1.
CUNNING

He spoke to her about politiesl economy,
Suffragism and the fourth dimensionj

He spoke about the laws of nature,

Of dusty, thicke-volumed books,

And discussed a love affalr

Born complacently in the brain of an author
Who died two hundred zars ago.

*I love you, darlingl® --

And she shut his tale, that bored her to death,
With an angry kiss on his lips.

2e

MIRAGE

I dipped

A chip of steel

Into & well of bloodyink;

I inscribed

Into the gossamer vein of milk-white paper
The foo words:

"Sweetheartl

She 1ssued forth

From the senseless wvoid
And dropped

A "Yesl®

H.Y. Call 8/7/1917

H.Y. Call 9/1/1917
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I bit

A lump of my pallid flesh
And went to the dogs.



3. N.Y. Call 9/25/1017
COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC

4. N.Y. Call 10/12/1017
__ CREVICES
I plastered up the crevices of my rickety hut.
The wind will come
Swaggering and effervescing « brerer-r}
But shall not pass
Even a whiff

To put the warm light out
In my rickety hut.

I cannot peteh up the ereviees of my shattered body.
m&un iggering hiiii!
~ ng and snigge - wlei-
And without a wheese
Shall blow the soul out
In my shettered body.

S¢ N.Y. Call 12/14/1917
De PROFUNDIS

Cry your eyes out in a laugh,
Live your soul out in a Drem .




G
THOSE WHO ARE

;l:h;s consumed by & turquoise passion
an

I often wonder

Whether other people 8re .¢.

And then
I listlessly whisper
Oh, they, too, must be beautiful.

7
THE AD

Sunday Csll 2/3/1918

Eve. Call 5/9/1918

Basking, multlecolored, in the whiteness of the sheet -

There - the cold-blooded ink - eorier:
"Attention] Attention, pleasel”

Lines, varied lines, tieolored, geometrieal:

Whipping up sales,
Boosting cheapness -
Bingl

ngl

Way people talk -
Round peg

Fitting square hole,
Or otherwise -

LR

8e
IN ROUNDABOUT WAYS

In roundabout ways

The daughter kept the secret
From her parents,

In roundsbout ways

The stupid young men

Deceived the girl.

In roundsbout ways

Life deceived them Loth

And made them merry each other,

Bve., Call 5/19/1918



9. N.Y. Cell 6/22/1918

HERQ WORSHIP
to L~Y

I read a story

A hero, & men of great affalrs;
A hero, & man who 1is loved,
Bnvied, at least by everyone.

A man of exceptional capsbility.

But there is a girl

Who doesn't tlhrow herself

Into the pit of hell.

¥ho doesn't expose herself to dangers
Noral dangers, I mean

She is simply pladn end straight.
Beautiful.

Overfeeds her father, mother - aged people.
She rubs her eélbows

At all the smoothless walls of life.
And no one says

She 1= great.

He ig a hero -

He is tall, slender,

Wears beautiful clothes

And telks Nietzsche and Hemry James.

10, N.Y. Call 6/25/1918

REVELATION
toL~-Y

I dwelt with men in the green house of fear,
1 ate the crumbs of their blood-tolled bread;
Loved to walk in their joy ~ sperse paths.
What am I to give for all that?
¥hat am I to offer?

"Relinguish they claim

To thy soull

I salute my comrade:
Brotherl
¥ake communion with him
When he 1s less than man,
Por I am less than he,
I am
Rolls and thunders
The Great Volce:
"Heedl"”
Therein is your salvationt®



KISFORTUHE

To L - %

I trelled lueck

To the loose~hinged door
Into & bare-ribbed
Yorn-walled

Dingy corner saloon.

In fits hand =-
A glass filled to the brim

1l. Eve, Call 6/26/1918

With something of the gutter-pool coloring.

The glass emptied

Without paying a cent for the treat -

Luck left the place
As if nothing happened.

It went strolling along

The crowded lanes,

Heshing those who ran from 1%,
Avoiding those who adhered to it.

My glass was empty
Like a hollow death-face

Empty of l1life.

But, then,
Iuck was made
Full of booze.

The Dusk of the Cods
by Amphiteatrow
Loathsome toothless gods
Methodiecally grimming
In an oriental mo0d ceese
About them
Hen and women

ng & bellyful
At thelr decayed impotence

12, Pagsn 1/1919 also
2nd Pagan Anthology

12,337



13 Pagan July 1918
Talmudesque

(Tote:
"y " « the final answer in the Telmud to every gquestion whose
solution cannot be conceived),

Tailku - for the sightlessl
Taiku « for the dumbl

g::vtzﬂm to stop and wonder sesee 7
And fix the mxt!.ns,

Set 1t free,

Aml 31“ 1‘3 life ceese

And make 1t everyone's possessionfisece.

Hot for me
te discover the truth
And give it wings
start it on 1ts universal flightfeeses

Taila - for the sightlessl
Taiku « for the dumbl

15 Pagm_ Hov. 1918
The Danseuse

They, watehing -

{ their couchant delving ?a

over her lithe 1imbs)
htr syrme trical movements
her body's bacchanal swaying, -

tissue of flish and bloeod
bartering its slender remmants of decency
for the gluttonous gaze of louts,



14 Pagan Aug.-Septe. 1918
From A Letter

Hothing particular to tell you se«eSimply this:
Pretty nasty outside, - it wasj
I walked along the puttersecese
The rain drigzled in its foul slow mood;
Yet I did not feel poor and downheartedj
Ho, - I Just walked on end one

Oh yesl
Imet a worm legging close Mahntsm-ﬁoﬂ,
Trapping, probably, something weeker, smaller, than 1tselfesee

Thatts all -
Until the 1 mummd;:{n
And how mmmm ripping resonent rainececes
Golden of fire.

I raised the eollar of my coat

And walked on and on,

As if seeking the disclosure of some terrible secret
In the night,

When I reached South Ferry, -
Wonderfull

Those fires there

Set in the dark waters,

Like go bits of & saldm vholecesse

hh LE A R 2
L oo m@m ribs
01 the ewnning Syidmcity
Than I sped back,
Smnem\gxnmimnwor the Subway,
And east up in a gut.tor
whcu wa ub beasts with velvety shining backs,
liﬂht- from & nelghboring windowseses



18 Pagan Dec, 1918

Fol.
(Pz:%t)

Vous compreneSesss .

It was dark, mad the shades

Were dowin eeeeThe reason?

The "cateh” season had just begun,

Ané I had obviously been destined

To be one of the multitude of fishi
The net weas not infellible, to be sure,
But then, I knew not how

I could slip through.

S1lenceesss Two wiry hends ,
clsmmed around me, pressing, pressing;
Rege, red rage, on her lips,
;n mnh‘ :; daneing green devils
r hyens-green eyes.
I felt lusheees “o you esll that love?
Do you esll that emotion beautified?
Do you eall it life?
To me, it was an feat,
And yet my wre consclence
Was not lost for a single moment.
I = no, not I -, someone else who took my place for the while -

Embraced her soft ylelding body-

Rich with suppleness -

&nd dwelling in what misguided people

Call "Persdise on Eu'th'im

The shadow of true love shrankeees

I cursed her,

I cursed wmyself,

And the whole world, with its good and eVileess

Vous comprenez?



19 Pagan Jan, 1919 also
2nd Pagan Anthology

After Boesecclo

fhe maiden ie a Swan _
With wings of whiter purity
Than the spotless Swan's -

The Swan is a Maiden
With flesh of & sof ter besuty
Than the yielding Malden's ~

The Swan swaying
Toward the Maiden -

The Maiden lesning childlike
Over to the Swan ...

¥y headbt is in the grip
Of the tender witchery of their loocks -~

Just
A Maiden and a Swan

HP , su3'f

Tom Mooney

"The sShadows of the Gallows are blaeki"”
Saith he

ind, like a saint of a llew Age,

He iatmd utterly upon

The pure strength of Soul

To save for us Light snd Happiness

Of the fres.

