%&W/'
anw Ww}( [2
g To Fanny Wgtﬁ W/ Mgwé%; A Mjﬁ/
wh %ot iy John Keats

" o e nd s wdnifeofuhon
Frt o bl o vl /m I% / A s
m%vo;?ww wliatms Physician Naturd let m pm blooc@ /mwm , dratng thve AL viibled o
O ease my heart of verse and let me resJ/ 1Y (i
ooy i S ke 2 e D b
Ny, 25 . saree Throw me upon thy rl}god till the 0, ok vl (vl pun d 4o archmal. e1ct)
dg o WW 4 (unahl Fo covbun)
peot [Of stifling numbers ebbs from my full breast.
Rogetbon >, [ dosporetor (o)t > Bord e creatin
EA theme! a theme] Gréat aturd)) give a theme; / (st o ot Shuke)
> g s dren
Let rne begm rny dream. Shratd iy éWW% loe

Yo place o o vakne
Wi A Icome—I see thee, as thou standest ere,

Beckon me out into the wintry air—>d, W >y o be
%ﬁf‘d - (b ds) vy

e b bt e
>WWW/{MV; I />WJMJ£ WWJ ) />M%?mmﬂw@&m4ﬂﬂmw
OW s gk bt W’W“‘i . ol
earest love,[weet home o my fears riaretiion Z ” 2% ﬁ { osgoss
/7 m %) And hopes and joys and panting miseries,—Ls B & be *W %ﬁg e
Ligbrot To-night, if I ma}g gu; ess, thy( beautpwears a oxprion’
’YU

s Mo adbed
a@?ﬁm’%? ( vk, oty —> Rl botugen Ho fro = W

b (A5 brilliant ar‘ﬁf as brlght g \) % s gt poor 4 e
WWM% T ol delglt <— @ hen with rawshed aching, Vassal eyes, o
ordon ey o o S

Lost in a soft armr'f'é&zre, a{%w syl By To

2 Anive, 82tes
C gazaégl gaz@ /@Wﬁﬁm > Gsation , obssession, ahivort WW
> Mimes W‘W7 /7%6(4 /M /75,,,,% Wmm
IIT "7 (t”" el

Who now, with greedz look/s,—;ats up @feast@qwm’g Y by
What stare outfaces now@ silver moor@\mﬁmﬁc
Ah! keep that unmed at the least; —> Tyt
Let, let the ﬁm orous@"”ﬁ'& gy %@meﬁf/ 20

g > hange; W A
But, pl‘lthm@% Dot & répon
> mgonine ~>plea E ;
Theof your heagt from me so Soon.

)l&wrvslm

g dong O SaVE, in charity; WW*WMV””W W{'p””ﬂk”w‘ﬁ

The quickest pulse fo@
L > Vilally, affocion sk Fm st

A smile of such delight, X
2 Qm

wm (pastron)
v
E@p@%md oreive
Save it for me, sweet lov@though usic breathe bty e
[—> Seongual, /yu%[fmj

Voluptuous visions into the warm air, ol ooy

T Lot sedpihe WW [W?)
Though swimming through the dance’s é&w\s/wreath

Be like an April day, y

L)§W6[W Wf”j) uases e



/>WMW

L[

Smiling and cold and gay,

by, Wecone
A te%perat@eniigerate as fair; 30

EF hen Heaven]th)er;zmﬂ >l/(‘l')%e b
A warmer June for me.

£ ity s
bt s > Taghes e
W \ e fammys il f lﬂc&w
Why, th1s—yo11 ll say @ Fanny!—is not true: > Frous ecoot T/ Tragt bor
Put your% hand upon your snovv)f’”’ﬁ de,

>
Where the heart beats; confess— tis nothing new—

Must not 2 woman be vl g 2 M(W) "5 \phwor's ofbecbons e fdle
EA feather on the se]ﬁw

Swayed to and fro by every wind and tide? = (77t % ftfra( st
L)/ﬂwﬁ%zﬁfmm >WAKW'MW

Ofas uncertain speed

As blow- ball from the mead? y 40
. brets
W&Mt&
o g WM‘%”‘@’ bty

.—— Tknow it—and to know it is despair W P
— Wwé &M‘Ve

To one who loves you a{Ilove, sweet Fann)@ [Love cxmm vhle dofi)
brd > ew@«%fw Lontfant agtifind ( rortbes)

Whose heart goes ﬂutterl % for you everywhere,

Kyl ¥ po

(MW )
Nor, when away you roam, n MF’:ﬂM

e Dare k”ewf its Wretched home /W S
Love, Love alone, has alns severe and man
- p Wes cam ke WW_Z

Then, lovehest' keep rn free

From torturing jealousy. — At W ey

> . @
’%ase Mt Fwy @1f ‘ my subdued soul above P %V:ﬂ; pltsres / ;ﬁl{ W/ng Wﬂ‘ﬁ%/

Lomotta]
e YT The poor, the fachng, brlef pride of an hour, (fees)

Let none rgfane m Hol See of Love,
&hfm//s igepy p y y

%W - Smwé‘/ﬁz be Or with a rude hand break et
(pottive ) The sacramental cake; -y swnence />N+‘“ forog i
Let.else touch the just new—budded flower;
If not—may my eyes close, %Wm = Hypide

Love, on their last repose@ — W Lot ty

(Not published by Keats)

B il o Corues o Sl vl el sl



La Belle Dame Sans Merci %\m M %64 M

John Keats

&f Some | VW
O what can ail thee, kniglft-at-arms W

Loseyonce & love M — Alone andlmterm@ Wug Mlﬁ‘g umﬁg
The sedge has w1theredf/ aw “

W EAnd' birds smg] > DW#S /%37‘@4 > earie st raders
b, b s Liooss dosdoke (S Deaas abestion o
! [SM ovel™) lncke o sound

Nodvrg, dhrtes hanse speaker's
s g 1 > Regehn ﬁﬁwf Ly

[O what can ail thee, knight-at- arms] 5

1 /wm g gy el

So hagdgar and so woe-bégon
The squirrel’s granary is full, W/ﬁ%mg
And the harvest’s done. ¥>W {Z,,(

I see a@)n thy brow, ol ot Lt wrmsy
(v usd With angulsh{ W@gﬁ %nd@dew, 10

Hiness
oxress M And on thy cheeks a fading rose
i 6 sy s
Fast withereth too. !

L)@myme-hﬁ«(, 50%@ @Wﬂg fas el o kﬁ&n‘
s I
ﬂm@ > Bgenty 4 gl
I met alady in the meads; W WW%W s g

ety b L ——
g # el @rgguuful—a faery’s ch1ld g@i‘iﬁ?f 5 #

- | W 0/1
W beanly N Her hair was long} her foot Wa, Shoglite dphon — st loe

And her eyes were wild. — fagston [le) R ”&’?”
TS bt gl davger

e by forlon

Omade a garland for @ head,
@%ﬂ\% oh
s And bracelets too, and fragrﬁﬁvgzone /}? ”Mﬁ Jo diflorent songes [W

She at me as she did love, ) Ls uofhor %W
- (soual”
$porfll speenne: — 9@"* And made sweet moagd %\ F/M! (o) 20

>E %%%/wumé (cotd be, spltionts)

I set her on rny pacing steed, steed > pofotl WW, b ol relofe
And 4 else saw .day long,

For sidelong would she bend, and sing

ngs Irikery
cir,w%@s

ol o



A faery’s song.

lhasrd fre

VI b lor o phaant (B8e) S
Aot Jyman / Lndys sypmatra %“‘9

She found me rooty of relish sweet, > odlrontes o {od tored 25

W%'”/ﬂ

And honey wild, and manna-dew, '{7 el ol
And sure in language strange she said—
g8 0 NG (petos b ot oty of gt auat
‘Ilove thee frug’. > pomebey ol > L Coatd ! Y o oo e
St
pot hwan | W
Vi1 7
e, ot >th“%%%M%M#
She took me to her¢lfin)grot, > Ryotor= W % for Myﬂﬁm
And there she wept and sighed sore,
otofk p Wg{;!mg 7C m&chmeﬁfb
And there I shut her wild wild eyes
With Eissesfour. > Trumasyl —>Suabar oo sl *"W’“
G
ﬁﬁ%ﬁwwww
IX /> WW/A/, Srare />
\ Bt oo
And there she lulled me asleep, /7
And there ] dreamed &h’ woe betide!—
The latest I ever dreamt 35
On the cold hill side.

s Duid it Lsght's angotd ot 4oy
He
I saw pale kings and prlnces too,

o lostoe
Pale wmors, death pale were they
They cried—‘La Belle Dame sans Merci S oud) WM”‘MW

Thee hath in ml]@ WW’*‘# mﬁ 40
ﬁ\{; M\,‘ /we
ool 4 e and
/qﬂjﬁ&ewﬁ‘f@s >D@Mﬂ
I saw their starved lips in the gloam, , uinnaforel
B O b sl
With horrid warning gaped
And I awoke and found me here,
On the@hill’s side.
Lowrlla lover
XI1 /_)Wa’( pront g sele
And this is why I sojourn here, %%%4 s gnmor o esyplgn 45

@lone and palely lmtermg] /
Though the sedge is withered from the lake,



o Ryt (3o by gl ol )
And no birds sing. é>%% WMW W

—snes & v, an] gt dge) & s



Qome. Nodwe and Gywanance
Tudnohatty ard. Covness (Lo
Wwa{mm

To Ailsa Rock Toples wm ,prver
onn Keats FMMWW/>W/>W7 /W
‘% S et + 5 ”";7/%
0 *”?“““‘“”‘4/ Hearken, thou craggy/ocean-pyramid,4
Give answer by thy vaice, the sea-fowls' screams! 15"
ookl oot oo _ LW . When were thy shoulders'mantled in huge streams?By ., b %{ (cbat
MMMMW “<— When from the sun was thy broad forehead hid?A
How long is't since the mighty power bid A 5
WW% _ pwwh e Thee heave to airy-sleep from fathom dreams— B .
fo g s < ’W‘W . Sleep in the lap of thunder or sunbeams, 3 — D”’Z”[WV“W(W'Q%@W@M”? St ond onliios
Or when grey clouds are thy cold coverlid! A > peae, el — mptony of o rock ¢

/f
it gy o swer'st not) for thou art gead asleep ¢ —>Henee ety eelpe
o sy g W & — 10
s e Loy st Thy life is but two dead eternities
7

Xad
Lol mar £ . The last in @if, the former in the deep! C_\ W il
v ben il First with the Whales, last with the eagIe-SKIBs! £ —> whak +eggle — wefrt poriel oroche

Drowned wast thou till an earthquake made thee steep, L A W Athre's greten
Another cannot wake thy giant-size! =

Alba. et > corfhypate
6%;’1(?;# gﬂﬁiﬂ,@ wady #
W%%Mwéﬁﬂwwﬁww%w

o sty > Mgy bl

AEMWW% Yt
N it e (dergont)

— A & pnd o ke gt Bl
Pbliwe, 14poiA”



o s Lage o)l ok
Part 1 ) FM M{ /

Upon a time, before the faery broods

Drove Nymph and Satyr from the prosperous woods,

Before King Oberon's bright diadem,

Sceptre, and mantle, clasped with dewy gem,

Frighted away the Dryads and the Fauns 5
From rushes green, and brakes, and cowslipped lawns,

The ever-smitten Hermes empty left

His golden throne, bent warm on amorous theft:

From high Olympus had he stolen light,

On this side of Jove's clouds, to escape the sight 10
Of his great summoner, and made retreat

Into a forest on the shores of Crete.

For somewhere in that sacred island dwelt

A nymph, to whom all hoofed Satyrs knelt; M%ﬂb/\ 4 %é W’W

At whose white feet the languid Tritons poured \)/ 15
Pearls, while on land they withered and adored. %ﬁ‘fg/ M
Fast by the springs where she to bathe was wont,

And in those meads where sometime she might haunt,

Were strewn rich gifts, unknown to any Muse,

Though Fancy's casket were unlocked to choose. 20
Ah, what a world of love was at her feet!

So Hermes thought, and a celestial heat

W % Burnt from his winged heels to either ear,

Mm / That from a whiteness, as the lily clear,

Wmhlushed into roses 'mid his golden hair, 25

Fallen in jealous curls about his shoulders bare.

From vale to vale, from wood to wood, he flew,
Breathing upon the flowers his passion new,
And wound with many a river to its head,

M M’f}m To find where this sweet nymph prepared her secret bed. 30
&

W/W%ﬁ W15 In vain; the sweet nymph might nowhere be found,
osttonce

And so he rested, on the lonely ground,



Pensive, and full of painful jealousies

Of the Wood-Gods, and even the very trees.

There as he stood, he heard a mournful voice, 35
Such as, once heard, in gentle heart destroys

All pain but pity; thus the lone voice spake:

“When from this wreathed tomb shall I awake!

When move in a sweet body fit for life,

And love, and pleasure, and the ruddy strife 40
Of hearts and lips! Ah, miserable me!’

The God, dove-footed, glided silently

Round bush and tree, soft-brushing, in his speed,

The taller grasses and full-flowering weed,

Until he found a palpitating snake, 45

Bright, and cirque-couchant in a dusky brake.

She W.a's a gordian shape of dazzling hue, ({Q W A’WM W&‘MM W%
Vermilion-spotted, golden, green, and blue; W”me\é / Z\V’M% / ) % WW

Striped like a zebra, freckled like a pard,

Eyed like a peacock, and all crimson barred; )WX 50 W tedors 4o
And full of sil/ver moons, that, as she breathed, 7 W %am/%%

. & =) .
Dissolved, or brighter shone, or interwreathed

Their lustres with the gloomier tapestries—

So rainbow-sided, touched with miseries;™ ovdiet W

She seemed, at once, some penanced lady elf, anﬂm />MW@ 4 W@ 55
Some demon's mistress, or the demon's self. M% hot de ¥
Upon her crest she wore a wannish fire

Sprinkled with stars, like Ariadne's tiar:

Her head was serpent, but ah, bitter-sweet!

1
She had a Womgn's mouth with all its pearls complete; 60

And for her eyes—what could such eyes do there

But weep, and weep, that they were born so fair,

As Proserpine still weeps for her Sicilian air?

Her throat was serpent, but the words she spake

Came, as through bubbling honey, for Love's sake, 65
And thus—while Hermes on his pinions lay,

Like a stoop'd falcon ere he takes his prey—



‘Fair Hermes, crowned with feathers, fluttering light,
I had a splendid dream of thee last night:

I saw thee sitting, on a throne of gold,

Among the Gods, upon Olympus old,

The only sad one; for thou didst not hear

The soft, lute-fingered Muses chanting clear,

Nor even Apollo when he sang alone,

Deaf to his throbbing throat's long, long melodious moan.

I dreamt I saw thee, robed in purple flakes,

Break amorous through the clouds, as morning breaks,
And, swiftly as a bright Phoebean dart,

Strike for the Cretan isle; and here thou art!

