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William Blake 
“London” 

 
A little black thing in the snow, 
 Crying "weep! weep!" in notes of woe! 
 "Where are thy father and mother? Say!"-- 
 "They are both gone up to the church to pray. 
  
 "Because I was happy upon the heath, 
 And smiled among the winter's snow, 
 They clothed me in the clothes of death, 
 And taught me to sing the notes of woe. 
  
 "And because I am happy and dance and sing, 
 They think they have done me no injury, 
 And are gone to praise God and his priest and king, 
 Who make up a heaven of our misery." 
 
 

William Blake 
“Chimney Sweeper I” 

 
When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep. 
 
There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head, 
That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved: so I said, 
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare, 
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair." 
 
And so he was quiet; and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight, -  
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack, 
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black. 
 
And by came an angel who had a bright key, 
And he opened the coffins and set them all free; 
Then down a green plain leaping, laughing, they run, 
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun. 
 
Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, 
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They rise upon clouds and sport in the wind; 
And the angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy, 
He'd have God for his father, and never want joy. 
 
And so Tom awoke; and we rose in the dark, 
And got with our bags and our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm; 
So if all do their duty they need not fear harm. 
 

William Blake 
“Chimney Sweeper II” 

 
A little black thing in the snow, 
 Crying "weep! weep!" in notes of woe! 
 "Where are thy father and mother? Say!"-- 
 "They are both gone up to the church to pray. 
  
 "Because I was happy upon the heath, 
 And smiled among the winter's snow, 
 They clothed me in the clothes of death, 
 And taught me to sing the notes of woe. 
  
 "And because I am happy and dance and sing, 
 They think they have done me no injury, 
 And are gone to praise God and his priest and king, 
 Who make up a heaven of our misery."  
 
 

William Wordsworth 
2TFRENCH REVOLUTION 2T 

 
          OH! pleasant exercise of hope and joy! 
          For mighty were the auxiliars which then stood 
          Upon our side, we who were strong in love! 
          Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive, 
          But to be young was very heaven!--Oh! times, 
          In which the meagre, stale, forbidding ways 
          Of custom, law, and statute, took at once 
          The attraction of a country in romance! 
          When Reason seemed the most to assert her rights, 
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          When most intent on making of herself                        
          A prime Enchantress--to assist the work, 
          Which then was going forward in her name! 
          Not favoured spots alone, but the whole earth, 
          The beauty wore of promise, that which sets 
          (As at some moment might not be unfelt 
          Among the bowers of paradise itself) 
          The budding rose above the rose full blown. 
          What temper at the prospect did not wake 
          To happiness unthought of? The inert 
          Were roused, and lively natures rapt away!                   
          They who had fed their childhood upon dreams, 
          The playfellows of fancy, who had made 
          All powers of swiftness, subtilty, and strength 
          Their ministers,--who in lordly wise had stirred 
          Among the grandest objects of the sense, 
          And dealt with whatsoever they found there 
          As if they had within some lurking right 
          To wield it;--they, too, who, of gentle mood, 
          Had watched all gentle motions, and to these 
          Had fitted their own thoughts, schemers more mild,           
          And in the region of their peaceful selves;-- 
          Now was it that both found, the meek and lofty 
          Did both find, helpers to their heart's desire, 
          And stuff at hand, plastic as they could wish; 
          Were called upon to exercise their skill, 
          Not in Utopia, subterranean fields, 
          Or some secreted island, Heaven knows where! 
          But in the very world, which is the world 
          Of all of us,--the place where in the end 
          We find our happiness, or not at all!  
 

William Wordsworth 
2TTHE SEVEN SISTERS 2T 

OR, THE SOLITUDE OF BINNORIE 
                                   I 
 
          SEVEN Daughters had Lord Archibald, 
          All children of one mother: 
          You could not say in one short day 
          What love they bore each other. 
          A garland, of seven lilies, wrought! 
          Seven Sisters that together dwell; 
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          But he, bold Knight as ever fought, 
          Their Father, took of them no thought, 
          He loved the wars so well. 
          Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully, 
          The solitude of Binnorie! 
 