"The shadows of the Gallows are blacki"™"

Great Martyzl

As I see you

Standing there, within you - your white, pure Soul,

Ascending the steps

To meet the Hangman -

I see, too,
ﬁu threatening gsllows vanish -

Hever to reappearl



21 Playboy

A Pather to His Hewborn

They say:

Your God

Iz 8 Yew God

Pashioned of the Beauty

Of your begimning Sorrow;

I know:

The link is almost rotiten

And breskable}

But you

Pags the watehword

of your father's for generations
Celling for a chance

To dbring forth

Another oomer

That will fashion

A Wew God

The Beauty of & Future Sorrow,.

July 1919 #3



22 Pagan Nov.~Dece 1919

Ennui Loecsle
{An Autumn Pugue)

I e tired.

Some scquire the habit of & low murmnr:

" oee COMOITON ses LO-MOYYOW =eee,” and forget in the jaded lull
how tiresome today always 1s.

I am tired -

Joy is not mine.

Pain is not mine,

for I sm tired,

Still some hopelessly dream:

.u"‘bo}rog:i esbeyondene;” to relieve themmelves of the irrelevancies
[+) Co

1 shall not hesitate to burrow inte Lethes' dank soul

end walk away -

away {rom here.

Here I feel tired.
tired of looking
looking at the hills
hills changing color
color with every moment
moment, second, hour

The world will tire of itselfl
when I shall have passed away,
and will seek to reach me

by fading away alsOeee



25 Sunday Call 4/7/3920

I pass thee
Without uttering & word,

The midnight breese

¥ill blow

Until the elouds,

The hleak wintry clouds,

Shell again be assailed

By the clearing dawm of spring.

And thou,
Remaining behind
Shall feel lonely
But not miserable.

For in the morning

Of Earth's fenewal

My love ghall blossom forth
¥ith the buds

On the seft petalled twigs.

I shall not pass theee by then
¥Without uttering & word,

24 Special VWoman Suffrage Edition
N.Y. Call

A Wother to Her Son on Election Day

I have carried you under my heart, little boy,
In anxiety, pain andi strifej

I have gone to the very gates of death
To give you the gift of life.

I have nourished you at my breast, 1little doy,
And have guarded you day and night.

I heve cheerfully mritiand. Joyously toiled,
Thet your days might be happy and bright.

I have gulded your footsteps, awakened ymr mind,
To the world I heve opened your

I have helped you to grow into nf‘e, littlc boy,
Aealth and strong and wise.

How you are just tweniy-one, little boy,
And my destiny lles in your handj

I and a million mothers of men
Before you as suppliecants stand,

Will you think of motherhood's gift supreme
Then you go to decide our fate?

¥1ll you say that your mother's as worthy as you
To be heard in the councils of state?



OLD THEME

In this dingy place where I sit out

long hours of my sustenance,

I conjure up, by chance,

tl;n ectoplasm, like a apir!tmnat devout,
of one

who, tho not gone

beyond the realm

of w«ml 1ife,

yet, so does overwhelm

me in my from day-to-day existence

with an uncanny persistence

as if we were parted by the deadly knife.
I dream of visions

plump and stately

that greatly

ald me in my going-on

In happy moments, & lifa of

as one mey find only in a fa ry-t-.lo. a story,
rises in my mind, fullblown,

when I am thinking about our future.

Thus, all in one, it is happiness

and torture.

I feel the caress

of her hand, x
and grim roaz.ity and eonjured-up dreams blend
into a state of liveliness.

I care not very much

to touch

on the immediate three weeks of separation.
For this afternoon

at least, the elation

of my seeing her so soon

{the omnion of the lest of Beethoven's symphonies nine,
the most divine)

is stronger than anything

that might

lead me right

to despair?s very brink.

eseshall I go on? what else to do?
Beloved, your playmste welcomes you.



Crude gnemy of the Isle Majorca ¥ ’ -
(for Regina Ferster)

Delineated Sumptuous harness
in tuge gwiftlegged harts bloodstickers
bonded rachitics per jaunaice per rash hawkers
Couwe g .
and tease juggling pece wuster
up acc.

Tilting Mers (coaled Marse) So:

loach in water unshaken measure schene Lobster

war (then) Bleakeyed (then)  strong muscled
multiarmed
demonstrable locust
guzzle with fuss up the delta

Truly, : ; -A sluggard smart somnolescent
incenses fustian Ganges . .

8%Syierarch of the furzebush: Coue
and tease

galleys come pallid
impressions:—— wounded bellies of:-- Swashis
Mullahs sick with perry Bie!

VMarblehearted equestrians riaing to tracks én the manege
endeared to sounds of trumpets unriveting blahblahs -

the turtle weirdly thwacked offhand: Monsieur le Marechal
perched on & syncopating mare, the aide
on a spry stallion

Admiral crouching in tidewater So:
inleisure solemnized repose
ripped cassoCKS whipped by rot Bleakeyed

sundering sullied branches
pluckingg fireroots from Mejorca
Now:
nowthen the Populace in best Bib & Tucker
with Loud Huzzahs for Daggers Drawn
(a Fat Sycophant Fawning in the Wake$®
of Pistols, Bantamcocks, Bombastes Furiosos}?

oty



SONNETS PIVE

l.
You are teaching little children the way
of growing up. You make them look at things
as 1f they all at once have grown wings,
but I, the winged one, need you more than they.
I, the adult, stumble as on feet of eclay,
with something in me that violently stings
and peins, as if polsoned arrows flings
and darts at me everyone who will, who may.

I shall not prove treacherous to the tots

by asking you to leave them for me

for I were wholly unsueccessful in my plea

since you feel called upon to fill-in certain dots

that crossword-puzzle book, LIPE, put up to some effect.
S0, go on with your pupils whilst I am in neglect.



SONNETS PIVE
2e

In this unsightly heap of filth and ugliness
about me, there's a mugget of purest ore.

As sald, unsightliness there 1s galore,

yet, there's a golden bird in this offal-mess.
I linger o%er it all day long, caress

its gentle wings, in this reign of Thor,

that fills my day long with tumultuous roar,
with one splash of brutasl simlessness.

Yet, not all is sodden and unbearable, so long
I know you are SOMEWHERE, however far

away from me, whose soul stands ajar

with laughing face like joy of song--

0 I can endure the sad parting strain

so long 2z Evening us together bring again,



SONNETS PIVE
3e
I fear the fearlessness that hems us in
with lying prone, athwart, or breast-to-breast
in our attie, this conjured-up sweet nest.
We hear the unalloyed intoning golden din

of Heppinesss, envisage ourselves as kin

ef blood and spirit, at wvhose behest

we glide childlike down, as if in quest

of ¥What Life Is, Should Be, EYer Might Have Been.

And when some physical degrading function,

on the part of my weak body, mars your brow

wilth harassed, p rturbed wrinkles, then I bow

to pain of flesh as 't were some hallowed unetion,

buoying up my faith in your great love for me,
imparting to my spirit & whiff of Immortality.



SONNETS PIVE
4e

My love for you sprang out of chaos, dear,

as everything thet's fashioned in this worldj
swam loosely, inarticulate, until 1t whirled
into your hesrt responsively with gleeful cheer.
It 1s s happiness so pure, exzlted,with no veneer
of mere seductive passion hurled

at W O M A N. It's proudly unfurled,

flying fast since first 1t did appear,

And when the fastness of my heert unlocked

shall 1le, to be gszed at by every comer,

Love will never prove to be a mere misnomer:

e'en Death shall find my heart with loving you blocked,
Thuus the order of my life runs in a single breath:

first, chaosj then, you completely; then, pacifying death,



Se
I sit here fashioning some sonnets four
honeyeombed with love for her who &t my slde
8its now, watehirg o'er me with geal of wight
while putting together a garment for
her winter wear. The hour is silent. A while before
we whipped the house into order by the might
of our meins. low, in the huddied night,
some guests will mtm- on us-=-ihat & borél

Some love life when found on the highroad,

filled with noise, excitement, sounds;

to us, a gathering of visitors is rather--goundsl

Ve prefer things hushed to thingume loud.

Sheshs It rains. « « & floode Greatl Perhsps we shall,
s_ftu' all, not hear the ringing of the bell.



