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V O L . XXI 

N o .

T E N T H - B I R T H D A Y N U M B E R 
O C T O B E R , 1922 

AVENEL GRAY 

AVENEL GRAY at fifty had gray hair . 
G r a y eyes , and a gray cat-—coincidence 

Agreeab le enough to be a p p r o v e d 
And sha red by all her ne ighbors ; or by all 
Save one , w h o h a d , in his abused e s t eem. 
No sha re of it wor th having. Avenel Gray 
At fifty h a d t h e favor and t he g race 
Of t h i r t y — t h e g r a y ha i r being only a jest 
Of t ime , he r easoned , whe reby t he g r a y eyes 
Were m a y b e t w e n t y or m a y b e a t h o u s a n d . 
N e v e r could he p e r s u a d e himself t o say 
How old or y o u n g t h e y were , or w h a t was in t h e m , 
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O r w h e t h e r in t h e m i n d o r in t h e h e a r t 

Of the i r possessor t h e r e h a d e v e r b e e n , 

O r ever s h o u l d b e , m o r e t h a n r o o m e n o u g h 

F o r t he u n d y i n g d e a d . All h e c o u l d s a y 

W o u l d be t h a t s h e w a s n o w t o h i m a c h i l d , 

A l i t t l e f r i gh t ened o r a l i t t l e v e x e d , 

A n d n o w a s o r t of M i s s M e t h u s a l e h , 

A d e p t a n d v a r i o u s in o b s c u r i t y 

A n d in omni sc i ence r a t h e r t e r r i b l e — 

U n t i l she smi led a n d w a s a c h i l d a g a i n , 

Seeing w i t h eyes t h a t h a d n o a g e i n t h e m 

T h a t his were g r o w i n g o l d e r . S e n e c a S p r a g u e 

A t fifty h a d h a i r g r a y e r , s u c h a s i t w a s , 

T h a n A v e n e l ' s — a n a t o l l , a s i t w e r e , 

C i rc l ing a s m o o t h l a g o o n o f i n d i g n a t i o n , 

W h e r e u n d e r were c o n c e a l e d n o t r e a c h e r i e s 

O r m o n s t e r s t h a t were p e r i l o u s t o p r o v o k e . 


Seneca s a t o n e S u n d a y a f t e r n o o n 

W i t h Avene l in h e r g a r d e n . T h e r e w a s p e a c e 

A n d l a n g u o r in t h e a i r , b u t in h i s m i n d 

T h e r e w a s n o t e i t h e r — t h e r e w a s A v e n e l ; 

A n d whe re she w a s , a n d s h e w a s e v e r y w h e r e , 

T h e r e was no peace for S e n e c a . S o t o d a y 

Should see t he l a s t of h i m in a n y g a r d e n 

Where a s p h y n x - c h i l d , w i t h g r a y e y e s a n d g r a y h a i r , 

Wou ld be t h e o n l y flower t h a t h e m i g h t w i s h 

T o p luck , wish ing in v a i n . " I '  m h e r e a g a i n , " 




Edwin Arlington Robinson 

Seneca sa id , " a n d I ' m no t here a lone ; 
You m a y o b s e r v e t h a t I ' v e a gues t wi th m e 
T h i s t i m e , T i m e being t h e gues t . S c y t h e , g lass , a n d all , 
You h a v e i t , t he whole anc i en t a p p a r a t u s . 
T i m e is a gues t no t g iven to long wa i t i ng , 
A n d , in so far as you m a y n o t h a v e k n o w n i t , 
I ' m D e s t i n y . F o r m o r e t h a n t w e n t y years 
M y search h a s been for an i d e n t i t y 
W o r t h T i m e ' s a c k n o w l e d g m e n t ; a n d here tofore 
M y sea rch h a s been b u t a long fal ter ing, 
Pa id wi th an u n a v a i l i n g g r a t i t u d e 
A n d unconfessed e n c o u r a g e m e n t from you . 
W h a t is i t in m e t h a t you l ike so m u c h , 
A n d love so l i t t l e? I ' m n o t so m u c h a m o n k e y 
As m a n y w h o h a v e h a d the i r h e a r t ' s desire , 
A n d h a v e it stil l . M y per i shab le ange l , 
Since n e i t h e r you nor I m a y live forever 
Like th i s , I ' l l s ay t he folly t h a t h a s fooled us 
O u t of ou r lives was neve r m i n e , b u t yours . 
T h e r e was a n u n d e r s t a n d i n g long ago 
B e t w e e n the laws a n d a t o m s t h a t y o u r life 
A n d m i n e t o g e t h e r were to be a t r i u m p h ; 
B u t one c o n t i n g e n c y was over looked , 
A n d t h a t was a c o m p l e t e one . All you love, 
A n d all you d a r e to love , is far from h e r e — 
T o o far for m e to find where I a m going. " 

" G o i n g ? " Avene l sa id . " W h e r e are you g o i n g ? " 
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T h e r e w a s a f r i g h t e n e d w o n d e r i n h e r e v e s 

U n t i l s h e f o u n d a w a y for t h e m t o l a u g h : 

" A t f i rs t I t h o u g h t y o u m i g h t b e g o i n g t o te l l m e 

T h a t y o u h a d f o u n d a n e w w a y t o b e o l d — 

M a y b e w i t h o u t r e m e m b e r i n g a l l t h e t i m e 

H o w g r a y w e a r e . B u t w h e n y o u s o o n b e g a n 

T o b e s o u n f a m i l i a r a n d f e r o c i o u s — 

W e l l , I b e g a n t o w o n d e r . I ' m a w o m a n . " 


S e n e c a s i g h e d b e f o r e h e s h o o k h i s h e a d 

A t A v e n e l : " Y o u s a y y o u a r e a w o m a n , 

A n d I s u p p o s e y o u a r e . I f y o u a r e n o t , 

I d o n ' t k n o w w h a t y o u a r e ; a n d if y o u a r e , 

I d o n ' t k n o w w h a t y o u m e a n . " 


" B y w h a t ? " s h e said. 
A f a i n t b e w i l d e r e d f lu sh c o v e r e d h e r f a c e , 
W h i l e S e n e c a fe l t w i t h i n h e r v o i c e a n o t e 
A s n e a r t o s h a r p n e s s a s a v o i c e l i k e h e r s 
M i g h t h a v e in s i l e n t h i d i n g . " W h a t h a v e I d o n e 
So t e r r i b l e all a t o n c e t h a t I ' m a s t r a n g e r ? " 

" Y o u a r e n o s t r a n g e r t h a n y o u a l w a y s w e r e , " 

H e s a i d , " a n d y o u a r e n o t r e q u i r e d t o b e s o . 

Y o u a r e n o s t r a n g e r n o w t h a n y e s t e r d a y , 

O r t w e n t y y e a r s a g o ; o r t h i r t y y e a r s 

L o n g e r a g o t h a n t h a t , w h e n y o u w e r e b o r n — 

Y o u a n d y o u r b r o t h e r . I ' m n o t h e r e t o s c a r e y o u . 

O r t o p o u r a n y m e a s u r e o f r e p r o a c h 
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O u t of a s u r p l u s u r n of chilly w i sdom; 
F o r w a t c h i n g you to find ou t w h e t h e r or n o t 
Y o u sh ive red swal lowing it would be no j o y 
F o r m e . B u t since i t has all come to th i s— 
W h i c h is t h e s a m e as n o t h i n g , only worse, 
I a m n o t e i t he r wise or k ind enough , 
I t s e e m s , t o go a w a y from you in silence. 
M y w o n d e r is t o d a y t h a t I h a v e been 
So long in f inding w h a t the re was to find, 
O r r a t h e r in recogniz ing w h a t I found 
L o n g s ince a n d h id wi th incredul i t ies 
T h a t y e a r s h a v e w o r n a w a y , leaving whi te bones 
Before m e in a dese r t . All those bones , 
I f s t r u n g t o g e t h e r , would be a skele ton 
T h a t once u p h e l d a l iving form of hope 
F o r m e t o follow un t i l a t l as t it fell 
W h e r e t h e r e was o n l y s a n d a n d emp t ine s s . 
F o r a l ong t i m e the re was no t even a g r a v e — 
H o p e h a v i n g died the re all a lone , you see, 
A n d in t h e d a r k . A n d you , being as you a re , 
I n s e p a r a b l e from y o u r t r ad i t i ons—wel l , 
I w e n t so far las t even ing as to fancy, 
H a v i n g n o o t h e r counsel lor t h a n myse l f 
T o g u i d e m e , t h a t you m i g h t be e n t e r t a i n e d , 
I f n o t i n s t r u c t e d , h e a r i n g how far I w a n d e r e d , 
Fo l lowing h o p e i n t o a n e m p t y dese r t , 
A n d w h a t I found t he r e . I f we neve r k n o w 
W h a t we h a v e found , a n d are accord ing ly 
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A d r i f t u p o n t h e w r e c k o f o u r i n v e n t i o n , 
W e m a k e o u r w a y a s q u i e t l y t o s h o r e 
A s p o s s i b l e , a n d w e s a y n o m o r e a b o u t i t ; 
B u t if w e k n o w t o o w e l l fo r o u r w e l l - b e i n g 
T h a t w h a t i t is w e k n o w h a d b e s t b e s h a r e d 
W i t h o n e w h o k n o w s t o o m u c h o f i t a l r e a d y , 
E v e n k i n d l i n e s s b e c o m e s , o r m a y b e c o m e , 
A s t r a n g l i n g a n d u n w i l l i n g i n c u b u s . 
A g h o s t w o u l d o f t e n h e l p u s if h e c o u l d , 
B u t b e i n g a g h o s t h e c a n ' t . I m a y c o n f u s e 
R e g r e t w i t h w i s d o m , b u t i n g o i n g s o f a r 
A s n o t i m p o s s i b l y t o b e a n n o y i n g , 
M y w i s h is t h a t y o u s ee t h e p a r t y o u a r e 
O f n a t u r e . W h e n y o u f ind a n o m a l i e s h e r e 
A m o n g y o u r flowers a n d a r e s u r p r i s e d a t t h e m , 
C o n s i d e r y o u r s e l f a n d b e s u r p r i s e d a g a i n ; 
F o r t h e y a n d t h e i r p o t e n t i a l o d d i t i e s 
A r e all a p a r t o f n a t u r e . S o a r e y o u , 
T h o u g h y o u b e n o t a p a r t t h a t n a t u r e f a v o r s , 
A n d f a v o r i n g , c a r r i e s o n . Y o u a r e a m o n s t e r ; 
A m o s t a d o r a b l e a n d e s s e n t i a l m o n s t e r . " 

H e w a t c h e d h e r face a n d w a i t e d , b u t s h e g a v e h i m 
O n l y a baffled g l a n c e be fo re t h e r e fell 
So g r e a t a s i l ence t h e r e a m o n g t h e flowers 
T h a t e v e n t h e i r f r a g r a n c e h a d a l m o s t a s o u n d ; 
A n d s o m e t h a t h a d n o f r a g r a n c e m a y h a v e h a d , 
H e f anc ied , a n a c c u s i n g vo i ce of c o l o r 
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W h i c h he r pa le cheeks now answered wi th a n o t h e r ; 
W h e r e f o r e h e g a z e d a whi le a t t iger-li l ies 
H o l l y h o c k s , d a h l i a s , a s t e r s a n d h y d r a n g e a s — 
T h e gene ra l s of a n old a n o n y m o u s hos t 
T h a t h e k n e w o n l y by the i r shapes a n d faces. 
B e y o n d t h e m h e s aw t r e e s ; a n d b e y o n d t h e m 
A stil l b lue s u m m e r s k y where t he re were s t a r s 
I n h i d i n g , as t h e r e m i g h t somewhere be veiled 
E t e r n a l r e a s o n s w h y t h e t r i cks of t i m e 
W e r e p l a y e d l ike th i s . T w o insects on a leaf 
W o u l d fill a b o u t as m u c h of n a t u r e ' s eye , 
N o d o u b t , as w o u l d a w o m a n a n d a m a n 
A t o d d s w i t h h e r i t a g e . Y e t t h e r e t h e y s a t , 
A w o m a n a n d a m a n , b e y o n d the r a n g e 
Of all dece i t a n d all p h i l o s o p h y 
T o m a k e t h e m less or l a rge r t h a n t h e y were . 
T h e s u n m i g h t on ly be a s p a r k a m o n g 
S u p e r i o r s t a r s , b u t one could no t help t h a t . 

" I f a g r i m G o d t h a t w a t c h e s each of us 
I n t u r n , l ike a n o ld - fash ioned schoo lmas t e r , " 
Seneca s a id , sti l l gaz ing a t t h e b lue 
B e y o n d t h e t r e e s , " n o longer sat isf ies, 
O r t o r t u r e s o u r c r e d u l i t y wi th h a r p s 
O r fires, w h o k n o w s if t h e r e m a y n o t be laws 
H a r d e r for u s t o v a n q u i s h or e v a d e 
T h a n a n y t y r a n t s ? R a t h e r , we k n o w the re a r e ; 
O r y o u w o u l d n o t be s t u d y i n g but ter f l ies 
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W h i l e I ' m e n c o u r a g i n g E m p e d o c l e s 

I n r e t r o s p e c t . H e w a s a m o u n t a i n - c l i m b e r , 

Y o u m a y r e m e m b e r ; a n d w h i l e I t h i n k o f h i m , 

I t h i n k if o n l y t h e r e w e r e m o r e v o l c a n o e s , 

M o r e o f u s m i g h t b e c l i m b i n g t o t h e i r c r a t e r s 

T o find o u t w h a t h e f o u n d . Y o u a r e su f f i c i en t , 

Y o u a n d y o u r c u m u l a t i v e s i l e n c e s 

T o d a y , t o m a k e o f h i s a b y s m a l a s h e s 

T h e d u s t o f a l l o u r l o g i c a n d o u r f a i t h ; 

A n d s i n c e y o u c a n d o t h a t , y o u m u s t h a v e p o w e r 

T h a t y o u h a v e n e v e r m e a s u r e d . O r , i f y o u l ike , 

A p o w e r t o o l a r g e fo r a n y m e a s u r e m e n t 

H a s d o n e i t fo r y o u , m a d e y o u a s y o u a r e , 

A n d l e d m e fo r t h e l a s t t i m e , p o s s i b l y , 

T o b o w b e f o r e a p h a n t o m i n y o u r g a r d e n . " 

H e s m i l e d — u n t i l h e s a w t e a r s i n h e r e y e s , 

A n d t h e n r e m a r k e d , " H e r e c o m e s a f r i e n d o f y o u r s . 

