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Oliver Goldsmith 
From The Deserted Village (1770) 
 
Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheered the labouring swain, 
Where smiling spring its earliest visits paid, 
And parting summer's lingering blooms delayed: 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 
Seats of my youth, where every sport could please, 
How often have I loitered o'er your green, 
Where humble happiness endeared each scene; 
How often have I paused on every charm, 
The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 
The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 
The decent church that topped the neighbouring hill, 
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade, 
For talking age and whispering lovers made; 
How often have I blessed the coming day, 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 
And all the village train, from labour free, 
Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree: 
While many a pastime circled in the shade, 
The young contending as the old surveyed; 
And many a gambol frolicked o'er the ground, 
And sleights of art and feats of strength went round; 
And still as each repeated pleasure tired, 
Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired; 
The dancing pair that simply sought renown 
By holding out to tire each other down! 
The swain mistrustless of his smutted face, 
While secret laughter tittered round the place; 
The bashful virgin's sidelong look of love, 
The matron's glance that would those looks reprove: 
These were thy charms, sweet village; sports like these, 
With sweet succession, taught even toil to please; 
These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed, 
These were thy charms -But all these charms are fled. 
 
Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn, 
Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen, 
And desolation saddens all thy green: 
One only master grasps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain: 
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No more thy glassy brook reflects the day, 
But choked with sedges works its weedy way. 
Along thy glades, a solitary guest, 
The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest; 
Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies, 
And tires their echoes with unvaried cries. 
Sunk are thy bowers, in shapeless ruin all, 
And the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall; 
And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand, 
Far, far away, thy children leave the land. 
 
Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay: 
Princes and lords may flourish, or may fade; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made; 
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride, 
When once destroyed can never be supplied. 
 
A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintained its man; 
For him light labour spread her wholesome store, 
Just gave what life required, but gave no more: 
His best companions, innocence and health; 
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 
 
But times are altered; trade's unfeeling train 
Usurp the land and dispossess the swain; 
Along the lawn, where scattered hamlet's rose, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose, 
And every want to opulence allied, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Those calm desires that asked but little room, 
Those healthful sports that graced the peaceful scene, 
Lived in each look, and brightened all the green; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 
 
 
John Newton 
Amazing Grace 
 
Amazing grace! How sweet the sound  
That saved a wretch like me  
I once was lost, but now am found  
Was blind, but now I see  
 
‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear  
And grace my fears relieved  
How precious did that grace appear  
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The hour I first believed  
 
Through many dangers, toils and snares  
I have already come  
‘Tis grace that brought me safe thus far  
And grace will lead me home  
 
When we’ve been there ten thousand years  
Bright shining as the sun  
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise  
Than when we’ve first begun  
 
 
William Cowper 
There is a Fountain 

There is a fountain filled with blood, 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins, 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in His day; 
And there have I, though vile as he, 
Washed all my sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its pow’r, 
Till all the ransomed church of God 
Are safe, to sin no more. 

E’er since by faith I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 

When this poor, lisping, stamm’ring tongue 
Lies silent in the grave, 
Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 
I’ll sing Thy pow’r to save. 

 
William Cowper 
To the Nightingale which the Author Heard Sing on New Year's Day 1792 
 
Whence is it, that amazed I hear  
From yonder withered spray  
This foremost morn of all the year  
The melody of May?  
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And why, since thousands would be proud  
Of such a favour shown,  
Am I selected from the crowd,  
To witness it alone?  
 
Sing'st thou, sweet Philomel, to me,  
For that I also long  
Have practised in the groves like thee,  
Though not like thee in song?  
 
Or sing'st thou rather under force  
Of some divine command,  
Commissioned to presage a course  
Of happier days at hand?  
 
Thrice welcome then! for many a long  
And joyless year have I,  
As thou today, put forth my song  
Beneath a wintry sky.  
 
But thee no wintry skies can harm,  
Who only need'st to sing  
To make e'en January charm,  
And every season spring. 
 
 
William Cowper 
The Castaway 

Obscurest night involved the sky,  
    The Atlantic billows roared,  
When such a destined wretch as I,  
    Washing headlong from on board,  
Of friends, of hope, of all bereft,  
His floating home forever left. 

No braver chief could Albion* boast  
    Than he with whom he went,  
Nor ever ship left Albion's coast,  
    With warmer wishes sent.  
He loved them both, but both in vain,  
Nor him beheld, nor her again.  

Not long beneath the whelming brine,  
    Expert to swim, he lay;  
Nor soon he felt his strength decline,  
    Or courage die away;  
But waged with death a lasting strife,  
Supported by despair of life.  
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He shouted: nor his friends had failed  
    To check the vessel's course,  
But so the furious blast prevailed,  
    That, pitiless perforce,  
They left their outcast mate behind,  
And scudded still before the wind.  

Some succour yet they could afford;  
    And, as such storms allow,  
The cask, the coop, the floated cord,  
    Delayed not to bestow.  
But he (they knew) nor ship, nor shore,  
Whate'er they gave, should visit more.  

Nor, cruel as it seemed, could he  
    Their haste himself condemn,  
Aware that flight, in such a sea,  
    Alone could rescue them;  
Yet bitter felt it still to die  
Deserted, and his friends so nigh.  

He long survives, who lives an hour  
    In ocean, self-upheld;  
And so long he, with unspent power,  
    His destiny repelled;  
And ever, as the minutes flew,  
Entreated help, or cried, "Adieu!"  

At length, his transient respite past,  
    His comrades, who before  
Had heard his voice in every blast,  
    Could catch the sound no more.  
For then, by toil subdued, he drank  
The stifling wave, and then he sank.  

No poet wept him, but the page  
    Of narrative sincere,  
That tells his name, his worth, his age,  
    Is wet with Anson's tear.  
And tears by bards or heroes shed  
Alike immortalize the dead.  

I therefore purpose not, or dream,  
    Descanting on his fate,  
To give the melancholy theme  
    A more enduring date;  
But misery still delights to trace  
Its semblance in another's case.  

No voice divine the storm allayed,  
    No light propitious shone,  
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When, snatched from all effectual aid,  
    We perished, each alone;  
But I beneath a rougher sea,  
And whelmed in deeper gulfs than he.  

 
William Blake 
Introduction (Innocence) 
 
Piping down the valleys wild, 
Piping songs of pleasant glee, 
On a cloud I saw a child, 
And he laughing said to me:  

‘Pipe a song about a Lamb!’ 
So I piped with merry cheer. 
‘Piper, pipe that song again.’ 
So I piped:  he wept to hear.  

‘Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe; 
Sing thy songs of happy cheer!’ 
So I sung the same again, 
While he wept with joy to hear.  

‘Piper, sit thee down and write 
In a book, that all may read.’ 
So he vanished from my sight; 
And I plucked a hollow reed,  

And I made a rural pen, 
And I stained the water clear, 
And I wrote my happy songs 
Every child may joy to hear. 
 
 
William Blake 
London  
 
I wander through each chartered street, 
Near where the chartered Thames does flow, 
A mark in every face I meet, 
Marks of weakness, marks of woe.  

In every cry of every man, 
In every infant’s cry of fear, 
In every voice, in every ban, 
The mind-forged manacles I hear:  

How the chimney-sweeper’s cry 
Every blackening church appals, 
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And the hapless soldier’s sigh 
Runs in blood down palace-walls.  

But most, through midnight streets I hear 
How the youthful harlot’s curse 
Blasts the new-born infant’s tear, 
And blights with plagues the marriage hearse.  

William Blake 
The Lamb 
 
Little lamb, who made thee? 
Does thou know who made thee, 
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed 
By the stream and o’er the mead; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice? 
Little lamb, who made thee? 
Does thou know who made thee?  

