The Golden Moment

The seulptor stands hefore his modeled  dream,

Complete and plastic in the eloseawrapped clay

[hs statue rvests. and, hall afvaid to lay
Ilis reverent hands upon it lest it seem
A deseeration, his hearvt-heats are slow
As fold on fold the windime-cloths ave drawn
Gently away. Yet when the last s gone
He has that perfeet moment so few know.
No are the davs on which |osee you, dear,
The hours ol morning. nooir and evening pass
And fall away, Like slow sands through i elass,
Then there is left one golden arain of sand
The wondrous moment when vour voiee | hear,

And feel within way elasp your slender hand.
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