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THE LAST ROOM

Here li‘e was spent

To glorify one mortal tenement,

Where freedom turned the key on discontent
And bade the world relent.

Great friendship here

Turned falsehood out of doors without a fear,
And brought the golden age of dreamers near
For one all too brief year.

Good friends, good-bye !

The soul is but a child ; hear its poor cry,
¢ Remember in what lovers’ tenancy

We lived here, she and 1!’

Will you forget

Spilt fragrances of rose and cigarette,
And those faint odours more delirious yet,
Marked in Time’s margin, Ste¢?

Will you not hold

Some echo of bright laughter uncontrolled,
As water bubbling out of jugs of gold,
Until the world is old ?

With one farewell

I leave you now, with not a word to tell
Where comedy and moonshine used to dwell
Within a brick-built cell.

In days to be

Others shall laugh here, roister and make free,
Be bold or gay,—but no such comedy

As blessed this life for me.
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