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As eagerly waiting the dawn of the day

And sleeplessly counting the moments Hay

I thought of the joys that my bosom should know

Of the rich tides of pleasure unmingled which flow

Unmingled with grief and unmingled with gall

But draughts of delight rapture banquetings all

Impatient I watched as the lingering light

Too slowly overpowered the clouds of the night

Who clothed in her star sprinkled heaven shrouding vest

Which gracefully masked her er peaceful breast

And while on her brows her dark tresses among

Which flowed soft the pale crescent benignantly shone

From the earth cheering rays of Aurora she fled

In stern winter palaces hiding her head

At length the time came when the bill being made

Boots hostler and chambermaid all duly paid 

Sticks bonnets hats greatcoats all duly prepared

Our elegant carriage rolled out of the yard

Oh the rapturous vision. <<period see manuscript>> But cease this vain rhyme

Which not at-all needed wastes paper and time

Too lengthened and tiresome Sufficient to say

That we entered our carriage and rattled away

The road it was hilly and long long it seemed

As one hill being pas still one more intervened

As opposing themselves to a still hoping eyes

The neer ending summits successively rise

Till raising our hands admiring ways

We silently enthuseastical gaze

Oh thrice happy moment for Windermeres sheel

In its mighty silvan beauty lay stretched at our feet

Oh had I a pen that was formed of brass

That scenes softened grandeur no words could express

Could I grave on a rock that was adameantive

Had I the assistance and power of the nine

Oh tell me oh what of that scene could I say 

What words could a partial idea convey

Then let me be silent for truly I wein

One word of description dishonours the scene

With uplifted hands ans with praise never-ending <<one word see manuscript>>

The hill we were slowly most slowly descending

And feasting our eyes on the prospect before

With lingering steps we were nearing the shore

Until we were plunged as we turned to the right

In a wood that obscured the scene from our sight

Save when some opening space for a moment revealed

The scene scare perceived when again twas concealed

I much love to gaze on a ven, rable wood << apostrophe instead of coma see masuscript>>

