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INTRODUCTION 

WHEN Shelley was born, in that classical-looking eighteenth- 
cuntury mansion of Field Place, amidst the quiet scenery of 
the Weald (4th August 1792), the Western world, and 
England in particular, were fast entering upon a new phase 
of thought and feeling. The spirit of the intellectual and 
poUtical Revolution which France had set afloat, and the 
s[)irit of the imaginative reawakening which had been 
chiefly heralded in England and Germany, were the two 
essential factors of this movement. It is the unique charm 
of Shelley that he could so spontaneously and so faithfully 
embody each of them," and at length unite the conflict- 
ing elements into a sort of Idealism which recalls the 
"wisdom" of the noblest of the Greek Poet-Philosophcrs— 
Plato. 

The little fair-haired boy with the wild blue eyes, who 
grew up at Field Place, was first attracted by Romanticism 
in one of its most expre.ssive, and, it must be added, one of 
its most naive, forms—the "terror novel"—issued by such 
publishing firms as the once far-famed Minerva Press. 
\\'ith the swiftness of realisation which, ali through his life, 
was characteristic of him, he wrote and published works 
which might well be called, as they have been called, from 
a purely objective point of view, " unmitigated rubbish." 
'Shelley himself soon carne to recognise them às utterly 
devoid of literary significance, but he insisted on their 
''elati\'e effect as showing the early bent of his powers. 
Indeed, such utterances, free from any suspicion of self- 
consciousness, are a rare enough product of the artistic mind ; 
and we can accept them with the gratitude of the biographer, 
if not with the gusto of the critic. After ali, Zasírozzi, Si 
IrTiyiie, the Original Poetry (not humorously so called) by 
Victor and Cazire, and the Posihumous Fragments qf 
Margarei Nicholson, are ncither worse nor better than the 
iiovels of " Rosa Matilda " or the ballads of the raw-head- 
and-bloody-bones school.    That Shelley should have been 
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so easily fircd into imitation of the school is—it must be 
confessed—evidence of a singularly unprecocious taste; 
hut unguarded enthusiasms, literary, philosophical, and 
sentimental, were to be the great feature of the poet's 
career. 

Intellectualism in various attractive or oracular forms, 
made popular by writers like Paine and Godwin, next 
seized upon Shelley's mind. From him also was extorted 
that tribute which, some twenty years before, ali the poets of 
the new era, Coleridge, Wordsworth, Southey, Campbell, 
had paid to the French sensationalist school. Reversing 
the order of history, Shelley, after being a votary of the 
" Sturm und Drang " spirit, became passionately fond of the 
fearless, triumphant, if rather cold and dry solutions of ali 
problems of matter and mind, of state and individual, which 
made up the doctrines of the age of Enlightenment— 
" Aufklárung." He contributed to this movement maiiy a 
political or religious pamphlet, which, however generous and 
inspired, can hardly claim the merit of originality. But the 
revolutionary commoner of University College, Oxford, and 
the advocate of Irish liberties, was maturing into the lovcr of 
Wclsh streams and valleys ; the poet was beginning to assert 
hiniself, and his first great work, Queen Mab, once, it is said, 
the gospel of the Owenitcs, and surely the epic of Intellec- 
tualism, amply redeems its fervid but over-simple theories by 
the gorgeousness of their poetical attire. 

Now the time came too when the lessons of experience 
and sorrow, ever allied, deepened Shelley's insight into his 
own sensitive nature and true avocation. His early marriage 
with the daughtcr of a coffee-house keeper—at best a noble 
act of youthful impetuosity—soon opened to him the secret 
of his own heart. His political campaign in Dublin taught 
him the vanity of direct interference. It was a poetical 
imjjulse no less than a moral revolt or a sentimental 
(lisappointment which drew him away from his wife, and in 
1814 made him fly with Mary Godwin, the philosopher's 
daughtcr, to the lakes and mountains of Switzerland. 
There, and amid the quieter scenes of Windsor Forest, 
Shelley found his real self, and soon Alastor, so full already 
of that heroic morl>idezza which shall permeate many a later 
põem, gave the world the first undeniable revelation of a 
new poetic temperament. 

This was for some time obscured by the opposition which 
Shelley's acts and thoughts met with,  ali around him, in 
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England. The year 1817, in which a sentence of the Lord 
CJiancellor dcprived himof his children, marked the cHmax 
of that period of agitation and obloquy. Ali his -work is 
then soniewhat cramped and embittered. Even in the grand 
epic of The Revolt of Islam, there is an under-current of 
feverish resentment which is too intense not to injure its 
artistic effect. 

In March 1818 Shelley left England—never to return. 
Under the serener skies of Italy, in the semi-solitude which 
throws realities in the background, where inspiration can 
look upon them unruffled, the poet's enthusiasms became no 
less ardent but certainly more refined, more patient, and 
more subtle. A growing acquaintance with the classics 
revealed to him the value of Mythology—whether Christian 
f>r Pagan. A limited circle of friends was enough to show 
him the inexhaustible variety of the human heart and to 
impress upon him the paramount quality of love and mercy 
in bridging over the diíferences of intellect and temper. 
More than anything else, the development of his own 
genius, although still occasionally arrested or thwarted by 
I)hysical pain and emotional uncertainty, and thus kept in 
touch with the realities of everyday life to a degree un- 
kiiown to less unearthly singers, made it easier for him to 
íhink, as he once said, " in the whole." His intellectual 
protests were sweetened by an increasing sense of the slow- 
ness of the ways of Nature, nay, they could be relieved at 
times with a burst of Aristophanic laughter; his interpreta- 
lions of the world's beauty, enlarged and deepened, assumed 
something akin to the imagined purity of the elemental 
atoms; his fancy, more ethereal and cosmic, seemed to be 
absorbed by the essence of things, and to dwell lovingly 
aniong the heavenly sphcres. When he died, dro^vned in 
the bay of Spezzia (Sth July 1822), he had been led by 
poetry to a living sense of the mystery of the world which 
filled with him the place of long discarded beliefs. "What 
is life," he cried, and could not wait for an answer. But his 
message was more than half uttered: an obstinate faith in 
the progress of mankind, sustained and beautified by love 
and imagination — some such formula may summarise 
the latest work of Shelley. Thus at last the elements 
of his nature, the Revolutionary Intellectualism and the 
Roniantic Sensibility, were harmonised into one of the 
"lost earnest and most ideal aspirations of the Poetry of 
the Age. 
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It may be questioned whether sufficient emphasis has 

been laid on the wonderful example of a sincere, whole- 
hearted development, which Shelley the poet has set to 
posterity—an example of both unity and progress, progress 
without leap and without retreat, unity without stagnation 
and without monotony, the progress and the unity wherewith 
ali truly living growths, whether in nature or in man, are 
marked. No poet, it is true, was ever so faithful to the 
intellectual creed, to the imaginative creations, na}', even tf) 
the artistic motives and rhythmical themes of his youth. 
Some of the most ethereal visions of feminine beauty in the 
Epipsychidion are adumbrated in the wild extravagance of 
the early romances, and the lyric movement of The Clond 
is anticipated just as markedly in the Jiivenilia. tíut no 
poet was so thrillingly alive as was Shelley to ali influences 
which make for refinement of fancy or spiritualisation of 
idea: he has led us far from the "There is no God!" of 
Queen Alab before we come to the awe-stricken answers of 
Demogorgon in Promctheus (ü. 4). 

" Who made the living \\ orld ? 
God. 

WIio made ali 
That it contains :   thought, passion, reason, will, 
Imagination ? 

God, Almighty God ! " 

It is far too from the romantic descant on Lovis Rose to 
the flower poetry in The Sensitive Plant, from the theorising 
about Universal Love in the notes to Qiieen Mab to the 
passionate cry in the Aíagüo Prodigioso : 

" That the glory far above 
AU else in life is I.ove, oh, Love ! " 

from the cold advice of the reformer of 1811 to the Irish 
people : " Read, think, and converse ! " to the purê delight 
of the poet in the free play of his genius, 

" As thought by thought is piled till some great truth 
Is loosened.    (Prom. ii. 3, 40.) 

It is indeed because it was read too systematically, that 
Shelley's work could ever have been made a subject of 
contention between opposite parties in politics or religion. 
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A mind which, as his did, grew evcry day fuller of in- 
tellectual doubts, but also fuller of spiritual aspirations, 
could not reasonably be claimed either by Agnostics who do 
not suffer from their incertitude, or by Positivists—be it of 
Social Science or of Theology—who ignore the finar subtleties 
of thought. If anything of this party spirit still distorts the 
quiet meaning of Shelley's work, the best remedy, or the 
best preventiva, should be found in the mere consecutive 
rcading of what he wrote. This, the only way to get a living 
view of his living soul, will also bring out the real import of 
his message—a message similar to that of Shakespeare—the 
message which in the pathetic alliance of philosophical dis- 
content and emotional trust, in the constant readiness to 
wonder and to love, consecrates the profound wisdom o£ 
Poetry. 

These considerations have dictated the arrangement of 
the i)rescnt edition. The great Epic The Revolt of Islam, 
the Dramas, and the Translations being set apart in one 
volume, in accordance with the general plan of this series, 
the other poems of Shelley have been given in chronological 
sections, corresponding to the periods of his life and inner 
development as suggested in this introduction. But as it 
seemed unfair to the poet's fame to confuse in the same 
levelling chronological sequence the finest of his master- 
pieces and the veriest trifle which the zeal of his worshippers 
may have unearthed, a smaller type has been adopted for ali 
the verse which Shelley either carne to disown in his later 
life or had not time to perfect for publication. 

We have to thank Mr Ch. W. Esdaile and Professor 
Dowden for a permission to print the Juvenilia which 
appeared for the first time in the latter's Life of Shelley ; 
also Mr C. D. Locock and the Delegates of the Clarendon 
Press, for permission to use the material contained in A?i 
Exarnination of SliclUys MSS. 

A. H. KOSZUI.. 
1907. 

The following is a list of Shelley's works :— 

Zastrozzi : a Romance, 1810. Some chapters were said by 
Shelley to have been written by his cousin, Harriet 
Grove. 
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Original Poetry : by Victor and Cazire, 1810 (his colleague 

is conjectured to have been this same cousin). 
Posthumous   Fragments  of   Margaret  Nirholson.     Being 

Pocms found amongst the papers of that noted feniale 
who attempted the life of the kingin 1786 ; ed. by John 
Fitzvictor, 1810. 

St Irvyne ; or, The Rosicrucian : a Romance, 1811. 
The  Necessity of Atheism, which led  to Shelley's being 

expelled from Oxford. 
An Address to the Irish People, 1812. 
l'roposals for an Association (of Philanthropists, to accom- 

plish the Regeneration of Ireland), 1812. 
Declaration of Rights, 1812. 
The Devil'sWa!k, 1812. 
A Letter to Lord Ellenborough (on the sentence passed on 

the  publishcr of the third part of Paine's  "Age of 
Reason"), 1812. 

Queen Mab : a Philosophical Põem, 1813. 
A Vindication of Natural Diet, 1813. 
A Refutation of Deism : in a Dialogue, 1814. 
Alastor:   or,   the  Spirit  of Solitude;   and  cther  poems, 

1816. 
A Proposal for putting Reform to the Vote throughout the 

Kingdom : by the Hermit of Marlow, 1817. 
An Address to the People on the Death of the Princess 

Charlotte : by the Hurmit of Marlow, 1817. 
History of a Six Weeks' Tour, etc. ; with letters, 1817. 
Laon and Cythna (Revolt of Islani), i8i8. 
Rosalind and Helen ; with other poem.s, 1819. 
The Cenci: a Tragedy, 1819. 
Prometheus Unbound : a Lyrical Drama; with other poems, 

1820. 
CEdipus Tyrannus ; or, Swellfoot the Tyrant:  a Tragedy, 

translated from the Original Doric, 1820. 
Epipsychidion (verses addressed to . .  .  Emilia V., now 

imprisoned in the Convent of — ), 1821. 
Adonais : an Elegy on the Dcath of John Keats, 1821. 
Hellas : a Lyrical Drama, 1822. 

The    following   are    the    most    important    posthumous 
publications :— 

Posthumous Poems ; ed. by Mary W. Shelley, 1824. 
Masque of Anarchy ; with Preface by Leigh Hunt, 1832. 
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The Shelley Papers (Memoir, with poems and papers) ; ed. 

T. Medwin, 1833. 
Collected Edition of Poems ;  4 vols.; ed. by Mrs Shelley, 

1839. 
Èssays;   Letters   from   Abroad,   etc.;    ed.   Mrs   Shelley, 

1840. 
Relics of Shelley ; ed. R. Garnett, 1862. 
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SHELLEY 

I.   Romantic   Period 
1800-1812 

VERSES ON A CAT 

[Comp. 1800 ?    Publ. 1858.] 

A CAT in distress, 
Nothing more, nor Icss ; 

Good folks, I must faithfuüy tell ye. 
As I am a sinner, 
It waits for some dinner 

To stufE out its ovvn little belly. 

You would not casily guess 
Ali the moíles of distress 

Which torture the tenants of earth ; 
And the various evils, 
Which like so many devils, 

Atteiid the poor souls from their birth. 

Some a living require. 
And others desire 

An old fellow out of the way ; 
And which is the best 
I leave to be guessed, 

For I cannot pretend to say. 

One wants socicty, 
Another variety, 

Others a tranquil life ; 
Some want food, 
Others, as good, 

Only want a wife. 

'A 
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But this poor littlc cat 
Only wanted a rat. 

To stuff out its own littlo maw ; 
And it were as good 
Some pcople had such food, 

To make them hold thcir jaw 1 

EPITAPHIUM 

[LATIN   VERSION   OF  THE   EplTAPH   IN   GRAY'S   ELEGT.J 

[Publ. 1S47 ; datcd 1808-9.] 

Hic sinu fessum caput hospitali 
Cespitis dormit juvenis, ncc illi 
Fata ridebant, popularis ille 

Nescius aurae. 

Musa non vultu gcnus arroganti 
Rústica natum grege despicata. 
Et suum tristis puerum notavit 

Sollicitudo. 
III 

índoles illi bene larga, pectus 
Veritas sedem sil)i vindicavit. 
Et pari tantis racritis beavit 

Munere coelum. 

Omne quod mocstis habuit miserto 
Corde largivit lacrimam, recepit 
Omne quod ccelo voluit, fidelis 

Pectus amicl. 

Longius sed tu fuge curiosus 
Cxteras laudes fuge suspicari, 
Cxteras culpas fuge velie tractas 

Sede tremenda. 

v'l 
Spe tremescentes rccubant in illa 
Sede virtutes pariterque culpa;, 
In sui Patris grêmio, tremenda 

Sede Deique. 



Romantic Period 

IN HOROLOGIUM 

[Publ. 1847 ; dated 1809.] 

INTER marmóreas Leonora: pêndula colles 
Fortunata nimis Machina dicit horas. 
Quas manibus premit illa duas insensa papillas 
Cur mihi sit digito tangere, amata, neías ? 

TO THE QUEEN OF MY HEART 

[1810?   Publ. 1833.] 
I 

SiiALL we roam, my love. 
To the twilight grove, 

When the moon is rising bright ? 
Oh, I'll whisper there, 
In the cool night-air, 

What I dare not in broad daylight I 

I'I1 tcU thce a part 
Of the thoughts that start 

To being when thou art nigh ; 
And thy beanty, more bright 
Than the stars' soft light, 

Shall seem as a weft from the sky. 

iii 
When the palc moonbeam 
On tower and streani 

Shcds a flood of silver sheen, 
How I love to gaze 
As the cold ray strays 

0'er thy face, my heart's throned queen t 

Wilt thou roam with me 
To the restless sea, 

And lingcr upon the steep, 
And list to the flow 
01 the waves below, 

How they toss and roar and leap I 

Those boiling waves, 
And the storm that ravcs 

At night o'er their foaming crest, 
Resemble the strife 
That. from earlicst life, 

The passions have waged in my breast. 
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Oh, come thcn, and rovc 
To tlie sca or the grove, 

When the moon is rising bright ; 
And I'll uhisper there, 
In the cool night-air, 

What I dare not in broad day-light 

ORIGINAL POETRY 

BY VICTOR  AND  CAZIRE 

[Publ.  1810.] 

A Person complained that whenever he began to wrile, he never 
could arrange his ideas in grammatical order. Which occasion 
siiggested lhe idea oi the following tines : 

HERE I sit with my papcr, my pcn and my ink, 
First of this thing, and that thing, and fothcr thing think ; 
Then my thoughts come so pell-moll ali into my mind, 
That the sonse or the subject I nevcr can fmd : 
This word is vvrong placed,—no regard to the senso, 
The present and future, instead of past tense, 
Thcn my grammar I want;  O doar I  what a bore. 
I think I shall never attempt to write more. 
With patience I then my thoughts must arraign, 
Have them ali in due order like mutes in a train, 
Like them too must wait in due patience and thougUt, 
Or else my fine works will ali come to nought. 
My wit too's so copious, it flows like a river, 
But disperses its waters on black and white never ; 
I.ike smokc it appears independent and free, 
But ah, lucklcss smoke I   it ali passes like thee— 
Thcn at length ali my patience entirely lost, 
My paper and pens in the fire are tossed ; 
But come, try again—vou must nevcr despair, 
Our Murray's or Entick's are not ali so rare. 
Implore their assistance—they'll como to your aid, 
Perform ali your business without being paid, , 
They'll tell you the present tense, future and past. 
Which should come first, and which should come last, 
This Murray will do—then to Entick repair. 
To find out the meaning of any word rare. 
This they friendly will tell, and ne'er make you blush, 
With a jeering look, taunt, or an O fie !  tush I 
Then straight ali your thoughts in black and white put, 
Not minding the ifs, the be's, and the but, 
Then read it ali over, see how it will run, 
How answers the wit, the retort. and the pun. 
Your writings may then with old Sócrates vie. 
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May on the same shelf with Demosthenes lie, 
May as Junius bc sharp. or as Plato be sage, 
The pattern or satire to ali of the age ; 
But stop—a mad author I mean not to turn, 
Nor with thirst of applause does my heated brain bum, 
Sufficient that sense, wit, and grammar combined, 
My letters may makc some slight food for the mind ; 
That my thoughts to my friends I may freely impart, 
In ali the warm language that flows from the heart. 
Hark !  futurity calls !  it loudly complains, 
It bids me step forward and just hold the reins. 
My excuse shall be humble, and faithful, and true, 
Such as I fear can be made but by few— 
Of writers this age has abundance and plcnty, 
Three score and a thousand, two millions and twenty. 
Three score of thcm wits who ali sharply vie. 
To try what odd creature they best can belie. 
A thousand are prudes who for Charity write, 
And fiU up their sheets with spleen, envy, and spite. 
One million are bards, who to Heaven aspire, 
And stuff their works fuU of bombast, rant, and fire, 
T'other million are wags who in Grub-street attend. 
And just like a cobbler the old writings mcnd. 
The twenty are those who for pulpits inditc, 
x\nd pore over sermons ali Saturday night. 
And now my good friends—who come after I mean. 
As I ne'er wore a cassock, or dined with a dean, 
Or like cobblers at mending I never did try, 
Nor with poets in lyrics attempted to vie ; 
As for prudes these good souls I both hate and detest, 
So here I believe the raatter must rest.— 
Tve heard your complaint—my answer I've made. 
And since to your calls ali the tributo Tve paid, 
Adieu my good friend ;  pray never despair, 
But grammar and sense and everything dare, ,. , 
Attempt but to write dashing, easy, and free, , .> 
Then take o>it your grammar and pay him his fee. 
Be not a coward, shrink not to a tense, 
But read it ali over and make it out sense. 
What a tiresome girl !—pray soon make an end, 
Else my limitcd patience you'll quickly expend. 
Well adieu, I no longer your patience will try— 
So swiít to the poât now the lettcr shall fly. 

JANUARY, ISIO. 

II 
To Miss [HARRIET GROVE] 

FROM MISS [ELIZABETH SHELLEY] 

FOR your letter, dear [Hattie], accept my best thanka, 
Hcndcred long and amusing by virtue of franks, 
'fhough concise they would please, yet the longer the better, 
The more news that's crammed in, more amusing the letter. 
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AH excuses of etiquette nonsense I hate, 
Which only are fit for the tardy and late, 
As when converse grows flat, of the wcather they talk, 
How fair the sun shines—a fine day for a walk, 
Then to politics turn, of Burdetfs reformation, 
One declares it would hurt, t'other better the nation. 
Will ministers keep ?   sure they've acted quite wrong, 
The burden this is of cach morning-call song. 
So is going to you say, 
I hope that success hcr great efforts will pay, 
That [the Colonel] will see her, be dazzlcd outright, 
And declare he can't bcar to be out of her sight. 
Write flaming epistlcs with love's pointed dart, 
Whose sharp little arrow striick right on his heart, 
Scold poor innocent Cupid for mischievous ways, 
He knows not how miich to laud forth her praise, 
That he neither eats, drinks or slecps for her sake. 
And hopes her hard heart some compassion will take. 
A refusal would kill him, so despcrate his flame, 
But he fears, for he knows she is not common game. 
Then praises her sense, wit, discernment and grace, 
He's not one thafs caught by a sly looking face, 
Yet thafs toó divino—such a black sparkling cye, 
At the bare glance of which ncar a thousand will die ; 
Thus runs he on, meaning but one word in ten, 
More than is meant by most such kind of men, 
For they're ali alike, take them one with another, 
Begging pardon—with the exception of my brother. 
Of  the  drawings you  mcntion   much  praise   I   have 

heard, 
Most opinion's the same, with the difference of word, 
Some get a good name by the voice of the crowd, 
Whilst to poor humble mcrit small praise is allowed. 
As in parliament votes, so in pictures a name, 
Oft determines a fate at the altar of fame.— 
So on Friday this City's gay vortex you quit. 
And no longer with Doctors and Johnny cats sit— 
Now your parccrs arrived, [Bysshe's] letter shall go. 
I hope ali your joy niayn't be turned into woe. 
Expericnce will tell you that pleasure is vain, 
When it promiscs sunshine how often comes rain. 
So when to fond hope every blessing is nigh, 
How oft when we smile it is checked witli a sigh, 
When Hope, gay dcceiver, in pleasure is dressed, 
How oft comes a stroke that may rob us of rcst. 
When we think ourselves safe, and the goal near at hand, 
Like a vessel just landing, we're wreckcd ncar the strand. 
And though memory forever the sharp pang must feel, 
'Tis our duty to bcar, and our hardship to steel— 
May misfortunes, dear Girl, ne'er thy happiness cloy, 
May thy days glide in peace, love, comfort and joy, 
May thy tears with soít pity for other wocs flow, 
Woes, which thy tender heart never may know. 
For hardships our own. God has taught us to bear, 
Though sympathy's soul to a friend drops a tear. 
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Oh dear !  what sen titnental stuff have I written, 
Only fit to tear up and play with a kitten. 
What sober reflcctions in the midst of this letter I 
Jociilarity sure would have suited much better ; 
But there are exceptions to ali common rules, 
For this is a truth by ali boys learned at schools. 
Now adiou, my dear [Hattio], I'in sure I must tire. 
For if I do, yoii may throw it into the fire. 
So accept the best love of your coiisin and friend, 
WTiich brings this nonsensical rhyme to an end. 

APRIL 30, l8lo. 

III.     SONG 

Coi.D, cold is the blast when December is howling, 
Cold are the damps on a dying man's brow,— 

Stern are the seas when the wild waves are rolling, 
And sad is the grave where a loved one lies low ; 

But colder is scorn from the being who loved thee, 
More stern is the sneer from the friend who has proved thee. 
More sad are the tears when their sorrows have moved thee, 

Which mixed with groans, anguish and wild madness ílow— 

And ah I  poor has felt ali this horror, 
FuU long the fallen victim contended with fate : 

'Till a destitute outcast abandoned to sorrow, 
She sought her babe's food at her ruiner's gate— 

Another had charmed the remorseless bctraycr, 
He turned laughing aside from her moans and her prayer; 
She said nothing, but wringing the wet from her hair, 
Crossed the dark mountain side, though the hour it was late. 

'Twas on the wild height of the dark Penmanmawr, 
That the form of the wasted reclined ; 

She shrieked to the ravens that croaked from afar. 
And she sighed to the gusts of the mld sweeping wind.— 

" I call not yon rocks where the thunder peals rattle, 
I call not yon clouds where the elements battle, 

But thee, cruel -—— I call thee unkind ! "— 

Then she wreathed in her hair the wild flowers of the mountain. 
And deliriously laughing, a garland entwined, 

She bedewed it with tears, then she hung o'er the íountain. 
And leaving it, cast it a prey to the wind. 

„' Ah I  go," she exclaimed, " when the tempest is yelliug, 
fis unkind to be cast on the sea that is swellmg, 

"ut I left, a pitiless outcast, my dwelhng, 
My garments are torn, so they say is my mind." 

Not long lived , but over her grave 
Waved the desolate form of a storm-blasted yew, 

Around it no demons or ghosts dare to rave, 
But spirits of peace steep her slumbers in dew. 
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Then stay thy swift stcps mid thc dark mountain heathcr, 
Though chill blow the wind and severe is the weather. 
For perfidy, traveller !   cannot bereave her, 

0£ the tears, to the tombs oi the innocent duo.— 
JULY,   iSio. 

IV.   SONG 

COME [Harriet] ! sweet is the hour, 
Soft Zephyrs brcathe gently around, 

The anemonc's night-boding flower, 
Has sunk its palc head on the ground. 

'Tis thi*s the \vorld's kecnness hath tom, 
Some mild heart that cxpands to its blast, 

'Tis thus that the wretched forlorn, 
Sinks poor and neglected at last.— 

The world with its keenness and woe, 
Has no charms or attraction for me, 

Its unkindness with grief has laid low, 
The heart which is faithful to thee. 

The high trees tliat wave past the moon. 
As I walk in their umbrage with you, 

AH declare I must part with you soon, 
AH bid you a tender adieu !— 

Then [Harriet] I   dcarest,  farcwcll, 
You and I, love, may ne'er meet again ; 

These woods and these mcadows can tcll 
How soft and how sweet was the strain.— 

APRIL,  1810. 

V.    SONG 

DESPAIR 

AsK not the pallid stranger's woe, 
With beating heart and throbbing breast, 

Whose step is faltcring, weak, and slow. 
As though the body needed rest; 

Whose 'wildered cye no object meets, 
Nor cares to ken a friendly glance, 

With silent grieí his bosom beats,— 
Now fixed, as in a deathlike trance ; 

Who looks around with íearful eye. 
And shuns aU converse with mankind. 

As though some one his gricfs miglit spy, 
Aod soothc them with a kindred mind. 
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A friend or foe to him the same, 

He looks on each with equal eye ; 
The diüerence lies but in the name, 

To none for comfort can he fly.— 

'Twas deep despair, and sorrow's trace. 
To him too keenly giveu, 

Whose memory, time could not efface— 
His peace was lodged in Heaven.— 

He looks on ali this world bestows, 
The pride and pomp of power, 

As trifles best for pageant shows 
Which vanish in an hour. 

When torn is dear afíection's tie, 
Sinks the soft hcart íuU low ; 

It leavcs without a parting sigh. 
Ali that these realms bestow. 

JuNE, 1810. 

VI.   SONG 

SORROVV 

To me this world's a dreary blank, 
Ali hopes in life are gone and íled, 

My high strung energies are sank. 
And ali my blissful hopes lie dead.— 

The world once smiling to my view, 
Showed scenes of endless bliss and joy ; 

The world I then but little knew, 
Ah !   little knew how pleasures cloy ; 

Ali then was jocund, ali was gay, 
No thought bcyond the present hour^ 

I danced in pleasure's fading ray, 
Fading alas 1  as drooping flower. 

Nor do the hcedless in the throng, 
One thought bcyond the morrow give, 

They court the feast, the dance, the song, 
Nor think how short their time to live. 

The heart that bears deep sorrow's trace, 
What earthly comfort can console, 

It drags a dull and lengthened pace, 
'Till fricndly death its woes enroll.— 

The sunken cheek, the humid eyes, 
E'en better than the tongue can tell ; 

In whose sad brcast deep sorrow lies, 
Where memory's rankling traces dwell. 
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The rising tear, the stifled sigh, 

A mind but ill at case display, 
Like blackcning clouds in stormy sky, 

Where fiercely vivid lightnings play. 

Thus when souls' energy is dead, 
When sorrow dims each earthly vicw, 

When cvery fairy hope is fled, 
\Ve bid ungrateful world adieu. 

AuGUST, 1810. 

VII.    SONG ^ 

HOPE 

K1ÍT1 said I that ali hope was fled, 
That sorrow and despair wcre mine, 

That each enthiisiast wish was dead, 
Had sank beneath pale Miscry's shrine.— 

Seest thoii the sunbcam's ycUow glow, 
That robcs with liqiiid streams of light, 

Yon distant Moiintain's craggy brow. 
And shows the rocks so íair,—so bright  

Tis thus sweet expectation's ray, 
In softcr view shows distant hours. 

And portrays each succccding day. 
As dressed in íairer, brighter flowers,— 

The vcrmeil tinted flowers that blossom. 
Aro frozen but to bud ancw, 

Thcn sweet deceiver calm my bosom, 
Although thy visions be not true,— 

Yet true they are,—and V\\ believe, 
Thy whisperings soft of love and peace, 

God never niadc thec to deceive, 
'Tis siu that bade thy empire cease. 

Yet though despair my life should gloom, 
'Ihough horror should around me close, 

With those I love, beyond the tomb, 
Hope shows a balm for ali my woes. 

AuGUST, 1810. 

VIII.    SONG 

TRANSLATED FROM THE ITALIAN 

Oii ! what is the gain of rcstlcss care. 
And what is ambitious treasure ? 

And what are the joys that the modish share, 
In thcir sickly haunts of pleasure ? 
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My husband's repast with delight 1 sprcad, 

What though 'tis but rustic íare, 
May each guardian angel protect his shed, 

May contentment and quiet be there. 

And may I support my hiisband's years, 
May I soothe his dying pain, 

And thcn may I dry my fast falling tears, 
And mcet him in Heaven again. 

JULY, i8io. 

IX.    SONG 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE GERMAN 

Ali ! grasp the dirc dagger and couch the fell spear, 
If vengeance and death to thy bosom be dear, 
The dastard shall perish, death's torment shall prove, 
For fate and rcvengo are decreed from above. 

Ah I  where is the hero, whose nerves strung by youth, 
Will defend the firm cause of justice and truth ; 
With insatiate desire whose bosom shall swell, 
To give up the oppressor to judgement and Hell— 

For him shall the fair one twine chaplets of bays. 
To him shall each warrior give merited praise, 
And triumphant returned from the clangour of arms, 
He shall find his reward in his lovcd maiden's charms. 

I 

In ecstatic confusion the warrior shall sip, 
The kisses that glow on his love's dewy lip. 
And mutual, eternal, cmbraces shall prove, 
The rewards of the brave are the transports of love. 

OCTOBER,  1809. 

X.    THE IRISHMAN'S SONG 

TiiE stars may dissolve, and the fountain of light 
May sink into ne'er ending chãos and night, 
Our mansions must fali, and carth vanish away, 
But thy courage, O Hrin 1  may nevcr decay. 

See ! the wide wasting ruin extends ali around, 
Our ancestors' dwellings lie sunk on the ground, 
Our foes ride in triumph throughout our domains. 
And our raightiest heroes lie stretched on the plains. 

Ah !  dead is the harp which was wont to give pleasure, 
Ah !   sunk is our sweet country's rapturous measure, 
But the war note is waked, and the clangour of spears, 
The dread ycU of Sloghan yet sounds in our ears. 
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Ah ! wliere are tho heroes ! triumphant in death, 
Convulsed they recline on the blood-sprinkled Iieath, 
Or the yelling ghosts ride on the blast that sweeps by, 
And " my countrymen ! vengeance I " incessantly cry. 

OcTOBER, 1809. 

XI.    SONG 

FlERCE roars the midnight storin 
0'cr the wild mountain, 

Dark clouds the night deforra, 
Swift roUs the fountain— 

See ! o'er yon rocky height, 
Dim mists are flying— 

See by the moon's pale íight, 
Poor Laura's dying ! 

Shame and remorse shall howl, 
By her false pillow— 

Ficrcer than storms that roU, 
0'er the white billow ; 

No hand her eycs to close, 
Wlien hfe is flying, 

Biit she will find repose. 
For Laura's dying ! 

Then will I seck my love, 
Then wül I cheer her, 

Then my csteem will prove, 
Whcn no fricnd is near her. 

On her grave I will lie, 
Whcn life is partcd, 

On her grave I wUl die. 
For the false hearted. 

DECEMBER, 1809. 

XII.    SONG 

To- [HARRIET] 

AH !  swcet is the moonbeam that sleeps on yon fountain, 
And sweet the mild rush of the soít-sighing brceze. 

And sweet is the glimpse of yon dimly-seen mountain, 
'Neath the vertlant arcades of yon shadowy trees. 

But sweeter than ali was thy tone of affection, 
Which scarce seemed to break on the stillness of eve, 

Though the time it is past !—yet the dear recoUection, 
For aye in the hcart of thy [Percy] must live. 
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Yct he hears thy dear voice in the suramer winds sighing, 

Mild acccnts of happiness lisp in his ear, 
When the hope-winged moinents athwart him are flying. 

And he thinks of the fricnd to his bosom so dear.— 

And thou dearest íriend in his bosom for evcr 
Must reign unalloyed by the fast rolling year, 

He loves thee, and dearest one never, Oli I  never 
Canst thou cease to be loved by a heart so sincera. 

AcGUST, 1810. 

XIII.    SONG 

To- — [HARRIET] 

STERN, stern is the voice of fate's íearfui comraand, 
When acccnts of horror it breathes in our ear, 

Or cofnpels us for aye bid adieu to the land, 
Where exists tliat loved friend to our bosom so dear, 

'Tis sterner than death o'er the shuddering wrctclr bcnding, 
And in skeleton grasp his fell sceptrc extending, 
Lilve tlie lieart-stricken decr to that loved covert wending, 

Which never again to his eyes may appear— 

And ah !  he may envy the heart-stricken quarry, 
Who bids to the friend of affection farewell, 

He may envy the bosom so bleeding and gory, 
He may envy the sound of the drear passing knell, 

Not so deep is his grief on his death couch reposing, 
When on the last vision his dim eyes are closing ! 
As the outcast whose love-raptured senses are losing 

The last tones o£ thy voice on the wild brceze that swell ! 

Those tones were so soft, and so sad, that ah !  never, 
Can' the sound cease to vibrate on Memory's ear, 

In the stern wreck of Nature for ever and ever, 
The remcmbrance must livc of a friend so sincere. 

AuGUST,  1810. 

XIV.    SAINT EDMOND'S EVE i 

On !  did you observe the Black Canon pass. 
And did you observe his frown ? 

He goeth to say the midnight mass, 
In holy St Edmond's town. 

He goeth to sing the burial chaunt. 
And to lay the wandering spritc, 

Whose shadüwy, restless íorm doth haunt, 
The Abbey's drear aisle this night. 

' This is not Shelley's, but one of the Tales o/ Terror (1799) 
of M. G. Lewis. 
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It saith it will not its wailing cease, 

'Till that holy man come near, 
'Till he pour o'cr its grave the prayer of peace. 

And sprinkle the hallowed tear. 

The Canon's horse is stout and strong 
The road is plain and fair, 

But the Canon slowly wends along, 
And his brow is gloomed with care. 

Who is it thus late at the Abbey-gate ? 
Sullen echoes the portal bell, 

It sounds like the whispering voice of fate, 
It sounds like a funeral knell. 

The Canon his íaltering knee thrice bowed. 
And his frame was convulsed with fear, 

Whcn a voice was heard distinct and loud, 
" Prepare ! íor thy hour is near." 

He crosses his breast, he mutters a prayer. 
To Heaven he lifts his eye, 

He heeds not the Abbofs gazing stare, 
Nor the dark Monks who murmured by. 

Bare-headed he worships the sculptured saints 
That frown on the sacred walls, 

His face it grows pale,—he trembles, he faints, 
At the Abbofs fect he falls. 

And straiglit the father's robe he kissed, 
Who cried, " Grace dwells with thce, 

The spirit will fade like the moming mist, 
At vour benedicite. 

"Now haste within !  the board is spread, 
Keen blows the air, and cold, 

The spectre sleeps in its earthy bed, 
'Till St Edmond's bell hath toUed,— 

" Yet rcst your wearied limbs to-night, 
YouVe journeyed many a mile, 

To-morrow lay the wailing sprite, 
That shrieks in the moonlight aisle." 

" Oh ! faint are niy limbs and my bosom is cold, 
Yet to-night must the sprite be laid, 

Yet to-night, when the hour of horror's told, 
Must I meet the wandering shadc. 

" Nor food, nor rest may now delay,— 
For hark I   the echoing pile, 

A bell loud shakes !—Oh haste away, 
O lead to the haunted aisle." 
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The tprchcs slowly move before, 

The cross is raised on high, 
A smile of peace the Canon wore, 

But horror dimmed his eye— 

And now they cHmb the footworn stair, 
The chapei gatcs unclose, 

Now cach breathed low a fervent prayer. 
And ícar each bosom írozc  

Now paused awhile the doiibtful band 
And vicwed the solemn scene,— 

FuU dark the chistered columns stand, 
The moon gleams palc between— 

" Say, father, say what cloistcrs' gloom 
Conceals the unquiet shade, 

Within what dark unhallowed tomb, 
The corse unblessed was laid ? " 

15 

" Tlirough yonder drear aisle alone it walks. 
And murmurs a mournfu! plaint, 

Of thee I   Black Canon, it wildly talks. 
And calls on thy patron saint— 

" The pilgrim this night with wondering eycs. 
As he prayed at St Edmond's shrine, 

From a black marble tomb ha th seen it rise, 
And under yon arch recline."— 

" Oh !  say upon that black marble tomb, 
What memorial sad appears."— 

" Undistinguished it lies in the chancel's gloom, 
No memorial sad it bears."— 

The Canon his paternoster reads, 
His rosary hung by his side, 

Now swift to the chancel doors he leads. 
And untouched they open wide. 

Resistless, strangc sounds his steps impei. 
To approach to the black marble tomb, 

" Oh !   enter, Black Canon," a whisper fell, 
" Oh I   enter, thy hour is come." 

He paused, told his beads, and the threshold passed, 
Oh I   horror, the chanc<'l doors close, 

A loiid yell was borne on the rising blast. 
And a deep, dying groan arose. 

The Monks in amazement shuddering stand, 
They burst through the chancers gloom, 

From St Edmond's shrine, Io I   a skeleton's hand 
Points to the black marble tomb. 
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It saith it will not its wailing cease, 

'Till that holy man come near, 
'Till he pour o'cr its grave the prayer of peace. 

And sprinkle the hallowed tear. 

The Canon's horse is stout and strong 
The road is plain and fair, 

But the Canon slowly wends along, 
And his brow is gloomcd with care. 

Who is it thus late at the Abbey-gate ? 
Sullen cchoes the portal bell, 

It sounds like the whispering voice of iate, 
It sounds like a funeral knell. 

The Canon his faltering knee thrice bowed. 
And his frame was convulscd with fear, 

Whcn a voice was heard distinct and loud, 
" Prepare ! for thy hour is near." 

He crosses his brcast, he muttcrs a prayer. 
To Heaven hc liíts his eye, 

He heeds not the Abbofs gazing stare, 
Nor the dark Monks who murmured by. 

Bare-headed he worships the sciilptured saints 
That frown on the sacred walls, 

His face it grows pale.—he trembles, he faints, 
At the Abbofs feet he falls. 

And straight the father's robe he kissed, 
Who cried, " Grace dwells with thce, 

The spirit will fade like the morning mist, 
At vour benedicite. 

" Now haste within !  the board is spread, 
Keen blows the air, and cold, 

The spectre sleeps in its earthy bed, 
•Tüi St Edmond's bell hath toUed.— 

" Yet rest your wearied limbs to-night, 
You've journeyed niany a mile, 

To-morrow lay the wailing sprite. 
That shrieks in the moonlight aisle." 

" Oh ! faint are my limbs and my bosom is cold, 
Yet to-night must the sprite be laid, 

Yet to-night, when the hour of horror's told, 
Must I meet the wandcring shadc. 

" Nor food, nor rest may now delay,— 
For hark !   the echoing pile, 

A bell loud shakes I—Oh haste away, 
O lead to the haunted aisle." 
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The tprches slowly move bafore, 

The cross is raised on high, 
A smile of peace the Canon wore, 

But horror dimmed his eye— 

And now they climb the footworn stair, 
The chapei gatcs unclose, 

Now cach breathed low a fcrvent prayer. 
And íear each bosoni frozc—— 

Now paused awhile the doiibtfnl band 
And viewcd the solemn scene,— 

Full dark the chistered cohimns stand, 
The moon yleams pale between—• 

" Say, father, say what cloistcrs' gloom 
Conccals the unquiet shade, 

Within what dark unhallowed tomb, 
The corse unblessed was laid ? " 

15 

" Through yonder drear aisle alone it walks, 
And murmurs a mournful plaint, 

Of thee I   Black Canon, it wildly talks. 
And calls on thy patron saint— 

" The pilgrim tliis night with wondering eyes. 
As he praycd at St Edmond's shrine, 

From a black marble tomb hath seen it rise, 
And undcr yon arch recline."—• 

" Oh !  say upon that black marble tomb, 
What memorial sad appears."— 

" Undistinguishcd it lies in the chancel's gloom, 
No memorial sad it bears."— 

The Canon his paternoster reads, 
His rosary hung by his side. 

Now swift to the chancel doors he Icads, 
And untouched they open wide. 

Resistlcss, strange sounds his steps impei, 
To approach to the black marble tomb, 

" Oh !   enter, Black Canon," a whisper fell, 
" Oh !   enter, thy hour is come." 

He paused, told his beads, and the threshold passed, 
Oh !  horror, the chanc<-l doors close. 

A loiid yell was borne on the rising blast. 
And a decp, dying groan arose. 

The Monks in amazement shuddering stand, 
They burst throiigli the chancel's gloom, 

From St E(lmond's shrine, Io I   a skeleton's hand 
Points to the black marble tomb. 
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Lo !  dccply engravcd, an inscription blood red, 

In characters fresh and clear— 
" The giiilty Black Canon of Elmham's dcad. 

And his wife lies buried here I" 

In EImham's tower he wcdded a Nun, 
To St Edmond'3 his bride he bore, 

On this eve her noviciate here was begun. 
And a Monk's gray weeds she wore ;— 

O !  decp was her conscience dyed with guilt, 
Remorse she full oft revealcd, 

Her blood by the ruthless Black Canon was spilt, 
And in death her lips he sealcd ; 

Her spirit to pcnance this night was doomed, 
'Till the Canon atoned the decd, 

Here together they now shall rcst entombed, 
'Till tíieir bodies frora dust are freed— 

Hark !   a loud peal of thunder shakes the roof, 
Round the altar bright lightnings play, 

Speechless with horror the Monks stand aloof. 
And the storm dies sudden away— 

The inscription was gone !  a cross on the ground. 
And a rosary shone through the gloom, 

Bnt never again was the Canon there íound, 
Or the Ghost ou the black raarble tomb. 

XV.    REVENGE 

" Aii !   quit me not yet, for the wind whistles shrill, 
Its blast wanders mournfuUy over the hill, 
The thunder's wild voice rattles madly above, 
You will not then, cannot thcn, leave me, my love."— 

" I must, dearest Agnes, the night is far gone— 
I must wander this cvening to Strasburg alone, 
I must seek the drear tomb of my ancestors' bonés, 
And must dig their remains from beneath the cold stones. 

" For the spirit of Conrad there meets me this night. 
And we quit not the tomb 'till dawn oi the light, 
And Conrad's been dead just a month and a day I 
So farewell, dearest Agnes, for I must away.— 

" He bid me bring with me what most I held dear, 
Or a month from that time should I lie on my bier, 
And l'(l sooner rcsign this false fluttering breath, 
Than my Agnes should dread either danger or death. 
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" And I love you to madness, my Agnes I love, 
My constant affection this night will I prove, 
This night will I go to thc sepulchre's jaw, 
Alone will I glut its ali conquering maw"— 

" No, no !   loved Adolphus, thy Agncs will share 
In the torab ali the dangers that wait for you there, 
I fcar not the spirit,—I fear not the grave, 
My dearest Adolphus Td perish to save— 

" Nay scek not to say that thy love shall not go, 
But spare me those ages of horror and woe, 
For I swctir to thee here that Tll perish ere day, 
I£ you go unattended by Agnes away,"— 

The night it was bleak the fierce storm raged around, 
The lightning's blue íire-light flashed on the ground, 
Strange forms seemed to flit,—and howl tidings of fate. 
As Agnes advanced to the sepulchre gate.— 

The youth struck the portal,—the echoing sound 
Was fearfuUy roUed midst the tombstones around, 
The blue lightning gleamed o'er the dark chapei spire, 
And tinged were the storm clouds with sulphurous fire. 

Still they gazed on the tombstone where Conrad reclined, 
Yet they shrank at thc cold chilling blast of the wind, 
When a strange silver brilliance pervaded the scene, 
And a figure advanced—tall in form—fierce in mien. 

A mantle encircled his shadowy form, 
As light as a gossamcr borne on the storm. 
Celestial terror sat throncd in his gaze, 
Like the midnight pestiferous meteor's blaze.— 

Spirit. 
" Tliy fathcr, Adolphus I   was false, false as hell. 
And Conrad has cause to remembcr it well, 
He ruined my Mother, despised me, his son, 
I quitted the world ere my vengeance was done. 

I was ncarly expiring—'twas close of the day,— 
A demon advanced to the bed where I lay, 
He gave me the power from whence I was hurled. 
To return to revenge, to retiirn to the world.— 

Now, Adolphus, I'll seize thy best loved in my arms, 
rU drag her to Hades ali blooming in charms, 
On the black whirlwind's thundcring pinion I'll ride. 
And fierce yelling fiends shall exult o'er thy bride." 

He spoke, and cxtending his ghastly arms wide, 
Majestic advanced with a swift noiseless stride, 
He clasped the fair Agncs—he raised her on high. 
And cleaving the roof sped his way to the sky— 
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Ali was now silent,—and over the tomb, 
Thicker, deeper, was swiftly extended a gloom, 
Adolphus in horror sank down on the stone, 
And his ficeting soul fled with a harrowing groan. 

DECEMBER,  1809. 

XVI.    GHASTA 

OR, THE AVENGING DEMON ! ! I 

Tht idea of the following tale was taken from a few unconnected 
German Stanzas.—The principal Character is r.videiitly the Wander- 
ing Jew, and althotigh not mentioned by name, the burning Cross 
on his forehead undoubtedly alltides Io that superslition, so prevalent 
in the part of Germany called the Black Forest, where íhis scene is 
supposed to lie. 

HARK !   the owlct flaps her wing, 
In the pathless deli beneath; 

Hark !   night ravens loudly sing, 
Tidings of despair and deatli.—' 

Horror covers ali the sky, 
Clouds of darkness blot the moon. 

Prepare I  for, mortal, thou miist die, 
Prepare to yield thy soul up soon— 

Ficrce the tempest raves around, 
Fierce the volleyed lightnings fly, 

Crashing thunder shakes the ground, 
Fire and tumult fiU the sky.— 

Hark !   the tolling village bell 
Tells the hour of midnight come, 

Now can blast the powers of Hcll, 
Ficnd-like goblins now can roam— 

See !   his crest ali staincd with rain, 
A warrior hastening speeds his way, 

He starts, looks round him, starts again. 
And sighs for the approach of day. 

See !   his írantic steed he reins, 
See I   he lifts his hands on high. 

Implores a respite to his pains, 
From the powers of the sky.— 

' Cf. Fragment (published by Medwin, 1833). 
Hark ! the owlet flaps his wings 

In the pathless deli beneath ; 
Hark ! 'tis the night-raven sings 

Tidings of approaching death. 
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He seeks an Inn, for faint from toil, 

Fatigue had bent his lofty form, 
To rest his wearied limbs awhile, 

Fatigued with wandering and the storm. 
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SIow the door is opened wide— 
With tracklcss tread a stranger carne, 

His form Majestic, slow his stride, 
He sate, nor spake,—nor told his namc— 

Terror blanched the warrior's cheek, 
Cokl swcat frora his forehead ran, 

In vain liis tongue essayed to speak,^ 
At last the stranger tlius began : 

" Mortal 1   thou tliat saw'st the sprite, 
Tell me wliat I wisli to know, 

Or come with me bcfore 'tis light, 
Where cypress trees and mandrakes grow. 

" Fierce the avenging Demon's ire, 
Ficrcer tlian tlie wintry blast, 

Fiercer than the Hghtning's íire, 
When the hour of twilight's past"— 

The warrior raiscd his sunken eye, 
It met tlie stranger's sullen scowl, 

" Mortal !   Mortal !  thou must die," 
In burning letters chilled his soul. 

Warrior 
Stranger !  whosoe'er you are, 

I fecl irapelled my tale to tell— 
Horrors stranger shalt thou hear, 

Horrors drear as those of Hell. 

0'er my Castle silence reigned, 
Late the night and drear the hour, 

When on the terrace X observed, 
A fleeting shadowy mist to lower.—■ 

Light the clond as summcr fog, 
Which transient shuns the morning bcam ; 

Fleeting as the cloiid on bog 
That hangs, or on the mountain stream.— 

Horror seized my shuddering brain. 
Horror dimmed my starting eye, 

In vain I tried to speak,—in vain 
My limbs essayed the spot to fly—■ 

At last the thin and shadowy form, 
With noiseloss, trackless footsteps camc,— 

Its light robc íloated on the storm, 
Its head was bound with lambent flame. 
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In chilling voice drear as the breezc 

Which swecps along th' auturanal ground, 
Wliich  wanders  through  tlie  leafless  trces, 

Or the manclrake's groaii which lloats around. 

" Thou art mine and I am thine, 
'Till the sinking of the world. 

I am thine and thou art mine, 
'Till in ruin death is hurled  

" Strong the power and dirc the iate, 
Which drags me from the depths of HcU, 

Breaks the tomb's etcrnal gate, 
Where liondish shapes and dead men yell. 

" Haply I might ne'er have shrank 
From flames that rack the Kiiilty dead, 

Haply I niight ne'er have sank 
On pleasure's flow'ry, thorny bed— 

—" But stay !   no more I dare disclose, 
Of the tale I wish to tcll. 

On Earth relentless wcre my woes, 
But ficrccr are my pangs in Hell— 

" Now I claim thee as my love, 
Lay aside ali chilling fcar, 

My afíection will I prove, 
Where sheeted ghosts and spectres are 1 

" For thou art mine, and I am thine, 
'Till  the drcadcd judgement day, 

I am thine, aud thou art mine— 
Night is past—I must away." 

Still I gazed and still the form 
Pressed upon my aching sight, 

Still I braved the howling storm. 
When the ghost dissolved in night.— 

Restless, sleepless fled the night, 
Sleepless as a sick man's bed, 

When he sighs for morning light, 
When he turns his aching head,— 

Slow and painful passed the day, 
Mclancholy seized my brain, 

Lingering llt-il the hours away, 
Lingering to a wretch in pain.— 

At last came night, ah !   horrid hour, 
Ah 1   chilling time that wakes the dead, 

When demons ride the clouds that lower, 
—The phantom sat upon my bed. 
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In hoUow voice, low as the sound 

Which in some charnel makes its moan, 
What floats along the burying ground, 

The phantom claimed me as her own. 

Her chiUing fingcr on my head, 
With coldest touch congealed my soul— 

Cold as the finger of the dead, 
Or damps which round a tombstone roll- 

Months are passod in lingering round, 
Every night the spectrc comes, 

With thrilUng step it shakcs the ground, 
With thrilUng step it round me roams— 

Stranger 1 I have told to thee, 
AH the tale I have to tell— 

Stranger !  canst thou tell to me, 
How to 'scape the powers of Hell ? 

Stranger 
Warrior I  I can ease thy woes, 

Wilt thou, wilt thou, come with me— 
Warrior 1   I can ali disclose, 

Follow, íollow, íoUow me. 

Yct the tempesfs duskiest wing, 
Its mantlo stretches o'er the sky, 

Yet the midnight ravens sing, 
" Mortal !  Mortal!  thou must die." 

At last they saw a river clear, 
That crossed the hcathy path they trod, 

The Stranger's look was wild and drear, 
The firm Earth shook bencath his nod— 

Ho raised a wand above his head, 
Ho traced a circle on the plain, 

In a wild verse he called the dead, 
The dead with silent íootsteps came. 

A burning brilliance on his head, 
Flaming íilled the stormy air, 

In a wild verse he called the dead, 
The dead in motley crowd were there.— 

" Ghasta ! Ghasta I come along, 
Bring thy fiendish crowd with thee, 

Quickly raiso th' avcnging Song, 
Ghasta 1   Ghasta !   come to me." 

Horrid shapes in mantlcs gray, 
Flit athwart the stormy night, 

" Ghasta !  Ghasta !  come away, 
Come away before 'tis light." 

21 
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See I the sheetetl Ghost they bring, 

Yellin^ dreadful o'er the heath, 
Hark I the deadly verse they sing, 

Tidings of despair and dcath I 

The yelling Ghost before him stands, 
See ! she rolls her eyes aroiind, 

Now she hfts her bony hands, 
Now her footstcps shake the ground. 

Stranger 

Phantom of Thercsa say, 
Why to earth again you carne, 

Quickly speak. I must away I 
Or you must bleach íor aye in flarae,— 

Phantom 
Mighty one I know thee now, 

Mightiest powcr of the sky, 
Know thee by thy flaming brow, 

Know thee by thy sparkhng eye. 

That íire is scorching !   Oh !   I carne, 
From the caverned dcpth of Hell, 

My íieeting false Rodolph to claim, 
Mighty one !    I know thee well.— 

Slranger 
Ghasta I   seize yon wandering sprite, 

Drag her to the dcpth beneath, 
Take her swift before 'tis Hght, 

Take her to the ccUs of death ! 

Thou that heardst the trackless dead, 
In the moiildering tomb must lie. 

Mortal I  look iipon my head. 
Mortal ! Mortal !  thou must die. 

Of glowing flamc a cross was there, 
Which threw a light around his forni, 

Whilst his lank and raven hair 
Floated wild upon the storm.— 

The warrior upwards turned his eyes, 
Gazed upon the cross of fire, 

There sat horror and surprise, 
There sat God's etcrnal ire.— 

A shivering through the Warrior flcw, 
Colder than thò nightly blast. 

Colder than the evening dew, 
Whcn the hour of twilight'3 past.— 
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Thunder shakes th' expansive sky, 

Shakes the bosom of the heath, 
" Mortal 1  Mortal !   thou must die "— 

The warrior sank convulsed iu death. 
JANUARY, 1810. 

XVII. FRAGMENT;  011, THE TRIUMPH OF 
CONSCIENCE 

'TwAS dcad of the night when I satc in my dwelling, 
One glimmering lamp was expiring and low,— 

Around the dark tide of the tempest was swelUng, 
Along the wild mountains night-ravcns were yelling, 

They bodingly prcsaged dcstruction and woe ! 

'Twas then that I started, the wild storm was howling, 
Nought was scen, sa\'e the lightning that danced on the sky 

Above me the crash of the thunder was roUing, 
And low, chilling murmurs the blast wafted by.— 

My heart sank within me, unheedod the jar 
Of the battling clouds on the mountain-tops broke, 

Unheeded the thvinder-peal crashcd in mine ear, 
This heart hard as iron was stranger to íear, 

But conscience in low noiseless whispering spoke. 

'Twas then that hcr form on the whirlwind uprearing, 
The dark ghost of the murdered Victoria strode, 

Her right hand a blood-reeking dagger was bearing, 
She swiftly advanced to my lonesome abode.— 

I wildly then called on the tempest to bear me 1 

POEMS  FROM ST IRVYNE, OR, THE 
ROSICRUCIAN 

[5/ Irvyne ; or, The Rosicrucian, appeared early in i8ii.] 

'TWAS dead of the night, when I sat in my dwelling ; 
One glimmering lamp was expiring antj low ; 

Around, the dark tide of the tempest was swelling, 
Along the wild mountains night-ravens were yelling,— 

They bodingly prcsaged destniction and woe. 

'Twas then that I started !—the wild storm was howling, 
Nought was secn, save the lightning, which danced in the sky 
Above me, the crash of the thunder was roUing, 

And low, chilling murmurs the blast wafted by. 
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My heart sank within me—unheeded the war 
Of the battling clouds, on the mountain-tóps, brokc ; 

Unheeded the thunder-peal crashed in mine ear— 
This heart, hard as iron, is stranger to fear ; 

But conscience in lovv, noiseless whispering spoke. 

'Twas then that hcr íorm on the wliirlwind upholding, 
The ghost of the murdered Victoria strode ; 

In her right hand, a shadowy shroud she was holding, 
She swiftly advanced to my lonesome abode. 

V 
I wildly then called on the tempest to bear me— 

II 

GHOSTS of the dead ! have I not heard your yelling 
Rise on the night-roUing breath of the blast, 

When o'er the dark aether the tempest is svvelHng, 
And on eddying whirlwind the thunder-peal passed ? 

For oft have I stood on the dark height of Jura, 
Which frowns on the valley that opens beneath ; 

Oft have I bravcd the chill night-tempesfs fury, 
Whilst around me, I thought, echoed murmurs of death. 

And ndw, whilst the winds of the mountain are howling, 
O father !  thy voice seems to strike on mine ear ; 

In air whilst the tide of the night-storm is roUing, 
It breaks on the pause of the elements' jar. 

On the wing of the whirlwind which roars o'er the mountain 
Perhaps rides the ghost of my sire who is dead ; 

On the mist of the tempest which hangs o'cr the fountain, 
Whilst a wreath of dark vapour encircles his hcad. 

III.    BALLAD 

THE death-bell beats !— 
The mountain repeats 

The echoing sound of the knell; 
And the dark Monk now 
Wraps the cowl round his brow. 

As he sits in his loncly cell. 
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And tlie cold hand of death 
Chills his shuddering breath. 

As hc lists to the fearful lay 
Which the ghosts of the sky. 
As they sweep wildly by, 

Sing to departed day. 
And they sing of the hour 
When the stern iates had power 

To resolve llosa'sJorm to its clay. 

But that hour is past; 
And that hour was the last 

Of peace to the dark Monk's brain. 
Bittcr tears, írom his eyes, gushed silent and fast; 

And he strove to suppress them in vain. 

IV 

Then his fair cross of gold he dashed on the íioor, 
When the death-knell struck on his ear.— 

" DeHght is in store 
For her evermorc ; 

But for me is fate, horror, and fear." 

Then his eycs wildly roUed, 
When the death-bell tolled. 

And hc raged in terrific woe. 
And he stamped on the ground,— 
But when ceased the sound, 

Tears again began to flow. 

And the ice of despair 
Chilled the wild throb of care. 

And he sate in mute agony still ; 
Till the night-stars shone through the cloudless air, 

And the pale moonbeam slept on the hill. 

Then he knelt in his cell :— 
And the horrors of hcU 

Wcre delights to his agonized pain, 
And he prayed to God to dissolve the spell, 

Which else must for ever remain. 

And in fervent pray'r he knelt on the ground, 
Till the abbey bcU struck One : 

His feverish blood ran chill at the sound : 
A voice hoUow and horrible murmured around- 

" The term of thy penance is done 1 ". 
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Grew dark the night ; 
The moonbeam bright 

Waxed faint on the mountain high ; 
And, from the black hill, 
Went a voice cold and still,— 

" Monk I  thou art free to die." 

Thcn he rose on his feet, 
And his heart loud did beat, 

And his Umbs they were palsied with dread ; 
Whilst the grave's clammy dew 
0'er his pale forehead grew ; 

And he shuddered to sleep with the dead. 

And the wild midnight storm 
Raved around his tall form, 

As he sought the chapers gloom ; 
And tlie sunk grass did sigh 
To the wind, bleak and high, 

As he searched for the new-made tomb. 

And forms, dark and high, 
Seemed around him to lly, 

And niingle their yells with the blast; 
And on the dark wall 
Half-scen shadows did íall, 

As enhorrorcd hc onward passed. 

And the storm-fiends wild rave 
0'er the new-made grave, 

And dread shadows linger around. 
The Monk called on God his soul to save. 

And, in horror, sank on the ground. 

XIV 

Then despair nerved his arm 
To dispel the cliarm. 

And he hurst Rosa's colfin asunder. 
And the fierce storm did swell 
More tcrrific and fell. 

And louder pealed the thunder. 

And laughed, in joy, the fiendish throng, 
Mixcd with ghosts of the mouldering dead : 

And their grisly wings, as they floated along, 
Whistled in murmurs dread. 
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And licr skeleton form the dead Nun rcared 
Which drippcd with the chill dew of liell. 

In hcr half-caten cj^cballs two pale flamcs appeared, 
And triumphant their gleam on the dark Monk glared, 

As hc stood within the cell. 

And hcr lank hand lay on his shuddcring brain ; 
But each powcr was nerved by fear.— 

" I nevcr, henceforth, may breathc again ; 
Death now cnds mine anguished pain.— 

The grave yavvns,—we meet there." 

And her skeleton lungs did utter the sound, 
So deadly, so lone, and so fell, 

That in long vibrations shuddered the ground ; 
And as the stern notes floated around, 

A deep groan was answered from hell. 

IV.    SONG 

How swiftly through Heaven's wide expanse 
Biight day's resplendent colours fade I 

How sweetly does the nioonbeam's glance 
With silver tint St Irvyne's glade! 

No cloud along the spanglcd air, 
Is borne upon the evening breeze; 

How solemn is the sccne I  how fair 
The moonbeams rest upon the trces I 

Yon dark gray turret ghmmers white, 
Upon it sits the mournful owl ; 

Along the stillness of the niglit, 
Her melancholy shriekings roll. 

ly 
But not alone on Irvyne's tower, 

The silver moonbcam pours her ray; 
It gleams upon the ivicd hower, 

It dances in the cascade's spray. 

" Ah ! why do dark'ning shades conceal 
Tlie hour, when nian must cease to be ? 

Why may not human minds unveil 
The dim mists of futurity ? 
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" The keenness of the world hath tom 
The heart which opcns to its blast; 

Despised, neglected, and forlom, 
Sinks the wretch in death at last." 

V.   SONG 

How stem are the woes of the desolate mourner, 
As he bends in still grief o'er the hallowèd bier, 

As enanguished he turns from the laugh of the scomer, 
And drops, to Perfection's remembrance, a tear ; 

When floods of despair down his pale chcek are streaming, 
When no blissful hope on his bosom is beaming, 
Or, if luUed for awhile, soon he starts from his dreaming, 

And finds torn tlie soft tics to affection so doar. 

Ah ! when shall day dawn on the night of the grave, 
Or summer succeed to the winter of death ? 

Rest avvhilc, hapless victim, and Heaven will save 
The spirit, that faded away with the breath. 

Etcmity points in its amaranth bower, 
Whcre no clouds of fate o'cr the sweet prospect lower, 
Unspeakable pleasure, of goodness the dower, 

When woe fades away Hke the mist of the hcath. 

VI.    SONG 

Alt !  faint are her limbs, and her footstep is weary, 
Yet far must the desolate wanderer roam ; 

Though the tempcst is stem, and the mountain is dreary, 
She must quit at deep midnight her pitilcss home. 

I see her swift foot dash the dew from the whortle, 
As she rapidly hastes to the green grove of myrtle ; 
And I hear, as she wraps round her figure the kirtie, 

" Stay thy boat on the like,—dearest Henry, I conu-." 

High swelled in her bosom the throb of affection. 
As lightly her form bounded over the lea, 

And arose in her mind every dear recollection ; 
" I come, dearest Henry, and wait but for thee." 

How sad, when dear hope every sorrow is soothing, 
When sympathy's swell the soft bosom is moving. 
And the mind the mild joys of affection is proving, 

Is the stern voice of fate that bids happiness flee ! 
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Oh !  dark lowercd thc clouds on that horriblo eve, 
And the moon dimly gleamed through thc tempested air ; 

Oh !  how could fond visions such softness deceive ? 
Oh 1 how could false hope rend a bosom so fair ? 

Thy love's pallid corse the wild surges are laving, 
Cer his form the fiercc swell of the tempest is raving ; 
But, fear not, parting spirit ;  thy goodness is saving, 

In cternity's bowers, a seat for thce there. 

POSTHUMOUS FRAGMENTS OF 
MARGARET  NICHOLSON 

Being Poems found amongst the Papers of that noted Female 
who attcmpted the life of the King in 1786. Edited by 
John Fitzvictor. 

[Publ. Oxford, November, i8io.] 

ADVERTISEMENT 

THE energy and native genius of these Fragments must be thc 
only apology vvhich the Editor can make for thus intruding thera 
on the public notice. The first I found with no title, and have 
left it so. It is intimately connccted with the dcarest intcrcsts of 
universal happiness ; and much as wc may deplore the fatal and 
enthusiastic tendency which thc idcas of this poor female had 
acquircd, we cannot fail to pay the tribute of unequivocal regret 
to the departed memory of genius, which, had it been riglitly 
organized, would have made that intellcct, which has since be- 
come the victim of frenzy and despair, a most brilliant ornament 
to society. 

In case the sale of these Fragments evinces that the public 
have any curiosity to be presented with a more copious coUection 
of my unfortunate Aunfs poems, I have other papers in my 
possession which shall, in that case, be subjected to their notice. 
It may be supposed they require much arrangement ; but I send 
the foUowing to thc press in the same state in which they camo 
into my possession. J. F. 

[WAR] 

AMBITION, powcr, and avarice, now have hurlcd 
Death, fate, and ruin, on a blceding world. 
See !   on yon heath what countless victims lie, 
Hark ! what loud shrieks ascend through yonder sky ; 
Tell thcn the cause, 'tis sure thc avenger's rage 
Has swept these myriads from life's crowded stage : 
Hark to that groan, an anguished hero dies, 
He shudders in death's latest agonies ; 
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Yet does a fleeting hcctic flush his cheek, 
Yet does his parting breath essay to spcak— 

" Oh God I  my wife, my children—Monarch thou 
For whose support this fainting frame lies low ; 
For whose support in distant lands I bleed, 
Lct his friends  welfare be the warrior's mced. 
He hears me not—ah I  no—kings cannot hear. 
For passions' voice has diilled their listless ear. 
To Thee, then, mighty God, I lift my moan. 
Thou wilt not scorn a supphanfs anguished groan. 
Oh !  now I die—but still is death's fierce pain— 
God hears my prayer—we meet, we meet again." 
He spake, reclined him on death's bloody bed. 
And with a parting groan his spirit fled. 

Oppressors of mankind to yoti we owe 
The balcful streams írom whence thesc miseries flow ; 
For you how many a mothor wceps licr son, 
Snatched from )ifc's course ere half his race was run I 
For you how many a widow drops a tear, 
In silent anguish, on her hu3band's bier ! 

" Is it then Thine, Almighty Power," she cries, 
" Whence tears of endless sorrow dim these eyes ? 
Is tliis the system which Thy poweríul sway, 
Which cise in shapeless chãos sleeping lay, 
Formed and approved ?—it cannot be—but oh ! 
Forgive me, Heavcn, my brain is warpcd by woe." 

'Tis not—He ncver bade the war-note swell, 
He nevcr triiimphcd in the work of hell— 
Monarch of earth !   thine is the baleful deed, 
Thine are the crimes for which thy subjects bleed. 
Ah !   when will come the sacred fatcd time, 
When man unsuUied by his leaders' crime, 
Despising wcalth, ambition, pomp, and pride, 
Will stretcli him fearlcss by his foemen's side ? 
Ah ! when will come the time when o'er the plain 
No more shall death and desolation reign ? 
When will the sun smile on the bloodless field. 
And the stcrn warrior's arm the sicklc wield ? 
Not whilst some King  in cold ambition's drcams, 
Plans for the field of death his plodding schemes ; 
Not whilst for private pique the public fali. 
And one frail mortars niandate governs ali, 
Swellcd with command and mad with dizzying sway ; 
Who sees unmovcd his myriads fade away. 
Careless who livcs or dies—so that he gains 
Some trivial point for which he took the pains. 
What then are Kings ?—I see the trembling crowd, 
I hear their fulsorae clamours echocd loud ; 
Their stern oppressor pleased appears awhile, 
But Aprirs sunshine is a Monarch's smile— 
Kings are but dust—the last eventful day 
Will levei ali and make them lose their sway ; 
Will dash the sceptrc from the Monarch's hand. 
And from the warrior's grasp wrest the ensanguined 

brand. 
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Oh !  Peace, soft Peacc, art thou for ever gone, 

Is thy fair form indeed for ever flown ? 
And love and concord hast thou swept away. 
As if incongruous with thy parted sway ? 
Alas, I fear thou hast, for none appear. 
Now o'er the palsied earth stalks giant Fcar, 
With War, and Woe, and Terror, in his train ; 
Lisfning he pauses on the embattled plain, 
Then speeding swiftly o'er the ensanguined heath, 
Has left the frightful work to Hcll and Death. 
See ! gory Ruin yokes his blood-stained car, 
He scents the battle's carnage from afar ; 
Hell and Destruction mark his mad career, 
He tracks the rapid step of hurrying Fear ; 
Whilst ruined towns and smoking cities tell, 
That thy work, Monarch, is the work of Hell. 
" It is thy work ! "  I hear a voice repeat, 
" Shakes the broad basis of thy blood-stained seat; 
And at the orphan's sigh, the widow's moan, 
Totters the fabric of thy guilt-stained throne— 
" It is thy work, O Monarch ; "  now the sound 
Fainter and faintcr, yet is borne around, 
Yet to cnthnsiast ears the murmurs tell 
That Heaven, indignant at the work of Hell, 
Will soon the cause, the hated cause remove, 
Which tears from earth peace, innocence, and love. 

31 

FRAGMENT 

SufPOSED  TO  BE  AN  EpiTHALAMIUM  OF  FRANCIS  RAVAILLAC 
AND   CHARLOTTE   CORDAY 

'TIS midnight now—athwart the murky air, 
Dank lurid meteors shoot a livid gleam ; 

From the dark storm-clouds flashes a fearful glare, 
It shows the bending oak, the roaring stream. 

I pondered on the woes of lost mankind, 
I pondered on the ceaseless rage of Kings ; 

My rapt soul dwelt upon the ties that bind 
The mazy volume of commingling things, 

When íell and wild misrule to nian stern sorrow brings. 

I heard a yell—it was not the knell, 
When the blasts on the wild lake sleep, 

That floats on the pause of the summer gale'3 swell, 
0'er the breast of the wavcless deep. 

I thought it had been death's accents cold 
That bade me recline on the shore ; 

I laid mine hot head on the surge-beaten mould. 
And thought to breathe no more. 

But a heavenly sleep 
That did suddenly steep 

In balni my bosom's pain, 
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Pervaded my soul, 
And frce from control, 

Did mine intellect range again. 

JícthougUt cnthroned upon a eilvcry cloud, 
Which iloatcd 'mid a strange and brilliant light, 

My form upborne by viewlcss aether rode, 
And spiirned the lessening realms of earthly night. 

Wliat hcavenly notes biirst on my ravished ears, 
What beauteous spirits met my darzlcd eye I 

Hark I  loudcr swcUs the music of the spheres, 
More clear the forms of specchless bUss lloat by. 

And heavenly gesturcs suit aethereal mclody. 

But faircr than the spirits of the air. 
More gracefiil than the Sylph of symmetry, 

Than the enthusiasfs fancied love more fair, 
Were the bright forms that swept the aziire sky. 

Enthroned in roscate light, a heavenly band 
Strewed flowers of bliss that never fade awav ; 

They welcome virtue to its native land. 
And songs of triumph grcet the joyoiis day 

When endless bliss the woes of flecting life repay. 

Congenial minds will seek their kindred soul, 
E'en though the tide of time has rotled betwecn ; 

They mock weak mattcr's impotent control, 
And seek of endless life the cternal scene. 

At death's vain summons this will never die, 
In Nature's chãos Ihis will not decay— , 

Thcse are the bands wkich closely, warmly, tie 
Thy soul, O Charlotte, 'yond this chain of clay, 

To him who thine must be till time shall fade away. 

Yes, Francis !  thine was the dear knife that tore 
A tyranfs heart-strings from his guilty breast, 

Thine was the daring at a tyranfs gore, 
To smile in triumph, to contemn the rest; 

And thine, loved glory of thy sex !   to tear 
From its base shrine a despofs haughty soul. 

To laugh at sorrow in secure despair. 
To mock, with smiles, life's lingering control. 

And triumph 'mid the griefs that round thy fate did roll. 

Yes 1 the fierce spirits of the avcngingdeep 
With endless tortures goad their guilty shades. 

I see the lank and ghastly spectres sweep 
Along the burning length of yon arcades ; 

And I see Satan stalk athwart the plain ; 
He hastes along the burning soil of Hell. 

" Welcome, thou despot, to my dark domain, 
With maddening joy mine anguished senses swell 

To welcome to their home the íriends I love so well." 
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Hark !  to thosc notes, how sweet, how thrillmg sweet 
They ccho to the sound of angels' fcet. 

Oh haste to the bower where roses are spread, 
For tliere is prcpared thy nuptial bed. 
Oh haste—hark I   hark !—they're gonc. 

Chorus of Spirits 

Stay, ye days of contentment and joy, 
Whilst lovc every care is erasing, 

Stay, ye pleasurcs that never can cloy. 
And ye spirits that can nevcr cease pleasing. 

And if any soít passion be ncar, 
Which mortais, írail mortais, can know, 

Let love shed on the bosom a tear. 
And dissolve the chill ice-drop of woe. 

SYMPHONY 

Francis 

" SOFT, my dcarest angel, stay, 
Oh ! you suck my soul away ; 
Suck on, suck on, I glow, I glow I 
Tides of niaddening passion roU, 
And streams of rapture drown my soul. 
Now give me one more billing kiss, 
Let your lips now rcpcat the bliss, 
Endlcss kisscs steal my breath, 
No life can equal such a dcath." 

Charloiie 

" Oh I yes I will kiss thine eyes so fair. 
And I will clasp thy form ; 

Serene is the breath of the balmy air, 
But I think, love, thou feelcst me warm. 

And I will recline on thy marble neck 
Till I niingle into thee ; 

And I will kiss the rose on thy cheek, 
And thou shalt give kisses to me. 

For here is no morn to flout our delight, 
Oh !  dost thou not joy at this ? 

And hera we may lie an endlcss night, 
A long, long night of bliss." 

Spirits !  when raptures move, 
Say what it is to love, 
When passion's tear stands on the cheek, 

When bursts the unconscious sigh ; 
And the tremulous lips dare not speak 

What is told by the soul-felt eye. 
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But wliat is sweeter to rcvenge's ear 

Than the íell tyranfs last cxpiring yell ? 
Yes !  than love's sweetest blissos 'tis more dear 

To drink the floatings of a despofs kncll. 
I wakc—^'tis donc—'tis o ver. 

DESPAIR 

AND canst thou mock mine agony, thus calm 
In cloudless radiance, Queen of silver night ? 

Can you, ye flow'rets, sprcad yoiir perfumcd balm 
Mid pearly genis of dew that shine so bright ? 

And you wild winds, thus can you slecp so still 
Wfiüst throbs the tempest of my breast so high ? 

Can the fierce night-fiends rest on yonder hill. 
And, in the eternal mansions of the sky, 

Can the directors of the storm in powerless silence lie ? 

Hark !  I hear music on the 2ephyr's wing, 
Louder it fioats along the unrufílcd sky ; 

Some fairy sure has touched the viewless string— 
Now faint in distant air the murmurs die, 

Awhile it stills the tide of agony. 
Now—now it loftier swells—again stem woe 

Arises with the awakcning melody. 
Again ficrcc torments, such as demons know, 

In bitterer, Icller tide, on this torn bosoni fiow. 

Arise, ye sightless spirits of the storm, 
Ye unseen minstrels of the aereal song, 

Pour the fierce tide around this lonely forra, 
And roll the tcrapest's wildest swell along. 

Dart the red lightning, wing the forkèd flasli, 
Pour from thy cloud-íormcd hills the thunder's roar ; 

Arouse the whirlwind—and let ocean dash 
In iiorcest tumult on the rocking shore,— 

Destroy this life or let earth's fabric be no more. 

Yes ! every tie that links me here is dcad ; * 
Mysterious Fate, thy mandato I obey, 

Since hope and pcace, and joy, for aye are flcd, 
I come, terrific power, I come away. 

Then o'er this ruined soul let spirits of HcU,' 
In triumph, laughing wildly, mock its pain ; 

And though with direst pangs mine heart-strings swell, 
ril ccho back their deadly yells again, 

Cursing the power that ne'cr made aught in vain. 



Romantic Period 35 
FRAGMENT 

YES !  ali is past—swift time has fled away, 
Yet its swell pauses on my sickening mind ; 

IIow long will horror ncrvc this frame o£ clay ? 
I'in dcad, and lingers yct my soul bchind. 

Oh ! powcríul Fate, rcvoke thy dcadly spell,— 
And yct that may not evcr, ever bc, 

Heavcn will not smile upon the work of HcU ; 
Ah !  no, for Hoaven cannot smile on me ; 

Fate. envious Fate, has sealed my wayward destiny. 

I sought the cold brink of the midnight surge, 
I sighcd bencath its wave to hide my woes, 

The rising tcmpcst sung a fimeral dirgo. 
And on the blast a írightfiil yell arosc. 

\\'ild flew the meteors o'cr the maddencd main, 
Wilder did gricf athwart my bosom glare ; 

Stillcd was the unearthly howling, and a strain 
Swelled mid the tumult of the battling air, 

'Twas like a spirifs song, but yet more soft and fair. 

I met a maniac—like he was to me, 
I said—" Poor victim, wherefore dost thou roam ? 

And canst thou not contend with agony, 
That thus at midnight thou dost quit thine home ? " 

"Ah thcrc shc slceps :   cold is Iicr bloodless form. 
And I will go to slumber in her grave ; 

And thcn our ghosts, whilst raves the maddened storm, 
Will swcep at midnight o'er the wildered wave; 

Wilt thou our lowly bcds with tcars of pity lave ? " 

" Ah I   no, I cannot shed the pitying tear, 
This breast is cokl, this heart can feel no more ; 

But I can rest me on thy chilling bier, 
Can shrick in horror to the tempest's roar." 

THE SPECTRAL HORSEMAN 

WiiAT was the shriek that struck Fancy's ear 
As it sate on the ruins of time that is past ? 
Hark !   it íloats on the fitíul blast of the wind. 
And brcathcs to the palc moon a funeral sigh. 
It is the Bcnshic's moan on the storm, 
Or a shivcring fiend that thirstiug for sin, 
Seeks murder and guilt whcn virtuc sleeps, 
Winged with the powcr of some ruthlcss king. 
And swceps o'cr the breast of the prostrate plain. 
It was not a fiend from the rcgions of Heli 
That pourcd its low moan on the stillness of night: 
It was not a ghost of the guilty dcad. 
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Nor a ycllinp; vampiro reeking wilh gore ; 
But ayo at thc close o£ seven years' end, 
That voice is inixccl with tho swell of the storm. 
And aye at the close of seven years' end, 
A shapeless shadow that slecps on the hill 
Awakcns and floats on the mist of the heath. 
It is not the shadc of a murdcred man, 
Who has rushcd uncallcd to the throne of his God, 
And howls in thc pause of the cddying storm. 
This voice is low, cold, hollow, and chill, 
'Tis not heard by thc ear, but is felt in the soul. 
'Tis more frightful far than the dcath-daemon's scream, 
Or the laughtcr of liends whcn they howl o'cr the corpsc 
Of a man who has sold his soul to Hell. 
It tells the approach of a mystic form, 
A white courser bcars the shadowy spritc ; 
More thin thcy are than the mists of thc mountain, 
When the clear moonlight sleeps on the wavcless lake. 
More pale his cheek than thc snows of Nithona, 
Whcn winter rides on the northcrn blast. 
And howls in the midst of the leaíless wood. 
Yet whcn the íicrcc swcU of the tempcst is raving, 
And the whirlwinds howl in the caves of Inisfallen, 
Still sccure mid the wildcst war of thc sky, 
Thc phantom courser scours the waste, 
And his rider howls in the thiindcr's roar. 
0'er him thc üerce bolts of avcnging Heaven 
Pause, as in fear, to strike his head. 
The mcteors of midnight rccoil from his figure, 
Yet the 'wildcred pcasant, that oft passes by, 
With wonder bcholds the blue ílash through his form : 
And his voice, though faint as the sighs of the dc^d, 
The startled passcngcr shudders to hear, 
More distinct than the thunder's wildcst roar. 
Thcn does the dragou, who, chaiued in the caverns 
To etcrnity, curses tlie Champion of Erin, 
Moan and yell loud at the lonc hour of midnight, 
And twine his vast wrcaths round the forms of the daemons; 
Then in agony roU his dcath-swimming eyeballs, 
Though 'wildcred by dcath, yet nevcr to die ! 
Then he shakes from his skeleton folds the nightmares, 
Who, shricking in agony, seek the couch 
Of some fcvcred wrctch who courts sleep in vain ; 
Thcn the tombless ghosts of the guilty dead 
In horror pause on the fitful gale. 
They float on the swell of the eddying tempcst, . 
And sacred scck thc caves of gigantic  .   .   . 
Whero their thin forms pour uncarthly sounds 
On the blast that swceps thc breast of thc lake. 
And mingles its swell with the moonlight air. 
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MELODY TO A SCENE OF FORMER TIMES 

AuT thou indced forever gone, 
Forevcr, ever, lost to me ? 

Must this poor bosom bcat alone, 
Or bcat at ali, if not íor thco ? 

Ah !   why was love to mortais givcn. 
To liít them to the hcight o£ Hcavcn, 
Or dash thcm to the dcpths o£ Hell ? 

Yet I do not reproach thee, dear ! 
Ah, no !  the agonies that swcll 

This panting breast, this frenzied braia, 
Might wake my  's slumb'ring tear. 
Oh !   Ileavcn is witness I did lovc. 

And Hcaven does Unow I lovc thee still. 
Does know the fruitless sick'ning thrill, 

When reason's judgcment vainly strove 
To blot thee from my memory ; 
Biit which might never, never be. 
Oh !   I appeal to that blest day 
When passion's wildest ecstasy 
Was coldness to the joys I kncw, 
When evcry sorrovv sunk away. 
Oh !   I had never lived before, 
But now thoso blisses are no more. 

And now I cease to live again. 
I do not blame thee, love ;  ah, no ! 
The breast that feels this anguished woe 
Throbs for thy happiness alonc. 
Two years o£ spcechlcss bliss are gone, 
I thank thee, dearest, for the dream. 
'Tis night—what faint and distant screara 
Comes on the wild and litfut blast ? 
It moans for jile.isures that are past, 
It moans for days that are gone by. 
Oh I   lagging hoiirs, how slow you fly I 

I see a dark and Icngthencd vale, 
The black view closes with the tomb ; 
But darker is the lowering gloom 

That shades the intervening dale. 
In visioncd slumbcr for awhile 
I secm again to sharc thy smilc, 
I secm to hang npon thy tone. 

Again you say, " Conüde in me. 
For I am thine, and thine alone. 

And thine must ever, ever be." 
But oh !  awak'ning still anew, 
Athwart my cnanguished senses flow 

A íierccr, deadlier agony ! 

[End of Posthumous Fragmenís 
of Margarct Nicholson.] 
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THE WANDERING JEWS SOLILOQUY 

[Late iSio?    Publ. 1887.] 

Is it the Eternal Triune, is it He 
Who dares arrest the whccls of dcstiny, 
And phinge me in the lowcst Hell of Hells ? 
Will not the lip;htning's blast dcstroy my framc ? 
Will not Steel drink the blood-lifc where it svvcüs"? 
No—let me hie where dark Destruction dwcUs, 
To rouse her from her dceply cavcrned lair. 
And taunting her cursed sluggishncss to ire, 
I-ight long Oblivion's death-torch at its flame. 
And calmly mount Annihilation's pyre. 
Tyrant of Earth ! pale Misery's jackal Thou 1 
Are there no stores of vengeíul violcnt fate 
Within the magazines of Thy fierce hate ? 
No poison in the clouds to bathe a brow 
That lowers on Tliee with dcsperate contempt ? 
Where is the noonday Pestilcnce that slew 
The myriad sons of IsraeVs favoured nation ? 
Where the dcstroying Minister that fiew 
Pouring the fiery tide of desolation 
tipon the leapued Assyrian's attempt ? 
Where the dark Earthquake daemon who engorged 
At the dread word Korah's unconscioiis crew ? 
Or the AngeVs two-edgcd sword of fire that urgcd 
Our primai parcnts from their bower of bliss 
ÍReared by rhine hand) for errors not their own, 
By Thine omniscient mind foredoomed, foreknown ? 
Yes !   I would court a niin siich as this, 
Almighty Tyrant I  and give thanks to Thee— 
Drink deeply—drain the cup of hate ;  rcmit this—I may 

die. 

SONG FROM THE WANDERING JEW 

[Publ. 1847.] 

SEE yon opening ílower 
Spreads its fragrance to the blast; 

It fades within an hoiir, 
Its decay is pale—is fast. 

Paler is yon maiden ; 
Faster is her hearfs decay 

Deep with sorrow ladcn, 
She sinks in death away. 
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FRAGMENT FROM THE WANDERING JEW 

[Publ. 1847.] 

THE Elements respect thcir Maker's seal ! 
Still like the scathèd pine tree'.s height, 
Braving the tempests of the night 

Have I escaped the flickering ílame 
Like the scathed pine, wliich a monument stands 
0£ faded grandeur, wliich the brands , 

Of tlie tempest-shaken air 
Have riven on the desolate heath ; 
Yet it stands majestic even in dcath, 

Aud rears its wild forra tliere. 

BIGOTRVS VICTIM 

[April 1811.    Publ. 1858.] 

DARES the lama, most ílcet of the sons of the wind, 
The lion to rouse from his skuU-covered lair ? 

When the tiger ajjproaches can the fast-íleeting hind 
Repose trust in his footstcps of air ? 

No !    Abandoned he sinks in a trance of despair, 
The monstcr transfixes his prey, 
On the sand ílows his life-blood away ; 

Whilst India's rocks to his death-yells reply, 
Protracting the horrible harmony. 

Yet the fowl of the descrt, when danger encroaches. 
Dares fearless to pcrish defcnding her brood, 

Though the fiercest of cloud-picrcing tyrants approaches 
Thirsting—ay, thirsting for blood ; 

And demands, like mankind, his brother for food ; 
Yet more lenient, more gentle thau they ; 
I'"or hungcr, not glory, tlie prey 

Must pcrish.    Kevenge does not hovvl in the dead, 
Nor ambition with fame crown the murderer's head. 

Though wcak as the lama that bounds on the mountains. 
And endued not with fast-íleeting footsteps of air, 

Yet, yet I will draw from the purcst of fountains, 
Though a ficrcer than tiger is there. 

Though, more drcadful than death, it scatters despair, 
Though its shadow eclipses the day. 
And the darkness of deepest dismay 

Spreads the influcnce of soul-chilling terror around. 
And lowers on the corpses, that rot on the ground. 
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ON 

They carne to thc íountain to draw from its stream 
Wavcs too piirc, too celestial, for mortais to see ; 

They bathcd for awhile in its silvery bcam, 
Then perished, and pcrished like me. 

For in vain from the grasp of the Bigot I flce ; 
The most tenderly loved of my soul 
Are slaves to his hated control. 

He pursues me, he blasts me !    'Tis in vam that I fJy : 
What rcmains, but to curse hira,—to curse him and die ? 

AN ICICLE THAT CLUNG TO THE GRASS 
OF A GRAVE 

[Jan. 1811.     Publ. 1858.] 

Oii !  take the puro gem to where southcrly brcezes, 
Waft repose to some bosom as faithful as fair, 

In which the warm ciirrent of love never frcezes. 
As it rises unmingled with selíishness there, 
Which, untaintcd by pride, unpoUuted by care, 

Might dissolve the dim icedrop, might bid it arise, 
Too purê for thcse regions, to glcam in the skies. 

Or whore thc stcrn warrior, his comitry defending. 
Dares fearlcss the dark-rolling battle to pour, 

Or o'cr the fell corpso of a dread tyrant bending, 
Where patriotism red ivith his guilt-rceking gore 
Plants Libcrty's flag on the slave-peopled shore, 

With victory's cry, with the shout of the frce, 
Let it fly, taintless Spirit, to mingle with thee. 

For I found the purê gem, whcn the daybeam rctuming, 
Ineííectual gleams on the snow-covcred plain, 

When to others the wished-for arrival of morning 
Brings relief to long visions of soiil-racking pain ; 
But regrct is an insult—to grieve is in vain : 

And why should we grieve that a spirit so fair 
Seeks Heaven to mix with its own kindred there ? 

But still 'twas some Spirit of kindness dcscending 
To share in the loau of mortality's woe, 

Who over thy lowly-built sepulclire bending 
Bade sympathy's tendcrcst teardrop to llow. 
Not for thee soft compassion celestiais did know 

But ií angels can wcep, sure man may repine. 
May weep in mute grief o'er thy low-laid shrine. 
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And did I thcn say, for the altar of glory, 
That the earliest, the loveUest of fíowers I'd entwine, 

Though with millions of blood-rceking victims 'twas gory, 
Though the tcars of the widow poUuted its shrine, 
Though around it the orplians, the fathcrless pine ? 

Oh !  Fanie, ali thy glories I'd yield for a tear 
To shed on the grave of a heart so sincere. 

LOVE 

[May, 1811.    Publ. 1858.] 

WnY is it said thou canst not Hve 
In a youthful breast and fair, 

Since thou eternal life canst give, 
Canst bloom for ever there ? 

Since withering pain no power possessed, 
Nor age, to blanch thy vcrmeií hue, 

Nor tinie's dread victor, death, confessed, 
Though bathed with his poison dew, 

Still thou retain'st unchanging blooui, 
Fixcd, tranquil, even in the tomb. 
And oh ! when on the blcst, reviving, 

The day-star davvns of love, 
Each encrgy of soul surviving 

More vivid, soars above, 
Hast thou ne'er felt a rapturous thrill, 

Like June's warm breath, athwart thee fly,. 
0'er each idea then to stcal, 

When othcr passions die ? 
Felt it in some wild noonday dream, 
When sitting by the lonely stream, 
Where Silence says, " Mine is the deli " ; 

And not a murmur from the plain,        ^ 
And not an echo from the fell, 

Disputes her silent reign. 

TO A STAR 

[June, i8u.    Publ. 1858 ] 

SwEET star, -which gleaming o'er the darksome scene- 
Through Heecy clouds of silvery radiance fliest, 
Spanglet of light on evening's shadowy veil, 
Wliich shrouds the day-beam from the waveless lake,. 
Lighting the hour of sacred love ;   more sweet 
Than the expiring morn-star's paly tires :— 
Sweet star !    Wlien wcaricd Nature sinks to sleop. 
And ali is hushed,—ali, save tlie voice of Love. 
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Whose broken murmurings swell the balmy blast 
Of soft Favonius, which at intervals 
Sighs in the ear of stillness, art thou aught but 
Liilling the slaves of interest to repose 
With that mild, pitying gaze ?    Oh. I would look 
In thy doar beam till every bond of seuse 
Became cnaraourcd  

LOVE'S ROSE 

[Junc, 1811.    Publ. 1858.] 

HopES that swcll in youthful breasts, 
Live not through the waste of time I 

Love's rose a host of thorns invests ; 
Cold, ungenial is the cUme, 
Whore its honours blow. 

Youth says " The purple ílowcrs aro mine,' 
Which die the wliile they glow. 

Dcar the boon to Fancy given, 
Retractcd whilst it's granted ; 

Swcet the rose which lives in Heaven 
Although on carth 'tis planted, 
Where its honours blow, 

While by earth's slaves the leaves are rivcn 
Whicíi die the while they glow. 

Age cannot Love destroy, 
But Perfidy can blast the flower, 
Even when in most unwary hour 
It blooms in I''ancy's bower. 

Age cannot Love destroy, 
But Períidy can rend the shrine 
In which its vcrmcü splendours shine. 

A DIALOGUE 

[Comp. early 1811.    Publ. 1858.] 

Death 

FOR my dagger is bathed in the blood of the brave, 
1 come, care-worn tcnant of liíe, from the grave, 
Where Innoccnce slecps 'neath the peace giving sod. 
And the good cease to tremble at Tyranny's nod ; 
1 offer a calm habitation to thce,— 
Say, victim of grief, wilt thou slumber with me ? 
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My mansion is damp, cold silence is there, 
But it luUs in oblivion the fiends of despair ; 
Not a groan of rcgret, not a sigh, not a breath, 
Dares dispute with grim Silence the empire of Death. 
I offer a calm liabitation to tliec,— 
Say, victim of grief, wilt thou slumber with me ? 

Mortal 
Mine eyelids are hcavy ;  my soul scoks repose, 
It longs ;n thy cells to embosom its woes, 
It longs in thy cells to deposit its load, 
Where no longer the scorpions of Perfidy goad,—- 
Where the phantoms of Prejudico vanish away. 
And Bigotry's bloodhoiinds lose scent of their prey. 
Yet tell me, dark Death, when thine empire is o'cr. 
What awaits on Futurity's mist-covcred shore ? 

Death 
Cease, ceasc, wayward Mortal I  I dare not imveil 
The shadows that float o'er Eternity's vale ; 
Nought waits for tlie good but a spirit of Love, 
That will hail their blest advcnt to rcgions above. 
l"or I.ove, Mortal, gleams through the gloom of my sway. 
And the shades which surround me íly fast at its ray. 
Hast thou loved ?—Then depart from these regions of hate. 
And in slumber with me blunt the arrows of fate. 
I oílcr a calm liabitation to thee,— 
Say, victim of grief, wilt thou slumber with me ? 

Mortal 
Oh ! sweet is thy slumber !  oh !  sweet is the ray 
Which after thy night introduces the day; 
How concealed, how pcrsuasive, self-interest's breath, 
Though it fioats to mine ear from the bosom of Death ! 
I hoped that I quite was forgottcn by ali, 
Yet a lingcring íriond might be gricvcd at my fali, 
And duty íorbids, though I languish to die, • 
When dei^arturc might lieave Virtue's brcast with a sigh. 
O Death 1  O my friend !  snatch this form to thy shrino. 
And I íear, dear destroycr, I shall not ropine. 

TO THE MOONBEAM 

[May, 1811.    Publ. 1858.] 

MooNBEAM, leave the shadowy vale. 
To bathe this burning brow. 

Moonbeam, why art thou so pale. 
As thou walkest o'cr the dewy dale, 

Where humble wild-flowers grow ? 
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Is it to mimic me ? 
But that can nevcr bc ; 
For thine orb is briglit. 
And the clouds are light, 

That at intervals shadow thc star-studded night. 

Now ali is deathy still on earth; 
Nature's tired frame reposes ; 

And, erc the golden morning's birth 
Its radiant hues discloses, 

Flies forth its balmy brcath. 
But mine is the midnight of Death, 
And Nature's morn 
To my bosom íorlorn 

Brings but a gloomier night, implants a dcadher thorn. 

Wretch !  Suppress thc glare of maduess 
Struggling in thine haggard eye. 

For the kcenest throb of sadncss, 
Pale Despair's most sickening sigh, 

Is but to mimic me ; 
And this must ever be, 
When the twihght of care. 
And the night of dcspair, 

Sccm in my breast but joys to the pangs that rankle there. 

TO DEATH 

[1811 ?    Pubh 1858.] 

DEATII ! whcre is thy victory ? 
To triumph whilst I die, 

To triumph wliilst thine ebon wing 
Kuíolds my shuddering soul ? 

O Death !  whcre is thy sting ? 
Not when thc tidcs of murder roU, 

When nations groan. that kings may bask in bliss. 
Death I  canst thou boast a victory such as this— 

Wlicn in his hour of pomp and powcr 
His blow the miglitiest murdcrer gave, 

Mid Nature'3 cries the sacrifico 
Of millions to glut the grave ; 

When sunk the Tyrant Deso!ation's slave ; 
Or Freedom's lifc-blood streamed upon thy shrine ; 
Stern Tyrant, couldst thou boast a victory such as mine ? 

To know in dissolution's void 
That mortais' baublcs sunk decay ; 

That everything, but Lovc, destroyed 
Must perish with its kindrcd clay,— 



Romantic Period 45 
Perish Ambition's crown, 
Pcrish hcr sceptrcd sway ; 

From Death's palc front fades Pride's fastidious frowii ; 
In Death's damp vault the Uirid fires decay, 
That Envy lights at hcavcn-born Virtue's beam— 

That ali the caros subside 
Which lurk bcneath the tido 
0£ lifc's unquiet stroam ;—• 
Ycs, this is victory ! 

And on yon rock, whose dark form glooms the sky. 
To stretch thcse palc limbs, whcn the soiil is fled ; 

To bafllc the leau passions of their prey. 
To slcep within the palace of the dead ! 
Oh !   not the King, around whose dazzling throne 

His countless courticrs r.iock the words they say, 
Triumphs amid the bud of glory blown. 
As I in this cold bed, and faint expiring, groan ! 

Tremble, yc proud, whose grandeur mocks the woe  . 
Which })rops the coluinn of unnatural state ! 

Yon the plainings, faint and low, 
From l\Iisery's tortured soul that flow, 

Shall usher to your fato. 

Tremble, ye conquerors, at whose fell command 
The war-fiend riots o'er a peaceful land I 

Vou Dcsolation's gory throng 
Shall liear from Victory along 

To that mysterious strand. 

THE DEVIUS WALK 

A BALLAD 

[Publ. July, 1812.] 

ONCE, early in the morning, 
Bcelzebub arose, 

Witli care his swcet person adorning, 
He put on his Sunday clothes. 

He drew ou a boot to hide his hoof, 
He drew on a glovc to hide his claw, 

His horns were concealed by a Uras chapeau, 
And the Devil wcnt forth as natty a Bean 

As Bond-street ever saw. 
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He sate him down, in London town, 
Before earth's morning ray ; 

With a favourite imp he began to chat, 
On religion, and scanda!, this and thal, 

Until the dawn oi day. 

And then to St James's Court ho wcnt, 
And St PauVs Church he took on liis way ; 

He was mighty thick with every Saint, 
Though they were formal and he was gay. 

The Devil was an agriculturist, 
And as bad weeds quickly grow, 

In looking over his farm, I wist, 
He wouldn't find cause for woe. 

He peeped in each hole, to cach chamber stole, 
His promising likc-stock to view ; 

Grinning applausc, he just showed them his claws. 
And they shrunk with affright from his ugly sight, 

Whose work they dcliglitcd to do. 

Satan pokcd his red nose into crannics so small 
One would  think that the innocents fair, 

Poor lambkins !   were just doing nothing at ali 
But settling some drcss cr arranging some bali, 

But the Dcvil saw dcepor there. 

A Priest, at whose clbow the Devil during prayer 
Sate familiarly, side by side, 

Declared that, if the Terapter were there, 
His presence he would not abide. 

Ah !   ah f thought Old Nick, thafs a very stale trick. 
For without the Dcvil, O favourite of Evil, 

In your carriage vou would not ride. 

Satan next saw a brainless King, 
Whose house was as hot as his own ; 

Many Imps in attendance were there on the wing 
They ílapped the pennon and twisted the sting, 

Close by the very Thronc. 

Ah !   ah !   thought Satan, the pasture is good, 
My Cattle will here thrive better than others ; 

They dine on uews of human blood. 
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They sup on the groans of the dying and dead. 
And siipperless nevcr will go to bed ; 

Which will make them fat as their brothers. 

Fat as the Fiends that feed on blood, 
Frcsh and warm from the fields of Spain, 

Where Ruin ploiighs her gory way, 
■Whcrc the shoots of earth are nipped in the bud, 

Where HcU is the Victor's prey, 
Its glory the meed of the slain. 

Fat—as the Dcath-bircls on Erin's shore, 
That ghittfd themsetves in her dearest gore. 

And flitted ronnd Casticreagh, 
When they snatched the Patriofs heart, that kis grasp 
Had torn from its \vido\v's maniac clasp. 

And fled at the dawn of day. 

Fat—as the Rcptiles of the tomb, 
That riot in corriiption's spoil, 

That fret their little hour in gloom. 
And crecp, and live the while. 

Fat as that Prince's maudhn hrain, 
Which, addlcd by some gilded toy, 

Tired, gives his sweetmeat, and again 
Cries for it, like a humoured boy. 

For hc is fat,—his waistcoat gay, 
When straincd upon a levce day, 

Scarce meets across his princcly pavinch ; 
And pantaloons are like half-moons 

Upon each brawny haunch. 

IIow vast his stock of calf !  when plenty 
Had fiUed his empty head and heart, 

Enough to satiate fopíings twenty, 
Could make his pantaloon seams start 

The Dcvil (who somctimcs is called Nature), 
For mcn of power provides thus well, 

Whilst evcry changc and every ícature, 
Their great original can tcll. 
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Satan saw a lawyer a vipcr slay, 
That crawled up the leg of his table, 

It reminded him most marvcUoiisly 
Oi the story of Cain and Abel. 

The wealthy yeoman, as he wanders 
His fertile fields ainong, 

And on his thriving cattle pondcrs, 
Counts his sure gains, and hums a song ; 

Thus did the Dcvil, throiigh earth walking, 
Hum low a hellish song. 

For they thrive wcU whosc garb of gore 
Is Satan's choicest livery, 

And they thrive well wlio from the poor 
Have snatched the bread of penury. 

And heap the houseless wanderer's storo 
On the rank pile of luxury. 

The Bishops thrive, though they are big ; 
The Lawyers thrive, though they are thin ; 

For every gown, and every wig, 
Hides the safe thrift of Hell within. 

Thus pigs were never counted clean, 
Altliough they dine on tincst corn ; 

And cormorants are sin-like lean, 
Although they eat from night to morn. 

Oh !  why is the Father of HcU in such glee. 
As he grins from ear to car ? 

Why does he doff his clothcs joyfuUy, 
As he skips, and prances, and ílaps his wing. 
As he sidles, leers, and twirls his sting. 

And dares, as he is, to appear ? 

A statcsman passed—alone to him 
The Düvil dare his vvhole shape uncovcr. 

To show each fcature, every limb, 
Secure of an unchanging lovcr. 

At this known sign, a wclcome sight, 
The watchful dcmons sought thi.-ir Kins 

And every Fiend of the Stygian night 
Was in an instant on the wing. 
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Pale Loyalty, his guilt-steeled brow, 
Witli wrcaths of gory laurel crownccl : 

The hell-hounds, Murder, Want and Woe, 
Forcvcr hungering, flocked around ; 

From Spain had Satan sought their food, 
'Twas human woe and human blood ! 

Hark !   thc earthquake's crash I hear,— 
Kings turn pale, and Conquerors start, 

Ruffians tremble in their fear, 
For their Satan doth depart. 

This day Fiends give to revelry 
To celebra te their King's return. 

And with delight its Sire to see 
Hcll's adamantino Umits burn. 

But wcre thc Devirs sight as keen 
As Rcason's penotrating eye, 

His sulphurous Majesty I ween, 
Would lind but little cause for joy. 

For the sons of Reason see 
That, ere fate consume the Pole, 

The false Tyranfs cheek shall bc 
Bloodless as his coward soul. 

FRAGMENT OF A SONNET 

FAREWELL TO NORTII DEVON 

[August, 1812.    Publ. 18S6.] 

Where man's profane and tainting hand 
Nature's priniaoval loveliness has marred, 
And somo fcw souls of the high bliss debarred 
Which ciso obey her poweríul command ;    ' 

.  . . mountain piles 
That load in grandeur Cambria's emerald vales. 
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[HAIL TO THEE, CAMBRIA] 

[1S12.    Piibl. 1886.] 

HAIL to thce, Cambria !  for the unfettered wind 
Which from thy wilds cven now niethinks I íeel, 
Casing the clouds that roll in wrath behind. 
And tightening the sours laxest nerves to steel; 
True mountain I.iberty alone may heal 
The pain which Custom's obduracies bring. 
And he who dares in fancy even to steal 
One draught from Snowdon's ever sacrcd spring 

Blots out the unholiest rede o£ worldly witnessing. 

And shall that soul, to sclfish peace resigncd, 
So soon forgct the woe its fellows share ? 
Can Snowdon's Lcthe from the freeborn mind 
So soon the page of injured peniiry tear ? 
Does this fine mass of liiiman passion dare 
To sleep, unhonoiiring the patriofs fali, 
Or life'.s sweet load in «juietude to bear 
While milUons fainish even in Liixury's hall, 

And Tyraiiny, high raised, stern lowers on ali ? 

Ko, Cambria !  nevcr may thy matchless vales 
A heart so false to hopc and virtue shield ; 
Nor ever may thy spirit-breathing gales 
Waft freshncss to the slaves who cfare to yield. 
For me I  the weapon that I burn to wield 
I sííck amid thy rocks to ruin h\irle(l, 
That Reason's flag niay over l'"reedom's ficld, 
Symbol of bloodless victory, wave unfurled, 

A meteor-sign of love cífulgent o'er the world. 

[4 Stanzas.] 

Do thou. wild Cambria, calm cach struggling thought; 
Cast thy sweet veil of rocks and woods between, 
That by the so\d to indignation wrought 
Mountains and delis be mingled with the scene ; 
Let me forever be what I have been, 
But not forever at my needy door 
Let Misery lingcr speechless, pale and lean ; 
I am the friend of the unfriended poor,— 

Let me not madly stain their righteous cause in gore. 
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TO IRELAND 

[1812.    Publ. 1886 anfl 1893.] 

I coukl stand 
Upon thy shorcs, O Erin, and coukl count 
The billows that, in their unccasing swcll, 
Dash on thy bcach, and every wavc inight seem 
An iastrument in Time the gianfs grasp. 
To burst the barricrs o£ Eternity. 
Proceed. thou giant, conquering and to conqucr ; 
March on thy lonely vvay !    The nations fali 
Beneath thy noiseless footstcp ;  pyramids 
That (or millcnniums have deíied the blast, 
And laughed at lightnings, thou dost crush to nought. 
Yon monarch, in his solitary pomp, 
Is but the fungus of a wintcr day 
That thy light footstcp presses into dust. 
Thou art a conqueror, Time ;  ali things give way 
Before thee but the " fixcd and virtuous will " ; 
The sacrcd sympathy of sou! which was 
Wheu thou wert not, which shall be when thou perishest. 

ON ROBERT EMMET'S GRAVE 

[1812.    Publ. 1886.] 

No trump tells thy yirtues—the grave where they rest 
With thy dust shall remain unpollutcd by fame, 

Tili thy foes, by the world and by fortune carcssed, 
Shall pass like a mist from the light of thy namc. 

Wlien the storm-cloud that lowers o'er the day-beam is gone, 
Unchanged, unextinguished its life-spring will shine ; 

When Erin has ceascd with their memory to groan, 
Shc will smile through the tears of revival on thinc. 

THE RETROSPECT: CWM ELAN,  181: 

[Publ. 1886.] 

A .scENE, which 'wilderod fancy viewed 
In the sours coldest solitude, 
With that same scene when peaccful lovc 
Elings rapture's colour o'er the greve, 
Wlu-n mountain, moadow, wood and stream 
With unalloying glory gleam. 
And to the spirit's car and eye 
Aro unison and harmonv. 
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The moonlight was my dcarer day ; 
Then would I wander far away, 
And, lingering on the wild brook's shore 
To hear its unrcmitting roar, 
Would lose in the ideal flow 
AH sense o£ overwhelming woe ; 
Or at the noiscless noon of night 
Would climb some heathy niountain's height. 
And listen to the mystic sound 
That stole in fitful gasps around. 
I joyed to see the streaks of day 
Above the purple peaks decay. 
And watch the latest line of light 
Just mingling with the shades of night; 
For day with me was time of woe 
When even tcars refnsed to flow ; 
Then would I stretch my languid írame 
Bcneath the wild woods' gloomiest shade. 
And try to qucnch the ceaseless flame 
That on my withercd vitais preyed ; 
Would close mine eyes and dream I wcre 
On some remote and friendless plain. 
And long to Icave existonce there, 
If with it I might Icave the pain 
That with a finger cold and lean 
Wrote madncss on my withering mien. 

It was not unrequited love 
That bade my 'wildercd spirit rovc ; 
'Twas not the pride disdaining life, 
That with this mortal world at strife 
Would yield to the souVs inward sense, 
Then groan in human impotence, 
And weep bccause it is not given 
To taste on Earth the peace of Hoavcn. 
'Twas not that in the narrow sphere 
Where Nature fixed my wayward fate 
There was no fricnd or kiudrod dear 
Formed to become that spirifs mate, 
Which, searching on tired pinion, found 
Earren and cold repulse around ; 
Oh, no !  yet cach one sorrow gave 
Xew graces to the narrow grave. 

For broken vows had early quelled 
The stainlcss spiiifs vestal flame ; 
Yes !   whilst the laithful bosom swcUed, 
Then the cnvenomed arrow came. 
And Apathy's unaltering eye 
Beamed coldness on the raisery. 

And early I had learned to scorn 
The chains of clay that bound a soul 
Panting to seize the wings of morn, 
And where its vital lires wcre bom 
To soar, and spuru the cold control 
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Which thc vile slaves of earthly night 
Woukl twine around its struggUiig fliglit. 

Oh, many were the fricnds whom fame 
Had Unkcd with the unmeaning name, 
Whose magic markcd among mankind 
Thc casket of my uiiknown mhid, 
Which hidden from the vulgar glare 
Iinbibed no llecting radiance there. 
My darksome spirit sought—it íound 
A friendless solitude around. 
For who that might undaunted stand, 
Thc saviour of a sinking land, 
Would crawl, its ruthless tyrant's slave, 
And fatten upon Frcedom's grave, 
Though doomed with her to perish, where 
The captive clasps abhorred despair. 

Thcy could not share the bosom's feeling, 
Which, pasaion's evcry throb reveahng, 
Dared force on thc world's notice cold 
Thoughts of unprofitable mould, 
Who bask in Custom's fickle ray, 
Fit sunshine of such wintry day ! 
They could not in a twilight walk 
Wcave an impassioned web of talk, 
Till raysteries the spirits press 
In wild yet tender awfulncss, 
Then feel within our narrow sphere 
How little yet how great we are I 
But they niight shine in courtly glare, 
Attract the rabblc's cheapcst stare, 
And might command whcre'er they move 
A thing that bears the name of love ; 
They might be learnèd, witty, gay, 
Forcmost in fa.shion's gilt array, 
On Fame's emblazoned pages shine, 
Be princcs' íriends, but ncver mine 1 

Ye jagged pcaks that frown sublime, 
Mocking thc bluntcd scythe of Time. 
Whencc I wouíd watch its lustre pale 
Steal from the moon o'er yondcr vale : 

Thou rock, whose bosom black and vast, 
Bared to the stream's unceasing flow, 
Ever its giant shade doth cast 
On the tumultuous surge below : 

Woods, to whose dcpths retires to die 
The wounded Echo's melody. 
And whither this lone spirit bcnt 
The footstep of a wild intcnt: 

Mcadows 1   whose grecn and spangled breast 
These fevered limbs have often pressed. 

53 
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Until the watchful fiend Despair 
Slept in the soothing coolness there ! 

Have not your varied bcautics secn 
The sunkon eyc, the witherinp; mien, 
Sad traces of the unuttcred pain 
That froze my heart and buriied my brain. 
How changed since Nature's summer foriu 
Had last the powcr my gricf to charm, 
Since last ye soothed my spirifs sadness, 
Strange chãos of a minglcd madness ! 
Changed !—not the loatlisome worm that fed 
In the dark mansions of the dead, 
Now soaring through the fields of air, 
And gathcring purest ncctar there, 
A buttcrfly, whose miUion hues 
The dazzlcd eye of wonder views, 
Long lingering on a work so strange, 
Has undergone so bright a change. 
How do I fecl my happincss ? 
I cannot tell, bnt they may gucss 
Whose evcry gloomy feeling gonc. 
Friendship and passion fecl alone ; 
Who see mortality's duU clouds 
Beíore affcction's murmur fiy, 
Whilst the mild glanccs of her eye 
Pierce the thin veil of tlcsh that shrouds 
The spirifs inmost sanctuary. 

