stifling wi dow s weed,
And 'scape at once from Hope's accursed bands;
To-day thou wilt not see him nor to-norrow,

And the next day will be a day of sorrow.

She weeps al one for pleasures not to be;



Sorely she wept until the night came on,
And then, instead of |ove, O m sery!

She brooded o' er the luxury al one:
Hi s image in the dusk she seenid to see,

And to the silence nade a gentle noan,
Spreadi ng her perfect arns upon the air,

And on her couch | ow nurmuring "Were? O where?"

XXXI .

But Sel fishness, Love's cousin, held not |ong
Its fiery vigil in her single breast;

She fretted for the gol den hour, and hung
Upon the time with feverish unrest-

Not |ong- for soon into her heart a throng
O higher occupants, a richer zest,

Cane tragic; passion not to be subdued,

And sorrow for her love in travels rude.

XXX

In the md days of autumm, on their eves
The breath of Wnter cones fromfar away,
And the sick west continually bereaves
O sone gold tinge, and plays a roundel ay
O death anong the bushes and the | eaves,
To make all bare before he dares to stray
From his north cavern. So sweet | sabel

By gradual decay from beauty fell,

XXX

Because Lorenzo cane not. COftentines



She ask'd her brothers, with an eye all pale,
Striving to be itself, what dungeon clines

Coul d keep himoff so long? They spake a tale
Time after tine, to quiet her. Their crines

Cane on them like a snpbke from Hi nnonls val e;
And every night in dreans they groan' d al oud,

To see their sister in her snowy shroud.

XXX V.

And she had died in drowsy ignorance
But for a thing nore deadly dark than all

It cane like a fierce potion, drunk by chance,
Whi ch saves a sick nan fromthe feather'd pal

For some few gasping nonents; like a |ance,
Waking an Indian fromhis cloudy hal

Wth cruel pierce, and bringing himagain

Sense of the gnawing fire at heart and brain.

It was a vision.- In the drowsy gl oom
The dull of mdnight, at her couch's foot
Lorenzo stood, and wept: the forest tonb
Had marr'd his glossy hair which once could shoot
Lustre into the sun, and put cold doom
Upon his lips, and taken the soft lute
From his lorn voice, and past his | oanmed ears

Had made a mry channel for his tears.

XXXVI .

Strange sound it was, when the pal e shadow spake;

For there was striving, in its piteous tongue,



To speak as when on earth it was awake,
And I sabella on its nusic hung:

Languor there was in it, and tremul ous shake,

As in a palsied Druid' s harp unstrung;
And through it noan'd a ghostly under-song,

Li ke hoarse night-gusts sepul chral briars anong.

XXXVI | .

Its eyes, though wild, were stil

al |l dewy bright
Wth | ove,

and kept all phantom fear al oof

From the poor girl by magic of their |ight,

The while it did unthread the horrid woof
O the late darken'd time,- the nmurderous spite

O pride and avarice,- the dark pine roof

In the forest,- and the sodden turfed dell,

Where, w thout any word, from stabs he fell

XXXVI T

Sayi ng noreover, "lsabel, ny sweet!

"Red whortle-berries droop above ny head,
"And a large flint-stone weighs upon ny feet;

"Around nme beeches and hi gh chestnuts shed

"Their | eaves and prickly nuts; a sheep-fold bl eat

"Comes from beyond the river to ny bed:

"Go, shed one tear upon ny heather-bl oom
"And it shall confort ne within the tonb.
XXXI X.

"l am a shadow now, al as! al as!

"Upon the skirts of hunman-nature dwelling



"Alone: | chant alone the holy nass,

"While little sounds of life are round nme knelling,
"And gl ossy bees at noon do fieldward pass,

"And many a chapel bell the hour is telling,
"Pai ning me through: those sounds grow strange to ne,

"And thou art distant in Humanity.

XL.

"I know what was, | feel full well what is,

"And | should rage, if spirits could go nad;
"Though | forget the taste of earthly bliss,

"That pal eness warnms ny grave, as though | had
"A Seraph chosen fromthe bright abyss

"To be ny spouse: thy pal eness makes ne gl ad;
"Thy beauty grows upon nme, and | fee

"A greater love through all mnmy essence steal."

XLI.

The Spirit nourn'd "Adieu!"- dissolv'd and | eft
The atom darkness in a slow turnoil;
As when of heal thful m dnight sleep bereft,
Thi nki ng on rugged hours and fruitless toil,
W put our eyes into a pillow cleft,
And see the spangly gloomfroth up and boil
It made sad |sabella's eyelids ache,

And in the dawn she started up awake;

XL

"Ha! ha!" said she, "I knew not this hard life,
"I thought the worst was sinple msery;

"I thought sone Fate with pleasure or with strife



"Portion'd us- happy days, or else to die;
"But there is crine- a brother's bl oody knife!

"Sweet Spirit, thou hast school'd ny infancy:
"Il visit thee for this, and kiss thine eyes,

"And greet thee norn and even in the skies.™

XL,

When the full norning cane, she had devi sed
How she ni ght secret to the forest hie;

How she night find the day, so dearly prized,
And sing to it one |atest |ullaby;

How her short absence ni ght be unsurm sed,
Whil e she the innbst of the dreamwould try.

Resol v’ d, she took with her an aged nurse,

And went into that dismal forest-hearse

XLIV.

See, as they creep along the river side,
How she doth whi sper to that aged Dane,
And, after |ooking round the chanpai gn wi de,
Shows her a knife.- "What feverous hectic flame
"Burns in thee, child?- What good can thee betide,
"That thou shoul d' st smle again?"- The eveni ng cane,
And they had found Lorenzo's earthy bed;

The flint was there, the berries at his head.

XLV.

Who hath not loiter'd in a green church-yard
And let his spirit, like a denon-nole

Work through the clayey soil and gravel hard,



To see scull, coffin'd bones, and funeral stole;
Pitying each formthat hungry Death hath marr'd
And filling it once nore with human soul ?
Ah! this is holiday to what was felt

When | sabella by Lorenzo knelt.

XLVI .

She gaz'd into the fresh-throwm nmould, as though
One glance did fully all its secrets tell;
Clearly she saw, as other eyes would know
Pale |inmbs at bottomof a crystal well;
Upon the nurderous spot she seenid to grow,
Like to a native lilly of the dell
Then with her knife, all sudden, she began

To dig nore fervently than nisers can.

XLVI I .

Soon she turn'd up a soiled gl ove, whereon
Her silk had play'd in purple phantasies,
She kiss'd it with a lip nore chill than stone,
And put it in her bosom where it dries
And freezes utterly unto the bone
Those dainties nmade to still an infant's cries:
Then 'gan she work again; nor stay'd her care,

But to throw back at tines her veiling hair.

XLVI T L.

That ol d nurse stood beside her wonderi ng,
Until her heart felt pity to the core
At sight of such a dismal |abouring,

And so she kneel ed, with her | ocks all hoar



And put her |ean hands to the horrid thing:
Three hours they | abour'd at this travail sore;
At last they felt the kernel of the grave,

And | sabella did not stanp and rave.

