The Italian Sonnet
“When I Consider How My Light Is Spent” by Milton 

When I consider how my light is spent 
 Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, 
 And that one talent which is death to hide, 
 Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
 My true account, lest he returning chide; 
 "Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?"
 I fondly ask; but Patience to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies, "God doth not need 
 Either man's work or his own gifts; who best 
 Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state 
Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed 
 And post o'er land and ocean without rest; 
 They also serve who only stand and wait." 
"Sonnet: The Poet at Seven" - Donald Justice
And on the porch, across the upturned chair,
The boy would spread a dingy counterpane
Against the length and majesty of the rain,
And on all fours crawl under it like a bear
To lick his wounds in secret, in his lair;
And afterwards, in the windy yard again,
One hand cocked back, release his paper plane
Frail as a mayfly to the faithless air. 


And summer evenings he would whirl around 
Faster and faster till the drunken ground
Rose up to meet him; sometimes he would squat
Among the bent weeds of the vacant lot,
Waiting for dusk and someone dear to come
And whip him down the street, but gently home.