TO A GIRL WITH A GOLDEN SMILE

Though zw wrench my pelpitant heart
From ite encasing chest;

Though my sensibilities smart
Under the tideless weeping of my eyes,~

I carmot eface your golden smile

So full of grave and living zest:

You shall preveil an eternal while

With the serenity of my sighs.

Life may cajole me inte & nook
of pi s, abysmal and unsereened;
I won't divulp that like a rook,
A lone rook in a winter tree
I stay on beceuse my wings are mumb
And from their flying awsy are weaned:
Let that be secrei; and secret too, and dumb
That I have missed my celestisl spree.

t is here in this my lend,
lend of present reign;
Twi t that no light may displace, or rent
Apart, where no sun may shine again
And if in the close of sheltered havoe
Life were to nuige me, and rile--
20 thu m odfo of a rouoving dea ths troke
8till be your golden smile.




POEM {in memoriesm S. Reiss)

Rt

Walls 1like leering monsters.
Here she lived, ate, drank,
smiled, wept.
Prowning faces from the pletures,
looking grieved end pale,
framed in ecrepe.

A smellish osaken chiffoniere,
brie-s-brac, & watch
and & glove.
Purple-dark portiscres
that hushed the 111t in
her:"my lovesss"

Lone, forgotten in the cornere-
shi a portrait there;
is that I?
ese She i3 gone., lio more forever, Her
dreemlike life was my
Loreleli.



POEM

R 0

I heard you play, and 1life put on & meaning

savoring of something new, such as I

had never dared dresm of in days gone by

while witnessing--(here breeks down iy dommet's scheming)——-
You turned the fine majestic Scoteh Song cycle

into tremendous and unheard-of pitech,

and like the spell of the proverbial witeh

one guessed easlly at your magic-like vehicle,

Let then your subtlety play ons 7The charm

your fingers' toush evokes from the hollow keys,
their thrill, the spell they throw 'pon everyone,
would duly soften hearts, would undo harm,
Memmwlmmdim@mml.

and make one your adept, your slave, your pawn,



LAST PAGE OP A LOVER'S DIARY

Te e

Like a falrybook tale

it seemed then--

I laughed with tears

re joiced,

for the tree

told the tale _

in our lonesomeness beautiful so.

A single tree,

only one,
and such eloquent utterl.

but one man,
and such vigoma 1listeningl

Por the “ones"”

built a "two"

who in their dumb-deaf sport
ardent were

80 as life

could eter claim

to evoke

its alluring prime power

in a2 union blessed

with eco itys

with highe-gpirited tolerance--Love,

LR R R

Like a feverish dream
whose after-taste
is sour glowing dryness,

it is now.



FIRISHED HOME

How that the mortar in the walls
and the erimson on the roof sre dry
and new household things obtusely lean
against the walls
let the chirmey smoke rise -,
the hardwood floors be pounded on,
let?s meditate the outside world
from cosy indoor nooks.
Let's cozen our inward restlessness
wlth assured serenity -, composure.
The inseects -, the rodents will play hob with 1t.

Let's, nothing dsunted, eall it our fortess,
hone .



FRAGHENT

The Valley was cool. The Velley was cool with tears, tears like pearl-hoar,
burning into my heart snd yours.

We met. We parted.
Shall we ever meet again?

Black sombre ruins. A river streaming down & precipice, washing its eternmal
yellow stone which Time helps turn into snow-pure whiteness.

Anear the weedy banks, on rangy slopes, scattered tumbledown houses
built in such manner a&s if Fale played & gambling geme with thems: the Village.

lane cuts across lane. There are but two of them, all told.

Pesceful habitation vegetating and relentlessly offering its seedy Past
into the toothless maw of no less sodden & Future, Side by side,
heértiby heart, people dwell, eat, drink and labor; and chant thelr songs
with unconscious melancholy; cover themselves to sleep with the sudden
intrusion of the Moon, sailing slof't, bare and grandliose.

Up in the mountains
sbove the precipice where Hature weaves its deaf mysterles--shl the Chant
of sacredness. The ritual drifts out into the fields and mskes 1ts
flitting way across adjacent dales, till trippingly it dies away
with sad reechoing in the far distance, where multi-hued sky shades
the colorless earth, 1it by the last rays of the horizon-Sun.

Dust! Dust! in the air flying dust.

The herd sweeps slowly into the roadway leading from the byways
of the pasture, down the crosslanes of the Village. All are happy.
Each cow goes stralghtway knowingly to her shed and is met by a deep=-set
smile end tender pat of her mistress. And when the milE 1s taken from her
she dignifiedly chews the hay of early-mown fields and licks eagerly
the salts that enhance her appetite..

Then, all is asleep. Shutters down.
Gone envy, malice, bitterness. Goodnight. Goodnight.

And presently the Moon strolls, as she is wont to, with her starry cortege
sbout her. One's wish to walk and sway beside her is overwhelming;
the craving to partake of her gqueenly heppiness end grace, 1s irrestible.

I meander in the crossing lanes, gaze at the blackish huts half-sunk

in the marshy soll. All is dead thereabout. Only at times a wistful glance
peers thru a window and ushers itself upon me. I feel joy and sadness
freely mingling in the peering, darkness-plereing eye.

My pace slows down. I'd rather abandon the intent to leave the Village,
to bequeath to is my hushed traile = - = = = = =



Pragment - 2

Morning preesded by e glorious dawn, pours in unvelled haze
on the face of the Village, and dences and hops with its young clever rays
on the plate-like market-place, and sunnily smiling, wans Iinto Day,
Day brigh following in the Morn's fleet footstepss The elders leave
for field-tilling or trading thelr miserable retail-stock, or goseip
from the wooden benches {ronting esch mudw-colored hute The young set
goes a-merry, peusing in boy-andegirl rounds the swanlike daye
Ah but for & gladness like itl ab but for a hazy dream like 1t] ahl ahe=

But whither leads that road, wriggling snake-like, creeping stealthily out
from the wider Village lene awey into the mysterious distance
benging like a pall over the baselt eliffs?

We view monstrously high domes of churches and dwelling houses,

immense and multitudious. There is no end to the place, for we see it not
from where 1t starts., Ivetrous shimmer and gluing gainta {to glue your
Hemory and haunt you when you leave the cursed spotl) A noise, a din we
hear afar and think we're epproaching & merry falr., Ve hear the clatter
on the hard walks thet reechoes with palpiteting throbs in the listener's
heart.

What magic is in thee, Crowned city? "hat god ereated they visible
splendor that grips the will of Man who sees they apperent misery and
neglectedness? Whet supernsture adhered to thee and gave thee they most
marvellous tunes to eroon the song the Village wot not of? In the throes
of night & birth ie begun. In the wake of day life strays. Onward
and onward they go,--they, of the City, who are cursed with Joy
(ot melancholy bred by two orphan lanesi)j the moon's light outdone by
thelr own (the Village calls it artificlal); their gladness is not born with
the homecoming of the ecattle (the Village ealls their gladness sinful). '
And side by side their spirite fight: the City with its overactive glare,
seductive 1light, the Villege with its somnolent selfe-sstisfactory melancholy
Ahl a vision as clef't and et odd es any eye beheld. Afight wonthy of
Homerdie sketeohing. )

And who shall remain the vietor? Is the Village geing to
coordinate and be crowned into & City, or the City spires lower their pride
and look as if Pate played with them a gawbling GCame? The virile magiec of
the City, where together, all are asunder, where hundreds of lives
in one single tenement have nought in cormon but thelir misery, their being.
The melanchol isolation of the Villepge where yards snd foot-wide 1s the
distance from hut to hut, yet where people live side by side,

heart by hearg.

Joy, joy, the sun is up end wakes to live and drink the smile :
of Hature's whimifical eppearsence. In drsb elothes of coarsely worked eotton
that decries the villager, a man does the work allotted to him

by his masterful joy-glver, Day.. Wow and then he bends over the edge

of the precipice and shemefacedly leers at the unseen tracks on the road
that lles unwrapped before him in the sun's crimson meze. With throbbing
heart he fervently dreams of the loud things told sbout the City.

