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M A R G U E R I T E Z O R A C H 119 

L A L L A R A M 

The garden was warm, languid, 

The tiny shadows of nime trees softly fingered white 

balconies, 

The palms fell l imply back from the heavy sun, 

Every th ing was old, beautifully old, 

Every th ing was old, with the energy of life for­

gotten. 

L a l l a Ram passed through the garden, 

The nime trees gathered in their tiny wavering shadows 

and grouped themselves in bold patterns on the 

walls, 

The marigolds burst into generous peals of orange 

laughter, 

The small yellow flowers r ippled in mellow chuckles 

that shook their fat green bushes, 

The smooth trunks of the palms straightened with easy 

royalty and strode about the garden. 

The sun shadows were suddenly black and bold in the 

white l ight, 

Every th ing was life and the j o y of l i fe , 

When L a l l a Ram passed through the garden. 



120 M A R G U E R I T E Z O R A C H 

H O N G K O N G 

I have sat long at the far-above window 

W i t h the things I am going to leave, 

U n t i l it has grown too dark to see. 

The white cloud that crept across the l i t t le strip of sky 

Has faded into greyness 

W i t h the soft greyness of night. 

F a r above mountain and cloud are lost in each other 

T i n y sleepy lights bl ink through the mist 

H u n g in the sky 

L i k e stars. 

They are the eyes of the houses of men who live on 

the Peak. 

The flat trees detach themselves from the Chinese street 

below 

A n d climb up into the sky 

Where the fire-eyes beckon, 

Pause, caught for a moment in the night, and are lost. 



A L I C E G R O F F 121 

H E R M - A P H R O D I T E - U S 

Behold me! 

The perfect one! 

Epitome of the universe! 

The crystal sphere,— 

reflecting 

sex,— 

being,— 

God. 

Fo r long ages,— 

moonlike,— 

I turned one hemisphere 
away from G o d , — 

stubbornly reflecting 

only half of H i s perfection,— 

M a n . 

Fo r this sin 

God mocked me,— 

showing himself in me; 

monster of masculinity,— 

tyrannous, 

cruel, 



122 A L I C E G R O F F 

war-mad, 

death-gluttonous, 

God,—inverted. 

Then through love, 

G o d saved me,— 

melted my perverseness, 

set me spinning, 

in fu l l God-l ight ,— 

reflecting whol ly 

H i s perfection, 

woman in man, 

man in woman,— 

herm-aphrodite-us. 

Behold me! 

The perfect one! 

The crystal sphere,— 

reflecting perfect sex,— 

reflecting perfect be ing ,— 
reflecting God . 



K A T H L E E N C A N N E L L 123 

E L U S I O N 

I dive from height, 

A n d swim 

Out through a cl inging sea, 

Fa r i n , I see a monstrous god. 

Stone upon stone of agony 

P i l e d 

Calmly to heaven. 

I heard it c ry : 

" M a k e an image to f i l l them with fear. 

In love there is no awe; 

They must tremble." 

We have made the image. 

I t advances flaming upon me. 

I drown in brass. 

I sink 

Crushed beneath a l l weight. 



124 LOUISE M A L L I N C K R O D T K U E F F N E R 

T H E P R A I R I E 

B e f o r e me the great da rk broad-breasted p r a i r i e expands , 

B a r e d to the pale moon's quiet l i g h t , 

A few trees rust le gen t ly , s tead i ly , ins i s t en t ly . 

W e a r y I s ink upon the great b road breast. 

O n every side the mis t a r i ses— 

A huge strange figure w i t h pale sh i f t i ng garments and 

cool whi te arms that close on me more and m o r e — 

T i l l the t u r b i d fever cools, 

A n d a l l the w i l d desires are l u l l e d at las t to l a n g u i d 
rest. 

T H E S E A 

F a r out in to the sea the t ide-bared s t r a g g l i n g reefs have 

crept , and I l ie there as one of them. 

A b o v e and before me, the sun-dashed joyous blue sings 

one clear note of who le -wor ld bli theness. 