Little lamb, I’ll tell thee; 
Little lamb, I’ll tell thee: 
He is called by thy name, 
For He calls Himself a Lamb. 
He is meek, and He is mild, 
He became a little child. 
I a child, and thou a lamb, 
We are called by His name. 
Little lamb, God bless thee! 
Little lamb, God bless thee!  

 

William Blake 
The Tyger 
 
Tyger, tyger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?  

In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand dare seize the fire?  

And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
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And, when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand and what dread feet?  

What the hammer? what the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?  

When the stars threw down their spears, 
And watered heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 
Did He who made the lamb make thee?  

Tyger, tyger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?  

William Blake 
Nurse’s Song (Innocence) 
 
When voices of children are heard on the green, 
And laughing is heard on the hill, 
My heart is at rest within my breast, 
And everything else is still. 
‘Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down, 
And the dews of night arise; 
Come, come, leave off play, and let us away, 
Till the morning appears in the skies.’  

‘No, no, let us play, for it is yet day, 
And we cannot go to sleep; 
Besides, in the sky the little birds fly, 
And the hills are all covered with sheep.’ 
‘Well, well, go and play till the light fades away, 
And then go home to bed.’ 
The little ones leaped, and shouted, and laughed, 
And all the hills echoed.  

William Blake 
Nurse’s Song (Experience) 
 
When the voices of children are heard on the green, 
And whisperings are in the dale, 
The days of my youth rise fresh in my mind, 
My face turns green and pale.  

Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down, 
And the dews of night arise; 
Your spring and your day are wasted in play, 
And your winter and night in disguise.  
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William Blake 
The Clod and the Pebble 
 
‘Love seeketh not itself to please, 
Nor for itself hath any care, 
But for another gives its ease, 
And builds a heaven in hell’s despair.’  

So sung a little clod of clay, 
Trodden with the cattle’s feet, 
But a pebble of the brook 
Warbled out these metres meet:  

‘Love seeketh only Self to please, 
To bind another to its delight, 
Joys in another’s loss of ease, 
And builds a hell in heaven’s despite.’  

 
William Blake 
The Sick Rose 
 
O rose, thou art sick! 
The invisible worm, 
That flies in the night, 
In the howling storm,  

Has found out thy bed 
Of crimson joy, 
And his dark secret love 
Does thy life destroy.  

 

William Blake 
The Chimney-Sweeper (Innocence) 
 
When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry ‘Weep! weep! weep! weep!’ 
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep.  

There’s little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head, 
That curled like a lamb’s back, was shaved; so I said, 
‘Hush, Tom! never mind it, for, when your head’s bare, 
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.’  
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And so he was quiet, and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight!— 
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack, 
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black.  

And by came an angel, who had a bright key, 
And he opened the coffins, and set them all free; 
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing, they run 
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun.  

Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, 
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind: 
And the angel told Tom, if he’d be a good boy, 
He’d have God for his father, and never want joy.  

And so Tom awoke, and we rose in the dark, 
And got with our bags and our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm: 
So, if all do their duty, they need not fear harm.  

 
William Blake 
The Chimney-Sweeper (Experience) 
 
A little black thing among the snow, 
Crying! ‘weep! weep!’ in notes of woe! 
‘Where are thy father and mother?  Say!’— 
‘They are both gone up to the church to pray.  

‘Because I was happy upon the heath, 
And smiled among the winter’s snow, 
They clothed me in the clothes of death, 
And taught me to sing the notes of woe.  

‘And because I am happy and dance and sing, 
They think they have done me no injury, 
And are gone to praise God and His priest and king, 
Who made up a heaven of our misery.’  

 
Mary Shelley 
Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus 
[a complete e-text can be found at: http://www.archive.org/details/ghostseer01schiuoft or 
http://www.english.upenn.edu/Projects/knarf/frank.html  
I recommend either a Web Presentation or a Zipped HTML version] 
 
 
William Wordsworth 
We Are Seven 
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   -------A SIMPLE Child, 
          That lightly draws its breath, 
          And feels its life in every limb, 
          What should it know of death? 
 
          I met a little cottage Girl: 
          She was eight years old, she said; 
          Her hair was thick with many a curl 
          That clustered round her head. 
 
          She had a rustic, woodland air, 
          And she was wildly clad:                                    10 
          Her eyes were fair, and very fair; 
          --Her beauty made me glad. 
 
          "Sisters and brothers, little Maid, 
          How many may you be?" 
          "How many? Seven in all," she said 
          And wondering looked at me. 
 
          "And where are they? I pray you tell." 
          She answered, "Seven are we; 
          And two of us at Conway dwell, 
          And two are gone to sea.                                    20 
 
          "Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
          My sister and my brother; 
          And, in the church-yard cottage, I 
          Dwell near them with my mother." 
 
          "You say that two at Conway dwell, 
          And two are gone to sea, 
          Yet ye are seven!--I pray you tell, 
          Sweet Maid, how this may be." 
 
          Then did the little Maid reply, 
          "Seven boys and girls are we;                               30 
          Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
          Beneath the church-yard tree." 
 
          "You run about, my little Maid, 
          Your limbs they are alive; 
          If two are in the church-yard laid, 
          Then ye are only five." 
 
          "Their graves are green, they may be seen," 
          The little Maid replied, 
          "Twelve steps or more from my mother's door, 
          And they are side by side.                                  40 
 
          "My stockings there I often knit, 
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          My kerchief there I hem; 
          And there upon the ground I sit, 
          And sing a song to them. 
 
          "And often after sunset, Sir, 
          When it is light and fair, 
          I take my little porringer, 
          And eat my supper there. 
 
          "The first that died was sister Jane; 
          In bed she moaning lay,                                     50 
          Till God released her of her pain; 
          And then she went away. 
 
          "So in the church-yard she was laid; 
          And, when the grass was dry, 
          Together round her grave we played, 
          My brother John and I. 
 
          "And when the ground was white with snow, 
          And I could run and slide, 
          My brother John was forced to go, 
          And he lies by her side."                                   60 
 
          "How many are you, then," said I, 
          "If they two are in heaven?" 
          Quick was the little Maid's reply, 
          "O Master! we are seven." 
 
          "But they are dead; those two are dead! 
          Their spirits are in heaven!" 
          'Twas throwing words away; for still 
          The little Maid would have her will, 
          And said, "Nay, we are seven!" 
 
 
William Wordsworth 
Simon Lee; the Old Huntsman; 
With an Incident in Which He Was Concerned 
 
          IN the sweet shire of Cardigan, 
          Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall, 
          An old Man dwells, a little man,-- 
          'Tis said he once was tall. 
          Full five-and-thirty years he lived 
          A running huntsman merry; 
          And still the centre of his cheek 
          Is red as a ripe cherry. 
 
          No man like him the horn could sound, 
          And hill and valley rang with glee                          10 
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          When Echo bandied, round and round, 
          The halloo of Simon Lee. 
          In those proud days, he little cared 
          For husbandry or tillage; 
          To blither tasks did Simon rouse 
          The sleepers of the village. 
 
          He all the country could outrun, 
          Could leave both man and horse behind; 
          And often, ere the chase was done, 
          He reeled, and was stone-blind.                             20 
          And still there's something in the world 
          At which his heart rejoices; 
          For when the chiming hounds are out, 
          He dearly loves their voices! 
 
          But, oh the heavy change!--bereft 
          Of health, strength, friends, and kindred, see! 
          Old Simon to the world is left 
          In liveried poverty. 
          His Master's dead,--and no one now 
          Dwells in the Hall of Ivor;                                 30 
          Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead; 
          He is the sole survivor. 
 
