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[1829]

[ALONE]

From childhood's hour I have not been
As others were - I have not seen
As others saw - I_~oull:l no! bring
My passions from a common spring 
From the same source I have not taken
My sorrow - I could not awaken
My Iieartto joy at the same tone -
And all -flov'd alone -
Then - in my childhood - in the dawn
Of a most stormy life - was drawn
From ev'ry depth of good and
The mystery which binds me still 
From the torrent, or the fountain -
From the red of the mountain -
From the sun that 'round me roll'd
In its autumn tint of gold -
From sky
As it pass'd me flying by-
From the thundei:;andthe stQrm
And the cloud that took the form--

rest of Heaven was
Of a demon in my view -

SCIENCESONNET - T

Science! true daughter of Old Time thou art!
Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes.

preyest thou thus upon the poet's heart,
Vulture, whose wings are dull realities?

How should he love thee? or how deem thee wise,
Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering

To seek treasure in the jewelled skies,
he soared with an undaunted wing?

Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car?
driven the Hamadryad from the wood

To a shelter in some happiel' star?
Hast thou not torn the Naiad from her flood,

The Elfin from the green grass, and from me
The summer dream beneath the tamarind tree?

".---



THE CITY IN THE SEA

Lo! Death has reared himself a throne
In a strange city lying alone
Far down within the dim West,
Where the good and the bad and the worst and

the best
Have gone to their eternal rest.
There shrines and palaces and towers
(Time-eaten towers that tremble not!)
Resemble nothing that is ours.
Around, by lifting winds forgot,
Resignedly beneath the sky
The melancholy waters lie.

No rays from the holy heaven come down
On the long night-time of that town;
But light from out the lurid sea
Streams up the turrets silently 
Gleams up the pinnacles far and free
Up domes - up spires - up kingly halls 
Up fanes - up Babylon-like walls -
Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers
Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers 
Up many and many a marvellous shrine
Whose wreathed friezes intertwine
The viol, the violet, and the vine.

Resignedly beneath the sky
The melancholy waters lie.
So blend the turrets and shadows there
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That all seem pendulous in air,
While from a proud tower in the town
Death looks gigantically down.

There open fanes and gaping graves
Yawn level with the luminous waves;
But not the riches there that lie
In each idol's diamond eye-
Not the gaily-jewelled dead
Tempt the waters from their bed;
For no ripples curl, alas!
Along that wilderness of glass 
No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-off happier sea -
No heavings hint that winds have been
On seas less hideously serene.

But 10, a stir is in the air!
The wave - there is a movement there!
As if the towers had thrust aside,
In slightly sinking, the dull tide -
As if their tops had feebly given
A void within the filmy Heaven.
The waves have now a redder glow
The hours are breathing faint and low 
And when, amid no earthly moans,
Down, down that town shall settle hence,
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,
Shall do it reverence.

[1831-1845]
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["DEEP IN EARTH"]

Deep in earth my love is lying
And I must weep alone.

[1847]
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TO M.L.S-

Of all who hail thy presence as the morning
Of all to whom thine absence is the night 
The blotting utterly from out high heaven
The sacred sun - of all who, weeping, bless

thee
Hourly for hope - for life - ah! above all,
For the resurrection of deep-buried faith
In Truth - in Virtue - in Humanity
Of all who, on Despair's unhallowed bed
Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen
At thy soft-murmured words, "Let there be

light!"
At the soft-murmured words that were fulfilled
In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes -
Of all who owe thee most - whose gratitude
Nearest resembles worship - oh, remember
The truest~ the most fervently devoted,
And think that these weak lines are written by

him-
By him who, as he pens them, thrills to think
His spirit is communing with an angel's.

[1847J
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