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Poetry 5 p.130 = Ricks and McCue #hk 1~18 1T
11TH Letus then, you and I,
18 1TH Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,

Poetry % p.131 = Ricks and McCue #hR 19~42 17
19 1TH Let fall upon its back the spot that falls from chimneys,

42 fTH My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,

Poetry 5 p.132 = Ricks and McCue #ifik 43~66 1T
43 fTH My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin—
66 TH That makes me so digress?

Poetry 5 p.133 = Ricks and McCue #ifik 67~88 1T
67 TH Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.
88 1TH After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,

Poetry 3 p.134 = Ricks and McCue #@hk 89~112 1T
89 TTH Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,

112 47H Am an attendant lord, one that will do

Poetry 3 p.135 = Ricks and McCue #@hk 113~131 17
113 47 H To swell a progress, start a scene or two,

131 47 H Till human voices wake us, and we drown.