XLI X

Ah! wherefore all this wormy circunmstance?
Why |inger at the yawning tonb so | ong?
O for the gentl eness of old Ronance,
The sinple plaining of a mnstrel's song!
Fair reader, at the old tale take a gl ance,
For here, in truth, it doth not well belong
To speak:- Oturn thee to the very tale,

And taste the nusic of that vision pale.

Wth duller steel than the Persean sword
They cut away no fornl ess nonster's head,
But one, whose gentleness did well accord
Wth death, as life. The ancient harps have said,
Love never dies, but lives, immortal Lord:
If Love inpersonate was ever dead,
Pal e Isabella kiss'd it, and | ow npan'd.

"Twas | ove; cold,- dead indeed, but not dethroned.

LI.

I n anxi ous secrecy they took it hone,
And then the prize was all for |sabel
She calmd its wild hair with a gol den conb,

And all around each eye's sepul chral cel



Poi nted each fringed | ash; the sneared | oam
Wth tears, as chilly as a dripping well,
She drench'd away:- and still she conb'd, and kept

Sighing all day- and still she kiss'd, and wept.

L.

Then in a silken scarf,- sweet with the dews
O precious flowers pluck'd in Araby,

And divine |liquids cone with odorous ooze
Through the cold serpent-pipe refreshfully, -

She wrapp'd it up; and for its tonb did choose
A garden-pot, wherein she laid it by,

And cover'd it with nould, and o' er it set

Sweet Basil, which her tears kept ever wet.

LITT.

And she forgot the stars, the moon, and sun,
And she forgot the blue above the trees,
And she forgot the dells where waters run,
And she forgot the chilly autum breeze;
She had no know edge when the day was done,
And the new norn she saw not: but in peace
Hung over her sweet Basil evernore,

And noisten'd it with tears unto the core.

LIV.

And so she ever fed it with thin tears,

Whence thick, and green, and beautiful it grew,
So that it smelt nore balny than its peers

O Basil-tufts in Florence; for it drew

Nurture besides, and life, from human fears,



From the fast moul dering head there shut from view
So that the jewel, safely casketed,

Cane forth, and in perfuned |leafits spread.

LV.

O Mel ancholy, linger here awhil e!
O Music, Misic, breathe despondingly!
O Echo, Echo, from sone sonbre isle,
Unknown, Lethean, sigh to us- O sigh
Spirits in grief, lift up your heads, and snile;
Lift up your heads, sweet Spirits, heavily,
And nmake a pale light in your cypress gl oons,

Tinting with silver wan your narble tonbs.

LvVI.

Moan hither, all ye syllables of woe,
From the deep throat of sad Mel ponene!

Through bronzed lyre in tragic order go,
And touch the strings into a nystery;

Sound rnmournfully upon the w nds and | ow,
For sinmple Isabel is soon to be

Anong the dead: She withers, like a palm

Cut by an Indian for its juicy balm

LVIT.

O leave the palmto wither by itself;

Let not quick Wnter chill its dying hour!-
It may not be- those Baalites of pelf,

Her brethren, noted the continual shower

From her dead eyes; and nany a curious elf,



Anong her kindred, wonder'd that such dower
O youth and beauty should be thrown aside

By one mark'd out to be a Noble's bride.

LVITI.

And, furthernore, her brethren wonder'd nuch
Why she sat drooping by the Basil green
And why it flourish'd, as by magic touch
G eatly they wonder'd what the thing m ght nean
They could not surely give belief, that such
A very nothing woul d have power to wean
Her from her own fair youth, and pl easures gay,

And even renenbrance of her |ove's del ay.

LI X

Therefore they watch'd a time when they mght sift
Thi s hidden whim and Iong they watch'd in vain;
For seldom did she go to chapel -shrift,
And seldom felt she any hunger-pain;
And when she left, she hurried back, as swift
As bird on wing to breast its eggs again;
And, patient as a hen-bird, sat her there

Besi de her Basil, weeping through her hair.

LX.

Yet they contriv'd to steal the Basil-pot,
And to examine it in secret place;

The thing was vile with green and livid spot,
And yet they knew it was Lorenzo's face:

The guerdon of their nurder they had got,

And so left Florence in a nonent's space,



Never to turn again.- Away they went,

Wth bl ood upon their heads, to bani shment.

LXI.

O Mel ancholy, turn thine eyes away!
O Music, Music, breathe despondingly!
O Echo, Echo, on sone other day,
Fromisles Lethean, sigh to us- O sigh
Spirits of grief, sing not your "Wll-a-way!"
For |sabel, sweet |sabel, wll die;
WIl die a death too |one and inconplete,

Now t hey have ta'en away her Basil sweet.

LXIT.

Piteous she | ook'd on dead and sensel ess things,
Asking for her |ost Basil anorously;
And wi th mel odi ous chuckle in the strings
O her lorn voice, she oftentines would cry
After the Pilgrimin his wanderings,
To ask hi mwhere her Basil was; and why

"Twas hid fromher: "For cruel 'tis," said she,

"To steal mny Basil-pot away fromme."

LXITT.

And so she pined, and so she died forlorn
Imploring for her Basil to the |ast.

No heart was there in Florence but did nmourn
In pity of her |love, so overcast.

And a sad ditty of this story born

Fromnouth to nouth through all the country pass'd:



Still is the burthen sung- "O cruelty,

"To steal mny Basil-pot away fromnme!"

THE END

1816
LI NES RHYMED I N A LETTER FROM OXFORD

by John Keats

The Cot hic | ooks sol emn,

The plain Doric colum
Supports an old Bi shop and Crosier

The moul dering arch,

Shaded o' er by a larch

St ands next door to WIson the Hosier

Vice- that is, by turns,-
O er pale faces nourns
The bl ack tassell'd trencher and common hat;
The Chantry boy sings,
The Steeple-bell rings,

And as for the Chancel |l or- dom nat.

There are plenty of trees,
And plenty of ease

And plenty of fat deer for Parsons;



And when it is venison
Short is the benison, -

Then each on a leg or thigh fastens.

THE END

1816
O SOLITUDE! IF I MJST WTH THEE DWELL

by John Keats

O Solitude! if I nust with thee dwell
Let it not be anobng the junbled heap
O murky buildings; clinmb with me the steep, -
Nat ure's observatory- whence the dell,
Its flowery slopes, its river's crystal swell,
May seem a span; let nme thy vigils keep
' Mongst boughs pavillion' d, where the deer's swift |eap
Startles the wild bee fromthe fox-glove bell
But though I'lIl gladly trace these scenes with thee,
Yet the sweet converse of an innocent m nd,
Whose words are i mages of thoughts refin'd,
Is my soul's pleasure; and it sure nust be
Al nost the highest bliss of human-Kki nd,

When to thy haunts two kindred spirits flee.

THE END

1816
CDE ON | NDOLENCE

by John Keats

They toil not, neither do they spin.



One norn before me were three figures seen

Wth bowed necks, and joined hands, side-faced,
And one behind the other stepp'd serene,

In placid sandals, and in white robes graced;
They pass'd, like figures on a marble urn

When shifted round to see the other side;

They cane again, as, when the urn once nore

Is shifted round, the first seen shades return

And they were strange to me, as nmay betide

Wth vases, to one deep in Phidian |ore.