P y r r h u s , y o u c a l l h i m . P y r r h u s b e c a u s e h e p u r r s . " 


" I f o u n d h i m r e a d i n g H a m l e t , " A v e n e l s a i d ; 

" B y w h i c h I m e a n t h a t I w a s r e a d i n g H a r r i e t . 

B u t h e ' s a n o l d c a t n o w . A n d I ' m a n o t h e r — 

I f y o u m e a n w h a t y o u s a y , o r s e e m t o s a y . 

I f n o t , w h a t i n t h e w o r l d ' s n a m e d o y o u m e a n ? " 


H e m e t t h e f u t i l e q u e s t i o n w i t h a q u e s t i o n 

A l m o s t a s fu t i l e a n d a l m o s t a s o l d : 

" W h y h a v e I b e e n s o l o n g l e a r n i n g t o r e a d , 
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Or lea rn ing to l>e willing to believe 

T h a t I was l ea rn ing? All t h a t I had to do 

W a s to r e m e m b e r t h a t y o u r b r o t h e r once 

W a s he re , a n d is here st i l l . W h y h a v e I wa i ted— 

W h y h a v e you m a d e m e w a i t — s o long to s a y s o ? " 

A l though he sa id it k ind ly , a n d foresaw 

T h a t in his k indness would be pa in , he said i t  ­

More to the b lue beyond the t rees , perhaps, 

Or to t he s t a r s t h a t m o v e d invis ibly 

T o laws i m p l a c a b l e a n d invio lab le , 

T h a n to t he s t r i cken ea r s of Avene l , 

W h o looked a t h im as if to speak . H e wa i t ed , 

Un t i l it seemed t h a t all t h e leaves a n d flowers, 

T h e but te r f l ies a n d the ca t , were wa i t ing also. 


" A m I t he on ly w o m a n al ive, " she a sked , 

" W h o has a b r o t h e r she m a y no t forget? 

If you are he re to be m y s t e r i o u s , 

I n g e n u o u s n e s s l ike m i n e m a y d i s a p p o i n t you. 

A n d the re a re w o m e n s o m e w h e r e , certainly, 

Riper for m y s t e r i e s t h a n I am yet . 

You see m e l iv ing a lways in one p lace , 

A n d all a lone . " 


" N o , you are no t a lone , " 
Seneca s a i d : " I wish to G o d you were ! 
A n d I wish m o r e t h a t you h a d been so a l w a y s , 
T h a t you m i g h t be so now. Y o u r b r o t h e r is here , 
A n d ye t he h a s n o t been here for ten yea r s . 
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T h o u g h y o u ' v e a ski l l t o c r o w d y o u r p a r a d i g m s 

I n t o a c a g e l i k e t h a t , a n d k e e p t h e m t h e r e , 

Y o u m a y n o t y e t b e a s k i n g q u i t e s o m u c h 

O f o t h e r s , for w h o m t h e p r e s e n t is n o t t h e p a s t . 

W e a r e n o t all m a g i c i a n s ; a n d T i m e h i m s e l f 

W h o is a l r e a d y b e c k o n i n g m e a w a y , 

W o u l d s u r e l y h a v e b e e n c u t w i t h h i s o w n s c y t h e , 

A n d l o n g a g o , if h e h a d f o l l o w e d y o u 

I n all y o u r c a p r i o l e s a n d d i v a g a t i o n s . 

Y o u h a v e d e c e i v e d t h e p r e s e n t s o d e m u r e l y 

T h a t o n l y few h a v e b e e n a w a r e o f i t , 

A n d y o u t h e l e a s t o f a l l . Y o u d o n o t k n o w 

H o w m u c h i t w a s o f y o u t h a t w a s n o t y o u 

T h a t m a d e m e w a i t . A n d w h y I w a s s o l o n g 

I n s e e i n g t h a t i t w a s n e v e r t o b e y o u , 

I s n o t for y o u t o te l l m e — f o r I k n o w . 

I w a s so l o n g i n s e e i n g i t w a s n o t y o u , 

B e c a u s e I w o u l d n o t s e e . I w o n d e r , n o w , 

I f I s h o u l d t a k e y o u u p a n d c a r r y y o u off, 

L i k e a n a d d r e s s a b l e o r a n g - o u t a n g , 

Y o u m i g h t f o r g e t t h e g r a v e w h e r e h a l f o f y o u 

I s b u r i e d a l i v e , a n d w h e r e t h e r e s t o f y o u , 

W h a t e v e r y o u m a y b e l i e v e i t m a y b e d o i n g , 

I s p a r l o u s l y e m p l o y e d . " A s if t o s a v e 

H i s m i s t r e s s t h e c o n v e n t i o n o f a n a n s w e r , 

T h e c a t j u m p e d u p i n t o h e r l a p a n d p u r r e d , 

F o l d e d h i s p a w s , a n d l o o k e d a t S e n e c a 

S u s p i c i o u s l y . " I m i g h t a l m o s t h a v e d o n e i t , " 
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Edwin Arlington Robinson 

H e sa id , " i f ins igh t a n d exper ience 

H a d n o t a s su red m e i t wou ld d o no good . 

D o n ' t be afra id . I h a v e t r i ed e v e r y t h i n g , 

O n l y t o be a s su red i t was n o t you 

T h a t m a d e m e fail. I f y o u were he re a lone , 

Y o u wou ld n o t see t he l a s t of m e so soon ; 

A n d e v e n w i t h y o u a n d t h e invis ible 

T o g e t h e r , m a y b e I m i g h t h a v e seized you then 

J u s t h a r d e n o u g h to l eave you b lack a n d b l u e — 

N o t t h a t you w o u l d h a v e ca red one w a y or o t h e r , 

W i t h h im forever n e a r y o u , a n d if u n s e e n , 

A l w a y s a refuge . N o , I shou ld n o t h a v e h u r t y o u . 

I t wou ld h a v e d o n e n o g o o d — y e t m i g h t p e r h a p s 

H a v e m a d e m e likelier t o be go ing a w a y 

At t he r i g h t t i m e . A n y h o w , d a m n t h e ca t . " 


Seneca looked a t Avene l till she smi led , 

A n d so let loose a t e a r t h a t she h a d he ld 

In each of he r g r a y eyes . " I a m too o ld , " 

She sa id , " a n d t o o incor r ig ib ly a lone , 

F o r you to l a u g h a t m e . Y o u h a v e been s a y i n g 

M o r e n o n s e n s e in a n h o u r t h a n I h a v e h e a r d 

Before in fo r ty y e a r s . W h y d o you d o i t? 

W h y d o y o u t a l k l ike th i s of going a w a y ? 

W h e r e wou ld you be , a n d w h a t would you be do ing? 

You w o u l d be l ike a ca t in a s t r a n g e h o u s e — 

Like P y r r h u s he r e in y o u r s . I h a v e n o t had 

M y y e a r s for n o t h i n g ; a n d you a re n o t so y o u n g 
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As to be q u i t e so s u r e t h a t I'm a ch i ld . 

W e a r e t o o old t o be r i d i cu lous , 

A n d w e ' v e b e e n fr iends t o o long . " 


" W  e h a v e been friends 
T o o long , " h e s a id , " t o be f r iends a n y longer . 
A n d t h e r e y o u h a v e t h e b u r d e n of a s o n g 
T h a t I c a m e h e r e t o s ing th i s a f t e rnoon . 
W h e n I s a id f r iends y o u m i g h t h a v e h a l t e d m e , 
F o r I m e a n t n e i g h b o r s . " 

" I k n o w w h a t you m e a n t , " 
A v e n e l a n s w e r e d , g a z i n g a t t h e s k y , 
A n d t h e n a t S e n e c a . " T h e g r e a t q u e s t i o n is, 
W h a t m a d e y o u s a y i t ? Y o u m e n t i o n powers a n d laws, 
As if you u n d e r s t o o d t h e m . A m I s t r a n g e r 
T h a n power s a n d l aws t h a t m a k e m e as I a m ? " 

" G o d k n o w s y o u a r e n o s t r a n g e r t h a n you a re , 

F o r wh ich I p r a i s e H i m , " Seneca sa id , d e v o u t l y . 

"  I see n o n e e d of p r a y e r t o b r i n g t o p a s s 

F o r m e m o r e p rod ig ies or m o r e difficulties. 

I c r y for t h e m n o longer w h e n I k n o w 

T h a t you a r e m a r r i e d t o y o u r b r o t h e r ' s g h o s t . 

E v e n as you were m a r r i e d t o y o u r b r o t h e r — 

N e v e r c o n t e n d i n g o r s u s p e c t i n g i t , 

Y e t m a r r i e d all t h e s a m e . Y o u a r e a lone , 

B u t o n l y in so far as t o m y eyes 

T h e s igh t of y o u r be loved is u n s e e n . 

W h y shou ld I c o m e b e t w e e n you a n d y o u r g h o s t , 
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W h o s e h a n d is a l w a y s chil ly on m y shou lde r , 

D r a w i n g m e b a c k w h e n e v e r I go fo rward? 

I shou ld h a v e b e e n a c c l a i m e d s t r o n g e r t h a n he 

Before h e d i e d , b u t h e c a n t w i s t m e n o w , 

And I res ign m y d r e a m to his d o m i n i o n . 

A n d if b y c h a n c e of a n u n c e r t a i n u r g e 

Of wear iness or p i t y y o u m i g h t essay 

T h e s t r a n g l i n g s of a twofold l o y a l t y , 

T h e d e p t h a n d l e n g t h a n d w i d t h of m y e s t a t e , 

M e a s u r e d m a g n a n i m o u s l y , wou ld be b u t t h a t 

Of ha l f a g r a v e . I ' d bes t be r a t i o n a l , 

I ' m s a y i n g the re fo re t o m y s e l f t o d a y , 

A n d l eave y o u q u i e t . I c a n o r ig ina t e 

N o r eason l a rge r t h a n a l eucocy t e 

W h y you s h o u l d n o t , s ince t h e r e a re t w o of you , 

Be t r a n q u i l he r e t o g e t h e r till t h e e n d . " 


" Y o u wou ld n o t tel l m e t h i s if i t were t r u e , 

A n d I , if i t w e r e t r u e , s h o u l d n o t bel ieve i t , " 

Said A v e n e l , s t r o k i n g s lowly w i t h cold h a n d s 

T h e c a t ' s w a r m c o a t . " B u t I m i g h t still be vexed— 

Yes , e v e n w i t h y o u ; a n d t h a t would be a p i t y . 

I t m a y b e well for y o u to go a w a y — 

Or for a w h i l e — p e r h a p s . I h a v e n o t h e a r d 

Such a n u n p l e a s a n t n o n s e n s e a n y w h e r e 

As th is of y o u r s . I l ike y o u , Seneca , 

Bu t n o t w h e n y o u b r ing T i m e a n d D e s t i n y , 

As now you d o , for c o m p a n y . W h e n you come 
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S o m e o t h e r d a y , l e a v e y o u r t w o f r i e n d s o u t s i d e . 

W e h a v e g o n e wel l w i t h o u t t h e m for s o l o n g 

T h a t we sha l l h a r d l y b e t r a g e d i a n s n o w , 

N o t e v e n if w e m a y t r y ; a n d w e h a v e b e e n 

T o o l o n g f a m i l i a r w i t h o u r d i f fe rences 

T o q u a r r e l — o r t o c h a n g e . " 


A v e n e l s m i l e d 
A t S e n e c a w i t h g r a y e y e s w h e r e i n w e r e d r o w n e d 
I n q u i s i t i v e i n j u r i e s , a n d t h e g r a y c a t y a w n e d 
A t h i m as h e d e p a r t e d w i t h a s igh 
T h a t a n s w e r e d n o t h i n g . H e w e n t s lowly h o m e , 
I m a g i n i n g , as a fond i m p r o v i s a t i o n , 
T h a t w a v e s h u g e r t h a n A n d e s o r S i e r r a s 
W o u l d s o o n be o v e r w h e l m i n g , a s be fo re , 
A s h i p t h a t w o u l d be s u n k for t h e l a s t t i m e 
W i t h all o n b o a r d , a n d far f rom T i l b u r y T o w n . 

Edwin Arlington Robinson 
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NOVELETTE 

D I A G O N A L S 

N o w th i s is t h e s t r a n g e s t t h i n g since t he world began 
Y o u tell m e t h a t you are a bad and a v iolent m a n ; 

B u t I see o n l y 
A chi ld , l i t t l e a n d lonely, 

C r y i n g wi th fr ight in a deso la te place a p a r t . 

W h i l e I a m k n o w n as c h a s t e a n d r easonab ly good ; 
B u t y o u a re b l ind t o m y v i r t u o u s w o m a n h o o d : 

S o m e h o w you see, 
D r a g g e d o u t of the d e p t h s of me , 

T h e w a n t o n t h a t eve ry w o m e n hides in her hea r t . 

IGNIS FATUUS 

" Y o u r fires a re false, t h e y tell m e . So?— 
I k n e w i t long a n d long ago. 

" B u t I choose false ones for m y p l a y — 
T h e y a r e t h e safer a n y d a y . 

" A n d if I b u r n m y h a n d s a b i t , 
W h y , w h o will eve r k n o w of i t ? " 

All th i s I sa id w h e n I was p r o u d — 
U n d e r m y b r e a t h , a l m o s t a loud . 



Aline Kilmer 

All t h a t I h a d of s o n g — 
I t was w e a k a n d low, I fear— 

Was s u n g to ease t h e ache of y o u r o w n sor row. 
B u t you wou ld n o t h e a r . 

All t h a t I h a d of t e a r s — 
A n d m y t e a r s were w a r m a n d b les t— 

Were shed to m a k e y o u r a g o n y less lonely , 
U p o n y o u r b r e a s t . 

All t h a t I a s k e d to s h a r e 
W a s the p a i n t h a t y o u wou ld no t show. 

N o w I h a v e g iven y o u all t h a t I h a d t o give you, 
Will you le t m e go? 

E S C A P E 

indifference m a y s n a r e m e , b u t on ly d e v o t i o n can hold m e . 
Where is t h e n e t y o u s p r e a d in h o p e t h a t i ts meshes m i g h t 

fold m e ? 
Like a s h a d o w I s l ipped t h r o u g h a w e b too s l ight to b ind 

m e : 
Now, free a n d wise , I cas t t h e l a s t frail t h r e a d s on the 

wind b e h i n d m e . 
Aline Kilmer 

[ 1 7 ] 



P O E T R Y : A Magazine of Verse 

T W O P O E M S 

O P E N H A N D S 

A n s w e r , n o w y o u w a t c h t h e full s t a l k s of i r o n w e e d break 
A n d c a r r y t h e i r r e d s e e d a m o n g t h e l e a v e s ; a n d spray-
B e a t s t h e m f rom t h e w i n d . 

