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love me for love’s sake, that evermore
ou mayst love on, through love’s eternity.
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To—[‘Time’s sea’]

By John Keats

Time’s sea hath been five years at its slow ebb,
Long hours have to and fro let creep the sand,
Since I was tangled in thy beauty’s web,

And snared by the ungloving of thine hand.

And yet I never look on midnight sky,
But I behold thine eyes’ well-memoried light.
I cannot look upon the rose’s dye,

But to thy cheek my soul doth take its flight.

I cannot look on any budding flower,
But my fond ear, in fancy at thy lips
And hearkening for a love-sound, doth devour

Its sweets in the wrong sense. Thou dost eclipse

Every delight with sweet remembering,

And grief unto my darling joys dost bring.
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Sonnet to Fanny

By John Keats

I cry your mercy, pity, love—aye, love!
Merciful love that tantalizes not,
One-thoughted, never-wandering, guileless love,

Unmasked, and being seen—without a blot!

Oh, let me have thee whole—all, all, be mine!
That shape, that fairness, that sweet minor zest
Of love, your kiss—those hands, those eyes divine,

That warm, white, lucent, million-pleasured breast;

“Yourself—your soul—in pity give me all,

Withhold no atom’s atom or I die;
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‘The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone’

By John Keats

The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone!
Sweet voice, sweet lips, soft hand, and softer breast,
Warm breath, light whisper, tender semi-tone,

Bright eyes, accomplished shape, and languorous waist!

Faded the flower and all its budded charms,
Faded the sight of beauty from my eyes,
Faded the shape of beauty from my arms,

Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness, paradise—

Vanished unseasonably at shut of eve,
When the dusk holiday, or holinight,
Of fragrant-curtained love begins to weave

The woof of darkness thick, for hid delight;

But, as I've read love’s missal through today,

He'll let me sleep, seeing I fast and pray.
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To Emma Mathew

By John Keats

Oh, come, dearest Emma! The rose is full blown
And the riches of Flora are lavishly strewn.
The air is all softness and crystal the streams,

And the west is resplendently clothed in beams.

We will hasten, my fair, to the opening glades,
The quaintly carved seats, and the freshening shades,
Where the fairies are chanting their evening hymns,

And in the last sunbeam the sylph lightly swims.

And when thou art weary, Ill find thee a bed
Of mosses and flowers, to pillow thy head;
There, beauteous Emma, I'll sit at thy feet

While my story of love I enraptured repeat.

So fondly I'll breathe, and so softly I'll sigh,
Thou wilt think that some amorous Zephyr is nigh;
Ah, no!—as I breathe, I will press thy fair knee

And then thou wilt know that the sigh comes from me.

Ah why, lovely girl, should we lose all these blisses?
That mortal’s a fool who such happiness misses.
So smile acquiescence and give me thy hand,

With love-looking eyes and with voice sweetly bland.
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