T h e great sea is quiet, on ly endless q u i v e r i n g l i g h t - t i p p e d 

r ipp le s show that i t breathes, 

W h i l e a far off pale haze- l imned sails s teal f a i n t l y b y l i k e 
dreams, the dreams of our deeds yet to do— 

M y eyes c lose : 

H o t and hotter the noon sun beats on the sh immer ing 

sea, the rocks , and m e — 

I t runs through my blood t i l l I become a l l w a r m t h and 

l i g h t — 

T i l l the whole w o r l d is tu rned into w a r m t h and l i g h t — 

N o w o r l d , no I , but on ly w a r m t h and l igh t , red-f l immer-

i n g , flickering w a r m i n g l i g h t ! 



BAYARD B O Y E S E N 125 

O V E R T H E U L T I M A T E 

W h o asketh when 

W e that have done w i t h do ing and the b lood-red 

tides of men 

S h a l l ho ld fast 

Ourselves at las t? 

W h o cares when? 

W e that have d ived o'er the m o r n i n g and the 

thi ther sides of n ight , 

W h a t de l ight 

Shou ld we have of your traces, 

T imes and p laces ,— 
W h a t de l igh t? 

Y e that are day- th ings , 

Reckoners of nor th and south, 

O f great things ruinous , 

W h a t should ye k n o w of us, 

U s that have stars for our p l ay th ings , 

Y e a , stars to browse on our mouth? 



126 BAYARD BOYESEN 

W h a t l i f e sa i th 

S h a l l we care, 

W e that have j u t t i e d th rough death 

A n d despa i r? 

W e that have j o k e d w i t h the mountain-gales 

A n d sent them r a t t l i n g home, 

W e that have h e l d the morning ' s sai ls 

O ' e r the foam, 

L a u g h i n g at sails and mornings , a l l th ings 

that are s t i l l or roam? 

W h a t l i f e sa i th 

O f its s t r i fe 

S h a l l we care, 

W e that have j u t t i e d through death 

A n d despa i r— 

Y e a , and l i f e ! 

S h a l l we care? 

O f what sha l l we care? 



J O H N M C C L U R E 127 

P O E M S O F W I S T F U L N E S S 

I. W A N D E R E R 

W h y do ye find me i n these waters? 

W e l l , the o ld wander -dog i n me w h i n e d ; 

So we came, 

B a y i n g at the moon, 

W i s t f u l l y over the w o r l d . 

II. S O M N A M B U L I S T 

L a s t n igh t I went a - w a l k i n g w i t h m y dreams— 

F o l k such as ye ha ' never seen the l i k e of, 

W i t h faces l i ke moonl ight on water , 

W i s t f u l fo lk . 

One of them had eyes 

T h e color of w i l l -o ' - t he -wi sp , 

A n d another had ha i r 

T h e color of w i n d . 

W e w a l k e d i n si lence 

I n a g rey wood 

U n t i l dawn. 



128 J O H N M C C L U R E 

III. VISITANTS 

I n the pale hours 

O f t e n they come to me s tea l th i ly , 

T remulous , 

G h o s t l y w i t h t w i l i g h t , 

V a i n as a i r , — 

T h e wra i ths o' the gone fo lk , 

W h i s p e r i n g , 

B i d d i n g me be of good cheer, 

G o o d hope. 

IV. H E A R T ' S - E A S E 

S a y i t again . I t is not often 

One hears "I love y o u . " 

T h e r e is much t a lk of the winds , 

B u t that is of dea th ; 

A n d there is great chatter of b i rds 

B u t there is not much i n i t ; 

A n d the t a l k i n g of the sea 

Says on ly over and over aga in 

P i t i f u l things w i t h sobs i n them. 

I n the words of a woman alone 

Is there that w h i c h is heart-easing. 

S a y i t aga in . 



J O H N R U S S E L L M C C A R T H Y 129 

S U N D A Y M O R N I N G 

I have come out here into the woods 

Because there are hob-nails i n m y shoes, 

A n d because the people I saw i n the t o w n back there 

were so sp ick and span 

( E v e n the rosy l i t t l e tot w i t h his wide , whi te c o l l a r ) 

A n d because there are so many churches i n the town. 

I have come out here into the woods. 

T h e great oak is not sp ick and span 

A n d the l i t t l e oak does not wear a w ide , whi te co l l a r . 

A n d none of us, 

N o t the stone, 

N o r the wood-mouse, 

N o r I , 

W r a n g l e s over the mean ing of p r in te r ' s i n k i n heavy 

books. 

