
THE MADNESS OF JSHTAR

She will gather the broken music,
Fitting it chord by chord,
Till the hearer shall learn the meaning,
As a text that has been restored.

She will gather the fragrance of lilacs,
The scent of the cherry flower,
And he who perceives it shall wonder,
And know, and remember the hour.

She will gather the moonlight and starshine, 
And breathe on them with desire,
And they shall be changed on the moment 
To the marvel of earth’s green fire,—

The ardour that kindles and blights not, 
Consumes and does not destroy,
Renewing the world with wonder,
And the hearts of men with joy.
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