How is it, Shadows! that | knew ye not?
How canme ye nuffled in so hush a masque?
Was it a silent deep-disguised plot
To steal away, and | eave w thout a task
My idl e days? Ri pe was the drowsy hour;
The blissful cloud of summer-indol ence
Benunb' d ny eyes; ny pul se grew | ess and | ess;
Pai n had no sting, and pleasure's weath no fl ower:
O why did ye not nelt, and | eave ny sense

Unhaunted quite of all but-nothingness?

A third time cane they by;- alas! wherefore?
My sl eep had been enbroider'd with di mdreans;
My soul had been a | awn besprinkled o'er

Wth flowers, and stirring shades, and baffled beans:



The norn was clouded, but no shower fell,
Though in her lids hung the sweet tears of May;
The open casenent press'd a newleav'd vine,
Let in the budding warnth and throstle's |ay;
O Shadows! 'twas a time to bid farewell

Upon your skirts had fallen no tears of mne.

Athird time pass'd they by, and, passing, turn'd
Each one the face a nmonent whiles to mne;
Then faded, and to follow them| burn'd
And ach'd for w ngs because | knew the three;
The first was a fair Maid, and Love her naneg;
The second was Anmbition, pale of cheek
And ever watchful with fatigued eye;
The last, whom| |ove nore, the nore of blame
I s heap'd upon her, maiden nost unneek, -

I knew to be ny denon Poesy.

They faded, and, forsooth! | wanted w ngs:
Ofolly! What is love! and where is it?
And for that poor Anmbition! it springs
Froma man's little heart's short fever-fit;
For Poesy!- no,- she has not a joy,-
At least for ne,- so sweet as drowsy noons,
And eveni ngs steep'd in honied indol ence;
O for an age so shelter'd from annoy,
That | may never know how change the noons,

O hear the voice of busy common-sense!

A/



So, ye three Ghosts, adieu! Ye cannot raise
My head cool -bedded in the flowery grass;
For I would not be dieted with praise,
A pet-lanb in a sentinental farce
Fade softly fromny eyes, and be once nore
In masque-like figures on the dreany urn;
Farewel I! | yet have visions for the night,
And for the day faint visions there is store;
Vani sh, ye Phantons! fromny idle spright,

Into the clouds, and never npbre return

THE END

1816
CDE ON MELANCHOLY

by John Keats

No, no, go not to Lethe, neither tw st

Wl f' s-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous w ne;
Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss'd

By ni ght shade, ruby grape of Proserpine;
Make not your rosary of yew berries,

Nor |l et the beetle, nor the death-noth be

Your nournful Psyche, nor the downy ow

A partner in your sorrow s mysteries;

For shade to shade will cone too drowsily,

And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul



But when the nelancholy fit shall fal

Sudden from heaven |ike a weeping cl oud,
That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,

And hides the green hill in an April shroud,
Then glut thy sorrow on a norning rose,

O on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,

O on the wealth of gl obed peonies;

O if thy mistress sonme rich anger shows,

Enpri son her soft hand, and |et her rave,

And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.

She dwells with Beauty- Beauty that nust die;
And Joy, whose hand is ever at his |ips
Bi ddi ng adi eu; and achi ng Pl easure nigh,
Turning to Poison while the bee-nouth sips:
Ay, in the very tenple of delight
Veil'd Mel ancholy has her sovran shrine,
Though seen of none save hi m whose strenuous tongue
Can burst Joy's grape against his palate fine;
Hi s soul shall taste the sadness of her night,

And be anong her cl oudy trophies hung.

THE END

1816
CDE TO PSYCHE

by John Keats

O CGoddess! hear these tunel ess nunbers, wung

By sweet enforcenent and renenbrance dear



And pardon that thy secrets should be sung
Even into thine own soft-conched ear:
Surely | dreanmt to-day, or did | see
The wi nged Psyche with awaken'd eyes?
I wander'd in a forest thoughtlessly,
And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise
Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side
I n deepest grass, beneath the whisp'ring roof
O | eaves and trenbl ed bl ossons, where there ran

A brookl et, scarce espied:

"M d hush'd, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed,
Bl ue, silver-white, and budded Tyri an,

They lay cal mbreathing on the bedded grass;
Their arns enbraced, and their pinions too;
Their lips touch'd not, but had not bade adieu

As if disjoined by soft-handed sl unber,

And ready still past kisses to outnumber
At tender eye-dawn of aurorean |ove:

The wi nged boy | knew;
But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove?

H s Psyche true!

O | atest born and |oveliest vision far
O all Aynpus' faded hierarchy!
Fai rer than Phoebe's sapphire-region'd star
O Vesper, anorous gl ow-worm of the sky;
Fairer than these, though tenple thou hast none,
Nor altar heap'd with flowers
Nor virgin-choir to make delicious noan
Upon the mi dnight hours;
No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet

From chai n- swung censer teeni ng



No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat

O pal e-nmout h' d prophet dreani ng.

O brightest! though too late for antique vows,
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre,
When holy were the haunted forest boughs,
Holy the air, the water, and the fire;
Yet even in these days so far retir'd
From happy pieties, thy lucent fans,
Fluttering anong the faint O ynpians,
| see, and sing, by nmy own eyes inspir'd.
So let ne be thy choir, and nake a npban
Upon the m dnight hours;
Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet
From swi nged censer teem ng;
Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat

O pal e-nmouth' d prophet dreani ng.

Yes, | will be thy priest, and build a fane
In some untrodden region of ny mnd,
Wher e branched thoughts, new grown wi th pl easant pain,
I nstead of pines shall nmurnmur in the w nd:
Far, far around shall those dark-cluster'd trees
Fl edge the wild-ridged nountains steep by steep
And there by zephyrs, streans, and birds, and bees,
The nmoss-lain Dryads shall be lull'd to sleep
And in the mdst of this w de quietness
A rosy sanctuary will | dress
Wth the weath'd trellis of a working brain,
Wth buds, and bells, and stars without a nane,
Wth all the gardener Fancy e'er could feign
Who breeding flowers, will never breed the sane:

And there shall be for thee all soft delight



That shadowy thought can win,
A bright torch, and a casenent ope at night,

To |l et the warm Love in!

THE END

1816
CDE
("BARDS OF PASSI ON AND OF M RTH")

by John Keats

Bards of Passion and of Mrth,

Ye have left your souls on earth
Have ye souls in heaven too

Doubl e-1ived in regi ons new?

Yes, and those of heaven comune
Wth the spheres of sun and noon;
Wth the noise of fountains wond' rous,
And the parle of voices thund' rous;
Wth the whisper of heaven's trees
And one another, in soft ease

Seat ed on Elysian | awns

Brows'd by none but Dian's fawns;
Underneat h | arge blue-bells tented,
Where the dai sies are rose-scented,
And the rose hersel f has got
Perfume which on earth is not;
Where the nightingale doth sing

Not a sensel ess, tranced thing,

But di vi ne nel odious truth;

Phi | osophi ¢ nunbers snoot h;



Tal es and gol den histories

O heaven and its nysteries.