T H E T H I E F 

T h i s man, then, is ve ry much l i k e G o d . 

T h e scoundrel . 

One can excuse omnipotence i n de i ty 

( A n arm gene, or a f r i end dead, 



130 J O H N R U S S E L L M C C A R T H Y 

A n d one need not even be a P r e s b y t e r i a n to s a y : 

G o d w i l l s i t ) . 

I say, h a v i n g made a G o d , one can forgive H i m . 

B u t this man , who by b o w i n g before a min i s t e r 

C a n take the g i r l , 

B o d y , m i n d and soul , 

A n d b u i l d about her unassai lable e ternal r ampar t s 

A g a i n s t the w o r l d — 

T h i s m a n is a sort of G o d . 

T h e scoundre l . 

B u t he is tangib le 

A n d waxes hot and co ld 

A n d fears h e l l — 

The re is no forgiveness. 

S A T I S F A C T I O N 

H o w cou ld any god be h a p p y 

W i t h o n l y one he l l ? 

W h y , even a dog has different teeth 

T o crush this flea or that flea. 



DOUGLAS G O L D R I N G 131 

M A I S O N N E T T E S 

T h e houses i n W i n d e r m e r e Street are ' let off i n floors' 
W h i c h perhaps is the reason i t a lways seems so aler t . 
L i t t l e groups of young men and g i r l s gather round its 

front doors, 
A n d keen eyes at a l l windows observe their endeavors to 

flirt. 

E v e r y one i n the street knew at once about L i z z i e B r o w n . 
T h e y saw the flash bloke she took up w i t h , and 'knew 

how ' twou ld be.' 
A n d they knew w h y the b l inds of the house at the corner 

are down, 
A n d who pays the second floor's rent, at 103. 

T H E H I G H B R O W E T T E S 

(Merveil leuses de nos jours) 

" W e w i l l now c a l l on A l b e r i c M o r p h i n e to give us a 
r ead ing . " 

T h e rows of young women look u p ; thei r eyes g l i s t e n ; 
they shiver 

W i t h the k i n d of emotion that 's r e a l l y very mi s l ead ing . 
A l l have fine eyes, ye l l ow faces, v i l e clothes and a l i v e r . 

T h e y smoke a great dea l , bathe l i t t l e , and wear no stays. 
T h e i r a r t i s t ic garments are made on the G r e c i a n p l a n ; 
T h e y flock i n thei r crowds to the p i t , for M r . Shaw ' s 

p l a y s ; 

A n d aspire to a un ion of souls, w i t h some p i m p l y y o u n g 
man. 



132 J O S E P H W A R R E N B E A C H 

N O S T A L G I A 

I. 

I dreamed m y father sent me into his ga rden 

T o gather an a r m f u l of flowers. 

I found no flowers at a l l 

N o r any garden, 

A n d so re turned w i t h empty hands outspread. 

T h e n w i t h p i t y i n g smile 

H e led me for th a long the frosty pavement 

S w a r m i n g w i t h men and women that j o s t l ed a n d scur r ied 

L i k e maggots deep i n the cracks of a mouldy cheese. 

B u t as we met them, 

A n d each one ra ised an eager and lustrous face— 

T h o u g h seared w i t h s t ruggle and p a i n — 

M y father seemed to gather them into his arms 

A n d ho ld them tender ly there as a precious burden , 

S p e a k i n g the names of each w i t h l i n g e r i n g r e l i s h — 

T h e names were courage, love, endurance, f a i t h — 

A n d s m i l i n g as mother used i n her summer garden 

T o speak of j onqu i l s or of mar igo lds . 

II. 

A thousand fountains i n a thousand va l l eys 
B u b b l e and leap and run from the fountain-head, 
A n d never a one turns back to its c rad led s p r i n g . 

T h e sh in ing and c i r c l i n g planets 
N e v e r un rave l the mag ica l web they have woven , 

F i x e d to the i r revers ib le shuttles of fate. 



W I L H E L M K E G E L 133 

T H E E N D S J U S T I F Y T H E M E A N S 

A t the Pest House dance 

The undertaker and a midwife 

Were sitting out a hesitation, 

A n d this is what he said to her: 

"Poets say that B i r t h and Death 

Are the two great sacraments of l ife. 

