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Ask me wot how they came,

These songs of love and death,
These dreams of a futile stage,
These thumb-nails seen in the street
Ask me not how nor wiy,

Rit take them for your own,
Dear Wife of rwenty years,
Kitowing—0, wio 5o well ¥—
You it war made the man

That made these songs of love,
Death, and the rivial reser

So that, your lrve elewhere,
These songs, or bad or pood—
How should they ever have been ?

WorRTHING, Fuly 31, 1001,
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