Too gentle Hermes, hast thou found the maid?’
Whereat the star of Lethe not delayed

His rosy eloquence, and thus inquired:

‘Thou smooth-lipped serpent, surely high inspired!
Thou beauteous wreath, with melancholy eyes,
Possess whatever bliss thou canst devise,

Telling me only where my nympbh is fled—

Where she doth breathe!” ‘Bright planet, thou hast said,’
Returned the snake, ‘but seal with oaths, fair God!’
‘Iswear,” said Hermes, ‘by my serpent rod,

And by thine eyes, and by thy starry crown?’

Light flew his earnest words, among the blossoms blown.
Then thus again the brilliance feminine:

“Too frail of heart! for this lost nymph of thine,

Free as the air, invisibly, she strays

About these thornless wilds; her pleasant days

She tastes unseen; unseen her nimble feet

Leave traces in the grass and flowers sweet;

She plucks the fruit unseen, she bathes unseen;
And by my power is her beauty veiled

To keep it unaffronted, unassailed

By the love-glances of unlovely eyes

Of Satyrs, Fauns, and bleared Silenus' sighs.
Pale grew her immortality, for woe

Of all these lovers, and she grieved so
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I took compassion on her, bade her steep

Her hair in weird syrops, that would keep

Her loveliness invisible, yet free

To wander as she loves, in liberty.

Thou shalt behold her, Hermes, thou alone,

If thou wilt, as thou swearest, grant my boon!’
Then, once again, the charmed God began

An oath, and through the serpent’s ears it ran
Warm, tremulous, devout, psalterian.
Ravished, she lifted her Circean head,

Blushed a live damask, and swift-lisping said,

‘I was a woman, let me have once more

A woman's shape, and charming as before.
I'love a youth of Corinth—O the bliss!

Give me my woman's form, and place me where he is.
Stoop, Hermes, let me breathe upon thy brow,
And thou shalt see thy sweet nymph even now.’
The God on half-shut feathers sank serene,

She breathed upon his eyes, and swift was seen

Of both the guarded nymph near-smiling on the green.

It was no dream; or say a dream it was,

Real are the dreams of Gods, and smoothly pass
Their pleasures in a long immortal dream.

One warm, flushed moment, hovering, it might seem
Dashed by the wood-nymph's beauty, so he burned;
Then, lighting on the printless verdure, turned

To the swooned serpent, and with languid arm,
Delicate, put to proof the lithe Caducean charm.

So done, upon the nymph his eyes he bent,

Full of adoring tears and blandishment,

And towards her stepped: she, like a moon in wane,
Faded before him, cowered, nor could restrain

Her fearful sobs, self-folding like a flower

That faints into itself at evening hour:

But the God fostering her chilled hand,

She felt the warmth, her eyelids opened bland,

And, like new flowers at morning song of bees,

Bloomed, and gave up her honey to the lees.
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Into the green-recessed woods they flew;

Nor grew they pale, as mortal lovers do. 145



Left to herself, the serpent now began

To change; her elfin blood in madness ran,

Her mouth foamed, and the grass, therewith besprent,
Withered at dew so sweet and virulent;

Her eyes in torture fixed, and anguish drear,

Hot, glazed, and wide, with lid-lashes all sear,

Flashed phosphor and sharp sparks, without one cooling tear.

The colours all inflamed throughout her train,
She writhed about, convulsed with scarlet pain:
A deep volcanian yellow took the place

Of all her milder-mooned body's grace;

And, as the lava ravishes the mead,

Spoilt all her silver mail, and golden brede;
Made gloom of all her frecklings, streaks and bars,
Eclipsed her crescents, and licked up her stars.
So that, in moments few, she was undressed

Of all her sapphires, greens, and amethyst,

And rubious-argent; of all these bereft,

Nothing but pain and ugliness were left.

Still shone her crown; that vanished, also she
Melted and disappeared as suddenly;

And in the air, her new voice luting soft,

Cried, ‘Lycius! gentle Lycius’—Borne aloft
With the bright mists about the mountains hoar

These words dissolved: Crete's forests heard no more.

Whither fled Lamia, now a lady bright,

A full-born beauty new and exquisite?

She fled into that valley they pass o'er

Who go to Corinth from Cenchreas' shore;
And rested at the foot of those wild hills,
The rugged founts of the Perzan rills,

And of that other ridge whose barren back
Stretches, with all its mist and cloudy rack,
South-westward to Cleone. There she stood
About a young bird's flutter from a wood,
Fair, on a sloping green of mossy tread,

By a clear pool, wherein she passioned
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To see herself escaped from so sore ills,

While her robes flaunted with the daffodils.



Ah, happy Lycius!—for she was a maid

More beautiful than ever twisted braid,

Or sighed, or blushed, or on spring-flowered lea
Spread a green kirtle to the minstrelsy:

A virgin purest lipped, yet in the lore

Of love deep learned to the red heart's core;
Not one hour old, yet of sciential brain

To unperplex bliss from its neighbour pain,
Define their pettish limits, and estrange

Their points of contact, and swift counterchange;
Intrigue with the specious chaos, and dispart
Its most ambiguous atoms with sure art;

As though in Cupid's college she had spent
Sweet days a lovely graduate, still unshent,

And kept his rosy terms in idle languishment.

Why this fair creature chose so faerily

By the wayside to linger, we shall see;

But first ’tis fit to tell how she could muse

And dream, when in the serpent prison-house,
Of all she list, strange or magnificent:

How, ever, where she willed, her spirit went;
Whether to faint Elysium, or where

Down through tress-lifting waves the Nereids fair
Wind into Thetis’ bower by many a pearly stair;
Or where God Bacchus drains his cups divine,
Stretched out, at ease, beneath a glutinous pine;
Or where in Pluto's gardens palatine
Mulciber's columns gleam in far piazzian line.
And sometimes into cities she would send

Her dream, with feast and rioting to blend;
And once, while among mortals dreaming thus,
She saw the young Corinthian Lycius
Charioting foremost in the envious race,

Like a young Jove with calm uneager face,

And fell into a swooning love of him.

Now on the moth-time of that evening dim

He would return that way, as well she knew,
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To Corinth from the shore; for freshly blew
The eastern soft wind, and his galley now
Grated the quaystones with her brazen prow
In port Cenchreas, from Egina isle

Fresh anchored; whither he had been awhile

To sacrifice to Jove, whose temple there

Waits with high marble doors for blood and incense rare.

Jove heard his vows, and bettered his desire;

For by some freakful chance he made retire
From his companions, and set forth to walk,
Perhaps grown wearied of their Corinth talk:
Over the solitary hills he fared,

Thoughtless at first, but ere eve's star appeared
His fantasy was lost, where reason fades,

In the calmed twilight of Platonic shades.

Lamia beheld him coming, near, more near—
Close to her passing, in indifference drear,

His silent sandals swept the mossy green;

So neighboured to him, and yet so unseen

She stood: he pass'd, shut up in mysteries,

His mind wrapped like his mantle, while her eyes
Followed his steps, and her neck regal white
Turned—syllabling thus, ‘Ah, Lycius bright,
And will you leave me on the hills alone?

Lycius, look back! and be some pity shown.’

He did—not with cold wonder fearingly,

But Orpheus-like at an Eurydice—

For so delicious were the words she sung,

It seemed he had loved them a whole summer long.
And soon his eyes had drunk her beauty up,
Leaving no drop in the bewildering cup,

And still the cup was full—while he, afraid

Lest she should vanish ere his lip had paid

Due adoration, thus began to adore

(Her soft look growing coy, she saw his chain so sure):
‘Leave thee alone! Look back! Ah, Goddess, see
Whether my eyes can ever turn from thee!

For pity do not this sad heart belie—
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Even as thou vanishest so I shall die.

Stay! though a Naiad of the rivers, stay!

To thy far wishes will thy streams obey.

Stay! though the greenest woods be thy domain,
Alone they can drink up the morning rain:
Though a descended Pleiad, will not one

Of thine harmonious sisters keep in tune

Thy spheres, and as thy silver proxy shine?

So sweetly to these ravished ears of mine

Came thy sweet greeting, that if thou shouldst fade
Thy memory will waste me to a shade—

For pity do not melt?’—‘If I should stay,’

Said Lamia, ‘here, upon this floor of clay,

And pain my steps upon these flowers too rough,
What canst thou say or do of charm enough

To dull the nice remembrance of my home?
Thou canst not ask me with thee here to roam
Over these hills and vales, where no joy is —
Empty of immortality and bliss!

Thou art a scholar, Lycius, and must know

That finer spirits cannot breathe below

In human climes, and live. Alas! poor youth,
What taste of purer air hast thou to soothe

My essence? What serener palaces,

Where I may all my many senses please,

And by mysterious sleights a hundred thirsts appease?
It cannot be—Adieu!’ So said, she rose

Tip-toe with white arms spread. He, sick to lose
The amorous promise of her lone complain,
Swooned, murmuring of love, and pale with pain.
The cruel lady, without any show

Of sorrow for her tender favourite's woe,

But rather, if her eyes could brighter be,

With brighter eyes and slow amenity,

Put her new lips to his, and gave afresh

The life she had so tangled in her mesh;

And as he from one trance was wakening

Into another, she began to sing,
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Happy in beauty, life, and love, and every thing,
A song of love, too sweet for earthly lyres,
While, like held breath, the stars drew in their panting fires
And then she whispered in such trembling tone,
As those who, safe together met alone

For the first time through many anguished days,
Use other speech than looks; bidding him raise
His drooping head, and clear his soul of doubt,
For that she was a woman, and without

Any more subtle fluid in her veins

Than throbbing blood, and that the self-same pains
Inhabited her frail-strung heart as his.

And next she wondered how his eyes could miss
Her face so long in Corinth, where, she said,
She dwelt but half retired, and there had led
Days happy as the gold coin could invent
Without the aid of love; yet in content

Till she saw him, as once she passed him by,
Where 'gainst a column he leant thoughtfully
At Venus' temple porch, ’mid baskets heaped
Of amorous herbs and flowers, newly reaped
Late on that eve, as twas the night before

The Adonian feast; where of she saw no more,
But wept alone those days, for why should she adore?
Lycius from death awoke into amaze,

To see her still, and singing so sweet lays;

Then from amaze into delight he fell

To hear her whisper woman's lore so well;

And every word she spake enticed him on

To unperplexed delight and pleasure known.
Let the mad poets say whate'er they please

Of the sweets of Faeries, Peris, Goddesses,
There is not such a treat among them all,
Haunters of cavern, lake, and waterfall,

As a real woman, lineal indeed

From Pyrrha’s pebbles or old Adam's seed.
Thus gentle Lamia judged, and judged aright,
That Lycius could not love in half a fright,
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So threw the goddess off, and won his heart
More pleasantly by playing woman's part,
With no more awe than what her beauty gave,
That, while it smote, still guaranteed to save.
Lycius to all made eloquent reply,

Marrying to every word a twinborn sigh;

And last, pointing to Corinth, asked her sweet,
If "twas too far that night for her soft feet.
The way was short, for Lamia's eagerness
Made, by a spell, the triple league decrease

To a few paces; not at all surmised

By blinded Lycius, so in her comprised.

They passed the city gates, he knew not how

So noiseless, and he never thought to know.
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As men talk in a dream, so Corinth all,
Throughout her palaces imperial,

And all her populous streets and temples lewd,
Muttered, like tempest in the distance brewed,
To the wide-spreaded night above her towers.
Men, women, rich and poor, in the cool hours,
Shuffled their sandals o'er the pavement white,
Companioned or alone; while many a light
Flared, here and there, from wealthy festivals,
And threw their moving shadows on the walls,
Or found them clustered in the corniced shade

Of some arched temple door, or dusky colonnade.

Muftling his face, of greeting friends in fear,

Her fingers he pressed hard, as one came near

With curled gray beard, sharp eyes, and smooth bald crown,

Slow-stepped, and robed in philosophic gown:
Lycius shrank closer, as they met and passed,
Into his mantle, adding wings to haste,

While hurried Lamia trembled: ‘Ah,’ said he,
‘Why do you shudder, love, so ruefully?

Why does your tender palm dissolve in dew?’—
‘I'm wearied,’ said fair Lamia: ‘tell me who

Is that old man? I cannot bring to mind

His features—Lycius! wherefore did you blind
Yourself from his quick eyes?” Lycius replied,
“Tis Apollonius sage, my trusty guide

And good instructor; but tonight he seems

The ghost of folly haunting my sweet dreams.’

While yet he spake they had arrived before

A pillared porch, with lofty portal door,

Where hung a silver lamp, whose phosphor glow
Reflected in the slabbed steps below,

Mild as a star in water; for so new,

And so unsullied was the marble hue,

So through the crystal polish, liquid fine,

Ran the dark veins, that none but feet divine
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Could e'er have touched there. Sounds Aeolian

Breathed from the hinges, as the ample span

Of the wide doors disclosed a place unknown

Some time to any, but those two alone,

And a few Persian mutes, who that same year 390
Were seen about the markets: none knew where

They could inhabit; the most curious

Were foiled, who watched to trace them to their house.

And but the flitter-winged verse must tell,

For truth's sake, what woe afterwards befell, 395
"Twould humour many a heart to leave them thus,

Shut from the busy world of more incredulous.



Part 11
Love in a hut, with water and a crust,
Is—Love, forgive us!—cinder, ashes, dust;
Love in a palace is perhaps at last
More grievous torment than a hermit's fast.
That is a doubtful tale from faery land,
Hard for the non-elect to understand.
Had Lycius lived to hand his story down,
He might have given the moral a fresh frown,

Or clenched it quite: but too short was their bliss

To breed distrust and hate, that make the soft voice hiss.

Besides, there, nightly, with terrific glare,

Love, jealous grown of so complete a pair,
Hovered and buzzed his wings, with fearful roar,
Above the lintel of their chamber door,

And down the passage cast a glow upon the floor.

For all this came a ruin: side by side

They were enthroned, in the eventide,

Upon a couch, near to a curtaining

Whose airy texture, from a golden string,

Floated into the room, and let appear

Unveiled the summer heaven, blue and clear,
Betwixt two marble shafts. There they reposed,
Where use had made it sweet, with eyelids closed,
Saving a tithe which love still open kept,

That they might see each other while they almost slept;
When from the slope side of a suburb hill,
Deafening the swallow's twitter, came a thrill

Of trumpets—Lycius started—the sounds fled,
But left a thought, a buzzing in his head.

For the first time, since first he harboured in
That purple-lined palace of sweet sin,

His spirit passed beyond its golden bourne

Into the noisy world almost forsworn.

The lady, ever watchful, penetrant,

Saw this with pain, so arguing a want

Of something more, more than her empery
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Of joys; and she began to moan and sigh

Because he mused beyond her, knowing well

That but a moment's thought is passion’s passing-bell.