                                   II 
 
          Fresh blows the wind, a western wind, 
          And from the shores of Erin, 
          Across the wave, a Rover brave 
          To Binnorie is steering: 
          Right onward to the Scottish strand 
          The gallant ship is borne; 
          The warriors leap upon the land, 
          And hark! the Leader of the band 
          Hath blown his bugle horn. 
          Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully, 
          The solitude of Binnorie. 
 
                                  III 
 
          Beside a grotto of their own, 
          With boughs above them closing, 
          The Seven are laid, and in the shade 
          They lie like fawns reposing. 
          But now, upstarting with affright 
          At noise of man and steed, 
          Away they fly to left, to right-- 
          Of your fair household, Father-knight, 
          Methinks you take small heed! 
          Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully, 
          The solitude of Binnorie. 
 
                                   IV 
 
          Away the seven fair Campbells fly, 
          And, over hill and hollow, 
          With menace proud, and insult loud, 
          The youthful Rovers follow. 
          Cried they, "Your Father loves to roam: 
          Enough for him to find 
          The empty house when he comes home; 
          For us your yellow ringlets comb, 
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          For us be fair and kind!" 
          Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully, 
          The solitude of Binnorie. 
 
                                   V 
 
          Some close behind, some side to side, 
          Like clouds in stormy weather; 
          They run, and cry, "Nay, let us die, 
          And let us die together." 
          A lake was near; the shore was steep; 
          There never foot had been; 
          They ran, and with a desperate leap 
          Together plunged into the deep, 
          Nor ever more were seen. 
          Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully, 
          The solitude of Binnorie. 
 
                                   VI 
 
          The stream that flows out of the lake, 
          As through the glen it rambles, 
          Repeats a moan o'er moss and stone, 
          For those seven lovely Campbells. 
          Seven little Islands, green and bare, 
          Have risen from out the deep: 
          The fishers say, those sisters fair, 
          By faeries all are buried there, 
          And there together sleep. 
          Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully, 
          The solitude of Binnorie. 
 
 

William Wordsworth 
“Scorn not the Sonnet” 

 
           Scorn not the Sonnet; Critic, you have frowned, 
           Mindless of its just honours; with this key 
           Shakespeare unlocked his heart; the melody 
           Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch's wound; 
           A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound; 
           With it Camöens soothed an exile's grief; 
           The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf 

http://rpo.library.utoronto.ca/poem/2363.html#4�
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           Amid the cypress with which Dante crowned 
           His visionary brow: a glow-worm lamp, 
           It cheered mild Spenser, called from Faery-land 
            To struggle through dark ways; and, when a damp 
           Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand 
           The Thing became a trumpet; whence he blew 
           Soul-animating strains--alas, too few! 
 

S. T. Coleridge 
“The Knight’s Tomb” 

 
4T            3T4TWhere is the grave of Sir Arthur O'Kellyn? 3T  
4T            3T4TWhere may the grave of that good man be?--3T  
4T            3T4TBy the side of a spring, on the breast of Helvellyn, 3T  
4T            3T4TUnder the twigs of a young birch tree!3T  
4T            3T4TThe oak that in summer was sweet to hear,3T  
4T            3T4TAnd rustled its leaves in the fall of the year, 3T  
4T            3T4TAnd whistled and roared in the winter alone,3T  
4T            3T4TIs gone,--and the birch in its stead is grown.--3T  
4T           3T4T The Knight's bones are dust, 3T  
4T            3T4TAnd his good sword rust;--3T  
4T            3T4THis soul is with the saints, I trust.3T  
  

S. T. Coleridge 
“The Eolian Harp” 

 
            My pensive Sara! thy soft cheek reclined 
            Thus on mine arm, most soothing sweet it is 
            To sit beside our cot, our cot o'ergrown 
            With white-flowered jasmin, and the broad-leaved myrtle, 
            (Meet emblems they of Innocence and Love!) 
            And watch the clouds, that late were rich with light, 
            Slow saddening round, and mark the star of eve 
            Serenely brilliant (such should wisdom be) 
            Shine opposite!  How exquisite the scents 
            Snatched from yon bean-field! and the world so hushed! 
            The stilly murmur of the distant sea 
            Tells us of silence. 
 
