


Thou still un rav ish'd bride of qui et ness,

Thou still un rav ish'd bride of qui et ness,

Thou still un rav ish'd bride of qui et ness,

Thou still un rav ish'd bride of qui et ness,

Thou fos ter child of si lence and slow

Thou fos ter child of si lence and slow

Thou fos ter child of si lence and slow

Thou fos ter child of si lence and slow



time. Syl van his to ri an, who

time. Syl van his to ri an, who

time. Syl van his to ri an, who

time. Syl van his to ri an, who

canst thus ex press A flow ery tale more sweet ly than our rime: What leaf fringed

canst thus ex press more sweet ly than our rime: What leaf fringed

canst thus ex press more sweet ly than our rime: Ah,

canst thus ex press more sweet ly than our rime:



le gend haunts a bout thy shape Of de i ties or

le gend haunts a bout thy shape Of de i ties or

Ah, Of de i ties or

What leaf fringed le gend haunts thy shape Of de i ties or

mor tals, or of both?

mor tals, or of both?

mor tals, or of both?

mor tals, or of both?



What men or gods are these? What maid ens loath? What mad pur suit? What strug gle to es

What men or gods are these? What maid ens loath? What mad pur suit? What strug gle to es

What men or gods are these? What maid ens loath? What mad pur suit? What strug gle to es

What men or gods are these? What maid ens loath? What mad pur suit? What strug gle to es

cape? What pipes and tim brels? What wild

cape? What pipes and tim brels? What wild

cape? What pipes and tim brels? What wild

cape? What pipes and tim brels? What wild



ec sta sy?

ec sta sy?

ec sta sy?

ec sta sy?

Heard



mel o dies are sweet, But those un heard are sweet er;

There fore, ye soft pipes, play on; There fore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sen sual ear, But, more en deared, Pipe to the spi rit



dit ties of no tone: Fair youth, be neath the trees, thou canst not

leave thy song, nor ev er can those trees be bare; Bold Lov er, nev er,

nev er canst thou kiss, Though win ning near the goal. Yet, do not grieve;



She can not fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, For ev er wilt thou love, and she be

fair!

Ah, hap py, hap py

Ah, hap py, hap py

Ah, hap py, hap py

Ah, hap py, hap py



boughs! that can not shed Your leaves, nor ev er bid the Spring a dieu, And, hap py me lo dist,

boughs! that can not shed Your leaves, nor ev er bid the Spring a dieu, And, hap py me lo dist,

boughs! that can not shed Your leaves, nor bid a dieu, And, hap py me lo

boughs! that can not shed Your leaves, nor bid a dieu, And, hap py me lo

un wea ried, For ev er pip ing songs for ev er new,

un wea ried, For ev er, for ev er new,

dist, un wea ried, For ev er songs for ev er new,

dist, un wea ried, For ev er songs for ev er new,

More hap py love! more hap py, hap py love! For ev er warm and

More hap py love! more hap py, hap py love! For ev er warm and

More hap py love! more hap py, hap py love! For ev er

More hap py love! more hap py, hap py love! For ev er



still to be en joyed, For ev er pant ing and for ev er young;

still to be en joyed, For ev er pant ing and for ev er young;

warm and still to be en joyed, For ev er pant ing and for ev er young;

warm and still to be en joyed, For ev er pant ing and for ev er young;

All breath ing hu man pas sion far a bove, That leaves a heart high

Breath ing hu man pas sion far a bove, That leaves a heart high

Breath ing pas sion far a bove, That leaves high

Breath ing pas sion far a bove, That leaves high



sor row ful and cloyed, A burn ing fore head, and a parch ing tongue.

sor row ful and cloyed, A burn ing fore head, and a parch ing tongue.

sor row ful and cloyed, A burn ing fore head, and a parch ing tongue.

sor row ful and cloyed, A burn ing fore head, and a parch ing tongue.

Who are these com ing to the sac ri fice? To what green

al tar, O mys te rious priest, Lead'st thou that hei fer low ing at the skies, And



all her silk en flanks with gar lands dressed? What lit tle town

by ri ver or sea shore, Or moun tain built with peace ful ci ta del,

Is emp tied of this folk, this pi ous morn?



And, lit tle town, thy streets for ev er more will si lent be;

And not a soul to tell Why thou art de so late, can e'er re turn.



O At tic shape! Fair at ti tude! With brede of

O At tic shape! Fair at ti tude! With brede of

O At tic shape! Fair at ti tude! With brede of

O At tic shape! Fair at ti tude! With brede of



men and maid ens o ver wrought; Thou, si lent form, dost teas us out of

men and maid ens o ver wrought; Thou, si lent form dost tease from

men and maid ens o ver wrought; Thou, si lent form dost tease from

men and maid ens o ver wrought; Thou, si lent form dost tease from

thought As doth e ter ni ty: Cold pas to ral!

thought As doth e ter ni ty: Cold pas to ral!

thought As doth e ter ni ty: Cold pas to ral!

thought As doth e ter ni ty: Cold pas to ral!



When old age shall this gen e ra tion waste, Thou shalt re

When old age shall this gen e ra tion waste, Thou shalt re

When old age shall this gen e ra tion waste, Thou shalt re

When old age shall this gen e ra tion waste, Thou shalt re

main, in midst of o ther woes Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,

main, in midst of o ther woes Than ours, to man, thou say'st,

main, in midst of o ther woes Than ours, to man, whom thou say'st,

main, in midst of o ther woes Than ours, to man, whom thou say'st



"Beau ty is truth, truth beau ty," That is all ye know on earth, and

"Beau ty is truth," That is all ye know on earth, and

"Beau ty is truth," That is all ye know on earth, and

"Beau ty is truth," That is all ye know on earth, and

all ye need to know.

all ye need to know.

all ye need to know.

all ye need to know.



"Beau ty is truth, truth beau ty," That is all ye know on earth, and all ye need to

"Beau ty is truth, truth beau ty," all ye need to

"Beau ty is truth, truth beau ty," all ye need to

"Beau ty is truth, truth beau ty," That is all ye know, and all ye need to

know.

know.

know.

know.