‘“Why do you sigh, fair creature?” whispered he: 40
‘“Why do you think?’ returned she tenderly:

‘You have deserted me—where am I now?

Not in your heart while care weighs on your brow:

No, no, you have dismissed me; and I go

From your breast houseless — ay, it must be so.”

He answered, bending to her open eyes,

Where he was mirrored small in paradise,

‘My silver planet, both of eve and morn!

Why will you plead yourself so sad forlorn,

While I am striving how to fill my heart 50
With deeper crimson, and a double smart?

How to entangle, trammel up and snare

Your soul in mine, and labyrinth you there

Like the hid scent in an unbudded rose?

Ay, a sweet kiss—you see your mighty woes.

My thoughts! shall I unveil them? Listen then!

What mortal hath a prize, that other men

May be confounded and abashed withal,

But lets it sometimes pace abroad majestical,

And triumph, as in thee I should rejoice 60
Amid the hoarse alarm of Corinth's voice.

Let my foes choke, and my friends shout afar,

While through the thronged streets your bridal car

Wheels round its dazzling spokes.’—The lady’s cheek

Trembled; she nothing said, but, pale and meek,

Arose and knelt before him, wept a rain

Of sorrows at his words; at last with pain

Beseeching him, the while his hand she wrung,

To change his purpose. He thereat was stung,

Perverse, with stronger fancy to reclaim 70
Her wild and timid nature to his aim:

Besides, for all his love, in self despite,

Against his better self, he took delight

Luxurious in her sorrows, soft and new.



His passion, cruel grown, took on a hue

Fierce and sanguineous as 'twas possible

In one whose brow had no dark veins to swell.

Fine was the mitigated fury, like

Apollo's presence when in act to strike

The serpent—Ha, the serpent! Certes, she 80
Was none. She burnt, she loved the tyranny,

And, all subdued, consented to the hour

When to the bridal he should lead his paramour.

Whispering in midnight silence, said the youth,

‘Sure some sweet name thou hast, though, by my truth,

I have not ask'd it, ever thinking thee

Not mortal, but of heavenly progeny,

As still I do. Hast any mortal name,

Fit appellation for this dazzling frame?

Or friends or kinsfolk on the citied earth, 20
To share our marriage feast and nuptial mirth?”

‘T have no friends,” said Lamia, ‘no, not one;

My presence in wide Corinth hardly known:

My parents' bones are in their dusty urns

Sepulchred, where no kindled incense burns,

Seeing all their luckless race are dead, save me,

And I neglect the holy rite for thee.

Even as you list invite your many guests;

But if, as now it seems, your vision rests

With any pleasure on me, do not bid 100
Old Apollonius—from him keep me hid.’

Lycius, perplexed at words so blind and blank,

Made close inquiry; from whose touch she shrank,

Feigning a sleep; and he to the dull shade

Of deep sleep in a moment was betrayed.

It was the custom then to bring away

The bride from home at blushing shut of day,

Veiled, in a chariot, heralded along

By strewn flowers, torches, and a marriage song,

With other pageants: but this fair unknown 110

Had not a friend. So being left alone,



(Lycius was gone to summon all his kin)

And knowing surely she could never win

His foolish heart from its mad pompousness,
She set herself, high-thoughted, how to dress
The misery in fit magnificence.

She did so, but ’tis doubtful how and whence
Came, and who were her subtle servitors.
About the halls, and to and from the doors,

There was a noise of wings, till in short space

The glowing banquet-room shone with wide-arched grace.

A haunting music, sole perhaps and lone
Supportress of the faery-roof, made moan
Throughout, as fearful the whole charm might fade.
Fresh carved cedar, mimicking a glade

Of palm and plantain, met from either side,

High in the midst, in honour of the bride;

Two palms and then two plantains, and so on,
From either side their stems branched one to one
All down the aisled place; and beneath all

There ran a stream of lamps straight on from wall to wall.
So canopied, lay an untasted feast

Teeming with odours. Lamia, regal dressed,
Silently paced about, and as she went,

In pale contented sort of discontent,

Missioned her viewless servants to enrich

The fretted splendour of each nook and niche.
Between the tree-stems, marbled plain at first,
Came jasper panels; then anon, there burst

Forth creeping imagery of slighter trees,

And with the larger wove in small intricacies.
Approving all, she faded at self-will,

And shut the chamber up, close, hushed and still,
Complete and ready for the revels rude,

When dreadful guests would come to spoil her solitude.

The day appeared, and all the gossip rout.
O senseless Lycius! Madman! wherefore flout

The silent-blessing fate, warm cloistered hours,
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And show to common eyes these secret bowers?
The herd approached; each guest, with busy brain,
Arriving at the portal, gazed amain,

And entered marvelling—for they knew the street,
Remembered it from childhood all complete
Without a gap, yet ne'er before had seen

That royal porch, that high-built fair demesne;

So in they hurried all, mazed, curious and keen —
Save one, who looked thereon with eye severe,
And with calm-planted steps walked in austere;
"T'was Apollonius: something too he laughed,

As though some knotty problem, that had daffed
His patient thought, had now begun to thaw,

And solve and melt—’twas just as he foresaw.

He met within the murmurous vestibule

His young disciple. “Tis no common rule,

Lycius,” said he, ‘for uninvited guest

To force himself upon you, and infest

With an unbidden presence the bright throng

Of younger friends; yet must I do this wrong,

And you forgive me.” Lycius blushed, and led

The old man through the inner doors broad-spread;
With reconciling words and courteous mien

Turning into sweet milk the sophist's spleen.

Of wealthy lustre was the banquet-room,
Filled with pervading brilliance and perfume:
Before each lucid panel fuming stood

A censer fed with myrrh and spiced wood,
Each by a sacred tripod held aloft,

Whose slender feet wide-swerved upon the soft
Wool-woofed carpets: fifty wreaths of smoke
From fifty censers their light voyage took

To the high roof, still mimicked as they rose
Along the mirrored walls by twin-clouds odorous.
Twelve sphered tables, by silk seats ensphered,

High as the level of a man's breast reared
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On libbard's paws, upheld the heavy gold

Of cups and goblets, and the store thrice told
Of Ceres' horn, and in huge vessels, wine
Come from the gloomy tun with merry shine.
Thus loaded with a feast the tables stood,

Each shrining in the midst the image of a God.

When in an antechamber every guest

Had felt the cold full sponge to pleasure pressed,
By ministering slaves, upon his hands and feet,
And fragrant oils with ceremony meet

Poured on his hair, they all moved to the feast
In white robes, and themselves in order placed

Around the silken couches, wondering

Whence all this mighty cost and blaze of wealth could spring.

Soft went the music the soft air along,
While fluent Greek a vowelled undersong
Kept up among the guests discoursing low
At first, for scarcely was the wine at flow;
But when the happy vintage touched their brains,
Louder they talk, and louder come the strains
Of powerful instruments. The gorgeous dyes,
The space, the splendour of the draperies,
The roof of awful richness, nectarous cheer,
Beautiful slaves, and Lamia's self, appear,
Now, when the wine has done its rosy deed,
And every soul from human trammels freed,
No more so strange; for merry wine, sweet wine,

Will make Elysian shades not too fair, too divine.

Soon was God Bacchus at meridian height;

Flushed were their cheeks, and bright eyes double bright:
Garlands of every green, and every scent

From vales deflowered, or forest-trees branch rent,

In baskets of bright osiered gold were brought

High as the handles heaped, to suit the thought

Of every guest—that each, as he did please,
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Might fancy-fit his brows, silk-pillowed at his ease.

What wreath for Lamia? What for Lycius?
What for the sage, old Apollonius?

Upon her aching forehead be there hung
The leaves of willow and of adder's tongue;
And for the youth, quick, let us strip for him
The thyrsus, that his watching eyes may swim
Into forgetfulness; and, for the sage,

Let spear-grass and the spiteful thistle wage
War on his temples. Do not all charms fly
At the mere touch of cold philosophy?
There was an awful rainbow once in heaven:
We know her woof, her texture; she is given
In the dull catalogue of common things.
Philosophy will clip an Angel's wings,
Conquer all mysteries by rule and line,
Empty the haunted air, and gnomed mine—
Unweave a rainbow, as it erewhile made

The tender-personed Lamia melt into a shade.

By her glad Lycius sitting, in chief place,
Scarce saw in all the room another face,

Till, checking his love trance, a cup he took
Full brimmed, and opposite sent forth a look
’Cross the broad table, to beseech a glance
From his old teacher's wrinkled countenance,
And pledge him. The bald-head philosopher
Had fixed his eye, without a twinkle or stir

Full on the alarmed beauty of the bride,

Brow-beating her fair form, and troubling her sweet pride.

Lycius then pressed her hand, with devout touch,
As pale it lay upon the rosy couch:

"T'was icy, and the cold ran through his veins;
Then sudden it grew hot, and all the pains

Of an unnatural heat shot to his heart.

‘Lamia, what means this? Wherefore dost thou start?

Know'st thou that man?’ Poor Lamia answered not.
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He gazed into her eyes, and not a jot

Owned they the lovelorn piteous appeal:

More, more he gazed; his human senses reel;

Some hungry spell that loveliness absorbs;

There was no recognition in those orbs. 260
‘Lamia!” he cried—and no soft-toned reply.

The many heard, and the loud revelry

Grew hush; the stately music no more breathes;

The myrtle sickened in a thousand wreaths.

By faint degrees, voice, lute, and pleasure ceased;

A deadly silence step by step increased,

Until it seemed a horrid presence there,

And not a man but felt the terror in his hair.

‘Lamia!” he shrieked; and nothing but the shriek

With its sad echo did the silence break. 270
‘Begone, foul dream!” he cried, gazing again

In the bride's face, where now no azure vein

Wandered on fair-spaced temples; no soft bloom

Misted the cheek; no passion to illume

The deep-recessed vision. All was blight;

Lamia, no longer fair, there sat a deadly white.

‘Shut, shut those juggling eyes, thou ruthless man!

Turn them aside, wretch! or the righteous ban

Of all the Gods, whose dreadful images

Here represent their shadowy presences, 280
May pierce them on the sudden with the thorn

Of painful blindness; leaving thee forlorn,

In trembling dotage to the feeblest fright

Of conscience, for their long offended might,

For all thine impious proud-heart sophistries,

Unlawful magic, and enticing lies.

Corinthians! look upon that grey-beard wretch!

Mark how, possess'd, his lashless eyelids stretch

Around his demon eyes! Corinthians, see!

My sweet bride withers at their potency.’ 290
‘Fool!” said the sophist, in an undertone

Gruff with contempt; which a death-nighing moan

From Lycius answered, as heart-struck and lost,



He sank supine beside the aching ghost.

‘Fool! Fool!” repeated he, while his eyes still

Relented not, nor moved; ‘From every ill

Of life have I preserved thee to this day,

And shall T see thee made a serpent's prey?”

Then Lamia breathed death-breath; the sophist's eye,

Like a sharp spear, went through her utterly, 300
Keen, cruel, perceant, stinging: she, as well

As her weak hand could any meaning tell,

Motioned him to be silent; vainly so,

He looked and looked again a level —No!

‘A Serpent!” echoed he; no sooner said,

Than with a frightful scream she vanished:

And Lycius' arms were empty of delight,

As were his limbs of life, from that same night.

On the high couch he lay!—his friends came round—

Supported him—no pulse, or breath they found, 310

And, in its marriage robe, the heavy body wound.
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To My Brothers

John Keats > oo > Quiot and gkl 7 o adty
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f Small, busy flames (play throughl|the fresh-laid coals, / s d,Wz We
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sty " nie. AN While, for rhymes, | §earclaround the poles, A [ gl s el

gt 7" Your eyes are fixed, @g in poetic sleeps, B T 204
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&/Th\atpayﬁfall of night ourcare condoles &bl sare 55 cvbert
This is your birth-day Tom, and | rejoice £ ## rktstéts ™
e e crnal at thus it passes smoothly, quietly. [/ 7 supet, 10
charo{ ey Klany such eves of &R whispering noise C
wiidd meb<—— May we together pass, and calmly try p a4
What are this world's/true joys—ere the great voice, ¢
From its fair face, shall bid our spirits fly.
 ouoko, veflydim
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To Sleep
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) O soft embalmer of t e st|II midnight, @W/m/w
Soees4 == Shutting, with careful fingers and benignp e % )
M Our gloom-pleased eyes, emdeéred from the light,a ol

Enshaded in forgetfulness dlvmeﬁ\ M_>MMMA@M/WW e

/—\
ﬁ;’ﬁf‘ ku/ W""‘DO soothest Sleep! if so it pléﬁ’a‘“ée thee, cIoseL Lﬁ,@@% o Shap 5 dhove £
MQWWC Mfu/ In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes, ke ¢ sl
Or wait the ‘Amen’, €re thy/poppy throws ¢ _ .., 2 fmmﬁ«
%Z’%m@ vl»(gm“e 5&@? )/
fat ey J("W“;‘@Around my bed its lulling charities. ””’“’”‘é‘[;’fﬁk iy 4»’2&*”‘? — dugo (el
Then save me, or the PAs8ed day will shine ly# mapy>" M‘WM proms be)
mg Upon my pillow, breeding Many WOES;—» hum & kg asie s, consmance: 2% (00 1)
{r
M/W < ot “~_ Save me from curious conscience; that still hoards vkl \waugf
Ty Ly 16 Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole; e 1 m o orfashe slup,
Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards, — Gpht - e
And seal the hushed casket of my Soul. falg %\M;L
< Logi, b (Not published by Keats) —
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To Sleep

John Keats /> (i, gk

; T cﬁ\rﬁﬁ’t) ’ {MV@

O soft embalmer of the still midnight, /7
Shutting, with careful fingers and benign,

ylow eyes, embowered from the light,

"
S\Er%ie in forgetfulness divine:
O soothest Sleep!if so it please thee, close .
—n-midst of this ¢hine ym@ﬁ%my dillingeyes,
ChiddimOr wait there thy.goppy throws
Around-my bedits lullingehariti T

Then save me, or the passed day
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes;

Save me from curious conscience, that still hoards
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole;

Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards,
And seal the [hushed C f my Soul.
@/ ot published by Keats)
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To Sleep

John Keats _
_y prosecift colmirg o Coln midnig

O soft embalmer of the still midnight,

not harm+ul

—[ Shutting, with careful fingers and benign,
O

ur gloom-pleased eyes, embowered from the light,
Enshaded in forgetfulness divine: v W;;;;;tf;” Z
O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close |
f;/ In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes,
~ Or wait the Amen ere thy poppy throw throws =
Around my bed its @Qg_q@geg st
Then save me, or the passed day will shine
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes;
Save me from curious conscience, that still hoards
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole;
Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards,
And seal the hushed casket of my Soul.
(Not published by Keats)
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wmm% g Whenwﬁall this generatlo%waste, WW A v
Thou shalt remaifi; in midst of 6 M/ pa—v"
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Than ours, a friend to man, to WhO&H; w)g say’st, e o
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eughori. jo & My heart and a drowsyﬁgﬂgm% s pains)
”XFMW% bw(&w‘j My sense,@s though of er:“;éj?/l had drunk,