Thus ye live on high, and then
On the earth ye live again;
And the souls ye left behind you
Teach us, here, the way to find you,
Where your other souls are joying,
Never slunber'd, never cloying.
Here, your earth-born souls still speak
To nortals, of their little week;
O their sorrows and delights;
O their passions and their spites;
O their glory and their shaneg;
What doth strengthen and what maim
Thus ye teach us, every day,

W sdom though fled far away.

Bards of Passion and of Mrth,
Ye have left your souls on earth
Ye have souls in heaven too,

Doubl e-lived in regi ons new

THE END

1816
ON A DREAM

by John Keats

As Hernes once took to his feathers |ight
When lulled Argus, baffled, swoon'd and sl ept,

So on a Del phic reed nmy idle spright



So play'd, so charm d, so conquer'd, so bereft
The dragon-world of all its hundred eyes,

And, seeing it asleep, so fled away:
Not to pure Ida with its snowcold skies

Nor unto Tenpe where Jove griev'd a day;
But to that second circle of sad hell

Where 'nmid the gust, the whirlwind, and the flaw
O rain and hail -stones, |overs need not tel

Their sorrows. Pale were the sweet lips | saw,
Pale were the lips | kiss'd, and fair the form

| floated with, about that melancholy storm

THE END

1816
ON FI RST LOOKI NG | NTO CHAPMAN S HOVER

by John Keats

Much have | travell'd in the real ns of gold,
And many goodly states and ki ngdons seen;
Round many western islands have | been

Whi ch bards in fealty to Apoll o hold.

Ot of one wi de expanse had | been told
That deep-brow d Honer rul ed as his denesne;
Yet did | never breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out |oud and bol d:

Then felt | |ike sone watcher of the skies
When a new planet swins into his ken;

O like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He star'd at the Pacific- and all his nen

Look'd at each other with a wild surm se-

Silent, upon a peak in Darien



THE END

1816
ON SI TTI NG DOMN TO READ KI NG LEAR ONCE AGAI N

by John Keats

O gol den tongued Romance, with serene | ute!
Fair pluned Syren, Queen of far-away!
Leave mel odi zing on this wintry day,

Shut up thine ol den pages, and be nute:

Adi eu! for once again the fierce dispute
Bet wi xt dammati on and inpassion'd clay
Must | burn through; once nore hunbly assay

The bitter-sweet of this Shakespearian fruit.

Chi ef Poet! and ye clouds of Al bion
Begetters of our deep eternal thene!

When t hrough the old oak Forest | am gone,
Let me not wander in a barren dream

But when | am consuned in the fire,

G ve ne new Phoenix wings to fly at ny desire.

THE END

1816
ON VI SITING THE TOVB OF BURNS

by John Keats

The town, the churchyard, and the setting sun
The clouds, the trees, the rounded hills all seem
Though beautiful, cold- strange- as in a dream

| dreamed | ong ago, now new begun



The short-liv'd, paly sunmrer is but won
Fromw nter's ague for one hour's gl eam
Through sapphire warmtheir stars do never beam
Al'l is cold Beauty; pain is never done.
For who has mind to relish, Mnos-w se,
The real of Beauty, free fromthat dead hue
Si ckly imagi nati on and sick pride
Cast wan upon it? Burns! with honour due
| oft have honour'd thee. G eat shadow, hide

Thy face; | sin against thy native skies.

THE END

1816
OVER THE HI LL AND OVER THE DALE

by John Keats

Over the hill and over the dale,
And over the bourn to Daw i sh-
Wher e gi ngerbread wi ves have a scanty sal e

And gi ngerbread nuts are smallish.

Ranti pol e Betty she ran down a hill
And ki cked up her petticoats fairly;
Says | I'lIl be Jack if you will be GII-

So she sat on the grass debonairly.

Here's sonmebody coni ng, here's somebody coni ng!
Says | 'tis the wind at a parl ey;
So without any fuss any haw ng and hunmi ng

She lay on the grass debonairly.



Here's sonebody here and here's sonebody there!
Says | hold your tongue you young G psey;
So she held her tongue and lay plunp and fair

And dead as a Venus tipsy.

O who wouldn't hie to Dawish fair,
O who woul dn't stop in a Meadow,
O who woul d not runple the daisies there

And make the wild fern for a bed do!

THE END

1816
SLEEP AND PCETRY

by John Keats

As | lay in nmy bed slepe full unnete

Was unto ne, but why that | ne might

Rest | ne wist, for there n'as erthly w ght
[As | suppose] had nore of hertis ese

Than I, for | n'ad sicknesse nor disese.

CHAUCER

What is nore gentle than a wind in sunmmrer?
What is nore soothing than the pretty hunmrer
That stays one nonent in an open flower,

And buzzes cheerily from bower to bower?

What is nore tranquil than a nusk-rose bl ow ng
In a green island, far fromall nen's know ng?
More heal thful than the |eafiness of dal es?
More secret than a nest of nightingal es?

More serene than Cordelia's countenance?

More full of visions than a high romance?



What, but thee Sleep? Soft closer of our eyes!
Low nurmurer of tender |ullabies!

Li ght hoverer around our happy pill ows!

W eat her of poppy buds, and weeping will ows!
Silent entangler of a beauty's tresses!

Most happy |istener! when the norning bl esses
Thee for enlivening all the cheerful eyes

That gl ance so brightly at the new sun-rise.

But what is higher beyond thought than thee?

Fresher than berries of a nountain tree?

More strange, nore beautiful, nore snooth, nore regal
Than wi ngs of swans, than doves, than di mseen eagl e?
What is it? And to what shall | conpare it?

It has a glory, and naught el se can share it:

The thought thereof is awful, sweet, and holy,
Chasing away all worldliness and folly;

Coming sonetinmes like fearful claps of thunder

O the low runblings earth's regi ons under

And sonetinmes like a gentle whispering

O all the secrets of some wond' rous thing

That breathes about us in the vacant air;

So that we | ook around with prying stare,

Perhaps to see shapes of light, aerial |iming,

And catch soft floatings froma faint-heard hymi ng;
To see the laurel weath, on high suspended,

That is to crown our name when life is ended
Sonetinmes it gives a glory to the voice

And fromthe heart up-springs, rejoice! rejoice!
Sounds which will reach the Franmer of all things,

And die away in ardent nutterings.

No one who once the glorious sun has seen



And all the clouds, and felt his bosom cl ean
For his great Maker's presence, but nust know
What 'tis | nmean, and feel his being gl ow
Therefore no insult will | give his spirit,

By telling what he sees fromnative nerit.

O Poesy! for thee | hold ny pen

That am not yet a glorious denizen

O thy wi de heaven- Should | rather knee

Upon sone nountain-top until | fee

A gl owi ng spl endour round about ne hung,

And echo back the voice of thine own tongue?