How aplawud{ formideble 1t must bel how loathsomely interestingl

How different though, how differentl '



Pragment - 3

-
¥

de wonders: Are meldens there, in gay
ents arrayed, suffering in warmth of lips thet offer them kisses
and perspiring heat)? Are there? Do they look like those fairies he read
about in wonder-books? are there elves who give their heart-greetings and
bring the most beautifl flowers to them and bow down to their feet?

Thought 1z not cautious, af'ter all. The more so,
:m a ?1&ag§- lawg.tI’c disi.pp:ars and hides in the willows, til 1t finds
warm heart-nook to nestle in. Like a dreemy bird, 1t know
;?gliz a villsge, whet 1s a e.’:ty. ’ s not
-8 away, and flits and flits, and siuwmbles.eetUtesstutessIt falls
into the heart of a dream that m; 1tself into ::1'1; he;;: ot.;.rury

tmtlivadinthamwhnrterttnoitw-



COARSE JINGLE

Higher than the highest mountain,
Deeper than the deepest fountein, ©
Richer then the richest thing,%0
Sweeter than a bird can sing;

Poorer than the poorest thief,
e Ton"as s 1 ge Daadi, 0000
ow as

Lower than the lowest croof-m

Pinest lueck and 111 omen,
That?s the heart of every mfjo000000

W A e e R Gw R W G e W W

o by which the author proves himself to be ignorent, for the opposite
is true of fountains;

oo "Richest thing" admittedly, hence nothing to appear "richer wwee
metaphor dangerous;

ooo mark belonging to line five: vide footnote oo}

o000 comparison highly probable, shallow nevertheless}

oocooo paychologleally disingenuous, literally--vulgsr gabj
000000 nothing to add apert from a serious nod in the suthor's direction

that the result In the form of a poem, as a whole, is quite
wide-eyed and disheartening. CAVEl



REPENTANCE " o « There is & cave
eycle Within the mount of God, fast by his

¥here light eand darkness in perpetual
round

Lodge and dislodge by turn...”
fraradlse Lost, book IV)

%
Your silence gnaws at my heert,

for 1t seems Lo me my last letter

eut the golden thread of our relstionship
and deprived me of your [rlendshilp dear,

the letter~box: sphinx

And so, I paass 1t hopeless, hopeless.
It looks so gloomy, 3o silent

and fornideblewew

And when convince mysell I want to
whether there is the looked-for writing
I turn the key: repulsive bareness
stares ghastly therelrom}

It was, once, the sltar of my worshipe-
A curse-pit now 1t 1s.

solitude: doubts

Did she misunderstand? How ecould so pure

& soul like hers misunderstand?

And oftentimes I am not quite so sure

That the harsssment of my own hand

is not the product.~ Ho priee would be dear to cure
the heert by cruel letter rent.

hope

The frenzy shall pass

and the blues

shall be swept

by dark Lethe's stream,

for Friendship is not caprice.
Like gorgeous Love,

her precious Mate,

she has her roots

deep in Lternity.

Would you, the past amnihilating,
thrust your hand into mine,
thrust trustingly?



repentance, cycle 2

recollections: love

The finest speecimen of womankind

she was; accomplished, &s no one

I ever laid my eyes upon

I ever set my heart uponi

¥y mind was blurred one horrid day...end then...
I shed the sword from my polsonous soul

end my affection's child have slain,

festore her love? I thought it vain,

Hy mind was seized by # vielent lull.

Yet soon I sobered. My life became dry

and threatened extinguish enon,

Love was extinet.s I was Pate's pawn.

Love 1s the mystery great I live by.

If T hed stretched my hand to ask of her
forget the insult, she'd forget?

I loved her then, &s I do yot,

5till, my pride forbade me to think of 1t eter.
0 how deeply it I regret.

recurrence: friendship

I plead not gullty.

I say but this, that there, at least
(I dare not falter),

&z mueh iz of my own wrong

as yours. Uhyl

And you comitied i1t quite reluctently.
0 love it should be stainless

must be partly dozed with friendship;
and so is friendehip:

to be the perfect mediwm, keen,

must needs econtain love elements,
Both advanece with paces alike:

they slow and

come first, like Aurora in the morning;
their happiness %oo

comes with magnificence at noonj
both plaintive and restive

become at thelr close.

For lol Such 1is

the end of earthly Romance,

repentance, cycle 3
%

Life gleams upon our shadows gray
with beauty of the mn-rays,

This but prevails with us one dsy,
the next day 1ts nature sweye,

Till there awake another Mg,

In foolish paths the mind strays:
has bliss now come for long to stay?



THE JEWEL STAIR'S GRIEVANCE (%o Rihslm & Esre Pound,
apologetieally)

Rub me

Swab wme

Gentlest Serublady

m Sel, saulted
belng es

alldaylong

by unelean footwear,

(Note:~~From the soclologiecal point
of view the serubwomsn IS THE MOST
IHPORTANT thing in the Jewel Staipts

Grievance,)



A FLY LEAP INSCRIPTION ON AN ANTHOLOGY. OF VERSE

A stately Proem
I shan't indite on your graduation day.
But sas a Jewel,
as any of my humble gift, I pray,
your life not cruel,
but mild and erystal clear

as 8 sumny day
should be a poem,



ROSARY

God lost His Strengh since we know
He dwells in heaven:

He has Hiaeﬁama, though



SIWPLES
Prom every angle of thought, observing Life-at-large,
it 1s amusing how some things appesr wellnlghwe-
Into Paradise one may gein Entrence free-of-cherge
yet into Hell Admission IS SO FIGH.



FRAGMENTS OF THE WHOLE

I
« « « passing of moody clouds

* neath skies;

ruffled wavelets of the ocean;

agure jade

colorless:

elements all of "I
Infinite.

You
sound dimpled creature
in & painted shell;

loveliest
and most perfect
of all imperfections.

There is no limit to the spheres
I may transmit you into
in my cheotlie love-buoyancy.

They
there's not my own refleetion there
nor does it mirror yol.

It is what I might perhaps have been
and you ecould never be.



THUS LIKE EVER

What have we spoken of
yes terday
walking in sunshine
(I do not remember the stars,
I do remember the long waelk
and you
and the lighte-
you in the center)
To the right of Peggy's,
to the lefi?
We clothed in dazzling symbols
a certain day in August
a certain Saturdasy morning,
(the last one preeisely)
certain two shrivelled up people
in & remote Russien village,
peering
as I helped you
under some stencils of my youth,
your relstions and mine,
all all inconsequential,
all all of importance

and none.



QUATRAIN

Here's a group for & still-life that looks

to me like the best you could gather:

some withered flowers in & roomful of books
three straw hats, one felt,hat, e sweater.



GROTESQUE
I loved lariannas first
for she was big & stout

I loved Tatlana then
for liasha had the gout

I love Varvere now
for she resembles both



74
TEMPORA MOTAHTOR

It is but common sfter all

before the priest the "doves" unites
by what's known as merital rites «
“you be my queen, and I, your thralll"”
he promises, and sn ocath gives

to cherish her as long he lives.

Things soon assume a different turn;
love's ashes buried in an urn,

for after a 11ittle while, when

due to their matrimonial scorn,

off the pledges, and the osth seems worn,
he, the lord, and she his slave is then.

A LA MODE

Faces, as if they're on exhibition:
studied movements, "studied" looks;
under the arm "Vogue's™ latest edition
or Mlss Brickbat's "Phantom Spooks, "



-

1 Three ftcts in QOne: A Comeay

I

et One, and up the curtain went; (My neighbor fair,--
il R : her gaze is so bright,
lpeaknosed& baldheaded gent 5 .
~ ] ; : so matchless the color of her hair,
lays in a wellschemed snare : o
She eyes me with delight.)

wnile on his knees before
a la%y ("with brow fair"
the ptogram reais) ”

. 2
s suI.‘ely 4B WOy e ) The last Act, the Third, shows all
then‘81xteen FORER ola{ plea?s1 7 a wise schener achieves in arama such?
for her "love's surrend§r", indeed, ye know, the girl's fall--
F?r BOLE, DS Xy pemoctYe Ye Author's final brilliant touch.
tnereill bs g ot of grief.\ She has been swallowed greedily
He ofiers.her.the usual meed-- by that baldheaded beaknosea gent,
i ﬂho is sixtegn pld; and so the dra-me speedlly
& bounty of red gold. and safely cascades to 1its End.
So things look pretty bad, '
ccording to some facts, ( I thought the "piece" humbug, at firsh
and here we come to know Wit isn't true to life,"
there are left two more acts. was my view of it.