          And he is lean and he is sick; 
          His body, dwindled and awry, 
          Rests upon ankles swoln and thick; 
          His legs are thin and dry. 
          One prop he has, and only one, 
          His wife, an aged woman, 
          Lives with him, near the waterfall, 
          Upon the village Common.                                    40 
 
          Beside their moss-grown hut of clay, 
          Not twenty paces from the door, 
          A scrap of land they have, but they 
          Are poorest of the poor. 
          This scrap of land he from the heath 
          Enclosed when he was stronger; 
          But what to them avails the land 
          Which he can till no longer? 
 
          Oft, working by her Husband's side, 
          Ruth does what Simon cannot do;                             50 
          For she, with scanty cause for pride, 
          Is stouter of the two. 
          And, though you with your utmost skill 
          From labour could not wean them, 
          'Tis little, very little--all 
          That they can do between them. 
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          Few months of life has he in store 
          As he to you will tell, 
          For still, the more he works, the more 
          Do his weak ankles swell.                                   60 
          My gentle Reader, I perceive 
          How patiently you've waited, 
          And now I fear that you expect 
          Some tale will be related. 
 
          O Reader! had you in your mind 
          Such stores as silent thought can bring, 
          O gentle Reader! you would find 
          A tale in every thing. 
          What more I have to say is short, 
          And you must kindly take it:                                70 
          It is no tale; but, should you think, 
          Perhaps a tale you'll make it. 
 
          One summer-day I chanced to see 
          This old Man doing all he could 
          To unearth the root of an old tree, 
          A stump of rotten wood. 
          The mattock tottered in his hand; 
          So vain was his endeavour, 
          That at the root of the old tree 
          He might have worked for ever.                              80 
 
          "You're overtasked, good Simon Lee, 
          Give me your tool," to him I said; 
          And at the word right gladly he 
          Received my proffered aid. 
          I struck, and with a single blow 
          The tangled root I severed, 
          At which the poor old Man so long 
          And vainly had endeavoured. 
 
          The tears into his eyes were brought, 
          And thanks and praises seemed to run                        90 
          So fast out of his heart, I thought 
          They never would have done. 
          --I've heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds 
          With coldness still returning; 
          Alas! the gratitude of men 
          Hath oftener left me mourning. 
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William Wordsworth 
Lines Composed a Few Miles Above TINTERN ABBEY, On Revisiting the 
Banks of the  Wye During a Tour. July 13, 1798 
 
      FIVE years have past; five summers, with the length 
      Of five long winters! and again I hear 
      These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs 
      With a soft inland murmur.--Once again 
      Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 
      That on a wild secluded scene impress 
      Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect 
      The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
      The day is come when I again repose 
      Here, under this dark sycamore, and view                        10 
      These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts, 
      Which at this season, with their unripe fruits, 
      Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves 
      'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see 
      These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
      Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms, 
      Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke 
      Sent up, in silence, from among the trees! 
      With some uncertain notice, as might seem 
      Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,                     20 
      Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire 
      The Hermit sits alone. 
                              These beauteous forms, 
      Through a long absence, have not been to me 
      As is a landscape to a blind man's eye: 
      But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
      Of towns and cities, I have owed to them 
      In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
      Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart; 
      And passing even into my purer mind, 
      With tranquil restoration:--feelings too                        30 
      Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps, 
      As have no slight or trivial influence 
      On that best portion of a good man's life, 
      His little, nameless, unremembered, acts 
      Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust, 
      To them I may have owed another gift, 
      Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood, 
      In which the burthen of the mystery, 
      In which the heavy and the weary weight 
      Of all this unintelligible world,                               40 
      Is lightened:--that serene and blessed mood, 
      In which the affections gently lead us on,-- 
      Until, the breath of this corporeal frame 
      And even the motion of our human blood 
      Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
      In body, and become a living soul: 
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      While with an eye made quiet by the power 
      Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
      We see into the life of things. 
                                       If this 
      Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft--                        50 
      In darkness and amid the many shapes 
      Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir 
      Unprofitable, and the fever of the world, 
      Have hung upon the beatings of my heart-- 
      How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee, 
      O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro' the woods, 
      How often has my spirit turned to thee! 
        And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought, 
      With many recognitions dim and faint, 
      And somewhat of a sad perplexity,                               60 
      The picture of the mind revives again: 
      While here I stand, not only with the sense 
      Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 
      That in this moment there is life and food 
      For future years. And so I dare to hope, 
      Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first 
      I came among these hills; when like a roe 
      I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides 
      Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 
      Wherever nature led: more like a man                            70 
      Flying from something that he dreads, than one 
      Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
      (The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, 
      And their glad animal movements all gone by) 
      To me was all in all.--I cannot paint 
      What then I was. The sounding cataract 
      Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock, 
      The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 
      Their colours and their forms, were then to me 
      An appetite; a feeling and a love,                              80 
      That had no need of a remoter charm, 
      By thought supplied, nor any interest 
      Unborrowed from the eye.--That time is past, 
      And all its aching joys are now no more, 
      And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
      Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur, other gifts 
      Have followed; for such loss, I would believe, 
      Abundant recompence. For I have learned 
      To look on nature, not as in the hour 
      Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes                    90 
      The still, sad music of humanity, 
      Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
      To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 
      A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
      Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 
      Of something far more deeply interfused, 
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      Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 
      And the round ocean and the living air, 
      And the blue sky, and in the mind of man; 
      A motion and a spirit, that impels                             100 
      All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 
      And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 
      A lover of the meadows and the woods, 
      And mountains; and of all that we behold 
      From this green earth; of all the mighty world 
      Of eye, and ear,--both what they half create, 
      And what perceive; well pleased to recognise 
      In nature and the language of the sense, 
      The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 
      The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul                  110 
      Of all my moral being. 
                              Nor perchance, 
      If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
      Suffer my genial spirits to decay: 
      For thou art with me here upon the banks 
      Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend, 
      My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch 
      The language of my former heart, and read 
      My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
      Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while 
      May I behold in thee what I was once,                          120 
      My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make, 
      Knowing that Nature never did betray 
      The heart that loved her; 'tis her privilege, 
      Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
      From joy to joy: for she can so inform 
      The mind that is within us, so impress 
      With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
      With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 
      Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, 
      Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all                    130 
      The dreary intercourse of daily life, 
      Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb 
      Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 
      Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
      Shine on thee in thy solitary walk; 
      And let the misty mountain-winds be free 
      To blow against thee: and, in after years, 
      When these wild ecstasies shall be matured 
      Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind 
      Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,                       140 
      Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 
      For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then, 
      If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief, 
      Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 
      Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 
      And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance-- 
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      If I should be where I no more can hear 
      Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams 
      Of past existence--wilt thou then forget 
      That on the banks of this delightful stream                    150 
      We stood together; and that I, so long 
      A worshipper of Nature, hither came 
      Unwearied in that service: rather say 
      With warmer love--oh! with far deeper zeal 
      Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget, 
      That after many wanderings, many years 
      Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs, 
      And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 
      More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake! 
 
 
William Wordsworth 
The Thorn 
 
         "THERE is a Thorn--it looks so old, 
          In truth, you'd find it hard to say 
          How it could ever have been young, 
          It looks so old and grey. 
          Not higher than a two years' child 
          It stands erect, this aged Thorn; 
          No leaves it has, no prickly points; 
          It is a mass of knotted joints, 
          A wretched thing forlorn. 
          It stands erect, and like a stone 
          With lichens is it overgrown. 
 
                                   II 
 
          "Like rock or stone, it is o'ergrown, 
          With lichens to the very top, 
          And hung with heavy tufts of moss, 
          A melancholy crop: 
          Up from the earth these mosses creep, 
          And this poor Thorn they clasp it round 
          So close, you'd say that they are bent 
          With plain and manifest intent 
          To drag it to the ground; 
          And all have joined in one endeavour 
          To bury this poor Thorn for ever. 
 
