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Ozymandias 
 
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 works, ye Mighty, and despair!' 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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 winged 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, oh, 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 aery surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 
 
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 all thy congregated might 
 
 Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
 Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh, 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 Baiae's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 
 
All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 
 
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
 
Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, 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? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Mont Blanc.  
Lines Written In The Vale Of Chamouni. 
 

The everlasting universe of things 

Flows through the mind, and rolls its rapid waves, 

Now dark - now glittering - now reflecting gloom – 

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 

In the wild woods, among the mountains lone, 

Where waterfalls around it leap for ever, 

Where woods and winds contend, and a vast river 

Over its rocks ceaselessly bursts and raves. 

 

 

 Thus thou, Ravine of Arve - dark, deep Ravine - 

 Thou many-coloured, many-voiced 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 

 To hear - an old and solemn harmony; 

 Thine earthly rainbows stretched across the sweep 

 Of the ethereal waterfall, whose veil 



 Robes some unsculptured image; the strange sleep 

 Which when the voices of the desert fail 

 Wraps all in its own deep eternity; - 

 Thy caverns echoing to the Arve's commotion, 

 A loud, lone sound no other sound can tame; 

 Thou art pervaded 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, 

 In the still cave of the witch Poesy, 

 Seeking among the shadows that pass by 

    Ghosts of all things that are, some shade of thee, 

    Some phantom, some faint image; till the breast 

    From which they fled recalls them, thou art there! 

 

 

    Some say that gleams of a remoter world 

    Visit the soul in sleep, - that death is slumber, 

    And 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 steep to steep 



    That vanishes among the viewless gales! 

    Far, far above, piercing the infinite sky, 

    Mont Blanc appears, - still, snowy, and serene - 

    Its subject mountains their unearthly forms 

    Pile around it, ice and rock; broad vales between 

    Of frozen floods, unfathomable deeps, 

    Blue as the overhanging heaven, that spread 

    And wind among the accumulated steeps; 

    A desert peopled by the storms alone, 

    Save when the eagle brings some hunter's bone, 

    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 envelope once this silent snow? 

    None can reply - all 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, 

    But for such faith, with nature reconciled; 

    Thou hast a voice, great Mountain, to repeal 

    Large codes of fraud and woe; not understood 

    By all, but which the wise, and great, and good 

    Interpret, or make felt, or deeply feel. 

 

   

    The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the streams, 

    Ocean, and all the living things that dwell 

    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 all that his may be; 

    All things that move and breathe with toil and sound 

    Are born 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 mind. The glaciers creep 

    Like 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 flood of ruin 

    Is there, that from the boundaries of the sky 

    Rolls its perpetual 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-place 

    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. 

 

    

    Mont Blanc yet gleams on high - the 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 lone glare of day, the snows descend 

    Upon that Mountain; none beholds them there, 

    Nor when the flakes burn in the sinking sun, 

    Or 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 thought, and to the infinite dome 

    Of heaven is as a law, inhabits thee! 

    And what were thou, and earth, and stars, and sea, 

    If to the human mind's imaginings 

    Silence and solitude were vacancy? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Stanzas Written in Dejection, Near Naples 
The sun is warm, the sky is clear, 

The waves are dancing fast and bright, 

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 

The purple noon's transparent might, 

The breath of the moist earth is light, 

Around its unexpanded buds; 

Like many a voice of one delight, 

The winds, the birds, the ocean floods, 

The City's voice itself, is soft like Solitude's. 

 

I see the Deep's untrampled floor 

With green and purple seaweeds strown; 

I see the waves upon the shore, 

Like light dissolved in star-showers, thrown: 

I sit upon the sands alone, - 

The lightning of the noontide ocean 

Is flashing round me, and a tone 

Arises from its measured motion, 

How sweet! did any heart now share in my emotion. 

 

Alas! I have nor hope nor health, 

Nor peace within nor calm around, 

Nor that content surpassing wealth 

The sage in meditation found, 

And walked with inward glory crowned - 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure. 

Others I see whom these surround - 

Smiling they live, and call life pleasure; - 

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure. 

 



Yet now despair itself is mild, 

Even as the winds and waters are; 

    I could lie down like a tired child, 

    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 might feel in the warm air 

    My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 

    Breathe o'er my dying brain its last monotony. 

 

    

    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 

    Shall on its stainless glory set, 

    Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memory yet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Mutability. 

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 slee 

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 path of its departure still is free: 

Man's yesterday may ne'er be like his morrow; 

Nought may endure but Mutability. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

England in 1819 

An old, mad, blind, despised, and dying King; 

Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow 

Through public scorn,—mud from a muddy spring; 

Rulers who neither see nor feel nor know, 

But leechlike to their fainting country cling 

Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow. 

A people starved and stabbed in th' untilled field; 

An army, whom liberticide and prey 

Makes as a two-edged sword to all who wield; 

Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay; 

Religion Christless, Godless—a book sealed; 

A senate, Time’s worst statute, unrepealed— 

Are graves from which a glorious Phantom may 

Burst, to illumine our tempestuous day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Hymn to Intellectual Beauty 

Floats though unseen among us, - visiting 

This various world with as inconstant wing 

As summer winds that creep from flower to flower, - 

Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower, 

It visits with inconstant glance 

Each human heart and countenance; 

Like hues and harmonies of evening, - 

Like clouds in starlight widely spread, - 

Like memory of music fled, - 

Like aught that for its grace may be 

Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery. 

