Ozymandias
I met a traveler from an antique land
Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read,
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed,
And on the pedestal these words appear:
"My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings:
Look upon my works, ye Mighty, and despair!"
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.
-Percy Bysshe Shelley
1792-1822

Text: Edgar Allan Poe, "Eldorado," Flag of Our Union (Boston), April 21, 1849.] 

ELDORADO.

    Gaily bedight, 
    A gallant knight, 
In sunshine and in shadow, 
    Had journeyed long, 
    Singing a song, 
In search of Eldorado. 

    But he grew old — 
    This knight so bold — 
And o'er his heart a shadow 
    Fell, as he found 
    No spot of ground 
That looked like Eldorado. 

    And, as his strength 
    Failed him at length, 
He met a pilgrim shadow — 
    'Shadow,' said he, 
    'Where can it be — 
This land of Eldorado?' 

    'Over the Mountains 
    Of the Moon, 
Down the Valley of the Shadow, 
    Ride, boldly ride,' 
    The shade replied, — 
'If you seek for Eldorado!'