(My neighbor looks lovemad well, well, for better or worse,
when unto myself a wife

and jerks her fairest brow
and winks and winces with her I wedded (my neighbor fair), then pge
retty soon,

as ey eye : i
symbolically.égﬁf{g Ynto the in an eternal swabbing swoon,
skies! I too began to "rough it,"

7

The lights are out again, and dark
it is but for & second. Then

Act Two heats up. At first, a spark
of pity, end then, True Love

seens to prepossess

the beaknosed gent, when

the lady, weeping unesthetically
does her case before him redress. N\
Be seems to understand N\
% joyously
he promises to care (g
for her until his days' end. \
And~== . Therel-—-- ]
behald, with graceful tact,
The Second too adjourns Act.



MADISON

The speaker,

a cheerful little fellow,

blasts damns 'em.

Some talk, sore jeer, some laugh,
and he must listen to his own

ren,

arguments--the speaker h a s.

Bach time he makes a move,

a gesture,

he shows more effectively

the threaded elbows of his
invalid coat than "why war,
"capitalism and suchlike rubbish
"be thrown on the scragpheap."
Some giggle, some sneer,

but very few listen

to his "convictions",

Larger grows the crowd

about the place,

tighter still.

A husky" with the looks

of an unmuzzled ddg

points his blackish scarred thuub
at the Speaker: '

a Guesulon

(And E@iii;never susPect tne guy
to hold doubts concerning anything
whatsoever,

Some are mouthing foul words,

others chew in stupid staring,

none listens to the Speaker's "Answer".
The "husky" takes in with buttered eyes
a damsel-shape at the curb.

A brown Packard raises thin dust

and leaves behind gas-putridity.

The "speaker"

gives up th® attempt to outvoice

the clang of a passing trolley.

Nou he: i ke
from thgi atestjgssue of "Everybody"

or some other fount of wisdom,
or guotes a “Silly Sonnet, "

)
i

SGUARE: 1916
Some rave, )/
sone rage, :
some leave,
but fresh 'uns fill their rlaces.
It seems like a small battlefront
where fallen fodder

is constantly replaced by fresh stock. 7
Thru an eye of that colossal world

as yet unnared among the constellatiof.
of the Void above,

the«gracefﬁl high seat

of disgraceful bunk

and low bankers,

peers out the grim eye

of a dourfaced clerk

with an artistically contrived
freshness of complexion,

or

the polished dome

of a belleid philantropist

whose hobby is yellow shining metal

and whose mein purpose

on this sinful doleful planet
is

to gather food for worms.

The human stock

crowds the Avenue,

fizzles out,
widens,

fills in,
thins,

grows short and lenghtens:

with the cop calling:

"Don't block! Pass on!"
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POEM (Egcemen
under title ; ik
KetsKel Berg- aNaleats 4770
Heavy clouds above the woods
1ike sombre drapes about a stout wldow in mourning
Silent the night. Only at times
A shrill rustling sound
breaks forth like the heave of a breast
presaging in its respiratory rumbles
resignation to & loud doom.

The mountain tops pour tears into the lap of dswmn.
They turn inte dewdrops after a gentle breeze's caress.
A gold wolced thrush

sheds sweetly into the delicate eir

a song,

& prayer; &

canticle to Day.
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The Jewel Stair's Grievance

to Rihaku & Ezr ound,
A5 _..A»-akolo>et10alf

3 Ty $ LIPS b A Y EA % by ¥ Y 3 5 re 0
P LD T R | ‘.;uwumlw e N bR R - < R
» .

Rub me

Swab me ‘

Gentlest'Scrublady
For, I'm muddy ... g
ad&lgéinﬁ absaﬁlfei )

alldaylong

by unclean footwear.

(Note:-- From the sociological point of view the
scrubwoman IS THE MOST IMPORTANT thing
in the Jewel Stair's (Grilevance.




(leavins us here

like burdsnsome walls- clone)

flying up
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.T j'-“\ "(r“l N ) i
R D e
My heart 1s no talkative instrument ) L

4

no tiresoue telltale teller ;'? /
yet nudges my lips
Eo go in search of yours.

Yy neart iis a tiwmorous purveyor of words

andi makes my tongue itch with the flame

of a scarlet pyre wherein your form is liamned
in sheerest asbestos. ' '

Thus my heart, in coy nmuteness,
lives with the gorgeous diversion
of the touch of your ligs and arums.

-

Thus your heart is hereby bidden
to court no svasions.

")

SFLECTIOR o V ad
Years aso I've pgrintea

; these fugitive lines:
"Cry your eyes out in a laugn,
"Live your soul out in & drean.
That must have been anticigating
vour coming to me--

Nearer O Nearer nmy zvvie to thee

Kesp




REFLECTION

Years ago I've printed
these fugitive lines:
"Cry your eyes out in a laugh,

"Live your soul out in & dream.”

Thet must have been antieipating

your coming tO me we
Hearer 0 Hearer my DLvvie to thee.

’
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Preluis and interiude in our sSouls

dirscting us blindly sunward~-

(7e

li
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Tmos T, dnat L e s L, whatinhell of & test 1s needed?
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uoes one proffer on credait? Is the otner ieuling
in sterling currency? Loesn't cne rather Jive and tage heedlessly?
what luck befell one o get more, yicld less? '

ain., Afoul gust
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- No. Toere haa oeen
rn o a Commune. . . the las

o
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Weither have your lips utisred the world
! one finds in an encyclopeaia of calculation,
nor have my cars been assalled

o 7 -} 3 .

by its sull€n combirative syuwbol.
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I heve the prunes, the lemen,
coffee, egge and bread--

0 I wish to Heaven

I had y o u 1instead.

Yet don't despalr, my darling,

the devil not for long shall moek:
I shen't fall %to show up,

the latest, ssy--at ten o%clock.

54
(A‘()‘[(,) '
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1

~ Beauty simmers in the latter morning
lof your life to goldtwist shadows,

Your hands are swiftmoviang roes

hurling defiance at the face of Despair.

Your face matted by burnished strands of hair
like a mystic oasis in a twilit desert thicket.

You are the elizir nourishing me
to all purposes of significeant existence
with painful celerity and burdens of joy.

2

Now do I know why your head is lowered

whene'er our paces re-echo alongside each other:
your head, like Eden-grapes a cluster,

whelmed by its sweet contents

in the white heat of the Sun,

It is your eternal moment of Prayer,

During that single moment

you gambol and race thru our lives' span.
When you emerge again,

your lips me-wards, I am pervaded

by the chill Infinity has sealed them with.

e JOF



Now we're suspended over th

(4]

recipice

of our batizred visions

of life ani the Tullness thereol?

the residue alotted us?

Forsooth, there is plenty ol marring
till your return day blossos;

. N

nersafter 11 DSnoCVEs US

[

to 2

=4

Sk I - TR
and soothing winistratlons

i
overrun with carrion
sallousing the eiges of our joyfulness.

Love, white lamb, is gijay witn

30 even %ill our sweed erotlons
taste 1ike wing

on the lips of the holy laip Love.

e of our emotlons.

ve s30;me thouthful axmonisnment
1
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rails bemeeth the carwheels

<7 oA 3+ Ta.go- - 3 o
Ly eyes wiith jaued eipectancy.

the cni: a Jola dust speck
= A o
atient b1 ‘avel into a l&fcouv_p: 30 0.

ey Y7 . - Y. Y ~ AN Ty - .
(Gros yielis me the Lirsty letter ¢f your nanle.

she of the bulkier higs, ihe second.

Tinus has coime to me it your com
7= gods, I poor frump doubling ugp
f-a1n1n~ as I am trying to, my laurels 3
&IhlrcraoLc tho such work be to a poet)

%3chlok1n~ my love an anagramic poemns-—-

o, there's no praise for me in tke sonorous groves of Clympus 4

99T §

T3

o A

zliently tho I indite each line.

