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SONNETS.

Sýhikespeae.

Unseen in the great mjnster dorne of timne,

Whosc shafts are centuries, its sPangled roof

The vaulted uiniverse, our master sits,

And organ-voices ilke a far-cif chimne

Roll thro' the aisles of thouight. The sunlight flits

From arch to arch, and, as he sits aloof,
-, ;~ <ncnrsevast, subllimne,