                                                And that simplest lute, 
            Placed length-ways in the clasping casement, hark! 

http://rpo.library.utoronto.ca/poem/2363.html#8�
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            How by the desultory breeze caressed, 
            Like some coy maid half yielding to her lover, 
            It pours such sweet upbraiding, as must needs 
            Tempt to repeat the wrong!  And now, its strings 
            Boldlier swept, the long sequacious notes 
            Over delicious surges sink and rise, 
            Such a soft floating witchery of sound 
            As twilight Elfins make, when they at eve 
            Voyage on gentle gales from Fairy-Land, 
            Where Melodies round honey-dropping flowers, 
            Footless and wild, like birds of Paradise, 
            Nor pause, nor perch, hovering on untamed wing! 
            O the one life within us and abroad, 
            Which meets all motion and becomes its soul, 
            A light in sound, a sound-like power in light, 
            Rhythm in all thought, and joyance every where--- 
            Methinks, it should have been impossible 
            Not to love all things in a world so filled; 
            Where the breeze warbles, and the mute still air 
            Is Music slumbering on her instrument. 
 
               And thus, my love! as on the midway slope 
            Of yonder hill I stretch my limbs at noon, 
            Whilst through my half-closed eye-lids I behold 
            The sunbeams dance, like diamonds, on the main, 
            And tranquil muse upon tranquillity; 
            Full many a thought uncalled and undetained, 
            And many idle flitting phantasies, 
            Traverse my indolent and passive brain, 
            As wild and various as the random gales 
            That swell and flutter on this subject lute! 
 
               And what if all of animated nature 
            Be but organic harps diversely framed, 
            That tremble into thought, as o'er them sweeps 
            Plastic and vast, one intellectual breeze, 
            At once the Soul of each, and God of All? 
 
               But thy more serious eye a mild reproof 
            Darts, O beloved woman! nor such thoughts 
            Dim and unhallowed dost thou not reject, 
            And biddest me walk humbly with my God. 
            Meek daughter in the family of Christ! 
            Well hast thou said and holily dispraised 

http://rpo.library.utoronto.ca/poem/3301.html#20�
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            These shapings of the unregenerate mind; 
            Bubbles that glitter as they rise and break 
            On vain Philosophy's aye-babbling spring. 
            For never guiltless may I speak of him, 
            The Incomprehensible! save when with awe 
            I praise him, and with Faith that inly feels; 
            Who with his saving mercies healed me, 
            A sinful and most miserable man, 
            Wildered and dark, and gave me to possess 
            Peace, and this cot, and thee, heart-honoured Maid! 

 
 

Lord Byron 
“When We Two Parted” 

 
When we two parted 
In silence and tears, 
Half broken-hearted, 
To sever for years, 
Pale grew thy cheek and cold, 
Colder thy kiss; 
Truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 
 
The dew of the morning 
Sank chill on my brow 
It felt like the warning 
Of what I feel now. 
Thy vows are all broken, 
And light is thy fame: 
I hear thy name spoken, 
And share in its shame. 
 
They name thee before me, 
A knell to mine ear; 
A shudder comes o'er me 
Why wert thou so dear? 
They know not I knew thee, 
Who knew thee too well: 
Long, long shall I rue thee 
Too deeply to tell. 
 
In secret we met 
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In silence I grieve 
That thy heart could forget, 
Thy spirit deceive. 
If I should meet thee 
After long years, 
How should I greet thee? 
With silence and tears.  
  

Lord Byron 
“On this Day I Complete my Thirty-Sixth Year” 

 
‘Tis time the heart should be unmoved,  
Since others it hath ceased to move:  
Yet, though I cannot be beloved,  
Still let me love!  
   
My days are in the yellow leaf;  
The flowers and fruits of love are gone;  
The worm, the canker, and the grief  
Are mine alone!  
   
The fire that on my bosom preys  
Is lone as some volcanic isle;  
No torch is kindled at its blaze--  
A funeral pile.  
   
The hope, the fear, the jealous care,  
The exalted portion of the pain  
And power of love, I cannot share,  
But wear the chain.  
   