4 the Muses scream with my in-a-say preiatory €xercisss.

M

[hance, blini, uncbtrusive,

igks placedi you on the Tdientification Index

bb a jewess., Thus your naue

kries with the scale of the 4lapason.

(3ven as your name, now in your rece's languags,

t is yours be snriched with a multigle of Shats

ha
[Znilessly varied, lige those of the speciruim.

r

'iona ago I've fea my lips witn the reverber&tions of 1ts sounua 6
Rl
)

Yet never has 11 sraced the top of a letter.
bw I stone for neglecting to suploy my o#n invention. %

Ivelyn Evvy Eve Evs Chavele Lyn | .
‘usical substance all of it ;

let the rest be mere poetic din.
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sa, verily, the ena of your grisf is uwe
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no your heart, for
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THREE POEMS
1.
nor poppy
roses in bloom, nor mandragors
can heal & heart - monsoon.
my friend ye deligate girl
ahl

I -« a tender Ultreinian babyboy
and you - & westernmsoll zimmia
eause of my pleint against fishfaces
and your constant veering to things Russian
IjJust had to in the face of
all conversational repercussions
kick o'er the traces
of a confectioned love, my powdered nose

in withered bloom -« no rose
Lo, vp
2, Fly, Horse & Crane

they traffic in motion
heal thy mechanies all:
on paper, in space, of air

what of 1t if Sainte~Beuve
oterlooked them in hi’ "Causerie Lundit?
{with one exeeption uury are all in '"The Cid?)

“lw

-~
(7.Ey
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Three Poems (contimued)

2 (continued)

in a village stable

at the well, end on flypeper
on the windowsill

to complete & constructions
the bulky beast wards off
the stingers of a hot noon

bending his neck sidewise
toward the bucketlifter
tee-dec~dee dum-tee-dee

the Day yawns
in answer to the musiec
pouting its manlips

8., Cavaleriasa
Urbana

he walks up Pifth Avenue
ogling manikins

feels spiritless

v in front of a doggery

spacebound

by & Cooktour window
deplores that cantllevers
go out of fashion

2l

B3 f



Three Poems (eontinued)

3 (contimed)

with the lateet structures

(why, Mozart sounds uglily robust
in Carnegle Hall because of

that drugstore sidekick)



o— . e Y RS TR s
e T ST MEDITATION- IN- 4 MINOR KEY

: : if all the glories of the world were
Of the pact, .
Past were self-sufficient. But, there,
Like the vawinding of a river’s shtrcam
e il tl ies of the river—
Defines not all the bc!lltle‘a of :
Each and cvery stream joining in the course of waterflow
Is a new beauty joined, a sah&z:t colf)r,
An individual direction o.f' curl nt,Y . :
A celant on fresh water-life pullu.atm:g- '
Through the liquid veins. And there is ;
A glory too, a new glory. And fro.m the start
P must avow— dragging in unpoetically,
Remute even from carly Victorian— i

( Coriparicons, similes, and bargained half-truths,

¥er all life is such, and out of its connubial loine
\Wonder springs. Thus life becomes
A marvel, an ancient golden shekel
Priceless in the conoisseur’s value,
A rainbow poised in a summer forenoon
After sparkling rain deluged the crevices
Of cliffs and torrents drenched
The grassplots and valleys; a glamorous appearance
. Of anything whose manifestation
g i s Renders erstwhiie chaos into miraculous order,
¢ @r dull order played on the keyboard: of manifold chaosa

,"‘

For‘all life is such, and to reiterate,
But skightly add. to its value: -
"o emphasize points whose shaky categories
Have besome somewhat: obtuse by the abuse
4 OF Jankuage and thought, where meaning
- " Edzes in between roses that bloom celestially forever
e : : And our affairs? significance forfeiting its soul therewith.:

~ For all lije i3 such: miraculous and staid,
Serene and allusive, trundling unfashionably iq_taﬁt@%_ Z
M- in-regal-habiliments arrdyed. T T T

v

F.impersonal master of life at one momeng - :
= 3 s And ‘overconscious slave of jt mostly, . i i i
S : et Regnant jn. 23 2eer-health; torimentad o o
_ Chiefly by the ironic absequigg e o Tt
it ‘;L_Gv‘c_r.g:};%sqndxhdying/,.mimee—dying i s e
T Nyeeks and months eveporating unresistingly:
' : . From cvery pore, breath, and heave—

oA

S NN

;

b misinformerd dullard, actoring

M the immoreal. Bard's representation
T Of ‘the world as a stage,’

Mannikin in life’s impotent

Swaying reed-like in the bre

Eraying asses? afirmations to

Of the load ang

Puppet-show,

eze, .

the lightness-s

aproval of the fodder— s

;,,ti::y tragic bubble, waywardly :

I‘nro_wu upon the mercjes of causa] desting, - R
H:.Itz'n_g, Stuttering, abashed - CR L
Rejoicing, Iacbrymose, - g

Serene and bitter in one shakingem 2w

J; chief exultans dominie i ]
f 2 religion become inept : :

1, the man, am shaken in my strength
:\m windward- given My retracings y
f ‘those sanctuarjes? Presentations

n the clatiop of thejr blood, -

But al] the glories of the worlg are not

Of the Past. «p, .,

2 . asL ere and e d
Firat heazd or miypie, o~ WHCRE and when haye 1
T ; mn.hxevomm‘y concejved ¢

. he word»
meaning ap, ME :
Xoaet 7 2Part from Mg

rom my zoin
v ook Y-89ings, uncer
Riy Lhough:sszbc 1'3 e nge,

—
tain as my comj,
ncertain as mi
: xgbtnmg inmy ming
d ] nd,
3?‘.‘:,{[:?"1 Ith{osc 8Tave slender s:xlu!atr'o;:s X
27 blood funpey;, ili i i
Where dees thae Lft:cx‘gsreco"mgly e Mg

i
Conceselor o B mk.o me almgpse barren—

s ok . ¢ root from;
3 : 2 €r 2 Pagt besides, oups:
! desides, oyt
i ‘Vlmt are ftg magic effects u ’o“ oy Me?
. Whom has it subdye, P

- Shaped ¢ e $e
e

%
/ |
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Am not of it; much less I

Bl o S e WA it R i vt
)iave gdrneréd sca-shells of immemonial seas,

"There are vestiges of certain ,‘living’_tmt.hf- e
‘With icdispensable corollaries in attitudinizing scien

About the entire question, I know,

I'know all those discursive, ractually arguable reasons.
Yot this not caly do I know, but fecel

¢ynchronously coursing tufmd fr() )

is, convotutions, cliffs and clefts—

Al Base metal not specified yet contuinfd:

My so-calicd sense of justice, right,

Hajmm', heauty, wili and energy, .

Fitness, propriety and ail pertaining to It-—-

‘Thls I seasc in knowing: Past is something

Relaied to jairy-iales, detailed in charts

Deczen up by sages sequestered in periodic throes of azes,
Vioce glory maintans gathered handfuls of huiman dust,
124 in museums, libraries, and mausolewms, .
Partlenons, cathedrals, and ancient living abodes. [.

Yet I, the one, the other, and following
Above at random enumerated,
Revolt against the knowledge, the feel of it,

I, uncoralled vicissitude rgl:teiséd in'a passionate elation,
Etect my Past on stone that will’crumble,

4£nd chips of eternal ‘reck, Pk

“ Sulphur-for-macadam roads, made easy of access—

To buiid my dream-life, and dare to kill my dream.

So pridefully do I affirm my darinr,

For my desire is mainly life as is,

_Not to link up a broken chain

Mangled and contorted by the Primeval

For my vitality to risc to a bursting point

In a body that senses no Past,

Believing with me in the dissolution of the weak links

For linking ourselves to Past,
Someone’s Past, has commonly been hailed

“ To have in mind the Future.

To us there are glories in the Noey

Which is ours. For rivers sing the life

Of their preseat strcams, their murmuring precipitation

Over sca-weeds, sea-shells, and trout

Is thir NOW. Nocw is the cognomen of skies. jn the
void of blue.

Naco the enowstorm rhants its infuriating wintry songs.