                                  III 
 
          "High on a mountain's highest ridge, 
          Where oft the stormy winter gale 
          Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds 
          It sweeps from vale to vale; 
          Not five yards from the mountain path, 
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          This Thorn you on your left espy; 
          And to the left, three yards beyond, 
          You see a little muddy pond 
          Of water--never dry 
          Though but of compass small, and bare 
          To thirsty suns and parching air. 
 
                                   IV 
 
          "And, close beside this aged Thorn, 
          There is a fresh and lovely sight, 
          A beauteous heap, a hill of moss, 
          Just half a foot in height. 
          All lovely colours there you see, 
          All colours that were ever seen; 
          And mossy network too is there, 
          As if by hand of lady fair 
          The work had woven been; 
          And cups, the darlings of the eye, 
          So deep is their vermilion dye. 
 
                                   V 
 
          "Ah me! what lovely tints are there 
          Of olive green and scarlet bright, 
          In spikes, in branches, and in stars, 
          Green, red, and pearly white! 
          This heap of earth o'ergrown with moss, 
          Which close beside the Thorn you see, 
          So fresh in all its beauteous dyes, 
          Is like an infant's grave in size, 
          As like as like can be: 
          But never, never any where, 
          An infant's grave was half so fair. 
 
                                   VI 
 
          "Now would you see this aged Thorn, 
          This pond, and beauteous hill of moss, 
          You must take care and choose your time 
          The mountain when to cross. 
          For oft there sits between the heap 
          So like an infant's grave in size, 
          And that same pond of which I spoke, 
          A Woman in a scarlet cloak, 
          And to herself she cries, 
          'Oh misery! oh misery! 
          Oh woe is me! oh misery!' 
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                  VII 
 
          "At all times of the day and night 
          This wretched Woman thither goes; 
          And she is known to every star, 
          And every wind that blows; 
          And there, beside the Thorn, she sits 
          When the blue daylight's in the skies, 
          And when the whirlwind's on the hill, 
          Or frosty air is keen and still, 
          And to herself she cries, 
          'Oh misery! oh misery! 
          Oh woe is me! oh misery!'" 
 
                                  VIII 
 
          "Now wherefore, thus, by day and night, 
          In rain, in tempest, and in snow, 
          Thus to the dreary mountain-top 
          Does this poor Woman go? 
          And why sits she beside the Thorn 
          When the blue daylight's in the sky 
          Or when the whirlwind's on the hill, 
          Or frosty air is keen and still, 
          And wherefore does she cry?-- 
          O wherefore? wherefore? tell me why 
          Does she repeat that doleful cry?" 
 
                                   IX 
 
          "I cannot tell; I wish I could; 
          For the true reason no one knows: 
          But would you gladly view the spot, 
          The spot to which she goes; 
          The hillock like an infant's grave, 
          The pond--and Thorn, so old and grey; 
          Pass by her door--'tis seldom shut-- 
          And, if you see her in her hut-- 
          Then to the spot away! 
          I never heard of such as dare 
          Approach the spot when she is there." 
 
                                   X 
 
          "But wherefore to the mountain-top 
          Can this unhappy Woman go? 
          Whatever star is in the skies, 
          Whatever wind may blow?" 
          "Full twenty years are past and gone 
          Since she (her name is Martha Ray) 
          Gave with a maiden's true good-will 
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          Her company to Stephen Hill; 
          And she was blithe and gay, 
          While friends and kindred all approved 
          Of him whom tenderly she loved. 
 
                                   XI 
 
          "And they had fixed the wedding day, 
          The morning that must wed them both; 
          But Stephen to another Maid 
          Had sworn another oath; 
          And, with this other Maid, to church 
          Unthinking Stephen went-- 
          Poor Martha! on that woeful day 
          A pang of pitiless dismay 
          Into her soul was sent; 
          A fire was kindled in her breast, 
          Which might not burn itself to rest. 
 
                                  XII 
 
          "They say, full six months after this, 
          While yet the summer leaves were green, 
          She to the mountain-top would go, 
          And there was often seen. 
          What could she seek?--or wish to hide? 
          Her state to any eye was plain; 
          She was with child, and she was mad; 
          Yet often was she sober sad 
          From her exceeding pain. 
          O guilty Father--would that death 
          Had saved him from that breach of faith! 
 
                                  XIII 
 
          Sad case for such a brain to hold 
          Communion with a stirring child! 
          Sad case, as you may think, for one 
          Who had a brain so wild! 
          Last Christmas-eve we talked of this, 
          And grey-haired Wilfred of the glen 
          Held that the unborn infant wrought 
          About its mother's heart, and brought 
          Her senses back again: 
          And, when at last her time drew near, 
          Her looks were calm, her senses clear. 
 
                                  XIV 
 
          "More know I not, I wish I did, 
          And it should all be told to you; 
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          For what became of this poor child 
          No mortal ever knew; 
          Nay--if a child to her was born 
          No earthly tongue could ever tell; 
          And if 'twas born alive or dead, 
          Far less could this with proof be said; 
          But some remember well, 
          That Martha Ray about this time 
          Would up the mountain often climb. 
 
                                   XV 
 
          "And all that winter, when at night 
          The wind blew from the mountain-peak, 
          'Twas worth your while, though in the dark, 
          The churchyard path to seek: 
          For many a time and oft were heard 
          Cries coming from the mountain head: 
          Some plainly living voices were; 
          And others, I've heard many swear, 
          Were voices of the dead: 
          I cannot think, whate'er they say, 
          They had to do with Martha Ray. 
 
                                  XVI 
 
          "But that she goes to this old Thorn, 
          The Thorn which I described to you, 
          And there sits in a scarlet cloak 
          I will be sworn is true. 
          For one day with my telescope, 
          To view the ocean wide and bright, 
          When to this country first I came, 
          Ere I had heard of Martha's name, 
          I climbed the mountain's height:-- 
          A storm came on, and I could see 
          No object higher than my knee. 
 
                                  XVII 
 
          "'Twas mist and rain, and storm and rain: 
          No screen, no fence could I discover; 
          And then the wind! in sooth, it was 
          A wind full ten times over. 
          I looked around, I thought I saw 
          A jutting crag,--and off I ran, 
          Head-foremost, through the driving rain, 
          The shelter of the crag to gain; 
          And, as I am a man, 
          Instead of jutting crag, I found 
          A Woman seated on the ground. 
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                                  XVIII 
 
          "I did not speak--I saw her face; 
          Her face!--it was enough for me; 
          I turned about and heard her cry, 
          'Oh misery! oh misery!' 
          And there she sits, until the moon 
          Through half the clear blue sky will go; 
          And, when the little breezes make 
          The waters of the pond to shake, 
          As all the country know, 
          She shudders, and you hear her cry, 
          'Oh misery! oh misery!'" 
 
                                  XIX 
 
          "But what's the Thorn? and what the pond? 
          And what the hill of moss to her? 
          And what the creeping breeze that comes 
          The little pond to stir?" 
          "I cannot tell; but some will say 
          She hanged her baby on the tree; 
          Some say she drowned it in the pond, 
          Which is a little step beyond: 
          But all and each agree, 
          The little Babe was buried there, 
          Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 
 
                                   XX 
 
          "I've heard, the moss is spotted red 
          With drops of that poor infant's blood; 
          But kill a new-born infant thus, 
          I do not think she could! 
          Some say, if to the pond you go, 
          And fix on it a steady view, 
          The shadow of a babe you trace, 
          A baby and a baby's face, 
          And that it looks at you; 
          Whene'er you look on it, 'tis plain 
          The baby looks at you again. 
 