O Poesy! for thee | grasp nmy pen

That am not yet a glorious denizen

O thy wi de heaven; yet, to my ardent prayer
Yield fromthy sanctuary sone clear air,
Smoot h' d for intoxication by the breath

O flowering bays, that | may die a death

O luxury, and nmy young spirit follow

The norning sun-beans to the great Apollo

Li ke a fresh sacrifice; or, if |I can bear

The o' erwhel ming sweets, '"twill bring to nme the fair
Visions of all places: a bowery nook

WIl be elysium an eternal book

Whence | may copy many a | ovely saying

About the |l eaves, and flowers- about the playing
O nynmphs in woods, and fountains; and the shade
Keeping a silence round a sl eeping maid;

And many a verse from so strange influence

That we nmust ever wonder how, and whence

It cane. Also imaginings will hover

Round my fire-side, and haply there discover

Vi stas of sol emn beauty, where |'d wander



In happy silence, like the clear Meander

Through its |l one vales; and where | found a spot
O awful l er shade, or an enchanted grot,

O a green hill o' erspread with chequer'd dress
O flowers, and fearful fromits |oveliness
Wite on ny tablets all that was permtted,

Al'l that was for our human senses fitted.

Then the events of this wide world |I'd seize
Like a strong giant, and ny spirit teaze

Till at its shoulders it should proudly see

Wngs to find out an immortality.

Stop and consider! life is but a day;

A fragile dewdrop on its peril ous way

Froma tree's sunmit; a poor Indian's sleep
Wil e his boat hastens to the nmonstrous steep
O Montnorenci. Wiy so sad a noan?

Life is the rose's hope while yet unbl own;
The readi ng of an ever-changing tale;

The light uplifting of a maiden's veil

A pigeon tunbling in clear sumrer air;

A laughi ng school - boy, w thout grief or care,

Ri di ng the springy branches of an elm

O for ten years, that | may overwhel m

Mysel f in poesy; so | may do the deed

That nmy own soul has to itself decreed

Then will | pass the countries that | see

In I ong perspective, and continually

Taste their pure fountains. First the realml'll pass
O Flora, and old Pan: sleep in the grass,

Feed upon apples red, and strawberri es,

And choose each pl easure that my fancy sees;



Catch the white-handed nynphs in shady pl aces,
To woo sweet Kkisses from averted faces, -

Play with their fingers, touch their shoulders white
Into a pretty shrinking with a bite

As hard as lips can make it: till agreed,

A lovely tale of hunan life we'll read.

And one will teach a tame dove how it best

May fan the cool air gently o' er ny rest;

Anot her, bending o' er her ninble tread,

WIl set a green robe floating round her head,
And still will dance with ever varied ease
Smiling upon the flowers and the trees:
Another will entice me on, and on

Thr ough al nond bl ossons and rich ci nnanon;
Till in the bosomof a leafy world

W rest in silence, like two gens upcurl'd

In the recesses of a pearly shell.

And can | ever bid these joys farewel | ?

Yes, | must pass themfor a nobler |ife,

Where | may find the agonies, the strife

O human hearts: for lo! | see afar,

O ersailing the blue cragginess, a car

And steeds with streany nanes- the charioteer
Looks out upon the winds with glorious fear

And now the nunerous tranplings quiver lightly

Al ong a huge cloud's ridge; and now with sprightly
Wheel downward come they into fresher skies

Tipt round with silver fromthe sun's bright eyes.
Still downward with capacious whirl they glide
And now | see themon the green-hill's side

In breezy rest anobng the noddi ng stal ks.

The charioteer with wond' rous gesture talks



To the trees and nountains; and there soon appear
Shapes of delight, of nystery, and fear

Passi ng al ong before a dusky space

Made by sone m ghty oaks: as they would chase
Sone ever- fleeting nusic on they sweep.

Lo! how they nmurnur, |augh, and smile, and weep:
Sone with uphol den hand and nout h severe;

Some with their faces nuffled to the ear

Bet ween their arns; sone, clear in youthful bloom
Go glad and snilingly athwart the gl oom

Sone | ooki ng back, and sone with upward gaze;
Yes, thousands in a thousand different ways

Flit onward- now a lovely weath of girls

Dancing their sleek hair into tangled curls;

And now broad wi ngs. Mist awfully intent

The driver of those steeds is forward bent,

And seens to listen: Othat | mght know

Al that he wites with such a hurrying gl ow

The visions all are fled- the car is fled
Into the Iight of heaven, and in their stead
A sense of real things comes doubly strong
And, like a nuddy stream would bear al ong
My soul to nothingness: but | will strive
Agai nst all doubtings, and will keep alive
The thought of that same chariot, and the strange
Journey it went.
Is there so snmall a range
In the present strength of manhood, that the high
| magi nati on cannot freely fly
As she was wont of ol d? prepare her steeds,
Paw up against the light, and do strange deeds

Upon the cl ouds? Has she not shown us all?



From the cl ear space of ether, to the snall
Breath of new buds unfol ding? From the neani ng
O Jove's large eye-brow, to the tender greening
O April meadows? Here her altar shone,

Een in this isle; and who coul d paragon

The fervid choir that lifted up a noise

O harnony, to where it aye will poise

Its mghty self of convoluting sound,

Huge as a planet, and like that roll round,
Eternally around a dizzy void?

Ay, in those days the Muses were nigh cloy'd
Wth honors; nor had any other care

Than to sing out and sooth their wavy hair.

Could all this be forgotten? Yes, a schism
Nurtured by foppery and barbarism

Made great Apollo blush for this his |and.
Men were thought w se who coul d not understand
H's glories: with a puling infant's force
They sway'd about upon a rocking horse,

And thought it Pegasus. Ah dismal soul'd!

The wi nds of heaven blew, the ocean roll'd
Its gathering waves- ye felt it not. The blue
Bared its eternal bosom and the dew

O summer nights collected still to make

The norning precious: beauty was awake!

Wiy were ye not awake? But ye were dead

To things ye knew not of,- were closely wed
To nusty laws lined out with wetched rule
And conpass vile: so that ye taught a schoo
O dolts to snmooth, inlay, and clip, and fit,
Till, like the certain wands of Jacob's wt,

Their verses tallied. Easy was the task



A thousand handi craftsmen wore the mask

O Poesy. Ill-fated, inpious race!

That bl asphened the bright Lyrist to his face,
And did not know it,- no, they went about,
Hol di ng a poor, decrepid standard out

Mark' d with nost flimsy nottos, and in |arge

The nane of one Boil eaul!

O ye whose charge
It is to hover round our pleasant hills!
Whose congregated majesty so fills
My boundly reverence, that | cannot trace
Your hall owed nanmes, in this unholy place,
So near those common folk; did not their shames
Affright you? Did our old | amenti ng Thanes
Del i ght you? Did ye never cluster round
Del i ci ous Avon, with a nmournful sound,
And weep? O did ye wholly bid adieu
To regions where no nore the |aurel grew?
O did ye stay to give a wel coning
To sone lone spirits who could proudly sing
Their youth away, and die? 'Twas even so:
But let ne think away those tines of woe:
Now 'tis a fairer season; ye have breathed
Ri ch benedictions o' er us; ye have w eat hed
Fresh garlands: for sweet nusic has been heard
In many pl aces; - some has been upstirr'd
Fromout its crystal dwelling in a |ake,
By a swan's ebon bill; froma thick brake,
Nested and quiet in a valley nild,
Bubbl es a pipe; fine sounds are floating wild

About the earth: happy are ye and gl ad.