 

Spirit of BEAUTY, that dost consecrate 

With thine own hues all 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 tears, 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, 

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? 

 

No voice from some sublimer world hath ever 

To sage or poet these responses given - 

Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven. 

Remain the records of their vain endeavour, 



Frail spells - whose uttered charm might not avail to sever, 

From all we hear and all 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 midnight stream, 

Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream. 

 

Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart 

And come, for some uncertain moments lent. 

Man were 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 sped 

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 

All vital things that wake to bring 

News of birds and blossoming, - 

Sudden, thy shadow fell on me; 



I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy! 

 

I vowed that I would dedicate my powers 

To thee and thine - have I not kept the vow? 

With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now 

I call the phantoms of a thousand hours 

Each from his voiceless grave: they have in visioned bowers 

Of 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. 

 

The day becomes more solemn and serene 

When noon is past - there is a harmony 

In autumn, and a lustre in its sky, 

Which through the summer is not heard or seen, 

As if it could not be, as if it had not been! 

Thus let thy power, which like the truth 

Of nature on my passive 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 all human kind. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

A Dirge 

Rough wind, that moanest loud 

Grief too sad for song; 

Wild wind, when sullen cloud 

Knells all the night long; 

Sad storm whose tears are vain, 

Bare woods, whose branches strain, 

Deep caves and dreary main, - 

Wail, for the world's wrong! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

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 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 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 hand 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. 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 
 

 

 

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 gray, 

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! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The Indian Serenade 

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! 

 

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, beloved as thou art! 

 

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. 

 

 

 

 

 

Music, When soft voices Die 
 

Music, when soft voices die, 

Vibrates in the memory— 

Odours, when sweet violets sicken, 

Live within the sense they quicken. 

 

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead, 

Are heaped for the belovèd's bed; 

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone, 

Love itself shall slumber on. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Song to the men of England 

Men of England, wherefore plough 

For the lords who lay ye low? 

Wherefore weave with toil and care 

The rich robes your tyrants wear? 

 

Wherefore feed, and clothe, and save, 

From the cradle to the grave, 

Those ungrateful drones who would 

Drain your sweat - nay, drink your blood? 

 

Wherefore, Bees of England, forge 

Many a weapon, chain, and scourge, 

That these stingless drones may spoil 

The forced produce of your toil? 

 

Have ye leisure, comfort, calm, 

Shelter, food, love's gentle balm? 

Or what is it ye buy so dear 

With your pain and with your fear? 

 

The seed ye sow, another reaps; 

The wealth ye find, another keeps; 

The robes ye weave, another wears; 

The arms ye forge; another bears. 

 



Sow seed, - but let no tyrant reap; 

Find wealth, - let no impostor heap; 

Weave robes, - let not the idle wear; 

Forge arms, - in your defence to bear. 

 

Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells; 

In halls ye deck another dwells. 

Why shake the chains ye wrought? Ye see 

The steel ye tempered glance on ye. 

 

With plough and spade, and hoe and loom, 

Trace your grave, and build your tomb, 

And weave your winding-sheet, till fair 

England be your sepulchre. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

To a Skylark 

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 and run; 

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

 

The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight; 

Like a star of Heaven, 

In the broad daylight 

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight, 

 

Keen as are the arrows 



Of that silver sphere, 

Whose intense lamp narrows 

In the white dawn clear 

Until we hardly see - we feel that it is there. 

 

All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud, 

As, when night is bare, 

From one lonely cloud 

The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is overflowed. 

 

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 melody. 

 

Like a Poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 

Singing hymns unbidden, 

Till the world is wrought 

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 

 

Like a high-born maiden 

In a palace-tower, 

Soothing her love-laden 

Soul in secret hour 

With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 

 

Like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew, 

Scattering unbeholden 

Its aereal hue 

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view! 



 

Like a rose embowered 

In its own green leaves, 

By warm winds deflowered, 

Till the scent it gives 

Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy-winged thieves: 

 

Sound of vernal showers 

On the twinkling grass, 

Rain-awakened flowers, 

All that ever was 

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass: 

 

Teach us, Sprite or Bird, 

What sweet thoughts are thine: 

I have never heard 

Praise of love or wine 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

 

Chorus Hymeneal, 

Or triumphal chant, 

Matched with thine would be all 

But an empty vaunt, 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

 

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 came near thee: 

Thou lovest - but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 

Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream, 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream? 

 

We look before and after, 

And pine for what is not: 

Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught; 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 

 

Yet if we could scorn 

Hate, and pride, and fear; 

If we were things born 

Not to shed a tear, 

I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 

 

Better than all measures 

Of delightful sound, 

Better than all treasures 

That in books are found, 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground! 

 

Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know, 

Such harmonious madness 

From my lips would flow 

The world should listen then - as I am listening now. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

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? 

 

 

Thou chosen sister of the Spirit, 

That grazes on thee till in thee it pities... 

 