Which for ages and centuries past may have stood

Upon oaks with their mossy trunks gnarled and knotted

Which still are magestic decayed through and rotted

Wile their far spreading branches obscuring the day 

From the green wooded glades and the birches so grey

So fair was the wood on which now we did gaze

Admiring the flow,ry <<see manuscript>> moss-carpeted maze <<hypen>>

And there a small streamlet with verdant banks sung

At it laughingly sported the green sward among

And now as we gladly emerged from the shade

The place of our halting at length we surveyed

We drove to the door and the bell it was rung

And forth from the carriage impatient we sprun

Our apartment was shown to the window we flew

 But oh what a prospect awaited our view 

We saw on the opposite side of the road

That four lofty poplars shyscrappingly stood

While festooning and twining their foliage among

The rig so gracefully gracefully garlanding clung

They stood on a bank which the crystalline wave

Of the woodshirted Windermere lightly did lave

So fresh and so cooling as angry it broke

On a pier that was formed of rough masses of rock

Two barks the wave breasted but moored by a chain

In vain that wave boor them they struggled in vain

Then wandered the eye as deserting the shore

It roved the dark lake and its blue mountains oer

Where the huge pikes of Langdale struck awe to the mind

With their dark and dread outlines distinctly defined

Where the pikes of Scawfell rose so haughty and proud

While its battlements lofty looked down on the cloud

While its sides with ravines and dark chasms were riven

That huge mountain wall <<one word>> seemed upholding the heaven 

And now with our appetites sharpened and able

We turned to the dinner which smoked on the table

Indeed I am wrong I the truth have not told

For if I mistake not that dinner was cold

Then forth we did spring for we found it so nice

That the business of eating was done in a thrice

We sprang to the beach there to laugh and to play

And to watch the wild waves and the scene to survey

First forth we did run to the end of the pier

And there the light wave was so limpid and clear

You might almost have thought that no wave intervened

So pure and so bright and so airy it seemed

We gazed when the shoals of the minnows did glide

For a casual moment exposing their side

Oh then how they flashed they seemed lightings at play

Desporting themselves neath the watery way

And while for a moment the lustrous waves trembled

Flint and steel at a boxing match much they resembled

But now we were summoned away by a call

In order to visit a fine waterfall

At the banks of the lake we no longer delayed 

But in great expectation we joyful obeyed

How teeming with beauty how fair was that road 

As it wound round the hill all adorned with wood

Here neath the thick moss the wood violets grew

And their rich breeze borne fragrance around them they threw

And there the red strawberry hung oer the spring

And round the old oaks the dark ivy did cling

And the thrush and the lark and the robin so mild

Were warbling their notes in there wilderness wild

We listened the rapturous harmony came

And then was repeated again and again

While it was the only harmonious sound

That broke the still silence that reigned around

Save where oer the waters the breezes did play

And ruffled the murmuring waves of the bay

And now we arrived at the inn Salutation

Being quite at a loss for terms of administration

Then turned to the right and the hill gan ascending

Where the path amid copses of brushwood was bending

And wound up a narrow and wooded ravine

Which confined with rocks the bright waves of a stream

The path it was stony and toilsome the way

But still perseoerance shall carry the day

While their from the bowels the heart of the rock

First forth to the daylight a rivulet broke

Then twinkling and dancing all over the road

Found its way to the torrent beneath us which it flowed

While some mass of rock some convenient stone 

By way of a bridge in the streamlet was thrown

But it looked so ticklish so very suspicious

As if it intended to completely to dish us

To alleviate our heat by a ducking and by

A draught of the fountain our thirst t' satisfy

Though much we admire them yet just at this time

Such rock admiration we begged to decline

And hoped theg'd excuse that our great veneration 

We did not then shew by a humble prostration

And now we had climbed where a beetling brow'd rock

Hung sheer where the waters in angry foam broke

We stopped to the edge- From the brink of the steep

Low sunk a wide chasm all dreary and deep

The mountain ash hung oer the dark torrents foam

And the old stunted oaks frowned all savage and lone

High in front rose a cliff oer whose mist covered brow

The fierce torrent dashed to the deep gulph below

Two streams from the rock where its head overhung

In lines of bright silvery foaming they sprung

Then rushed gainst a crag where midway it stood

And opposed its dark sides to the force of the flood

United with back beaten force from it leapt

And indignantly down dashing dreadful it swept

All wreathed with snow and all chafed with by the rock

Twas received in the bason which yawned at its foot

Forth dancing so gaily the bright waters flowed

While the masses of foam on its surface yet rode

Then confused mid the stones all so lightly they danced 

And leaping and sporting they frothily glanced

And their murmurs were sounding full softly and lone

As mantling in basons of moss covered stone

And now when our sight we had well satisfied 

And had gazed enough on the fierce boiling tide

Tourds Lowood once more we our foot steps did bend

 And the rough mountain path we began to descend

Soon reached we the shore where a scene we descry

That baffles description and dazzles the eye

The sun eer his glory away should be past

On the brows of the mountains was shining his last

The bright western clouds their rough outlines unfold

Relieving their splendor and graven in gold

Methought little space tween those hills interirend 

But nearer more lofty more shaggy they seemed 

The clouds oer their summets they calmly did rest

And hung on the aethers invisible breast

Than the vapours of earth they seemed purer more bright

Oh could they be clouds  Twas the necklace of night

Then we looked on the lake where the deep crimson ray

Shot its light on the waters as bloody they play

It seemed as if autumn had given its tinge

To the woods which the lakes splendid ripples did fringe

And the islands on which that bright rippleing rolled

They seemed <<looked written in pencil>> as if lashed by the pure liquid gold

Oh such was the scene which glory reposed

But soon by the evening its splendour was closed

Ere we reached our home the dark shades of the night

Descending had hidden the hills from our sight

They died in the mists of the darkness away 

To be waked into light at the dawn of the day

And now being tired we soon hurried to bed

And on the soft pillow we rested out head

Soon soon we were plunged in forgetfulness sweet

And gladly we sunk in th' <<"e" crossed out and ' added in pencil>>oblivion of sleep

Which fluttered with Lethean dews all around

And formed his grey wings with a soft lulling sound

He poured on our temples those rich dews of rest

And folded us round with his thought killing vest

And there as he hung on his wings he infused

His drawings of pleasure of pleasure confused

Thus thus on our pillow we carelessly lay

While the hours unperceived floated lightly away

To soon as the clouds of the heaven were borne

Away into distance at grey of the morn

We sprang to the shore  Now so calm was the lake

We thought that with pleasure a sail we might take

So calling the boatmen leaped into the boat

And with pulling and pushing we set her afloat

And deserting the pier then for fear of a souse

Sat down in the boat and were still as a mouse.