O thou 1  whose virtues latest known, 
First in this heart yet claim'st a throne ; 
Whose downy sccptre still shall share 
The gentle sway with virtue there ; 
Thou fair in form, and purê in mind, 
Whose ardent friendship rivets fast 
The llowery band our fates that bind, 
Which incorruptible shall last 
When duty's hard and cokl control 
Has thawed around the burning soul,— 
The gloomicst retrospects that bind 
With crowns of thorn the blíeding mind, 
Tho prospects of most doubtful liue 
That rise on Fancy's shuddering vicw.— 
Are gilt by the reviving ray 
Which thou hast flung upon my day. 

FRAGMENT OF A SONNET 
To HARRIET 

[August I, 1812.    Publ. 1886.] 
EvER as now with Love and Virtue's glow 
May thy unwithering soul not cease to burn, 
Still may thine heart with those purê thoughts o'er(Iow 
Which force from mme such quick and warm returu. 
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TO HARRIET 

[1812.    Publ. entire 1886.] 

IT is not blasphcmy to hope that Heaven 
More pcrfectly will give those naraeless joys 
Which throb within the pulses o£ tlie blood 
And swceton ali that bitterncss which Earth 
Infuses in the heaven-born soul.    O thou 
Whose dcar love gleamed upon the gloomy path 
Which this lone spiiit travclled, drcar and cold, 
Yet swiftly leading to those awful limits 
Which mark the bounds of Time and of the space 
When Time sliall be no more ;   wüt thou not turn 
Those spirit-beaming eyes and look on me, 
Until I be assurcd that Earth is Heaven, 
And Heaven is Earth ?■—wil! not thy glowing cheek, 
Glowing with soft sulíusion, rcst on mine, 
And brcathe magnetic sweetness through the írame 
Of my corporcal natiirc, through the so>d 
Now knit with these fine fibres ?     I would give 
The longcst and the happiest day that iate 
Has markcd on my existence but to feel 
One soul-reviving kiss.   ...   O thou most dear, 
'Tis an assurance that this Earth is Heaven, 
And Heaven the flowcr of that untainted seed 
Which springeth here beneath such love as ours. 
Harriet !   let death ali mortal ties dissolve, 
But ours shall not be mortal I    The cold hand 
Of Time may chill the love of carthly minds 
Half frozen now ;   the frigid intercourse 
Of conimon souls livcs but a summer's day ; 
It dics, whcre it arose, upon this earth. 
But ours !   oh, 'tis the stretch of l''ancy's hope 
To portray its continuance as now, 
Warm, tranqiiil, spirit-healing ;   nor when age 
Has tempered these"wild ecstasies, and given 
A soberer tinge to the luxurious glow 
Which blazing on  devotion's pinnacle 
Makes virtuous passion supersede the power 
Of reason ;   nor when liíe's aestival sun 
To deeper manhood shall have ripened me ; 
Nor when some years have added judgemcnfs store 
To ali thy woman sweetness, ali the fire 
Which throbs in thine cnthusiast heart ;   not then 
Shall holy friendship (for what other name 
May love like ours assume ?), not even then 
Shall Custom so corrupt, or the cold forms 
Of this desolatc world so harden us. 
As, when wc think of the dear love that binds 
Our souls in soft communion, while we know 
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Each other's thoughts and feelings, can we say 
Unbhishingly a heartlcss compUment, 
Praise, liate, or love with the unthinking world, 
Or dare to ciit the unrelaxing nerve 
That knits our love to virtue.    Can those eyes, 
Beaming with mildest radiance on my hcart 
To purify its purity, e'er bend 
To soothe it5 vice or consccrate its fears ? 
Never,  thou second Self !    Is confidence 
So vain in virtue that I learn to doubt 
The mirror even of Truth ?    Dark flood of Time, 
RoU as it listeth thce ;   I mcasure not 
By month or moments thy ambiguous course. 
Another may stand by me on thy brink. 
And watch the bubble whirled beyond his ken, 
Which pauses at my feet.    The sense of love, 
The thirst for action, and the impassioned thought 
Prolong my being ;  if I wake no more, 
My life more actual living will contain 
Than some gray veteran's of the world's cold school, 
Whose listlcss hours unprofitably roll 
By one enthusiast feeling unredeemed, 
Virtue and Love !   unbending Fortitude, 
Frecdom, Devotedncss and I'urity ! 
That life my Spirit consccrates to you. 

SONNET 

To A BALLOON LADEN WITH KNOWLEDGE 

[August, 1812.    Publ. 1886.] 

BRIGIIT bali of ílame that through the gloom of evcQ 
Silently takest thine aethereal way, 
And with surpassing glory dimm'st each ray 

Twinkling amid the dark blue dcpths of Heaven,— 
Unlike the firc thou bearest, soon shalt thou 

Fade like a mcteor in surrounding gloom, 
Whilst that, unquenchable, is doomcd to glow 

A watch-light by the patriot's loncly tomb ; 
A ray of couragc to the oppressed and poor ; 

A spark, though gleaming on the hovers hcarth, 
Which through the tyranfs gilded domes shall soar ; 

A beacon in the darkness of the Earth ; 
A sun which, o'er the renovated scene, 
Shall dart like Truth whereFalsehood yet has beea. 
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SONNET 

57 

ON LAUNCHING SO^ME BOTTLES FILLED WITH KNOWLEDGE INTO 
THE   BRISTOL  CHANNEL 

[August, 1812.    Pub. 1886.] 

VESSELS of hcavenly medicine I   may the breeze 
Auspicious waft yoiir flark green forms to shore ; 
Safe may ye stem the wide surrounding roar 

Of the wild whirlwinds and tlie raging seas ; 
And oh !   if Liberty e'cr dcigned to stoop 

From yondcr lowly throne hcr crownlcss brow, 
.Sure she will breathe aroiind your emerald group 

The faircst breezcs of her West tliat blow. 
Ycs !   she will waft yc to some frceborn soul 

Whose cyc-beam, kindling as it meets your íreight, 
Iler heaven-born ilame in suííering Earth will light 

Until its radiance glcams from pole to polo, 
And tyrant-hcarts witli powcrless envy burst 
To see their night of ignorancc dispersed. 

FRAGMENTS 

[1812.    Publ. 1886.] 

NoT the swarth Pariah in some Indian grove, 
Lone, lean, and hunted by his brother's hate, 

Hath drunk so dccp the cup of bitter iate. 

Then may we hope the consummating hour, 
Drcadíulíy, swiftly, swcetly, is arriving, 
When light from darkness, pcace from dcsolation, 

Bursts unrosisted. 

Jlcanwhilc thro' calm and storm, thro' night and day, 
Unvarying in her aim the vessel went, 

As if some inward spirit ruled her way, 
And her tense sails werc conscious of intent, 

Till Albion's cliífs gleamcd o'er her plunging bow, 
And Albion's river-íloods bright sparkled round her prow. 

And the spirits of the brave, 
Shall start from every grave, 
Whilst from her Atlantic throne 
Freedom sanctifies the groan 

Tl.at íans the glorious fircs of its change. 
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QUEEN MAB 

A   PlIILOSOPHICAL   POEM,   WITH   NoTES 

[Comp. 1812.    Privately printccl in the spring of 1S13.] 

ECRASEZ L'INFAME \—Corrfspondance de Voltaire. 

AVIA Pieridum pcragro loca, nuUius ante 
Trita solo ;  juvat íntegros accederc fonteis ; 
Atque haurire :  juvatque novos decerpere flores. 

Undc prius nulli velarint têmpora musae. 
Primum quod magnis doceo de rebus ; et arctis 
Keligionum ânimos nodis exsolvere pergo.—Lucrei, lib. 

Aos TTOV ffTLÜf Kal KoafÁoy Kivt]<Tu>.—Archiniedcs. 

TO HARRIET ♦ » » * * 

WHOSE is the love that gleaming through the world, 
Wards off the poisonous arrow of its scorn ? 

Whose is the warm and partial praise, 
Virtue's most swect rcward ? 

Beneath whose looks did my reviving soul 
Riper in truth and virtuous daring grow ? 

Whose eyes have I gazcd fondly on, 
And loved mankind the more ? 

HARRIET !   on thine :—thoii wert my purer mind ; 
Thou wert the inspiration of my song ; 

Thine are these early wilding flowcrs, 
Though garlanded by me. 

Thcn press into thy breast this pledge of love ; 
And know, though time may change and years may roll, 

Kach llowerct gathered in my hcart 
It consecrates to thine. 
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How wondcrfiil is Dcath, 
Death and liis brother Sleep 

One, jxile as yondcr waning moon 
With lips of hirid blue ; 

The other, rosy as the morn 
Wlicn throncd on ocean's wave 
It blushos o'er the world : 

Yct both so passing wonderful ! 

Hath thon the gloomy Power 
Whose reign is in the taintcd scpulchres 

Seized on her sinless soul ? 
Must thcn that peerless form 

Which love and admiration cannot vicw 
Without a bcating heart, those azure veins 
Which steal hkc strcams along a ficld of snow, 

That lovcly outlinc, which is fair 
As breathing marblc, perish ? 
Must putrcfaction's breath 

Leave nothing of this heavcnly sight 
But loathsomeness and ruin ? 

t:iiriiiiiiti;iiiriiiiriiiiuiiiiiiiiriiiiiiiiiiiiiiriiii:iiiii<iji( 

THE DAEMON OF THE WORLD 

A  FRAGMENT 
I 

[Rehandling of Quem Mah I. and II., 1815.    Publ. 1S16.] 

Ncc tantum prodere vati, 
Quantum scirc licet.    Venit aetas omnis in unam 
Congeriem, miserumque premunt tot saecula pcctus. 

LucAN, Phars. v. i;6. 

How wonderful is Death, 
Death and his brother Sleep ! 

One pale as yonder wan and hornèd moon, 
With lips of lurid blue, 

The other glowing like the vital morn, 
When throned on ocean's wave 
It breathes over the world : 

Yet both so passing strange and wonderful! 

Hath then the iron-sceptred Skeleton, 
Whose reign is in the tainted sepulchres. 

To the hell dogs that couch beneath his throne 
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Spare nothing but a glooray thcme, 

On which tho Hghtcst hcart might moralize ? 
Or is it only a sweet slumber 

Stealing o'cr sensation, 
Which the breath of roseate raorning 

Chascth  into tlarkness ? 
Will laiithf wake again. 

And give that faithful bosom joy 
Whose sleepless spirit waits to catch 
Light, life and rapture from lier smile ? 

Ycs !   she will wake again, 
Although lier glowing limbs are motionlcss. 

And süent those sweet lips, 
Once brcathing eloquencc, 

That might have soothed a tiger's rage, 
Or thawcd the cold heart of a conqueror. 

Her dewy eycs are closed. 
And on thcir lids, whose texture fine 
Scarcc hides the dark blue orbs beneath, 

The baby Slcep is pillowed : 
Her golden tresscs shade 
The bosom's stainless pridc, 

Curling like tcndrils of the parasite 
Around a marble column. 

llllliill:iitliiltllllilliiillllillii:itllllNilllll1lllj|llltltllllt 

Cast that fair prey ?    Must that divinest form, 
Which love and admiration cannot view 
Without a bcating heart, whose azure veins 
Stcal like dark strcams along a field of snow, 
Whose outline is as fair as marble clothed 
In light of some sublimest mind, decay ? 

Nor putrefaction's breath 
Leave aught of this purê spectaclc 

But loathsomeness and ruin ?— 
Spare aught but a dark theme, 

On which the lightest heart might moralize ? 
Or is it but that downy-wingèd slumbers 
Have charmed their nurse coy Silence near her lids 

To watch their own repose ? 
Will they, when morning's beam 
Flows through those wells of light, 

Seek far from noise and day some westem cave, 
Where woods and streams with soft and pausing winds 

A lulling murmur weave ?— 
lanthe doth not sleep 
The dreamless sleep of death : 

Nor in her moonlight chamber silently 
Doth Henry hear her regular pulses throb, 
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Hark !   whence that rushing soiind ? 
'Tis liko thc wondrous strain 

That round a lonelyruin swells, 
Which, wandcring on thc echoing shore, 

The enthusiast hears at evening ; 
'Tis softer tlian thc wcst wind's sigh ; 
'Tis wildcr than thc unmeasured notes 
0£ that strange lyro whose strings 
Thc genii o£ the breezes sweep ; 

Thosc lines of rainbow light 
Are Hke the moonbeams when they fali 

Through some cathedral window, but the tints 
Are such as may not find 
Comparison on carth. 

6i 

Behold thc chariot of the Fairy Qucen ! 
Celestial coursers paw the unyielding air ; 
Their fdmy pennons at hcr word they furl, 
And stop obedient to thc rcins of light : 

These the Qucen of SpcUs drew in, 
She spread a charm around thc spot, 

x\nd leaning gracoful from the aethereal car, 
Long did she gaze, and silently, 

Upon the slumbering maid. 
llllllllJliiIlIllllIltlllllltllltlIlIlUMIlllIllllllllllllllllllrlii 

Or mark her delicate cheek 
With interchange of hues mock the broad moon, 

Outwatching weary night, 
Without assured reward. 
Her dewy eyes are closed; 

On their translucent Hds, whose tcxture fine 
Scarce hides the dark blue orbs that burn below 

AVith unapparent fire, 
The baby Sleep is pillowed : 
Her golden tresses shade 
The bosom's stainless pride, 

Twining like tendrils of the parasite 
Around a inarble column. 

Hark ! whence that rushing sound ? 
'Tis like a wondrous strain that sweeps 

Around a lonely ruin 
When wcst winds sigh and evening waves respond 

In whispers from the shore : 
'Tis wilder than the unmeasured notes 
Which from the unseen lyres of delis and groves 

The genii of the breezes sweep. 
Floating on waves of music and of light, 
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Oh !  not the visioneci poct in his dreams, 
Whcn silvery cloiuls float throusjh the 'wildered brain, 
Whcn cvery sight of lovely. wild and grand 

Astonishes, cnrapturcs, elevíitcs, 
When fancy at a glancc combines 
The wondrous and the beautiful,— 

So bright, so fair, so wild a shape 
Hath cvcr yet bcheld, 

As that which reined the courscrs of the air. 
And poured the magic of her gaze 

Upon the maidcn's slecp. 

The broad and yellow moon 
Shone dindy through her form— 

That form of faultless symnictry ; 
The pcarly and pollucid car 

Moved not the moonlight'.s line : 
'Twas not an earthly pageant : 

Those who had lookcd iipon the sight, 
Passing ali luimnn glory, 
Saw not the yellow moon, 
Saw not the mortal scene, 
Heard not the night-wind's rush, 
Hcard not an earthly soimd, 
Saw but the fairy pageant, 
Heard but the heavenly strains 
That fdled the loncly dwelling. 

llll<uil'i:iirl:llijiii']itriliilllliialllllilit:lrl.i:lililini 

The chariot of the Daemon of the World 
Descends in silent power : 

Its shape reposed within : slight as some cloud 
That catches but the palest tinge of day 

When evening yields to night, 
}!right as that fibrous woof when stars indue 

Its transitory robe. 
Four shapeless shadows bright and lx;autiful 
]Jraw that strange car of glory, reins of light 
Check their unearthly speed; they stop and fold 

Their wings of braided air : 
The Daemon leaning from the ethereal car 

Gazed on die slumbering maid. 
Human eye hath ne'er beheld 
A shape so wild, so bright, so beautiful, 
^\s that which o'cr the maiden's charmèd slecp 

Waving a starry wand, 
Hung like a mist of Hght. 

Such sounds as breathed around like odorous winds 
Of wakening spring arose, 

Filling the chamber and the moonlight sky. 
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The Fairy's íramc was slight, yon fibrous cloud, 
That catches but tho palest tinge o£ even, 
And whicli tlie straining eye can harcUy seize 
When melting into eastern twilighfs shadow, 
Were scarce so thin, so slight ;  but the fair star 
That gems the glittcring coronet of morn, 
Sheils not a hglit so mild, so powerfiil. 
As that which,'bursting from the Fairy's form, 
Spread a purpurcal halo roíind the scene, 

Yct with an undulating motion, 
Swaycd to her outline gracefully. 

From her celestial car 
The Fairy Queen desccnded, 
And thrice she waved her wand 

Circlcd with wrcaths of amaranth : 
Her thin and misty form 
Moved with the moving air, 
And the clear silvcr tones, 
As thus she spokc, were siicli 

As are unhcard by ali but gifted ear. 

Fairy 
" Stars !   your balmiest influcnce shed ! 
Elcments 1  your wrath suspend 1 

uiiiiiiihiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiijiiiiuimiiitmtiiiiNiiiiiiiiini 

Maiden, the world's supremest spirit 
l^eneath the shadow of her wings 

Folds ali thy mcmory doth inherit 
From ruin of divinest things, 

Feelings that lure thee to betray, 
And light of thoughts that pass away. 

For thou hast earned a mighty boon, 
The truths which wisest poets see 

Dimly, thy mind may make its own, 
Rewarding its own majesty, 

Entranced in some diviner mood 
Of self-oblivious solitude. 

Custom, and Faith, and Power thou spurnest; 
From hate and awe thy heart is free; 

Ardent and jHire as day thou burncst, 
For dark and cold mortality 

A living light, to cheer it long, 
The watch-fires of the world amonc;. 

Therefore from nature's inncr shrine, 
Where gods and fiends in worship bend. 
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Slecp, Ocean, in tlie rocky bounds 

That circle thy domain ! 
Let not a breath be seen to stir 
Around yon grass-grown rinn's height, 

Let even the restless gossaraer 
Slecp on the moveless air ! 
Soul of lanthe ! thou, 

Judgcd alone worthy of the envied boon, 
That waits the goocí and the sinccre ; that waits 
Those who have struggled, and with rcsoUite will 
Vanquished carth's pride and meanness, burst the chains, 
The icy chains of ciistom, and have shonc 
The day-stars of their age ;—Soul of lanthe 1 

Awake !   arise I " 

Suddcn arose 
Ianthe's Soul ;  it stood 

Ali bcautiíul in naked purity, 
The períect semblance of its bodily framc. 
Instinct with inexpressible beauty and grace, 

Each stain of earthliness 
Had passed away, it reassumed 
Its nativc dignity, and stood 

Immortal amid ruin. 
líinillilUNIIIIIIIIIlNIllIlllhJIJIIIIIIIIIIIIlIlIliUIllIllllllt 

Majestic spirit, be it thine 
The flame to seize, the veil to rend, 

Where the vast snake Etemity 
In charmèd sleep doth ever lie. 

Ali that inspires thy voice of love, 
Or speaks in thy unclosing eyes, 

Or through thy frame doth burn or move, 
Or think or feel, awake, arise ! 

Spirit, leave for mine and me 
Earth's unsubstantial mimicry! 

It ceascd, and from the mute and moveless frame 
A radiant spirit arose, 

Ali beautiful in naked purity. 
Robed in its human hues it did ascend, 
Disparting as it went the silver clouds, 
It moved towards the car, and took its seat 

Beside the Daemon shape. 

Obedient to the svveep of aery song, 
']'he mighty niinisters 

Unfurled their prismy wings. 
The magic car moved on; 
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Upon the couch the body lay 
Wrapped in the depth of slumber : 

Its features wcre fixcd and racaninglcss, 
Yct animal lifc was there, 

And every organ yet performcd 
Its natural fiinctions :   'twas a sight 

Of wonder to bchold the body and soul. 
The self-same lineaments, the same 
Marks of idcntity wcre there : 

Yct, oh, how different I    One aspires to Heavcn, 
Pants for its sempiternal hcritage, 
And ever-changing, ever-rising still, 

Wantons in endless being. 
The othcr, for a time tlie unwiUing sport 
Of circumstance and passion, struggles on ; 
Flects through its sad duration rapidly : 
Then, hke an useless and vorn-out machine, 

Rots, perishes, and passes. 

Fairy 
" Spirit !  who hast dived so deep ; 
Spirit I   who hast soared so high ; 
Thoii the fearless, thou the mild, 

Accept the boon thy worth hath earned, 
Asccnd the car with me." 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiNiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinn 

The night was fair, innumerable stars 
Studded heaven's dark blue vault; 
The eastcrn wave grew pale 
With the first smile of morn. 
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The magic car moved on. 
From the swift sweep of wings 

The atmosphere in flaming sparkles flew; 
And where the burning wheels 

Eddied above the m()untain'.s loftiest peak 
^Vas traced a line of lightning. 

Now far above a rock the utmost verge 
Of the wide earth it flew, 

The rival of the Andes, whose dark brow 
Frowned o'er the silver sea. 

Far, far below the chariot's stormy path, 
Calm as a slumbering babe, 
Tremendous ocean hiy. 

Its broad and silent mirror gave to view 
Tlie pale and waning stars, 
The chariot's fiery track, 
And the grey Hght of morn 
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Spirit 

" Do I dream ?    Is this ncw feeling 
But a visioned ghost of slumber ? 

If indecd I am a soul, 
A íree, a disembodied soul, 

Speak again to me." 

Fairy 
" I am the Fairy MAB :  to me 'tis given 
The wonders of the human world to kcep : 
The secrets of the immcasurable past, 
In the unfaihng consciences of men, 
Those stern, unflattering chroniclers, I find : 
The future, from the causes which arise 
In each event, I gathcr :  not the sting 
Which retributive memory implants 
In the hard bosom of the seUish man ; 
Nor that ecstatic and exulting throb 
Which virtue's votary feels when he sums up 
The thoughts and actions of a well-spent day. 
Are unforescen, unregistorcd by me : 
And it is yet pcrmitted me, to rend 
The veil of mortal írailty, that the spirit, 
Clothed in its changeless purity, may know 
How soonest to accomphsh the grcat end 

llJIIIIIlllllllJllIlllllillllllllllllllllllllllllillllllllill.liUlII 

Tingeing those fleecy clouds 
That cradled in their folds the infant dawn. 

The chariot seemed to íly 
ThroLigh the abyss of an immense concave, 
Radiant with million constellations, tingcd 

With shades of infinite colour, 
And seniicircled with a belt 
Flashing incessant meteors. 

As they approached their goal, 
The wingèd shadows seemed to gather speed. 
The sea no longer was distinguished; earth 
Appeared a vast and shadowy sphere, suspended 

In the black concave of heaven 
With the sun's cloudless orb, 
Whose rays of rapid light 

Parted around the chariot's swifter course, 
And fell Hke ocean's feathery spray 

Dashed from the boihng surge 
Before a vessers prow. 

The magic car moved on. 
Earth's distant orb appeared 
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For which it hath its bcing, and may taste 
That peacc, which in the end ali life will sharc. 
This is the meed o£ virtue ;   happy Soul, 

Asccnd the car with me ! " 

The chains of earth's immiirenient 
Fell from Ianthe's spirit; 

They shrank and brake like bandages of stra-.v 
Beneath a wakened gianfs strcngth. 

She knew her glorious change, 
And felt in apprehension uncontrolled 

New raptures opening round : 
Each day-dream of her mortal life, 
Each írenzicd vision of the slumbers 

That closed each well-spent day, 
Seemed now to mcet reality. 

The Fairy and the Soul procceded ; 
The silvcr clouds disparted ; 

And as the car of raagic they ascended, 
Again the speechless music swellcd, 
Again the coursers of the air 

XJnfurled their azure pennons, and the Queen 
Shaking the beamy reins 
Bade them pursue their way. 

HHWMHMIIIIMIIIIIHIIIIIINIIIIIKIIIIIIIIIIlKIIIIIKtlURH 

The smallest light that twinkles in the heavens, 
Whilst round the chariot's way 

Innumerablc systems widely rolled, 
And countless spheres diffused 

An ever varying glory. 
It was a sight of wonder !    Some were horned, 
And Hke the moon's argentina crescent hung 
In the dark dome of heaven; some did shed 
A clear mild beam Hke Hesperus, while the sea 
Yet glows with fading sunhght; others dashed 
Athwart the night with trains of bickering fire, 
Like spherèd worlds to death and ruin driven; 
Some shone like stars, and as the chariot passed 

üedimmed ali other light. 

Spirit of Nature ! here 
In this interminable wilderness 
Of worlds, at whose involved immensity 

Even soaring fancy staggers, 
Here is thy fitting tcmple. 
Yet not the lightest leaf 

That quivers to the passing breeze 
Is less instinct with thee,— 
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The magic car moved on. 

The night was fair, and countless stars 
Studdcd Heaven's dark blue vault,— 

Just o'er the eastcrn wave 
Peeped the first faint smile of morn :—- 

The magic car moved on—- 
From the celestial hoofs 

The atmosphere in flaming sparkles flew. 
And whero the burning wheels 

Eddied above the moiintain'.s loftiest peak, 
Was traced a line of lightning. 
Now it flew far above a rock, 

The utmost verge of earth, 
The rival of the Andes, whose dark brow 

Lowered o'er the silver sea. 

Far, far below the chariofs path, 
Calm as a slumbering babe, 
Tremendous Ocean lay. 

The mirror of its stillncss showcd 
The pale and waning stars, 
The chariofs flery track. 
And the gray liglit of morn 
Tingeing those fleecy clouds 
That canopied the dawn. 

tiiiiliiilltirilliiiiuillillliilll]lillllllil:lillillllliillllilll!l 

Veí not the meanest worni, 
That lurks in graves and fattens on the dead, 

Less shares thy eternal breath. 
Spirit of Nature ! thou 

Imperishable as this glorious scene, 
Here is thy fitting temple. 

If solitude hath ever led thy steps 
To the shore of the immeasurable sea, 

And thou hast hngered there 
Until the sun's broad orb 

Seemed resting on the fiery line of ocean, 
Thou must have marked the braided webs of gold 

That without motion hang 
Over the sinking sphere : 

Thou must have marked the billowy mountain clouds, 
Edged with intolerable radiancy, 

Towering like rocks of jet 
Above the burning deep : 
And yet there is a moment 
When the sun's highest point 

Peers like a star o'er ocean'.s v.-estern edge, 
When those far clouds of feathery purple gleam 
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Scemed it, that the chariofs way 

Lay through the midst of an immense concave, 
Radiant with million constellations, tinged 

With shades of infinite colour, 
And semicircled with a belt 
Flashing incessant meteors. 

The magic car moved on. 
As they approached their goal 

The coursers scemed to gathcr speed ; 
The sea no longer was distinguished ;  earth 

Appeared a vast and shadowy sphere ; 
The sun's unclouded orb 
Rolled throngh the black concave ; 
Its rays of rapid light 

Partcd around the chariofs swifter course. 
And fcU, Hkc occan's feathery spray 

Dashed from the boiling surge 
Beíore a vessers prow. 

The magic car moved on. 
Earth's distant orb appeared 

The smallest light tliat twinkles in the heaven ; 
Whilst round the chariofs way 
Innumerable systems rolled, 

iiiiiíininniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiKJiiiiiiiiittiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 

Like fairy lands girt by some heavenly sea; 
Then has thy rapt imagination soared 
Where in the midst of ali existing things 
The temple of the mightiest Daemon stands. 

Yet not the golden islands 
That gleam amid yon flood of purple light, 

Nor the feathery curtains 
That canopy the sun's resplendcnt couch, 

Nor the burnished ocean waves 
Paving that gorgeous dome, 
So fair, so wonderful a sight 

As the eternal temple could affbrd. 
The elements of ali that human thought 
Can frame of lovely or sublime, did join 
To rear the fabric of the fane, nor aught 
Of earth may image forth its majesty. 
Yet likest evening's vault that faéry hall, 
As heaven low resting on the wave it spread 

Its íloors of flashing light, 
Its vast and azure dome ; 

And on the verge of that obscure abyss 
Where crystal battlements o'erhang the gulf 
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And countless spheres diffused 
An ever-varying glory. 

It was a sight of wonder : some 
Were hornèd like the crescent moon ; 
Some shed a mild and silver beam 
Like Hesperus o'er the western sca ; 
Some dashed athwart with traiiis of flame, 
Like worlds to dcath and ruin driven ; 

Some shone like suns, and, as the chariot passed, 
Echpscd ali other light. 

Spirit of Nature !  here ! 
In this interminable wildcrness 
Of worlds, at whose immensity 

Even soaring fancy staggers, 
Here is thy fitting temple. 

Yet not'the lightest leaf 
That quivers to the passing breeze 

Is less instinct with thee : 
Yet not the meanest worm 

That lurks in graves and fattens on the dead 
Less shares thy cternal brcath. 

Spirit of Nature !  thou I 
Imperishable as this scene, 

Here is thy fitting temple. 
Kili:illlllllllil{lii:iilililllliiillillllllllllllllllliilliilllllll 

Of the dark world, ten thousand spheres diffuse 
Their lustre through its adamantine gates. 

The magic car no longer moved; 
The Daemon and the Spirit 
Entered the cternal gates. 
Those clouds of aêry gold 
That slept in glittering billows 
Beneath the azure canopy, 

With the ethereal footsteps tremblcd not; 
While slight and odorous mists 

Floated to strains of thrilling melody 
Through the vast columns and the pearly shrines. 

The Daemon and the Spirit 
Approached the overhanging battlement, 
Below lay stretched the boundless universe ! 

There, far as the remotest line 
That limits swift imagination's ílight, 
Unending orbs mingled in niazy motion, 

Immutably fulfilling 
Eternal Nature'.s law. 
Above, below, around, 
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IF solitude hath ever led thy steps 
To the wild Ocean's echoing shore. 

And thou hast lingcred there, 
Until the sun's broad orb 

Secmcd resting on the burnished wave, 
Thou raust have marked tho Unes 

Of purple gold, that motionless 
Hting o'er the sinking sphere : 

Thou must have marked the billowy clouds 
Edgcd with intolerable radiancy 

Towering hkc rocks of jet 
Crowned with a diamond wreath. 
And yet there is a moment, 
When the sun'.s highcst point 

Pccps Uke a star o'er Ocean's western cdge, 
Whon those far clouds of feathery gold, 

Shaded with dcepcst purple, gleam 
Likc islands on a dark blue sea ; 

Then has thy fancy soarcd above the earth. 
And furlcd its wcaricd wing 
Within the l<'airy's íane. 

Yet not the goldon islands 
Gleaming in yon flood of light, 

tllllllillltiltll!illiillllli:liiillllliTllllllliillllllili;illllllll 

The circling systems formed 
I A wilderness of harnnony, 

Each with undeviating aim 
In eloquent silence through the depths of space 

Pursued its wondrous way.— 

Awhile the Spirit paused in ecstasy. 
Yet soon she saw, as the vast spheres swept by, 
Strange things within their belted orbs appear. 
Like animatcd frenzies, dimly moved 
Shadows, and skeletons, and fiendly shapes, 
Thronging round human graves, and o'er the dead 
Scuipturing records for each memory 
In verse, such as malignant gods pronounce, 
Bla.sting the hopes of men, when heaven and hell 
Confounded burst in ruin o'er the world: 
And they did build vast trophies, instruments 
Of nmrder, human bonés, barbaria gold, 
Skins tom from living men, and towers of skulls 
With sightless holes gazing on blinder heaven, 
Mitres, and crowns, and brazen chariots stained 
With blood, and scrolls of mystic wickedness, 
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Nor thc feathery curtains 

Stretching o'er the sun's briglit couch, 
Nor the burnished Ocean wavcs 

Paving that gorgcous dome, 
So fair, so wonderíul a sight 

As Mab's aethereal palace could aflord. 
Yet likest evening's vault, that íacry Hall ! 
As Hcavcn, low rcsting on the wave, it sprcad 

Its lloors of ílashing light, 
Its vast and azurc dome, 
Its fertile goldcn islands 
Floating on a silvcr sea ; 

Whilst suns their mingling beamings darted 
Through clouds of circumambicnt darkness. 

And pearly battlcraents around 
Looked o'er the iramense of lieaven, 

The raagic car no longer moved. 
The Fairy and the Spirit 
Entercd thc Hall of Spells : 

Those goldcn clouds 
That roUed in glittcring billows 
Beneath the azure canopy 

With the aethereal íootstcps trcmblcd not: 
The Hght and crimson mists, 

|jiiiii:iiiiiijimililiuiiittiiii!iiluiliiltiiliiiitliiiiiiii:it:i 

The sanguine codes of venerable crime. 
The likeness of a thronèd King carne by, 
When these had passed, bearing upon his brow 
A threefold crowii; his counteiiance was cahn, 
His eye severe and cold; but his right hand 
Was charged with bloody coin, and he did gnaw 
By fits, with secret smiles, a human heart 
Concealed beneath his robe; and motley shapes 
A niultitudinous throng, around him knelt, 
With bosoms bare and bowed heads and false looks 
Of true submission, as the sphere rolled by. 
ürooking no eye to witness their foul shame, 
Which human hearts must feel, while human tongues 
Tremble to speak, they did rage horribly, 
üreathing in self-contempt fierce blasphemies 
Against the Daemon of the World, and high 
Hurling their armèd hands where the purê Spirit, 
Serene and inaccessibly secure, 
Stood on an isolated pinnacle, 
The flood of ages combating below, 
'l"he depth of the unbounded univcrse 

Above, and ali around 
Necessity's unchanging harmony. 
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I''loating to strains of thrilling melody 

Through that uncarthly dwclling, 
Yiekled to evcry movcment o£ the will. 
Upoii their passive swell tho Spirit leaned, 
And, for the varied bliss that prcsscd around, 

Used not the glorious privilege 
Of virtue and of wisdom. 

" Spirit ! "   the Fairy said, 
And pointcd to the gorgeous dome, 

" This is a wondrous sight 
And mocks ali human grandeur ; 

But, were it virtuc's only meed, to dvvell 
In a celestial palace, ali resigned 
To pleasiirable impulses, immured 
Within the prison of itself, the will 
Of changeless Nature would be unfulfilled. 
Learn to make others happy.    Spirit, come ! 
This is thine high reward :—the past shall rise ; 
Thou shalt bohold the present ;  I will teach 

The secrets of the future." 

The Fairy and the Spirit 
Approached the overhanging battlement.— 

Below lay stretchcd the universe 1 
There, far as the remotest line 

That bounds imagination's Üight, 
Countless and unending orbs 

In mazy motion intermingled, 
Yet still fuUilled immutably 

Eternal Nature's law. 
Abovc, below, around, 
The circling systems formcd 

A wildcrness of harmony ; 
Each with undeviating aira, 

In eloqucnt silence, through the depths of space 
Pursucd its wondrous way. 

Thcre was a little light 
That twinkled in the misty distance : 

None but a spirifs eye 
Might ken that roUing orb ; 
None but a spirifs eye. 
And in no other place 

But that celestial dwclling, might behold 
Each action of this earth's inhabitants. 

But matter, space and time 
In those aerial mansions cease to act; 
And all-prevailing wisdom, whcn it reaps 
The harvcst of its excellence, o'er-bounds 
Those obstacles, of which an earthly sou! 

Fears to attempt the conquest. 

The Fairy pointcd to the earth. 
The Spirifs intellectual eye 
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Its kindred beings recognized. 

The thronging thousands, to a passing vicw, 
Seemod like an ant-liill's citizons. 

How wonderful I that cveii 
The passions, prejudiccs, interests, 
That sway the meancst being, the weak touch 

That moves the finest nervc, 
And in one human brain 

Causes the faintest thoiight, bccomes a link 
In the great chain of Nature. 

" Behold," the Fairy cricd, 
" Palmvra's ruined palaces I— 

Behokl I  where grandeur frowned ; 
Behold I  where pleasure smilcd ; 

What now remains ?—the mcmory 
Of senselessness and shame— 
What is immortal thcre ? 
Nothnig—it stands to tell 
A mclancholy tale, to give 
An awful warning :   soon 

Oblivion will steal silcntly 
The remnant of its fame. 
Monarchs and conquerors thcre 

Proud o'er prostrate millions trod— 
The earthquakes of the human race ; 
Like them, forgotten when the ruin 

That marks their shock is past. 

" Beside the eternal Nile, 
The Pyramids have risen. 

Nile shall pursue his changeless way: 
Those Pyramids shall fali ; 

Yea I   not a stone shall stand to tell 
The spot whercon they stood I 

Their very site shall be forgotten. 
As is their builder's name 1 

" Behold yon sterile spot ; 
Where now the wandering Arab's tent 

Flaps in the desert-blast. 
Thcre once old Salcm's haughty fane 

Rearcd high to Heaven its thousand golden domes. 
And in the blushing face of day 

Exposcd its shameful glory. 
Oh I   many a widow, many an orphan curscd 
The building of that fane ;   and many a father, 
Worn out witli toil and slavery, implored 
The poor man's God to swcep it from the earth. 
And spare his childrcn the detested task 
Of piling stone on stone, and poisoning 

The choicest days of liíe. 
To soothe a dotard's vanity. 

Thcre an unhuman and uncultured race 
Howled hideoiis praises to their Domon-God ; 
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They rushed to war, tore from the mother's womb 
The unborn child,—old age and infancy 
Promiscuous perished ;   their victorious arms 
Left not a soul to breathe.    Oh 1   they were fiends : 
Biit what was he who taught them that the God 
0£ nature and benevolence hath given 
A special sanction to the trade o£ blood ? 
His name and theirs are fading, and the tales 
Of this barbarian nation, which imposture 
Recites till terror credits, are pursuing 

Itself into forgetfulness. 

" Where Athens, Rome, and Sparta stood, 
There is a moral desert now : 
The mcan and miserable huts, 
The yet more wretched palaces, 
Contrasted with those ancient fanes, 
Now crumbling to oblivion ; 
The long and lonely colonnades, 
Through which the ghost of Freedom stalks, 

Secm like a weÜ-known tune, 
Which in some dear scene we have loved to hear, 

Remembered now in sadness. 
But, oh I   how much more changed, 
How gloomier is the contrast 
Of human nature there 1 

Where Sócrates expired, a tyrant's slave, 
A coward and a fool, spreads death around^ 

Then, shuddcring, meets his own. 
Where Cicero and Antoninus lived, 

A cowled and hypocritical monk 
Prays, curses and deceives. 

" Spirit, ten thousand years 
Have scarcely passed away, 

Since, in the waste where now the savage drinks 
His enemy's blood, and aping Europe's sons, 

Wakes the unholy song of war, 
Arose a stately city, 

Metropolis of the westorn contincnt: 
There, now, the mossy column-stone, 

Indented by Timc's unrelaxing grasp, 
Which once appeared to brave 
AH, save its country's ruin ; 
There the wide forest scene. 

Rude in the uncultivatcd loveliness 
Of gardens long run wild, 

Secms, to the unwilling sojourner, whose steps 
Chance in that desert has delayed, 

Thus to have stood since earth was what it is. 
Yet once it was the busiest haunt, 

Whither, as to a common centre, flocked 
Strangers, and ships, and merchandise ; 

Once peace and freedom blessed 
The cultivated plain; 
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But wcalth, that curse of man, 

Blighted the bud of its prosperity : 
Virtue and wisdom, truth and libcrty, 
Flcd, to return not, until man shall ki ow 

That they alone can give the bliss 
Worthy a soul that claims 

Its kindred with eternity. 

" Thcre's not one atom of yon earth 
But once was living man ; 

Nor the minutcst drop of rain, 
That hangeth in its thinnest cloud, 

But fiowed in human vcins : 
And from the burning plains 

Whcre Libyan monsters yell, 
From the most gloomy glens 
Of Greenland's sunless cUme, 
To whcre the golden fields 
Of fertile England spread 
Thcir harvest to the day, 
Thou canst not find one spot 
Whercon no city stood. 

" How strange is human pride ! 
li tell thee that those living things, 
To whora the fragile blade of gruss, 

That springeth in the morn 
And perishcth ore noon, 
Is an unboundcd world ; 

I tell thee that those viewless beiiigs, 
Whose mansion is the smallest particle 

Of the impassive atmosphere, 
Think, íeel and live like man ; 

That thcir afiections and antipathies, 
Like his, produce the laws 
Ruling thcir moral state ; 
And the minutest throb 

That through thcir frame diffuses 
The slightcst, faintest motion, 
Is fixed and indispensable 
As the majestic laws 
That ruie yon roUing orbs." 

The Fairy paused.    The Spirit, 
In ecstasy of admiration, fclt 
Ali knowledge of the past revivcd ;  the events 

Of old and wondrous times, 
Which dim tradition interruptedly 
Teaches the crcdulous vulgar, were unfolded 

In just perspective to the view ; 
Yet dim from thcir infinitude. 

The Spirit seemed to stand 
High on an isolated pinnacle ; 
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The flood of ages combating below, 
The depth of the uubounded universe 

Above, and ali around 
Nature's unchangiug harmony. 

III 
" FAIRY ! "   the Spirit said, 
And on the Quecn of Spells 
Fixed hcr acthereal cycs, 
" I thank thce.    Thou hast given 

A boon which I will not resign, and taught 
A lesson not to be nnlcarncd.    I know 
The past, and thence I will essay to glean 
A warning for the future, so that man 
May profit by his crrors, and derive 

Experience fi-om his foUy : 
For, when the power of imparting joy 
Is cqual to the will, the human soul 

Requjres no othcr Heaven." 

Mab 
" Turn thee, surpassing Spirit ! 
Much yet remains unscanned. 
Thou knowest how great is man, 
Thou knowest his imbecility : 
Yet learn thou what he is : 
Yet Icarn the lofty destiny 
Which restless time prepares 
For every living soul. 

" Behold a gorgeous palace, that, amid 
Yon populous city rears its thousand towers 
And seems itself a city.    Gloomy troops 
Of sentinels, in stcrn and silent ranks, 
Encompass it around :   the dwoller thcre 
Cannot be íree and happy ;   hearest thou not 
The curse of the íathcrlcss, the groans 
Of those who have no friend ?    ÍIc passes on: 
The King, the wearer of a gildcd chain 
That binds his soul to abjectness, the fool 
A\Tiom courtiers nickname monarch, whilst a slave 
Even to the basest appetitcs—that man 
Heeds not the shriek of penury ;  he smiles 
At the deep curses which the destitute 
Mutter in secret, and a sullen joy 
Pervades his bloodless heart when thousands groan 
But for those morsels which his wantonness 
Wastes in unjoyous revelry, to save 
AH that they love from famine :  when he hears 
The tale oi horror, to some rcady-made face 
Of hypocritical assent he tunis, 
Smothcring the glow of shame, that, spite of hini, 
Flushes his bloatcd cheek. 

Now to the meai 
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Of silence, grandeur, and excess, he drags 
His pallcd unwilling appetite.    I£ gold, 
Glcaming around, and numerous viands culled 
From every clime, could force the loathing scuse 
To overcome satiety,—if wealth 
The spring it draws from poisons not,—or vice, 
Unfeeling, stubborn vice, converteth not 
Its food to deadliest venom ;   then that king 
Is happy ;   and the peasant who fulfils 
His unforced task, when he returns at even. 
And by the blazing faggot meets again 
Her wclcome for whom ali his toil is spcd, 
Tastes not a sweeter meai. 

Behold him now 
Stretched on the gorgeous couch ;   his fevercd brain 
Reels dizzily awhile :  but ah !  too soon 
The slumber of intemperance subsidcs, 
And conscience, that undying serpent, calls 
Her venomous brood to their nocturnal task. 
Listen I  he spcaks !  oh !  mark that frenzied eye— 
Oh 1 mark that deadly visage." 

King 
" No cessation ! 

Oh !   must this last for ever ?    Awful Death, 
I wish, yet fear to clasp thee !—Not one momont 
Of dreamless sleep !    O dear and blessèd peace ! 
Why dost thou shroud thy vestal purity 
In pcnury and dungeons ? whereíoru lurkest 
With danger, death, and solitude ;   yet shunn'st 
Tlie palace I have built thee ?    Sacred peace 1 
Oh visit me but once, but pitying shed 
Oue drop of balm upon my withered soul." 

The Fairy 

" Vain man !   that palace is the virtuous heart. 
And Peace defileth not her snowy robes 
In such a shed as thine.    Hark !  yet he mutters ; 
His slumbers are but varied agonies, 
They prey like scorpions on the springs of life. 
There needeth not the hell that bigots frame 
To punish those who err :  earth in itself 
Contains at once the evil and the cure ; 
And aU-sufficing Nature can chastise 
Those who transgress her law,—she only knows 
How justly to proportion to the fault 
The punishment it inerits. 

Is it strange 
That this poor wretch should pride him in his woe ? 
Take pleasure in his abjcctncss, and hug 
The scorpion that consumes him ?    Is it strange 
That, placed on a conspicuous throne of thorns, 
Grasping an iron sceptre, and imraured 
Within a splcndid prison, whose stcru bounds 
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Shut him írom ali thafs good or dear on earth, 
His soul asserts not its humanity ? 
That man's mild nature rises not in war 
Agaiiist a king's employ ?    No—'tis not strange. 
He, like the vulgar, thinks, feels, acts and lives 
Just as his father did ;  the unconquercd powers 
0£ prccedent and custom interpose 
Bctwecn a king and virtiie.    Strangcr yet. 
To those who know not Nature, nor deduce 
The future from the prcsent, it may scem, 
That not one slave, who suffers from the crimes 
Of this unnatural being ;  not one wretch, 
VVhose children famish, and whose nui)tial bcd 
Is carth's unpitying bosom, rears an arm 
To dash him from his throne ! 

Those gilded ílies 
That, basking in the sunshine of a court, 
Fatten on its corruption !—what are they ? 
—The drenes of the community ;  they feed 
On the mechanic's labour :   the starved hind 
l'"or thcm compels the stubborn glebe to yield 
Its unshared harvests ;  and yon squalid torm, 
Lcaner than fleshless misery, that wastes 
A sunless life in the unwholesome mine, 
Drags out in labour a protracted death, 
To glut their grandeur ;   many faint with toil, 
That few may know the cares and woe of sloth. 

" Whence, think'st thou, kings and parasites arose ? 
Whence that unnatural Une of drones, who heap 
Toil and unvanquishable penury 
On those who build their palaces, and bring 
Their daily bread ?—From vice, black loathsome vice; 
F^om rapine, madness, treachery, and wrong ; 
F"rom ali that 'gcnders misery, and makes 
Of earth this thorny wilderncss ;   from lust, 
Kevcnge, and murder .... And when Reason's voice, 
Loud as the voice of Nature, shall have waked 
The nations ;  and mankind perceive that vice 
Is discord, war, and misery ;  that virtue 
Is peace, and happiness and harmony ; 
When man's maturer nature shall disdain 
The playthings of its chiklhood ;—kingly glare 
Will lose its power to dazzle ;   its authority 
Will silently pass by ;   tlie gorgeous throne 
Shall stand unnoticed in the regai hall, 
Fast falling to decay ;   whilst íalsehood's trade 
Shall be as hatcful and unproíitablc 
As that of truth is now. 

Where is the fame 
Which the vain-glorious mighty of the earth 
Scek to eternize ?    Oh !   the faintcst sound 
From Time's light íootfall, the minutest wave 
That swells the flood of ages, -vrhelms in nothing 
The unsubstantial bubble.    Ay 1 to-day * 
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Stcrn is the tyranfs mandate, red the gaze 
That flashes desolation, strong tho arm 
That scatters multitudes.    To-morrow comes ! 
That mandate is a thunder-peal that died 
In ages past ;   that gaze, a transient ilash    . 
On which the niidnight closed, and on that arm 
The worm has made his meai. 

The virtuous man, 
Who, great in his humility, as kings 
Are little in their grandeur ;   he who leads 
Invincibly a hfe of resohite good, 
And stands amid the silent diingeon-depths 
More free and fearless than the trembhng judge, 
Who, clothcd in venal power. vainly strove 
To bind the impassive spirit ;—when he falls, 
His mild eye beams benevolence no more : 
Withered the hand outstretched but to relicve 
Sunk Reason's simple eloquence,  that rolled 
But to appal the guilty.     Yes !   the grave 
Ilath queuchod that eye, and Dcath's relentless frost 
Withered that arm :  but the unfading fame 
Which Virtue hangs upon its votary's tomb ; 
The deathless memory o£ that man, whom kings 
Call to their raind and tremble ;   the remembrance 
With which the happy spirit contemplates 
Its well-spcnt pilgrimage on earth, 
Shall never pass away. 

" Nature rejects the monarch, not the man ; 
The subject, not the citizen :  for kings 
And subjccts, mutual foes, forever play 
A losing game into each other's hands, 
Whose stakes are vice and miscry.    The man 
Of virtuous soul commands not, nor obeys. 
Power, like a desolating pestilence, 
Pollutes whate'er it touches ;   and obedience. 
Bane of ali genius, virtue, freedom, truth, 
Makes slaves of men, and, of the huraan frame, 
A mechanizcd automaton. 

When Nero, 
High over flaming Rorae, with savage joy 
Lowered like a fiend, drank with enraptured car 
The shrieks of agonizing dcath, beheld 
The frightful desolation spread, and felt 
A new-created sense within his soul 
Thrill to the sight, and vibratc to the sound ; 
Think'st thou his grandeur had not ovorcorae 
The force of human kindness ?   and, when Romo, 
With one stern blow, hurled not the tyrant down, 
Crushed not the arm red with her dearcst blood, 
Had not submissive abjectness destroyed 
Nature's suggcstions ? 

Look on yonder earth : 
The golden harvests spring ;  the unfailing sun 
Sheds light and life ; the fruits, the Uowers, the trees. 
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Arise in due succcssion ;  ali things speak 
Pcace, harmony, and love.    The universe, 
In Nature's silent eloquence, declares 
That ali fulfil the works o£ love and joy,— 
AU but the outcast, Man.    He fabricates 
The sword which stabs his peace ;  he cherisheth 
The snakes that gnaw his heart ; he raiseth up 
The tyrant, whose delight is in his woe, 
Whose sport is in his agony.    Yon sun, 
Lights it the great alone ?    Yon silver beams, 
Sleep they less sweetly on the cottage thatch 
Than on the dome of kings ?    Is mothcr Earth 
A step-dame to her numerous sons, who earu 
Her unshared gifts with unremitting toil ; 
A mother only to those puling babes 
Who, nursed in ease and luxury, raake men 
The playthings of their babyhood, and mar, 
In self-important childishness, that pcace 
Which men alone appreciate ? 

" Spirit of Nature I  no. 
The purê diffusion of thy esscnce throbs 

Alike in evcry huraan heart. 
Thou, aye, erectest there 

Thy throne of power unappealable : 
Thou art the judge beneath whose nod 

Wan's brief and frail authority 
Is powerless as the wind 
That passeth idly by. 

Thine the tribunal which surpasscth 
The show of human justice, 

As God surpasses man. 

" Spirit of Nature !   thou 
Life of interminable multitudes ; 

Soul of those mighty sphcres 
Whose changeless paths through Heaven's deep silence lie ; 

Soul of that smallest being, 
The dwelling of whose life 

Is one faint April sun-gleam ;— 
Man, like these passive things, 

Thy will unconsciously fuUilleth : 
Like theirs, his age of endless peace, 

Which time is fast maturing, 
Will swiftly, surcly come ; 

And the unbounded frame, which thou pervadest, 
Will be without a flaw 

Marring its perfect symmetry. 

IV 
" How beautiful this night !   the balmiest sigh, 
Which venial zephyrs breathc in evcning's ear, 
Were discord to the speaking quietude 
That wraps this moveless scene.    Heaven's ebon vault. 
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Studded -with stars unutterably bright, 
Through which the moon's unclouiied grandeur rolls, 
Seems like a canopy which love had spread 
To curtain her sleeping world.    Yon gentle hills, 
Robed in a garment of untrodden snow ; 
Yon darksome rocks, whence icicles depend, 
So stainless, that their white and glittering spires 
Tinge not the nioon's purê beara ; yon castled stccp, 
Whose banner hangeth o'er the time-worn tower 
So idly, that rapt fancy deemeth it 
A metaphor of peace ;—ali form a scene 
Where musing Solitude might love to lift 
Her soul above this sphere of earthliness ; 
Where Silence undisturbed might watch alone, 
So cold, so bright, so still. 

The orb of day, 
In Southern climes, o'er ocean's waveless field 
Sinks sweetly smiling :   not the faintest breath 
Steals o'er the unruflied deep ;   the clouds of eve 
Rellect unmoved the lingering beam of day ; 
And vesper's imagc on the western main 
Is beautifuUy still.    To-morrow comes : 
Cloud upon cloud, in dark and deepening mass, 
Roll o'er the blackened waters ;  the deep roar 
Of distant thunder mutters awfuUy ; 
Tempest unfolds its pinion o'er the gloom 
That shroiids the boiling surge ;   the pitilcss fiend, 
With ali his winds and lightnings. tracks his prcy ; 
The torn deep yawns,—the vesscl finds a grave 
Beneath its jagged gulf. 

Ah !   whence yon glare 
That fires the arch of Heaven ?—that dark red smoke 
Blotting the silver moon ?    The stars are quenched 
In darkness, and the purê and spangling snow 
Gleams faintly through the gloom that gathers round I 
Hark to that roar, whose swift and deafning pcals 
In countless echoes through the mountains ring, 
Startling pale Midnight on her starry throne 1 
Now swells the intermingling din ;   the jar 
Frequent and írightíul of the bursting bomb ; 
The falling beam, the shriek, the groan, the shout, 
The ceaseless clangour, and the rush of men 
Inebriate with rage :—loud, and more loud 
The discord grows ;   till pale Death shuts the scene, 
And o'er the conqueror and the conquered draws 
His cold and bloody shroud.—Of ali the men 
Whom day's departing beam saw blooming there, 
In proud and vigorous health ;   of ali the hearts 
That bcat with anxious life at sunset there ; 
How few survive, how few are beating now 1 
AH is deep silence, like the fearful calm 
That slumbers in the storm's portentous pause ; 
Save when the frantic wail of widowed love 
Comes shuddering on the blast, or the faint moan 
With which some soul bursts from the framc of clay 
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Wrapped round its struggling powers. 

The gray morn 
Dawns on the mournful scene ;   the sulphurous smoke 
Bcfore the icy wind slow roUs away, 
And the bright beams of frosty morning dance 
Along the spangling snow.    There tracks o£ blood 
Even to the foresfs depth, and scattered arms. 
And lifclcss warriors, whose hard lineaments 
Death's self could change not, mark the dreadful path 
Of the outsallying victors : far behind, 
Black ashes note where their proud city stood. 
Within yon forest is a gloomy glen— 
Each tree which guards its darkness from the day, 
Waves o'er a warrior's tomb. 

I see thec shrink, 
Surpassing Spirit !—wert thou human else ? 
I see a shade of doubt and horror fieet 
Across thy stainless features :  yet fear not; 
This is no unconnectcd miscry, 
Nor stands uncaused, and irretrievable. 
Man's evil nature, that apology 
Which kings who rule, and cowards who crouch. set up 
For their unnumbered crimes, sheds not the blood 
Which desolates the discord-wastcd land. 
From kings, and priests, and statesmen, war arose, 
Whose safety is man's deep unbettercd woe, 
Wliose grandeur liis debasement.    Let the axe 
Strike at the root, the poison-tree will fali ; 
And where its venomed exhalations spread 
Ruin, and dcath, and woe, where milHons lay 
Quenching the serpenfs famine, and their boncs 
Bleaching unburied in the putrid blast, 
A garden shall arise, in lovelincss 
Surpassing íabled Éden. 

Hath Nature's soul, 
That formed this world so beautiful, that spread 
Earth's lap with plenty, and life's smallest chord 
Strung to unchanging unison, that gave 
Tlie happy birds their dwelling in the grove, 
That yielded to the wanderers of tlie deep 
The lovcly silcnce of the unfathomcd main. 
And filled the meanest worm that crawls in dust 
With spirit, thought, and love ;   on Man alonc, 
Partial in causclcss mahce, wantonly 
Heaped, ruin, vice, and slavery ; his soul 
Blasted with withcring curses ;  placed afar 
The meteor-liappiness, that shuns his grasp, 
But scrving on the frightful gulf to glarc, 
Rent wide beneath his íootsteps ? 

Nature !—no ! 
Kings, priests, and statesmen, blast the human flower 
Even in its tender bud ;   their iníhience darts 
Like subtle poison through the bloodless veins 
Of desolate society.    The child, 
Ere he can lisp his mother's sacred name. 
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Swells with the unnatural pride of crime, and lifts 
His baby-sword even in a hero's mood. 
This infant-arm becomes the bloodiest scourge 
Of devastated earth ;   whilst specious names, 
Learned in soft childhood's unsuspecting hoiir, 
Serve as the sophisms with which manhood dims 
Bright Reason's ray, and sanctifies the sword 
Upraised to shed a brother's innocent blood. 
Let priest-lcd slaves cease to proclaim that man 
Inherits vice and misery, when Force 
And Falsehood hang even o'er the cradled babe, 
Stifling with rudest grasp ali natural good. 

" Ah ! to the stranger-soul, when first it peeps 
From its new tenement, and looks abroad 
For happiness and sympathy, how sterh 
And desolate a tract is this wide world ! 
How withered ali the buds of natural good ! 
No shade, no shelter froni the swecping storms 
Of pitilcss power !    On its wretched frame, 
Poisoned, perchance, by the disease and woc 
llcaped on the wretched parent whence it sprung 
By mortais, law, and custom, the purê winds 
Of Heaven, that renovate the insect tribes 
May breathc not.    The untainting light of day 
May visit not its longings.    It is bound 
Ere it has life :   yea, ali the chains are forged 
Long ere its being :   ali liberty and love 
And peace is tom from its defencelessness ; 
Curscd from its birth, even from its cradle doomed 
To abjectness and bondage ! 

" Throughout this varied and eternal world 
Soul is the only element, the block 
That for uncounted ages has remained. 
The movelcss pillar of a mountain's weiglit 
Is active, living spirit.    Every grain 
Is senticnt both in unity and part. 
And the minntest atom comprchcnds 
A world of loves and hatreds ;   these beget 
Evil and good :   hence truth and falsehood spring ; 
Hence will and thought and action, ali the germs 
Of pain or pleasure, sympathy or hate, 
That variegate the eternal universe. 
Soul is not more poUuted than the beanis 
Of Heaven's purê orb, ere round tlieir rapid Unes 
The taint of earth-born atmospheres arise. 

" Man is of soul and body, formed for deeds 
Of high resolve, on fancy's boldcst wing 
To soar unwearied, fearlessly to turn 
The keenest pangs to peacefulness, and taste 
The joys which mingled sense and spirit yicld. 
Or he is formed for abjectness and woc. 
To grovel on the dunghill of his fears, 
To slxrink at every sound, to quench the flame 
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Of natural love in sensualism, to know 
That hour as blessed ^vlien on his worthiess days 
The frozcu hand of Dcath shall set its seal, 
Yet fear the cure, tliough hating the disease. 
The onc is man that shall hereafter be ; 
The othcr, man as vice has raade him nov/. 

" War is the statesraan's game, the priesfs delight, 
The lawyer's jcst, the hired assassin s trade, 
And, to those royal murderers, whoso mean thrones 
Are bought by crimes of treachcry and gore, 
The bread they eat, the staff on which they lean. 
Guards, garbed in blood-red livery, surround 
Their palaccs, participate the crimes 
That force deíends, and from a nation's rage 
Secure the crowu, which ali the curses reach 
That famine, frenzy, woe and penury breathe. 
These are the hired bravos who defend 
The tyranfs throne—the bullies of his fear : 
These are the sinks and channcls of worst vice, 
The refuse of socicty, the dregs 
Of ali that is most vile :  their cold hearts blend 
Deceit with sternness, ignorancc with pride, 
Ali that is mean and villanous, with rage 
Which hopclessness of good, and self-contempt, 
Alone might kindle ;  they are decked in wealth.    .. 
Honour and power, then are sent abroad 
To do their work.    The pestilence that stalks 
In gloomy triumph through some castern land 
Is less destroying.    They cajole with gold. 
And promises of famc, the thoughtless youth 
Already crushcd with servitude :  he knows 
His wretchcdness too late, and cherishes 
Kepentance íor his ruin, when his doom 
Is scalcd in gold and blood I 
Those too the tyrant serve, who, skilled to snare 
The feet of Justice in the toils of law, 
Stand, ready to opprcss the weakcr still ; 
And right or wrong will vindicate for gold, 
Sncoring at public virtue, which beneath 
Their pitiless trcad lies torn and trampled, whcre 
Honour sits smiling at the sale of truth. 

" Then grave and hoary-headed hypocrites, 
Without a hope, a passion, or a love, 
Who, through a life of lu.xury and lies, 
Ilave crept by llattery to the seats of power, 
Support the system whence their honours flow. 
They have three words :—well tyrants know their use, 
Well pay them for the loan, with usury 
Torn from a bleeding world 1—God, Hell, and Heavcn, 
A vcngeful, pitiless, and alniighty fiend, 
Whose mercy is a nickname íor the rage 
Of tameless tigcrs hungering for blood. 
Hell, a red gulf of cvcr lasting fire. 
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Where poisonous and undying worms prolong 
Eternal misery to those hapless slaves 
Whose life has been a pcnance for its crimes. 
And Heaven, a meed for those who dare belie 
Thoir human nature, quake, believe, and cringe 
Before the mockeries of earthly power. 

" These tools the tyrant tempers to his work, 
Wields in his wrath, and as he wills destroys, 
Omnipotent in wickedness :  the while 
Youth springs, age moulders, manhood taraely does 
His bidding, bribed by short-lived joys to lend 
Force to the wcakness of his trembling arm. 

" They rise, thcy fali ;  one generation comes 
Yiclding its harvest to destruction's scythe. 
It fades, another blossoms :  yet behold ! 
Red glows the tyrant's stamp-mark on its bloom, 
Withering and cankering deep its passive prime. 
He has invented lying words and modes, 
Empty and vain as his own coreless hoart; 
Evasive meanings, nothings of much sound. 
To lure the heedless victira to the toils 
Spread round the valley of its paradise. 

" Look to thyself, priost, conqueror, or prince I 
Whcther thy trade is falsehood, and thy lusts 
Deep wallow in the earnings of the poor, 
With whom thy Master was :—or thou delighfst 
In numbering o'er the myriads of thy slain, 
AU misery weighing nothing in the scale 
Against thy short-lived fame :—or thou dost load 
With cowardice and crime the groaning land, 
A pomp-fed king.    Look to thy wretched self ! 
Ay, art thou not the veriest slave that e'er 
Crawled on the loathing earth ?    Are not thy days 
Days of unsatisfying listlessness ? 
Dost thou not cry, ere night's long rack is o'er, 
" When will the morning come ? "     Is not thy youth 
A vain and íeverish dream of sensualism ? 
Thy manhood blighted with unripe disease ? 
Are not thy views of unregrettcd death 
Drear, comfortlcss, and horrible ?    Thy mind, 
Is it not morbid as thy nerveless frame, 
Incapable of judgement, hope, or love ? 
And dost thou wish the errors to survive 
That bar thee from ali sympathies of good, 
After the miserable interest 
Thou hold'st in their protraction ?    When the grave 
Has swallowed up thy inemory and thysolf, 
Dost thou desire the bane that poisons earth 
To twine its roots around thy cofiined clay, 
Spring from thy bonés, and blossom on thy tomb, 
That of its fruits thy babes may eat and die ? 
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" THUS do the generations of the earth 
Go to the grave, and issue from the womb, 
Surviving still the imperishable change 
That renovates the wcrld ;   even as the leaves 
Which the kcen frost-wiiid of the waning year 
Jlas scattered on the forest soil, and heaped 
For many seasons thcre—though long they choke, 
Loading with loathsome rottcnness the land, 
Ali gcrms of promisc, yet then the tall trees 
From which they fell, shorn of their lovely shapes, 
Lie levei with the earth to moulder there, 
They fertilize the land they long deformed, 
Till from the breathing lawn a forest springs 
Of youth, integrity, and loveliness, 
Like that which gave it life, to spring and die. 
Thus suicidai selfishness, that blights 
The fairest feelings of the opening heart, 
Is destined to decay, whilst from the soil 
Shall spring ali virtue, ali delight, ali love, 
And judgement cease to wage unnatural war 
With passion's unsubduable array. 

" Twin-sister of rcligion, selfishness I 
Rival in crime and falsehood, aping ali 
The wanton horrors of her bloody play ; 
Yet írozen, unimpassioncd, spiritless, 
Shunning the light, and owning not its name, 
Compelled, by its deíormity, to screen 
With flimsy veil of justice and of riglit, 
Its unattractivc lineaments, that scare 
Ali, save the brood of ignorance :   at oncc 
The cause and the effect of tyranny ; 
Unblushing, hardened, sensual, and vile ; 
Dcad to ali love but of its abjectness, 
With heart impassive by more noble powers 
Than unshared pleasure, sordid gain, or fame ; 
Despising its own miserable being, 
Which still it longs, yet fears to discnthrall. 

" Hence commerce springs, the venal interchange 
Of ali that human art or nature yield ; 
Which wealth should purchase not, but want demand. 
And natural kindness hasten to supply 
From the fuU fountain of its boundless love, 
For ever stifled, drained, and tainted now. 
Commerce I beneath whose poison-brcathing shade 
No solitary virtue dares to spring, 
But 1'ovcrty and Wealth -with equal hand 
Scatter their withering curses, and unfold 
The doors of premature and violent death, 
To pining famine and fuU-fed disease. 
To ali that shares the lot of human life. 
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Which poisoned, body and soul, scarce drags the chain, 
That lengthens as it goes and clanks behind. 

" Commerce has set the raark o£ selfishness, 
The signet of its all-enslaving power 
Upon a shining ore, and called it gold ; 
Before whose image bow the vulgar great, 
The vainly rich, the miserable proud, 
The mob of peasants, nobles, priests, and kings. 
And with bhnd feeUngs reverence the powcr 
That grinds them to the dust of misery. 
Biit in the temple of their hireUng hearts 
Gold is a Hving god, and rules in scorn 
Ali earthly things but virtue. 

" Since tyrants, by the sale of huraan life, 
Hcap luxiirics to thcir sensualism, and fame 
To their wide-wasting and insatiate pride, 
Success has sanctioned to a crodulous world 
The ruin, the disgrace, the woe of war. 
Hi3 hosts of blind and unresisting dupes 
The despot numbers ;   from his cabinet 
These piippets of his schcmes he moves at will, 
Even as the slaves by force or famine driven, 
Beneath a vulgar master, to perform 
A task of cold and brutal drudgery ;— 
Hardened to hope, inscnsible to fear, 
Scarce living pulleys of a dcad machine, 
Mere wheels of work and articles of trade, 
That grace the proud and noisy pomp of wealth ! 

" The harmony and happincss of man 
Yields to the wealth of nations ;   that which lifts 
His nature to the heaven of its pride, 
Is bartered for the poison of his soul ; 
The weight that drags to carth his towering hopes, 
Blighting ali prospect but of selfish gain, 
Withering ali passion but of slavish fear, 
Extinguishing ali free and gencrous lovc 
Of enterprise and daring, even the pulse 
That fancy kindles in the beating heart 
To mingle with sensation, it destroys,— 
Leaves nothing but the sordid lust of self, 
The grovelling hope of interest and gold, 
Unqualified,  unmingled,  unredeemed 
Even by hypocrisy. 

And  statcsmen  boast 
Of wealth I    The wordy cloquence, that lives 
After the ruin of their hearts, can gild 
The bitter poison of a nation's woe, 
Can turn the worship of the scrvile mob 
To their corrupt and glaring idol, Fame, 
From Virtue, trampled by its iron tread, 
Although its dazzling pedestal be raised 
Amid the horrors of a limb-strewn field. 
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With desolated dwellings smoking round. 
The man o£ case, who, by his warm fircside, 
To dceds of cUaritable intcrcourse, 
And bare fulfilmunt of the common laws 
Of decency and prejudice, confines 
The struggling nature of his human heart, 
Is duped by their cold sophistry ;   he sheds 
A passing tear perchance iipon the wreck 
Of earthly peacc, when near his dwelling's door 
The frightful waves are driven,—when his son 
Is murdcrcd by the tyrant, or rehgion 
Drivcs his wife raving mad.    But the poor man, 
Whose hfe is misery, and fcar, and care ; 
Whom the morn wakens but to fruitless toil ; 
Who ever hears his íamished ofíspring's scream, 
Whom their pale raother's uncomplaining gaze 
For ever meets, and the proud rich man's eye 
Flashing command, and the heart-breakhig scene 
Of thousands Uke himself ;—he little heeds 
The rhetoric of tyranny ;   his hate 
Is quenchless as his wrongs ;   he laughs to scorn 
Tlie vain and bitter moclicry of words, 
FecUng the horror of the tyrant's deeds. 
And unrcstrained but by the arm of power, 
That knows and dreads his enmity. 

" The iron rod of Penury still compels 
Iler wretched slave to bow the knee to wealth, 
And poison, with unprofitable toil, 
A hfe too void of solace to confirm 
Tlie vcry chains that bind him to his doom. 
Nature,  impartial  in  munificence, 
Has giftcd man with all-subduing will. 
Mattcr with ali its transitory shapcs, 
Lies subjccted and plastic at his feet, 
That, weak from bondage, tremble as they trcad. 
How many a rustic Milton has passed by, 
Stifling the speechless longings of his heart, 
In unremitting drudgery and care I 
How many a vulgar Cato has compelled 
His cncrgies, no longer tameless then, 
To mould a pin, or íabricate a nail I 
How many a Newton, to whose passive ken 
Those mighty spheres that gem inflnity 
Were only specks of tinsel, fixed in Hcaven 
To light the midnights of his native town ! 

" Yet evcry heart contains perfection's germ : 
The wisest of the sages of the earth, 
That ever from the stores of reason drew 
Science and truth, and virtue's droadless tone, 
Were but a weak and inexperienced boy, 
Proud, sensual, unimpassioned, unimbued 
With purê desire and universal love, 
Compared to that high being, of cloudless brain, 
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Untainted passion, elevated will, 
Which Death (who even wouki linger long in awe 
Within his noble presence, and beneath 
His changeless eyebeam) might alone subdue. 
Him, every slave now dragging through the filth 
Of some corrupted city his sad life, 
Pining with famine, swoln with luxury, 
BUinting the keenness of his spiritual senso 
With narrow schemings and unworthy cares, 
Or madly rushing through ali violent crime. 
To move the deep stagnation of his soul,— 
Miglit imitate and equal. 

But mcan lust 
Has bound its chains so tight around the earth, 
That ali within it but the virtuous man 
Is venal :  gold or fame will surely reach 
The price prcfixed by selfishness, to ali 
But him of resoluto and unchanging will ; 
Whom, nor the plaudits of a servile crowd, 
Nor the vile joys of tainting luxury, 
Can bribe to yield his elevated soul 
To Tyranny or Falsehood, though they wield 
With blood-red hand the sceptre of the world. 

" AH things are sold :  the very light of Heaven 
Is venal ;  earth's unsparing gifts of love. 
The smallest and most despicable things 
That lurk in the abysses of the deep, 
AU objects of our life, even life itself. 
And the poor pittance which the laws allow 
Of liberty, the fellowship of man, 
Those duties which his heart of human love 
Should urge him to perform instinctively. 
Are bought and sold as in a public mart 
Of undisguising selfishness, that sets 
On each its price, the stamp-mark of her reign. 
Even love is sold ;  the solace of ali woe 
Is turned to dcadliest agony, old age 
Shivers in selfish beauty's loathing arms, 
And youth's corrupted impulses prepare 
A life of horror from the blighting bane 
Of commerce ;  whilst the pestilence that springs 
From unenjoying sensualism, has fiUed 
AU human life with hydra-headed woes. 

" Falsehood demands but gold to pay the pangs 
Of outraged conscience ;  for the slavish pricst 
Sets no great value on his hireling faith : 
A little passing pomp, some servile souls, 
Whom cowardice itself might safely chain, 
Or the spare mite of avarice could bribe 
To deck the triumph of their languid zeal, 
Can make him minister to tyranny. 
More daring crime requires a loftier meed : 
Without a shudder, the slave-soldier lends 
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His arm to murderous deeds, and steels his heart, 
When the dread eloqucnce of dying men, 
Low mingling on the lonely íield of fame, 
Assails that nature, whose applause he sells 
For the gross blcssings of a patriot mob, 
For the vile gratitude of heartless kings, 
And for a cold worWs good word,—viler still I 

" There is a nobler glory, which survives 
tlntil our being fades, and, solacing 
Ali human care. accompanies its change ; 
Dcserts not virtue in the dungeon's gloom. 
And, in the precincts of the palace, guidcs 
Its footstcps through that labyrinth of crime ; 
Imbucs his lineaments with dauntlessness, 
Even when, írom Power's avenging hand, he takcs 
Its sweetest, last and noblest title—deatli ; 
—The consciousness of good, which neither gold, 
Nor sordid fame, nor hopc of heavenly bliss 
Can purchase ; but a life of resolute good, 
Unalterable will, quenchless desire 
Of universal happiness, the heart 
That beats with it in unison, the brain, 
Whose ever wakeful wisdom toils to change 
Rcason's rich storcs for its eternal weal. 

" This commerce of sincerest virtue needs 
No mediative signs of selfishncss, 
No jealous intercourse of wretched gain, 
No balancings of prudence, cold and long ; 
In just and equal measure ali is weighed, 
One scale contains the sum of human weal, 
And one, the good man's heart. 

How vainly scek 
The selfish for that happiness denied 
To aught but virtue !    Blind and hardencd, thcy, 
Who hope for peace amid the storms of care, 
Who covet powcr thcy know not how to use, 
And sigh for plcasure they refuse to give,—• 
Maiily thcy írustrate still thcir own designs ; 
And, whcre they hope that quiet to enjoy 
Which virtue pictures, bitterness of soul, 
Pining regrets, and vain repentances, 
Disease, disgust. and lassitude, pervade 
Their valucless and miserable lives. 

" But hoary-hcadcd Sclfishness has felt 
Its death-biow, and is tottering to the grave : 
A brighter morn awaits the human day, 
When every transfer of earth's natural gifts 
Shall  be a commerce of good  words and works 
When poverty and wealth, the thirst of fame, 
The fear of infamy, disease and woe, 
War with its million horrors, and fierce hell 
Shall live but in the niemory of Time, 
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Who, like a penitent libertine, shall start, 
Look back, and shudder at his younger years.'* 

VI 
ALI, touch, ali cye, ali ear, 

The Spirit felt the Fairy's burning specch. 
0'er the thin texture of its frarac, 

The varying periods painted changing glowj. 
As on a summer even, 

When soul-eníolíling music floats around, 
The stainless rairror of the lake 
Re-images the eastern gloom, 

Mingling convulsively its purple hues 
With sunsefs burnished gold. 

Then thus the Spirit spoke : 
" It is a wild and miserable world ! 

Thorny, and íuU of care, 
Which evcry fiend can make his prey at will. 

O Fairy I  in the lapse of years, 
Is there no hope in store ? 
Will yon vast suns roll on 

Intcrminably, still illuming 
The night of so many wretchcd soiils. 

And see no hope for them ? 
Will not the universal Spirit e'er 
Revivify this withered limb of Heaven ? " 

The Fairy calmly smiled 
In comfort, and a kindling glcam of hope 

Sufíused the Spirifs lineaments. 
" Oh !  rest thee tranquil ; chasc those fearful doubts, 
Which ne'er could rack an everlasting soul, 
That sees the chains which bind it to its doom. 
Yes I  crime and misery are in yonder earth, 

Falsohood, mistake, and lust ; 
But the eternal world 

Contains at once the evil and the cure. 
Some emincnt in virtue shall start up, 

Even in perversest time : 
The truths of thcir purê lips, that ncver dic, 
Shall bind the scorpion falsehood with a wreatli 

Of ever-living flame, 
Until the monster sting itsclf to death. 

" How swcet a scene will earth become I 
Of purost spirits a purê dwcUing-place, 
Symphonious with the planetary spheres ; 
When man, with changcless Nature coalescing, 
Will undertake regcneration's work, 
When its ungenial polcs no longer point 

To the rcd and baleful sun 
That faintly twinkles there. 
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" Spirit !  on yonder earth, 

Falsehood now triuraphs ;  deadly power 
Has fixed its seal upon the lip o£ truth ! 

Madness and misery are there ! 
The happiest is most wretched !    Yet confide, 
Until purê health-drops, from the cup o£ joy. 
Fali like a dew o£ balm upon the world. 
Now, to the scene I show, in silence turn, 
And read the blood-stained charter of ali woe, 
Which Nature soon, with re-creating hand, 
Will blot in mercy from the book of earth. 
IIow bokl the flight of Passion'3 wandering wing, 
How swift the step of Reason's firmer tread, 
How calm and sweet the victories of life, 
How terrorless the triumph of the grave ! 
How powerless were the mightiest monarch'3 arm, 
Vain his loud threat, and impotent his frown ! 
How ludicrous the priesfs dogmatic roar ! 
The weight of his exterminating curse 
How light !   and his affected charity, 
To suit the pressnre of the changing times, 
What palpable deceit I—but for tliy aid, 
Religion I   but for thee, prolific fiend, 
Who peoplcst earth with demons, Hell with men, 
And Heaven with slaves ! 

" Thou taintcst ali thou look'st upon !—the stars, 
Which on thy cradle beamed so brightly sweet, 
Were gods to the distempered playfulness 
Of thy untutored infancy :   the trees, 
The grass, the clouds, the mountains, and the sea, 
AH living things that walk, swim, creep, or íly, 
Were gotls :  the sun had homage, and the moon 
Her worshipper.    Then thou becam'st, a boy. 
More daring in thy frenzies : every shape, 
Monstrous or vast, or beautifully wild, 
Which, from sensation's relics, fancy culls ; 
The spirits of the air, the shuddering ghost, 
The gcnii of the elements, the powers 
That give a shape to Nature's varied works, 
Had life and place in the corrupt belief 
Of thy blind heart :  yet still thy youthfui hands 
Were purê of human blood.    Then manhood gave 
Its strength and ardour to thy írenzied brain ; 
Thine eager gaze scanned the stupendous scene, 
Whose wonders mocked the knowledge of thy pride : 
Thcir everlasting and unchanging laws 
Reproached thine ignorance.    Awhilo thou stoodst 
Bafllcd and gloomy ;  then thou didst sum up 
The elements of ali that thou didst know ; 
The changing scasons, winter's leafless reign, 
The budding of the Hcaven-brcathing trees, 
The eternal orbs that beautify the night, 
The sunrise, and the setting of the moon, 
Earthquakes and wars, and poisons and disease. 
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And ali their causes, to an abstract point 
Converging, thou didst bend and called it God I 
The self-sufücing, the omnipotent, 
The merciful, and the avenging God ! 
Who, prototypo of human misrule, sits 
High in Heaven's realm, upon a golden throne, 
Even like an earthly king ;  and whose dread work, 
Hell, gapes for ever for the unhappy slavcs 
Of fate, whom He created, in his sport. 
To triumph in their torments when they fell ! 
Earth heard the name;  Earth trembled, as the smokc 
Of His revcnge ascended up to Heaven, 
Blotting the constellations ; and the cries 
Of milUons, butchered in sweet confidence 
And unsuspecting peace, even when the bonds 
Of safety were confirmed by wordy oaths 
Sworn in His dreadful name, rung through the land ; 
Whilst innocent babes writhed on tliy stubborn spcar. 
And thou didst laugh to hear the mother's shriek 
Of maniac gladncss, as the sacred steel 
Felt cold in lier tom entrails I 

" Rcligion I   thou vrert then in manhood's prime: 
But age crept on :  one God vrould not suffice 
I'"or senile puerility ;   thou framedst 
A tale to suit thy dotage, and to glut 
Thy misery-thirsting soul, that the mad fiend 
Thy wickcdness had pictured might afford 
A plea for sating the unnatural thirst 
For murder, rapine, violence, and crime, 
That still consumed thy being, even when 
Thou heardst the step of Fate ;—that fiamos might light 
Thy funeral scene, and the shrill horrent shrieks 
Of parcnts dying on the pile that burncd 
To light their children to thy paths, the roar 
Of the encircling ílames, the exulting cries 
Of thine apostles, loud commingUng there, 

Might sate thine hungry ear 
Even on the bed of dcath ! 

" But now contempt is mocking thy grey hairs ; 
Thou art descending to the darksome grave, 
Unhonourcd and unpiticd, but by those 
Whose pride is passing by like thine, and sheds, 
Like thine, a glare that fades before the sun 
Of truth, and shines but in the dreadful night 
That long has lowcred above the ruincd world. 

" Throughout these infinite orbs of mingling light, 
Of which yon earth is one, is wide diffused 
A Spirit of activity and life, 
That knows no term, cessation, or decay ; 
That fades not when the lamp of earthly life, 
Extinguished in the dampness of the grave, 
Awhilé there slumbers, more than when the babe 
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In the dira newness o£ its being feels 
The impulses of sublunary things, 
And ali is wonder to unpractised sense : 
But, active, steadfast, and eternal, still 
Guides the fierce whirlwind, in the tempest roars, 
Cheers in the day, breathes in the balmy groves, 
Strengthens in health, and poisons in diseasc ; 
And in the storm of change, that ceaselessly 
Kolls round the eternal universe, and shakes 
Its undecaying battlement, presides, 
Apportioning with irresistible law 
The place each spring of its machine shall fill ; 
So that when waves on waves tumultuous heap 
Coníusion to the clouds, and fiercely driven 
Heaven's lightnings scorch the uprooted ocean-fords, 
Whilst, to the eye of shipwrecked mariner, 
Lone sitting on the bare and shuddering rock, 
AU seems unlinked contingency and chance : 
No atom of this turbulence íulfils 
A vague and unnecessitated task, 
Or acts but as it must and ought to act. 
Even the minutcst molecule of Hght, 
That in an April sunbeam's flceting glow 
Fulfils its destined, though invisible work, 
The universal Spirit guides ;   nor less,  • 
When merciless ambition, or mad zeal, 
Has led two hosts of dupes to battleüeld, 
That, blind, they there may dig each other's graves. 
And call the sad work glory, does it rule 
AU passions :  not a thought, a will, an act, 
No working of the tyrant's moody mind, 
Nor one misgiving of the slaves who boast 
Their servitude, to hide the shame they feel, 
Nor the events enchaining every will, 
That from the depths of unrccorded time 
Have drawn all-iufiuencing virtue, pass 
Unrccognized, or unforeseen by thee, 
Soul of the Universe !   eternal spring 
Of life and death, of happiness and woe, 
Of ali that chcqucrs the phantasmal scene 
That floats before our eycs in wavering light, 
Which gleams but on the darkness of our prison, 

Whose chains and massy walls 
\Ve íecl, but cannot see. 

" Spirit of Nature !   all-suíBcing Power, 
Neccssity !   thou mother of the world 1 
Unlike the God of human error, thou 
Requir'st no prayers or praiscs ;   the caprice 
Of nian's weak will belongs no more to thee 
Than do the changeful passions of his breast 
To thy unvarying harmony : the slave, 
Whose horriblo lusts spread misery o'er the world. 
And the good man, who lifts. with virtuous pride, 
His being, in the sight of happiness. 
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That springs from his own works ;  the poison-tree, 
Beneath whose shade ali life is withtTcd up, 
And the fair oak, whose leafy dome affords 
A tcmple where the vows of happy love 
Are rcgistered, are equal in thy sight : 
No love, no hate thou cherishcst ;  revenge 
And favouritism, and worst dcsire of fanie 
Thou know'st not :   ali that the wide world contains 
Are but thy passive instruments, and thou 
I<cgard'st thcm ali with an impartial eye, 
Whose joy or pain thy nature cannot feel, 

Because thou hast not human sense, 
Because thou art not human mind. 

" Yes I   whcn the swecping storm of time 
Has sung its death-dirge o'er the ruined íanes 
And broken altars of the almighty Fiend 
Whose name usurps thy honours, and the blood 
Through centuries clotted there, has floated down 
'Jhc taintcd flood of ages, shalt thou live 
Unchangeable !   A shrine is raised to thee, 

Which, nor the tempest-breath of time, 
Nor the interminable ílood, 
Over earth's slight pageant roUing, 

Availeth to destroy,— 
The sensitivo extension of the world. 

That wondrous and eternal fane, 
Whcre pain and plcasure, good and evil join, 
To do the will of strong necessity. 

And life, in multitudinous shapes, 
Still pressing forward whcre no term can be, 

Like hungry and unresting flame 
Curls round the eternal colurans of its strcngth." 

VII 
Spiiit 

" T WAS an infant whcn my mother wcnt 
To see an atheist burned.    She took me there : 
The dark-robcd pricsts were met around the pile ; 
The multitude was gazing silently ; 
And as the culprit passcd with dauntless mien, 
Tcmpered disdain in his unaltering eye, 
Jlixcd with a quiet smile, shone calmly forth : 
The thirsty fire crcpt round his manly limbs ; 
His resolute eyes were scorchcd to blindness soon ; 
His death-pang rcnt my hc-art !   the insensate mob 
Uttered a cry of triumph, and I wcpt. 
' Wccp not. child I ' cricd my mother, ' for that man 
Has said, There is no God.' " 

Fairy 

" There is no God I 
Nature confirms the faith his death-groan scalcd : 
Let heaven and earth, let man's revolving race. 
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His ccaselcss generations tell their tale ; 
Lct every part depcnding on the chain 
Tliat links it to the whole, point to the hand 
That grasps its term !   lct evcry sccd that íalls 
In silent cloqucnce unfold its store 
Of argumcnt ;   infinity within, 
Infinity without, belie creation ; 
The cxterniinable spirit it contains 
Is natiire's only God ; but human pride 
Is skilful to invent inost serious namcs 
To hide its ignorance. 

The name of God 
Has fenced about ali crime with holincss, 
Hirasclf the creature of His worshippers, 
Whose namcs and attributes and passions change, 
Seeva, Buddh, Foh, Jehovah, God, or Lord, 
Even with the humau diípcs who buikl His slmnes, 
Still serving o'cr the war-poUutcd world 
For dcsolation's watchword ; whether hosts 
Stain His dcath-blushing chariot-wheels, as on 
Triumphantly thcy roU, whilst Urahmins raise 
A sacrcd hyran to mingle with the groans ; 
Or countlcss partners of His power divide 
His tyranny to wcakncss ;   or the smoke 
Of biirning towns, the cries of fcmale hclplessncss, 
Unarmcd old age, and youth, and infancy, 
Horribly massacred, ascend to Heaven 
In honour of His name ;  or, last and worst, 
Earth groans bcncath rcligion's iron age. 
And pricsts darc babble of a God of pcace, 
Evcn whilst their hands are rcd with guiltless blood, 
Jlurdcring the while, uprooting every germ 
Of truth, cxtcrminating, spoiling ali, 
Making the earth a slaughter-house ! 

" O Spirit ! through the sense 
By which thy inner nature was apprised 

Of outward shows, vague dreams have rolled. 
And varicd reminisccnccs have waked 

Tablets that nevcr fade ; 
AU things have becn imprinted there, 
The stars, the sea, the earth, the sky, 
Evcn the unshapeliest lincaments 

Of wild and llecting visions 
Have left a rccord there 
To testify of earth. 

" Thcse are my enipire, for to me is given 
The wonders of the human world to kcep. 
And Fancy's thin crcations to endow 
With manner, being, and reality ; 
Thcrefore a wondrous phantom, from the dreams 
Of human error's dense and purblind faith, 
I will evoke, to mcet thy questioning. 

Ahasuerus, rise 1 " 

' D 
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A strange and woe-worn wight 

Arose beside the battlement, 
And stood unmoving there. 

His inessential figure cast no shadc 
Upon the golden iloor ; 

His port and mien bore mark of many ycars. 
And chroniclcs of untold ancientness 
Were legible within his beamiess eye : 

Yet his cheek bore the mark of youth ; 
Frcshncss and vigour knit his manly frame; 
The wisdom of old age was mingled  there 

With youth's primaeval dauntlcssness; 
Anel incxpressible woc, 

Chastcned by fearless resignation, gave 
An awíul grace to his all-speaking brow. 

Spirit 
" Is there a God ? " 

Ahasuerus 
" Is there a God !—ay, an alniighty God, 
And vengeful as almighty I    Once His voice 
Was heard on earth :  earth shuddered at the sound ; 
The fiery-visaged firmamcnt expressed 
Abhorrence, and the grave of Nature yawned 
To swallow ali the dauntless and the good 
That dared to hurl defiance at His throne. 
Girt as it was with power.     None but slavQs 
Survived,—cold-blooded slaves, who did the work 
Of tyrannous omnipotence ;   whose souls 
No honest indignation ever urged 
To elcvated daring, to one dced 
Which gross and sensual self did not pollute. 
These slaves built temples for the omnipotent Fiend, 
Gorgeous and vast :   the costly altars smoked 
With human blood, and hidcous paeans rung 
Through ali the long-drawn aisles.    A murdercr heard 
His voice in Egypt, one whose gifts and arts 
Had raised him to his eminence in power, 
Accomplice of omnipotence in crime, 
And confidant of the all-knowing one. 

These were Jehovah's words :— 

" From an eternity of idleness 
I, God, awoke ;  in seven days' toil made earth 
From nothing ;   rested, and created man : 
I placed him in a I'aradise, and there 
Planted the tree of evil, so that he 
Might eat and perish, and My soul procure 
Wherewith to sate its raalice, and to turn. 
Even like a heartlcss conqucror of the earth, 
AH miscry to My fame.    The race of men 
Chosen to My honour, with impunity 
May sate the lusts I planted in their heart. 
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Here I command thee hence to lead them on, 
Until, with hanlened feet, their conqucring troops 
Wade on the promiscd soil through wonian's blood, 
And make My name be dreadcd througli the land. 
Yet ever-burning flame and ceaseless woe 
Shall be the doom o£ their etcrnal souls, 
With cvery soul on this ungrateful earth, 
Virtuous or vicious, weak or strong,—even ali 
Shall perish, to fulfü the blind revcngc 
(Which you, to men, call justice) of their God." 

The murderer's brow 
Qiiivercd with horror. 

" God omnipotent, 
Is there no mercy ? must our punishment 
Be endless ?  will long ages roU away, 
And see no term ?    Oh I  whcrcfore hast Thou made 
In mockery and wrath this evil earth ? 
Mercy becomes the powerful—be but just: 
0 God 1  repent and save." 

" One w-ay remains : 
1 will beget a Son, and He shall bear 
The sins of ali the world ;  He shall arise 
In an unnoticcd corner o£ the earth, 
And there shall die upon a cross, and purge 
The universal crime ;   so that the few 
On whom My grace dcscends, those who are marked 
As vessels to the honour of their God, 
May credit this strange sacriíice, and save 
Their souls alive :   millions shall live and die, 
Who ne'er shall call upon their Saviour's name, 
But, unredeemed, go to the gaping grave. 
Thousands shall dcem it an old woman'.s tale, 
Such as the nurscs frighten babes withal : 
Thcse in a guU of anguish and of flame 
Shall curse their reprobation endlessly, 
Yet tcnfold pangs shall force them to avow, 
Even on their beds of tormcnt, where they howl, 
My honour, and the justice of their doom. 
What thcn avail their virtuous deeds, their thoughts 
Of purity, with radiant genius bright, 
Or lit with human reason's earthly ray ? 
Many are called, but few will I elect. 
Do thou My bidding, Moses ! " 

Even the murderer's cheek 
Was blanched with horror, and his quivering lips 
Scarce faintly uttered—" O almighty One, 
I tremble and obey I " 

" O Spirit !  centiirics have set their seal 
On this hcart of many wounds, and loaded brain, 
Since the Incarnate came :  humbly He carne, 
Veiling His horrible Godhead in the shape 
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Of man, scomcd by the world, His name unhcanl, 
Save by thc rabble of His native town, 
Kvcn as a parish clcmagogue.    He led 
The crowd ;   IIc tan<;lit thcm justice, truth, and peacc, 
In scmblancc ;  but Hb lit within thcir soiils 
Thc qucnchless flames of zeal, and blcssed the sword 
He l)rought on earth to satiatc with the blood 
Of truth and frecdom His malignant soul. 
At Icngth His mortal framc was led to death. 
I stood beside Him :  on the torturing cross 
No pain assailcd His unterrcstrial senso ; 
And yct He groaned.    Indignantly I summcd 
The massacres and miserios which His name 
Had sanctioncd in my country, and I cried, 
" Go !  Go ! " in mockcry. 
A smile of godliko malice rcillumined 
His fading lineaments.—" I go," He cried, 
" But thou shalt wandcr o'cr the unquiet earth 
Etcrnally."- The dampness of the grave 
Bathcd my impcrishablc íroht.     I fell, 
And long lay tranccd upon the charmèd soil. 
Whcn I awoke Hell burned within my brain, 
Which staggered on its seat ;  for ali around 
The mouldcring relics of my kindred lay. 
Even as the Almighty's ire arrested them, 
And in their various attitudcs of dcath 
My murdered cliildren's mute and eyeless skuUs 
Glared ghastily upon me. 

But my soul, 
From sight and scnsc of the poUuting woe 
Of tyranny, had long Icarncd to prefer 
Heirs frecdom to the scrvitude of Heaven. 
Therefore, I rose, and dauntlcssly began 
My lonely and unending pilgrimage, 
Resolvcd to wage unwi?ariable war 
With my almighty Tyrant, and to hurl 
Dcfiancé at His impotence to harm 
Bcyond the curse I bore.    The very hand 
That barred my passage to the pcaceful grave 
rias crushcd the earth to misery, and given 
Its empire to thc chosen of His slavcs, 
These have I seen, even from the carliest dawn 
Of wcak, unstable and precarious power, 
Then prcaching peace, as now they practise war ; 
So,* whcn they turned but from the massacre 
Of unofícnding infidels, to quench 
Their thirst for ruin in the very blood 
That flowed in thcir own veins, and pitiless zeal 
Froze cvery human feeling, as the wife 
Sheathed in her husband's heart the sacred stcel, 
ICven whilst its hopcs were dreaming of her love ; 
And friends to friends, brothers to brothers stood 
Opposed in bloodiest battle-ficld, and war, 

" Rossetti: To when. 
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Scarce satiable by fate's last dcath-draught, waged, 
Driink from the wincpress of the Almighty's wrath ; 
Whilst the rcd cross, in niockery of peace, 
Pointed to victory !    When the fray was done, 
No remnant of the exterminated faith 
Survived to tcU its ruin, but the flcsh, 
With putrid smokc poisoning the atmosphere, ' 
That rotted on the half-extinguished pile. 

" Yes !  I have scen God's worshippcrs unshcathe 
The sword of His rcvcnge, when grace descended, 
Confirming ali unnatural impulses. 
To sanctiíy their desolating deeds ; 
And írantic priests vvaved the ill-omened cross 
0'cr the unhappy earth : then shone the suii 
On showcrs of gore from the upflashing stcel 
Of safe assassination, and ali crime 
Made stinglcss by the Spirits of the Lord, 
And blood-red rainbows canopicd the land. 

" Spirit, no year of my eventful being 
Has passcd unstaincd by crime and misory, 
Whicli flows from God's own faith.     I've marked His 

slaves 
With tongues whose lies are venomous, beguile 
The insensato mob, and, whilst one hand was red 
With murder, feign to strctch the other out 
For brotherhood and peace ;  and that they now 
Babble of love and mercy, whilst their dccds 
Aro marked with ali the narrowncss and crime 
That l''reedom's young arm dare not yet chastise, 
Reason may claim our gratitude, who now 
Establishing the imperishable throne 
0£ truth, and stubborn virtue, maketh vain 
The unprevailing malice of my l''oc, 
Whose bootless rage hcaps torments for the brave, 
Adds impotent eternities to pain, 
Whilst keencst disappointment racks His breast 
To soe the smiles of peaco around thcm play. 
To frustra te or to sanctify their doom. 

" Thus have I stood,—through a wild wastc of years 
Struggling with whirlwinds of mad agony, 
Yet pcacoful, and serene, and self-cnshrincd, 
Mocking my powerless Tyranfs horrible curse 
With stubborn and unalterable will, 
Evcn as a giant oak, which Heaven's íierce flame 
Ilad scathèd in the wilderncss, to stand 
A monument of fadelcss ruin there ; 
Yet peaccfuUy and movclcssly it bravos 
The midnight conflict of the wintry storm. 

As in tho snnlight's calm it sprcads 
Its worn and withered arms on high 

To meet the quict of a summer's noon." 
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The Fairy waved hcr wand : 
Ahasuerus fled 

Fast as the shapes o£ minglcd shade and mist, 
That lurk in the glens o£ a twilight grove, 

Flee írom the morning beam : 
The matter of which drcams are made 
Not more endowed with actual Hfe 
Than this phantasmal portraiture 
Of wandering hutnan thought. 

VIII 
The Fairy 

" TiiE Prcsent and the Past thoii hast behcld : 
It was a desolate sight.    Now, Spirit, learn 

The sccrets of the Future.—Time ! 
TJnfold the brooding pinion of thy gloom. 
Render thou up thy half-devourcd babes. 
And from the cradles of eternity, 
Where millions lie hiUed to their portioned slecp 
By the decp murmuring stream of passing things, 
Tear thou that gloomy shroud.—Spirit, behold 

Thy glorious destiny 1" 

Joy to the Spirit came. 
Through the wide rent in time's etcrnal vcil, 
Hope was seen bcaming through the mists of fear : 

Earth was no longer Hell ; 
Love, freedom, health, had given 

Their ripcness to the manhood of its prime. 
And ali its pulses beat 

Symphonious to the planctary spheres : 
Then dulcet music swelled 

Concordant with the life-strings of the soul ; 
It throbbed in sweet and languid beatings there, 
Catching new life from transitory dcath,— 
Like the vague sighings of a wind at even, 
That wakes the wavelets of the sliimbering sca 
And dies on the creation of its brcath, 
And sinks and rises, fails and swcUs by fits; 

Was the purê stream of feeling 
That sprung from thcse sweet notes, 

And o'er the Spirifs human sympathies 
With mild and gentle motion calmly Uowcd. 

Joy to the Spirit came,— 
Such joy as when a lover sees 

The chosen of his soul in happiness. 
And witnesses her peace 

Whose woe to him were bitterer than deatli, 
Sees her unfaded check 

Glow mantling in first luxury of health, 
Thrills with her lovely eycs, 

Which like two stars amid the heaving main 
Sparkle through liquid bliss. 
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Then in her triumph spoke the Fairy Quceti: 
" I will not call the ghost o£ ages gone 
To unfoUl the frightful secrets of its lore ; 

The prescnt now is past. 
And thosc events that desolate the earth 
Ilave faded from the memory of Time, 
Who dares not give reality to that 
Whose being I annul.    To me is giyen 
Tlie wonders of tlie human world to keep, 
Space, matter, time, and mind.    Futurity 
Exposes now its treasure ;  let the sight 
Renew and strengthen ali thy failing hope. 
O human Spirit I   spiir thee to the goal 
Where virtue fixes universal peacc. 
And midst the ebb aud ílow of human things, 
Show somewhat stable, somewhat certain still, 
A lighthouse o'er the wild of dreary waves. 

" The habitablc earth is fuU of bliss ; 
Those wastes of frozen billows tliat were hurletl 
By everlasting snowstorms round the poles, 
Where matter dared not vegetate or live, 
But ccaseless frost round the vast solitude 
Bound its broad zone of stillness, are unlooscd ; 
And fragrant zcphyrs there from spicy isles 
Ruflle tlie placid ocean-deep, that roUs 
Its broad, bright surges to the sloping sand, 
Whose roar is wakened into echoings sweet 
To murmur tlirough the Heaven-breathing groves 
And melodize with man's blest nature there. 

" Those dcserts of immeasurable sand, 
Whose age-coUected fervours scarce allowed 
A bird to live, a blade of grass to spring, 
Where the shrill chirp of the green lizard's love 
Broke on the sultry silentness alone, 
Now teem with countless rills and shady woods, 
Cornfields and pastures and white cottages ; 
And where the startled wilderness behcld 
A savage conqueror stained in kindred blood, 
A tigress sating with the tlcsh of lambs 
The unnatural famine of her toothless cubs, 
Whilst shouts and howlings through the desert rang, 
Sloping and smooth the daisy-spangled lawn, 
Offcring sweet incense to the simrise smiles 
To see a babe before his mother's door, 

Sharing his morning's meai 
With the green and golden basilisk 

That comes to lick his feet. 

" Those trackless deeps, where many a weary sail 
Has seen above the illimitable plain, 
Morning on night, and night on morning rise, 
Whilst still no land to greet the wanderer spread 
Its shadowy mountains on the sunbright sea. 
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Whcre thc loud roarings of the tempcst-waves 
So long have mingltd with the gusty wind 
In mclancholy lonelincss, and swept 
The desert oi those ocean solitudes, 
Biit vocal to the sea-bird's harrowing shriek, 
Tlie bellowing monstcr, and the rusliing storm, 
Now to the swcet and many-mingling sounds 
Of kindliest human impulses respond. 
Those lonely rcalms bright garden-isles begem, 
With lightsome clouds and shining seas betwecn. 
And fertile valleys, resonant with bliss, 
Whilst grcen woods overcanopy the wave, 
Which like a toil-worn labourcr Icaps to shore. 
To meet the kisses of the flow'rets there. 

" Ali things are rccreated, and the flame 
Of consentaneous love inspires ali lifo : 
The fertile bosom of the earth gives suck 
To myriads, who still grow beneath hcr care, 
Rcwarding hcr with their purê períectness : 
The balmy brcathings of the wind inhale 
Hcr virtues, and dilfuse them ali abroad : 
Health íloats amid the gentle atmosphere, 
Glows in the fruits, and niantles on tlio strcam : 
No storms deform the beaming brow of Ileavcn, 
Nor scatter in the íreshness of its pridc 
Thc foliage of the ever-verdant trecs ; 
But fruits are ever ripe, flowers ever fair, 
And Autumn proudly bcars hcr matron grace, 
Kindling a ílush on the fair cheek of Spring, 
Whosc virgin bloom beneath the ruddy fruit 
Rellects its tint, and blushcs into love. 

" The lion now forgets to thirst for blood : 
There might you sec him sporting in the sun 
Besidc thc dreadless kid ;  his claws are shcathed, 
His tecth are harmlcss, custom's force has made 
His naturc as the nature of a lamb. 
Like passion's fruit, the nightshadc's tempting bane 
Poisons no more the plcasurc it bestows : 
AU bitterncss is past ;   the cup of joy 
Unminglcd mantles to the goblcfs brim. 
And courts the thirsty lips it fled bcforc. 

" But chicf, ambiguous Man, he that can know 
More misery, and dream more joy than ali ; 
Whose kcen sensations thrill within his breast 
To mingle with a loftier instinct there. 
Ltnding their power to pleasure and to pain, 
Yet raising, sharpcning, and refining each ; 
Who stands amid the evcr-varying world. 
The burthcn or the glory of the earth ; 
He chief pcrceives the changc, his bciug notes 
Thc gradual renovation, and defines 
Each movement of its progrcsá oa his mind. 
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" Man, where the gloom of the long polar night 
Lowers o'cr the snow-clad rocks and frozen soil, 
Where scarce the hardiest herb that braves the frost 
Basks in the moonlighfs ineffoctual glow, 
Shrank with the plants, and darkened with the night ; 
His chilled and narrow energies, his hcart, 
Inscnsible to courage, truth, or love, 
His stunted stature and imbccile frame, 
Marked him for some abortion of the earth, 
Fit compeer of the bears that roamed around, 
Whose habits and cnjoyments were his own : 
His life a feverish drcam of stagnant woe, 
Whose meagre wants, but scantily fulfiUed, 
Apprised him evcr of the joyless length 
Wlüch his short being's wretchedness had reachcd ; 
His death a pang which famine, cold and toil 
Long on the mind, whilst yct the vital spark 
Clung to the body stubbornly, had brought: 
AH was inilicted here that Karth's revenge 
Could wreak on the infringers of her law ; 
One curse alone was spared—the narae of God. 

" Nor where the tropics bound the realms of day 
With a broad bclt of mingling cloud and ílame, 
Where blue mists through the unmoving atniosphere 
Scattered the secds of pestilcnce, and fed 
Unnatural vegetation, where the land 
Teemcd with ali carthquakc, tempest and disease, 
Was Man a noblcr bcing ;  slavcry 
Had crushcd him to his country's bloodstaincd dust; 
Or he was bartered for the fame of power, 
Which ali internai impulses dostroying, 
Makes human will an article of trade ; 
Or he was changeil with Christians for their gold, 
And draggcd to distant isles, where to the sound 
Of the flcsh-mangling scourge, he does the work 
Of all-polluting luxury and wcalth, 
Which doubly visits on the tyrants' hcads 
The long-protracted fulness of their woe ; 
Or he was Icd to legal butchery, 
To turn to worms beneath that burning sun, 
Where kings first leagued against the rights of mcn. 
And priests first traded with the name of God. 

" Evcn where the mildcr zone affordcd Man 
A seeming shcltcr, yct contagion there, 
Blighting his being with unnumbered ills, 
Spread like a quenchless fire ;   nor truth till late 
Availed to arrost its progress, or create 
That peace which first in bloodless victory waved 
Her snowy standard o'er this favourcd clime : 
Thtrc man was long the train-bearer of slaves, 
The mimic of surrounding misery, 
The jackal of ambition's lion-rage, 
The bloodhound of religion's hungry zeal. 
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" Here now the human being stands adorniiiR 
This loveliest earth witli taintless body and mind ; 
Blessed írom his birth witli ali bland impulses, 
Which gcntly in his noble bosom wake 
AH kindly passions and ali purê desires. 
Him, still from hope to hope the bliss pursuing 
Which from the exhaustless store of human weal 
Draws on the virtuous mind, the thoughts that rise 
In time-destroying infmitencss, gift 
With self-enshrined eternity, that mocks 
The unprevailing hoariness of age, 
And man, once fleeting o'er the transient scene 
Swift as an unremembercd vision, stands 
Immortal upon earth :  no longer now 
He slays the lamb that looks him in the face. 
And horribly dcvours his mangled ílesh, 
Which, still avenging Nature's broken law, 
Kindled ali putrid humours in his frame, 
AH evil passions, and ali vain belief, 
Hatrcd, despair, and loathing in his mind, 
The germs of misery, death, disease, and crime. 
No longer now the wingèd habitants, 
That in the woods their sweet lives sing away, 
Flec írom the form of man ;   but gather round. 
And prune their sunny feathers on the hands 
Which little childrcn stretch in friendly sport 
Towards thesc dreadlcss partners of their play. 
AH things are void of terror :  Man lias lost 
His terrible prerogative, and stands 
An equal amidst equals :  happiness 
And science dawn though late upon the earth ; 
Peace cheers the mind, health renovates the frame ; 
Disease and pleasure cease to mingle here, 
Reason and passion cease to combat there ; 
Whilst each unfcttered o'er the earth extend 
Their all-subduing energics, and wield 
The sceptre of a vast dominion there ; 
Whilst every shape and mede of matter lends 
Its force to the omnipotence of mind, 
Which from its dark mine drags the gem of truth 
To decorate its 1'aradise of peace." 

IX 

" O HAPPY Earth ! reality of Heaven I 
To which those restless souls that ceaselessiy 
Throug through the human universe, aspire ; 
Thou consummation of ali mortal hope ! 
Thou glorious prize of blindly-working will ! 
Whose rays, dilfused throughout ali space and time, 
Verge to one point and blend for ever there : 
Of purest spirits thou purê dwelling-place ! 
Where care and sorrow, impotence and crime, 
I.anguor, disease, and ignorance dare not come : 
O happy Earth, reality of Heaven I 
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" Genius has seen thee in her passionate dreams, 
And dim forebodings of thy loveliness 
Haunting the human heart, have thcre entwined 
Tliose rooted hopes of some sweet place of bliss 
Where friends and lovers meet to part no more. 
Thou art the end of ali desire and will, 
The product of ali action ;  and the souls 
That by the paths of an aspiring change 
Have reached thy haven of perpetuai peace, 
Tliere rest from the eternity of toil 
That framed the fabric of thy perfectness. 

" Even Time, the conqueror, fled thee in his fear ; 
That hoary giant, who, in lovely pride, 
So long had rulcd the world, that nations fell 
Beneath his silent footstep.    Pyramids, 
That for millcnniums had withstood the tidc 
Of human things, his storm-breath drove in sand 
Across that desert where their stones survived 
The name of him whose pride had heapcd them there. 
Yon monarch, in his solitary pomp, 
Was but the mushroom of a summer day, 
That his light wingcd footstep pressed to dust: 
Time was the king of earth :   ali things gavc way 
Before him, but the fixed and virtuous will, 
The sacrcd sympathies of soul and sense, 
That mocked his fury and prepared his fali. 

" Yet slow and gradual dawncd the morn of love ; 
Long lay the clouds of darkness o'er the scene, 
Till from its native Heaven they roUed away : 
First, Crime triumphant o'cr ali hope careered 
Unblushing, undisguising, bold and strong ; 
Whilst Falsehood, tricked in Virtue's attributcs, 
Long sanctificd ali deeds of vice and woe, 
Till done by her own venomous sting to death, 
She left the moral world without a íaw, 
No longer fettering Passion's fearless wing, 
Nor searing Reason with the brand of God. 
Then steadily the happy ferment workcd ; 
Reason was free ;   and wild though Passion went 
Through tanglcd- glens and wood-embosomed meads, 
Gathering a garland of the strangest ílowers, 
Yet like the bee returning to her queen, 
She bound the sweetest on her sister's brow, 
Who meek and sober kissed the sportive child, 
No longer trembling at the broken rod. 

" Mild was the slow necessity of death : 
The tranquil spirit failcd beneath its grasp, 
Without a groan, almost without a fear, 
Calm as a voyager to some distant land. 
And fuU oi wonder, fuU of hope as he. 
The dcadly germs of languor and discase 
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Died in the human frarae, and Purity 
Blessed with ali gifts hcr earthly worshippcrs 
How vigorous Ihcn the athletic forin of age ! 
How clear its opeu and unwrinkled brow ! 
Where neither avaricc, cunning, pride, nor care, 
Had stampcd the seal of gray deformity 
On ali the mingling lincaments of time. 
How lovely the intrepid tront of youth ! 
Which meek-eyed courage deckcd with freshest grace ; 
Courage of soul, that dreaded not a name, 
And elevated will, that journeycd on 
Through life's phantasmal sccne in fearlessness, 
With virtue, love, and pleasure, hand in hand. 

" Thcn, that sweet bondage which is Frecdom's sclf. 
And rivets with scnsatiou's softcst tie 
The kindrcd sympathies of human souls, 
Needed no fetters of tyrannic law : 
Those delicate and timid impulses 
In NatHre's primai modesty arose, 
And with undoubtcd confulence disclosed 
The growing longings of its dawning love, 
Unchecked by duU and selfish chastity, 
That virtue of the cheaply virtuous, 
Who pride themsclvcs in senselcssness and frost. 
No longer prostitution's venomed bane 
Poisoned the springs of happincss and life ; 
Woman and man, in confidence and love, 
Eriual and frce and purê together trod 
The mountain-paths of virtue, which no more 
Were stained with blood from many a pilgrim's fcet. 

" Then, where, through distant ages, long in pride 
The palace of the monarch-slave had mocked 
Kamine's faint groan, and Penury's silent tear, 
A hcap of crunibling ruins stood, and threw 
Year aítcr year thcir stoncs upon the ficld, 
Wakening a lonely tcho ;   and the leaves 
Of the old thorn, that on the topmost towcr 
Usurped the royal cnsign's grandeur, shook 
In the stern storm that swayed the topmost towcr 
And whispered strange tales in the \\'hirlwind's ear. 

