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W'licncc comes the thought of iK-auty in life's

slrcss?

From Aphrodito fjleaniing through the foam.
Or K\v awaking in iior jiardeii homi-,

'l"hf first fair l)uil of earlliiy loM-lincss?

Or from thi- ruddy Dawn whin all affright

Shi' flii's l)cf<irf Irt tit'ry lo\ it Day.
Or K\i-ning as the .shadows turninsi grt-y,

She blushing steals into the arms of Night.'

All these are hut the models that suggest

Kternal beauty to the poet's soul,

Whiiti images a fairer world unseen;

The haunt of beauty is his loneh- breast,

Where ilreams di\ine are freed from earth's

control

And span with gossamer the gulf between.


