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TO A STRAY FOWL.

POOR bird! destined to lead thy life
Far in the adventurous west,

And here to be debarred to-night
From thy accustomed nest ;

Must thou fall back upon old instinct now
Well nigh extinct under man's fickle care?
Did heaven bestow its quenchless inner light
So long ago, for thy small want to-night?
Why stand'st upon thy toes to crow so late?
The moon is deaf to thy low feathered fate ;
Or dost thou think so to possess the night,
And people the drear dark with thy brave sprite?
And now with anxious eye thou look'st about,
While the relentless shade draws on its veil,
For some sure shelter from approaching dews,
And the insidious steps of nightly foes.
I fear imprisonment has dulled thy wit,
Or ingrained servitude extinguished it .
But no-dim memory of the days of yore,
By Brahmapootra and the Jumna's shore,
Where thy proud race flew swiftly o'er the heath,
And sought its food the jungle's shade beneath,
Has taught thy wings to seek yon friendly trees,
As erst by Indus' banks and far Ganges .

T .

ORPHICS .

SMOKF.

LIGHT-winged smoke, Icarian bird,
Melting thy pinions in thy upward flight,
Lark without song, and messenger of dawn,
Circling above the hamlets as thy nest ;
Or else, departing dream, and shadowy form
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Sonnets.

Of midnight vision, gathering up thy skirts ;
By night star-veiling, and by day
Darkening the light and blotting out the sun ;
Go thou my incense upward from this hearth,
And ask the Gods to pardon this clear flame .

HAZE .

Woof of the sun, etherial gauze,
Woven of nature's richest stuffs,
Visible heat, air-water, and dry sea, .
Last conquest of the eye ;
Toil of the displayed, sun-dust,
Aerial surf upon the shores of earth,
Etherial estuary, frith of light,
Breakers of air, billows of heat,
Fine summer spray on inland seas ;
Bird of the sun, transparent-winged,
Owlet of noon, soft-pinioned,
From heath or stubble rising without song ;
Establish thy serenity o'er the fields .

SONNETS.

[April,

T.

1843.]

Hath found a love
Within thy boson
And to awake thi
Whence will it nc

Let not my love i
For in its loneline
From whose deep
Let not thy love c
With my love, wt
With thine its sist
To that high altar
In sweetest conco,
Thence to ascend
And be absorbed <
That breathes in f,
Or that incites all
Of kindness, in thi
And griefs-of br


