
THE IDEAL

To Her, when life was litile vorth,
Wken hqe, a tide run lko,

Between dim shores of emptiness
Almostforg-ot toflowe

Faint with du citys fume and strest
1 came at night to Her.

Her cool whitefingers on myface
eow wonderful Mey were 1

More dear Mey vere to févered lids
Than tilies cooled in dew.

T4ey kac4ed iý&y fips with tenderness,
TiU fi e was born anew.

Tke cieys clamour died in caïm;
And once again 1 keard

The moon-wèite woodland sdUnesses
Enchanted ibý a bird;

Tke wash offar, remembered waves;
The sigk of lapsing streams;

And onpoldgarWen's lilat leaves
Conferring in their dreams.

A breaM from ckildhood dzisy fieUs
Came back-to me again,

Here in Me city's weary miles
Of city-wearied men.