"  I w i s h t h a t s o w i n g i r o n w e e d seed, 
W i t h c h i l d r e n b r i n g i n g m e full s t a l k s , r u n n i n g to the 

o r c h a r d 
T o s t r i p s e e d for m e , t o o k m y t i m e n o w . T h e i r w e t h a n d s ! 
T h i s g r a s s , w h i t e - h e a d e d b e c a u s e t h e s e e d ' s th reshed , 

r a k e d 
T h e s a n d r i s i ng w h e n I i m a g i n e d l o v e , w h e n I w a s 
T o o p r o u d for c h i l d r e n . G o d o w n a g a i n — t h e y a r e g r o w n — 
Y o u s a n d m o v i n g , y o u s h a r p d u n i n g s a n d , s ing a g a i n s t 
T h e d e a d g r a s s - b l a d e s , a n d fall h e r e a n d c o v e r m e . Fill 

m y h a n d s . 
D r y m e o u t l i ke d e a d b i r d - q u i l l s , m i l k m y s t r e n g t h still. 

I k n o w 
T h a t s p i r i t is c o m e t o a n e n d . T h e r e is n o p a i n . " 

Y o u t a l k t o t h e s a n d : a n d l e t m e g o , l e t m e go . 
W h e n t h e w i n d ro se I t h o u g h t t h a t s p i r i t k n e w of t h e sand 
A n d d e s i r e d vo ice a n d h a n d s ; a n d t h a t I k n e w tha t 

s t r e n g t h . 
B u t y o u r w o r d s h o l d m e t o o c lose t o m y o w n grief, 
A n d m a k e m e r e m e m b e r w h a t I d e s i r e d , a n d k n o w . 
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H. L. Davis 

D O G - F E N N E L 

T o d a y b u r n t r e e - p r u n i n g s . Dead b ranches are cut and 
pi led 

A n d the s o f t - s t e m m e d grass broken and raked to kindle 
t h e m . 

R a i n b e a t s a l i t t l e l ight d u s t u p from the sand . 
T h i s is t h e t i m e w h e n b i rds come to pick the grass-seed 
E x p o s e d , w h i t e on t h e g r o u n d swee tened with dead roots 
G r o w n s ince y o u m a r k e d the scoured furrows wi th your 

n a m e . 
You m a d e p r i n t s of y o u r b reas t s here when you were la te ly 

g r o w n , 
B u t t h e y a r e b e a t e n o u t ; a n d all t he dog-fennel 
Is b u r n e d , t h a t s t u n g y o u r eyes wi th i ts whi te b i t t e r d u s t . 
O d e a d s i s t e r , y o u r p r ide keeps seasons like t he b i rds . 

H. L. Davis 

T H E S E E K E R 

Y o u r life s e e m e d consec ra t ed t o a v o w — 

T o seek for t r u t h , even t h o u g h the seeking led 


T h r o u g h s o l i t a r y frozen w a y s . A n d now 

Y o u ' v e found i t — y e t t h e y s p e a k of you as d e a d . 


Antoinette De Coursey Patterson 
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T H E L I N E F E N C E 

I t w a s b o o t s a n d s p u r s a n d h a t a n d g u n 
I n a ho l e b y a wi l low t r e e ; 

A n d t h a t is h o w w e p l a n t e d h i m 
W h e r e t h e l i ne fence o u g h t t o b e . 

Bil l left h is g u n w i t h t h e t o w n m a r s h a l , 
A n ' I a t t h e l i v e r y ; 

A n ' I o n l y h a d t w o j o l t s of g in 
A n ' a l i t t l e r y e in m e 

W h e n u p c o m e s t h i s H y a n n i s H a l , 
A n ' h e w o u l d n ' t d r i n k w i t h m e . 

H e s n o r t e d s o m e a n ' c a v o r t e d s o m e , 
H e s l o b b e r e d , a n ' w a g g e d h i s c h i n ; 

A n ' h e s w o r e t h a t h e w o u l d w a d e in t h e g o r e 
O f u s a n ' all o u r k i n ! 

" R o l l u p y o u r p a n t s , H y a n n i s , 
A n ' c o m e a - s t e p p i n ' i n ! " 

I g o t m y g u n f rom t h e l i v e r y , 
A n ' Bil l a t t h e t o w n m a r s h a l , 

A n ' we w a s j o g g i n ' p l e a s a n t l y 
A l o n g t h e W o l f C r e e k t r a i l ; 

A n ' a t W a r b o n n e t S p r i n g s r i d e s o u t 
T h i s s a m e H y a n n i s H a l . 

S a y s I , " Y o u m i s s e d t h e s e c t i o n l i n e ; 
S h e ' s on m y l a n d five r o d ! " 
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Edwin Ford Piper 

" I p u t he r t h e r e , a n ' t he re she s t a y s , 
I f I go t to w a d e in b lood! 

" I ' l l w a d e in blood to m y bel t ge ts red , 
I ' ll w a d e in b lood to m y c h i n ! " 

I a n s w e r e d b a c k like a feller does 
O n a coup le of jo l t s of g in . 

I t s e e m e d like t h e r e was too m u c h t a l k ; 
So t h e d o i n ' s , t h e y begin . 

I t was b o o t s a n d spur s a n d h a t a n d gun 
I n a hole b y a willow t r e e ; 

A n d t h a t was how we p l a n t e d him 
W h e r e t he l ine fence o u g h t to be. 

Edwin Ford Piper 

C A R E 

C a r e n o w lies 
W h e r e C a r e was no t , 

S h o v e d in t he corner 

B u t n o t fo rgo t— 

C a r e , in t he corner . 


I wou ld call L a u g h t e r 

O u t of t he t r ee s ; 


B u t L a u g h t e r h a s b i rd -eyes , 
A n d L a u g h t e r sees 
C a r e , in t he corner . 

Janet Norris Bangs 
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O C T O B E R 

The sob that comes after the weeping is over, 
The smile after laughter, 
Faith when youth's gone and death beckons: 
The sum of life, plus a dream. 

G E N D E R 

I d o n ' t k n o w w h e t h e r O c t o b e r ' s a m a n o r a w o m a n . 

W h e n I s a y She, H e l o o k s a t m e w i t h s u c h m a s c u l i n e eyes 

A n d w h e n I s a y He, 

S h e s h a k e s h e r r e d h e a d a t m e . 

S o I t h i n k m a y b e 

O c t o b e r ' s a c h i l d — o r a g o d . 


F O O L I S H B I R D 

F o o l i s h b i r d , 
D o y o u t h i n k , b e c a u s e t h e r a i n ' s o v e r 
A n d t h e s u n ' s in y o u r e y e s , 
S u m m e r ' s h e r e a g a i n ? 
D o n ' t y o u k n o w i t ' s O c t o b e r ? — 

F o o l i s h b i r d t h a t s i n g s in m y h e a r t . 

G R A Y R I V E R 

G r a y r i v e r , 
D o y o u c a r e t h a t t h e w i n d ' s k i s s e s a r e c o l d n o w ? 
T h a t t h e y a r e p u t t i n g a w a y t h e l i t t l e s u m m e r b o a t s ? 
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T h e n I p l u n g e d b o l d l y in a n d p l a y e d : 
B y m y o w n fires I a m b e t r a y e d . 

W E E K - E N D 

"  I a m g l ad I h a v e c o m e . " 

L e t m e s t a y , l e t m e s t a y — 

I w o u l d n o t g o h o m e . 

L e t m e r e s t in y o u r k i n d n e s s , 

Y o u r b lessed b l i n d n e s s , 

F o r a n i g h t a n d a d a y . 

Y o u r s w e e t i n c u r i o u s e y e s 

W o u l d w i d e n in s h a r p s u r p r i s e 

I f y o u k n e w h o w u n d e r m y b r e a t h 

I p r a y , " L e t m e s leep t o d e a t h — 

O G o d , le t m e n e v e r go h o m e ! " 

B u t I s p e a k t h r o u g h t h e f r a g r a n t g l o o m 

O f y o u r h u s h e d a n d d e c o r o u s r o o m : 

" Y e s , I a m g l a d I h a v e c o m e . " 


R E L E A S E 

All t h a t I h a d of w i n g s — 
A n d t h e y w e r e n o t l a rge n o r b r i g h t — 

I b r o k e a g a i n s t t h e h a r s h n e s s of y o u r g r i e v i n g , 
N i g h t a f te r n i g h t . 
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Jewell Bothwell Tul l 

S U M 

J u s t when t h e yea r learn:. 
W h a t life is all a b o u t , 

J u s t when she lea rns i t ' s no t y o u t h 
N o r s u m m e r ' s h o t kisses 

N o r even m a t e r n i t y , 
J u s t w h e n she k n o w s 

W h a t i t ' s all for— 
W i n t e r a n d sp r ing a n d s u m m e r , 
T h e sum of i t — O c t o b e r ! 

N e x t m o n t h you ' l l be so g r a y a n d t i r ed , 

A n d t h e n so still a n d w h i t e . 

O c t o b e r ! 


GOD-LIKE 

H a v i n g g iven you all a n d go t n o t h i n g , 

H a v i n g bu i l t he r e a fire for you , 

A fire t h a t b u r n e d red a n d blue 

A n d w h i t e n o w , 

H a v i n g g iven you all a n d go t n o t h i n g — 

W h y s h o u l d I ca re? 

I a m m o r e l ike G o d n o w . 


Jewell Bothwell Tull 
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O N T H E E D G E 

G O N E U N D E R 

R o b h a d a m b i t i o n , c a m e t o A f r i c a 

T o l i ve t h e s t r e n u o u s life a n d m a k e a f o r t u n e . 

H e h a d e n e r g y , h i s m o t h e r ' s m o n e y , a n d a b o y ' s h i g h hope . 

H e m e t a p l a n t e r — t o b a c c o w a s t h e t h i n g ! — 

W a s offered s h a r e s . 

H e p u t i n al l h e h a d ; 

H e w o r k e d — G o d , h e s w e a t b l o o d 

R o u n d i n g u p n i g g e r s in t h e b r o i l i n g s u n , 

P l a n t i n g , d i g g i n g , t r y i n g h a r d for s a l e s ! 

C i g a r s w e r e n o t t w o p o u n d s t h e t h o u s a n d l o t . 

H i s p a r t n e r u s e d t o loll in a l o n g c h a i r 

G r o g g y w i t h w h i s k e y , k i s s i n g h i s b l a c k g i r l . 

R o b c l e a r e d o u t f ina l ly , p i c k e d c l e a n . 

H e t r i e d for j o b s , h a d feve r , l o s t h i s n e r v e . . . . 

B u b u n d e n u r s e d h i m — c y n i c a l o l d chief . 

R o b t o o k h i s gir l t o wife t o g e t h e r c o w s , 

A n d g r o w s h i s m a n i o c o n h e r f e r t i l e l a n d , 

A n d s m o k e s h i s p i p e a n d d r i n k s b a n a n a b e e r . 

S o m e t i m e s we c h a t of e v e n i n g s — 

B u t b y d a y h e k e e p s a w a y . 


T H E W H I T E F A T H E R 

M e n n e v e r k n o w w h a t ' s w r i t t e n in t h e i r s t a r s . 
P a u l w a s a c a d e t o f a n o ld F r e n c h l i n e ; 
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Cecil John 

A lad , he w a s d e v o u t , on fire t o se rve , 

B e c a m e père blanc, wore robes , a n d grew a soft b rown 

b e a r d . 

T h r e e t i m e s in Afr ica he l ea rned new tongues 

T o b r i n g t h e b l acks to C h r i s t ; 

H e b a p t i z e d g r e a s y b a b e s , confi rmed ha l f -naked u rch ins , 

W e d s a v a g e s in sk ins a n d b e a d s 

A n d h e a r d t h i ck - l i pped c o n f e s s i o n s . . . . 

H e h e a r d o n e t o o m a n y — 

A slim y o u n g j a d e in sca r le t cal ico, 

B a r e - s h o u l d e r e d , s a u c y - e y e d , 

C a m e wh i spe r ing . 

L a t e r h e in his t u r n confessed the w r o n g h e ' d d o n e , 


T h e c o m i n g t r o u b l e . O n e chi ld m o r e or less 


T o n a t i v e w e n c h e s wou ld n o t s h a k e the wor ld ; 


B u t his s u p e r i o r was v i r t u o u s — 


P a u l was u n f r o c k e d , n o longer a père blanc. 


H e m a r r i e d t h a t b l a c k g i r l ; 


H e b r o u g h t the i r b l a c k b r a t to t h e H o l y F o u n t , 


B y his smal l h u t — h e t r i ed t o keep it c lean ; 


H e g r ew g o o d v e g e t a b l e s t o sell t o t he few E u r o p e a n s of 


t h e p o s t . 

A t l a s t h e s h o t himself . 

N o t in t h e c o n s e c r a t e d g r o u n d 


Could h e find b u r i a l , 


B u t on a lone ly h i l l s ide , w e i g h t e d d o w n 


W i t h s t o n e s t o k e e p t h e b e a s t s a w a y . 
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T H  E T O S S 

I t ' s a m i l l i o n m i l e s f r o m H e r e t o T h e r e , 

A n d n o t a s o u l w h o ' s h e r e t o c a r e 


W h e t h e r I s i t b y m y l o n e l y fire 

A n d s m o k e t i l l t h e l a s t g r e y a s h e s e x p i r e , 


O r w h e t h e r I g o d o w n t h e n a r r o w w a y 

T h e g o a t s s p r i n g u p a t b r e a k o f d a y — 


P a s t t h e h u t s w h e r e t h e t h a t c h e d r o o f s g l e a m 

S i l v e r - d o m e d in t h e m o o n l i g h t ' s b e a m , 


P a s t t h e s h a m b a s w h e r e s h a d o w s d e e p 

B e n e a t h t h e b r o a d b a n a n a - l e a v e s s l e e p — 


O n t o a h u t in t h e t h o r n - t r e e g l a d e , 

W h e r e a b r o w n - s k i n n e d , a n k l e t e d , s l i m y o u n g j a d e 


S u l k y a n d s u p p l e , is w a i t i n g for m e 

W e l l , sha l l I g o ? . . . T o s s a c o i n a n d s e e ! 


Cecil J o h n 
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O L D C O U R T E S A N ' S L A M E N T 

Faces , faces, faces— 

W h y d o ye t u r n a w a y ? 


Y o u n g a n d old , 

W h y will ye no t gaze i n t o m y face? 


C o m e , I a m t h i r s t y — 

Give m e t h e chal ice of y o u r faces. 


H o w can I forget 

L i m b s helpless wi th lus t? 


H o w can t i m e t a k e from m e 

T h e w o u n d i n g s of c l a w - s h a r p h a n d s , 


A n d the p l e a d i n g ange r of eyes 

T h a t b u r n w i t h h a t e of love? 