                                  XXI 
 
          "And some had sworn an oath that she 
          Should be to public justice brought; 
          And for the little infant's bones 
          With spades they would have sought. 
          But instantly the hill of moss 
          Before their eyes began to stir! 
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          And, for full fifty yards around, 
          The grass--it shook upon the ground! 
          Yet all do still aver 
          The little Babe lies buried there, 
          Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 
 
                                  XXII 
 
          "I cannot tell how this may be, 
          But plain it is the Thorn is bound 
          With heavy tufts of moss that strive 
          To drag it to the ground; 
          And this I know, full many a time, 
          When she was on the mountain high, 
          By day, and in the silent night, 
          When all the stars shone clear and bright, 
          That I have heard her cry, 
          'Oh misery! oh misery! 
          Oh woe is me! oh misery!'" 
 
 
William Wordsworth 
O Nightingale!  
 
   O NIGHTINGALE! thou surely art 
          A creature of a "fiery heart":-- 
          These notes of thine--they pierce and pierce; 
          Tumultuous harmony and fierce! 
          Thou sing'st as if the God of wine 
          Had helped thee to a Valentine; 
          A song in mockery and despite 
          Of shades, and dews, and silent night; 
          And steady bliss, and all the loves 
          Now sleeping in these peaceful groves.                      10 
          I heard a Stock-dove sing or say 
          His homely tale, this very day; 
          His voice was buried among trees, 
          Yet to be come at by the breeze: 
          He did not cease; but cooed--and cooed; 
          And somewhat pensively he wooed: 
          He sang of love, with quiet blending, 
          Slow to begin, and never ending; 
          Of serious faith, and inward glee; 
          That was the song--the song for me!                         20 
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner 
 
[a complete e-text can be found at: 
http://etc.dal.ca/lballads/London98/tocframe.html  I recommend either a Web 
Presentation or a Zipped HTML version] 
 
 
 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
The Nightingale 
 
A CONVERSATION POEM, WRITTEN IN APRIL 1798 
 
  No cloud, no relique of the sunken day 
  Distinguishes the West, no long thin slip 
  Of sullen light, no obscure trembling hues. 
  Come, we will rest on this old mossy bridge! 
  You see the glimmer of the stream beneath, 
  Bur* hear no murmuring: it flows silently, 
  O'er its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 
  A balmy night! and though the stars be dim, 
  Yet let us think upon the vernal showers 
  That gladden the green earth, and we shall find 
  A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 
  And hark! the Nightingale begins its song, 
  "Most musical, most melancholy" bird! 
  A melancholy bird? Oh! idle thought! 
  In Nature there is nothing melancholy. 
  But some night-wandering man whose heart was pierced 
  With the remembrance of a grievous wrong, 
  Or slow distemper, or neglected love, 
  (And so, poor wretch! fill'd all things with himself, 
  And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale 
  Of his own sorrow) he, and such as he, 
  First named these notes a melancholy strain. 
  And many a poet echoes the conceit; 
  Poet who hath been building up the rhyme 
  When he had better far have stretched his limbs 
  Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell, 
  By sun or moon-light, to the influxes 
  Of shapes and sounds and shifting elements 
  Surrendering his whole spirit, of his song 
  And of his fame forgetful! so his fame 
  Should share in Nature's immortality, 
  A venerable thing! and so his song 
  Should make all Nature lovelier, and itself 
  Be loved like Nature! But 'twill not be so; 
  And youths and maidens most poetical, 
  Who lose the deepening twilights of the spring 
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  In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still 
  Full of meek sympathy must heave their sighs 
  O'er Philomela's pity-pleading strains. 
 
  My Friend, and thou, our Sister! we have learnt 
  A different lore: we may not thus profane 
  Nature's sweet voices, always full of love 
  And joyance! 'Tis the merry Nightingale 
  That crowds, and hurries, and precipitates 
  With fast thick warble his delicious notes, 
  As he were fearful that an April night 
  Would be too short for him to utter forth 
  His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul 
  Of all its music! 
 
  And I know a grove 
  Of large extent, hard by a castle huge, 
  Which the great lord inhabits not; and so 
  This grove is wild with tangling underwood, 
  And the trim walks are broken up, and grass, 
  Thin grass and king-cups grow within the paths. 
  But never elsewhere in one place I knew 
  So many nightingales; and far and near, 
  In wood and thicket, over the wide grove, 
  They answer and provoke each other's songs, 
  With skirmish and capricious passagings, 
  And murmurs musical and swift jug jug, 
  And one low piping sound more sweet than all-- 
  Stirring the air with such an harmony, 
  That should you close your eyes, you might almost 
  Forget it was not day! On moonlight bushes, 
  Whose dewy leaflets are but half-disclosed, 
  You may perchance behold them on the twigs, 
  Their bright, bright eyes, their eyes both bright and full, 
  Glistening, while many a glow-worm in the shade 
  Lights up her love-torch. 
 
                            A most gentle Maid, 
  Who dwelleth in her hospitable home 
  Hard by the castle, and at latest eve 
  (Even like a Lady vowed and dedicate 
  To something more than Nature in the grove) 
  Glides through the pathways; she knows all their notes, 
  That gentle Maid! and oft, a moment's space, 
  What time the moon was lost behind a cloud, 
  Hath heard a pause of silence; till the moon 
  Emerging, hath awakened earth and sky 
  With one sensation, and those wakeful birds 
  Have all burst forth in choral minstrelsy, 
  As if some sudden gale had swept at once 
  A hundred airy harps! And she hath watched 
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  Many a nightingale perch giddily 
  On blossomy twig still swinging from the breeze, 
  And to that motion tune his wanton song 
  Like tipsy joy that reels with tossing head. 
 
    Farewell, O Warbler! till to-morrow eve, 
  And you, my friends! farewell, a short farewell! 
  We have been loitering long and pleasantly, 
  And now for our dear homes.--That strain again! 
  Full fain it would delay me! My dear babe, 
  Who, capable of no articulate sound, 
  Mars all things with his imitative lisp, 
  How he would place his hand beside his ear, 
  His little hand, the small forefinger up, 
  And bid us listen! And I deem it wise 
  To make him Nature's play-mate. He knows well 
  The evening-star; and once, when he awoke 
  In most distressful mood (some inward pain 
  Had made up that strange thing, an infant's dream), 
  I hurried with him to our orchard-plot, 
  And he beheld the moon, and, hushed at once, 
  Suspends his sobs, and laughs most silently, 
  While his fair eyes, that swam with undropped 
  tears, 
  Did glitter in the yellow moon-beam! Well!-- 
  It is a father's tale: But if that Heaven 
  Should give me life, his childhood shall grow up 
  Familiar with these songs, that with the night 
  He may associate joy.--Once more, farewell, 
  Sweet Nightingale! once more, my friends! 
  farewell. 
 
 
Lord Byron 
From Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage 
 
CANTO THE FOURTH. 
 
I. 
 
   I stood in Venice, on the Bridge of Sighs; 
   A palace and a prison on each hand: 
   I saw from out the wave her structures rise 
   As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand: 
   A thousand years their cloudy wings expand 
   Around me, and a dying glory smiles 
   O’er the far times when many a subject land 
   Looked to the wingèd Lion’s marble piles, 
Where Venice sate in state, throned on her hundred isles! 
 
II. 
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   She looks a sea Cybele, fresh from ocean, 
   Rising with her tiara of proud towers 
   At airy distance, with majestic motion, 
   A ruler of the waters and their powers: 
   And such she was; her daughters had their dowers 
   From spoils of nations, and the exhaustless East 
   Poured in her lap all gems in sparkling showers. 
   In purple was she robed, and of her feast 
Monarchs partook, and deemed their dignity increased. 
 