These things are doubtless: yet in truth we've had
Strange thunders fromthe potency of song;

M ngl ed i ndeed with what is sweet and strong,
From maj esty: but in clear truth the thenes

Are ugly clubs, the Poets' Pol yphenes

Di sturbing the grand sea. A drainless shower

O light is poesy; 'tis the suprene of power;
"Tis might half slunb'ring on its own right arm
The very archings of her eye-lids charm

A thousand willing agents to obey,

And still she governs with the mldest sway:

But strength al one though of the Miuses born

Is like a fallen angel: trees uptorn

Dar kness, and worns, and shrouds, and sepul chres
Delight it; for it feeds upon the burrs,

And thorns of life; forgetting the great end

O poesy, that it should be a friend

To sooth the cares, and |ift the thoughts of nan.

Yet | rejoice: a nyrtle fairer than
E er grew in Paphos, fromthe bitter weeds
Lifts its sweet head into the air, and feeds
A silent space with ever sprouting green
Al'l tenderest birds there find a pl easant screen
Creep through the shade with jaunty fluttering,
Ni bble the little cupped flowers and sing.
Then let us clear away the choking thorns
Fromround its gentle stem let the young fawns,
Yeaned in after tinmes, when we are flown,
Find a fresh sward beneath it, overgrown
Wth sinple flowers: |let there nothing be
More boi sterous than a | over's bended knee;

Nought more ungentle than the placid I ook



O one who | eans upon a cl osed book

Nought more untranquil than the grassy sl opes
Between two hills. Al hail delightful hopes!
As she was wont, th' inmagination

Into nost lovely labyrinths will be gone,

And they shall be accounted poet kings

Wio sinply tell the nost heart-easing things.

O may these joys be ripe before | die.

W1l not sone say that | presunptuously

Have spoken? that from hastening disgrace
"Twere better far to hide my foolish face?
That whi ni ng boyhood should with reverence bow
Ere the dread thunderbolt could reach? How

If I do hide nyself, it sure shall be

In the very fane, the light of Poesy:

If I do fall, at least | will be laid

Beneath the silence of a poplar shade;

And over me the grass shall be snpoth shaven
And there shall be a kind nmenorial graven

But of f Despondence! niserabl e bane!

They shoul d not know thee, who athirst to gain
A noble end, are thirsty every hour

What though | am not wealthy in the dower

O spanni ng wi sdom though I do not know

The shiftings of the mighty wi nds that bl ow
Hither and thither all the changi ng thoughts
O man: though no great minist'ring reason sorts
Qut the dark nysteries of human soul s

To cl ear conceiving: yet there ever rolls

A vast idea before ne, and | gl ean
Therefromny liberty; thence too |'ve seen

The end and ai m of Poesy. 'Tis clear



As anyt hing nost true; as that the year

I's made of the four seasons- manifest

As a large cross, sone old cathedral's crest,
Lifted to the white clouds. Therefore should
Be but the essence of deformty,

A coward, did nmy very eye-lids wi nk

At speaking out what | have dared to think
Ah! rather let nme like a madnman run

Over sone precipice; let the hot sun

Melt ny Dedalian wings, and drive nme down
Convul s'd and headl ong! Stay! an inward frown
O conscience bids me be nore cal mawhile.

An ocean dim sprinkled with nany an isle,
Spreads awfully before ne. How nuch toil

How rmany days! what desperate turnoil!

Ere | can have explored its w denesses.

Ah, what a task! upon ny bended knees,

| could unsay those- no, inpossible!

| mpossi bl e!

For sweet relief 1'Il dwell
On hunbl er thoughts, and let this strange assay
Begun in gentleness die so away.
E' en now all tumult fromny bosom f ades
I turn full hearted to the friendly aids
That snooth the path of honour; brotherhood,
And friendliness the nurse of mnutual good.
The hearty grasp that sends a pl easant sonnet
Into the brain ere one can think upon it;
The silence when sone rhynmes are coning out;
And when they're cone, the very pleasant rout:
The nmessage certain to be done to-norrow.

"Tis perhaps as well that it should be to borrow



Sone precious book fromout its snug retreat,

To cluster round it when we next shall neet.
Scarce can | scribble on; for lovely airs

Are fluttering round the roomlike doves in pairs;
Many delights of that glad day recalling,

When first ny senses caught their tender falling.
And with these airs cone fornms of el egance

St oopi ng their shoulders o'er a horse's prance,
Carel ess, and grand-fingers soft and round
Parting luxuriant curls;- and the swift bound

O Bacchus from his chariot, when his eye

Made Ariadne's cheek | ook bl ushingly.

Thus | renenber all the pleasant flow

O words at opening a portfolio.

Thi ngs such as these are ever harbingers

To trains of peaceful inmmges: the stirs

O a swan's neck unseen anong the rushes:

A linnet starting all about the bushes:

A butterfly, with golden w ngs broad parted,
Nestling a rose, convuls'd as though it smarted
Wth over pleasure- many, many nore

Mght | indulge at large in all nmy store

O luxuries: yet | nust not forget

Sl eep, quiet with his poppy coronet:

For what there may be worthy in these rhynes
| partly owe to him and thus, the chines

O friendly voices had just given place

To as sweet a silence, when | 'gan retrace
The pl easant day, upon a couch at ease.

It was a poet's house who keeps the keys

O pleasure's tenple. Round about were hung

The gl orious features of the bards who sung



In other ages- cold and sacred busts

Smiled at each other. Happy he who trusts

To clear Futurity his darling fane!

Then there were fauns and satyrs taking aim
At swelling apples with a frisky |eap

And reaching fingers, 'md a |uscious heap

O vine-leaves. Then there rose to view a fane
O liny marble, and thereto a train

O nynphs approaching fairly o' er the sward:
One, loveliest, holding her white hand toward
The dazzling sun-rise: two sisters sweet
Bending their graceful figures till they neet
Over the trippings of alittle child:

And sone are hearing, eagerly, the wild
Thrilling liquidity of dewy piping.

See, in another picture, nynphs are w ping
Cherishingly Diana's tinorous |inbs;-

A fold of lawny nantl e dabbling sw ns

At the bath's edge, and keeps a gentle notion
Wth the subsiding crystal: as when ocean
Heaves calmy its broad swelling snoothness o'er
Its rocky marge, and bal ances once nore

The patient weeds; that now unshent by foam

Feel all about their undul ating hone.

Sappho's neek head was there half smiling down
At not hing; just as though the earnest frown
O over thinking had that noment gone

From of f her brow, and left her all al one.

Geat Alfred s too, with anxious, pitying eyes,
As if he always listened to the sighs

O the goaded world; and Kosci usko's worn



By horrid suffrance- mightily forlorn

Petrarch, outstepping fromthe shady green,
Starts at the sight of Laura; nor can wean

H s eyes from her sweet face. Mst happy they!
For over them was seen a free display

O out-spread wings, and from between them shone
The face of Poesy: from off her throne

She overl ook'd things that | scarce could tell.
The very sense of where | was night well

Keep Sl eep al oof: but nore than that there canme
Thought after thought to nourish up the flame
Wthin ny breast; so that the norning |ight
Surprised ne even froma sl eepl ess night;

And up | rose refresh'd, and gl ad, and gay,
Resol ving to begin that very day

These |ines; and howsoever they be done,

| leave themas a father does his son

THE END

1816
STANZAS
("IN DREAR- Nl GHTED DECEMBER')
by John Keats

STANZAS

I n drear-nighted Decenber,
Too happy, happy tree,
Thy branches ne' er renenber

Their green felicity:



The north cannot undo them
Wth a sleety whistle through them
Nor frozen thaw ngs glue them

From buddi ng at the prine.