1 a m w i t h e r i n g w i t h h u n g e r , 

I w h o fed y o u r famished sex! 


Br ing m e t h e b a r e p i t t a n c e of y o u r p l easu re , 

Y o u n g a n d o ld—faces , faces, faces! 


Dhan Gopal Mukerji 
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W O R L D S 

I h a v e k n o w n o r seen all t h e w o r l d s of t h i s w o r l d , 

A n d s o m e of t h e w o r l d s of t h e w o r l d t o c o m e ; 

A n d I s a y t o y o u t h a t e v e r y w o r l d l ives t o i tself, 

A n d is k n o w n to i t se l f a l o n e , 

T h o u g h i t m o v e s a m o n g t h e o t h e r w o r l d s of t h i s wor ld . 


I w a s in a h o s p i t a l a n d g i v e n u p t o d i e — 

T h a t is o n e of t h e w o r l d s . 

I h a d t u r n e d b l u e , 

A n d t h e y m o v e d m e t o t h e c h a r i t y w a r d of t h e d y i n g — 

A n d t h a t is o n e of t h e w o r l d s . 

T h e y h a d s c r e e n s a r o u n d u s , 

So t h a t we c o u l d n o t see e a c h o t h e r d i e ; 

B u t t h e y h a d n o w a y t o s h u t o u t f rom e a c h of u s 

T h e c r i es , a n d p r a y e r s of t h e o t h e r s . 

N e x t m e w a s a l i t t l e w o m a n t h e y ca l l ed b u t t e r - b a l l — 

S h e w a s ye l l ow f rom c a n c e r 

A n d h a d b e e n c u t t o d e a t h b y t h e s u r g e o n s . 

S h e c r ied all n i g h t , s h e d i e d a t d a w n , 

J u s t as I b e g a n t o m e n d . 


T h e r e is t h e w o r l d of t h e i n t e r n e s m a k i n g love t o t h e 

n u r s e s . 

A n d t h e w o r l d of t h e s u r g e o n s h u r r y i n g t o d i n n e r s 
A n d t h e a p p l a u s e of l e a r n e d soc ie t i e s . 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h e i r c h i l d r e n a t s c h o o l , o r in p l a y , 
I g n o r a n t of w h a t i t m e a n s t o b e l e a r n e d a n d n o t a b l e , 
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Edgar Lee Masters 

A n d to be t h e ch i ld ren of such m e n . 

T h e r e is t h e wor ld of t h e po l i ceman w h o walks by 

T h e hosp i t a l a t n i g h t . 

And the wor ld of t h e t ax i -d r ive r s , 

W h o neve r see t h e hosp i t a l as t h e y ru sh pas t . 

The re is t h e wor ld of t h e m a n a n d t h e w o m a n in t he taxi 

Kissing each o t h e r in a n t i c i p a t i o n of t h e place of ass igna 


t i on . 
T h e r e is t h e wor ld of t h e t r a i n c rew 
W h o m a k e u p t h e l i m i t e d b a c k of t he h o s p i t a l ; 
And the wor ld of t r a v e l e r s , h a p p y or anx ious , 
Going or c o m i n g . 
A n d th is d a y t h e r e w a s for myse l f 
Th i s wor ld of g e t t i n g wel l , 
W i t h i ts m e a n i n g a n d i ts h a p p i n e s s 
Unguessed b y t h e wor ld of t h e well . 
And m y eyes were o p e n e d to t he wor lds 
By suffering, a n d c o m i n g from t h a t world 
Of t he c h a r i t y w a r d of t h e d y i n g . 
And I s aw t h a t t h e r e is t h e world of a m e r c h a n t ; 
And the wor ld of a j u d g e ; 
And the wor ld of a leg is la tor , or a p r e s i d e n t ; 
And the wor ld of a r i ch m a n , 
And the wor ld of a p o o r m a n ; 
And the wor ld of a de fea t ed m a n , 
And the wor ld of a v i c to r ious m a n ; 
And the wor ld of a r u l i ng n a t i o n , 
And the world of a peop le w h o a re r u l e d ; 
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A n d t h e w o r l d of a s e r v a n t , a l a b o r e r ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d o f a m a s t e r , a n d a u s e r ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d o f p a s s i o n ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d o f l o v e ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of e n v y ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of h a t e ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of s t r i f e ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of c o n v i c t s , 
A n d t h o s e c o n d e m n e d t o d e a t h . 
A n d t h e w o r l d of w a r a n d w a r r i o r s ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h e y o u n g , 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h e o l d ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of d e s i r e u n c e a s i n g , 
A n d t h e w o r l d of d e s i r e t h a t is d e a d ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h o s e w h o see G o d , 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h o s e w h o see H i m n o t ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h e f a i t h f u l , t h e h o p e f u l ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of d o u b t e r s , a n d t h e h o p e l e s s . 
A n d t h e w o r l d o f t h o s e w h o h a v e l o n e l i n e s s f o r e v e r ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h o s e w h o e a s e l o n e l i n e s s 
W i t h fut i le a c t i v i t y ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h o s e w h o s e e k t r u t h , and f ind i t n o t ; 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h o s e w h o n e v e r g i v e u p 
I n t h e s e a r c h for b e a u t y . 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h o s e t o w h o m t h e w o r l d is h a r m o n i o u s 

s o u n d . 
A n d t h e w o r l d of t h o s e t o w h o m t h e w o r l d is a t o m s or 

s t a r s . 
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A n d the wor ld of those to w h o m the world is a m a c h i n e ; 

A n d the wor ld of those t o w h o m t h e wor ld is life. 

A n d the wor ld of t hose t o w h o m t h e world is an infinite 


m a s s 
T o be c a r v e d as t he will wil ls; 
And the wor ld of t hose t o w h o m the wor ld is chaos ; 
And the wor ld of t hose t o w h o m t h e world is m e m o r y ; 
A n d the wor ld of t hose t o w h o m the wor ld is r eg re t ; 
And the wor ld of t hose e n t a n g l e d in sub t l e ho r ro r s , 
And e a t e n m i n u t e b y m i n u t e b y t h o u g h t s t h a t die n o t ; 
And the wor ld of t hose w h o front a n d touch 
T h e m y s t e r y of c losing a n d suffocat ing hor izons 
And the be l eague r ing In f in i t e 
W i t h b rows of sen t ine l a n d a r m e d t h o u g h t , 
S t and ing a t t h e h e i g h t s a n d t h e T h e r m o p o l a e of life, 
E v e n to t h e h o u r of su rp r i s e from t h e p la ins 
By D e a t h , t h e P e r s i a n . 
And I s aw t h a t e v e r y soul is a wor ld to itself, 
M a k i n g i ts o w n m u r m u r o u s m u s i c n i g h t a n d d a y , 
And h a v i n g i t s r ea les t wor ld in itself, 
And k n o w i n g n o n e of t h e o t h e r wor lds . 

And w h a t wor ld s b e y o n d o u r wor ld 

Know ou r wor ld of wor lds? 

All worlds of th i s wor ld , a n d all wor lds , 

M a y be b u t t h e wor ld of t h e m i n d of G o d , 

Of which H e is n o t consc ious Himself , 

Unless H e chooses t o t h i n k of t h e m . 


Edgar Lee Masters 
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C O M M E N T 

T E N Y E A R S O L D 

ME A S U R E D b y t h e s t a r s , t en y e a r s a r e b u t the 
t r i l l ion th of a tw ink le . M e a s u r e d b y e a r t h - a e o n s , 

t h e y a r e a t i n y f rac t ion of a h e a v e . M e a s u r e d b y h i s to r ic 
t i m e , t h e y a re a l i t t l e t e n t h of a c e n t u r y , o n e of a t h o u s a n d 
or m o r e br ief decades which h a v e u n r o l l e d a n o p e n scroll 
for m a n to wr i t e his r eco rd on in i nk o r b lood . M e a s u r e d 
b y h u m a n life, t h e y a re o n e - s e v e n t h of i t s a l l o t t e d s p a n , 
a f o u r t h or a fifth of i ts pe r iod of p o w e r . A s l ight affair, 
all t h i s — a m e r e w i n k of w a t c h f u l eyes t h a t s o m e w h e r e , 
s o m e h o w , look on a t t h e m y s t e r i o u s m a r c h of life. 

B u t m e a s u r e d b y e v e n t s of l i t e r a r y h i s t o r y , t e n y e a r s 
m a y be long e n o u g h to o u t l a s t t h e l a n g u a g e or t h e r a c e . 
I n t e n y e a r s t h e G r e e k d r a m a b e c a m e , in o u r l i m i t e d 
h u m a n sense of t h e w o r d , i m m o r t a l . I n t en y e a r s t he 
u r b a n e R o m a n inscr ibed his civi l ized message on t h e scroll . 
I n a t h i r d of t en y e a r s a v a g a b o n d Ga l i l ean to ld a few 
s tor ies a n d p r e a c h e d a n d d i ed . I n t en y e a r s — w a s i t 
m o r e or less?—a m e l a n c h o l y exile in I t a l y m a d e the affairs 
of h is n e i g h b o r s i m p o r t a n t forever . I n t e n y e a r s Hamlet 
a n d King Lear a n d Much Ado About Nothing were bo rn 
i n t o i m p e r i s h a b l e life. I n t e n y e a r s B y r o n , Shel ley a n d 
K e a t s , were s inging songs t o o beau t i fu l t o be fo rgo t t en . 
I n t e n y e a r s P o e u t t e r e d his l a s t lyr ic c r y , a n d W h i t m a n 
began to g a t h e r his Leaves. 



Ten Years Old 

A n d so of o u r t en y e a r s w h a t will be s a i d — t h e ten 
yea r s of t h e W o r l d W a r , of falling a n d r is ing n a t i o n s , of 
the R u s s i a n r e v o l u t i o n , of a t h o u s a n d new m o v e m e n t s 
a n d n e w hopes? I n t h e face of e v e n t s so t r e m e n d o u s , 
will t h e w o r l d " l i t t l e h e e d , nor long r e m e m b e r , w h a t we 
say h e r e " ; o r will i t a c c e p t ou r offering as a d e q u a t e , a n d 
r epea t o v e r a n d ove r , t h r o u g h the c rowded w a y s of the 
new t i m e , t h e songs which ou r poe t s h a v e s u n g to a 
chang ing age? 

W h o are t h e y , t he se p o e t s of t he decade which P O E T R Y 
has c o u n t e d off f rom m o n t h to m o n t h , w i th neve r a 
b reak , since O c t o b e r , 1912-—since E z r a P o u n d , w i th m u c h 
t u m u l t a n d s h o u t i n g , bur ied t h e d r y bones of t he p a s t 
a n d s o u n d e d t h e tocs in for a new era? I n singles a n d 
pai rs a n d c o h o r t s t h e y c a m e t r o o p i n g : Vachel L i n d s a y , 
R o b e r t F r o s t , C a r l S a n d b u r g a n d E d g a r Lee M a s t e r s ; 
Wal lace S t e v e n s , D . H . L a w r e n c e a n d T . S. E l i o t ; C o n r a d 
Aiken a n d R u p e r t B r o o k e ; S a r a T e a s d a l e a n d E d n a 
St . V i n c e n t M i l l a y ; t h e i m a g i s t s — H . D . and A m y Lowell , 
R i c h a r d A l d i n g t o n , J o h n G o u l d F l e t c h e r ; the i ron i s t s— 
Carlos W i l l i a m s , Alfred K r e y m b o r g , M a x w e l l Boden¬ 
heim, M a r i a n n e M o o r e . R o b i n s o n h a d begun over a 
decade before , Masef ie ld a n d W i t t e r B y n n e r a n d A r t h u r 
Ficke a few y e a r s . F o r d M a d o x H u e f f e r r e p e n t e d 
Victorian s ins a n d s w u n g n e w - m a d e in to t he process ion; 
Tagore t r a n s l a t e d himself ; W a l e y a n d o the r s t r a n s l a t e d 
the Ch inese ; a n d abor ig ina l s ingers were i n t e r p r e t e d by 
F r a n k G o r d o n , C o n s t a n c e S k i n n e r , M a r y Aus t in a n d the 
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o t h e r poe t s of t h e Rainbow Anthology. A n d , besides 
t hese , p o e t s of o t h e r n a t i o n s h a v e c o m e in b y t h e t r a n s ­
l a t o r ' s b y - p a t h — p o e t s f rom F r a n c e , f rom t h e Span ish 
c o u n t r i e s , from R u s s i a , f rom S c a n d i n a v i a . 

A t l eas t it is a l ong l ist a n d a v a r i e d o n e w h i c h we of the 
p a s t d e c a d e offer t o t h e s e r ene choice of t h e n e x t age. 
O n th i s t e n t h a n n i v e r s a r y i t w o u l d be idle for P O E T R Y 
to d e n y a ce r t a in p r ide in i t s s h a r e of t h e r eco rd , in its 
m e a s u r e of r e spons ib i l i t y for t h e g a t h e r i n g - t o g e t h e r of 
t he se p o e t s , in i t s offer of a n e x h i b i t i o n ga l l e ry a n d an 
a u d i e n c e . T h e ga l l e ry m a y h a v e been far f rom perfect 
a n d t h e ed i to r ia l j u r y far f rom wise ; b u t t h e aud i ence , 
t h o u g h smal le r t h a n i t s h o u l d be , h a s been choice and 
p e n e t r a t i n g l y c o s m o p o l i t a n — P O E T R Y h a s r e a d e r s all 
ove r t h e wor ld . 

W e m a y t a k e some p r i d e also in t h e s t i m u l a t i n g effect 
of t h e m a g a z i n e u p o n th i s far-f lung a u d i e n c e . " P O E T R Y 
h a s c h a n g e d m y p o i n t of v i e w ; " s a y s o n e , " t h e verse I 
w r o t e t en yea r s ago seems s t i l t ed . " A n o t h e r wr i t e s , 
" H e r e in C h i n a y o u a re m y o n l y c o n t a c t w i t h t h e new 
p o e t s , t h e n e w ideas . " A w a n d e r i n g E n g l i s h m a n sends 
us from P o r t Sa id t h e g r o u p of ske t ches i n c l u d e d in t he 
p r e s e n t n u m b e r , confess ing : "  I d o n ' t k n o w w h e t h e r 
these a r e p o e t r y or n o t , b u t a friend s h o w e d m e a copy 
of y o u r m a g a z i n e a n d I d e c i d e d to offer t h e m . " F r o m 
M a d r i d , from C o n s t a n t i n o p l e , f rom Braz i l a n d t h e C i t y 
of M e x i c o a n d f a r - a w a y a n t i p o d a l T a s m a n i a , c o m e con­
s t a n t l y these ev idences t h a t P O E T R Y is e n r i c h i n g l ives 

[ 3 4 ] 



Ten Years Old 

and s t i m u l a t i n g t h e impu l se t o w a r d a r t i s t i c express ion , 

t oward t h e c r ea t i on of b e a u t y . 