 
III. 
 
   In Venice, Tasso’s echoes are no more, 
   And silent rows the songless gondolier; 
   Her palaces are crumbling to the shore, 
   And music meets not always now the ear: 
   Those days are gone - but beauty still is here. 
   States fall, arts fade - but Nature doth not die, 
   Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear, 
   The pleasant place of all festivity, 
The revel of the earth, the masque of Italy! 
 
IV. 
 
   But unto us she hath a spell beyond 
   Her name in story, and her long array 
   Of mighty shadows, whose dim forms despond 
   Above the dogeless city’s vanished sway; 
   Ours is a trophy which will not decay 
   With the Rialto; Shylock and the Moor, 
   And Pierre, cannot be swept or worn away - 
   The keystones of the arch! though all were o’er, 
For us repeopled were the solitary shore. 
 
 
Lord Byron 
From Don Juan 
 
Book I 

XC 

Young Juan wander'd by the glassy brooks,  
Thinking unutterable things; he threw  

Himself at length within the leafy nooks  
Where the wild branch of the cork forest grew;  

There poets find materials for their books,  
And every now and then we read them through,  

So that their plan and prosody are eligible,  
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Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible.  

XCI  

He, Juan (and not Wordsworth), so pursued  
His self-communion with his own high soul,  

Until his mighty heart, in its great mood,  
Had mitigated part, though not the whole  

Of its disease; he did the best he could  
With things not very subject to control,  

And turn'd, without perceiving his condition,  
Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician.  

XCII  

He thought about himself, and the whole earth  
Of man the wonderful, and of the stars,  

And how the deuce they ever could have birth;  
And then he thought of earthquakes, and of wars,  

How many miles the moon might have in girth,  
Of air-balloons, and of the many bars  

To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies; --  
And then he thought of Donna Julia's eyes.  

XCIII  

In thoughts like these true wisdom may discern  
Longings sublime, and aspirations high,  

Which some are born with, but the most part learn  
To plague themselves withal, they know not why:  

'T was strange that one so young should thus concern  
His brain about the action of the sky;  

If you think 't was philosophy that this did,  
I can't help thinking puberty assisted.  

XCIV  

He pored upon the leaves, and on the flowers,  
And heard a voice in all the winds; and then  

He thought of wood-nymphs and immortal bowers,  
And how the goddesses came down to men:  

He miss'd the pathway, he forgot the hours,  
And when he look'd upon his watch again,  

He found how much old Time had been a winner --  
He also found that he had lost his dinner. 
 
 
Lord Byron 
From Manfred 
 
II.ii.50-79 
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MANFRED.  

…. From my youth upwards  
My spirit walk'd not with the souls of men,   
Nor look'd upon the earth with human eyes;  
The thirst of their ambition was not mine;  
The aim of their existence was not mine;  
My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers,  
Made me a stranger; though I wore the form,         
I had no sympathy with breathing flesh,  
Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded me  
Was there but one who-- but of her anon.  
I said with men, and with the thoughts of men,  
I held but slight communion; but instead,  
My joy was in the Wilderness, to breathe 
The difficult air of the iced mountain's top, 
Where the birds dare not build, nor insect's wing  
Flit o'er the herbless granite; or to plunge  
Into the torrent, and to roll along                 
On the swift whirl of the new breaking wave  
Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow.  
In these my early strength exulted; or  
To follow through the night the moving moon,  
The stars and their development, or catch  
The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim;  
Or to look, list'ning, on the scatter'd leaves, 
While Autumn winds were at their evening song.  
These were my pastimes, and to be alone;  
For if the beings, of whom I was one,--   
Hating to be so,-- cross'd me in my path,  
I felt myself degraded back to them, 

      And was all clay again.   
 
 
P.B. Shelley 
Ode to the West Wind 
 
O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being— 
Thou from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes!—O thou 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 
The wingèd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill— 
Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere— 
Destroyer and Preserver—hear, O hear! 



 31

   
  Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 
Angels of rain and lightning! they are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 
Of some fierce Mænad, ev'n from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith's height— 
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 
Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 
Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst:—O hear! 
   
  Thou who didst waken from his summer-dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
Lull'd by the coil of his crystalline streams, 
Beside a pumice isle in Baiæ's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 
All overgrown with azure moss, and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear 
And tremble and despoil themselves:—O hear! 
   
  If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable!—if even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 
The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seem'd a vision,—I would ne'er have striven 
As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
O lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 
A heavy weight of hours has chain'd and bow'd 
One too like thee—tameless, and swift, and proud. 
   
  Make me thy lyre, ev'n as the forest is: 
What if my leaves are falling like its own! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 
Will take from both a deep autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
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My spirit! be thou me, impetuous one! 
Drive my dead thoughts over the universe, 
Like wither'd leaves, to quicken a new birth; 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 
Scatter, as from an unextinguish'd hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawaken'd earth 
The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 
 
 
P.B. Shelley 
A Song: Men of England 
 
Men of England, wherefore plough 
For the lords who lay ye low? 
Wherefore weave with toil and care 
The rich robes your tyrants wear? 
 
Wherefore feed and clothe and save, 
From the cradle to the grave, 
Those ungrateful drones who would 
Drain your sweat -nay, drink your blood? 
 
Wherefore, Bees of England, forge 
Many a weapon, chain, and scourge, 
That these stingless drones may spoil 
The forced produce of your toil? 
 
Have ye leisure, comfort, calm, 
Shelter, food, love's gentle balm? 
Or what is it ye buy so dear 
With your pain and with your fear? 
 
The seed ye sow another reaps; 
The wealth ye find another keeps; 
The robes ye weave another wears; 
The arms ye forge another bears. 
 
Sow seed, -but let no tyrant reap; 
Find wealth, -let no imposter heap; 
Weave robes, -let not the idle wear; 
Forge arms, in your defence to bear. 
 
Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells; 
In halls ye deck another dwells. 
Why shake the chains ye wrought? Ye see 
The steel ye tempered glance on ye. 
 
With plough and spade and hoe and loom, 
Trace your grave, and build your tomb, 
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And weave your winding-sheet, till fair 
England be your sepulchre! 
 
 
 
John Keats 
Ode to a Nightingale 
 
MY heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
  My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
  One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk: 
'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 
  But being too happy in thine happiness, 
    That thou, light-wingèd Dryad of the trees, 
          In some melodious plot 
  Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
    Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 
  
O for a draught of vintage! that hath been 
  Cool'd a long age in the deep-delvèd earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the country-green, 
  Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth! 
O for a beaker full of the warm South! 
  Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 
    With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
          And purple-stainèd mouth; 
  That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
    And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 
  
Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
  What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
  Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs, 
  Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
    Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
          And leaden-eyed despairs; 
  Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
    Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 
  
Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 
  Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 
  Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 
Already with thee! tender is the night, 
  And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
    Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays 
          But here there is no light, 
  Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
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    Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 
  
I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 
  Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in embalmèd darkness, guess each sweet 
  Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
  White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 
    Fast-fading violets cover'd up in leaves; 
          And mid-May's eldest child, 
  The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 
    The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 
  
Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 
  I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call'd him soft names in many a musèd rhyme, 
  To take into the air my quiet breath; 
Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 
  To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
    While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
          In such an ecstasy! 
  Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 
    To thy high requiem become a sod. 
  
Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 
  No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
  In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
  Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
    She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 
          The same that ofttimes hath 
  Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam 
    Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 
  
Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 
  To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
  As she is famed to do, deceiving elf. 
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 
  Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
    Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep 
          In the next valley-glades: 
  Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 
    Fled is that music:—do I wake or sleep? 
 