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains = eaflet - Rigss o roke kel

One minute past, and Lethe=wards had SW e & bl
‘Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, et vho lhes 5

—
M _Tl. But being too happy in thine hap mess,—"‘w ok vod
Uelce That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees oty ot b 2 /A

MFQZWW? & %w ot In some melodious plot

eechen green, and shadows numberless, M/M/Méj BJ solb-ammoerers,

Singest of summer in@throated ease. Ww/mg A 1OW
>Ex W\)Lw e hink Mvj
(, ek N> WW%WWsw f W%Nﬁ

#M(//\ O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been’ "™ 5%‘% Lo agate dprohmn ad. i

b Cooled a long age in the deep-delved earth, dpive o wdulgone 1 2
e Tasting of Flora and the country green, e
Deon (e, fer’) Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt mirth!
Bpsoctabed] M. posboral O for a beaker full of the warm South, />1Qwém %% - 15
ogontnse (i, wanel) Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, = Wﬁwﬁ(wﬁ;@m
With beaded bubbles winking %the brim, o alloho dock un?
And purple-stained mouth,=%le sdea ,
That | might drink, and leave the world uh een, /)W! ]
And with thee fade away into the forest dim—
2 A
WW%JW o esctpe worll ol oo T A - W%wwvi%/
>_Jﬁm¢w/w ¥ Toams,
honce O ryHvyze 1l / gl it
Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

What thou among the leaves hast never known, >W/Mg wands
. The weariness, the fever, and the fret Ls gt Pty
o burdor & lsmsnslys Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; ™
*w;fc IM%A Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs, 25
Forg gl varrtes, Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;
oy andwolunibdy Where but to think is to be full of sorrow Thome % W)
(WM M) d leaden-eyed despairs; L>W%ﬁfm’m“j 4,
Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, The W W

Or newove pine at them beyond to-morrow. 47%%%[{ Tl Hower
B o Mj vt Yok gniles uiy

o ool wrb—> Deso A b v
Lcdaratory IVW " %Wﬁfﬁ

Away! away! for | willfly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

ot e
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But on the viewless wings of Poesy, >W hoitafins
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards & wnkand
Already with thee! tender is the night, 35

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
Clustered around by all her starry Fays; %/g . M/Wﬁt
%‘ﬂ(; But here there is no light, prserss a1 vﬂwmﬂﬂﬂ
ave what from heaven is with the breezes blown WW 4
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. ¢ W

(W;%IW W%%WWMWWM 7@[%@

| cannot see what flowers’afte at my feet,
or what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, M# % Miﬁ
‘L'W’ﬁ”jj But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet g ks | %4‘ WW WEW

Restied, %{WM r ﬂML

Aoty L stonse 2 Wherewith the seasonable month endows

Youcondoah space The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild 7—>§W/%§ 445

White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; Hle. pritovel —m W

Moﬁ/@‘w{ fwe” T Fast fading violets covered up in leaves; MM@
yibore. SF bean % And mid-May’s eldest child, Togpme £
bt alto o€ udj CHperionse The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, MJMM ofprene

The murm/drous haunt of flies on summer ev
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m@ VI Nebro. st contomiobe
Darﬁlng I%é?éﬁﬁand for many a time /> L» wt/ ok Bt

~ Thave been half in love with easeful Death, nm beconnos dprter;
Called him soft names in many a mused rhyme,  duhn o i
To take into the air my quiet breath;

cm[ Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 55
\bie éem/‘ﬁg To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
é)ifg W Wm@ While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad i o

In such an ecstasy!
Still wouldst thou sing, and T'have ears in vain—/% Ww

To thy high reqwem become a sod y % 60
s éfm@ e Sfuce I eurt M
ﬂ@ M Ls> Whasmandsatan vpm
Vil lotutbl ek
/ZMM %fp&o/b@ wie = Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! f e
Tooms W No hungry generations tread thee down,; W ;"’5‘”3 ot e WM’?
‘W”gﬁ The voice | hear this passing night was heard
In ancient days by emperor and clown:—7fzwwé(7
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path sl ”M“S 65
Th h th d heart of Ruth, wh ick for h :
T ettt i s o Bl st
i atl %(%Vﬁ ’ The same that oft-times hath I%Z@/Wh fottn

W#D,W %MW Mﬁ” Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam L. wwtfein-tn-
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Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.
0
7 7 &Whg’ W
%@W(ﬁ/’j %%&p{/ )M/,Z#ma [Wf’“’j 7;%W/> bore.
f o
| . m
Forlorn! the very word is like a bell s )Q@WML

To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
/ Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well .y
Y RN v
)Mﬁ”m #0m & As she isfamed to do, deceiving elf. > “ p%mﬁ

L WW Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades
Past the near meadows, over the still stream,

Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep
In the next valley-glades: }
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Was it a vision, or a waking dream?
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Fled is that music — Do | wake or sleep?
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Isabella; or, the Pot of Basil B v
John Keats 7 Foebel s s> bogech W GWQ e M
Ll anl o ool
Towrvou o b7

>4wom/ﬂ$% Wﬂwﬂ/
Causes 5] ? B wnd —

T Sue I(1) Lo
% > @ | > bt lovers die
Fair Isabel, poor simple Isabel! / > P R AR, 3«*9@ . e

Lorenzo, a young Egiﬂr’;ler in Love’s eye! — B to Lae Lo scghlll e

They could not in the self-same mansion dwell
T indptooale” (———
Has t # oty 1 Without some stir of heart, some malady;
W"“ + mww They could not sit at meals but feel how well
Charactors tgedin | It soothed each to be the other by;

They could not, sure, beneath the same roof sleep

But to each other dream, and nightly weep. — Frustufion o

h&/e%

I1(2)
S 0stonanse — olthg, sweed sound
With every morn@eir love grew tenderer,

WW With every eve deeper and tenderer still;

Koot %2 st |l yn. [y el

He might not in house, field, or garden stir, S Takll )

But her @shape Would@his Tragerf], Haiton?] L panefe

And his continual voice was pleasanter ;.4
) ,/7 = Wﬂg
To her, than noise of trees or hidden rill; *“#

Her lute-string gave an echo of hi%lifml/:; M .
ok b Sheher half-done broidery with the same. /

> Rodeed = Loe, a4 2 defment
borres s alfeotir, 25 111(3)/>WW’>WW

He knew whose gentle hand was at the latch, @Zz el i
N y e T
hgs Lo g wy Dt the door had givenmﬁ@fmww 7 e

W@M And from her chamber-window he would c{atch o
{ @L ﬁ)‘&% de‘aﬂ >W(ﬁ¢/w‘ > tadyans hawe et 4%
N WCI‘ beauty farther than the falcon/spies; Uy Lo oo sy sty = f Vor”pmotes WW‘W)

> orony
And constant@ her Vespers/v;ould h%atch,

Yo
Ww Ai W Because her face was turn’d to the same skies; ’%MWW%W n -7 Wdﬁﬁm y
\ And with sick longing all the night outwearFﬁw%l wagpry (crguame ke, dema) i% grster W&m Zl:f:

R I N Lm,ameJ
%ZW&S O To hear her morning-step upon the stair. i\cwmmm% (Hrnsgond
. boundprios and stave
%WW)
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A whole long month of May in this sad plight B Wm@%{m l;}éf
Made their cheeks paler by the break of June: — Iramstfhon Ko §W"g S W o g
“T'o-morrow will I bow to my delight, o M'Mﬁg soffhy) W s:ﬁw &

To-morrow will I ask my lady’s boon.’
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‘O may I never see another night,
Lorenzo, if thy lips breathe not love’s tune.’
So spake they to their pillows; but, alas,

Honeyless days and days did he let pass— — Lowadly b
L) Ve fvvfb% borenno
had o thotee o Fate achmn e oo ot
o
V(5 & Syl L b, ot OR oy sl it ety
( ) /7 ﬁﬁmKIWIWW Sourey

Until sweet Isabella’s untouched cheek i 5 b —swhocss OR be diruged
Sick + rese = by skl coin

Fell sick within the rose’s just domain, Huin + foung, roolhgr > lalos Tiohl aggour rkong sy bt ool

Fell thin as a young mother’s, who doth seek

! !W’é (Wf/ M
Ja%n&i\/@every lull to cool her infant’s?a;? g B
4oty

f/ -
‘How ill she is,” said he, ‘I may not speak, V6 will= V@QW[ }9%“@0&%%
And yet I will, and tell my love all plain:

If looks speak love-laws, I will drink her tears, ™ w Aik Ve \ g

And at the least ’twill startle off her cares.’
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So said he one fair morning, and all day
—> \

His heart beat awfully against Aﬁ/ies side;

love
And to his heart he inwardly did pra > Loremo |
ydidpray - i b (8 Wt g
For power to speak; but still the ruddy tide o b« sty s

Locerizo's o blosress
T be , Stifled his voice, and pulsed resolve away = s =" k 7 /
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Tomont ,Lyf/ﬁ, Yet brought him to the meekness of a child: P Ml
k Alas! when passion is both meek and wild! > Tomplhly boser T Lo
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So once more he had waked and anguished

A dreary night of love and misery, Sfpertion — MM el

If Isabel’s quick @had not been wed

To every symbol on his forehead high.

She saw it waxing very pale and dead, ™ &W””ﬁz

And straight all flushed; so, lisped tenderly,

‘Lorenzo!” — here she ceased her timid quest,

But in her tone and look he read the rest. [;W»;,W
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VIII (8)

‘O Isabella, I can half-perceive

That I may speak my grief into thine ear.



. . . Love Whed 4 -
v If thou didst ever anything believe, /') A ég W,7 lo M

Believe how I love thee, believe how near

>Coresfudo
My soul is to its At T would bt grieve
s onlobted love 25 5
Thy hand by unwelcome pressing, would not fear

Thine eyes by gazing; but I cannot live
: ke e e
Another night, and not my passion shrive.”
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‘Love! thou art leading me from wintry cold,™ e boore Tsrbelly — Bk, st
T > a/mﬂﬂ/ ” [ )
Lady! thou leadest me to summer clime, e bk Tobls = i

Wem
> Natpeg iragery —> 12 e s Teshody
And I must taste the blossoms that unfold Lorerpat yivion e

In its ripe warmth this gracious morning time.’
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So said, his erewhile timid@ grew bold, nfapese—> é”” %mw"ﬂ UYVW i W
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Great bliss was with them, and great happiness L>%mﬂm

Grew, (likd a lusty flower, in June’s caress.
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Parting they seemed to tread upon the air, > Wtied e ant
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Twin roses by the zephyr blown apart y 3@ Ty & o \ (gl or mohor b
— e will Seutehy )
Only to meet again more close, an share libor puer “
The inward fragrance of each other’s heart. o e bty ot
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She, to her chamber gone, a ditty fair
Sang, of delicious love and honeyed dart; s
He with light steps went up a western hill,

And bade the sun farewell, and joyed his fill.

XU(1) G by s
All close they met again, before the dusk (Lo %W‘W bold by
Had taken from the stars its pleasant veil,
@close they met, :Ii?fgeféﬁ? the dusk
Had taken from the stars its pleasant veil,

e
Close in a bower of hyacinth and musk,
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Tdylhe imagonsy
Unknown of any,i%m whispering tale.
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Ah! better had it been for'ever sd;°** #=*

Than idle ears should pleasure in their woe.
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Were they unhappy then>@t cannot be@
+ namahe
(# ram W(ti\( @nany tears for lovers have been shei

Am
F @nany sighs give we to them in fee, lmy ”/> e édﬁ;i%” 2 ¢
ove ﬂ;?l‘fd camse ¢

% hagphes @nuch of pity after they are dead, a5 o soufy

@many doleful stories do we see,
m’&"’ Whose matter in bright gold were best be read;
Except in such a page where Theseus’ spouse

Over the pathless waves towards him bows.



XIII (13)

/7 T But, for the general award of love,
/ %fﬁ\y ) W The little sweet doth kill much bitterness; > Déb m&e{/ ¥ speak
Though Dido silent is in under- -grove, [ bt
< > M, 7
Trpe ‘QE ool s And Isabella’s was a great dlstress,‘) Dlpit tohte to Jove Lororo gl

Though young Lorenzo in warm Indian clove

Lo’ bope et — \¥Ta5 not embalmed, this truth is not the less —

Even bees, the little almsmen of spring-bowers,
Know there is richest juice in poison-flowers.
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W&%Wm oot (14) >M%MW “Zhy betlors weathl
\Wlth her.wo brothersthis fair lady dwelt,
meng Wea/%
Enriched from ancestral merchandize, ™ (M oot o)
Rigobfn i 6 ngg >[ ZVWS@ And for them @ a weary hand d1d swelt — Vel lagery ’fg/m% W%WWWW
fo. amrount Lot g o 5ker "4
fle botbers hare In torched mines and n01sy factories, bﬂ?WW‘“ bt
W mw% weulfh bl e e >A¢z&m quetly
once proud- qulve?ﬁrﬁlmml melt MW“% e %ﬁwﬂmmm
ﬁ%j%% < Viobof age<— /I blood from stinging ﬂ hollow eyes =-Tragery 1%&@%@ MJéevM
@ll day in dazzling river stoo@, Garaor by W M myk M % o
meWwTo take the rich-ored drlftl;lﬁg;;)i tvl:;iood L m W ZJMM ijé s Ao
o worl WM%W/>%WWVM (MWEW%QW&M) L> C m 314
WWW%% (>§JMM XV (15)
kol %%“ﬁ%% For them the Ceylon dlver held his breath, W;v, TR s Dprontos o bl

And went all naked to the hungry shark; WM
For them his ears gushed blood; for them in death

The seal on the cold ice with plteous bark
> Gphapise. sotd— (ombyedvoss
MW/( whol Lay Lay full of darts; for them(alone dld[seethe Lt e oy

Iinertal
(sl MW s A thousm met} in troubles wide and dark:
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W Half-ignorant, they turned an easy wheel,
/ That set sharp racks at work, to pinch and peel.
G ikl ot L T dovte L lop > Hardos o s
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Why were they proud? Because their marble founts
>faor\g»pM _— Slenine, fafied orabion

Gushed with more pride than do a wretch s tears? —
M@W Why were they proud? Because fair orange-mounts > Mowoobn b sl

o > 5 nrefod] ardlihchre o s
mef Were of more soft ascent than lazar stairs? — e

Why were they proud? Because red-lined accounts il recode

o Mé M/ > (ossteal wibe
P
% 7 Were richer than the songs of Grecian years: Ot 4 b s
mm veadss 1o foel He samve Why were they proud? again we ask aloud,




Why in the name of Glory were they proud?



