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After dark vapours have oppress'd our plains

As late 1 rambled in the happy fields .

As Hermes once took to his feathers light

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever

Hards of Passion and of Mirth

Blue ! 'Tis the life of heaven,—the domain

Bright star ! would I were steadfast as thou art

Chief of organic numbers

Come hither, all sweet maidens soberly

Dear Reynolds ! as last night I lay in bed

Deep in the shady sadness of a vale

Ever let the Fancy roam

Fair Isatx:l, poor simple Isabel

Fame, like a wayward girl, will still be coy

Fanatics have their dreams, wherewith they weave

Four Seasons fill the measure of the year

Fresh morning gusts have blown away all fear

I'uU many a dreary hour have I past .

(Jive me a golden pen, and let me lean

Good Kosciusko, thy great na:iie alone

lireat spirits now on earth are sojourning

Had I a man's fair form, then might my sigh

Hadst thou lived in diiys of old .

Happy is England ! 1 could be content

Hast thou from the caves of Golconda. a gem

Haydon I forgive me that I cannot speak

Hearken, thou craggy ocean-pyramid .

Here all the siunmer could 1 stay

347

I'AGE

44

343

67

243

337

345
280

334

283

252

240

30

1

341

312

33S

331

33

47

49

48

42

22

5°

20

334

339

387