" Now the hoary road swallows motoring vehicles {

Whose destiny is speed from nowhere

Into nowhere.  Noz is the view a thousand-carat jewe]
Whose cetting is a sun freshly eclipsing the moon.
Now there is NOW and N o.co

Neither all the haloes of the Past,
Nor those emerging with the Future,
JIm the noce, wherein we sit on a cushioned greenGhaise
Locked mouth to mouth, and bodies, side to side,
With tongue itching in pleasure’s chek, :
Enthralled in all that noc: We shall retire

In love and bemused care for each other

In the NOW, e

And then, which shall turn into now !
Arise bathed in pight’s dream-pleasures

To greet a newly risen sun.

b
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i souls who are not ieal
u Lave never been living,
e ana falsely conceived biruas of Parhassus

ple

who by their "rajging” drove a multitude of peo
out of their sensss
and made them find final refuse :
in the abhorrent mire of Bacchus

~or-in the greasy arms’ Lilid’ins

; of lustily glorified courtezans,-- , 4 S htats
listen, ‘ ' ' oG EE i E Ly
all of you: s

Poseldippos, v B S ek SRR S P 2
that meex-spirited son of Thebes ; juh: "?M;?‘ 3%,
who is said to have served you, : g e
_who obrazgei a lot of lies about you

and who, as it were, out of sheer idleness

g spread your fame with the skillel zeal

of a modern wgll-paii advertisisng agent,--

@)

Poseidippos,I say,is dead. {

There are no. more

rgolden tablets of age" yo el gay I55eal
to inscroll your zlorious non-existence 2vid ns
and you uway rest ‘ : el
perched high ugon your mythical cliffs, b Edals 155 ”““‘1;47 e -
celestial heights scaffolied oy ‘ gt el : s e

ecstatic poetic exaggeration. BENER e ol ;/;//",

¢

My -

5 spinster-daughters of Helicon LS00 9k
io not dare come out here
in your ancient rheumatic age
with aching bodies S >y s ' X
and worn bodices! ' tor 25
vour younger sisters-in-spirit

are in their ‘'teens
and quite beautifull




And even tho sometime
hey seem valn ani somewnal lnane,

ct

they yet possess the undeniable charms
of vigorous full-bloodsi youtn

and rekinile a half-closed half-dead eye
ani set aflame an asuen heart :
and rake an Hercules oui of a weagling
#nith the aili of .

a Physical Culture acrodat!

The voice of your oli-fashioned Master

is no more.

Like yourselves, your Master never # a s anything
out a shameful drean ; -

of obrooding idlers!

Your first most zealous worshlppers,

the sentimental weak-legged Hast,

the yeast of our Farth,

yea, even they, those inhabitants

of the of-oli-sunj Asiatic snores

trouble themwsselves no more about Olympus

as they wouldn't abcut enything else

‘which is hidden -

and promised
and never granted.

Why, they nurse not the least suspicion
that thers ever w a s an Olympus. -

You, therefor, dead souls that have never lived
but were so touchingly spoxen of by '
greyhaired shitebearded silverwhiskered

sages and gentlemen of the eighth estete

#hose businsss sas to et overexcited with the mco
and become inspired by you,--

You, I thersfor say,

Remain

where you have not been

or anywhere else wherever you cannot be :

for you are N O TI

i
'.
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Aerycr /1925.Jleouua/.

MAFHOBUMHO

"Craxyra-ra, AALNA, BeAb=-®e OHI TH
Ha Beuepe, xOrpza mnosTH
PasOurn Guam B gan?
Korpa non aasr m susr Jeduysu
Ham Masapopcruft pemmm rpysom
B "lenrpansuom Onepu I'ayse"
pepuna nobenunft erare”

- Hy-m, BpeMAauro 6uno Torma-ro,
Horna s ncx{corno danpmM reeTa,
Hax [Jaure, Munvrona u Iere
Crpesanca HAN BEWHMCT:
Taxne nNOZHOCHIMCH WETB&:
Cnymram "MOKyccTBa LJA MCKyccTsa",
Yro Sypmyasnoro GecmnyrcTsa
Wspox nocaepuu#t ramcr!

- Ynran-ru-g "3HaHue"™ um "Bexu"
Aonpoaerapcrofl snoxm ==
Hy, ®ro Tam macrep -- Baox?
feenyH cxemRy HaM NpopoduT,
Cusyxy nyar, "mun® rorouer
U cxacregnw, K&K TO HACHYUHT,
TOOPHHX CKOJBKO CTPOKS

- AceeB CTHX HACTDPOUNMT KCTATH
0 maxmymem paGoueM nove,

W Gymer Pycr ropmat
Ho "re" ranmar:"a uro ¢ UNexcrmpem?
Hax-peno:oGcronr ram cu"Jupou"? "
Ixe-nnoxnOHAGTCA KyuMMpam

Bypmyftraa opnal

- Bonnep? Kure? - HOHTp-peBOnnuuoHepH!
lloeru? Her, nump auuemepH
Honxynaers messroft!
Cocky niakaToOR He NUCANN,
Ipo coxnue u ayHy spa Bpaan
W cnnows ja pApoM TOprosaiy M
Croeft sporuxoft! 5

- 82 Fyen ormoms me parosamm, N
0 nponerapmara ymoauanwu,
UseT wpacHu? pax He oTaAMYAIN
Or Bcex mHHMX UBeTOBR!
User uepHut B ux orTMxax mpaoTuux
Ty poTpeTmmp yame: B BONHAX, HOUN,
B raasax, myme m MHOrOM npouem -
Yoen mx uepH TaxoB:

Yt
WA
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- {3 HuUX pa passe KTO B BO33BAHNN
Orrasupanca OT BAMAHUA
CeepxuenoBere, =- KTOY
K mxro-me C SOPKOCTHI ﬁe&ncra
B mosume wmomHO¥ TpyfoukcTa
Vizo0auuan XanuTanLCTa
W yuepusna ero?

- [loer Taxoil BoT npazonggauﬁ,
W woumnTepHHHE, M uaregs ’

Ham Masmpscxull Belibs
3abacur xaxs "Topapmm, B OMTBy:."
Hax B UepHBM NBAKOHA MOIUTHE,
Wap max noGpurhca ocrpoll Gpurnoii,

Jap seyxoBas Menbs

-~ A xax psopmaa o "lraru" GomGo#
B cosoefl nosue o HoaymGe,
Hpubus B CTpaHy JHEB IHECE.
3ajopy LKBHINCEH MNOSTE
Coerunensux awnu liraros
Hagr Gucwﬁo B "Gaole" cymocrara
05T O0NeXCA BECh:

- Jda passe B "lirarax", Tam TO SHALT?
PatGos CTpaHA, & MpB3WBANT
Hatayuwe? ums cucrem”.
He npobua roayfh Tam Helexw,
Croft poT pasudys ecle-eie,
Kax MaaxOBmMHY TaM CHeau
C xopoft u HOPHAMN = COBCEMS

- TaM, BUOMEDb, ®MA Ja Oun nopu To¥
PenaxTODUNEO UTO B KOpPHTE
COBSTCKOM MAECKAJCA TOIDZ.
Cy6sext BOT ®TOT, onmre¥H lamHo
Koft=6H B HEBEHSHBH 3aqaxn%n
Hafy ne JleHwH, Bpanrenh, aXHO,
Bua meapMa POJOBA

llocpencTeoM OH cBoe? raseTd

Cozsax TOANy, MeX® HUM NMOBTH
bButnecxolt pacd BCe,

/Hz, TO-eOTh,mUIOBCTBA/ o

B srcTAz3e TS ¢ yMa CXOAMAH

Or wamuoft epyHHIH ¥ PHUIR

W pyronaecrany n BHAN

B ¥rapﬁoﬁ RYTCpbME

TomHoTHOE "ypa":

/’hhemm”/a
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« A BTO NNaMA, NOHNMASHD,
Tiy KAEK €I'C HE NOPRUSEHD
XoTe nanxamm npx&aﬁ, -
Haponur BMSMOHEUX ! H
[loxnORANEO® HeT ¥y HMx orTnmeft,
llesgy-m HATALMT OB B HSANNGH
Xore movuit coxopefts

Oyreu vaxmm BoT, Apyr moft wmaudt,
OrneTy oTanm, CTAAN XMilH
: HHE NOBIH,

Cnepea laxzo, & Taw Daxmumy,

Ha neaxn® Jan nponeTRyaAbLTHUER
RoGnOACK DONNEAUCE: NADHRLKH

B ror meuep Bce Jedum.