" Low through the lonc cathedraVs roofless aisles 
The melancholy winds a dcath-dirgc sung : 
It were a sight of awfulness to see 
The works of faith and slavery, so vast, 
So sumptuous, yct so perishing withal 1 
Even as the corpse that rests bencatli its wall. 
A thousand mourners dcck the pomp of dcath 
To-day, the breathing marble"g!ows above 
To decorate its meniory, and tongucs 
Are busy of its life :  to-niorrow, worms 
In silence and in darkness scize their prey. 
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" Within the massy prison's mouldoring courts, 
Fearless and íree the ruddy cliildren playcd, 
Weaving gay chaplets for thcir innoccnt brows  .,]- 
With the grccn ivy and the rcd wallílowor, 
That mock the dungeon's unavailing gloora ; 
The ponderous chains, and gratings of strong iroii, 
There rusted amid heaps of broken stone 
That mingled slowly with thcir native earth : 
Therc tlio broad bcam of day, which fcebly oncs 
Lightcd the cheek of loan Captivity 
With a palc and sickly glare, then íreely shoue 
On the purê smiles of infant playfuhicss : 
No more the shuddering voice of hoarsc Dcspair 
Pealed through the cchoing vaults. but soothing notes 
Of ivy-fingered winds and gladsome birds 
And merriment wcre resonant around. 

" These ruins soon Icft not a wrcck behind : 
Their clcnients, wide scattered o'er the globe, 
To happier shapes were moulded, and became 
Ministrant to ali blissful impulses : 
Thus human things wcre pcrfcctcd,  and earth, 
Kven as a child bcneath its mother's love, 
Was strcngthened in ali excellence, and grew 
Fairer and noblcr with each passing year. 

" Now Timç his dusky penuons o'er the sccne 
Closes in stcadfast darkness, and the past 
Fades from our charmcd sight.    My task is done : 
Thy lore is Icarned.    Earth's wondcrs are thiue own, 
With ali the ícar and ali the hope they bring. 
jMy spclls are passed :   the prescnt now rccurs. 
Ah me I  a pathlcss wilderness remains 
Yet unsubdued by man's rcclaiming hand. 

" Yct, human Spirit, bravely liold thy course, 
Let virtue teach thec firmly to pursue 
The gradual )>aths of an aspiring change : 
For birth anel life and death, and that strange statc 
Before the nakcd soul lias found its home, 
AU tend to pcrfcct happiness, and urge 
The restless wheels of bcing on their way, 
Whose ílashing spokcs, instinct with inluiite liío, 
Bickcr and burn to gain thcir destined goal : 
For birth but wakcs the spirit to the sense 
Of outward shows, whose unexperienced shape 
New modcs of passion to its frame may Icnd ; 
Life is its state of action, and the store 
Of ali events is aggregatcd there 
That varicgate the etcrnal univcrse ; 
Dcath is a gate of drcarincss and gloom, 
That Icads to azure isles and beaming skies 
And liappy regions of etcrnal hope. 
Thcrcforc, O Spirit !   fcarlessly bear on : 
Though storms may break the primroso on its stalk, 
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Though frosts may blight the freshncss of its bloom, 
Yct Spring's awakening breath will woo the earth, 
To feed with kindliest dews its favourite flower, 
That blooms in mossy banks and darksome glens, 
Lighting the greenwood with its sunny smile. 

" Fear not then, Spirit, Death's disrobing hand, 
So welcome when the tyrant is awake, 
So welcome when the bigofs hell-torch burns ; 
'Tis but the voyage of a darksome hour, 
The transient gulf-dream of a startling 'sleep. 
Death is no foe to Virtue :  earth has seen 
Love's brightest roses on the scaffold blooni, 
Mingling with Freedom's fadeless laurels there, 
And presaging the truth of visioned bliss. 
Are there not hopes within thee, which this sccne 
Of linked and gradual being has confirmed ? 
Whose stingings bade thy heart look further still, 
When, to the moonlight walk by Henry led, 
Sweetiy and sadly thou didst taík of death ? 
And wilt thou rudely tear them from thy breast, 
Listening supinely to a bigofs creed, 
Or tamciy crouching to the tyranfs rod, 
Whose iron thongs are red with human gore ? 
Never :  but bravely bearing on, thy will 
Is destined an etcrnal war to wage 
With tyranny and falsehood, and uproot 
The germs of misery from the human heart. 
Thine is the hand whose piety would soothe 
The thorny pillow of unhappy crime, 
Whose impotence an easy pardon gains, 
Watching its wanderings as a fricnd's disease : 
Thine is the brow whose mildness would defy 
Its liercest rage, and brave its sternest will, 
When fenced by powcr and mastcr of the world. 
Thou art sincere and good ; of resolute mind, 
Free from heart-withering custom's cold control, 
Of passion lofty, purê and unsubdued. 
Earth's pride and meanness could not vanquish thee. 
And therefore art thou worthy of the boon 
Which thou hast now received :   Virtue shall kecp 
Thy footsteps in the path that thou hast trod. 
And many days of beaming hope shall blcss 
Thy spotless life of sweet and sacred love. 
Go, happy one, and give that bosom joy 

Whose sleepless spirit waits to catch 
Light, life and rapture from thy smile." 

The Fairy waves hcr wand of charm. 
Speechlcss with bliss the Spirit mounts the car. 

That roUed beside the battlement, 
Bending her beamy eyes in thankfulness. 

Again the enchanted steeds were yokcd, 
Again the burning wheels inflame 

The steep descent oi Heaven's untrodden way. 
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Fast and far the chariot flew : 
The vast and fiery globes that rolled 
Around the Fairy's palace-gate 

Lessened by slow degrees and soon appeared 
Such tiny twinldcrs as the planet orbs 
That there attcndant on the solar power 
With borrowcd light pursued their narrower way. 

Earth floated then bclow : 
The chariot paused a momcnt there ; 

The Spirit then descended : 
The restless coursers pawed the ungenial soil, 
Snuffed the gross air, and then, their errand dona, 
Unfurled their pinions to the winds of Heavcn. 

The Body and the Soul united then, 
A gentle start convulsed Ianthe's frame : 
Her veiny eyehds quietly unclosed ; 
Moveless awhile the dark blue orbs remained : 
Shc looked around in wonder and behcld 
Henry, who kneeled in silence -by her couch, 
Watching her sleep with looks of speechless love. 

And the bright bcaming stars 
That througli the casement shone. 

III 

NOTES 

I. p. 69 :— 

The sun's unclouded orb 
Rolled íhrou^h the black concave. 

BEYOND our atmosphere the sun would appear a rayless orb 
of íirc in the midst of a black concave. The equal diffusion of 
its light on earth is owing to the refraction of the rays by the 
atmosphere, and their reflection from other bodies. Light 
consists either of vibrations propagated through a subtie médium, 
or of numerous minute particles repelled in ali directions from the 
luminous body. Its velocity greatly excecds that of any substance 
with which we are acquainted : observations on the eclipses 
of Jupitcr's satcllitcs have demonstratcd that light takes up no 
more than 8' 7' in passing from the sun to the oarth, a distance of 
95,000,000 miles.—Some idca may be gaincd of the immense 
<listance of the fixed stars when it is computed that many years 
would elapse before light could reach this earth from the nearest 
of them ; yet in one year light traveis 5,422,400,000,000 miles, 
which is a distance 5,707,600 times greater than that oi the sun 
from the earth. 
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I. p. 69 :— 

Whilst roíind lhe chariofs way 
Innumerable systems rolUd. 

The plurality of worlcls,—the indefinite immensity of the 
univcrse, is a most awful subject of contemplation. He who 
rightly feels its mystery and grandeur is in no danger of seduc- 
tion from the falsehoods of religious systems, or of deifying the 
principio of the univcrse. It is impossible to bclieve that the 
Spirit that pervades this infinite machine bcgat a son upon the 
l)ody of a J'ewish woman ; or is angered at tlie consequences of 
tliat necessity, which is a synonym of itself. Ali that miscrable 
tale of the Devil, and Eve, and an Interccssor, with the childish 
mummcries of the God of the Jews, is irreconcilable with the 
knowledgc of the stars. The works of His fingers have borne 
witness against Him. 

The ncarest of the fixcd stars is inconceivably distant from the 
carth, and thcy are probably proportionably distant from each 
othcr. By a calculation of the velocity of light. Sirius is supposed 
to be at least 54,224,000,000,000 milos írom the earth.* That 
which appears only like a thin and silvery cloud streaking the 
heaven is in effcct composcd of innumcrable chisters of suns, each 
shining with its own light, and illiiminating numbers of planets 
that revolve around them. Jlillions and millions of suns are 
ranged around us. ali attonded by innumcrable worlds, yct calm, 
regular, and harmonious, ali keeping the paths of immutable 
necessity. 

IV. p. 85 :— 

These are the hireii bravos who defund 
The tyranfs throne. 

To cmploy murder as a mcans of justice is an idca which a man 
of an cnlightencd mind will not dwcll upon with pleasure. To 
niarch forth in rank and file, and ali the pomp of strcamers and 
trumpets, for the purpose of shooting at our fcUow-men as a 
mark ; to inüict upon them ali the varicty of wound and anguish ; 
to leave them wcltering in their blood ; to wander over the iicld 
of dcsolation, and count the number of the dying and the dead, 
—are employmonts which in thesis we niay niaintam to be 
neccssary, but which no good man will contemplate with gratula- 
tion and delight. A battle we siippose is won :—thus truth is 
cstablished, thus the cause of justice is coniirmcd I It surely 
requires no common sagacity to disccrn the conncxion between 
this imniense heap of calamities and the assertion of truth or 
the maintcnance of justice. 

" Kings, and ministers of statc, the real authors of the calamity, 
sit unmolcsted in their cabinet, while those against whom the 
fury of the storm is directed are, for the most part, pcrsons who 
have becn trepanned into the service. or who are draggcd un- 
willingly from their peaccful homes into the field of battle. A 
soldier is a man wliose busincss it is to kill those who never 

♦ Sce Nicholson's Encyclopedia, art. Light. 
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offended him, and who are the innocent martyrs of other men'.s 
iniquities. Whatevcr may become of the abstract question of 
the justifiablencss of war, it seems impossible that the soldier 
should not be a depraved and unnatural being. 

" To these more serious and momentous considcrations it may 
be proper to add a recoUcction of the ridiculousness of the military 
character. Its first constituent is obedience : a soldier is, of 
ali descriptions of men, the most completely a machine ; yet his 
prufession incvitably teaches him something of dogmatism, 
swaggeriug, and self-consequence ; he is like the puppet of a 
showman, who, at the very time he is made to strut and swell 
and display the most farcical airs, we perfectly know cannot 
assume the most insignificant gesture, advancc eitlier to the right 
or the leít, but as he is movcd by his exhibitor." — Godwin's 
Enqiiirer, Essay v. 

I will liere siibjoin a little põem, so strongly expressive of my 
p.bhorrcnce of despotism and falseliood, tliat I fear lest it never 
again may be depicturcd so vividly. This opportunity is pcrhaps 
the only one that ever will occur of rescuing it from obliviou. 

FALSEHOOD AND VICE 

A  DIALOGUE 

WiiiLST monarchs laughcd upon thcir thronos 
To hear a famished nation's groans. 
And hugged the wealth wrung írom the woe 
That makes its eyes and veins o'erfiow,— 
Those thrones, high built upon tlie heaps 
Of bonés where frenzied Famine sleeps, 
Where Slavery wields her scourge of iron, 
Red with mankind's unhceded gore. 
And War's mad fiends the scene environ, 
Mingling with shrieks a drunken roar, 
There Vice and Falseliood took their stand. 
High raised above the unhappy land. 

Falsehood 
Brother ! arise írom the dainty fare, 
Which thousands have toilcd and blcd to bestow ; 
A fmcr íeast for thy hungry ear 
Is the news that I bring of human woe. 

Vice 
And, sccrct one, what hast thou done, 
To compare, in thy tumid pridc, with me ? 
I, whose carcer, through the blasted year, 
lias been tracked by despair and agony. 

Falsehood 
What have I done I 1 have torn the robe 
Krom baby Truth's unsheltered form, 
And round the dcsolated globe 
Borne safcly the bewildering charm : 
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My tyrant-slaves to a dungcon-floor 
Have boiind the fearless innoccnt, 
And streams of fertilizing gore 
Flow from her bosom's hideous rent, 
Wliich this unfailing dagger gave. . . . 
I dread that blood !—no more—this day 
Is ours, thougli her eternal ray 

Must shine upon our grave. 
Yet know, proud Vice, had I not given 
To thec the robe I stole from Heaven, 
Thy shape oi ughness and fcar 
Had never gained admission here. 

Vice 
And know, that had I disdained to toil, 
But sato in my loathsome cave the while. 
And ne'er to these hatcful sons of Heaven, 
GoLD, MoNARCiiY, and MURDER, given ; 
Hadst thou with ali thine art essayed 
One of thy games then to have playcd, 
With ali thine overweenmg boast, 
}'"alschood !    I tell thce thou hadst lost 1— 
Yet whercfore this dispute ?—we tend, 
Fraternal, to one common end ; 
In this cold grave bcneath my feet, 
Will our hopes, our fears, and our labours, meet. 

Falsehood 
I brought my daughter, RELIGION, on earth : 
She smothered Keason's babes in their birth ; 
But dreaded their mothcr's cye severe,— 
So the crocodile slunk off slily in fear. 
And loosed her bloodhounds from the den. . . , 
They started from dreams of slaughtered men. 
And, by the light of her poison eye, 
Did her work o'er the wide earth frightfuUy : 
The drcadful stench of her torches' flare, 
I"ed with human fat, polluted the air : 
'Jhe curses, the shrieks, the ceaselcss cries 
Of the many-mingling miseries, 
As on she trod, ascendcd high 
And trumpeted my victory !— 
Brother, tell what thou hast done. 

Vice 
I have extinguished the noonday sun, 
In the carnage-smoke of battles won : 
Famine, Murder, Hell and Power 
Were glutted in that glorious hour 
Which searchless fate had staraped for me 
With the seal of her security. . . . 
I"or the bloated wretch on yondcr throne 
Commanded the bloody íray to rise. 
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Like me he joycd at the stifled moan 
Wrung from a nation's miseries ; 
While the snakes, whose slime even him defileã, 
In ecstasies of malice smiled : 
They thought 'twas theirs,—but mine the dce<.l ! 
Theirs is the toil, but mine the meed— 
'J"en thousand victims madly bleed. 
They dreani that tyrants goad them there 
With poisonous war to taint the air : 
These tyrants, on their beds of thorn, 
Swell with the thoughts of murdcrous fame. 
And with their gains to lift my name 
Restless they plan from night to morn : 
I—I do ali ;  without my aid 
Thy daughter, that relontless maid, 
Could ncver o'er a death-bed urge 
The íury of her venomcd scourge. 

Falsehood 

Brother, well :—the world is ours ; 
And whether thou or I have won, 
The pestilcnce oxpectant lowers 
On ali bcneath yon blasted sun. 
Our joys, our toils, our honours meet 
In the milk-whitc and wormy winding-sheet: 
A short-lived liope, unceasing care. 
Some heartless scraps of godly prayer, 
A moody curse, and a frenzied sleep 
Ere gapes the grave's unclosing deep, 
A tyrant's dream, a coward's start, 
The ice that clings to a priestly heart, 
A judge's frown, a courtier's smile, 
Make the great whole for whicli we toil ; 
And, brother, whether thou or I 
Have donc the work of misery, 
It little boots :  thy toil and pain, 
Without my aid, were more than vain ; 
And but for thee I ne'er had sate 
The guardian of Heavcn's palace gate. 

V. p. 87 :- 

Thus do the generations of the earth 
Go to the grave, and issue frotn the wotnb. 

" One generation passeth away, and another gencration cometh; 
I but the earth abideth for ever. The sun also ariseth, and the 
Isun goeth down, and hasteth to his place where he arose. The 
I wind goeth toward the south, and turneth about unto the north ; 
1 it whirleth about continually, and the wind returneth again 
I according to his circuits. AH the rivers run into the sea ; yet 
I the sea is not fuU ; unto the place from whence the rivers come, 
I thither they return again."—Ecclesiastes, chap. i. vv. 4-7. 
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V. p. 87 :— 
Evetí as thc leavíS 

Which the keen frost-uiind of thc waning year 
Has scaltered on the forcst soil. 

Oi'í7 TTcp (púWuv yevc^, Toi^fiSe Kal àvSpwi', 
•í?v\\a TÍ niv T   ãvefíos xa^Sit x^"i  S^^ii 5é 6' C\r) 
'VijXedóaaa  0iJei, tapos ô' èiríylyveTai üp3' 

lAIAA. Z, 1. 14C. 

V. p. 88 :— 
The mob of peasants, nobles, pricsts, and kings. 

Suave mari magno turbantibus aequora ventis 
E terra magnum alterius spcctare laborem ; 
Non quia vexari quemquam est iucunda voluptas, 
Scd quibus ipse malis careas quia cernere suave est. 
Suave ctiam belli certamina magna tueri 
Per campos instructa, tua sine parte pericli; 
Sed nil dulcius est bene quam munita tenere 
Edita doctrina sapientum templa serena. 
Despicere unde (lueas alios, passimque vidcre 
Errare atque viam palantis quaerere vita;; 
Ccrtare ingenio ;  contendere nobilitate ; 
Noctes atque dies niti praestante labore 
Ad summas emergcre opes, rerumque potiri. 
O míseras hominum mentes !    O pectora cacca !—Liicrct. 

lib. ii. 
V. p. 83 :— 

And staícsmen boast 
Of wealth ! 

Thcre is no real wealth but the labour of man. Were the 
iiiountains of gold and the valleys of silver, the worUl would not 
be ono grain of com the richer ; no one comfort would bc addcd 
\o thc human race. In consequencc of our consideration for the 
precious metais, one man is enabled to heap to liimself luxuries 
at the expcnse of the nccessaries of his neighbour ; a system 
admirably littcd to produce ali the varieties of discase and crime, 
ivhich never íail to characterize the two extremes of opulencu 
md penury. A speculator takes pride to himsclf as the promoter 
3Í his cüuntry's prosperity, who craploys a number of hands in 
the manuíacture of articles avowedly destitute of use, or sub- 
servient only to the unhallowed cravings of luxury and ostcnta- 
tion. The nobleman, who employs the peasants of his neighbour- 
hood in building his palaces, until " jam pauca aratro fugeia 
rc^iae moles relinquunt," llatters himsclf that he has gained the 
titlc of a patriot by yiclding to the impulses of vanity. The 
bhow and pomp of courts adduce the same apology for its continu- 
ance ; and many a fite has becn given, many a woman has 
eclipsed her beauty by her dress, to beuclit thc labouring poor 
and to encouragc trade. Who does not see that this is a remcdy 
which aggravates whilst it palliates the countless diseascs of 
society ?    The poor are set to labour,—for what ?    Not the íood 
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for which thoy famish : uot the blankets for want of which their 
babes are írozen by the cold of their miscrable hovcls : not those 
comforts of civilization without which civilized man is far more 
miscrable than the meanest savage ; oppressed as hc is by ali its 
iüsidious evils, within the daily and taunting prospcct of its 
inmimerable bcncfits assiduously exhibitcd before him :—no ; 
for the pride of power, for the miscrable isolation of pride, for the 
false pleasurcs of the hundredth part of society. No grcater 
evidence is afíorded of the wide extendcd and radical mistakes 
of civilized mau than this fact: those arts which are essential 
to his vcry being are held in the greatest contempt ; employ- 
nients are lucrativo in an inverse ratio to their uscfulness * ; 
the jeweller, the toyman, the actor gains fame and wcalth by the 
exercise of his uselcss and ridiculous art ; whilst the cultivator 
of the eartli, he without whom society must cease to subsist, 
strugglcs through contempt and penury, and perishcs by that 
íaraine which but for his unceasing exertions would annihilate 
the rest of mankind. 

I will not insult common scnse by insisting on the doctrine 
of the natural equality of man. The question is not conccrning 
its dcsirableness, but its practicability : so far as it is practicable, 
it is desirablc. That statc of humau society which approaches 
nearer to an cqual partition of its beueíits and evils should, 
caetcris paribus, be prefcrred : but so long as we conceive that a 
wanton cxpcnditure of human labour, not for the necessitics, not 
evcn for the luxuries of the mass of society, but for the egotism 
and ostentation of a fow of its members, is defensiblc on the 
ground of public justice, so long we neglect to approximate to 
the redemption of the human race. 

Labour is rccjuircd for physical, and leisure for moral improve- 
ment : from the former of these advantagcs the rich, and from 
the lattcr the poor, by the inevitable conditions of their respectivo 
situations, are precluded. A state which should combine the 
advantages of both would be subjected to the evils of noither. 
He that is dcficicnt in firm health, or vigorous intellcct, is but 
half a man ; hencc it foUows that to subject the labouring classes 
to imnecessary labour is wantonly depriving them of any oppor- 
tunities of intellectual improvement; and that the rich are heap- 
ing up for their own mischief the disease, lassitude, and ennui by 
which their existence is rendered an intolerable burthen. 

English rcformers exclaim against sinccures,—but the truc 
pension list is the rent-roU of the landed proprietors : wealth 
is a power usurped by the few, to compol the many to labour for 
their bcnefit. The laws which supjiort this system derive their 
force from the ignorance and credulity of its victims : they are 
the rcsult of a conspiracy of the few against the many, who are 
thcmselves obligcd to purchase this prc-emineuce by tlie loss of 
ali real comfort. 

" The commodities that substantially contributo to the sub- 
sistcnce of the human specics form a vcry short catalogue : they 
demand from us but a slender portion oi industry. If these 
only were produced, and sulficiently produced, the species of man 
w ould be coutinued.    If the labour necessarily required to produce 

* Sec Rousseau, De 1'InégalUi parmi Us Honimis, note 7. 
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them wcro equitably divided among the poor, and, still more-, 
if it werc equitably divided among ali, each man's share of labour 
would bo light, and his portion of leisure would be amplc. Thcre 
was a time when this leisure would have been of small com- 
parative value : it is to be hoped that the time will come when 
it will be applied to the most important purposes. Those hours 
which are not required for the production of the necessaries of 
life may be devoted to the cultivation of the understanding, the 
enlarging our stock of knowledge, the rcíining our taste, and thus 
opening to us new and more exquisite SDurces of enjoyment. 

" It was pcrhaps necessary that a pcriod of monopoly and 
oppression should subsist, before a period of cultivated equality 
could subsist. Savages pcrhaps would nevcr have been excited 
to the discovcry of truth and the invontion of art but by the 
narrow motives which such a period affords. But surely, after 
the savage state has ceased, and men have set out in the glorious 
career of discovery and invention, monopoly and oppression 
cannot be necessary to prcvent them from returning to a state of 
barbarism." Godwin's Enquirer, Essay ii. See also Pol. Jus., 
book VIII. chap. ii. 

It is a calculation of this admirable author. that ali the con- 
veniences of civilized life might be produced. if society would 
divide the labour equally among its members, by each individual 
being cmployed in labour two hours during the day. 

V. p. 89 :- 

or religion 
Drives his wife raving mad. 

I am acquainted with a lady of considerable accomplishments, 
and the mothcr of a numerous family, whom the Christian 
religion has goaded to incurable insanity. A parallel case is, 
I believe, within the experiencc of every physician. 

Nam iam saepe homines patriam. carosque parentes 
Prodidcrunt, vitare Acherusia templa petentes.—Lucretius. 

V. p. 90 :— 

Even love is sold. 
Not even the intcrcourse of the sexes is exempt from the 

Jespotism of positive institution. Law pretends even to govcrn 
the indisciplinable wanderings of passion. to put fetters on the 
clearest deductions of reason. and, by appeals to the will, to 
SUIKIUC the involuntary afíoctions of our nature. Love is inevit- 
ably consequent upon the perception of loveliness. Love 
withers under constraint : its very essence is libcrty : it is 
compatible neither with obedicnce. jealousy, nor fear : it is there 
most purê, perfect, and unlimited, whcre its votaries live in con- 
lidence, equality, and unreserve. 

How long then ought the sexual conncction to last ? what law 
ought to specify the extent of the grievances which should limit 
its duration ? A husband and wife ought to continue so long 
united as they love each other : any law which should bind them 
to cohabitation for one moment after the decay of their atlectiou 
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would ua a most intolerable tyranny, and the most unworthy 
o£ t^lijration. How odious an usurpation of the right of private 
jiKlgemcnt should that law be considcred which sliould make the 
ties o{ friendship indissohiblc, in spite of the caprices, the incon- 
stancy, the lallibihty and capacity for improvement of the human 
mind. And by so niuch would the fettcrs of lovc be heavier aiid 
more unendurable than those of friendship, as love is more 
vcliement and capricious, more dependent on those dcUcate 
pcculiarities of imagination, and Icss capable of reduction to the 
ostensiblc nierits of the objcct. 

The statc of society in which we exist is a mixture of feudal 
savagencss and imperfect civilization. The narrow and un- 
enlightened raorality of the Christian religion is an aggravation 
of tiiese evils. It is not even until lately that mankind have 
admitted that happiness is the sole end of the science of ethics, as 
of ali other sciences ; and that the fanatical idea ofmortifying 
the liesh for the love of God has been discarded. I have heard, 
inclceci, an ignorant coUegian adduce, in favour of Christianity, 
its hostility to every worldly fecling ! ♦ 

But if happiness be the objcct of morality, of ali human unions 
and disunions ; if the worthiness of every action is to be estimated 
by the quantity of pleasurable scnsation it is calculated to produce, 
then the connection of the sexes is so long sacred as it contributes 
to the corafort of the parties, and is naturally dissolved when its 
evils are greater than its benefits. There is nothing immoral in 
this separation. Constancy has nothing virtuous in itself, 
indepcndently of the pleasure it confers, and partakes of the 
temporizing spirit of vice in proportion as it endures tamely moral 
defects of magnitude in the object of its indiscreet choice. Love 
is free : to promise for ever to love the same woman is not less 
absurd than to promise to believe the same creed : such a vow, 
in both cases, excludes us from ali inquiry. The language of the 
votarist is this : The woman I now love may be infinitely inferior 
to many others ; the creed I now profess may be a mass of errors 
and absurdities ; but I exclude myselí from ali future information 
as to the trutli of the other, resolving blindly, and in spite of 
conviction, to adhere to them. Is this the language of delicacy 
and reason ? Is the love of such a frigid heart of more wortli 
than its belief ? 

The prescnt systcm of constraint does no more, in the majority 
of instances, than make hypocrites or open encmiea. Persons 
of delicacy and virtue, unhappily united to one whom they find 
it inipossible to lovc, spend the loveliest season of their life in 
unproductive eftorts to appear otherwise than they are, for the 

* The first Christian empcror made a law by which seduction 
uas punished with death ; if the female pleaded her own consent, 
she also was punishe<l with death ; if the parents endeavoired 
to screen the criminais, they were banished and their estates were 
confiscated ; the slaves who might be accessory were burned 
alive, or forced to swallow melted lead. The very olíspring of an 
illegal love were involved in the consequences of the scntence.— 
Gibl)on's Decline and Fali, etc, vol. ii. p. 210. See also, for the 
hatred of the primitive Christians to love and even marriage, 
p. 2O9. 
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sake of the feelings of their partner or the welfare of their mutual 
offspring : those of less generosity and rcfinement opcnly avow 
tlicir disappointmcnt, and linger out the remnant of that union, 
which only death can dissolve, in a state of incurable bickering 
and liostility. The early education of their children takes its 
colour from the squabbles of the parents ; they are nursed in a 
systematic school of ill-humour, violcnce, and falsehood. Had 
tlicy been suffercd to part at the moment whcn inditfercnce 
rendcrcd their union irksome, they would have been sparcd many 
years of misery : they would have connected themselvcs more 
suitably, and would have found that happiness in the socicty 
of more congenial partners which is for ever dcnied them by the; 
despotism of marriage. They would have been separately useful 
and happy members of society, who, whilst united, werc miscrabbí 
and rendered misanthropical by misery. The conviction that 
wedlock is indissoluble holds out the strongest of ali temptatious 
to the perverso : they indulge without restraint in acrimony. 
and ali the little tyrannies of domestic life, whcn they know 
that their victim is without appcal. If this connection wcre put 
on a rational basis, cach would be assurcd that habitual ill- 
tcmper would terminate in separation, and would check this 
vicious and dangerous propensity. 

Prostitution is the legitimate offspring of marriage and ití 
accompanying crrors. Women, for no othcr crime than haviui; 
íoUowcd the dictatcs of a natural appetite, aro driven with furv 
from the comforts and syrapathics of society. It is less venial 
than murder ; and the punishment which is inflicted on her who 
destroys her child to escape reproach is lighter than the life of 
agony and disease to which the prostituto is irrecoverably doomed. 
Has a woman obeyed the impulse of unerring nature ;—socicty 
declares war against her, pitilcss and eternal war : she must bj 
the tame slave, she must make no reprisals ; theirs is the right 
of persccution, hers the duty of endurance. She lives a life of 
infamy : the loud and bitter laugh of scorn scares her from ali 
roturn. She dies of long and lingering disease : yet she is in 
fault, she is the criminal, she the froward and untamable child,— 
and society, forsooth, the purê and virtuous matron, who casts 
her as an abortion from her undeíiled bosom I Society aven;,'t's 
herself on the criminais of her ovvn creation ; she is employed in 
anathematizing the vice to-day, which yesterday she was t!ie 
most zealous to tcach. Thus is formcd one-tenth of the population 
of London : meanwhile the evil is twofold. Young men, cx- 
cluded by the fanatical idea of chastity from the society of modest 1 
and accomplished women, associate with these vicious and 
miserable beings, dcstroying thereby ali those exquisite and 
delicate sensibilities whose existence cold-hearted worldlings have 
denicd ; annihilating ali genuine passion, and debasing that to 
a scllish fceling which is the excess of generosity and devotedncss. 
Their body and mind alike crumblo into a hideous wrcck of 
humanity ; idiocy and disease bccome perpetuated in their 
miserable offspring, and distant generations sulfer for the bigoti^ci 
morality of their íorefathers. Chastity is a monkish and evan- 
gelical superstition, agreater foe tonatural temperance even than 
unintellectual sensuality ; it strikes at the root of ali domestic 
happiness, and consigns more than half of the human race to 
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miscry, that some few may monopolize according to law. A 
system could not wcU havc bccii devised more studiously hostile 
to human happincss than marriage. 

I conceive that from the abolition of marriage, the fit and 
natural arrangement of sexual conncction would rcsult. I by 
no mcans assert that the intcrcourse w-ould bo promiscuous : 
on the contrary, it appears, from the rclation of parent to child, 
that this union is gencrally of long duration, and marked above 
ali others with generosity and sclf-devotion. But this is a 
subject which it is perhaps prcmature to discuss. That which 
will rcsult from the abolition of marriage will be natural and right ; 
because choice and change will be exempted from restraint. 

In fact, religion and morality, as they now stand, compose a 
practical code of miscry and scrvitude : the genius of human 
happincss must tear every leaf from the accurscd book of God ere 
man can rcad the inscription on his heart. How would morality, 
dressed up in stiff stays and fincry, start from her own disgusting 
image should she look in the mirror of nature I 

VI. p. 92 :— 
To the rcd and balejul sun 
That faintly twinkles ihere. 

The north polar star, to which the axis of the earth, in its 
prcsent state of obliquity, points. It is excecdingly probable, 
from many considcrations, that this obliquity will gradually 
diminish, until the equator íoincides with the ecliptic : the 
nights and days will thcn bccome equal on the earth tliroughout 
the ycar, and probably the scasons also. Thcre is no great 
cxtravagance in presuming that the progrcss of the pcrpcndicu- 
larity of the poles may be as rapid as the progrcss of intellcct ; 
or that thcre should be a perfect identity betwccn the moral 
and physical improvemcnt of the human species. It is certain 
that wisdora is not compatiblcwithdiseasc, and that, in the prcsent 
state of the cliniates of the earth, health, in the truc and com- 
prchensive sense of the word, is out of the reach of civilizcd man. 
Astronomy teaches us that the earth is now in its progrcss, and 
that the polcs are every year becoming more and more per- 
pendicular to the ecliptic. The strong evidence afforded by the 
liistory of mythology, and gcological rcsearchcs, that some event 
of this nature has taken place already, affords a strong presump- 
tion that this progrcss is not mcrely an oscillation, as has been 
surmised by some late astronomcrs.* Bonés of animais peculiar 
to the torrid zone havc been found in the north of Sibéria, and on 
the banks of the river Ohio. Plants havc been found in tlic fóssil 
state in the interior of Germany, which dcmand the prcsent 
climate of Hindostan for their production.f The rcsearchcs of 
M. Bailly * cstablish the existence of a people who inhabited a 
tract in Tartary 49° north latitude, of greater antiquity than 
cither the Indians, the Chinese, or the Chaldeans, from whom 

* Laplacc, Système du Monde. 
t Cabanis, Rapports du Physique et du Moral de 1'Homme, vol. 

ii. p. 406. 
í Bailly, Leltrcs sur les Sciences, à Voltaire. 
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tliese nations derived their scienccs and theology. \Ve find, from 
the testimony of ancient wnlers, that Britain, Germany, and 
France were much cokler than at present, and that their great 
rivers were annually frozcn over. Astronomy teachcs us also 
that since this poriod the obliquity of the earth's position has 
been considerably diminished. 

VI. p. 95 :- 
No alom of this turbulence fulfils 
A vague and unnecessitated tash, 
Or acls bul as it must and oHghl to act. 

" Deux exemples scrviront à nous rendrc plus sensible Io 
príncipe qui vicnt d'ctre pose ; nous cmprunterons Tun du 
physique et Vautre du moral. Dans un tourbillon de poussière 
qu'élève un vent impòtueux, quelque confus qu'il paraisse à 
nos yeux ; dans Ia plus affreuse tempête excitée par des vents 
opposés qui soulcvent Ics ílots,—il n'y a pas une seule molécule 
de poussicre ou d'cau qui soit placée au hasard, qui n'ait sa cause 
suflisante pour occuper le lieu oíi ellc se trouve, et qui n'agisso 
rigoureusement de Ia manière dont elle doit agir. Un géomètre 
qui connaitrait exactement les différentus forces qui agissentdans 
ces deux c;is, et les propriétés des molécules qui sont mues, 
démontrerait que d'après des causes données, chaque molécule 
agit précisément comme elle doit agir, et ne peut agir autrement 
qu'elle ne fait. • 

" Dans les convulsions terribles qui agitent quclquefois les 
socictés politiques, et qui produisent souvent le renverscment 
(Tun empire, il n'y a pas une seule action, une seule parole, une 
seule pensée, une seule volonté, une seule passion dans les agens 
qui concourcnt à Ia révolution coinme dcstructeurs ou comme 
victimes, qui ne soit néccssaire, qui n'agissc comme elle doit agir, 
qui n'opère infailliblement les etfets qu'elle doit opérer, suivant 
Ia place qu'occupent ces agens dans cc tourbillon moral. Cela 
paraitrait évident pour une intclligence qui será en état de saisir 
et d'apprécier toutes les actions et réactions des esprits et des 
corps de ceux qui contribuent á cette révolution."—Système de 
Ia Sature, vol. i, p. 44. 

VI. p. 93 :- 
Necessity I thou molher of the world ! 

He who asserts the doctrine of Necessity means that, con- 
templating the events which compose the moral and material 
universe, he beholds only an immcnse and uninterrupted chain 
of causes and effects, no one of which could occupy any other 
place than it does occupy, or act in any other place than it does 
act. The idea of necessity is obtained by our experience of the 
connection between objects, the uniformity of the operations of 
nature, the constant conjunction of similar events, and the con- 
sequent inference of one from the other. Mankind are tliere- 
fore agreed in the admission of necessity, if they admit that these 
tvvo circumstances take place in voluntary action. Motive is 
to voluntary action in the human mind what cause is to eflect in 
the material universe.    The word liberty, as applied to mind, is 
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analogous to the word chance as applied to matter : they spring 
from an ignorance of the ccrtainty of the conjunction of ante- 
cedents and  conscqucnts. 

Every human bcing is irrcsistibly impellcd to act prccisely as he 
does act : iii the etcrnity which prcceded liis birth a chain of 
causes was gcncrated, which, operating under the name of motives, 
make it irapossible that any thought of his mind, or any action 
of his Hfe, should be otherwise than it is. Were the doctrine of 
Nocessity false, the human mind would no longer be a Icgitimate. 
objcct of sciencc ; from likc causes it would be in vain that we 
should expcct like eííects ; the strongcst motive would no longer 
be paramount over the conduct ; ali knowledge would be vague 
and undeterminate ; we could not predict with any certainty 
that we might not mcct as an enemy to-morrow him with whom 
we have parted in friendship to-night ; the most probable induce- 
mcnts and the clearcst reasonings would loso the invariable 
influence they possess. The contrary of this is dcmonstrably the 
fact. Similar circumstances produce the same unvariable efíects. 
The precise character and motives of any man on any occasion 
bcing givcn, the moral philosopher could predict his actions with 
as much certainty as the natural philosopher could predict the 
c0ects of the mixture of any particular chemical substances. 
Why is the agcd husbandman more experienced than the young 
beginncr ? Because there is a uniform, undeniable neccssity in 
the operations of the material universe. Wliy is the old states- 
man more skilíul than the raw politician ? Because, relying on 
the necessary conjunction of motive and action, he proceeds to 
produce moral effects, by the application of those moral causes 
which experionce has shown to be effectual. Some actions 
may be íound to which we can attach no motives, but thesc 
are the ellects of causes with which we are unacquainted. 
Hcnce the relation which motive bears to voluntary action is 
that of cause to effect ; nor, ])laced in this point of view, is 
it, or cver has it becn, the subject of popular or philosophical 
dispute. None but the few fanatics who are engaged in the 
hcrculcan task of reconciling the justice of their God with the 
raisery of man, will longer outrage common sense by the supposi- 
tion of an event without a cause, a voluntary action without a 
motive. History, politics, morais, criticism, ali grounds of 
reasonings, ali principies of science, alike assume the truth of 
the doctrine of Necessity. No farmer carrying his corn to market 
doubts the sale of it at the market price. The master of a 
manufactory no more doubts that he can purchase the human 
labour necessary for his purposes than that his machinery will 
act as they have been accustomed to act. 

But, wliilst none have scrupled to admit neccssity as influencing 
matter, many have disputed its dominion over mind. Inde- 
pendently of its militating with the receivcd idcas of the justice 
of God, it is by no means obvious to a superficial inquiry. Whcn 
the mind observes its own operations, it ftcls no connection of 
motive and action : but as we know " nothing more of causation 
than the constant conjunction of objects and the consequcnt 
inference of one írom the other, as we find that thcse two circum- 
stances are universally allowed to have place in voluntary action, 
we may bc easily led to own that they are subjectod to tho 
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ncccssity common to ali causes." The actions oi the will have a 
regular conjunction with circumstances and charactcrs ; motive 
is to voluntary action what cause is to cffcct. But tho only idca 
we can form of causation is a constant conjunction oi similar 
objccts, and the conscquent inference of one from the other : 
whercver this is the case necessity is clcarly cstablishcd. 

The idea of libcrty, applicd metaphorically to the will, has 
sprung from a misconccption of the mcaning of tho word power. 
What is powcr ?—id qund poiest, that which can produce any 
given effcct. To dcny powcr is to say that nothing can or has 
the powcr to be or act. In the only truc sense of the word power. 
it applics with cqual force to the lodestone as to the human will. 
Do you think thcsc motives, which I shall present, are powcrful 
enough to rouse him ? is a question just as common as, Do you 
think this luver has the powcr of raising this weight ? The 
advocates of free-will assert that the will has the powcr of refusing 
to be determincd by the strongest motive : but the strongest 
motive is that which, overcoming ali others, ultimatcly prevails ; 
this asscrtion thercforc amounts to a denial of the will bcing 
ultimatcly determincd by that motive which does determine it, 
which is absurd. But it is cqually ccrtain that a man cannot 
resist the strongest motive as that he cannot ovcrcome a physical 
impossibility. 

The doctrine of Ncccssity tcnds to introduce a great change 
into the cstablishcd notions of morality, and utterly to destroy 
religion. Kcward and punishment must be considercd, by the 
Necessarian, merely as motives which hc would employ in order 
to procure the adoption or abandonmcnt o£ any given linc of 
conduct. Desert, in the prcscnt sense of the word, would no 
longer have any meaning ; and he who should inflict pain upon 
another for no bctter reason than that he deserved it, would only 
gratify his revcnge under prctencc of satisfying justice. It is not 
enough, sa)'s the advocate of free-will, that a criminal should be 
prevcnted from a rcpetition of his crime : he should feel pain, and 
his tormcnts, whcn justly inüicted, ought preciscly to be propor- 
tioncd to his fault. But utility is morality ; that which is incap- 
ablc of producing happiness is uselcss ; and though the crime of 
Damicns must be condemned, yet the frightful tormcnts which 
revcnge, under the nameof justice, inflicted on this unhappy man, 
cannot be supposed to have augmentcd, even at the long run, the 
stock of pleasurable sensation in the world. At the same time. the 
doctrine of Necessity does not in the least diminish our disapproba- 
tion of vice. The conviction which ali feel that a viper is a 
poisonous animal, and that a tiger is constraincd, by the incvitable 
condition of his existencc, to dcvour mcn, does not induce ua 
to avoid them less scdulously, or, evcn more, to hesitate in de- 
stroying them : but he would surely be of a hard hcart who, 
mceting with a serpent on a desert island, or in a situation where 
it was incapable of injury, should wantonly deprive it of existencc. 
A Neccs.sarian is inconsequent to his own principies if he indulges 
in hatred or contempt ; the compassion which he fecls for the 
criminal is unmixed with a dcsire of injuring him : he looks with 
an clevatcd and dreadless composure upon the links of the 
universal chain as thcy pass before his eyes ; whilst cowardice, 
curiosity, ând inconsistency only assail him in proportion to the 



Intellectual Period 125 
feeblcncss and indistinctness with which he has perceived and 
rcjcctcd the dclusions o£ írec-will. 

Rcligion is the pcrccption of thc relation in which wo stand to 
thc principie of thc universe. But if the principie of the universo 
be not an organic bcing, the modcl and prototypc of man, the re- 
lation betwcen it and human beings is absolutely none. Without 
some insight into its will rcspccting our actions rcligion is nugatory 
and vain. But will is only a mode of animal mind ; moral 
qualities also are such as only a human bcing can posscss ; to 
attributc them to the principie of the universe is to anncx to it pro- 
perties incompatiblc with auy possible deíinition of its nature. It 
is probable that the word God was originally only an exprcssion 
denoting thc imknown cause of thc known events which men 
perceived in the imivcrse. By thc vulgar mistakc of a metaphor 
for a real being, of a word for a thing, it bccamc a man, endowed 
with human qualities and governing the universe as an earthly 
monarch govcrns his kingdom. Their addresscs to this imaginary 
being, indeed, are much in the same style as those of subjccts to 
a king. They acknowlcdge his bencvolence, deprccate his anger, 
and supplicatc his favour. 

But thc doctrinc of Neccssity teaches us that in no case could 
r\r.y event havc happened otherwise than it did happen, and that, 
if óod is the author of good, He is also the author of evil ; that, 
if He is entitlcd to our gratitude for the one, He is entitled to our 
hatrcd for thc other ; that, admitting the cxistence of this hypo- 
thetic bcing, He is also subjccted to the dominion of an immutablc 
neccssity. It is plain that the same arguments whicli prove that 
God is the author of food, light, and lifc, prove Him also to be 
the author of poisou, darkness, and death. Thc widc-wasting 
carthquake, the storm, the battle, and the tyranny, are attribut- 
able to this hypothetic being in thc same dcgree as the faircst 
forms of nature, sunshine, liberty, and peacc. 

But wc are taught, by the doctrinc of Neccssity, that there is 
neither good nor evil in the universe, otherwise than as the events 
to which wc apply these epithets have relation to our own peculiar 
mode of being. Still Icss than with thc hypothcsis of a God will 
the doctrinc of Neccssity accord with the belief of a future state of 
punishment. God made man such as hc is, and then damned him 
íor being so : for to say that God was the author of ali good, and 
man the author of ali evil, is to say that one man made a straight 
line and a crookcd one, and anothcr man made the incongruity. 

A Mahometan story, much to the prcscnt purpose, is rccordcd. 
whcrein Adam and Moses are introduced disputing before God 
in the following manner. Thou, says Moses, art Adam, whom 
God crcated, and animatcd with the breath of lifc, and caused to 
be worshipped by the angcls, and placcd in Paradise, from whence 
mankind have been cxpcUcd for thy íault. Whereto Adam 
answcrcd, 'l'1'.ou art Moses, whom God chose íor His apostlc, and 
cntrusted with His word, by giving thce the tablcs of thc law, and 
whom He vouchsafcd to admit to discour.se with Himself. How 
raany years dost thou fmd thc law was written before I was 
created ? Says Moses, Forty. And dost tliou not find, replicd 
Adam, these words thcrcin. And Adam rebcUed against his Lord 
and transgresscd ? Which Moses confossing, Dost thou thcre- 
forc blame me, continucd he, for doing that which God wrote of 
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me that I shoukl do, forty years before I was created, nay, for 
what was decrccd concerning me fifty thousand years before tlic 
creation of heaven and earth ?—Sale s 1'relim. Disc. to the Koran, 
p. 1Ó4. 

VII. p. 96 :— 
There is no God. 

This negation must be understood solely to affect a creativo 
Deity. The hypothesis of a pervading Spirit co-eternal with the 
universe remains unshaken. 

A dose examination of the validity of the proofs adduccd to 
support any proposition is the only sccurc way of attaining 
truth, on the advantagcs of which it is unnecessary to descant : 
our knowledge of the cxistcnce of a Deity is a subject of such 
importance that it cannot be too minutcly investigated ; in con- 
sequence of this conviction we proceed briefiy and impartially 
to examine the proofs which ha%'e bccn adduccd. It is necessary 
first to consider the nature of bclicf. 

Whcn a proposition is oílered to the mind, it perceives the 
agreement or disagreement of the idoas of which it is composcd. 
A perception of their agreement is termed bclitf. Many obstaclcs 
frequently prevent this perception from being immediate ; 
thcsc the ramd attempts to remove in order that the perception 
may be distinct. The mind is activc in the invcstigation in 
order to períect the state of perception of the relation which 
the component ideas of the proposition bear to each, which is 
passive : the invcstigation being confused with the perception 
has induccd many falsely to imagine that the mind is activc in 
belief,—that belief is an act of voUtion,—in consequence of 
which it may be reguhated by the mind. Pursuing, continuing 
this mistake, they have attachcd a degree of criminahty to 
disbehef ; of which, in its nature, it is incapable : it is equally 
incapable of merit. 

Belief, then, is a passion. the strcngth of which, Hke every 
other passion, is in precise proportion to the degrees of excite- 
mcnt. 

The degrees of excitcmcnt are thrcc. 
The senses are the sourccs of ali knowledge to the mind ; con- 

sequently their evidence claims the strongest asscnt. 
The dccision of the mind, founded upon our own experiencc, 

dcrived from thcse .sources, claims the next degree. 
The exporience of others, which addresses itself to the formtr 

one. occupies the lowest degree. 
(A graduated scalc, on which should be raarked the capa- 

bilities of propositions to approach to the test of the senses, 
would be a jiist barometer of the belief which ought to be 
attached to them.) 

Consequently no testimony can be admitted which is con- 
trary to reason ; reason is founded on the evidence of our 
senses. 

Every proof may be referred to one of these threc divisions : 
it is to be considered what arguments we receive from each of 
them, which should convince us of the existcnce of a Deity. 

ist, The evidence of the senses.    lí the Deity should appear 
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to us, if He should convince our senses of His existence, this 
revelation -waiild neccssarily command belief. Those to whom 
the Ueity lias thus appeared liave the strongest possible con- 
viction of His existence. But the God of Theologians is incapable 
of local visibility. 

2d, Reason. It is urgcd that man knows that whatcver is 
must either have had a beginning, or have existed from ali 
eternity : he also knows that whatcver is not eternal must have 
had a cause. When this rcasoning is applied to the universe, 
it is necessary to prove that it was creatcd : until that is clearly 
demonstratcd we may reasonably suppose that it has endured 
from ali eternity. We must prove design before we can infer 
a designer. The only idca which we can form of causation is 
dcrivable from the constant conjunction of objects, and the 
conseq\ient inference of one from the other. In a case where 
two propositions are diametrically opposite, the rnind believes 
that which is least incomprehensible ;—it is easier to suppose 
that the universe has existed from ali eternity than to conceive 
a being beyond its limits capable of crcating it : if the mind 
sinks bcncath the weight of one, is it an allcviation to increase ■ 
the intolerability of the burthen ? 

The other argument, which is foundcd on a man's knowlcdge 
of his own existence, stands thus. A man knows not only that 
he now is, but that once he was not ; consequently there must 
have been a cause. But our idca of causation is alone derivable 
from the constant conjunction of objects and the consequent 
inference of one from the other ; and, rcasoning experimentally. 
we can only infer from cffects causes exactly adequate to those 
etiects. But there certainly is a generativo power which is 
etfected by ccrtain instruments : we cannot prove that it is 
inherent in these instruments ; nor is the contrary hypothesis 
capable of dcmonstration : we admit that the generative power 
is incomprehensible ; but to suppose that the samc effect is 
produccd by an eternal, omniscient, omnipotent being leaves 
the cause in the same obscurity, but renders it more incom- 
prehensible. 

3d, Testimony. It is rcquired that testimony should not be 
contrary to reason. The testimony that the Deity convinces 
the senses of mcn of His existence can only be admitted by us 
if our mind considers it less probable that these men should 
have been deceived than that the Deity should have appeared 
to them. Our reason can never admit the testimony of men, 
who not only declared that they were eye-witnesses of miracles. 
but that the Deity was irrational ; for He commanded that 
lie should be belicved, He proposed the highest rewards for 
faith, eternal punishments for disbelief. We can only command 
voluntary actions ; belief is not an act of volition ; the mind 
is even passive, or involuntarily activc ; from this it is evident 
that we have no suflicient testimony, or rather that testimony 
is insulficient to prove the being of a God. It has been bcforc 
shown that it cannot be deduccd from reason. They alone, 
then, who have been convinced by the evidence of the senses 
can believe it. 

Hence it is evident that, having no proofs from either of the 
three sources of conviction, the mind cannot believe the existence 
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of a Creative God : it is also evident that, as belief is a passion 
o£ the mind, no dcgree of chminality is attachable to disbelief ; 
and that they only are reprehensible who neglcct to remove 
the false médium through which thcir mind vicws any subjcct 
of disciission. Evcry reficcting mind must acknowledge that 
therc is no proof of the existcnce of a Dcity. 

God is an hypothcsis, and, as such, stands in necd of proof : 
the ônus probandi rests on the theist. Sir Isaac Newton says : 
Hypothescs non fingo, quicquid enim ex phaoionunis non dcãiiciíitr 
hypothesis vocanda est, it hypothescs vel meinphysicae, vel phy- 
sicae, vel qualitaíum occitUarum, seu mechanicae, in philosophia 
lociim non habent. To ali proofs of the existcnce of a creative 
God apply this valuable rule. We see a variety of bodics 
posscssing a variety of powcrs : we merely know their effects ; 
we are in a state of ignorance with respect to thcir essences 
and causes. Thcse Newton calls the phcnomena of things ; 
but the pridc of philosophy is unwilling to admit its ignorance 
of thcir causes. From the phcnomena, which are the objccts 
of our scnses, we attempt to infcr a cause, which we call God, 
and gratuitously endow it with ali negative and contradictory 
qualitics. From this hypothesis we invent this general name, 
to conccal our ignorance of causes and essences. The being 
callcd God by no means answers with the conditions prescribcd 
by Newton ; it bcars evcry mark of a veil woven by philosophical 
conceit, to hide the ignorance of philosophers even from them- 
selvcs. They borrow the thrcads of its texture from the an- 
thropomorphism of the vulgar. Words have becn uscd by 
sophists for the same purposcs, from the occult qualitics of the 
peripatetics to the effluvitítn of Boyle and the crinities or nebulae 
of Herschel. God is rcprcsentcd as infinite, eternal, incom- 
prchensible ; He is contained undcr evcry predicate in non that 
the logic of ignorance could fabricate. Even His worshippcrs 
allow that it is impossible to form any idea of Him ; they exclaim 
with the Frcnch poct, 

Pour dire ce qu'il est, il faut ttie lui-méme. 

Lord Bacon says that athcism leaves to man reason, philo- 
sophy. natural piety, laws, reputation, and everything tliat 
can serve to conduct him to virtue ; but supcrstition dcstroys 
ali thcse, and erccts itsclf into a tyranny over the understandings 
of mcn : hence athcism never disturbs the govcrnmcnt, but 
rcnders man more clcar-sightcd, since he sces notlüng beyond 
the boundaries of the present life.—Baccn's Moral Essays. 

La premicre théologie de Thomme lui fit d'abord craindrc et 
adorer les él6ments même, des objets matéricls et grossicrs ; 
il rendit ensuite scs horamages à des agcnts présidant aux 
éléments, à des gcnies inférieurs, à des héros, ou à des hommes 
doués de grandes qualitcs, A force de réflíchir il crut simplüicr 
les choscs cn soumettant Ia nature entière à un scul agent, à 
un esprit, à une âme univcrscUc, qui mettait cette nature et 
scs partics en mouvcment. En rcmontant de causes en causes, 
]es mortels ont fini par ne rien voir ; et c'est dans cette obscurité 
qu'ils ont placé leur Dicu ;  c'est dans cet abime ténébreux que 
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Icur imagination inquiete travaille toujours à se fabriquer des 
chimères, qui les affligeront jusqu'à ce que Ia connaissance de 
Ia nature les détrompe des fantomes qu'ils ont toujours si vaine- 
ment adores. 

Si nous voulons nous rendre compte de nos idées sur Ia Divinité, 
nous serons obligcs de convenir que, par le mot Dieii, les horames 
n'ont jamais pu designer que Ia cause Ia plus cachée, Ia plus 
cloignée, Ia plus inconnne des eííets qu'ils voyaient: ils ne font 
usage de ce mot, que lorsque le jeu des causes naturelles et 
connues cesse d'ctre visible pour eux ; dês qu'ils perdent le 
];1 de ces causes, ou dês que leur esprit ue peut plus en suivre 
Ia chaine, ils tranchent leur difficulté, et terminent leurs recher- 
ches en appellant Dieu Ia dernière des causes, c'est-à-dire cclle 
qui est au-delà de toutes les causes qu'ils counaissent; ainsi 
ils ne íont qu'assigner une dénomination vague à une cause 
ignoréc, à laquelle leur paresse ou les bornes de leurs connaissances 
les forcent de s'arríter. Toutes les fois qu'on nous dit que Dieu 
est Tauteur de quelque phénomène, cela signifie qu'on ignore 
conment un tel phénomène a pu s'opcTer par le secours des 
forces ou des causes que nous connaissons dans Ia nature. Cest 
ainsi que le commun des hommes, dont Tignorance est le partage, 
attribue à Ia Divinité non seulement les effets inusités qui les 
frappent, mais encore les évènemens les plus simples, dont 
los causes sont les plus faciles à connaitre pour quiconque a pu 
les méditer. En un mot, Tliomitie a toujours respecté les causes 
inconnues des effets surprenans, que son ignorance Tempêchait 
de démcler. Ce íut sur les débris de Ia nature que les hommes 
élevèrent le colosse imaginaire de Ia Divinité. 

Si rignorance de Ia nature donna Ia naissance aux dieux. 
Ia connaissance de Ia nature est faite pour les détruire. A mesure 
que Thomme s'instruit, ses forces et ses ressources augmentent 
avec ses lumières ; les sciences, les arts conservateurs, Tindustrie, 
lui fournissent des secours ; Texpérience le rassure ou lui procure 
des moyens de rcsister aux ellorts de bien des causes qui cessent 
de Talarmer dês qu'il les a connues. En un mot. ses terreurs se 
dissipent dans Ia mème proportion que son esprit s'éclaire. 
L'homme instruit cesse d'ctre superstitieux. 

Ce n'est jamais que sur parole que des pcuples enticrs adorent 
le Dieu de leurs pères et de leurs prêtres : Tautorité, Ia confiance. 
Ia soumission, et Thabitude leur tiennent lieu de conviction et de 
preuves ; ils se prosteruent et prient, parce que leurs pères leur 
ont appris à se prosterner et prier : mais pourquoi ceux-ci se 
,sont-Us mis à genoux ? Cest que dans les temps éloignés leurs 
législateurs et leurs guides leur en ont íait un devoir. " Adorez 
et croyez," ont-ils dit, " des dieux que vous ne pouvez com- 
prendre ; rapportez-vous-en à notre .sagesse profonde ; nous en 
savons plus que vous sur Ia divinité." Mais pourquoi m'en 
rapporterais-je à vous .' Cest que Dieu le veut ainsi, c'est que 
Dieu vous punira si vous osez résister. Mais ce Dieu n'est-il donc 
pas Ia chose en question ? Ccpendant les horames se sont tou- 
jours payés de ce cercle vicieux ; Ia paresse de leur esprit leur lit 
trouver plus court de s'en rapporter au jugement des autrcs. 
Toutes les notions rcligicuses sont fondées uniqueraent sur 
1'autorité ; toutes les rcligions du monde défendent Texamen et ne 
vculent pas que Ton raisonne ;   c'est Tautorité qui veut qu'on 
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130 Shelley 
croie en Dieu ; ce Dieu n'est lui-même fondé que sur rautorité de 
quelques liommcs qui prétendent le connaitre, et venir de sa part 
pour rannoncer à Ia terre. Un Dieu fait par les homines a sãos 
doute besoin dcs hommcs pour se faire connaitre aux hommes. 

Ne scrait-ce donc que pour des prêtres, des inspires, des méta- 
physicicns que serait réservée Ia conviction de Texistence d'un 
Dieu, que Ton dit néanmoins si nécessaire à tout le genre humain ? 
Mais trouvons-nous derharmonie entre les opinions théologiques 
des difiércns inspires, ou des penseurs répandus sur Ia terre ? 
Ceux mcmc qui font profession d'adorer le même Dieu, sont-ils 
d'accord sur son compte ? Sont-ils contents des prcuves que 
leurs collègues apportent de son existence ? Souscrivent-ils 
unanimcment aux idécs qu'ils présentent sur sa nature, sur sa 
conduitc, sur Ia façon d'cntcndre ses prótcndus oracles ? Est-il 
une contrée sur Ia terre oCi Ia scienco de Dieu se soit réellement 
pcrfectionnéo ? A-t-elle pris quelquepart Ia consistence et Tuni- 
íormitó que nous voyons prendre aux connaissances huniaines, 
aux arts les plus futiles, aux métiers les plus méprisés ? Ccs 
mots d'esf>rit, ú'immatéyialité, de cvéalion, de prMestination, de 
l^râce ; cette foule de distinctions subtiles dont Ia théologie s'est 
partout remplie dans quelques pays, ces inventions si ingcnieuses, 
imaginées par dcs penseurs qui se sont succédés dcpuis tant de 
siècles, n'ont fait, hélas ! qu'embrouiller les choses, et jamais 
Ia science Ia plus nécessaire aux hommes n'a jusqu'ici pu acquérir 
Ia moindre fixité. Depuis des milliers d'ann6es ces rêveurs oisifs 
se sont perpétuellement relayés pour méditer Ia Divinité, pour 
deviner ses voies cachées, pour inventer des hypothèses propres 
à développer cette enigme importante. Leur peu de suecos n'a 
point découragé Ia vanité théologique ; toujours on a parle de 
Dieu : on s'est égorgé pour lui, et cet être sublime demeure 
toujours le plus ignore et le plus discute. 

Les hommes auraient été trop heureux, si, se bomant aux 
objets visibles qui les intéressent, ils eussent employé à per- 
fectionner leurs sciences réelles, leurs loix, leur morale, leur 
éducation. Ia moitié des cfforts qu'ils ont mis dans leurs recherches 
.sur Ia Divinité. Ils auraient été bien plus sages encore, et plus 
fortunés, s'ils eussent pu consentir à laisser leurs guides désceuvres 
se quereller entre eux, et sonder des profondeurs capables de les 
étourdir, sans se mêler de leurs disputes insensées. Riais il est de 
Tessence de 1'ignorance d'attacher de Timportance à ce qu'elle ne 
comprend pas. La vanité humaine fait que Tesprit se roidit 
contre dcs difficultés. Plus un objet se dérobe à nos yeux, plus 
nous faisons d'efforts ppur le saisir, parce que dès-lors il aiguil- 
lonne notre orgueil, il excite notre curiosité, il nous parait in- 
téressant. En combattant pour son Dieu chacun ne combattit en 
effet que pour les intéríts de sa propre vanité, qui de toutes les 
pa.s.sions produites par Ia mal-organisation de Ia société est Ia 
plus prompte à s'alarmer, et Ia plus propre à produire de três 
grandes folies. 

Si écartant pour nn moment les idées fâcheuses que Ia théologie 
nous donne d'un Dieu capricieux, dont les décrets partiaux et 
despotiques décidcnt du sort des humains, nous ne voulons íi.xer 
nos yeux que sur Ia bonté prétendue. que tous les hommes, même 
en tremblant devant ce Dieu, s'accordcnt à lui donner ; si nous 
lui supposons le projet qu'on lui prcte de n'avoir travaillé que 
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poiir sa propre gloire, d'exigcr les hommages des étres intelligens ; 
de nc cherchcr dans ses ccuvres que le bien-être du gcnrc hiimain : 
coniment concilicr ces vues et ccs dispositions avcc Tignorance 
vraiment invincible dans laquelle ce Dicu, si glorieux et si bon, 
laisse Ia plupart des liommes sur son comptc ? Si Dieu veut 
Otrc connu', cliéri, remcrcié, que ne se montre-t-il sous des traits 
favorablcs à tous ces êtres intelligens dont il veut être aimé et 
adore ? Pourquoi ne point se nianiíester à toute Ia terre d'une 
façon non equivoque, bien plus capable de nous convaincre que 
ces róvélations particulières qui semblent accuscr Ia Divinité 
d'une partialité fàcheusc pour quelques-unes de ses créatuçes ? 
Le tout-puissant n'auroit-il donc pas des moyens plus con- 
vainquans de se montrer aux hommes que ces métamorphoses 
ridicules, ccs incarnations prctendues, qui nous sont attestécs par 
des écrivains si peu d'accord entre eux dans les récits qu'ils en 
font ? Au lieu de tant de miracles, inventes pour prouver Ia 
mission divine de tant de législateurs révérés par les diíférens 
peuples du monde, le souverain des esprits ne pouvait-il pas 
convaincre tout d'un coup Tesprit humain des choses qu'il a 
voulu lui faire connaitre ? Au lieu de suspendre un soleil dans Ia 
voüte du firmament ; au lieu de répandre sans ordre les étoiles 
et les constcllations qui remplissent Tespace, n'eGt-il pas été plus 
conforme aux vues d'un Dieu si jaioux de sa gloire et si bien- 
intentionné pour rhomme d'écrire, d'une façon non sujette à 
dispute, son nom, ses attributs, ses volontés permanentes en 
caracteres ineffaçables, et lisibles égalemcnt pour tous les habi- 
tants de Ia terre. Personne alors n'aurait pu douter de 1'existence 
d'un Dieu, de ses volontés claires, de ses intentions visibles. 
Sous les yeux de ce Dieu si terrible, personne n'aurait eu Taudace 
de violer ses ordonnances ; nul mortel n'eút osé se mettre dans le 
cas d'attirer sa colère : enfin nul homme n'eiit le front d'en 
imposcr en son nom, ou d'interpréter ses volontés suivant ses 
jjropres fantaisios. 

En eílet, quand mêmc on admettrait Texistence du Dieu théo- 
logique et Ia réalité des attributs si discordans qu'on lui donne, 
Ton n'en peut ricn conclure, pour autoriser Ia conduite ou les 
cultes qu'on prescrit de lui rendre. La théologie est vraiment 
Ic ionneau des Danaides. A force de qualités contradictoires et 
d'assertions hasardées, elle a, pour ainsi dire, tellement garrotté 
sou Dieu qu'elle Ta mis dans Timpossibilité d'agir. S'il est 
infiniment bon, quelle raison aurions-nous de Ia craindre ? S'il 
est infiniment sagc, de quoi nous inquiéter sur iiotre sort ? S'il 
sait tout, pourquoi Tavertir de nos besoins, et le fatiguer de nos 
priores ? S'il est partout, pourquoi lui élevcr des temples ? 
S'il est maitre de tout, pourquoi lui faire des sacrifices et des 
offrandcs ? S'il est juste, comraent croire qu'il punisse des 
créatures qu'il a remjjli de faiblesses ? Si Ia grâce fait tout en 
ellcs, quelle raison aurait-il de les récompenscr ? S'il est tout- 
puissant, comment roílenser, commcnt lui résister ? S'il est 
raisonnablc, comment se mettrait-il en colère contre des aveugles, 
à qui il a laissé Ia liberte de déraisonncr ? S'il est immuable, de 
quel droit prétendrions-nous faire changer ses décrets ? S'il 
est  inconcevablc,  pourquoi  nous  en  occuper ?    S'IL A PARLE, 
POURQUOI       1,'UNIVERS       N'EST-IL       PAS       CONVAINCU ?        Si     Ia 
connaissance    d'un   Dieu   est   Ia   plus    néccssairc,    pourquoi 
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n'e3t-clle pas Ia plus evidente et Ia plus claire ?- 
N ature.    London, 1781. 

-S>stí»); ie Ia 

The enlightened and benevolcnt Pliny thus publicly professes 
himscU an atheist :—Quapropter effigiem Dei íormamque 
quaerere imbccillitatis humanae rcor. Quisquis cst Deus (si 
modo est alius) et quacunque in parte, totus est sensus, totus est 
visus, totus auditiis, totus animae, totus animi, totus sui. . . . 
Imperfectae vero in homine naturae praecipua solatia ne deum 
quidem posse orania. Namque nec sibi potest mortcra con- 
sciscere, si velit, quod homini dedit optimum in tantis vitae 
poenis: ncc mortales aeternitate donare, aut revocare defunctos ; 
nec íacere ut qui vixit non vixerit, qui honores gessit non gesserit, 
nuUumque habere in praetcritum ius, praeterquam oblivionis. 
atque (ut facetis quoque argumentis societas haec cum deo 
copulctur) ut bis dena viginti non sint, et multa similiter efficere 
non posse.—Per quae dcclaratur haud dubie naturae potentiam 
id quoquo esse quod Deuni vocamus.—Plin. Nat. Hist. cap. de 
Deo. 

The consistcnt Newtonian is nccessarily an atheist. Sce Sir 
W. Drummond's Academical Questions, chap. iii.—Sir W. seems 
to consider the atheism to wliicli it leads as a sufTicient presump- 
tion of the falsehood of the system of gravitation ; but surely it 
is more consistent with the good faith of philosophy to admit a 
deduction from facts than an hypothesis incapable of proof, 
although it might militate with the obstinate preconceptions 
of the mob. Had this author, instead of inveighing against the 
guilt and absurdity of atheism, demonstrated its falsehood, his 
conduct would have been more suited to the modesty of the 
sceptic and the toleration of the philosopher. 

Omnia enim per Dei potentiam facta sunt : imo quia naturae 
potcntia nulla est nisi ipsa Dei potentia. Certum est nos eatenus 
Dei potentiam non intelligere, quatenus causas naturales ignora- 
mus ; adeoque stulte ad candem Dei potentiam recurritur, quando 
rei alicuius causam naturalem, sive est, ipsam Dei potentiam 
ignoramus.—Spinosa, Tracl. Theologico-Pol. chap. i. p. 14. 

Vil. p. 97 :- 
Ahasuerus, risc 

" Ahasuerus the Jew crept forth from the dark cave of Mount 
Carmel. Near two thousand years have elapscd since hc was 
tirst goaded by never-ending restlessncss to rove the globe from 
pole to pole. When our Lord was wcaried with the burthen of 
ilis pondcrous cross, and wanted to rest before the door of 
Ahasuerus, the unfeeling wretch droveHim away with brutality. 
The Saviour of mankind staggered, sinking under the heavy load. 
but uttered no complaint. An angel of death appeared before 
Ahasuerus, and exclaimed indignantly, ' Barbarian ! thou hast 
denied rest to the Son of man : be it denied thee also, until Hc 
comes to judge the world." 

" A black demon, let loose from hell upon Ahasuerus, goads him 
now from country to country ; he is denied the con.solation which 
death afiords, and precludcd from the rest of the peaceful grave. 
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" Ahasuerus crept forth from the dark cave of Mount Carmel— 

he shook the dust from his beard—and taking up one o£ the skulls 
heaped there, hurled it down the eminence : it rebounded from 
the earth in shivered atoras. ' This was my father ! ' roared 
Ahasuerus. Seven more skulls rolled down from rock to rock ; 
while the infuriate Jew, following them with ghastly looks. 
cxclairaed—' And these were my wives ! ' He stiU continued 
to hurl down skuU after skuU, roaring in dreadful accents— 
' And these, and these, and these were my children ! They 
cotild die ; but I ! reprobate wretch ! alas ! I cannot die ! 
Dreadful beyond conception is the judgement that hangs over 
me. Jerusalém fell—I crushed the sucking babe, and pre- 
cipitated myself into the destructive flames. I cursed the 
Romans—but, alas ! alas ! the restless curse held me by the hair, 
—and I could not die ! 

" ' Rome the giantess fell—I placed myself before the falling 
statue—she fell and did not crush me. Nations sprang up and 
disappeared before me ;—but I rcmained and did not die. 
From cloud-encircled cliffs did I precipitate myself into the 
ocean ; but the foaming billows cast me upon the shore, and 
the burning arrow of cxistence pierced my cold heart again. I 
leaped into Etna's fiaming abyss, and roared with the giants for 
ten long months, poUuting with my groans the Mounfs sul- 
phureous moutli—ah I ten long months. The volcano fermented, 
and in a fiery stream of lava cast me up. I lay torn by the 
torture-snakes of hell amid the glowing cinders, and yet continued 
to exist,—A forest was on fire : I darted on wings of fury and 
despair into the crackling wood. Fire dropped upon me from 
the trees, but the flames only singed my limbs ; alas ! it could 
not consume them.—I now mixed with the butchers of mankind, 
and plunged in the tempest of the raging battle. I roared 
defiance to the infuriate Gaul, defiance to the victorious German ; 
but arrows and spears rebounded in shivers from my body. The 
Saracen's fiaming sword broke upon my skull: balls in vain hissed 
upon me : the lightnings of battle glared harmless around my 
loins : in vain did the elephant trample on me, in vain the iron 
hoof of the wrathful steed ! The mine, big with destructive 
power, burst upon me, and hurled me high in the air—I fell on 
heaps of smoking limbs, but was only singed. The giant's steel 
club rebounded from my body ; the executioner's hand could not 
strangle me, the tiger's tooth could not pierce me, nor would the 
hungry lion in the circus devour me. I cohabited with poisonous 
snakes, and pinched the red crest of the dragon.—The serpent 
stung, but could not destroy me. The dragon tormented, but 
<larcd not to devour me.—I now provoked the fury of tyrants : 
t said to Nero, " Thou art a bloodhonnd ! " I said to Christiern, 
" Thou art a bloodhound ! " I said to Muley Ismail, " Thou art a 
bloodhound I "—The tyrants invented cruel torments, but did not 
Ivill me. Ha I  not to be able to die—not to be able to die— 
not to be permitted to rest after the toils of life—to be doomed to 
be imprisoned for ever in the clay-formed dungeon—to be for 
fver cloggcd with this worthless body, its load of diseases and 
infirmities—to be condemned to [bejhold for millenniums that 
yawning monster Sameness, and Time, that hungry hyaena, ever 
Í>earing children, and ever devouring again her otfspring !—Ha ! 
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not to be permitted to die 1 Awful Avenger in Heaven, hast 
Thou in Thine armoury of wrath a punishment more fireadíul ? 
thon !ct it tlnmdcr upon me, comniand a hurricane to swecp me 
down to the foot of Carrael, that I there may lie extended ; may 
pant, and writhe, and die ! ' " 

This fragmcnt is the translation of part of some German work, 
wliose titlc I have vainly endeavoured to discover. I picked 
it iip, dirty and tom, some ycars ago, in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. 

VII. P- 99 :- 
/ wtll bcçct a Son, and He shall bear 
The sins of ali the world. 

A book is put into our hands when children, called the Bible, 
the purport of whose history is briefly this : That God madc the 
earth in six days, and there planted a dehghtful garden, in which 
He ])laced the first pair of human bcings. In the midst of the 
garden He planted a tree, whose fruit, although within thcir 
reach, they wcre forbidden to touch. That the Devil, in the 
shape of a snake, persuaded them to eat of this fruit ; in con- 
sequcncc of which God condemned both thcm and their posterity 
yet iinborn to satisfy His justice by their cternal misery. That, 
íour thousand years after these events (the human race in the 
meanwhilc having gone unredeemed to pcrdition), God en- 
gendercd with the betrothed wife of a carpenter in Judea (whose 
virginity was nevertheless uninjured), and bcgat a son, whose 
namc was Jesus Christ ; and who was crucified and died, in order 
that no more men might be devoted to hcU-fire, He bearing the 
burthen of His Father's displeasure by proxy. The book states, 
in addition, that the soul of whoever disbelieves this sacriiice will 
be burncd with everlasting fire. 

During many ages of misery and darkness this story gained 
implicit belief ; but at length men arose who suspected that it 
was a fable and imposture, and that Jesus Christ, so far from being 
a God, was only a man like themselvcs. But a numerous set 
of men, who derived and still derive immense emoluments from 
this opinion, in the shape of a popular belief, told the vulgar that 
if they did not believe in the Bible they would be damned to ali 
cternity ; and burned, imprisoned, and poisoned ali the unbiassed 
and unconnected inquirers who occasionally arose. They still 
oppress them, so far as the people, now become more enlightened, 
will allow. 

lhe belief in ali that the Bible contains is called Christianity. 
A Koman governor of Judea, at the instance of a priest-led mob, 
crucilied a man called Jesus eighteen centuries ago. He was a 
man of purc life, who desired to rescue his countrymen from the 
tyranny of their barbarous and degrading superstitious. The 
common fate of ali who desire to benefit mankind awaited him. 
The rabble, at the iustigation of the priests, demanded his death, 
although his very judge made public acknowledgement of his 
innocence. Jesus was sacrificcd to the honour of that God with 
whom he was afterwards confounded. It is of importance, there- 
íore, to distinguish between the pretended character of this being 
as the Son of God and the Saviour of the world, and his real 



Intellectual Period 135 
character as a man, who, for a vain attempt to reform the \Torld, 
paid the forfeit of his life to that overbearing tyranny which has 
siiice so long desolated the imiverse in his name. Whilst the ono 
is a hypocritical Daemon, who announces Himself as the God of 
compassion and peace, even whilst He stretches forth His blood- 
red hand with the sword of discord to waste the earth, having 
coafessedly devised this scheme of desolation írom eternity; 
tlie otlier stands in the foremost list of those true heroes who havc 
died in the glorious martyrdom of liberty, and have braved 
torture, contempt, and povertyin the cause of suíiering humanity.* 

The vulgar, ever in extremes, becarae persuaded that the 
crucifixion of Jesus was a supematural event. Testimonies of 
rairacles, so frequent in unenhghtencd ages, were not wanting 
to prove that he was something divine. This belief, rolling 
through the lapse of ages, met with tlie rcveries of Plato, and the 
reasonings of Aristotle, and acquircd force and exteut, untU 
the divinity of Jesus became a dogma, which to dispute was 
death, which to doubt was infamy. 

Christianity is now the cstabüshed religion : he who attempts 
to impugn it must be contcnted to behold murderers and traitors 
take precedence of hira in public opinion ; though, if his genius 
be equal to his couragc, and assistcd by a peculiar coalition of 
circumstances, future ages may exalt him to a divinity, and 
persecute others in his name, as he was persecuted in the name of 
liLS predecessor in the homage of the world. 

The same means that have supported every other popular 
belief have supported Christianity. War, imprisonment, assassi- 
nation, and falsehood : decds of unexampled and incomparable 
atrocity have made it what it is. The blood shed by the votaries 
of the God of mcrcy and pcace, since the establishment of His 
religion, wouUI probably sulfice to drown ali other sectaries now 
on the habitable globc. We derive from our ancestors a faith 
thus fostercd and supported : we quarrel, persecute, and hate for 
it3 maintenance. Even under a government which, whilst it 
infringes the very right of tliought and speech, boasts of per- 
mitting the liberty of the press, a man is pilloried and imprisoned 
because he is a deist, and no one raises his voice in the indignation 
of outraged humanity. But it is ever a proof that the falsehood 
of a proposition is felt by those who use coercion, not rcasoning, 
to procure its admission ; and a dispassionate observer would fcel 
hinisolf more powcríuUy interested in favour of a man who, 
dcpcnding on the truth of his opinions, simply stated his reasons 
for cntcrtaining them, thau in that of liis aggrcssor who, daringly 
avowing his unwillingness or incapacity to answer them by 
argument, proceeded to repress the energies and break the spirit 
of their promulgator by that torture and imprisonment whose 
iníliction he could comraand. 

Analogy secms to favour the opinion that as, like other systems, 
Christianity has arisen and augmented, so like them it will decay 
and perish ; that as violencc, darkness, and deceit, not reasoning 
and persuasion, have procured its admission among mankind, 

• Since writing this note I have some reason to suspect that 
Jesus was an ambitious man, who aspired to the throne of- 
Judoa. 
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so, when enthusiasm has subsided, and time, that infallible 
controverter of false opinions, has involved its pretended evi- 
dences in the darkness of antiquity, it will bccome obsoleta ; that 
Milton's põem alone will give perraanency to the rcmembrance 
of its absurdities ; and that men will laugh as hcartily at grace, 
faith, rcdemption, and original sin, as they now do at the meta- 
morphoses of Júpiter, the miracles of Romish saints, the eflicacy 
of witchcraft, and the appearance of departed spirits. 

Had the Christian religion commenced and continued by the 
mere force of reasoning and persuasion, the preceding analogy 
would be inadmissible. We should ncver speculate on the future 
obsoleteness of a system perfectly conformable to nature and 
reasou : it would endure so long as they cndured ; it would 
be a truth as indisputable as the light of the sun, the criminality 
of murder, and other facts, whose evidence, depending on our 
organization and relative situations, must remain acknowledged 
as satisfactory so long as man is man. It is an incontrovertible 
fact, the consideration of which ought to rcpress the hasty 
conclusions of crednlity, or moderate its obstinacy in maintaining 
them, that, had the Jews not been a fanática! race of men, had 
cven the resolution of Pontius Pilate been equal to his candour, 
the Christian religion nevcr could have prevailcd, it could not 
even have existed : on so fecble a thread hangs the most clierishcd 
opinion of a sixth of the human race ! When will the vulgar 
learn humility ? When will the pride of ignorance blush at 
having believed before it could comprehend ? 

Either the Christian religion is true, or it is false : if true, it 
comes írom God, and its authenticity can admit of doubt and 
dispute no further than its omnipotent author is willing to allow. 
Either the power or the goodness of God is called in question, if 
He leaves those doctrines most essential to the well-being of man 
in doubt and dispute ; the only ones which, since their pro- 
mulgation, have been the subject of unccasing cavil, the cause of 
irreconcilable hatred. // God has spohen, why is the univcrse not 
convinced ? 

There is this passage in the Christian Scriptures : " Those who 
obey not God, and believe not the Gospel of his Son, shall be 
punished with everlasting destruction." This is the pivot upon 
which ali rcligions turn : they ali assume that it is in our power 
to believe or not to believe ; whereas the mind can only believe 
that which it thinks true. A human being can only be supposod 
accountable for those actions which are inlluenceíl by his will. 
But belief is utterly distinct from and unconnected with volition : 
it is the apprehension of the agreement or disagreement of the 
ideas that compose any proposition. Belief is a passion, or 
involuntary operation of the mind, and, like other passions, its 
intensity is precisely proportionate to the degrees of excitement. 
Volition is essential to merit or demerit. But the Christian 
religion attaches the highest possible degrees of merit and demerit 
to that which is worthy of neither, and which is totally uncon- 
nected with the peculiar faculty of the mind, whose presence is 
essential to their being. 

Christianity was intended to reforra the world : had an all- 
wise Being planned it, nothing is more improbable than that 
it should have failcd : omniscience would infallibly have foreseen 
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thc inutility of a scheme which experience demonstrates,  to 
this age, to have been utterly unsuccessful. 

Christianity inculcates the necessity of supplicating the Dçity. 
Prayer luay be coiisidered under two points of vievv ;—as an 
cndeavour to change the intentions of God, or as a formal testi- 
raony of our obedience. But the former case supposes that the 
caprices of a limited intelligence can occasionally instruct the 
Creator of the world how to regulate the universe ; and thc 
latter, a certain degree of servility analogous to the loyalty 
demanded by earthly tyrants. Obedience indeed is only the 
pitiful and cowardly egotism of him who thinks that he can do 
something better than reason. 

Christianity. lilce ali other religions, rests upon miracles, 
prophecies, anil martyrdoms. No religion ever existcd which 
fiad not its prophets, its attcsted miracles, and, above ali, crowd;; 
of devotees who would bear patiently the most horrible tortures 
to prove its authenticity. It should appear that in no case 
can a discriminating mind subscribe to the genuineness of a 
miracle. A miracle is an infraction of nature's law, by a super- 
natural cause ; by a cause acting beyond that eternal circlo 
within which ali things are included. God breaks througli tht; 
law of nature, that He may convince mankind of the truth o£ 
that revelation which, in spite of His precautions, lias been, 
since its introduction, the subject of unceasing schism and cavil. 

Miracles resolve themselves into the following question * :— 
Whether it is more probable the laws of nature, hitherto so 
imrautably harmonious, should have undergone violation, or 
that a man should have told a lie ? Whether it is more probable 
that we are ignorant of the natural cause of an cvent, or that 
we know the supcrnatural one ? That, in old times, when thc 
powers of nature were less known than at present, a certain set 
of mcn were themselves dcceived, or had some hidden motive 
for decciving others ; or that God begat a Son, who, in His 
legislation, measuring merit by belief, evidenced Himself to 
be totally ignorant of the powers of the human mind—of what 
is voluntary, and what is the contrary ? 

We have many instances of mcn tclling lies ;—none of an 
infraction of nature's laws, those laws of whoae government 
alone we have any knowledge or experience. The records of 
ali nations aílord iunumcrable instances of men deceiving others 
either írom vanity or interest, or themselves being dcceived 
by the limitedncss of their views and thcir ignorance of natural 
causes : but where is the accreditcd case of God having come 
upon earth, to give the lie to His own creations ? There would 
be something truly wondcrful in the appearance of a ghost ; 
but the assertion of a chikl that he saw one as he passed through 
the churchyard is univcrsally adraitted to be less miraculous. 

But even supposing that a man should raise a dead body to 
lifo before our eyes, and on this fact rcst his claim to being con- 
sidered the son of God ;—the Humane Society restores drowned 
persons, and because it niakes no mystery of the mcthod it 
employs, its members are not mistaken for the sons of God. 
AH that we have a right to infer from our ignorance of the cause 

* See Hume's Essay, vol. ii. p. 121. 
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of any event is that we do not know it: had the Mexicans 
attendcd to this simplc rule when they heard the cannon of 
the Spaniards, they would not have considered them as gods : 
the expcriments of modem chemistry would have delied the wisest 
philosophcrs of ancient Grecce and Rome to have accounted 
for them on natural principies. An author of strong common 
sense has observed that " a miracle is no miracle at sccond-hand " ; 
he miglit have added that a miracle is no miracle in any case ; 
for until we are acquainted with ali natural causes, we have no 
reason to imagine others. 

Thcre remains to be considered another proof of Christianity— 
Prophecy. A book is written before a ccrtain event, in which 
this event is forctold ; how could the prophct have foreknown 
it without inspiration ? how could he have been inspired without 
God ? The grcatest ftress i? laid on the prophecies of Moscs 
and Hosea on the dispersion of the Jews, and that of Isaiah 
concerning the coming of the Messiah. The prophecy of Moscs 
is a collection of every possible cursing and blessing ; and it 
is so far from being niarvcllous that the one of dispersion should 
have been fulfiUcd, that it would have been more surprising 
if, out of ali thcse, none should have taken eíícct. In Dcutero- 
nomy, chap. xxviii. ver. 64, where Moscs explicitly foretells 
the dispersion, he states that they shall there sorve gods of wood 
and stone : " And the Lord shall scattcr thee among ali people, 
from the one end of the earth evcn to the other ; and thcre Ihou 
shall serve othcr gods, which neither thou nor ihy fathers have 
known, evcn gods of wood and stone." The Jews are at this day 
remarkably tenacious of their rcligion. Ãloses also declares 
that they shall be subjected to the.se curses for disobedience 
to his ritual : " And it shall come to pass, if thou wilt not hearkcn 
unto the voice of the Lord thy God, to observe to do ali the com- 
mandments and statutes which I command thee this day ; 
that ali thesc curses shall come upon thee, and overtako thee." 
Is this the real reason ? The third, íourtli, and fifth chapters 
of Hosca are a piece of immodest confession. The indelicate type 
might apply in a hundred senses to a hundred things. The 
íifty-third chapter of Isaiah is more explicit, yet it does not excecd 
in clearness the oracles of Delphos. The historical proof that 
iloscs, Isaiah, and Hosea did write when they are said to have 
written is far from being clear and circumstantial. 

But prophecy requires proof in its charactcr as a miracle ; 
we have no right to suppose that a man foreknevT future events 
írom God, until it is demonstrated that he neither could know 
them by his own exertions, nor that the writings which contain 
the prediction could possibly have been fabricated after the 
event pretended to be íoretold. It is more probable that writings, 
pretending to divine inspiration, should have been fabricated 
after the fulfilment of their pretended prediction than that they 
should have really been divinely inspired, when we consider 
that the latter supposition makes GCKí at once the creator of 
the human mind and ignorant of its primary powers, particularly 
as we have numberless instances of false religions, and forged 
prophecies of things long past, and no accredited case of God 
having conversed with men directly or indirectly. It is also 
possible that the description of an event might hare foregone 
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its occurrence ; but this is far írom being a legitimate proof 
of a divine revelation, as many men, not pretcnding to the char- 
acter o£ a prophet, have neverthelcss, in this sense, prophesicd. 

Lord Chesteríield was never yet taken for a prophet, even 
by a bishop, yet he uttered this remarkable prediction : " The 
despotic government of Franca is screwcd up to the highcst 
pitch ; a rcvolution is fast approaching ; that revolution, I 
am convinccd, will be radical and sanguinary." This appeared 
in the letters of the prophet long before the accompHshment of 
this wonderful prediction. Now, have thcse particulars come 
to pass, cr have they not ? If they have, how could the earl 
have foreknown them without inspiration ? If we admit the 
truth of the Christian reUgion on testimony such as this, we must 
admit, on the same strcngth of evidence, that God has affixed 
the highest rewards to belief, and the eternal tortures of the 
nevcr-dying worm to disbehef, both of which have been demon- 
stratcd to be involiintary. 

The last proof of the Christian rehgion depends on the influenco 
of the Holy Ghost. Theologians divide the inlluence o£ the 
Holy Ghost into its ordinary and cxtraordinary modes of opera- 
tion. The latter is supposed to be that which inspired the Pro- 
phets and Apostlcs ; and the formcr to be the grace of God, 
which summarily inakes known the truth of Ilis revelation 
to those whose mind is iitted for its rcccption by a submissive 
pcrusal of His word. Pcrsons convinccd in this manncr can do 
anything but account for their conviction, describe the time 
at which it happcned, or the manner in which it carne upon 
them. It is supposed to enter the mind by other channels 
than thosc of tlie senses, and therefore professes to be superior 
to reason founded on their experience. 

Admitting, however, the usefulness or possibility of a divine 
revelation, unless we demolish the íoundations of ali huniau 
knowledge, it is requisite that our reason should previously 
demonstrate its genuineness ; for, before we extinguish the 
steady ray of reason and common sense, it is fit that we should 
discover whethcr we cannot do witliout their assistance, whethcr 
or no there be any other which may suffice to guide us through 
the labyrinth of lifc * : for, if a man is to bo mspired upon ali 
occasions, if he is to be sure of a thing bccause he is sure, if the 
ordinary operations of the Spirit are not to be considered vcry 
e.xtraordinary modes of demonstration, if enthusiasm is to usurp 
the place of proof, and madness that of sanity, ali reasoning 
is superfluous. The Mahometan dies íighting for his prophet, 
the Indian immolates himself at the chariot-wheels of Brahma, 
the Ilottentot worships au insect, the Negro a bunch of feathcra, 
the Mexican sacrilices human victims ! Their degree of convic- 
tion must certainly be very strong : it cannot arise from reasoning, 
it must from feelings, the reward of their prayers. If cach of 
tliese should aflirm, in opposition to the strongest possible 
arguments, that inspiration carricd internai evidence, I íear 
their inspired brethren, the orthodox missionaries, would be 
so uncharitablc as to pronounce them obstinate. 

* See Locko's Essay on the Human Underslanding, book iv. 
chap. xLx., on Enthusiasm. 
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Miracles cannot be receivcd as tcstimonies of a disputed 

íact, because ali human testimony h;is ever been insuíiicient 
to establish the possibility of miracles. That which is incapable 
of proof itsclf is no proof of anything else. Prophccy has also 
been rejected by the test of reason. Those, then, who have 
been actually inspired are the only true bclievers in the Christian 
rcligion. 

Mox numinc viso 
Virginei tumuere sinus, innuptaque matcr 
Arcano stupuit compleri víscera partu, 
Auctorein paritura suum.    Mortalia corda 
Artificem texere poli, latuitque sub uno 
Pectore, qui totum late complcctitur orbem. 

Claudian, Carmcn l'aschale. 
Does not so monstrous and disgusting an absurdity carry 

its own infamy and rcfutation with itself ? 

VIII. p. 106 :— 
Htm, still from hope to hope the bliss pursuing 
Which from the exhaustless lote of human weal 
Draws on the virtuous mind, the thoughts that rise 
In time-destroying infmiteness, gijt 
With self-cnshrincd eternity, etc. 

Time is our consciousness of the snccession of ideas in our 
mind. Vivid sensation, of either pain or pleasure, makes the 
time seem long, as the common phrase is, because it rcnders 
us more acutely conscious of our ideas. If a mind be conscious 
of an hundrcd ideas during ene minute, by the clock, and of 
two himdred during another, the latter of these spaces would 
actually occupy so much greater extent in the mind as two 
exceed one in quantity. If, thercfore, the human mind, by 
any future im])rovement of its sensibility, should become con- 
scious of an infmite number of ideas in a minute, that minute 
■«ould be eternity. I do not hence infer that the actual space 
betwcon the birth and death of a man will ever be prolongcd ; 
but that his sensibility is pcrfectiblc, and that the number of 
ideas which his mind is capable of receiving is indefinite. One 
man is stretched on the rack during twelve hours ; another 
sleeps soundly in his bed : the dificrence of time jierceived by 
these two persons is immense ; one liardly will believe that 
half an hour has elapsed, the other could crcdit that centuries 
had fiown during his agony. Thus, the life of a man of virtue 
and talent, who should die in his thirtieth year, is, with regard 
to his own fcelings, longer than that of a miserablejpriest-ridden 
slave, who drcams out a century of dulncss. The one has 
perpetually cultivated his mental facuUies, has rendered himself 
master of his thoughts, can abstract and generalise amid the 
lethargy of every-day busincss ;—the other can slumber over 
the brightest moments of his being, and is unablc to remcmber 
the happiest hour of his life. Perhaps the perishiug cphemeron 
cnjoys a longer life than the tortoise. 

Daik flood of time ! 
Roll as it listeth thec—I raeasurc not 



Intellectual Period 141 
By months or moments thy ambiguous course. 
Another may stand by me on the brink 
And watcli the bubble whirled beyond bis ken 
That pauses at ray fcet.    The sense of love, 
The thirst for actioii, and the impassioned thought 
Prolong my being :   if I wake uo more, 
My liíe more actual living will contain 
Than some gray veteran's of the world's cold school, 
Whose listless hours unprofitably roU, 
By one enthusiast feeling unrcdeemed. 

Sec Godwia's Pol. Jus. vol. i. p. 411 ; and Condorcet, Esquisse 
d'uH Tablcau Historique des Progrès de VEsprit Hiimain, époque 
ix. 

VIII. p. 106 :— 
No lons,cr now 

He slays ílie lamb íhat looks him in the face. 

I liold that the depravity of the phj'sical and moral nature of 
man originatcd in his unnatiira! habits of life. The origin of man, 
like that of the universo of which he is a part, is envcloped in 
impenctrablc mystcry. His generatious either had a beginning, 
or tliey had not. The ■weiglit of evidence in favour of cach of 
these suppositions seeins tolerably cqual ; and it is perfectly 
unimportant to the prcsent argument which is ass\imed. The 
language spoken, however, by the mythology of nearly ali 
religions seems to prove that at some distant period man íorsook 
the path of nature, and sacrificed the purity and happiness of his 
being to unnatural appetites. The date of this event seems to 
have also bcen that of some great change in the climates of the 
earth, with which it has an obvious correspondence, The allegory 
of Adam and Eve eating of the tree of evil, and entailing upon their 
posterity the wrath of God and the loss of everlasting life, admits 
of no other explanation than the disease and crime that have 
flowed from unnatural diet. Milton was so well aware qf this 
that he makes Raphael thus exhibit to Adam the consequehce oi 
his disobedieucé :— 

Immediately a place 
Before his eyes appeared, sad, noisome, dark ; 
A lazar-house it secmed ;  wherein were laid 
Numbers of ali diseased—ali maladies 
01 ghastly spasm, or racking torture, qualms 
Of lieart-sick agony, ali feverous kinds, 
Convulsions, cpilepsies, íierce catarrhs, 
Intestine stone and ulcer, colic pangs, 
Demoniac frcnzy, moping melancholy. 
And moon-struck madness, pining atrophy, 
Alarasmus, and wide-wasting pestilence, 
Dropsies and asthmas, and joint-racking rheums. 

Aud how many thousands more miglit not be added to this 
frightful catalogue ! 

The story of Prometheus is one likewise which, although 
universally admitted  to  be allegorical,  lias  never  bcen  satis- 
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factorily explained. Prometheus stole fire from heaven, and was 
chaincd for this crime to Mount Caucasus, whcre a vulture con- 
tinually devoured his liver, that grew to meet its hunger. Hesiod 
says that, before the time o£ Prometheus, raankiud werc exempt 
irom sutfering ; that they enjoyed a vigorous youth, and that 
death, when at length it came, approached like sleep, and gently 
closcd thcir eyes. Again, so general was this opinion that Horacc, 
a poct of the Augustan age, writes— 

Audax omnia perpeti, 
Gens humana ruit per vetitum ncfas ; 

Audax lapeti gcnus 
Ignem fraude mala gentibus intulit : 

Post ignem aetherid domo 
Subductum, macies et nova febrium 

Terris incubuit cohors, 
Semotique prius tarda necessitas 

Lethi corripuit gradum. 

How plain a languago is spoken by ali this ! Prometheus (wlio 
represents the human race) efíected some great change in the 
condition of his nature, and applied fire to culinary purposes ; 
thus inventing an expedient for screening from his disgust the 
liorrors of the shambles. From this momeut his vitais were 
<levoured by the vulture of disease. It consumed his being in 
every shape of its loathsomc and infinite variety, inducing the 
soul-quelling sinkings of premature and violent deatli. Ali vice 
rose from the ruin of healthful inuocence. Tyranny, super- 
^tition, commerce, and inequality were then first known, when 
I eason vainly attempted to guide the wanderings of exacerbated 
uassion. I conclude this part of the subject with an extract from 
Mr Newton's Defence of Vegctable liegimen, from whom I have 
borrowed this interpretation of the fable of Prometheus. 

" Making allowance for such transposition of the events of the 
.lUcgory as time might produce after the important truths were 
lorgotten, which this portion of the ancient mythology was in- 
tended to transmit, the drift of the fable seems to be this :—Man 
at his creation was endowed with the gift of perpetuai youth ; 
that is, he was not formed to be a sickly suffering creature as we 
now see him, but to enjoy health, and to sink by slow degrees into 
the bosom of his parent earth without disease or pain. Pro- 
metheus first taught the use of animal food (primus bovem occidit 
Prometheus ♦) and of fire, with which to render it more digestiblc 
and pleasing to the tastc. Júpiter, and the rest of the gods, 
toreseeing the conscquences of these inventions, were araused or 
irritated at the short-sighted devices of the newly-formed creature, 
and left him to experience the sad effects of them. Thirst. the 
necessary concomitant of a flesh diet " (perhaps of ali diet vitiated 
by culinary preparation), " ensued ; water was rcsorted to, and 
raan forfeitcd the inestimable gift of health which he had received 
from heaven : he became diseased, the partaker of a precarious 
existence, and no longer descended slowly to his grave." t ' 

• Plin. NaI. Hist. lib. vii. sect. 57. 
^ Rcturn to Nature.    Cadell, 1811. 
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But just discase to luxury succeeds, 
And evcry death its own avcnger breeds ; 
The fury passions írom that blood bcgan, 
And turned on man a fiercer savage—man. 

Man, and the animais whom he has infected with his society, 
or depraved by his dominion, are alone diseased. The wild hog, 
the mouüon, the bison, and the wolf, are perfectly exempt from 
inalady, and invariably die either from externai violence or 
natural old age. But the domcstic hog, the sheep, the cow, and 
the dog, are subject to an incredible variety of distempers ; and, 
like the corrupters of their n ature, have physicians who thrive 
upon their miseries. The supereminence of man is like Satan's, 
a supereminence of pain ; and the majority of his specics, doomcd 
to penury, disease, and crime, have reason to curse the untoward 
cvent that, by enabling him to communicate his sensations, 
raised him above the levei of his fellow-animals. But the steps 
that have been taken are irrevocable. The whole of human 
Science is comprised in one question :—How can the advantages 
of intcUcct and civilization be reconciled with the liberty and 
purê ploasures of natural life ? How can we take the beneíits 
and rcject the evils of the system, which is now interwoven with 
ali the íibrcs of our being ?—I believe that abstinence from 
animal food and spirituous liquors would in a great measure 
capacitatc us for the solution of this important question. 

It is true that mental and bodily derangement is attributable 
in part to other deviations from rectitude and nature than those 
which concern diet. The raistakes cherished by society respcct- 
ing the connection of the sexes, whence the misery and diseases 
of unsatisfied celibacy, unenjoying prostitution, and the premature 
arrival of pubcrty, necessarily spring ; the putrid atmoaphere of 
crowded cities ; the exhalations of chemical processes ; the 
muffling of our bodies in supcrfluous apparel ; the absurd treat- 
ment of infants :—ali these and innumerable other causes con- 
tribute their mitc to the mass of human evil. 

Comparative anatomy teaches us that man resembles frugi- 
vorous animais in everything, and carnivorous in nothing ; he 
has neither claws wherewith to seize his prey, nor distinct and 
pointcd teeth to tear the living fibre. A Mandarin of the first 
class, with nails two inches long, would probably íind them alone 
inefíicient to hold even a hare. After cvery subterfuge of 
gluttony, the buli must be dcgraded into the ox, and the ram into 
the wether, by an unnatural and inhuman operation, that the 
tlaccid fibre may oííer a lainter resistance to rebellious nature. 
It is only by softening and disguising dead flesh by culinary 
preparation that it is rendered susceptible of mastication or 
digestion ; and that the sight of its bloody juices and raw horror 
does not excite intolerable loathing and disgust. Let the advocate 
of animal food force himself to a decisive experiment on its 
fitness, and, as Plutarch recommcnds, tear a living lamb with 
his teeth, and plunging his head into its vitais slake his thirst 
with the steammg blood ; when fresh from the deed of horror, 
let him revert to the irresistible instincts of nature that would 
rise in judgement against it, and say, " Nature formed me for 
such work as this."    Then, and then only, would he be cousistent. 
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Man rescmblcs no camivorous animal. There is no cxception, 

unless man be one, to tiie ruie of herbivorous animais having 
cellulated colons. 

The orang-outang perfectiy resembles man both in the order 
and number o£ his tceth.    The orang-outang is the most anthro- 
Çomorphous of the ape tribe, ali of which are strictly frugivorous. 

herc is no othcr species of animais, which live on dilíeront food, 
in which this analogy exists.* In many frugivorous animais, 
the caninc tccth are more pointed and distinct than thosc of man. 
The resemblance also of the human stomach to that of the orang- 
outang is greater than to that of any othcr animal. 

The intestines are also identical with tliose of herbivorous 
animais, which prescnt a larger surface for absorption and have 
ample and cellulated colons. The caecum also, though short, is 
larger than that of camivorous animais ; and evcn here the orang- 
outang retains its accustomed similarity. 

The structure of the human frame, then, is that of one fitted to 
a purê vegetable diet, in every essential particular. It is true 
that the reluctance to abstain from animal food, in those wlio havc 
been long accustomed to its stimulus, is so great in some persons 
of wcak minds as to be scarcely overcome ; but this is far from 
bringing any argument in its favour. A lamb, which was fed 
for some time on flesh by a ship's crew, refused its natural diet 
at theendof the voyage. There are numerous instancesof horses, 
sheep, oxen, and even wood-pigeons, having been taught to live 
upon ílesh, until thcy have loathed their natural aliment. Young 
children evidently prefer pastry, oranges, apples, and other fruit, 
to the ílesh of animais ; until, by the gradual depravation of the 
digestive organs, the free use of vegetables has for a time produced 
serious inconveniences ; for a time, I say, since there never was 
an instance wherein a change from spirituous liquors and animal 
food to vegetables and purê water has failed ultimately to 
invigorate the body, by rendering its juices bland and consen- 
taneous, and to restore to the mind that cheeríulness and elas- 
ticity which not one in fifty possesses on the present system. A 
love of strong liquors is also with difficulty taught to infants. 
Almost every one remembers the wry faces which the íirst glass 
of port produced. Unsophisticated instinct is invariably un- 
erring ; but to decide on the iitncss of animal food from the 
perverted appetites which its constrained adoption produces, is to 
make the criminal a judge in his own cause : it is evcn worse, it 
is appealing to the infatuated drunkard in a question of the 
salubrity of brandy. 

What is the cause of morbid action in the animal system ? 
Not the air we breathe, for our fellow-denizens of nature brcathe 
the same uninjured ; not the water we drink (if remote from 
the poUutions of man and his inventions f), for the animais 
drink it too ;  not the eartli we tread upon ;  not the unobscured 

* Cuvicr, Lcçons d'Anat. Comp. tom. iii. pp. 169, 373, 448, 465, 
480.    Rees's Cyclopadia, art. Jlan. 

■f The necessity of resorting to some means of purifying water. 
and the disease which ariscs from its adulteration in civilized 
countries, is sufiiciently apparent. See Dr Lambe's Reports cm 
Câncer.    I do not assert that the use of water is in itself un- 
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sight of glorious nature, in the wood, the field, or the expanse 
of sky and ocean ; nothing that we are or do in common with 
the undiseased inhabitants of the íorest. Something, then, 
wherein we diüer írom them : our habit of altering our food by 
fire, so that our appetite is no longer a just criterion for the fitness 
of its gratificatiou. Except in children, there remain no traces 
of that instinct which determines in ali othcr animais, what 
aliment is natural or otherwise; and so perfectly obliterated 
ara they iu the reasoning adults of our species, that it has become 
necossary to urge considerations drawn from comparative 
anatomy to prove that we are naturaJly írugivorous. 

Crime is madness. Madness is disease. Whenever the cause 
of disease shall be discovered, the root, from which ali vice and 
misery have so long overshadowed the globe, will lie bare to the 
axe. AU the exertions of man, from that moment, may be con- 
sidered as tending to the clear proíit of his species. No sane 
mind in a sane body resolves upon a real crime. It is a man 
of violent passions, bloodshot eyes, and swoUeu veins, that alone 
can grasp the.knife of murder. The system of a simple diet 
promises no Utopian advantages. It is no mere reform of legisla- 
tion, whilst the furious passions and evil propensities of the 
human heart, in which it had its origin, are still unassuaged. 
It strikes at the root of ali evil, and is an experiment which may 
be tried with success, not alone by natious, but by small societies, 
families, and even individuais. In no cases has a return tó 
vegetable diet produced the shghtest injury ; in most it has 
been attcnded with changes undcniably beneficiai. Should ever 
a physician be born with the gcnius of Locke, I am persuaded 
that he might trace ali bodily and mental derangements to our 
unnatural habits, as clearly as that philosopher has traced ali 
knowledge to sensation. What prolific sources of disease are 
not those mineral and vegetable poisons that have been introduced 
for its extirpation I How many thousands have become 
murdercrs and robbers, bigots and domestic tyrants, dissolute 
and abandoned adventurers, from the use of fermented liquors ; 
who, had they slaked their thirst only with purê water, would 
have lived but to difluse the happiness of their own unperverted 
feelings 1 How many groundless opinions and absurd institutions 
have not reccivcd a general sanction from the sottishness and 
intemperance of individuais ! Who will assert that, had the 
populace of Paris satisfied their hunger at the ever-furnished 
table of vegetable nature, they would have lent their brutal 
suffrage to the proscription-list of Robespierre ? Could a set 
of men, whose passions were not perverted by unnatural stimuli, 
look with coolncss on an auto da fé ? Is it to be believed that 
a being of gentle feelings, rising from his meai of roots, would 
take dclight in sports of blood ? Was Nero a man of temperate 
life ? could you read calm health in his cheek, flushed with 
ungovernable propensities of hatred for the human race ? Did 
Muley Ismaers pulse beat evenly, was his skin transparent, 
did his eyes beam with healthfulness, and its invariable con- 
comitants,   cheeríulness  and  benignity ?    Though  history  has 

natural, but that the unperverted palate would swallow no liquid 
capable of occasioning disease. 
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decided none of these questions. a child could not hesitate to 
answer m the negative. Surely the bilc-suffused cS oi 
Buonaparte h.s wrinklcd brow. and yellovv eye, the Se« 
inquietude of h.s nervous system. speak no less plaX thl 
character of I„s unresting ambition than his murdcrs and his 
victonos It is impossible, had Buonaparte descendcd from 
a race of vegetable feeders, that he could have had either tT 
mclmat.on or the power to ascend the throne of the ^Srtons 
The desirc of tyranny could scarcely be excited in the indivS' 
the power to tyrannue would certainly not be dele-ated bv a 
socety neither frenzied by incbriation nor rendered mpotLt 
^",' '",^*'°"^1 ^y '''^'?^^.«- l'regnant indeed with inexhJuS 
calam.ty .s the renunc.afon of instinct, as it concerns our phvs cal 
nature ; arithmetic cannot enumerate, nor reason perha^ 
suspect, the multitudinous sources of disease in dviliz^cd lif^ 
í-ven co^imon water, that apparently innoxious pabuium w e„ 
corrupted by the filth of popnlous cities, is a deadly and  n^icUous 

out by God Himself in the Hible to virtue should have becn 
va.ner than a nurse's tale; and that those dogmas, bywhich 
He ha^5 there excited and justifiedthe most ferociSus propensiües 
should have alone been dccmed essential ; whilst Chr stiln^ 
are in the daily practice of ali those habits which havelnfected 
with disease and crime, not only the reprobate sons, but these 
íavoured childrcn of the common Father's leve ? Omn potence 

anf universarsir^ ''"'^ '^°" '""^ -"-1— oi this S„al 
There is no disease, bodily or mental, which adoption of vege- 

table diet and purê water has not infalliblv mitigited wherever 
the expenment has been fairly tried. bebility is graduaZ 
conyerted into strength ; disease into healthfulness • ^madne".^ 
m ali its hideous variety, from the ravings of the fettered manS^ 
to the unaccountable irrationalitics of iU-temper, that make a 
hell of domestic hfe, into a calm and considerate evenness of 
temper, that a one might offer a certain pledge of the future mora 
reformation of society. On a natural system of diet, old age 
wou d be our last and our only malady ; the term of our existence 
would be protracted ;   we should enjoy life. and no loncer nre 
Sl°b"nf''°."í '""^ ="J°y™-,t of\t^ allsensational^de itdL 
would be mfimtely more exquisite and perfect ; the vcry sense 
of being would then be a continned pleasure, such as we now 
feel t in some few and favoured moments of our youth By 
ali that is sacred in our hopes for the human race. I coniure 
those who loye happiness and truth to give a fair irial to the 
vegetable system. Reasoning is surely superfluous on a subject 
whose merits an experience of six months would set for ever at 
rest But it is only among the enlightened and benevolent 
tliat 50 great a sacnfice of appetite an<i prcjudice can be ex- 
pected, even though its ultimate excellence should not admlt 
of dispute. It IS íoiind easier. by the short-sighted victims óf 
disease, to pall.ate their torments by medicine than to prevent 
them by regimcn I he vulgar of ali ranks are invariably sensual 
and mdocile ;  yet I cannot but feel myself persuaded that when 

• Lainbe's Reporls on Câncer. 
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the benefits of vegetable diet are mathematically proved, when. 
it Í3 as clear that those who live naturally are exempt from 
premature dcath as that nine is not one, the most sottish of 
mankind vvill feel a preference towards a long and tranquil. 
contrasted with a short and painfiil, life. On the average, out 
o£ sixty persons íour die in three years. Hopes are entertained 
that, in Âpril, 1814, a statement will be given that sixty persons, 
ali having lived more than three ycars on vegetables and purê 
water, are then in perfect hcaüh. More than two years have now 
elapscd ; not one of them lias dicd ; no such example will be found 
in any sixty persons taken at random. Seventeen persons o£ 
ali ages (the families of Dr Lambe and Mr Newton) have lived 
for seven years on this diet without a death, and almost without 
the slightest illness. Surely, when we consider that some of 
these were infants, and one a martyr to asthma now nearly 
subdued, we may challenge any seventeen persons taken at 
random in tliis city to exhibit a parallel case. Those who may 
have been excited to question the rectitude of established habits 
of diet by these loose remarks, should consult Mr Ncwton's 
luminoiis and eloqiient essay.* 

When these proofs come fairly before the world, and are 
clearly sceu by ali who understand arithmetic, it is scarcely 
])Ossible that abstinence from aliments demonstrably pernicious 
should not become universal. In proportion to the number 
of proselytes, so will be the weight of evidence ; and when ai 
thousand persons can be produced, living on vegetables and 
distilled water, who have to dread no disease but old age, the 
world will be compcUed to regard animal flesh and fermented 
liquors as slow but certain poisons. The change which would 
be produced by simpler habits on political economy is sufliciently 
remarkable. The monopolizing eater of animal flesh woukl 
no longer destroy his constitution by devouring an acre at a 
meai, and many loaves of bread would cease to contribute to 
gout, madness and apoplexy, in the shape of a pint of porter, 
or a dram of gin, when appeasing the loug-protracted famine 
of the hard-working peasanfs hungry babes. The quantity 
of nutritious vegetable matter, consumed in fattening the carcase 
of an ox, would allord ten times the sustenance, undepraving 
indeetl, and incapable of generating disease, if gathered immedi- 
ately from the bosom of the earth. The most fertile districts 
of the habitable globe are now actually cultivated by men for 
animais, at a delay and waste of alimcnt absolutely incapable 
of calculation. It is only the wealthy that can, to any great 
degree, oven now, indulge the unnatural craving for dead flesh, 
and they pay for the greater liccnce of the privilegc by subjcction 
to supí-rnumerary diseases. Again, the spirit of the natiou 
that should take the lead in this great reform would insensibly 
become agricultural ; commerce, with ali its vice, seltishness, 
and corruption, would gradually decline ; more natural habits 
would produce geutler mauners, and the excessivo complication 
of political rclations would be so far simplified that every in- 
dividual might feel and understand why he loved his country. 

