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Charles! my slow heart was only sad, when first
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I heard a voice from Etna's side
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Once again, sweet Willow, wave thee!
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On Quitting School for College	 10
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On the tenth day of September	 257
O Sara! never rashly let me go 	 186
O Sara! Never Rashly Let Me Go	 186

Pantisocracy	 '4
Phantom
	 185

Phantom or Fact
	 220

Pity
	 Is

Poor little Foal of an oppreséd race!
	

267
Psyche
	 247

Recollections of Love
	 190

Reflections on Raving Left a Place of Retirement
	 38

Sad lot, to have no Hope! Though lowly kneeling 	 212
Schiller! that hour I would have wish'd to die 	 12
Sea-ward, white gleaming thro' the busy scud

	
248

Separation
	 184

Since all that beat about in Nature's range 	 192
Sisters! sisters! who sent you here?

	
77

Some are home sick—some two or three	 290
Song from Remorse	 254
Song from Zapolya	 255
Stop, Christian passer-by! —Stop, child of God

	
222

Sweet Mercy! how my very heart has bled
	

Is

The Ballad of the Dark Ladié
	

121
The Blossoming of the Solitary Date-Tree

	 241
The butterfly the ancient Grecians made 	 247
The Day-Dream: If Thou Wert Here

	 168
The Delinquent Travellers

	 290
The Devil's Thoughts
	 284

The Eolian Harp
	 36

The Frost performs its secret ministry	 46
The Garden of Boccaccio

	 217
The grapes upon the vicar's wall

	
71

The Keepsake	 163
The Knight's Tomb
	

2.51

3 56



The Language of Birds
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This Sycamore, oft musical with bees
Through weeds and thorns, and matted underwood
Thus far my scanty brain hath built the rhyme
Thus she said, and, all around
'Tis a strange place, this Limbo! —not a Place
'Tis the middle of the night by rYe castle clock
'Tis true, Idoloclasres Styrane!
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To a Young Ass
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To the Young Artist
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