XVII (17)

Yet were these Florentines as self-retired

Qoo bk
paongf gyl
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Dbt o wakesbys —— % M
The hawks of ship-mast forests — the untired M A

And panniered mules for ducats and old ligs — fransil dali

SN
Divad b5 Quick cat’s-paws on the generous stray-away, —

In hungry pride e)md gainful cowardice,
As two close Hebrews in that land inspired,

Paled in and vineyarded from beggar-spies—

' Great wits in Spanish, Tuscan, and Malay.— T s ser
behatf p y e wetd

XVIII (18)
>t
How was it these same lzd@—meﬁjcwd spy
Fair Isabella in her dowhy nest? Eﬂmam - s”ﬂ”%” fluk s Pt s

How could they find out in Lorenzo’s e e
W Yy Y » W Wj W/% on Teakella

/"_/,_
LZ; msphe £ —— A straying from his t01l>EI(’)7t W«&’pt s pegtT o m YLOA /

I Y
e Into their vision cgﬁtous and slv] ol deprad

W % How could these money-bags?ggeamnd vg%’ — % \bice a4 —
644,]?3,\,@4/\4 M%W ,.M,fmm;/ &7 e over
éf) Yet so they did — and every dealer Fajr "Mt Vofze MW WW SHurza 37)
> Toshodin and. Lovenzo

Must see behind, as doth the hunted hare. __ g e ks
artval ofzphor
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am VWN‘{/)
. “Xix (1) ) et e
O eloquent and famed Boccacc1o' orfpral ke

Of thee we now should ask forgwmg boon,
(7o b W ég G/MMM V@QM’W

And of th tl they blow,
%www ‘Jw nd of thy splcy myrtles a.s> € M(f)vzv por
Hones & meé wel,  And of thy roses amorous of moon, Mf%a/ffa .
And of thy hhes,/;hat do paler grow M%k ?t mﬂ

%W% ”4 M Now they can no more hear thy gittern’s tun

e/”
ai% 9/:4:42(1 et «_ For venturing syllables that ill beseem % ~ltomss W %A/w
1ok lam as rpetor & The quiet glooms of such a piteous theme. ih Fe&'ﬁk copostion
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Grant thou a pardon here, and then the tale o tle atdl MW ot poky

Shall move on soberly, as it is meet; oHe 1o o W%E
% Consuinas trorvond From. te !
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Spoaer to rovore He orles &4,/ There is no other crime, no mad assail
Yaly, ad to voral bt swhen Y0 T make old prose in modern rhyme more sweet:

vl 1 MW But it is done — succeed the verse or fail — W M W Y/\D
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bt & % (remfor To honour thee, and thy gone spirit greet, W \%ﬁm\
o y8 piritg

W &m To stead thee as a verse in English tongue, %94 5 W M@WK
b driwe —
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An echo of thee in the north wind sung.

WoAphor
L>%WA WWEM@Z&
pubhwl i,



XXI (21)
These brethren having found by many signs
What love Lorenzo for their sister had,
And how she loved him too, each unconfines

His bitter thoughts to other, well nigh mad

' N
That he, the servant of their trade designs, ~~ mﬂﬂ@ 5wl

Should in th ter’s | bblth d glad,
ould in their sister’s love be bli eawz:l% "

When ’twas their plan to coax her by degrees‘!"’?““ o bor e

To some high noble and his olive-trees.
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And a jealous conference had they, Hor waatty-> Depwty, el
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And @ times they bit their hps alone, ) ot Tt =L gﬁ'&ﬁ%
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Before they fixed upon a surest way >9%MW o+ W>f:‘mﬁ“;w o oy ot

To make the youngster for his crime atone; — Tk Jrﬁa} g Sumes

bl wago & e
"y f\\And at the last, these men of cruel clay cemounce = Haedh, W‘fg soud M 6€ o >A{XDWK
Bdors! MM«M
Cut Mercy with a sharp knife to the bone, M oﬁ(
e e o it | el 7 b
/— Ootods,  TOT they resolved in some forest dim %Wa m (1 sy v s o)
[ m W”‘M To kill Lorenzo, and there bury him ™"
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XXIII (23)
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So on a pleasant morning, as he leant

Into the sun-rise, o’er the balustrade

Of the garden-terrace, towards him they bent
Their footing through the dews; and to him said,
‘You seem there in the quiet of content,
Lorenzo, and we are most loth to invade

Calm speculation; but if you are wise,

Bestride your steed while cold is in the skies.

XXIV (24)
“T'oday we purpose, ay, this hour we mount
To spur three leagues towards the Apennine;
Come down, we pray thee, ere the hot sun count
His dewy rosary on the eglantine.’
7 ’ ° oK WW@ WW
Lorenzo, courteously as he was wont, / WF
Bowed a fair greeting to these serpents’ whine;
-E_—[> Wé\/@ )W %M’t

And went in haste, to get in readiness,



With belt, and spur, and bracing huntsman’s dress.
Tronsy' b 6 He hunted



XXV (25)
And as he to the court-yard passed along,
%, Each third step did he pause, and listened oft
lady "+ cah’ < -
v If he could hear his lady’s matin-song, )
Love - Tsnkotte E—
Cugorens & adiory e Or the light whisper of her footstep soft;

oA ET
And as he thus over his passion hung,

e
He heard a laugh full musical aloft,

When, looking up, he saw her features bright , j—mﬁ; 1 he Lot
Smile through an in-door lattice, all delight. Fime 'Mvﬁ— et

ohssluate Form
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‘Love, Isabel! said he, ‘I was in pain

Lest I should miss to bid thee a good morrow:

Ah! what if I should lose thee, when so fain

I am to stifle all the heavy sorrow MMMV
Of a poor three hours’ absence? but we’ll gain

Out of the amorous dark what day doth borrow.

Good bye! I'll soon be back.” — ‘Good bye!” said she —
And as he went she chanted merrily. I’;:ﬂ ) Zk ,ér’:w Sopng
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So the two brothers and their murdered man

Rode past fair Florence, to where Arno’s stream
Gurgles through straitened banks, and still doth fan

W {W% Itself with dancing bulrush, and the bream
%{”{ ;Vzvm WW%Keeps head against the freshets. Sick and wan
The brothers’ faces in the ford did seem,
Lorenzo’s flush with love. — They passed the water

Into a forest quiet for the slaughter. = S, V'WW*
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There was Lorenzo slain and buried in, %"% onflr o7 Wiﬁl ; g > o N0
There in that forest did his great love cease;mm i

[Ah! when a soul doth thus its freedom win,

& ¥ Wvﬁ jufvet fo
Lawert ]% {le s It aches in loneliness — is ill at peace néfmfgf’ W% ”{”‘/4 # érﬂﬂi‘%&i«[ W

As the break-covert blood-hounds of such sin) L Foprant s200 &
Longro's //"’74‘ [
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They dipped their swords in the water, and did tease
Their horseshomeward, with convulsed spur,
S WW%W &
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Each richer by his being a murderer.
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XXIX (29) AL by woser (oot 1-2)
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They told their sister how, with sudden speed,
Lorenzo had ta’en ship for foreign lands, % le do Todotts

Because of some great urgency and need

flog > 50 bt ty MMM%WMW
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In their affairs, requiring trusty hands. /~ >remg % ”’;3\ p %pz (Buy v o o b £ gl
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Poor girl! put on thy stifling widow’s weed, / wm fe«f?;nég}w et gy @ it dlls s
And ’scape at once from Hope’s accursed bands,m > Togely o v (ki " M%g hape s
Today thou wilt not see him, nor tomorrow, = Ho bss &
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And the next day will be a day of sorrow. imanthsly

XXX (30)
She weeps alone for pleasures not to be;

Sorely she wept until the night came on,

And then, instead of love, O misery! Ho ot A b
Yy > weaM e exclhonge
el mtsorsy”

She brooded o’er the luxury alone:
His image in the dusk she seemed to see, = Spernahra( 7 Haluctnatton o ove?

And to the silence made a gentle moan;~ pan o sorros
4 ke
Spreading her perfect arms upon the air, > Ll A ﬁi&%

And on her couch low murmuring “Where? O where?’

D%FWM

XXXI (31)
But Selfishness, Love’s cousin, held not long
Its fiery vigil in her single breast.
She fretted for the golden hour, and hung
S lovessok ‘%Wg bt

Upon the time with feverish unrestC b % "
Not long — for soon into her heart a throng
Of higher occupants, a richer zest,

— %mg bve
Came tragic—passion not to be subdued, WW/@
And sorrow for her love in travels rude.
XXXII (32) W‘% it %hw

\ovor her
In the mid days of autumn, on their eves,

> dosth ond
The breath of Wlnter/comesa?rgom far away, /Mﬁé %W Y Mﬁg
And the sick west continually bereaves W/ W wrdertoncs

/‘>5Vm = ﬁvry/,zg W /
Of some gold tlnge, and plays a roundelay v

and | T i nfonal
i ﬂ?the leaves W Ssalolus

Of death among the bushes an
To make all bare before he dares to stray W

From his north cavern. So sweet Isabel
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By gradual decay from beauty fell,
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XXXIII (33)
(s —> Lakelt's bon e doohed i
Because Lorenzo came not. Oftentimes
> Fheress

She asked her brothers, with an eye all Elle,

Striving to be itself, what dungeon climes

Could keep him off so long? They spake a tale

Time after time, to quiet her. Their crimes /> Dlace ﬁ“’/ﬁ"w‘t

Came on them, like a smoke from Hinnom’s vale; " ohitdwen)

And every night in dreams they groaned aloud,

To see their sister in her snowy shroud. L subcoos M
L bt > Tsdbella'c zxn\of#
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XXXIV (34)
And she han drowsy ign(;rzm Lo s o
But for a thing more deaw than all. bW
It came@ﬂa fierce potion, drunk by chance, \/J
Which saves a sick man from the feathered pall
For some few gasping moments; like a lance,
Waking an Indian from his cloudy hall
With cruel pierce, and bringing him again

Sense of the gnawing fire at heart and brain.
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XXXV (35)
It was a vision. — In the drowsy gloom
%ﬂe Hasrative, y g 4
e %\AM‘ ¢ The dull of midnight, at her couch’s foot W@ > Aesoance e 0!
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& Gorow V]
inmamisos bim & [oste & Lorenzo stood, and wept: the forest tomb Sl wisornbt Fore
Vit el vt oo @%EM@M Blonds spumal, v wacahve
S , Had marred his glossy hair which once could shoot { it & Laverine's beahy,
W‘f g i i ha W % Lustre into the sun, and put c%« doom v>% ”mj — @””?zﬂe‘;f; whe and Sl
& bty 1 Cypoh ad thty) — Diragy e o
Upon his lips, and taken the soft lute
s il ot
Jc— From his lorn voice, and past his loamed ears .
m%k W/ toandoowont nd S~ “T T3 2 . p . ﬁ)WMWW Q%Wﬁ%
el dacty Had made a miry channel for his tears.” o iof g %3 d o b e
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Strange sound it was, when the pale shadow spake; 7 /gﬂ/vf O/Vg )mlﬂ
s ot Eve e e s gt sy by i by
i ot ety wvearf | For there was striving, in its piteous tongue, ~ # comwisk v/ Tkl

(gt fom)
v To speak as when on earth it was awake, éo%% W ~>6,/ \
Loy

WM Wiﬂf And Isabella on its music hung. b W
Languor there was in it, and tremulous shake, wisettle, W (7 ot
@in a N:iz?eﬂaﬂDruid’s harp unstrung;/iumx’ gty ke veadses W&
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And through it mokhed a ghostly under-song,

L>W,WM

) Lompartsan Lymere, domnant Vot
W/ [oromnSs vze Z:Zu el

5 umorving foal gyl 8 bt vt




Like hoarse night-gusts sepulchral briars among.
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XXXVII (37 ) W \[/
Its eyes, though wild, were still all dewy bgﬁhg:m e %/\Mﬁ
With love, and kept all phantom fear aloof ( %MW 412, ik Pt - dhok 6 )
From the poor girl by magic of their 1ght U”% ol «{1,,,
The while it did unthread the horrid woof Mm wertankle
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Of the late darkened time — the murderous spite
A b Aoty

Of pride and avarice, the dark pine roof el sotg 7 %WM bl o Tt

In the forest, and the sodden turfed dell, Ve > o, M sertonte

: Harsrs % oo resllty
Where, without any word, from stabs he fell. st

XXXVIII (38)
Saying moreover, ‘Isabel, my sweet!

Red whortle-berries droop above my head,

Nrre a1 wolaghos
Around me beeches and high chestnuts shed ouon i daly

And a large flint-stone weighs upon my feet;

Their leaves and prickly nuts; a sheep-fold bleat
Comes from beyond the river to my bed:
Go, shed one tear upon my heather-bloom,

And it/shall comfort me within the tomb.
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‘T am a shadow now, alas! alas!
Upon the skirts of human-nature dwelling
~Alone. I chant alone the holy mass,
While little sounds of life are round me knelling,
And glossy bees at noon do fieldward pass,
And many a chapel bell the hour is telling,
Paining me through: those sounds grow strange to me,
And thou art distant in humanity. Twegy of digtorce
& ﬁ@ e e beore
XL (40)
‘T know what was, I feel full well what is,
And I'should rage, if spirits could go mad;
Though I forget the taste of earthly bliss,
That paleness warms my grave, as though I had
A seraph chosen from the bright abyss
To be my spouse: thy paleness makes me glad;

Thy bdauty grows upon me, and I feel

me%m



A greater love through all my essence steal.’
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The Spirit m%zﬁg%w{&dieu!’ — dissolved, and left
The atom darkness in a slow turmoil;

As when of healthful midnight sleep bereft,
Thinking on rugged hours and fruitless toil,

We put our eyes into a pillowy cleft, . 1%
L bt > bobght o'~ 6 b
brigt m‘fffm/gﬂé,)\ >Mﬁwwm > gm Mr

And see the stangly gloom froth up and boil: o

It made sad Isabella’s eyelids ache,

And in the dawn she started up awake —

o] XLII (42)
‘Ha! ha!” said she, ‘I knew not this hard life,
I thought the worst was simple misery;/> naivhy
I thought some Fate with pleasure or with strife
Portioned us — happy days, or else to die;

fm»lfwwmffrﬁé

But there is crime — a brother’s bloody knife! Ao

Sweet Spirit, thou hast school’d my infancy:

,— Tl visit thee for this, and kiss thine eyes,

And greet thee morn and even in the skies.’

XLIII (43)
When the full morning came, she had devised
How she might secret to the forest hie; ’L%’gj m f&m
How she might find th clwfso dearly prized,
Woneme © €18y, 50 CEREYPHEE iy Lo oo
And sing to it one latest lullaby; fob Covpo to veste e 2 copie
How her short absence might be unsurmised,
While she the inmost of the dream would try.
Resolved, she took with her an aged nurse,

And went into that dismal forest-hearse.