• Rcturn to Natttre, or Defence of Vegetable Regimen. 
1811. 

Cadell, 
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and took a personal intercst in its weUare. How would England, 
for exaniplc, depend on the caprices of foreign rulers if she con- 
tained within herself ali the necessaries, and despised whatever 
they possesscd of the luxuries, of liíe ? How could they starve 
her into compliance with thcir views ? Of what consequence 
would it be that they refuscd to take her wooUen manufactures 
whcn large and íertiie tracts of the island ceasod to be allottcd 
to the waste of pasturage ? On a natural system of diet we 
should require no spices from índia ; no wines from Portugal, 
Spain, France, or Madeira ; none of those multitudinous articles 
of luxury, for which every corner of the globe is rifled, and which 
are the causes of so much individual rivalship, such calaniitous 
and sanguinary national disputes. In the history of modem 
times, the avarice of commercial monopoly, no less than the 
ambition of wcak and wicked chiefs, seems to have fomcnted 
the universal discord, to have added stubbornness to the mistakes 
of cabinets, and indocility to the infatuation of the people. Let 
it ever be remembered that it is the direct iniluence of commerce 
to make the interval between the richest and the poorest man 
wider and more unconquerable. Let it be remembered that it 
is a foe to everything 01 real worth and excellcnce in the human 
character. The odious and disgusting aristocracy of wealtli 
is built upon the ruins of ali that is good in chivalry or republican- 
ism ; and luxury is the forerunner of a barbarism scarce capablc 
of cure. Is it impossible to realize a state of society, where ali 
the energies of man shall be dirccted to the production of his 
solid happiuess ? Certainly, if tliis advantage (the object of 
;ül political speculation) be in any degree attainable, it is attain- 
able only by a comraunity which holds out no factitious incentives 
to the avarice and ambition of the íew, and which is internally 
organised for the liberty, sccurity, and comfort of the niany. 
None must be entrustcd with power (and money is the com- 
pletest species of power) who do not stand plodged to use it 
exclusively for the general benefit. But the use of animal 
£Ie.-ih and íermcnted liquors directly militates with this equality 
of the rights of man. The pcasant cannot gratify these fashion- 
able cravings without leaving his family to starve. Without 
disease and war, those sweepiug curtailers of population, pastur- 
age would include a waste too great to be afíorded. The labour 
requisite to support a family is far lightcr * than is usually 
supposed. The pcasantry work, not only for theniselves, but 
for the aristocracy, the army, and the manufacturers. 

The advantage of a reform in diet is obviously greatcr than 
that of any other. It strikes at the root of the evil. To remedy 
the abuses of legislation, before we annihilate the propensities 
by which they are produced, is to suppose that by taking away 

• It has come under the author's experience that some of the 
■workmen on an embankment in North Wales. who, in conse- 
quence of the inability of the proprietor to pay them, scldom 
received their wages, have supported large familiesby cultivating 
sraall spots of sterile ground by moonlight. In the notes to 
Pratt's poim, Bread, or the Poor, is an account of an industrious 
labourer who, by working in a small garden, before and aitcr 
his day's task, attained to an enviable state of independeucc. 
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the efíect the cause will cease to operate. But the efficacy of this 
systom depends cntirely on the proselytism of individuais, and 
f;rounds its nierits, as a benefit to the community, upon the total 
change of the dietetic habits in its members. It proceeds securely 
froiu a numbcr of particular cases to one that is universal, and has 
this advantage over the contrary mode, that one error does not 
mvalidate ali that has gone before. 

Let not too much, however, be cxpected from this system. The 
liealthiest among us is not exempt from hereditary disease. The 
most synimetrical, athletic, and longlived is a being inexpressibly 
inferior to what he would have been, had not the unnatural 
habits of his ancestors accumulated for him a certain portion of 
malady and deformity. In the most perfect specimen of civilized 
man, something is still found wanting by the physiological critic. 
Can a return to nature, then, instantaneously eradicate pre- 
cHspositions that have been slowly taking root in the silence of 
innumerable ages ?—Indubitably not. Ali that I contend for is, 
that from the nioment of the relinquishing ali unnatural habits no 
new disease is generated; and that the predisposition to hereditary 
maladies gradually perishes, for want of its accustomed supply. 
In cases of consumption, câncer, gout, asthma, and scrofula, such 
is the invariable tendency of a diet of vegetablcs and purê water. 

Those who may be induced by these remarks to give the 
vegetable system a fair trial, should, in the first place, date the 
commencement of their practice from the moment of their 
conviction. AU depends upon breaking through a pernicious 
habit resolutely and at once. Dr Trotter * asserts that no 
drunkard was ever reformed by gradually relinquishing liis 
(iram. Animal flesh, in its cífects on the human stomach, 
is analogous to a dram. It is similar in the kind, though 
differing in the degree, of its operation. The proselyte to a 
purê diet must be warned to expect a temporary diminution 
of muscular strength. The subtraction of a powerful stimulus 
will sullice to account for this event. But it is only temporary, 
and is succceiled by an etjuable capability for exertion, íar 
siirpa-ssing his íormer various and fluctuating strength. Above 
a)l, he will acejuire an easiness of breathing, by which such 
'jxertion is períormed, with a remarkable exemption from that 
painful and difíicult panting now felt by almost every one after 
Í-.asti1y climbing an ordinary mountain. He will be equally 
capable of bodily exertion, or mental application, after as before 
b.is siniple meai. He will íecl none of the narcotic effects of 
ordinary diet. Irritability, the direct consequence of exhaustiug 
stimuli, would yield to the power of natural and tranquil impulses. 
He will no longer pine míder the lethargy of ennui, that uncon- 
qucrable weariness of life, more to be dreaded than death itself. 
He will escape the epidemic niadness, which broods over its own 
injurious notions of the Deity, and " realizes the hell that priests 
and beldams feign." Every man forms, as it were, his god from 
I1Í.S own character ; to the divinity of one of simple habits no 
offcring would be more acccptable than the happiness of his 
creatures. He would be incapable of hating or persecuting 
others for the love of God.    He will find, raoreover, a system oi 

♦ See Trotter on the Nervous Temperament; 
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simple diet to be a system of perfect epicurism. He will no longer 
be incessantly occupied in blunting and destroying those organs 
írom which he expects his gratilication. The pleasurcs of tastt' 
to be derived from a dinner of potatoes, beans, pcas, turnips, 
lettuces, with a dcssert of apples, gooscberries, strawbcrries, 
currants. raspberries, and in wintcr, orangcs, apples and pears, is 
far grcater than is supposed. Those who wait until they can eat 
this plain fare with a source of appetitc will scarcely join wilh the 
hypocritical sensualist at a lord-inayor's fcast, who declaims 
against the pleasurcs of the table. Solomon kept a thousand 
concubines, and owned in dcspair that ali was vanity. The man 
whose happiness is constituted by the society of one amiable 
woman would find some difficiilty in syrapathizing with the 
disappointment of this vencrable debauchee, 

I address myself not only to the young enthusiast, the ardent 
devotcc of truth and virtue, the purê and passionate moralist, yet 
unvitiated by the contagion of the world. He will embrace a purê 
system, from its abstract truth, its beauty, its simplicity, and iti 
promise of wide-extended benefit ; unless custom hás turnod 
poison into food, he will hate the brutal pleasures of the chase by 
mstinct ; it will be a contemplation fuU of horror, and disappoint- 
ment to his mind, that beings capable of the gentlcst and most 
admirable sympathies should take delight in the duath-pangs and 
last convulsions of dying animais. The clderly man, whoso 
youth has been poisoned by intemperance, or who has lived with 
apparent moderation, and is afflictcd with a variety of painful 
maladies, would find his account in a beneficiai change produccd 
without the risk of poisonous medicines. The mother, to whoni 
the perpetuai rcstlessness of disease and unaccountable deaths 
incident to her children are the causes of incurable unhappiness. 
would on this diet experience the satisfaction of beholding their 
perpetuai healths and natural playfulness.* The most valuable 
lives are daily destroyed by diseases that it is dangerous to 
palliate and impossible to cure by medicine. How much longer 
will man continue to pimp for the gluttony of Death, his most 
insidious, implacable, and eternal foe ? 

'AWà ôpaKOfTas àypíoví KaXure Kal irap5á\€LS Kal X^ovraj, avroi üt 
fiiaífpoyÜTe cts thfjiüTijTa KaTaXíTrótn-es éKeívots oíõéf' fKtívoLS ^kv yàp ó 
</>6voi rpo<prij vpuv Sè Hipoy €(TTíV. . . . "Ort yhp OVK ÍGTIV áfOpÚTrip Karà 
<*>v(nv TÒ 'TapK0(paye7vj ■n-pCirov ^kv dTrà TCIV atafxáTuv ÕTj\ouTaí TTJS Kara- 

* See Mr Newton's book. His children are the most beautiful 
and healthy creatures it is possible to conceive ; the girls are 
perfect models for a sculptor ; their dispositions are aiso the most 
gentle and conciliating ; the judicious treatment, which they 
e.\perience in other points, may be a correlative cause of this. 
In the first five years of their life, of 18,000 children that are bom. 
7,500 die of various diseases ; and how many more of those that 
survive are not rendered miserable by maladies not immediately 
mortal ? The quality and quantity of a woman's milk are 
materially injured by the use of dead ilesh. In an island near 
Iceland, where no vegetables are to be got, the children invariably 
die of tetanus before they are three weeks old. and the population 
is supplied from the mainland.—Sir G. Mackenzie's ílist. of 
Iceland.    See also Éinile, chap. i. pp. 53. 54, 56. 
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<JK€V^S. OvSeyl yàf) eoiKC rò àvOpóirou aCòfia rwv êirl aapKOtpayíg. 
ycyovÒTCúv^ ov ypvrrÒTTjs X^íXODS, OVK Ò^ÓTris Ôvvxo^y ov Tpax^Trjs òõòVTOí 

7rpó{Te(7Tii', ov KOiXlas e&rovía Kal TTPetí^aros õepfJ.üT7}$j rpé\paL Kal Karep- 
yáffaffOat Òwarr] TÒ (iapu Kal Kpe^Ses' dW avrôOev rj <pv<TLS T^ XeioTTfTt 
TÍòV òõjin-uv Kal T-Q cr^iKpÓTijTt TOV aró/xaTOS Kal Ty /xa\a/coVi;Tt rijs yXóacrrjs 
Kal T^ irpòs Tré^Lv à,u^\vTr]TL TOV irvcúpLaros, i^òfxvvraí TTJV aapKOíPayí<v. 
Ei òè \éy€L^ Tre^uíffrai acavròv cVi Totaunjy iôwòrjyj 6 /SoiíXet cpayety 
TTpíÒTOv avTQ^ à-rrÓKreivoi/y àW aúròs ÔíÒ. (fçavroü, /JLTJ xPV^^f^^^^^ KOTTIôL 
fxijdè TVfÁirávii} Tivl fiTj^è ireXénei' áXXá, ws X^KOL Kal âpKTOL Kal Xéovres 
avrol 6(Ta é<JÔíov<XL <pov€vovcnyj &yç\€ ôi)y/jiaTL ^ovv -^ cTÓfxaTi (TOV, -^ 
àpva 9i \a.yij3Òv òiapprj^ov Kal <páye TrpojTreffuiv ÍTI ^QIVTOS, WS ÍK€lva. , . . 
'lí^íísS' ouTws év Tipfj.íai<pòvii}Tpu(pC)fxçv^ íIJJT Ò^pov Tò Kpéas Trpoaayopevo/xep, 
tÍT-' 5^Wf TTpòs avTÒ TÒ Kpéas ôeó^e^a, àva/xiyvvvTCS iXaioy ólvov fxéXi. yápov 
6^0$ tibvafiaaí 'SiupiaKoh 'A/Pa/3iK0is, ôaircp õfTtús veKpòv èvTa4>ià^ovT€s. 
Kai yàp OVTWS avTÚjv õiaXvOévTiov Kal (.i.a\ax&évTU3v Kal rpóirou TIVò. 

•7rpo<Tair€VTU3v ipyoy eVri TTjy ir€\^iv Kparijaai^ Kai StaKparijôeiaTjs òè òeivàs 
/SapÚTTjras é/xTroLet Kal POíTUíSCíS àTrc^ías- . . . OüVcü 70 Trpwrov ãyptóy Tt 
j*yo*' êl^pújOi} Kal KaKovpyou, ar' üpyis rts 7) IxOòs eiXKvaro' Kal yevaáfxtvov 
ouToi Kal irpopLeXerijuaif èv èKeívoisrò (PovíKÒr tirl 8ovp cpyáxTjv TJX^ç Kai rò 
KÓfffXLOv TTpóf^aToy Kal TÒP oÍKOvpQv àXíKTpvòi'a' Kal Karà fxLKpòv OVTO) rriv 
àirX-qírríav ffTO/xdxravTcs étrl (Xípayàs àuõpÚTriov Kal 7roX^/.ioi'S Kal (pòyovs 
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III. The Poet's Assertion 
1813-1816 

ON DEATH 

[Composed early 1813 ?    Publ. 1816.] 

TilERE    IS    NO    WORK,    NOR   DEVICE,    NOR    KNOWLEDGE,    NOR 
VVISDOM,   IN  THE  GRAVE,   WIHTHER  TlIOU  GOEST.—IScCleStaSteS. 

THE pale, the cold, and the moony smile 
Which the meteor beam of a starless night 

Sheds on a lonely and sea-girt isle, 
Ere the dawning of mürn's undoubted light, 

Is the flame of life so fickle and wan 
That flits round our steps till their strength is gone. 

O man ! hold thee on in courage of soul 
Through the stormy shades of thy worldly way, 

And the billows of cloud that around thee roll 
Shall sleep in the hght of a wondrous day, 

VVhere Hell and Heaven shall leave thee free 
To the universe of destiny. 

This world is the nurse of ali we know, 
This world is the niother of ali we feel, 

And the coming of death is a fearful blow 
To a brain unencompassed with nerves of steel; 

When ali that we know, or feel, cr see, 
Shall pass like an unreal mystery. 

The secret things of the grave are there, 
Where ali but this frame must surely be, 

Though the fine-wrought eye and the wondrous ear 
No longer will live to hear or to see 

Ali that is great and ali that is strange 
In the boundless realm of unending change. 



The Poet's Assertion 153 
Who telleth a tale of unspeaking death ? 

Who lifteth the veil of what is to come ? 
Who painteth the shadows that are beneath 

The wide-winding caves of the peopled tomb ? 
Or uniteth the hopes of what shall be 
With the fears and the love for that which we see ? 

MUTABILITY 

[Publ. 1816.] 

WE are as clouds that veil the midnight moon; 
How restlessly they speed, and gleam, and quiver, 

Streaking the darkness radiantly !—yet soon 
Night closes round, and they are lost for ever; 

Or like forgotten lyres, whose dissonant strings 
Give various response to each varying blast, 

To whose frail frame no second motion brings 
One mood or modulation like the last, 

We rest.—A dream has power to poison sleep; 
We rise.—One wandering thought pollutes the day; 

We feel, conceive or reason, laugh or weep; 
Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away: 

It is the same !—For, be it joy or sorrow, 
The jjath of its departure still is free : 

M;in's yesterday may ne'er be like his morrow; 
Nought may endure but Mutability. 

EVENING 

TO   HARRIET 

[Julysi, 1813.    Publ. 1886.] 

o Tiiou bright Sun !   beneath the dark blue Une 
Of Western distance tliat sublime descendest, 
And, gleaming lovelier as thy beams decline, 
Thy million hues to every vapour lendest. 

And, over cobweb lawn and grove and stream 
Shcddest the liquid magic of thy light, 
Till calm Eartli, with the parting splendour bright, 
Shows like the vision of a beauteous dreara ; 
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What gazer now with astronomic eye 

Could coldly count the spots within thy sphere ? 
Such were thy lover, Harriet, could he fly 

The thoughts of ali tliat makes his passion dear. 
And, turning senseless from thy warm caress, 
Pick flaws in our close-woveii happiness. 

TO lANTHE 

[September, 1831.    Publ. 1886.] 

I LOVE thee, Baby !  for thine own sweet sake ; 
Those azure eyes, that faintly dimpled cheek, 
Thy tender framc, so eloquently weak, 
Leve in the sterncst heart of hate might wakc ; 

But more when o'er thy fitful slumbcr bcnding 
Thy mother folds thee to her wakefiil heart, 
Whilst love and pity, in her glances blending, 
AH that thy passive eyes can foel impart : 

Wore, when some feeble lineaments of her, 
Who bore thy weight bencath her spotless bosom. 
As with dcep love I read thy face, recur,— 

More dear art thou, O fair and fragile blossom ; 
Dearcst when most thy tender traits express 
The image of thy mother's loveliness. 

AT BRACKNELL 

[March, 1814.    Publ. 1858.] 

THY dewy looks sink in my breast ; 
Thy gentle words stir poison there ; 

Thou hast disturbcd the only rcst 
That was the portion of despair ! 

Subdued to Duty's hard control, 
I could have borne my wayward lot : 

The chains that bind this ruined soul 
Had cankered then—but crushed it not. 

II 

STANZAS 

[April, 1814.    Publ. 1816.] 

Away ! the moor is dark beneath the moon, 
Rapid clouds have drunk the last pale beam of even: 

Away! the gathering winds vvill ca.ll the darkness soon, 
And profoundest midnight shroud the serene lights of 

Heaven. 
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Pause not!    The time is past!    Every voice cries, Away ! 

Tempt not with one last tear thy friend's ungentie mood : 
Thy lover's eye, so glazed and cold, dares not entreat thy 

stay; 
Duty and dereliction guide thee back to solitude. 

Away, away ! to thy sad and silent home; 
Pour bitter tears on its desolated hearth ; 

Watch the dim shades as like ghosts they go and come, 
And complicate strange webs of melancholy mirth. 

The leaves of wasted autumn woods shall íloat around thine 
head: 

The blooms of dewy spring shall gleam beneath thy feet: 
I)Ut thy soul or this world must fade in the frost that binds 

the dead, 
líre midnight's frown and morning's smile, ere thou and 

peace may meet. 

The cloud shadows of midnight possess their oWn repose, 
For the weary wiiids are silent, or the moon is in the 

deep: 
Some respite to its turbulence unresting ocean knows; 

Whatever moves, or toils, or grieves, hath its appointcd 
sleep. 

Thou in the grave shalt rest—yet till the phantoms flee 
Which that house and heath and garden made dear to 

thee erewhile, 
'i"hy rcmembrance, and repentance, and deep musings are 

not free 
From the music of two voices and the light of one sweet 

smile. 

TO HARRIET 

[May, 1814.    Publ. 1S86.] 

THY look of love has power to caíra 
The stormiest passion of my soul ; 

Thy gentle words are drops of balm 
In life's too bitter bowl ; 
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No grief is mine, but that alone 
These choicest blessings I have known. 

Harriet !  if ali who long to live 
In the warm sunshine o£ thine eye, 

That price beyond ali pain must give,— 
Bcneath thy scorn to die ; 

Then hear thy chosen own too late 
His heart most worthy o£ thy hate. 

Be thou, then, one among mankind 
Whose heart is harder not for state, 

Thou only virtuous, gentle, kind, 
Amid a world of hate ; 

And by a slight endiirancc seal 
A fellow-being's lasting weal. 

For pale with anguish is his cheek, 
His breath comes fast, his eyes are dim, 

Thy name is stniggling ere he spcak, 
Weak is each trembling limb ; 

In mercy let him not endure 
The misery of a fatal cure. 

Oh, trust for once no erring guide ! 
Bid the remorseless feeling flee ; 

'TLs malice, 'tis revenge, 'tis pride, 
'Tis anything but thee ; 

Oh, doign a nobler pride to prove. 
And pity ií thou canst not love. 

TO [HARRIET] 

[1814.    Publ. 1S39, 2nd Ed.] 

YET look on me—take not thine eyas away, 
Which feed upon the love within mine own, 

Which is indeed but the reflected ray 
Of thine own beauty from my spirit thrown. 
Yet speak to me—thy voice is as the tone 

Of my hearfs echo, and I think I hear 
That thou yet lovcst me ;  yet thou alone 

Like one before a mirror, without care 
Of aught but thine own features, imaged thcrc 
And yet I wear out life in watching thee ; 

A toil so sweet at times, and thou indccd 
Art kind whcn I am sick, and pity me. . . . 
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TO MARY WOLLSTONECRAFr GODWIN 

[June, 1814.    Publ. 1824.    The text is that of 1839.] 

MINE eyes were dim with tears unshed ; 
Yes, I was firm—thus wert not thou ;^ 

My baffled looks did fear yet dread 
To meet thy looks—I could not know 

How anxiously they soiight to shine 
With soothing pity upon mine. 

To sit and curb the souVs mute rage 
Which preys iipon itself alone ; 

To curse the Hfe which is the cage 
Of fettered grief that dares not groan, 

Hiding from many a careless eye 
The scornèd load of agony. 

in 
Wliilst thou alone, then not rcgardcd, 

The thou alone shoiild bc. 
To spend years thus, and be rewarded. 

As thou. sweet love, rcquited me 
Whcn nonc were near—Oh I   I did wake 
From torture for that momcnfs sake. 

IV 

Upon my hcart thy accents sweet 
Of peace and pity fell like dew 

On flowcrs half dcad ;—thy lips did meet 
Mine tremblingly ;   thy dark eyes threw 

Their soft persuasion on my brain, 
Charming away its drcam of pain. 

We are not happy, sweet ! our statc 
Is strange and fuU of doubt and fear; 

More need of words that ills abate ;— 
Reserve or censure come not near 

Our sacred friendsliip, lest there be 
No solace left for thee and me. 

Gentle and good and mild thou art, 
Nor can I live if thou appear 

Aught but thyself, or turn thine heart 
Away from me, or stoop to wear 

The mask of scorn, although it be 
To hide the love thou fecrst for me. 
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TO  

[Publ. 1816.] 

AAKPTSI AlOirn nOTMON 'AnOTMON 

OH ! there are spirits of the air, 
And genii of the evening breeze. 

And gentie ghosts, with eyes as fair 
As star-beams among twilight trees :— 

Such lovely ministers to meet 
Oft liast thou tumed from men thy lonely fcct. 

With mountain winds, and babbling springs, 
And moonlit seas, that are the voice 

Of these inexplicable things, 
Thou didst hold commune, and rejoice 

When they did answer thee; but they 
Cast, like a worthless boon, thy love away. 

And thou hast sought in starry eyes 
Beams that were never meant for thine, 

Another's wcalth :—tame sacrifice 
To a fond faith ! still dost thou pine ? 

Still dost thou hope that greeting hands, 
Voice, looks, or lips, may answer thy demands ? 

Ah! wherefore didst thou build thine hope 
On the false earth's inconstancy? 

Did thine own mind afford no scope 
Of love, or moving thoughts to thee ? 

That natural scenes or hurnan smiles 
Could steal the power to wind thee in their wiles ? 

Yes, ali the faithlcss smiles are fled 
Whose falsehood left thee broken-hcarted; 

The glory of the moon is dead ; 
Night's ghosts and dreams have now departed ; 

Thine own soul still is true to thee, 
But changed to a foul fiend through misery. 

This fiend, whose ghastly presence evcr 
Beside thee like thy shadow hangs, 

Dream not to chase ;—the mad endeavour 
Would scourge thee to severer pangs. 

Be as thou art.    Thy settled fate, 
Dark as it is, ali change would aggravate. 
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A SUMMER EVENING CHURCHYARD 

LECIILADE, GLOUCESTERSIIIRE 

[Comp. Septembcr, 1815.    Publ. 1816.] 

THE wind has swcpt from the wide atmosphere 
Each vapour that obscured thc sunset's ray ; 
And pallid Evening twines its beaining hair 
In duskier braids around the languid eyes of Daj: 
Silence and Twilight, unbeloved of men, 
Creep hand in hand from yon obscurest glen. 

They breathe their spells towards the departing day, 
Encompassing the carth, air, stars, and sea; 
Light, sound, and motion own the potent sway, 
Responding to the charm with its own mystery. 
The winds are still, or the dry church-tower grass 
Knows not their gentie motions as they pass. 

Thou too, aereal Pile ! whose pinnacles 
Point from one shrine like pyramids of fire, 
Obeyest in silence their sweet solemn spells, 
Clothing in hues of heaven thy dim and distant spire, 
Around whose lessening and invisible hcight 
Gather among the stars the clouds of night. 

The dead are slceping in their sepulchres: 
And, mouldering as they sleep, a thrilling sound, 
Half sense, half thought, among the darkness stirs, 
Breathed from their wormy beds ali living things around,. 
And mingling with the still night and mute sky 
Its awful hush is felt inaudibly. 

Thus solemnized and softened, death is mild 
And terrorless as this serenest night : 
Here could I hope, like some inquiring child 
.Sporting on graves, that death did hide from human sight 
Sweet secrets, or beside its breathless sleep 
That loveliest dreams perpetuai watch did keep. 
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TO \\ORDSWORTH 

[Publ. 1816.] 

PoET of Nature, thou hast wcpt to know 
That things dcpart which never may retum : 
Childhood and yoiith, friendship and love'.s first glow, 
Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee to moum. 
These common woes I feel.    One loss is mine 
.Which thou too feerst, yet I alone deplore. 
Thou wert as a lone star, whose light did shino 
On some frail bark in winter's midnight roar: 
'J"hou hast like to a rock-built refuge stood 
Above the blind and battling multitude : 
In honoured poverty thy voice did weave 
Songs consecrate to truth and liberty,— 
Deserting these, thou leavest me to grieve, 
'I'hus having been, that thou shouldst cease to be. 

FEELINGS  OF A  REPUBLICAN   ON   THE   FALL 
OF BONAPARTE 

[Publ. 1816.] 

I HATKD thee, fallen tyrant!    I did groan 
']■() think that a most unambitious .slave, 
Like thou, shouldst dance and revel on the grave 
Of ] Jberty.    Thou mightst have built thy throne 
VVhere it had stood even now: thou didst i)refer 
A frail and bloody jiom]) which Time has swept 
In fragments towards Oblivion.    Massacre, 
For this I prayed, would on thy sleep have crept, 
'freason and Slavery, Rapine, Fcar, and Lust, 
And stifled thee, their minister.    I know 
Too late, since thou and France are in the dust, 
That Virtue owns a more eternal foe 
Than Force or Fraud : old Custom, legal Crime, 
And bloody Faith the foulest birth of Time. 
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"NOVEMBER  1815" 

[Possibly 1816.    Publ. 1823.] 

Tiiii cold carth slept bclow, 
Abovc thc cold sky shone ; 

And ali around, with a chilling sound, 
l'"rom caves of ice and fields of snow, 
The brcatli of night like dcatli did llow 

Beneath the sinking moon. 

Thc wintry hcdgc was black, 
The grcen grass was not secn, 

The birds did rcst on the bare thorn's breast, 
Wliosc roots, beslde the pathway track, 
Had bound thcir folds o'er many a crack, 

Which the írost had madc bctween. 

Thinc eyes glowed in the glarc 
Of the moon's dying light; 

As a fcn-fire's beam on a sluggish stream 
Gleams dimly, so the moon shone there, 
And it yellowcd the strings of thy raven hair, 

That shook in the wind of night. 

The moon made thy lips pale, beloved— 
The wind made thy bosom chill— 

Thc night did shcd on thy dcar head 
Its frozen dew, and thou didst lie 
Where the bittcr breath of the iiakcd sky 

Might visit thee at will. 

ALASTOR OR THE SPIRIT OF SOLITUDE 

[Comp.   at   Bishopsgate,  in   the   autumn    of    1815.    Publ. 
March iSi6.] 

PREFACE 

'J"HE poum entitled Alasior may be considered as allegorical 
of one of the most intercsting situations of the human mind. 
It represents a youth of uncorrupted feeHngs and ad- 
venturous genius íed forth by an imagination inflamed and 
purified through faniiliarity with  ali that is excellent  and 
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majestic, to the contcmplation of the universe. He drinks 
deep of the fountains of knowlcdge, and is still insatiate. 
The magnificence and beauty of the externai world sinks 
profoundly into the frame of his conceptions, and afibrds 
to their modifications a variety not to be exhausted. So 
long as it is possible for his desires to point towards objects 
thus infinita and unmeasured, he is joyous, and tranquil, and 
self-possessed. But the period arrives when these objects 
cease to sufíice. His mind is at length suddenly awakened 
and thirsts for intercourse with an intelhgence similar to 
itself. He images to himself the ]!eing whom he loves. 
Conversant with speculations of the subhniest and most 
perfect natures, the vision in which he embodies his own 
imaginations unites ali of wonderful, or wise, or beautiful, 
'.vhich the poet, the philosophcr, or the lover could 
depicture. The intellectual faculties, the imagination, the 
functions of sense, have their respective requisitions on the 
sympathy of corresponding powers in other human beings. 
The Poet is represented as uniting these retiuisitions, and 
attaching them to a single image. He seeks in vain for a 
prototype of his conception. Blasted by his disappointment, 
he descends to an untimely grave. 

The picture is not barren of instruction to actual men. 
The Poet's self-centrcd seclusion was avenged by the furies 
of an irresistible passion pursuing him to sj)eedy ruin. ]5ut 
that Power which strikes the luminaries of the world with 
sudden darkness and extinction, by awakening them to too 
exquisite a ])erception of its influences, dooms to a slow and 
poisonous decay those meaner spirits that dare to abjure its 
dominion. Their destiny is more abject and inglorious as 
their delinquency is more contemptible and pernicious. 
T'hey who, deluded by no generous error, instigated by no 
sacred thirst of doubtful knowledge, duped by no illustrious 
superstition, loving nothing on this earth, and cherishing 
no hoi)es beyond, yet keep aloof from sympathies with their 
kind, rejoicing neither in human joy nor mourning with 
human grief; these, and such as they, have their apportioned 
curse. They languish, because none feel with them their 
common nature. They are morally dead. They are neither 
friends, nor lovers, nor fathers, nor citizens of the world, nor 
benefactors of their country. Among those who attempt to 
exist without human symjjathy, the purê and tender-hearted 
perish through the intensity and passion of their search after 
its communities, when the vacancy of their spirit suddenly 
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makes itself felt. Ali else, selfish, blind, and torpid, are 
those unforeseeing multitudes who constitute, together with 
their ovvn, the lasting misery and loneliness of the world. 
Those who love not their fellow-beings live unfruitful lives, 
and prepare for their old age a miserable grave. 

" The good die first, 
And those whose hearts are dry as summer dust, 
Burn to the socket ! " 

Dccembcr 14, 1815. 

Nondum amabam, et amare amabam, quaerebam quid amarem, 
amans amare.—Confess. St Attgust. 

EARTH, ocean, air, belovèd brotherhood ! 
If our great Mother has imbued my soul 
With aught of natural piety to feel 
Your love, and recompense the boon with mine; 
If dewy morn, and odorous noon, and even, 
With sunset and its gorgeous ministers, 
And solemn midnight'.s tingling silentness, 
If autumn'.s hollow sighs in the scre wood, 
And winter robing with purê snow and cro\vns 
Of starry ice the grey grass and bare boughs ; 
If spring's voluptuous pantings when she breathes 
Her first sweet kisses, have been dear to me; 
If no bright bird, insect, or gentle beast 
I consciously have injurcd, but still loved 
And cherished thesc my kindred ; then forgive 
This boast, belovèd brethrcn, and withdraw 
No portion of your wonted favour now ! 

Mother of this unfathoniable world ! 
Favour my solemn song, for I have lovcd 
Thee ever, and thee only ; I have watched 
Thy shádow, and the darkness of thy stcps, 
And my heart ever gazes on the depth 
Of thy deep mysteries.    I have made my bed 
In chameis and on cofifins, where black death 
Keeps record of the trophies won from thee, 
Hoping to still these obstinate questionings 
Of thee and thine, by forcing some lone ghost 
Thy messenger, to render up the tale 
Of what we are.    In lone and silent hours, 
When night makes a weird sound of its own stillne.ç.ç, 
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Like an inspired and desperate alchymist 
Staking his very life on some dark hope, 
Have I mixcd awful talk and asking looks 
With my most innocent love, until strange tears 
Uniting with those breathless kisses, made 
Such magic as compels the charmèd night 
To render up thy charge : . . . and, though ne'er yet 
Thou hast unveilcd thy inmost sanctuary, 
Enough from incommunicable dream, 
And twilight phantasms, and deej) noon-day thought, 
Has shone within me, that serenely now 
And moveless, as a long-forgotten lyre 
Suspended in the soHtarj' dome 
Of some mysterious and deserted fane, 
I wait thy breath, Grcat Parent, that my strain 
May modulate with murmurs of the air, 
And motions of the forests and the sea, 
And voice of living beings, and woven hymns 
Of night and day, and the deep heart of man. 

There was a Poet whose untimely tomb 
No human hands with pious reverence rearcd, 
But the charmed eddies of autumnal winds 
Built o'er his mouldering bonés a pyramid 
Of mouldering leaves in the waste wilderness :— 
A lovely youth,—no mourning maiden deckcd 
With weeping flowers, or votive cypress wreath, 
The lone couch of his everlasting sleep :— 
Gentie, and brave, and generous,—no lorn bard 
Ereathed o'er his dark fate one melodious sigh : 
He lived, he dicd, he sung, in sohtude. 
Strangcrs have wept to hear his passionate notes. 
And virgins, as unknown he passed, have pined 
And wasted for fond love of his wild cyes. 
The fire of those soft orbs has ceascd to burn, 
And Silence, too enamoured of that voice, 
Locks its mute music in her ruggcd cell. 

By solemn vision, and bright silver dream, 
His iníancy was nurtured.    Every sight 
And sound from the vast earth and ambient air, 
Sent to his heart its choicest imjiulses. 
The fountains of divine philosophy 
Fled not his thirsting lips, and ali of great, 
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Or good, or lovely, which the sacred past 
In truth or fable consecrates, he felt 
And knew.    When early youth had passed, he left 
His cold fireside and alienated home 
To seek strange truths in undiscovered lands. 
Many a wide waste and tangled wildemess 
Has lured his fearless steps; and he has bought 
With his sweet voice and eyes, from savage men, 
His rest and food.    Nature's most secret steps 
He like her shadow has pursued, ■where'er 
The red volcano overcanopies 
Its fields of snow and pinnacles of ice 
With burning smoke, or where bitumen lakes 
On black bare pointed islets ever beat 
V/ith sluggish surge, or where the secret caves 
Rugged and dark, winding among the springs 
Of lire and poison, inaccessible 
To avarice or pride, their starry domes 
Of diamond and of gold expand above 
Numberless and immeasurable halls, 
Frequent with crystal column, and clear shrines 
Of pearl, and thrones radiant with chrysoHte. 
Nor had that scene of ampler majesty 
Than gems or gold, the varying roof of heaven 
And the green earth lost in his heart its claims 
To love and wonder; he would hnger long 
In lonesome vales, making the wild his home, 
Until the doves and squirrels would partake 
From his innocuous hand his bloodless food 
Lured by the gentle meaning of his looks, 
And the wild antelope, that starts whene'er 
The dry leaf rustles in the brake, suspend 
Her timid steps to gaze upon a form 
More graceful than her own. 

His wandering step 
Obedient to high thoughts, has visited 
The awful ruins of the days of old : 
Athens, and Tyre, and Balbec, and the waste 
Where stood Jerusalém, the fallen towers 
Of Babylon, the eternal pyramids, 
Memphis and Thebes, and whatsoe'er of strange 
Scutptured on alabaster obelisk, 
Or jasper tomb, or mutilated sphynx, 
Dark /Ethiopia in her desert hills 
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Conccals.    Among the ruined templcs there, 
Stupendous columns, and wild images 
Of more than man, where marble daemons watch 
The Zodiac's brazen mystery, and dead men 
Hang their mute thoughts on the mute walls around, 
He lingered, poring on memoriais 
Of the \vorId's youth, through the long buming day 
Gazed on those speechless shapes, nor, when the moon 
Filled the mysterious halls with floating shades 
Suspended he that task, but evcr gazed 
And gazed, till meaning on his vacant mind 
Flashed like strong inspiration, and he saw 
The thriUing secrets of the birth of time. 

Meanwhile an Arab maiden brought his food, 
Her daily portion, from her father's tent, 
And spread her matting for his couch, and stolc 
From duties and repose to tend his steps:— 
Enamoured, yet not daring for deep awe 
To speak her love :—and watched his nightly sleep, 
Sleepless herself, to gaze upon his lips 
1'arted in slumber, whence the regular breath 
Of innocent dreams arose : then, when red mom 
Made paler the pale moon, to her cold home 
Wildered, and wan, and panting, she returned. 

The Poet wandering on, through Arabie 
And Pérsia, and the wild Carmanian waste. 
And o'er the aérial mountains which pour down 
Indus and Oxus from their icy caves, 
In joy and exultation held his way; 
Till in the vale of Cashmire, far within 
Its loneliest deli, where odorous plants entwine 
Beneath the hollow rocks a natural bower, 
Beside a sparkling rivulet he stretchcd 
His languid limbs.    A vision on his sleep 
There came, a dream of hopes that never yet 
Had flushed his cheek.    He dreamed a veilèd niaid 
Sate near him, talking in low solemn tones. 
Her voice was like the voice of his own soul 
Heard in the calm of thought; its music long, 
Like woven sounds of streams and breezes, held 
His inmost sense suspended in its web 
Of many-coloured woof and shifting hues. 
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Knowledge and truth and virtue were her theme, 
And lofty hopes of divine liberty, 
Thoughts the most dear to him, and poesy, 
Herself a poet.    Soon the solemn mood 
Of her purê mind kindled through ali her frame 
A permeating fira : wild numbers then 
She raised, with voice stifled in tremulous sobs 
Subdued by its own pathos : her fair hands 
W^ere bare alone, sweeping from some strange harp 
Strange symphony, and in their branching veins 
The eloíiuent blood told an iiieffable tale. 
The beating of her heart was heard to fiU 
The pauses of her music, and her breath 
Tumultuously accorded with those fits 
Of intermitted song.    Sudden she rose, 
As if her heart impatiently endured 
Its bursting burthen : at the sound he turned, 
And saw by the warm light of their own life 
Her glowing limbs beneath the sinuous veil 
Of woven wind, her outspread arms now bare, 
Her dark locks floating in the breath of night, 
Her beamy bending eyes, her parted lips 
Outstretched, and pale, and quivering eagerly. 
His strong heart sunk and sickened with excess 
Of love.    He reared his shuddering limbs and quelled 
His gasping breath, and spread his arms to meet 
Her panting bosom : . . . she drew back a while, 
Then, yielding to the irresistible joy, 
With frantic gesture and short breathless cry 
Folded his frame in her dissolving arms. 
Now blackness veiled his dizzy eyes, and night 
Involved and swallowed up the vision ; sleep, 
Like a dark flood suspended in its course, 
Rolled back its impulse on his vacant brain. 

Roused by the shock he started from his trance—■ 
The cold white light of morning, the blue moon 
Low in the west, the clear and garish hills, 
The distinct valley and the vacant woods, 
Spread round him where he stood.    Whither have flea 
The hues of heaven that canopied his bower 
Of yesternight ?    The sounds that soothed his sleep, 
The niystery and the majesty of Earth, 
The joy, the exultation ?    His wan eyes 
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Gaze on the cmpty scene as vacantly 
As ocean's moon looks on the moon in heaven. 
The spirit of sweet human love has sent 
A vision to the sleep of him who spurned 
Her choicest gifts.    He eagerly pursues 
Beyond the realms of dream that fleeting shade; 
He overleaps the bounds.    Alas ! Alas ! 
Were limbs, and breath, and being intertwined 
Thus treacherously ?    Lost, lost, for ever lost, 
In the wide pathless desert of dim sleep, 
That beautiful shape !    Does the dark gate of death 
Conduct to thy mysterious paradise, 
O Sleep ?    Does the bright arch of rainbow clouds, 
And pendent mountains seen in the calm lake, 
Lcad only to a black and watery depth, 
While death's blue vault, with loathliest vapours hung, 
Wherc cvery shade which the foul grave exhales 
Hides its dead eye from the detested day, 
Conduct, O Sleep, to thy delightful realms ? 
This doubt with sudden tide ííowed on his heart, 
The insatiate hope which it awakened, stung 
His brain even like despair. 

While daylight held 
The sky, the Poet kept mute conference 
With his stíll soul.    At night the passion carne, 
Like the fierce fiend of a distempered drcani, 
And shook him from his rest, and led him forth 
Into the darkness.—As an eagle grasped 
In folds of the green serpent, feels her breast 
Burn with the poison, and prccipitates 
Through night and day, tempest, and calm, and cloud, 
Frantic with dizzying anguish, her blind flight 
0'er the wide aèry wilderness : thus driven 
By the bright shadow of that lovely dream, 
Beneath the cold glare of the desolate night, 
Through tangled swamps and deep precipitous delis, 
Startling with careless step the moonlight snake, 
He fled.    Red morning dawned upon his flight, 
Shedding the inockery of its vital hues 
Upon his chcek of death.    He wandered on 
Till vast Aornos seen from Petra's steep 
Hung o'er the low horizon like a cloud; 
Through Balk, and where the desolatcd tombs 
Of Parthian kings scatter to every wind 
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Their wasting dust, wildly he wandered on, 
Day after day a weary waste of hours, 
Bearing within his life the brooding care 
'l'hat ever fed 011 its decaying llame. 
And now his limbs were lean: his scattered hair 
Sered by the autumn of strange suffering 
Sung dirges in the wind; his listless hand 
Hung Hke dead boné within its withered skin; 
Life, and the lustre that consumed it, shone 
As in a furnace burning secretly 
From his dark eyes alone.    The cottagers, 
Who ministered with human charity 
His human wants, beheld with wondcring awe 
Their fleeting visitant.    The mountaineer, 
Encountering on some dizzy precipice 
That spectral form, deemed that the Spirit of wind 
With Hghtning eyes, and eager breath, and feet 
Disturbing not the drifted snow, had paused 
In its career: the infant would conceal 
His troubled visage in his mothür's robe 
In terror at the glare of those wild eyes, 
To remember their strange Hght in many a dream 
Of after-times; but youthful maidcns, taught 
By nature, would interpret half the woe 
That wasted hini, would call him with false names 
Brother, and friend, would press his pallid hand 
At parting, and watch, dim through tears, the path 
Of his departure from their father's door. 

At length upon the lone Chorasmian shore 
He paused, a wide and melancholy waste 
Of putrid marshes.    A strong impulse urged 
His steps to the sea-shore.    A swan was there, 
Beside a sluggish stream among the reeds. 
It rose as he approached, and with strong wings 
Scaling the upward sky, bent its bright course 
High over the immcasurable main. 
His eyes pursued its flight.—" Thou hast a home, 
Beautiful bird; thou voyagest to thine home, 
Where thy sweet mate will twine her downy neck 
With thine, and welcome thy retum with eyes 
Bright in the lustre of their own fond joy. 
And what am I that I should linger here, 
With voice far sweeter than thy dying notes, 
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Spirit more vast than thine, frame more attuned 
To beauty, wastiiig thcse surpassing powers 
In the deaf air, to the blind earth, and heaven 
That echoes not my thoughts ? "    A gloomy smile 
01 despcratc hope wrinkled his quivering lips. 
For skcp, he knuw, kept most relentlessly 
Its preciüus charge, and silent death ex[)()sed, 
Faitliless perhaps as sleej), a shadowy lure, 
With düubtful smile mocking its own strange charms. 

Startled by his own thoughts he looked around. 
There was no fair ficnd near him, not a sight 
Or soiind of avve but in his own deep mind. 
A Httle shallop floating near the shore 
Caught the impatient wandering of his gaze. 
It had becn long abandoned, for its sides 
Gaped wide with many a rift, and its frail joints 
Swayed with the undulations of the tide. 
A restless impulse urged him to embark 
And meet lone Death on the drear ocean's waste; 
For well he knew that mighty Shadow loves 
The slimy caverns of the populous deep. 

The day was fair and sunny, sea and sky 
Drank its inspiring radiance, and the wind 
Swept strongly from the shore, blackening the waves. 
Following his eager soul, the wanderer 
Leajíed in the boat, he spread his cloak aloft 
On the bare mast, and took his lonely seat, 
And felt the boat speed o'er the tranquil sea 
Like a tom cloud before the hurricane. 

As one that in a silver vision floats 
Pbedient to the sweep of odorous winds 
Ui)on resplendent clouds, so rapidly 
Along the dark and ruffled waters fied 
The straining boat.—A whirhvind swe[)t it on, 
With ficrce gusts and precijjitating force, 
Through the white ridges of the chafèd sea. 
The waves arose.    Iligher and higher still 
'l'heir fierce necks writhed beneath the tempest's scourge 
Like serpents struggling in a vulture's grasp. 
Calm and rejoicing in a fearful war 
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Of wave ruining on wave, and blast on blast 
Descending, and black flood on whirpool driven 
With dark obliterating course, he sate : 
As if their genii were the ministers 
Appointed to conduct him to the light 
Of those bclovèd eyes, the Poet sate 
Holding the steady helm.    Evening came on, 
The beams of sunset hung their rainbow hues 
High 'mid the shifting domes of sheeted spray 
That canopied his path o'er the waste deep; 
Twilight, ascending slowly from the east, 
Entwined in duskier wreaths her braided locks 
0'er the fair front and radiant eyes of day ; 
Night foUowed, clad with stars.    On every side 
More horribly the multitudinous streams 
Of ücean's mountainous waste to mutual war 
Rushed in dark tumult thundering, as to mock 
The calm and spangled sky.    The little boat 
Still fled before the storm; still fled, like foam 
Down the steep cataract of a wintry river ; 
Now pausing on the edge of the riven wave; 
Now leaving far behind the bursting mass 
That fell, convulsing ocean : safely fled—• 
As if that frail and wasted hunian form, 
Had been an elemental god. 

At midnight 
The moon arose : and Io ! the ethereal cliffs 
Of Caucasus, whose icy summits shone 
Among the stars like sunlight, and around 
Whose caverned base the whirlpools and the waves 
Bursting and eddying irresistibly 
Rage and resound for ever.-—Who shall save ?—• 
The boat fled on,—the boiling torrent drove,—• 
The crags closed round with black and jaggèd arms, 
The shattered mountain overhung the sea, 
And faster still, beyond ali human speed, 
Susjjended on the sweep of the smooth wave, 
The little boat was driven.    A cavem there 
Yawned, and amid its slant and winding depths 
Ingulfed the rushing sea.    The boat fled on 
With unrelaxing speed.—" Vision and Love ! " 
The Poet cried aloud, " I have behcld 
The path of thy departure.    Sleep and death 
Shall not divide us long!" 
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The boat pursued 

The windings of the cavem.    Daylight shone 
At length upon that gloomy river's flow; 
Now, whcre the fierccst war among the wavcs 
ís calm, on the unfathomuble streani 
The boat nioved slowly.    Whcre the mountain, riven, 
Exposcd thüse black depths to the azure sky, 
Ere yct the flood's enormous volume fell 
Even to the base of Caucasus, with sound 
That shook the everlasting rocks, the niass 
Filled with one whirpool ali that ample chasm; 
Stair above stair the eddying waters rose, 
Cireling immeasurably fast, and lavcd 
With altcmating dash the gnarlèd roots 
Of mighty trees, that stretched their giant arms 
In darkness over it.    I' the midst was left, 
Reflecting, yet distorting every cloud, 
A pool of treacherous and tremendous calm. 
Seized by the sway of the ascending stream, 
^Vith dizzy swiftness, round, and round, and round, 
Ridge after ridge the straining boat arose, 
Till on the verge of the extremest curve, 
Where, through an opening of the rocky bank, 
The waters overllow, and a smooth spot 
Of glassy quiet mid those battling tides 
Is left, the boat paused shuddering.—Shall it sink 
IJown the abyss ?    Shall the reverting stress 
Of that resistíess gulf embosom it ? 
Now shall it fali ?—A wandering streani of wind, 
Breathed from the west, has caught the cxpandcd sail. 
And, Io ! with gentle motion, between banks 
Of mossy slope, and on a placid stream, 
lieneath a woven grove it sails, and, hark! 
The ghastly torrent mingles its far roar, 
With the breeze murmuring in the musical woods. 
Where the embowering trees recede, and leave 
A little space of green expanse, the cove 
Is closcd by mecting banks, whose yellow ílowers 
For evcr gaze on their own drooping eyes, 
Reflected in the crystal calm.    The wave 
Of the boat's motion marred their pensive task, 
^Vhich nought but vagrant bird, or wanton wind, 
Or falling spear-grass, or their own decay 
Had e'er disturbed before. The Poet longed 
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To deck with their bright hues his withered hair, 
liut 011 his heart its solitude returned, 
And he forbore.    Not the strong impulse hid 
In those flushed cheeks, bent eyes, and shadowy frame 
Had yet jicrformed its ministry : it hung 
üpon his life, as hghtning in a cloud 
Cileams, hovciing ere it vanish, ere the floods 
Of night close over it. 

The noonday sun 
Now shone upon the forest, one vast mass 
Of niinghng shade, whose brown magnificence 
A narrow vale embosoms.    There, huge caves, 
Scooped in the dark base of their aery rocks 
Mocking its moans, respond and roar for ever. 
The meeting boughs and implicated leaves 
Wove twilight o'er the Poet's path, as led 
15y love, or dream, or god, or mightier Death, 
He sought in Nature's dcarest haunt, some bank, 
Her cradle, and his sepulchre.    More dark 
And dark the shades accumulate.    The oak, 
lixpanding its inimense and knotty arms, 
Jímbraces the light beech.    The pyramids 
Of the tall cedar overarching, frame 
Most solemn domes within, and far below, 
Like clouds suspended in an emerald sky, 
The ash and the acácia floating hang 
Tremulous and pale.    Like restless serpents, clothed 
in rainbow and in fire, the parasites, 
Starred with ten thousand blossoms, flow around 
The grc}' trunks, and, as gamesome infants' eyes, 
With gentle meanings, and most innocent wiles, 
Fold their beanis round the hearts of those that love, 
These twine their tendrils with the wedded boughs 
Uniting their close union; the woven leaves 
Make net-work of the dark blue light of day. 
And the night's noontide clearness, mutable 
As shapes in the weird clouds.    Soft mossy lawns 
líeneath these canopies extend their swells, 
l''ragrant with pcrfumed herbs, and eyed with blooms 
JMinute yet beautiful.    One darkest glen 
Sends from its woods of musk-rose, twined with jasmine, 
A soul-dissolving odour, to invite 
To some more lovely mystery.    Through the deli, 
Silencc and Twilight here, twin-sisters, keep 
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Their noonday watch, and sail among the shades, 
Like vaporous shapes half seen; beyond, a well, 
Dark, gleaniing, and of most translucent wave, 
Images ali the woven boughs above, 
And each depending leaf, and every speck 
Of azure sky, darting between their chasnís ; 
Nor aught else in the liquid mirror laves 
Its portraiture, but some inconstant star 
Between one foliaged lattice twinkling fair, 
Or painted bird, sleeping beneath the moon, 
Or gorgeous insect floating motionless, 
Unconscious of the day, ere yet his wings 
Have spread their glories to the gaze of noon. 

Hither the Poet carne.    His eyes beheld 
Their own wan light through the reflected Unes 
Of his thin hair, distinct in the dark depth 
Of that stül fountain ; as the human heart, 
Gazing in dreams over the gloomy grave, 
Sees its own treacherous likeness there.    He heard 
The motion of the leaves, the grass that sprung 
Startled and glanced and trembled even to feel 
An unaccustomed presence, and the sound 
Of the sweet brook that from the secret springs 
Of that dark fountain rose.    A Spirit seemed 
To stand beside him—clothed in no bright robes 
Of shadowy silver or enshrining light, 
]jorrowed from aught the visible world aflfords 
Of grace, or majesty, or mystery ;— 
But, undulating woods, and silent well. 
And leaping rivulet, and evening gloom 
Now deepening the dark shades, for speech assuming, 
Held commune with him, as if he and it 
Were ali that was,—only . . . when his regard 
Was raised by intense pensiveness, . . . two eyes, 
Two starry eyes, hung in the gloom of thought, 
And seemed with their serene and azure smiles 
To beckon him. 

Obedient to the light 
That shone within his soul, he went, pursuing 
The windings of the deli.—The rivulet 
Wanton and wild, through many a green ravine 
Beneath the forest flowed.    Sometimes it fell 
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Among the moss with hollow harmony 
Dark and profound.    Now on the polished stones 
It daiíced ; like childhood laughing as it went: 
Then, through the plain in tranquil wanderings crept, 
Reflecting every herb and drooping bud 
That ovcrhung its quietness.—" O stream ! 
Whose source is inaccessibly profound, 
Whithcr do thy mysterious waters tend ? 
Thou imagost my Hfe.    Thy darksome stillness, 
Thy dazzhng waves, thy loud and hollow gulfs, 
Thy searchless fountain, and invisible course 
Have each their type in me : and the wide sky, 
And nieasureless ocean may declare as soon 
What oozy cavem or what wandering cloud 
Contains thy waters, as the universe 
Tell where these living thoughts reside, when stretched 
Upon thy flowers my bloodless limbs shall waste 
r the passing wind !" 

Beside the grassy shore 
Of the small stream he went; he did impress 
On the green moss his tremulous step, that caught 
Strong shuddering from his burning limbs.    As one 
Roused by some joyous madness from the couch 
Of fever, he did move; yet, not like him, 
Forgetful of the grave, where, when the flame 
Of his frail exultation shall be spent, 
He must descend.    With rapid steps he went 
Bencath the shade of trees, beside the flow 
Of the wild babbling rivulet; and now 
The forest's solemn canopies were changed 
For the uniform and lightsome evening sky. 
Grey rocks did peep from the spare moss, and stemmed 
The struggling brook : tall spires of windlestrae 
Threw their thin shadows down the rugged slope; 
And nought but gnarled roots of ancient pines 
Branchless and blasted, clenched with grasping roots 
The unwilling soil.    A gradual change was here, 
Yet ghastly.    For, as fast years flow away, 
The smooth brow gathers, and the hair grows thin 
And white, and where irradiate dewy eyes 
Had shone, gleam stony orbs :—so from his steps 
Bright flowers departed, and the beautiful shade 
Of the green groves, with ali their odorous winds 
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And musical motions.    Calm, he still pursued 
The stream, that with a larger volume now 
Rolled through the labyrinthine deli; and there 
Fretted a path through its descending curves 
With its wintry speed.    On every side now rose 
Rocks, which, in unimaginable forms, 
Lifted their black and barren pinnacles 
In the light of evening, and, its precipice 
Obscuring the ravine, disclosed above, 
Mid toppling stones, black gulfs and yavvning caves, 
Whose windings gave ten thousand various tongues 
To the loud stream.    Lo ! where the pass expands 
Its stony jaws, the abrupt mountain breaks, 
And seems, with its accumulated crags, 
To overhang the world : for wide expand 
Eeneath the wan stars and descending moon 
Islanded seas, blue mountains, mighty streams, 
Dim tracts and vast, robed in the lustrous gloom 
Of leaden-coloured even, and fiery hills 
Mingling their flames with twilight, on the verge 
Of the remote horizon.    The near scene, 
In naked and severe simplicity, 
Made contrast with the universe.    A pine, 
Rock-rooted, stretched athwart the vacancy 
Its swinging boughs, to each inconstant blast 
Yielding onc only response, at each pause 
In most familiar cadence, with the howl 
The thunder and the hiss of homeless streams 
Mingling its solemn song, whilst the broad river, 
Foaming and hurrying o'er its rugged path, 
Fell into that immeasurable void 
Scattering its waters to the passing winds. 

Yet the grey precipice and solemn pine 
And torrent, were not ali;—one silent nook 
Was there.    Even on the edge of that vast mountain, 
Upheld by knotty roots and fallen rocks, 
It overlooked in its serenity 
The dark earth, and the bending vault of stars, 
It was a tranquil spot, that seemed to smile 
Even in the lap of horror.    Ivy clasped 
The fissured stones with its entwining arms. 
And did embower with leaves for ever green, 
And berries dark, the smooth and even space 
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Of its inviolated floor, and here 
The children of the autumnal whirhvind bore, 
In wanton sport, those bright leaves, whose decay, 
Red, yellow, or ethereally pale, 
Rivais the pride of summer.    'Tis the haunt 
Of every gentie wind, whose breath can teach 
The winds to love tranquillity.    One step, 
One human step alone, has evcr broken 
The stillness of its solitude :—one voice 
Alone inspired its echoes;—even that voice 
Which hither carne, floating ámong the winds, 
And led the loveliest atnong human forms 
To make their wild haunts the depository 
Of ali the grace and beauty that endued 
Its motions, render up its majesty, 
Scatter its music on the unfeeling storm. 
And to the danip leaves and blue cavem mould, 
Nurses of rainbow flowers and branching moss, 
Commit the colours of that varying cheek, 
That snowy breast, those dark and drooping eyes. 

The dim and hornèd moon hung low, and poured 
A sea of lustre on the horizon's verge 
That overflowed its mountains.    Yellow mist 
Fillcd the unbounded atmosphere, and drank 
Wan moonlight even to fulness : not a star 
Shone, not a sound was heard ; the very winds, 
Danger's grim playmates, on that precipice 
Slept, clasped in his embrace.—O, storm of death ! 
Whose sightless speed divides this sullen night; 
And thou, colossal Skeleton, that, still 
Guiding its irresistible career 
In thy dcvastating omnipotcncc, 
Art king of this frail world, from the red field 
Of slaughter, from the reeking hospital, 
The patriot's sacred couch, the snowy bed 
Of innocence, the scaflbld and the throne, 
A mighty voice invokes thee.    Ruin calls 
His brother Death.    A rare and rega! prey 
He hath prepared, prowling around the world; 
Glutted with which thou mayest repose, and men 
Go to their graves like flowers or crecping worms, 
Nor ever more oíTer at thy dark shrine 
The unheeded tribute of a broken heart. 
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When on the threshold of the green recess 

The wanderer's footsteps fcU, he knew that death 
Was on him.    Yet a little, ere it fled, 
Did he resign his high and holy soul 
To iniages of the majestic past, 
That paused within his passive being now, 
Likc winds that bear sweet music, when they breathe 
Through some dim latticed chamber.    He did placa 
His pale lean hand upon the rugged trunk 
Of the old pine.    Upon an ivied stone 
Reclined his languid head, his Hmbs did rest, 
Diffused and motionless, on the smooth brink 
Of that obscurest chasm ;—and thus he lay, 
Surrendering to their final impulses 
The hovering powers of life.    líope and despair, 
The torturers, slept; no mortal pain or fear 
Marred his repose, the influxes of sense, 
And his own being unalloyed by pain, 
Yet feebler and more feeble, calmly fed 
The stream of thought, till he lay breathing there 
At peace, and faintly smiling :—his last sight 
Was the great moon, which o'er the wcstern line 
Of the wide world her mighty horn suspended, 
With whose dun beams inwoven darkness seemed 
To mingle.    Now upon the jaggèd hills 
It rests, and still as the divided frame 
Of the vast meteor sunk, the Poet's blood, 
That ever beat in mystic sympathy 
With nature's ebb and flow, grew feebler still: 
And when two lessening points of light alone 
Gleamed through the darkness, the alternate gasp 
Of his faint respiration scarce did stir 
The stagnate night:—till the minutest ray 
Was quenched, the pulse yet lingered in his heart. 
It paused—it fluttered.    But when heaven remained 
Utterly black, the murky shades involved 
An image, silent, cold, and motionless, 
As their own voiceless earth and vacant air. 
Even as a vapour fed with golden beams 
That ministered on sunlight, ere the west 
Eclipses it, was now that wondrous frame— 
No sense, no motion, no divinity—• 
A fragile lute, on whose harmonious strings 
The breath of heaven did wander—a brijiht stream 
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Once fed with many-voicèd waves—a dream 
Of youth, which night and time have quenched for ever, 
Still, dark, and dry, and unremembered now. 

O, for Medea's wondrous alchemy, 
Which whereso'er it fell made the earth gleam 
With bright flowers, and the wintry boughs exhale 
From vernal blooms fresh fragrance ! O, that God, 
Profuse of poisons, would concede the chalice 
\Vhich but one living man has drained, who now, 
Vessel of deathless wrath, a slave that feels 
No proud e.\enii)tion in the bh'ghting curse 
He bears, over the world wanders for ever, 
Lone as incarnate death ! O, that the dream 
Of dark magician in his visioned cave, 
Raking the cinders of a crucible 
For Hfe and power, even when his feeble hand 
Shakes in its last decay, were the true law 
Of this so lovely world !    But thou art fled 
Like some frail exhalation; which the dawn 
Robes in its golden beams,—ah ! thou hast fled ! 
The brave, the gentle, and the beautiful, 
The child of grace and genius.    Heartless things 
Are done and said i' the world, and niany wonns 
And beasts and men live on, and mighty Earth 
From sea and mountain, city and wilderness, 
In vesper low or joyous orison, 
Lifts still its solemn voicc:—but thou art fled— 
Thou canst no longer know or love the shapes 
Of this phantasmal scene, who have to thee 
Been purest ministers, who are, alas ! 
Now thou art not.    Upon those pallid lips 
So sweet even in their silence, on those eyes 
That image sleep in death, upon that form 
Yet safe from the worm's outrage, let no tear 
Be shed—not even in thought.    Nor, when those hues 
Are gone, and those divinest lineaments, 
Worn by the senseless wind, shall live alone 
In the frail pauses of this simple strain, 
Let not high verse, mourning the memory 
Of that which is no more, or painting's woe 
Or sculpture, speak in feeble imagery 
Their own cold jjowers.    Art and eloquence. 
And ali the shows o' the world are frail and vain 
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To weep a loss that tums their lights to shade. 
It is a woe " too deep for tcars," when ali 
Is reft at once, when some surpassing Spirit, 
Whose light adorned the world around it, leaves 
l'hose who remain behind, not sobs cr groans, 
The passionate tumult of a clinging hope ; 
But pale despr.ir and cold tranquillity, 
Nature's vast írame, the web of human things, 
Birth and the grave, that are not as they were. 

THE SUNSET 

[Bishopsgate, 1816 (spring).    Publ. in fuU, 1S24.] 

TiiERE, late was One within whose subtle bcing, 
As light and wind within some delicate cloud 
That fades amid the blue noon's burning sky, 
Geuius and death contended.    None may know 
The swcetness of the joy which made his breath 
Fail, like the trances of the summer air, 
When, with the Lady of his love, who then 
First knew tlic unrcscrve of minglcd bcing, 
He walked along the pathway of a field 
Which to the cast a hoar wood shadowed o'er, 
But to the west was open to the sky. 
There now the sun had sunk, but lines of gold 
líung on the ashcn clouds, and on the points 
Of the far levei grass and nodding flowers 
And the old dandelion's hoary beard, 
And, iningled with the shades of twilight, lay 
On the brown massy woods—and in the east 
The broad and burning moon lingeringly rose 
Betwccn the black trunks of the crowded trces, 
While the faint stars were gathcring ovcrhead.— 
" Is it not strange, Isabel," said tlie youth, 
" I never saw the sun ?    We will walk here 
To-morrow ;   thou shalt look on it with me." 

That night the youth and lady mingled lay 
In love and slcep—but when the morning carne 
The lady found her lover dcad and cold. 
Let none bclievc that God in mercy gave 
That stroke.    The lady dicd not, nor grew wild, 
But year by ycar lived on—in truth I think 
Her gentlencss and patience and sad smiles. 
And that she did not die, but lived to teud 
Her agèd father, were a kind of madness, 
If madness 'tis to be unlike the world. 
For but to see her were to read the tale 
Wovcn by some subtlest bard, to make hard hearts 
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Dissolve away in wisdom-working grief :— 
Her eyes were black an lustrelcss and wan, 
Hcr eyelashcs were worn away with tears, 
Her lips and cheeks were like tíiings dead—so pale ; 
Her hands were thin, and through their wandering veins 
And weak articulations might be scen 
Day's ruddy liglit.    The tomb o£ thy dead sclf 
Which one vexed ghost inhabits, night and day, 
Is ali, lost child, that now remains o£ thee 1 

" Inheritor of more than carth can give, 
Passionlcss calm and silence unreproved, 
Whether the dead find, oh, not sleep !  but rest, 
And are the uncomplaining things they seem, 
Or live, cr drop in the deep sea o{ Love ; 
Oh, that like thine, mine epitaph were—Peace ! "   ' 
This was the only moan shc ever made. 

HYMN TO INTELLECTUAL BEAUTY 

[Comp.  1816 (summer).    Publ.  1817.] 

THE awful shadow of some unseen Power 
Floats though unseen among us,—visiting 
This various world with as inconstant wing 

As summer winds that creep from fiower to flower,— 
Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountrjn shower, 

It visits with inconstant glance 
Each human heart and countenance; 

Like hues and harmonies of evening,— 
Like clouds in starHght widely spread,— 
Like mcmory of music fled,— 
Like aught that for its grace may be 

Dear, and yet dearer for its mystcry. 

II 

Spirit of BEAUTY, that dost consecrate 
With thine own hues ali thou dost shine upon 
Of human thought or form,—where art thou gone? 

Why dost thou pass away and leave our state, 
This dim vast vale of tcars, vacant and desolate ? 

Ask why the sunlight not for ever 
Weaves rainbows o'er yon mountain-river, 

Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown, 
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Why fear and dream and death and birth 
Cast on the daylight of this earth 
Such gloom,—why man has such a scope 

For love and hate, despondency and hope ? 

III 

No voice from some sublimer world hath ever 
To sage or poet these responses given— 
Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven, 

Reniain the records of their vain endeavour, 
Frail spells—whose uttered charin might not avail to sever, 

From ali we hear and ali we see, 
Doubt, chance, and mutability. 

Thy light alone—like mist o'er mountains driven, 
Or music by the night-wind sent 
Through strings of some still instrument, 
Or moonlight on a niidnight stream, 

Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream. 

IV 

Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart 
And come, for some uncertain moments lent. 
Man wcre immortal, and omnipotent, 

Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art, 
Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his heart. 

Thou messenger of sympathies, 
That wax and wane in lovers' eyes— 

Thou—that to human thought art nourishment, 
Like darkness to a dying flame ! 
Depart not as thy shadow came, 
Depart not—lest the grave should be, 

Like life and fear, a dark reality. 

While yet a boy I sought for ghosts, and spcd 
Through many a listening chamber, cave and ruin. 
And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing 

Hopes of high talk with the departed dead. 
I called on poisonous names with which our youth is fed ; 

I was not heard—I saw them not— 
When musing deeply on the lot 

Of life, at that sweet time when winds are wooing 
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Ali vital things that wake to bring 
News of birds and blossoming,— 
Sudden, thy shadow fell on me; 

I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstacy! 

VI 

I vowed that I would dedicate my powers 
To thee and thine—have I not kept the vow ? 
With beating hcart and streaming eyes, even now 

I call lhe phantoms of a thousand hours 
Kach from his voiceless grave : they have in visioned bowers 

Or studious zeal or love's delight 
Outwatched with me the envious night— 

They know that never joy illumed my brow 
Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst free 
This world from its dark slavery, 
That thou—O awful LOVELINESS, 

Wouldst give whate'er these words cannot express. 

VII 

The day becomes more solemn and serene 
\\'hen noon is past—there is a harmony 
In autumn, and a lustre in its sky, 

Which through the summer is not heard or secn, 
As if it could not be, as if it had not been ! 

Thus let thy power, which like the truth 
Of nature on my passiva youth 

Descended, to my onward life supply 
Its calm—to one who worships thee, 
And every form containing thee, 
Whom, SPIRIT fair, thy spells did bind 

To fear himself, and love ali human kind. 

MONT BLANC 

LINES   WRITTEN   IN   THE  VALE   OF  CHAMOUNI 

fjuly, 1816.    Publ. 1817.] 

TiiE everlasting universe of things 
Flows through the mind, and rolls its rapid wavcs, 
Now dark—now glittering—now reflecting gloom— 
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Now lending splendour, where from secret springs 
The source of human thought its tribute brings 
Of waters,—with a sound but half its own, 
Such as a feeble brook will oft assume 
Tn the wild woods, among the mountains lone, 
Where waterfalls around it leap for ever, 
Where woods and winds contend, and a vast rivcr 
Over its rocks ceaselessly bursts and raves. 

II 

Thus thou, Ravine of Arve—dark, deep Ravine— 
Thou many-coloured, many-voicèd vale, 
Over whose pines, and crags, and caverns sail 
Fast cloud-shadows and sunbeams : awful scene, 
Where Power in likeness of the Arve comes down 
From the ice-gulfs that gird his secret throne, 
Bursting through these dark mountains like the flame 
Of lightning through the tempest;—thou dost lie, 
Thy giant brood of pines around thee clinging, 
Children of elder time, in whose devotion 
The chainless winds still come and ever came 
To drink their odours, and their mighty swinging 
'I'o hear—an old and solemn harmony; 
Thine earthly rainbows stretched across the sweep 
Of the aethereal waterfall, whose veil 
Robes some unsculptured image ; the strange sleep 
Which when the voices of the desert fail 
Wraps ali in its own deep eternity;— 
Thy caverns echoing to the Arve's commotion, 
A loud, lone sound no other sound can tame; 
Thou art jjervaded with that ceaseless motion, 
Thou art the path of that unresting sound— 
Dizzy Ravine ! and when I gaze on thee 
I seem as in a trance sublime and strange 
To muse on my own separate fantasy, 
My own, my human mind, which passively 
Now renders and receives fast influencings, 
Holding an unremitting interchange 
With the clear universe of things around ; 
One legion of wild thoughts, whose wandering wings 
Now float above thy darkness, and now rest 
Where that or thou art no unbidden guest, 
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In the still cave of the witch Poesy, 
Seeking among the shadows that pass by 
Ghosts of ali things that are, some shade of thee, 
Some phantom, some faint image; till the breast 
From which they fled recalls them, thou art there! 

185 

III 

Some say that gleams of a remeter world 
Visit the soul in slcep,—that death is slumber, 
Aiid that its shapes the busy thoughts outnumber 
Of those who wake and live.—I look on high; 
Has some unknown omnipotence unfurled 
The veil of life and death ? or do I lie 
In dream, and does the mightier world of sleep 
Spread far around and inaccessibly 
Its circles ?    For the very spirit fails, 
Driven like a homeless cloud from stcep to steep 
That vanishes among the viewless gales! 
Far, far above, piercing the infinito sky, 
Mont Blanc appears,—still, snowy, and serene— 
Its subject mountains their unearthly forms 
Pile around it, ice and rock; broad vales between 
Of frozcn floods, unfathomable deeps, 
Blue as the overhanging heavcn, that spread 
And wind among the accumulated steeps ; 
A desert peopled by the storms alone, 
Save when the eagle brings some hunter's boné, 
And the wolf tracks her there—how hideously 
Its shapes are heaped around ! rude, bare, and high, 
Ghastly, and scarred, and riven.—Is this the scene 
Where the old Earthquake-daemon taught her young 
Ruin ?    Were these their toys ? or did a sea 
Of fire envelop once this silent snow ? 
None can reply—ali seems eternal now. 
The wilderness has a mysterious tongue 
Which teaches awful doubt, or faith so mild, 
So solemn, so serene, that man may be, 
Hut for such faith, with nature reconciled; 
Thou hast a voice, grcat IMountain, to repeal 
Large codes of fraud and woe ; not understood 
By ali, but which the wise, and great, and good 
Interpret, or make felt, or deeply feel. 
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IV 

The fields, the lakcs, the forests, and the streams, 
Ocean, and ali the living things that dvvell 
Within the daedal earth ; lightning, and rain, 
Earthquake, and fiery flood, and hurricane, 
The torpor of the year when feeble dreams 
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep 
Holds every future leaf and flower;—the bound 
With which from that detested trance they leap; 
The works and ways of man, their death and birth, 
And that of him and ali that his may be; 
AH things that move and breathe with toil and sound 
Are bom and die; revolve, subside, and swell. 
Power dwells apart in its tranquillity, 
Remote, serene, and inaccessible : 
And this, the naked countenance of earth, 
On which I gaze, even these primaeval mountains 
Teach the adverting niind.    The glaciers creep 
Likc snakes that watch their prey, from their far fountains, 
Slow rolling on ; there, many a precipice, 
Frost and the Sun in scorn of mortal power 
Have piled : dome, pyramid, and pinnacle, 
A city of death, distinct with many a tower 
And wall impregnable of beaming ice. 
Yet not a city, but a llood of ruin 
Is there, that from the boundaries of the sky 
Rolls its perpetuai stream; vast pines are strewing 
Its destined path, or in the mangled soil 
Branchless and shattered stand; the rocks, drawn down 
From yon remotest waste, have overthrown 
The limits of the dead and living world, 
Never to be reclaimed.    The dwelling-placc 
Of insects, beasts, and birds, becomes its spoil; 
Their food and their retreat for ever gone, 
So much of life and joy is lost.    The race 
Of man flies far in dread; his work and dwelling 
Vanish, like smoke before the tempest's stream, 
And their place is not known.    Below, vast caves 
Shine in the rushing torrents' restless gleam, 
Which from those secret chasms in tumult welling 
Meet in the vale, and one majestic River, 
The breath and blood of distant lands, for ever 
Rolls its loud waters to the ocean-waves, 
Breathes its swift vapours to the circling air. 
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Mont Blanc yct gleams on high :—thc power is there, 
The still and solemn power of many sights, 
And many sounds, and much of life and death. 
In the calm darkness of the moonless nights, 
In the lona glare of day, the snows descend 
Upon that Mountain; none beholds them there, 
Nor when thc flakes burn in the sinking sun, 
()r the star-beams dart through them :—Winds contend 
Silently there, and heap the snow with breath 
Rapid and strong, but silently !    Its home 
The voiceless lightning in these solitudes 
Keeps innocently, and like vapour broods 
Over the snow.    The secret Strength of things 
Which governs thoiight, and to the infinito dome 
Of Heaven is as a law, inhabits thee ! 
And what were thoii, and earth, and stars, and sea, 
If to the human mind's imaginings 
Silence and solitude were vacancy ? 

July 23, 1816. 

CANCELLED PASSAGE OF MONT BLANC 

[Publ. i8(52.] 
THERE is a voice. not understood by ali, 
Sent írom thcse desert-cavcs.    It is the roar 
Of the rent ice-cHff which the sunbeams call, 
Plunging into the vale—it is the blast 
Descending on the pines—the torrents pour. . . . 

FRAGMENT: HOME 

[Publ. 1862.] 

DEAR home, thou scene of carliest hopes and joys, 
The least of wliicli wrongcd Memory ever makcs 
Bitterer than ali thine unremembered tears. 



IV.  Revolt and Despondency 
1817-1818 

TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR 

[Jlarch 1817 ?    Publ. 1839.] 

TiiY country's curse is on thce, darkest crest 
Of that foul, knottcd, many-headcd worin 

Which rends our Mother's bosom—Priestly Pest 
Maskcd Rcsurrection o£ a buricd Form ! 

Thy country's curse is on thee !    Justice sold, 
Truth trampled, Nature's landmarks overtlirown, 

And heaps of íraud-accumulated gold, 
Plead, loud as thunder, at Destruction's throne. 

And, whilst that sure slow Angel which aye stands 
Watching the beck of Mutability 

Delàys to execute her high commands, 
And, though a nation weeps, sparcs thine and thee. 

Oh, let a father's curse be on thy soul. 
And let a daughter's hope be on thy tomb ; 

Be both, on thy gray head, a leaden cowl 
To weight thee down to thine approaching doom I 

I curse thee by a parenfs outraged leve, 
By hopes long chcrishcd and too lately lost, 

By gentle feelings thou couldst never prove, 
By griefs which thy stern uature never crossi 1; 

By those infantine smiles of happy light, 
Which were a fire within a 3tranger's hearth, 

Quenclied even when kindlcd, in untimely nigUt 
' Hiding the promise of a lovely birth : 
188 
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By thosc unpractised accents of young specch, 
Which he who is a fathcr thought to Irame 

To gcntlest lore, siich as the wisest teach— 
Thou strike thc Ijnre of mind !—oh, grief and shame ! 

By ali the happy see in children's growth—- 
That undcveloped flower of budding ycars— 

Sweotncss and sadness interwoven both, 
Source of the sweetest hopes and saddcst fears—• 

By ali the days, under an hirclings' care, 
Of dull constraint and bittor heavincss,— 

O wrctched ye if evcr any werc,— 
Sadder than orphans, yet not íatherless l 

By the false cant which on thcir innoccnt Hps 
Must hang like poison on an opening bloom, 

By the dark crecds which cover with eclipse 
Thcir pathway from the cradle to the tomb- 

By thy most impious Hell, and ali its terror ; 
By ali the gricf, the madness, and the guilt 

Of thine impostures, which must be thcir error— 
That sand on which thy crumbling powcr is built- 

By thy complicity with lust and hate— 
Thy thirst for tears—thy hungcr after gold— 

Thc ready frauds which evcr on thee wait— 
The servile arts in which thou hast grown old- 

By thy most killing sneer, and by thy smile— 
By ali the arts and snares of thy black den, 

And—for thou canst outwcep the crocodilc— 
By thy false tears—those millstones braiuing mcn- 

By ali the hate which chècks a father's love— 
By ali the scorn which kills a fathcr's care—• 

By those most impious hands which dared remove 
Nature's high bounds—by thee—and by despair- 

Yes, the despair which bids a father groan. 
And cry, " My children are no longer mine— 

The blood within those veins may be mine own, 
But—Tyrant—their polluted souls are thine ;—" 
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I curse thce—though T hato thce not.—O slave ! 
If thoii couklst quench the carth-consuming Hell 

Of which thou art a daemon, on thy grave 
This curse should bo a blcssing.    Fare thee well 1 

TO WILLIAM SHELLEY 

[First publ. in full.    1S39, 2nd ed.] 

TiiE billows on the bcach are leaping around it, 
The bark is weak and frail, 

The sea looks black, and the clouds that bound it 
Darkly strew the gale. 

Come with me, thou dclightful child, 
Come with me, though the wave is wild. 
And the winds are loosc, we must not stay, 
Or the slaves of the law may rend thee away. 

Thcy have taken thy brother and sister dcar, 
They have made them unfit for thee ; 

They have withercd the smile and dried the tear 
Which should have been sacrcd to me. 

To a blighting faith and a cause of crime 
They have bound them slaves in youthly prime. 
And they will curse my name and thee 
Because we are fearless and íree. 

Come thou, bclovcd as thou art; 
Another slecpeth still 

Ncar thy sweet mothcr's anxious hcart, 
Which thou with joy shalt fill, 

With fairest smilcs of wondcr thrown 
On that which is indced our own. 
And which in distant lAids will be 
The dcarest playmate unto thee. 

Fcar not the tyrants will rulc for cvcr, 
Or the priests of the evil fnith ; 

Thcy stand on the brink of that raging river, 
Whose waves they have tainted with death. 
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It is fed from the depth of a thousand delis, 
Aroiind thcm it foams and rages and swells ; 
And thcir swords and thcir sceptres I floating see, 
Like wrecks on the surge of eternity. 

Rest, rest, and shrick not, thou gentlc child ! 
The rocking of the boat thou fearest. 

And the cold spray and the clamour wild ?— 
There, sit between us two, thou dcarest— 

Me and thy mother—well we know 
The storm at which thou tremblest so, 
With ali its dark and hungry graves, 
Less cruel than the savage slaves 
Who hunt us o'er these sheltering wavcs. 

This hour will in thy mcmory 
Be a drcam of days forgotten long, 

We soon shall <l\vcll by the azure sea 
Of serene and golden Italy, 
Or Greece, the jlothcr of the free ; 

And I will teach thine infant tongue 
To call upon those herocs old 
In their own language, and will mould 
Thy growing spirit in the flame 
Of Grccian lore, that by such name 
A patriofs birthright thou mayst claim ! 

FROM THE ORIGINAL DRAFT OF THE PÕEM 
TO WILLIAM   SHELLEY 

[Publ. 1862.] 

THE world is now our dwelling-place ; 
Whcre'er the earth one fading trace 

Of what was great and free does keep, 
That is our home ! . . . 
Mild thoughts of man's ungentle race 

Shall our contcntcd exile rcap ; 
For who that in some happy jjlace 
His own free thoughts can frcely chase 
By woods and wavcs can clothe his face 

In cynic smiles ?    Child !   we shall wcep. 
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III 

Once more descend 
The shadows of my soul upon mankind. 

For to thosc hcarts with which they never blend, 
Thoughts are but shadows which the flashing mind 

From the swift clouds which track its íiight of fire, 
Casts on the gloomy world it leaves beliind. 

FRAGMENT: TO A FRIEND RELEASED FROM 
PRISON 

[Publ. 1862.] 
FOR me, my íriend, if not that tears did tremble 

In my íaint eyes, and tliat my heart beat fast 
With íccHngs which make rapture pain resemble, 

Yct, from thy voice that falsehood starts aghast, 
I thank tliec—let the tyrant keep 
His chains and tears, yea, let him weep 
With rage to sce thee íreshly risen, 
L'ke strcngth from slumber, from the prison, 

In whicli he vainly hoped the soul to bind 
Which on the chains must prey that fetter humankind. 

ON FANNY GODWIN 

[1817 ?    Publ. 1839 ist ed.] 

HER voice did quiver as we parted, 
Yct knew I not that heart was broken 

From which it camc, and I departed 
Hceding not the words thcn spoken, 

Misery—O Misery, 
This world is ali too wide for thee. 

"NOVEMBER STH,  1817" 

[Anniversary of Harriefs death ?   Publ. 1824.] 

I 

T]iAT time is dead for ever, child 1 
Drowned, frozcn, dead for ever ! 

We look on the past 
And stare aghast 

At the spectres wailing, pale and ghast, 
Of hopes which thou and I beguilcd 

To death on life's dark river. 
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This lament, 
The mcmory of thy grievous wrong 
Will fade . . . 
But genius is omnipotent 
To hallow . . . 

OTHO 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

THOU wcrt not, Cassius, and thoii couldst not be, 
I-ast of the Romans, though thy mcmory claim 

From Brutus lüs own glory—and on thce 
Rests tke full splcndour of his sacrcd famc : 

Kor hc who darod niake the foul tyrant quail 
Amid his cowcring scnate with thy namc, 

Tliough thou and he werc grcat—it will avail 
To thine own fame that Otho's should not fail. 

'Twill wrong thce not—thou wouldst, if thou couldst fcel, 
Abjure such cnvious fame—grcat Otho died 

I.ike thee—he sanctificd his country's steel, 
'•   At once the tyrant and tyrannicide, 
In his own blood—a deed it was to bring 

Tears from ali men—though full of gentlc pride, 
Such pride as from impctuous love may spring, 
That will not be refused its oílcring. 

FRAGMENTS 

[Publ.  1862 connected with Oího ?] 

THOSE whom nor power, nor lying faith, nor toil, 
Nor custom, queen of many slavcs, niakcs blind, 

Have ever gricved that man should be the spoil 
Of his own weakness, and with carnest mind 

Fed hopcs of its redcmption ;   these recur 
Chastcncd by dcathful victory now, and fmd 

Foundations in this foulcst age, and stir 
Me whom they cheer to be their minister. 

11 

Dark is the realm of gricf :   but human things 
Those may not know who cannot weep for them. 
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The stream we gazed on then rolled bj-; 
Its waves are unreturning ; 

But we yet stand 
In a lone land 

Like tombs to mark the memory 
Of hopes and fears, which fade and fleo 

In the light of Ufc's dim morning. 

DEATH 
[Publ. 1824.] 

I 

THEY die, the dead return not, Misery 
Sits near an open'grave and calls them over— 

A Yoiith with hoary hair and haggard eye ; 
They are the names of khidred, friend and lover, 

Which he so feebly calls—they are ali gone, 
Fond wretch, ali dead I  those vacant names alone, 

This most familiar scene, my pain— 
These tombs—alone remain. 

Misery, ray sweetest friend, oh, weep no more I 
Thou wilt not be consoled—I wonder not ! 

For I have seen thce from thy dwelling's door 
Watch the calm sunset with them, and this spot 

Was even as bright and calm, but transitory ; 
And now thy hopes are gone, thy hair is hoary; 

This most familiar scene, my pain— 
These tombs—alone remain. 

FRAGMENTS 

[Publ. 1862.] 

O THAT a chariot of cloud were mine I 
Of cloud which the wild tempest weaves in air, 

When the moon over the ocean's Une 
Is spreading the locks of her bright gray hair. 

O that a chariot of cloud were mine ! 
I would sail on the waves of the billowy wind 

To the mountain pcak and the rocky lake. 
And the . . . 

[Publ. 1839, isted.] 
it 

My thoughts arise and fade in solitude, 
The verse that would invest them mclts away, 
Like moonlight in the heaven of spreading day : 

How beautiful they were, how firm they stood, 
Flecking the starry sky like woven pearl ! 
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MARIANNE'S DREAM 

[Marlow 1S17.    Publ. in Hunfs Literary Pocket Book, 1819.] 

A PALE Dream came to a Lady fair, 
And said, " A boon, a boon, I pray I 

I know the secrets of the air, 
And things are lost in the glare of day, 

Which I can make the sleeping see, 
If they will put their trust in me. 

" And thou shalt know of things unknown, 
If thou wilt let me rest between 

The veiny lids, whose fringe is thrown 
Over thine eycs so dark and shcen." 

And half in hope, and half in fright, 
The Lady closed her eyes so bright. 

III 

At first ali deadly shapes were driven 
Tumultuously across her slcep, 

And o'er the vast cope of bending heaven 
Ali ghastly-visaged clouds did sweep; 

And the Lady ever looked to spy 
If the golden sun shone forth on high. 

IV 

And as towards the cast shc turned, 
She saw aloft in the morning air, 

Which now with hues of sunrise burned, 
A great black Anchor rising there; 

And wherever the Lady turned her eyes, 
It hung before her in the skies. 

The sky was blue as the summer sea, 
The depths were cloudless overhead, 

The air was calm as it could be, 
There was no sight or sound of dread, 

But that black Anchor floating still 
Over the piny eastern hill. 
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VI 

The Lady grew sick with a weight of fear 
To see that Anchor ever hanging, 

And veiled her eyes ; she tlien did hear 
The sound as of a dim low clanging, 

And looked abroad if she might know 
Was it aught else, or but the tlow 
Of the blood in her own veins, to and fro. 

VII 

There was a mist in the sunless air, 
Which shook as it were with an earthquake's shock, 

But the very weeds that blossomed there 
Were moveless, and each mighty r(jck 

Stood on its basis steadfastly; 
The Anchor was seen no more on high. 

VIII 

But piled around, with summits hid 
In Hnes of cloud at intervals, 

Stood many a mouiitain pyramid 
Among whose everlasting walls 

Two mighty cities shone, and ever 
Through the red mist thcir domes did quiver. 

IX 

On two dread mountains, from whose crest, 
Might seem, the eagle, for her brood, 

Would ne'er have hung her dizzy nest, 
Those tower-encircled cities stood. 

A vision strange such towers to see, 
Sculptured and wrought so gorgeously, 
Where human art could never be. 

And columns framed of marble white, 
And giant fanes, dome over dome 

Piled, and triumphant gates, ali bright 
With workmanship,—which could not come 

From touch of mortal instrument,—• 
Shot o'er the vales, or lustre lent 
From their own shapes magnificent. 



Revolt and Despondency       197 
XI 

But still the Lady heard that clang 
Filling the wide air far away; 

And still the mist whose Hght did hang 
Among the mountains shook alway, 

So that the Lady's heart beat fast, 
As half in joy, and half aghast, 
On those high domes her look she cast. 

XII 

Sudden, from out that city sprung 
A light that made the earth grow red; 

Two flamcs that each with quivering tongue 
Licked its high domes, and overhead 

Among those mighty towers and fanes 
Droppcd fire, as a volcano rains 
Its sulphurous ruin on the plains 

XIII 

And hark ! a rush as if the deep 
Had burst its bonds; she looked behind 

And saw over the western steep 
A raging flood descend, and wind 

Through that wide vale ; she felt no fear, 
But said within herself, 'Tis clear 
Thesc towers are Nature's own, and she 
To save them has sent forth the sea. 

XIV 

And now those raging billows carne 
Where that fair Lady sate, and she 

Was borne towards the showering flame 
By the wild waves heaped tumultuously, 

And, on a little plank, the flow 
Of the whirlpool bore her to and fro. 

XV 

The flames were fiercely vomited 
From every tower and every dome, 

And dreary light did widely shed 
0'er that \ast flood's suspended foam, 

Beneath the smoke which hung its night 
On the stained cope of heavcn's light. 
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XVI 

The plank whereon that Lady sate 
Was driven through tlie chasms, about and about, 

Between thc peaks so desolate 
Of the drowning mountains, in and out, 

As the thistle-beard on a whirlwind sails— 
While the flood was filling those hoUow vales. 

XVII 

At last her plank an eddy crossed, 
And bore her to the city's wall, 

Which now the flood had rcached almost; 
It might the stoutest heart appal 

To hear the fire roar and hiss 
Through the domes of those mighty palaces. 

XVIII 

The eddy whirled her round and round 
Before a gorgeous gate, which stood 

Piercing the clouds of smoke which bound 
Its aery arch with light like blood; 

She looked on that gate of marble clear, 
With wonder that extinguished fear. 

XIX 

For it was filled with sculptures rarest, 
Of forms most beautiful and strange, 

Like nothing human, but the faircst 
Of wingèd shapes, whose legions range 

Throughout the sleep of those that are, 
Like this same Lady, good and fair. 

XX 

And as she looked, still lovelier grew 
Those marble forms ;—the sculptor sure 

Was a strong spirit, and the hue 
Of his own mind did there endure 

After the touch, whose power had braided 
Such grace, was in some sad change faded. 

XXI 

She looked, the flames were dim, the flood 
Grew tranquil as a woodland river 
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Winding through hills in solitude; 

Those marble shapes then seemed to quiver, 
And their fair limbs to float in motion, 
Like vveeds unfolding in the ocean. 

XXII 

And their lips moved; one seemed to speak, 
When suddenly the mountains cracked, 

And through the chasm the flood did break 
With an earth-upüfting cataract: 

The statues gave a joyous scream, 
And on its wings the pale thin Dream 
Lifted the l^dy from the stream. 

XXIII 

The dizzy flight of that phantom pale 
Waked the fair Lady from her sleep, 

And she arose, while from the veil 
Of her dark eyes the Dream did creep, 

And she walked about as one who knevr 
That sleep has sights as clear and true 
As any waking eyes can view. 

TO CONSTANTIA, SINGING 

[Publ.  1834 and 1903.] 

CEASE, cease—for such vvild Icssons madmcn learn ; 
Thus to be lost, and thus to sink and die 

Perchance were death indeed 1—Constantia tum; 
In thy dark eyes a power like light doth lie 

Even though the soiinds its voice that were 
Betwecn [thy] lips are laid to sleep : 

Within thy breath, and on thy hair 
Like odour, it is [lingering] yet 

And from thy touch like fire doth leap— 
Even while I write, my burning cheeks are wet—■ 
Alas, that the tom heart can bleed but not forget 

[A dcep and] breathiess awe like the swift change 
Of dreams unseen but felt in youthful slumbers 

Wild, sweet, yet incommiinicably strange 
Thou breathest now in fast ascending numbers. . 

The cope of hcaven seems rent and cloven 
By the encliantment of thy strain, 
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And on my shoulders wings are woven. 

To foUow its sublime carccr 
Beyond the mighty moons that wane 

Upon the verge of Nature's iitmost sphere, 
Till the world's shadowy walls are past and disappcar. 

Her voice is hovering o'er my soul—it lingers 
0'ershadowing it with soft and luUing wings. 

The blood and liíe within those snowy fingers 
Tcach witchcraft to the instrumental strings. 

My brain is wild, my breath comes quick— 
The blood is listening in my frame, 

And thronging shadows, fast and thick, 
Fali on my ovcrflov.ing eyes ; 

My heart is quivering like a flame ; 
As morning dew, that in the sunbeam dies, 
I am dissolved in these consuming ecstasies. 

I have no life, Constantia, pow, but thec, 
Wlülst. like the world-surrounding air, thy song 

Flows on, and fills ali things with melody.— 
Now is thy voice a tempest swift and stroug, 

On which, like one in trance upborne, 
Sccure o'cr rocks and waves I sweep, 

Rejoicing like a cloud of morn. 
Now 'tis the breath of summer night, 

Which when the starry watcrs slcep, 
Round westem isles, with inccnse-blossoms bright, 
Lingcring, suspends my soul in its voluptuous flight. 

TO  CONSTANTIA 

[Dated 1817 by Mrs Shelley, Publ. 1839, ist cd.] 

TiiE rose that drinks the fountain dew 
In the pleasant air of noon, 

Grows pale and blue with altered hue— 
In the gaze of the nightly moon ; 

For the piau et of frost, so cold and bright. 
Makes it wan with her borrowed light. 

Such is my heart—roses are fair. 
And that at bcst a withered blossom ; 

But thy false care did idly wcar 
Its withered leaves in a faithless bosom ; 

And fed with love, like air and dew, 
Its growth— 
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FRAGMENT: TO ONE SINGING 

[1817.     Pub!. 1839, ist ed. and 1903.] 

MY spirit like a charmèd bark doth swira 
Upoii ilie liquid waves o£ thy sweet singing, 

Far far away into the regions dim 

Oi rapture—as a boat, with swift sails winging 
Its way adown some many-winding river, 

Speeds through dark forests o'cr the waters swinging. . . 

FRAGMENTS* 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

To thirst and find no fiU,—to wail and wander 
With short unstcady steps,—to pause and ponder,- 
To feel the blood run through the veins and tingle 
Where busy thought and blind sensation mingle,—■ 
To nurse the image of unfelt caresses 
Till dim imagination just possesses 
TIic half-created shadow, thcn ali the night 
Sick . . . 

Wealth and dominion fade into the mass 
Of the great soa of human riglit and wrong, 

When once from our possession they must pass ; 
But love, though misdirected, is among 

The things which are immortal, and surpass 
AH that frail stuff which will be—or which was. 

FRAGMENTS  TO  MUSIC 

[Both publ. 1839.    Dated 1817.] 

SiLVER key of the fountain of tears, 
Where the Spirit drinks till the brain is wild ; 

Softest grave of a thousand fears, 
Where thcir Mother, Care, like a drowsy child, 

Is laiiiasleep in llowers . . . 

No, Music, thou art not the " food of Love," 
Unlcss Love feeds upon its own sweet self, 
Till it becomes ali Alusic raurmur.s of. 

' This occurs in the Bodleian MS., near To Constantia. 
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OZYMANDIAS 

[1817.    Publ. 1818.] 

I MET a traveller from an antique land, 
Who said : Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert.    Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown 
And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read, 
Which yet survive stamped on these lifeless things 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed : 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 
' My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings : 
Look on my vvorks, ye Mighty, and despair!' 
Nothing beside remains.    Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and levei sands stretch far away. 

PRINCE ATHANASE 

A   FRAGMENT 

[Written at Mailow in 1817, towards the close of the year ; 
first publ. 1824.] 

PART I 

TiiERE was a youth, who, as with toil and travei, 
Had grovvn quite weak and gray before his time ; 
Nor any could the restless griefs unravel 

Which burned within him, withering up his prime 
And goading him, like fiends, from land to land. 
Not his the load of any secret crime. 

For nought of ill his heart could understand, 
But pity and wild sorrow for the same ;— 
Not his the thirst for glory or command, 

Baffled with blast of hope-consuming shame ; 
Nor evil joys which firc the vulgar breast. 
And quench in specdy smoke its feeble flame, 

Had Icft within his soul their dark unrcst: 
Nor what religion fables of the grave 
Feared he,—Philosophy's accepted guest. 

For none than he a purer heart could have, 
Or that loved good more for itself alone ; 
Of nought in heaven or earth was he the slave. 
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\Vhat sorrow, strange, and shadowy, and unknown, 
Sent him, a hopeless wanderer, through mankind ?— 
If with a human sadness he did groan, 

He had a gentle yet aspiring mind ; 
Just, innoccnt, with varied learning íed ; 
And such a glorious consolation find 

In others' joy, vvhen ali their own is dcad : 
He lovcd, and laboured for his kind in gricf. 
And yet, unlike ali others, it is said 

That from such toil he never found relief. 
Althoiigh a child of fortune and of power, 
Of an ancestral name the orphan chief, 

His soul had wcdded Wisdom, and her dower 
Is lovc and justice, clothcd in which he sate 
Apart írom men, as in a lonely tower, 

Pitying the tumult of their dark estatc.— 
Yet even in youth did he not c'er abuse 
The strength of wealth cr thought, to consecrate 

Those false opinions which the harsh rich use 
To blind the vvorld they famish for their pride ; 
Nor did he hold írom any man his dues, 

But, like a steward in honest dealings tried, 
With those who toiled and wept, the poor and wise, 
His richcs and his cares he did divide. 

Fearlcss he was, and scorning ali disguise, 
What he dared do or think, though men might start, 
He spoke with mild yet unaverted eyes ; 

Liberal he was of soul, and frank of heart. 
And to his many friends—ali loved him well— 
Whate'er he knew or felt he would impart, 

I£ words he found those inmost thoughts to tell ; 
If not, he smiled or wept;  and his weak foes 
He neither spurned nor hated—though with íell 

And mortal bate their thousand voices rose, 
They passed like aimless arrows from his ear— 
Nor did his heart or mind its portal close 

To those, or them, or any, whom life's sphere 
May comprehend within its wide array. 
What sadness made that vernal spirit sere ?— 

He knew not.    Though his life, day after day, 
Was failing like an unreplenishcd stream, 
Though in his eyes a cloud and burthen lay, 
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Tlirough wliich his soul, like Vcsper's serene beam 
Piercing the chasms of ever-rising clouds, 
Shone, soítly burning ;  though his lips did seem 

Like rceds which quiver in impetuous floods ; 
And through his sleep, and o'cr each wakinj; hour, 
Thoughts alter thoughts, unresting multitudes, 

Were driven within him by some secret power, 
Which bade them blaze, and live, and roU afar, 
Like lights and sounds, from liauntcd tower to tower. 

0'er castled moiintains borne, when tcmpesfs war 
Is levied by the night-contending winds, 
And the pale dalesmen watch with eager ear ;— 

Though such were in his spirit, as the ficnds 
Which wake and fced an cverliving woe,— 
What was this grief, which ne'er in otlier minds 

A mirror found,—he knew not—none could know ; 
But on \vhoe'or might question him he turned 
The light of his frank eyes, as if to show 

He knew not of the grief within that burned, 
But asked forbearance with a mournful look ; 
Or spoke in words from which nono ever leamed 

The cause of his disquietude ; or shook 
With spasms of silent passion ;  or turned pale: 
So that his friends soon rarely undertook 

To stir his secret pain without avail ;— 
For ali who knew and loved him then perceived 
That there was drawn an adamantine veil 

Bctween his heart and mind,—both unrelievcd 
Wrought in his brain and bosom scparate strife. 
Some said that he was mad, othcrs believed 

That mcmories of an antenatal life 
Made this, where now he dwclt, a penal hell; 
And others said that such mysterious grief 

From God's displcasurc, like a darkness, fell 
On souls like his, which owned no higher law 
Than love ;  love calm, steadfast, invincible 

By mortal fear or supcrnatural awe ; 
And others,—" 'Tis the shadow of a dream 
Which the veiled cye of Memory ncver saw, 

" But through the sours abyss, like some dark strcam 
Through shattered mines and caverns underground 
RoUs, shaking its foundations ;   and no bi^am 
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" Of joy may rise, but it is quenched and drowned 
In the dim whirlpools of this dream obscure ; 
Soon its cxhausted waters will have íound 

" A lair of rcst bencath thy spirit pure, 
O Athanase !—in oiio so good and great 
livil or tumult cannot long endure." 

So spake they : idly of another's state 
Babbling vain words and fond philosophy ; 
This was tlicir consolation ;  such debate 

Men hcld with one another ; nor did he, 
Like one who labours witli a human woe, 
Decline this talk :  as if its theme might be 

Another, not himsclf, he to and fro 
Oucstioucd and canvassed it with subtlest wit; 
And uone but tliose who loved him best could know 

That whicli he knew not, how it galled and bit 
His wcary mind, this converse vain and cold ; 
l^or Hke an eycless nightmare grief did sit 

Upon his being ; a snake which fold by fold 
Prcsscd out the life of Hfe, a chnging fiend 
Which clenched him if he stirrcd with deadlier hold ;— 
And so his grief rcmained—let it remaia—untold.* 

PART II 

FRAGMENT II 

PRIKCE ATHANASE had one belovèd íriend, 
An old, old man, with hair of silver wliite. 
And lips where heavenly smilcs would hang and blcnd 

With his wisc words ;  and eycs whose arrowy light 
Shoue like the rellex of a thousand minds. 
He was the last whom superstition's blight 

Had spared in Greece—the blight that cramps and blinds,- 
And in his olive bower at (Enoe 
Had sate from earliest youth.    Like one who finds 

• The Autlior was pursuing a íuller developnicnt of the ideal 
character of Athanase, when it struck him that in an attempt at 
extreme refinement and analysis, his conceptions might be 
betrayed into the assuming a morbid character. The reader will 
judge whcther he is a loser or gaincr by the difference. [Shelley's 
Note.] 
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A fertile island in the barren sea, 
Ono mariner who has sur\'ived his mates 
Many a drear month in a great ship—so he 

With soul-sustaining songs, and sweet debates 
Of ancicnt lore, there fcd his loncly being :—- 
" The mind becomes that which it conteniplates,"- 

And thus Zonoras, by forever seeing 
Thcir bright creations, grew like wiscst men ; 
And when he heard the crash of nations fleeing 

A bloodier power than rulcd thy ruins thcn, 
O sacred Hellas !  many weary years 
He wandered, till the path of Laian's glen 

Was grass-grown —and the unremembered tcars 
Wcre dry in Laian for their honoured chief, 
Who íell in Byzant, pierced by Moslem spears :— 

And as the lady looked with faithful grief 
From her high lattice o'cr the rugged path, 
Whcre she ouce saw that horseman toil, with brief 

And bhghting hopc, who with the news of death 
Struck body and soul as with a mortal blight, 
She saw between the chcstnuts, far beneath, 

An old man toihng up, a weary wight ; 
And soon within her hospitable hall 
She saw his white hair ghttering in the hght 

Of the wood fire, and round his shoulders fali; 
And his wan visage and his withered mien, 
Yet calm and gentle and majestical. 

And Athanase, her child, who nuist have beon 
Then three years old, sate opposite and gazcd 
In patient silcnce. 

FRAGMENT n 

SucH was Zonoras ;   and as daylight finds 
One amaranth glittcring on the path of frost, 
When autumn nights have nipped ali wcaker kinds, 

Thus through his age, dark, cold, and tcmpest-tossed, 
Shone truth upon Zonoras ;   and he tilled 
From fountains purê, nigh overgrown and lost, 

The spirit of Prince Athanase, a child, 
With soul-sustaining songs of ancicnt lore 
And philosophic wisdom, clear and mild. 
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And sweet and subtle talk they evermore, 
The pupil and the master, shared ;   until, 
Sharing that undimiuishable store, 

The youth as shadows on a grassy hill 
Outrun the winds that chase them, soon outran 
His teacher, and did teach with native skill 

Strange truths and new to that experienced man; 
Still they were friends, as few have ever been 
Who inark the extremes o£ life's discordant span. 

So in the caverns of the forest green, 
Or by the rocks of echoing ocean hoar, 
Zonoras and Prince Athanase were seen 

By summer woodmen ;   and when \viuter's roar 
Soundcd o'er earth and sca its blast of war, 
The Balearic fisher, driven from shore, 

Hanging upon the peakèd wavc afar, 
Then saw their lamp from Laian's turret gleam, 
Piercing the stormy darkness, like a star 

\Vhich pours beyond the sea one steadfast beam, 
Whilst ali the constellations of the sky 
Seemed rccling through the storm . . . They did but secm— 

For, Io !  the wintry clouds are ali gone by, 
And bright Arcturus through yon pines is glowing, 
And far o'cr southern waves, immovably 

Belted Orion hangs—warm light is fliowing 
From the young moon into the sunsefs chasm.— 
" O, summer eve !   with power diviue, bcstowing 

" On thine own bird the swect enthusiasm 
Which overflows in notes of liquid gladncss, 
Filling the sky like light !    How many a spasm 

" Of fevered brains, oppressed with grief and madness. 
Were lulled by thee, delightful nightingale,— 
And thesc soft waves, murmuring a gentle sadness,— 

" And the far sighings of yon piny dale 
llade vocal by some wind we feel not here.— 
I bear alone what nothing may avail 

" To lighten—a strange load ! "—No human ear 
Heard this lament ;   but o'er the visage wan 
Of Athanase, a ruffling atmosphere 

Of dark cmotion, a swift shadow, ran, 
Like wind upon some forcst-bosomed lake, 
Glassy and dark.—And that divine old man 
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Beheld his mystic friend's whole being shake, 
Even where its inmost depths were gloomiest— 
And with a calm and measured voice he spakc, 

And, with a soft and equal pressure, pressed 
That cold lean hand :—" Dost thou remember yet 
When the carved moon then lingering in the west 

" Paused, in yon waves her mighty horns to wet, 
Hovv in thosc bearas we walked, half resting on the sea ? 
'Tis just one year—sure thou dost not forget— 

" Then Plato's words oi Hght in thec and me 
Lingerod like moonlight in the raoonless east. 
For we had just then read—thy memory 

" Is faithful now—the story of the feast; 
And Agathon and Diotiraa seemed 
From death and dark forgetfulness releascd " 

FRAGMENT III 
AND when the old man saw that on the green 
Leaves of his opening a blight and hghted 
He said :  " My friend, one grief alone can wean 

A gentle mind from ali that oncc delighted :— 
Thou lovest, and thy secret heart is laden 
With feelings which should not be unrequited." 

And Athanaso then smiled, as one o'erladen 
With iron chains might smile to talk of bands 
Twinned round her lover's neck by some blithe maidcn 
And said  

FRAGMENT IV 
'TwAS at the season when the Earth upspriúgs 
From slumber, as a spheròd angers child, 
Shadowing its eyes with green and golden wings, 

Stands up before its mother bright and mild, 
Of whose soft air the voice expectant seems— 
So stood before the sun, which shone and srailcd 

To see it rise thus joyous from its dreams, 
The fresh and radiant Earth.    The hoary grove 
Waxed green—and flowers burst forth like starry bcams ; 

The grass in the warm sun did start and move, 
And sea-buds burst under the <vaves serene :— 
How many a one, though none be near to love, 

Loves then the shade of his own soul, half seen 
In any mirror—or the spring's young minions, 
The winged leaves amid the copses green ;— 
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How many a spirit then puts on the pinions 
Of fancy, and outstrips the lagging blast, 
And his own steps—and over wide dominions 

Swept in his dream-drawn chariot, far and fast, 
More fleet than storms—the wide world shrinks below, 
When winter and desjjondency are past. 

FRAGMENT V 
'TwAS at this season that Prince Athanase 
Passed the white Alps—those cagle-baffling mountains 
Slept in their shrouds of snow ;—beside the ways 

The waterfalls were voiceless—for their fountains 
Were changed to mines of sunless crystal now, 
Or by the curdling winds—lilce brazen wings 

Which clangcd along the mountain's marble brow— 
Warpcd into adamantino fretwork, hung 
And filled with írozen light the cliasms below. 

Vexed by the blast, the great pines groaned and swung 
Undcr their load of ílaked plumes of [snow] * 

Such as the eagle secs, when he dives down 
From the gray dcsarts of wide air, [beheld] 
[Prince] Athanase, and o'er his mien was thrown 

The shadow of that scene, field af ter field, 
Purjile and dim and wide  

FRAGMENT VI 
THOU art the wine whose drunkenness is ali 
We can desire, O Love ! and happy souls, 
Ere from thy vine the leaves of autumn fali, 

Catch thee, and feed from their o'erflowing bowls 
Thousands who thirst for thine ambrosial dcw ;— 
Thou art the radiance which where occan roUs 

Investeth it ; and when the heavens are blue 
Thou fillest thcm ; and when the carth is fair 
The shadow of thy moving wings imbue 

Its deserts and its mountains, till they wear 
Beauty like some bright robe ;—thou ever soarest 
Among the towers of men, and as soft air 

In spring, which moves the unawakened forcst, 
Clothing with leaves its branchcs barc and bleak, 
Thou floatest among men ;  and aye implorest 

* Bodl. Míf. 
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That which from thee they should implore :—the weak 
Alone knecl to thee, offering iip the hearts 
The strong have broken—yet where shall any seek 

A garment whom thou clothest not ?   the darts 
Of the kcen winter storm, barbèd with frost, 
Which, from the everlasting snow that parts 

The Alps from Heaven, pierce some traveller lost 
In the wide interminable snow 
Ungarmented  

ANOTUER FRAGMENT (A) 

YES, often when the cyes are cold and dry. 
And the lips calm, the Spirit wecps vvithin 
Tears bittercr than the blood oi agony 

Trcmbling in drops on the discoloiired skin 
Of tliose who lovc their kind and therefore perish 
In ghastly torture—a sweet medicine 

Of peace and sleep are tears, and quietly 
Them soothe from whose uphíted eyes they fali 
But  

ANOTUER FRAGMENT (B) 

HER hair was brown, her sphered eyes werc brown. 
And in their dark and liquid moisture swam, 
Like the dim orb of the eclipsed moon ; 

Yet when the spirit flashed beneath, there came 
The light from them, as when tears of delight 
Double the western planefs serene flame. 

ROSALIND AND HELEN 

A MODERN ECLOGUE 

[Bcgun at Marlow, 1817.    Publ. 1S19]. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

THE story of Rosalind and Hekn is, undoubtedly, not an 
attempt in the highest style of poetry. It is in no degree 
calculatcd to excite profound mccütation; and if, by 
interesting the affections and amusing the imagination, it 
awakens a certain ideal melancholy favourable to the 
reception of more important impressions, it will produce in 
the reader ali that the writer experienced in the composition. 
I resigned myself, as I wrote, to the impulse of the feelings 
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which moulded the conception of the story; and this 
impulse determined the pauses of a measure, which only 
pretends to be regular inasmuch as it corresponds with, and 
expresses, the irregularity of the imaginations which inspired 
it. 

I do not know which of the few scattered poems I left in 
lüigland will be selected by my bookseller to add to this 
coilection. One, which I scnt from Italy, was written after 
a day's excursion among those lovely mountains which sur- 
round what was once the retreat, and where is now the 
.sepulchre, of Petrarch. If any one is inclined to condemn 
lhe insertion of the introductory lines, which image forth the 
sudden relief of a state of deep despondency by the radiant 
visions disclosed by the sudden burst of an Italian sunrise 
in autumn on the highest peak of those delightful mountains, 
í can only offer as my excuse, that they were not erased at 
the request of a dear friend, with whom added years of 
intercourse only add to my apprehension of its value, and 
who would have had more right than any one to complain, 
that she has not been able to extinguish in me the very 
power of delineating sadness. 

NAPLES, Dec. 20,  1818. 

