What magnificent power has she to bind me?

She is no plastic model marketed to me since youth

Yet she has a beauty that emanates from basset-hound eyes

She misinterprets the art of the experienced widow:

Her confused and melancholy expression veils her cheer

There is no place on her for the trinkets and robes of high society

 Surely she does not stand out due to extravagant flair

She is painted with the cascades, the vast Pacific, trees of Yellowstone

And I doubt if whale’s blubber ever had or should defile her

No tea cup presses upon her lips, no dainty stride becomes her

When I see her a fear coats my heart and a sadness captures me

To know there exists such a beauty I shall never have nor be

