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Part II

The Sun now rose upon the right;

Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left

\\'ent down into the sea.
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And the good south wind still blew behind,

But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or play

Came to the mariners' hollo! *K)

liiis ship- And I had done a hellish thing,
iiatcs cry out
i^ainst the And it would work 'em woe

:

iiicient Mari- . » « i i -n j • i • i

ler. for killing !• or ail averred, I had killed the bird

;rto.i luck. That made the breeze to blow.

Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay.

That made the breeze to blow I
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Hut when the Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,
fog cleared

, , • o
.)f?, they jus- The gloHOUs Sun upnst

:

ind thus make Then all averred, I had killed the bird

iccompiices That brought the fog and mist. 100

'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,

That bring the fog and mist.

'ontinuM-ThVThe fair breeze blew, the white foam flew.

picific"o;U'S' The furrow followed free;

ww" etrr*''"^^« were the first that ever hurst 105

!h" Lin"'''" I"to that silent sea.

wn'i'JSd'eniV l^ow" dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down.
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