ROSALIND,   HELEN   AND   HER  CHILD 

SCENE—The Shore of the Lake oj Como 

Helen.    Come hither, my sweet Rosalind. 
Tis long since thou and I have met; 
And yet nicthinks it were unkind 
Those moments to forget. 
Come sit by me.    I see thee stand 
By this lone lake, in this far land, 
Thy loosc hair in the light wind flying, 
Thy sweet voice to each tone of even 
United, and thine eyes replying 
To the hues of yon fair heaven. 
Come, gentie friund : wilt sit by me ? 
And be as thou wert wont to be 
Ere we were disunitcd ? 
None doth behold us now : the power 
That led us forth at this lone hour 
Will be but ill requited 
If thou de^jurt in scorn : oh ! come. 
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And talk of our abandoncd home. 
Remember, this is Italy, 
And we are exiles.    Talk with me 
Of that our land, whose wilds and flood 
Barren and dark although they be, 
Were dearer than these chestnut woods: 
Thosc heathy paths, that inland streani, 
And the blue mountains, shapes which seem 
Like wrecks of childhood's sunny dreani: 
Which that we have abandoned now, 
Weighs on the hcart like that reniorse 
Which altered friendship leaves.    I seek 
No more our youthful intercourse. 
That cannot be ! Rosalind, speak, 
Speak to me.    Leave me not.—Whcn morn did come, 
When evening fell upon our common home, 
When for one hour we parted,—do not frown : 
I would not chide thee, though thy faith is broken: 
But turn to me.    Oh ! by this cherished token, 
Of woven hair, which thou wilt not disown, 
Tum, as 'twere but the memory of me, 
And not my scorned self who prayed to thee. 

Rosalitid.    Is it a dream, or do I see 
And hear frail Helen ?    I would flee 
Thy tainting touch ; but former years 
Arise, and bring forbidden tears; 
And my o'erburthened memory 
Seeks yet its lost repose in thee. 
I share thy crime.    I cannot choose 
But weep for thee : mine own strange grief 
But seldom stoops to such relief: 
Nor ever did I love thee less, 
Though mourning o'er thy wickedness 
líven with a sister's woe.    I knew 
What to the evil world is due. 
And therefore sternly did refuse 
'l"o link me with the infamy 
Of one so lost as Helen.    Now 
Bewildered by my dire despair, 
Wondering I blush, and weep that thou 
Should'st love me still,—thou only !—There, 
I^t us sit on that gray stone, 
Till our mournful talk be done. 

Helen.    Alas ! not there; I cannot bcar 
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The murmur of this lake to hear. 
A sound from there, Rosalind dear, 
Which never yet I heard elsewhere 
But in our native land, recurs, 
Even here where now we meet.    It stirs 
Too much of suffocating sorrow ! 
In the deli of yon dark chestnut wood 
Is a stone seat, a solitude 
Less like our own.    The ghost of Peace 
^Vill not desert this spot.    To-morrow, 
If thy kind feelings should not cease, 
We may sit here. 

Rosalitid. Thou lead, my sweet, 
And I will follow. 

Henry. 'Tis Fenici's seat. 
\Vhere you are going ?   This is not the way, 
Mamma; it leads behind those trees that grow 
Close to the little river. 

Hehn. Yes : I know : 
I was bewildered.    Kiss me, and be gay, 
IJear boy : why do you sob ? 

Henry. I do not know : 
Uut it might break any one's heart to see 
You and the lady cry so bitterly. 

Hekn.    It is a gcntle child, my friend.    Go home, 
Henry, and play with Lilla till I come. 
We only cried with joy to see each other; 
We are quite merry now: Good-night. 

The boy 
Lifted a sudden look upon his mother, 
And in the glcam of forced and hoUow joy 
^Vhich lightened o'er her face, laughed with the glee 
Of light and unsuspecting infancy. 
And whispered in her ear, " Bring home with you 
That sweet strange lady-friend."    Then oíT he flew, 
But stopjjed, and beckoned with a mcaning smile, 
Where the road turned.    Fale Rosalind the while, 
Hiding her face, stood weeping silently. 

In silence then they took the way 
Beneath the forest's solitude. 
It was a vast and antique wood, 
Thro' which they took their way : 
And the gray shades of evening 
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0'er that green wilderness did fling 
Still deeper solitude. 
Pursuing still the path that wound 
The vast and knotted trees around 
Through which slow shades were wandering, 
To a deep lawny deli they carne, 
To a stone seat beside a spring, 
0'er which the columned wood did frame 
A roofless temple, like the fane 
Where, ere new creeds could faith obtain, 
Man's early race once knelt beneath 
The overhanging deity. 
0'er this fair fountain hung the sky, 
Now spangled with rare stars.    The snake, 
The pale snake, that with eager breath 
Creeps here his noontide thirst to slake, 
Is beaming with many a mingled hue, 
Shed from yon dome's eternal blue, 
When he floats on that dark and lucid flood 
In the light of his own loveliness ; 
And the birds that in the fountain dip 
Their plumes, with fearless fellowship 
Above and round him wheel and hover. 
The fitful wind is heard to stir 
One solitary leaf on high ; 
The chirping of the grasshopper 
Fills every pause.    There is emotion 
In ali that dwells at noontide here : 
Then, through the intricate wild wood, 
A maze of life and light and motion 
Is woven.    But there is stillness now: 
Gloom and the trance of Nature now : 
The snake is in his cave asleep ; 
The birds are on the branches dreaming: 
Only the shadows creep : 
Only the glow-worm is gleaming : 
Only the owls and the nightingales 
Wake in this deli when daylight fails, 
And gray shades gather in the woods : 
And the owls have ali fled far away 
In a merrier glen to hoot and play. 
For the moon is veiled and sleeping now. 
The accustomed nightingale still broods 
On her accustomed bough, 
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But she is mute; for her false mate 
Has fled and left her desolate. 

This silent spot tradition old 
Had peopled with the spectral dead. 
For the roots of the speaker's hair felt cold 
And stiff, as with tremulous üps he told 
That a heUish shape at midnight led 
The ghost of a youth with hoary hair 
And sate on the seat beside him there, 
Till a naked child came wandering by, 
When the fiend would change to a lady fair! 
A fcarful tale ! Tlie truth was worse : 
For here a sister and a brother 
Had solemnized a monstrous curse, 
Meeting in this fair solitude : 
For beneath yon very sky, 
Had resigned to one another 
Body and soul.    The multitude, 
Tracking them to the secret wood, 
Toro limb from limb their innocent child, 
And stabbed and trampled on its mother; 
But the youth, for God's most holy grace, 
A priest saved to burn in the market place. 

Duly at evening Ilelen came 
To this lone silent spot, 
From the wrecks of a tale of wilder sorrow 
So much of sympathy to borrow 
As soothed her own dark lot. 
Duly each evening from her home, 
With her fair child would Helen come 
To sit upon that antique seat, 
While the hues of day were pale; 
And the bright boy beside her feet 
Now lay, lifting at intervals 
His broad blue eyes on her; 
Now, where some sudden impulse calls 
Following.    He was a gentie boy 
And in ali gentie sports took joy; 
Oft in a dry leaf for a boat, 
With a small featlier for a sail, 
His fancy on that spring would float, 
If some invisible breeze might stir 
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Its marble caim : and Helen smiled 
Through tears of awe on the gay child, 
To think that a boy as fiiir as he, 
In years which iiever more may be, 
By that same fount, in that same wood, 
The like sweet fancies had piirsued; 
And that a mother, lost likc her, 
Had mournfuUy sate watching him. 
Then ali the scene was wont to swim 
Through the mist of a burning tear. 

For many months had Helen known 
This scene; and now she thither tumed 
Her footsteps, not alone. 
The friend whose falsehood she had mounied, 
Sate with her on that seat of stone. 
Silcnt they sate ; for evening, 
And the power its glimpses bring 
Had, with one awful shadow, ([uelled 
The passion of their grief.    They sate 
With linkèd hands, for unrepelled 
Had Helen taken Rosalind's. 
Like the Autumn wind, when it unbinds 
The tangled locks of the nightshade's hair, 
Which is twined in the sultry sunimer air 
Round the walls of an outworn sepulchre, 
Did the voice of Helen, sad and sweet, 
And the sound of her heart that ever beat. 
As with sighs and words she breathed on her, 
Unbind the knots of her friend's despair, 
Till her thoughts were free to float and flow ; 
And from her labouring bosom now, 
Like the biirsting of a prisoned flame, 
The voice of a long-pent sorrow canie. 

Rosalind.    I saw the dark earth fali upoii 
The coffin; and I saw the stone 
Laid over him whom this cold breast 
Had ])illowed to his nightly rest! 
Thou knowest not, thou canst not know 
My agony.    Oh ! I could not weej): 
The sources whence such blessings flow 
Were not to be approached by me ! 
But I could smile, and I could sleep, 
Though with a self-accusing heart. 
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In moming's light, in evening's gloom, 
I watched—and would not thence depart— 
My husband's unlamented tomb. 
My children knew their sire was gone, 
But when I told them,—'he is dead,'— 
Thcy laughed aloud in frantic glee, 
They clapped their hands and leaped about, 
Answering each other's ecstasy 
With many a prank and merry shout. 
But I sate silent alone, 
Wrapped in the mock of mourning weed. 

They laughed, for he was dead : but I 
Sate with a hard and tearless eye, 
And with a heart which would deny 
The secret joy it could not quell, 
Low muttering o'er his loathèd name; 
Till froni that self-contention carne 
Remorse where sin was none; a hell 
Which in purê spirits should not dwell. 

ril tell thee truth.    He was a man 
Hard, selfish, loving only gold, 
Yet full of guile : his pale eyes ran 
AVith tears, which each some falsehood told, 
And oft his smooth and bridled tongue 
Would give the lie to his flushing cheek: 
He was a coward to the strong : 
He was a tyrant to the weak, 
On whom his vengeance he would wreak: 
For scorn, whose arrows search the heart, 
From niany a stranger's eye would dart, 
And on his memory cling, and follow 
His soul to its home so cold and hoUow. 
He was a tyrant to the weak, 
And we were such, alas the day! 
Oft, when my little ones at play, 
Were in youth's natural lightness gay, 
Or if they listened to some tale 
Of travellers, or of fairy land,— 
When the light from the wood-fire's dying brand 
Flashed on their faces,—if they heard 
Or thought they heard upon the stair 
His footstep, the suspended word 
Died on my lips : we ali grew pale 
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The babe at my bosom was hushed with fear 
If it thought it heard its father near; 
And my two wild boys would near my knee 
Cling, cowed and cowering fearfuUy. 

I'll tell thee truth : I loved another. 
His name in my ear was ever ringing, 
His form to my brain was ever clinging: 
Yet if some stranger breathed that name, 
My lips turned white, and my heart beat fast: 
My nights were once haunted by drcams of flame, 
My days were dim in the shadow cast 
By the memory of the same ! 
Day and night, day and night, 
He was my breath and Hfe and light, 
I'"t)r threo short years, which soon were passed. 
On the fourth, my gentle mother 
Led me to the shrine, to be 
His sworn bride eternally. 
And now we stood on the altar stair, 
When my father carne from a distant land, 
And with a loud and fearful cry 
Rushed between us suddenly. 
I saw the stream of his thin gray hair, 
I saw his lean and lifted hand, 
And heard his words,—and Hve ! Oh God ! 
Wherefore do I live?—"Hold, ho!d!" 
He cried,—" I tell thee 'tis her brother ! 
Thy mother, boy, beneath the sod 
Of yon churchyard rests in her shroud so cold : 
I am now weak, and pale, and old : 
We were once doar to one another, 
I am that corpse ! Thou art our child !" 
Then with a laugh both long and wild 
The youth upon the pavement fell: 
They found him dead ! Ali looked on me, 
The spasms of my despair to see : 
But I was calm.    I went away : 
I was clammy-cold like clay ! 
I did not weep : I did not speak: 
But day by day, week after week, 
I walked about like a corpse alive ! 
Alas ! sweet friend, you must believe 
This heart is stone: it did not brcak. 
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My father lived a little while, 
But ali might see that he was dying, 
He smiled with such a woeful smile! 
When he was in the churcbyard lying 
Among the vvorms, we grew quite poor, 
So that no one would give us bread: 
My mother looked at me, and said 
Faint words of cheer, which only meant 
That she could die and be content; 
So I went forth from the same church door 
To another husband's bed. 
And this was he who died at last, 
When weeks and months and years had passed, 
Through which I firmly did fulfil 
My duties, a devoted wife, 
With the stern step of vanquished will,        • 
Walking beneath the night of life, 
Whose hours extinguished, like slow rain 
Falling for ever, pain by pain, 
The very hope of death's dear rest; 
Which, since the heart within my breast 
Of natural life was dispossessed, 
Its strange sustainer there had been. 

When flowers were dead, and grass was green 
Upon my mother's grave,—that mother 
Whom to outlive, and cheer, and make 
My wan eyes glitter for her sake, 
Was my vowed task; the single care 
Which once gave life to my despair,— 
When she was a thing that did not stir 
And the crawling worms were cradling her 
To a sleep more deep and so more sweet 
Than a baby's rocked on its nurse's knee, 
I lived : a living pulse then beat 
Beneath my heart that awakened me. 
What was this pulse so warm and free ? 
Alas ! I knew it could not be 
My own duU blood : 'twas like a thought 
Of liquid love, that spread and wrought 
Under my bosom and in my brain, 
And crept with the blood through every vein; 
And hour by hour, day after day, 
The wonder could not charm away, 
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But laid in sleep my wakeful pain, 
Until I knew it was a child, 
And then I wept.    For long, long years 
These frozen eyes had shed no tears : 
But now—'twas the season fair and mild 
VVhen April has wept itself to May : 
I sate through the sweet suiiny day 
By my window bcwered round with leaves, 
And down my cheeks the quick tears fell 
Like twinkhng rain-drops from the eaves, 
When warni spring showers are passing oer: 
0 Heien none can ever tell 
The joy it was to weep once more! 

1 wept to think how hard it were 
To kill my babe, and take from it 
The sense of light, and the warm air, 
And my own fond and tender care, 
And love and smiles; ere I knew yet 
That these for it might, as for me, 
Be the masks of a grinning mockery. 
And haply, I would dream, 'twere sweet 
To feed it from my faded breast, 
Or mark my own heart's restless beat 
Rock it to its untroubled rest. 
And watch the growing soul beneath 
Dawn in faint smiles; and hear its breath, 
Half interrupted by calm sighs. 
And search the depth of its fair eyes 
For long departed memories ! 
And so I lived till that sweet load 
Was lightened.    Darkly forward flowed 
The stream of years, and on it bore 
Two shapes of gladness to my sight; 
Two other babes, delightful more 
In my lost souFs abandoned night, 
Than their own country ships may be 
Sailing towards wrecked mariners, 
\\'ho cling to the rock of a wintry sea. 
For each, as it came, brought soothing tears. 
And a loosening warmth, as each one lay 
Sucking the sullen milk away 
About my frozen heart, did play, 
And weaned it, oh how painfully I— 
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As they themselves were weaned each one 
From that sweet food,—even from the thirst 
Of death, and nothingness, and rest, 
Strange inmate of a living breast! 
VVhich ali that I had undergone 
Of grief and shame, since she, who first 
The gates of that dark refuge closed, 
Carne to my sight, and almost burst 
The seal of that Lethean spring; 
But these fair shadows interposed : 
For ali delights are shadows now ! 
And from my brain to my duU brow 
The heavy tears gather and flow : 
I cannot speak : Oh let me weep! 

The tears which fell from her wan eyes 
Glimmered aniong the moonlight dew : 
Her deep hard sobs and heavy sighs 
Their echoes in the darkness thrcw. 
When she grew calm, she thus did keep 
The tenor of her tale : 

He died: 
I know not how : he was not old, 
If age be numbered by its years : 
But he was bowed and bent with fears, 
Pale with the quenchless thirst of gold, 
Which, like fierce fever, left him weak ; 
And his strait lip and bloated cheek 
Were warped in spasms by hollow sneers; 
And selfish cares with barren plough, 
Not age, had lined his narrow brow, 
And foul and cruel thoughts, which feed 
Upon the withering life within, 
Like vipers on some poisonous weed. 
Whether his ill were death or sin 
None knew, until he died indeed. 
And then men owned they were the same. 

Seven days within my chamber lay 
That corse, and my babes made holiday; 
At last, I told thcm what is death : 
The eldest, with a kind of shame, 
Carne to my knees with silent breath, 
And sate awe-stricken at my feet; 
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And soon the others left their play, 
And sate there too.    It is unmeet 
To shed on the brief flower of youth 
The withering knowledge of the grave; 
From me remorse then wrung that truth. 
I could not bear the joy which gave 
Too just a response to mine own. 
In vain.    I dared not feign a groan; 
And in their artless looks I saw, 
Between the mists of fear and awe, 
That my own thought was theirs; and they 
Expressed it not in words, but said, 
Each in its heart, how every day 
Will pass in happy work and play, 
Now he is dead and gone away. 

After the funeral ali our kin 
Assembled, and the will was read. 
My friend, I tell thee, even the dead 
Have strength, their putrid shrouds within, 
To blast and torture.    Those who live 
Still fear the living, but a corse 
Is merciless, and powcr doth give 
To such pale tyrants half the spoil 
He rends from those who groan and toil, 
Because they blush not with remorse 
Among their crawling worms.    Behold, 
I have no child ! my tale grows old 
With grief, and staggers : let it reach 
The limits of my feeble speech. 
And languidly at length rccline 
On the brink of its own grave and mine. 

Thou knowest what a thing is Poverty 
Among the fallen on evil days : 
Tis Crime, and Fear, and Infamy, 
And houseless Want in frozen ways 
Wandering ungarmented, and Pain, 
And, worse than ali, that inward stain 
Foul Self-contempt, which drowns in sneers 
Youth's starlight smile, and makes its tears 
First like hot gall, then dry for ever! 
And well thou knowest a mother never 
Could doom her children to this ill, 
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And well he knew the same.    The will 
Imported, that if e'er again 
I sought my children to behold, 
Or in my birthplace did remain 
Beyond three days, whose hours were told, 
They should inherit nought: and he, 
To whom next carne their patrimony, 
A sallow lawyer, cruel and cold, 
Aye watched me, as the will was read, 
With eyes askance, which sought to see 
The secrets of my agony; 
And with close lips and anxious brow 
Stood canvassing still to and fro 
The chance of my resolve, and ali 
The dead man's caution just did call; 
For in that killing lie 'twas said— 
"She is adulterous, and doth hold 
In sccret that the Christian creed 
Is false, and therefore is much nced 
That I should have a care to save 
My children from eternal fire." 
Friend, he was sheltered by the grave, 
And therefore dared to be a liar! 
In truth, the Indian on the pyre 
Of hcr dead husband, half consumed, 
As well might there be false, as I 
To those abhorred embraces doomed, 
Far worse than fire's brief agony. 
As to the Christian creed, if true 
Or false, I never questioned it: 
I took it as the vulgar do : 
Nor my vexed soul had leisure yet 
To doubt the things men say, or dêem 
That they are other than they seem. 

AH present who those crimes did hear, 
In feigned or actual scorn and fear, 
Men, women, children, slunk away, 
Whispcring with self-contented pride, 
Which half suspects its own base lie. 
I spoke to none, nor did abide, 
But silently I went my way, 
Nor noticed I where joyously 
Sate my two younger babes at play,   ■ 
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In the court-yard through which I passed; 
But went with footsteps firm and fast 
Till I carne to the brink of the ocean green, 
And there, a woman with gray hairs, 
\\'ho had my mother's servant been, 
Kneeling, with many tears and ])rayers, 
Made me accept a purse of gold, 
Half of the eamings she had kept 
To refuge her when weak and old. 

\V'ith woe, which never sleeps or slept, 
I wander now.    'Tis a vain thought— 
Eut on yen alp, whose snowy head 
'Mid the azure air is islanded, 
(We see it o'er the flood of cloud, 
Wliich sunrise from its eastern caves 
Drives, wrinkling into golden waves, 
Hung with its precipices proud, 
From that gray stone where first we met) 
There—now who knows the dead feel nought ?- 
Should be my grave ; for he who yet 
Is niy souFs soul, once said : " 'Twere sweet 
'Mid stars and Hghtnings to abide, 
And winds and lulling snows, that beat 
With their soft flakes the mountain wide, 
AVhen vveary meteor lamps reposc, 
And languid storms their pinions close : 
And ali things strong and bright and purê, 
And ever during, aye endure : 
Who knows, if one were buried there, 
liut these things might our spirits make, 
Amid the all-surrounding air, 
Their own eternity partako ? " 
Then 'twas a wild and playful saying 
At which I laughcd, or seemed to laugh: 
They were his words : now heed my praying, 
And let them be my epitaph. 
Thy memory for a term may be 
My monument.    Wilt remember me ? 
I know thou wilt, and canst forgive 
Whilst in this erring world to live 
My soul distained not, that I thought 
Its lying forms were worthy aught 
And much less thee. 
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Helen. O speak not so, 

But come to me and pour thy woe 
Into this heart, full though it be, 
Ay, overflowing with its own : 
I thought that grief had severed me 
From ali beside who weep and groan; 
Its likeness upon earth to be, 
Its express image; but thou art 
More wretched.    Sweet! we will not part 
Henceforth, if death be not division ; 
If so, the dead feel no contrition. 
Eut wilt thou hear since last we parted 
Ali that has left me broken hearted ? 

Rosalind.    Yes,  speak.    The faintest stars are scarcely 
shorn 

Of thcir thin beams by that delusive morn 
Which sinks again in darkness, like the light 
Of early love, soon lost in total night. 

Hckri.    Alas ! Italian winds are mild, 
But my bosom is cold—wintry cold— 
When the warm air weaves, among the fresh leaves, 
Soft music, my poor brain is wild. 
And I am wcak like a nursling child, 
Though my soul with grief is gray and old. 

Rosalind.    Weep not at thine own words, though they 
must make 

Me weep.    What is thy tale ? 
Helen. I fear 'twill shake 

Thy gentle heart with tears.    Thou well 
Rememberest when we met no more, 
And, though 1 dwelt with Lionel, 
That friendlcss caution pierced me sore 
With grief; a wound my sjjirit bore 
Indignantly, but when he died 
With him lay dead both hope and pride. 
Alas ! ali hope is buried now. 
But then men dreamed the agèd earth 
Was labouring in that mighty birth, 
Which many a poet and a sage 
Has aye forescen—the happy age 
When truth and love shall dwell belovr 
Among the works and ways of men; 
Which on this world not power but will 
Even now is wanting to fulfll. 
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Among mankind vvhat thcnce bcfell 
Of strife, how vain, is known too well; 
Whcn Liberty's dcar paean fell 
'Mid murdcrous howls.    To Lionel, 
Though of great wealth and lincage high, 
Yet through those diingcon walls thcre came 
Thy thrilliiig light, O Liberty ! 
And as the metcor's midnight flame 
Startles the dreamer, sun-like truth 
Flashed on his visionary youth, 
And filled him, not with íove, but faith, 
And hope, and courage niute in death; 
For love and life in him were twins, 
Bom at one birth: in every other 
First life tlien love its course begins, 
Though they bc chiklren of one mothcr; 
And so through this dark world they fieei 
Divided, till in death they meet: 
But iie loved ali things ever.    Then 
He passed amid the strife of men, 
And stood at thu throne of armèd power 
rieading for a world of woe : 
Secure as one on a rock-built tower 
0'er the wrecks which the surge trails to and fro, 
'Mid the i)assions wild of human kind 
He stood, like a spirit calming them ; 
J'\)r, it was said, his words could bind 
I.ike music the lulled crowd, and stem 
That torrcnt of unquiet drcam, 
Which mortais truth and rcason dêem, 
But is revunge and fear and [)ri(le. 
Joyous he was ; and hope and peace 
On ali who heard him did abide, 
Kiil.iing like dcw from his swect talk, 
As wherc the evcning star may walk 
Along the brink of the gloomy seas, 
Liquid mists of splenilour (juiver. 
His vcry gestures touched to tcars 
The unpersuaded tyrant, never 
So moved before : his jjresence stung 
The torturers with their victim's pain, 
And none knew how; and through their ears, 
The subtle witchcraft of his tongue 
Unlocked the hcarts of those who keep 
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Gold, the world's bond of slavery. 
Mcn wondcred, and some sneered to see 
One sow what hc could never reap : 
For he is rich, they said, and young, 
And might drink from the depths of luxury. 
If he seeks Fume, Fame never crowned 
The cham[)ion of a trampled creed : 
If he seeks Power, Power is enthroncd 
'Mid ancient rights and wrongs, to feed 
^V'llich hungry wolves with praise and spoil, 
Those who would sit ncar Power miist toil; 
And such, there sitting, ali may see. 
What seeks hc ?    Ali that others seek 
He casts away, like a vile weed 
Which the sea casts unreturningly. 
'Phat poor and hungry mcn should break 
'l"he laws which wrcak them toil and scorn, 
We understand ; but Lionel 
We know is rich and nobly bom. 
So wondcred they: yet ali men loved 
Young Lionel, though few approved; 
Ali but the priests, whose hatred fell 
Like the unseen blight of a smiling day, 
The withering honey dew, which clings 
Undcr the bright green buds of May, 
Whilst they unfold their emerald wings: 
For he made verses wild and queer 
On the strange creeds priests hold so dcar, 
Bccausc they bring them land and gcjld. 
Of devils and saints and ali such gear, 
He made tales which whoso heartl or read 
Would laugh till he were almost dcad. 
So this grew a proverb : " Don't get old 
Till Lioners   Bancjuet in Hell' you hear. 
And then you will laugh yourself young again." 
So the priests hatcd him, and he 
Repaid their hate with cheerful glce. 

Ah, smiles and joyance quickly died. 
For public hope grew pale and. dim 
In an altered time and tide, 
And in its wasling withered him. 
As a sunmier flower that blows too soon 
Droops in the smile of the waning moon, 
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When it scatters through an April night 
The frozen dews of wrinkling blight. 
None now hoped more.    Gray Power was seated 
Safely on her ancestral throne ; 
And Faith, the Python, undefeated, 
Even to its blood-stained steps dragged on 
Her foul and wounded train, and men 
Were trampled and deceived again, 
And words and shows again could bind 
The wailing tribes of human kind 
In scorn and famine.    Fire and blood 
Raged round the raging multitude, 
To fields remote by tyrants sent 
To be the scornèd instrument 
With which they drag from mines of gore 
The chains thelr slaves yet ever wore : 
And in the streets men met each other, 
And by old altars and in halls, 
And smüed again at festivais. 
But each man found in his heart's brother 
Cold checr; for ali, though half deceived, 
The outworn creeds again believed, 
And the same round anew began, 
Which the weary world yet ever ran. 

Many then wept, not tears, but gall 
Within their hearts, like drops which fali 
Wasting the fountain-stone away. 
And in that dark and evil day 
Did ali desires and thoughts, that claim 
Men's care—ambition friendship, fame, 
Love, hope, though hope was now despair— 
Induc the colours of this change. 
As from the all-surrounding air 
The earth takes hues obscure and strange, 
When storm and earthquake linger there. 

And so, my friend, it then befell 
To many, most to Lionel, 
Whose hope was like the life of youth 
Within him, and when dead, became 
A spirit of unresting flame, 
Which goaded him in his distress 
Over the world's vast wildemess. 
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Three years he left his native land, 
And on the fourth, when he returned, 
None knew him : he was stricken deep 
With some disease of mind, and turned 
Into aught unlike Lionel. 
On him, on whom, did he pause in sleep, 
Serenest smiles were wont to keep, 
And, did he wake, a wingèd band 
Of bright persuasions, which had fed 
On his sweet lips and Hquid eyes, 
Kept their swift pinions half outspread, 
To do on men his least command; 
On him, whom once 'twas paradise 
Even to behold, now misery lay : 
In his own heart 'twas merciless, 
To ali things else none may express 
Its innocence and tenderness. 

'Twas said that he had refuge sought 
In love from his unquiet thought 
In distant lands, and been deceived 
By some strange show; for there were found, 
Blotted with tears as those reHeved 
By their own words are wont to do, 
These mournful verses on the ground, 
By ali who read them blotted too. 

" How am I changed ! my hopes were once like fire ; 
I loved, and I believed that life was love. 
How am I lost! on wings of swift desire 
Among Heaven's winds my spirit once did move. 
I slept, and silver dreams did aye inspire 
My liquid sleep : I woke, and did approve 
Ali nature to my heart, and thought to make 
A paradise of earth for one sweet sake. 

" I love, but I believe in love no more. 
I feel desire, but hope not.    O, from sleep 
Most vainly must my weary brain implore 
Its long lost flattery now: I wake to weep. 
And sit through the long day gnawing the core 
Of my bitter heart, and, like a miser, keep, 
Since none in what I feel take pain or pleasure, 
To my own soul its self-consuming treasure." 



230 Shelley 
He dwclt bcside me near the sea: 
And oft in cvening did we meet, 
When the waves, bencath the starlight, flee 
0'er the yellow sands with silvcr fcet, 
And talked : our talk was sad and sweet, 
Till slowly from his niien there passed 
The desolation which it spokc ; 
And smiles,—as when the lightning's blast 
Has parched some heaven-deligliting oak, 
The ncxt spring shows leaves pale and raro, 
Ikit hke flowers delicate and fair, 
On its rent boughs,—again arrayed 
His countonance in tender light: 
His words grew subtile fire, which made 
The air his hearers breathed dulight: 
His motions, like the vvinds, wcre free, 
Which bcnd the bright grass gracefully, 
Then fade away in circlets faint: 
And wingcd Hope, on which upborne 
His soul seemed hovcring in his eyes, 
Like some bright sjjirit ncwly bom 
-Floating amid the sunny skies, 
Sprang ibrth from his rent heart ancw. 
Yet o'er'his talk, and looks, and mien, 
Tempering their loveliness too keen, 
Past woe its shadow backward threw, 
'J"ill like an exhalation, spread 
From flowers half driink with cvening dew, 
They did becomc infectious : swcct 
And subtile mists of sense and thought: 
Which wrajiped us soon, when we might mcet, 
Almost from our own looks and aught 
The wide world holds.    And so, his mind 
Was healed, whilc mine grcw sick with fcar: 
For ever now his health declined, 
Like some frail bark wliich caiinot bear 
'J'he impulse of an altercd wind, 
Though pros[)erous : and my heart grew full 
'Mid its new joy of a new care : 
For his cheek became, not pale, but fair, 
As rose-o'ershadowed li lies are ; 
And soon his deep and sunny hair, 
In this alonc Icss íieautiful, 
Like grass in tombs grew wild and raro. 
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The blood in his transluceiit veins 
Beat, not like animal life, but love 
Scemed novv its suUcn spriiigs to move, 
Whcn lilc liad failcd, and ali its ])ains : 
And .suclden slccp would seize him oft 
IJ'UC dcalh, so calm, but that a tear, 
His pointed c}'clashes bctween, 
Would gailiur in the liglu sertne 
Of smilcs, whose lustre briglit and soft 
ISeneath lay undulaling there. 
His breath was like incotistant flame, 
As eagerly it wcnt and carne ; 
And 1 hung oer him in his sleep, 
Till, like an iniage in the lake 
Which rains dlsturl), my tears would break 
The shailow of liiat slumber dee[): 
Then he would bid me not to weep, 
And say wiih flattery false, yet sweet, 
That dcath and he could never nieet, 
If I would never part with him. 
And so we loved, and did unite 
Ali that in us was yet divided : 
For when he said, that many a rite, 
By men to bind but once provided, 
Could not be shared by him and me, 
Or they would kiU him in their glee, 
I shuddered, and then laughing said— 
"We wiU have rites our faith to bind, 
But our ehurch shall he the starry night, 
Our altar the grassy night outspread. 
And our [iriest the muttering wind." 

'Twas sunset as I spoke : one star 
Had scarce burst forth, when from afar 
The ministers of misrule sent, 
Seized upon Lionel, and bore 
His chained limbs to a dreary tower, 
In the inidst of a city vast and wide. 
For he, they said, from his mind had bent 
Against their gods keon blasphemy. 
For which, though his soul must roasted be 
In helTs red lakes immortally, 
Yet even on earth must he abide 
The vengeance ot their slaves : a trial, 
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I think, men call it.    What avail 
Are prayers and tears, which chase denial 
From the fierce savage, nursed in hate ? 
What the knit soul that pleading and pala 
Makes wan the quivering cheek, which late 
It painted with its own delight? 
We were divided.    As I could, 
I stilled the tingling of my blood, 
And followed him in their despite, 
As a widow follows, pale and wild, 
The murderers and corse of her only child; 
And when we carne to the prison door 
And I prayed to share his dungeon floor 
With prayers which rarely have been spurned, 
And when men drove me forth and I 
Stared with blank frenzy on the sky, 
A farewell look of love he turned, 
Half calming me ; then gazed awhile, 
As if thro' that black and massy pile, 
And thro' the crowd around him there, 
And thro' the dense and murky air, 
And the thronged streets, he did espy 
What poets know and prophesy; 
And said, with voice that made them shiver 
And clung like music in my brain, 
And which the mute walls spoke again 
Prolonging it with deepened strain : 
" Fear not the tyrants shall rule íor ever, 
Or the priests of the bloody faith; 
They stand on the brink of that mighty river, 
Whose waves they have tainted with death : 
It is fed from the depths of a thousand delis, 
Around them it foams, and rages, and swells. 
And their swords and their sceptrcs I floating see, 
Like wrecks in the surge of eternity." 

I dwelt beside the prison gate. 
And the strange crowd that out and in 
Passed, some, no doubt, with mine own fate, 
Might have fretted me with its ceaseless din, 
Eut the fever of care was louder within. 
Soon, but too late, in penitence 
Or fear, his foes released him thence: 
1 saw his thin and languid form, 



Revolt and Despondency       233 
As leaning on the jailor's arm, 
Whose hardened eyes grew moist the while, 
To meet his mute and faded smile, 
And hear his words of kind farewell, 
He tottered forth from his damp cell. 
Many had never wept before, 
From whom fast tears then gushed and fell: 
Many will relent no more, 
Who sobbed like infants then : ay, ali 
Who thronged the prison's stony hall, 
The rulers or the slaves of law, 
Felt with a new surprise and awe 
That they were human, till strong shame 
Made them again become the same. 
The prison blood-hounds, huge and grim, 
From human looks the infection caught, 
And fondly crouched and fawned on him; 
And men have heard the prisoners say, 
Who in their rotten dungeons lay, 
That from that hour, throughout one day, 
The fierce despair and hate which kept 
Their trampled bosoms almost slept: 
When, like tvvin vultures, they hung feeding 
On each heart's wound, wide tom and bleeding,— 
Because their jailers' rule, they thought, 
Grew merciful, like a parent's sway. 

I know not how, but vve were free : 
And Lionel sate alone with me, 
As the carriage drove thro' the streets apace; 
And we looked upon each other's face; 
And the blood in our fingers intertwined 
Ran hke the thoughts of a single mind, 
As the swift emotions went and came 
Thro' the veins of each united frame. 
So thro' the long long streets we passed 
Of the milhon-peopled City vast; 
Which is that desert, where each one 
Seeks his mate yet is alone, 
Beloved and sought and moumed of none; 
Until the clear blue sky was seen, 
And the grassy meadows bright and green, 
And then I sunk in his embrace, 
Enclosing there a mighty space 



234 Shelley 
Of lovc : and so we travelled on 
15y woods, and ficUls of yellow ílowcrs, 
And towiis, and villa^^^cs, and towcrs, 
Day after day of hapijy hour.s. 
It was thc a/.urc time of June, 
Wlicn tlie skies are dee]) in the stainless noon, 
And the vvarm and fitful hiee/cs shake 
The fresh grecii leaves of the hed;;c-ro\v briar, 
And there were odours tlien to niake 
Tlic very hreath we ihd respire 
A liíjuid elenient, whcrcun 
Oiir spirits, Hke deliylitcd things 
'riiat walk the air on subtle winjjs, 
Floated and mintçU.d far away, 
'Mid the warni winds of the sunny day, 
And when the evening star canie forth 
Above the curve of the new bent nioon, 
And h'ght and sound ebbed from the earth, 
Like the tide of lhe fuU and weary sea 
To the depths of ils tranejuiüity, 
Our natures to ils own rcpose 
I)id the earth's breathless sleep attune : 
Like ílowers, wliieh on eaeh other close 
Their languid leaves when daylight's gone, 
We lay, till new eniolions canie, 
Which seemed to make eaeh mortal frame 
One soul of interwoven flame, 
A life in life, a second birth 
In worlds diviner far than earth, 
Which, like two slrains of harmony 
That niingle in the silent sky 
Then slowly disunite, passed by 
And left the tcnderness of tears, 
A soft oblivion of ali fears, 
A sweet sleep : so we travelled on 
Till we carne to the home of Lionel, 
Aniong lhe mounlains wild and lona, 
lieside the hoary western sea, 
Which near the verge of the echoing shore 
The massy forest shadowed o'er. 

The ancient steward, with hair ali hoar, 
As we alighted, wejjt to see 
His master changed so fearfuUy; 
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And the old man's sobs did vvaken me 
From my drcam of unremaining gladness ; 
The truth ílashed o'er me like (juick madness 
When I looked, and saw that thcre was death 
On Lionel: yet day by day 
He lived, till fear grew hope and faith, 
And in my soiil I dared to say, 
Nothing so bright can pass away : 
Death is dark, and foul, and duU, 
But he is—O how beautiful! 
Yet day by day he grew more weak, 
And his swcet voice, when he might speak, 
Which ne'er was loud, became more low; 
And the light which flashed through his waxen cheek 
Grew faint, as the rose-like huos which flow 
From sunset o'er the Alpina snow : 
And death scemed not Hke death in him, 
For the sjjirit of hfe o'er every Hmb 
Lingered, a mist of sense and thought. 
When the summer wind faint odours brought 
From mountain llowers, even as it passed 
His chcek would change, as the noonday sea 
Which the dying breeze sweeps fitfully. 
If but a cloud the sky o'ercast, 
You might see his colour come and go, 
And the softest strain of music made 
Sweet smiles, yet sad, arise and fade 
Amid the dew of his tender eyes ; 
And the breath, with intermitting flow, 
Made his palc h[)s quiver and part. 
You might hear the beatings of his heart, 
Quick, but not strong; and with my tresscs 
When oft he playfully would bind 
In the bowers of mossy lonelinesses 
His neck, and win me so to mingle 
In the sweet depth of woven caresses, 
And our faint limbs were intcrtwined, 
Alas ! the unquiet life did tingle 
From mine own heart through every vein, 
Like a captive in dreams of libcrty, 
Who beats the wall of his stony cell. 
But his, it scemed already free, 
Like the shadow of fire surrounding me! 
On my faint eyes and limbs did dwell 
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That spirit as it passed, till soon, 
As a frail cloud wandering o'er the moon, 
Beneath its light invisible, 
Is seen when it folds its gray wings again 
To alight on midnight's dusky plain, 
I lived and saw, and the gathering soul 
Passed from beneath that strong control, 
And I fell on a Hfe which was sick with fear 
Of ali the woe that now I bear. 

Amid a bloomless myrtle wood, 
On a green and sea-girt promontory, 
Not far from where we dwelt, there stood 
In record of a sweet sad story, 
An altar and a temple bright 
Circled by steps, and o'er the gate 
Was sculptured, "ToFidelity " ; 
And in the shrine an image sate, 
Ali veiled: but there was seen the light 
Of smiles, which faintly could express 
A mingled pain and tendemess 
Through that aethereal drapery. 
The left hand held the head, the right— 
Beyond the veil, beneath the skin, 
You might see the nerves quivering within— 
Was forcing the point of a barbèd dart 
Into its side-convulsing heart. 
An unskilled hand, yet one informed 
With genius, had the marble warmed 
With that pathetic life.    This tale 
It told : A dog had from the sea, 
When the tide was raging fearfully, 
Dragged Lioners mothcr, weak and pale, 
Then died beside her on the sand, 
And she that temple thence had planned; 
But it was Lioners own hand 
Had wrought the image.    Each new moon 
That lady did, in this lone fane, 
The rites of a religion sweet, 
Whose god was in her heart and brain: 
The seasons' loveliest ílowers were strewn 
On the marble íloor beneath her feet, 
And she brought crowns of sea-buds white, 
Whose odour is so sweet and faint, 
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And weeds, like branching chrysolite, 
Woven in deviccs fine and quaint, 
And tears from her brown eyes did stain 
The altar : need but look upon 
That dying statue fair and wan, 
If tears should cease, to weep again : 
And rare Arabian odours carne, 
Through the myrtle copses steaming thence 
From the hissing frankincense, 
Whose smoke, wool-white as ocean foam, 
Hung in dense flocks beneath the dome— 
That ivory dome, whose azure night 
With golden stars, Hke heaven, was bright— 
0'er the spHt cedar's pointed flame; 
And the lady's harp would kindle there 
The melody of an old air, 
Softer than sleep ; the villagers 
Mixed their rehgion up with hers. 
And as they listened round, shed tears. 

One eve he led me to this fane: 
Daylight on its last purple cloud 
Was lingering gray, and soon her strain 
The nightingale began ; now loud, 
Climbing in circlcs the windless sky, 
Now dying music, suddenly 
"Tis scattered in a thousand notes, 
And now to the hushed car it floats 
Like field smells known in infancy, 
Then failing, soothes the air again. 
We sate wilhin that temple lone, 
Pavihoned round with Parian stone : 
His mother's harp stood near, and oft 
I had awakenud music soft 
Amid its vvires : the nightingale 
Was pausing in her heaven-taught tale : 
"Now drain the cup," said Lionel, 
"Which the poet-bird has crowned so well 
With the wine of her bright and liquid song ! 
Heardst thou not sweet words among 
That heaven-resounding minstrelsy? 
Heardst thou not, that those who die 
Awake in a world of ecstasy ? 
That love, when limbs are interwoven, 
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And sleep, when the night of life is clo\en, 
And thought, to the world's dim bound;irics clinging, 
And music, when one beloved is singing, 
Is death ?    Let us drain right joyously 
The cup which the sweet bird fills for me." 
He paused, and to my li[)s he bent 
His own : Hke sjjirit his words went 
Through ali my limbs with the specd of fire 
And his keen eyes, glittering through mine, 
Filled me with the llame divine, 
Which in their orbs was burning far, 
Like the light of an unmeasured star, 
In the sky of midnight dark and deep: 
Yes, 'twas his soul that did inspire 
Sounds, which my skill could ne'er awakeu 
And first, I felt my fingers sweep 
The harj), and a long quivering cry 
Burst from my lips in symphony: 
The dusk and solid air was shaken, 
As swift and swifter the notes canie 
From my touch, that wandered like quick flame, 
And from my bosom, labouring 
\Vith some unutterable thing : 
The awful sound of my own voice made 
My faint li[)s tremble; in some mood 
Of wordless thought Lionel stood 
So pale, that even beside his cheek 
The snowy column from its shade 
Caught whiteness : yet his countenance 
Raised upward, bumed with radiance 
Of spirit-[)iercing joy, whose light, 
I>ike the nioon struggling through the night 
Of whirlwind-rifted clouds, did break 
With beams that might not be confmed. 
I paused, but soon his gestures kindled 
New power, as by the moving wind 
The waves are lifted, and my song 
To low soft notes now changed and dwindled, 
And from the twinkÜng wircs among, 
My languid fingers drew and ílung 
Circles of life-dissolvmg sound, 
Yet faint; in aery rings they bound 
My Lionel, who, as every strain 
Grew fainter but more sweet, his mien 
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Sunk with the sound relaxedly; 
And slovvly now he turned to me, 
As slowly faded from his face 
That awful joy : with looks serene 
He was soon drawn to my embrace, 
And niy wild song then died away 
In nmrmurs : words I dare not say 
We niixed, and on his lips mine fed 
Till thcy methought Felt still and cold: 
" What is it with thee, love ? " I said : 
No word, no look, no motion ! yes, 
There was a change, but spare to guess, 
Nor let that moment's hope be told. 
I looked, and knew that he was dead, 
And fell, as the cagle on the plain 
Falls when hfe deserts her brain, 
And the mortal Hghtning is veiled again. 

O that I were now dead ! but such 
(Did thcy not, love, demand too much, 
Those dying murmurs ?) he forbade. 
O that I once again were mad ! 
And yet, dcar Rosalind, not so, 
For I would hve to share thy woe. 
Swcet boy, did I forget thee too ? 
Alas, we know not what we do 
When we speak words. 

No mcmory more 
Is in my mind of that sea shore. 
Madness carne on me, and a troop 
Of misty shapes did seem to sit 
Beside me, on a vesseFs poop, 
And the clear north wind was driving it. 
Then 1 hcard strangc tongues, and savv strange flowers, 
And the stars methought grcw unlike ours, 
And the azure sky and the stormless sea 
Made me bclieve that i had dicd, 
And waked in a world, which was to me 
Drear hell, though heaven to ali beside ; 
Then a dead sleep fell on my mind, 
Whilst animal life many long years 
Had rescued from a chasm of tears ; 
And when 1 woke, 1 wept to fmd 
That the same lady, bright and wise, 
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With silver locks and quick brown eyes, 
The mother of my Lionel, 
Had tended me in my distress, 
And died some months before.    Nor less 
Wonder, but far more peace and joy 
Brought in that hour my lovely boy; 
For through that trance my soul had well 
The impress of thy being kept; 
And if I waked, or if I slept, 
No doubt, though meniory faithiess be, 
Thy image ever dwelt on me ; 
And thus, O Lionel, like thee 
Is our sweet child.    'Tis sure most strange 
I knevv not of so great a change, 
As that which gave him birth, who now 
Is ali the solace of my woe. 

That Lionel great wealth had left 
By will to me, and that of ali 
The ready lies of law bereft 
My child and me, might well befall. 
Eut let me think not of the scorn, 
Which from the nieanest I have borne, 
When, for my child's belovèd sake, 
I mixed with slaves, to vindicate 
The very laws themselves do make: 
Let me not say scorn is my fate, 
Lest I be proud, suffering the same 
With those who live in deathless fame. 

She ceased.—■" Lo, where red morning thro' the woods 
Is biirning o'er the dew;" said Rosalind. 
And with these words thev rose, and towards the flood 
Of the blue lake, beneath the leaves now wind 
With equal steps and fingcrs intertwined: 
Thence to a lonoly dwelling, where the shore 
Is shadowed with deep rocks, and cypresses 
Cleave with their dark green cones the silent skics, 
And with their shadows the clear depths below, 
And where a little terrace from its bowers, 
Of blooming myrtle and faint Icmon-flowers, 
Scatters its sense-dissolving fragrance o'er 
The liquid marble of the windless lake; 
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And where the agèd forest's limbs look hoar, 
Under the leaves which their green garments make, 
They come : 'tis Helen's home, and clean and white, 
Like one which tyrants spare on our own land 
In some such solitude, its casements bright 
Shone through their vine-leaves in the moming sun, 
And even within 'twas scarce Hke Italy. 
And when she saw how ali things there were planned, 
As in an English home, dim memory 
Disturbed poor Rosalind : she stood as one 
Whose mind is where his body cannot be, 
Till Helen led her where her child yet slept, 
And said, " Observe, that brow was Lionel's, 
Those lips were his, and so he ever kept 
One arm in sleep, pillowing his head with it. 
You cannot see his eyes, they are two wells 
Of liquid love : let us not wake him yet." 
Lut Rosalind could bear no more, and wept 
A shower of burning tears, which fell upon 
His face, and so his opening lashes shone 
With tears unlike his own, as he did leap 
In sudden wonder from his innocent sleep. 

So Rosalind and Helen lived together 
Thenceforth, changed in ali else, yet friends again, 
Such as they were, when o'er the mountain heather   ' 
They wandered in their youth, through sun and rain. 
And after many years, for human things 
Change even like the ocean and the wind, 
Her daughter was restored to Rosalind, 
And in their circle thence some visitings 
Of joy 'mid their new calm would intervene; 
A lovely child she was, of looks serene. 
And motions which o'er things mdifferent shed 
The grace and gentleness from whence they came. 
And Helen's boy grew with her, and they fed 
From the same flowers of thought, until each mind 
Like springs which mingle in one flood became, 
And in their union soon their parents saw 
The shadow of the peace denied to them. 
And Rosalind, for when the livmg stem 
Is cankered in its heart, the tree must fali, 
Died era her time ; and with deep grief and awe 
The pale survivors foUowed her remains 
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Bcyond the rcgion of dissolving rains, 
U[) the cold mountain she was wont to call 
Her tomb ; and on Chiavenna's prccipice 
They raised a pyramid of lasting ice, 
Whose i)olished sides, cre day.had yct bcgun, 
Caught the first glow of the unrisen sun, 
The last, when it had sunk ; and thro' the night 
The charioteers of Arctos wheclcd round 
Its glittering ])oint, as seun from Helen's home, 
Whose sad inhabitants cach year would come, 
With wiUing steps climbing that rugged height, 
And hang long locks of hair, and garlands bí)und 
With amaranth flowers, which, in the clime's despite, 
Fillcd the frore air with unaccustomed Hght: 
Such flowers, as in the wintry memory bloom 
Of one friend left, adorned that frozen tomb. 

Heien, whose spirit was of softer mould, 
Whose sufferings too were less, Death slowlier led 
Into the peace of his dominion cold : 
She died among her kindred, beiiig o!d. 
And know, that if lovc die not in the dead 
As in the Hving, none of mortal kind 
Are blest, as now Helen and Rosalind. 

PASSAGE OF THE APENNINES 

[Comp. May 4, 181S.    Tubi. 1824.] 

I^TSTFN, listcn, Mary mine. 
To tln' wh!'i[>r'r of tho A;)('nnino, 
It buists on the roof liUe lhe tliMndcr's roar, 
Or like tlu; sea on a noitliern shorc, 
IleanJ in its ragin^ ebb and (low 
]íy tlic caplives pent in the cavo bclow. 
'líie A])i'nnino in tlie lij^ht of day 
Is a mi^lity mountain dim and gray, 
Wliich bclween the earth and sky doth lay ; 
Hp.t when nifjht comes, a cliaos dread 
On the dim starhght then is spread, 
And the Apennine walks abroad with the storm, 
Shroudiug. . . , 
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K THE PAST 

[Publ. 1824.] 

WiLT thou forgct lhe happy hours 
Which we buried in Love's sweet bowers, 
Heaping ovcr thcir corpses cold 
Blossoms ^nd Icavcs, instcad of mould ?— 

Blossoms which werc thc joys that fell, 
And Icaves, the hopes that yct remain. 

II 

Forget the dcad, the past ?    Oh, yet 
There are ghosts that nuiy takc revenge for it, 
Meniories that make the heart a tonib, 
licgrets wliich gUde through the spirifs glooni, 

x\nd with ghastly wliispers tell 
That joy, once lost, is pain. 

TO MARY 

[Publ. 1824.] 
0 MARY dcar, that you wcre hcre 
With yoiir brown eyes bright ainl clcar. 
Anil your swcot voice, like a bird 
Singing love to its lono mate 
In the ivy bower disconsolate ; 
Voice the svveetííst ever heard I 
And your brow more. . . . 
Than the sky 
Of tliis azure Italy. 
Mary dcar, come to me soon, 
1 am not woll whilst thou art far ; 
As sunset to the sphercd moon, 
As twilight to the western star, 
Thou, belovèd, art to me. 

O Mary dear, that you wcre here ; 
The Castle echo whispers " Here ! " 

LINES WRITTEN AMONG THE EUGANEAN 
HILLS 

i8i8. OCTOBER, 

[Publ. 1819.] 

MANY a green isle needs must be 
In tliü dtep wide sea of Misery, 
Or the mariner, worn and wan, 
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Never thus could voyage on— 
Day and night, and night and day, 
Drifting on his dreary way, 

, With the solid darkness black 
Closing round his vessel's track; 
Whilst above the sunless sky, 
Big with clouds, hangs heavily, 
And behind the tempest fleet 
Hurries on with lightning feet, 
Riving sail, and cord, and plank, 
Till the ship has almost drank 
Death from the o'er-briniming deep; 
And sinks down, down, like that sleep 
When the dreamer seems to be 
Weltering through eternity; 
And the dim low line bafore 
Of a dark and distant shore 
Still recedes, as ever still 
lyonging with divided will, 
But no power to seck or shun, 
He is ever drifted on 
0'er the unreposing wave 
To the haven of the grave. 
What, if there no friends will grect; 
What, if there no heart will meet 
His with love's impatient beat; 
Waiider wheresoe'er he may, 
Can he drcam before that day 
To find refuge from distress 
In friendship's smile, in love's caress? 
Then 'twill wreak him little woe 
Whether such there be or no : 
Senseless is the breast, and cold, 
Which relenting love would fold ; 
Bloodless are the veins and chill 
Which the pulse of pain did fill; 
Every little living nerve 
That from bitter words did swerve 
Round the tortured lips and brow, 
Are like sapless leaflets now 
Frozen upon December's bough. 

On the beach of a northem sea 
Which tempests shake etemally, 
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As once the wretch there lay to sleep, 
Lies a solitary heap. 
One white skull and seven dry bonés, 
On the margin of the stones, • 
Where a few gray rushes stand, 
Boundaries of the sea and land : 
Nor is heard one voice of wail 
But the sea-mews' as thcy sail 
0'er the billows ot the gale ; 
Or the whirlwind up and down 
Howling, Uke a slaughtered town, 
When a king m glory rides 
Through the pomp of fratricides : 
Those unburied bonés around 
There is many a mournful sound; 
There is no lamcnt for him, 
Like a sunless vapour, dim, 
Who once clothed with life and thought 
What now moves nor murmurs not. 

Ay, many flowering islands lie 
In the waters of wide Agony : 
To such a one this niorn was led, 
My bark by soft winds piloted: 
'Mid the mountains Euganean 
I stood listening to the paean 
With which the legioned rooks did hail 
The sun's uprise majestical; 
Gathering round with wings ali hoar, 
Through the devvy mist they soar 
Like gray shades, till the eastcrn heavcn 
Bursts, and then, as clouds of even, 
Fleckcd with fire and azure, lie 
In the unfathomable sky, 
So their plumes of purple grain, 
Starrcd with drops of golden rain, 
Gleam above the sunlight woods, 
As in silent multitudes 
On the morning's fitful gale 
Through the broken mist they sail, 
And the vapours cloven and gleaming 
Follow, down the dark steep streaming, 
Till ali is bright, and clear, and still, 
Round the solitary hill. 
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Beneath is spread like a green sea 
The wavclcss plain of Lombardy, 
Bounded by thc vajjorous air, 

• Islandüd by citics fair ; 
Undemeath l)ay'.s azure eyes 
Ocean's nursling, Venicc lies, 
A peopled labyrinth of walls, 
Amphitnte's dcstined halls, 
Which her hoary sirc now pa\es 
With his blue and beaming waves. 
Lo! thc sun upspring.s buhind, 
Eroad, red, radiant, half-reclinod 
On thc levei quivering line 
Of the waters crystalline ; 
And before that chasm of light, 
As within a furnace bright, 
Column, towcr, and dome, and spire, 
Shinc like obclisks of fire, 
Pointing with inconstant motion 
From the altar of dark ocean 
To the sapphire-tinted skies; 
As the flames of sacrifice 
From the marble shrines did rise, 
As to pierce the dome of gold 
Where ApoUo spoke of old. 

Sea-girt City, thou hast been 
Ocean's child, and then his queen; 
Now is come a darker day, 
And thou soon must be his prey, 
If the power that raised thee here 
Hallow so thy watery bicr. 
A less drear ruin then thaa now, 
With thy conquest-branded brow 
Stooping to the slave of slaves 
From thy throne, among the waves 
Wilt thou be, when the sea-mew 
Flies, as once, before it flew, 
0'er thine isles depopulate. 
And ali is in its ancient state, 
Save where many a palace gate 
With green sca-flowers overgrown 
Like a rock of Ocean's own, 
Topples o'er the abandoncd sea 
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As the tidos change sullenly. 
The fisher on bis watery "ay, 
Wandering at the close of day, 
Will spread his sail and sei/.e his oar . 
Till he pass the gloomy shore, 
Lcst thy dead should, from thcir slcep 
Bursting o'er the starliglit dccp, 
Lea|) a rapid masque of dcath 
0'er the watcrs of liis path. 

Those who alone thy towors behold 
Quivering through atircal gold, 
As I now behold them hcre, 
Would imagine not they were 
Scpulchres, where human forms, 
Likc pollution-nourished worms, 
To the corpse of greatness cHng, 
Murdered, and now mouldering : 
But if Freedom should awake 
In her omnipotence, and shake 
From the Celtic Anarch's hold 
Ali the keys of dungeons eold, 
Where a hundred cities lie 
Chained like thoe, ingloriously, 
Thou and ali thy sister band 
Might adorn this sunny land, 
Twining memories of old time 
With new virtues more sublime; 
If not, ])erish thou and they !— 
Clouds whieh stain truth's rising day 
By her sun consumed away— 
Earth can spare ye ; while like flowers, 
In the waste of years and hours, 
From your dust new nations s[)ring 
With more kindly blossoming. 

Perish—let there only be 
Floating o'er thy heartless sea 
As the garment of thy sky 
Clothes the world immortally, 
One rcmembrance, more sublime 
Than the tattered pall of time, 
Which scarce hides thy visage wan;— 
That a tempest-cleaving Swan 
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Of the sons of Albion, 
Driven from his ancestral streams 
By the miglit of evil dreams, 
Found a nest in thee ; and Ocean 
Welcomed him with such eniotion 
That its joy grew his, and sprung 
From his lips lilíe music flung 
0'er a mighty thunder-fit, 
Chastening terror :—what though yet 
Poesy's unfailing River, 
Which through Albion \vinds forever 
Lashing with melodious wave 
Many a sacred roet's grave, 
Mourn its latest nursling fled ? 
What though thou with ali thy dead 
Scarce can for this fame repay 
Aught thine own ? oh, rather say 
Though thy sins and slaveries foul 
Overcloud a sunlike soul ? 
As the ghost of Homer clings 
Round Scamander's wasting springs; 
As divinest Shakespeare's might 
Fills Avon and the world with light 
Like omniscient power which he 
Imaged 'mid mortality : 
As the love from Pütrarch's um, 
Yet amid yon hills doth bum, 
A quenchless lanip by which the heart 
Sees things unearthly;—so thou art, ' 
Mighty spirit—so shall be i 
The City that did refuge thce.        ' 

Lo, the sun floats up the sky 
Like thought-wingèd Liberty, 
Till the universal light 
Seems to levei plain and heiglit, 
From the sea a mist has spread, 
And the beams of morn lie dead 
On the towers of Venice now, 
Like its glory long ago. 
By the skirts of that gray cloud 
Many-domèd Padua proud 
Stands, a peopled solitude, 
'Mid the harvest-shining plain, 
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Where the peasant heaps his grain 
In the garner of his foe, 
And the milk-white oxcn slow 
With the purple vintage strain, 
Heaixid upon the creaking wain, 
That the brutal Celt may swill 
Drunken sleep with savage will; 
And the sickle to the sword 
Lies unchanged, though many a lord, 
Like a weed whose shade is poison, 
Overgrows this region's foison, 
Sheaves of whom are ripe to come 
To destruction's harvest-home : 
Men must reap the things they sow, 
Force from force must ever flow, v 
Or worse ; but 'tis a bitter woe 
That love or reason cannot change 
The despot's rage, the slave's revenge. 

Padua, thou within those walls 
Those mute guests at festivais, 
Son and Mother, Death and Sin, 
Played at dice for Ezzelin, 
Till death cried, " I win, I win !" 
And Sin cursed to lose the wager, 
But Death promised, to assuage her, 
That he would petition for 
Her to be made Vice-Emperor, 
When the destined years were o'er, 
Over ali between the Po 
And the eastern Alpine snow, 
Under the mighty Austrian ; 
Sin smiled so as Sin only can, 
And since that time, ay, long bcfore, 
Both have ruled from shore to shore,— 

. That incestuous pair, who follow 
Tyrants as the sun the swallow, 
As Repentance follows Crime, 
And as changes follow Time. 

In thine halls the lamp of learning, 
Padua, now no more is burning; 
Like a meteor, whose wild way 
Is lost over the grave of day. 
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It gleams betrayed and to bctray : 
Once rcmotest nations carne 
To adore that sacred tlanie, 
When it lit not niany a hearlh 
On this cold and gloomy earlh: 
Now new fires from anti(|ue light 
Spring beaeath the wide world's night ; 
But their s[)ark lies dead in thee, 
Tram[)led out by 'lyranny. 
As the Norway wooilman quells, 
In the de[)tii of piny delis, 
One light ílamc among the brakes, 
V.'liile the boundless forest shakes, 
And its nnighty trunks are tom 
By the fire tluis lowly born : 
The spark beneath his feet is dead, 
He starts to see the flames it fed 
Howling through the darkencd sky 
With a niyriad tongues victoriously, 
And sinks down in fear: so thou, 
O Tyranny, beholdest now 
Light around thee, and thou hearest 
The loud ílarnes ascend, and fearest : 
Grovel on the earth ; ay, hide 
In the dust thy purple pridc ! 

Noon descends around me now: 
'Tis the noon of autunm's glow, 
When a soft and purple mist 
Like a vapourous amethyst, 
Or an air-dissolvèd star 
Mingling light and fragrance, far 
From the curved horizon's bound 
To the point of Heaven's profound, 
Fills the overflowing sky; 
And the [jlains ihat silent lie • 
Underneath, the leaves unsodden 
Where the infant Frost has trodden 
With his morning-wingèd feet, 
Whose bright print is gleaming yet; 
And the red and golden vines, 
Piercing with their trellised lines 
The rough, dark-skirted wilderness ; 
The dun and bladed grass no less. 
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Pointing from this hoary tower 
In thc windless air; the flower 
GHmmering at my feet; the line 
Of thc olive-sandalled Apennine 
In thc south dimly islanded ; 
And the Alps, whose snows are spread 
High betwcen the clouds and sun; 
And of living things cach one; 
And my spirit which so long 
Darkened this swift strcam of song,— 
Interpcnetratcd lie 
By the glory of the sky : 
Be it lovc, light, harmony, 
Odour, or thc soul of ali 
Which from Hcaven likc dew doth fali, 
Or thc minds which feeds this verse 
Peopling the lone universe. 

Noon dcscends, and after noon 
Autumn's evening meets me soon, 
Leading the infantine moon, 
And that one star, which to her 
Almost sccms to ministcr 
Half thc crimson light she brings 
From thc sunsct's radiant springs : 
And the soft drcams of the morn 
(Which likc wingèd winds had borne 
To that silcnt isle, which lies 
Mid rcmcmbcred agonies, 
The frail bark of this lone being) 
Pass, to other siiffcrers fleeing. 
And its ancient pilot, Pain, 
Sits bcside the helm again. 

Othcr flowcring isles must be 
In the sea of J.ife and Agony: 
Othcr s])irits floa» and flce 
0'er that gulf: even now, perhaps, 
On some rock the wild wave wraps, 
With foldcd wings they waiting sit 
For my bark, to pilot it 
To some calm and blooming cove, 
Whcrc for me, and those I love, 
May a windless bowcr be built. 
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Far from passion, pain, and guilt, 
In a deli mid lawny hills, 
Which the wild sea-murmur fills, 
And soft sunshine, and the sound 
Of old forests echoing round, 
And the hght and smell divina 
Of ali flowers that breathe and shine: 
We may live so happy there, 
That the Spirts of the Air, 
Envying us, may even entice 
To our healing Paradise 
The polluting multitude; 
But thcir rage would be subdued 
By that clime divine and calm, 
And the winds whose wings rain balm 
On the uplifted soul, and leaves 
Under which the bright sea heaves; 
While each brcathless interval 
In their whisperings musical 
The inspired soul supplies 
With its own deep melodies, 
And the love which heals ali strife 
Circling, like the breath of life, 
Ali things in that sweet abode 
With its own mild brotherhood : 
They, not it, would change; and soon 
Every sprite beneath the moon 
Would repent its envy vain, 
And the earth grow young again. 

FRAGMENT:   TO BYRON 

[Publ. 1S62.] 
O MiGHTY Mind, in whose deep stream this age 
Shakes like a recd in the unheeding storm, 
Why dost thou curb not thine own sacred rage ? 
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JULIAN AND MADDALO 

A  CONVERSATION 

[Comp. at Este in the autumn of i8i8 ; sent to be published 
anonymously next year.   Publ. 1824.] 

PREFACE 

The mcadows with fresh streams, the bces with thyme, 
The goats with the green leaves of budding Spring, 
Are saturated not—nor Love with tears.—VIRGII.'S Gallus, 

CouNT MADDALO is a Venetian nobleman of ancient family 
and of great fortune, who, without mixing much in the 
society of his countrymen, resides chiefly at his magnificent 
palace in that city. He is a person of the most consummate 
gcnius, and capable, if he would direct his energies to such 
an end, of becoming the redeemer of his degraded country. 
But it is his weakness to be proud: he derives, from a com- 
parison of his own extraordinary mind with the dwarfish 
intellects that surround him, an intense apprehension of 
the nothingness of human Hfe. His passions and his powers 
are incomparably greater than those of other men; and, 
instcad of the latter having been employed in curbing the 
former, they have mutually lent each other strength. His 
ambition preys upon itself, for want of objects which it can 
consider worthy of exertion. I say that Maddalo is proud, 
because I can find no other word to express the concentered 
and impatient feelings which consume him; but it is on his 
own hopes and alTections only that he seems to trample, for 
in social life no human being can be more gentle, patient, 
and unassuming than Maddalo. He is cheerful, frank, and 
witty. His more serious conversation is a sort of intoxica- 
tion; men are held by it as by a spell. He has travelled 
much; and there is an inexpressible charm in his relation 
of his adventures in different countries. 

Julian is an Englishman of good family, passionately 
attached to those philosophical notions which assert the 
power of man over his own mind, and the immense im- 
provemcnts of which, by the extinction of certain moral 
superstitions, human society may be yet susceptible. With- 
out concealing the evil in the world, he is for ever speculat- 
ing how good may be made superior. He is a complete 
infidel, and a scoffer at ali things reputed holy; and Mad- 
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(lalo takes a wickcd pleasure in drawing out his taunts 
against religion. What Maddalo thinks on thcse matters 
is not exactly known. Julian, in spite of his heterodox 
opinions, is conjectured by his- friends to posscss some good 
qualities. How far this is possible the pious reader will 
determine.    Julian is rathcr serious. 

Of the Maniac I can give no information. He seems, 
by his own account, to have been disappointed in love. 
He was evidently a very cultivated and amiable pcrson 
when in his right scnses. His story, told at length, might 
be like many othcr storics of the samc kind: the uncon- 
nected exclamations of his agony will ])crhaps bc found a 
sufTicient comment for the tcxt of evcry heart. 

I RODK one evening with Count Maddalo 
Upon the bank of land which breaks the flow 
Of Adria towards Venice : a bare strand 
Of hillocks, heapcd from evcr-shifting sand, 
Mattcd with thistles and amphibious weeds, 
Such as from earth's embrace the salt ooze brecds, 
Is this ; an uninhabited sea-side, 
^Vhich the lone fisher, when his ncts are dricd, 
Abandons ; and no other object breaks 
The waste, but one dwarf tree and some few stakes 
liroken and unrejjaired, and the tidc makes 
A narrow space of levei sand thereon, 
Where 'twas our wont to ride while day wcnt down. 
This ride was my delight.    I love ali waste 
And solitary places ; where we taste 
The pleasure of believing what we see 
Is boundless, as we wish our souls to be: 
And such was this wide ocean, and this shore 
More barren than its billows ; and yet more 
Than ali, with a remcmbered friend I love 
To ride as then I rode;—for the winds drove 
The living spray along the sunny air 
Into our faces; the blue heavens were bare, 
Stripped to thcir depths by the awakeniiig north ; 
And, from the waves, sound like delight brokc forth 
Harmonising with solitude, and sent 
Into our hearts aéreal merriment. 
So, as we rode, we talked ; and the swift thought, 
Winging itself with laughter, lingered not, 
But ílew from brain to brain,—such glee was ours, 
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Chargcd with liglit mcmorics of remembcred hours, 
Nonc slow enough for sadness : till we carne 
Homeward, which always makcs the spirit tame. 
This day had been cheerful but cold, and now 
The sun was sinking, and the wind also. 
Our talk grcw somewhat serious, as may be 
Talk interrupted with such raillery 
As mocks itself, because it cannot scorn 
The thoughts it would extinguish :—'twas forlorn, 
Yet pleasing, such as once, so poets tell, 
The devils held within the dales of Hell 
Concerning God, frcewill and destiny : 
Of ali that earth has been or yet may be, 
Ali that vain men imagine or believe, 
Or hope can paint, or suffering can achieve, 
We descanted, and I (for ever still 
Is it not wise to make the best of ill ?) 
Argued against despondency, but pride 
Made my companion take the darker side. 
The sense that he was greater than his kind 
Had struck, methinks, his eagle spirit blind 
By gazing on its own exceeding light, 
Meanwhile the sun pauscd ere it should alight, 
Over the horizon of the mountains ;—(jh, 
How beautiful is sunset, when the glow 
Of Hcaven descends upon a land like thee, 
Thou Paradise of exiles, Italy ! 
^rhy mountains, seas, and vineyards, and the towers 
Of cities they encircle !—it was ours 
To stand on thee, beholding it: and then, 
Just where we had dismounted, the Count's men 
Were waiting for us with the gondola.— 
As those who pause on some delightful way 
Though bent on [ileasant pilgrimage, we stood 
Looking upon the evening, and the flood 
^Vhich lay between the city and the shore, 
Paved with the iniage of the sky .     . the hoar 
And acry Alps towards the North appcared 
Through mist, an heaven-sustaining bulwark reared 
Between the East and West; and half the sky 
Was roofed with clouds of rich emblazonry 
])ark purple at the zenith, which still grew 
Down the stccp West into a wondrous hue 
Brightcr than burning gold, even to the rent 
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Where Üie swift sun yet paused in his descent 
Among the many-folded hills : they were 
Those famous Euganean hills, which bear, 
As seen from Lido thro' the harbour piles, 
The likeness of a clump of peakèd isles— 
And then—as if the Earth and Sea had been 
Dissolved into one lake of fire, were seen 
Those mountains towering as from waves of flame 
Around the vaporous sun, from which there came 
The inmost purple spirit of light, and made 
Their very peaks transparent.    " Ere it fade," 
Said my companion, " I will show you soon 
A better station "—so, o'er the lagune 
We glided; and from that funereal bark 
I leaned, and saw the city, and could mark 
How from their many isles, in evening's gleam, 
Its temples and its palaces did seem 
Like fabrics of enchantment piled to Heaven. 
I was about to speak, when—" We are even 
Now at the point I meant," said Maddalo, 
And bade the gondolieri cease to row. 
" Look, Julian, on the west, and listen well 
If you hear not a deep and heavy bell." 
I looked, and saw between us and the sun 
A building on an island; such an one 
As age to age might add, for uses vile, 
A windowless, deformed and dreary pile; 
And on the top an open tower, where hung 
A bell, which in the radiance swayed and swung; 
We could just hear its hoarse and iron tongue: 
The broad sun sank behind it, and it tolled 
In strong and black relief.—"What we behold 
Shall be the madhouse and its belfry tower," 
Said Maddalo, " and ever at this hour 
Those who may cross the water, hear that bell 
Which calls the maniacs, each one from his cell, 
To vespers."—" As much skill as need to pray 
In thanks or hope for their dark lot have they 
To their stern Maker," I replied.    " O ho ! 
You talk as in years past," said Maddalo. 
" "Tis strange men change not.    You were ever still 
Among Christ's flock a perilous infidel, 
A wolf for the meek lambs—if you can't swim 
Beware of Providence."    I looked on him. 
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But the gay smile had faded from his eye. 
"And such,"—he cried, "is our mortality, 
And this must be the emblem and the sign 
Of what should be eternal and divine !— 
And like that black and dreary bell, the soul, 
Hung in an heaven-illumined tower, must toll 
Our thoughts and our desires to meet below 
Round the rent heart and pray—as madmen do: 
For what ? they know not,—till the night of death, 
As sunset that strange vision, severeth 
Our memory from itself, and us from ali 
We sought and yet were baffled."    I recall 
The sense of what he said, although I mar 
The force of his expressions.    The broad star 
Of day meanwhile had sunk behind the hill. 
And the black bell became invisible, 
And the red tower looked gray, and ali between 
The churches, ships and palaces were seen 
Huddled in gloom ;—into the purple sea 
The orange hues of heaven sunk silently. 
We hardly spoke, and soon the gondola 
Conveyed me to my lodging by the way. 
The following morn was rainy, cold and dim : 
Ere Maddalo arose, I called on him, 
And whilst I waited with his child I played; 
A lovelier toy sweet Nature never made, 
A serious, subtle, wild, yet gentle being, 
Oraceful without design and unforeseeing, 
AVith eyes—Oh speak not of her eyes !—which seem 
Twin mirrors of Italian Heaven, yet gleam 
With such deep meaning, as we never see 
But in the human countenance: with me 
She was a special favourite : I had nursed 
Her fine and feeble limbs when she carne first 
To this bleak world; and she yet seemed to know 
On second sight her ancient playfellow, 
I.ess changed than she was by six months or so; 
For after her first shyness was worn out 
\\'e sate there, rolling billiard balls about, 
^^'hen the Count entercd.    Salutations past— 
"The word you spoke last night might well have cast 
A darkness on my spirit—if man be 
The passive thing you say, I should not see 
Much harm in the religions and old saws 
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(Tho' I may never own such leaden laws) 
Which break a teachless nature to the yoke: 
Mine is another faith "—thus much I spoke 
And noting he replied not, added : " See 
This lovely child, blithe, innocent and free; 
She spends a happy time with little care, 
While we to such sick thoughts subjected are 
As cama on you last night-—it is our will 
Which thus enchains us to permitted ill— 
We might be otherwise—we might be ali 
We dream of happy, high, majestical. 
^Vhere is the love, beauty, and truth we seek 
But in our minds ? and if we were not weak 
Should we be less in deed than in desire ? " 
" Ay, if we were not weak—and we asi)ire 
How vainly ! to be strong," said Maddalo : 
"You talk Utopia."    " It remains to know," 
I then rejoined, "and those who trj' may find 
How strong the chains are which our spirit bind; 
Brittle perchance as straw . . . We are assured 
Much may be concjuered, much may be endured, 
Of what degrades and crushes us.    We know 
That we have power over ourselves to do 
And suffer—what, we know not till we try; 
But something noblcr than to live and die— 
So taught the kings of old philosophy 
Who reigned, before Religion made men blind ; 
And those who suffer with their suífering kind 
Yet feel this faith, rehgion."    " My dear friend," 
Said Maddalo, " my judgement will not bend 
To your opinion, though I think you might 
Make such a system refutation-tight 
As far as words go.    I knew one like you 
Who to this city came some months ago, 
With whom I argued in this sort, and he 
Is now gone mad,—and so he answered me,— 
Poor fellow ! but if you would like to go 
We'll visit him, and his wild talk will show 
How vain are such aspiring theories." 
" I hope to prove the induction othenvise, 
And that a want of that true theory, still, 
Which seeks a ' soul of goodness' in things íll 
Or in himself or others, has thus bowed 
His being—there are some by nature proud, 
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Who patient in ali else demand but this— 
To love and be beloved with gcntleness ; 
And being scorned, what wonder if they die 
Some living death ? this is not destiny 
But man's own wilful ill.' 

As thus I spoke 
Servants announccd the gondola, and we 
Through the fast-falling rain and high-wrought sea 
Sailed to the island where the madhouse stands. 
We disembarked.    The clap of tortured hands, 
Fierce yells and howlings and lamentings keen, 
And laughter where complaint had merrier becn, 
Moans, shrieks, and curses, and blaspheming prayers 
Accosted us.    We climbed the oozy stairs 
Into an old courtyard.    I heard on high, 
Then, fragments of most touching melody, 
liut looking up saw not the singer there— 
Through the black bars in the tempestuous air 
I saw, like weeds on a wreckcd palace growing, 
I^ng tangled locks flung wildly forth, and flowing, 
Of those who on a sudden were beguiled 
Into strange silence, and looked forth and smiled 
Hearing swcet sounds.—Then I: " Mcthinks there were 
A cure of these with patience and kind cara, 
If music can thus move.    But what is he 
Whom we seek here ? "    " Of his sad history 
I know but this," said Maddalo : " he came 
To Venice a dejected man, and fame 
Said he was wealthy, or he had been so; 
Some thought the loss of fortuna wrought him woe; 
But he was ever talking in such sort 
As you do—far more sadly ; he seemed hurt, 
llven as a man with his peculiar wrong, 
To haar but of the opprcssion of the strong, 
Or thosa absurd deceits (I think with you 
In some respects, you know) which carry through 
The excellent imposters of this carth 
When they outfacc detection—he had worth, 
Foor fellow ! but a humourist in his way "— 
"Alas, what drove him mad?" "I cannot say: 
A lady came with him from France, and when 
She left him and returned, he wandered then 
About yon lonely isles of dasert sand 
Till he graw wild.    He had no cash or land 
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Remaining,—the police had brought him hero— 
Some fancy took him and he would not bear 
Removal; so I fitted up for him 
Those rooms beside the sea, to please his whim, 
And sent him busts and books and urns for flowers, 
VVhich had adorned his life in happier hours, 
And instruments of music—you niay guess 
A stranger could do little more or less 
For one so gentle and unfortunate : 
And those are his sweet strains which charm the weight 
From madmen's chains, and make this Hell appear 
A heaven of sacred silence, hushed to hear."^—■ 
" Nay, this was kind of you—he had no claim, 
As the world says "—" None but the very same 
Which I on ali mankind, were I as he 
Fallen to such deep reverse;—his melody 
Is interrupted—now we hear the din 
Of madmcn, shriek on shriek, again begin; 
Let us now visit him; after this strain 
He ever communes with himself again, 
And soes and hcars not any."    Having said 
These words \ve called the kceper, and he led 
To an apartment opening on the sea. 
There the poor wretch was sitting mournfully 
Near a piano, his pale fingers twined 
One with the other, and the ooze and wind 
Riished through an open casement, and did sway 
His hair, and starred it with the brackish spray; 
His hcad was leaning on a music book, 
And he was muttering, and his lean limbs shook ; 
His lips were pressed against a folded leaf 
In hue too beautiful for health, and grief 
Smiled in their motions as they lay apart— 
As one who wrought from his own fervid heart 
The eloquence of passion, soon he raised 
His sad meek face and eyes lustrous and glazed 
And spoke—sometimes as one who wrote, and thought 
His words might move some heart that heeded not, 
If sent to distant lands : and then as one 
Reproaching decds never to be imdone 
With wondering self-compassion; then iiis speech 
Was lost in grief, and then his words carne each 
Unmodulatcd and expressionless,—■ 
But that from one jarred accent you might guess 
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It was despair made them so uniform : 
And ali the while the loud and gusty storm 
Hissed through the window, and we stood behind 
Stealing his accents from the envious wind 
Unseen.    I yet remember what he said 
Distinctly: such impression his words made. 

" Month after month," he cried, " to bear this load 
And as a jade urged by the whip and goad 
To drag life on, which like a heavy chain 
Lengthens behind vvith many a link of paín, 
And not to speak my grief—O, not to dare 
To give a human voice to my despair, 
But live and move, and, wretched thing! smile on 
As if I never went aside to groan. 
And wear this mask of falsehood even to those 
Who are most dear—not for my own repose— 
Alas ! no scorn or pain or hate could be 
So heavy as that falsehood is to me—• 
But that I cannot bear more altered faces 
Than necds must be, more changed and cold cmbraces. 
More misery, disappointment, and mistrust 
To own me for their father . . . Would the dust 
Were covered in upon my body now! 
That the life ceascd to toil within my brow! 
And then these thoughts would at the last be fled: 
Let us not fear such pain can vex the dead. 

" What Power delights to torture us ?    I know 
That to myself I do not wholly owo 
What now I suffer, though in part I may. 
Alas! none strewed fresh flowers upon the way 
Where wandering heedlessly, I met pale Pain 
My shadow, which will leave me not again— 
If I have erred, there was no joy in error, 
But pain and insult and unrest and terror; 
I have not as some do, bought penitence 
With pleasure, and a dark yet sweet offence, 
For then,—if love and tendemess and truth 
Had overlivcd Hope's momentary youth, 
My creed should have redeemed me from repenting; 
But loathbd scorn and outrage unrelenting 
Met love excited by far other seeming 
Until the end was gained ... as one from dreaming 
Of sweetcst peace, I woke, and found my state 
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Such as it is.  

" O Thou, my spirit's mate 
Who, for thou art compassionate and wise, 
Wouldst pity me from thy most gentle eyes 
If this sad writing thou shouldst ever see— 
My secret groans must be unheard by thee, 
Thou wouldst weep tears bitter as blood to know 
Thy lost friend's incommunicable woe. 

" Ye few by whom my nature has been weighed 
In friendship, let me not that name degrade 
By placing on your hearts the secret load 
Which crushes mine to dust.    There is one road 
To peace and that is truth, which follow ye ! 
Ix)ve sometimes leads astray to misery. 
Yet think not though subdued—and I may well 
Say that I am subdued—that the full Hell 
Within me would infect the untainted breast 
Of sacred nature with its own unrest; 
As some perverted beings think to find 
In scorn or hate a medicine for the mind 
Which scorn or hate hath wounded—O how vain ! 
The dagger heals not but may rend again . . . 
Believe that I am ever still the same 
In creed as in resolve, and what may tame 
My heart, must Icave the understanding free, 
Or ali would sink under this agony— 
Nor dream that I will join the vulgar cry; 
Or with my silence sanction tyranny; 
Or seek a moment's shelter from my pain 
In any madness which the world calls gain, 
Ambition or revenge or thoughts as stern 
As those which make me what I am ; or turn 
To avarice or misanthropy or lust . . . 
Heap on me soon, O grave, thy welcome dust! 
Till then the dungeon may demand its prey, 
And Poverty and Shame may meet and say— 
Halting beside me on the public way— 
' That love-devoted youth is ours—let's sit 
Beside him—he may live some six months yet.' 
Or the red scaffold, as our country bends, 
May ask some willing victim, or ye friends 
May fali under some sorrow which this heart 
Or hand may share or vanquish or avert; 
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I am prepared—in truth with no proud joy— 
To do or suffer aught, as when a boy 
I did devote to justice and to love 
My nature, worthless now! . . . 

" I must remove 
A veil from my pent mind.    'Tis tom aside! 
O, pallid as Death's dedicated bride, 
Thou mockery which art sitting by my side, 
Am I not wan like thee ? at the grave's call 
I haste, invited to thy wedding-ball 
To meet the ghastly paramour, for whom 
Thou hast deserted me . . . and made the tomb 
Thy bridal bed . . . But I beside thy feet 
Will He and watch ye from my winding sheet— 
Thus . . . wide awake tho' dead . . . yet stay, O stay t 
Go not so soon—I know not what I say— 
Hear but my reasons . . I am mad, I fear, 
My fancy is o'erwrought . . thou art not here . . . 
Pale art thou, 'tis most true . . but thou art gone, 
Thy work is fmished ... I am left alone !— 

" Nay, was it I who wooed thee to this breast 
Which, like a serpcnt, thou envenomest 
As in repayment of the warmth it lent ? 
Didst thou not seek me for thine own content ?       , 
Did not thy love awaken mine ?    I thought 
That thou wert she who said, ' You kiss me not 
Ever, I fear you do not love me now'— 
In truth I loved even to my overthrow 
Her, who would fiún forgct these words : but they 
Cling to her mind, and cannot pass away. 

" You say that I am proud—that when I speak 
My lip is tortured with the wrongs which break. 
The spirit it expresses . . . Never one 
Humblcd himsclf before, as I have done 1 
Even the instinctive worm on which we tread 
Tums, though it wound not—then with prostrate head 
Sinks in the dust and writhcs like me—and dies ? 
No : wears a living death of agonies ! 
As the slow shadows of the pointed grass 
Mark the eternal periods, its pangs pass 
Slow, ever-moving,—making moments be 
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As mine seem—each an immortality! 

" That you had never seen me—never heard 
My voice, and more than ali had ne'er endured 
The deep pollution of my loathed embrace— 
That your eyes ne'er had lied love in my face—- 
That, like some maniac monk, I had tom out 
'J"he nerves of manhood by their bleeding root 
^Vith mine own quivering fingers, so that ne'er 
Our hearts had for a moment mingled there 
To disunite in horror—these were not 
With thee, like some suppressed and hideous thought 
Which flits athwart our musings, but can find 
No rest within a purê and gentle mínd . . . 
Thou sealedst thcm with many a bare broad word, 
And searedst my niemory o'er them,—for I heard 
And oin forgct not . . . they were ministered 
One after one, those curses.    Mix them up 
Like self-destroying poisons in one cup, 
And they will make one blessing which thou ne'er 
Didst imprecate for on me—death. 

" It were 
A cruel punishment for one most cruel, 
If such can love, to make that love the fuel 
Of the mind's hell; hate, scorn, remorse, despair ; 
But me—whose heart a stranger's tear might wear 
As water-drops the sandy fountain-stone, 
Who loved and pitied ali things, and could moan 
For woes which others hear not, and could see 
The absent with the glance of phantasy. 
And near the poor and trampled sit and weep, 
Following the captive to his dungeon deep; 
Me—who am as a nerve o'er which do creep 
The else unfelt oppressions of this earth, 
And was to thee the flame upon thy hearth, 
When ali beside was cold—that thou on me 
Shouldst rain these plagues of blistering agony— 
Such curses are from lips once eloquent 
With love's too partial praise !—let none relent 
Who intend deeds too dreadful for a name 
Henceforth, if an example for the same 
They seek ... for thou on me lookedst so, and so—7 
And didst speak thus . . and thus . . . I live to show 
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How much men bear and die not! 

" Thou wilt tell, 
With the grimace of hate, how horrible 
It was to meet my love when thine grew less ; 
Thou wilt admire how I could e'er address 
Such features to love's work . . . this taunt, though true, 
(For indeed Nature nor in form nor hue 
Bestowed on me her choicest workmanship) 
Shall not be thy defence: for since thy lip 
Met mine first, years long past, since thine eye kindled 
With soft fire under mine, I have not dwindíed 
Nor changed in mind or body, or in aught 
But as love changes what it loveth not 
After long years and many trials. 

" How vain 
Are words ! I thought never to speak again, 
Not even in secret,—not to my own heart— 
But from my lips the unwilling accents start, 
And from my pen the words flow as I write, 
Dazzling my eyes with scalding tears . . . my sight 
Is dim to see that charactered in vain 
On this unfeeling leaf which burns the brain 
And eats into it, blotting ali things fair 
And wise and good which time had written there. 

" Those who inflict must suffer, for they see 
The work of their own hearts, and that must be 
Our chastisement or recompense—-O child ! 
I would that thine were like to be more mild 
For both our wretched sakes     . . for thine the most 
Who feelest already ali that thou hast lost 
Without the power to wish it thine again; 
And as slow years pass, a funereal train 
Each with the ghost of some lost hope or friend 
Follüwing it like its shadow, wilt thou bend 
No thought on my dead memory ? 

" Alas, love! 
Fear me not: against thee I would not move 
A finger in despite.    Do I not live 
That thou mayest have less bitter cause to grieve ? 
I give thee tears for scorn and love for hate; 
And that thy lot may be less desolate 
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Than his on whom thou tiamplest, I refrain 
í^rom that sweet sleep which medicines ali pain. 
Then, when thou speakest of me, never say 
' He could forgive not.'    Here I cast away 
AH human passions, ali revenge, ali pride; 
I think, speak, act no ill; I do but hide 
Under these words, like embcrs, every spark 
Of that which has consumed me—quick and dark 
The grave is yawning ... as its roof shall cover 
My limbs with dust and worms under and ovcr 
So let Oblivion hide this grief . . . the air 
Closes upon my accents, as despair 
Upon my heart—let death upon despair !" 

He ceased, and overcome leant back awhile, 
Then rising, with a rnelancholy smile 
Went to a sofá, and lay down, and slept 
A heavy sleep, and in his dreams he wept 
And muttcred some familiar name, and we 
Wei)t without shame in his society. 
I think I never was impressed so much; 
The man who were not, must have lacked a touch 
Of human nature.    Then we lingered not, 
Although our argument was quite forgot, 
But calling the attendants, went to dine 
At Maddalo's ; yet neither cheer nor wine 
Could give us spirits, for we talked of him 
And nothing else, till daylight made stars dim; 
And we agreed it was some dreadful ill 
Wrought on him boldly, yet unspeakable, 
By a dear friend ; some deadly change in love 
Of one vowed deeply which he dreamed not of; 
For whose sake he, it scemed, had fixed a blot 
Of falsehood in liis mind which flourished not 
But in the light of all-beholding truth ; 
And having stamped this canker on his youth 
She had abandoned him—and how much more 
Mlght be his woe, we guessed not: he had store 
Of friends and fortune once, as we could guess 
From his nice habits and his gentleness ; 
These now were lost . . . it were a grief indeed 
If he had changed one unsustaining reed 
For ali that such a man might else adorn. 
The colours of his mind seemed yet unworn; 
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For the wild languagc of his grief was high, 
Such as in measure were called poetry; 
And I remember one remark which then 
Maddalo made.    He said : " Most wretched men 
Are cradled into poetry by wrong, 
They learn in suffering what they teach in song." 

If I had been an unconnected man 
I, from this moment, should have formed some plan 
Never to leave sweet Venice,-—for to me 
It was delight to ride by the lone sea ; 
And then, the to\vn is silent—one may write 
Or read in gondolas by day or night, 
Having the little brazen lamp alight, 
Unseen, uninterrupted ; books are there, 
Pictures, and casts from ali those statues fair 
Which werc twin-born with poetry, and ali 
We seek in towns, with little to recall 
Regret for the green country.    I might sit 
In MaddaIo's great palace, and his wit 
And siibtle talk would cheer the winter night 
And make me know niyself, and the firelight 
Would flash upon our faces, till the day 
Might dawn and make me wonder at my stay: 
But I had friends in London too: the chief 
Attraction here, was that I sought relief 
From the deep tenderness that maniac wrought 
Within me—'twas perhaps an idle thought— 
But I imagincd that if day by day 
I watched him, and but seldom went away. 
And studied ali the beatings of his heart 
With zeal, as men study some stubborn art 
For their ovvn good, and could by patience find 
An entrance to the caverns of his mind, 
I might reclaim him from his dark estate : 
In friendships I had been most fortunate— 
Yet never saw I one whora I would call 
More \villingly my friend; and this was ali 
Accomplished not; such dreams of baseless good 
Oft come and go in crowds or solitude 
And leave no trace—but what I now designed 
Made for long years impression on my mind. 
The following moming, urged by my affairs, 
I left bright Venice. 
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After many years 

And many changes I returned ; the name 
Of Venice, and its aspect, was the same; 
But Maddulo was tra\'elling far away 
Among the mountains of Armênia. 
His dog was dead.    His child had now become 
A woman; such as it has been my doom 
To meet with few,—a wonder of this carth, 
Where there is little of transcendent woith,— 
Like one of Shakespeare's women : kindly slie, 
And, with a manner beyond courtesy, 
Received her father's friend; and when I asked 
Of the lorn maniac, she her memory tasked, 
And told as she had heard the mournful tale: 
That the i)oor sufrerer's health began to fail 
Two years from my departure, but that then 
The lady who had left him, carne again. 
Her mien had been imperious, but she now 
Looked meek—perhaps remorse had brought her low. 
" Her coming made him better, and they stayed 
Together at my father's—for I played, 
As I remember, with the lady's shawl— 
I might be six years old—but after ali 
She left him " ... "Why, her heart must have been tough: 
How did it end ? "    " And was not this enough ? 
They met—they parted "—" Child, is there no more ? " 
"Something within that interval which bore 
The stamp of zvhy they jjarted, /loiv they met: 
Yet if thine agèd eyes disdain to wet 
Those wrinkled cheeks with youth's remembered tears, 
Ask me no more, but Ict the silent years 
Be closed and cered over their memory 
As yon mute marble where their corpses lie." 
1 urged and questioned still, she told me how 
Ali happened—but the cold world shall not know. 

INVOCATION TO MISERY 

lFüBTrTS32.] 

COME, be happy !—sit by me, 
Shadow-vestcd Miserj^: 
Coy, unwilling. silent bride, 
Mourning in thy robe oi pride, 
Dcsolation—deiüed ! 
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Come, be liappy !—sit near me ; 
Sad as I inay seem to thce, 
I am happier far than thou, 
Lady, whose ini]">crial brow 
Is cndiadcmed vvith v.oe. 

Misery !  we have known each other, 
Likc a sister and a brother 
I.iving in the same lonc home, 
Jlany ycars—we nmst live some 
Years and ages yet to come. 

IV 

'Tis an cvil lot, and yet 
Let lis makc the most of it ; 
If love can live when pleasure dics, 
We will love, till in our eyes 
This hearfs Hell seem Paradisc. 

Come, be happy !—lie thee down 
On the fresh Krass newly mown, 
Where the Grasshopper doth sing 
Meirily—one joyous tliing 
In a world of sorrovving ! 

There our tcut shall be tlie willow, 
And thine arm shall be niy pillow ; 
Sounds and odours, sorrowful 
Because they once were sweet, shall lull 
Us to slumber, dcep and duU. 

Ha !  thy írozen pulses ílutter 
With a íove thou darest not utter. 
Thou art murmuring—thou art weeping- 
Is thine icy bosoni leaping 
While my burning hcart lies slccping ? 

VIII 

Kiss me ;—oh !  thy lips are cold : 
Kound my neck thine arms enfold- 
They are soít, but chill and dead ; 
And thy tears upon iriy head 
Burn likc points oi írozen lead. 
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IX 

Hasten to the bridal bed— 
Underncath the grave 'tis sprcad : 
In darkness may our love be hid, 
Oblivion be our coverlid— 
\Ve may rest, and none forbid. 

Clasp me till our hearts be grown 
Like two shadows into oue ; 
Till this dreadful transport may 
Like a vapour fade away, 
In the sleep that lasts alway. 

We may dream, in that long sleep, 
That we are not those who weep ; 
E'en as Pleasure dreams o£ thee, 
Life-deserting Misery, 
Thou mayst dream of her with me. 

Let us laugh, and make our mirth, 
At the shadows of the earth. 
As dogs bay the moonlight clouds, 
That, like spectrcs wrapped in shrouds, 
Pass o'er night in multitudes. 

XIII 

AU the wide world, bcside us. 
Are like multitudinous 
Shadows shifting from a scene ; 
What but mockery can they mean, 
Where I am—where thou hast been ? 

STANZAS 

WRITTEN IN DEJECTION, NEAR NAPLES 

[December, 1818.    Publ. 1824.] 

THE sun is warm, the sky is clear, 
The waves are dancing fast and bright, 

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 
The purplc noon's transparcnt might, 
The breath of the moist earth is light, 

Aroimd its unexpanded buds ; 
Like many a voice of onc delight, 

The winds, the birds, the occan floods, 
The City's voice itself, is soft like Solitude's. 
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I see the Dcep's untrampled floor 
With grecn and purple seaweeds strown ; 

I see the waves upon the shore, 
Like light dissolved in star-showcrs, thrown : 
I sit upon the sands alone,— 

The lightning of the noontide ocean 
Is fiashing round me, and a tone 

Arises from its measured motion, 
How sweet !  did any hcart now share in my emotion. 

Alas !     I havc nor hope nor health, 
Nor peace within nor calm around, 

Nor that content surpassing wealth 
The sage in mcditation found, 
And walkcd with inward glory crowned— 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure. 
Others I see wliom these surround— 

Smiling they live, and call hfe pleasure ;— 
To me that cup has been dealt in another measure. 

Yet now dcspair itself is mild, 
Even as the winds and waters are ; 

I could lie down like a tired cliild, 
And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne and yet must bear, 

Till death like sleep might steal on me, 
And I raiglit íeel in tlic warm air 

My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o'er my dying brain its last monotouy. 

Some might lament that I were cold, 
As I, when this sweet day is gone, 

. Which my lost heart, too soon grown old, 
Insults with this untimely moan ; 
They might lament—for I am one 

Whom men love not,—and yet regret, 
Unlike this day, which, when the sun 

Sliall on its stainless glory set, 
Will linger, though enjoycd, like joy in memory yet. 

THE VVOODMAN AND THE NIGHTINGALE 

[Publ. 1824 and 1862.] 

A wooDMAN whose rough heart was out of tuna 
(I think such hearts yet ncver carne to good) 
Hated to hear, under tlje stars or moon, 
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One nightingale in an interfluous wood 
Satiate thc hungry dark with melody ;— 
And as a vale is watered by a flood, 

Or as the moonlight fills the open sky 
Struggling with darkness—as a tuberose 
Peoples some Indian deli with scents which lie 

Like clouds above the flower írom which they rose, 
The singing of that happy nightingale 
In this sweet forest, írom the golden close 

Of evening till the star of dawn may fail, 
Was interfused upon the silentness ; 
The folded roses and the violets pale 

Heard her within their slumbers, the abyss 
Of heavcn, witii ali its planets, the dull ear 
Of the niglit-cradled earth, the loneliness 

Of the circumfluous waters, cvery sphero 
And every flower and bfam and cloud and wave. 
And every wind of the mute atmosphcre, 

And cvery beast stretched in its riiggèd cave, 
And every bird luUed on its mossy bongh. 
And every silver moth fresh írom tlie grave 

Which is its cradle—ever from below 
Aspiring like one who loves too fair, too far. 
To be consumed within the piirest glow 

Of one serene and unapproachèd star. 
As if it were a lamp of carthly light, 
Unconscious, as some huraan lovers are, 

Itsclf how low, how high beyond ali height 
The heavcn whcre it woiild pcrish !—and cvery form 
That worshipped in the temple of the night 

Was awed into delight, and by the charm 
Girt as with an interminable zone, 
Whilst that swcct bird, whosc music was a storm 

Of sound, shook forth the dull oblivion 
Out of their dreams ;  harmony bccame love 
In every soul but one. 

And so this man rcturned with axe and saw 
At evening closc from killing the tall trecn, 
The soul of whom by Nature's gentle law 

Was each a wood-nymph, and kept ever grcen 
The pavemcnt and the roof of the wild copse, 
Chequcring the sunlight of the blue serene 
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With jaggcd leaves,—and froni the forest tops 
Singing the winds to sleep—or wecping oft 
Fast showers oi aereal water-drops 

Into their mother's bosom, sweet and soft, 
Nature's purc tears which have no bitterness ;— 
Axound the cradles of the birds aloft 

They spread themselves into the loveliness 
Of fan-iike leaves, and ovar pallid flowers 
Hang like moist clouds :—or, where high branches kÍ3S, 

Make a green space among the silent bowers, 
Like a vast fane in a metropolis, 
Surrounded by the columns and the towers 

AH overwrought with branch-like traceries 
In which there is religion—and the mute 
Persuasion of unkindled melodies, 

Odours and gleams and murmurs, which the lute 
Of the blind pilot-spirit of the blast 
Stirs as it sails, now grave and now acute, 

Wakening the leaves and waves, ere it has passed 
To such brief nnison as on the brain 
One tone, which never can rccur, has cast, 
One accent never to return again. 

The world is full of Woodmen who expel 
Love's gentle Dryads froni the haunts of life. 
And vex the nightingales in every deli. 

MARENGHI 

[Comp. in Naples, late 1818.    Publ. 1824.] 

VII 
O FOSTER-NURSE of man's abandoned glory, 

Since Athens, its great mother, sunk in splendour; 
Thou shadowest forth that mighty shape in story. 

As ocean its wrecked fanes, severe yet tender :—j 
The light-invested angei Poesy 
Was drawn from the dim world to welcome thce. 

And thou in painting didst transcribe ali tauglit 
By lofticst meditations ;  marble knew 

The sculptor's fcarlcss soul—and as he wrought, 
Tlie grace oi his own power and freedoni grew. 

And more than ali, heroic, just, sublime, 
Thou wert among tlie false. . . was this thy crime ? 
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Yes ;  and on Pisa's marble walls the twine 
Of direst weeds hangs garlanded—the snake 

Inhabits its wrecked palaces ;—in thine 
A beast of subtler venom now doth make 

Its lair, and sits araid their glories overthrown. 
And thus thy victim's iate is as thine own. 

The sweetest flowers are ever frail and rare, 
And love and freedom blossom but to wither ; 

And good and ill like vines entangled are, 
So that their grapes may oft be plucked togcther ;- 

Divide the vintage ere thou drink, then make 
Thy heart rcjoice for dead Marenghi's sake. 

[Albert] Marenghi was a Florentine ; 
If hc had wealth, or children, or a wife 

Or friends, for fame] or cherished thoiights which twine 
The sights and sounds of home with life's own life, 

Of these he was despoiled and Florence scnt .... 

No record of his crime remains in story, 
But if the morning bright as evening shone, 

It was some high and holy dced. by glory 
Pursued into forgetfulness, which won 

From the bUnd crowd he made secure and free 
The patriofs meed, toil, death. and infamy. 

For when by soimd of trumpet was declared 
A price iipon his life, and there was set 

A penalty of blood on ali who sharcd 
bo much of water with him as might wet 

His lips, which speech dividod not—he went 
Alone, as you may guess, to banishment. 

Amid the mountains, like a hunted beast, 
He hid himself, and hunger, toil, and cold, 

Month after month endured ;   it was a feast 
Whene'cr he íound those globes of dcep-rcd gold 

Which iu the woods the strawberry-tree doth bear, 
Suspended in their emerald atniosphere. 

And in the rooflcss huts of vast morasses, 
Desertcd by the fever-stricken serf, 

AH overgrown with rccds and long rank grasses. 
And hillocks heaped of moss-inwoven turf, 

And wherc the huge and speckled aloe made, 
Kooted in stones, a broad and pointed shade,— 
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He housed himself.    There is a point of strand 
Near Vado's tower and town ;  and on one side 

The treacherous marsh divides it from the land, 
Sliadowed by pine and ilex forcsts wide. 

And ou the other, creeps eternally, 
Through muddy weeds, the shallow sullen sea. 

SONNET 

[Publ. 1824.] 

LlFT not the painted veil which those who live 
Call Life :  though unreal shapes be pictured there. 
And it but mimic ali we would believe 
With colours idly spread,—behind, Uirk Fear 
And Hopc, twin Dcstinics ;   \Yho ever weave 
Their shadows, o'er the chasm, sightless and drcar. 
I knew one who had lifted it—he sought. 
For his lost heart was tender, things to love, 
But found them not, alas !  nor was there aught 
The world contains, the which he could approve. 
Through the unheeding many he did move. 
A splendour among shadows, a bright blot 
Upon this gloomy scene, a Spirjt that strove 
For truth, and like the Preachcr íound it not 

FRAGMENT: APOSTROPHE TO SILENCE 

[Publ. 1862.] 

SiLiiNCE !  Oh, well are Death and Sleep and Thou 
Thrce brothren namcd, the guardians gloomy-wiuged 
Of one abyss. where lifc, and truth, and joy 
Are swallowed up—yet spare me, Spirit, pity me, 
Until the sounds T hear become my soul, 
And it lias left thcse faint and weary limbs. 
To track along the lapses of the air 
This wandering melody until it rcsts 
Among lone mountains in some . . . 

V 

FRAGMENTS 

[About 1818 ?    Publ. 1903.] 

SERENE in his unconquerable might 
Endued[,] the Almiglity King, his steadfast thronc 
Encompassed unapi>roachably with power 
And darkness and doep solitude and awe 
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Stood like a black cloiid on some aery cliff 
Embosoming its lightning—in his sight 
llnnumbered glorious spirits trembling stood 
Like slaves bafore their Lord—prostrate around 
Heaven's mulütudes hymned everlasting piaise. 

THOU living light that iu thy rainbow hues 
Clothest this naked world ;  and over Sea 
And Earth and air, and ali the shapes that be 

In peoplcd darkness of this wondrous world 
The Spirit o£ thy glory dost dilíuse 

thou Vital Flame 
Mysterious thought that in this mortal frame 

Of things, with unextingiiished lustre burnest 
Novv pala and faint now high to Hcavcn uncurled 

That ecr as thou dost languish stül retumest 
And ever 

Sc soon as from the Earth formless and rude 
One living stcp has chased drear Solitude 

Thou wert, Thought ;  thy brightness charmed the lids 
Of the vast snake Eternity, who kept 
The tree of good and evil.— 

2     3     4     unesp"*^ 7 
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TO WILLIAM SHELLEY 

[June 1819.    Publ. 1824.] 

(With what truth may I say— 
Roma !   Roma !   Roma ! 

Non è piü come era prima !) 

MY lost William, thou iii whom 
Some bright spirit livod, and did 

That decaying robe consume 
Which its lustre faintly liid,—■ 

Herc its ashes find a tomb, 
But beneath tliis pyramid 

Thou art not—if a thing divine 
Like thee can die, thy íuneral shrine 
Is thy mother's gricf and mine. 

Whcre art thou ? my gcntle child ? 
Let me tliinlc thy spirit fecds, 

With its lifc intenso and mild, 
Tlic love of living Icaves and wceds 

Among these tombs and ruins wild ;— 
Let me think that through low seeds 

Of sweet flowers and sunny grass 
Into thcir liues and sccnts niay pass 
A portion  

TO WILLIAM SHELLEY 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

THY little footsteps on the sands 
Of a remote and lonely shore ; 

The twinkling of thine infant hands, 
Wliere now the worni will íecd no more ; 

Thy minglcd look of love and glee 
Wlien \ve returned to gaze on thee— 

«77 
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TO MARY SHELLEY 
[Publ. 1839. 2nd ed.] 

I 

MY dearest Mary, wherefore hast thou gone, 
And Icft me in this dreary world alone ? 
Thy form is here indecd—a lovely one— 
But thou art íled. gone down the dreary road, 
That leads to Sorrow'3 most obscure abode ; 
Thou sittest on the hearth of pale despair, 

Where 
For thine own sake I cannot foUow thee. 

The world is dreary. 
And I am weary 

Of wandering on withoiit thee, Mary ; 
A joy was erewhile 
In thy voice and thy smile. 

And 'tis gone, whcn I should be gone too, Mary. 

FRAGMENTS ON ROME 
[Jnne   1819 ?    Publ.   1839,   2nd  ed.] 

RoME has fallen, ye see it lying 
Hcapcd in undistinguished ruin : 

Nature is alone undying. 

In the cave which wild weeds covcr 
Wait for thine aethcreal lover ; 
For the pallid moon is waning 

0'er the spiral cypress hanging 
And the moon no cloud is staining. 
It was once a Roman's chamber 

Where hc kept his darkest revels. 
And the wild weeds twine and clamber; 

It was then a chasm for devils . . . 

THE MASK OF ANARCHY 

WRITTEN ON THE OCCASION OP THE MASSACRE AT MANCHESTF.R 

[Comp. in the autumn of 1819, after the Peterloo riot, August 
16 ; scnt to Leigh Hunt with a view to publication; publ. 
1832.] 

I 
As I lay aslcep in Italy 
There carne a voice from over the Sea, 
And with grcat power it forth led me 
To walk in the visions of Poesy. 
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I met Murder on the way— 
He had a mask like Castlereagh— 
Very smooth he looked, yet grim; 
Seven blood-hounds followed him: 

III 

Ali were fat; and well they might 
Be in admirable plight, 
For one by one, and two by two, 
He tossed them human hearts to chew 
Which from his wide cloak he drew. 

IV 

Next carne Fraud, and he had on, 
Like Eldon, an ermined gown; 
His big tears, for he wept well, 
Turned to mill-stones as they fell. 

And the little children, who 
Round his feet played to and fro, 
Thinking every tear a gem, 
Had their brains knocked out by them. 

VI 

Clothed with the Bible, as with light, 
And the shadows of the night, 
Like Sidmouth, next, Hypocrisy 
On a crocodile rode by. 

• VII 

And many more Destructions played 
In this ghastly masquerade, 
Ali disguised, even to the eyes, 
Like Bishops, lawyers, pecrs, or spies. 

VIU 

Last came Anarchy : be rode 
On a white horse, splashed with blood; 
He was pale even to the lips, 
Like Death in the Apocalypse. 
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IX 

And he wore a kingly crown, 
And in his grasp a sceptre shone ; 
And on his brow this mark I saw— 
" I AM GOD, AND KiNG, AND LAW ! " 

With a pace stately and fast, 
Over English land he passed, 
Trampling to a mire of blood 
The adoring multitude. 

XI 

And a mighty troop around, 
With thcir trampling shook the ground, 
Waving each a bloody sword, 
For the service of their Lord. 

XII 

And with glorious triumph, they 
Rode through England proud and gay, 
Drunk as with intoxication 
Of the wine of desolation. 

XIII 

0'er fields and towns, from sea to sea, 
Passed the Pageant swift and free, 
Tearing up, and trampling down, 
Till they came to London town. 

XIV , 

And each dweller panic-stricken, 
Felt his heart with terror sicken 
Hearing the tempestuous cry 
Of the triumph of Anarchy. 

XV 

For with pomp to meet him came, 
Clothed in arms like blood and flame, 
The hired murderers, who did sing 
" Thou art God, and Law, and King. 
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XVI 

" We have waited, weak and lone 
For thy coming, Mighty One ! 
Our purses are empty, our swords are cold, 
Give us glory, and bíood, and gold." 

Lawyers and priests, a motley crowd, 
To the earth their pale brows bowed; 
Like a bad prayer not over loud, 
Whispering—" Thou art Law and God.' 

XVIII 

Then ali cried with one accord, 
" Thou art King, and God, and Lord; 
Anarchy, to thee we bow, 
Be thy name made holy now!" 

XIX 

And Anarchy, the Skeleton, 
Bowed and grinned to every one, 
As well as if his education 
Had cost ten millions to the nation. 

XX 

For he knew the Palaces 
Of our Kings were rightly his; 
His the sceptre, crown, and globe, 
And the gold-inwoven robe. 

XXI 

So he sent his slaves before 
To seize upon the Bank and Tower, 
And was proceeding with intent 
To meet his pensioned Parliament, 

XXII 

When one fled past, a maniac maid, 
And her name was Hope, she said : 
But she looked more like Despair, 
And she cried out in the air: 
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XXUI 

" My father Time is weak and gray 
With waiting for a better day ; 
See how idiot-like he stands, 
Fumbling with his palsied hands ! 

" He has had child after child, 
And the dust of death is piled 
Over every one but me— 
Misery, oh, Misery 1" 

Then she lay down in the street, 
Right before the horses' feet, 
Expecting, with a patient eye, 
Murder, Fraud, and Anarchy. 

XXVI 

When between her and her foes 
A mist, a light, an image rose, 
Small at first, and weak, and frail 
Like the vapour of a vale : 

XXVII 

Till as clouds grow on the blast, 
Like tower-crowned giants striding fast. 
And glare with lightnings as they lly, 
And speak in thunder to the sky, 

XXYIII 

It grew—a Shape arrayed in mail 
Brighter than the viper's scale. 
And upbom on wings whose grain 
Was as the Hght of sunny rain. 

XXIX 

On its helm, seen far away, 
A planet, like the Moming's, lay; 
And those plumes its light rained througb 
Like a shower of crimson dew. 
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XXX 

With step as soft as wind it passed 
0'er the heads of men—so fast 
That they kncw the prcsence there, 
And looked,—and ali was empty air. 

XXXI 

As flowers beneath May's footstep waken, 
As stars from Night's loose hair are shaken, 
As waves arise when loud winds call, 
Thoughts sprung where'er that step did fali. 

And the prostrate multitude 
Looked—and ankle-deep in blood, 
Hope, that maiden most serene, 
Was walking with a quiet mien : 

XXXIII 

And Anarchy, the ghastly birth, 
Lay dead earth upon the earth; 
The Horse of Death tameless as wind 
Fled, and with his hoofs did grind 
To dust the murderers thronged behind. 

XXXIV 

A rushing light of clouds and splcndour, 
A sense awakening and yet tender 
Was heard and felt—and at its close 
These words of joy and fear arose, 

XXXV 

As if their own indignant Earth 
Which gave the sons of England birth 
Had felt their blood upon her brow, 
And shuddering with a mother's throe 

XXXVI 

Had turncd every drop of blood 
By which her face had been bedewed 
To an accent unwithstood,— 
As if her heart had cried aloud: 
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xxxvn 

" Men of England, heirs of Glory, 
Heroes of unwritten story, 
Nurslings of one mighty Mother, 
Hopes of her, and one another; 

XXXVIII 

" Rise like Lions after slumber 
In unvanquishable number, 
Shake your chains to earth like dew 
Which in sleep had fallen on you— 
Ye are many—they are few. 

