Froot at DMidnight

by Samuel Taglor Colosidge

W&imm@. She wﬁd'ao%

Came loud—and hatk, again! foud as before.
Fhe inmates of my collage, afl al reat,

Hase Left me to that solitude, which suito
@hobuwser musingo: save that at my side

'Fis cabm indeed! so calm, that it distube
@nd sexes medikation with its atrange

@2 extreme oifentness. Sea, hifl, and wood,
Ihio populons vilfagel Sea, and Aill, and wood,
Witk off the numberless qoingo-on of bfe,
Snaudible ao dreams! the thin blue flame
Lieo on my low-bunt fire, and quivers nol;
Onley thal film, which flatterod on the qrate,
Methinks, its motion in this huok of nature
Sives it dim osympathics with me who five,
Whose puny flaps and freako the idling Spiit
By its own moods inferprels, every where

@2 makes a Loy of Shought.



But O how oft,
How oft, al schaol, with maot befiesing mind,
gj@m,(}o/)[zuf, M@§WW%gm,

Jo watch that flublering stranger | and as oft
With unclosed fids, already had S dreamt

Of my oxeet binth-place, and the ofd hurch-tores,
Whose bofls, he poor man's only music, rang
From mon Lo ciening, ol the hot Fair-day,

o oneelly, that they stirwed and haunted me
With o wifl plocoue, falling an mine can
Mook like articubate sounds of things Lo comel
o qazed I, Ll the scalhing things, § dreamt,
Lilled me to sleep, and oleep profonged my dreamo!
@2 00 S brooded oll the folloning morn,

@ed by the olewn preceplor'a face, mine eye
Fied with mock sludy on my swimming book:
Sase if the door hall opened, and I snalched

@ hasty glance, and olfl my Roant feaped up,
gmMﬁWbmmeW'aﬁaw,
Jornoman, or annt, or sisler more belosed,

Ny play-mate when sie both were clothed alifee!

Dear Pabe, that oleepet cradled by my side,
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MLy Babe s0 boautifull i Yurifls myy hoart
Witk tender gladness, thuo to look af thee,
@2 think thal thou shall fearn far other fore,
@2 in fax olher scones] For S was reased

S the qreal cily, pent 'mid cloioters dim,

@2 saw nought fosely but the oky and olars.
Bk thou, my babel shall wander life a broege
By, lakes and sandy chores, beneath the crage
Of ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds,
Which image in their bulk both fakes and ohores
@hd mountain crage: oo ohall thou see and hear
She lovely ohapes and sounde intelliqible

Of that eternal language, which thy Sod
Ubters, whe from. elewity doth teach

Sreat univewwal Feacher! he ohall moufd

Shorefore all seasons shall bo ssseel to thee,
Whothor the summer lothe the genoral cacth
TWith greenness, ox the redbreast sit and oing
Botwinet the Lufts of snos on the base buanch
Of mossyy applo-trce, while the nigh thatoh
Smokes in the sun-thaw; whether the cave-drops fall
Heard onlly in the trances of the blast,
O if the secrcl miniolasy of frost
Shall hang thom up in silent icicles,
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