SONNETS

TO onc who has been long in city pent,
*Tis very sweet to look into the fair
And open face of heaven,—to breathe a prayer
Full in the smile of the blue firmament.
‘Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content,
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair
Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair
And gentle tale of love and languishment ?
Returning home at evening, with an ear
Catching the notes of Philomel,—an eye
‘Watching the sailing cloudlgt’s bright career,
He mourns that day so soon has glided by :
E'en like the passage of an angel’s tear
That falls through the clear ether silently.

ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN’S HOMER

MUCH have I travell’d in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen ;
Round many western islands have I been
‘Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
Oft of one wide expanse had I been told
That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne ;
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken ;
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He stared at the Pacific—and all his men
Look'd at each other with a wild surmise—
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.
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