A SONNET

The ocean’s wide expanse, all silver-blue,
Stirred softly by the sweetly-scented breeze,
Stretches infinitely 'away to 'seizle |

The sky, an infinite field of sister-hue,

Which lovingly descends, so good and true, |
Made low by love, from its proud height to appease
The ocean’s pining hunger: thus with pleas

Of love they meet and kiss, made one though o,

Even so the infinite love I bear for thee,
Soul-centred in a kiss, ascends to greet
The infinite kiss which thy lips send to me

From where thou art with perfectness replete,
High, high above me, good and great and free.
Even 80 our two love-fraught infinities meet.
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