I n drear-nighted Decenber,
Too happy, happy brook
Thy bubbl i ngs ne'er renmenber
Apol | o' s summrer | ook
But with a sweet forgetting,
They stay their crystal fretting,
Never, never petting

About the frozen tine.

Ah! would '"twere so with many
A gentle girl and boy!
But were there ever any
With' d not of passed joy?
The feel of not to feel it,
When there is none to heal it,
Nor numbed sense to steel it,

Was never said in rhyne.

THE END

1816
THE DAY IS GONE, AND ALL I TS SVEETS ARE GONE

by John Keats



The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone!
Sweet voice, sweet lips, soft hand, and softer breast,
Warm breath, |ight whisper, tender seni-tone
Bri ght eyes, acconplish'd shape, and | ang' rous wai st!
Faded the flower and all its budded charns,
Faded the sight of beauty fromny eyes,
Faded the shape of beauty from ny arns,
Faded the voice, warnth, whiteness, paradise-
Vani sh' d unseasonably at shut of eve,
When the dusk holiday or holinight
O fragrant-curtain'd | ove begins to weave
The woof of darkness thick, for hid delight;
But, as |'ve read |love's missal through to-day,

He'll let ne sleep, seeing | fast and pray.

THE END

1816
THE EVE OF SAI NT MARK

by John Keats

Upon a Sabbath-day it fell

Twi ce holy was the Sabbat h- bel

That call'd the folk to evening prayer;
The city streets were clean and fair
From whol esone drench of April rains;
And, on the western w ndow panes

The chilly sunset faintly told

O unmatur'd green vallies cold,

O the green thorny bl ooml ess hedge,

O rivers new with spring-tide sedge,
o

prinroses by shelter'd rills,



And dai sies on the aguish hills.

Twi ce holy was the Sabbat h-bel | :

The silent streets were crowded wel |
Wth staid and pious conpani es,
Warmfromtheir fire-side orat'ries,
And nmoving with dermurest air

To even-song and vesper prayer.

Each arched porch and entry | ow

Was fill'd with patient fol k and sl ow,
Wth whispers hush, and shuffling feet,

VWil e play'd the organ | oud and sweet.

The bells had ceas'd, the prayers begun,
And Bertha had not yet half done

A curious volunme, patch'd and torn,
That all day long, fromearliest norn,
Had taken captive her two eyes

Anong its gol den broideri es;

Perplex'd her with a thousand things, -
The stars of Heaven, and angels' w ngs,
Martyrs in a fiery bl aze,

Azure saints in silver rays,

Moses' breastplate, and the seven

Candl esti cks John saw i n Heaven,

The wi nged Lion of Saint Mark,

And the Covenantal Ark

Wth its many nysteries,

Cher ubi m and gol den ni ce.

Bertha was a naiden fair,
Dnelling in the old M nster-square;
From her fire-side she could see

Sidelong its rich antiquity,



Far as the Bishop's garden-wall;

Where sycanores and elmtrees tall,
Full-leav'd, the forest had outstript,
By no sharp north-w nd ever nipt,

So shelter'd by the mighty pile.
Bertha arose, and read awhile

Wth forehead 'gainst the w ndow pane.
Again she try'd, and then again,

Until the dusk eve |eft her dark

Upon the | egend of St. Mark.
Fromplaited lawn-frill, fine and thin,
She lifted up her soft warm chin,
Wth aching neck and sw nming eyes,

And daz'd with saintly inageries.

Al'l was gloom and silent all,
Save now and then the still foot-fall
O one returning homewards |ate

Past the echoing mnster-gate.

The cl anorous daws, that all the day
Above tree-tops and towers play,
Pair by pair had gone to rest,

Each in its ancient belfry-nest,
Where asl eep they fall betines

To nusic of the drowsy chines.

Al was silent, all was gl oom

Abroad and in the honely room

Down she sat, poor cheated soul!

And struck a lanmp fromthe dismal coal;
Lean'd forward with bright drooping hair

And sl ant book full against the glare.



Her shadow, in uneasy gui se,

hover'd about, a giant size,

On ceiling-beam and ol d oak chair,
The parrot's cage, and panel square;
And the warm angl ed wi nter screen,
On which were nmany nonsters seen,
Call'd doves of Siam Lima mce,

And | egl ess birds of Paradise,

Macaw, and tender Avadavat,

And silken-furr'd Angora cat.
Untir'd she read, her shadow still

G ower'd about as it would fill

The roomwith wildest forns and shades,
As though some ghostly queen of spades
Had come to nock behind her back,
And dance, and ruffle her garnents bl ack.
Untir'd she read the | egend page

O holy Mark, fromyouth to age,

On land, on sea, in pagan chains,

Rej oi cing for his many pains.
Sometines the |earned Erenite

Wth golden star, or dagger bright,
Referr'd to pious poesies

Witten in smallest crowquill size
Beneath the text; and thus the rhyne
Was parcell'd out fromtinme to tine:
"Gf ye wol stonden hardie w ght-

Ami ddes of the bl acke night-

Ri ghte in the churche porch, pardie
Ye wol behol d a conpanie

Approchen thee full dol ourouse

For sooth to sain from everich house

Be it in Gty or village



Wl cone the Phantom and i nage

O ilka gent and ilka carle

Whom col de Deathe hath in parle

And wol sone day that very year
Touchen with foul e veni me spear

And sadly do themall to die-

Hem all shalt thou see verilie-

And everichon shall by thee pass

Al'l who nust die that year Alas
-Als witith he of swevenis

Men han beforne they wake in bliss,
Whanne that hir friendes thinke hem bound
In crinped shroude farre under grounde;
And how a litling child note be

A saint er its nativitie,

Gf that the nodre (God her blessel)
Kepen in solitarinesse,

And ki ssen devoute the holy croce.
O Coddes | ove and Sathan's force
He witith; and thinges many no:

O swiche thinges | nmay not show,
Bot | nust tellen verilie

Sondel of Sainte Cicilie,

And chieflie what he auctorethe

O Sainte Markis |life and dethe:"

At length her constant eyelids cone
Upon the fervent martyrdom

Then lastly to his holy shrine,
Exalt amid the tapers' shine

At Veni ce, -



THE END

1816
THE PCET
A FRAGVENT

by John Keats

Where's the Poet? show him show him
Muses nine! that | may know him
"Tis the man who with a man
I's an equal, be he King
O poorest of the beggar-clan
O any ot her wondrous thing
A man nay be 'tw xt ape and Pl ato;
"Tis the man who with a bird,
Wen or eagle, finds his way to
Al its instincts; he hath heard
The lion's roaring, and can tel
What his horny throat expresseth,
And to himthe tiger's yel
Cones articulate and presseth

On his ear like nother-tongue..

