Lady Lorgnette

Lady Lorgnette, of the lifted lash,
The curling lip and the danty nose,
The shell-like ear where the jewels flash,
The arching brow and the languid pose,
The rare old lace and the subtle scents,
The slender foot and the fingers frail,—
I may act till the world grows wild and tense,
But never a flush on your features pale,
The footlights glimmer between us two,—
You in the box and I on the boards,—
I am only an actor, Madame, to you,
A mimic king 'mid his mimic lords,
For you are the belle of the smartest set,
Lady Lorgnette,
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Little Babette, with your eyes of jet,

Yom midnight hair and your piquant chin,
Your lips whose odors of violet

Drive men to madness and saints to sin,—
I see you over the footlights' glare

Down in the pit ‘'mid the common mob,—
Your throat is hurning, and brown, and bare,

You lean, and listen, and pulse, and throb;
The viols are dreaming between us two,

And my gilded erown is no make-believe,
I am more than an actor, dear, to you,

For you called me your king but yester eve,
And your heart is my golden coronet,

Little Babette
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Know by the thread of music woven through
This fragile web of cadences I spin,

That 1 have only caught these songs since you
Voiced them upon your haunting violin.

THE OVERTURE.

October's orchestra plays softly on

The northern forest with its thousand strings,
And Autumn, the conductor wields anon

The Golden-rod—The baton that he swings.

THE FIRS.

There is a lonely minor chord that sings
Faintly and far along the forest ways
When the firs finger faintly on the strings
Of that rare violin the night wind plays,
Just as it whispered once to you and me
Beneath the English pines beyond the sea.




