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LYRICAL
POEMS

LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY


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 single;

    All things by a law divine

In one spirit meet and mingle.

    Why not I with thine?—




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 moonbeams kiss the sea:

What is all this sweet work worth

    If thou kiss not me?



THE INDIAN SERENADE

I


I arise from dreams of thee

In the first sweet sleep of night.

When the winds are breathing low,

And the stars are shining bright:

I arise from dreams of thee,

And a spirit in my feet

Hath led me—who knows how?

To thy chamber window, Sweet!



II


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 must on thine,

Oh, belovèd as thou art!



III


Oh lift me from the grass!

I die! I faint! I fail!

Let thy love in kisses rain

On my lips and eyelids pale.

My cheek is cold and white, alas!

My heart beats loud and fast;—

Oh! press it to thine own again,

Where it will break at last.
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WHEN PASSION’S TRANCE IS OVERPAST


When passion’s trance is overpast,

If tenderness and truth could last

Or live, whilst all wild feelings keep

Some mortal slumber, dark and deep,

I should not weep, I should not weep!




It were enough to feel, to see

Thy soft eyes gazing tenderly,

And dream the rest—and burn and be

The secret food of fires unseen,

Could thou but be what thou hast been.




After the slumber of the year

The woodland violets reappear;

All things revive in field or grove

And sky and sea, but two, which move

And form all others—life and love.



LINES


    The cold earth slept below,

               Above the cold sky shone;

And all around, with a chilling sound,

    From caves of ice and fields of snow,

    The breath of night like death did flow

               Beneath the sinking moon.




    The wintry hedge was black,

               The green grass was not seen,

The birds did rest on the bare thorn’s breast,

    Whose roots, beside the pathway track,

    Had bound their folds o’er many a crack

               Which the frost had made between.




    Thine eyes glowed in the glare

               Of the moon’s dying light;

As a fen-fire’s beam on a sluggish stream

    Gleams dimly, so the moon shone there,

    And it yellowed 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—

The night did shed on thy dear head

    Its frozen dew, and thou didst lie

    Where the bitter breath of the naked sky

               Might visit thee at will.



Fragment: ROSE LEAVES, WHEN THE ROSE IS DEAD


Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,

Are heaped for the beloved’s bed,

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,

Love itself shall slumber on.




Music, when soft voices die,

Vibrates in the memory,—

Odours, when sweet violets sicken,

Live within the sense they quicken—



O WORLD, O LIFE, O TIME


               O World, O Life, O Time,

               On whose last steps I climb,

Trembling at that where I had stood before—

    When will return the glory of your prime?

               No more, O never more!




               Out of the day and night

               A joy has taken flight—

Fresh spring and summer, and winter hoar,

    Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight

               No more, O never more!



THE FLOWER THAT SMILES TODAY


The flower that smiles today

    Tomorrow dies;

All that we wish to stay

    Tempts and then flies;

What is this world’s delight?

Lightning, that mocks the night,

    Brief even as bright.—




Virtue, how frail it is!—

    Friendship, how rare!—

Love, how it sells poor bliss

    For proud despair!

But these, though soon they fall,

Survive their joy, and all

    Which ours we call.—




Whilst skies are blue and bright,

    Whilst flowers are gay,

Whilst eyes that change ere night

    Make glad the day;

Whilst yet the calm hours creep,

Dream thou—and from thy sleep

    Then wake to weep.



Fragment: TO THE MOON


    Art thou pale for weariness

Of climbing Heaven, and gazing on the earth,

    Wandering companionless

Among the stars that have a different birth,—

And ever changing, like a joyless eye

That finds no object worth its constancy?



Fragment: THE WANING MOON


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 shapeless mass—



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 noonday 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.

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 aery nest,

    As still as a brooding dove.




That orbèd 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 volcanoes 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

    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, like a ghost from the tomb,

    I arise and unbuild it again.
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Two Songs for Midas

SONG OF APOLLO


The sleepless Hours who watch me as I lie

    Curtained with star-enwoven tapestries

From the broad moonlight of the open sky,

    Fanning the busy dreams from my dim eyes,—

Waken me when their mother, the grey Dawn,

Tells them that dreams and that the moon is gone.




Then I arise; and climbing Heaven’s blue dome,

    I walk over the mountains and the waves,

Leaving my robe upon the ocean foam;

    My footsteps pave the clouds with fire; the caves

Are filled with my bright presence, and the air

Leaves the green Earth to my embraces bare.




The sunbeams are my shafts with which I kill

    Deceit, that loves the night and fears the day;

All men who do, or even imagine ill

    Fly me; and from the glory of my ray

Good minds and open actions take new might,

Until diminished by the reign of night.