XXXIX 

" What is Freedom ?—ye can tell 
That which slavery is, too well— 
For its very iiamc has grown 
To an echo of your own. 

XL 

'"Tis to work and have such pay 
As jiist keeps life from day to day 
In your liinbs, as in a cell 
For the tyrant's use to dwel], 

XLI 

" So that ye for thcni are made 
Loom, and plough, and sword, and spade, 
With or without your own will bent 
To their defence and nourishment. 

XI.II 

" 'Tis to see your children weak 
With their mothers pine and peak, 
When the winter winds are bleak,— 
They are dying whilst I speak. 

XI.III 

" 'Tis to hunger for such diet 
As the rich man in his riot 
Casts to the fat dogs that lie 
Surfeiting beneath his eye; 
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XLIV 

"''Tis to let the Ghost of Gold 
Take from Toil a thousandfold 
More than e'er its substance could 
In the tyrannies of old. 

XLV 

" Paper coin—that forgery 
Of the title-deeds, which ye 
Hold to something of the worth 
Of the inheritance of Earth. 

XLVI 

'"Tis to be a slave in soul 
And to hold no strong control 
Over your own wills, but be 
AU that others make of ye. 

XLVII 

" And at length when ye complain • 
With a murmur weak and vain 
Tis to see the Tyrant's crew 
Ride over your wives and you— 
Blood is on the grass Hke dew. 

XLVIII 

" Then it is to feel revenge 
Fiercely thirsting to exchange 
Blood for blood—and wrong for wrong- 
Do not thus whcn ye are strong. 

XT.IX 

" Birds fmd rest, in narrow nest 
When weary of their wingèd quest; 
l?easts find faro, in woody lair 
When storm and snow are in the air.* 

285 

The earlier draft and the 1839 ed. add : 
" Horses, oxen, have a home, 
When from daily toil they come ; 
Household dogs, whcn the wind roars, 
Fiud a home within warm doors." 
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" Asses, swinc, have litter spread 
And with fitting food are fed ; 
Ali things have a home but one—■ 
Thou, Oh, Englishman, hast none ! 

LI 

" This is Slavery—savage men, 
Or wild beasts within a den 
Would endure not as ye do— 
But such ills they never kncw. 

LII 

" What art thou, Freedom ?    O ! could slaves 
Answer from their living graves 
This demand—tyrants would flee 
Like a dream's dim imagery: 

LIII 

"Thou art not, as impostors say, 
A shadow soon to pass away, 
A superstition, and a name 
Echoing from the cave of Fame. 

LIV 

" For the labourer thou art bread, 
And a comely table spread, 
From his daily labour come 
To a neat and happy home. 

LV 

"Thou art clothes, and fire, and food 
For the tramplcd multitude— 
No—in countries that are free 
Such starvation cannot be 
As in ICngland now we see. 

" To the rich thou art a check, 
When his foot is oii the neck 
Of his victim, thou dost make 
That he treads upon a snake. 
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LVII 

" Thou art Justice—ne'er for gold 
May thy righteous laws be sold 
As laws are in England—thou 
Shield'st alike the high and low. 

LVIII 

" Thou art Wisdom—Freemen never 
Dream that God will damn for ever 
Ali who think those things untrue 
Of which Priests make such ado. 

LIX 

"Thou art Peace—never by thee 
Would blood and treasure wasted be 
As tyrants wíisted them, when ali 
Leagued to quench thy flame in Gaul. 

LX 

" What if English toil and blood 
Was poured forth, even as a flood ? 
It availed, Oh, Liberty, 
To dim, but not extinguish thee. 

"Thou art Love—the rich have kissed 
Thy feet, and like him following Christ, 
Give their substance to the free 
And through the rough world foUow thee, 

LXII 

" Or turn their wealth to arms, and make 
War for thy belovèd sake 
On wealth, and war, and fraud—whence they 
Drow the power which is their prey. 

Lxni 

" Science, Poetry, and Thought 
Are thy lamps ; they make the lot 
Of the dwellers in a cot 
So serene, they curse it not. 
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LXIV 

"Spirit, Patience, Gentleness, 
Ali that can adorn and bless 
Art thou—let decds, not words, express 
Thine exceeding loveliness. 

LXV 

" Let a great Assembly be 
Of the fearless and the free 
On some spot of English ground 
Whcre the plains stretch wide around. 

" I^t the blue sky overhead, 
The green earth on which ye tread, 
Ali that must cternal be 
\V'itness the solemnity. 

LXVU 

" From the comers uttermost 
Of the bounds of English coast; 
From every hut, village, and town 
Where those who live and suffer moan 
For others' misery or their own,* 

Lxvni 

" From the workhouse and the prison 
Where pale as corpses newly risen, 
Women, children, young and old, 
Groan for pain, and weep for cold— 

LXIX 

" From the haunts of daily life 
Where is waged the daily strife 
With common wants and comnion cares 
Which sows the human heart with tares— 

* The earlier draft reads herc (but it is cancelled) : 
" From the cities whcre frora caves, 

Like the dead from putrid graves, 
Troops of starvclings gliding come. 
Living Tenauts of a tomb." 
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"Lastly from the palaces • ■' 
Whcre the murmiir of distress ; )lO 
Echoes, like the distant sound-i vjj 
Of a wind alive around 

LXXI 

" Those prison halls of wealth and fashion, 
Where some few feel such compassion 
For those who groan, and toil, and wail 
As must make their brethren pale— 

LXXII 

" Ye who siiffer woes untold, 
Or to feel, or to behold 
Your lost country bought and sold 
Wiíh a price of blood and gold—, ,■ 

LXXIII 

" Let a vast assembly be, -• ' 
And with great solemnity 
Declare with measured words that ye 
Are, as God made ye, free— 

LXXIV 

" Be your strong and simple words 
Keen to wound as sharpenod svvords, 
And wide as targes let them be/ 
With their shade to cover ye.   '''■■■ 

LXXV 

" Let the tyrants pour around j., 
With a quick and startling souna^.' 
Like the loosening of a sea, /' . 
Troops of armed emblazonry.    ! 

LXXVI 

"Let the charged artillery drive/ ^ 
Till the dead air secms alivc 
With the clash of clanging wheels, 
And the tramp of horses' heels. 
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LXXVII 

" Let the fixèd bayonet 
Gleam with sharp desire to wet 
Its bright point in English blood 
Looking kecn as one for food. 

LXXVIII 

" Let the horsemen's scimitars 
Wheel and flash, like sphereless stars 
Thirsting to eclipse their burning 
In a sea of death and mourning. 

LXXIX 

"Stand ye calm and resolute, 
Like a forest close and mute, 
With folded arms and looks which are 
Weapons of an unvanquished war, 

LXXX 

" And let Panic, who outspeeds 
The career of armèd steeds 
Pass, a disregarded shade 
Through your phalaux undismayed. 

LXXXI 

" Let the laws of your ovn\ land, 
Good or ill, between ye stand    ^,,: 
Hand to hand, and foot to foot,    . 
Arbiters of the dispute, 

LXXXII 

"The old laws of England^hey 
Whose reverend heads with age are gray, 
Children of a wiser day ; 
And whose solemn voice must be 
Thine own echo—Liberty ! 

I.XXXUI 

" On those who first should violate 
Such sacred heralds in their state 
Rest the blood that niust ensue, 
And it will not rest ou you. 
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LXXXIV 

" And if then the tyrants dare 
Let them ride among you there, 
Slash, and stab, and maim, and hew,- 
What they like, that let them do. 

LXXXV 

"With folded arms and steady eyes, 
And little fear, and less surprise, 
Look upon them as they slay 
Till their rage has died away. 

i'*P^ !J 

LXXXVI 

"Then they will retum with shame 
To the placc from which they cama, 
.And the blood thus shed wilí speak 
In hot blushes on their cheek. 

LXXXVII 

" Every woman in the land 
Will point at them as they stand- 
They will hardly dare to greet 
Their acquaintance in the street. 

LXXXVIII 

" And the bold, true warriors 
Who have hugged Danger in wars 
Will turn to thosc who would be free, 
Ashamed of such base company. 

M 
1} . jifj 

•í 

LXXXIX 

"And that slaughter to the Nation 
Shall steam up like inspiration, 
Eloquent, oracular; 
A volcano heard afar. 

xc 

"And these words shall then become 
IJke Oppression's thundered doom 
Ringing through each heart and brain, 
Heard again—again—again— 
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XCI 

"Rise like Lions after slumber' ■''' " 
In unvanquishable numbcr— 
Shake your chains to earth like dew 
Which in sleep had fallen on you—■ 
Ye are many—they are few." 

LINES WRITTEN DURING THE  CASTLEREAGH 
ADMINISTRATION 

[Publ. by Medwin, The AiUcncstím, Deccmbcr 8, 1832.] 

CoRrsiíS are colrl in thc tomb ; 
Stoncs 011 thc pavoment aro dumb ; 
Abortions are dead in the worab. 

And their mothcrs look pale—like the death-white shore 
Of Albion, frco no more. 

Hcr sons are as stones in the way— 
Thev are masscs of scnsclcss clay— 
Thcv are trodden, and move not away,- 

The abortion with which she travaileth 
Is Liberty, smitton to "dcath. 

Then trample and dance, thou Oppressor I 
For thy victim is no rcdresser ; 
Thou art sole lord and possessor 

Of her corpses, and clods, and abortions—they pava 
Thy path to the grave. 

Hearest thou the festival din 
Of Dcath, and Destruction, and Sin, 
And Wealth crying líavoc !   within ? 

'Tis thc bacchanal triumph which makcs Truth dumb, 
Thine Epithalamium. 

Ay, marry thy qhastly wife ! 
Lct l'Var and IJisquiet and Strife 
Sprcad thy couch in thc chambcr of Life ! 

Marry Kuin, thou Tyrant !  and Hell be thy guide 
To the bcd of thc bride I 
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SONG^ TO THE MEN OF ENGLAND 

[Publ. 1839, ist cd.l 

ÍIEN of England, whercfore ploiigh 
For the lords who lay ye low ? 
Whcrefore wcavc with toil and care 
The rich robes yonr tyrants wcar ? 

^^^^crcforc fccd and clothc and save, 
From the cradle to the grave, 
Those ungrateful drones wlio would 
Drain your sweat—nay, drink your blood ? 

Whcrefore, Bccs of England, forge      •■' 
Many a vvcapon, chain, and sconrge, 
That theso stingless drones may spoil 
The forccd produce of your toil ? 

Have yc Icisurc, comfort, calm, 
Shelter, food, lovc's gcntle bahn ? 
Or what it is yo buy so dcar 
With your pain and with your fear ? 

The seed yo sow another rcaps ; 
The wealth ye find another keeps ; 
The robes ye weavc another wears ; 
The arms ye forge another bears. 

Sow seed,—but Ict no tyrant reap ; 
Find wealth,—let no impostor hcap ; 
Weave robes,—let not the idlc wear ; 
Forge arms,—in your defence to bear. 

Shrink to your cellars, holcs, and ccUs; 
In halls ye deck another dwells. 
Wliy shake the chains yo wrought ?    Ye see , '^ 
The steel ye tempered glance on ye. t' " '"'•'• 

With plough and spade, and hoe and loom. 
Trace your grave, and build your tomb, 
And weave your winding-shcet, tiU íair 
England be your scpulchre. 
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TO S[IDMOU]TH AND C[ASTLEREA]GH 

SlMILES   FOR   Two   POLITICAL   CHARACTERS  OF   1819 

[Publ. by Medwin, The Aílienrstim, August 25, !832.'l 

As from an ancestral oak 
Two empty ravcns sound their clarion, 

Yell by yell and croak by croak, 
When tliey scent the noonday smoke 

Of fresh human carrion :— 

As two gibbcrinj» night-birds flit 
From their l)owers of dcadly yew 

Through the night to Irightcn it, 
When the moon is in a fit, 

And the stars are none or few :— 

As a shark and dog-fish wait 
Under an Atlantic isle 

For the negro-ship, whose íreight 
Is the theme of their debate, 

Wrinkling their rcd gills the while— 

Are ye, two vultures sick for battle, 
Two scorpions under one wet stone, 

Two bloodless wolves whose dry tliroats rattie, 
Two crows pcrchcd on the murrained catlle, 

Two vipers tangled into one. 

FRAGMENTS 

[Publ.   i8ó2.] 

PEOPLE of England, ye who toil and groan,  ;/ 
Who reap the liarvcsts which are not your own, 
Who weave the clothcs which your opprcssors wear, 
And for your own take the inclemont air ; 
Who build warm houses .  .  . 
And are like gods who give them ali they have, 
And nurse them from the cradle to the grave . . . 
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[Publ.  1839,   2nd ed.] 

WHAT men gain fnirly —that they should possess. 
And childrcn may inherit idleness, 
From him who earns it—This is imderstood ; 
Private injustice may be general good. 
But he who gains by base and armèd wrong, 
Or guilty fraud, or base compliances, 
May bc despoiled ;   evcn as a stolen drcss 
Is stripped from a convicted thicf, and he 
Lett in the nakedness of infamy. 

A NEW NATIONAL ANTHEM 

[Publ.  1839,  2nd ed.] 

GoD prosper, speed. and save, 
God raise from England's grave 

Her murdcrcd Qucen 1 
Pave with swift victory 
The steps of Liberty, 
Whom Britons own to be 

Immortal Queen. 

II 

See, she comes throned on high, 
On swiít Etcrnity ! 

God save the Qucen I 
Millions on millions wait, 
Firm, rapid, and elate, 
On her majestic state I 

God save the Queen I 

III 

She is Thine own purê soul 
Moulding  the mighty whole,— 

God save the Queen ! 
She is Thine own deep love 
Kained down from Heaven above,- 
Wherever she rest or move, 

God save our Queen ! 

'Wilder her enemies 
In their own dark disguise,— 

God save our Queen I 
AH earthly things that dare 
Her sacred name to bear,    . 
Strip thcm, as kings are, bare ; 

God save the Queen 1 
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Be her etcrnal throne 
Built in our hcarts alonc— 

God save thc Qucen I 
Lct thc oppressor hold 
Canopied seats of gold ; 
She sits enthroncd of old 

0'er our hearts Qucen. 
VI 

Lips touched by seraphim 
Brcathe out the chorai hymn 

" God savc the Qucen I " 
Sweet as if angels sang, 
Loud as that trumpcfs clang 
Wakening thc world'.s dead gang,- 

God save the Qucen I 

SONNET:   ENGLAND IN 1819 

[Publ.  1839.  ist ed.] 

AN old, mad, blind, despised, and dying king,— 
Princcs, the drcgs of their duU racc, who flow 
Through public scorn,—mud írom a niuddy spring,- 
Rulers who ncithcr scc, nor feel, nor know, 
But leech-likc to their fainting country cling, 
Till they drop, blind in blood, witliout a blow,— 
A peoplcd starve and stabbcd in the untillcd lield,— 
An army, which liberticide and prey 
Makes as a two-cdged sword to ali who wield,— 
Golden and sanguine laws which tcmpt and slay ; 
Rcligion Christless, Godless—a book sealed ; 
A Senate,—Time's worst statute unrcpealed,— 
Are graves, from which a glorious Phantom may 
Burst, to illuraine our tcmpostuous day. 

AN ODE 

WRITTEN OcToniíR 1819, HEFORE THE SPANIARDS HAD 

RECOVERED THEIR LIBERTY 

,    [Publ. 1820.] 

ARISE, arise, arise! 
There is blood on the earth that denies ye bread; 

Be your wounds like eyes 
To weep for the dead, the dead, the dead. 

What other grief were it just to pay ? 
Your sons, your wives, your brethren, were they; 
^Vho said they were slain on the battle day ? 
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Awakeii, awaken, awaken! < 

The slave and the tyrant are twin-born foes; 
Be the cold chains shaken 

To the dust vvhere your kindred repose, repose : 
Thuir bonés in the grave will start and move, 
When they hear the voices of those they love, 
Most loud in the holy combat above. 

Wave, wave high the iDanner! 
When Freedom is riding to conquest by : 

Though the skives that fan her 
Be Famine and Toil, giving sigh for sigh. 

And ye who attend her imperial car, 
Lift not your hands in the banded war, 
But in her defence whose children ye are. 

Glory, glory, glory, 
To those who have greatly suffered and done ! 

Never name in story 
Was greater than that which ye shall have won. 

Conquerors have conquered their foes alone, 
Whose revenge, pride, and power they have overthrown : 
Ride ye, more victorious, ovar your own. 

Bind, bind every brow 
With crownals of violet, ivy, and pine: 

Hide the blood-stains now 
With hues which sweet Nature lias made divine: 

Green strength, azure tiope, and eternity: 
But let not the pansy among them be; 
Ye were injured, and that nieans memory. 

CANCELLED STANZA 

[Publ. in The Times (Rossetti).] 

GATIIER, O gather, 
Foeman and fricnd in love and pcacc! 

Waves slccp togcther 
When the blasts that called them to battie, 

For fangless Power grown tame and mild 
Is at play with Frccdoni's fcarless child— 
The dove and the serpent reconciled ! 
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PETER   BELL   THE   THIRD 

BY MICHING MALLECHO, ESQ. 

Is it a party in a parlour, 
Crammcd jiist as they on earth werc crammcd. 
Some sipping punch—some sipping tea ; 
But, as you by their faces sec, 
AU silcnt, and ali damncd ! 

Peler Bell, by W. WoRDSWORTH. 
OPHELIA.—What means this, my lord ? 
HAMLET.—Marry, this is Miching Mallecho ;  it means mischief. 

SlIAKESPEARE. 

[Comp. at Florcnce, October, 1819, and forwarded to Hunt 
(Nov. 2) with a view to publication ; publ. 1839, 2nd ed. 
\\'ordsworth's Petcr Bell appeared in April, 1819.] 

DEDICATION 

To THOMAS BROWN, ESQ., TIIE YOUNGER, H.F. 

DEAR TOM—AUOW me to request you to introduce Mr. Pcter 
Bell to the respectable family of the Fudges. Although he may 
fali short of those very considcrable personages in the more 
active properties which characteiize the Rat and the Apostate. 
I suspcct that even you, their historian, wUl confess that he 
surpasses thera in the more peculiarly Icgitiraate qualification 
of intolerable dulness. 

You know Mr líxaminer Hunt ; wcll—it was he who presented 
me to two of the Mr. Bells. My intimacy with the younger Mr. 
Bell naturally sprung from thi.s introduction to his brothers. 
And in presenting him to you, I have the satisfaction of being 
ablc to assure you that he is considerably the dullest of the three. 

There is this particular advantage in an acquaintance with any 
one of the Petcr Bells, that if you know one Peter Bell, you know 
three Peter Bells ; they are not one, but tliree ; not three, but 
one. An awful mystery, which, after having causcd torreuts of 
lilood, and having been hymncd by groans enough to deafen the 
iiuLsic of the spheres, is at length illustrated to the satisfaction 
of ali parties in the thcological world, by the nature of Mr. Petcr 
Bell. 

Peter is a polyhedric Peter, or a Peter with many sidos. He 
changes colours like a chameleon, and his coat like a snake. He is 
a Proteus of a Petcr. He was at first sublime, pathetic, im- 
pressive, profound ; then duU; thcn prosy and dwll ; and now 
dull—oh so very duU !   it is an ultra-kgitimate dulness. 

You will perceive that it is not necessary to considcr Hell and 
the Devil as supcrnatural machinery. The whole scene of my 
epic is in " this world which is "—so Peter informed us before his 
conversion to Whitc Obi— 

" The world of ali of us, and where 
We find oiir happiness, or not at ali." 
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Let nic observe that I have spent six or seven days in com- 
posing this sublime piece ; tlie orb of my moon-like gcnius has 
made the fourth part of its revolution round the dull earth which 
you iiihabit, driving you mad, while it has retained its calmness 
and its splendour, and I liave becn fitting this its last phase " to 
occupy a permanent station in the literaturc of niy country." 

Your works, indced, dear Tom, sell better ; but mine are far 
superior.    The publicis no judge ; posterity sets ali to rights. 

AUow me to observe that so much has been -ivritten of Peter 
Bell, that the present history can be considered only, like the 
Iliad, as a continuation of that series of cyclic poenis, which have 
already been candidates for bestowing immortality upon, at the 
same time that they receive it from, his character and adveutures. 
In this point of view I have violated no rule of syntax in beginning 
my composition with a conjunction ; the fuU stop which closes 
the põem continued by me being, like the full stops at the end of 
the Iliad and Odyssey, a full stop of a very qualified import. 

Hoping that the immortality which you have given to the 
Fudges, you will receive from them ; and in the firm expcctation, 
tliat when London shall be an habitation of bitterns ; when 
St Paurs and Wcstminster Abbey shall stand, shapeless and 
nameless ruins, in the midst of an unpeopled marsh ; when the 
piers of Waterloo Bridge shall become the nuclei of islets of reeds 
:ind osiers, and cast the jagged shadows of their broken archcs on 
the solitary stream, some transatlantic commentator will be 
weighing in the scales of some new and now unimagined system 
of criticism, the respective raerits of the Bells and the Fudges, 
and their historians ; I remain, dear Tom, yours sincerely, 

MiCHING  MALLECHO. 
December I, 1819. 
P.S.—Pray excuse the date of placo ; so soon as the profits 

of the publication come in, I mean to hire lodgings in a more 
respectable street. 

PROLOGUE 

PETER BELLS, one, two and three, 
0'er the wide world wandering be.— 
First, the antenatal Peter, 
Wrapped in weeds of the same metre, M 
The so-long-predestined raiment • 
Clothed in which to walk his way meant 
The second Peter; whose ambition 
Is to link the proposition. 
As the mean of two extremes— 
(This was learned from Aldric's themes) 
Shielding from the guilt of schism 
The orthodoxal syllogism; 
The First Peter—he who was 
Like the shadow in the glass 
Of the second, yet unripe, 
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His substantial aiititype.— 
Then came Pcter Bell the Second, 
Who hencuforward must be reckoned 
The body of a double soul, 
And that portion of the whole 
Without which the rest would scem 
Ends of a disjointed dream.— 
And the Third is he who has 
0'er the grave bccn forced to pass 
To the other side, which is,— 
Go and try else,—just like this. 

Peter Bell the First was Peter 
Snuigger, niilder, softer, neater, 
Like the soul beforu it is 
Bom froin ihat world into ihis. 
The next Peter Bell was he, 
Predevote, like you and me, 
To good or evil as may come; 
Ilis was the severer doom,—- 
For he was an evil Cotter, 
And a polygamic Potter.* 
And the last is Peter Bell, 
Damncd since our first parents fell, 
Damned eternally to liell— 
Surely he deserves it well! 

PAKT TUE FIRST 

DEATU 

AND Peter Bell when he had been      ' r 
With fresh-imported Hell-fue warmeti,' 

Grew serious—from his drcss and mien 
'Twas very plainly to be seen 

Peter was quite reformed. 

• The oldest scholiasts read— 
A dodecagainic Potter. 

This is at once more descriptive and more mcgalophonous,—but 
the allitLiation of the text had captivated the vulgar ear oi the 
herd oi latcr coinmentators. 
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n 
His eyes turned up, his mouth turned down; 

His accent caught a nasal twang; 
He oiled his hair * ; there might be heard 
The grace of God in every word 

Which Peter said or sang. 

III 

But Peter now grew old, and had 
An ill no doctor could unravel; 

His torments almost drove him mad;— 
Some said it was a fever bad—■ 

Some swore it was the gravei. 

IV 

His holy friends then carne about, 
And with long preaching and persuasion 

Convinced the patient that, without 
The smallest shadow of a doubt, 

He was predestined to damnation. 

They said—" Thy name is Peter Bell; 
Thy skin is of a brimstone hue; 

Alive or dead—ay, sick or well— 
The one God made to rhyme with hell; 

The other, I think, rhymes with you." 

VI bii/ 
Then Peter set up such a yell!—'■ b::' 

The nurse, who with some water gruel 
Was climbing up the stairs, as well 
As her old legs could climb them—fell, 

And brokc them both—the fali was cruel. 

To those who liave not duly apprcciatcd the distinction 
bctweon Whalc and Rússia oil, this attribute might rather scem 
to belong to the Dandy than the Evángelic. The effect, whcu 
to the windward, is indeed so similar, that it requires a subtie 
naturalist to discrinünate the animais. They belong, however, to 
áistinct gcnera. 
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VII 

The Parson from the casement le[)t 
Into the lake of Windermere— 

And many an eel—though no adept 
In God's right reason for it—kept 

Gnawing bis kidneys half a year. 

VIII 

And ali the rest rushed through the door, 
And tumbled over one another, 

And broke their skulls.—Upon the íloor 
Mcanwhile sat Peter Bell, and swore, 

And cursed his father and bis mother; 

IX 

And raved of God, and sin, and death, 
Blasphuming likc an infidel; 

And said, that with his clenchèd teeth 
He'd seJze the earth fioni underneath, 

And drag it with hin^ down to hell. 

As he was speaking came a spasm, 
And wrenched his gnashing teeth asunder; 

Like one who sees a strange jíhantasm 
He lay,—tliere was a silent chasni 

Between his upper jaw and under. 

XI 

And yellow death lay on his face; 
And a fixed smile that was not huniaii" 

Told, as I understand the case, 
That he was gone to the wrong place :— 

I heard ali this from the old woman. 

XII 

Then there came down from Langdale Pike 
A cloud, with lightning, wind and hail; 

It swept over the inountains like 
An ocean,—and I heard it strike 

The woods and crags of Grasmere vale. 
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XIII 

And I saw the black storm come 
Nearer, minute after minute ; 

Its thunder made the cataracts dumb; 
With hiss, and clash, and hoUow hum, 

It neared as if the Devil was in it. 

XIV , 

The devil was in it:—he had bought 
Peter for haIf-a-cro\vn ; and when 

The storm which bore him vanished, nought 
That in the house that storm had caught 

Was ever.seen again. 

:•■:!     ■:' ■    XV 

The gaping neighbours came next day— 
They found ali vanished from the shore: 

The Bible, whence he used to pray, 
Half scorched under a hen-coop lay; 

Smashed glass—and nothing more! 
/!   >/)ri fy.HíOí)')-}/' -^n-ii i\ 

PART THE SECOND ; ii 

THE  DEVIL 

THE Devil, I safely can aver. 
Has neither hoof, nor tail, nor sting; 

Nor is he, as some sages swcar, 
A spirit, neither here nor there, '', 

In nothing—yet in everything. 

He is-—what we are ; for sometimes 
The Devil is a gentleman; 

At others a bard bartering rhymes 
For sack ; a statesman spinning crimes; 

A swindler, living as he can; 

III 

A thief, who cometh in the night, 
With whole boots and net pantaloons, 
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Like some one whom it were not right 
To mention;—or the luckless wight 

From whom he steals nine silver spooos. 

IV 

But in this case he did appear 
Like a slop-merchant from Wapping 

And with sniug face, and e)-c severe, 
On every side did perk and peer 

Till he saw Peter dead or napping. 

He had on an upper Benjamin 
(For he was of the driving schism) 

In the which he wnipped his skin 
From the storm he travclled in, 

For fear of rhcumatisní. 

VI 

He called the ghost out of the corse;— 
It was exceedingly like Peter,— 

Only its voice \vas hollow and hoarse—■ 
It had a queerish look of course—• 

Its dress too was a little neater. 

VII 

The De vil knew not his name and lot; 
Peter knew not that he was Bell: 

Each had an upper stream of thought, 
Which made ali seem as it was not; 

Fitting itself to ali things wcll. 

VIII 

Peter thought he had parents dear, 
Brothers, sisters, cousins, cronies, 

In the fens of Lincolnshire ; 
He perhaps had found them there 

Had he gone and boldly shown his 

I5Ç 

Solemn phi/. in his own village; 
Where he thought oft when a boy 
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He'd clomb the orchard walls to pillage 
The produce of his ncighbour's tillage, 

With marvellous pride and joy. 

305 

And the Devil thought he had, 
'Mid the misery and confusion 

Of an unjust war, just made 
A Ibrtune by the gainful trade    ■•■■='• 
Of giving soldiers rations bad— 

The world is full of strange delusion— 

: fi .B ,Jj'jddtO A 
_,, XI     -'j-ri^!. '•' :<^ l'A. 

f. 

That he had a mansion planned 
In a square like Grosvenor Square, 

That he was aping fashion, and 
That he now carne to Westmorcland 

To see what was romantic there. 

XII 

And ali this, though quite ideal,— 
Ready at a breath to vanish,—- 

Was a State not more unreal 
Than the peace he could not feel, 

Or the care he could not banish. 

XIII 

After a little conversation, 
The Devil told Peter, if he chose, 

He'd bring him to the world of fashion 
By giving him a situation 

In his own service—and new clothes. 

XIV 

And Peter bowed, quite pleased and proud, 
And after waiting some few days 

For a new livery—dirty yellow 
Turned up with black—the wretched fellow 

Was bowled to Hell in the DeviFs chaise. 
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PART  THE THIRD 

HELL 

HELL is a city much like London— 
A populüus and a smoky city; 

Thcre are ali sorts of people undone, 
And there is little or no lun done ; 

Small justice shown, and still less pity. 

II 
There ís a Castles, and a Canning, 

A Cobbett, and a Castlcreagh ; 
Ali sorts of caitiff corpses planning 
Ali sorts of cozening for trcpanning 

Corpses less corrupt than they. 

There is a 
III   ' 

, who has lost 
His wits, or sold theni, none knows which; 

He walks about a double ghost, 
And though as thin as Fraud alniost— 

Ever grows more grim and rich. 

IV 
There is a Chancery Court; a King; 

A manufacturing mob ; a set 
Of thieves who by themselves are sent 
Similar thieves to represent; 

An army; and a public dcbt. 

'Which last is a scheme of paper money, 
And muans—being interpreted— 

. " Bces, kec[) your wax—give us the honey, 
And \ve will plant, while skies are sunny, 

Flowers, which in winter serve instead." 

VI 

There is a great talk of revolution— 
And a great chance of despotisni— 

German soldiers—camps—^confusion— 
Tumults—lotteries—rage—delusion—• 

Gin—suicide—and methodism; 
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VII 

Taxes too, on wine and bread, 
And meat, and beer, and tea, and cheese, 

Frorn which those patriots purê are fed, 
Who gorge before they real to bed 

The tenfold essence of ali these. 

VIII 

There are mincing women, mewing, 
(Like cats, who amant miserc,) * 

Oi their own virtue, and pursuing 
Thcir gentler sisters to that ruin, 

Without which—what were chastity ? t 

IX 

Lawyers—judges—old hobnobbers 
i\re there—bailiffs—chancellors—. 

]5i.shops—great and little robbers— 
Rh}'msters—pamphleteers—stock-jobbers— 

Men of glory in the wars,—■ 

Things whose trade is, over ladies 
To lean, and ílirt, and stare, and simper, 

Till ali that is divine in woman 
Grows cruel, courtoous, smooth, inhuman, 

Crucified 'twixt a smile and whimper. 

XI 
Thrusting, toiling, wailing, moiling, 

Frowning, preaching—such a riot! 
Each with never-ceasing labour, 
Whilst he thinks he cheats his neighbour, 

Cheating his own heart of quiet. 

* One of the attributes in Linn;i?us's description of the Cat. To 
Ia similar cause the caterwauHng of more than one species of this 
Igenus is to be referred ;—except, indeed, that the poor quadruped 
l|s compelled to qiiarrel witli its own pleasures, whilst the bipcd 
lis supposed only to quarrel with those of others. 
I t What would this liusk and excuse for a virtue be without its 
Ikemcl prostitution, or the kernel proatitution without this husk 
|of a virtue ? 1 wonder the women of the town do not form au 
lassociation, like the Society for the Suppression of Vice, íor the 
Isupport of what may be called the " Iving, Church, and Con- 
Istitution " of their order. But this subject is almost too horriblo 
I lor a jokc. 
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XII 

And ali these meet at levees;— 
Dinners convivial and political;— 

Sui)pers of epic poets;—teas, 
Where small Uilk dies in agonies ;— 

Breakfasts professional and criticai; 

XIII 

Lunches and snacks so aldermanic 
That one would furnish forth ten dinners, 

Where reigns a Cretan-tonguèd panic, 
Lest news Russ, Dutch, or Alemannic 

Should make some losers, and some winneis ;- 

XIV 

At conversazioni—balls— 
Conventicles—and drawing-rooms— 

Courts of law—-committees—calls 
Of a moming—clubs—book-stalls— ■ 

Churches—masquerades—and tombs. 

XV 

And this is Hell—and in this smbther 
Ali are damnable and damned : 

Each one damning, damns the other 
They are damned by one another, 

By none othcr are they damned. 

XVI 

Tis a liç to say, " God damns ! " * 
Where was Hcaven's Attorney General 

When they first gave out such flams ? 
Let thcre be an end of shams, 

They are mines of poisonous mineral. 

XVII 

Statesmen damn themselves to see 
Cursed; and lawyers damn their souls 

• This libel on oiir national oath, and this accusation of ali oiir 
countrymeii of being in the daily practice of solemnly asseverating 
thc uiost enormoiis falsohood, I fear deserves the notice of a more 
activo Attorney General than that here alluded to. 
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To the auction of a fee; 
Churchmen damn themselves to see 

God's sweet love in burning coals. 

XVIII 

The rich are damned, beyoiid ali cure, 
To taunt, and starve, and trample on 

The weak and wretched; and the poor 
Damn their broken hearts to endure 

Stripe on stripe, with groan on groan. 

XIX 

Sometimes the poor are damned indecd 
To take,—not means for being blessed,— 

But Cobbett's suuff, revenge ; that weed 
From which the worms that it doth feed 

Squeeze less than they before possessed. 

XX 

And some few, like \ve know who, 
Damned—but God alone knows why— 

To believe their minds are given 
To make this ugly Hell a Heaven; 

In which faith they live and die. 

XXI 

Thus, as in a town, plague-stricken, 
Each man be he sound or no 

Must indifferently sicken; 
As when day begins to thicken, 

None knows a pigeon from a crow,— 

XXII 

So good and bad, sane and mad, 
'rhe oppressor and the oppressed; 

Those who weep to see what others 
Smile to inflict upon their brothers; 

Lovers, haters, worst and best; 
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XXIII 

Ali are damned—they breathe an air, 
Thick, infected, joy-dispelling: 
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Each pursues what seems most fair, 
Mining like moles, through mind, and there 
Scoop palace-caverns vast, where Care 

In thronèd state is ever dwelling. 

PART THE  FOURTH 

SIN 

I 

Lo, Peter in Heirs Grosvenor Square, 
A footman in the DoviFs service! 

And the niisjudging world would swear 
That every man in service there 

To virtue would prefer vice. 

But Peter, though now damned, was not 
^^'hat Peter was before danination. 

Mcn oftcntimes prepare a lot 
Which ere it finds them, is not what 

Suits with their genuine stution. 

Ali things that Peter saw and felt 
Had a peculiar aspect to him ; 

And when they carne within the belt 
Of his own nature, seemed to melt, 

Like cloud to cloud, into him. 

IV 

And so the outward world uniting 
To that \vithin him, he became 

Considerably uninviting 
To those who, meditation slighting, 

Were moulded in a different frame. 

And he scorned them, and they scorned him; 
And he scorned ali they did; and they 

Did ali that men of their own trim 
Are wont to do to please their whim, 

Drinking, lying, swearing, play. 
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VI 

Such were his fellow-servants; thus 
His virtue, like our own, was built 

Too much on that indignant fuss 
Hypocrite Pride stirs up in us 

To bully one another's guilt. 

vn 
He had a mind which was somehow  . 

At once circuniference and centre 
Of ali he might or feel or know ; 
Nothing went ever out, although 

Something did ever enter. 

VIU 

He had as much imagination 
As a pint-pot;— he never could 

Fancy another situation, 
From which to dart his contemplation, 

Than that wheruin he stood. 

IX 

Yet his was individual mind, 
And new created ali he saw 

In a new manner, and refincd 
Those new creations, and combined 

Them, *by a master-spirit's law. 

Ui.)i I 

,! 
Thus—though unimaginative- 

An apprehension clcar, intense,'   "' 
Of his niind's work, had made alive 
The things it wrought on; I believe 

Wakening a sort of thought in sense. 

XI 

But from the first 'twas Peter's drift 
To be a kind of moral eunuch, 

He touched the hem of Nature's shift, 
Felt faint—and never dared ujjlift 

The closest, all-coiicealing tunic. 
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XII 

She laughed the while, with aii arch smile, 
And kissed him with a sister's kiss, 

And said—" My best Diogenes, 
I love you well—but, if you please, 

Tempt not again my deepest bliss, 

" Tis you are cold—for I, not coy, 
Yield love for love, frank, warni, and true; 

And Burns, a Scottish peasant boy— 
His errors prove it—knew my joy 

More, learnèd friend, than you. 

XIV 

" Bocca bacciaia non perde ventura, 
Aiizi rinituova come fa Ia luna :— 

So thought Boccaccio, whose swcet words might cure a 
Male prude, like you, from what you now endure, a 

Low-tide in soul, like a stagnant laguna." 

XV 

Then Peter rubbed his eyes severe. 
And smoothcd his spacious forehead down 

With his broad palm;—'twixt love and fear, 
He looked, as he no doubt felt queer, 

And in his dream sate down. 

XVI 

The Devil was no uncommon crcature; 
A leaden-wittcd thief—just huddled 

Out of the dross and scum of nature ; 
A toad-like lump of limb and featurc, 

With inind, and heart, and fancy muddlcd. 

XVII 

He was that heavy, dull, cold thing, 
The spirit of evil wcll may be : 

A drone too base to have a sting; 
Who gluts, and grimes his lazy wing, 

And calls lust, luxury. 
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XVIII 

Now he was quite the kind of wight 
Round whom collect, at a fixed aera, 

Venison, turtle, hock, and claret,— 
Good cheer—and those who come to share it— 

And best East Indian madeira! 

XIX 

It was his fancy to invite 
Men of science, wit, and leaming, 

Who carne to lend each other light; 
He proudly thought that his gold's might 

Had set those spirits burning. 

XX 

And men of learning, science, wit, 
Considered him as you and I 

Think of some rotten tree, and sit 
Lounging and dining under it, 

Exposed to the wide sky. 

XXI 

And ali the while, with loose fat smile, 
The willing wrctch sat winking there, 

Believing 'twas his power that made 
That jovial scene—and that ali paid  ''; 

Homage to his unnoticed chair. 

XXII 

Though to be sure this place was Hell; 
He was the Devil—and ali they— 

What though the claret circled well, 
And wit, like ocean, rose and fell ?— 

Werc damned etcrnally. 

PART THE FIFTH 

GRACE 

AMONG the guests who often stayed 
Till the Devirs petits-soupers, 

A man there came, fair as a maid, 
And Peter noted what he said, 

Standing beside his master's chair. 
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He was a mighty poet—and 
A subtle-souled pisychologist; 

Ali things he seemed to understand, 
Of old or new—of sea or land—- 

But his own mind—which was a inist. 

l'his was a man who might have turned 
Hell into Heaven—and so in gladness 

A Huaven unto hiniself have earned; 
But he in shadows undiscerned 

Trusted,—and damned hiniself to madness. 

He S[)oke of poetry, and how 
" IJivine it was—a light—a love— 

A spirit which like wind doth blow 
As it listeth, to and fro ; 

A dew rained down from God above; 

" A power which comes and goes like dream, 
And wliich none can ever trace— 

Heaven's light on earth—Truth's brightest beam." 
And when he ceased there lay the gleam 

Of those words upon his face. 

VI 

Now Peter, when he heard such talk, 
Would, hcedless of a broken pate, 

Stand like a man asleep, or balk 
Some wishing guest of knife or fork, 

Or drop and break his master's plate. 

At night he oft would start and wake 
Like a lover, and began 

In a wild measure songs to make 
On moor, and glen, and rocky kike, 

And on the heart of man— 
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And on the universal sky— 
And the wide earth's bosom green,— 

And the svreet, strange mystery 
Of what beyond these things may lie, 

And yet remain unseen. 

IX 

For in his thought he visited 
The spots in which, ore dead and damned, 

He his wayward life had led ; 
Yet knew not whence the thoughts were fed 

Which thus his fancy crammed. 

And these obscure rcmembrances 
Stirred such harmony in Peter, 

That, whcnsocver he should please 
He could speak of rocks and trees 

In poetic metre. 

XI 

For though it was without a sense 
Of memory, yet he remembered well 

Many a ditch and quick-set fence; 
Of lakes he had intelligence, 

He knew something of heath and fell. 

XII 

He had also dim recollections 
Of pedlars tramping on their rounds : 

Milk-pans and pails ; and odd collections 
Of saws, and proverbs ; and reflections 

Old parsons make in burying-grounus. 

XII> 

But Peter's verse was clear, and carne 
Announcing, from the frozen hcarth 

Of a cold age, that none might tame 
The soul of that diviner flame 

It augured to the Earth : 
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Like gentle rains, on thc dry plains, 
Making that grcen which late was gray, 

Or like the sudden moon, that stains 
Some gloonny chamber's window-panes 

With a broad light like day. 

XV 

For language was in Pcter"s hand 
Like clay while he was yet a potter: 

And he made songs for ali the land, 
Sweet both to feel aiid understand, 

As pipkins late to mountain Cotter. 

XVI 

And Mr. thc bookseller, 
Gave twenty pounds for some;—then scornmg 

A footman's yellow coat to wear, 
Peter, too proud of heart, I fear, 

Instantly gave the Devil warning. 

XVII 

Whereat the Devil took ofTence, 
And swore in his soiil a great oath then, 

" That for his damned impcrtinence 
He'd bring him to a propcr sense 

Of what was due to gentlemen !" 

PART THE SIXTH 

DAJINATION 

" o TiiAT mine cncmy had writtcn 
A book ! "—cried Job :—a fearful curse, 

If to the Arab, as the Briton, 
Twas galling to be ciític-bitten :— 

l'he Devil to Peter wished no worse. 

When Petcr's next new book found vent, 
The Devil to ali the first Reviews 
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A copy of it slyly sent,     , 
With five-pound note as çompliment, 

And this short noticc—" Pray abuse." 

in 
Then seriaiim, month and quarter, 

Appcared such mad tiradas.—One said— 
" Peter seduced Mrs. Foy's daughtcr, 
Then drowned the mother in Ullswater, 

The last thing as he wcnt to bcd." 

IV 

Anothcr—" Let him shave his head ! 
Where's Dr. WiUis ?—Or is he joking ? 

What does the rascal mean or hope, 
No longer imitating Pope, 

In that barbarian Shakespeare poking ? " 
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One more, " Is inccst not enough ? 
And must there bc adultery too ? 

Grace after meat ?    Miscreant and Liar ! 
Thief!    Blackguard !    Scoundrel!    Fool! 

Is twenty times too good for you. 
Hell-fire 

VI 

" By that last book of yours we think ' 
YouVe double damned yourself to scorn; 

We warned you whilst yet on the brink 
You stood.    From your black name will shrink 

The babe that is unborn." 

VII 

Ali these Reviews the Devil made 
Up in a parcel, vvhich he had 

Safely to Pcter's house conveyed. 
For carriage, tenpcnce Peter paid— 

Untied them—ícad them—went half mad. 

VIII 

" What! " cried he, " this is my reward 
For nights of thought and days of toil ? 
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Do poets, but to be abhorrcd 
By men of whom they ncver heard, 

Consume their spints' oil ? 

IX 

" What have I done to them ?—and who 
Is Mrs. Foy ?    Tis very cruel 

To speak of me and Emma so ! 
Adultery ! God defend me !    Oh ! 

IVe half a mind to fi^ht a duel. 

" Or," cried he, a grave look collecting, 
" Is it my genius, like the moon, 

Sets those who stand her face inspecting, 
That face within their brain reflecting, 

Like a crazed bell-chinie, out of tune?" 

XI 

For Peter did not know the town, 
But thought, as country readers do, 

For half a guinea or a crown, 
He bought oblivion or reno\vn 

From God's own voice * in a review. 

XII 

Ali Peter did on this occasion 
\\'as, writing some sad stuíf in prose. 

It is a dangerous invasion 
When poets criticize ; their station 

Is to delight, not pose. 
.;>) í 

xm 
The Devil then sent to Leipsic fair 

For Born's translation of Kant's book ; 
A world of words, tail foremost, whcre 
Right—wrong—false—true—and foul—and fair 

Ás in a lottery-wheel are shook. 

XIV 

Five thousand crammcd octavo pages 
Of Gcrman psychologics,—he 

* Vox populi, iiox dei. As llr Goclwin truly obsci"vcs of a more 
lamoiis saying, of some mcrit as a popular maxtin, but tolally 
ilrstitute oi philosophical accnracy. 
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Who his furor verborum assuages 
Thereon, deserves just seven months' wages 

More than mil e'er be due to me. 

XV 

I looked on them nine several days, 
And then I saw that they were bad; 

A friend, too, spoke in their dispraise,— 
He never read them ;—with amaze 

I found Sir William Drummond had. 
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When the book came, the Devil sent 
It to P. Verbovale,* Esquire, 

With a brief note of compliment, 
By that night's Carlisle mail.    It went, 

And set his soul on fire. 

Fire, which ex luce praebens fiimttm, 
Made him beyond the bottom see 

Of truth's clear well—when I and you, Ma'ara, 
Go, as we shall do, suhter humum, 

We may know more than he. 

XVIII 

Now Peter ran to seed in soul 
Into a walking paradox ; 

For he was neither part nor whole, 
Nor good, nor bad—nor knave nor fool; 

—Among the woods and rocks 

XIX 

Furious he rode, where late he ran, 
Lashing and spurring his tame hobby; 

Turned to a formal puritan, 
A solemn and unsexual man,— 

He half believed Whiti OU. 

* Quasi, Qui valet verba :—í.e. ali the words which have been. 
aro, or may be expended by, for, against, with, or on him. A 
iulTicient proof of the utility of this history. Peter's progenitor 
who selected this name seems to have possessed a piire anticipated 
cognition of the nature and modesty of this ornament of his 
posterity. 
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This steed in vision he would ride,     ' 
High trotting over nine-inch bridges, 

With Flibbertigibbet, imp of pride, 
Mocking and mowing by his side— 
A mad-brained goblin for a guide— 

Over corn-fields, gates, and hedges. 

XXI 

After these ghastly rides, he carne 
Home to his heart, and found from thence 
uch stolen of its accustomcd fiame ; 

His thoiights grew weak, drowsy, and lame ,. 
Of their intclligence. ; 

To Peter's view, ali seemed one hue; 
He was no Whig, he was no Tory ; 

No Deist and no Christian he ;— 
He got so subtie, that to be 

Nothing, was ali his glory. 

XXIII 

One single point in his belief 
From his organization sprung, 

The heart-enrooted faith, the chief 
Ear in his doctrincs' blighted sheaf, 

That " Ha{)piness is wrong "; 

XXIV 

So thought Calvin and Dominic ; 
So think their fierce successors, who 

Even now would neither stint nor stick 
Our flesh from off our bonés to pick, 

If they might " do their do." 

XXV 

His morais thus were undermined :— 
The old Peter—the hard, old Pottcr— 

Was bom anew within his mind; 
He grew duU, harsh, sly, unrefined, .   i,, . ,u:. 

As when he tramped beside the Otter.*       !■- >!*:. 

in the new Atlantis of the Dynastophylic * A fanious river 
Pantisocratists. 
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XXVI 

In the death huès of agony 
Lambently flashing from a fish, 

Now Peter felt amused to see 
Shades Hke a rainbow's rise and flee, 

Mixed with a certain hungry wish.* 

XXVII 

So in his Country's dying face 
He looked—and, lovely as she lay, 

Seeking in vain his last erabrace, 
Wailing her own abandoned case, 

With hardened sneer he turned away: K 

XXVIII 

And coolly to his own soul said; 
" Do you not think that we might make 

A põem on her when she's dead :—• 
Or, no—a thought is in my head— 

Her shroud for a new sheet I'!! take: 

XXIX 

" My wife wants one.—Let who will bury 
This mangled corpse !    And I and you, 

My dearest Soul, will then make merry, 
As the Prince Regent did with Sherry,—" 

"A}'—and at last desert me too." 

XXX 

And so his Soul would not be gay, 
]3ut nioaned within him : like a fawn 

* See the description of the beautiíul colours produced during 
lhe agonizing dcath o£ a numbcr of trout, in the íourth part o£ 
a long põem in blank verse, pnblishcd within a fcw years. [The 
Excursion, VIII. 11. 568-71.—ED.] That põem contains curious 
cvidence of the gradual hardcning of a strong but circumscribed 
sensibility, of the perversion of a penctrating but panic-stricken 
understanding. The author might have derived a lesson which 
he had probably forgottcn from thesc sweet and sublime verses :— 

" This lessou, Shcpherd, let us two divide, 
Tanght both by what she * shows and what conceals, 
Nevcr to blcnd our pleasure or onr pride 
With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels." 

" Nature. 
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Moaning within a cave, it lay 
Wounded and wastihg, day by day, 

Till ali its life of life was gone. 

XXXI 

As troubled skies stain waters clear, 
The storm in Peter's heart and mind 

Now made his verses dark and queer: 
They were the ghosts of what they were, 

Shaking dim grave-clothes in the wind. 

XXXII 

For he now raved enormous folly, 
Of Baptisms, Sunday-schools, and Graves, 

'Twould make George Colman melancholy 
To huve heard him, like a male Molly, 

Chanting those stupid staves. 

XXXIII 

Yet the Reviews, who heapcd abuse 
On Peter while he wrote for freedom, 

So soon as in his song they spy 
The folly which soothes tyranny, 

Praise him, for those who feed 'em. 

XXXIV 

" He was a man, too great to scan ;— 
A planet lost in truth's keen rays:—• 

His virtue, awful and prodigious;— 
He was the most sublime, religious, 

Pure-minded Poct of these days." 

XXXV 

As soon as he read that, cried Peter, 
" Eurcka ! I have found the way 

To make a better thing of metre 
Than e'er was made by living creature 

Up to this blessèd day." 

xxxvi 

Then Peter wrote odes to the Devil;— 
In one of which he meekly said : 
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" May Carnage and Slaughter, 
Thy niece and thy daughter, 
May Rapine and Famine, 
Thy gorge evcr cramming, 

Glut thee with living and dcad ! 

XXXVII 

"May Death and Damnation, 
And Consternation, » ^ 

Flit up from Hell with purê intent! ■"? 
Slash thcm at Manchestcr, 
Glasgow, Leeds, and Chcster; 

Drench ali with blood from Avon to Trent. 

XXXVIII 

" Let thy body-guard yeomen 
Hew down babes and women, 

And laugh with bold triumph till Heaven be rent! 
^Vhen Moloch in Jewry 
Munched children with fury, 

It was thou, Devil, dining with purê intent." * 

PART  THE  SEVENTII 

DOUBLE  DAMNATION 

I 

TnE Devil now knew his propcr cue. 
Soon as hc read thc ode, he drove 

To his friend Lord MacMurderchouse's, 
A man of interest in both houses, 

And said :—" For moncy or for love, 

" Pray íind some cure or sinecure, 
To feed from the superfluous taxes 

* It is curious to observe how oftcn extremes meet. Cobbett 
amd Poter use the sanie language for a different purposc ; Pcter 
>s indeed a sort of metrical Cobbett. Cobbett is, however, more 
wischicvous than Pcter, because he polUites a holy and now 
uiiconqiierablc cause with the principies of Icgitimate murder ; 
whilst the othcr only makes a bad one ridiculous and odious. 

If cither Peter or Cobbett should see this note, each will feel 
nuire indignation at bcing compared to the othcr than at any 
Censure iraplied in the moral pervcrsion laid to their charge. 
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A friend of ours—a poet: fewer 
Have fluttered tamer to the lure 

Than he."    His lordship stands and racks his 

III 

Stupid brains, while one might coiint 
As many beads as hc had boroughs,— 

At length replies (from his mean front, 
Like one who rubs out an account, 

Smoothing away the unmeaning furrows): 

IV 

" It happens, fortunately, dear Sir, 
I can.    I hope I need require 

No pledgc from you, that he will stir 
In our affairs; like Oliver, 

That he'll be worthy of his hire." 

These words exchanged, the news sent ofF 
To Feter, home the Devil hied,— 

Took to his bed; he had no cough, 
No doctor,—meat and drink enough,— 

Yet that same night he died. 

VI 

The DeviFs corpse was leadcd down; 
His decent heirs enjoyed his pelf,    ' 

Mourning-coaches, many a one, 
Followed his hearse along the town :— 

Where was the Devil himself ? 

VII 

When Peter heard of his promotion, 
His eyes grew like two stars for bliss 

There was a bow of sleek devotion 
Engendering in his back; each motion 

Seemed a Lord's shoe to kiss. 

VIII 

He hired a house, bought plate, and made 
A genteel drive up to his door, 
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With sifted gravei neatly laid,— 
As if defying ali who said 

Peter was ever poor. 

IX 

But a disease soon stmck into 
The very life and soul of Peter. 

He vvalked about—slept—had the hue 
Of health upon his cheeks—and few 

Dug better—none a heartier eater. 

And yet a strange and horrid curse 
Clung upon Peter, night and day; 

Month after month the thing grew worse, 
And deadlier than in this my verse 

I can find strength to say. 

XI 

Peter was dull—(he was at first 
DuU)—oh, so dull—so very dull! 

Whether he talked, wrote, or rehearsed— 
Still with this dulness was he cursed— 

Dull—beyond ali conception dull. 

XII 

No one could read his books—no mortal, 
But a few natural friends, would hear him; 

The parson carne not near his portal; 
His State was like that of the immortal 

Described by Swift—no man could bear him. 

xin 

His sister, wife, and children jawned, 
With a long, slow, and drcar ennui, 

Ali human patience far beyond ; 
Their hopes of Heaven each would have pawned 

Anywhere else to be. 

XIV 

But in his verse and in his prose 
The essence of his dulness was 
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Concentred and compressed so close, 
'Twould have made Guatimozin doze 

On his rcd gridiron of brass. 

XV 

A printer's boy, folding those pages, 
Fell slumbrously upon one side, 

Like those famed Seven who slei)t three ages. 
To wakeful frenzy's vigil-rages, 

As opiates, were the same applied. 

XVI 

Even the Reviewers who were hired 
To do the work of his reviewing, 

With adamantine nerves, grcw tired ;— 
Gaping and tor[)id they retired, 

To dream of what they should be doing. 

XVII 

And worse and v.-orse, the drowsy curse 
Yawned in him till it grew a pest; 

A wide contagious atmosphere, 
Creeping like cold throiigh ali things near; 

A power to infect and to infest. 

XVIII 

His servant-maids and dogs grew dull; 
His kitten, late a sportive elf; 

The woods and lakes, so beautiful, 
Of dim stupidity were full; 

Ali grew diil! as Peter's self. 

XIX 

The earth under his feet, the springs 
Which lived within it a quick life, 

The air, the wiuds of many wings 
That fan it with new murniurings, 

Were dead to their harmonious strife. 

XX 

The birds and beasts within the wood, 
The insects, and each creeping thing, 

Were now a silent multitude ; 
Love's work was left unwrought—no brood 

Near Pcter"s house took wing. 
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XXI 

And every neighbouring cottager 
Stupidly yawned upon the other : 

No jackass brayed, no little cur 
Cocked up his ears;—no man would stir 

To save a dying mother. 

xxn 
Yet ali from that charmed district went 

But some half-idiot and half-knave, 
Who, rather than pay any rent, 
Would live with marvellous content 

Over his father's grave. 

XXIII 

No bailiff dared within that space, 
For fcar of the duU charm, to enter; 

A man would bear upon his face, 
For fifteen montha in any case, 

The yawn of such a ventura. 

XXIV 

Seven miles above—below—around— 
This pest of dulness holds its sway; 

A ghastly life without a sound; 
To Peter's soul the spell is bound— 

How should it ever pass away ? 

LINES TO A REVIEWER 

[I^te 1819 ?    Publ. 1823.] 
ALAS, good friciul, what profit can you soe 
In liating such a hatcless thing as me ? 
Thcre is no sport in hatc where ali the rage 
Is on one sidc :   iu vain would you assuago 
Your frowns upon an unrcsisting smile. 
In which not even contempt hirUs to bcpsuile 
Your heart, by some faint sympathy of íiate. 
Oh, conquer what you cannot satiate I 
For to your passion I am far more coy 
Than evcr yet was coldcst maitl or boy 
In winter noon.    Of your antipathy 
If I am the Narcissus, you are free 
To pine into a sound with hating me. 
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FRAGMENT OF A SATIRE ON SATIRE 

[Publ.   1880.] 

IF gibbets, axes, confiscations, chains, 
And racks of subtle torture, if the pains 
Of shame, of fiery Hcirs tcmpestuous wave, 
Seen through the caverns of the shadowy grave, 
Hurling the danined into the murky air 
While the meek blest sit smiling ;   if Dcspair 
And Hate, tlie rapid bloodhounds with which Terror 
Hiints through tlie world the honielcss steps of Error 
Are the true secrets of the commonwcal 
To make men wise and just ; . . . 
And not the sopliisms of revenge and fear, 
Bloodicr than is revcngc . . . 
Then scnd the pricsts to every hearth and home 
To preach the burning wrath which is to come, 
In words like flakes of sulphur, such as thaw 
The írozen tears ... 
If Satire'.s scourge could wakc the sUimbering hounds 
Of Conscience, or crase the deeper wounds, 
The leprous scars of callous Infamy ; 
If it could make the present not to be, 
Or charni the dark past never to have been, 
Or turn regret to hope ;  who that has seen 
What Soutliey is and was, would not exclaim, 
" Lash on I " be the keen verse dipped in flame ; 
l''ollow his flight with wingi-d words, and urge 
The strokcs of the incxorable scourge 
Until the heart be nakcd, till his soul 
See the contagion's spots foul ; 
And froni tlie mirror of Truth's sunlike sbield, 
From which his Parthian arrow . . . 
Flash on his sight the spectres of the past, 
Until his mind's eye paint thereon— 
Let scorn like yawn below. 
And rain on him like flakes of fiery snow. 
This cannot be, it ought not, evil still— 
Suffering makes suffering, ill must foUow ill. 
Rough words beget sad thoughts, and, beside, 
Men take a suUen and a stupid jiride 
In being ali they hate in others shame, 
By a perverse antipathy of fanie. 
'Tis not worth while to prove, as I could, how 
From the sweet fountains of our Nature flow 
These bitter waters ;  I will only say, 
If any friend would take Southey some day. 
And tcll him, in a country walk alone, 
Softening harsh words with friendship's gentle tone, 
How incorrcct his public conduct is. 
And what men think of it, 'twere not amiss. 
Far better than to make innocent ink— 
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ODE TO THE WEST WIND 

[Autumn 1819.    Publ. 1820.] 

O WiLD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being, 
Thou, froni 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 wingbd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each Hke 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 Hke flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill: 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere ; 
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear! 

Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's commotion, 
Loose clouds hke earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread 
On the blue surface oi thine aery surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

This pocm was conccivcd and chiclly writtcn in a wood that 
skirts the Amo, near Florence, and on a day when that 
tempcstvious wind, whose tempcrature is at once mild and 
animating, was collccting the vapours which pour down the 
autunmal rains. Tliev bcgan, as I forcsaw, at siinsct with a 
violcnt tempest of hail and rain, attendcd by tliat magnificent 
thunder and liglitniug peculiar to the Cisalpine regions. 

Tlie plienonienon alUided to at the conclusion of the tliird 
stanza is well known to natiiraUsts. The vegctation at the 
bottom of the sea, of rivers, and of lakes, sympathizes with that 
of the land in the change of seasons ; and is consequently in- 
fluenccd bv the winds whicli announce it. 
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Of some fierce Maenad, even 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 ali thy congregated might 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphcre 
Black rain, and fira, and hail will burst: oh, hear! 

III 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterrancan, where he lay, 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams, 

Beside a pumice isle is Baiae's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 

Ali overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them !    Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's levei 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 : oh, hear! 

IV 

If I wcre a dead leaf thou mightcst 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 seemed a vision : I would ne'er have striven 
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As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud ! 
I fali upon the thoms of life !    I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 

Make me thy lyre, even 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, 
My spirit!    lie thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the iiicantation of this verse, 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy !    O, Wind, 
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? 

ON THE MEDUSA OF LEONARDO DA VINCI 
IN THE FLORENTINE GALLERY 

[Octobcr, 1819.    Publ.   1824.] 

I 

IT lieth gazing on tho niidnight sky, 
Upon the cioudy inoimtaiii-pcak supine ; 

Bolovv íar lands are sccn tromblingly ; 
Its horror and its beauty are divinc. 

Upon its lips and eyolids secms to lie 
Lovclincss like a shadow, from which shine, 

Ficry and lurid, struggling underneath, 
The agonies of anguish and of death. 

Yet it is less the horror than tlie grace 
Which turns the gazer's spirit into stone, 

Whereon the lineaments of that dead face 
Are graven, till the characters be grown 
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Into itself, and thought no more can trace ; 

'Tis the melodious huc of beauty thrown 
Athwart the darkness and the glare of pain, 
Which humanize and harmonize the strain. 

And from its hcad as from one body grow. 
As grass out of a watery rock, 

Hairs which are vipcrs, and they curl and flow 
And thcir lons; tangles in cach other lock, 

And with unending invohitions show 
Their mailcd radiance, as it wcre to mock 

The torture and the death within, and saw 
The soHd air with many a raggèd jaw. 

And, from a stone beside, a poisonous eft 
Peeps idly into those Gorgonian cyes ; 

Whilst in the air a ghastly bat, bereft 
Of sense, has flitted with a mad surprise 

Out of the cave this hideous light had cleft, 
And he comes hastening hke a moth that hies 

After a taper ;  and the midnight sky 
Flares, a light more dread than obscurity. 

'Tis the tempestuous loveliness of terror ; 
For from the serjients gleams a brazen glare 

Kindled by that ine.xtricable error, 
Which makes a tljrilling vapour of the air 

Beconic a and ever-shifting inirror 
Of ali the beauty and the terror there— 

A wonian's countcnance, with Ecrpeat-locks, 
Gazing in dcath on Hcaven from those wet rocks. 

LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY 

\ 

[December, 1819.    Publ. 1819.] 

THE fountains mingle with the river 
And the rivers with the Ocean, 

The winds of Heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion ; 

Nothing in the world is singie 
Ali things by a law divine 

In one si)irit meet and mingle. 
Why not I with thine ?— 
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See the mountains kiss high Heaven 
And the waves clasp one another; 

No sister-flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother; 

And the sunlight clasps the earth 
And the nioonbeams kiss the sea : 

What is ali this svveet work worth 
If thou kiss not me ? 

FRAGMENT:   "FOLLOW TO THE DEEP WOOD'S 
WEEDS " 

[Publ. 1862.] 
FoLLOw to the decp wood's wecds, 
Follow to the wild-briar dingle, 
VVherc \ve seek to intormingle, 
And the violet tcUs hcr tale 
To the odour-scented gale, 
For they two have enough to do 
0£ such work as I and you. 

ODE TO HEAVEN 

[" Florencc, Decombor, 1819."    Publ. 1820.] 

CHORUS  OF  yPlRITS 

First Spirit 
PALACE-ROOF of cloudless nights ! 
Paradise of golden lights ! 

Deep, imnicasurable, vast, 
Which art iiow, and which ^ve^t then ! 

üf the Present and the Past, 
Of the eternal Where and When, 

Presence-chamber, temple, home, 
Ever-canopying dome, 
Of acts and ages yet to come ! 

Glorious shapes have life in thee, 
Earth, and ali earth's company; 

Living globes which ever throng 
Thy deep chasms and wildernesses ; 

And green worlds that glide along ; 
And swift stars with ílashing tresses ; 

And icy moons most cold and bright. 
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And mighty suns beyond the night, 
Atoms of intensest light. 

Eveu thy name is as a god, 
Heaven ! for thou art the abode 

Of that Power which is the glass 
Wherein man his nature sees. 

Generations as they pass 
Worship thee with bended knees. 

Their unremaining gods and they 
Like a river roll away : 
Thou remainest such—alway!— 

Second Spirit 

Thou art but the mind's first chamber, 
Round which its young faiicies clamber, 

Like weak insects in a cave, 
Lighted up by stal;ictites ; 

But the portal of the grave, 
Where a world of new dcHghts 

Will make thy bcst glories seem 
But a dim and noonday gleam 
From the shadow of a drcam ! 

lliird Spirit 

Peace ! the abyss is wreathed «ith scom 
At your presuniption, atom-born ! 

What is Heaven ? and what are ye 
Who its brief expanse inherit ? 

What are suns and spheres which flee 
With the instinct of that Spirit 

Of which ye are but a part ? 
Drops which Nature's mighty heart 
Drives through thinnest veins !    Depart! 

What is Heaven ? a globe of dew, 
Filling in the inorning new 

Some eyed flower whose young leaves waken 
On an unimagined world : 

Constellated suns unshaken, 
Orbits measureless, are furled 

In that frail and fading sphere. 
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With ten millions gathered there, 
To tremble, gleam, and disappear. 
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CANCELLED FRAGMENTS OF THE ODE TO 
HEAVEN 

[Publ. 1903.] 

THE [living fi:ime which sustains my soulj 
Is [sinking beneath the ficrce control] 

Down through the lampless deep o£ song 
I am drawn and drivcn along— 

When a Nation screams aloud 
l.ike an eagle from the cloud 

Watch the loolt askance and old— 
See neglect, and falsehood fold. . . . 

FRAGMENT : WEDDED SOULS 

[Publ. 1862.I 

I AM as a spirit who has dwelt 
Within his hcart of hearts, and I have felt 
His feelings, and have thought his thoughts, and known 
The inmost converse of his soul, the tone 
Unheard but in the silence of his blood, 
When ali the pulses in their multitude 
Image the trembling calm of summcr seas. 
I have unlocked the golden melodies 
Of his deep soul, as with a master-key , 
And loosened them and bathed niyself therein— 
Even as an eagle in a thunder-mist 
Clothing his wings with lightning. 

FRAGMENT: " IS IT THAT IN SOME 
BRIGHTER SPHERE" 

[Publ. 1862.] 

Is it that in some brighter sphere 
We part from friends we meet with hcre ? 
Or do we see the Future pass 
Over the Presenfs dusky glass ? 
Or what is that that makes us seem 
To patch up fragments of a dream, 
Part of which comes true, and part 
Beats and trembles in the heart ? 
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FRAGMENT: SUFFICIENT UNTO THE DAY 
[Publ. :8Õ2.] 

Is not to-day enough ?    Why do I peer 
Into the darkness of the day to come ? 

Is not to-morrow even as yesterday ? 
And will the day that foUows change thy doom ? 

Few flowers grow upon thy wintry way ; 
And who waits for thee in tliat cheerless honie 

Whcnce thou hast íled, whithcr thou must return 
Charged with the load that makes thee íaint and mourn ? 

FRAGMENT:   "YE GENTI-E VISITATIONS OF 
CALM THOUGHT" 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

YE gentle visitations of caim thoiight— 
Moods like the niemories of happier earth, 
Which come arrayed in thoiights of Uttle worth, 

Like stars in clouds by the wcak winds enwrought,— 
Bnt that the clouds depart and stars remaiu, 

While they remain, and ye, alas, depart! 

THE BIRTH  OF PLEASURE 
[Publ. 1862.] 

AT the creation of the Earth 
Pleasure, that divinest birth, 
From the soil of Heaven did rise, 
Wrapped in sweet wild melodies— 
Like an exhalation wrcathing 
To the sound of air low-breathing 
Through Aeolian pines, which make 
A shade and sheltcr to the lake 
Whence it riscs soft and slow ; 
Her life-breathing [limbs] did ilow 
In the harmony divino 
Of an ever-lengthening line 
Which enwrapped her pcrfect forra 
With a beauty clcar and warni. 

FRAGMENT: LOVE THE UNIVERSE TO-DAY 
[Publ. 1819, ist ed.] 

AND who íeels discord now or sorrow ? 
Lovc is the universe to-day— 

These are the slaves of dim to-morrow, 
Darkening Life's labyrinthine way. 
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FRAGMENT: "A GENTLE STORY OF TWO 

LOVERS YOUNG" 
[Publ. 1839, 2nd cd.] 

A GENTLE story of two lovers young, 
Who met in imiocence and died in sorrow. 

And of one selfish heart, whose rancour clung 
Like curses on them ;   are ye slow to borrow 

The lore of truth from such a tale ? 
Or in this world's deserted vale, 
Do ye not see a star of gladness 
Pierce the shadows of its sadness,— 

Wlien ye are cold, that love is a light sent 
From Heaven, which none shall quench, to cheer the innocent ? 

FRAGMENT 1  LOVE'S TENDER ATMOSPHERE 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

THERE is a warm and gentle atmosphore 
About the form of one we love, and thus 

As in a tender mist our spirits are 
Wrapped in the of that which is to us 

The health of life's own life— 

AN EXHORTATION 

[" Pisa, April 1820."    Publ. 1820.] 

CHAMELEONS feed 011 light and air: 
Poets' food is love and fame : 

If in this widc world of care 
Poets could but find the same 

With as little toil as they, 
Would they ever change their hue 
As the light chameleons do, 

Suiting it to every ray 
Twenty times a day ? 

Poets are on this cold earth, 
As chameleons might be, 

Hidden from their early birth 
In a cave beneath the sea; 

Where light is chameleons change : 
Where love is not, poets do : 
Fame is love disguised : if few 

Find either, never think it strange 
That poets range. 
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Yet dare not stain with wealth or power 

A poet's free and heavenly mind: 
If bright chameleons should devour 

Any food but beams and wind. 
They would grow as earthly soon 

As their brother lizards are. 
Children of a sunnier star, 

Spirits from beyond the moon, 
Oh, refuse the boon ! 

THE INDIAN SERENADE 

[Early   1820.    Publ.   1822.] 

I ARISE from dreams of thee 
In the first swect sleep of night, 
When the winds are breathing lov,-, 
And the stars are shining bright 
I arise from dreams of thee, 
And a s\mit in niy feet 
Hath led me—who knows how ? 
To thy chamber window, Sweet! 

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream— 
The Champak odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream; 
The nightingale's complaint, 
It dies upon her heart;— 
As I niust on thine, 
Belovèd as thou art 1 

iii 

0 Hft me from the grass 1 
1 die ! I faint! I fail! 
Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids ])ale, 
My cheek is cold and white, alas ! 
My heart beats loud and fast;— 
Oh ! press it close to thine again, 
Where it will break at last. 
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TO   
/ [1820.    Publ. 1824]. 

I 
I FEAR thy kisses, gentlc niaiden, 

Thou needcst not fear mine : 
lly spirit is too deeply laden 

Ever to burthen thine. 
II 

I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion, 
Thou needest not fear mine : 

Innocent is the hearfs devotion 
With which X worship thine. 

FRAGMENT 
[Publ. 1S62.] 

UNRISEN splendour of the brightcst sun 
To rise upon our darkest, if tlie star 
Now beckoning thee out of tliy misty throne 
Could thaw the clouds which wage an obscure war 
With thy young brightnuss ! 

FRAGMENT: MUSIC AND SWEET POETRY 
[To Sophia Stacey.    Early 1820.    Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

How sweet it is to sit and read the tales 
Of mighty poets and to hear the vvhile 

Sweet niusic, which when the attention faüs 
Fills the dim pause—-— 

FRAGMENT: THE SEPULCHRE OF MEMORY 
[Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

AND where is truth ?    On tombs ?  for such to thee 
Has been my heart—and thy dead memory 
Has lain from childhood, many a changeful year, 
Unchangingly preserved and buried there. 

FRAGMENT: "WHEN A LOVER CLASPS 
FAIREST", 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

HIS 

> 

WHEN a lover clasps his fairest, 
Then be our dread sport the rarest. 
Their caresses were like the chaS 
In the tempest, and be our laugh 
His dcspair—her epitaph ! 
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When a mother clasps her child, 
Watch till dusty Death has pUed 
His cold ashes on th« clay ; 
She has loved it many a day—■ 
She remaius,—it fades away. 

FRAGMENT: "WAKE THE SERPENT NOT" 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.l 

WAKE the serpent not—Icst he 
Should not know the way to go,— 
I.et him crawl which yet lies síeeping 
Through the duep gruss o£ the meadow I 
Not a bee shall hear him creeping, 
Not a may-lly shall awaken 
From its cradling blue-bell shaken, 
Not the starlight as he's sliding 
Through tho grass with silcnt glidhig. 

FRAGMENT:   RAIN 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.l 

THE fitful altemations of the rain, 
When the chill wind, languid as with pain 
Of its own hoavy nioisture, here and there 
Drivcs through the gray and beamlcss atmosphcre 

FRAGMENT:A TALE UNTOLD 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

ONE sung of thee who left the tale untold, 
Like tlie false dawns which perish in the bursting ; 

Like enipty cups of wrought and dacdal gold, 
Which mock the lips with air, when they are thirsting. 

FRAGMENT: TO FrALY 

[Publ. 1862.] 

As the sunriso to the night, 
.\s the north wind to the clouds. 

As the earthquakc's fiery flight, 
Kuining mountain solitudes, 
Everlasting Italy, 

Be those hopes and fears on thee. 
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FRAGMENT: WINE OF THE FAIRIES 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

I AM drunk with the honey wine 
Of the moon-uníokled eglantine, 
Whicli fairies catch in hyatinth bowls. 
The bats, the dormice, and the moles 
Sloep in the walls or under the sward 
Of the desolate castle yard ; 
And when 'tis spilt on the summer earth 

Or its fumes arise among the dew, 
Their jocund dreams are full of mirth, 

They gibber thcir joy in slcep ; for íew 
Of the fairies bear those bowls so new 1 

THE SENSITIVE PLANT 

[Pisa, March ?   1820.    Publ. 1820.J 

PART FIRST 

A SKNSITIVE Plant in a garden grew, 
And the young winds fcd it with silver dew, 
And it opened its fan-like leaves to the light, 
And closed them beneath the kisses of Night. 

And the Spring arose on the garden fair, 
Like the Spirit of Love felt everywhere; 
And each fiower and herb on Earth's dark breast 
Rose from the dreams of its wintry rest. 

But none ever trcmbled and panted with bliss 
In the garden, the üeld, or the wilderness, 
Like a doe in the noontide with love's sweet want 
As the companionless Sensitive Plant. 

The snowdrop, and then the violet, 
Arose from the ground with warm rain wet. 
And their breath was mixed with fresh odour, sent 
From the turf, hke the voice and the instrument 

Then the pied wind-flowers and the tulip tall, 
And narcissi, the fairest among them ali, 
Who gaze on their eyes in the stream's recess, 
Till they die of their own dear loveliness; 
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And the Naiad-like lily of the vale, 
Whom youth makes su fair and passion so pale 
That the light of its tremulous bells is seen 
Through their pavilions of tender green ; 

And the hyacinth purple, and white, aníj.blue, 
Which flung from its bells a sweet peal anew 
Of music so delicate, soft, and intense, 
It was felt like an odour within the sense; 

And the rose like a nymph to the bath addressed 
Which unveiled the depth of her glowing breast, 
Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air 
The soul of her beauty and love lay bare : 

And the wand-like lily, which lifted up, 
As a Maenad, its moonlight-coloured cup, 
Till the fiery star, which is its eye, 
Gazed through clear dew on the tender sky; 

And the jessamine faint, and the sweet tuberose, 
The sweetest flower for scent that blows; 
And ali rare blossoms from every clime 
Grew in that garden in perfect prime. 

And on the stream whose inconstant bosom 
Was pranked, under boughs of embowering blossom, 
With golden and green light, slanting through 
Their heaven of niany a tangled hue, 

Broad water-lilies lay tremulously. 
And starry river-buds glimmered by. 
And around them the soft stream did glide and dance 
With a motion of sweet sound and radiance. 

And the sinuous paths of lawn and of moss, 
Which led through the garden along and across, 
Some open at once to the sun and the breeze. 
Some lost among bowers of blossoming trees, 

Were ali paved with daisies and delicate bells 
As fair as the fahulous asphodels, 
And flow'rets which, drooping as day drooped too, 
Fell into pavilions, white, purple, and blue, 
To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew. 
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And from this undefilèd Paradise 
The flowers (as an infant's awakening eyes 
Smile on its mother, whose singing sweet 
Can first lull, and at last must awaken it), 

When Heaven's blithe winds had unfolded them, 
As mine-lamps enkindle a hidden gem, 
Shone smiling to Heaven, and every one 
Shared joy in the light of the gentle sun; 

For each one was interpenetrated 
With the light and the odour its neighbour shed, 
Like young lovers whom youth and love make dear 
Wrapped and filled by thcir mutual atmosphere. 

But the Sensitiva Plant which could give small fruit 
Of the love which it felt from the leaf to the root, 
Received more than ali, it loved more than ever, 
Where none wanted but it, could belong to the giver: 

For the Sensitive Plant has no bright flower; 
Radiance and odour are not its dower; 
It loves, even like Love, its deep heart is full, 
It desires what it has not, the Beautiful! 

The light winds which from unsustaining vrings 
Shed the music of many murmurings ; 
The beams which dart from many a star 
Of the flowers whose hues they bear afar; 

The plumèd insects swift and free, 
Like golden boats on a sunny sea, 
Laden with light and odour, which pass 
Over the gleam of the living grass; 

The unseen clouds of the dew, which lie 
Like firc in the flowers till the sun rides high, 
Thcn wander like spirits among the spheres, 
Each cloud faint with the fragrance it bears; 

The quivering vapours of dim noontide, 
Which like a sea o'er the warm earth glide, 
In which every sound, and odour and beam. 
Move, as reeds in a single stream; 
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Each and ali like ministering angels were 
For the Sensitiva Plant sweet joy to bear, 
Wliilst the lagging hours of the day went by 
Like windiess clouds o'er a tender sky. 

And when evening descended from Heaven above, 
And the- Earth was ali rest, and the air was ali love. 
And delight, though less bright, was far more deep, 
And the day's veil fell from the world of sleep, 

And the beasts, and the birds, and the insects were drowned 
In an ocean of dreams without a sound; 
Whose waves never mark, though they ever impress 
The light sand which paves it, consciousness; 

(Only overhead the sweet nightingale 
Ever sang more sweet as the day might fail, 
And snatches of its Elysian chant 
Were mixed with the dreams of the Sensitive Plant);— 

The Sensitive Plant was the earliest 
Upgathered into the bosom of rest; 
A sweet child weary of its delight, 
The feeblest and yet the favourite, 
Cradled within the embrace of Night. 

PART SECOND 

There was a Power in this sweet place, 
An Eve in this Éden ; a ruling Grace 
Which to the flowers, did they wakcn or dream, 
Was as God is to the starry scheme. 

A Lady, the wonder of her kind, 
Wliose form was upborne by a lovely mind 
AVhich, dilating, had moulded her mien and motion 
Like a sea-flower unfolded beneath the ocean, 

Tended the garden from morn to even : 
And the meteors of that sublunar Heaven, 
Like the lamps of the air when Night walks forth, 
Laughed round her footsteps up from the Earth! 

She had no companion of mortal race, 
But her tremulous breath and her flushing face 
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Told, whilst the mom kissed the sleep from her eyes, 
That her dreams were less slumber than Paradise: 

As if some bright Spirit for her sweet sake 
Had deserted Heaven while the stars were awake, 
As if yet around her he lingering were, 
Though the veil of dayHght concealed him from her. 

Her step seemed to pity the grass it pressed; 
You might hear by the heaving of her breast, 
That the coming and going of the wind 
Brought pleasure there and left passion behind. ■ 

And wherever her aery footstep trod, 
Her trailing hair from the grassy sod 
Erased its light vestige, with shadowy sweep; 
Like a sunny storm o'er the dark green deep. 

I doubt not the fiowers of that garden sweet 
Rejoiced in the sound of her gentle feet; 
I doubt not they felt the spirit that came 
From her glowing fingers through ali their frame. 

She sprinkled bright water from the stream 
On those that were faint with the sunny beam; 
And out of the cups of the heavy fiowers 
She emptied the rain of the thunder-showers. 

She lifted their head with her tender hands, 
And sustained them with rods and osier-bands; 
If the flowers had been her own infants, she 
Could never have nursed them more tenderly. 

And ali killing insects and gnawing worms, 
And things of obscene and unlovely forms, 
She bore, in a basket of Indian woof, 
Into the rough woods far aloof,— 

In a basket, of grasses and wild-flowers full, 
The freshest her gentle hands could pull 
For the poor banished insects, whose intent, 
Although they did ill, was innocent. 

But the bee and the beamlike ephemeris 
Whose path is the lightning's, and soft moths that kiss 



34^ Shelley 
The sweet lips of the flowers, and harm not, did she 
Make her attendant angels be. 

And many an antenatal tomb, 
Where butterflies dream of the life to come, 
She left clinging round the smooth and dark 
Edge of the odorous cedar bark. 

This fairest creature from earliest Spring 
Thus moved through the garden ministering 
Ali the sweet season of Summertide, 
And ere the first leaf looked brown—she died ! 

PART TUIRD 

Three days the flowers of the garden fair, 
Like stars when the moon is awakened, were, 
Or the waves of Baiae, ere luminous 
She floats up through the smoke of Vesuvius. 

And on the fourth, the Sensitiva Plant 
Felt the sound of the funeral chant, 
And the steps of the bearers heavy and slow, 
And the sobs of the mourners, deep and low;    ,;; 

The weary sound and the heavy breatli, 
And the silent motions of passing death, 
And the smell, cold, oppressive, and dank, 
Sent through the poros of the coffin-plank; 

The dark grass, and the flowers among the grass, 
Were bright with tears as thu crowd did pass; 
From their sighs the wind caught a mournful tone, 
And sate in the pines, and gave groan for groan. 

The garden, once fair, became cold and foul, 
Like the corpse of her who had been its soul, 
Which at first was lovely as if in sleep, 
Thcn slowly changed till it grew a heap 
To make men tremble who never weep. 

Swift Summer into the Autumn flowcd. 
And frost in the mist of the morning rode, 
Though the noonday sun looked ckíar and bright 
Mocking the spoil of the secret night. 
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The rose-leaves, like flakcs of crimson snow, 
Paved the turf and the moss below. 
The lilics were drooping, and white, and wan, 
Like the head and the skin of a dying man. 

And Indian j>kints, of scent and hue 
The swectest that evcr were fed on dew, 
Leaf after leaf, day after day, 
Were massed into the common cLay. 

And the leaves, brown, yellow, and gray, and rcd, 
And white with the whiteness of what is dead, 
Like troops of ghosts on the dry wind passed; 
Their whistling noise made the birds aghast. 

And the giisty winds waked the wingèd seeds,, 
Out of their birthplace of ugly weeds, 
Till they clung round many a sweet flo\ver's stem, 
Which rotted into the earth with them. 

The water-blooms undcr the rivulet 
Fell from the stalks on which they were set; 
And the eddies drove them here and there, 
As the winds did those of the iipper air. 

Then the rain carne down, and the broken stalks 
^V'ere bent and tangled across the walks; 
And the leafless network of parasite bowers 
Massed into ruin; and ali sweet flowers. 

Between the time of the wind and the snow 
Ali loathliest weeds began to grow, 
Whosc coarse leaves were splashed with many a speck, 
Like the water-snake's belly and the toad's back. 

And thistles, and nettles, and darnels rank, 
And the dock, and henbane, and hemlock dank, 
Stretched out its long and hollow shank, 
And stifled the air till the dcad wind stank. 

And plants, at whose names the verse feels loath, 
Filled the place with a monstrous undcrgrowth, 
Prickly, and pulpous, and blistering, and blue, 
Livid, and starred with a lurid dew. 
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Their moss rotted off them, flake by flake, 
Till the thick stalk stuck like a murderer's stake, 
Where rags of loose flesh yet tremble on high, 
Infecting the winds that wander by.* 

And agaries, and fungi, with mildew and mould 
Started like mist from the wet ground cold ; 
Pale, fleshy, as if the decaying dead 
With a spirit of growth had been animated ! 

Spa^vn, weeds, and filth, a leprous scum, 
Made the running rivulet thick and dumb, 
And at its outlet flags huge as stakes 
Dammed it up with roots knotted like water-snakes. 

And hour by hour, when the air was still, 
The vapours arose which have strength to kill; 
At morn they werc seen, at noon thcy were felt, 
At night they were darkness no star could melt. 

And unctuous meteors from spray to spray 
Crept and flitted in broad iioonday 
Unseen; every branch on which they alit 
By a venomous blight was burned and bit. 

The Sensitivo Plant, like onc forbid, 
^\^ept, and the tears within each lid 
Of its folded leaves, which together grew, 
Were changed to a blight of frozen glue. 

For the leaves soon fell, and the branches soon 
By the heavy axe of the blast were hewn ; 
The sap shrank to the róot through every pore 
As blood to a heart that will beat no more. 

For Winter carne : the wind was his whip: 
One choppy fingcr was on his lip : 
He had tom the cataracts from the hills 
And they clankcd at his girdle like manacles; 

His breath was a chain which without a sound 
The earth, and the air, and the watcr bound; 
He came, fiercely driven, in his chariot-throne 
By the tenfold blasts of the Arctic zone. 

[♦ This stanza was suppressed in later editions.] 
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Then thc weeds which were forms of living death 
Fled from the frost to the earth beneath. 
Their decay and sudden flight from frost 
Was but like the vanishing of a ghost! 

And under the roots of the Sensitivo Plant 
The moles and the dormice died for want: 
The birds dropped stiff from the frozen air 
And were caught in the branches nakcd and bare, 

First there came down a thawing rain 
And its dull drops froze on the boughs again; 
Then there steamed up a freezing dew 
Which to the drops of the thaw-rain grew; 

And a northern whirlwind, vvandering about 
Like a wolf that had smelt a dead child out, 
Shook the boughs thus laden, and heavy, and stifF, 
And snapped thcm off with his rigid griff. 

When Wintcr had gonc and Spring came back 
The Sensitivo Plant was a leafloss wreck ; 
But the mandrakes, and toadstools, and docks, and damels, 
Rose like the dead from their ruined charnels. 

CONCLUSION 

Whether the Sensitivo Plant, or that 
Which within its boughs like a Spirit sat, 
Ere its outward form had known decay, 
Now felt this change, I cannot say. 

Whether that Lady's gentle mind, 
No longer with the form combined 
Which scattercd love, as stars do light, 
Found sadness, where it left dclight, 

I dare not guess; but in this life 
Of error, ignorance, and strife, 
Where nothing is, but ali things soem, 
And we the shadows of the dream, 

It is a modest creed, and yet 
Pleasant if one considers it. 
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To own that dcath itself must be, 
Like ali the rest, a mockery. 

That garden sweet, that lady fair, 
And ali sweet shapes and odours there, 
In truth have never passed away: 
"Tis we, 'tis ours, are changed ; not they. 

For love, and beauty, and delight, 
There is no death nor change : their might 
Excccds our organs, which endure 
No light, being themselves obscura. 

A VISION OF THE SEA 

[Pisa, Apri! 1820.    Publ. 1820.J 

TIS tlic terror of tempest.    The rags of the sail 
Are flickering in ribbons within the fierce gale : 
From the stark night of vapours the dim rain is driven, 
And when lightning is loosed, like a deluge from Heaven, 
She sees the black trunks of the waterspouts spin 
And bend, as if Heaven was ruining in, 
■Which they seemcd to sustain with their terrible mass 
As if ocean had sunk from bcneath them : they pass 
'J"o their graves in the deep with an earthquake of soiind, 
And the waves and the thundcrs, made silent around, 
Leavo the wind to its echo.    The vessel, now tossed 
Through the low-trailing rack of the tempest, is lost 
In the skirts of the thunder-cloud : now down the sweep 
Of the wind-cloven wave to the chasm of the deep 
It sinks, and the walls of the watery vale 
Whose depths of dread calm are unmoved by the gale, 
Dim mirrors of ruin, hang gleaming about; 
While the surf, like a chãos of stars, like a rout 
Of death-flames, like whirlpools of fire-flowing iron, 
With splcndour and terror the black ship environ, 
Or like sulphur-flakes hurled from a mine of pale fire 
In fountains spout o'er it.    In many a spire 
The pyramid-billows with white points of brine 
In the cope of the lightning inconstantly shine, 
As piercing the sky from the íloor of the sea,     •' 
The great ship seems splitting! it cracks as a tree. 
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While an earthquake is splintering its root, ere the blast 
Of the whirlwind that stripped it of branches has passed. 
The intenso thunder-balls which are raining from Heavcn 
Have shattered its mast, and it stands black and riven. 
The chinks suck destruction.    The heavy dead hulk 
On the living sea rolls an inanimate bulk, 
Like a corpse on the clay which is hungering to fold 
Its corruption around it.    Meanwhile, from the hold, 
One deck is burst up by the waters below, 
And it splits like the ice when the thaw-breezes blow 
0'er the lakes of the desert!    Who sit on the other ? 
Is that ali the crew that lie burying each other, 
Like the dead in a breach, round the foremast ?    Are those 
Twin tigers, who burst, when the waters arose, 
In the agony of terror, their chains in the hold; 
(What now makes them tame,  is what then made theai 

bold;) 
Who crouch, side by side, and have driven, like a crank, 
The deep grip of their claws through the vibrating plank :— 
Are these ali ?    Nine weeks the tall vessel had lain 
On the ■svindless expanse of the watery plain, 
Where the death-darting sun cast no shadow at noon, 
And there seemed to be fire in the beams of the moon, 
Till a lead-coloured fog gathered up from the deep, 
VVhose breath was quick pestilence; then, the cold sleep 
Crept, like blight through the ears of a thick field of com, 
0'er the populous vessel.    And even and morn, 
With their hammocks for coffins, the seamen aghast 
I.ike dead men the dead limbs of their comrades cast 
1 )own the deep, which closed on them above and around, 
And the sharks and the dogfish their grave-clothes unbound, 
And were glutted like Jews with this manna rained down 
From God on their wilderness.    One after one 
The mariners died; on the eve of this day, 
When the tempest was gathering in cloudy array, 
But seven remained.    Six the thunder has smitten, 
-Vnd they lie black as mummies on which Time has written 
His scorn of the embalmer; the seventh, from the deck 
An oak-splinter pierced through his breast and his back, 
And hung out to the tempest, a wreck on the wreck. 
No more ?    At the helm sits a woman more fair 
Than Heaven, when, unbinding its star-braided hair, 
It sinks with the sun on the earth and the sea. 
She clasps a bright child on her upgathered knee; 
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It laughs at the lightning, it mocks the mixed thunder 
Of the air and the sea, with desire and with wonder 
It is beckoning the tigers to risc and come near, 
It would play with those eyes where the radiance of fear 
Is outshining the meteors; its bosom beats high, 
The heart-fire of pleasure has kindled its eye, 
While its mother's is lustreless.    " Smile not, my child, 
But sleep deeply and swcctly, and so be beguiled 
Of the pang that awaits us, whatever that be, 
So dreadful since thou must divide it with me! 
D ream, sleep !    This pale bosom, thy cradle and bed, 
Will it rock thee not, infant ?    'Tis beating with dread ! 
Alas ! what is life, what is death, what are we, 
That when the ship sinks we no longer may be ? 
What! to see thee no more, and to feel thee no more ? 
Not to be after life what we have been before ? 
Not to touch those sweet hands?    Not to look on those 

eyes, 
Those lips, and that hair,—ali that smiling disguise 
Thou yet wearest, sweet .S[)irit, which I, day by day, 
Have so long called my child, but which now fades away 
Like a rainbow, and I the fallen shower?"—Lo! the ship 
Is settling, it topples, the leeward ports dip; 
The tigers leap up when they feel the slow brine 
Crawling inch by inch on them ; hair, ears, limbs, and eyne, 
Stand rigid with horror ; a loud, long, hoarse cry 
iUirsts at once from their vitais tremendously, 
And 'tis borne down the mountainous vale of the wave, 
Rebounding, like thunder, from crag to cave, 
Mixed with the clash of the lashing rain, 
Hurried on by the might of the hurricane : 
The hurricane came from the west, and passed on 
By the path of the gate of the eastern sun, 
Transversely dividing the stream of the storm ; 
As an arrowy serpent, pursuing the form 
Of an elephant, bursts through the brakes of the waste. 
Black as a cormorant, the screaming blast, 
Between Ocean and Heaven, like an ocean, passed, 
Till it came to the clouds on the verge of the world 
Which, based on the sea and to Heaven upcurled, 
Like columns and walls did surround and sustaiu 
The dome of the tempest; it rent them in twain. 
As a flood rends its barriers of mountainous crag: 
And the dense clouds in many a ruin and rag. 
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Like the stones of a templo ere earthquake has passed, 
like the dust of its fali, on the whirhvind are cast; 
They are scattored Hke foam on the torrent; and where 
The wind has burst out through the chasm, from the air 
Of clear morning the beams of the sunrise flow in, 
Unimjjcded, keen, golden, and crystaUine, 
Banded armies of light and of air ; at one gate 
They encounter, but interpenetrate. 
And that breach in the tempest is widening away, 

* And the caverns of clouds are tom up by the day, 
And the fierce winds are sinking with weary wings, 
Lulled by the motion and murmurings 
And the long grassy heave of the rocking sea; 
And overhead glorious, but dreadful to see, 
The wrecks of the tempest, Hke vapours of gold. 
Are consuming in sunrise.    The heaped waves behold 
The deep cahii of blue Heaven dilating abovo. 
And, hke passions made still by the presence of Love, 
Beneath the clear surface reflecting it slide 
Tremulous with soft influence; extending its tide 
From the Andes to Atlas, round mountain and isle, 
Round sea-birds and wrecks, paved with  Heaven's azure 

smile, 
The wide world of waters is vibrating.    Where 
Is the ship ?    On the verge of the wave where it lay 
One tiger is mingled in ghastly affray 
With a sea-snake.    The foam and the smoke of the battle 
Stain the clear air with sunliows ; the jar, and the rattle 
Ofsolid bonés crushed by the infinite stress 
Of the snake's adamantino voluminousness ; 
And the hum of the hot blood that spouts and rains    - 
Where the grip of the tiger has wounded the veins 
Swollon with rage, strength, and cffort; the whirl and the 

splash 
As of somo hideous engino whose brazen teeth smash 
The thin winds and soft waves into thunder; the streams 
And hissings crawl fast o'er the smooth ocean-streams, 
Kach sound like a centipede.    Near this commotion, 
A blue shark is hanging within the blue ocean, 
The fin-wingèd tomb of the victor.    The other 
Is winning his way from the fato of his brother 
To his own with the speed of despair.    Lo ! a boat 
Advances ; twelve rowers with the impulse of thought 
Urge on the keen keel,—the brine foams.    At the stern 
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Three marksmen stand levelling.    Hot bullets bura 
In the breast of the tiger, which yet bears him on 
To his refuge and min.    One fragment alone,— 
'Tis dwindling and sinking, 'tis now almost gone,— 
Of the wTeck of the vessel peers out of the sea. 
\\'ith her left hand she grasps it impetuously, 
With her right she sustains her fair infant.    Death, Fear, 
I^ove, Beauty, are mixed in the atmosphere, 
\Vhich trembies and burns with the fervour of dread 
Around her wild eyes, her bright hand, and her head, 
I.ike a meteor of hght o'er the waters ! her child 
Is yet smiling, and playing, and murmuring; so smiled 
The false deep ere the storm.    Like a sister and brother 
The child and the ocean still smile on each other, 
Whilst  

THE CLOUD 

[Publ. with Prometheus  Unbound,  1820.] 

I BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 
From the seas and the streams; 

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 
In thcir noonday drcams. 

From my wings are shaken the dews that wake» 
The sweet buds every one, 

When rocked to rest on their m()ther's breast, 
As she dances about the sun. 

I wield the flail of the lashing hail, 
And whiten the green plains under, 

And then again I dissolve it in rain, 
And laugh as I pass in thunder. 

I sift the snow on the mountains below, 
And their great pines groan aghast; 

And ali the night 'tis my pillow white, 
^V'hile I sleep in the arnis of the blast. 

Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers, 
Lightning my pilot sits ; 

In a cavem under is fcttercd the thunder, 
It struggles and howls at fits; 

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion, 
This pilot is guiding me, 
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Lurcd by the lovc of the genii that move 

In the depths of the piirple sea; 
Ovcr the rills, and the crags, and the hills, 

Over thclakes and the plains, 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream, 

Tlie Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I ali the while baslc in Heaven's blue smile, 

\^'hilst he is dissolving in rains. 

The sanguine Sunrise, with his meteor eyes, 
And his burning plumes outspread, 

Leaps on the back of my sailing rack, 
When the morning star shines dead; 

As on the jag of a mountain crag, 
Which an earthejuake rocks and swings, 

An cagle alit one moment may sit 
In the Hght of its golden wings. 

And when Sunset ma)- breathe, from the ht sea beneath, 
Its ardours of rest and of love, 

And the crimson pall of eve may fali 
From the depth of Heaven above, 

With wings folded I rest, on mine aery nest, 
As still as a brooding dove. 

That orbèd maiden with white fire laden, 
Whom mortais call the Moon, 

Glidcs glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor, 
By the midnight breezes strewn ; 

And wherever the Ijeat of her unseen feet, 
Which only the angels hear, 

IVlay havc broken the woof of my tent's thin roof, 
The stars pecp behind her and peer; 

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee, 
Like a swarm of golden bces, 

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, 
Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas, 

I,ike strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 
Are cach paved with the moon and these. 

I bind the Sun's throne with a burning zone, 
And the Moon's with a girdle of pearl; 

The volcanocs are dim, and the stars reel and swim 
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 

From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 
Ovcr a torrent sea, 
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Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,— 

'riie mountains its columns be. 
The triumphal arch through which I march 

^^'ith hurricane, fire, and snow, 
\Vhen the Powers of thc air are chained to my chair, 

Is the million-coloured bow ; 
The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove, 

While the moist Earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of Eartli and Water, 
And the nursling of the Sky; 

I pass through the pores of the occan and shores; 
I change, but I cannot die. 

For aftcr the rain when with never a stain 
The pavilion of Hcaven is barc, 

And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams 
Build up the bluc dome of air, 

1 silently laugh at my own cenotaph, 
And out of the caverns of rain, 

Like a child from the womb, hke a ghost from the toml- 
I arise and unbuild it again.    ' 

ARETHUSA 

[" Pisa, iS;o."    Publ. 1824.] 

ARETHUSA arose 
From hcr couch of snows 

In the Acroccrriunian mountains,—• 
From cloiid and from crag. 
With many a jag, 

Shepherding her bright íountains. 
Slic leapt down the rocies, 
With her rainl)0\v locks 

Strcaining among the strcams ;— 
Her steps pavcd with green 
Thc downward ravinc 

Which slopes to tlic western gleams; 
And gliding and springing 
Slic went, ever singing, 

In murmurs as soft as slcep; 
The Earth seemcd to love hcr, 
And Hcaven sniilcd above hcr, 

As she lingered towards the dcep. 
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Then Alphcus bold, 
On his glacier cold, 

With his trident the mountains strook; 
Aiitl opened a chasm 
In the rocks—with the spasm 

Ali Erymanthus shook. 
And the black south wind 
It unsealed behind 

The urns of the silent snow. 
And earthquakc and thimder 
Did rend in sunder 

The bars of the springs bclow. 
The beard and tíie hair 
Of the River-god wcre 

Seen tlirough the torrenfs swcep. 
As he followed the Hght 
Of the flcet nyinph's ílight 

To the brink of the Dorian deep. 

" Oh, save me ! Oh, guidc me ! 
And bid the deep hidc me, 

For he grasps me now by the hair ' " 
The lo^id Ocean hcard, 
To its blue dcpth stirrcd, 

And divided at hcr prayer ; 
And under the water 
The Earth's white daughter 

Fled like a sunny beam ; 
Behind her dcsccndcd 
Hcr billows, unblendctl 

With the brackish Dorian stream:— 
Like a gloomy stain 
On the cmerald main 

Alpheus rushed behind,—■ 
As an ea.gle pur.suing 
A dove to its ruin 

Down the streams of the cloudy wind. 

Under the bowcrs 
Whcre the Ocean Powers 

Sit on thcir pcarlèd throncs; 
Tbrongh the coral woods 
Of the weltering floods, 

Over hcaps of unvalued stoncs ; 
Through the dim bcams 
Which amid the streams 

Weave a nctwork of coloured light; 
And under the caves, 
Wlicrc the shadowy waves 

Are as grecn as the foresfs night:- 
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Outspeeding the shark. 
And the sword-fish dark, 

Under the Ocean's foam, 
And up through the rifts 
0£ the mountain clifts 

They passed to their Dorian home. 

And now from tlicir fountains 
In Enna's nioiintains, 

Down one vale where the morning basks 
Like friends once partcd 
Grown single-hcartcd, 

They ply their watery tasks. 
At sunrise they leap 
From their cradles stccp 

In the cave of the shelving hill; 
At noontide they flow 
Through the woods below 

And the meadows of asphodcl; 
And at night they slecp 
In the rocking deep 

Beneath the Ortygian shore ;— 
Likc spirits that lie 
In the azure sky 

When they love but live no more. 

SONG OF PROSERPINE 

WHILE GATHERING FLOWERS ON TIIE PLAIN OF ENNA 

[1820.    Publ.  1839,  ist ed.] 

SACRED Goddess, Mothcr Earth, 
Thou from whose immortal bosom 

Gods, and mcn, and bcasts have birth, 
Leaf and blade, and bud and blossom, 

Breathc thinc influence most divine 
On thine own child, Proserpine. 

If with mists of cvcning dcw 
Thou dost nourish these young ílowers 

Till they grow, in sccnt and hue, 
Fairest childrcn of the Hours, 

Brcathe thine inllucnce most divino 
On thine own child, Proserpine. 
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HYMN OF APOLLO 

[Publ. 1824.] 

THE sleepless Hours who watch me as I lie, 
Curtained with star-inwoven tapestries 

From the broad moonlight of the sky, 
Fanning the busy dreams from my dim eyes,— 

Waken me whcn their Mother, the gray Dawu, 
Tells them that dreams and that the moon is goae. 

Then I arise, and climbing Heaven's blue dome, 
I walk over the mountains and the waves, 

Lcaving my robe upon the ocean foam ; 
My footsteps pave the clouds with fire ;  the caves 

Are íillod with my bright prescnce, and the air 
Leaves the grcen Earth to my embraces bare. 

The sunbeams are my shaíts. with which I kill 
Deceit, that loves the night and fears the day; 

AU men who do or cven imagine ill 
Fly me, and from the glory of my ray 

Good minds and open actions take ncw might, 
Until diminished l)y the rciijn of Night. 

I feel tlie clouds, the raiubows and the flowers 
With their aethereal colours ;   the moon's globe 

And the piirc stars in their eternal bowers 
Are cinctured with my power as with a robe ; 

Whatevcr lanips on Earth or líeaven may shine 
Are portions of one power, which is mine. 

I stand at noon upon the peak of Hcaven, 
Then with unwilling stcps I wander down 

Into the clouds of the Atlantic even ; 
For grieí that I dcpart they wcep and frown : 

What look is more delightful than the smile 
With which I soothe them from the western isle ? 

I am the cye with which the Univcrse 
Beholds itself and knows itself divina;   'l*'/ TJ 

AU harmony of instrunient or verse, ]V.'''!I   ;"■ 
Ali prophccy, ali medicine are mine, 

AU light of art or nature ;—to my song 
Victory and praise in its own right belong. 
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HYMN OF PAN 

[Publ. 1824.] 
I 

FROM the forcsts and highiands 
Wc come, \ve come ; 

From tlic rivcr-girt islands, 
Where loud waves are dumb 

Listcning to my sweet pipings. 
The wind in tlie rceds and the rushes, 

The bces on the bcUs of thymc, 
The birds on the myrtle bushes, 

The cicale abovc in the lime. 
And the lizards below in the grass, 
Were as silent as cver old Tmohis was, 

Listcning to my sweet pipings. 

Liqnid Peneus was flowing. 
And ali dark Tempe lay 

In Pelion's shadow, outgrowing 
The light of the dying day, 

Speeded by my sweet pipings. 
The Silcni, and Sylvans, and Fauns, 

And the Nymphs of the woods and the waves. 
To the cdge of the moist river-lawns, 

And tlie brink of the dewy caves, 
And ali tliat did then attcnd and follow, 
Were silent with love, as you now, ApoUo, 

With envy of my sweet pipings. 

I sang of the dancing stars, 
1 sang of the (laedal Karth, 

And of Heavon—and the giant wars, 
And Love, and Death, and Birlh,— 

And then I cliangcd my pipings,— 
Singing how down the vale of Maenalus 

I pursued a maidcn and clasped a reed. 
Gods and men, we are ali dehidcd thus ! 

It brcaks in our bosom and then we bleed : 
AU wept, as I think both ye now would, 
If envy or age had not frozen your blood 

At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 

THE QUESTION 
[PuW. 1822.1 

I DREAMicD that, as I wandered Ijy the way, 
Bare ^^'inter suddcnly was clianged to Spring, 

And gentle odours led my steps astray, 
Mi.xed with a sound of waters murmuring 
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Along a shelving bank of turf, which lay 

Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling 
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream, 
But kissed it and then fled, as thou mightest in dream. 

II 

There grew pied wind-flovvers and violets, 
Daisies, those pearled Arcturi of the earth, 

The constellated flower that never sets*; 
Faint oxslips ; tender bluebells, at whose birth 

The sod scarce heaved ; and that tall flower that wets- 
Like a child, half in tenderness and mirth— 

Its mother's face with Heaven's collected tears, 
When the low wind, its playmate's voice, it hears. 

III 

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine, 
Green cowbind and the moonHght-coloured may, 

And cherry-blossonis, and white cups, whose wine 
Was the bright dew, yet drained not by the day; 

And wild roses, and ivy serpentine, 
With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray; 

And flowers azure, black, and streaked with gold, 
Fairer than any wakeried eyes behold. 

IV 

And nearcr to the river's trembHng edge 
Thcre grew broad flag-flowers, purple pranked with white, 

And starry river buds among the sedge, 
And floating water-Hlies, broad and bright, 

Which Ht the oak that overhung the hedge 
With moonhght beams of their own watery Hght; 

And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green 
As soothed the dazzled eye with sober shcen. 

Methought that of these visionary flowers 
I made a nosegay, bound in such a way 

That the same hues, which in their natural bowers 
Were mingled or opposed, the like array 
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Kept these imprisoned children of the Hours 

AVithin my hand,—and then, elate and gay, 
I hastened to the spot whence I had come, 
That I might there present it!—Oh 1 to whom ? 

THE TWO SPIRITS : AN ALLEGORY 

[Pub!. 1824.] 

First Sfiirit 
O Tiiou, who plumccl with strong desire 

Wouklst tloat above the carth, beware 
A Shadow tracks thy flight of fire— 

Night is coming ! 
Bright are the rcgions of the air, 

And among the winds and bcams 
It were deliglit to wander there— 

Night is coming ! 

Second Spirit 

The deathlcss stars are bright above ; 
If I would cross the sliade of night, 

Witliin my heart is the lamp of love, 
And that is day ! 

And the moon will smile with gentle light 
On my golden plumes where'er they move ; 

The meteors will linger roímd my flight. 
And niake night day. 

First Spirit 

But if the whirlwinds of darkness wake 
Hail, and lightning, and stormy rain; 

See, the bouuds of the air are shaken— 
Night is coming ! 

The red swift clouds of the hurricane 
Yon declining sun have overtaken, 

The clash of the hail swccps ovcr the plain— 
Night is coming ! 

Second Spirit 

I see the light, and I hear the sound ; 
ril sail on the flood of the tcmpest dark, 

With tlie calm within and the light around 
Which makes night day : 



Full Production 
And thou, when the gloom is deep and staik, 

Look from thy duU earth, slumber-bound, 
My moon-like flight thou then mayst mark 

On high, far away. 

363 

Some say there is a precipice 
Where one vast pine is frozen to ruiu 

0'er piles of snow and chasms of ice 
Mid Alpine mountains ; 

And that the langiiid storm pursuing 
Tliat wingèd shape, for ever flies , 

Round those hoar branches, aye renewing 
Its aery fountains. 

Some say when nights are dry and clear. 
And the death-dews slecp on the morass, 

Sweet whispers are heard by the travcUer, 
Which make night day : 

And a silver shape like his early love doth pass 
Upbornc by her wild and gUttering hair, 

And when he awakes on the fragrant grass, 
He íinds night day. 

TO A SKYLARK 

pLeghorn, early summer,  1820.    Publ.  1820.] 

HAIL to thee, blithe Spirit! 
Bird thou never wert, 

That from Heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 

lu profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher 
From the earth thou springest 

Like a cloud of fire ; 
The blue deep thou wingest, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun, 

0'er which clouds are bright'ning, 
Thou dost float and run; 

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 
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The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of Heaven, 

In the broad daylight 
Thüu art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight, 

Keeii as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphcre, 

Whose intense lamp luirrows 
In the white dawn clear 

Until we hardly see—\ve feel that it is there. 

Ali the earth and air 
'í   With thy voice is loud, 
As, vvlicn night is bare, 

From one louely cloud 
The nioon rains out her beams, and Heaven is overflowed. 

i . What thou art we know not; 
What is most like thee ? 

From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 

As from thy presence showers a rain of nielody. 

Like a Poet hidden 
In the light of thought, 

Singing hynms unbidden, 
Till the world is wrought 

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 

Like a high-born niaiden 
In a palace-tower, 

Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in sccret hour 

With music swcct as love, which overflows her bower: 

Like a glow-wonn golden 
In a deli of dew, 

Sttattering unbeholden 
Its aereal hue 

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view ! 
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Like a rose embowered 

In its owii green leaves, 
By warm winds deflowered, 

Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy wingèd thieves : 

Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 

Rain-awakened fiowers, 
Ali that ever was 

Joyous, and clcar, and fresh, thy music doth surpass: 

Teach us, Sprite or Bird, 
What sweet thoughts are th: 

I have never heard ;,,i,     , 
Praise of love or wine"" 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine, 

Chorus Hymeneal, 
Or triumphal chant, 

Matched with thine would be ali 
But an empty vaunt, 

A thing wherein we feel thcre is some hidden want. 

■t 

What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain ? 

What fields, or waves, or mountains ? 
* What shapes of sky or plain ? 

What love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pain ? 

With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be : 

Shadow of annoyance 
Never carne near thee : 

'l"hou lovest—but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 
Thou of death must dêem 

Things more true and deep 
Than we mortais dream, 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream ? 
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We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not: 

Our sincerest laughter 
With some pain is frauglit; 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 

Yet if we could scom 
Hate, and pride, and fear; 

If we were things bom 
Not to shed a tear, 

I know not how thy joy we ever should cx)me near. 

Better than ali measures 
Of delightful sound, 

Better than ali treasures 
That in books are found, 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the grouiid.I 

Teach mu half the gladness 
That thy brain must know, 

Such harnionious madness 
From niy lips would flow 

The world should listea then—as I am listening now. 

ODE TO LIBERTY 

[Comp. ia the spring of 1820.    Publ. 1820.] 

Yet, Freedom, yet, thy banner, torn by üying, 
Streams like a thunder-stonn against the wiud.—BYRON. 

A GLORious people vibrated again 
The lightning of the nations : Liberty 

From heart to heart, from tower to tower, o'er Spain, 
Scattcring contagious fire into the sky, 

Glearaed.    My soul spumed the chains of its dismay. 
And in the rapid plumes of song 
Clothed itself, sublime and strong, 
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(As a young eagle soars the morning clouds among,^ 

Hovering in verse o'er its accustomed prey; 
Till from its station in the Heaven of fame 

The Spirit's whirlwind rapt it, and the ray 
Of the remotest sphere of living flame 

Which paves the void was from behind it fiung, 
As foam from a ship's swiftness, when there came 
A voice out of the deep : I will record the same. 

