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TO

Tiao-u lov'st me not and seldom have we met,

Nor ever have thy dreams mine image borne.

Some other hand thy loving tâàlcs shàll set,

Some other lip shall bless thee night and morn.

Yet have I dremt such happy fate was won

To be with thee forever, still to, hear,

Adown the pathway of each fading year,

Thy genjje voice like mulâc lead me on.

Ah, geedeous dream of unsubstantial joy.,
Go with me -where my stu shaR rise or set-!,,,.

For, though thou imagest but to destroy,

And ever mocleat me with délusive art,

I would no charm*to teach me, to forget

The still and silent worship -of the heart.


