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William Blake 1757-1827 
 

The Garden of Love 
 

I went to the Garden of Love 
And saw what I never had seen 
A Chapel was built in the midst 
Where I used to play on the green.  
 
And the gates of this Chapel were shut 
And “Thou shalt not” writ over the door 
So I turn’d to the Garden of Love 
That so many sweet flowers bore.  
 
And I saw it was filled with graves 
And tomb-stones where flowers should be 
And Priests in black gowns were walking their rounds 
And binding with briars my joys and desires. 

 
 
 

Mock on, Mock on, Voltaire, Rousseau 
 

Mock on, Mock on, Voltaire, Rousseau1; 
Mock on, Mock, on, ‘tis all in vain. 
You throw the sand against the wind, 
And the wind blows it back again. 
 
And every sand becomes a Gem 
Reflected in the beams divine; 
Blown back, the blind the mocking Eye, 
But still in Israel’s2 paths they shine. 
 
The Atoms of Democritus3 
And Newton’s Particle’s of light 
Are sands upon the Red sea shore, 
Where Israel’s tents do shine so bright 

 

                                                 
1 Leaders of the pre-Revolutionary French “Enlightenment”; considered by Blake to be proponents of 
rationalistic or materialistic philosophies 
2 Not the Israel of history, but rather the nation of God’s chosen people 
3 Democritus (Greek Philosopher, fifth century b.c.) and Sir Isaac Newton (1642-1727), both represented 
as nonsensically reducing nature to inanimate matter 
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William Wordsworth 1770-1850 
 

The World Is Too Much With Us; Late and Soon 
 

The world is too much with us; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers: 
Little we see in Nature that is ours; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! 
The Sea that bares her bosom to the moon; 
The winds that will be howling at all hours, 
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers; 
For this, for everything, we are out of tune; 
It moves us not.—Great God! I’d rather be 
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn; 
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn; 
Have sight of Proteus4 rising from the sea; 
Or hear old Triton5 blow his wreathed horn. 

 
 
 

Influence of Natural Objects In Calling Forth and Strengthening the 
Imagination in Boyhood and Early Youth 

 
Wisdom and Spirit of the Universe! 
Thou Soul, that art the Eternity of thought! 
And giv’st to forms and images a breath 
And everlasting motion! not in vain, 
By day or star-light, thus from my first dawn 
Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me 
The passions that build up our human soul, 
Not with the mean and vulgar works of man, 
But with high objects, with enduring things, 
With life and nature; purifying thus 
The elements of feeling and of thought, 
And sanctifying by such discipline 
Both pain and fear,—until we recognize 
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 

                                                 
4 In Greek myth Proteus, the “Old Man of the Sea” rises from the sea at midday and can be forced to read 
the future by anyone who holds him while he takes many frightening shapes. The word protean, meaning 
ever-changing, comes from Proteus. 
5 Triton is the son of the sea-god Neptune; the sound of his conch-shell horn calms the waves. 
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Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me 
With stinted kindness. In November days, 
When vapours rolling down the valleys made 
A lonely scene more lonesome; among woods 
At noon; and mid the calm of summer nights, 
When, by the margin of the trembling Lake, 
Beneath the gloomy hills, I homeward went 
In solitude, such intercourse was mine: 
‘Twas mine among the fields both day and night, 
And by the waters, all the summer long. 
And in the frosty season, when the sun 
Was set, and, visible for many a mile, 
The cottage windows through the twilight blazed, 
I heeded not the summons:—happy time 
It was indeed for all of us; for me 
It was a time of rapture!—Clear and loud 
The village clock tolled six—I wheeled about, 
Proud and exulting like an untired horse 
That cares not for his home.—All shod with steel 
We hissed along the polished ice, in games 
Confederate, imitative of the chase 
And woodland pleasures,—the resounding horn, 
The pack loud-bellowing, and the hunted hare. 
So through the darkness and the cold we flew, 
And not a voice was idle: with the din 
Meanwhile the precipices rang aloud; 
The leafless trees and every icy crag 
Tinkled like iron; while the distant hills 
Into the tumult sent an alien sound 
Of melancholy, not unnoticed, while the stars, 
Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in the west 
The orange sky of evening died away. 
 
Not seldom from the uproar I retired 
Into a silent bay,—or sportively 
Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng, 
To cut across the reflex of a Star; 
Image that, flying still before me, gleamed 
Upon the glassy plain: and oftentimes, 
When we had given our bodies to the wind, 
And all the shadowy banks on either side 
Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still 
The rapid line of motion, then at once 
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Have I, reclining back upon my heels, 
Stopped short; yet still the solitary cliffs 
Wheeled by me—even as if the earth had rolled 
With visible motion her diurnal round! 
Behind me did they stretch in solemn train, 
Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watched 
Till all was tranquil as a summer sea. 
 
 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge 1772-1834 
 

Kubla Khan 
Or, A Vision In A Dream A Fragment 

 
In Xanadu did Kubla Khan  
A stately pleasure-dome decree: 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man  
     Down to a sunless sea.  
So twice five miles of fertile ground  
With walls and towers were girdled round:  
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,  
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;  
And here were forests ancient as the hills,  
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.  
 
