
348 INDEX OF FIRST LINES

Highmindedness, a jealousy for good

How fever'd is the man who cannot look

How many bards gild the lapses of time

I cry your mercy—pity—love !—ay, love

If by dull rhymes our English must be chain'd

In a drear-nightcd Dt. -.iiber

I stood tip-toe upon a little hill

It keeps eternal whisperings around

Keen, fitful gusts are whispering here and there

Lo ! I must tell a tale of chivalry

Many the wonders I this day have seen

Mother of Hermes ! and still youthful Maia .

Much have I travell'd in the realms of gold .

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains

My spirit is too weak ; mortality .

No, no, go not to Lethe, neither twist .

No ! those days are gone away .

Not Aladdin magian .....
Now Morning from her orient chamber came

Nymph of the downward smile and sidelong glance

Oft have you seen a swan superbly frowning

O Goddess ! hear these tuneless nr. ibers, -.vrung

O goldeii-tongued Romance with serene lute

Oh ! how I love, on a fair summer's eve

Old Meg she was a gipsy ....
One morn before me were three figures seen .

O soft embalmer of the still midnight .

O Solitude ! if I must with thee dwell .

O that a week could be an age, and we

O thou ! whose face hath felt the Winter's wind

O ! were I one of the Olympian twelve .

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms

Physician Nature ! let my spirit blood .

Read me a lesson. Muse, and speak it loud .

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness

Shed no tear ! O, shed no tear

Small, busy flames play through the fresh laid coals

Son of the old moon-mountains African

Souls of Poets dead and gone
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