Still m o r e p rec ious t h a n these ev idences from l ands 

r emote , are t h e proofs we receive from people nea re r 

h o m e — s u c h proofs as t h e fol lowing, m e n t i o n e d recen t ly 

by L e w S a r e t t af ter a l e c t u r e - t r i p in I o w a , a n d w r i t t e n 

out a t t he e d i t o r ' s r e q u e s t : 

The January number of POETRY , which I found on file in the reading-
room of the Public Library of Council Bluffs, was much thumbed and 
dog-eared. The librarian said that the magazine is read by many. 

At Mt. Ayr , tucked away down in the south-west corner of the state, 
a man drove in for my address thirty-odd miles. He told me that he 
subscribed for POETRY , believed that it was doing a fine work. He was 
an exceedingly well-read man—a leavening force, I imagine in that 
remote corn-fed section. 

At Clear Lake, twelve miles from Mason City, half a dozen women 
came up to me after the lecture and said that they had come over from 
Mason City to hear me. One of them asked why I failed to read one of 
the stanzas in one of my poems. I was surprised—she apparently knew 
my poems as well as I did. The facts came out: she and the other 
women were librarians in Mason City; they said that they read POETRY 
every month, that many people in Mason City read it, and that as soon 
as the magazine arrives each month all the librarians read it. 

These facts should be very heartening to you—they were to me. 
They show this much if no more—POETRY is reaching and molding the— 
what shall we call it?—the rank and file, the non-esthetes (you name it!) 
to a larger degree than one might think. Too often the statement is 
made that a literary journal like POETRY reaches only a limited pinched-
out art group; so it does one's heart good to see that it is a force in the 
lives of many just "plain folk. " It pleases me particularly because it 
tends to show that the Gopher Prairies of Sinclair Lewis are not all so 
benighted and artistically dead as he alleges. 

Such t e s t i m o n y is p rec ious because it p roves an in­

fluence p r o f o u n d a n d f u n d a m e n t a l exe r t ed by t h e m a g ­
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az ine . I f A m e r i c a is ever to h a v e a r ich sp i r i t ua l life a n d 
t o exp res s t h a t life in a r t , th i s a r t m u s t c o m e , n o t from 
super -c iv i l i zed co te r ies , b u t f rom t h e v i t a l s t r e n g t h of 
t h e na t i on - T o o m u c h of t h e v i t a l s t r e n g t h of t h e na t i on 
is n o w be ing f r i t t e red a w a y in G o p h e r P r a i r i e b a n a l i t i e s — 
a n e m p t i n e s s in which the a r t - i m p u l s e is s m o t h e r e d , in 
wh ich t h e seed of g e n i u s can n e v e r c o m e to flower. T h e 
s p i r i t u a l e n r i c h m e n t of t he G o p h e r P ra i r i e s is t h e g r e a t 
p r o b l e m , t h e s t i m u l a t i o n of fa i th in t h e h e a r t of t h e 
p e o p l e — f a i t h in t he i r p o w e r n o t o n l y t o pe r ce ive b u t to 
c r e a t e b e a u t y . W i t h o u t s u c h fa i th life is s t a g n a n t ; 
e v e r y w h e r e t h e r e a r e pit iful g rop ings t o w a r d i t wh ich 
need i m p u l s e a n d d i r ec t ion . I f P O E T R Y is o n e of t h e 
q u i c k e n i n g influences which will m a k e a v i t a l peop le 
a w a r e of i ts i m a g i n a t i v e a n d c r e a t i v e p o w e r , t h e n we 
m a y feel i n d e e d t h a t ou r t en y e a r s of l a b o r h a v e no t 
been t h r o w n a w a y . 

T h e g r e a t ages of a r t — w e h a v e sa id i t o f t e n — c o m e on ly 
w h e n a w i d e - s p r e a d c r ea t ive i m p u l s e m e e t s a n e q u a l l y 
w i d e - s p r e a d impulse of s y m p a t h y . A m a s t e r p i e c e is 
r a r e l y a n i so la ted p h e n o m e n o n — a single t r ee from a 
c h a n c e - s o w n seed d r o p p e d from t h e wings of P e g a s u s — 
b u t a l m o s t a lways t h e p r o d u c t of g r o u p inf luence , t h e 
h ighes t t r ee in a forest . W h e n e v e r y G o p h e r P r a i r i e 
h a s i ts local exh ib i t i on , i ts d r a m a t i c soc ie ty p r o d u c i n g 
no t on ly r e a d y - m a d e p l ays b u t also t h e e x p e r i m e n t s of 
i ts m e m b e r s , i ts mus ica l socie ty h o s p i t a b l e t o local c o m ­
pos i t ions , a n d i ts p o e t r y g r o u p w r i t i n g a n d cr i t i c iz ing 
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poet ry from wi th in as well as r e a d i n g i t from w i t h o u t — 
when all th i s h a p p e n s , t h e fu tu re of A m e r i c a n a r t will 
take care of itself. 

O n i ts t e n t h b i r t h d a y P O E T R Y acknowledges w i t h 
thanks t he m o n t h l y s a l u t a t i o n of i ts r eade r s , a n d sa lu t e s 
them in r e t u r n . 

T e n yea r s , as we said a b o v e , a r e a long t i m e , m e a s u r e d 
by e v e n t s of l i t e r a r y h i s t o r y ; a n d m a y be mul t ip l i ed 
indefinitely in h u m a n m e m o r y . W h e t h e r t he m a g a z i n e 
will be r ecorded in t h e h i s t o r y of t w e n t i e t h - c e n t u r y 
l i t e ra tu re on ly t h e fu tu re can dec ide . B u t in t h e h i s t o r y 
of such en te rp r i s e s P O E T R Y m a y c la im a p r o u d p r e ­
eminence : The Germ, The Chap-book, The Yellow Book, 
Blast, Poetry and Drama, New Numbers, Others—none 
of these l ived t e n y e a r s . N o r could P O E T R Y h a v e su r ­
vived so long w i t h o u t i ts g u a r a n t o r s , t o whose l o y a l t y i t s 
poets a n d r e a d e r s , as well as i ts ed i to r s , owe the i r a p p r e ­
ciative t h a n k s . I t m a y be t h a t n o such w o r k as ou r s 
can be done w i t h o u t e n d o w m e n t ; i ndeed , p r e c e d e n t s in 
the o t h e r a r t s wou ld seem to p r o v e t h i s . W h e t h e r we 
cease t o m o r r o w or c o n t i n u e a n o t h e r d e c a d e , we shal l 
hope t h a t such e n d e a v o r s for t he a r t m a y go on-—under 
abler m i n d s a n d ever m o r e l ibera l ausp ices . 

H. M. 

[ 3 7 ] 



P O E T R Y : A Magazine of V e r s e 

R E V I E W S 

A G E O R G I A N I N T E L L E C T U A L I S T 

Real Property, b y H a r o l d M o n r o . P o e t r y B o o k s h o p , 
L o n d o n . 

M r . H a r o l d M o n r o is fa i r ly well k n o w n t o t h a t p a r t of 
t h e E n g l i s h - s p e a k i n g w o r l d w h i c h c o n c e r n s i tself wi th 
p o e t r y , as t h e o r g a n i z e r a n d chief s h o w m a n of the 
G e o r g i a n s . T h i s p o s i t i o n w h i c h h e h o l d s is s l igh t ly u n ­
fair t o M r . M o n r o . I f h e is a G e o r g i a n , i t is a Georg ian 
w i t h a difference. T o s p e a k t h e t r u t h , t h e r e a r e in h im 
t w o p o e t s : t h e first, a p a t i e n t a n d t i re less o b s e r v e r of 
l i t t l e t h i n g s , w h o p e r s u a d e s h imse l f da i l y a n d h o u r l y t h a t 
w h a t e v e r is n e a r e s t in life is a lso m o s t i m p o r t a n t , a n d 
t h a t t h e on ly w a y to wr i t e p o e t r y is b y s impl i fy ing 
t e c h n i q u e d o w n to t h e m o s t b a r e a n d a r id s t a t e m e n t of 
f ac t ; t h e second , a res t less d issa t is f ied seeker , a l w a y s 
w o n d e r i n g if t h e veil of consc iousness will s o m e h o w lift 
a n d r evea l t h e h i d d e n p u r p o s e of G o d . T h e first M r . 
M o n r o is a G e o r g i a n ; t h e s econd is , or s h o u l d be , a m e t a ­
p h y s i c a l p o e t . T h e difference a n d t h e c o n t r a s t b e t w e e n 
t h e t w o , t he i r c o m b i n a t i o n in a s ingle wr i t e r , is en­
l i gh t en ing a n d i n s t r u c t i v e . 

T h e p o e t r y t h a t o u g h t t o i n t e r e s t M r . M o n r o t h e m o s t , 
a n d pos s ib ly does i n t e r e s t h i m t h e m o s t , is t h e t o r t u o u s l y 
c o n v o l u t e d , e l a b o r a t e l y art if icial w o r k of s u c h poe t s as 
D o n n e o r L o r d H e r b e r t of C h e r b u r y , in t h e p a s t ; or M r . 
T . S. E l i o t t o d a y ; b u t for s o m e r eason w h i c h I do n o t 
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pre t end to f a t h o m , h e h a s a t t e m p t e d to avo id t he con­
sequences of be ing a poe t whose p a t h of a p p r o a c h to t he 
subject is m o r e l a rge ly in te l l ec tua l t h a n emo t iona l . T h e 
passion for e m o t i o n a l r a p t u r e does n o t seize u p o n h i m ; 
and he h a s e lec ted to avo id equa l l y the pass ion for t h o u g h t . 
T h a t pass ion expresses itself, in t h e case of D o n n e , in an 
e labora te p l a y of v e r b a l conce i t , a n d in a v o c a b u l a r y 
stiffened w i t h i n n e r scholas t ic m e a n i n g s , a n d s t r a i n e d 
to t he u t m o s t p o i n t of express ion . U n f o r t u n a t e l y it is 
no t possible for a m o d e r n p o e t t o wr i te in this s ty le . 
T h e old r h e t o r i c h a v i n g gone b y t h e b o a r d for once a n d 
for all, t h e m o d e r n poe t whose in te res t s are in te l lec tua l 
r a t h e r t h a n e m o t i o n a l , h a s e i the r t o i n v e n t an e l a b o r a t e 
t echn ique of his o w n , or t o g ive u p wr i t ing . M r . M o n r o 
has done n e i t h e r . I n s t e a d , he h a s t r i ed t o express ve ry 
complex ideas in t h e s imples t l a n g u a g e , w i th t he resu l t 
t h a t his p o e m s n o w r e a d l ike t h i s : 

You only need to close your eyes 
And go within your secret mind, 
And you'll be into paradise. 

I 've learnt quite easily to find 
Some linden-trees, and drowsy bees, 
A tall sweet hedge with the corn behind. 

I will not have that harvest mown: 
I'll keep the corn and have the bread. 
I 've bought that field, it's now my own: 
I 've fifty acres in my head. 
I take it as a dream to bed, 
I carry it about all day. 
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Sometimes when I have found a friend, 
I give a blade of corn away. 

T h e s e lines a r e t a k e n f rom Real Property, which is 
t h e l a t e s t of M r . M o n r o ' s s l im v o l u m e s . I h a v e quoted 
t h e m he re as a fair s a m p l e of h is t e c h n i q u e . I t is wor thy 
of n o t e t h a t t h e i dea w h i c h t h e s e l ines e x p r e s s is a very 
s u b t l e o n e . B u t we a r e n e i t h e r a t t r a c t e d t o t h e idea, 
n o r e n s n a r e d b y i t s s u b t l e t y , for t h e r e a s o n t h a t it is 
exp re s sed in a s t y l e w h i c h reca l l s a ch i ld ' s p r i m e r . The 
a u t h o r h a s g iven u s , n o t t h e full t h o u g h t t o g e t h e r with 
t h e essen t i a l b r a in -p roces se s t h a t m a d e it w h a t it is, but 
m e r e l y t h e s c h e m e d - o u t r e s u l t of a c e r t a i n a m o u n t of 
p r e l i m i n a r y t h i n k i n g . H e h a s , l ike s o m e c u b i s t pa in t e r s , 
g iven u s a g e o m e t r i c a l d i a g r a m i n s t e a d of a comple te 
p i c t u r e . 

I c a n n o t h e l p t h i n k i n g t h a t t o wr i t e p o e t r y in th i s way 
is an a f fec ta t ion as d a n g e r o u s , t h o u g h n o t so l ike ly t o be 
p o p u l a r , as t h e " G e o r g i a n a f f e c t a t i o n " wh ich M r . M o n r o 
a p p a r e n t l y d is l ikes , if o n e m a y j u d g e f rom t h e verses 
he h a s p r i n t e d a t t h e close of th i s v o l u m e . H e has 
a c q u i r e d , a p p a r e n t l y , t h e h a b i t of t h i n k i n g i t sufficient 
for b o t h t h e w r i t e r ' s a n d t h e r e a d e r ' s p u r p o s e s , mere ly 
t o s t a t e his sub j ec t in t h e m o s t s u m m a r y t e r m s , w i t h o u t 
e i t h e r d e v e l o p i n g o r so lv ing i t . I t is a h a b i t wh ich has 
g r o w n u p o n h i m w i t h t h e y e a r s . 

F o r t u n a t e l y i t is c o m p a r a t i v e l y a b s e n t from his first 
v o l u m e , Children of Love. I n th i s he is as i n t e r e s t i n g 
as a n y seeke r w h o h a s n o t y e t found a c o n v e n i e n t for­
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inula in which to express himself, a n d he is c o n t e n t to se t 
down the i m p o r t a n t r eac t ions t h a t occur to h im . T h e 
book is fa i r ly well k n o w n , a n d i ts first p o e m s , l ike Over­
heard on Salt Marsh, The Rebellious Vine, a n d The Strange 
Companion, a re f r equen t ly q u o t e d in an tho log ies . 

I t is in his s econd book , Strange Meetings, t h a t th is 
poet r an u p a g a i n s t t h e p r o b l e m which h a s since to r ­
mented h i m — a p r o b l e m expressed in t h e t i t le p o e m : 

How did you enter your body? Why are you h e r e ? 
At once, when I had seen your eyes appear 
Over the brim of earth, they were looking for m e . 
How suddenly, how silently, 
We rose into this long-appointed place. 
From what sleep have you arrived, 
That your beauty has survived? 
You, the everlasting—you 
Known before a word w a s . . . . 