But 'tis not thus--and 'tis not here--  
Such thoughts should shake my soul nor now,  
Where glory decks the hero's bier,  
Or binds his brow.  
   
The sword, the banner, and the field,  
Glory and Greece, around me see!  
The Spartan, borne upon his shield,  
Was not more free.  
   
Awake! (not Greece--she is awake!)  
Awake, my spirit! Think through whom  
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Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake,  
And then strike home!  
   
Tread those reviving passions down,  
Unworthy manhood!--unto thee  
Indifferent should the smile or frown  
Of beauty be.  
   
If thou regrett'st thy youth, why live?  
The land of honourable death  
Is here:--up to the field, and give  
Away thy breath!  
   
Seek out--less often sought than found--  
A soldier's grave, for thee the best;  
Then look around, and choose thy ground,  
And take thy rest.  
 
 

John Keats 
“Ode to Psyche” 

 
O Goddess! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung 
By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear, 
And pardon that thy secrets should be sung 
Even into thine own soft-conched ear: 
Surely I dreamt today, or did I see 
The winged Psyche with awakened eyes? 
I wandered in a forest thoughtlessly, 
And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise, 
Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side 
In deepest grass, beneath the whisp'ring roof 
Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran 
A brooklet, scarce espied: 
 
'Mid hushed, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed, 
Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian, 
They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass; 
Their arms embraced, and their pinions too; 
Their lips touched not, but had not bade adieu, 
As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber, 
And ready still past kisses to outnumber 
At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love: 
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The winged boy I knew; 
But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove? 
His Psyche true! 
 
O latest born and loveliest vision far 
Of all Olympus' faded hierarchy! 
Fairer than Phoebe's sapphire-regioned star, 
Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky; 
Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none, 
Nor altar heaped with flowers; 
Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan 
Upon the midnight hours; 
No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet 
From chain-swung censer teeming; 
No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat 
Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming. 
 
O brightest! though too late for antique vows, 
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre, 
When holy were the haunted forest boughs, 
Holy the air, the water, and the fire; 
Yet even in these days so far retired 
From happy pieties, thy lucent fans, 
Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 
I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired. 
So let me be thy choir, and make a moan 
Upon the midnight hours; 
Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 
From swinged censer teeming; 
Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat 
Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming. 
 
Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane 
In some untrodden region of my mind, 
Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain, 
Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind: 
Far, far around shall those dark-clustered trees 
Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep; 
And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees, 
The moss-lain dryads shall be lulled to sleep; 
And in the midst of this wide quietness 
A rosy sanctuary will I dress 
With the wreathed trellis of a working brain, 
With buds, and bells, and stars without a name, 
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With all the gardener Fancy e'er could feign, 
Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same: 
And there shall be for thee all soft delight 
That shadowy thought can win, 
A bright torch, and a casement ope at night, 
To let the warm Love in! 
 

John Keats 
ODE ON A GRECIAN URN 

 
Thou still unravished bride of quietness,  
      Thou foster child of silence and slow time,  
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express  
      A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:  
What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape  
      Of deities or mortals, or of both,  
            In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?  
What men or gods are these? What maidens loath?  
      What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?  
            What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?  
Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard  
      Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;  
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endeared,  
      Pipe to the spirit dities of no tone.  
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave  
      Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;  
            Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,  
Though winning near the goal---yet, do not grieve;  
      She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss  
            Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair!  
Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed  
      Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;  
And, happy melodist, unweari-ed,  
      Forever piping songs forever new;  
More happy love! more happy, happy love!  
      Forever warm and still to be enjoyed,  
            Forever panting, and forever young;  
All breathing human passion far above,  
      That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloyed,  
            A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.  
Who are these coming to the sacrifice?  
      To what green altar, O mysterious priest,  
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,  
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      And all her silken flanks with garlands dressed?  
What little town by river or sea shore,  
      Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,  
            Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?  
And, little town, thy streets for evermore  
      Will silent be; and not a soul to tell  
            Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.  
O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede  
      Of marble men and maidens overwrought,  
With forest branches and the trodden weed;  
      Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought  
As doth eternity. Cold Pastoral!  
      When old age shall this generation waste,  
            Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe  
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,  
      "Beauty is truth, truth beauty"---that is all  
            Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.  
 