Y o u are priestess of the one 

A n d I high-priest of the other. 

We minister at the awful altars, 

We open the gates of j oy and woe, 

We tune the carol and the dirge, 

A n d for a l l this we are outcasts, 

Despised and rejected of men. 

They praise the song and loathe the singer. 

But isn't this pest house delightful? 

Dansons! dansons!" 



134 R O B E R T SWASEY 

T H E C I T Y I N S U M M E R 

A dusty vista 

D o w n which a cat 

D a r k l y moves. 

Bleak doors 

A n d bleaker windows; 

A withered vine 

Patters against the wa l l . 

A newspaper 

Shambling in the gutter; 

A ragged chi ld 

Stands at the corner 

Beside a hungry dog 

Look ing in a dust can. 

A murky 

Silence over a l l : 

The city dead. 



A L F R E D W A T T S 135 

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

Eyes l ike l i t t le green apples 

in a wr inkled apple blossom face, 

W h y do you look at me? 

The wind lifts gold up and down the street 

A n d through the windows 

even the windows no not the windows 

O f me. 

T H E C U R R E N T 

The white soul of the water 

Dips—gnawing the tree-roots. 

It is broken. 

Across the implacable bronze-green scummed bark 

A n d the glistening water-rats 

Are tired. 

I N T H E P A R K : F O R F A R O U C H E , N O V E M B E R , 

1914 

Even when I look at the locomotive 

H o l d i n g the round earth from fa l l ing into space 

by means of its magnetic feet, 

I see the caterpil lar 

Green, wet, fat, 

A stain on greyness, 

Dead beside, or under. O r is it above? 
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H E L L E N I C A 

I. 

Cleon doth not forget the gentle footsteps 

O f Scy l l a , a l i t t le maiden, 

Who returneth not unto her father's dwell ing, 

But walketh the long descent into the silence 

T i r e d and alone. 

II. 

Rhodoclea, whose body veiled the sun, 

H a t h fallen into shadow 

Under the grasses. 

III. 

Plato's passion troubled Timon's soul. 

H i s body followed beauty to the end. 

Sunlight sifts across his earthy bed. 

IV. 

Comatas dreameth of music in soft pastures. 

H i s fellow-shepherds have la id his pipe beside him. 

V. 

Maidenly Bacchis wove her wedding tunic. 

Now it lies in the dust 

That claspeth her loveliness. 

VI. 

M y r r h a , whose body was clearer than light on water, 

Remembereth not her beauty 

I n the stillness. 



M A X E N D I C O F F 137 

N E W Y O R K E T C H I N G S 

T H E S U B W A Y 

A tube of impenetrable black shadows, 

Through which 

Dar t 

Yellow-blotched things of steel, 

W i t h a crunching, grinding cry 

O f souls in torture. 

The dismal realm of Darkness, 

Where M a n conceals 

H i s unnatural lust for speed 

From the frank and placid gaze of the sun. 

T H E S E A - L I N E R 

Eigh t convulsive tugboats, 

Unheroic toilers, 

Transmute their l ife strength 

Into a motion imperceptible 

O f the giant sea-liner. 

The leviathan 

W i t h vulgar contempt 

Spits from a thousand mouths; 

Meet ing the admiring screech 

O f humbler k i n 

W i t h haughty silence. 



138 M A X E N D I C O F F 

T H E P U B L I C L I B R A R Y 

A mausoleum, 

O f stained marble and gilded trappings, 

O f spacious vaults and shadowed silences 

Broken, only, by the hollow echo 

O f hurrying foot-steps. 

In certain chambers, 

T ie r upon tier of shelves, 

L i k e miniature unsealed graves, 

Bear at rest 

The t iny coffins of paper and cloth: 

The final abode of mortal thought. 

A n d here, the ghouls— 

Mute, furtive and light-of-foot— 

Prowl about; 

Peering into the barren homes of the dead 

For precious words to help the l iv ing . 

T H E T E R M I N A L 

Ravenous stomach of stone and steel 

G u l p i n g in 

S izz l ing , steaming morsels. 

Now, a str ing of wooden sausages 

H u r l s itself 

Into the deep, cavernous maw, 

A n d a moment later 

A hissing, stenchful mess 

Is vomited forth. 
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