
 
 
 
 
Poem #1 
 
 
 
Vital spark of heav’nly flame,  
Quit, oh, quit, this mortal frame!  
Trembling, hoping, ling’ring, flying,  
Oh, the pain, the bliss of dying!  
Cease, fond Nature, cease thy strife,  
And let me languish into life! 
 
Hark! they whisper; Angels say,  
Sister Spirit, come away.  
What is this absorbs me quite,  
Steals my senses, shuts my sight,  
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath?  
Tell me, my Soul! can this be Death? 
 
The world recedes; it disappears;  
Heav’n opens on my eyes; my ears  
With sounds seraphic ring:  
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly!  
O Grave! where is thy Victory?  
O Death! where is thy Sting?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Poem #2 
 
 
 
I wandered lonely as a Cloud 
That floats on high o’er Vales and Hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd 
A host of dancing Daffodils; 
Along the Lake, beneath the trees,       
Ten thousand dancing in the breeze. 
 
The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee:— 
A Poet could not but be gay 
In such a laughing company:        
I gaz’d—I gaz’d—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 
 
For oft when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye       
Which is the bliss of solitude, 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the Daffodils. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
Poem #3 
 
 
 
Turning and turning in the widening gyre 
The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 
Things fall apart; the center cannot hold; 
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere 
The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 
The best lack all conviction, while the worst 
Are full of passionate intensity. 
 
Surely some revelation is at hand; 
Surely the Second Coming is at hand; 
The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out 
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi 
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert 
A shape with lion body and the head of a man, 
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, 
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 
The darkness drops again; but now I know 
That twenty centuries of stony sleep 
Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle, 
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last 
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born? 


