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The time is now propitious, as he guesses,

The meal is ended, she is bored and tired,

Endeavours to engage her in caresses

Which still are unreported, if undesired.

Flushed and decided, he assaults at once;

Exploring hands encounter no defence;

His vanity requires no response,

And makes a welcome of indifference.

(And I Tiresias have foresuffered all

Enacted on this same divan or bed; 

I who have sat by Thebes below the wall

And walked among the lowest of the dead.)

The world is too much with us; late and soon

Getting or spending, we lay waste our powers;

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;

For this, for everything we are out of tune;

It moves us not. - Great God! I'd rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn. 

When I do count the clock that tells the time,

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;

When I behold the violet past prime,

And sable curls all silver'd o'er with white;

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,

And summer's green, all girded up in sheaves,

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard ;

Then of thy beauty do I question make,

That thou among the wastes of Time must go,

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake

And die as fast as they see others grow,

  And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe can make defence

  Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.

The souerayne beauty which I doo admyre,

  witnesse the world how worthy to be prayzed:

  the light wherof hath kindled heauenly fyre,

  in my fraile spirit by her from baseness raysed.

That being now with her huge brightnesse dazed,

  base things I can no more endure to view:

  but looking still on her I stand amazed,

  at wondrous sight of so celestiall hew.

So when my toung would speak her praises dew,

  it stopped is with thoughts astonishment:

  and when my pen would write her titles true,

  it ravisht is with fancies wonderment:

Yet in my heart I then both speak and write

  the wonder that my wit cannot endite.

When I consider how my light is spent

  Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,

  And that one talent which is death to hide

  Lodged with me useless, though my souzl more bent

To serve therewith my Maker and present

  My true account lest he returning chide;

  "Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?"

  I fondly ask, but Patience to prevent

That murmur soon replies, "God doth not need

  Either man's work or his own gifts; who best

  Bear his mild yoke they serve him best. His state

Is kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed

  And post o'er land and ocean without rest:

  They also serve who only stand and wait."

Much have I travelled in the realms of gold,

  And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;

  Round many western islands have I been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told

  That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne;

  Yet did I never breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies

  When a new planet swims into his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes

  He stared at the Pacific--and all his men

Looked at each other with a wild surmise--

  Silent, upon a peak in Darien.