Obv ious ly , t h e o n l y a n s w e r to t h a t ques t ion is some 
form of p a n t h e i s m o r u n a n i m i s m . And M r . M o n r o took 
the h in t , a n d w r o t e t h e exce l len t , if a l i t t le too long p o e m , 
ent i t led Trees. H e also a t t e m p t e d u n a n i m i s m in t he 
curious, b u t n o t infel ic i tous Everything, a n d The Journey. 
These t h ree p o e m s , t o g e t h e r w i t h ce r t a in p a r t s of t h e 
t i t le-poem a b o v e m e n t i o n e d , r e m a i n in t he m e m o r y as 
the solid s u b s t a n c e of Strange Meetings. 

U n f o r t u n a t e l y h o w e v e r he d id n o t s t o p t he r e . P a n ­
theism or u n a n i m i s m are a t bes t b u t ha l f -so lu t ions of t h e 
problem of t h e " o n e b e c o m e m a n y " , of " f r a g m e n t a r y 
godhead. " I f we a re G o d , w h y are we t e m p o r a l , to 
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b e g i n w i t h ; a n d is t h e r e a n y t h i n g t h a t m a y be called not 
t e m p o r a l b u t e t e r n a l ? A t t r a c t e d b y these questions, 
or s o m e t h i n g l ike t h e m , M r . M o n r o s t r i p p e d his style 
st i l l f u r t h e r of w h a t h e r e g a r d e d , p r o b a b l y , as useless 
e x c r e s c e n c e s , a n d p l u n g e d i n t o t h e gu l f of t he uncon­
sc ious , d e d i c a t i n g h imse l f b e f o r e h a n d " t o a n y careful 
a n d t h o u g h t f u l r e a d e r w h o s e m i n d m a y m o v e in harmony 
w i t h m y o w n . " 

T h e r e s u l t , as I h a v e a b o v e i n d i c a t e d , is unfor tunate . 
M r . M o n r o does n o t e x e r t h imse l f sufficiently to make 
t h e careful a n d t h o u g h t f u l r e a d e r ' s m i n d m o v e in har­
m o n y w i t h h i s . I n c o n s e q u e n c e t h e who le of his first 
s e q u e n c e b e c o m e s a ser ies of m e r e s c h e m a t i z a t i o n s , out­
l ines r a t h e r t h a n c o m p l e t e p o e m s . T h e p rob lems the 
a u t h o r h a s se t before h imse l f r e m a i n for u s also problems, 
t o t h e s o l u t i o n of w h i c h we a r e n o n e a r e r a t t h e end than 
a t t h e b e g i n n i n g ; a n d t h e m i n d g r a t e f u l l y t u r n s to the 
c o m p a r a t i v e ease a n d re l ief of t h e m o r e " G e o r g i a n " 
p o e m s a t t h e c lose , s u c h as Gold-fish ( s l igh t ly reminiscent 
of B r o o k e as i t i s ) , or t h e exce l l en t City Storm, which 
r e m a i n s o n e of t h e p o e t ' s be s t a c h i e v e m e n t s to the 
m o m e n t . 

O n t h e w h o l e , t h e r e f o r e , we m u s t look on M r . Monro's 
w o r k as a n i n t e r e s t i n g s p e c i m e n of p o e t r y manque. It 
s o m e h o w j u s t mi s se s t h a t fire a n d r a p t u r e which are the 
possess ion of far less t h o u g h t f u l a n d m o r e slipshod 
p r a c t i t i o n e r s of t h e a r t . I n g e n e r a l , w i t h t h e exceptions 
a b o v e n o t e d , i t a t t r a c t s u s w i t h o u t m o v i n g us . In this 
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respect it is ak in to t he work of mos t of t he o the r Geor ­
gians, t h o u g h it is g r o u n d e d on an in te l lec tua l h o n e s t y a n d 
willingness t o e x p e r i m e n t far g r e a t e r t h a n the i r s . 

John Gould Fletcher 

A C A N A D I A N P O E T 

Moonlight and Common Day, by Louise M o r e y B o w m a n . 
T h e M a c m i l l a n C o . of C a n a d a , T o r o n t o . 
A r a re a n d e x q u i s i t e sp i r i t , s o m e t i m e s d a n c i n g , some­

times b rood ing , c o m p a n i o n s us in th is b o o k ; a sp i r i t so 
fine t h a t one accep t s w i t h l i t t l e ques t i on a ce r t a in loose­
ness of t e c h n i q u e , a n d forgives p h r a s i n g s o m e t i m e s too 
careless a n d o b v i o u s . M r s . B o w m a n h a p p i l y possesses 
a m o d e r n a n d i n d i v i d u a l i m a g i n a t i o n . H e r feeling is he r 
own, n o t i n h e r i t e d o r b o r r o w e d ; her s ty le is s imp le a n d 
direct ; a n d such fau l t s as she m i g h t be accused of a re no t 
Victor ian r e m i n d e r s . 

T h e r e is a c e r t a i n a p p e a l i n g i n t i m a c y , for e x a m p l e , in 
the familiar a n d e x p a n s i v e p o e m , Time-pieces; a n d i t 
succeeds in l i n k i n g u p a wel l -worn s u b j e c t , t he r h y t h m i c 
march of t i m e — n o t on ly w i t h clocks a n d sun-d ia l s , b u t 
with power -house eng ines . H e r e is t he f inale: 

At first their rush and their crashing roar 
Terrified me. 
I wanted to scream and to r u n . . . g a s p i n g . . . 
Now the noise has become r h y t h m i c a l . . . a w e s o m e . . . 
And I think, queerly, of deep green caverns 
Far under the roar of the ocean. 
How s l o w . . . s l o w . . . slow 
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The old clock's striking at midnight, 
In comparison 
With this hurrying rhythmical beat of these mighty engines 
Timed to the fraction of a second. 

Now I shall simply write down, l a b o r i o u s l y . . . 

As a child w r i t e s . . . 

And very r e v e r e n t l y . . . 

God 

Sundials 

Clocks 

Engines 

Time and Eternity. 


T h i s ch i ld- l ike a p p r o a c h m a y be found in many of 
t h e p o e m s — m a t u r e feeling conce ived in a chi ld 's fresh 
imaginative t e r m s . O n e finds i t in Sacrament and 

Earth-born, in Sea-lavender a n d The Birthplace, but 
s e n s i t i v e l y e n r i c h e d w i t h t h e sp i r i t of love which is beyond 
a ch i ld ' s expe r i ence . I t is love m o r e m a t e r n a l t h a n erotic, 
a l l y i n g i tself w i t h n a t u r e in s u c h p o e m s as Moonlight 
and Common Day a n d The Apple Orchard, a n d reaching 
a r a r e i n t e n s i t y of m a t e r n a l pass ion in t he beaut i ful war-
d i a l o g u e , And Forbid Them Not, a n d in t h a t in tu i t ive and 
p o i g n a n t b a b y - t r a g e d y , The Little Death. 

I t is difficult t o r evea l in a p o e m or t w o a personality 
so r i ch a n d fine, a n d a t a l e n t wh ich a t t a i n s in certain 
p o e m s such a de l i c a t e b loom of beaut i fu l a n d adequate 
express ion . Dinner of Herbs is s t r ik ing ly q u o t a b l e , but 
n e a t e r a n d less or ig ina l t h a n o t h e r s ; d i t t o The Pod. 
O t h e r s m e n t i o n e d a b o v e a r e too long to q u o t e , including 
And Forbid Them Not, wh ich was in P O E T R Y some years 
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ago. P e r h a p s th i s o n e , Darkness, is as r e p r e s e n t a t i v e 
as a n y of t he briefer p o e m s : 

It seems t o be a foregone conclusion 

That if I worship the new gods 

Sincerely, in the sunshine, 

I must not pray in the moonlight 

By the shrines of the old gods, 

Where the cherry blossoms still shine. 

But sometimes, in the darkness, 

I mistake the shrines; 

And I kneel and pray, and the gods speak to me. 
And until I breathe suddenly 
The scent of the cherry blossoms, 
I do not know whether they are really 
The old or the new shrines. 
And by then I have wept, and prayed, 
And been answered. 
So what does it matter? 

N o , a few e x t r a c t s a re n o t e n o u g h . T h e book has u n ­
usual u n i t y a n d p e r s o n a l i t y . T o m a k e friends wi th t he 
poet one shou ld r e a d i t all . H. M. 

C R O S S P U R P O S E S 

Igdrasil, by R o y a l l S n o w . F o u r Seas C o . 
Igdrasil is a n a t t e m p t , a s incere a t t e m p t , a t g ra f t ing 

toge ther t h e n e w a n d t h e old m a n n e r s ; b u t because 
t e m p e r a m e n t a l l y M r . S n o w is a r o m a n t i c a n d to an 
ex ten t a m o r a l i s t , a n d because t h e infusion of t h e new 
has n o t been bas ic , Igdrasil is af ter all r e a c t i o n a r y . I t 
is when t h e formal dev ice becomes a h a b i t , a n d a p p e a r s 
in the c r e a t i v e s y n t h e s i s simultaneously wi th image a n d 
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i d e a , t h a t i t h a s m a t u r e d . I s p e a k of t h e p o e t who, in 
s c h o o l i n g himself , h a s b e e n consc ious a n d de te rmined 
e n o u g h t o forego u s i n g e s t h e t i c a n d m e n t a l experiences 
w h i c h a r e n o t i n d i v i d u a l as well as c o m m o n . M a n in 
l o v e , for i n s t a n c e , h a s been d o n e a n d d o n e aga in m a n y 
t i m e s ; h e r e c e r t a i n l y t h e p o e t m u s t h a v e a n e w react ion 
t o offer, o r be ab l e b y a s s o c i a t i o n of i m a g e to c a r r y the 
o ld t h o u g h t successfu l ly i n t o a n e w c o n t e x t . Emot ion 
a l o n e will n o t d o t h e t r i ck . B u t p o e t r y is a well t h a t is 
n e v e r e x h a u s t e d , for a f te r m a n y e m p t y pa i l s c a m e The 
Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock. R o y a l l S n o w , in his 
love p o e t r y , is t o o m u c h t h e i dea l i s t , t o o l i t t l e t h e psy­
cho log i s t . O n e m u s t n o t b e d e l u d e d b y his n a t u r a l ear 
a n d exce l l en t m e m o r y for s o u n d per se. T h i s m u s t be 
i n h e r e n t in t h e p o e t as in t h e m u s i c i a n ; as well p ra i se a 
s inger for be ing ab l e t o c a r r y a t u n e . Rhapsody for a 
Girl is t h e b e s t of t h e love p o e m s . 

I p a s s o v e r t h e excu r s ions i n t o t h e r o m a n t i c : A Vision 
of Dead Ladies, Salome and Herod, Omar's Grave. I pass 
o v e r a l so s u c h l ines a s — 

Here where we together used to lie 
a n d 

They have the unplumbed cleanness of the uncaressed— 

a n d c o m e a t l a s t t o t h e City Sketches, all i n t e r e s t i n g bu t 
o n e , Vista, w h i c h is n o t c o n c r e t e e n o u g h . T h e s e are 
o b j e c t i v e a n d e c o n o m i c a l as well as o r i g i n a l ; o n e wishes 
t h e r e w e r e m o r e of t h e m . F o r e x a m p l e , Flirtation: 

Sluggishly the city 
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Draws her head back of a fan of night mists 
To hide her yawns, while with her thousand eyes 
She coquettes lazily with the river. 

In the las t ana lys i s t he se s k e t c h e s a r e d o u b t l e s s p rose 

divided wi th prec is ion i n t o s h o r t l ines . An Old Old Story 

includes several a p t p h r a s e s . As for Humanity— 

A poor devil of a puppy 
Staring, half-intelligent, 
Out of great hungry eyes— 

here, as well as in t h e res t of i t , t h e c o m p a r i s o n is o n l y t o o 

neat ly h i t u p o n . M r . S n o w is a t his bes t w h e n h e effaces 

himself a n d looks o n , w h e n h e n o t e s d o w n an o b s e r v a t i o n 

wi thout p e r v e r t i n g i t i n t o a t e x t . Pearl Andelson 

T H E P O E T A N D I N S P I R A T I O N 

Le Poète et l ' Inspiration, b y F r a n c i s J a m m e s . G o m e s , 

N imes , F r a n c e . 

The poet is that pilgrim sent down to earth by God to discover what 
may remain of our lost Paradise and of Heaven regained. 

The poet is that beggar seated at noon on the steps of the old garden 
where the first man and the first woman were so beautiful. He holds in 
his hand his wooden bowl, and, his dog at his feet, asks of the heedless 
passerby, and even of God, alms of the beauty which was, which is and 
which shall b e . . . . 

The poet is he who watches, through the high grill of the park, the 
couples blurred in the evening blue; and who hears the frail invitation 
of the mandolins. He is not bidden to the feast; but the white con­
volvulus rises over the gate from the shadows, leans toward him who 
alone knows all its honey and all its warm snow. And, while the tender 
murmurs of maidens drown the song of the nightingale, that song is yet 
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perceptible to the poet, whose heart fills with its divine harmony as a 
stream of pure water answers the voice of the b i r d , .  . . 

The poet is he who, having nothing, receives everything, who re­
nounces his earthen cup to drink directly from the cool reflection of the 
s k y . . . . 

The poet is he who, in the tedious and commonplace situation of an 
accountant, in lassitude and bitterness, in the monotony of office dust, 
under the goad of an acid master, perceives the luminous profile of a 
little five-year-old girl, and on his work-table a morsel of bread for her. 

The poet is he who, tapping the rock with his wand, draws from it, in 
the altered village, water that floods to the banks in the thick g r a s s . . .  . 

The poet is he who, ears heavy with silence or the noise of insult, 
hears ascending from his heart, as from a temple, the song of seraphim 
and the voice of wisdom. 

The poet is he who, never having taken in his arms a triumphant and 
beautiful wife, seizes the clay of which we are made and carves out 
beauty. 

The poet is the young man I saw in an attic one day at Anvers 
twenty-five years ago, wrapped in shadows so profound that his father 
told me: "Citizens of the town have forgotten he exists. " . .  . He 
profited by this darkness to see at the bottom of the abyss a nameless 
star. 

The poet is he who, leaning over a sick child, gazes kindly on the 
agonized m o t h e r . . .  . He gives her a healing bark from the tropical 
f o r e s t . . .  . And the child's temperature falls slowly with the dusk. 

