
NOW, I’M YOUR LOOKING GLASS 

You gaze upon my cold stern face, 
You marvel a t  its sheen; 
But you forget that from this place 
I’ve seen more than you have seen. 

For though each image that I hold 
I hold for just  a spell, 
I can within me them enfold 
And bring them back as well. 

Jf you’d but stand before me and 
Just gaze into those eyes, 
You’d find a picture by the hand 
Of memory to arise. 

On distant facm first you’d dwell 
And pleasant companies; 
Nocturnal wandenngs blissful 
And as boundless as the seas. 

And if you stood there Ion er yet, 

That these the images you meet 
Were already in your mind. 

You would most likely fin d 

So now you’ve found my secret out, 
But somehow I don’t care; 
I only hope that you won’t flout 
That secret everywhere. 

For many are the folks”tht still 
Are bound to me by ties 
That make them sit and drink their i;ll 
Of these my vacant skies. 

Were they ta know that these their dredms 
Were not in dreaming found; 
That just to sit with glassy beams 
Is sure a mode unsound. 
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