 

John Keats 
“When I have Fears” 

 
When I have fears that I may cease to be  
Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain, 
Before high-piled books, in charactery, 
Hold like rich garners the full ripen'd grain; 
When I behold, upon the night's starr'd face, 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 
And think that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance; 
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour, 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love;--then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink. 
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P. B. Shelley 
“The Cloud” 

 
I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 
 From the seas and the streams; 
I bear light shade for the leaves when laid  
 In their noon-day dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken 
 The sweet buds every one, 
When rocked to rest on their mother'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 all the night 'tis my pillow white, 
 While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers, 
 Lightning my pilot sits; 
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder, 
 It struggles and howls at fits;    
Over Earth and Ocean, with gentle motion, 
 This pilot is guiding me,  
Lured by the love of the genii that move 
 In the depths of the purple sea; 
Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills, 
 Over the lakes and the plains, 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream, 
 The Spirit he loves remains;  
And I all the while bask in Heaven's blue smile,  
 Whilst 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 earthquake rocks and swings, 
An eagle alit one moment may sit 
 In the light of its golden wings. 
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And when Sunset may breathe, from the lit Sea beneath, 
 Its ardours of rest and of love,   
And the crimson pall of eve may fall 
 From the depth of Heaven above, 
With wings folded I rest, on mine äery nest, 
 As still as a brooding dove. 
 
That orbed maiden with white fire laden 
 Whom mortals call the Moon, 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor 
 By the midnight breezes strewn; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet, 
 Which only the angels hear,    
May have broken the woof, of my tent's thin roof, 
 The stars peep behind her, and peer; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee, 
 Like a swarm of golden bees, 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent,  
 Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas, 
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 
 Are each 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 volcanos are dim and the stars reel and swim 
 When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.  
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 
 Over a torrent sea, 
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof -- 
 The mountains its columns be! 
The triumphal arch, through which I march 
 With hurricane, fire, and snow, 
When the Powers of the 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 Earth and Water, 
 And the nursling of the Sky; 
I pass through the pores, of the ocean and shores;  
 I change, but I cannot die -- 
For after the rain, when with never a stain  
 The pavilion of Heaven is bare, 
And the winds and sunbeams, with their convex gleams,  
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 Build up the blue dome of Air --   
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph  
 And out of the caverns of rain, 
Like a child from the womb, live a ghost from the tomb,  
 I arise, and unbuild it again. -- 
  

P. B. Shelley 
from Adonias 

 
I 

                   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 all years 
                   To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers, 
                   And teach 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!" 

 
II 

                 Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay, 
                 When thy Son lay, pierc'd by the shaft which flies 
                 In darkness? where was lorn Urania 
                 When Adonais died? With veiled eyes, 
                 'Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise 
                 She sate, while one, with soft enamour'd breath, 
                 Rekindled all the fading melodies, 
                 With which, like flowers that mock the corse beneath, 
            He had adorn'd and hid the coming bulk of Death. 

 
III 

                 Oh, weep for Adonais--he is dead! 
                 Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep! 
                 Yet wherefore? Quench within their burning bed 
                 Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep 
                 Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep; 
                 For he is gone, where all things wise and fair 
                 Descend--oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 
                 Will yet restore him to the vital air; 
            Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair. 

 
IV 

http://rpo.library.utoronto.ca/poem/1879.html#1�
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                 Most musical of mourners, weep again! 
                 Lament anew, Urania! He died, 
                 Who was the Sire of an immortal strain, 
                 Blind, old and lonely, when his country's pride, 
                 The priest, the slave and the liberticide, 
                 Trampled and mock'd with many a loathed 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. 
 

VIII 
                 He will awake no more, oh, never more! 
                 Within 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 eternal 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-winged 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 lot 
                 Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet pain, 
            They ne'er will gather strength, or find a home again. 

 
X 

                 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 loosen'd from his brain." 
                 Lost Angel of a ruin'd Paradise! 
                 She knew not 'twas her own; as with no stain 
            She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain. 

http://rpo.library.utoronto.ca/poem/1879.html#29�
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