XLIV (44)
See, as they creep along the river side,
How she doth whisper to that aged dame,
And, after looking round the champaign wide, /) Tofonse patstn
Shows her a knife. — “What feverous hectic flame
Burns in thee, child? — What good can thee betide,
That thou shouldst anfi‘f? again?’ The evening came,

And they had found Lorenzo’s earthy bed —



The flint was there, the berries at his head.



XLV (45)
Who hath not loitered in a green church-yard,
And let his spirit, like a demon-mole,
Work through the clayey soil and gravel hard, W
Lo o =>4 v ol »am e
To see skull, coffined bones, and funeral stole; il thy
Lorome's e é> ﬁ'ﬂ e, once
Pitying each form that hungry Death hath marred, hy
And filling it once more with human soul? [Mﬁf love)

Ah! this is holiday to what was felt
When Isabella by Lorenzo knelt. ka#ﬁwjﬁ%k 7 - f;%

XLVI (46)
She gazed into the fresh-thrown mould, as though
One glance did fully all its secrets tell;
Clearly she saw, as other eyes would know
Pale limbs at bottom of a crystal well;

Upon the murderous spot she seemed to grow,

Lol e > fered of fornts syl f ook |
M’"f‘”‘ He e rmatwe hly/ of the dell —W [/5{\9/’/20 S W W

[%%M Then with her knife, all sudden, she began M W W

To dig more fervently than misers can.

XLVII (47)
Soon she turned up a soiled glove, whereon
Her silk had played in purple phantasies,
She kiss’d it with a lip more chill than stone,/7 m ; M dyig /

&W@m And put it in her bosom, where it dries
%:‘“éy; Z/M’" “4%  And freezes utterly unto the bone = fvel cber# (oo
Those dainties made to still an infant’s cries: = Lormzos gowe sottes
Then ’gan she work again, nor stayed her care, el
But to throwé)ack at times her veiling hair.
> tofie diggig

XLVIII (48)
That old nurse stood beside her wondering,
Until her heart felt pity to the core

At sight of such a dismal labouring; %D&SM P

And so she kneeled, with her locks all hoar,
And put her lean hands to the horrid thing.
Three hours they laboured at this travail sore—

At last they felt the kernel of the grave,



And Isabella did not stamp and rave.
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XLIX (49)
Ah! wherefore all this wormy circumstance?

Why linger at the yawning tomb so long?

O for the gentleness of old Romance, = f%

The simple plaining of a minstrel’s song!
Fair reader, at the old tale take a glance, P Jtfukron Oxﬁ&fﬁm Wi
= {lo. Yol
Bﬂ/f‘dﬂ% W For here, in truth, it doth not well belong 7 b Loy o
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To speak — O turn thee to the very tale, Mfaﬁ e F@W b o ok
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And fsté the rﬂﬁﬁ?ic of that vision pale. Mwm Wm
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With steel than the Persean sword
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They cut away no formless monster’s head,

It bk by
But one, whose gentleness did well accord Ly%\é LJ\M W W{M{ MND NPW

Loerroos twesorce gy Wagortr Q\JWith death, as life. The ancient harps have said, (I M e
Vrak dentts i
m@mwmﬁ% Love never dies, but lives, immortal Lord: AM’WJ% ginfonal AW%) et oniangp gty
/ If Love
Y ove impersonate was ever dead, ol
Adats % l 6 4
Larpare M/{é ook Pale Isabella kissed it, and low moaned. / WW br ¥ g2
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"T'was love — cold, dead indeed, but not dethroned. L} Ty Hfaver- Hak goils Mﬂj'
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LI (51)

In anxious secrecy they took it home,
S > Obssesstve. and. wadomal

And then the prize was all for Isabel:

She calmed its wild hair with a golden comb,

&
I%W%@ And all around each eye’s sepulchral cell
hyram
W U Pointed €ach fringed lash; the smeared loam
Cuses twagemy & ber
W% W/ Forrer;
Wmm She drenched away — and still she combed, and kept

fuary
g s Sighing all day — and still she kissed, and wept.

With tears, as chilly as a dripping well,

LII (52)

Then in a silken scarf — sweet with the dews
Tudle + it

Ww " Of precious flowers plucked in Araby,

gl o gof i kbl @1 ] divine liquids come with odorous ooze
Through the cold serpent-pipe refreshfully —
She wrapped it up; and for its tomb did choose
A garden-pot, wherein she laid it by,

And covered it with mould, and o’er it set



Sweet basil, which her tears kept ever wet.
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LIII (53
gep s 9 s dhube
W/W'/ bty And she forgot the stars, the moon, and sun,
/ l And she forgot the blue above the trees, o tecd
L agdon And she forgot the dells wh A i
-, nd she forgot the dells where waters run,
%WW And she forgot the chilly autumn breeze;
Wij bty She had no knowledge when the day was done,
% ’M‘WIM
[ WMMW morn she saw not: but in peace
et oot

Hung over her sweet basil evermore,
And moistened it with tears unto the core.
17 Weoms gk 4:» svotlung wonghass
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Shake
Prgstal shongtt ~ And so she ever fed it with thin tears,
Vs — Mfm%-n(

Sl doon > Whence thick, and green, and beautiful it grevﬂ W wasahee W/M s, umigodl %% iﬂf m /—>% mﬁm mﬁm
So that it smelt more balmy than its peers
Of basil-tufts in Florence; for it drew W £ souoa
Nurture besides, and life, from human fears, Z &‘ﬁ 0 w W
From the fast mouldering head there shut from view: 7 % MM
So that the jewel, safely casketed, (Al EamﬂﬂxJ
Came forth, and in perfumed leafits spread. L WJ et
i Y 55
O Melancholy, linger here awhile! 5 (il Tt &
O Music, Music, breathe despondingly! weent o f”’y Tuokela
O Echo, Echo, from some sombre isle,
Unknown, Lethean, sigh to us — O sigh!
> Tsabolly Is byug oon

Spirits in grief, lift up your heads, and smile; WJJM oo
Lift up your heads, sweet Spirits, heavily,
And make a pale light in your cypress glooms,

Tinting with silver wan your marble tombs.

LVI (56)

Moan hither, all ye syllables of woe, /)i{%@d( s W&M w
From the deep throat of sad Melpomene! ey (destt 5 To0hlle)
Through bronzed lyre in tragic order go, L)%W Y. gl iy Yo 7““%3 Mﬂ{f‘;@% ;%%
And touch the strings into a mystery;
Sound mournful upon the winds and low; T .

opony e 5 Tt e bpsoe e agann —> Rk g e ou/i MW >/%W‘J
For simple Isabel is soon to be

Among the dead. She fwithers) like a palm E 1 Jatve, 25
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Cut by an Indian for its juicy balm.
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O leave the palm to wither by itself; oy W deccsly

Let not quick Winter chill its dying hgur! — o

7
It may not be — those Bailites of belf)/(mmd ol Wity ol grgoe)

Her brethren, noted the continual shower

] e Jealh gy
From her dead eyes; and'many a curious elf, g

Among her kindred@ that such dower

Of youth and beauty should be thrown aside

By one marked out to be a noble’s bride.
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postie conrotafon, —>
And, furthermore, her brethren @nuch it oty Yo g

Why she sat drooping by the basil green, [

Busl's
And why it flourished, as by magic touch.™ PW : kﬁ%h > Sl oo € e
Greatly they wondered what the thing might mean: 4L

They could not surely give belief, that such

. Tkl bar
A very nothing would have power to wean > didw % '%—>m;«;& "

Her from her own fair youth, and pleasures gay,

And even remembrance of her love’s delay. ~ bﬁg %1%
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Therefore they watched a time when they might sift

This hidden whim; and long they watched in vain:

> deropehar o Replusmert 6 Foltosl g _
Fo{seldom did sl%e go to chapel—shrifi,/— % e Mm‘% W 7 s i b o frionsy bk b

: Grick aud
And Eeldom telt she any hunger-pain}, — W blly —, W%%
And when she left, she hurried back, as swift = o swyed e ore e
profhur lnd  Sperd 6 Tsblis ehon W tchon crretes
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bird on wing to breast its eggs again;
. o IM‘; /Z@F e
And, patient as a hen-bird, sat her there “
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Beside basil, weeping through her hair. " 5 Aelhe e bt ok o
— Y b s, oot in veads
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Yet they contrived to steal the basil-pot, bt oy o il
And to examine it in secret place.
> Wranehetuion Taahelly amd beflors porspecet
The thing was vile with green and livid spot,
—~n gpﬂe % ;4; %

And yet they knew it was Lorenzo’s face: =, /o,
vk

The g%%erdon of their murder they had got,

And so left Florence in a moment’s space,

Never to turn again. Away they went,



With blood upon their heads, to banishment.
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O Melancholy, turn thine eyes away

O Music, Music, breathe despondingly!
O Echo, Echo, on some other day,
From isles Lethean, sigh to us — o 51gh' TRy p—

)Vwma,sot Y

Spirits of grief, sin no our ¢ Well-a-way!’

o g i ot Vel vy
For Isabel, sweet Isabel, w1ll die — & v‘/mgel b b
Will die a death too lone and incomplete, ™, Y. Lopitue £ > e o Lo

Now they have ta’en away her basil sweet.

LXII (62)
Piteous she looked on dead and senseless things,
Asking for her lost basil amorously; Tiianity + W
And with melodious chuckle in the strings
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Tl by It alt o
Of her lorn voice, she oftentimes would cry o and sanfy

v

After the pilgrim in his wanderings, g o
To ask him where her basil was, and why
“T'was hid from her: ‘For cruel ’tis,” said she,
“To steal my basil-pot away from me.’
L) CWW L"(W'w]‘ W!
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And so she pined, and so she died forlorn,
Imploring for her basil to the last.
No heart was there in Florence but did mourn

S .
o ore yrowmg) 10 PIEY of her love, so overcast.

ber W rowstt  And a sad ditty of this story born
Uoumisfanes
From mouth to mouth through all the country passed:
g yp
Still is the burthen sung — ‘O cruelty,
To steal my basil—pot away from me!”—#éf Mgf P bor beoflye
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The Eve of St. Agnes B Q%W/W ) W
John Keats — Dreamss and Iwﬂfmbm

I
St. Agnes’ Eve—Abh, bitter chill it was!
The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold;
The hare limped trembling through the frozen grass, W/ M g@%ﬂ\ﬁ
And silent was the flock in woolly fold: (M + el gy )

Numb were the Beadsman's fingers, while he told 5
His rosary, and while his frosted breath, Vel b W % iy
Like pious incense from a censer old, / Wm/ Lo W@
Seemed taking flight for heaven, without a death, ’ WWM'{ hardship

Past the sweet Virgin's picture, while his prayer he saith.
> WWW .

His prayzi he saith, this patient, holy man; 10

(dan) b{\“ wagprsy
Then takes his lamp, and riseth from his knees,
And back returneth, meagre, barefoort, %n

Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees: Q[}Mg e a4 >c M /M, s ‘ ot
The sculptured dead, on each side, seem to freeze, W s ,4 5 ”
— /

Emprisoned in black, purgatorial rails;” Hmm MM{” —~, @ g o botnags 12

< Kanights, ladies, praying in dumb orat'ries, ZZ’MM W >%/M
M W
ot He passeth by; and his weak spirit fails

To think how they may ache in icy hoodsénd mails.— %1’5 /#N * Aok

> gripmhront (st
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Bendy We?
Ty of ey h Northward he turneth through a little door,
R Em(yﬁf Wity o 11/4%’;7 gy
Dot dise Behhnar' n  And scarce three steps, ere Music's golden tongue 20
wfww D{'W ’ ] /7&/46694?
/Vﬁwyf ke Flatter'd to tears this aged man and poor; f- Badiman
e &— g — Fodagese beut
oot But na=already had his deathbell rung; »M"Zﬂﬁw 4% Y m
The joys of@hm life were said and sung: = % hﬁ%&
(ff 5 Y
MMMQ @Wmarsh penance on St. Agnes' Eve. ) (sptoef doty 7)
MW’B e Another way he went, and soon among 25

Rough ashes sat he for his soul's reprieve, W (% W@

And all night kept awake, for sinners' sake to grieve. i
&Ww@ WMW iy
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sk,
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That ancient Beadsman heard the prelud

And so it chanced, for many a door was wide,

%@% From hurry ht;;ﬁ and fro. Sow conte O uoase 2% ithye A 30
tagorsy amidid 4
[ W‘&b&ﬂém‘s The silver, snarlingtrumpets 'gan to chide: % Lo

/O’V’? peranie ) The level chambers, ready with their End/\/ - ?{;@
ppecbiln] 9%424
éﬂm‘m 16 Tndolgrce Were glowing to receive a t%ousan@;t;
Bl s bt anl A ()
Z% &V The carved angels, ever eager-eyed,
S, Wtz Aot Stared, where upon their heads the cornice rests, 35

With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on their breasts.

ql,ou/t o dosorum
[ M s s
MM of {At lengtn the argent revelry,

With plume, tiara, and all rich array,
Numerous as shadows haunting faerily Fhalows o @W"% 7 MWW?

The brain, new stuffed, in youth, with triumphs gay 40
Of old romance. These let us wish away,

And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there,

bra
Whose heart had brooded, hat wintry day, — m T W

On love, and winged St. Agnes' saintly care, 55%0(1 n W /bl
As she had heard old dames full many times declare. W rimen vt 45

"
 Bonds casrel fto vapebe
4 ¢ W’% VI
Soual 4o They told her how, upon St. Ag

M Swnggendnk ot
]%Wéﬂ/{m’\ \% virgins might have :

nes' Eve, /9‘;25“{ bie
of delight, %é{WWW\WW%WW/\To ng/
O/Q W f\\ And soft adorings from their loves receive D/%bn > W’M W Ww
Upon the honeyed middle of the night, /%W?%W # MW fsred )

If ceremonies due they did aright; Regarunce z%,m 50
+ Vi
As, supperless to bed they must retire, \
%7&4 £ supperless y J

And couch supine their beauties, lily white;

Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require

Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire.

M Wfff
Dyre Ao bre /
Droipoets WW?JZ Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline: 55

The music, yearning like a God in pain, W bl

She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes d1v1ne,

Fixed on the floor, saw many a sweeping train >,sz mb&”
ww A Iw?



Pass by—she heeded not at all: in vain

Came many a tip-toe, amorous cavalier, 60
And back retired—not cooled by high disdain,

But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere:

She sighed for Agnes' dreams, the sweetest of the year.