 
John Keats 
The Eve of St. Agnes 
 
St. Agnes' Eve--Ah, bitter chill it was! 
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The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold; 
The hare limp'd trembling through the frozen grass, 
And silent was the flock in woolly fold: 
Numb were the Beadsman's fingers, while he told 
His rosary, and while his frosted breath, 
Like pious incense from a censer old, 
Seem'd taking flight for heaven, without a death, 
Past the sweet Virgin's picture, while his prayer he saith. 
 
His prayer he saith, this patient, holy man; 
Then takes his lamp, and riseth from his knees, 
And back returneth, meagre, barefoot, wan, 
Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees: 
The sculptur'd dead, on each side, seem to freeze, 
Emprison'd in black, purgatorial rails: 
Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat'ries, 
He passeth by; and his weak spirit fails 
To think how they may ache in icy hoods and mails. 
 
Northward he turneth through a little door, 
And scarce three steps, ere Music's golden tongue 
Flatter'd to tears this aged man and poor; 
But no--already had his deathbell rung; 
The joys of all his life were said and sung: 
His was harsh penance on St. Agnes' Eve: 
Another way he went, and soon among 
Rough ashes sat he for his soul's reprieve, 
And all night kept awake, for sinners' sake to grieve. 
 
That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft; 
And so it chanc'd, for many a door was wide, 
From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft, 
The silver, snarling trumpets 'gan to chide: 
The level chambers, ready with their pride, 
Were glowing to receive a thousand guests: 
The carved angels, ever eager-eyed, 
Star'd, where upon their heads the cornice rests, 
With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on their breasts. 
 
At length burst in the argent revelry, 
With plume, tiara, and all rich array, 
Numerous as shadows haunting faerily 
The brain, new stuff'd, in youth, with triumphs gay 
Of old romance. These let us wish away, 
And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there, 
Whose heart had brooded, all that wintry day, 
On love, and wing'd St. Agnes' saintly care, 
As she had heard old dames full many times declare. 
 
They told her how, upon St. Agnes' Eve, 
Young virgins might have visions of delight, 
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And soft adorings from their loves receive 
Upon the honey'd middle of the night, 
If ceremonies due they did aright; 
As, supperless to bed they must retire, 
And couch supine their beauties, lily white; 
Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require 
Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire. 
 
Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline: 
The music, yearning like a God in pain, 
She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes divine, 
Fix'd on the floor, saw many a sweeping train 
Pass by--she heeded not at all: in vain 
Came many a tiptoe, amorous cavalier, 
And back retir'd; not cool'd by high disdain, 
But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere: 
She sigh'd for Agnes' dreams, the sweetest of the year. 
 
She danc'd along with vague, regardless eyes, 
Anxious her lips, her breathing quick and short: 
The hallow'd hour was near at hand: she sighs 
Amid the timbrels, and the throng'd resort 
Of whisperers in anger, or in sport; 
'Mid looks of love, defiance, hate, and scorn, 
Hoodwink'd with faery fancy; all amort, 
Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unshorn, 
And all the bliss to be before to-morrow morn. 
 
So, purposing each moment to retire, 
She linger'd still. Meantime, across the moors, 
Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire 
For Madeline. Beside the portal doors, 
Buttress'd from moonlight, stands he, and implores 
All saints to give him sight of Madeline, 
But for one moment in the tedious hours, 
That he might gaze and worship all unseen; 
Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss--in sooth such things have been. 
 
He ventures in: let no buzz'd whisper tell: 
All eyes be muffled, or a hundred swords 
Will storm his heart, Love's fev'rous citadel: 
For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes, 
Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords, 
Whose very dogs would execrations howl 
Against his lineage: not one breast affords 
Him any mercy, in that mansion foul, 
Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul. 
 
Ah, happy chance! the aged creature came, 
Shuffling along with ivory-headed wand, 
To where he stood, hid from the torch's flame, 
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Behind a broad half-pillar, far beyond 
The sound of merriment and chorus bland: 
He startled her; but soon she knew his face, 
And grasp'd his fingers in her palsied hand, 
Saying, "Mercy, Porphyro! hie thee from this place; 
They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty race! 
 
"Get hence! get hence! there's dwarfish Hildebrand; 
He had a fever late, and in the fit 
He cursed thee and thine, both house and land: 
Then there's that old Lord Maurice, not a whit 
More tame for his gray hairs--Alas me! flit! 
Flit like a ghost away."--"Ah, Gossip dear, 
We're safe enough; here in this arm-chair sit, 
And tell me how"--"Good Saints! not here, not here; 
Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier." 
 
He follow'd through a lowly arched way, 
Brushing the cobwebs with his lofty plume, 
And as she mutter'd "Well-a--well-a-day!" 
He found him in a little moonlight room, 
Pale, lattic'd, chill, and silent as a tomb. 
"Now tell me where is Madeline," said he, 
"O tell me, Angela, by the holy loom 
Which none but secret sisterhood may see, 
When they St. Agnes' wool are weaving piously." 
 
"St. Agnes! Ah! it is St. Agnes' Eve-- 
Yet men will murder upon holy days: 
Thou must hold water in a witch's sieve, 
And be liege-lord of all the Elves and Fays, 
To venture so: it fills me with amaze 
To see thee, Porphyro!--St. Agnes' Eve! 
God's help! my lady fair the conjuror plays 
This very night: good angels her deceive! 
But let me laugh awhile, I've mickle time to grieve." 
 
Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon, 
While Porphyro upon her face doth look, 
Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone 
Who keepeth clos'd a wond'rous riddle-book, 
As spectacled she sits in chimney nook. 
But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told 
His lady's purpose; and he scarce could brook 
Tears, at the thought of those enchantments cold, 
And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old. 
 
Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose, 
Flushing his brow, and in his pained heart 
Made purple riot: then doth he propose 
A stratagem, that makes the beldame start: 
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"A cruel man and impious thou art: 
Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep, and dream 
Alone with her good angels, far apart 
From wicked men like thee. Go, go!--I deem 
Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem." 
 
"I will not harm her, by all saints I swear," 
Quoth Porphyro: "O may I ne'er find grace 
When my weak voice shall whisper its last prayer, 
If one of her soft ringlets I displace, 
Or look with ruffian passion in her face: 
Good Angela, believe me by these tears; 
Or I will, even in a moment's space, 
Awake, with horrid shout, my foemen's ears, 
And beard them, though they be more fang'd than wolves and bears." 
 
"Ah! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul? 
A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing, 
Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll; 
Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening, 
Were never miss'd."--Thus plaining, doth she bring 
A gentler speech from burning Porphyro; 
So woful, and of such deep sorrowing, 
That Angela gives promise she will do 
Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe. 
 
Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy, 
Even to Madeline's chamber, and there hide 
Him in a closet, of such privacy 
That he might see her beauty unespy'd, 
And win perhaps that night a peerless bride, 
While legion'd faeries pac'd the coverlet, 
And pale enchantment held her sleepy-ey'd. 
Never on such a night have lovers met, 
Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt. 
 
"It shall be as thou wishest," said the Dame: 
"All cates and dainties shall be stored there 
Quickly on this feast-night: by the tambour frame 
Her own lute thou wilt see: no time to spare, 
For I am slow and feeble, and scarce dare 
On such a catering trust my dizzy head. 
Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer 
The while: Ah! thou must needs the lady wed, 
Or may I never leave my grave among the dead." 
 
So saying, she hobbled off with busy fear. 
The lover's endless minutes slowly pass'd; 
The dame return'd, and whisper'd in his ear 
To follow her; with aged eyes aghast 
From fright of dim espial. Safe at last, 
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Through many a dusky gallery, they gain 
The maiden's chamber, silken, hush'd, and chaste; 
Where Porphyro took covert, pleas'd amain. 
His poor guide hurried back with agues in her brain. 
 