The poet is he who goes to s e a . . . . 
The poet is he who goes into the f o r e s t . . . . 
The poet is he who takes in his hand a grain of wheat like a common 

pebble. And he sees there, in little, the bread which the laborer's child 
carries under his arm; and the harvest with its cornflowers, its poppies 
and cries of insects; and the church, and the priest ascending to the altar, 
and the mysterious traveller who, in the evening at Emmaus, confounds 
the light of his forehead with the shining of the Host. 

The poet is the man to whom God restores s p l e n d o r . . . . 

W i t h these fou r t een " b e a t i t u d e s of t h e p o e t , " given 

a b o v e o n l y in p a r t , F r a n c i s J a m m e s in Le Poète et l'Inspi­
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ration a p p r o a c h e s t he mys te r i e s of c rea t ive b e a u t y . 

H a p p i l y e d i t e d b y G o m e s of N î m e s , w i th two sugges t ive 

e tch ings b y A r m a n d C o u s s e n s , one of t he y o u n g e r con­

t e m p o r a r y F r e n c h a r t i s t s , t h e small book was publ ished 

last M a r c h in a l imi ted ed i t ion of a t h o u s a n d copies. 

I t is p u r e l y an essai by a p o e t , for poe t s . 

F ranc i s J a m m e s dea ls w i th his ideas as de l ica te ly a n d 

firmly as t h e sp ide r w i t h his cobweb . In his p o e t r y 

he t h r o w s ove r t he sub j ec t s of his p o e m s , small and a p p a r ­

en t ly ins ignif icant a veil of cur ious softness a n d color, 

s t r eaked w i t h a h u m o r so s imple as to be decep t ive . 

One does n o t a l w a y s k n o w w h e t h e r to smile . B u t behind 

or b e y o n d t h e sh i f t ing hues of his w o r d s , one is a w a r e of 

the m y s t i c w h o seeks to d i scover "à l'extrémité de l'abîme 

une étoile sans nom. " T h a t is t h e key to his book. 

T h e b e a t i t u d e s — a s I c a n n o t he lp cal l ing t h e m — c o m e 

first, l ike an a b s t r a c t p ro logue . M . J a m m e s ' conv ic t ions 

begin wi th a d i scuss ion of t h e poe t s inspired by good a n d 

evil ange l s : he p laces Ver l a ine a n d Baude l a i r e in a sor t 

of "pénombre musicale et spirituelle" where the v i c to ry is 

won a l t e r n a t e l y b y good a n d evil . H e t h e n tr ies to m a k e 

clear t he r e l a t i on of t he poe t to "les états contemplatifs"; 

and gives h im t h e r e t h e p lace of a n y m o r t a l , w i th , in 

addi t ion , "ce privilège d'entendre mieux qu'un mortel 

ordinaire les voix qui nous découvrent le Ciel"; J a m m e s 

believes t h a t all m y s t i c s a r e n o t necessar i ly p o e t s , b u t 

t ha t all poe t s a r e s o m e w h a t m y s t i c . H i s classification 

of poets as t o the i r i n sp i r a t i on fol lows: 
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I. P o e t s d o m i n a t e d b y e v i l . . . " q u  i sont uniquement 

voués au m a l . .  . ils ne sont point poètes en vérité. " 

I I . P o e t s g lor i fy ing G o d i n d i r e c t l y b y p ra i s e of his 

u n i v e r s e . T o t h i s g r o u p be long T h e o c r i t u s , Vergil, 

R o n s a r d , M u s s e t , a m o n g o t h e r s . 

I I I . P o e t s l if ted t o r eg ions "où nous sentons, par 

instants, le tremblement de Dieu, le vent d'une aile d'ange. " 

I n t h i s g r o u p a r e D a n t e , C e r v a n t e s , L a m a r t i n e , the 

Ve r l a ine of Sagesse, P a u l C l a u d e l . 

T h e c r e a t i v e m y s t e r i e s a t t e n d a n t u p o n t h e s i t u a t i o n of 

p laces a n d t h e i n v e n t i o n of c h a r a c t e r s a r e i l l u s t r a t e d by 

a re ference t o t h e case of A n n e C a t h e r i n e E m m e r i c h , a 

G e r m a n s a i n t , w h o in a n e c s t a t i c v i s ion ( t h e mys t i c ) 

desc r ibes a c c u r a t e l y , as l a t e r r e v e a l e d b y a rchaeo log is t s , 

t h e c o u n t r y w h e r e C h r i s t l i v e d ; a n d w h o , in a n imagi­

n a t i v e flight ( t h e a r t i s t ) d r a w s a n u n f o r g e t t a b l y moving 

p i c t u r e of M a r y M a g d a l e n w a n d e r i n g a b o u t t h e sepulchre . 

B u t M . J a m m e s a d d s : "Je ne dirai point que l'inspiration 

poétique suive le même processus. " T h i s is v e r y u n s a t i s ­

f ac to ry . O n e feels t h a t M . J a m m e s c a m e to a wall here 

a n d c o u l d n ' t or w o u l d n ' t scale i t . 

S y m m e t r y is m a i n t a i n e d b y a c o n c r e t e ep i logue , a 

p r e s e n t a t i o n or p i c t u r e of t h e h o u s e of life w i t h i n which 

dwells t h e s p i r i t — c h a r a c t e r i s t i c a l l y e n o u g h , a y o u n g girl, 

"atteinte de troubles psychiques"—that shal l l ive in the 

soul of t h e poe t . 

T h i s l i t t le book is t h e wistful voice of a p o e t , w h o , in 

t he q u i e t of his vil lage in t h e P y r e n e e s , p a r t i c u l a r i z e s in 
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es thet ic t e r m s s o m e t h i n g — n o t all—of his r eac t ions to 
the c rea t ion of p o e t r y . O n e r e sponds gen t ly to his 
words ; one ' s eyes a r e sof tened b y g l impses of his h e a v e n ; 
one feels t h e b l e n d i n g of Ca tho l i c i sm wi th his a r t . B u t 
I should h a v e been c o n t e n t w i th t he b e a t i t u d e s a lone . 
T h e y m a k e the m u s i c t h a t sus t a ins t he res t . 

Berenice K. Van Slyke 

I R I S H A N T H O L O G I E S 

Anthology of Irish Verse, ed i t ed , wi th an Introduction, 
by P a d r a i c C o l u m . Boni & Live r igh t . 

Irish Poets of Today: An Anthology, compi led by L . D ' O . 
Wa l t e r s . E . P . D u t t o n & Co . 
I t h a s been t h e pecu l ia r m i s fo r tune of t he r i ch a n d 

lovely b o d y of Ang lo - I r i sh p o e t r y t h a t n o a d e q u a t e 
an tho logy h a s y e t been m a d e of i t . T h e two o u t s t a n d i n g 
a t t e m p t s in th i s d i r ec t ion h i t h e r t o h a v e been the Golden 
Treasury of Irish Poetry a n d t h e Dublin Book of Irish 
Verse; b u t in b o t h these col lect ions , especial ly t he former , 
there is such a dea l of chaff t h a t t he d i scouraged reader 
will w i th difficulty find t h e w h e a t . T h e reason for th is 
result is la rgely t h a t t h e compi lers inc luded too m u c h 
mate r ia l , a n d chose m o s t of i t from the earl ier a n d midd le 
decades of t h e n i n e t e e n t h c e n t u r y , a per iod when the 
t rue I r i sh h a d n o t y e t fully m a s t e r e d t he Engl i sh id iom; 
with t he consequence t h a t the i r p o e t r y w r i t t e n in Engl i sh 
was a p t t o be e i t h e r i m i t a t i v e or c r a m p e d in expression. 
Wi th a few excep t ions , i t is on ly since t he e igh teen­
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e igh t i e s , w i t h t h e a p p e a r a n c e of t h e g r o u p headed by 
W. B . Y e a t s , t h a t t h e n a t i v e I r i sh h a v e b e c o m e masters 
of E n g l i s h s ty le . Acco rd ing ly a s a t i s f a c t o r y an tho logy , 
wh ich to m y m i n d m e a n s a se lec t ion of t h e bes t , must 
be d r a w n la rge ly from t h e p o e t r y of th i s pe r iod . 

T h e t w o col lect ions r e c e n t l y p u b l i s h e d m i g h t con­
ce ivab ly sat isfy th i s long-fel t w a n t . W h e n we t a k e up 
M r s . W a l t e r s ' v o l u m e , howeve r , i t is a keen d i s appo in t ­
m e n t t o find t h a t , so far from be ing o v e r - c r o w d e d , its 
h u n d r e d or more pages a re e n t i r e l y i n a d e q u a t e to cover 
i t s chosen field. Some of t h e m o s t i m p o r t a n t p o e t s , like 
E v a G o r e - B o o t h a n d N o r a Chesson , a r e r e p r e s e n t e d by 
on ly a single p o e m each . A n d the se lec t ions s h o w little 
real d i s c r i m i n a t i o n ; for e x a m p l e , t h e t w o lyr ics b y Dora 
Sigerson give no h i n t of t he powerful a n d s t a r k ballad 
p o e t r y which is her bes t t i t l e to f ame . M o r e o v e r , a 
n u m b e r of i m p o r t a n t a u t h o r s , such as E l e a n o r Cox and 
Alice Mi l l igan , are o m i t t e d a l t oge the r , whi le such relat ively 
insignif icant wr i te rs as Isobel H u s k e a n d P a t r i c k Chal­
mer s are g iven place. W h a t th is col lec t ion g ives us is 
n o t b a d , b u t it is n o t good e n o u g h . 

T h e second collection is ed i t ed b y t h a t real poe t a n d true 
I r i s h m a n P a d r a i c Co lum, w h o s t a t e s in h i s preface tha t 
his a n t h o l o g y is i n t ended to g ive a r e p r e s e n t a t i o n of the 
I r i sh na t iona l spir i t t h r o u g h o u t i ts h i s t o r y . F r o m such 
a s t a n d p o i n t no th ing b u t p ra i se c a n be g iven to this 
vo lume , which is a d i s c r imina t ing a n d effective reve la t ion 
of t h a t vital a n d sub t l e spir i t which is I r e l a n d , from its 
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earl iest r ecorded m a n i f e s t a t i o n in t h e fifth c e n t u r y A. D. 
d o w n to t h e p r e s e n t d a y . B u t M r . C o l u m ' s t i t le should 
h a v e i n d i c a t e d his i n t e n t i o n a n d n o t h a v e misled us as 
it does . T h e u n s u s p e c t i n g r e a d e r will t ake u p this book 
expec t ing t o find in i t t he best of Anglo- I r i sh p o e t r y ; b u t 
in s t ead he will find a large p a r t of it d e v o t e d to pa t r i o t i c 
a n d pe r sona l verse p o p u l a r in its d a y b u t essent ia l ly 
journa l i s t i c a n d t e m p o r a r y . F o r u n f o r t u n a t e l y a poem 
m a y be a n excel lent example of a na t i ona l sp i r i t , and 
still be b a d p o e t r y . I n o t h e r w o r d s , M r . C o l u m ' s collec­
t ion , exce l len t as it is in i ts own field, is y e t no t a real 
an tho logy of Ang lo - I r i sh ve rse . 

I n sp i te of these t w o v o l u m e s therefore , t he I r i sh poet ic 
genius , as expressed in Eng l i sh , w i t h its special racia l 
pass ion , i ts nove l feeling for words a n d figures, a n d i ts 
h a u n t i n g a n d pecu l i a r m u s i c , still a w a i t s a sa t i s f ac to ry 
an tho logy . Jack Lyman 

T R A N S L A T I N G O L D E N G L I S H 

Old English Poetry: Translations into Alliterative Verse, by 
J . D u n c a n S p a e t h . P r i n c e t o n U n i v e r s i t y P re s s . 

Widsith, Beowulf, Finnsburgh, Waldere, Deor, t r an s l a t ed 
by Cha r l e s Sco t t Moncrieff. E . P . D u t t o n & Co . 
Someone is a l w a y s t a k i n g t h e j o y o u t of life, for book 

reviewers , by a t t e m p t i n g a poe t i c t r a n s l a t i o n , in t h e 
original r h y t h m i c a l s t r u c t u r e , of a foreign p o e m . Once in 
a h u n d r e d t imes t he a t t e m p t is successful . I n t r a n s l a t i o n s 
of Old Eng l i sh p o e t r y i n to m o d e r n Eng l i sh , t he p r o p o r t i o n 
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of successes is e v e n s l igh te r . T h e b e s t are doubt less 
T e n n y s o n ' s Battle of Brunanburh, wh i ch sugges t s ra ther 
t h a n r e p r o d u c e s , h o w e v e r , t h e s t r u c t u r e of t h e original; 
a n d E z r a P o u n d ' s beau t i fu l vers ion of The Seafarer. 

T h e f u n d a m e n t a l r ea son for t h e n u m e r o u s failures is 
t h a t O l d E n g l i s h is in v o c a b u l a r y , p h o n o l o g y , a n d gram­
m a r m u c h m o r e foreign t o m o d e r n E n g l i s h t h a n m a n y 
rea l i ze . I t is m o r e n e a r l y a k i n t o m o d e r n G e r m a n — f o r 
t h e p o e t - t r a n s l a t o r m o s t s igni f icant ly in s imi l a r i t y of 
c o n s o n a n t a l s o u n d s — a n d t h e r e a re severa l good G e r m a n 
t r a n s l a t i o n s of Beowulf, t h e p r inc ipa l O ld Eng l i sh poem, 
in t h e or ig inal a l l i t e ra t ive verse s t r u c t u r e . 

Professor F r a n c i s B . G u m m e r e ' s t r a n s l a t i o n of Beowulf 
a n d t h e p o e m s as soc ia t ed w i t h it r e p r o d u c e s t h e original 
sp i r i t a n d m e t r i c a l s t r u c t u r e b e t t e r , p e r h a p s , t h a n any 
o t h e r E n g l i s h t r a n s l a t i o n . 

N e i t h e r Professor S p a e t h ' s no r M r . M o n c r i e f f s version 
is a n o u t s t a n d i n g a d d i t i o n to m o d e r n r e n d e r i n g s of Old 
E n g l i s h ve rse . T h e no tes which fill a t h i r d of t he former 's 
v o l u m e form a useful c o m m e n t a r y on t h e ep ic , lyric, 
g n o m i c , a n d h i s to r ic p o e t r y wh ich is p r e s e n t e d . T h e 
t r a n s l a t i o n s a re w o r k m a n l i k e , b u t t h e r h y t h m s resemble 
those of m o d e r n me t r i c s r a t h e r t h a n t h e old a l l i t e ra t ive 
ve r se , a n d in o t h e r r e spec t s t h e t r a n s l a t o r shows himself 
t h e scho la r m o r e t h a n t h e p o e t . 