" The Sun and the serenest Moon sprang forth: 
The burning stars of the abyss were hurled 

Into the depths of Heaven.    The daedal earth, 
That island in the ocean of the world, 

Hung in its cloud of all-sustaining air: 
But this divinest universe 
Was yet a chãos and a curse, 

For thou wert not: but, power from worst producing worse, 
Tlie spirit of the beasts was kindled there. 

And of the birds, and of the watery forms, 
And there was war among them, and despair 

Within tliem, raging without truce or terms: 
The bosom of their violated nurse 

Groaned, for beasts vvarred on beasts, and worms on worms, 
And men on men; each heart was as a hell of storms. 

III 

" Xlan, the imperial shape, then multiplied 
His generations under the pavilion 

Of the Sun's throne : palace and pyramid, 
Temple and prison, to many a swarming million 

Were, as to mountain-wolves their raggcd caves. 
This human living multitude 
Was savage, cunning, blind, and rude, 

For thou wert not; but o'er the populous solitude, 
Like one fierce cloud over a waste of waves, 

Hung Tyranny ; beneath, sate deified 
The sister-pest, congregator of slaves; 

Into the shadow of her pinions wide 
Anarchs and priests, who feed on gold and blood 

Till with the stain their inmost souls are dyed, 
Drove the astonished herds of men from every side. 
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IV 

'■ The nodding promontories, and blue isles, 
And cloud-like mountains, and dividuous waves 

Of Greece, basked glorious in the open smiles 
Of favouring Heaven : froni their enchantcd caves 

Trophetic echoes flung dim niclody. 
On the unapprehensi\e wild, 
The vine, the com, the oHve niild, 

Grew savage yet, to human use unreconciled; 
And, Hke unfolded flowers bcneath the sea, 

Likc the man's thought dark in the infant'"s brain, 
Like aught that is which wraps what is to be, 

Art's dcathless dreams Ia}' veiled by many a vcin 
Of Parian stone ; and, yet a speechless child. 

Verse murmured, and Philosophy did strain 
Her Udless eyes for thee; when o'cr the Aegean main 

" Athens arose : a city such as vision 
liuilds froni the purple crags and silver towers 

Of battlemented cloud, as in derision 
Of kingliest masonry : the ocean-floors 

Pave it; tlie evening sky pavihons it; 
Its portais are inhabited 
By thunder-zonèd winds, cach head 

Within its clüudy wings with sun-fire garlanded,—- 
A divine work !    Athens, diviner yet, 

Gleained with its crest of columns, on the will 
Of nian, as on a mount of dianiond, set; 

For thou wert, and thine all-crwitive skill 
Peopled, with forms that mock the eternal dead 

In marble immortaUty, that hill 
Which was thine earliest thronc and latest oracle. 

VI 

" Within the surface of Time's flecting river 
Its wrinkled image Hes, as then it lay 

Immovably unquiet, and for ever 
It trenibles, but it cannot pass away ! 

The voices of thy bards and sages thunder 
\V'ith an earth-awakening bkist 
Through the caverns of the past ; 
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Religion veils her eyes; Oppression shrinks aghast: 

A wingèd sound of joy, and lovc, and wonder, 
Which soars whcrc Expectation never flew, 

Rending the veil of space and time asunder! 
One ocean feeds the clouds, and streams, and dew; 

One Sun illumines Heaven; one Spirit vast   .-v, ,;,-, <.)   ■' 
With life and love makes chãos ever new, ,; ;,-,:i;_ 
As Athens doth the world with thy delight renew. 

VII ■f:.-tis-'i!h:jyj'.írís í:;:i 

'• Then Ronie was, and from thy deep bosom faifest, 
Like a ■\volf-cub from a Cadmacan Maenad,* 

íálie drew the milk of grcatness, though thy dearest 
From that Elysian food was yet unweanèd; 

And many a deed of terrible uprightness 
]Jy thy sweet love was sanctificd; j 
And in thy smile, and by thy side, 

Saintly Camillus lived, and firm Atilius died. 
But when tears stained thy robe of vestal wliiteness, 

And gold príjfancd thy Capitolian throne, 
Thou didst desert, with spirit-wingèd lightness, 

The senate of the tyrants : they sunk prone 
Slaves of one tyrant: Palatinus sighed 

Faint cchocs of lonian song; that tone 
Thou didst dekiy to hear, lamenting to disown. 

VIII 

" From what Hyrcanian glen or frozen hill, 
Or piny promontory of the Arctic main, 

Or utmost islet inaccessible, ■      .  , 
Didst thou lament the ruin of thy reign, 

Teaching the woods and waves, and desert rocks, 
And every Naiad's ice-cold um,, 
To talk in echoes sad and stern 

Of that sublimest love which man had dared unlearn ? 
For ncither didst thou watch the wizard flocks 

Of the Sca]d's dreams, nor haunt the Druid's sleep. 
What if the tears rained through thy scattered locks 

Were quickly dried ? for thou didst groan, not weep, 
When from its sea of death, to kill and burn, 

The Galilean serpent Ibrth did creep, 
And made thy world an undistinguishable heap. 

♦ See the Bacchae of Euripides. 
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IX 

" A thousand years the Earth cried, ' Where art thou ?' 
And then the shadow of thy coming fell 

On Saxon Alfred's olive-cinctured brow : 
And many a warrior-pcopled citadul, 

Like rocks which fire lifts out of the flat deep, 
Arose in sacred Italy, 
Frowning o'er the tempestuous sea 

Of Kings, and priests, and slaves, in tower-crowned majesty J 
That muhitudinous anarchy did swecp 

And burst around their walls, hke idlc foam, 
Whilst from the human spirit's deepust deep 

Strange melody with love and awe struck dumb 
Dissonant arms; and Art, which cannot die, 

With divine wand traced on our earthly home 
Fit imagery to pave Heaven's everlasting dome. 

" Thou huntress swifter than the Moon ! thou terror 
Of the \vorld's wohcs ! thou bearer of the quiver, 

Whosesunlike shafts piercc tempest-wingèd Error, 
As hght inay piercc the clouds when they dissever 

In the cahii regions of the orient day! 
Luther caught thy wakening glance; 
Like hghtning, from his leaden lance 

Reflected, it dissolved the visions of the trance 
In which, as in a tomb, the nations lay; 

And England's proi)hets hailed thee as their queen, 
In songs whose music oinnot pass away, 

Though it must fiow forever: not unseen 
Bcfore the spirit-sighted countenance 

Of Milton didst thou pass, from the sad scene 
Beyond whose night he saw, with a dejected mien. 

XI 

" The eager hours and unreluctant years 
As on a dawn-illumined mountain stood, 

Trampling to silencc their loud hopes and fears, 
Darkcning each other with their multitude, 

And cried aloud, ' Liberty !' Indignalion 
Answered Pity from her cave; 
Death grew pale within the grave, 
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And Desolation howled to the destroyer, Save ! 

When like Heaven's Sun girt by the exhalation 
Of its own glorious light, thou didst arise, 

Chasing thy foes from nation unto nation 
Like shadows : as if day had cloven the skies 

At dreaming midnight o'er the Avestem wave, 
Men started, stagguring with a glad surprise, 
ünder the Hghtnings of thine unfamiliar eyes. 

XII 

'"Tliüu Heaven of earth ! what spells could pall thee thea 
In ominous eclipse ? a thousand years 

Bred from the sHme of deep Oppression's den, 
Dyed ali thy liquid light with blood and tears, 

Till thy svveet stars could weep the stain away; 
How like Bacchanals of blood 
Round France, the ghastly vintage, stood 

Dt;struction's sceptred slaves, and Folly's mitred brood! 
When one, like them, but mightier far than they, 

The Anarch of thine own bewildered powers, 
Rose : armies mingled in obscure array, 

Like clüuds ^vith clouds, darkening the sacred bowers- 
Of serene Heaven.    He, by the past pursued, 

Rests with those dead, but unforgotten hours, 
W^hüse ghosts scare victor kiiigs in their ancestral towers. 

xui 

" England yet sleeps : was she not called of old ? 
Spain calls her now, as with its thrilling thunder 

Vesuvius wakens Aetna, and the cold 
Snow-crags by its reply are cloven in sunder: 

0'er the lit waves every Aeolian isle 
From rithecusa to Pelorus 
Howls, and leaps, and glares in chorus : 

They cry, ' Be dim ; ye lamps of Heaven susjjended o'er us !' 
Her chains are threads of gold, she need but smile 

And they dissolve ; but Spain's were links of steel, 
Till bit to dust by virtue's keenest file. 

Twins of a single destiny ! appcal 
To tlie eternal years enthroned before us 

In the dim West; impress as from a seal, 
Ali  ye  have  thought  and  done!     Time  cannot  dare 

conceal. 
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XIV 

"Tomb of Arminius ! render up thy dead 
Till, like a standard from a watch-towcr's staff, 

His soul may stream o ver the tyrant's head; 
Thy victory shall be his epitaph, 

Wild líacchanal of truth's mysterious wine, 
King-deluded Germany, 
His dead spirit lives in thee. 

Why do we fear or hope ? thoii art already free ! 
And thou, lost Paradise oi this divina 

And glorious world ! thou flowery wilderness ! 
Thou island of uternity ! thou shrine 

Where Desolation, clothed with loveliness, 
VVorshijJS the thing thou wert!    O Italy, 

Gather thy blood into thy heart; repress 
The beasts who make their dens thy sacred palaces. 

XV 

" Oh, that the free would stamp the inipious narne 
Of KiNG into the dust! or write it thcre, 

So that this blot upon the page of fame 
Were as a serpent's path, which the hght air 

Erases, and the flat sands close behind ! 
Ye the oracle havo hcard : 
Lift the victory-flushing svvord, 

And cut the snaky knots of this foul gordian word, 
Which, weak itself as stubble, yet can bind 

Into a mass, irrefragably firni, 
The axes and the rods which aive mankind; 

The sound has poison in it, 'tis the sperm 
Of what makes life foul, cankerous, and abhorred; 

Disdain not thou, at thine appointed term, 
To set thine armèd heel on this reluctant vvorm. 

XVI 

" Oh, that the wise from their bright minds would kindle 
Such lamps within the dome of this dim world, 

That the pale name of PRIEST might shrink and dwindle 
Into the hell from which it first was hurled, 

A scoff of impiüus pride from fiends impure ; 
Till human thoughts might kiieel alone, 
Eacli before the judgement-throne 
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Of its own aweless soul, or of the Power unknown ! 

Oh, that the words which make the thoughts obscure 
From which they spring, as clouds of glimmering dew 

From a white lake blot Heaven's blue portraiture, 
Were stripped of their thin masks and various hue 

And frowns and smiles and spleiidours not their own, 
Till in the nakedness of false and true 
They stand before their Lord, each to receive its due ! 

XVII 

" He who taught man to vanquish whatsoever 
Can be between the cradle and the grave 

Crowned him the King of Life.    Oh, vain endeavour ! 
If on his own high will, a willing slave, ;^^   ^ 

He has enthroned the oppression and the oppressór.'     ' 
What if earth can clothe and feed 
Amplest millions at their need. 

And power in thought be as the tree within the seed ? 
Or what if Art, an ardent intercessor, 

Driving on fiery wings to Nature's throne, 
Checks the great mother stooping to caress her. 

And cries : ' Give me, thy child, dominion 
Over ali hcight and depth ' ? if Life can breed 

New wants, and wealth from those who toil and groan, 
Rend of thy gifts and hers a thousandfold for one ! 

xviii 

" Come thou, but lead out of the inmost cave 
Of man's deep spirit, as the morning-star 

Ueckons the Sun from the Eoan wave, 
Wisdom.    I hear the pennons of her car 

Self-moving, like cloud charioted by flame; 
Comes she not, and come ye not, 
Rulers of eternal thought, 

To judge, with solemn truth, life's ill-apportioned lot ? 
Blind Love, and equal Justice, and the Fame 

Of what has been, the ííope of what will be ? 
O Liberty ! if such could be thy name 

Wert thou disjoined from these, or they from thee: 
If thine or theirs were treasures to be bought 

By blood or tears, have not the wise and free 
Wept tears, and blood like tears ? "—The solemn harmo):y 
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XIX 

Paused, and the Spirit of that mighty singing 
To its abyss was suddenly withdruwn ; 

Then, as a wild swan, when sublimely winging 
Its path athwart thu thunder-sníoke of dawn, 

Sinks headlong through the aereal golden light 
On the heavy-sounding plahi, 
When the bolt has pierced its brain ; 

As sunimer clouds dissolve, unburthencd of their rain; 
As a far taper fades with fading night, 

As a brief insect dies with dying day,— 
My song, its pinions disarrayed of might, 

Drooped ; o'er it closed the echoes far away 
C)f the grcat voice which did its flight sustain, 

As waves which lately paved his watery way 
Hiss round a drowner's head in their tempestuous play. 

CANCELLED PASSAGE OF THE ODE TO 
LHJERTY 

[Publ.  1862.] 

WiTHiN a cavem of inan's trackless spirit 
Is throned an Imagu, so intensuly íuir 

That thu adventuroiis thoughts that wancicr near it 
Worship, and as thcy kneel, tremble and wcar 

The splendour of its presence, and the light 
Penetrates their drcaniUkc frame 

Till thcy beconic chargcd with the strcngth o£ flanie. 

LETTER TO MARIA GISBORNE 

[Publ. 1824.] 
LEGHORN, July I, 1820. 

THE spider spreads hcr wcbs, whether she be 
In poefs towor, cellar, or barn, or trce ; 
The silk-worm in the dark green mulberry leavcs 
His winding sheet and cradle evcr weaves ; 
So I, a thing whoni moralists call worm, 
Sit spinninc; still round this decaying form, 
From the fine tlireads of rare and subtle thought— 
No net of words in garish colours wrought 
To catch the idle buzzers of the day— 
But a soft cell, where when that fades away, 
Memory may clothe in winçs niy living name 
And íeed it with the asphodels of famc, 
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Which in those hearts which must remember me 
Grow, makiug love an immortality. 

375 

Whoever sbould bchold me now, I wist, 
Would think I wero a mighty mechanist, 
Bcnt with sublime Archimedean art 
To brcathe a soul into the iron heart 
Of some machine portentous, or strange gin, 
Which by the force of figured spclls might win 
Its way over the sea, and sport therein ; 
For round the walls are huiig dread engines, such 
As Vulcan never wrought for Jove to clutch 
Ixion or the Titan :—or the quick 
Wit of that man of God, St Dominic, 
To couvince Atheist, Turk, or Heretic ; 
Or tliose in philanthropic council met, 
Who thought to pay some interest for the debt 
They ouxd to Jesus Christ for their salvation, 
By giving a faint foretaste of damnation 
To Shakespearc, Sidney, Spenser, and the rest 
Who made our land an island of the blest, 
When lamp-Hkc Spain, who now relumes her fire 
On Frccdom's hearth, grew dim with Empire :— 
With thimíbscrews, wheels, with tooth and spike and jag, 
Which fishers íound under the utmost crag 
Of Cornwall and the storm-encompassed isles, 
Where to the sky the rude sea rarely smiles 
Unlcss in treacherous wrath, as on tiie morn 
Whcn the exulting elements in scorn, 
Satiated with destroyed destruction, lay 
Sleeping in beauty on their mangled prey. 
As panthers sleep ;—and other strange and dread 
Magical forms the brick floor ovcrspread,— 
Proteus trausfornied to metal did not make 
More iigures, or more strange ; nor did he take 
Such shapes of unintelligible brass, 
Or heap himself in such a horrid mass 
Of tin and iron not to be undcrstood ; 
And forms of unimaginable wood, 
To puzzle Tubal Cain and ali his brood : 
Grcat scrcws, and cones, and wheels, and groovòd blocks, 
The elements of what will stand the shocks 
Of wave and wind and time.—Upon the table 
More knacks and quips therc be than I am able 
To catalogize in this verse of mine :— 
A pretty bowl of wood—not full of wine, 
But quicksilver ;  that dew which the gnomes drink 
Whcn at their subterranean toil they swink, 
Pledging the demons of the earthqiiake, who 
Rcply to thcm in lava—cry halloo ! 
And call out to the cities o er their head,— 
Koofs, towers, and shrines, the dying and the dead, 
Crash through the chinks of earth—and then ali quafi 
Another rouse, and hold their sides and laugh. 
This quicksilver no gnome has drunk—within 



376 Shelley 
The walnut bowl it lies, veinèd and thin, 
In colour like the wake of light that stains 
The Tuscan deep, wlien froni the moist nioon rains 
The inmost shower of its white fire—the breeze 
Is still—blue Heaven smiles over the pale seas. 
And in this bowl of quicksilver—£or I 
Yield to the impulse of an infancy 
Outlasting manhood—I have made to íloat 
A rude idealism of a paper boat :—■ 
A hoUow screw with cogs—Henry will know 
The thing I mean and laugh at me,—if so 
He fears not I should do more mischief.—Next 
Lie bills and calculations much perplext, 
With steam-boats, frigates, aud machincry quaint 
Traced over thcm in blue and yellow paint. 
Then comes a range of mathematical 
Instruments, for plans nautical and statical ; 
A heap of rosin, a queer brokeii glass 
With ink in it ;  a china cup that was 
What it will never be again, I think,— 
A thing from which sweet lips were wont to drink 
The liquor doctors rail at—and which I 
Will quaff in spite of thcm—and when we die 
We'll toss up who died íirst of drinking tea. 
And cry out,—" Heads or tails ? "  where'er we be. 
Near that a dusty paint-box, some odd hook,-;, 
A half-burnt match, an ivory block, three books, 
Where conic sections, spherics, logarithms,. 
To great Laplace, from Saunderson and Sims, 
Lie heaped in their harmonious disarray 
Of figures.—disentangle thcm who may. 
Baron de Totfs Memoirs beside them lie. 
And some odd volumes of old chemistry. 
Near those a most inexplicable thing, 
With lead in the middle—Fm conjccturing 
How to niake Henry undcrstand ;  but no— 
ru leave, as Spenser says, with many mo, 
This secrct in the pregnant womb of time, 
Too vast a matter for so weak a rhyme. 

And here like some weird Archimage sit I, 
Plotting dark spells, and devilish enginery, 
The self-impelling steam-wheels of the mind 
Which pump up oaths from clergymen, and grind 
The gentie spirit of our mcek reviews 
Into a powdery foam of salt abuse, 
Ruftling the ocean of their self-content ;— 
I sit—and smile or sigh as is my bent, 
But not for them—Libeccio rushcs round 
With an inconstant and an idle sound, 
I hced him more than them—the thunder-sraoke 
Is gathering on the niountains, like a cloak 
Folded athwart their shoulders broad and bare ; 
The ripe corn under the undulating air 
Undulates like an ocean ;—and the vines 
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"Are trembling wide in ali their trcUised Unes— 
The murmur of the awakening sea doth fiU 
The empty pauses of thc blast;—the hill 
Looks hoary through the white electric rain. 
And írom the glens beyond, in sullen strain, 
Tlie interrupted thundcr howls ;   above 
One chasm of Hcavcn smiles, like the eye of Love 
On the nnquiet world ;—while such things are, 
How coiild one worth your friendship hecd the war 
Of worms ?   the shrick of the world's carrion jays, 
Their censure, or their wonder, or their jiraise ? 

You are not here I the quaint witch Memory sees, 
In vacant chairs, your absent images, 
And points where once you sat, and now should be 
But are not.—I demand if evcr we 
Shall mcet as then we inet ;^and she replies, 
Veiling in awe her second-sighted cyes ; 
" I know the past alone—but summon home 
^fy sistcr Hopc,—she spcaks of ali to come." 
But I, an old diviuer, who know well 
Every false verse of that sweet oracle, 
Turned to the sad cnchantress once again, 
And sought a respite from my gentle pain, 
In acting every passage o'er and o'er 
Of our communion—how on the sea-shore 
We watched the ocean and the sky together, 
TJndcr the roof of blue Italian weather ; 
How I ran home through last year's thunder-storm, 
And fclt tlic transvcr.se lightning lingcr warm 
Upon my chcek—and how we often made 
Feasts for eacli other, where good will outweighed 
The frugal luxury of our country cheer, 
As it well miglit, wcrc it less firm and clear 
Than ours must ever be ;—and how we spun 
A shroud of talk to hide us from the sun 
Of this familiar life, which seems to be 
But is not,—or is but quaint mockcry 
Of ali we would believe ;—or sadly blame 
The jarring and inexplicable framc 
Of this wrong world ;—and then anatomize 
The purposes and thoughts of men whose eyes 
Were closed in distant years ;—or widely guess 
The issue of thc carth's great busincss, 
When we shall be as we no longer are— 
Like babbling gossips safe, who hcar the war 
Of winds, and sigli, but tremble not;—or how 
You listened to some interrupted liow 
Of visionary rhyme,—in joy and pain 
Struck from the inmost íountaius of my brain, 
With little skill perhaps ;—or how we sought 
Those deepest wells of passion or of thought 
Wrought by wise poets in the waste of years, 
Staining their sacred watcrs with our tears ; 
Quenching a thirst ever to be renewed ! 

^^^ '"7 
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Or how I, wisest lady !  then enducd 
The language of a land which now is free. 
And, wingcd with thovights of truth and majesty, 
Flits round the tyranfs sceptre like a cloiid, 
And bursts the peopled prisons, and cries aloud, 
" My name is Legion I   —that majcstic tongue 
\\'hich Caldcron over the desert fiung 
0£ ages and of nations ; and which found 
An echo in our hoarts, and with the sound 
Startlcd oblivion ;—thou wert then to me 
As is a niirse—when inarticulately 
A chiid would talk as its grown parents do. 
If Uving winds the rapid clouds pursue, 
If hawks chase doves through the aethercal way, 
Huntsmen the innoccnt deer, and beasts their prey, 
Why should not we rouse with the spirifs blast 
Out of the forest of the pathicss past 
Thjse recoUected pleasures ? 

You are now 
In London, that great sea, whose e))b and flow 
At once is deaf and loud, and on the shore 
Vomits its wrecl;s, and still howls on for more. 
Yet in its depth wliat trcasures !    You will see 
That which was Godwin,—greater none than he 
Though fallen—and fallen on evil times—to stand 
Among the spirits of oiir age and land, 
Before the dread tribunal of to come 
The foremost,—wliile Kebuke cowers pale and dumb. 
You will see Coleridge^he wlio sits obscure 
In the exceeding lustre and the purê 
Intense irradiation of a mind, 
Which, with its own internai lightning blind, 
Flags wearily through darkness and despair— 
A cloud-encircltd meteor o£ the air, 
A hooded eagle among blinking owls.— 
You will see Hunt—one of those happy souls 
Which are the salt of the earth, and without whom 
This world would smell like what it is—a tomb ; 
Who is, what others seem ; his roora no doubt 
Is still adorned with many a cast from Shout, 
With graceful flowers tastefuUy placcd about; 
And coronals of bay from ribbons lumg, 
And brighter wreaths in ncat disorder flung ; 
The gifts of the most learned among some dozens 
Of female friends, sisters-in-law, and cousins. 
And thcre is he with his cternal puns, 
Which beat the dullest brain for smiles, like duns 
Thundering for money at a poefs door ; 
Alas ! it is no use to say, " Tm poor ! " 
Or oft in graver mood, when he will look 
Things wiser than were ever read in book, 
Except in Shakespeare's wisest tenderness.— 
You will see Hogg,—and I caunot express 
His virtues,—though I know that they are great, 
B^causo he locks, then barricades the gato 
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Within which thcy inhabit;—of his wit 
And wisdom, you'll cry out whcn vou are bit. 
He is a pcarl within an oyster shell, 
One of the richest o£ the deep ;—and there 
Is English Peacock, with his mountain Fair, 
Turncd into a Flainingo ;—that shy bird 
That gleams i' tlie Indian air—have you not heard 
When a man marrics, dies, or turns Hindoo, 
His bcst íriends hcar no more of him ?—but you 
Will sce him, and will hke him too. I hope, 
With the milk-white Snowdonian Antclope 
Matchcd with this camclcopard—his fine wit 
Makes such a wound, the knife is lost in it; 
A strain too Icarnèd for a shallow age, 
Too wise for selfish bigots ;  let his page, 
Which charms tlie chosen spirits of the time, 
Fold itsclf up for tlio scrcner chmc 
Of ycars to come, and find its recompense 
In that just cxpcctation.—Wit and sense, 
Virtne and human knowlcdge ; ali that might 
Makc this dull world a busincss of delight, 
Are ali combined in Horace Smith.—And these, 
With some cxceptions, which I need not tcase 
Your paticncc by dcscanting on,—are ali 
You and I know in London. 

I recall 
My thoughts, and bid you look upon the niglit. 
As watcr does a spongc, so the moonlight 
Fills the void, hoUow, universal air— 
What see you ?—unpavilioncd Heavcn is fair, 
Whether the moon, into hcr chamber gonc, 
Leaves midnight to the golden stars, or wan 
Climbs with diminishcd beams the azure steep ; 
Or whether cloiids sail o'cr the invcrse deep, 
Piloted by the many-wandcring blast, 
And the rare stars rush throiigh them dim and fast :— 
Ali this is bcautiíul in evcry land.— 
But what sce you beside ?—a shabby stand 
Of hackney coaches—a brick house or wa.ll 
Fencing some loncly court, whitc with the scrawl 
Of our unhajjpy politics ;—or worse— 
A v.rctchcd woman recling by, whose curse 
Mix-cd with the watchman's, partncr of hcr trade, 
You must accept in place of sercnade— 
Or yoUow-haired PoUonia murmuring 
To Hcnry, some unutterable thing. 

I see a chãos of green Icavcs and fruit 
Built round dark caverns, cvcn to the root 
Of the living stcnis that focd thcm—in whose bowers 
There sleep in thcir dark dcw the folded ílowers ; 
Beyond, the suríacc of the unsickled corn 
Trembles not in the slumbering air, and borne 
In circles quaint, and evcr-changing dance, 
Like wingèd stars the firc-flies flash and glancc. 
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Pale in the opcn moonshine ;  but each one 
Under the dark trecs scems a little sun, 
A meteor tamed, a fixed star gone astray 
From the silvcr rcgions of the milky way;— 
Afar the Conta(Iino's song is heard, 
Rude, but made sweet by distancc—and a bird 
Which cannot be the Nightingale, and yet 
I know nonc else that sings so sweet as it 
At this late hour ;—and then ali is still— 
Xow—-Italy or London, which you will 1 

Next winter you must pass with me ;   I'I1 have 
My house by that time turned into a grave 
Of doad despondence and low-thoughted carc, 
And ali the drcams which our tormentors are ; 
Oh !  that Hunt, Hogg, Peacock, and Smith were there, 
With cvcrything belonging to them fair !•— 
\Ve will have books, Spanish, Italian, Greek ; 
And ask one week to makc another wcek 
As like his father, as Fm nnlike mine, 
Which is not his fault, as you may divine. 
Though we eat little üesh and drink no wine, 
Yet let's be merry :  we'll have tca and toast; 
Custards for supper, and an endless host 
Of syllabubs and jellies and raince-pies, 
And othcr such lady-like luxuries,— 
Feasting on which we will philosophizo I 
And we'll have fires out of the Grand Duke's wood, 
To thaw the six wceks' winter in our blood. 
And thcn wc'll talk ;—what shall we talk about ? 
Oh I  there are themes enough for many a bout 
Of thought-entangled descant;—as to nerves— 
With cones and parallelograms and curves 
Tve sworn to strnngle them if once thev daro 
To bother me—when you are with me there. 
And they shall nevrr more sip laudanum, 
From Hclicon or Himcros ; •—well, come, 
And in despite of God and of the devil, 
We'll make our friendly philosophic revel 
Oütlast the leaflcss time ;  till buds and flowers 
Warn the obscure inevitable hours, 
Sweet meeting by sad parting to renew ;— 
" To-morrow to írcsh woods and pastures ncw." 

* 'Ififpot, from which the rivcr Himera was named, is, with 
some slight shade of difíerencc, a synonvm of Love. 
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THE WITCH OF ATLAS 

[Co;iip. at the Baths of San Giuliano, near Pisa, August 14-16. 
|iS20 ; publ. 1824. The dcdication To Mary first appeared in the 
\l'oetical Works, 1839, ist ed.] 

TO MARY 

|(0N   HER   OBJECTING  TO  THE  FOLLOWING   PõEM,  UPON  THE 
SCORE   OFaiS   CONTAINING   NO   HUMAN  1N,TERESI) 

How, my dear Mary,—are yoii critic-bitten 
(For vipcrs kill, thongh ilcad) by some review, 

Tliat VOU condemn thcse verses I have writton, 
Bccaiise tlicy tell no story, false or true ? 

What, thougii no mice are caught by a young kitten, 
May it not leap and pkiy as grown cats do, 

Till its claws come ?    Prithee, íor tl\is one time, 
Content thee with a visionary rhyme. 

What hand would crush the silken-wingèd fly. 
The youngest of inconstant April's minions, 

Becauso it cannot climb the purest sky, 
Wliere the swan sings, amid the sun's dominions ? 

Xot thine.    Thou knowest 'tis its doom to die, 
When Day sliall hide within lier twihght pinions 

Tlie lucent eyes, and tlic cternal smile. 
Serene as thine, wliich lent it life awhile. 

To thy íair fect a wingèd Vision carne. 
Whose date shoukl liave been longer than a day. 

And o'er thy liead did beat its wings for fame. 
And in thy sight its fading phimes display ; 

Tlie watory bow burned in the evening flame, 
But the shower fell, the swift Sun went his TOav— 

And that is deack—O, let me not beliovo 
That anything of mine is fit to live ! 

Wordsworth informs us he was ninetcen years 
Considering and rctoiiching Petcr Bell ; 

VVatcring his laurels with tlie killing tears 
Of slow, duU care, so that thcir roots to Hell 

Might pierce, and their wido branches blot the sphcres 
01 rieaven, with dewy leaves and flowers ;  this well 

May be, for Hcaven and Karth conspire to foil 
The over-busy gardener's blundering toil. 
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5Iy witch indeed is not so sweet a creature 
As Riith or Lucy, ■'.vhom his graceful praisc 

Clothes for our grandsons—but shc matchcs Peter, 
Though he took nineteen ycars, and she three days 

In drcssing.    Light the vest of ílowing metre 
She wears ;  he, proud as dandy with his stays, 

Has hung upon his wiry Hmbs a dress 
I-ike King Lcar's " lcx)pcd and windowed raggedness." 

If vou strip Peter, you will see a íellow 
Scorched by HclTs hypercquatorial climate 

Into a kind of a sulphnrt-ous ycUow : 
A lean mark, hardly íií to íling a rhyme at ; 

In shape a Scaramouch, in hue Othello. 
If you unvcil my Witch, no priest nor primate 

Can shrive you of that sin,—if sin thcrc bc 
In love, when it bccomes idolatry. 

THE WITCH OF ATLAS 

BEFORI: tliosc cruel Twins, whom at ene birth 
Incestuous Changc bore to her fathcr Time, 

Error and Truth, had huntcd from the Earth 
AH those bright natures whicli adorned its prime. 

And Icft us nothing to bclievc in, worth 
The pains of putting into Icarnèd rhyme, 

A lady-witch there livcd on Atlas' mountain 
Within a cavem, by a secret íountain. 

Her mother was one of the Atlantides : 
The all-beholding Sun had ne'er beholden 

In his wide voyagc o'cr contincnts and seas 
So fair a creature, as she lay enfolden 

In the warm shadow of her loveliness ;— 
He kissed her with his bcams, and made ali goldcn 

The chambcr of gray rock in which she lay— 
She, in that dream of joy, dissolved away. 

'Tis said, she was first changcd into a vapour. 
And thcn into a cloud, such clouds as flit, 

Liko splcndour-wingòd moths about a tapcr, 
Round the red west whcn the sun dics in it: 

And then into a mctoor, such as caper 
On hill-tops when the moon is in a fit : 

Thcn, into one of those mysterious stars 
Which hide themselves betwcen the Earth and Mars. 
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Tcn times the Mother of the Months had bent 
Her bow beside the folding-star, and biddea 

With that bright sign the billows to indent 
The sca-descrted sand—like children chidderv, 

At her command they ever came and went— 
Since in that cave a dewy splendour hidden 

Took shapo and motion :  with the living íorm 
Of this cmbodied Power, the cave grew warm. 

A lovely lady garmcnted in light 
From her own beauty—dcep her eyes, as are 

Two openings of unfathomable night 
Scen through a Temple's cloven roof—her hair 

Dark—the dim brain whirls dizzy with delight, 
Picturing her form ; her soft smiles shono afar. 

And her low voice was heard Uke love, and drew 
AH living things towards this wonder new. 

And first the spotted camclcopard carne ; 
And then the wise and íearless elephant ;■■ 

Then the sly serpent, in the golden Üainc 
Of his own volumes intervolvcd ;—ali gaunt 

And sanguine bcasts her gentlc looks made tame. 
They drank l)efore her at her sacred fouut; 

And every beast of bcating hcart grew bold, 
Such geutleness and powor even to behold. 

The brinded lionoss led forth her young, 
Tliat shc Miight tcach them how they should forego 

Thcir inborn thirst of death ;   the pard unstrung 
His sinews at her feet, and sought to know 

With looks whose motions spoke without a tongue 
How he might be as gentie as the doe. 

The inagic circle of her voice and eyes 
Ali savage natures did imparadise. 

And old SUenus, shaking a green stick 
Of lilies, and the wood-gods in a crew 

Came, blithe, as in the olive copscs thick 
Cicadae are, drunk with the noonday dew : 

And Dryope and Faunus íoUowed qiiick, 
Teasing the God to sing them somcthing new ; 

Till in tliis cave they found the lady loue, 
Sittiug upon a seat of emerald stonc. 

And Universal Pan, 'tis said, was there. 
And though none saw him,—through the adamant 
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Of the deep mountains, through the trackless air. 

And through those hving spirits, Uke a want, 
He passed out of his evcrlasting lair 

Where the quick heart of the great workl doth pant, 
And felt that wondrous lady ali alone,— 
And sho felt him, iipon her emerald throne. 

And cvery nymph of stream and spreading tree. 
And every shepherdess of Ocean's flocks, 

Who drivcs her white waves over the grecn sea, 
And Ocean with the brine on his gray locks. 

And quaiiit Priapus with his company, 
AH carne, much wondering how tlie enwombèd rocks 

Could have brought forth so beautiful a birth ;— 
Her love subdued their wonder aud thcir mirth. 

The herdsmen and the mountain maidens carne, 
And the rude kings of pastoral Garamant— 

Their spirits shook within thcm, as a ílame 
Stirrcd by the air under a cavern gaunt : 

Pigmics, and Polyphemes, by many a namc, 
Ccntaurs, aud Satyrs, and such sluipes as haunt 

Wct clefts,—and lumps ncither alive nor dead, 
Dog-headed, bosom-eyed, and bird-íooted. 

For slie was beautiful—her bcauty madc 
The bright world dim, and everything bcside 

Seemed like the fleeting image of a shade ; 
No thought of living spirit could abide, 

Which to her looks had cver been bctraycd, 
On ar.y object in the world so wide, 

On any hope within the circling skies, 
But on her íorm, and in her inmost eyes. 

Which when the lady knew, she took her spindle 
And twinod three threads of fleecy mist, and three 

Long lincs of light, euch as the dawn niay kindle 
The clouds and waves and mountains with ;  and she 

As many star-bcams, ere their lamps could dwindie 
In the bclated moon ;   wound skilfully ; 

And with thesc threads a subtle veil she wove— 
A shadow for the splendour of her love. 

Tlie deep recesses of her odorous dwelling 
Were stored with magic trcasurcs—sounds of air, 

Which had the power ali spirits of compclling, 
Folded in cells of chrystal silence there ; 
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Such as we hear in youth, and think the feeling 

Will nevcr <Iie—yet ere we are aware, 
The feeling and the sound are flcd and gone. 
And the rogret they leavc remains alone. 

And there lay Visions swift, and sweet, and quaint, 
líach in its thin sheath, like a chrysalis, 

Some eaper to burst fortli, some weak and faint 
With tho soft burthen of intcnsest bliss— 

It is its work to bcar to many a saint 
^Vll0.se heart adores tlic slirine which hoh'est is, 

Kven Love's—and others white, green, gray, and black, 
And of ali shapes—and each was at hcr beck. 

And odours in a kind of aviary 
Of evcr-blooming Eden-trees she kept, 

Clippcd in a floating-nct, a love sick Fairy 
Had wovcn frora dcw-beams while the moon yet slept; 

As bats at the wired window of a dairy, 
They beat their vans ;  and each was an adept, 

When looscd and missioned, making wings of winds. 
To stir sweet thoughts or sad, in dcstined minds. 

And liqiiors cloar and sweet, whose hcalthful might 
Could medicine the sick soul to happy sleep, 

And change eternal dcath into a night 
Of glorious dreams—or if cycs necds must weep, 

Could make their tears ali wondcr and delight, 
She in her chry.stal vials did closely kcep : 

If mcn could drink of those clcar vials, 'tis said 
The living were not cnvicd of the dead. 

Her cave was storcd with scrolls of strange device, 
The works of some Satnrnian Archimage, 

Wniich taught the cxpiations at whose price 
Men from the Gods might win that happy age 

Too lightly lost, redceming native vice ; 
And wliich might quench the Earth-consuming rage 

Of gold and blood—till mcn should live and move 
Harmonious as the sacrcd stars above ; 

And how ali things that secm untameable, 
Not to be checked and not to bc confined, 

Obey the spells of Wisdom's wizard skill ; 
Time, Karth, and Fire—the Ocean and the Wind, 

And ali their shapes—and nian's imperial will; 
And other scrolls whose writings did unbind 

The inmost lore of Love—let the prophane 
Trcmble to ask what sccrets thev contain. 
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And wondrous works oi substances unknown, 
To which tlie enchantmcnt of her íather's powor 

Had changed tliose ragged blocks of savage stone, 
Were heaped in the recesses of her bowcr ; 

Carved lamps and chalices, and vials which shone 
In their own golden beams—each like a flowcr, 

Out of whose dcpth a fire-fly shakes his light 
Under a cj'press in a starless night. 

At first she livcd alone in this wild home, 
And her own thoughts were each a minister, 

Clothing themselvcs, or with the ocean foam, 
Or with tlie wind, or with the speed of fire, 

To work whatever purpose.s niight come 
Into her mind ; such power her mighty Sire 

Had girt them with, whether to fly or run 
Through ali the regions which he shines upon. 

The Ocean-nymphs and Hamadryades, 
Oreads and Naiads, with long weedy locks, 

Ofíered to do her bidding throiigh the seas, 
Under the earth, and in the hollow rocks. 

And far beneath the matted roots of trees, 
And in the gnarlèd hcart of stubbom oaks 

So they might live for evcr in the light 
Of her swcct prestmce—each a satellite. 

xxni 
" This may uot be," the wizard niaid replied ;., 

" The fountains where the Naiades bedew 
Their shining hair, at length are drained and dried ; 

The solid oaks forget their strength, and strcw 
Their latest leaf upon the mountains wide ; 

The boundless ocean like a drop of dew 
Will be consiimpíl —the stiibborn centre must 
Be scattered, like a ciou! of siimnier dust. 

" And ye with theni will pcrish, ene by one ;— 
If I must sigh to think that this shal! be, 

If I must weep when the surviving Sun 
Shall smile on your decay—oh, ask not me 

To love vou till your little race is run ; 
I cannot die as ye must—over me 

Your leaves shall glance—the streams in which ye dwell 
Shall be my paths hcnceforth, and so^—farcwell ! "— 

She spoke and wept :—the dark and azure well 
Sparklcd beneath the shower of her bright tears. 
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And every little circlct where they fcU 

Flung to the cavern-roof inconstant spberes 
And intertanglcd Unes of liglit :—a knell 

Of sobbing voices came upon her cars 
From those departing Forms, o'er the serene 
0£ the white strcams and of the forest green. 

Ali day the wizard lady sate aloof, 
SpcUing out scroUs of dread antiquity, 

Under the cavcrn's fountain-lighted rooí; 
Or broidering the pictured poesy 

Of some high tale upon her growing woof, 
Which the swcct splendour of her smilos coiild dye 

In hues oiitshining heaven—and ever she 
Added some grace to the wrought poesy. 

Wniile on her hcarth lay blazing raany a piece 
Of sandal wood, rare gums, and cinnamon ; 

Men scarcely know how beautiful íire is— 
Each flarae of it is as a precious stone 

Dissolved in ever-moving light, and this 
Belongs to each and ali who gaze upon. 

The Witch beheld it not, for in her hand 
She held a woof that dimmed the burning brand. 

This lady ncver slept, but lay in trance 
Ali night within the íountain—as in sleep. 

Its emerald crags glowed in her beauty's glance ; 
Tlirough the green splendour of the water deep 

She saw the constellations reel and dance 
Like fire-tlies—and withal did ever kecp 

Tlie tcnour of her contemplations caim, 
With open eyes, closed feet, and íolded palm. 

And when the whirlwinds and the clouds descended 
From the white pinnacles of that cokl hill, 

She passed at dewfall to a space extended, 
Where in a lawn of flowering asphodel 

Amid a wood of pines and cedars blended, 
There yawncd an inextinguishable well 

Of crimson fire—full even to the l)rim, 
And overflowing ali the margin ti^im. 

Within the which she lay when the íierce war 
Of wintry winds shook that innocuous liquor 

In many a mimic moon and bearded star 
0'er woods and lawns ;—the serpent hcard it flicker 

In sleep, and dreaming still, he crept aíar— 
And when the windless snow descended thicker 
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Than autumn leavcs, she watched it as it came 
Melt on the surface of the levei flame. 

She had a boat, which some say ^'ulcan wrought 
For Venus, as the chariot of her star ; 

But it was found too feeble to bc fraught 
With ali the arclours in that spherc which are. 

And so she sold it, and AjioUo boiipht 
And gavc it to this dau,i,'Iiter :  (roín a car 

Changed to the fairest and the; lightest boat 
Which ever upon mortal streani did íloat. 

And others say, that, but when thrcc hours old, 
The first-born Love out of his cradle Icpt, 

And clove dnn Chãos with his wings of gold. 
And like an horticultural adept, 

Stole a strange seed, and wrapped it up in mould. 
And sowed it in his niother s star, and kept 

Watering it ali the summer with sweet dew. 
And with his wings fanning it as it grew. 

The plant grew strong and green, the snowy flower 
Fell, an(l the long and gourd-likc fruit began 

To turn the light and dew by inward power 
To its own*[^bstance ; wovcn tracery ran 

Of light firm téxture, ribbed and branching, o'er 
The solid rind, like a leafs veinòd fan— 

Of which I.ove scooped this boat—and with soft motion 
Piloted it round the circuniíiiious occan. 

This boat she moorcd upon her fount, and lit 
A living spirit within ali its frame, 

Breathing the soul of swiítness into it. 
Couched on the fountain like a panther tame, 

One of the twain at Evan's feet that sit— 
Or as on Vesta's sceptre a swift llame— 

Or on blind Homer's heart a wingcd thought,—• 
fn joyous expcctation lay the boat. 

x.x.xv 
Then by strange art she kneaded fire and snow 

Together, terapering the repugnant mass 
With liquid love—ali things together grow 

Through which the harmony of love can pass 
And a fair Shape out of her hands did flow— 

A living Image, which did far surpass 
In bcauty that bright shape of vital stone 
Which drew the heart out of Pygnialion. 
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A sexiess thing it was. and in its growth 
It secmed to have dcvoloped no defect 

Of either sex, yet ali thc grace of both,— 
In gentleness and strength its limbs were decked ; 

The bosom swelled lightly with its full youtli, 
The countcnance was such as niight select 

Some artist that his skill should nevcr die, 
Iraaging forth such perfcct purity. 

From its smooth shouldcrs hung two rapid wings, 
Fit to have borne it to the seventh sphere 

Tipped with the speed of liquid lightenings, 
Dyed in the ardours of thc atmosphere : 

She led her creature to the boiling springs 
Wherc the light boat was moorcd, and said :  " Sit here ! " 

And pointed to the prow, and took hcr scat 
Besicie the rudder, with opposing feet. 

And down the streams which clove those mountains vast, 
Around their inland islets, and amid 

The panthcr-peoplcd forests, whose shade cast 
Darkness and odours, and a pleasurc hid 

In melancholy gloom, the pinnacc passed ; 
By many a star-surroundod pyramid 

Of icy crag cleaving the purplc sky. 
And caverns yawning round unfathoniably. ■ 

The silver noon into thatwinding deli, 
With slanted gleam athwart the forcst tops, 

Tempcred like goldcn evening, feebly fell ; 
A green and glowing light, like that which drops 

From foldcd lilies in which glow-worms dwell, 
When Earth ovcr her face Nighfs mantle wraps ; 

Between the severcd mountains lay on high, 
Over thc stream, a narrow rift of sky. 

And ever as shc went, the Image lay 
With folded wings and unawakencd eyes ; 

And o'er its gentle countenance did play 
The busy dreams, as thick as summer flies, 

Chasing the rapid smilcs that would not stay. 
And drinking the warm tcars, and the swcet sighs 

Inhaling, which, with busy murmur vain, 
They had aroused from that full heart and brain. 

And ever down the prone vale, like a cloud 
Upon a stream of wind, the pinnacc went: 
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Now lingering on thc pools, in which abode 

The calm and darkness of the deep contont 
In which they paused ;  now o'er the shallow road 

Of white and dancing watcrs, ali besprent 
With sand and polished pebbles :—mortal boat 
In such a shallow rapid could not íloat. 

And down the earthquaking cataracts which shiver 
Their snow-like waters into golden air, 

Or under chasms unfathomablo evcr 
Sepulchre them, till in their rage they tear 

A subterranean portal for the river 
It fled—the circling sunbows did upbear 

Its fali down the hoar prccipice of spray, 
Lighting if far upon its lamploss way. 

And whcn the wizard lad)' would ascend 
The labyrinths of some niany-winding vale, 

Which to the inmost niountain upward tend— 
Shc called " Hermaphroditus 1 "—and the pale 

And heavy hue which slumber could extend 
Over its lips and eyes, as on the gale 

A rapid shadow from a slope of grass, 
Into the darkness of the stream did pass. 

And it unfiirled its hcaven-coloured pinions, 
With stars Of fire spotting the stream bclow, 

And from above into the Sun's dominions 
Flinging a glory,—like the golden glow 

In which Spring clothes her emerald-wingèd minions, 
AU interwovcn with fme feathery snow, 

And moonlight splendour of intensest rime, 
With which Irost paints the pines in winter time. 

And then it winnowcd the Elysian air 
Which over hung about that lady bright, 

With its aethercal vans—and speeding there, 
Like a star up the torrent of the night, 

Or a swift eagle in the morning glare 
Breasting the whirlwind with impetuous fiight, 

The pinnace, oared by those enchanted wings, 
Clove the fierce streams towards their upper springs. 

XLVI 

The water flashed, like sunlight by the prow 
Of a noon-wandering meteor flung to Heavon ; 

Thc still air seemed as if its wavcs did llow 
In tempest down the mountains ;  looscly driven 

The lady s radiant hair streanied to and fro : 
Beneath, the billows having vainly striven 
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Indignant and impetuous, roared to íeel 
The swift and steady motion of thp keeJL 

XLVII .. 1 ., 

Or, when the weary moon was in the wanc, 
Or in the noon of interlunar night, 

The lady-witch in visions could not chain 
Her spirit;  but sailed forth under the light 

Of shooting stars, and bade extend amain 
Its storm-outspeeding wings, the Hermaphrodite ; 

She to the Austral waters took her way, 
Beyond the fabulous Thamondocana,— 

Where, like a meadow which no scythe has shavcn, 
Which rain could never bend, or whirl-blast shake, 

With the Antarctic constellations paven, 
Canopus and liis crew, lay the Austral lakc—• 

There she would build herself a windless haven 
Out of the clouds whose moving turrets make 

The bastions of the storm, when through the sky 
The spirits of the tenipest thundcred by : 

A haven beneath whose translucent fioor 
The tremulous stars sparkled unfathomably. 

And around which the solid vapours hoar, 
Based on the levei waters, to the sky 

Lifted their dreadful crags, and like a shore 
Of wintry mountains, inaccessibly 

Hemmed in with riíts and precipices gray, 
And hanging crags, many a covc and bay. 

And whilst the outer lake beneath the lash 
Of the winds' scourge, foamed like a wounded thing. 

And the incessant hail with stony clash 
Ploughed up the waters, and the flagging wing 

Of the rouscd cormorant in the lightning ílash 
Lookcd like the wrcck of some wind-wandering 

Fragment o£ inky thunder-smoke—this haven 
Was as a gem to copy Hcaven engravcn,— 

On which that lady played her many pranks, 
Circling the imago of a shooting star, 

Even as a tiger on Hydaspes' banks 
Outspeeds the antelopes which spcediost are, 

In her light boat ; and many quips and cranks 
She played upon the water, till the car 

Of the late nioon, like a sick matron wan. 
To joumey from the misty east began. 
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And then she called out o£ the hoUow turrets 
0£ those high clouds, white, golden and vermilion, 

The armies of her ministering spirits— 
In mighty legions, raillioii after million. 

They carne, each troop emblaroning its merits 
On meteor flags ;  and many a proud pavilioD 

Of the intertexture of the atmosphere 
They pitched upon the plain of the calm mere. 

They framed the imperial tent of their great Queen 
Of woven exhalations, underlaid 

With lambent lightning-fire, as may be seen 
A dome of thin and open ivory inlaid 

With crimson silk—cressets from the serene 
Hung there, and on the water for her tread 

A tapestry of tleece-like mist was strew-n, 
Dycd in the bcams of the ascending moon. 

And on a throne o'erlaid with starUght, caiight 
Upon those wandering isles of aery dew, 

Which highest shoals of mountain shipwreck not, 
She sate, and heard ali that had happened new 

Between the carth and moon, since they had brought 
The last intelligence—and now she grew 

Pale as that moon, lost in the watery night— 
And now she wept, and now she laiighed outright. 

These were tame pleasures ; she would often climb 
The steepest laddcr of the cruddod rack 

Up to some beakèd cape of cloiid sublime. 
And like Arion on the dolphin's back 

Ride singing through the shoreless air ;—oft-time 
FoUowing the serpent lightning's winding track, 

She ran upon the platforms of the wind. 
And laughed to hear the fiie-balls roar bchind. 

And sometimes to those streams of upper air 
Which whirl the earth in its diurnal round, 

She would ascend, and win the spirits there 
To let her join their chorus.    Mortais found 

That on those days the sky was calm and fair, 
And mystic snatches of harmonious sound 

Wandered upon the earth wlicre'cr she passcd. 
And happy thoughts of hopc, too swect to last. 

But her choice sport was, in the hours of sleep. 
To glide adown old Nilus, whcn he threads 
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Egypt and Aethiopia, from the steep 

OI utmost Axiime, iintil he spreails, 
Like a calm flock oi silvcr-llcccèd shecp, 

HUi waters on the plain :  and crestcd heads 
Of cities and proud templos gleam ainid. 
And many a vapour-belted pjTamid. 

By Moeris and tho Mareotid lakcs, 
Strcwn with íaint liloonis like bridal chamber floors, 

Where naked boys bridling tame wator-snakes, 
Or cliarioteering ghastly alligators, 

Had leít on the sweet waters mighty wakcs 
Of those huge forms—within the brazen doors 

Of the great Labyrinth slcpt both boy and beast, 
Tired with the pomp o£ thcir Osirian fcast. 

And where within the surface of the river 
The shadows of the massy temples lie, 

And never are erased—but tremble ever 
Like things which every cloud can doom to dio, 

Through lotiis-pav'n canais, and wheresoever 
The works of man pierced that serenest sky 

With tombs, and towers. and fanes, 'twas her delight 
To wander in the shadow of the night. 

With motion like the spirit of that wind 
Whose soft step deepens slumber, her light feet 

Passed through the pcopled haunts of hiiinan kind, 
Scattering sweet visions from her presence sweet, 

Through íane, and palace-court, and labyrinth mined 
With many a dark and subtcrranean street 

Under the Nüe. through chambers high and deep 
She passed, observing mortais in their sleep. 

A pleasure sweet doubtless it was to see 
Mortais subdued in ali the shapes of sleep. 

Here lay two sister twins in infancy ; 
There, a lone youth who in his drcams did weep ; 

Within. two lovers linkcd innocently, 
In their loose locks which ovev both did creep 

Like ivy from one stcm ;—and there lay calm 
Old age with snow-bright hair and folded palm. 

But other troubled forms of sleep she saw, 
Not to be mirrored in a holy song— 

Distortions foul of supernatural awe, 
And pale imaginings of visioned wrong ; 

And ali the code of Custom's lawless law 
Written upon the brows of old and young : 
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" This," said the wizard maiden, " is the striíe 
Which stirs the liquid surface of man's li£e." 

And little did the sight disturb her soul.— 
We, the weak mariners of that wide lake 

\Vhere'er its shores extcnd or billows roU, 
Oiir course unpiloted and starless raake 

0'er its wild surface to an unknown goal :— 
But she in the calm dcpths her way could take, 

Where in bright bowers immortal forms abide 
Beneath the wcltering of the rcstless tide. 

And she saw princes couched under the glow 
Of sunlike gems ;  and round each temple court 

In dormitories ranged, row after row, 
She saw the priests asleep—ali of one sort— 

For ali were educated to be so.— 
The peasants in their huts, and in the port 

The sailors she saw cradled on the waves, 
And the dead luUed within their dreamless graves. 

And ali the forms in which those spirits lay 
Were to her sight like the diaphanous 

Veils, in which those sweet ladics oft array 
Their delicate limbs, who would conceal froni us 

Only their scorn of ali concealment: they 
Hlove in the light of their own beauty thus. 

But these and ali now lay with sleep upon them, 
And little thought a Witcli was looking on them. 

She, ali those human figures breathing there, 
Beheld as living spirits—to her eyes 

The naked beauty of the soul lay bare, 
And often through a rude and worn disguise 

She saw the inncr forra most bright and fair— 
And then she had a cliarm of strange devicc. 

Wliich, niurmured on mute lips the tender tone, 
Could raakc that spirit mingle with her own. 

Alas I   Aurora, what wouUist thou have given 
For such a charm when Titlion became gray ? 

Or how much, Venus, oi thy silver Heaven 
Wouldst thou have yiclded, ere Proserpina 

Had half (oh I  why not ali ?) the debt forgiven 
Which dear Adonis had been doomcd to pay. 

To any witch who would have taught vou it ? 
The Heliad doth not know its value yet. 
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'Tis said in after times her spirit free 
Knew what lovc was, and felt itself alone— 

But holy Dian could not chaster be 
Before she stooped to kiss Endymion, 

Than now this lady—like a sexless bee 
Tasting ali blossonis, and confined to none, 

Among those mortal forms, the wizard-maiden 
Passed with an eye serene and heart unladcu. 

To those she saw most beautiful, she gave 
Strange panacea in a crystal bowl :— 

They drank in their deep slecp of tliat sweet wave, 
And livcd thenceforward as if some control, 

Mightier than lifc, were in them ;  and the gravo 
Of such, when death oppressed the wearj- soul, 

Was as a green and overarching bower 
Lit by the gems of many a starry flower. 

For on the night that they were buried, sl\e 
Restorcd the embalmers' ruining, and shook 

The light out of the funeral lamps, to bc 
A mimic day within that dcathy nook ; 

And she unwound the woven imagery 
Of second childhood's swaddling bands, and took 

The cofíin, its last cradle, from its niche, 
And threw it with contempt into a ditch. 

And there the body lay, age after age, 
Mute, breathing, beating, warm, and undecaying, 

Like one asleep in a green hcrmitage, 
With gentle smiles about its eyelids playing, 

And living in its dreams bcyond the rage 
Of death or life ;  while they were still arraying 

In liveries ever new, the rapid, blind 
And fiecting generations of mankind. 

And she would write strange dreams upon the brain 
Of those who were less beautiful, and make 

Ali harsh and crooked purposes more vaiu 
Than in the desert is the serpenfs wake 

Which the sand covers—ali his evil gain 
The miser in such dreams would rise and shake 

Into a beggar's lap ;—the lying scribe 
Would his own lies betray without a bribe. 

The priests would write au explanation full, 
Translating hicroglyphics into Greek, 
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How the God Apis really was a buU, 

And nothing more ;  and bid the licrald stick 
The same against the temple doors, and puU 

The old cant down ;   they licensed ali to speak 
Whate'er they thought of hawks, and cats, and geese, 
By pastoral letters to cach diocese. 

LXXIV 

The king would dress an ape up in liis crown 
And robes, and seat him on his glorious seat. 

And on the right hand of the sunlike throne 
Would place a gaudy mock-bird to repeat 

The chatterings of the monkey.—Every one 
Of the prone courtiers crawlcd to kiss the feet 

Of their great Eraperor, when the morning came. 
And kissed—alas, how niany kiss the same 1 

The soldiers dreamcd that they were blacksmiths, and 
Walked out of quarters in somnanibulism ; 

Kound the red anvils you might sce them stand 
Like Cyclopses in Vulcan's sooty abysm, 

Beating their swords to ploiighsliares ;—in a band 
The gaolers sent those of the liberal schism 

T"ree throiigh the streets of Meniphis, much, I wis. 
To the annoyance of king Amasis. 

LXXVI 

And timid lovers who had been so coy, 
They hardly knew whether they loved cr not, 

Would risc out of their rest, and take sweet joy, 
To the fulfilment of their inmost thought; 

And when next day  the maiden and the boy 
Met one another, both, like sinners caught, 

Blushed at the thing which each believed was done 
Only in fancy—till the tenth moon shone ; 

LXXVII 

And then the Witch would let them take no ill: 
Of many thousand schemes which lovers íind, 

The Witch found one,—and so they took their fill 
Of happiness in marriage warm and kiud. 

ínends who, by practice of some envious skill, 
Were tom apart—a wide wound, mind from miud 1— 

She did unite again with visions clear 
Of deep atfection and of truth sincere. 

These were the pranks she played among the citics 
Of mortal men, and what she did to Sprites 

And Gods. entangling them in her sweet ditties 
To do her will, and show their subtle sleights, 

I will declare anotlier time ;  for it is 
A tale more fit for the weird winter nights 

Than for these garish summer days, when we 
Scarcely believe much more than we can see. 
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ODE TO NAPLES 

[Comp. August  17-25,   1820.    Publ.  1824.] 

liPODE I  a 

I STOOD within tUc city disinteired ; * 
And hcard the autumnal leavcs like light footíalls 

Of spirits passiiig tlirougli the strcets ;  and hcard 
The 51ountain's shirabcrous voice at iiitervals 

Thrill thiougli those roofless halls ; 
Tlie oracular thunder penetrating shook 

The listcning soul iu iny susponded blood ; 
I íelt that Earth out of her dcep heart spoke— 

I íelt, but heard not:—through white columns glowed 
The isle-sustaining ocean-flood, 

A j)laiie of hght between two heavens of azure ! 
Around me gleanied niany a. bright sepulchre 

Of whose purê beauty. Time, as i£ his pleasure 
Were to spare Death, had ncver made erasure ; 

But every living lineamcnt was cloar 
As in the sculptor's thought;   and thcre 

The wreaths of stony niyrtle, ivy, and pine, 
Like winter leaves o'ergrown l)y moulded snow, 
Seemed only not to move and grow 

Because the crystal silence of the air 
Weighed on their life ;  evcn as the Power divine 
Which then luUed ali things, brooded upon mine. 

EPODE  II  a 

Then geutle winds arose 
With many a mingled close 

Of wild Aeolian sound, and mountain-odours keen ; 
And where the Baian ocean 
Welters with airlike motion, 

\\'ithin. above, around its bowers of starry greeu, 
Jloving the sea-flowers in those pin-ple caves, 

Even as the ever stormless atmosphere 
Floats o'cr the Elysian realm, 

It bore me, like an Angel, o'cr tlio waves 
Of sunlight, whose swift pinnace of dewy air 

No storm can overwhelm. 
I sailed, where evcr íiows 
Undcr the calin Serene 
A spirit of dcep emotion 

* The Author lias connected many recollcctions of his visit 
to Pompeii and Baiae with the enthnsiasm excited by the in- 
tÇllipence of the proclaniation of a l"onstitutional Government at 
^'aples. This lias given a tinge of picturesque and descriptive 
iiiuigery to the introductory Epodes which depicture the?ie 
'acenes, and some of the majestic feelings permanently connected 
^ith the scene of this animating event. 
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From the unknown graves 
Of the dead Kings of Melody.* 

Shadowy Aornos darkened o'cr the hcliii 
The horizontal aether ;  Heaven stripped bare 
Its depth over Elysium, where the prow 
Made the invisible watcr white as snow ; 
From that Typhaean inount, Inarime, 

There streamcd a simbright vapour, hko the standard 
Of some aethereal ho.st; 
Whilst from ali the coast, 

Louder and louder, gathering roíind, there wandered 
Over the oracular woods and divine sea 
Prophesyings which grew articulatc— 
They seize me—I must spcak thera !—be they iate I 

STROPIIE  I 

Naples ! thou Heart of men which ever pantest 
Naked, beneath the lidless eye of Heaven ! 

Elysian City, which to calm enchautest 
The mutinous air and sea !  they round thee, cvea 
As sleep round Leve, are driven ! 

iletropolis of a ruined Paradise 
Long lost, late won, and yet but half rcgained ! 

Bright Altar of the bloodless sacriiice, 
Which armèd Victory offers up unstained 
To Love, the flower-encliained I 

Thou which wert once, and then didst cease to be, 
Now art, and hcnceforth ever shalt bo, free, 

If Hope, and Truth, and Justice cau avail,— 
Hail, hail, ali hail 1 

STROPHE   II 

Thou youngest giant birth 
Which from the groaning earth 

Leap'st, clothed in armoiir of impenetrable scalo ! 
Last of the Intercessors ! 
Who 'gainst the Crowned Transgressors 

Pleadest before God's love !    Arrayed in Wisdom'3 mail, 
Wave thy lightning lance in mirth 
Nor let thy high heart fail, 

Though from their hundred gates the leagued Oppressors 
With hurried legions move I 
Hail, haU, ali hail ! 

ANTISTROPUE   I   a 

What though Cimmerian Anarchs dare blaspheme 
Freedom and thee ?  thy shield is as a mirror 

To make their blind slaves see, and with fierce gleara 
To tum his hungry sword upon the wearer ; 

A new Actaeon's error 
Shall theirs have becn—devourcd by their own hounds í 

Be thou like the imperial Basilisk 

* Homer and Virgil. 
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Killing thy foe with unapparent wounds ! 

Gaze on Oppression, till at that dread risk 
Aghast she pass from the Earth's disk : 

Fear not, but gaze—for freemen mightier grow. 
And slaves more feeble, gazing on their foe :— 

If Hope, and Truth, and Justice may avail, 
Thou shalt be great—Ali hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE  II   a 

, From Frcedora's form divine, 
From Nature's inmost slirine, 

Strip every impious gawd, rend Error veil by veil; 
0'er Ruin desolatc, 
0'er FaIsehood's fallen statc, 

Sit thou sublime, unawed ;  be the Destroyer pale ! 
And equal laws be thine. 
And wingèd words let sail, 

Frcighted with truth even from the throne of God : 
That wealth, surviving fate, 
Be thine.—AU hail 1 

ANTISTKOPUE   I   /S 

Didst thou not start to hear Spain's thrilling paean 
From land to land re-echocd solemnh', 

Till silence became music ?    From tlie Aeacan * 
To the cold Alps, eternal Italy 
Starts to hcar thine I   The Sca 

Which paves the desert streets of Venice laughs 
In light and music ;   widowed Genoa wan 

By moonlight spells ancestral epitaphs, 
Mnrmuring, " Where is Doria ?     fair Milan, 

Within whose veins long ran 
The vipcr's f palsying venom, lifts her heel 
To bruise his head.    The signal and the seal 

(U Hope and Truth and Justice cau avail) 
Art thou of ali thcse hopes.—O hail 1 

.  I:'; 
ANTISTROPHE  II  /S 

Florence !  bcneath the sun, 
Of cities fairest one, 

Blushes within her bower for Frecdom's expectation ; 
From eyes of quenchless hope 
Rome tears the priestly cope, 

As ruling once by power, so now by admiration,— 
ATI athiete stripped to run 
From a remoter station 

For the high prize lost on I>hilippi's shore •— 
As then Hope, Truth, and Justice did avail, 
So now may Fraud and Wrong !  O hail ! 
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* Aeaea, the island of Circe. 
t The vipcr was the armorial device of the Visconti, tyrants 

of Milan. 
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EPODE   I  j3 

Hear ye the march as of the Earth-born Forms 
Arraycd against the ever-livint; Gods ? 

The crash and darkness of a thoiisand storius 
Biirsting their inaccessible abodcs 

Of ciags and thundcr-clouds ? 
See ye the banners blazoned to the day, 

Inwrought with emblems of barbárie pride ? 
Dissonant threats kill Silence far away, 

The serene Heavon which wraps our Éden wide 
With iron light is dyed ; 

The Anarchs of tlie North lead forth their legious 
Lilie Chãos o'er creation, uncreating ; 

An hundred tribes nourishcd on strange rehgions 
And lawless slaveries,—down the acreal regions 

Of the white Alps, desolating, 
Famished wolves that bidê no waiting, 

Blotting the glowing footsteps of old glory, 
Trampling our colunmed cities into dust, 

Their duU and savage hist 
On Beaiity's corse to sickness satiating— 

They come !    The fields they tread look black and hoary 
With fire—froni their red feet the streams run gory I 

EPODE  II j3 

Great Spirit, deepest Love ! 
Which nilcst and dost move 

Ali things which live and are, within the Italian shore; 
Who spreadest Heaven around it, 
Whose woods, rocks, waves, surround it ; 

Who sittest in thy star, o'er Occan's western lloor ; 
Spirit of bcauty !  at whose soft command 

The sunbeams and the showers distil its foison 
From the Earth's bosom chill : 

Oh, bid those beams be cach a blinding brand 
Of lightning I  bid those showers be dews of poison t 

Bid the Earth's plenty kill ! 
Bid thy bright Heaven above, 
Whilst light and darkness bound it, 
Be their tomb who planned 
To niake it ours and thine ! 

Or, with thine harmonizing ardonrs till 
And raise thy sons, as o'er the proue hori/on 
Thy lamp fecds evcry twiUght wave with lire—• 
Be man's high hope and unextinct desire 
Tiie instnimcnt to work thy will divine ! 

Then clouds from sunbeams, antelopes from leopaxds. 
And frowns and fears from thee, 
Would not more swiftly flee 

Than Celtic wolves from the Ausonian shepherds.— 
Whatever, Spirit, from thy starry shrine 

Thou yiddest or withholdest, oh, let be 
'I his city of thy worship ever free í 
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AUTUMN : A DIRGE 

[Publ. 1824.] 

THE warm suu is íailiup;, the bleak wind is wailing, 
The bare boughs are sighing, the pala flowers are dying, 

And the Year 
Ou the earth her death-bed, in a shroud of leaves deaU, 

Is lying. 
Come, Months, come away, 
From November to May, 
In your saddest array ; 
FoUow the bier 
Of the dead cold Year, 

And like dim shadows watch by her sepulclire. 

The chill rain is falling, the nipped worm is crawling, 
The rivers are swelhng, the thunder is knelUng 

For the Year ; 
The bUthc swallows are flown, and the Hzards each gone 

To his dwelUng ; 
Come, Months, come away ; 
Put on white, black, and gray; 
Let your light sisters play— 
Ye, foUow the bier 
Of the dead cold Year, 

And makc her grave green with tear on tear. 

THE WANING MOON 

[Publ. 1824.] 

AND like a dying lady, lean and pale, 
Who totters forth, wrapped in a gauzy veil, 
Out of her chamber, led by the insane _ 
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain, 
The moon arose up in the murky East, 
A white and shapcless mass—• 

DEATH 

[Publ. 1824.] 
y 

DEATH is here and death is there, 
Death is busy everywhere, 
Ali around, within, beneath, 
Above is death—and we are death. 
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II 

Death has set his mark and seal" 
On ali we are and ali we feel 
On ali we know and ali we fear. 

First our pleasures die—and then 
Our hopes, and then our fears—and when 
These are dead, the dcbt is due, 
Dust claims dust—and we die too. 

AU things that we love and cherish, 
Like ourselves must fade and perish ; 
Such is our rude mortal lot— 
Love itself would, did thoy not. 

LIBERTY 

[Publ. 1S24.] 

TiiE fiery mountains answer each othcr ; 
Their thunderings are echocd from zone to zone ; 

The tcmpestuous oceans awake one another, 
And the ice-rocks are sliaken round Winter's throne, 

When the clarion o£ the Typhoon is blown. 

From a single cloud the lightening flashes, 
Whilst a thousand isles are illumined around, 

Earthquake is trampling one city to ashes, 
An hundred are shuddering and tottering ; the sound 

Is bellowing underground. 

But kcener thy gaze than the Iightening's glarc. 
And swifter thy step than the earthquake's tranip ; 

Thou dcafenest the rage of the ocean ;  thy stare 
Makes blind the volcanoes ;  the sun's bright lamp 

To thine is a fen-fire damp. 

From billow and mountain and exhalation 
The sunlight is darted through vapoulland blast; 

From spirit to spirit. from nation to natión, 
From city to hamlet thy dawning is cast,— 

And tyrants and slaves are like shadows of night 
In the van of the morning light. 
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SUMMER AND WINTER 

[Publ. 1829.]    ■•' '" ■■'■ '■■ 

IT was a bright and cheerfnl afternoon, 
Towards thc end of the sunny month o£ June, 
When the north wind congregates m crowds 
The floating mountains of the silver clouds 
From the horizon—and the stainless sky 
Opens beyond them Uke cteruity. 
Ali things rejoiced beueath the sun ;   the weeds, 
The river, and the comfields, and the reeds ; 
Thc willow leaves that glanced in the light breeze. 
And the ürm íoliage of the larger trees. 

It was a winter such as when birds die 
In the deep íorests ; and the fishes lie 
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes 
Even the mud and slirae of the warm lakes 
A wrinkled clod as hard as brick ;  and when, 
Among their children, comfortable men 
Gathcr about great fires, and yet íeo! cold : 
Alas, then, íor the homeless beggar old ! 

THE TOWER OF FAMINE 

[Publ. 1829.] 

AMtD the desolation of a city, 
Which was the cradle, and is now the grave 
Of an extinguished people,—so that Pity 

Weeps o'er the shipwrecks of Oblivion's wave, 
There stands the fower of Famine.    It is built 
Upon some prison-homes, whose dwellers rave 

For bread, and gold, and blood :   Pain, linked to Guilt, 
Agitates the light ílame of their hoiirs, 
Uutil its vital oil is spent or spilt. 

There stands the pile, a tower amid the towers 
And sacred domes ; each marble-ribbèd roof, 
The brazen-gatcd temples, and the bowcrs 

Of solitary wealth,—the tempest-proof 
Pavilions of the dark Italian air,— 
Aro by its prgsence dimmed—they stand aloof. 

And are withdrawn—so that the world is bare ; 
As if a spectre wrapped ia shapeless terror 
Amid a compauy of ladics íair. 
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Should glide and glow, till it becarae a rairror 
Of ali thcir bcauty, and their hair and hue, 
The life of their swcet eyes, with ali its error. 
Should be absorbed. till they to niarble grew. 

AN ALLEGORY 

[Publ. 1824.] 

A PORTAL as of shadowy adamant 
Stands yawning on the liighway of the life 

Which we ali tread, a cavem liuge and gaunt; 
Around it rages on unceasing strife 

Of sliadows, like the restless clouds that haunt 
Thü gap of some cleít mountain, lifted liigh 
Into the whirhvinils of the iipper slcy. 

And niany pass it by with cârcless tread, 
Not knowing that a shadowy . . . 

Tracks cvery travellcr even to where the dead 
Wait peacefuUy for their conipanion new ; 

But others, by more curioiis hinnoiir led, 
Pause to examine ;—these are vtry few, 

And they learn little there, e.\cei)t to know 
That shadows follow them where'er they go. 

THE WORLD'S WANDERERS 

[Publ. I8--4-] 

TELL me, thou Star, whose wiugs of light 
Speed thee in thy liery íliglit, 
In what cavem of tho   night 

Will thy pinions cioso, now ? 

Tell me, Moon, thou pale and gray 
Pilgrim of Heaven's homeless way 
lu what de])th of night or day 

Seekest thou rei>ose now ? 

Weary Wind, who wanderest 
Likc the world's rejected guest, 
Hast thou still some secret nest 

On the tree or billow ? 
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SONNET 

[Publ. 1823.] 

YE hasten to the dead !    What seek ye thefe, 
Ye restlcss thoughts and busy pnrposes 
0£ the idle brain, which thc ^vorld'.s livery woar ? 
O thou quick heart, wliich pantcst to posscss 
AH that pale Expectation feigneth fair ! 
Thou vainly curious mind which wouldest guess 
Whence thou didst como, and vvhither thou must go, 
And ali that never yet was known would know— 
Oh. whither hasten ye, that thus ye press, 
With sucli swift feet li{e's green and pleasant path, 
Seeking alike írom happiness and woe 
A refuge in the cavem of gray death ? 
O heart, and niind, and thoughts !  what thing do you 
Uope to inherit in the grave below ? 

ORPIiEUS 

[Last days o£ 1820 ?    Publ. 1862.] 

A. Not far írom hence.    From yonder pointed hill, 
Crowned with a ring o£ oaks, you niay behold 
A dark and barren lield, through which there flows, 
Sluggish and black, a deep but narrow stream, 
Which the wind ripples not, and the íair moon 
Gazes in vain, and finds no mirror there. 
FoUows the herbless banks of that strangc brook 
Uutil you pause beside a darksome pond, 
The íountain oi this rivulet, whose gush 
Cannot be seen, hid by a rayless night 
That lives beneath the overhanging rock 
That shades the pool—an endlcss spring of gloom, 
Upon whose edge hovers the tender light, 
Trenibling to mingle with its paramour,— 
But, as Syrinx fled Pan, so night tlies day. 

Ou one side of this jagged and shapeless hill 
There is a cave, from which there eddies up 
A pale mist, like aéreal gossamer, 
Whose breath destroys ali life—awliile it veils 
The rock—then, scattered by the wind, it flies 
Along the stream, or lingers on the clefts, 

Upon the beetling edge of that dark rock 
There stands a group of cypresses ; not such 
As, with a graceful spire and stirring life, 
Pierce the purê heaven of your nativo vale, 
Whose branches the air plays amoug, but not 
Disturbs, ícaring to spoil their solemn grace; 
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But blasted and ali wearily they stand, 
One to another clinging ;  their weak boughs 
Sigli as the wind buffets them, and they shake 
Beneath its blasts—a weather-beaten crew ! 

Chorus. What wondrous sound is that, mournful and faint, 
But more melodious than the murmuring wind 
Which through the columns of a teinple glides ? 

A. It is the wandering voice of Orpheus' lyre, 
Borne by the winds, who sigh that their rude kiiig 
Hurrics them fast from these air-fecding notes ; 
But in their specd tliey bear aloug with them 
The waning sound, scattering it like dew 
Upon the startled sense. 

Chorus. Does he still sing ? 
Methought he raslily cast away his harp 
When he had lost Eurydice. 

.1. Alas! 
lu times long past, when fair Kurydice 
With her bright eyes sat listening by his side, 
He gently sang of high and heavenly themes. 
As in a brook, fretted with little waves 
By the light airs of spring—each riplct nuikes 
A many-sided mirror for the suu. 
VVhile it flows musically through green banks, 
Ceaseless and pauseless, ever ckar and fresh, 
So ílowed his song, reflccting the deep joy 
And tender love that fed tliose sweetest notes, 
But that is past.    Returning from tlrear Hell, 
He chose a lonely seat of unhewn stone. 
Blackened with lichens, on a herbless plain. 
Then from the deep and overflowing spring 
Of his eternal ever-moving grief, 
There rose to Heaven a sound of angry song. 
'Tis as a mighty cataract that parts 
Two sister rocks with watcrs swift and strong, 
And casts itsclf with horrid roar and din 
Adown a steep ;   from a perennial source 
It ever flows and falls, and breaks the air 
With loud and fierce, but niost harmonious roar. 
And as it falls casts up a vaporous spray 
Which the sun clothes in Inies of íris light. 
Thus the tempestuous torreut of his grief 
Is clothcd in sweetest sounds and varying words 
Of poesy.    Unlike ali human works, 
It never slackens, and through every chauge 
Wisdom and beauty and the power divino 
Of mighty poesy together dwell, 
Mingling in sweet accord.    As I have seen 
A líerce south blast tear through the darkened sky, 
Driving along a rack of wingtd clouds, 
Which may not pause, but ever hurry on, 
As their wild shepherd wills them, while the stars, 
Twinkling and dim, peep from between the plumes. 
Anon the sky is cleared, and the high dome 
Of serene Heaven, starred with fiery flowers. 
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Shuts in the shaken earth ;  or the stUl moon 
Swiftly, yet gracefully, bcgins her walk, 
Rising ali bright behind the eastern hills. 
I talk o£ inoon, and wind, and stars, and not 
Of song ;  but, would I echo his high song, 
Nature must lend me words ne'er used before, 
Or I must borrow from her perfect works. 
To picture forth his perfect attributes. 
lie does no longer sit upon his throue 
Of rock upon a desert herbless plain, 
For the evcrgreen and knotted ilexes, 
And cypresses that scldora wave their boughs. 
And sca-green olives with their grateful fruit, 
And elms dragging along the twisted vines, 
Which drop their berries as they íoUow fast, 
And blackthorn bushes with their infant race 
Of blushing rose-blooms ;   beeches, to lovers dear. 
And weeping willow trees ;  ali swift or slow. 
As their huge boughs or lighter dress permit 
Have circled in his throne, and Earth herself 
Has sent from her maternal breast a grovvth 
Of starlike flowers and herbs of odour sweet, 
To pave the temple that his poesy 
HEIS framed, while near his feet grim lions couch, 
And kids, íearless from love, creep near his lair, 
Even the blind worms seem to feel the sound. 
The birds are silent, hanging down their heads, 
Pcrched on the lowest branches of the trees ; 
Not even the nightingale intrudes a note 
In rivalry, but ali catranced she listcns. 
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FIORDISPINA 

[Late  1820.    Publ.  1824 and  1862.] 

TiiE season was the childhood of sweet June, 
Whose sunny hours from morning until noon 
Went creeping through the day with silent feet, 
liach with its load of pleasure ;  slow yet sweet; 
Like the long years of blest Etcrnity 
Nevcr to be developed.    Joy to thee, 
Fiordispina and thy Cosimo, 
FoT thou the wonders of the depth canst know 
Of this unfathomable fJood of hours, 
Sparkling beneath the heaven which cmbowers 

They were two cousins, almost like to twins, 
Except that from the catalogue of sins 
Nature had rased their love—which could not be 
But by dissevcring their nativity. 
And so they grew together like two flowers 
Upon one stem, which the same beams and showers 
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Lull or awaken in their purple prime, 
Which the saine hand will gather—the same clime 
Shake with decay.    This fair day smiles to see 
AH those who love—and who e'er loved like thee 
Fiordispina ?    Scarcely Cosimo, 
Within whose bosom and whosc brain now glow 
The ardours of a vision which obscure 
The very idol of its portraiture. 
He faints, dissolved into a sca of love ; 
But thou art as a planet spliered abové ■ 
But thou art Love itself—ruUng the motion 
Of his subjected spirit:  such emotion 
Must end in sin and sorrow, if sweet May 
Had not brouçht forth this morn—your wedding-day. 

"Lie there;  sleep awhile in your own dew 
"i e faint-eyed children of the Hours '' 
Fiordispina said, and threw the flowers 
Which she had írom the breathing 

A table near of poUshed porphyry. 
Tliey seemed to wear a beauty froni the eye 
That looked on them—a fragrance from the toiich 
Whose warmth checked their life ;  a light such 
As sleepers wear, luUed by the voice they love, 
~,      ,.,,•,     . which did reprove 
The childish pity that she felt for them, 
And a rcmorse tliat from their stein 
She had divided such fair shapes made 
A feehng in the which was a shade 
Of gentle beauty on the flowers :  there lay 
Ali gems that make the earth's dark bosom gay 
,   j ..      , ^°f^^. °^ mytle-buds and lemon-blooms 
And that leaf tmted lightly which assumes 
The livery of unremembered siiow  
Violets whose eyes have drunk 

Fiordispina and her nurse are now 
Upon the steps of the high pórtico ; 
Under the withered arm of Media 
She flings her glowing arm 

step by step and stair by stair,' 
Ihat withered woman, gray and white and brown— 
Alore üke a trunk by lichens overgrown 
rhan anything which once could have been human 
And ever as she goes the palsied woman 

" How slow and painfuUy you seem to walk 
Foor Media !  you tire yourself with talk."     ' 
_.     ,.    . " And well it raay, 
Fiordispma, dearest—well-a-day ! 
You are hastening to a marriage-bed • 
I to tlie grave I '•_•■ Aml if my love were dcad 
Unless my heart deceives me, I would lie 
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Beside him in my shroud as willingly 
As now in the gay night-dress Lilla wrought." 
" Ine, child !    Let that unseasonable thought 
Not be remembered till it snows in June ; 
Such fancies are a music out of tune 
With the sweet dance your heart niust keep to-night. 
What!  would you takc ali bcauty and delight 
Back to the Paradise íroni which you sprung, 
And leave to grosser mortais 
And say, sweet lamb, would you not learn the sweet 
And subtle mystery by which spirits meet ? 
Who knows whether the loving game is played, 
^^^len, once o£ mortal [vesture] disarrayed, 
The naked soul goes wandering here and there 
Through the wide dcserts of Elysian air ? 
The violet dies not tilI it " 

GOOD-NIGHT 

[Also in Italian, íor Emilia Viviani ? Iate 1820 ?    Publ. 1822.] 

I 

GooD-NiGiiT ?   ah !   no ;   the hour is ill 
Which severs thoso it should unite ; 

Let us remain togcther still, 
Then it will be good night. 

How can I call the lone night good, 
Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight ? 

Be it not said, thought, understood— 
Then it will be—good night. 

To Iiearts which near each otlier move 
From evening close to morning light, 

The night is good ;  because, my love, 
They never say good-night. 
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VI. Unrest and Gloom 
1821-1822 

DIRGE FOR THE YEAR 

[Jan. I, 1821.    Publ. 1824.] 

ORPHAN Hours, tlie Ycar is dead, 
Come and sigh, come and wcep ! 

Merry Hours, smile instcad. 
For the Ycar is but aslecp. 

See, it smiles as it is slccping, 
Mocking your untimely weeping. 

n 
As an earthquake rocks a corse 

In its coffin in the clay, 
So White Winter, that rough nurse, 

Rocks tlie death-cold Year to-day ; 
Solemn Hours I   wail aloud 
For your mother in hcr shroud. 

in 
As the wild air stirs and sways 

The tree-swung cradle of a child, 
So the breath of these rude days 

Rocks the Year :—be calm and mild, 
TrembUng Hours, she will arise 
With new love within her eyes. 

January gray is here, 
Like a sexton by her grave ; 

Februáry bears the bicr, 
March with grief doth howl and raVe, 

And April weeps—but, O ye Hours 1 
Follow with May's fairest flowcrs. 

> TO NIGHT 

[Pub. 1S24.] 

SwiFTLY walk o'er the western \vave, 
Spirit of Night ! 

Out of the misty eastcrn cave, 
Where, ali the long and lone daylight. 
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Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear, 
Which make thee terrible and dear,— 

Swift be thy flight I 
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Wrap thy form in a mantle gray, 
Star-inwrought I 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day; 
Kiss her until she be wearied out, 
Then wander o'er city, and sea, and land, 
Touching ali witli tliine opiate wand— 

Come, long-sought 1 

When I arose and saw tlic dawn, 
I sighed for tliec ; 

When Hght rode high, and the dew was gone. 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 
And the weary Day turned to his rest, 
Lingering like an unlovetl guest, 

I sighed for thee. 

Thy brother Death came, and cried,. .7 
Wouldst thou me ? 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the íilmy-eyed, 
Murmured Uke a noontide bee, 
Shall I nestle near thy side ? 
Wouldst thou me ?—And I replied, 

No, not tliee ! 

Death will come when thou art dead, 
Soon, too soon— 

Sleep will come when thou art fled ; 
Of neither woukl I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, belovèd Night— 
Swift be thine approaching flight, 

Come soon, soon ! 

TIME 

[Publ. 1824.] 

UNFATUOMABLE Sea !  whose waves are years, 
Ocean of Time, whose waters of dcep woe 

Are brackish with the sait of human tears ! 
Thou shoreless ílood, which in thy ebb and flow 

Claspest the liraits of niortality. 
And sick of prey, yct howling on for more, 
Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable shore ; 

Treacherous in calm, and terrible ia storm, 
Who shall put forth on thee, 
Unfathoniable Sea ? 
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LINES 

[Publ. 1829.] 

FAR, far away. O yo 
Halcyons of Memory, 
Seek some far calmcr nest 
Than this abandoncd breast! 
No news of your false spring 
To my liearfs winter bring, 
Once having gone, in vain 

Ye come again. 

Vultures, who buikl your bowers 
High in thc l''uturc's towers, 
Withered hopcs on hopes are spread 1 
Dying joys, choked by the dead, 
Will serve your bcaks for prey 

Jlany a day. 

FROM THE ARABIC:   AN IMITATION 

[Publ. 1824.] 

MY faint spirit was sitting in the light 
Of thy looks, my love ; 

It panted for thce like the liind at noon / 
For the brookri, my love. 

Thy barb whose lioofs out.speed the tempesfs flight 
Bore thee far from me ; 

My lieart, for my weak fcet were weary soon, 
Did companion thee. 

Ah !  fleeter far than ffcetest storm or steed, 
ür the dcath they bear, 

The heart which tender thought clothes Uke a doye 
With tlio wings of care ; 

In the battle, in the darkness, in the need, 
Shall mine chng to thee, 

Nor claim one smile for ali the comfort, love, 
It may bring to thee. 
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EPIPSYCHIDION 

VERSES ADDRESSED TO THE NOBLE AND UNFORTUNATE 

LADY EMILIà V  

NOW IMPRISONED IN THE CONVENT OF   

L'anima amante si slancia fuori dei creato, e si crea nell' 
infinito un Mondo tutto per essa, diverso assai da questo escuro 
e pauroso baratro. HER OWN WORDS. 

(Ej>ipsychidion was composed at Pisa, Jan., Feb., 1821, and 
published without the aiitlior's name, in the foUowing summer). 

ADVERTISEMENT 
The Writer of the following lines died at Florence, as he was 

prepariiig for a voyage to onc of the wildest of the Sporades, 
which ho had bought, and whcre he had fitted up the ruins of 
aii old building, and where it was his hope to have realised a 
schcme of life, suitcd perhaps to that happicr and better workl 
of which he is now an inhabitant, but hardly practicable in this. 
His life was singular; less on account of the romantic vicissitudes 
which diversified it, than the ideal tinge which it received from 
his own character and íeclings. The present Põem, like the 
\'ita Niiova of Dantc, is sufficicntly intcUigible to a certain class 
of rcaders without a mattcr-of-fact history of the circumstances 
to which it relates ; and to a certain other class it must ever 
rcmain incomprehensiblc, from a defcct of a common organ of 
perception for the idcas of which it treats. Not but that grau 
vergogna sarebbc a colui, che rimasse cosa sotto veste di figura, o 
di colore reitorico : e domandato non sapesse denudare Ic sue 
parole da cotai veste, in guisa che avesscro veracc intendimento. 

The present põem appears to have been intcnded by the Writer 
as the dedication to some longcr one. The stanza following is 
almost a literal translation from Dantc's famous Canzonc 

Voi, ch' intendendo, il íerzo ciei movete, etc. 

Tlic prcsumptuous application of the concluding lines to his own 
composition will raise a smile at the expcnse of my unfortunate 
friend :  be it a smile not of contempt, but pity. S. 

MY song, I fear that thou wilt lind but few 
Who fitly shall conceive thy reasoning, 
Of such hard matter dost thou entertain ; 
Whence, if by misadvcnture, chance should bring 
Thee to base company (as chance may do), 
Quite unaware of what thou dost contain, 
I prithee, comfort thy sweet self again, 
My last delight! tell them that they are dull, 
And bid them own that thou art beautiful. 
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EPIPSYCHIDION 

SwEET Spirit!    Sister of that orphan one, 
Whose empire is the name thou weepest on, 
In my heart's temple I suspend to thee 
These votive wreaths of withered memory. 

Poor captive bird ! who, from thy narrow cage, 
Pourest such music, that it might assuage 
The ruggèd hearts of those who prisoned thee, 
Were they not deaf to ali sweet melody; 
This song shall be thy rose : its petals pale 
Are dead, indeed, my adored Nightingale ! 
P)Ut soft and fragrant is the faded blossom, 
And it has no thorn left to wound thy bosom. 

High, spirit-wingèd Heart! who dost for ever 
lieat thine unfeeling bars with vain endeavour, 
Till those bright plumes of thought, in which arra)'ed 
It over-soared this low and worldly shade, 
Lie shattered; and thy panting, wounded breast 
Stains with dear blood its unmaternal nest! 
I weep vain tears : blood woiild Icss bitter be, 
Yet poured forth gladlier, coul<i 'i profit thee. 

Seraph of Heaven ! too gentle to be human, - 
Vailing beneath that radiant form of Vyoman 
Al! that is insupportable in thee ' <>>n' *, 
Of light, and love, and immortality! 
Sweet Bencdiction in the eternal Curse I 
Veiled Glory of this lampless Universe ! 
Thou Moon beyond the clouds !    Thou living ForEo 
Among the Dead !    Thou Star above the Storm I 
Thou Wonder, and thou Bcauty, and thou Terror! 
Thou Harmony of Nature's art 1    Thou Mirror 
In whom, as in the s[)lendour of the Sun, 
Ali shapes look glorious which thou gazest on ! 
Ay, even the dim words which obscure thee now 
Flash, lightning-Iike, with unaccustomed glow; 
I pray thee that thou blot from this sad song 
Ali of its much mortality and wrong, 
With those clear drops, which start like sacred dew 
From the twin lights thy sweet soul darkens through, 
Weeping, till sorrow becomes ecstasy : 
Then smile on it, so that it may not die. 
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I never thought before my death to see 

V'outh's vision thus made perfect.    Emily, 
I love thee; though the world by no thin namé 
Will hide that love from its unvalued shanie. 
Would we two had been twins of the same mother! 
Or, that the name my heart lent to another 
Could be a sister's bond for her and thee, 
Blending two beams of ene etemity! 
Yet were one lawful and the other true, 
These names, though dear, could paint not, as is due, 
How beyond refuge I am thine.    Ah me ! 
I am not thine : I am a part of thee. 

Sweet Lamp ! my moth-like Muse has burned its wings 
Or, like a dying swan who soars and sings, 
Young Love should teach Time, in his own gray style, 
Ali that thou art.    Art thou not void of guile, 
A lovely soul formed to be blessed and bless ? 
A well of sealed and secret happiness, 
Whose waters like blithe light and music are, 
Vanquishing dissonance and gloom ?    A Star 
Which moves not in the moving heavens, alone ?  -"• 
A Smile amid dark frowns ? a gentle tone 
Amid rude voices ? a belovèd light ? 
A Solitude, a Refuge, a Delight ? 
A Lute, which those whom Love has taught to play 
Make music on, to soothe the roughest day : /. 
And luU fond Grief asleep ? a buried treasure ?     • ■ 
A cradle of young thoughts of wingless pleasure ? 
A violet-shrouded grave of Woe?—I measure    „_, 
The world of fancies, seeking one like thee. 
And fmd—alas ! mine own infirmity. 

She met me, Stranger, upon life's rough wa)-, 
And lured me towards sweet Death ; as Night by Day, 
VVinter by Spring, or Sorrow by swift Hope, 
Led into light, life, peace.    An antelope, 
In the suspended impulse of its lightness, 
Were less aethereally light: the brightnuss 
Of her divinest presence trembles through 
Her limbs, as undemeath a cloud of dew 
Embodied in the windless heaven of June 
Amid the splendour-wingèd stavs, the Moon 
Bums, inextinguishably beautiful: 
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And from her lips, as from a hyacinth fuU 
Of honey-dew, a liquid murmur drops, 
Kiiling the sense with passion ; sweet as stops 
Of planctary music heard in trance. 
In her mild lights the starry spirits dance, 
The sunbeams of those wells which ever leap 
Under the lightnings of the soul—too deep 
For the brief fathom-line of thought or sense. 
The glory of her being, issuing thence, 
Stains the dead, blank, cold air with a warm shade 
Of unentaiigled intermixture, made 
]5y IvOve, of light and motion : one intense 
J )iffiision, one serene Omnipresencc, 
Who.se flowing outUnes mingle in their flowing 
Aroiind lier cheeks and utmost fingers glowing 
With the uninterinitted blood, which there 
Quivers, (as in a fleece of snow-Hke air 
The crimson pulsq of living niorning quiver,) 
Continuously prolonged, and ending never, 
Till tliey are lost, and in that Beauty furled 
Which penetrates and clasps and fills the world; 
Scarce visible from extreme loveliness. 
'Warm fragrance seems to fali from her light dress 
And her loose hair; and where some heavy tress 
The air of her own speed has disentwined, 
The sweetness seems to satiate the faint wind; 
And in the soul a wild odour is fclt, 
Beyond the sense, like fiery dews that mcit 
Into the bosom of a frozen bud.— 
See where she stands! a mortal shape indued 
With love and life and light and deity, 
And motion which may change but cannot die; 
An image of some bright Eternity ; 
A shadow of some golden dream; a Splendour 
Leaving the third sphere pilotless ; a tender 
Reflection of the elernal Moon of Love 
Under whose motions life's duU billows move; 
A Metaphor of Spring and Youth and iMorning; 
A Vision like incarnate April, warning, 
With sniiles and tears, Frost the Anatomy 
Into his summer grave. 

Ah, woe is me ! 
W'hat have I dared ? where am I lifted ? how 
Shall I descend, and perish not ?    I know 
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That Love makes ali things eqiial: I have heard 
}5y mine own heart this joyous truth averred: 
The spirit of the worm beneath the sod 
In love and worship, blends itself with God. 

Spouse ! Sister! Angel! Pilot of the Fate 
Vr'hose course has bcen so starless!    O too late 
Belovèd !    O too soon adored, by me ! 
For in the fields of Immortality 
]My spirit should at first have worshipped thiile, 
A divine presence in a place divine ; 
Or should have moved beside it on this earth, 
A shadow of that substance, from its birth ; 
Kut not as now :—I love thee; yes, I feel 
That on the fountain of my heart a seal 
Is sct, to keep its waters purê and bright 
For thee, since in thosc tears thou hast delight. 
We—are we not formed, as notes of music are, 
For one another, though dissimilar; 
Such difference without discord, as can make 
Those sweetest sounds, in which ali spirits shake 
As trembling leavcs in a continuous air? 

Thy wisdom speaks in me, and bids me dare 
Beacon the rocks on which high hearts are wreckcd. 
I never was attached to that great sect, 
Whose doctrine is, that each one should select 
Out of the crowd a mistress or a friend, 
And ali the rest, though fair and wise, commend 
To cold oblivion, though it is in the coda 
Of modern morais, and the beaten road 
■\Vhich those poor slaves with weary footsteps tread, 
\^'ho travei to their home among the dead 
By the broad highway of the world, and so 
■With one chained friend, perhaps a jealous foe, 
The dreariest and the longest journey go. 

True Love in this differs from gold and clay, 
That to divide is not to take away. 
I.ove is like understanding, that grows bright, 
Gazing on many truths ; 'tis like thy light, 
Imagination ! which from earth and sky, 
And from the depths of human fantasy, 
As from a thousand prisms and mirrors, fills 
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The Universe with glorious beams, and kills 
Error, the worm, with many a sun-like arrow 
Of its reverberated lightning.    Narrow 
The heart that loves, the brain that contemplates, 
The life that vvears, the spirit that creates 
One object, and one form, and builds thereby 
A sepulchre for its etemity. 

Mind from its object differs most in this r 
Evil from good; misery from happiness ; 
The baser from the nobler; the impure 
And frail, from what is clear and must endure. 
If you divide suíTering and dross, you may 
Diminish till it is consumed away; 
If you divide pleasure and love and thought, 
Each part exceeds the whole; and we know not 
How much, while any yet remains unshared, 
Of pleasure may be gained, of sorrow spared :      /; 
This truth is that íleep well, whence sages draw ,;,: 
The unenvied light of hope; the eternal law 
By which those Üve, to whom this world of life 
Is as a garden ravaged, and whose strife 
•Tills for the promise of a later birth 
The wilderness of this Elysian earth. 

There was a Being whom, my spirit oft 
Met on its visioned wanderings, far aloft, 
In the clear golden prime of my )'outh's dawn,    ,, 
Upon the fairy isles of sunny lawn, 
Amid the enchanted mountains, and the ca%es 
Of divine sleep, and on the air-Iike waves 
Of wonder-level dream, whose tremulous fioor 
Paved her light steps;—on an imagined shore, 
Under the gray beak of some promontory 
She met me, robed in such exceeding glory, 
That I beheld her not.    In solitudes 
Her voice came to me through the whispering woods, 
And from the fountains, and the odours deep 
Of flowers, which, like lips murmuring in their sleep 
Of the sweet kisses which had luUed them there, 
Breathed but of her to the enamoured air ; 
And from the breezes whether low or loud, 
And from the rain of every passing clouti. 
And from the singing of the summer-birds. 
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And from ali sounds, ali silence ; in the words 
Of antique verse and high romance,—in form, 
Souud, colour—in whatever checks that storm 
Which with the shattered present chokes the past; 
And in that best philosophy, whose taste 
Makes this cold common hell, our life, a doom 
As glorious as a fiery martyrdom; 
Her Spirit was the harmony of truth.—• 

Then, from the caverns of my dreamy youth 
I sprang, as one sandalled with plumes of fire, 
And towards the lodestar of my one desire, 
I flitted, like a dizzy moth, whose flight 
Is as a dead leafs in the owlet light, 
When it would seek in Hesper's setting sphere 
A radiant death, a fiery sepulchre, 
As if it were a lamp of earthly flame.— 
But She, whom prayers or tears then could not tame, 
Passed, like a God throned on a wingèd planet, 
Whose buming plumes to tenfold swiftness fan it, 
Into the dreary cone of our life's shade ; 
And as a man with mighty loss dismayed, 
I would have followed, though the grave between 
Yawned like a gulf whose spectres are unseen : 
When a voice said :—" O thou of hearts the weakest, 
The phantom is beside thee whom thou seekest." 
Then I—" Where ? "—the world'secho answered "where? " 
And in that silence, and in my despair, 
I questioned every tongueless wind that flew 
Over my tower of mourning, if it knew 
Whither 'twas fled, this soul out of my soul; 
And murmured names and spells which have control 
Over the sightless tyrants of our fate; 
Eut neither prayer nor verse could dissipate 
Tlie night which closed on her; nor uncreate 
That world within this Chãos, mine and me, 
Of which she was the veiled Divinity, 
The world I say of thoughts that worshipped her :     ♦■ 
And therefore I went forth, with hope and fear 
And every gentle passion sick to death, 
Fccding my course with expectation's breath, 
Into the wintry forest of our life ; 
And struggling through its error with vain strife, 
And stumbling in my weakness and my haste. 
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And half bewildered by new forms, I passed. 
Seeking among those untaught foresters 
If I could find one form resembling hers, 
In which she might have masked herself from me. 
There,—One, whose voice was venomcd mclody 
Sate by a well, under blue nightshade bowers ; 
The breath of her false mouth was like faint flowers, 
Hcr touch was as electric poison,—flame 
Out of her looks into my vitais came, 
And from her living cheeks and bosom flew 
A killing air, which pierced like hone)-dew 
Into the core of my green heart, and lay 
üpon its leaves ; until, as hair grown gray 
0'er a )oung brow, they hid its unblown prime 
With ruins of unseasonablc time. 

In many mortal forms I rashly sought 
The shadow of that idol of my thought. 
And some were fair-*-but beauty dies away: 
üthers were wise—but honeyed words betray: 
And One was triie—oh ! why not true to me ? 
Then, as a hunted deer that could not flee, 
I turned upon my thoughts, and stood at bay, 
Wounded and weak and panting; the cold day 
Trembled, for jiity of my strife and pain. 
VVhen, like a noonday dawn, therc shone again 
Deliverance.    One stood on my path who seemed 
As like the glorious shape which I had dreamed 
As is the Moon, whose changes ever run 
Into themselves, to the cternal Sun; 
The cold chaste Moon, the Queen of Heaven's bright isies, 
Who makes ali beautiful on which she smiles, 
That wandering shrine of soft yet icy flame 
Which ever is transformed, yet still the same. 
And warms not but illumines.    Young and fair 
As the descended Spirit of that spherc, 
She hid me, as the Ãloon may hide the night 
Fruíii its own darkness, until ali was bright 
Jietween the Heaven and Earth of my ailm mind. 
And, as a cloud charioted by the wind, 
She led me to a cave in that wild place, 
And sate beside me, with her downward face 
Illumining my slumbers, like the Í^Ioon 
Wa.xing and waning ü'er Endymion. 



Unrest and Gloom 421 
And I was laid asleep, spirit and limb, 
And ali my being became bright or dim 
As the Moon's image in a summer sea, 
According as she smiled or frowned on me; 
And there I lay, within a chaste cold bed : 
Alas, I then was nor alive nor dead :— 
For at her silver voice carne Death and Life, 
ünmindful each of their accustomed strife, 
Masked like twin babes, a sister and a brother, 
The wandering hopes of one abandoned mother. 
And through the cavem without wings they flew, 
And cried "Away, lie is not of our crew." 
I wept, and though it be a dream, I weep. 

What storms then shook the ocean of my sleep, 
Blotting that Moon, whose pale and waning lips 
Then shrank as in the sickness of eclipse;— 
And how my soul was as a lampless sea, 
And who was then its Tempest; and when She, 
The rianet of that hour, was quenclied, what frost 
Crept o'er those waters, till from coast to coast 
The moving billows of my being fell 
Into a death of ice, immovable;— 
And then—what earthquakcs made it gape and split, 
The white Moon smiling ali the while on it, 
These words conceal:—If not, each word would be 
The kcy of staunchless tears.    Weep not for me ! 

,   At length, into the obscure Forest carne 
■The Vision I had sought through grief and shame. 
Athwart that wintry wilderness of thorns 
Flashcd from her motion splendour like the Mom's, 
And from her presence life was radiated 
Through the gray earth and branches bare and dead; 
So that her way was paved, and roofed above 
With flowers as soft as thoughts of budding love ; 
And music from her respiration spread 
Like light,—ali othcr sounds were penetrated 
By the small, still, sweet spirit of that sound,       * • 
So that the savage winds hung mute around; 
And odours warm and fresh fell from her hair 
Dissolving the dull cold in the frore air: 
Soft as an Incarnation of the Sun, 
When light is changed to love, this glorious One 
Floated into the cavem where I lay, 
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And called my Spirit, and the dreaming clay 
Was lifted by the thing that dreamed below 
As smoke by fire, and in her beauty's glow 
I stood, and felt the dawn of my long night 
Was penetrating me with living light: 
I knew it was the Vision veiled from me 
So many years—that it was Eniily. 

Twin Spheres of light who rule this passive Earth, 
This world of love, this me; and into birth 
Awaken ali its fruits and flowers, and dart 
Magnctic might into its central heart; 
And lift its billows and its mists, and guide 
By everlasting laws, each wind and tide 
To its fit cloud, and its ap{)ointed cave; 
And lull its storms, each in the craggy grave 
\\'hich was its cradle, luring to faint bowers 
The armies of the rainbow-wingèd showers ; 
And, as those married lights, which from the towers 
Of Hcaven look forth and fold the wandering globe 
In liquid sleep and splendour, as a robc; 
And ali their many-mingled influence blend, 
If equal, yet uniike, to one sweet end;— 
So ye, bright regents, ■with alternate swaj- 
Govem my sphere of being, night and day ! 
Thou, not disdaining even a borrowed might; 
Thòu, not cclipsing a remoter light; 
And, through the shadow of the seasons three, 
From Spring to Antunin's seru maturity, 
lyight it into the Winter of the tomb, 
Where it may ripen to a brighter bloom. 
Thou too, O Comet beautiful and fierce, 
Who drew the heart of this frail Universe 
Towards thine own; till, wrecked in that convulsion, 
Alternating attraction and repulsion, 
Thinc wcnt astray and that was rent in twain; 
Oh, float into our azure heaven again ! 
Be there Love's folding-star at thy return; 
The living Sun will feed thee from its um 
Of golden fire ; the Moon will veil her horn 
In tliy last smiles ; adoring Even and Morn 
Will worship thee with incense of calm breath 
And lights and shadows; as the star of Death 
And Birth is worshipped by those sisters wild 
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Called Hope and Fear—upon the heart are piled 
Their offerings,—of this sacrifice divine 
A World shall be the altar. 

Lady mine, 
Scorn not these flowers of thought, the fading birth 
Which from its heart of hearts that plant puts forth 
VVhose fruit, made perfect by thy sunny eyes, 
Will be as of the trees of Paradise. 

The day is come, and thou wilt fiy with me. 
To whatsoe'er of duU mortality 
Is mine, remain a vestal sister still; 
To the intense, the deep, the imperishable, 
Not mine but me, henceforth be thou united 
Even as a bride, delighting and delighted, 
The hour is come :—the destined Star has risen 
Which shall descend upon a vacant prison. 
The walls are high, the gates are strong, thick set 
The sentinels—but true Love never )-et   ' 
Was thus constrained : it overleaps ali fence : 
Like lightning, with invisible violence 
Piercing its continents ; like Heaven's free breath, 
Which he who grasps can hold not: liker Death, 
Who rides upon a thought, and makes his way 
Through temple, tower, and j)alace, and the array 
Of arms : more strength has Love than he or they; 
For it can burst his charnel, and make free ? > 
The limbs in chains, the heart in agony, •/ 
The soul in dust and chãos. 

Emily, 
A ship is floating in the harbour now, 
A wind is hovering o'er the mountain's brow ; 
There is a path on the sea's azure íloor, 
No keel has ever ploughed that path before; 
The halcyons brood around the foamless isles; 
The treacherous Ocean has forswom its wiles; 
The merry mariners are bold and free: 

__Say, my heart's sister, wilt thou sail with me ? 
Our bark is as an albatross, whose nest 
Is a far Éden of the purple East; 
And we between her wings will sit, while Night, 
And Day, and Storm, and Calm, pursue their fiight, 
Our ministers, along the boundless Sea, 
Treading each other's heels, unhecdedly. 
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It is an isle under lonian skies, 
Beautiful as a wreck of Paradise, 
And,—for the harbours are not safo and good,— 
This land would have remained a solitude 
]!ut for some pastoral people native there, 
■\\'ho from the Elysian, clear, and goldcn air 
Draw the last spirit of the age of gold, 
Simple and spirited; innocent and bold. 
The blue Acgean girds this chosen home, 
With ever-changing sound and light and foam, 
Kissing the sifted sands, and cavems hoar; 
And ali the winds wandering along the shore 
Undulate with the undulating tide : 
There are thick woods where sylvan forms abide; 
And many a fountain, rivulet, and pond, 
As clear as elemental diamond, 
Or serene morning air ; and far beyond, 
The mossy tracks made by the goats and deer 
(VVhich the rough shepherd treads but once a year) 
Pierce into glades, cavems, and bowers, and halls 
Kiiilt round with ivy, which the waterfalls 
Illumining, with sound that never fails 
Accompany the noonday nightingales ; 
And ali the place it peopled with sweet airs; 
The light clear element which the isle wears 
Is heavy with the scent of lemon-flowcrs, 
Which floats like mist laden with unseen showers, 
And falls upon the eyelids like faint sleep; 
And from the moss violets and jonquils peep. 
And dart their arrowy odour through the brain 
Till you might faint with that delicious pain. 
And every motion, odour, beam, and tone, 
With that deep music is in unison: 
Which is a soul within the soul—they seem 
Like echoes of an antenatal dream.— 
It is an isle 'twixt Heaven, Air, Earth, and Sea, 
Cradled, and hung in clear tranquillity ; 
Kright as that wandering Éden Lucifer, 
Washed by the soft blue Oceans of young air. 
It is a favoured place.    Famine or Blight, 
Pestilence, War and Earthquake, nuver light 
Upon its niountain-peaks ; blind vultures, they 
Sail onward far upon their fatal way : 
The wingòd storms, chanting their thunder-psalm 
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To other lands, leave azure chasms of calm 
Over this isle, or weep themselves in dew, 
From which its fields and woods ever renew 
Their green and golden immortality. 
And from the sea there rise, and from the sky 
There fali, clear exhalations, soft and bright, 
Veil after veil, each hiding some delight, 
Which Sun or Moon or zephyr draw aside, 
Till the isle's beauty, like a naked bride 
Glowing at once with love and loveliness, 
Blushes and trembles at its own excess: 
Yet, like a buried lamp, a Soul no less 
Burns in the heart of this delicious isle, 
An atom of th' Eternal, whose own smile 
Unfolds itself, and may be felt, not seen 
0'er the gray rocks, blue waves, and forests green,. 
Filling their bare and void interstices. 
But the chief marvel of the wilderness 
Is a lone dwelling, built by whom or how 
None of the rustic island-people know : 
'Tis not a tower of strength, though with its height 
It overtops the woods; but, for delight, 
Some wise and tender Ocean-King, ere crime 
Had been invented, in the world's young prime, 
Reared it, a wonder of that simple time, 
An envy of the isles, a pleasure-house 
Made sacred to his sister and his spouse. 
It scarce seems now a wreck of human art, 
But, as it were Titanic; in the heart . 
Of Éarth having assumed its form, then grown 
Out of the mountains, from the living stone, 
Lifting itself in caverns light and high : 
For ali the anticiue and learnèd imagery 
Has been erased, and in the {)lace of it 
The ivy and the wild-vine interknit 
The volumes of their many-twining stems; 
Parasite flowers illume with dewy gems 
The lampless halls, and when they fade, the sky 
Peeps through their winter-woof of tracery 
With moonlight patches, or star atoms keen, 
Or fragments of the day's inteiise serene;— 
Working mosaic on their Parian floors. 
And, day and night, aloof, from the high towers 
And terraces, the Earth and Ocean seem 
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To sleep in one anothei^s arms, and dream 
Of waves, flowcrs, clouds, woods, rocks, and ali that we 
Rcad in their smiles, and call reality. 