But our tongues neverceasing we did exercise

And also made very good use of our eyes

Of this place and that of the boatman enquiring

And the name of this mountain that island desiring 

The boatman  Oh he had a fine Roman phiz

Strong muscular arms and rough red locks were his

To each question we asked his replying upon it

Were so short and so pithy so very laconic

One I know ( tis a pity that I have forgot em)

Can you swim? "Like a stone sir not far to the bottom."

The number of th' islands on th' lake do you know?

"Awell sir I think tis about so and so "

However we all thought him and excellent creature 

Because we all found him so full of good nature

And at present he pulled on our boat with a force

That sent it away like a shaft on its course

As it cut through the mirror or waters below

The ripples durded fly back from the bow

Wave following wave in a far stretching wake

And partially ruffled the glass bosomed lake

The boat at each pull of the oar with a leapp

Sprung confident forth on the dark heaving dep

We marked oer the waters each breeze which might play

By the light little leavings attending its way

So fresh and so smooth ly oer th' surface we fly

While each woody headland seemed darting us by

Each rock and each island deserting its place 

With shore and with mountains seemed joining the race

Here some little pleasure=boat spreading its sail

Was courting the breath (but in vain) of the gale

Still it remained unmoved by the shore

And lazily floated till urged by the oar

But now we bethought ourselves that a lake sail

To satisfy hunger completely would fail 

And as baulked of our breakfast we'd look very queer

In order to get it straight homewards we steer

Now reader thou thinkst that when pure mountain air

Yet breathing of heaven played soft through our hair

And health fresh infusing in every part

And bracing the limbs and en-nerving the heart

When mountains on mountains succissively rise

When the eye at each pull some new beauty descries

When wee swift oer the waters for mile after mile

To think of our breakfast thou sayest was erile

But reader consider that keen bracing breeze

You forget that its sharpness will hunger increase

Besides that our breakfast we hastened to seize on

There was a complete an efficient reason

Which will satisfy you Im sure when tis known

Twas gallantly and sympathy hurried us home

Would you have a lady and muffins all hot too

All waiting and wondering where we had got to

If there wouldst I thee pity but reason no more

With one who would waiting keep ladies on shore

And now at the bottom the sand did appear

As our boats arching prow to the beach became near

Then stooping the boatman relinquished his oar

And catching a post drew us in to the shore

Then we sprang from our seats Oh now do have a care

Mind that oar if you please and now step across there

Then swift on the sand we impatiently spring 

And run across the road and then enter the inn

Then sat down were the urn on the table was kissing 

And nought that could add to our comfort was missing

So soon as the teapot and toast rack and tray

By the maid from the table were carried away

We hastened that lake and the beach to once more

To take our farewell of that joybringing shore

That place fraught with pleasure we so <<saw changed to "so">> much admired

That again it to visit much much we desired

And so that our beds might not want a good warming 

To our host of our coming again we gave warning 

And now to our carriage proceeded we slow

The landlady curtsied the landlord bowed low

Then loudly the driver his long whip did crack

And gently he touched up his steeds with a smack

Off swiftly we trundled and round went the wheels

And the horses they kicked up the dust with their heels

So flew we but with us ah flew not our mind

Twas lingering yet with us fair Lowood behind

So mournfully forward pursued we our ride

And still looking back till we reached Amble side

And there having passed by a bridge oer the stream

Whose fierce tumbling tide at the fall we had seen

There still we continued our mind charming route

Still winding and turning and twisting about

Still changing in scenes but in beauty the same 

Until to the village of Rydal we came