I feed the clouds, the rainbows and the flowers

    With their aethereal colours; the moon’s globe

And the pure stars in their eternal bowers

    Are cinctured with my power as with a robe;

Whatever lamps on Earth or Heaven may shine

Are portions of one spirit; which is mine.




I stand at noon upon the peak of Heaven;

    Then with unwilling steps, I linger down

Into the clouds of the Atlantic even;

    For grief that I depart they weep and frown—

What look is more delightful, than the smile

With which I soothe them from the Western isle?




I am the eye with which the Universe

    Beholds itself, and knows it is divine;

All harmony of instrument and verse,

    All prophecy and medicine are mine,

All light of art or nature:—to my song

Victory and praise, in its own right, belong.



SONG OF PAN


From the forests and highlands

    We come, we come,

From the river-girt islands

    Where loud waves were dumb,

    Listening my sweet pipings.

               The wind in the reeds and the rushes,

               The bees on the bells of thyme,

               The birds in the myrtle bushes,

               The cicadæ above in the lime,

                         And the lizards below in the grass,

Were silent as even old Tmolus was,

                         Listening my sweet pipings.




Liquid Peneus was flowing,

    And all dark Tempe lay

In Pelion’s shadow, outgrowing

    The light of the dying day,

    Speeded with my sweet pipings.

               The sileni and sylvans and fauns

               And the nymphs of the woods and the waves

               To the edge of the moist river-lawns

               And the brink of the dewy caves,

                         And all that did then attend and follow

Were as silent for love, as you now, Apollo,

                         For envy of my sweet pipings.




I sang of the dancing stars,

    I sang of the dædal Earth,

And of Heaven, and the giant wars,

    And Love and Death and Birth;

               And then I changed my pipings,

               Singing how, down the vales of Mænalus

               I pursued a maiden and clasped a reed.

               Gods and men, we are all deluded thus!—

               It breaks on our bosom and then we bleed.

               They wept as I think both ye now would,

If envy or age had not frozen your blood,

                         At the sorrow of my sweet pipings.



[image: ]

TO NIGHT


Swiftly walk o’er the western wave,

               Spirit of Night!

Out of the misty eastern cave

Where, all the long and lone daylight

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear,

Which make thee terrible and dear,

               Swift be thy flight!




Wrap thy form in a mantle grey,

               Star-inwrought!

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 all with thine opiate wand—

               Come, long-sought!




When I arose and saw the dawn

               I sighed for thee;

When light 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 unloved guest,

               I sighed for thee.




Thy brother Death came, and cried,

               ‘Wouldst thou me?’

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,

Murmured like a noontide bee,

‘Shall I nestle near thy side?

Wouldst thou me?’ and I replied,

               ‘No, not thee!’




Death will come when thou art dead,

               Soon, too soon—

Sleep will come when thou art fled;

Of neither would I ask the boon

I ask of thee, belovèd Night—

Swift be thine approaching flight,

               Come soon, soon!
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ODE TO THE WEST WIND

1.


O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being,

Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead

Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,




Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,

Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed




The wingèd seeds, where they lie cold and low,

Each like a corpse within its grave, until

Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow




Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)

With living hues and odours plain and hill:




Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;

Destroyer and Preserver; hear, O hear!



2.


Thou on whose stream, ’mid the steep sky’s commotion,

Loose clouds like Earth’s decaying leaves are shed,

Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean,




Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread

On the blue surface of thine airy surge,

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head




Of some fierce Mænad, 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 all thy congregated might




Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere

Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: O hear!



3.


Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams

The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,

Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams,




Beside a pumice isle in Baiæ’s bay,

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers

Quivering within the wave’s intenser day,




All overgrown with azure moss and flowers

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou

For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers




Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below

The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear

The sapless foliage of the ocean, know




Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear,

And tremble and despoil themselves: O hear!



4.


If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share




The impulse of thy strength, only less free

Than thou, O Uncontrollable! If even

I were as in my boyhood, and could be




The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed

Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne’er have striven




As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.

Oh! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!




A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed

One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud.



5.


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! Be thou me, impetuous one!




Drive my dead thoughts over the universe

Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth!

And, by the incantation 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?



TO A SKY-LARK


    Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!

               Bird thou never wert,

    That from Heaven, or near it,

               Pourest thy full heart

In 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,

    O’er which clouds are bright’ning,

               Thou dost float


















































































































































VERSES WRITTEN ON RECEIVING A CELANDINE IN A LETTER FROM ENGLAND
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STANZAS WRITTEN IN DEJECTION

December 1818, near Naples
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From HELLAS: TWO CHORUSES
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