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          With eager pace, and no less eager thoughts.

          Thus might we wear a midnight hour away,

          Ascending at loose distance each from each,

          And I, as chanced, the foremost of the band;

          When at my feet the ground appeared to brighten,

          And with a step or two seemed brighter still;

          Nor was time given to ask or learn the cause,

          For instantly a light upon the turf

          Fell like a flash, and lo! as I looked up,

          The Moon hung naked in a firmament                          40

          Of azure without cloud, and at my feet

          Rested a silent sea of hoary mist.

          A hundred hills their dusky backs upheaved

          All over this still ocean; and beyond,

          Far, far beyond, the solid vapours stretched,

          In headlands, tongues, and promontory shapes,

          Into the main Atlantic, that appeared

          To dwindle, and give up his majesty,

          Usurped upon far as the sight could reach.

          Not so the ethereal vault; encroachment none                50

          Was there, nor loss; only the inferior stars

          Had disappeared, or shed a fainter light

          In the clear presence of the full-orbed Moon,

          Who, from her sovereign elevation, gazed

          Upon the billowy ocean, as it lay

          All meek and silent, save that through a rift--

          Not distant from the shore whereon we stood,

          A fixed, abysmal, gloomy, breathing-place--

          Mounted the roar of waters, torrents, streams

          Innumerable, roaring with one voice!    …                    60

            
…it appeared to me the type

          Of a majestic intellect, its acts

          And its possessions, what it has and craves,

          What in itself it is, and would become.

          There I beheld the emblem of a mind                         70

          That feeds upon infinity, that broods

          Over the dark abyss, intent to hear

          Its voices issuing forth to silent light

          In one continuous stream; a mind sustained

          By recognitions of transcendent power,

          In sense conducting to ideal form,

          In soul of more than mortal privilege.

          One function, above all, of such a mind

          Had Nature shadowed there, by putting forth,

          'Mid circumstances awful and sublime,                       80

          That mutual domination which she loves

          To exert upon the face of outward things,

          So moulded, joined, abstracted, so endowed

          With interchangeable supremacy,

          That men, least sensitive, see, hear, perceive,

          And cannot choose but feel. The power, which all

          Acknowledge when thus moved, which Nature thus

          To bodily sense exhibits, is the express

          Resemblance of that glorious faculty

        That higher minds bear with them as their own.
(Wordsworth: Prel XIV (1850))