Wound round Rydal head as enormous it stood

All bulky and grim on the edge of the flood

Which still at its base all spray tossing did play

Still sounding and rolling for ever and aye

And now towards the green banks of Grasmere we prest

Where at stretched mid the valley its hillshaded breast

And now as eer evening concluded the day 

Our journey oer many a wild mountains lay

At the inn which is built on the banks of the lake

We determined our luncheon or dinner to take 

But in order that we to the inn might attain

We were forced to turn down by a long narrow lane

But it twisted and turned so to left and to right 

With its hedges obscuring the inn form our sights

That we all its troublesome windings not knowing 

Were all the time wondering where we were going

But fears which were quite of a different kind

Were intruding and pushing themselves on our mind

Suppose in our that a carriage should come

The road was so narrow what then should be done 

Then twas certain and sure that one of us must back

Back back Why we might have into the lake

What should we say then to miss Fortune so fickle

Then truly sh'd have put us into a pickle

But these accidents only existed in thought

For safely and soon to the inn we were brought

And now an excursion we thought we would make 

A view of the lake and the valley to take

So inquiring the way to a small elevation

Whose summit we thought a most excellent station

We set off by a path mid the valley which wound

And now some small eminence carried around

Till after some puzzling we came to the rock

And swiftly climbed up to the trees on its top

First we gazed where Helm crag to the west of the vale

Reared its cloud splitting head and lowed down on the dale

While its dark shadow shaded the fields at its feet

Made the cornfields wave browner and darkened the deep

But the terrified eye now deserting its form

The abode of the tempest the pris'n <<pris'n inserted in space in pencil>> of the storm

To the fields of the valley beneath it would rove

Which seemed sacred to peaa and to heaven born love

Where the husband mans labours repaid him tenfold

And rich in their wavings and growing in gold

And their grain loaded heads as they bent to the breeze

Seemed soft rolling waters and billowy seas

And the cattle repose on the meadows so green

And the lambs with their mothers desporting are seen

And the cattle they mingle their soft sounding lowing

With the sound of the streams through the fields that are flowing

Till the valley was checked by the opposite hills

All dotted with sheep and all sparkling with rills

While far to the south the lake spreads its fair waves

Andd the meadows which stoop to its eages it laves

And now when the prospect we all had surveyed 

A descent we remembered at last must be made

And although we had lingered and stayed to the last 

We addressed ourselves now to the troublesome task

But whenever our steps we were carefully bending 

Oh still that massed path was as steep in descending

A half rolling half << final "e" crossed out>> going half tumbling half walking

Half laughing half giggling half tittering half talking

Now surveying a streamlet now mineralizing 

Now admiring the mountains and now botanizing

We came to the inn and set off when we'd dined

And ascending a hill we left Grasmere behind

And ascending beheld on Helms storm were top

Some fanciful forms shich were graved on the rock

Twas natures own sculpturing  First then was seen 

A hag cowring low aged wrinkled and lean

As stooping and shiv'ring before some small fire

A witch is repeating her orgies so dire

While many a deep furrow her sunken cheek sears 

But furrows that never were graven by tears 

Deep sunken her eye and dishevelled her hair

Whose ragged red tresses float wild on the air

Every nerve vein seen distinctly within

And her gaunt fleshless bones almost bursting her shin

She sees in the embers before her which smoke 

The skeleton forms she is used to invoke

And funds with their lashes and scorpion stings

And birds of the night scarcely fluttering their wings

Souronkled and aged that rocky hag cowred

So stooped so seemed shiv'ring so frowningly lowred

And near her <<seemed crossed out in pencil>> a lamb,<<added in pencil>> of the flock

