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liccalise in one rash hour of anger blind

-She thrust thee forth in exile, and thy feet

Too soon to earth's wild outer ways consigned,

Far from her well-loved seat,
1ý'ar from her studlous halls and storied towers

.\nd weedy Isis winding through his flowers.
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And thou, thenceforth the breathless child of change,
Thine own Alastor, on an endless quest

Of unimagined loveliness, didst range,
Urged ever by the soul's divine unrest.

Of that hýgh quest and that unrest divine

Thy first immortal music thou didst make,
Inwrought with fairy Alp, and Reuss, and Rhine,

And phantom seas that break

In soundless foarn along--the shores of Time,
Prisoned in thine imperishable rhyme.
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Thyselif the lark melodious in mid-heaven

Thyself the Protean shape of chainleiS--ýeý,,

Pregnant with elemental. fire, and driven

Through deeps of quivering light, and darkness loud


