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The Princess of Cathay

SwisH of silk and bray of gong,
Bear the palanquin along !

Crystal flash and burning gold,
Azure curtains fold on fold.

Crimson sash and sable bow,
Sec the bristling archers go !

Solemn princes of the land,
Snow-white sole on yellow sand, -
Sleeves of blue where dragons crawl
Kound and round & fiery ball.

Suddenly an cvening brecze,
Bowing the anemones

At the roadside where I stand,
Parts the curtain and I see—
Just a little quiet hand
Resting on a silken knee.
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Song

I¥ music were the child of Light

Then I could all my longing prove,—
Bind me a captive in your sight

And tell you how I love.

Alas ] My songs are bomn in woe

And absence gives my tongue release,
In darkest night I singing go

And sigh my heart’s increase,

But when you turn to me again
Then do I stand in radiant day,

A flaming joy within my brainj
And not a word to say.



Summer Rain

LittLE lark, like golden rain
Ran your music in my brain |
But the silver rain is falling,
Only cuckeo now is calling—
Sing again, O sing again !
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