O n e m u s t s ea rch in v a i n for a r e a s o n for M r . M o n ­
criefFs t r a n s l a t i o n , w h a t e v e r i n t e r e s t m a y a t t a c h t o the 
c h a r m i n g p o r t r a i t of t he a u t h o r on t h e j a c k e t a n d the 
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fa tuous i n t r o d u c t i o n b y L o r d Northcl i f fe w i th in t h e book 
itself. T h e t r a n s l a t i o n p rese rves exceedingly well t he 
metr ical s t r u c t u r e of t h e or ig ina l , b u t as ide from this it is 
a cur ios i ty in a r c h a i s m s , invers ions , a n d o t h e r pecul ia r i ­
ties. Whi le it professes to be " d o n e in to c o m m o n 
Engl ish , " i t c o n t a i n s such words as meinies, oxter, hythe­
warden, seely, wist, a n d quothey. I n his use of m o d e r n 
Engl ish w o r d s , M r . Moncr ie f f shows lack of feeling for 
the factors of s o u n d , imp l i ca t i on , a n d c o n n o t a t i o n which 
mus t be obse rved if t h e sp i r i t of O ld Eng l i sh l i t e r a t u r e is 
to be p re sen ted . Nelson Antrim Crawford 

C O R R E S P O N D E N C E 

A WORD F R O M M R S . H E N D E R S O N 

Dear Editor: F o r a long t i m e it h a s seemed to m e 
hardly fair to l eave m y n a m e on P O E T R Y as Assoc ia t e 
Edi tor , even in a n h o n o r a r y c a p a c i t y — h a r d l y fair, t h a t is , 
to the res t of y o u r ac t i ve staff; a n d n o w t h a t P O E T R Y h a s 
reached i ts t e n t h b i r t h d a y , I t h i n k i t is h igh t i m e for m e 
to resign officially, t h o u g h r e t a i n i n g as s t rong ly as ever 
my deep in te res t in t h e m a g a z i n e . 

When I left Ch i cago in M a r c h , 1 9 1 6 , I t h o u g h t t h a t I 
should p e r h a p s r e t u r n ; b u t n o w , after six yea r s in S a n t a 
Fe, I feel myse l f as f irmly r o o t e d as a p i n y o n t r ee . So 
here I a m , a n d t h e r e is P O E T R Y , w i t h a d i s t a n c e b e t w e e n 
us, bu t wi th a wor ld in c o m m o n ; a n d for m e m a n y h a p p y 
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m e m o r i e s of m y four y e a r s of a c t i v e se rv ice in the old 
offices o n C a s s S t r e e t . 

Y o u s u g g e s t t h a t I s e n d y o u s o m e reminiscences for 
P O E T R Y ' S t e n t h b i r t h d a y ; b u t y o u h a v e a l r e a d y covered 
t h e ea r ly y e a r s q u i t e ful ly o n o t h e r a n n i v e r s a r i e s , and if I 
w e r e t o g ive a " b a c k w a r d g l a n c e o ' e r t r a v e l l e d roads , " it 
w o u l d p r o b a b l y b e t o reca l l i n n u m e r a b l e sma l l incidents 
far m o r e a m u s i n g t o u s t h a n t o t h e g e n e r a l p u b l i c . Those 
w e r e s t r e n u o u s d a y s , w h e n w e h a d t o " b u c k " the poets 
o n t h e o n e h a n d a n d t h e p u b l i c o n t h e o t h e r ; a n d when 1 
t h i n k of t h e w a y y o u h a v e c a r r i e d o n d u r i n g t h e past six 
y e a r s , I a m filled w i t h a d m i r a t i o n for y o u r t e n a c i t y and 
zea l a n d h i g h p u r p o s e . Y o u h a v e n o w w o n t h e public to 
a d e e p e r a p p r e c i a t i o n of p o e t r y ; a n d t h e p o e t s , particularly 
t h e y o u n g e r g e n e r a t i o n , h a v e t o t h a n k y o u for a world far 
less u n f r i e n d l y t h a n t h a t i n t o w h i c h t h e y wou ld have 
c o m e b u t for y o u r unse l f i sh , t i r e l e s s s e rv i ce s . 

A n d so , w i t h c o n g r a t u l a t i o n s for y o u r fine achievement , 
I s a y " M a n  y h a p p y r e t u r n s of t h e d a y , " a n d remain as 
e v e r P O E T R Y ' S d e v o t e d f r i end , a n d y o u r s , 

Alice Corbin Henderson 
Santa Fe, New Mexico: August 18, 1922. 

Note by the Editor. It is with regret that we cease to print Mrs. 
Henderson's name on our cover as one of the associate editors of POETRY; 
for although she has not shared the actual editorship of the magazine 
since her departure from Chicago, we have liked to remind the public 
and ourselves, by a kind of honorary title, that she was in at the begin­
ning, and that the magazine, through those first experimental years, 
owed a great deal to her ability and devotion. 
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N O T E S 

Mr. Edwin Arlington Robinson requires no introduction to our 
readers. A resident of New York, he has spent the summers of late in 
the Macdowell Colony in Peterboro, N . H. In 1921 the Macmillan Co. 
published in one volume Mr. Robinson's Collected Poems, comprising 
his eight books of verse, from The Children of the Night, issued in 1897, 
to Avon's Harvest of last year. The Collected Poems had the honor 
of initiating the Pulitzer Poetry Prize—an annual prize of $ 1 , 000 for 
the best book of poems published during the given calendar year, to be 
awarded in connection with the other annuals provided for in the will 
of the late Joseph Pulitzer. 

Mr. Edgar Lee Masters, of Chicago, is also well known to all who 
read modern poetry; his books, from the Spoon River Anthology to The 
Open Sea, have been issued by the Macmillan Co. from 1915 to the 
present year. Of late Mr. Masters has also published stories for boys 
and a historical novel which follows the dramatic career of Stephen A. 
Douglas. 

Aline Kilmer (Mrs. Joyce Kilmer) of Larchmont, N . Y . , is the author 
of Candles that Burn and Vigils (Geo. H. Doran Co. ). 

Mr. Edwin Ford Piper, of the faculty of the University of Iowa in 
Iowa City, is the author of Barbed Wire and Other Poems (Midland Press). 

Mr. H. L . Davis, of The Dalles, Oregon, has appeared before in 
POETRY with groups of poems which have been copied into various 
anthologies. 

Antoinette De Coursey Patterson, of Philadelphia, is the author of 
three books of verse, of which the latest is The Son of Merope and Other 
Poems, published by H. W. Fisher & Co., of Philadelphia. 

Janet Norris Bangs (Mrs. E . H. B . ) is a resident of Chicago. 
Three poets appear here for the first time: 
Mr. Dhan Gopal Mukerji, a Brahmin from Bengal, born near 

Calcutta in 1890, was educated in India and California, and graduated 
from the Leland Stanford University. Being a fluent speaker and 
writer in English, he has lectured through the United States on the 
literature and religion of India. In 1916 his first book of poems, Rajani, 
was published in England; and a number of his plays have appeared 
in Poet-lore and elsewhere. 

Mr. Cecil John, a young English poet who has sojourned in various 



P O E T R Y : A Magazine of Verse 

places "east of Suez," has published little as yet. The present group 
came to us from Port Said. 

Jewell Bothwell Tull (Mrs. Clyde Tull), lives in Mount Vernon, Iowa, 
where her husband is in the faculty of Cornell College. 

The editor deeply regrets to announce the resignation of Mila Straub 
as Business Manager of POETRY . With the utmost competence and 
faithfulness, Miss Straub has served the magazine since February, 1918. 
Last April her marriage to Mr. J  . V. Houston was prophetic of with­
drawal from her daily attendance at this office. 

BOOKS R E C E I V E D 
ORIGINAL VERSE: 

Arrow Music, by Bryher. Privately printed in England. 
Poems, by Margaretta Schuyler. Privately printed in England. 
Afternoons of April, by Grace Hazard Conkling. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
A Critical Fable. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
The Search for the Holy Spirit, by Jennie M . & Thomas J . Flynn. Richard 

G. Badger. 
For Your Sweet Sake, by James E . McGirt . John C. Winston Co. 

Philadelphia. 
Lays of Goa and Lyrics of a Goan, by Joseph Furtado. B . X . Furtado 

& Sons, Bombay, India. 
The Pageant of Harlech Castle: Book of the Words, by Patrick Kirwan, 

Alfred Perceval Graves, A . S. Turberville, Owain Glyndwrand, Sir 
John Morris-Jones. Express Printing Works, Newtown, Wales. 

Verse, by Adelaide Crapsey. Alfred A. Knopf. 
Burning Bush, by Karle Wilson Baker. Yale Univ. Press. 
True Sporting Verse, by W. P. Gavin. Athlone, England. 
Little Book of Garden Songs, by Lura Coolley Hamil. Four Seas Co. 
Hacia Las Cumbres, by Gasten Figveira. Buenos Aires. 
The Shepherd and Other Poems of Peace and War, by Edmund Blunden. 

Alfred A. Knopf. 
Down the River, by Roscoe W. Brink. Henry Holt & Co. 
Preludes and Symphonies, by John Gould Fletcher. Houghton Mifflin. 
Songs of Youth, by Mary Dixon Thayer. Alfred A . Knopf. 
Towards Democracy, by Edward Carpenter. Mitchell Kennerley. 
Ambush, by Arthur Richman. Duffield & Co. 
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T H E BOOKFELLOWS ANNOUNCE 

THE 1922 LAURA B L A C K B U R N 
L Y R I C P O E T R Y P R I Z E S 

CASH PRIZES OF $ 5 0 , $ 3 0 AND $ 2 0 
ARE OFFERED B Y C H A R L E S G . 
BLANDEN ("LAURA BLACKBURN") 

for the best three lyric poems submitted by Bookfellows 
before December 31 , 1922. 

T h e judges are Edwin Markham, William Griffith, and 
Marion Couthouy Smith. 

Let us tell you about this and other Bookfellow activ¬ 
ties. Just say you want to know. 

F L O R A W A R R E N S E Y M O U R , Clerk 
4 9 1 7 BLACKSTONE AVE. - C H I C A G O , I L L . 

BOUND VOLUMES 
of POETRY 

Comple t e v o l u m e s of P O E T R Y b o u n d in b u c k r a m wi th 
I n d e x a n d T i t l e Page 

Vol. 1—October , 1912 {Reprint) t o M a r c h , 1913 $2. 75 
All O t h e r Volumes , I I - X I X , each 2. 00 

T h e b o u n d v o l u m e s of P O E T R Y m a k e a well-nigh com­
plete collect ion of t h e bes t verse w r i t t e n in Engl i sh since 
Oc tober , 1912. N o l i b r a r y should be w i t h o u t t h e m . 

Binders' prices having advanced to more than twice what we originally 
paid, the above offer is scarcely higher than actual cost to us. Therefore it 
does not include postage or expressage, which Will be extra. Each volume 
wrapped, weighs l 1/2 pounds. 

Subscribers may have their own copies of POETRY bound for the 
exact cost according to the binder's bill ($1. 80 or more for special 
orders). Or, if they return to us copies in perfect condition, we 
will send new volumes for $1. 60 each. 

POETRY - - 232 E. ERIE STREET 



BROOM, An Interna­
tional Magazine of the Arts, 
prints monthly fiction, poetry, criticism 
and the latest and most significant mod­
ern drama by the biggest writers of America, 
Italy, England, France, Spain, Germany, Russia. 
C BROOM reproduces monthly paintings and 
sculpture by the world's greatest living artists. 
C BROOM has a brilliant cover in colors and 
one hundred pages of hand-made paper. C Yet 
owing to the low cost of manufacture abroad it 
sells for fifty cents the copy and five dollars the 
year. C By special arrangement we are able TO 
make the following offer for a short time only. 

BROOM for one year, $ 5  . 00, and THE 
G O O S  E M A N  , BY JACOB WASSERMANN, (AUTHOR OF THE 
W O R L D ' S I L L U S I O N ) , $ 2 . 50 , BOTH FOR $ 5 . 50. 

B R O O M FOR ONE YEAR, $ 5 . 00 AND B A T O U A L A , BY 
RENÉ MARAN (WINNER OF THE P R I X G O N C O U R T ) , $ 1 . 75, 
BOTH FOR $ 5 . 00. B R O O M FOR ONE YEAR, $ 5 . 00, AND 
T H E H A I R Y A P E , A N N A C H R I S T I E , T H E F I R S T 
M A N , BY EUGENE O'NEILL, $ 2 . 00, BOTH FOR $ 5 . 00 

B R O O M  , 3 E A S T 9 T H S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

FOR THE ENCLOSED $ PLEASE SEND ME B R O O  M FOR 
ONE YEAR AND THE FOLLOWING BOOK 

N A M E 

A D D R E S S 



We Are Backing the Poets— 
Are You Backing Us? 

For a verse-writer to be printed in P O E T R  Y is about the 
most honorable of recognitions. 

Ford Madox Hueffer in the New York 
Evening Post Literary Review. 

This monthly publication is an exhibition of literary faith 
and bravery that belong to the heroic age. 

The Daily Journal, East St. Louis 
T h e varied interest and beauty presented are typical of 
P O E T R Y ' S quality. T h a n k s to a rare coincidence of 
poise and generous imagination, of sense and sensitiveness, 
it ranks easily as the best vehicle of poetry in the English 
language. 

From an editorial in the New York Sunday Tribune. 

P O E T R  Y has become a significant force 
in the intellectual life of A m e r i c a . Tha t 
astute observer , the late Wil l iam Marion 
Reedy , wrote : " P r o b a b l y Miss Monroe has 
done more for the high art of song than any 
other person in the Uni ted States"—a state­
ment which has been generously supported 
by other commentators of similar prest ige. 

P O E T R Y : A Magazine of Verse 
232 E. Erie St. , Chicago 

Enclosed find $ 3 . 0 0 (Canada, $3. 15; foreign, $3. 2 5 ) 
for one year's subscription to P O E T R Y  . 
Beginning 

Name 

Address 



R E F R E S H I N G N U T R I T I O U S 

" H o r l i c k ' s " 
The Original 

Malted Milk 
The ideal food-drink a t home, fountain 
or office. 
A convenient luncheon. Satisfying and 
economical. 

A V O I D I M I T A T I O N S 

MISS HARRIET MONROE 

who has studied the poetry movement 
in all its phases, will consider engage­
ments for lectures, and readings of 
modern poetry, during the autumn 
and winter of 1922-1923. 

For terms, dates and other details 
please address 

POETRY 

232 East Erie Street, C H I C A G O , I L L I N O I S 





To have great poets
there must be great audiences too. 
---------------Whitman 

Harriet Monroe 
Editor 

Marion Strobel 
Associate Editor 

Henry B. Fuller 
Eunice Tietjens 
Lew Sarett 

Advisory Committee 
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