For our friendship was always fortunate
In its greetings and adieux,

Nothing flat or importunate,

Nothing of the misuse

That comes of the constant grinding
Of one mind on another.

So memory has nothing to smother,
But only a few things captured

On the wing, as it were, and enraptured.
Yes, Morris, I am inditing—

Answering at last it seems,

How can you read the writing

In the vacancy of dreams?

-

I would have you look over my shoulder

Ere the long, dark year is colder,

And mark that as memory grows older,

The brighter it pulses and gleams.

And if I should try to render

The tissues of fugitive splendour

That fled down the wind of living, e
Will they read it some day in the future,

And be conscious of an awareness

In our old lives, and the bareness

Of theirs, with the newest passions

In the last fad of the fashions?