Though rather gigantic to the lie on the rock

While before it a lion most calm did repose

And graciously stooped his most royal formed nose

Thus beholding the lion the lamb and the hag

In fanciful shape upon Helms rugged crag

We left the fair Grasmeres luxuriant valee

And gazed upon Leathes* waters mountains dell

Where the beauteous, gigantic, terrific, sublime

One thing in the prospect done us did bore

A tidious hill lay our noses before

Up turning long tedious and toilsome but yet

Wee surveyed it half joying and not with regret

For our slowly ascending its windings we knew

Must give us more time for beholding the view

And so of our horses to lighten the load

From our carriage dismounting walk on the road

And gazing around upon every quarter 

*Leathes water or Thirlmere

And now to the mountains and now to the water

First the giant Helvellyn arose on my right 

Helvellyn Helvellyn that mountain of might

Peaked rocks over dark gloomy gorges impending

Cloudborn oer the preapice stern they did break

And tumultuously foaming were lost in the lake

Appearing as brightly they dashed from on high

Like threads of pure silver which hung from the sky

Midway <<two words>> on the face of the cliffs the clouds rode

High above rose the mountain the eagles abode

That barren base grassless and heatherless steep

Scare afforded subsistence to some scattered sheep

On the top of the mountain they dizzily hung 

And wandered the clouds and the peaked rocks among

And carelessly scrambled from height unto height

Regardless of everything saving a bite

On that earth scorning mountain astonished we gaze

And are silent in wonder in dread and amaze

Let other folks talk of the famous Parrasas 

The poetical hill of poetical asses

One can rhyme without being Parnassus upon

And upon lines although shut from the famed Helpoon

Helvellyn my mountain it ever shall be

The ancient Parnassus is nothing to me

Let them talk about Ida so sacred to love

I care not for Juno nor old daddy Jove

Though celestial breezes around it be swelling

Old Ida cannot be compared to Helvellyn

Besides I will prove that it was not so high

On Ida descended the gods from the sky

But then you'll remember the clouds were their bowers

And Helvellyn far far over all vapours towrs

To unless they'al ascended to get to the top

Ten to one but their car would have bumped on a rock

But I am afraid that this too long digression 

On your patience is making a hugeous transgression

And now I shall prove your conjectures are wrong

In thinking I never am going to go on

The dark narrow Bhirlmere lay low at our feet

The huge hills reposed on the face of the deep 

Tae far neath its waters inverted they stood

And rolled oer their imaged summits the flood

We could scarcely imagine the lake there to flow

And waters to roll and to murmur below

So smooth and so glassy the lake that beneath

A deep rocky valley we seemed to per ceive

So distinctly reflected the margin so grave

The river seemed unbounded <<"ed" added in ink>> its border <<"border written over something illegible>> unseen

And half overhanging the silent blue tide

The opposite hills stretched their heathcovered side

How bright how luxuriant looked the thick heath

Its rich purple bells as twas bending beneath

Its patches rich shaded with fern as ti grew

And mantled the hill with its Fyrian true

While beyond a dark chaos of mountains was tost

And hills after hills in the distance were lost

While the sun ere he died on the mountains away 

Was shedding its bright but transient ray

Now reaching our carriage with lingering look

Of Helvellyn and Thirlmere our farewell we took

By rock and by brooklet swift galloping on

And holding our course by the vale of St John

As the sun was just setting and late was the time

We hastened tall Castlerigs windings to climb

As some people would say I believe it is true

Though its presence I cant say that I ever knew

A druidical temple is built on its top

A circle of natureknown masses of rock

Upon admiration these may have some claims

As the buildings of old and ancestral remains

When each savage lived free and fierce and unknown

The wild his dominion the forest his home

I revere  and I honour a temple as such

And gazing in wonder admire it full much

But I care not atall for a great set of stones 

Which are bidding you always beware of your beware of your bones

For fear of a tumble  Although very fine things

I think some great giant was playing at ninepins

And leaving the place ere his ball he could swing

Was left all his ninepins stuck up in a ring

And now we arrived at the brow of the hill

Where the vast vale of Keswick lay sweetly and still

To the right on the north of the valley we saw

The majestical form of the lofty Shiddaw

Where he high his huge summit indignantly heaped

Turin points dove the heavens and doubly twas peaked

A ravine with rocks shaded all gloomy and black sir

Divided his side from the huge Saddle-back sir

O dear what a name his so clownish and fusty

Like and old dirty saddle all musty and dusty

Yet the mountain in shape is exactly a saddle 

Delightfully suited for reading a straddle

Good exercise giving for as it is said

Tis quite admirable for stretching ones leg

I believe it was there as the story it goes

A quaker was half <<"half" written over something illegible>> eaten up by the crows

Oh!  The royal birds pardon most humbly beg

Tis certain that thing that I should not have said

Oh how could I mention a carrion bird

Why blotted the paper so vulgar a word

Thou great thunder bearer who skimmest on high

Great Joves light'ning messenger skimming the sky

Let thy keen piercing eye not perceive the expression

Look down from thy mountain Forgive the transgression

And if you will pardon most graciously me

I ascribe will the murder proud Eagle to thee

In a proud amphitheatre, mountainous, dread

Below us fair Derwent in glory was spread 

And rocky isles covered with verdure and bays 

And capes jutting out and on forests we gaze

Which relieved the dark mountains in distance & gloom

And chasms as deep and as drear as the tomb.

Now on the rugged Goodsmoon the red sun died away

And evening comes down with her mantle of grey

Full gladly we entered the inn Royal Oak

And ordered our tea which we hastily took

Then prostrated ourselves before Morpheus shrine

And straight we were lost in a slumber supine 

<< decorative symbol>>

