I saw thee weep—the big bright tear
Came o’er that eye of blue
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To My Brother George

By John Keats

Many the wonders [ this day have seen:
The sun, when first he kist away the tears
That fill’d the eyes of morn; the laurell’d peers

Who from the feathery gold of evening lean;

The ocean with its vastness, its blue green,
Its ships, its rocks, its caves, its hopes, its fears,
[ts voice mysterious, which whoso hears

Must think on what will be, and what has been.

E’en now, dear George, while this for you I write,
Cynthia 1s from her silken curtains peeping
So scantly that it seems her bridal night,

And she her half-discover’d revels keeping.

But what, without the social thought of thee,

Would be the wonders of the sky and sea?
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By John Keats

The poetry of earth is never dead:
When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;

That is the grasshopper’s — he takes the lead
In summer luxury, — he has never done
With his delights, for when tired out with fun

He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.

The poetry of earth is ceasing never:
On a lone winter evening, when the frost

Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The cricket’s song, in warmth increasing ever,

And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,

The grasshopper’s among some grassy hills.
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To Georgiana Augusta Wylie

By John Keats

Nymph of the downward smile, and sidelong glance,
In what diviner moments of the day
Art thou most lovely? When gone far astray

[nto the labyrinths of sweet utterance,

Or when serenely wand’ring in a trance
Of sober thought? Or, when starting away
With careless robe to meet the morning ray,

Thou sparest the flowers in thy mazy dance?
Haply tis when thy ruby lips part sweetly,
And so remain, because thou listenest —

But thou to please wert nurtured so completely

That I can never tell what mood is best.
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“Bright star! Would I were
steadfast as thou art”

By John Keats

Bright star! Would I were steadfast as thou art—
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night
And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite,

The moving waters at their priestlike task
Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors —

No — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,
Pillowed upon my fair love’s ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever — or else swoon to death.
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