;WMW Bl in Ao and sorwan
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Koy VI 7 ko e oty i shubgsd oo v
p She danced along with vague, regardless eyes, L>W e Sallow ﬁ/&um
e % de W@m — Anxim hvi; lg;z,fe }61@1 kl:ieathing quick and short: 65
% The hallowed hour was near at hand: she sighs
Wbl 24 bor Amid the timbrels, and the thronged resort Yy W%/
hiuraaste, g .
Pyl by 1% Of whisperers in anger, or in sport; W«M @f W T sattions & e pordy

el thorafon, daree, o
( m dugm)’ Mid looks of love, defiance, hate, and scorn, (st /

74 Enchartl by hor gt
FYM of tnaghatin: K Hoodwink'd with faery fancy{amort,> ¥ 70
Oy bk wictalng Frden /e \s Laske & eugogpmotffurtepation inthe prty

Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unshorn,
' WW’(@
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And all the bliss to be before to-morrow morn.

> Dhave fo Ocasrfor Yo voton
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So, purposing each moment to retire,

Extert f i

She lingered still. Meantime, across the moors, /7
Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire S?//'éégf /VW 75
For Madeline. Beside the portal doors, ares
Sy o " «— Buttressed from moonlight, stands he, and implores / \
SHuifh d
@samts to give him sight of Madelme,% {(fm > 4 N, W

Hoh s,
But for one moment in the tedious hours,gm o Mddlive Me%

dyhatonond \
Wﬂ i ég m ﬂ;;% S That he might/gaze and worship all unsee@ b Fab, ol v 80
J

Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss—in sooth such things have been.

v
MW,WMJMNM L>W’“§M + Love + ensim (outeant on foce)
@X saurel dl@w XWW(jb T et Vi
%%WWW ( | WM&{WJ’WW}?/ o />Ey,¢ymﬂf;e Madblne
He ventures in—let no buzzed whisper tell: /WW’ dhetuln 2 e (o)
by
All eyeicg? muffled, or a hundred swordsqy&dﬂ”%/ WW
ill his h s fev'rous citadels S 41
Will storm his heart, Love's fev'rous citadel: et el [ #
For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes, 85

. stdees & fe romance
Hyena foemen, and hot—z}ooded lords, ﬁmﬁwﬁ&% oy By b ()
by Wyporbete—> Hafeed ol
Aot wa Whose very dogs would exg(grygtions howl y o)

i s Ao Ao —> gy ol bk & e
“\__ Against his lineage: no? one breast affords b

Him any mercy, in that mansion foul,

Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul. 20
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Ah, happy cm;e@the aged creature came,
Shuffling along with i\févg-headed wand,

> Kobores &
To where he stood, hid from the torch's flame, W W

Behind a broad half-pillar, fa_r beyond /—/\

Hhalfow W?W
The sound of merriment and chorus blarld:/[;mfm«h}0 W\g doep vty o) 95

W{WW)

He startled hm but soon slﬁ};blfnew his face,

>urgent, frche (1) —>
And graspefd his ﬁngers in hef;, palsied hand,
Saying, "Mercy, Porphyrc@hw tﬁ?g from this place, B

They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty race!

L
5"%%9’56 WW% s werty > Mocal W
ﬁ 7% (samgers)
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‘Get hence! get hence! there's dwarfish Hildebrand— 100
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He had a fever late, and in th > Tynotvl hatred

He cursed thee and thine, both house and land:

Then there's that old Lord Maur1ce, not a Whlt
(741#%{/9)‘/& O tdor sty
More tame for his grey hairs—Alas me' ﬂlt‘

Sl bt w#ﬁwfg s, ummoted E lit like (@ away.” ‘Ah, Gossip dear, 105

WWW

e & We're safe enough; here in this arm-chair sit,

And tell me how—’ ‘Good Saints! not here, not here;

Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier.”

A, TR P
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He followed through a lowly arched way,
Brushing the cobwebs with his lofty plume, 110
And as she muttered, “Well-a—well-a-day!’

He found him in a little moonlight room, W bourbs % b (1t )

4,4.,3 m Pale, latticed, chill, and silent as a tomb. horsh gery M%Wﬁm
b
" ‘Now tell me where is Madeline,” said he,
ooty o — £ dotor —> Lo kB
WbA ‘O tell me, Angela, by the holy loom™" > s Mﬂ 115

ook > Coverbers, ekl
Which none but secret smterhood/ ay see,ﬂwwg L Sunek, Iidden b

( Totmasy cnd dnr)

When they St. Agnes’ wool are weaving piously.’

XIV
‘St. Agnes! Ah!itis St. Agnes’ Eve—
Yet men will murder upon holy days:

L.
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Th hold i itch's sieve, 120
A’%‘f ” ou must hold water in a witch's sieve /W fires
gwm‘s ey Jlodihs  And be liege-lord of all the Elves and Fays,
J@M/ To venture so: it fills me with amaze
Dl WWMM To see thee, Porphyro!—St. Agnes’ Eve!
Wipirse < fry < God's help! my lady fair the conjuror plays y,
;X»mew />%%WF>WWXW7
This very night: Good angels her deceive! 125
But let me laugh awhile, I've mickle time to grieve." %Wf e pian —> Toaphaon 14 Kty
Cs Af Madblnis bt (Madebwe, b L’%J
Yo vhton wnlde, Fo fid e bore)
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Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon,

While Porphyro upon her face doth look,

Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone / 7 WIS ok b

Who keepeth closed a wondrous riddle-book, 130

As spectacled she sits in chimney nook. > gfimar W ddire — 4o s, foc Madelmo

But soon his eyes grew brillian,wheﬁ told
His lady's purpose; and he scarce could brook /?/"?W@/% ot Ve

i ol brcly m o
Tears, at the thought of those enchantments cold, fog Ho vt o L)
o WAHM;&%HC asleep in lap of legends old. 135
wwb‘d;@mm 7 ot L>Mwww/awm¢mmm
y, bgonds tusdead - gorson
Warstns 8 ks o VI o st [, oves o it
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tumdognt” decan))
/\ Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose, —7’“”‘”“3””’1 by bt o s b

, arossal L;”WBM(M)Méﬁmé s tress
Mhing his brow, and in his pained heart ’ s e bk i,
)  dbsentir ¥
Made m}ﬁ? riot; then doth he propose i scrpa ds et meokst Wyl teastns

A stratagem, that makes the beldame start:

‘A cruel man and impious thou art: /> m@%%w{m

{
¢
W W Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep, and dream /7w st # %W? Wonn
& m W Alone with her good angels, far apart

=i

M W From wicked men like thee. Go, go!—I deem
o %‘rif@ adobe | T;gou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem.’
Ysgaver hor Frve love ™ M o
ks sompfns berchom]
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‘I will not harm her, by aints I swear,’ 145

Quoth Porphyro: ‘O may I ne'er find grace

i

When my weak voice shall whisper its last prayer,

3
¢

If one of her soft ringlets I displace,

> Lorrgpreto burtartan’
Or look with ruffian passion in her face:/) o, - % %lfm)
Good Angela, believe me by these tears, Imagery prk 6o 150

Or I will, even in a moment's space,
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Awake, with horrid shout, my foemen's ears,

And beard them, though they be more fang'd than wolves and bears.’
anival ngg/y —bagoncts, %My

XVIII
s dostl o ‘Ah! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul?
wealingss A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing, 155

> gl cae o Byo
Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll; _
pems e T Eheeols T bt ot ot
Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening,
Were never missed.”—Thus plaining, doth she bring
A gentler speech from burning Porphyro,

So woeful, and of such deep sorrowing, 160

That Angela gives promise she will do /> forer %WW et
[ewetions)

Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe.
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%’”ﬁ f{(g}ﬁﬂ Mf m W Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy, MM % WW
Even to Madeline's chamber, and there hide 4%
gt g

W & wab gore - Him in a closet, of such privacy > admtetir /e 165
V23 W‘Wﬂ W That he might see her beauty unespied,
And win perhaps that night a peerless bride, /)M@w7

While legioned faeries pac'd the coverlet, WW

And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed.
Never on such a night have lovers met, bosutifof it ale

Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt.
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‘Tt shall be as thou wishest,” said the Dame:

m - MM bt ‘All cates and dainties shall be stored there
& b it WW Wﬁ Quickly on this feast-night; by the tambour frame

Her own lute thou wilt see: No time to spare, ’N 175

For I am slow and feeble, and scarce dare [/

On such a catering trust my dizzy head. Z@ﬂ% Wm MW‘

76 Pogpls byatly /b
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Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer
The while: Ah! thou must needs the lady wed,

Or may I@eave my grave among the dead.’ 180
QWWA — Wor donthon o e b %
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So saying, she hobbled off with busy fear.
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The lover's endless minutes slowly passed;

The dame returned, and whlspered in his ear

To follow her; with aged eyes aghast ﬁpw V"’W > Entogre fear

From fright of dim eml Safe at last, /> ; /4 +% + M 185

Through many a dusky gallery, they gain

The maiden's chamber, silken, hushed, and chaste;
Where Porphyro took covert, pleased amain. )W’M > buer A b/, st
His poor guide hurried back with a’glvz”gs&}n her brain. (loe o)
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XXII 7 W W@ Kloswe)
Her faltering hand upon the balustrade,
Old Angela was feeling for the stair, / > Zrvgles shona smetor;

duit/ whvonce
\m Mme St. Agnes’ charmed mald—wwzﬂ/y Wdelwe __> p WM@%
N Blboree, g Rose@ a missioned spmt unaware
sl o Whorich s % d kbl > Bopyr adwwat
I “W‘WMWH silver taper's light, an plous care, 7 o "Wﬁf
She turned, and down the aged gossip led /7 s é"’”"g " 195
To a safe level matting. Now prepare,/—)
Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed—
She comes, she comes again,ring-dove frayed and Lfied.
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Out went the taper as she hurried in; / > W /54,,}:;,/‘
& e Yl are /N
//49’” 1 et raw Its little smoke, in pallid moonshine, died: 200
, She closed the door, she panted, all akin akinﬁ%
p
Tonston botweon tror

pasien and M retfoomt To spirits of the air, and visions wide— )
(No uttered syllable, or, woe betlde') - W (e

W b% # LW% But to her heart, her heart was 3(\)/1\1}19/1\91 ) /\Mﬂfﬁ*fm‘ behvwen Z%M W

WW het W(TM Paining with eloquence her balmy side; . /z;m sty w05
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As though a tongueless nightingale should swell
Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, in her dell.
o o e
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A casement high and triple-arched there was,
>k 7
All garlanded with carven imag'ries /

Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass, 210

ol And diamonded with panes of quaint device,
% Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes,




As are the tiger-moth's deep-damasked wings;

Andin th ’mong thousand heraldries,

And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings, 215
A shielded scutcheon blushed;th blood of queens and kings.
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M hunds A;_M;“’W Full on this casement shone the wintry moon, W Wit g M Wi
amorals And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast, o
As down she k ﬁ’tgf ! db %@%WW e
s down she knelt for’heaven's grace and boon; )
g e 5}7%”*//%45/&)//9 duhor

(dour tutos mtgory
bady sl M@%g Rose-bloom fell on her hands, togethe;rprey - Mnja/wm‘s L‘;%fQZO
And on her silver cross soft zlmethzst,_/>IZMWs o

Roenie. G And on her haira glory@a saint:mm/% ’%)}/{W—ﬁmé o 25 s, 3l dom
- 90 I~ 2 ,

% Wmc She seemed a splendid angel, newly dressed, . éy s
Save wings, for heaven—Porphyro grew faint; MMMM'{W and Yo wy Y52
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The chains lie silent on the footworn stones—

The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans.
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And they are gone—ay, ages long ago 370
These lovers fled away into the storm.
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For aye unsought for slept among his ashes cold.
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Poetry Foundation

Keats explores these antinomies of human desire in one of his finest and best-loved long poems, The Eve of
St. Agnes, a romance in Spenserian stanzas written in January 1819. The story recalls Romeo and Juliet,
though its details are based on several traditional French romances (see Robert Gittings, John Keats, 1968). In
Keats’s hands the story itself is less important than what, through a highly self-conscious art, it becomes, a
meditation on desire and its fulfilment, on wishes, dreams, and romance. It is framed by the coldness of
eternity, by an ancient Beadsman whose frosty prayers and stony piety contrast with the fairytale-like revelry
and warm lights within. The heroine, Madeline, does not mix with the company but ascends to her own kind of
dream, the superstitious wish that, by following various rites on this St. Agnes’ Eve, her future husband will
appear in her dreams. Porphyro, of some feuding clan, has crept into the party, and is aided by Angela, the old
nurse, in a “strategem”:. he will sneak into her room and fulfill the dream, wakening her to his warm, real
presence. He does so, after watching her undress and sleep, spreading before her a feast of delicacies (rather
magically), and easing her into a wakefulness instinct with romance. The lovers flee into the cold storm; and
suddenly the poem shifts to a long historical vision, the tale acknowledged as a story far away and long ago, the
Beadsman himself cold and dead.

The moment of Madeline’s awakening is a crucial one, pointing out the poem’s central dilemma. Porphyro must
waken her to his real presence, but his fulfillment also depends on his “melting” into her dream. The moment is
typical of so many romantic “falls” from innocence to experience: the consummation of their love “is no dream,”
says Porphyro, but Madeline weeps in fear that he has betrayed her. “Sweet dreamer!” Porphyro then
responds, “tis an elfin storm from faery land,” into which he will carry her to be his bride, “o’er the southern
moors.” In the nineteenth century, Hunt and others admired the rich pictorial beauty, the beautiful contrasts of
warmth and chill, sensuality and religion, color and gray. Today we see the poem more as a great achievement
not only in style but also in thoughtful and carefully balanced tone. Some modern critics, including Earl
Wasserman, have the story arguing for success of imagination and warm love over cold piety; others, such as
Jack Stillinger, have argued that Keats meant to debunk the conventions of fairy tale by suggesting that
Porphyro’s motive is a rather sinister seduction. But most critics today see the poem as an extraordinary
balance of these opposing forces, shrewdly and at times playfully self-aware of its own conventions, leading
the reader to a continuous series of mediations between artifice and reality, dream and awakening. Finally,
waking life seems to require some degree of enchantment to be humanly fulfilling; yet dreaming, being “taken
in"—as one is by the rich tapestry of The Eve of St. Agnes—is precarious, and the deeper one sleeps the ruder
one’s awakenings.

This dialectical probing of enchantment, of the always-threatened artifice by which imagination seeks its
fulfillment in the world, initiates Keats's most profound meditations in the spring of 1819. The dangers of
enchantment deepen in the haunting, beautifully suggestive ballad, “La Belle Dame sans Merci,” written 21 or
28 April 1819, and published in a slightly altered version by Hunt in his Indicator of 10 May 1820. Here a knight-
at-arms is seduced by a strange, fairylike woman, reminiscent of Morgan Le Fay or Merlin’s Niniane, and in the
midst of this enchantment a warning dream comes to him from other lost princes and warriors. But his
awakening from her does him little good; he wanders “palely” on “the cold hill’s side,” where “no birds sing,” a
world as empty of charm as the fay’s was empty of real life. The poem has been seen as allegorical of Keats’s
ambivalent feelings for Fanny Brawne or for poetry itself. More fundamental, though, is Keats’s growing sense,
here and in his letters, of the dark ironies of life, that is, the ways in which evil and beauty, love and pain,
aspiration and finitude, are not so much “balanced” as interwoven in ways that resist philosophical
understanding. The more we imagine beauty the more painful our world may seem—and this, in turn, deepens
our need for art.



