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Why, when | gaze on
Phaon's beauteous eyes

“The Muse forgot,

and lostthe meltng ay| | |

Mute, on the ground
my Lyre neglected lies

Now
on a bank of Cypress

let me rest

My down-cast looks

my fultering lips
betray
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W Letpity S
Nt my spirit
N i blest

Sonnet IV

11

with your dulcet mumbers
soothe my breast

the barb'rous trvmphs
of despair!
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The thrilling thought, Reqiting sweeest bliss

the blissful dream to know | with cureless pains?
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Away, false fear! nor think capricious fate Would lodge a daemon in a form divine!
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nor dare to hate

i

to resign!

Sonnet XX
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Oh'andlhnnl’ay(nndmﬁdzdﬁaml Wil thou remember, .,,Aﬁ,.a.nom,,

My fatal fondness,
and my peerless fame?

Deforn'd and mangled
by the rocky decp?
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Sonnet XLII
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