THE END

1816
TGO
("VWHAT CAN | DO TO DRI VE AVAY")

by John Keats

What can | do to drive away

Renmenbrance fromny eyes? for they have seen



Aye, an hour ago, ny brilliant Queen!
Touch has a nmenory. O say, |ove, say,

What can | do to kill it and be free

In ny old liberty?

When every fair one that | saw was fair
Enough to catch nme in but half a snare,

Not keep ne there:

When, howe' er poor or particolour'd things,
My nmuse had wi ngs,

And ever ready was to take her course

Whi ther | bent her force,

Unintell ectual, yet divine to ne; -

Divine, | say!- Wat sea-bird o' er the sea
I's a phil osopher the while he goes

W ngi ng al ong where the great water throes?

How shal |l 1 do
To get anew
Those moul ted feathers, and so nmount once nore
Above, above
The reach of fluttering Love,
And make himcower lowy while | soar?
Shall | gulp wine? No, that is vulgarism
A heresy and schism
Foi sted into the canon | aw of |ove; -
No,- wine is only sweet to happy nen;
More dismal cares

Sei ze on nme unawares, -

Where shall | learn to get ny peace again?
To bani sh thoughts of that nobst hateful I|and,
Dungeoner of ny friends, that w cked strand

Where they were weck'd and live a wecked life;



That nonstrous regi on, whose dull rivers pour

Ever fromtheir sordid urns unto the shore,

Unown' d of any weedy- haired gods;

Whose winds, all zephyrless, hold scourging rods,
Iced in the great lakes, to afflict mankind;

Whose rank-grown forests, frosted, black, and blind,
Woul d fright a Dryad; whose harsh herbag' d neads
Make | ean and |l ank the starv'd ox while he feeds;
There flowers have no scent, birds no sweet song,

And great unerring Nature once seens w ong.

O for sone sunny spel

To dissipate the shadows of this hell!

Say they are gone,- with the new dawning |i ght
Steps forth ny lady bright!

O let me once nore rest

My soul upon that dazzling breast!

Let once again these aching arns be plac'd,
The tender gaol ers of thy waist!

And let me feel that warm breath here and there
To spread a rapture in ny very hair, -

O the sweetness of the pain!

G ve ne those lips again

Enough! Enough! it is enough for ne

To dream of thee

THE END

1816
TO Al LSA ROCK

by John Keats

Hear ken, thou craggy ocean pyram d!



G ve answer fromthy voice, the sea-fow s' screans!
When were thy shoulders mantled in huge streans?
When fromthe sun was thy broad forehead hid?
How long is't since the mghty Power bid
Thee heave to airy sleep from fathom dreans?
Sleep in the I ap of thunder or sunbeans,
O when grey clouds are thy cold coverlid?
Thou answer'st not, for thou art dead asl eep
Thy life is but two dead eternities-
The last in air, the forner in the deep
First with the whales, last with the eagl e-ski es-
Drown'd wast thou till an earthquake made thee steep

Anot her cannot wake thy giant size.

THE END

1816
TO HOMVER

by John Keats

St andi ng al oof in giant ignorance,
O thee | hear and of the Cycl ades,
As one who sits ashore and | ongs perchance
To visit dol phin-coral in deep seas.
So thou wast blind!- but then the veil was rent,
For Jove uncurtain'd Heaven to let thee l|ive,
And Neptune nade for thee a spuny tent,
And Pan nmade sing for thee his forest-hive;
Aye, on the shores of darkness there is |ight,
And preci pi ces show untrodden green
There is a budding norrow i n m dnight;

There is a triple sight in blindness keen



Such seeing hadst thou as it once befel

To Dian, Queen of Earth, and Heaven, and Hell

THE END

1816
TO ONE WHO HAS BEEN LONG IN CI TY PENT

by John Keats

To one who has been long in city pent,
"Tis very sweet to look into the fair
And open face of heaven,- to breathe a prayer
Full in the snmle of the blue firmnent.
Who i s nore happy, when, with heart's content,
Fati gued he sinks into some pleasant lair
O wavy grass, and reads a debonair
And gentle tale of love and | angui shnent ?
Returni ng hone at evening, with an ear
Catching the notes of Philonel,- an eye
Watching the sailing cloudlet's bright career
He nourns that day so soon has glided by:
E en |like the passage of an angel's tear

That falls through the clear ether silently.

THE END

1816
TO SLEEP

by John Keats

O soft enbal ner of the still m dnight,



Shutting with careful fingers and benign
Qur gl oompl eas'd eyes, enbower'd fromthe |ight,
Enshaded in forgetful ness divine:
O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close
In nmidst of this thine hyytm ny willing eyes,
O wait the amen ere thy poppy throws
Around ny bed its lulling charities.
Then save me, or the passed day will shine
Upon ny pillow, breeding many woes;
Save me from curious conscience, that still |ords
Its strength for darkness, burrowi ng like a nole;
Turn the key deftly in the oil ed wards,

And seal the hushed casket of my soul.

THE END

1816
TRANSLATED FROM RONSARD

by John Keats

Nat ure withhel d Cassandra in the skies
For nore adornment a full thousand years;
She took their cream of Beauty's fairest dyes,
And shap'd and tinted her above all Peers:
Meanwhi | e Love kept her dearly with his w ngs,
And underneath their shadow fill'd her eyes
Wth such a richness that the cloudy Kings
O high Aynmpus utter'd slavish sighs.
When fromthe Heavens | saw her first descend
My heart took fire, and only burning pains
They were ny pleasures- they ny Life's sad end,;

Love pour'd her beauty into nmy warm veins..



THE END

1816
VWHEN | HAVE FEARS THAT | MAY CEASE TO BE

by John Keats

When | have fears that | may cease to be
Before ny pen has glean'd ny teening brain,
Bef ore hi gh-pil ed books in charact'ry
Hold Iike rich garners the full ripen'd grain;
When | behol d upon the night's starr'd face
Huge cl oudy synbols of a high romance,
And think that | may never live to trace
Their shadows with the magi ¢ hand of chance
And when | feel, fair creature of an hour
That | shall never | ook upon thee nore,
Never have relish in the faery power
O unreflecting love;- then on the shore
O the wide world | stand al one, and think

Till love and fane to nothi ngness do sink

THE END

1816
VHY DID | LAUGH TO-NIGHT? NO VO CE WLL TELL

by John Keats

Way did | laugh to-night? No voice will tell:

No God, no Denobn of severe response,



Deigns to reply from Heaven or from Hell.

Then to ny human heart | turn at once.
Heart! Thou and | are here sad and al one;

| say, why did | laugh! O nortal pain!
O Dar kness! Darkness! ever nust | noan,

To question Heaven and Hell and Heart in vain.
Wiy did | laugh? | know this Being's |ease,

My fancy to its utnost blisses spreads;
Yet would | on this very mdni ght cease,

And the world's gaudy ensigns see in shreds.
Verse, Fame, and Beauty are intense indeed,

But Death intenser- Death is Life's high need.

THE END



