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1.


Nou goth sonne under wode—

Me reweth, Marie, thi faire rode.

Nou goth sonne under tre—

Me reweth, Marie, thi sone and the.


2.


Affection! thy intention stabs the centre:

Thou dost make possible things not so held,

Communicatest with dreams;—how can this be?—

With what’s unreal thou coactive art,

And fellow’st nothing: then ’tis very credent

Thou mayst co-join with something; and thou dost,

And that beyond commission, and I find it,

And that to the infection of my brains

And hardening of my brows.


3.


First follow NATURE, and your judgment frame

By her just standard, which is still the same:

Unerring Nature, still divinely bright,

One clear, unchang’d, and universal light,

Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart,

At once the source, and end, and test of art.


4.


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.