Her falt'ring hand upon the balustrade, 
Old Angela was feeling for the stair, 
When Madeline, St. Agnes' charmed maid, 
Rose, like a mission'd spirit, unaware: 
With silver taper's light, and pious care, 
She turn'd, and down the aged gossip led 
To a safe level matting. Now prepare, 
Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed; 
She comes, she comes again, like ring-dove fray'd and fled. 
 
Out went the taper as she hurried in; 
Its little smoke, in pallid moonshine, died: 
She clos'd the door, she panted, all akin 
To spirits of the air, and visions wide: 
No uttered syllable, or, woe betide! 
But to her heart, her heart was voluble, 
Paining with eloquence her balmy side; 
As though a tongueless nightingale should swell 
Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, in her dell. 
 
A casement high and triple-arch'd there was, 
All garlanded with carven imag'ries 
Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass, 
And diamonded with panes of quaint device, 
Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes, 
As are the tiger-moth's deep-damask'd wings; 
And in the midst, 'mong thousand heraldries, 
And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings, 
A shielded scutcheon blush'd with blood of queens and kings. 
 
Full on this casement shone the wintry moon, 
And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast, 
As down she knelt for heaven's grace and boon; 
Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest, 
And on her silver cross soft amethyst, 
And on her hair a glory, like a saint: 
She seem'd a splendid angel, newly drest, 
Save wings, for heaven:--Porphyro grew faint: 
She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint. 
 
Anon his heart revives: her vespers done, 
Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees; 
Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one; 
Loosens her fragrant boddice; by degrees 
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees: 
Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed, 
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Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees, 
In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed, 
But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled. 
 
Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest, 
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex'd she lay, 
Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppress'd 
Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away; 
Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day; 
Blissfully haven'd both from joy and pain; 
Clasp'd like a missal where swart Paynims pray; 
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain, 
As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again. 
 
Stol'n to this paradise, and so entranced, 
Porphyro gaz'd upon her empty dress, 
And listen'd to her breathing, if it chanced 
To wake into a slumberous tenderness; 
Which when he heard, that minute did he bless, 
And breath'd himself: then from the closet crept, 
Noiseless as fear in a wide wilderness, 
And over the hush'd carpet, silent, stept, 
And 'tween the curtains peep'd, where, lo!--how fast she slept. 
 
Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon 
Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set 
A table, and, half anguish'd, threw thereon 
A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet:-- 
O for some drowsy Morphean amulet! 
The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion, 
The kettle-drum, and far-heard clarinet, 
Affray his ears, though but in dying tone:-- 
The hall door shuts again, and all the noise is gone. 
 
And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep, 
In blanched linen, smooth, and lavender'd, 
While he forth from the closet brought a heap 
Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd; 
With jellies soother than the creamy curd, 
And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon; 
Manna and dates, in argosy transferr'd 
From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one, 
From silken Samarcand to cedar'd Lebanon. 
 
These delicates he heap'd with glowing hand 
On golden dishes and in baskets bright 
Of wreathed silver: sumptuous they stand 
In the retired quiet of the night, 
Filling the chilly room with perfume light.-- 
"And now, my love, my seraph fair, awake! 
Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite: 
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Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnes' sake, 
Or I shall drowse beside thee, so my soul doth ache." 
 
Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm 
Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream 
By the dusk curtains:--'twas a midnight charm 
Impossible to melt as iced stream: 
The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam; 
Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies: 
It seem'd he never, never could redeem 
From such a stedfast spell his lady's eyes; 
So mus'd awhile, entoil'd in woofed phantasies. 
 
Awakening up, he took her hollow lute,-- 
Tumultuous,--and, in chords that tenderest be, 
He play'd an ancient ditty, long since mute, 
In Provence call'd, "La belle dame sans mercy": 
Close to her ear touching the melody;-- 
Wherewith disturb'd, she utter'd a soft moan: 
He ceas'd--she panted quick--and suddenly 
Her blue affrayed eyes wide open shone: 
Upon his knees he sank, pale as smooth-sculptured stone. 
 
Her eyes were open, but she still beheld, 
Now wide awake, the vision of her sleep: 
There was a painful change, that nigh expell'd 
The blisses of her dream so pure and deep 
At which fair Madeline began to weep, 
And moan forth witless words with many a sigh; 
While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep; 
Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous eye, 
Fearing to move or speak, she look'd so dreamingly. 
 
"Ah, Porphyro!" said she, "but even now 
Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear, 
Made tuneable with every sweetest vow; 
And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear: 
How chang'd thou art! how pallid, chill, and drear! 
Give me that voice again, my Porphyro, 
Those looks immortal, those complainings dear! 
Oh leave me not in this eternal woe, 
For if thy diest, my Love, I know not where to go." 
 
Beyond a mortal man impassion'd far 
At these voluptuous accents, he arose 
Ethereal, flush'd, and like a throbbing star 
Seen mid the sapphire heaven's deep repose; 
Into her dream he melted, as the rose 
Blendeth its odour with the violet,-- 
Solution sweet: meantime the frost-wind blows 
Like Love's alarum pattering the sharp sleet 
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Against the window-panes; St. Agnes' moon hath set. 
 
'Tis dark: quick pattereth the flaw-blown sleet: 
"This is no dream, my bride, my Madeline!" 
'Tis dark: the iced gusts still rave and beat: 
"No dream, alas! alas! and woe is mine! 
Porphyro will leave me here to fade and pine.-- 
Cruel! what traitor could thee hither bring? 
I curse not, for my heart is lost in thine, 
Though thou forsakest a deceived thing;-- 
A dove forlorn and lost with sick unpruned wing." 
 
"My Madeline! sweet dreamer! lovely bride! 
Say, may I be for aye thy vassal blest? 
Thy beauty's shield, heart-shap'd and vermeil dyed? 
Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest 
After so many hours of toil and quest, 
A famish'd pilgrim,--sav'd by miracle. 
Though I have found, I will not rob thy nest 
Saving of thy sweet self; if thou think'st well 
To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel. 
 
"Hark! 'tis an elfin-storm from faery land, 
Of haggard seeming, but a boon indeed: 
Arise--arise! the morning is at hand;-- 
The bloated wassaillers will never heed:-- 
Let us away, my love, with happy speed; 
There are no ears to hear, or eyes to see,-- 
Drown'd all in Rhenish and the sleepy mead: 
Awake! arise! my love, and fearless be, 
For o'er the southern moors I have a home for thee." 
 
She hurried at his words, beset with fears, 
For there were sleeping dragons all around, 
At glaring watch, perhaps, with ready spears-- 
Down the wide stairs a darkling way they found.-- 
In all the house was heard no human sound. 
A chain-droop'd lamp was flickering by each door; 
The arras, rich with horseman, hawk, and hound, 
Flutter'd in the besieging wind's uproar; 
And the long carpets rose along the gusty floor. 
 
They glide, like phantoms, into the wide hall; 
Like phantoms, to the iron porch, they glide; 
Where lay the Porter, in uneasy sprawl, 
With a huge empty flaggon by his side: 
The wakeful bloodhound rose, and shook his hide, 
But his sagacious eye an inmate owns: 
By one, and one, the bolts full easy slide:-- 
The chains lie silent on the footworn stones;-- 
The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans. 
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And they are gone: aye, ages long ago 
These lovers fled away into the storm. 
That night the Baron dreamt of many a woe, 
And all his warrior-guests, with shade and form 
Of witch, and demon, and large coffin-worm, 
Were long be-nightmar'd. Angela the old 
Died palsy-twitch'd, with meagre face deform; 
The Beadsman, after thousand aves told, 
For aye unsought for slept among his ashes cold. 
 