This isle and house are mine, and I have vowed 
Thee to be lady of the solitude.— 
And I have fitted up some chambers there 
Ixwking towards the golden Eastern air, 
And levei with the living winds, which flow 
Like waves above the living waves below.— 
I have sent books and music there, and ali 
Those instruments with which high Spirits call 
The future from its cradle, and the past 
Out of its grave, and make the present last 
In thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot dia, 
Folded within their own eternity. 
Our simple life wants little, and true taste 
Hices not the pale drudge Luxury, to waste 
The scene it would adorn, and therefore still, 
Nature with ali her children haunts tlie hill. 
The ring-dove, in the embowering ivy, yet 
Kecps up her lovc-lament, and the owls flit 
Round the evening tower, and the young stars glance 
Between the quick bats in their twilight dance; 
The spotted deer bask in the fresh moonlight     ' 
Before our gate, and the slow, silent night 
Is measured by the pants of their calm sleep. 
Be this our home in life, and when years heap 
Their withered hours, like leaves, on our decay, 
Let us become the overhangiiig day, üü .   " • 
The living soul of this Elysian isle, '' ^ 
Conscious, inseparable, one.    Meanwhile 
We two will rise, and sit, and walk together, 
Under the roof of blue lonian weather. 
And wander in the meadows, or ascend 
The mossy mountains, where the blue heavens bcnd 
With lightest winds, to touch their paramour; 
Or linger, where the pebble-paven shore, 
Under the quick, faint kisses of the sea 
Trembles and sparkles as with ecstasy,— 
Possessing and possessed by ali that is 
Within that calm circumference of bliss, 
And by each other, till to love and live 
Be one:—or, at the noontide hour, arrive 
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Where some old cavem hoar seen^s yet to keep 
The moonlight of the expired night asleep, :, 
Through which the awakened day can never peep/; 
A veil for our seclusion, close as night's, 
Where secure sleep may kill thine innocent lights; 
Sleep, the fresh dew of languid love, the rain    TKí.: 
Whose drops quench kisses till they burn again.-' ' 
And we wiíl talk, until thought's melody 
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 
In words, to live again in looks, which dart 
With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart, 
Harmonizing silence without a sound. 
Our breath shall intermix, our bosoms bound, 
And our veins beat together; and our lips 
With other eloquence than words, eclipse 
The soul that burns between them, and the wells 
Which boil under our being's inmost cells, 
The fountains of our deepest life, shall be 
Confused in Passion's golden purity, 

_ As mountain-springs under the morning sun. 
We shall become the same, we shall be one 
Spirit within two fraraes, oh ! wherefore two ? 
One passion in twin-hearts, which grows and grew, 
Till like two meteors of expanding flame, 
Those spheres instinct with it become the same, 
Touch, mingle, are transfigured; ever still 
Burning, yet ever inconsumable : 
In one another's substance íinding food, 
Like flames too purê and light and unimbued 
To nourish their bright lives with baser prey, 
Which point to Heaven and cannot pass away: 
One hope within two wills, one wilI beneath 
Two overshadowing minds, one life, one deatli, 
One Heaven, one Hell, one immortality, 
And one annihilation.    Woe is me ! 
The wingèd words on which my soul would pierce 
Into the height of Love's rare Úniverse, 
Are chains of leud around its flight of fire— 
I pant, I sink, I tremble, I expire! 

Weak Verses, go, kneel at your Sovereign's feet. 
And say :—" We are the masters of thy slave ; 
\Vhat wouldest thou with us and ours and thine ? " 
Then call your sisters from Oblivion's cave, 



428 Shelley 
AIl singing loud: " Love's very pain is sweet, 
But its reward is in the world divine      ' ■ 
^Vhich, if not here, it builds beyond the grave." 
So shall ye live when I ain there.    Then baste 
Ovar the hearts of men, until ye meet 
Marina, Vanna, Friinus, and the rest, 
And bid them lovc each other and be blessed: 
And leave the troop which errs, and which reproves, 
And come and be my guest,—for I am Love's. 

FRAGMENTS CONNECTED WITH 
EPIPSYCHIDION 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

HERE, my dear friend, is a nèw book íor you ; 
I have already dcdicatcd two 
To other friends, one female and onu inale,— 
What you are, is a thing that I niust veil; 
What can this be to those who praise or rail ? 
1 ncver was attached to that great scct 
Whose doctrine is that each one should select 
Out of the world a mistress or a friend, 
And ali the rest, though fair and wise, commend 
To cold oblivion—though 'tis in the co<lc 
Of niodorn morais, and the beaten road 
Which those poor slaves with wcary footsteps trcad 
Who travei to their honie among the dead 
By the broad highway of the world—and so 
With one sad friend, and many a jealous foe, 
TTie dreariest and the longest journey go. 

Free love has this, diflerent from gold and clay, 
That to divide is uot to take away. 
Like ocean, which the general north wind breaks 
Into ten thousand wavcs, and each one makes 
A mirror of the moon—like some great glass. 
Which did distort whatever form might pass, 
IJashed into fragments by a playful child, 
Which then reflccts its eyes and forehead mild ; 
Civing for one, which it conld ne'er express, 
A thousand images of lovelincss. 

If I were one whom the loud world held wise, 
1 should disdain to quote authorities 
In commendation 01 this kind of love :— 
Why, there is first the God in heavcn above, 
Who wrote a book called Nature, 'tis to be 
Keviewcd, I hear, in the next Quarterly ; 
And Sócrates, the Jesus Christ of Grcece, 
And Jesus Christ Himself, did never cease 
To urge ali living things to love each other. 



Unrest and Gloom 429 
And to forgive their mutual faults, and smother 
The Dcvil of disunion in their souls. 

[Publ. 1903^] 
Thy beauty hangs around thcé liko 
Splendour around the rtioon— 
Thy voicc as silver bcUs that strike 
Upon ... 

[Publ. 1862.] 
I love you !—Listen, O embodied Ray 

Of the great Brightness ;  I must pass away 
While you remain, and these light words inust be 
'fokens by which you may rcmember me. 
Start not—the thing you are is unbetrayed, 
I{ you are human, and if but the shadc 
Oi some sublimer spirit  

And as to fricnd or mistress, 'tis a form ; 
Perhaps I wish you were one.    Some declare 
You a íamiliar spirit, as you are ; 
Others with a more inhuman 
Hint that, though not my wiíe, you are a vvoman ; 
What is the colour of your eyes and hair ? . >'. 
Why, if you were a lady, it were fair 
The world should know—but, as I am afraid, 
The Quarterly would bait you if betrayed ; 
And as it will bc sport to see them stumble 
Over ali sorts of scandals, hear them mumble 
Their litany of curses—some guess right, 
And others swear you're a Hermaphrodite ; 
Like that sweet marblc monster of both scxes, 
Which looks so sweet and gentle that it vexes 
The vcry soul that the soul is gone 
Which lifted from hcr limbs the veil of stone. 

[Publ.   1839,   2nd   ed.] 
It is a sweet thing, friendship, a dear balm, 

A happy and auspicious bird of calm, 
Which rides o'cr life's ever tumultuons Ocean ; 
A God tliat broods o'er chãos in commotion ; 
A flower which fresh as Lapland roses are, 
T,ifts its bold head into the world's frore air, 
.\nd blooms most radiantly when others die, 
Health, hope, and youth, and brief prosperity ; 
And with the light and odour of its bloom, 
Shining within the dungoon and the tonib ; 
Whose coming is as light and music are 
'Mid dissonance and gloom—a star 
Wliich moves not "mid the moving heavens alone— 
A smile among dark frowns—a gentle tone 
Among rude voices, a belovèd light. 
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A solitude, a refuge, a delight. 
I£ I had but a friend !    Why, I have three 
Even by my own confcssion ; there may bo 
Some more, for what I know, for 'tis my miud 
To call my friends ali who are wise and kind,— 
And these, Heaven knovvs, at best are very few ; 
But none can ever be more dear than you. 
Why should they be ?    My muse has lost her wings, 
Or liko a dying swan who soars and sings, 
I should describe you in heroic style, 
But as it is, are you not void of guile ? 
A lovely soiil, íormed to be blessed and bloss : 
A well of sealed and secret happiness ; 
A lute which those whom Love has taught to play 
Make music on to chcer the roughest dar. 
And enchant sadness till it slceps ?  . . . . 

[Publ. iSÓJ.i 
To the oblivion whither I and thou, 
AU loving and ali lovely, hasten now- 
With steps, ah, too nnequal !  may we meet 
In one Elysium or one winding-shect! 

If any should be curious to discover 
Whether to you I am a friend or lover, 
Let them read Shakespeare's sonnets. taking thcace 
A whctstone for their duU intelligence 
That tears and will not cut, or let thoni guess 
How Diotima, the wise proplietess, 
Instructud the instructor, and why hc 
Rebuked the infant spirit of melody 
On Agathon's sweet lips, which as he spoke 
Was as the lovely star when morn has broke 
The roof of darkness. in the golden dawu, 
Halí-Uidden, and yet beautiful. 

I'll pawn 
My hopes of Heaven—you know what they are woi th- 
That the presumptuous pedagogues of Earth, 
If they could tell the riddlc oticred here 
Would scorn to be, or being to appear 
What now they seem and are—but let them chide, 
They have few pleasures in the world beside ; 
Pcrhaps we should be duU were we not chidden, 
Paradise fniits are sweetest when forbidden. 
FoUy can season Wisdom, Hatred Lo\ o. 

Farewell, if it can be to say farewell 
To those who 

I will not, as most dedicators do, 
Assure myself and ali the world and you, 
That you are faultless—would to Gotl they were 
Who taunt me with your love !    I theu should wear 
These heavy chains of life with a light spirit. 
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And would to God I were, or even as near it 
As you, dear heart.    Alas !  what are we ?    Clouds 
Driven by the wind in warring multitudes, 
Which rain into the bosom of the earth, 
And rise again, and in our death and birth. 
And through our rcstless life, take as from heaven 
Hues which are not our own, but which are given. 
And then withdrawn, and with inconstant glance 
Flash from the spirit to the countenance. 
There is a Power, a Lovc, a Joy, a God 
Which makes in mortal hearts its brief abode, 
A Pythian exhalation, which inspires 
Love, only love—a wind which o'er the wires 
Of the sours giant harp 
There is a mood which language faints beneath ; 
You feel it striding, as Almighty Death 
His bloodless steed .... 

And what is that most brief and bright delight 
Which rushes through the touch and through the sight. 
And stands before the spirit's inmost throne, 
A naked Seraph ?    None hath ever known. 
Its birth is darkncss, and its growth desire; 
Untameable and íleet and fierce as fire, 
Not to be touched but to be íelt alone, 
It lills the world with glory—and is gone. 

It floats with rainbow pinions o'er the stream 
Of life, which flows, like a dream 
Into the light of niorning, to the grave 
As to an ocean .... 

What is that joy which serene infancy 
Perceives not, as the hours content thcm by, 
líach in a chain of blossom, yet enjoys 
'lhe shapes of this new world, in giant toys 
Wrought by the busy ever new ? 
Remembrance borrows Fancy's glass, to show 
These forms more sinccre 
Than now they are, than then, perhaps, they were. 
When everything familiar secmed to be 
Wonderful, and the immortality 
Oi this great world, which ali things must inhcrit, 
Was felt as one with the awakening spirit, 
Unconscious of itself, and of the strange 
Distinctions which in its proceeding change 
It feels and knows, and mourns as if each were 
Adesolation .... 

Were it not a sweet refuge, Emily, 
For ali those exiles from the dull insane 
Wlio vex this pleasant world with pride and pain, 
l'"or ali that band of sister-spirits known 
To one another by a voicelcss tone .  . . ' 
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[Publ. 1903] 

If day should part us night will mend divisioa 
And if sleep parts us—we will meet in visiou 
And if life parts us—we will mix in deatli 
Yielding our [mite ?] of unreluctant breatli. 
Death cannot part us—we must nieet again 
In ali, in nothiufí, in delight. in pain : 
How, why, or whcn, or where—it mattors not 
So that we share an  undivided lot . . . 

And we will move possessing and possesse<l 
Wherever beauty on the earth's [bare ?] breast 
Lies like the shadow of thy soul—till we 
Become one being with the world we see . . . 

TO EMILIA VIVIANI 
[Publ. 1824.] 

MADONNA, wherefore hast thou sent to me 
Swect-basil and mignonette ? 

Embleniin<4 love and health, which nevcr yet 
In the samo wreath might be. 

Alas, and they are wet I 
Is it with thy kisscs or thy tears ? 

For never rain or dew 
Such íragrance drcw 

From plant or flower—the very doubt endears 
My sadness ever new, 

The sighs I breathe, the tears I shcd for thce. 

Send the stars light, but semi not love to me, 
In whom love ever made 

Health like a hcap of embers soon to fade— 

THE FUGITIVES 
[Publ. 1824.J 

THE waters are flashing, 
The white hail is dashing, 
The lightnings are glancing, 
The hoar- spray is dancing^- 

Away ! 

The wliirlwind is rolling, 
The thunder is tolling, 
The forest is swinging, 
The minster bells ringiug— 

Come away 1 
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The Earth is like Ocean, 
Wreck-strewn and in motion : 
Bird, beast, man antl worm 
Have crept out of thc storm— 

Come away ! 

433 

" Our boat has one sail. 
And tho helmsman is pale ;—■ 
A bold pilot I trow, 
Who should follow us now,"— 

Shoutcd hc— 

And she cried :   " Ply the oar ! 
Put off gaily from shore ! "— 
As she spoke, bolts oi death 
Mixed with hail, specked their path 

0'er the sea. 

And from isle, tower and rock, 
The blue beacon-cloud brokc. 
And though dumb in the blast, 
The rcd cannon flashed íast 

From the lee. 

iii 

And " Fear'st thou ? " and " Fear'st thou ? " 
And " Secst thou ? "   and " Hear'st thou ? " 
And " Drive we not free 
0'er the terrible sea, 

I and thou ? " 

One boat-cloak did covcr 
The loved and thc lover— 
Their blood beats one measure, 
They murmur proud pleasure 

Soft and low ;— 

While around the lashed Ocean, 
Like mountains in motion, 
Is withdrawn and uplifted, 
Sunk, shattered and shifted 

To and fro. 

*6.-*' 

In the court of the fortress 
Beside the pale portress, 
Like a bloodhound well beaten 
The bridegroom stands, eaten 

By shamc ; 

On tlie topmost watch-turret. 
As a death-boding spirit, 
Stands the gray tyrant father. 
To his voice the mad weather 

Seems tame ; 
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And with curses as wild 
As e'er cling to child, 
He devotes to the blast, 
The best, loveliest and last 

Of his name I 

FRAGMENT 
[Publ. 1903.] 

The death knell is ringing 
The raveii is singing 
The earth worm is crceping 
The mourners are weeping 

Ding, dong, bell. . . . 

TO  
[Publ. 1824.] 

Music, when soft voices die. 
Vibratcs in the memory— 
Odours, whcn sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken. 

Roso leavcs, wlien the rose is dead. 
Are heaped for the belovèd's bed ; 
And so thy thoiights, when thou art gone, 
Love itsclf shall slumber on. 

^ 
SONG 

[Publ. 1824.] 

RARELY, rarely, coinest thou, 
Spirit of Delight ! 

Wherefore hast thou left me now 
Many a day and night ? 

Many a weary night and day 
'Tis since thou art fled away. 

How shall ever oue like me 
Win thce back again ? 

With the joyous and the free 
Thou wilt scofE at pain. 

Spirit false I  thou hast forgot 
AJl but those who need thee not. 

As a lizard with the shade 
Of a trembling Icaf, 

Thou with sorrow art dismayed ; 
Even the sighs of grief 
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Re^ioach thee, that tliou art not near. 
And reproach tliou wilt not hear. 
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Let me set my mournful ditty 
To a merry measure ; 

Thou wilt never come for pity, 
Thou wilt come for pleasure ; 

Pity then will cut away 
Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay. 

I love ali that thou lovest, 
Spirit of Delight ! 

The fresh Earth in new leaves dressed. 
And the starry night ; 

Autumn evening, and the morn 
When the golden mists are boru. 

I love snow, and ali the forms 
Of the radiant frost ; 

I love waves, and wiuds, and storms, 
Everything almost 

Which is Naturc's, and may be 
Untainted by man's misery. 

I love tranquil solitude, 
And such society 

As is quiet, wise, and good; 
Between thee and me 

What difference ?  but thou dost posscss 
The things I seek, not love them less. 

VIII 
I love Love—though he has wings. 

And like light can tlee, 
But above ali other things, 

Spirit, I love thee— 
Thou art love and life !    Oh, come, 
Make once more my heart thy home. 

MUTABILITY 

[Publ. 1824.] 

THE flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow dies ; 

AU that we wish to stay 
Tempts and then flies. 
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What is this world's delight ? 
Lightning that mocks the niglit 

Brief even as bright. 

Virtue, how írail it is ! 
Fricndship how rare 1 

Love, how it sells poor bliss 
For proud despair ! 

But we, though soon they fali, 
Survive their joy, and ali 

Which ours wc call. 

III 

Whilst skies are blue and bright, 
Whilst flowers are gay, 

Whilst eyes that change erc uight 
Make glad the day ; 

Whilst yet the calm hours creep. 
Dream thou—and froni thy sleep 

Then wake to weep. 

LINES WRITTEN ON HEARING THE NEWS OF 
THE DEATH OF NAPOLEON 

[Publ. 1821.] 

WHAT ! alive and so bold, O Earth ? 
Art thou not ovcrbold ? 
What! leapest thou forth as of old 

In the light of thy morning mirth, 
The last of the flock of the starry fold ? 
Ha ! leapest thou forth as of old ? 
Are not the limbs still when the ghost is fled, 
And canst thou move, Napoleon being dead ? . 

How! is not thy quick heart cold ? 
What spark is alive on thy hearth ? 

How ! is not Ms death-knell knolled ? 
And livest thou still, Mother Earth ? 

Thou wert warming thy fingers old 
0'cr the enibers covered and cold 
Of that niost líery spirit, when it fled— 
What, Mother, do you laugh now he is dead ? 

" Who has known me of old," replied Earth, 
" Or who has my story told ? 
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It is thou who art overbold." 

And the lightning of scorn laughed forth 
As she sung " To my bosom I fold 
AH my sons when their knell is knolled, 
.\nd so with living motion ali are fed, 
And the quick spring like weeds out of the dead. 

"Still alive and still bold," shoutcd Earth, 
" I grow bolder and still more bold. 
The dead fill me ten thousandfold 

Fuller of speed, and splendour, and mirth. 
I was cloudy, and sullen, and cold, 
I>ike a frozen chãos uproUed, 
Till by the spirit of the mighty dead 
My heart grew warm.    I feed on whom I fed. 

*' Ay, alive and still bold," muttered Earth, 
" Napoleon's fierce spirit rolled, 
In terror and blood and gold, 

A torrent of niin to death from his birth. 
I^«ave the millions \vho follow to mould 
The metal before it be cold ; 
And weave into his shame, which like the dead 
Slirouds me, the hopes that from his glory fled." 

SONNET:   POLITICAL GREATNESS 

[Publ. 1824.] 

NoR happiness, nor majcsty, nor fame, 
Nor jHjacc, nor strength, nor skill in arms cr arts, 
Shcpherd thosc hcrds whom tyranny makes tame ; 
Verse echoes not one beating of their hearts, 
History is biit the shadow of tlieir shame, 
Art veils hcr glass, of from the pageant starts 
As to oblivion their bhnd millions fleet. 
Staining that Heaven with obscene imagery 
Of their own likeness.    Wliat are numbers knit 
By force or custom ?    Man who man would be, 
Must nile the empire of himself ;  in it 
Miist be supreme, establishing his throne 
On vanquished will, qucUing the anarchy 
Of hopes and íears, being himself alone. 
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THE AZIOLA 

[Publ. 1829.] 

" Do you not hear the Aziola cry ? 
Metliinks she must be nigh," 

Said Mary, as we sate 
In dusk, ere stars were lit, or caudles brouglit; 

And I, who thought 
This Aziola was some teclious woman, 

Asked, " Who is Aziola ? "    How elate 
I felt to know that it was nothing human, 

No mockery of myself to fear or hate : 
And Mary saw my soul, 

And laughed, and said, " Disquiet yoursflf not; 
'Tis nothing but a littlc downy owl." 

II 

Sad Aziola I  many an eventide 
Thy music I had heard 

By wood and stream, meadow and mountain-sidi;. 
And fields and raarshos widc,— 

Such as nor voice, nor lute, nor wind, nor birti, 
The soul ever stirred ; 

Unlike and far sweeter than them ali. 
Sad Aziola 1   from that nioment I 

Lovcd thee and thy sad cry. 

A LAMENT 

[Publ. 1624.] 

O WORLD I  O life !  O time ! 
On whose last steps T climb, 

Trembling at that where I had stood before ; 
Whea will return the glory of your prime .' 

No more—Oh, never more ! 

Out of the day and night 
A joy has taken ilight ; 

Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar, 
Move my faint heart with grief, but with deliglit 

No more—Oh, never more I 



Unrest and Gloom 439 

A LAMENT 

[Publ. 1824.] 

SvviFTER far than summer's flight— 
Swifter far than youth's delight— 
Swiítcr far than happy night, 

Art thou come and gone— 
As the earth when leaves are dead. 
As the night when sleep is sped. 
As the lieart when joy is fled, 

I am left lone, alonc. 

The swallow summer comes again— 
The owlct night resumes her reign— 
But the wild-swan youth is íain 

To fly with thee, false as thou.— 
My heart each day desires the morrow ; 
Sleep itself is turned to sorrow ; 
Vainly would my winter boirow 

Sunny leaves from auy bough. 

III 
Lilies for a bridal bed—- 
Koses for a matron's head— 
Violets for a maiden dead— 

Pansies let my flowers be : 
On the living grave I bear 
Scatter theni without a tear— 
Lct no fricnd, however dear, 

Waste one hope, one fear for me. 

TO EDWARD WILLIAMS 

[Publ. 1834.] 

THE scrpent is shut out from Paradise. 
The wounded deer must seek the herb no move 

In which its heart-cure lies : 
The widowed dove must cease to haunt a bower 

Like that from which its mate with feigncd sighs 
Klcd in the April hour. 

I too must seldom seek again 
Near happy friends a mitigated pain. 

Of hatred I am proud,—with scorn content; 
Indiííerence, that once hurt me, now is grown 

Itself indifferent ; 
But, not.to speak oi love, pity alone 
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Can break a spirit already more than bent. 

The miscrablc one 
Turns the mind's poison intoíood,— 

Its medicine is tears,—its evil good. 

Therefore, if now 1 see you sddomcr, 
Dear íriends, dear friend !  know that I only fly 

Your looks, because they stir 
Griefs that should sleep, and hopes that cannot die ; 

The very comfort that they minister 
I scarce can bear, yet I, 

So deeply is the arrow gone, 
Shouldquickíy perish if it were withdrawn. 

When I return to my cold home, you ask 
\\'hy I am not as I have ever been. 

You spoil me for the task 
Of acting a íorced part on Ufe's dull scene,— 

Of wcaring on my brow the itUe mask 
Of aiithor, great or mean, 

In the world's carnival.    I souqlit 
Peace thus, and but in you I found it not. 

FuU half an hour, to-day, I tried my lot 
With various flowers, and every one stil! said, 

" She loves me—lovcs me not." 
And if this meant a vision long since fled—- 

If it meant fortune. fanie, or peace of thought— 
If it meant.—but I dread 

To speak what you may know too wcU : 
Still tliere was truth in tlie sad oracle. 

The crane o'er seas and forests seeks her home ; 
No bird so wild but has its quiet nest, 

Whencc it no more would roam ; 
The sleepless l>illows on the ocean's breast 

Break like a bursting lieart. and die in foam, 
And thus at length find r&st : 

Doubtless there is a place of peace 
Whero my weak heart and ali its throbs sball cease. 

I asked her, yesterday, if she believed 
That I had resolution.    One who had 

Would ne'er have thus relieved 
His heart with words,—but what his judgemeat bade 

Would do, and leave the .scorner unreprieved. 
These verses are too sad 

To send to you, but that I know, 
Ilappy yourself, you fcel anothcr's woe. 
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TO 

t[Publ-. 1824.] 

ONE word is too often profaned 
For me to profane it, 

One feeling too falscly disdained 
For thee to disdain it ; 

One hope is too like despair 
For prudcnce to smother. 

And pity from thee more dear 
ílian that from another. 

I can give not wliat men call leve, 
But wilt tliou accept not 

The worship the heart lifts above 
And the Heavcns reject not,— 

The desire of the moth for the star, 
Of the night for the morrow, 

The devotion to something afar 
From tlie sphere Of our sorrow ? 

TO 

[Publ. 1824.] 

WHEN passion's trance is ovcrpast, 
If tenderness and trutli could last, 
Or Hve, whilst ali wild feelings kcep 
Some mortal slumber, dark and deep, 
I should not weep, I should not vveep I 

It wcre enough to feei, to see, 
Thy soft eyes gazing tendorly, 
And dream the rest—and burn and be 
The sccret íood of fires unsccn, 
Couldst thou but be as thou hast been. 

After the slumber of the yeat 
The woodland violets reappear ; 
AU things revive in field or grovc, 
And sky and sca, but two, which move 
And forra ali others, life and love. 
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FRAGMENTS 

t [Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

WHEN soít \vinds aild,suniiy skios 
With the grecn earth harmonize 
And the young and dew^' dawn, 
Bokl as an unhunted ía.vm, 
Up the windless heaven is gone,— 
Laugh :  for ambushed in the day, 
Clouds and whirlwinds watch their prey. 

[Publ. 1903.] 

WHEN May is painting with hcr colours gay 
The landscape skctclicd by April her sweet twin. 

LOVE, HOPE, DESIRE, AND FEAR 

[Publ. 1862.] 

AND mauy there were hurt by that strong boy, 
His naine, they said, was Pleasure, 

And near him stood, glorious beyond measure, 
Four Ladies who possess ali empery 

In earth and air and sea, 
Nothing that lives frora their award is free. 

Their names will I declare to thee, 
Love, Hope, Desire, and Fear, 
And they the regents are 

Of the four elements that frame the heart. 
And each diversely exercised her art 

By force or circumstance or sleight 
To prove her dreadful niight 
Upon that poor domain. 

Desire presented her [false] glass, and thcn 
The spirit dwelling there 

Was spellbound to embrace what sccincd so fair 
Within that magic rairror. 
And dazcd by that bright error, 

It would have scorned the [shafts] of the avenger. 
And death, and penitence, and danger, 

Had not then silent Fear 
Touched with her palsying spcar, 

So that as if a frozen torrent 
The blood was curdled in its currcnt ; 

It dared not spcak, even in look or motion, 
But chained within itself its proud devotion. 

Between Desire and Fear thou wcrt 
Awretched thing, poor heart I 

Sad was his life who borc thee in his breast, 
Wild bird for that weak nest. 
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Till Love even from ficrce Desirc it bought, 
And from the very wound of tender thought 
Drew solace, and the pity of sweet eyes 
Gave strength to bear those gentle agonies,, 
Surmount the loss, the terror, and the sorrow. 

Thcn Hope approached, she who can borrow 
From poor to-d^^y, from rich to-morrow. 
And Fear -withdrew, as night when day 
Dcscends upon the orient ray, 
And aftcr long and vain endurance 
The poor heart woke to her assurance. 
—At onc birth thcse four were bom 
Witli the \vorld's forgotten morn. 
And from Pleasure still thcy hold 
Ali it circles, as of old, 
When, as summer liires the swallow, 
l'leasure lures the heart to foUow— 
O weak heart of little wit I 
The fair hand that wounded it, 
Seeking, like a panting hare, 
Refuge in the lynx's lair, 
Ixivp, Desire, Hope, and Fear, 

Ever will be near. 

FRAGMENT:   "I WOULD NOT BE A KING" 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

I WOULD not bo a king—enough 
Oi woe it is to love ; 

The path to powcr is steep and rough, 
And tempests reign above. 

I woiild not climb the imperial throne ; 
'Tis built on ice which fortune's sun 

Thaws in the height of noon. 
Thcn farewell, king, yet were I one, 

Care would not come so soon. 
Would he and I were far away 
Keeping ílocks on Himalay 1 

GINEVRA 

[Comp. April 1821, Pisa,.    Publ. 1824.] 

W11.D, pale, and wondcr-strickrn, cven as ouc 
Who staggers forth into the air and sua 
From the dark chambcr of a mortal fcver, 
Bewildered, and incapable, and ever 
Fancying strangc comments in her dizzy brain 
Of usual shapes, till the familiar traiu 
Of objocts and of pcrsons passcd like things 
Strange as a dreamer's mad imaginings. 
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Ginevra from the nuptial altar went ; 
The vows to which her lips had sworn assent 
Riinf; in her braiu still with a jarring din, 
Deaíening the lost intclHgence within. 

And so she movcd undor the bridal vcil, 
Which made the palcness o^ her cheek more pale. 
And deepened the faint crimson o£ her mouth, 
And darkened her dark locks, as moonlight doth,— 
And of the gold and jewels gUttering thcrc 
She scarce felt conscious,—but the weary glare 
Lay Hke a chãos of unwelcome Hght, 
Vexing the sense with gorgeons undcUght. 
A moonbeam in the sliadow of a cloud 
Was Icss heavenly fair—her face was bowed, 
And as she passed, the diainonds in her hair 
Wcre mirrored in the poUslied marble stair 
Which Icd from the cathedral to the street ; 
And ever as she went her light fair fcet 
Erased these images. 

The bride-maidens who round her thronging carne, 
Some with a sense of self-rebuke and shamc, 
Envying the uncnviable ;   and others 
Jlaking the joy which shoiikl have been another'3 
Their own by gcntle sympathy ;  and some 
Sighing to think of an unhappy Iiome : 
Some few admiring what can ever lure 
Maidens to leave the heaven serene and purc 
Of parents' smiles for life's great chcat ;  a thing 
Bitter to taste, sweet in imagining. 

But thcy are ali dispcrscd—and, Io !  she stands 
Looking in idle gricf on her white hands, 
Alone within the garden now her own ; 
And through the sunny air, with jaugling tone, 
The music of the mcrry marriage-bells, 
Killing the azure silence, sinks and swells ;— 
Absorbed like one within a dream who dreams 
That he is dreaming, nntil slumber seems 
A mockery of itsclf—when suddcnly 
Antônio stood before her, pale as she. 
With agony, with sorrow, and with pride, 
He lifted his wan eycs upon the bride. 
And said—" Is this thy faith ? " and then as one 
Whose sleeping face is stricken by the sun 
With light like a harsh voice, which bids lüm rise 
And look upon his day of life with eyes 
Which weep in vain that thcy can dream no more, 
Ginevra saw her lover, and forbore 
To shriek or faint, and chccked the stifling blocxl 
Rushing upon her hcart, and unsubdued 
Said—" Friend, if earthly violence or ill, 
Suspicion, doubt, or the tyrannic will 
Of parents, chance or custom, time or change, 
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Or circumstance, or terror, or revengc, 
Or wildered looks, or words, or cvil specch. 
With ali their stings and venom can impeach 
Our love,—we love not:—i£ the grave wliich hides 
The victim from the tyrant, and divides 
The cheek that whitcns from the eyes that dart 
Impcrious inquisition to the heart 
Than is another's, could disscvcr ours, 
We love not."—" What ! do not the silent hours 
Beckon thee to Gherardi's bridal bed ? 
Is not that ring "—a plcdge, he would have said. 
Of brokon vows, but she with paticnt look 
Tho golden circle from hcr íinger took, 
And said—" Acccpt this token of my faith, 
The pledge of vows to be absolved by dcath ; 
And I am dead or shall bc soon—my kiiell 
Will mix its music with that merry bell, 
Does it not sound as if they swcetly said 
' We toll a corpse out of the marriagc-bed ? ' 
The ílowers upon my bridal chamber strewn 
Will serve nnfaded for my bicr—so soon 
That even the dying violet will not die 
Bcfore Ginevra."    The strong fantasy 
Had made her accents weaker and more weak, 
And (juenchcd the crimson life upon her chcek. 
And glazed her eyes, and spread an atmosphcre 
Roímd her, which chilled the burning noon with fear. 
Making her but an image oi the thought 
Which, like a prophet or a shadow, brought 
News of the terrors of the coming time. 
Like an accuser brandcd with the crime 
He would have cast on a belovèd friend, 
Whosc dying eyes rcproach not to the end 
The pale betrayer—he then with vain repentance 
Would share, he cannot now avert, the sentcncc— 
Antônio stood and would have spoken, when 
The compound voice of women and of men 
Was heard approaching ;   he retired, while she 
Was led amid the admiring company 
Back to the palace,—and hcr maidens soon 
Changed her attire for the aftcrnoon, 
And left her at hcr own rcqucst to kccp 
An hour of quiet and rest :—like one aslccp 
With open eyes antl foldcd hands she lay, 
Pale in the light of the declining day. 

Meanwhile the day sinks fast, the sun is set. 
And in the lighted hall the gucsts are met; 
The beautiful looked lovelier in the light 
Of love, and admiration, and delight 
Rellccted from a thousand licarts and eyes, 
Kindling a momcntary Paradise. 
This crowd is safer than the silent wood, 
Whcrc love's own doubts disturb the solitude}:      • 
On frozen hearts the fiery rain of wino 
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Falls, and the dew of music more divine 
Tempers the deep emotions o£ the time 
To spirits cradlcd in a sunny clime :— 
How niany meet, who never yet have met. 
To part too soon, but never to forget. 
liow many saw the bcauty, power and wit 
Of looks and words which ne'er enchanted yet; 
But hfe's familiar veil was now withdrawn, 
As the world leaps before an earthquake's da^^n, 
And unprophetic of the coming hours, 
The matin winds from the expanded flowers 
Scatter their hoarded incenso, and awaken 
The earth, until the dewy sleep is shaken 
Froni every living heart which it possesses, 
Through seas and winds, cities and wildemesscs. 
As if the future and the past were ali 
Treasured i' the instant;—so Gherardi's hall 
T-aughed in the mirth of its lord's festival, 
Till some one askcd—" Where is the Bride ? "    And then 
A bridesmaid went,—and ore she came again 
A silence fell upon the guests—a pause 
Of expectation, as when bcauty awes 
Ali hearts with its approach, though unbeheld ; 
Then wonder, and then fear that wonder quclled ;— 
For whispers passed from mouth to ear which drcw 
The colour from the hcarer's cheeks, and flcw 
I^ouder and swifter round the company ; 
And then Gherardi entcred with an eyc 
Of ostentatious troul^le. and a crowd 
Surrounded him, and some were weeping loud. 

They found Gincvra dead !  ií it be death 
To lie without motion, or pulse, or breath, 
With waxen cheeks, and limbs cold, stiü, and white. 
And open eyes, whosc tixed and glassy light 
Mocked at the speculation they had owned. 
If it be death, when there is felt around 
A smell of clay, a pale and icy glarc. 
And silence, and a sense that lifts the hair 
lYom the scalp to the ankles, as it were 
Corruption from the spirit passing forth, 
And giving ali it shrouded to the earth. 
And leaving as swift lightning in its fiight 
Ashes, and smoke, and darkness :  in our night 
Of thought we know thus much of death,—no more 
Than the unborn dream of our life before 
T"heir barks are wrcckcd on its inhospitable shore. 
The marriage feast and its solemnity 
Was tumed to funeral pomp—the company, 
With heavy hearts and looks, broke up ;  nor they 
Who loved the dead went woepin" on their way 
Alone, but sorrow mixed with sad surprise 
Toosened the springs of pity in ali cyes, 
On which that form, whose fate they weep in vain, 
Will never, thought they, kindle smiles again. 
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The lamps which, half extinguishcd in thcir haste, 
Gléamed few and faint o'er the abandoned íeast, 
Showed as it wcre within the vaultcd rooni 
A cloud of sorrow hanging, as if gloom 
Had passed out of mcn's minds into the air. 
Some few yet stood around Gherardi there, 
Friends and relations of the dead,—and he, ■ 
A loveless man, acccpted torpidly 
The consolation that he wanted not; 
Awe in the place of gricf within him wrought. 
Their wliispers made the solemn silence seem 
More still—some wept, . . . 
Some raeltcd into tears without a sob, 
And some with hearts that might be heard to throb 
Leaned on the table, and at intervals 
Shuddered to hear through the descrted halls 
And corridors the thriUing shrieks which carne 
Upon the breeze of night, that shook the ílame 
oi every torch and tapcr as it swept 
From out the chambcr where the women kcpt;— 
Their tears fell on the dear companion cold 
Of pleasures now departed ;   then was knoUed 
The bell of death, and soon the priests arrived. 
And finding Death their penitcnt had shrived, 
Keturned like ravens from a corpse whereoa 
A vulture has just feastcd to the boné. 
And then the mourning women carne.— 

TIIE   DIRGE. 
Old winter was gone 

In his weakness back to the mountains hoar, 
And the spring carne down 

From the planet that hovers upon the shore 
Where the sea of sunUght encroaches 

On the limits of wintry night;— 
If the land, and the air, and the sea, 

Rejoice not when spring approaches, 
We did not rejoice in thee, 

Ginevra I 

She is still, she is cold 
On the bridal couch, 

One step to the white deathbed. 
And one to the bier. 

And one to the charnel—and oiic, oh where ? 
The dark arrow flcd 
In the noon. 

Ere the sun through heaven once more has roUed, 
The rats in her heart 
Wül have made thcir nest. 
And the worms be alive in her golden hair, 
VVliile the Spirit that guidcs the sun, 
Sits throned in his flaming chair, 

She shall sleep. 
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EVENING: PONTE AL MARÉ, PISA 

[Publ. 1824.] 

THE sun is set;  the sw?llo\vs are asleep ; 
The bats are flitting fast in the gray air ; 

The slow soft toads out o£ damp corncrs creep. 
And evening's breatli, wandering here and there 

Ovcr the quivcring surface of the stream, 
Wakes not one ripple from its sumnier drcam. 

There is no dew on the dry grass to-night, 
Nor damp within the shadow oi the trees ; 

The wind is intermitting, dry, and Hght ; 
And in the inconstant motion of the breeze 

The dust and straws are driven iq) and down, 
And whirled about the pavement of the town. 

Within the suríace of the flceting river 
The wrinkled imagc of the city lay, 

Immovably unquiet, and forcvcr 
It trcmbles, but it never fades away ; 

Go to the . . . 
You, being changed, will find it then as now. 

The chasm in wliich the sun has sunk is shut 
By darkest barriers of cinereoiis cloud, 

Like mountain ovcr mountain huddlcd—but 
Growing and nioving upwards in a crowd, 

And ovcr it a spacc of watery blue, 
Which the keen evcning star is shining through. 

THE BOAT ON THE SERCHIO 

[" July 1821."    Publ. 1824.] 

OoR boat is asleep on Serchio's stream, 
Its sails are foldcd hke thoughts in a drcam, 
The lielm sways idly, hither and thitlicr ; 

Doniinic, tlie boatman, has brought the raast. 
And the oars, and the sails ;  but 'tis sleeping íast, 

Like a bcast, unconscious of its tether. 

The stars burnt out in the pale blue air, 
And the thin vvhite moon lay withering there ; 
To tower, and cavem, and rift, and trce, 
The owl and the bat flcd drowsily. 
Day had kindlcd the dewy woods, 
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And the rocks above and the stream below. 

And the vapours in their multitudes, 
And the Apennine's shroud of summer snow. 

And clothed with light of aory gold 
The mists in their eastern caves uprolled. 

Day had awakcned ali things that be, 
The lark and the thrush and the swallow free, 

And the milkmaid's song and the mower's scythe. 
And the matin-bell and the mountain bce. 
Fireflies were quenched on the dewy com, 

Glow-worms went out on the river's brim, 
Like lamps which a student forgets to trim : 

The beetle forgot to wind his horn, 
The crickets were still in the meadow and hill: 

Like a flock of rooks at a farmer's gun 
Nighfs dreams and terrors, evcry one, 
Fled from the brains which are their prey 
From the lamp's dcath to the morning ray. 

AU rose to do the task He sct to each, 
Who shaped us to His cnds and not our own ; 

The million rose to learn, and one to teach 
What none yet ever knew or can be known. 

And many rose 
Whose woe was such that fear became desire ;— 

Melchior and Lionel were not among those ; 
They from the throng oi men had stepped aside, 
And made their home undcr the green hill-side. 
It was that hill, whose intervening brow 

Screens Lucca from the Pisan's envious eye, 
Which the circumfluous plain waving below, 

Like a wide lake of green fertility, 
With streams and íields and marshes bare. 

Divides from the far Apennines—which lie 
Islandcd in the immeasurable air. 

" What think you, as she lies in her green covc, 
Our little sleeping boat is dreaming of ? " 
" If morning dreams are true, why, I should guess 
That she was dreaming of our idleness. 
And of the milcs of watcry way 
We should have led her by this time of day."— 

" Never mind," said Lionel, 
" Give care to the winds, they can bear it well 
About yon poplar-tops ;  and see 
The wliite clouds are driving merrily. 
And the stars we miss this morn will light 
More willingly our return to-night.— 
How it scatters Don\inic's long black hair I 
List, my dear fellow ;   the breeze blows fair ; 
Singing of us and of our lazy motions, 
If I can guess a boat's emotions." 
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The chain is loosed, the sails are spread, 
The living brcath is fresh behind, 

As, with dews and sunrise fed, 
Comes the laiighing morning wind ;— 

The sails are fuU, the boat makes head 
Against the Serchio's torrent íierce, 
Then flags with intermitting course. 

And hangs upon the wave, 
Which fcrvid from its mountain source 
Shallow, smooth and strong doth come,— 
Swift as fire, tcmpestuously 
It sweeps into the afirighted sea ; 
In moming's smile its eddies coil, 
Its billows sparkle, toss and boil, 
Torturing ali its quiet light 
Into columns fierce and bright. 

The Serchio, twisting forth 
Between the marble barriers which it clove 

At Ripafratta, leads through the dread chasm 
The wave that died the death which lovers love, 

Living in what it sought ;  as if this spasm 
Had not yet passed, the toppling mountains cling, 

But the clear stream in fuU enthusiasm 
Pours itself on the plain, then wandcring 

Down one clear path of eflluence crystalline 
Sends its superfluous waves, that they may fling 

At Arno's (eet tribute of corn and wine ; 
Then, through the pestilential deserts wild 

Of tangled marsh and woods of stunted pine, 
It rushes to the Ocean. 

MUSIC 

[Publ. 1824.] 

í PANT for the music which is divine, 
My heart in its thirst is a dying ílowcr ; 

Pour forth the sound like cnchanted wine, 
Loosen the notes in a silvcr shower ; 

Like a herbless plain, for the gentle rain, 
I gasp, I faint, till they wake again. 

Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound, 
More, oh more,—I am thirsting yet ; 

It loosens the serpcnt which care lias bound 
Upon my heart to stifle it; 

The dissolving strain, through every vcin, 
Passes into my heatt and brain. 
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As thc sccnt of a violet withcrcd iip, 
Which grcw by the brink of a silver lake, 

When the hot noon has drained its dewy cup, 
And mist there was none its thirst to slake- 

And the violet lay dead while the odour flew 
On the wings of the wind o'er the waters blue- 

As one who drinks from a charmèd cup 
Of foaming, and sparkling, and murmuring wine, 

Whom, a mighty Enchantress filHng up, 
Invites to love with her kiss divine . . . 

SONNET TO BYRON 

[Publ.   1832,   1847.] 

IF I esteemed thee less, Envy would kill 
Pleasure, and Icave to Wonder and Despair 
The ministration of tlie thoughts that fill 
My soul wliich, as a worm may haply share 
A portion of the unapproachable, 
Marks thy creations riso as fast and fair 
As pcrfect worlds at the Creator's will. 
But not the blessings of thy happicr lot, 
Nor thy well-won prosperity, and fame, 
Movo one regret for his unhonoured name 
Who dares thesc words :—the worna beneath the sod 
May lift itself in homage of the God. 

FRAGMENT ON KEATS 

Wno DF.SIRED THAT ON HIS TOMB SHOUI.D BE INSCRIBED— 

[Publ. 1839.     ist ed.] 

" HERE lieth One whosc name was writ on water." 
But, ere the breath that could erase it blew, 

Dcath, in remorse for that fell slaughter, 
Death, the immortalizing wintcr, flew 
Athwart the strcam,—and timc's printless tonent grcw 

A scroU of crystal, blazoning the name 
Of Adonais 1 
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ADONAIS 

AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN KEATS, AUTHOR OF 

ENDYMION, HYPERION, ETC. 

*Á(TTTjp irpiv líkv ÍXafÁires çVi ^ojoicrip 'Kojoç* 
VíJV Sè   ôavuiv \áfj.tciL$''Ví(nr€po^ cV tpOifiét Vois.—PLATO. 

[Comp. at Pisa during the carly days of June, 1821, and 
printed, with the author's name, at Pisa, " with the types oi 
Didot," by July 13, 1821.] 

PREFACE 

<pdpfj.aKov ^\d€, Biwí/, iroTÍ (TÒv (rròfíat tpáp^aKov e?úf ç. 
TTwç Teu TÓi^ x^^^^^^^ TroT€5pafi€j KOòK éy\vKdv$7j; 
ris õé ^poTÒ^ TO<TaovTCf áváp.epos, ^ KepÁírai TOí, 
^ dovvaí XaXíovTi TÒ tpápfiaKov ; ÍKtpvytv ipSàv. 

—MOSCHUS,   EPITAPH.   BlON. 

IT is my intention to subjoin to the London edition of this 
põem a criticism upon the claims of its lamented object to be 
classed among the writers of the highest genius who have 
adomed our age. My known repugnance to the narrow 
principies of taste on which several of his earlier composi- 
tions were modelled prove at least that I am an impartia! 
judge. I consider the fragment of Hyperion as second to 
nothing that was ever produced by a writer of the same 
years. 

John Keats died at Rome of a consumption, in his twenty- 
fourth year, on the of  1821 ; and was buried in 
the romantic and lonely cemetery of the Protestants in that 
city, under the pyramid which is the tomb of Cestius, and 
the niassy walls and towers, now mouldering and desolate, 
which formed the circuit of ancient Rome. The cemetery 
is an open space among the ruins, covered in winter with 
violets and daisies. It might make one in love with death, 
to think that one should bc buried in so sweet a place. 

The genius of the lamented person to whose memory I 
have dedicated these unworthy verses was not less delicate 
and fratíile than it was beautiful; and where cankerworms 
abound, what wonder if its young flower was bh'ghted in 
the bud ? The savage criticism on his Endymion, wliich 
ai)peared   in  the   Qiiaríeriy  Revieiv,   produced   the   most 
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violent effect on his susceptible mind; the agitation thus 
originated ended in the rupture of a blood-vessel iii the 
lungs; a rapid consumption ensued, and the succeeding 
acknowledgmonts from more candid critics of the true 
greatness of his powers were ineffcctual to heal the wound 
thus wantonly inflicted. 

It may be well said that these wretched men know not 
what they do. They scatter their insults and their slanders 
without heed as to whether the poisoned shaft lights on a 
heart made callous by many blows or one like Keats's com- 
posed of more penetrable stuíT. One of their associates is, to 
my knowledge, a most base and unprincipled calumniator. 
As to Endymion, was it a põem, whatever might be its 
defects, to be treated contemptuously by those who had 
celebrated, with various degrees of complacency and pane- 
gyric, Paris, and IVoma/i, and a Syrian Tale, and Mrs. 
I.efanu, and Mr. Barrett, and Mr. Howard Payne, and a long 
Hst of the illustrious obscure? Are these the men who in 
their venal good nature presumed to draw a parallel between 
the Rev. Mr. Milman and Lord Byron? What gnat did 
they strain at here, after having swallowed ali those camels ? 
Against what woman taken in adultery dares the foremost 
of these literary prostitutes to cast his opprobrious stone ? 
Miserable man ! you, one of the meanest, have wantonly 
defaced one of the noblest specimens of the workmanship of 
God. Nor shall it be your excuse, that, murderer as you 
are, you have spoken daggers, but used none. 

The circumstances of the closing scene of poor Keats's 
life were not made known to me until the Elegy was ready 
for the press. I am given to understand that the wound 
which his sensitive spirit had received from the criticism of 
Endymion was exasperated by the bitter sense of unrecjuited 
benefits; the poor fellow seems to have been hooted from 
the stage of life, no less by those on whom he had wasted 
the promise of his genius, than those on whom he had 
lavished his fortune and his care. He was accompanied to 
Rome, and attended in his last illness by Mr. Sevem, a 
young artist of the highest promise, who, I have been 
informed, "almost risked his own life, and sacrificed every 
prospect to unwearied attendance upon his dying friend." 
Had I kno^vn these circumstances before the completion 
of my põem, I should have been tempted to add my feeble 
tribute of appiause to the more solid recompense which the 
virtuous man finds in the recollection of his own motives. 
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Mr. Severn can dispense with a reward from " such stuff as 
dreams are made of." His conduct is a golden augury of 
the succcss of his future career—may the unextinguished 
Spirit of his illustrious friend animate the creations of his 
penei!, and plead against Oblivion for his name! 

ADONAIS 

I WEEP for Adonais—he is dead ! 
Oh, weep for Adonais ! though our tears 
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head ! 
And thou, sad Hour, selected from ali years 
To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers, 
And teaeh them thine own sorrow, say : " With me 
Died Adonais; till the Future dares 
Forget the Past, his fate and fame shall be 

An echo and a light unto eternity ! " 

Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay, 
When thy Son lay, pierced by the shaft which flics 
In darkness ? where was lorn Urania 
When Adonais died ?    With veilèd eyes, 
'Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise 
She sate, while one, with soft enamoured breath, 
Rekindied ali the fading melodies, 
With which, like flowers that mock the corse beneath, 

He had adomed and hid the coming bulk of Death. 

III 

Oh, weep for Adonais— he is dead ! 
Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep 1 
Yet wherefore ?    Quench within their burning bcd 
Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep, 
Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep; 
For he is gone, where ali things wise and fair 
Descend ;—oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 
Will yet restore him to the vital air; 

Ocath feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair. 
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IV 

Most musical of mourners, weep again! 
Lament anew, Urania !—he died, 
Who was the Sire of an immortal straiii, 
Blind, old, and lonely, when his country's pride, 
The priest, the slave, and the liberticide, 
Trampled and mocked vvith many a loathèd rite 
Of lust and blood; he went, unterrified, 
Into the gulf of death ; but his clear Sprite 

Yet reigns o'er earth; the third among the sons of light. 

Most musical of mourners, weep anew ! 
Not ali to that bright station dared to climb; 
And happier they their happiness who knew, 
Whose tapers yet burn through that night of time 
In which suns perished; others more sublime, 
Struck by the envious wrath of man or god, 
Have sunk, extinct in their refulgcnt prime; 
And some yet live, treading the thorny road, 

Which leads, through toil and hate, to Fame's serene abode. 

VI 

But now, thy youngest, dearest one, has perished— 
The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew, 
Like apale flower by some sad maiden cherishcd, 
And fed with true-love tears, instead of dew; 
Most musical of mourners, weep anew ! 
Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the last, 
The bloom, whose petals nipped before they blew 
Died, on the promise of the fruit, is waste ; 

The broken lily lies—the storm is overpast. 

vii 

To that high Capital, where kingly Death 
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay, 
He came ; and bought, with price of purest breath, 
A grave among the eternal.—Come away ! 
Haste, while the vault of blue Italian day 
Is yet his fitting charncl-roof! while still 
He lies, as if in dewy slcej) he lay; 
Awake him not! surcly lie takes his fiU 

Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of ali ill. 
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VIU 

He will awake no more, oh, never more!— 
^Vithin the twilight chamber spreads apace 
The shadow of white Death, and at the door 
Invisible Corruption waits to trace 
His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place; 
The etemal Hunger sits, but pity and awe 
Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface 
So fair a prey, till darkness, and the law 

Of change, shall o'er his sleep the mortal curtain draw. 

IX 

• Oh, weep for Adonais !—The quick Dreams, 
The passion-wingèd Ministers of thought, 
Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams 
Of his young spirit he fed, and whom he taught 
The love which was its music, wander not,— 
Wander no more, from kindling brain to brain, 
But droop there, whence they sprung; and mourn their Ict 
Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet pain, 

They ne'er will gather strength, or find a home again. 

And one with trembling hands clasps his cold head, 
And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries; 
" Our love, our hope, our sorrow, is not dead; 
See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes, 
Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies 
A tear some Dream has loosened from his brain." 
Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise ! 
She knew not 'twas her own; as with no stain 

She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain. 

One from a lucid urn of starry dew 
Washed his light limbs as if embalming them ; 
Another clipped her profuse locks, and threw 
The wreath upon him, like an anadem, 
\Vhich frozen tears instead of pearls begem ; 
Another in her wilful grief would break 
Her bow and wingèd reeds, as if to stem 
A greater loss with one which was more weak; 

And dull the barbèd fire against his frozen cheek. 
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Another Splendour on his mouth alit, 
That mouth, whence it was wont to draw the breath 
Which gave it strength to pierce the guarded wit, 
And pass into the panting heart beneath 
With lightning and with music : the damp death 
Quenched its caress upon his icy lips; 
And, as a dying meteor stains a wreath 
Of moonlight vapour, which the cold night cHps, 

It flushed through his pala limbs, and passed to its eclipse. 

XIII 

And others carne . . . Desires and Adorations, 
Wingèd Persuasions and veiled Dcstinies, 
Splendours, and Glooms, and glimmering Incarnations 
Of hopes and fears, and twilight Phantasies ; 
And Sorrow, with her family of Sighs, 
And Pleasure, bHnd with tears, led by the gleam 
Of her own dying smile instead of eyes. 
Carne in slow pomp;—the moving pomp might seem 

Like pageantry of inist on an autumnal stream. 

XIV 

Ali he had loved, and moulded into thought, 
Froni shape, and hue, and odour, and sweet sound, 
Lamcnted Adonais.    Moming sought 
Her eastern watch-tower, and her hair unbound, 
Wet with the tears which should adorn the ground, 
Dininied the aéreal eyes that kindle day; 
Afar the melancholy thunder moaned, 
Pale Ocean in unquiet slumber lay. 

And the wild Winds flew round, sobbing in their dismay. 

XV 

Lost Echo sits amid the voiceless mountains, 
And feeds her grief with his remembered lay, 
And will no more reply to winds or fountains, 
Or amorous birds perched on the young green spray, 
Or herdsman's horn, or bell at closing day; 
Since she can mimic not his lips, more dear 
Than those for whose disdain she pined away 
Into a shadow of ali sounds :—a drear 

Murmur, between their songs, is ali the woodmen hear 
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XVI 

Grief made the young Spring wild, and she threw down 
Her kindling buds, as if she Autumn were, 
Or they dead leaves; since her delight is flown, 
For whom should she have waked the sullen year ? 
To Phoebus was not Hyacinth so dear 
Nor to himself Narcissus, as to both 
Thou, Adonais : wan they stand and sere 
Amid the faint companions of their youth, 

With dew ali turned to tears; odour, to sighing ruth. 

XVII 

Thy spirit's sister, the lorn nightingale 
Mourns not her mate with such melodious pain; 
Not so the eagle, who like thee could scale 
Heaven, and could nourish in the sun's domain 
Her mighty youth with moming, doth complain, 
Soaring and screaming round her empty nest, 
As Albion wails for thee : the curse of Cain 
Light on his head who pierced thy innocent breast, 

And scared the angel soul that was its earthly guest! 

XVIII 

Ah, woe is me !    Winter is come and gone, 
But grief returns with the revolving year; 
The airs and streams renew their joyous tone; 
The ants, the bees, the swallows reappear; 
Fresh leaves and flowers deck the dead Season's bier; 
The amorous birds now pair in every brake, 
And build their mossy homes in field and brere; 
And the grecn lizard, and the golden snake, 

Like unimprisoned flames, out of their trance awake. 

XIX 

'J'hrough wood and stream and field and hill and Ocean 
A quickening life from the Earth's heart has burst 
As it has ever done, with change and motion, 
From the great morning of the world when first 
God dawned on Chãos; in its stream immersed, 
The lamps of Heaven flash with a softer light; 
Ali baser things pant with life's sacred thirst; 
DiíFuse themselves ; and spend in love's delight, 

The beauty and the joy of their renewèd might. 
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XX 

The leprous corpse, touched by this spirit tender, 
Exhales itself in flowers of gentle breath ; 
Like incarnations of the stars, when splendour 
Is changed to fragrance, they illumine death 
And mock the merry worm that wakes beneath; 
Nought we know, dies.    Shall that alone which knows 
Be as a sword consumed before the sheath 
By sightless lightning ?—the intense atom glovvs 

A moment, then is quenched in a most cold repose. 

XXI 

Alas ! that ali we loved of him should be, 
But for our grief, as if it had not been, 
And grief itself be mortal!    ^Voe is me ! 
Whence are we, and why are we ? of what scene 
The actors or spectators ?    Great and mean 
Meet massed in death, who lends what lifc must borrow. 
As long as skies are blue, and fields are green, 
Evening must usher night, night urge the morrow, 

Month  follow month  with  woe, and year  wake   year   to 
sorrow. 

He will awake no more, oh, never more ! 
"Wake thou," cried Misery, "childless Mother, rise 
Out of thy sleep, and slake, in thy heart's core 
A wound more fierce than his, with tears and sighs." 
And ali the Dreams that watched Urania's eyes, 
And ali the Echoes whom their sister's song 
Had held in holy silence, cried : " Arise !" 
Swift as a Thought by the snake Memory stung 

From her ambrosial rcst the fading Splendour sprung. 

XXIII 

She rose like an autuninai Night, that springs 
Out of the East, and follows wild and drear 
The golden Uay, which, on eternal wings, 
Even as a ghost abandoning a bier, 
Had left the Earth a corpse.    Sorrow and fear 
So struck, so roused, so rapt Urania; 
So saddened round her like an atmosphere 
Of stormy niist; so swept her on her way 

Even to the mournful place where Adonais lay. 
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XXXII 

A jjardlike Spirit beautiful and swift— 
A Lo\e in desolation masked ;—a Power 
Girt round with weakness;—it can scarce uplift 
The weight of the superincumbcrt hour ; 
It is a dying lamp, a falling shower, 
A breaking billow;—even whilst \ve speak 
Is it not broken?    On the withering ílowcr 
The kiUing sun smiles brightly : on a cheek 

The life can burn in blood, e\ cn wliile the heart may break. 

XXXIII 

His head was bouiid with pansies overblowii, 
iVnd faded violets, white, and pied and blue; 
And a light spear topped with a cypress.cone, 
Round whose rude shaft dark ivy-tresses grew 
Yet dripping with the í'orest's noonday dew, 
Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart 
Shook the weak hand that grasjied it; of that crew 
He caine the last, neglected and apart; 

A lierd-abandoned deer struck by the hunter's dart. 

XXXIV 

AU stood aloof, and at his partial moan 
Smiled through their tears; well knew that gentle band 
\Vho in anüther's fate now wept his own, 
As in the accents of an unknown kmd 
He bung new sorrow; sad Urania scanned 
The Stranger's mien, and niurmured : "Who art thou ?" 
He answered not, but with a sudden hand 
Made bare his branded and ensanguined brow, 

Which was üke Cain's or Chnst's—oh ! that it should be so ! 

XXXV 

What softer voice is hushed over the dead ? 
Athwart what brow is that dark mantle thrown ? 
VVhut form leans sadly o'er the white death-bed, 
In mockery of monumental stone, 
The heavy heart heaving without a moan ? 
If it be He, who, gentlest of the wise, 
Taught, soothed, loved, honoured the departed one, 
Let me not vex, with inharmonious sighs, 

The silence of that heart's accepted sacrifice. 
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XXXVI 

Our Adonais has drunk poison—oh! 
What deaf and viperous murderer could crown 
Life's early cup with such a draught of woe ! 
The nameless worni would now itself disown : 
It felt, yet could escape, the magic tone 
Whose prelude held ali envy, hate, and wrong, 
But what was howling in one breast alone, 
Silent with expectation of the song, 

Whose master's hand is cold, whose silver lyre unstrung. 

XXXVII 

Live thou, whose infamy is not thy fame ! 
Live ! fear no heavier chastisement from me, 
Thou noteless blot on a remembered name! 
But be thyself, and know thyself to be ! 
And ever at thy season be thou free 
To spill the venom when thy fangs o'erflow: 
Remorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee; 
Hot Shame shall burn upon thy secret brow, 

And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt—as now. 

xxxvin 
Nor let us weep that our delight is fled 
Far from these carrion kites that scream below; 
He wakes or sleeps with the enduring dead; 
Thou canst not soar where he is sitting now.—- 
Dust to the dust! but the purê spirit shall flow 
Eack to the burning fountain whence it came, 
A portion of the Eternal, which must glow 
Through time and change, unquenchably the same, 

Whilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of shame. 

XXXIX 

Peace, peace ! he is not dead, he doth not sleep— 
He hath awakened from the dream of life—• 
'Tis we, who lost in stormy visions, keep 
"With phantoms an miprofitable strife, 
And in mad trance, strike with our spirit's knife 

, invulnerablc nothings.— IVe decay 
Like corpses in a chamei; fear and grief 
Convulse us and consume us day by day. 

And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay. 
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XL 

He has outsoared the shadow of our night; 
Envy and calumny and hate and pain, 
And that unrest which men miscall delight, 
Can touch him not and torture not again; 
From the contagion of the ■world's slow stain 
He is secure, and now can never mourn 
A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in \-ain; 
Nor, when the spirit's self has ceased to burn, 

With sparkless ashes load an unlamented um. 

XLI 

He lives, he wakes—'tis Death is dead, not he; 
Mourn not for Adonais.—Thou young Dawn, 
Tum ali thy dew to splendour, for from thee 
The spirit thou lamentest is not gone; 
Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan! 
Cease, ye faint fiowers and fountains, and thou Air, 
Which like a mouming veil thy scarf hadst thrown 
0'er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare 

Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despair! 

XLII 

He is made one with Nature : there is heard 
His voice in ali her music, from the moan 
Of thunder, to the song of night's sweet bird ; 
He is a presence to be felt and known 
In darkness and in light, from herb and stone, 
Spreading itself where'er that Power may move 
Which has withdrawn his being to its own; 
Which wields the world with nevcr-wearied love, 

Sustains it from bencath, and kindles it above. 

XLIII 

He is a portion of the loveliness 
Which once he made more lovely: he doth bear 
His part, while the one Spirit's plastic stress 
Sweeps through the dull dense world, compelling there, 
AH new successions to the forms they wear; 
Torturing th' unwilling dross that checks its fiight 
To its own likeness, as each mass may bear; 
And bursting in its beauty and its might 

From trees and beasts and men into the Heaven's light. 
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XLIV 

The splendours of the firmament of time 
May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not; 
Like stars to their appointed height they climb, 
And death is a low mist which cannot blot 
The brightness it may veil.    When lofty thought 
Lifts a young heart above its mortal lair, 
And love and life contend in it, for what 
Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there 

And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air. 

XLV 

The inheritors of unfulfiUed renown 
Rose from their thrones, built beyond mortal thought, 
Far in the Unapparent.    Chatterton 
Rose pale,—his solemn agony had not 
Yet faded from him ; Sidney, as he fought 
And as he fell and as he lived and loved 
Sublimely mild, a Spirit without spot, 
Arose ; and Lucan, by his death approved : 

Oblivion as they rose shrank like a thing reprovcd. 

XLVI 

And many more, whose names on Earth are dark, 
But whose transmitted effluence cannot die 
So long as fire outlives the parent spark, 
Rose, robed in dazzling immortality. 
"Thou art become as one of us," they cry, 
" It was for thee yon kingless sphere has long 
Svvung blind in unascended majesty, 
Silent alone amid an Hcavcn of Song. 

Assume thy wingèd throne, thou Vésper of our throng ! " 

XLVII 

Who niourns far Adonais ?    Oh, come forth, 
Fond wretch ! and know thysclf and him aright. 
Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulous Earth; 
As from a centre, dart thy spirit's light 
Beyond ali worlds, until its spacious might 
Satiate the void circumference : then shrink 
Even to a point within our day and night; 
And keep thy heart light lest it make thee sink 

When hoj)e has kindled houe, and lured thee to the brink 
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XLVIII 

Or go to Rome, which is the sepulchre, 
Oh, not of him, but of our joy : 'tis nought 
That ages, empires, and religions there 
Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought; 
For such as he can lend,—they borrow not 
Glory from those who made the world their prey ■; 
And he is gathered to the kings of thought 
Who waged contention with their time's decay, 

And of the past are ali that cannot pass away. 

XLIX 

Go thou to Rome,—at once the Paradise, 
The grave, the city, and the wilderness; 
And where its wrecks like shattered mountains risa, 
And flowering weeds, and fragrant copses dress 
The bonés of Desolation's nakedness 
Pass, till the spirit ot the spot shall lead 
Thy footsteps to a slope of green access 
Where, like an infant's smile, over the dead 

A light of laughing flowers along the grass is spread; 

And gray walls moulder round, on which dull Time 
Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand ; 
And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime, 
Pavilioning the dust of him who planned 
This refuge for his memory, doth stand 
Like flame transformed to marble; and beneath, 
A field is spread, on which a newer band 
Have pitched in Heaven's smile their camp of death, 

Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath. 

LI 

Here pause : these graves are ali too young as yet 
To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned 
Its charge to each ; and if the seal is set, 
Here, on one fountain of a mourning mind, 
Break it not thou ! too surcly shalt thou find 
Thine own well full, if thou returnest honie, 
Of tears and gall.    From the world's bitter wind 
Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb. 

What Adonais is, why fear we to become ? 
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The One remains, the many change and pass ; 
Heaven's light forever shines, Earth's shadows fly; 
Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass, 
Stains the white radiance of Eternity, 
Uutil Death tramples it to fragments.—Die, 
If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost seek ! 
FoUow where ali is fled '—Rome's azure sky, 
Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words, are weak 

The glory they transfuse with fitting truth to speak. 

LIII 

Why linger, why turn back, why shriiik, my Heart ? 
Thy hopes are gone before : from ali things here 
They have departed ; thou shouldst now depart! 
A light is passed from the revolving year, 
And man, and woman; and what still is dear 
Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither. 
The soft sky smiles,—the low vvind whispers near : 
'Tis Adonais calls ! oh, hasten thither, 

No more let Life divide what Death can join together. 

LIV 

That Light whose smile kindles the Universe, 
That Beauty in which ali things work and nifive, 
That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse 
Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love 
Which through the web of being blindly wove 
By man and beast and earth and air and sea, 
Buriis bright or dim, as each are mirrors of 
The fire for which ali thirst; now beams on me, 

Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality. 

I.V 

'l'hc breath whose might I have invoked in song 
Descends on me; my spirit's bark is driven, 
l''ar from the shore, far from the trembling throng 
Whose sails were never to the tempest given; 
The massy earth and spherèd skies are riven ! 
I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar; 
Whilst, burning through the inmost veil of Heaven, 
The soul of Adonais, like a star, 

Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are. 



468 Shelley 

FRAGMENTS 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

O THOU immortal Dcity 
Whose throne is in the depth of human thought, 

I do adjurc thy power and thee 
By ali that raan may be, by ali that ho is not, 

By ali that he has been and yet must be 1 

[Publ. 1903.] 

I STOOD upon a heaven-cleaving turrot 
Which overloòked a wide Metropolis— 

And in the temple of my heart my Spirit 
I-ay prós trate and with parted lips did kiss 
The dust of Desolation's altar 
And with a voice too íaint to falter 

It shook that trembling fane with its weak prayer 
■'iwas noon,—the sleeping skies were blue 
The city ... 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.l 

AND that I walk thus proudly crowned withal 
Is that 'tis my distinction ;   if I fali, 
I shall not weep out of the vital day, 
To-morrow dust, nor wear a duU decay. 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.]   . 

" WHAT art thou, Presumptuous  who profancst 
The wreath to mighty poets only due, 
Even whilst like a forgotten moon thou wanest; 

'louch not thcse leaves which for the etemal few 
Who wander o'er the Paradise of fame, 
In sacred dedication ever grew : 

One of the crowd thou art without a name." 
" Ah, íricnd, 'tis the false laurel that I wear; 
Bright tho' it seem, 'tis not the same 

As that which bound Milton's immortal hair ; 
Its dew is poisou ; and the hopes that quicken 
Under its chilling shadc, though seeming fair, 

Are ílowers which die almost before they sicken." 



Unrest and Gloom 
[Publ. 1824.] ; 

WiiERE art tliou, beloved To-morrow ? 
\Vlien young and old, and strong and wcak, 

Kich and poor, through joj' and sorrow, 
Thy sweet smiles wc ever seek,— 

In thy place, ah !  wcU-a-day ! 
We find the thing we fled :  To-day . , . 

[Publ. 1S39, ist cd.] 

HE wanders, like a day-appearing dream, 
Through tlie dim wildernesses of the mind ; 

Through desert woods and tracts, which seem 
Like ocean, homcless, boundlcss, unconüned. 

[Publ. 1839, 2nd ed.] 

THE babe is at peace within the womb ; 
The corpse is at rest within the tomb : 

We begin in what we end. 

[Publ. 1839, ist ed.] 

THE rude wind is singing 
The dirge of the music dead ; 

The cold worms are clinging 
Whcre kisses were latcly fed. 

[Publ. 1S24.] 

RouGH wind, that moancst loud 
Grief too sad for song ; 

Wild wind, whcn sullen cloud 
Knells ali the night long ; 

Sad storm, whose tears are vain, 
Bare woods, whosc branches strain, 
Deep caves and dreary main,— 

Wail, for the world's wrong ! 
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THE ZUCCA 

[Comp. January, 1822.    Publ. 1824.] 

SuMMER was dead and Autumn was expiring, 
And infant Winter laughed upon the land 

AH cloudlessly and cold ;—whcn I, desiring 
More in this world than any undcrstand, 

Wept o'er the beauty, wliich, like sea retiring, 
Had left the earth bare as the wave-worn sand 

Of my poor heart, and o'er the grass and ílowers 
Pale for the falsehood of the flattering Hours. 

t * 
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Summer was dead, biit I yet lived to weep 
The instability of ali but weeping ; 

And on the Earth lulled in her winter sleep 
I woke, and envied her as she was sleeping. 

Too happy Earth !   over thy face shall creep 
The wakening vemal airs, until thou, leaping 

From unremembered dreams, shalt        see 
No dcath divide thy immortality. 

I loved—oh, no, I mean not one of ye, 
Or any earthly one, though ye are dear 

As human hcart to human heart may be ;— 
I loved, I know not what—but tliis low sphere 

And ali that it contains, contains not thee. 
Thou, whom, seen nowhere, I fcel everywhere. 

From Hcaven and Earth, and ali that in them are, 
Veiled art thou, like a star. 

By Hcaven and Earth, from ali whosc shapes tliou flowest, 
\either to be coutaincd, delayed, nor hidden ; 

Making divine the loftiest and the lowcst, 
When for a momeut thou art not forbidden 

To livc within the life which thou bestowcst ; 
And leaving noblest things vacant and chiddcn, 

Cold as a corpse after the spirifs ílight, 
Blank as the sun after the birth of night. 

In winds, and trees, and streams, and ali things commoii, 
In music and the swcet uncouscious tone 

Of animais, and voices which are hnraan, 
Meant to express some feelings of their own ; 

In the soft motions and rare smile of woman, 
In llowers and leavcs, and in the grass fresh-shown, 

Or dying in the autumn, I the most 
Adore thee present or lament thee lost. 

And thus I went lamenting, when I saw 
A plant upon the river's niargin lie, 

Like one who loved beyond his nature's law. 
And in despair had cast him down to die ; 

Its leaves, which had outlived the frost. the thaw 
Had blighted ;  as a heart which hatred's eye 

Can blast not, but which pity kills ;  the dew 
Lay on its spotted leaves like tears too true. 

VII 
The Heavens had wept upon it, but the Earth 

Had crushed it on her unmaternal breast 
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I bore it to my chamber, and I planted 
It in a vase full of the lightest mould ; 

The winter beams which out of Heaven slanted 
Fell through the window-panes, disrobed of cold, 

Upon its leaves and fiowers ;   the stars which panted 
In evening for the Day, whose car has roUed 

Over the horizon's wave, with looks of hght 
Srailed on it írom the threshold of the night. 

The mitigated influences of air 
And light revived the plant, and from it grew 

Strong leaves and tendrils, and its fiowers fair, 
Full as a cup with the vine's burning dew, 

0'crflowcd with golden colours ;  an atmosphere 
Of vital warmth enfolded it anew 

And every impulse sent to every part 
The unbeheld pulsations of its heart. 

Well might the plant grow beautiful and strong, 
Even if the sun and air had smilcd not on it ; 

I'or one wept o'er it ali the winter long 
Tears purê as Heaven's rain, which ifell upon it 

Ilour after hour ;  for sounds of softest song 
Mixcd with the stringcd melodies that won it 

To leave the gentle lips on which it slept, 
Had loosed the heart of him who sat and wept— 

Had loosed his heart, and shook the leaves and fiowers 
On which he wept, the while the savage storm 

Wakcd by the darkcst of December's hours 
Was raving round the chamber hushed and warm ; 

The birds were sliivering in their leafless bowers, 
The fish were frozen in the pools, the form 

Oi every summer plant was dead . , . 
Whilst "this . . . 

THE MAGNETIC LADY TO HER PATIENT 

[Publ. 1832.] ^ 

" SLEEP, sleep on !   forgct thy pain ; 
My hand is on thy brow, 

My spirit on thy brain ; 
My pity on thy heart, poor friend ; 

And írom my fingers flow 
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The powers of life, and like a sign, 

Seal thee from thino hour of woe ; 
And brood on thee, but may not blend 

With thine. 

" Sleep, sleep on !   I leve thee not ; 
But when I think that he 

Who made and makes my lot 
As fuU of flowers as thine of weeds, 

Might have been lost like thee ; 
And that a hand which was not mine 

Might then have charmed his agony 
As I another's—my heart bleeds 

For thine. 

" Sleep, sleep, and with the slumber of 
The dead and the unborn 

Forget thy liíe and love ; 
Forget that thou must wake forever ; 

Forget the world's duU scorn ; 
Forget lost health, and the divine 

Feelings which died in yout!i's bricf mora ; 
And forget me, for I can never 

Be thine. 

" Like a cloud big with a May shower, 
My soul weeps healing rain 

On thee, thou withered flower ! 
It breathes mute music on thy sleep ; 

Its odour calms thy brain ; 
Its light within thy gloomy breíist 

Spreads like a second youth again. 
By mine thy being is to its docp 

Possessed. 

" The spell is done.    How feel you now ? " 
" Bctter—Quite well," replied 
The sleeper.—" What would do 

You good when suffering and awaUe ? 
What cure your head and side ?—•" 

" What would cure, that would kill me, Jane ; 
And as I must on earth abide 

Awhile, yet tempt me not to break 
My chain." 
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LINES: "WHEN THE LAMP IS SHATTERED" 

[Publ. 1824.] 

WHEN the lamp is shattered 
The light in the dust lies dead— 

When the cloud is scattered 
The rainbow's glory is shed. 

When the lute is broken, 
Sweet tones are remembered not; 

When the lips have spoken, 
Loved accents are soon íorgot. 

As music and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and the lute, 

The hearfs echoes render 
Ko song when the spirit is mute :-^ 

No song but sad dirges, 
Like the wind through a ruined cell, 

Or the raournful surges 
That ring the dead seaman's knell. 

When hearts have once mingled 
Love first leaves the well-built nest; 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once possessed. 

O Love ! who bewailest 
The frailty o£ ali things here, 

Why choose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home, and your bier ? 

Its passions will rock thee 
As the storms rock the ravens on high; 

Bright reason will mock thee, 
Like the sun from a wintry sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle home 

Leave thee naked to laughter, 
When laaves fali and cold winds come. 

TO JANE: THE INVITATION 

[Comp. carly in 1822.    Publ. 1839, 2nd ed. ;  in a shorter íorm 
1824.] 

BEST and brightcst, come away 1 
Fairer far than this fair Day, 
Which, like thee to those in sorrow, 
Comes to bid a sweet good-morrow 
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To the rough Year just awake 
In its cradle on the brake. 
The brightest hour of unborn Spring, 
Through the winter wandering, 
Found, it seems, the halcyon Mom 
To hoar February born. 
Bending from Heaven, in azure mirth, 
It kissed the forehead oi the Earth, 
And smiled upon the silent sea, 
And bade the frozen streams be free, 
And waked to music ali their íountains, 
And breathed upon the frozen mountains. 
And like a prophetess of May 
Strewed flowers upon the barren way, 
Making the wintry world appear 
Like one on whom thou smilest, dear. 

Away, away, from men and towns. 
To the wild vvood and the downs— 
To the silent wilderness 
Where the soul need not reprcss 
Its rausic, lest it should not find 
An echo in anothcr's mind, 
While the touch of Nature's art 
Harmonizes heart to heart. 
I leave this notice on my door 
For each accustoined visitor :— 
" I am gone into the fields 
To take what this swcet hour yields ;— 
Reflection, you may come to-morrow, 
Sit by the fireside with Sorrow.— 
You with the unpaid bill, Despair,— 
You, tiresome vcrse-reciter, Care,^ 
I will pav you in the grave,— 
Death wiU listen to your stave. 
Expectation too, be oíí ! 
To-dav is for itself enough ; 
Hope/in pity mock not Woe 
With smiles, nor foUow where I go ; 
Long having livcd on thy sweet food, 
At length I find one moraent's good 
After long pain—with ali your love, 
This you never told me of. ' 

Radiant Sister of the Day, 
Awake !  arise !  and come away ! 
To the wild woods and the plains, 
To the pools where winter rains 
Imago ali their roof of leaves, 
Where the pine its garland weaves 
Oi sapless green and ivy dun 
Round stems that never kiss the sun ; 
Where the lawns and pastures be. 
And the sandhills of the sea ;— 
Where the melting hoar-frost wets 
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The daisy-star that never sets, 
And wind-flowers, and violets, 
Whicli yet join not scent to liue, 
Crown the pale year weak and new ; 
When the night is left behind 
In the deep east, dun and blind, 
And the blue noon is over us. 
And the multitudinous 
Billows murmur at our feet, 
Wlicre the earth and ocean meet, 
And ali things seem only one 
In the universal sun. 
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TO JANE : THE RECOLLECTION 

[Publ. by Mrs Shelley, P. W., 1839, 2nd ed.    Also 1824, wjth 
I the preceding.] 

Now the last day o£ many days, 
AU beautiful and bright as thou, 

The loveliest and the last, is dead, 
Rise, Jlemory, and write its praise ! 
Up,—to thy wonted work I   come, trace 

The epitaph of glory fled,— 
For now the Earth has changed its face, 

A frown is on the Heavcn's brow. 

We wandered to the Pine Forest 
That skirts the Occan's foam. 

The lightest wind was in its nest, 
The tempest in its home. 

The whispering waves were haU asleep, 
The clouds were gone to play, 

And on the bosom of the deep 
The sniile of Heaven lay ; 

It secnicd as if the hour were one 
Sent from beyond the skies, 

Which scattercd from above the sun 
A Light of Paradise. 

We paused amid the pines that stood 
The giants of the waste, 

Tortured by storms to shapes as rude 
As serpents interlaced. 

And soothed by every azure breath, 
That under Heaven is blown. 

To harmonies and hues beneath. 
As tender as its own ; 

Now ali the tree-tops lay asleep, 
Like green waves on the sea. 

As still as in the silcnt deep 
The ocean woods may be. 

How calm it was !—the silence there 
By such a chain was bound 
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That even the busy woodpecker 

Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable quietness ; 

The breath of peace we drew 
With its soft motion madc not less 

The calm that round us grew. 
There seemed from the remotest seat 

Of the white mountain waste. 
To the soft flower bcneath our feet, 

A magic circle traced,—■ 
A spirit interíused around, 

A thriUing, silent Hfe,— 
To momentary peace it bound 

Our mortal nature's strife ; 
And still I felt the centre of 

The magic circle there 
Was one fair form that filled with lovc 

The lifeless atmosphere. 

We pausod beside the pools that lie 
Undcr the forest bough,— 

Each seemed as 'twere a little sky 
Gulfed in a world below ; 

A firmament of piirple light 
Which in tho dark earth lay, 

More boundlcss than the dcpth of niglit, 
And purer than the day— 

In which the lovely forests grew. 
As in the iipper air, 

More perfect both in shape and hue 
Than any spreading there. 

There lay the glade and ncighbouring lawn. 
And through the dark green wood 

The white sun twinkling like the dawn 
Out of a spcckled cíoud. 

Sweet views which in our world abovc 
Can never wcll be seen, 

Were iniaged by the water's love 
Of that fair forest green. 

And ali was interfusod beneath 
With an Elysian glow, 

An atmosphere without a breath, 
A softer day below. 

Like one beloved, the scene had lent 
To the dark water's breast, 

Its every leaf and lineament 
With more than truth expressed ; 

Until an envious wind crept by, 
Like an unwelcomed thought, 

Which from the mind's too faithful eye 
Blots our dear image out. 

Though thou art ever fair and kind, 
The forests ever green, 

Less oft is peace in Shelley's mind, 
Than calm in waters, seen. 
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WITH A GUITAR, TO JANE 

[Publ. 1832.] 

ARIEL to Miranda :—Take 
This slave of Music, for the sake 
Of him who is the slave of thee. 
And teach it ali the harmony 
In which thou canst, and only thou, 
Make the delighted spirit glow, 
Till joy denies itself again, 
And, too intcnse, is turned to pain ; 
For by permission and command 
Of thine own Prince Ferdinand, 
Poor Ariel sends this silent token 
Of more than ever can be spoken ; 
Your guardian spirit, Ariel, who, 
From life to life, must stil! pursue 
Your happiness ;—for thus alone 
Can Ariel ever find his own. 
From Prospero's enchanted cell. 
As the mighty verses tell, 
To the throne of Naples, he 
Lit you o'er the trackless sea, 
Flitting on, your prow before, 
Like a living meteor. 
When you die, the silent Moon, 
In her interlunar swoon, 
Is not sadder in her cell 
Than deserted Ariel. 
When you live again on earth, 
Like an unseen star of birth, 
Ariel guides you o'er the sea 
Of life from your nativity. 
Many changes have been run 
Since Ferdinand and you begun 
Your course of love, and Ariel still 
Has tracked your steps, and served your will 
Now, in humbler, happier lot, 
This is ali remembered not ; 
And now, alas !  the poor sprite is 
Imprisoned, for some fault of his, 
In a body like a grave ;— 
From you he only dares to crave. 
For his Service and his sorrow, 
A smile to-day, a song to-morrow. 

The artist who this idol wrought. 
To echo ali harmonious thought, 
Felled a tree, while on the steep 
The woods were in their winter sleep 
Rocked in that repose divine 
On the wind-swept Apennine ; 
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And dreaming, some of Autumn past, 
And some of Spring approachmg íast, 
And some of April buds and showers, 
And some of songs in July bowers. 
And ali of love ;  and so this trec,— 
O that such our death may be !— 
Died in sleep, and felt no pam, 
To live in happier form agam : 
From which, bcncath Hcaven s faircst star, 
The artist wrought that lovcd Guitar, 
And taught it justly to reply, 
To ali who question skilíuUy, 
In language gentle as thine own ; 
Wliispering in enamoured tone 
Sweet oracles of woods and delis, 
And summer winds in sylvan cells ; 
For it had learned ali harmonies 
Of the plains and oi the skies, 
Of the íorests and the mountams, 
And the many-voicèd fountains ; 
The clearest echoes of the hills. 
The softest notes of falling rills, 
The melodies of birds and bees, 
The murmuring of summer seas. 
And pattcring rain, and breathmg dew, 
.\nd airs of evening ;  and it knew 
That scldom-heard mysterious sound, 
WUich, driven on its diurnal round, 
As it floats through boundless day, 
Our world enkindles in its way.— 
Ali this it knows, but will not tell 
To those who cannot question well 
The Spirit that iuhabits it ; 
It talks according to the wit 
Of its companions ;  and no more 
Is hcard than has been felt before, 
By those who tempt it to betray 
These secrets of an elder day : 
But, sweetly as its answers wiU 
Flattcr hands of períect skill, 
It keeps its highest, holiest tone 
For our belovcd Jane alone. 

TO JANE: " THE KEEN STAR3 WERE 
TWINKLING." 

[First pnbl. in full,   1839,  2nd ed.] 
I 

THE kecn stars wcre twinkling. 
And the fair moon was rising among them, 

Dear Jane ! 
The guitar was tinkling, 

But the notes were not sweet till you sung thcni 
Again. 
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As the moon's soft splendour 

0'er the faint cold starlight o£ Heaven 
Is thrown, 

So your voice most tender 
To the strings without soul had then given 

Its own. 

The stars will awaken, 
Though the moon sleep a fuU liour later, 

To-night ; 
No leaf will be shaken 

Whilst the dews of your melody scatter 
Delight. 

Though the sound overpowers, 
Sing again, with your dear voice revealing 

A tone 
Of some world far írom ours, 

Where music and moonlight and feeling 
Are one. 

LINES WRITTEN IN THE BAY OF LERICI 

[Publ. 1862.] 

SHE left me at the silent time 
When the moon had ceascd to climb 
The azure path of Heaven's stecp, 
And likc an albatross asleep, 
Balanccd on hcr wings of light, 
Hovered in the purple night, 
Ere she soiight her ocean ncst 
In the chambers of the West, 
She left me, and I stayed alone 
Thinking ovcr every tone 
\\'h!ch, though silent to the ear, 
The enchantcd heart could hear, 
Like notes which die when born, b>it still 
líaunt the echoes of the hill ; 
And feeling ever—oh, too mucli!— 
The soft vibration of her touch, 
As if her gentle hand, even now, 
Lightly trcmbled on my brow ; 
And thus, although she absent werc, 
Memory gave me ali of her 
That cvcn Fancy dares to claim :— 
Her presence had made weak and tame 
Ali passions, and I lived alone 
In the time which is our own ; 
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The past and future were forgot. 
As they had been, and would be, not. 
But soon, the guardian angel gone, 
The daemon rcassumed his throne 
In my faint heart.    I dare not speak 
My thoughts, but thus disturbed and weak 
I sat and saw the vessels glide, 
Ch'er the ocean bright and wide, 
Like spirit-wingèd chariots sent 
0'er some serenest element 
For ministrations strange and far : 
As if to some Elysian star 
Sailed íor drink to medicine 
Such sweet and bitter pain as mine. 
And the wind that winged their flight 
From the land carne fresh and light, 
And the scent of winged flowers, 
And the coolness of the hours 
Of dew, and sweet warmth left by day, 
Were scattcred o'er the twinkling bay, 
And the fisher with his lamp 
And spear about the low rocks damp 
Crept, and struck the fish which came 
To worship the delusive flame. 
Too happy they, whose pleasure sought 
Extinguishes ali sense and thought 
Of the regret that pleasure leaves, 
Destroying life alonc, not peace ! 

LINES: "WE MEET NOT AS WE PARTED" 

[Publ. 1862.] 

WE meet not as wc parted, 
\Ve feel more than ali may see ; 

My bosom is heavy-hearted, 
And thine fuU of doubt for me :—• 
One moment has bound the free. 

That moment is gone for ever, 
Like lightning that flashed and died- 

Like a snowtlake upon the river— 
Like a sunbeam upon the tide, 
Which the dark shadows hide. 

That moment from time was singled 
As the first of a life of pain ; 

The cup of its joy was miugled 
—Delusion too sweet tliough vain I 
Too sweet to be mine again. 
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Sweet lips, co-,ild my heart have hidden 
That its life was crushcd by you, 

YP -vvould not have then forbidden 
The dcath which a heart so true 
Soiight in your briny dcw. 

Methinks too little cost 
For a momcnt so íound, so lost! 

THE  ISLE 

[Publ. 1824.1 

TiiERE was a little lawny islet 
By anemonc and violet, 

Liko niosaic, paven : 
And its roof was flowcrs and leaves 
Which the summer's brcath enweaves, 
Where nor sim nor showers nor breeze 
Picrce the pines and tallest trees, 

Each a gcm cngraven ;— 
Girt by many an azure wave 
With which the clouds and mountains pave 

A lake's blue chasm. 

FRAGMENT: TO THE MOON 
[Publ. 1862.] 

BRIGHT wandorer, fair coqnctte of Heaven, 
To whom alone it has been given 
To change and be adored for ever, 
Envy not this dim world, for never 
But once within its shadow grew 
One fair as— 

EPITAPH 

[Publ. 1824.] 

TiiESE are two friends whose livcs wcre undivided ; 
So Ict their niemory be, now thcy have glidcd 
Undcr the grave ; Ict not their boncs be parted, 
For their two hearts in life wcre single-hearted. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF LIFE 

[Tlic pocm on which Shellev was engagcd at the time of his 
cleath.     Publ.  1824.] 

SwiFT as a spirit hastening to his task 
Of glory and of good. thc Sun sprang íortli 
Rejoiciug in his splendour, and the mask 

Of darkness fell from the awakcned Earth— 
The smokcless altars of the mountain snows 
Flamed above crimson clouds, and at the birth 

Of light, the Ocean's orison arose, 
To wíiich the birds tempered thcir matin lay. 
AH íiowcrs in field or forest whicli unclose 

Their trcmbling eyelids to the kiss of day, 
Swinging their ccnsers in the eleincnt, 
^\'ith orient incense lit by the new ray 

Burncd slovv and inconsumably, and scnt 
Thcir odorous sighs up to tlie smiliug air ; 
And, in succession due, did continent, 

Isle, ocean, and ali things that in them wear 
The form and character of mortal inoiild, 
Rise as the Siin thcir father rose, to boar 

Their portion of the toil, which he of old 
Took as his own, and tlien imposed on them : 
But I, whom thoughts which must romain untold 

Had kept as wakeful as the stars that gem 
The cone of night, now they were laid asleep 
Stretched my faint limbs beneath the hoary stcni 

Which an old chestnut flung athwart the steep 
Of a green Apcnnine :   bcfore me flcd 
The night;  behind me rose the day ;   the deep 

Was at my feet, and Heaven above my head,— 
When a strange trance over my fancy grew 
Which was not slumber, for the shade it spread 

\\'as so transparent, that the scene carne through 
As clcar as, whcn a veil of light is drawn 
0'er evening hills, they glimmer ;   aiid I knew 

That I had felt the freshness of that dawn 
Bathe in the same cold dew my brow and hair. 
And sate as thus upon that slope of lawn 
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Under the self-same bough, and heard as thera 
The birds, the fountains and the ocean hold 
Swcet talk in music through the enamoiircd air, 
And theu a vision on my brain was roUed. 
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As in that trance of wondrous thought I lay, 
This was the tenour of my waking dream :—■ 
Methought I sate bcside a pubUc way 

Thick strewn with summer dust, and a great stream 
Of people there was hurrying to and fro, 
Numerous as gnats upon the evening glcam. 

Ali hastening onward, yet none soemed to know 
Whither he wcnt, or whence he carne, or why 
He made one of the miiltitudc, and so 

Was borne amid the crowd, as through the sky 
One of the million leaves of summcr's bicr ; 
Old age and youth, manhood and infancy, 

Mixed in o^e mighty ton-ent did appear. 
Some flying from the thing they fearcd, and some 
Seeking the objcct of anot"her's fear ; 

And others, as with steps towards the tomb, 
Pored on the troddcn worms that crawled beneath, 
And others mournfully within the gloom 

Of their own shadow walked, and called it death ; 
And some fled írora it as it were a ghost, 
Half fainting in the affliction oi vain breath : 

But more, with motions wliich cach other crossod. 
Pursucd or shunned the shadows the clouds threw, 
Or birds within the noonday aether lost, 

Upon that path where flowers never grew,— 
And, wcary with vain toil and faint for thirst. 
Heard not the fountains, whose melodious dew 

Out of their mossy cells forever burst; 
Nor felt the brceze which from the forest told 
Of grassy paths and wood-lawns intersperscd 

With overarching elms and caverns cold. 
And violet banks where sweet dreams brood, but they 
Pursued their serious foUy as of old. 

And as I gazed, methought that in the way 
The throng grew wilder, as the woods of June 
When the south wind shakes the extinguished day. 
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And a cold glare, intenser than the noon, 
But icy cold, obscurcd with blinding light 
The sun, as he the stars.    Like the young moon— 

When on the sunlit limits of the night 
Her white shell trembles amid crimson air, 
And whilst the slecping tempcst gathers might— 

Doth  as the herald of its coming, bear 
The ghost of its dcad mother, whose dim íorm 
Bcnds in dark aethcr from her iníanfs chair,—• 

Sc came a chariot on the silent storm 
Of its own rushing splcndour, and a Shape 
So satc within, as ene whom years deform, 

Benoath a dusky hood and doublc cape, 
Crouching within the shadow of a tomb ; 
And o'er what seemed the head a cloud-like crape 

Was bent, a dun and faint aethcreal gloom 
Tempering the light.    Upon the chariot-beam 
A Janus-visaged Shadow did assume 

The guidance of that wonder-wingèd teani ; 
The shapes which drew it in thick lightenings 
Were lost:—I hcard alone on the air's soft strcam 

The music of thcir ever-moving wings. 
Ali the four faces of that Charioteer 
Had their eyes banded ;  little profit brings 

Speed in the van and blindness in the rear, 
Nor thon avail the beams that quench the sun,— 
Or that with banded eyes could pierce the spherc 

Of ali that is, has been or will be done ; 
So ill was the car guidcd—but it passed 
With solcmn speed njajestically on. 

The crowd gave way, and I arose aghast, 
Or seemed to rise, so mighty was the trance. 
And saw, like clouds upon the thunder-blast, 

The million with fierce song and maniac dance 
Raging around—such seemed the jubilee 
As when to greet some conqueror's advance 

Imperial Rome poured forth her living sea 
From senatc-house, and fórum, and theatro, 
Wlien upon the free 

Had bound a yoke, which soon thcy stooped to bear. 
Nor wanted here the just similitude 
Of a triumphal pageant, for where'er 
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The chariot roUed, a captive multitude 
Was driven ;—ali those who had grown old ia power 
Or miscry,—ali who had their age subdued 

By action or by suffering, and whose hour 
Was drained to its last sand in weal or woe, 
So that the trunk survived both fruit and flower ;— 

AU those whose fame or iníamy must grow 
Till the great winter lay the form and name 
0£ this green earth with them for ever low ;— 

Ali but the sacred few who could not tame 
Their spirits to the conquerors, but as soon 
As they had touched the world with living flame, 

Fled back like cagles to their native noou ; 
Or those who put aside the diadem 
Of earthly thrones or goms . . . 

Were there, of Athens or Jerusalém, 
Were neither mid the mighty captives seen, 
Nor mid the ribald crowd that foUowed them. 

Nor those who went before ficrce and obscene. 
The wild dance maddens in the van, and those 
Who Icad it—fleet as shadows on the green,—• 

Outspeed the chariot, and without repose 
Mix with cach other in tempestuous measure 
To savage music, wilder as it grows ; 

They, tortured by their agonizing pleasure, 
Convulsed and on the rapid whirlwinds spun 
Of that fierce Spirit, whose unholy leisure 

Was soothed by mischief since the world begun, 
Throw back their heads and loose their streaming 
And in their dance round her who dims the sun. 

hair ; 

Maidens and youths fling their wild arms in air 
As their feet twinkle ;   they recede, and now 
Bending within each othcr's atmosphere, 

Kindle invisibly—and as they glow, 
Like moths by light attracted and repelled, 
Oft to their bright dcstruction come and go, 

Till like two clouds into one vale impelled, 
That shake the mountains when their lightnings mingle 
And die in rain—the fiery band which held 

Their natures, snaps—while the shoek still may tingle ; 
One íalls and thcn another in the path 
Senseless—nor is the desolation single, 
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Yet ere I cau say where—the chariot hath 
Passed over them—nor other trace I find 
But as of foam after the ocean's wrath 

Is spcut upon the destrt shore ;—behind, 
Old men and women íouUy disarrayed, 
Shake their gray hairs in the insulting wind. 

And foUow in the dance, with limbs decayed, 
Seeking to reach the light wliich leaves them still 
Farther behind and deeper in the shade. 

But not the less with impotence of will 
They wheel,—though ghastly shadows intcrpose 
Round them and round each other,—and fnlfil 

Their work, and in the dust írom whence they rose 
Sink, and corruption veils tliem as they lie. 
And past in these perforras what in those. 

Struck to the heart by this sad pageantry, 
Half to myself I said—" And what is this ? 
Whose sliape is that within the car ?    And why—" 

1 would have added—" is ali hcre amiss ?—" 
But a voice answered—" Liíe ! "—I turned, and knt 
(O Heaven, have mercy on such wretchedness !) 

That what I thought was an old root which grew 
To strange distortion out of the hill side, 
Was indeed one of those deluded crew, 

And that the grass, which methought hung so wide 
And white, was but his thin discoloured hair. 
And that the holes he vainly sought to hide, 

Were or had been eyes :—" lí thou canst, forbear 
To join the dance, which I had well íorborne ! " 
Said the grim Feature (of my thought aware). 

" I will unfold that which to this deep scorn 
Led me and my companions, and relate 
The progress of the pageant since the moru ; 

" If thirst of knowledge shall not then abate, 
FoUow it thou even to the night, but I 
Am weary."—Then like one who with the weight 

Of his own words is staggered, wearily 
He paused ;  and ere he could resume, I cried : 
" First, who art thou ? "—" Beíore thy memory, 

" I frared, loved, hated, suífered, did and died. 
And if the spark by which Heaven lit my spirit 
Had been with purer nutriment supplied; 
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" Corruption would not now thus much inherit 
Of what was once Rousseau,—nor this disguise 
Stain that which ought to have disdaiiied to wear it; 

" If I have been extinguished, yet there rise 
A thousand beacoiis from tlic spark I bore "— 
" And who are those chained to the car ? "—" The wise. 

" The great, the unforgotten,—they who worc 
Mitres and liehns and cvowns, or wreaths of light, 
Signs oi thoughfs empire over thought—their lore    ■ 

" Taught them not this, to know themselves ;  theh: might 
Could not repress the mystcry within. 
And for the morn of truth they íeigned, deep night 

" Caught them ere evening."-—" Who is he with chin 
llpon his breast, and hands crossed on his chain ? "—■ 
" The child of a fierce hour ;  he sought to win 

" The world, and lost ali that it did contain 
Of greíitncss, in its hope destroyed ;   and more 
Of fame and pcace than virtue's self can gain 

" Without the opportunity which bore 
Him on its eaglc pinions to the peak 
From which a thousand clinibers have beíore 

" Fallen, as Napoleon fell."—I felt my cheek 
Alter, to sec the shadow pass away, 
Whose grasp had left the giant world so weak 

That every pigmy kicked it as it lay ; 
And much I grieved to think how power and will 
In opposition rule our mortal day. 

And why God made irrcconcilable 
Good and the means of good ; and for despair 
I half disdained mine eyes' desire to fill 

With the spent vision of the times that were 
And scarce have ceased to be.—" Dost tliou behold," 

Said [then] my guide, " those spoilers spoiled, Voltaire, 

" Frcderick, and Paul, Catherine, and Leopold, 
And hoary anarchs, demagogues, and sage— 

uames whicli the world think always old, 

" For in the battle Life and they did wage, 
She remained conqueror. I was overcome 
By my owu heart alone, whicli neither age, 

" Nor tears, nor iníamy, nor now the tomb 
Could teniper to its object."—" Let them pass," 
I cried, " the world and its mysterious doom 
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" Is not so miich more glorious than it was, 
That I dcsire to worship those who drevi- 
New figures on its false and fragile ^[lasá 

" As the old faded."—" Figures ever nevv 
Kise on the biibble, paint them as you may ; 
\\'e have but thrown, as thosc before us threw, 

" Our shadows on it as it passcd avvay. 
But mark now chained to the triumphal chair 
The mighty phantoms of an elder day ; 

" AH that is mortal of great Plato there 
Expiates the joy and woe his master knew not; 
The star that ruled his doom was far too fair, 

i 
" And life, where long that ílower of Heaven grew not, 
Conquered that heart by love, which gold, or pain, 
Or age, or sloth. or slavery could subdue not. 

" And near him walk the twain, 
The tutor and his pupil, whom Dominion 
FoUowed as tame as vulture in a chain. 

" The world was darkcned beneath either pinion 
Of him whom from the flock of conquerors 
Farae singled out for her thunder-bearing minion ; 

" The other long outlived both vvoes and wars, 
Throned in the thoughts of men, and still had kept 
The jealous key of Truth's eterual doors, 

" If Bacon's eagle spirit had not lept 
Like lightning out of darkncss—he compellcd 
The-Proteus shape of Nature, as it slept, 

" To wake, and lead him to the caves that held 
The treasure of the secrets of its reign. 
See the great bards of elder time, who quellcd 

" The passions which they sung, as by their strain 
May well be known :  their living melody 
Tempers its own contagion to the vein 

" Of those who are infected with it—I 
Have suífered what I wrote, or vilor pain ! 
And so my words have sccds of misery— 

" Even as the deods of others, not as theirs." 
And then ho pointed to a company, 

'Midst whom I quickly recognized the heirs 
Of Caosar's crime, from him to Constantine ; 
The anarch chiefs, whose force and murderous snares 
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Had íounded many a sceptre-bearing line, 
And sprcad the plague o£ gold and blood abroad : 
And Gregory and John, and men divine, 

Who rose like shadows between man and God ; 
Till that eclipse, still hanging over heaven, 
Was worsliipped by the world o'er which they strode. 

For the true sun it quenched—" Their power was given 
But to dcstroy," replied the leader :—" I 
Am one o£ those who have created, even 

" If it be but a world of agony."— 
" Whence comest thou ?   and whither goest thou ? 
How did thy course bogin ? " I said, " and why ? 

" Mine eyes are sick of this perpetuai flow 
Of people, and my heart sick of one sad thought— 
Speak ! "—" Whence I am, I partly seem to know, 

" And how and by what paths I have been brought 
To this dread pass, methinks even thou mayst guess ;— 
Why this should be, my mind can compass not ; 

" Whither the conqueror hurries me, still Ic.ss ;— 
But foUow thou, and from spectator turn 
Actor or victim in this wretchedness, 

" And what thou wouldst be tauglit I then may loara 
From thee.    Now listen :—In the April prime, 
Whon ali the forest-tips began to burn 

" With kindling green, touched by the azure clime 
Of the young year's dawn, I was íaid asleep 
Under a mouutain, which from unknown time 

" Had yawned into a cavern, high and deep ; 
And írom it came a gentle rivulet, 
Whose water, like clear air, in its calm sweep 

" Bent the soft grass, and kept for ever wet 
The stems of tlie swcet flowers, and fiUed the grove 
With sounds, which whoso hears must needs forget 

" Ali plcasure and ali pain, ali hate and love, 
\\'hich they had known before that hour of rest; 
A sleeping mother then would dream uot of 

" Her only child who died upon the breast 
At eventide—a king would mourn no more 
The crown of which his brows were dispossessed 

•  ■ 

" Whcn the sun lingered o'er his ocean floor 
To gild his rival's new prosperity. 
Tiiou wouldst forget thus vainly to deplore 
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" lUs, which if ills can fmd no cure írom thee, 
The thought of which no other sleep will quell, 
Nor othcr music blot írom meniory, 

" So sweet and deep is thc oblivious spell ; 
And whether life had been before that sleep 
The Heaven which I imagine, or a Hell 

" Like tliis harsh world in which I wake to weep, 
I know not.    I arose, and for a space 
Tlic íicene of woods and waters seenied to keep, 

" Though it was now broad day, a gentle trace 
Of hght diviner than the common sun 
Sheds on the common earth, and ali the place 

" Was lilled with magic sounds vvoven into one 
Olivious melody, confusing sense 
Amid the gliding waves and shadows dun ; 

" And, as I lookcd, the bright omnipreseuce 
Of morning through the orient cavern ílowed, 
And the sun's imagc radiantly intenso 

" Burned on the waters of the well that glowed 
Like gold. and threadcd ali thc foresfs maze 
With winding paths of emerald fire ;   there stood 

" Amid the sun, as he amid the blaze 
Of his own glory, on thc vibrating 
Floor of the fountain, paved with flashing rays, 

" A Shape ali light, which with one haud did lling 
Dew on the earth, as if bhe were the dawn. 
And the invisible rain did ever sing 

" A silver music on thc niossy lawn ; 
And stül before me on the <lusky grass, 
íris her many-coloured scarf had drawn : 

" In her right hand she bore a crystal glass, 
Mantling with bright Nepenthe ;  the lierce splendour 
Fell from her, as she moved under the mass 

" Of the deep cavem, and, with palms so tender 
Tlieir tread broke not the mirror of its billow, 
Glided along the river, and did bend her 

" Head under the dark boughs, till like a willow 
Her fair hair swept the bosom of the stream 
That whispered with delight to be its pillow. 

" As one cnamoured is upborne in dream 
0'er lily-paven lakes, mid silver mist. 
To wondrous music, so this shape might seem 
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" Partly to trcad tlie waves with feet which kissed 
The dancing foam ;  partly to glide along 
The air which roughened the moist amethyst, 

" Or the faint moniing bcams that fell among 
The trees, or the soft shadows of the trees ; 
And hcr feet, ever to the ceaseless song 

" Of leaves, and winds, and waves, and birds, and bees, 
And falhng drops, moved to a measure new 
Yet sweet, as on the summer evciiing breezc, 

" Up irem the lake a shapc of golden dew 
Betwecn two rocks, athwart the rising nipon. 
Dances i' the wind, where never eagle flew ; 

" And still her feet, no less than the swcet tune 
To which they moved, seemed as they moved to blot 
The thoughts of him who gazed on them ;  and soon 

" AU that was, seemed as if it had been not; 
And ali the gazer's mind was strewn beneath 
Her íeet like embcrs ;   and she, thought by thought, 

" Trampled its sparlvs into the dust of dcath ; 
As day upon the threshold of the east 
Treads out the lamps of night, until the breath 

" Of darkncss re-illumine even the least 
Of heaven's living eyes—like day she carne, 
Making the night a dream ;  and ere she ccased 

" To move, as one between desire and shame 
Suspendcd, I said—' If, as it doth seem, 
Tliou comest from the reaim without a name 

" ' Into this valley of perpetuai dream, 
Show whcnce I carne, and where I am, and why—- 
Pass not away upon the passing stream.'— 

" ' Arise and quench thy thirst,' was her reply. 
And as a shut lily stricken by the wand 
Of dewy morning's vital alchemy, 

" I rose ;   and, bending at her sweet command, 
Touched with faint lips tlie cup she raiscd. 
And suddcnly my braiu became as sand 

" Where the íirst wave had more than half erascd 
The track of deer on desert Labrailor, 
Whilst the wolf, from which the)' tled amazed, 

" Leaves his stamp visibly ujjon the shore,— 
Until the secoud bursts ;  so ou my sight 
Burst a new vision, never seen before. 
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" And the fair shape waned in the coming 
As veil by veil the silent splendour drops 
From Luciíer, amid the chrysoUte 

light. 

" Of sunrise, erc it tinge the moiintain-tops ; 
And as the presence o£ that fairest planet, 
Although unseen, is felt by one who hopes 

" That his day's path raay end as he began it, 
In that star's smile, wliose hght is like the sceat 
Oi a jonquil when evening breezes fan it, 

" Or the soft note in which his dear lamsnt 
The Brescian ♦ shephcrd breathes, or the caress 
Tliat turned his wcary slumber to content; 

" Sc know I in that lighfs severa cxcess 
The presence o£ that Shape which on the stream 
Moved, as I moved along the wilderness, 

" More dimly than a day-appearing dream, 
The ghost of a forgotten form of sleep ; 
A liglit of heaven, wliose half-extinguished beam 

" Through the sick day in which we wake to weo; 
Glimmcrs, for ever sought, for ever losl; 
So did that shape its obscure tenour keep 

" Beside my path, as silent as a ghost ; 
But the new Vision, and the cold bright car, 
With solemn specd and stunning music, crossed 

" The forest, and as if from some dread war 
Triumphantly returning, the loiid million 
Fiercely extoUed the fortune of her star. 

" A moving arch of victory, the vermilion 
And green and azure plunies of íris had 
Built high over her wind-wingèd pavilion, 

" And undemeath aethcreal glory clad 
The wilderness, and far before her fiew 
The tempest of the splendour, which forbade 

" Shadow to fali from leaf and stone ; the crew 
Seemed in that light, like atomies to dance 
Within a sunbeam ;—some upon the new 

" Embroidery of Uowers, that did enhanco 
The grassy vesture of the desert, played, 
Forgetful of the chariot's swift advance ; 

♦ The favourite song, Starrco di pascolar le pecorclle, is a Brescian 
national air.—[MRS S;!ELLEY'S NOTE.] 
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" Othcrs stood gazing, till within the shade 
Oi the great mountain its light left them dim ; 
Others outspeeded it;   and others made 

" Circles aroxind it, like the clouds that swim 
Round the high moon in a bright sea of air ; 
And more did foUow, with exulting hymn, 

" The chariot and the captives fettered there :— 
But ali like bubbles on an eddying flood 
Fell into the same track at last, and were 

" Borne onward.—I among the multitude 
Was swept—me, sweetest ílowcrs delayed not long ; 
Me, not the shadow nor the solitude ; 

" Me, not that falling stream's Lethean song ; 
Mo, not the phantom of that carly Form 
Which moved upon its motion—but among 

" The thickest billows of that living storm 
I plunged, and bared my bosom to the clime 
01 that cold light, whose airs too soon deform. 

" Before the chariot had bcgun to climb 
The opposing steep of that mystcrious deli, 
Behold a wonder worthy of the rhyme 

" Of him who from the lowest depths of hell, 
Through every paradise and tlirough ali glory, 
Love led serene, and who returned to tell 

" The words of hate and awc, the wondrous story 
How ali things are transfigured except Love ;— 
For dcaf as is a sea, which wrath makes hoary, 

" The world can hear not the sweet notes that move 
The sphere whose light is melody to lovers— 
A wonder w^orthy of his rhyme.    The grove 

" Grew dense with shadows to its inmost covcrs, 
. The earth was gray with phantoms, and the air 
Was pcopled with dim forms, as when there hovcrs 

" A ílock of vampire-bats before the glare 
Of the tropic sun, bringing, ere evening, 
Strange night upon some Indian vale ;—thus were 

" Phantoms diffused around ;  and some did fling 
Shadows of shadows, yct unlike themselves, 
Bcliind them ;  some like eaglets on the wing 

" Were lost in the white day ;   others like eives 
Danccd in a thousand unimagincd shapes 
Upon the sunny streams and grassy shelves ; 
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" And othcrs sate chattering like restless apes 
On vulgar [hands ?]   .   .   . 
Some inade a cradle of the ermined capes 

" 0£ kingly mantles ;   some across the tíar 
Of pontiffs sate like vultures ;  othcrs played 
Under the cro\vn which girt with empirc 

" A baby's or an idiofs brow, and made 
Their nests in it.    The old anatomics 
Sate hatching their bare broods under tlic shade 

" 0£ daemon w-ings. and laughed from their dead eyes 
To reassume the delcgated power, < 
Arrayed in which those worms did nionarchize, 

" Wíio made this earth their charnel.    Others more 
Humble, like falcons, sate upon the fist 
0£ common men, and round their heads did soar ; 

" Or like small gnats and flies, as thick as mist 
On evening marshes, throngcd about the brow 
Of lawyers, statesmen, priost and theorist;— 

" And others, like discoloured flakes of snovv 
On fairest bosoms and the sunnicst hair, 
Fell, and were melted by the youthful glovv 

" Which they extinguished ;  and, like tcars, they were 
A veil to those from whose faint lids they rained 
In (Irops of sorrow.     I became aware 

" Of whcnce those fornis proceeded which thus stained 
The track in which we moved.    Aftcr brief space, 
l''rom cvery form the beauty slowly wane<l ; 

" From every firmest limb and fairest face 
The strength and freshness fell like dust, and left 
Tho action and the shape without the grace 

" Of life.    The marble brow of youth was cleft 
With care ;  and in those eyes whcre once hope shoue, 
Desire, like a lioness bereft 

" Of her last cub, glarod ere it died ;   each one 
Of that great crowd sent forth inccssantly 
These shadows, numcrous as the dead leaves blown 

" In autumn evening from a poplar tree, 
Each like himself and like each other were 
At íirst ;  but some distorted soemed to be 

" Obscure clouds, moulded by tho casual air ; 
And of this stuff the car's creative ray 
Wrought ali the busy phantoms that were there. 
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" As the sun shapes the clouds ;  thus on the way 
Mask after mask fc!l from the countenance 
Aad form of ali ;   and long before the day 

" \V'a3 o!d. the joy which waked Hke heaven's glance 
The sleepers in the oblivious valley, died ; 
And some grew weary of the ghastly dance, 

" And fell, as I have fallen, by the wayside ;— 
Those sooncst from whose forms most shadows passed. 
And least of strength and beauty did abide. 

" Then, what is life ?   I cried."— 
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