
Sonnets

It,

THE SOLITARY.

I He where oft yottr rare s.vart tresses lay

But all the slow blank hours in their flightDo mock me as I call and vainly prav
That your fond vivid vision long „,av stavf" my dear dreams and with the dawning light

OfT '°""r'
J°-^ -'^" -e the winding JOf Love trod carelessly. Dear Heart, alaf-

I l.e lone, long, lingering trail of Life mu^t IForever unaccompanied take and pass
I'orever disinherited hv Hate'-
O hear me, Heart of n;ine.O hear n,v cry:

St.lldollovethee,stilldollove_a„dwait!'


