OCEANUS

I
Dead Calm: Noon.

AST, vast, immeasurably vast, thy dreadful peace,
When heaving with slow mighty breath thou
liest
In utter rest, and dost thy ministering winds
release,
So that with folded wings they too subside,
Floating through hollow spaces, though the highest
Stirs his long tremulous pinions when thou sighest!
Then in thy soul, that doth in fathomless depths abide,
All wild desires and turbulent longings cease—
Profound, immeasurable then, thy dreadful peace !

11
Dead Calm : Midnight.

But in thy noon of night, serene as death, when under
The terrible silence of that archéd dome,
Not a lost whisper ev'n of thy wandering thunder
Ascends like the spiral smoke of perishing flame,
Nor dying wave on thy swart bosom sinks in foam—
Then, then the world is thine, thy heritage, thy home!
What then for thee, O Sea, thou Terror ! Or what Name
To call thee by, thou Sphinx, thou Mystery, thou Wonder,—
Above thou art Living Death, Oblivion under!

WILLIAM SHARP.