Bloom’s Guide

Written between January 18 and February 2, 1819, Keats’s embellished account of the rites of St. Agnes’s Eve
is mainly taken from oral tradition, as well as additional information from Henry Ellis’s 1813 edition of John
Brand’s Observations on Popular Antiquities (originally published in 1777). While various legends exist
concerning St. Agnes’s martyrdom, in Brand’s account she was “a Roman virgin and martyr, who suffered in
the tenth persecution under the Emperor Dioclesian A.D. 306. She was condemned to be debauched in the
common stews before her execution, but her virginity was miraculously preserved by lightning and thunder
from Heaven.” The feast of St. Agnes is celebrated annually on January 21 in the basilica of St. Agnes by the
presentation and blessing at the altar of two white unshorn lambs. Brand’s account further records that, on the
eve of St. Agnes’s day, “many kinds of divination are practiced by virgins to discover their future husbands.”
Keats combined the superstitious belief in this practice with Romeo and Juliet (another important source for
“The Eve of St. Agnes,” given its theme of young love thwarted by feuding families). Keats weaves an elaborate
narrative based on these and other literary sources, combining the legend of a saint with tales of ill-fated love,
to tell a story of physical love that survives both death-dealing spirituality and unbridled profligacy.

The entire poem consists of a series of oppositions that stem from these two main conflicting ideas: spirituality
that will not tolerate physical love and overindulgent and thoughtless licentiousness that will forever remain just
that. These two conflicting themes become the outer framework of Keats’s narrative, with the story of the
lovers’ determination to overcome these destructive forces contained within the middle sections of the poem.

As the poem begins, we are given a cold and dispirited portrayal of the landscape and inhabitants of this
strange and alienating world. Nature itself seems to have forsaken her charges and left the animals of the field
and forest without the resources to stay alive. “The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold; / The hare limped
trembling through the frozen grass, / And silent was the flock in woolly fold.”

Neither can the Beadsman, a pensioner endowed to pray for the repose of his benefactor’s family and friends,
be long for the physical world; in the performance of his religious offices, he must absolutely deny this world.
“Numb were the Beadsman’s fingers, while he told / His rosary, and while his frosted breath, / Like pious
incense from a censer old, / Seemed taking flight for heaven, without a death.” The “meagre, barefoot, wan”
Beadsman was never truly alive, we sense, and because of this, he will skip the necessary step of first dying in
the natural world before entry into the spiritual realm. Indeed, the attenuated figure of the Beadsman seems at
one with the cold and silent stone carvings that surround him. “The sculptured dead, on each side, seem to
freeze, / Imprisoned in black, purgatorial rails. / Knights, ladies, praying in dumb ora’tries, He passeth by; and
his weak spirit fails.”

While this holy man sleeps among “rough ashes,” a great riot is heard in another part of this “mansion foul,” an
“argent revelry” with images of a noisy crowd in aimless celebration, the fires are in sharp contrast with the
Beadsman'’s frosty surroundings. “The silver, snarling trumpets 'gan to chide; / The level chambers, ready with
their pride, / Were glowing to receive a thousand guests.” These guests, thoughtlessly given over to an
overindulged and unrestrained sensuality, are just as attenuated as the Beadsman. They are but figments of
the imagination, living out a sensuous fiction, namely the romantic tales of a literary world long gone.
“Numerous as shadows haunting fairily / The brain, new stuffed in youth, with triumphs gay / Of old romance.
These let us wish away.”



In his rejection of the old romances that affirm a lush sensuality, contrasted with a piousness that would assure
a far greater life in the next world, Keats is implying a radically different agenda than that found in the romantic
tales of a bygone age in which love so often went unrequited. Indeed, Madeline herself is at first seduced by
these very same romantic tales, “asleep in lap of legends old,” and must be awakened from these fictions in
order for her love to be consummated. As will be seen by the end of “The Eve of St. Agnes,” Keats affirms
physical love in a world that seeks to undermine and destroy it; in this affirmation, the only chance for survival
will be to escape its deadly message.

Keats's agenda is most fully realized in those sections of the poem (Stanzas 29 through 35) in which the lovers
meet and proclaim their love. Agnes is the figure that enables the two young lovers to come together in an
otherwise impossible situation; poised between the “barbarian hordes” and the joyless holy man, is Agnes, an
“old beldame,” who, though “weak in body and in soul,” nevertheless agrees to guide Porphyro to Madeline’s
chamber. This “aged creature . . . / Shuffling along with ivory-headed wand” appears to be magical in that in her
own being she can bridge the gap between two extremes. She recognizes Porphyro and reluctantly agrees to
play the part of the deliverer. “Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon, / While Porphyro upon her face doth
look, / Like puzzled urchin on an agéd crone.” But Agnes helps him nonetheless in preparing a lavish feast, with
all manner of delicacies, “of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd, / With jellies soother than the creamy
curd,” and with a table set “cloth of crimson, gold, and jet” and dazzling “golden dishes . . . in baskets bright / Of
wreathéd silver.”

While watching the chaste Madeline prepare for bed, as she “[ulnclasps her warmed jeweles one by one; /
Loosens her fragrant bodice; by degrees” the eroticism of the scene is sanctioned by Porphyro’s description of
her as “a splendid angel, newly dressed, / Save wings, for Heaven.” This procedure of celebrating physical
beauty within a sacred context is Keats’s version of the biblical “Song of Songs,” and it presages the ultimate
triumph of physical love. That triumph is possible as Porphyro introduces his own rhetorical version of their
escape from the mundane world, telling the sleeping Madeline that their coupling will be their salvation. “And
now, my love, my seraph fair, awake! / Thou art my heaven, and | thine eremite.” However, that triumph is only
possible as the result of both Porphyro’s and Madeline’s rejection of the contrarieties that enthrall them. While
by Madeline’s bedside, Porphyro is alarmed by the noisy throng: “The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion, /
The kettle-drum and far-heard clarionet, / Affray his ears.” Likewise, Madeline must forego her pleasant dreams
of romantic opulence and the indulgence of a literary convention that made unrequited love an art.

Thus, Porphyro awakens his lover by the very same seductive thoughts that lulled her to sleep, and in so doing,
he uses the same literary convention as a means of consummating his love for Madeline: “and in chords that
tenderest be, / He played an ancient ditty, long since mute, / In Provence called, ‘La belle dame sans mercy.”
That spell, “the blisses of her dream so pure and deep,” persists even though she is now awake, but it is finally
broken as Porphyro becomes a part of that lingering vision. “Into her dream he melted, as the rose / Blendeth
its odour with the violet, / Solution sweet.”

Having now been joined in the here and now, the story of the two lovers picks up a breathless pace. They must
quickly leave lest their love be destroyed by the cold, bleak, and destructive environs of the world they have
rejected. “Tis dark; quick pattereth the flaw-blown sleet,” but happily, it is “an elfin-storm from fairy land, / Of
haggard seeming, but a boon indeed” that comes to help the lovers make their escape. And so they finally
leave a world whose authority is based on the power of illusion and the fear that accompanies it. Madeline
“hurried at his words, beset with fears, / For there were sleeping dragons all around, / At glaring watch,
perhaps, with ready spears.” They disappear into an enchanting storm while the “warrior-guests, with shade
and form /. ../ Were long be- nightmared.”

York Notes

Summary
e After the feast on St Agnes' Eve, Madeline prepares to dream of her future lover.
e Porphyro steals into her bedroom and hides.
e As she dreams, he awakens her and she sees him in a living dream.
e Porphyro elopes with Madeline on St Agnes' Eve.



It is the eve of St Agnes, and a bitterly cold night. An ancient pensioner returns from his prayers through an
empty chapel. He hears the sound of music coming from the castle above but continues on his way to say
prayers for the souls of sinners. In the castle, preparations for the celebratory feast held on St Agnes's Eve are
completed and the guests arrive. The narrator turns away from them to focus on Madeline who, oblivious to the
guests and music, is thinking only of the legend of St Agnes. Virgins who observe certain ceremonial rites on
this particular eve may see their future husbands in their dreams. Meanwhile Porphyro approaches the castle;
he is in love with Madeline, but their fathers are sworn enemies. He penetrates the castle and learns from
Angela, the ageing nurse., that Madeline is performing the rites associated with St Agnes. Angela reluctantly
agrees to help Porphyro conceal himself in Madeline's bedchamber and then brings a selection of delicacies
from the feast. Porphyro watches Madeline prepare for bed and fall asleep and then arranges the delicacies on
a table. He tries but fails to awaken her. Eventually, playing her lute, he arouses her from dreams of him to a
state between sleeping and waking in which she confesses her love; at this point, 'Into her dream he melted'
(line 320). Their relationship is consummated as a storm arises, and Madeline is fully awakened. Initially
distressed and fearing he will now forsake her, she eventually consents to elope with her lover and the two
steal out of the castle under cover of the storm which now rages outside. The poem concludes with a reminder
from the narrator that this all happened long ago.

Commentary

'The Eve of St Agnes' is a narrative poem in which the narrative impulse repeatedly leads towards
description. The poem is primarily notable for its elaborate pictorial and musical effects. Its wealth of
description meant that, like 'lsabella’, the poem became a favourite with the Pre-Raphaelite artists of the
nineteenth century. (You might look, for example, at Maclise's Madeline after Prayer or Hunt's Flight
ofMadeline and Porphyro and Eve ofSt Agnes.) Keats's use of the Spenserian stanza formally encourages
this tendency towards descriptiveness. The stanza, containing eight lines of iambic pentameter and a final
alexandrine, a line of iambic hexameter, does not require the kind of compression associated with the ottava
rima Keats used in 'Isabella’. Nevertheless, as a self--contained unit, it encourages the creation of tableaux.

The poem is also notable for its varied and sensual imagery and synaesthetic richness. There is, for
example, the imagery of sculpture used to suggest the way feeling is arrested or repressed and then released.
There is a linked series of musical themes and images at work in the poem; in light of what has been said about
sculpture, what is the significance of the image of the ballroom filled with 'music, yearning like a God in pain’
(line 56). What use does Keats make of colour imagery? What are the effects of the numerous animals,
birds and insects in the poem? Many images in this poem function to suggest opposition and set up
boundaries: the cold outside is set against the warmth within, the noise and revelry of the feasters in the castle
against the calm and quiet of Madeline's room, and the snarling trumpets which welcome the guests against
the tender chords of the lute.

The poem has also been much admired for its dramatic immediacy. This is partly achieved by the way the
tense fluctuates between past and present, one more of the oppositions that the poem sets up. In stanza
22, for example, there is a movement from past to present when the narrator, reflecting a sense of rising
excitement, turns from straight description to address the concealed Porphyro, alerting him to the arrival of
Madeline: 'Now prepare,/ Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed;/ She comes, she comes again, like ring-
dove fray'd and fled' (lines 196-8). Following this, there is a return to the past tense until Madeline starts
undressing when, again, we move into the more dramatic present tense in stanza 26. The narrative also moves
into the present when the lovers make their escape, suggesting a sense of haste and urgency. While we have
been caught up in the sensual immediacy of Porphyro and Madeline, we are now reminded that this all
happened long ago, that we live in quite a different world. The concluding stanza might be seen to puncture the
world of make-believe, distancing us from events, but perhaps this distance has always been subtly maintained
throughout the poem by the narrator's tone, creating a tension between scepticism and the will to believe,
between dream and reality.

Thematically, too, the poem can be seen as structured around a series of oppositions, and one of the most
central of these is this opposition between dream and reality. The world of the young lovers might be thought of
as a dream world, a world where a rose may shut 'and be a bud again' (line 243). But, as we are often



reminded, they actually live in a world where roses can only wither and die. If their love is to be validated, they
must leave the protection of the warm and magical dream room and go out to face the storm. This reading of
the opposition between dream and reality places both lovers initially on the side of dream.

There is, however, a great deal of evidence to suggest that the association of Porphyro with dreams is
problematic from the start. Madeline desires a vision of her lover and a dream of consummation. Porphyro
desires to gaze upon the actual form of Madeline and, perhaps, even to experience a physical consummation.
Porphyro certainly gets what he wants, but are the two distinct desires resolved? Do both lovers get the
fulfilment they crave or just Porphyro? Is the poem a celebration or an ironic critique of idealistic young love?
Answering these questions involves making a decision about Porphyro's intentions. Does Porphyro intend to
seduce Madeline all along; is that the thought which comes to him 'like a full-blown rose' (line 136)? In an
influential essay entitled 'The Hoodwinking of Madeline', Jack Stillinger argues that Porphyro gains Madeline's
bed only by a stratagem, a word used in the poem. Is Madeline then simply the victim of a trick? Do her dreams
deceive her?

How we answer this question has significant implications for how we read the poem's position on the
imagination. If he is bent on seduction from the start, Porphyro is villain as much as hero; the imagination,
represented here by Madeline's dreams, is deceptive; she is the deluded victim. Such a reading emphasises
the latent ironies of the poem and presents it as a sceptical antiromance. It is possible, however, that Porphyro
only intends to awaken her in order to ensure, in accordance with the legend, that he will become her husband:
he goes into the room with no plan, as Keats delicately puts it, to melt into her dream. If this is the case, the
poem would seem to affirm the powers of romance and the imagination. His imaginative stratagem works;
Madeline's dream comes true; the desires of both are fulfilled. Evidence can be found to support both sides of
the argument; Madeline's dream does come true, but what makes it come true is a trick. Is the power of the
imagination then both affirmed and ironically subverted?
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To Mrs Reynolds’ Cat
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Cat!)who hast passed thy grand climacteric,

How many mice and rats hast in thy d ys Tboogaties
N Destroyed@How many tit-bits stol n@Ga%Mﬁ 5 /VW’? and gote
With those bright languid segments green, and prick 4y B L W@
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Of many a maid have given thee many a maul,
Still is that fur as soft as when the lists /%Mg Mt [t
In youth thou enteredst on glass bottled wall.

(Not published by Keats)
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To Mrs Reynolds’ Cat
John Keats
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For all the wheezy asthma, and for all 10
Thy tail’s tip is nicked off, and though the fists
Of many a maid have given thee many a maul,
Still is that fur as soft as when the lists
In youth thou enteredst on glass bottled wall.
(Not published by Keats)
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The church bells toll a melancholy round,
" Calling the people to some other prayers,
W Some other gloominess, more dreadful cares,
More hearkening to the sermon's horrid sound.
KmlLthe mind of man is closely bound S
larebt In some black spell; seeing that each one tears
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That 'tis their sighing, wailing ere they go
Into oblivion—that fresh flowers will grow,
And many glories of immortal stamp.
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