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“At Florence” (1837); Memorials of a Tour in Italy, 1837.  

 
UNDER the shadow of a stately Pile, 

          The dome of Florence, pensive and alone, 
          Nor giving heed to aught that passed the while, 
          I stood, and gazed upon a marble stone, 
 
          The laurelled Dante's favourite seat. A throne, 
          In just esteem, it rivals; though no style 
          Be there of decoration to beguile 
          The mind, depressed by thought of greatness flown. 
 
          As a true man, who long had served the lyre, 
          I gazed with earnestness, and dared no more.                 
          But in his breast the mighty Poet bore 
          A Patriot's heart, warm with undying fire. 
 
          Bold with the thought, in reverence I sate down, 
          And, for a moment, filled that empty Throne. 

(p.364) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
“Scorn Not The Sonnet” (1827); The Sonnets of William Wordsworth, 1838 

 
Scorn not the Sonnet; Critic, you have frowned,  
Mindless of its just honours; with this key  
Shakespeare unlocked his heart; the melody  
Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch's wound;  
A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound;  
With it Camöens soothed an exile's grief;  
The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf  
Amid the cypress with which Dante crowned  
His visionary brow: a glow-worm lamp,  
It cheered mild Spenser, called from Faery-land  
To struggle through dark ways; and, when a damp  
Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand  
The Thing became a trumpet; whence he blew  
Soul-animating strains—alas, too few!  

 (p.260) 
 