But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted  
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!  
A savage place! as holy and enchanted  
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted  
By woman wailing for her demon-lover!  
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,  
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,  
A mighty fountain momently was forced:  
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst  
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,  
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail:  
And ‘mid these dancing rocks at once and ever  
It flung up momently the sacred river.  
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion  
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,  
Then reached the caverns measureless to man,  
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:  
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And ‘mid this tumult Kubla heard from far  
Ancestral voices prophesying war!  
     The shadow of the dome of pleasure  
     Floated midway on the waves;  
     Where was heard the mingled measure  
     From the fountain and the caves.  
It was a miracle of rare device,  
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!  
 
     A damsel with a dulcimer  
     In a vision once I saw:  
     It was an Abyssinian maid,  
     And on her dulcimer she played,  
     Singing of Mount Abora.  
     Could I revive within me  
     Her symphony and song,  
     To such a deep delight ‘twould win me,  
That with music loud and long,  
I would build that dome in air,  
That sunny dome! those caves of ice!  
And all who heard should see them there,  
And all should cry, Beware! Beware!  
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!  
Weave a circle round him thrice,  
And close your eyes with holy dread,  
For he on honey-dew hath fed,  
And drunk the milk of Paradise. 

 
 

Excerpt from The Aeolian Harp 
 

And what if all of animated nature 
Be but organic Harps diversly fram’d, 
That tremble into thought, as o’er them sweeps 
Plastic and vast, one intellectual breeze, 
At once the Soul of each, and God of all? 
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Percy Bysshe Shelley 1792-1822 
 

England 1819 
 

An old, mad, blind, despis’d, and dying king,  
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow 
Through public scorn—mud from a muddy spring, 
Rulers who neither see, nor feel, nor know, 
But leech-like to their fainting country cling, 
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow, 
A people starv’d and stabb’d in the untill’d field, 
An army, which liberticide and prey 
Makes as a two-edg’d sword to all who wield, 
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay, 
Religion Christless, Godless—a book seal’d, 
A Senate—Time’s worst statute unrepeal’d, 
Are graves, from which a glorious Phantom may 
Burst, to illumine our tempestuous day. 

 

Ode to the West Wind 

I 

O wild West Wind; thou breath of Autumn’s being,  
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead  
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,  
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,  
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,  
Each like a corpse within its grave, until  
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)  
With living hues and odors plain and hill: 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear! 

                                II 
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Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky’s commotion,  
Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed,  
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread  
On the blue surface of thine aery surge,  
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge  
Of the horizon to the zenith’s height,  
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night  
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,  
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapors, from whose solid atmosphere  
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh, hear! 

                                III 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams  
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,  
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams, 

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae’s bay,  
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers  
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them!  
Thou For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below  
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear  
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear,  
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, hear! 

                            IV 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; | 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;  
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
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The impulse of thy strength, only less free  
Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even  
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,  
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne’er have striven 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 

                            V 

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 
What if my leaves are falling like its own! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone,  
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,  
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe  
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth  
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy! O, Wind,  
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind! 
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John Keats 1795-1821 
 

Ode to A Nightingale 
 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains  
     My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
     One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk: 
‘Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 
    But being too happy in thine happiness,— 
        That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees 
            In some melodious plot 
    Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
       Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 
 
O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been 
    Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the country green, 
    Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth! 
O for a beaker full of the warm South, 
    Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 
        With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
            And purple-stained mouth; 
    That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
        And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 
Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
    What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
    Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 
    Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
        Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
            And leaden-eyed despairs, 
    Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
        Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 
 Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 
    Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 
    Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 
Already with thee! tender is the night, 
    And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
        Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays; 
            But here there is no light, 
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    Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
        Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 
 I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 
    Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
    Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
    White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 
        Fast fading violets cover’d up in leaves; 
            And mid-May’s eldest child, 
    The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 
        The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 
 Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 
    I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call’d him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
    To take into the air my quiet breath; 
        Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 
    To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
        While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
            In such an ecstasy! 
    Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain-- 
          To thy high requiem become a sod. 
 Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 
    No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
    In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
    Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
        She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 
            The same that oft-times hath 
    Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam 
        Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 
 Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 
    To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
    As she is fam’d to do, deceiving elf. 
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: 
    Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 
         Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep? 
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 Ode on a Grecian Urn 
   
  Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness,   
  Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,   
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express   
  A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:   
What leaf-fring’d legend haunts about thy shape 
  Of deities or mortals, or of both,   
    In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?   
  What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?   
  What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?   
    What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy? 
   
Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard   
  Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;   
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d,   
  Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:   
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
  Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;   
    Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,   
Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve;   
  She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,   
    For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 
   
Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed   
  Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;   
And, happy melodist, unwearied,   
  For ever piping songs for ever new;   
More happy love! more happy, happy love! 
  For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d,   
    For ever panting, and for ever young;   
All breathing human passion far above,   
  That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d,   
    A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 
   
Who are these coming to the sacrifice?   
  To what green altar, O mysterious priest,   
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,   
  And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?   
What little town by river or sea shore, 
  Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,   
    Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?   
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And, little town, thy streets for evermore   
  Will silent be; and not a soul to tell   
    Why thou art desolate, can e’er return. 
   
O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede   
  Of marble men and maidens overwrought,   
With forest branches and the trodden weed;   
  Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought   
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 
  When old age shall this generation waste,   
    Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe   
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st,   
  “Beauty is truth, truth beauty,”—that is all   
    Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.  
 