W eruuyar Bce Te, KTC CAHIN
"ScrerTann”, ycnemso Cuam
6uTy B Myx B Opax
Korpza nox amasr u muar Jeduysu
Ham Maaxopoxuft semum rpysou
B *lUenrpanbucu Onepu laysze”
Ceepmua noGensHul CTAT.



PAEAR 1

This is & paean in the name of my Evvie
whose virtues are more numerous than Zliegfeld's a bevy;
whoever would deny it is merely & navvy.

The lady's not slim, she's neither too plump;
she has on her lip s skeeter's bite-bump.
She's the ceuse of my joys and despairs in a lump.

How, how has't happened as %M; daid,
how came I to crosstrack th le kia?
I shall see 1f I can make & clean breast of 1t.

"Twas last sumer, & simmer dammful of irritation;
I lived thru a period of mental stagnation
wvhen in 'Ysquito-ridden H.J.I'we won me salvationj

in & nook where idealists commingle with fools,
vhere landsharks are slowly finding their tools,
nearby & vicinage where the treble "K" rules,

I've found a sapling that gave me a thrill,
vho caused my forgetting the momentary 111,
who signed for my future & release, a clean bill,



PAEBAN 2

(The last mentioned subject has in nowise to do
with eertain two bills, ten-spotters, I drew
from her whom I've ardently gone in % WOOe )

"Twas venl and vidi; heart got a twist
wiien that dear apparition I beheld in s mist,
and I felt that my lovemill will have her for grist,

tho not e grind her, Heaven forbid,
rather turn inte a miller the godsent kid;
thus I dared Dor her heart to make me a bid.

She mede me, &s the song sings whet I am todsy,
and but what I am I shall be aiway,
Forever end ever, Anon and for aye.

Ilwodhoro'mﬂmmzmtnammung
(the case that preceded, it was merely acting),
on thet score I never will do any retracting.

Ilmmm“mttethtmtwm.
for lettuece and fruit on & hot sunday morn;
she made me feel heppy as a babe newborn.



EARAN S

I loved to esecort her from Mut er eollege
where she had been gaining some painting knovledge=-
(what the deuce will #%r rhyme with knowledge and ecollege?)

I love her in silence, ditto, when talking,
in my room, at her home, on the street while walking,
mnme’smdandmordﬂnsthculking. -

(The last isn?'t sald with & view torosn-éve her,
Of eourse, T would rether that the blues she knew never,
But no matter HO W I would rether have her

to cerrees and to Rt her, to kiss and to love,
with sunshine or 88 or GNLO W
I'11 teke the whole buneh and yelept: treasure trove.)

Upon some ocecasion when Kreisler was flddling
ﬂx.joymgunumrmmy to middling;
out of likes we've been trying te do since some wheedl ing.



PABAN &

How did I retallate?
I solely restated the position of blessedly belng related,
of our happy destiny to be forever mmted,

We' ve weathered the storm agein and again
and our lovesesd would be ylelding us gealn
If we'd only entrust cataclysms to the braine

My beautiful, lovely, my freckled 11'l Eve,
I beg you, let nothing whate'er make you peeve.
& second of joy with you surmounts ages of grief.

I wanted to uzoakeflm only, snd spoke
of things that the byways of that very love evoke,
and I veered thru the story as Don Marquis' Old Soake.



PAEAN 5

This is the story, in short, of an elf
who's rather, unelfishly, in his thirties, myself;
and & witehing nalad, and that ie, herself.

And 1 shall praise god for my Evelyn Love
if he shower blesszings 'pon her from shove,
Right here, on Earth, I'1ll menage weéll enough

To
do
whatever
I
may
for
Evelyn Love
pretty
Vho,
woe
o
me,
now
is
away
from
the
elitye
I
shall
tonight
to
see

And read to her this silly little dittye.



: e Here's a"milk-choc" pumplkin :
For my heloved sweet; : .
! Uy i‘dﬁi‘WM—:{l-“pﬁ:ﬂf fqméig,,\.n_,
§*vs . I worship at her feet. '
,(g) I hope this toothsome bit'll
e alke her feel so good
i That her lovely teeth'll
7‘utm¢ VHGmew—iorAn3d= this tidblt food. craeal”
: As to her tongue & palate,. __ . =
' They'1ll ‘supel¥ relish it's(faste; I
Ho fear that any of it :
1111 wantonly go waste.
I hope that wk en your tummy'll
Digest It
OUY, without :rbmble, £
It wends it Ny way. i
So her . tootsie-wootsiel
To her 1ove I plight
“ho p“mpers shmootzie-kootzie
Morning night.

A

Many Happy Returns of e Day
Love to my Bubeniu A i
A1l sw to my Liubenku
who a Toibeniu
And of my Oigeniu ’
A § &3
7. a
R fa
Ve
I, sSae LIl i
But ng the event this llorgenta
I4d 1y sock on my Et_or"e“+«J?+.
: o CF

a nlckeTsvorthﬁTéibe%%f§am-§um+) Piece
of Chqcolate




AR A e i
Now % this luscious too
Inecla entirely bepl
It ca screech sgue rowl
Yet may very nice g consums
Son O ocolate <& milk,
/ nkno o} ol peasant--
\ s touch like silk
€ even still more plessant
it start
v ful & uncouth
\ D ious heart
eet routh
nor can it
nor rust o
_____ into rapturs
munched & eaien.
Fear article
LWitd or bite
nil o particle,
n)‘l)ree 3 J i
(hite milk & bro
Blended into a’
Surely deserve
and not a scorn
liy love, I hope this
You do not skittishly
(né Let 1%, °ocﬁhing, Pry
In your intestinal <o
And having serv
p— L2 :
1t justly, wise
ilalke gently roo
Por other relis

_ R Bathrpan or Badnen Ditties

;Think me not old-fashioned or suoer01lious
- When.I say that (most of) Jean Sibelius
“Makes me- ‘feel far-from—sllghtly leious.s

.“Ex‘”*“;On’the other*handwﬁoger Dukas'(Dookah)
2z 3 ?;gAin"*etactly a musical palockah-
201 And his oueerly rhfthmed Sorcerer’ Apnrentlce
A, g Rates vastly more than a good G- dfe_p---
But o you kiddew, angel-llke lo7aru,
The joy of my melifluous,fickle heart ,
Your ftones make my ~timbers extauically\sh*ver
%hether I am well ar all a-fever,
Says Hitler to Mussolini: =
"You greasy un-Aryan guines,
I wouldnt:half to do » e
: Noddinlk mit . nodding'm*t you TR
s - If not for Blum the sheeny T 3
- But thus to swine-Hit pig-Iluss
Retorts in this friendly shmuss:
i "If not for the stinko
: 2 Let loose by Franco

You couldna come near eno"“h to kiss
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llost poets!

A s o
AnNdG ever ':]T b i
Y. -~ .
aene ' ey a

3¢ not lazy

14 ——y s

m. Fad
; " :
True, 1%
" 3
T by |

Y -
L0 DUs

& e
She diskikes
A P < =
And pleads
™ o ~
Eh, whabe

So you're a dove, not a love-birdis?
o :

T o

You lay claim to not being Moore o% S¥ein?
You mean you ain't Marriane nor Gertip?
That's nothin' | Take me, I'm not sin!
Yet, tho I'm not that famous guy

I'm 2 guy who's always'on the square!

And my notto shall he tlll the day I dle
Chops & steal 113

A3
Q=M 1112

But let's
How about
Vou ought

Who'll br"nr you to us in a jitfz.
We'ld spend, let's hope, a nice sunny day,
Eat, drink; 101l around; be jolly & gay
Back you willl wend the selfsame way.
So what do youse guys & guyess sgy?

B

(e'll stick around

1t is 1 A.lle iy eyes are red.

My head feels heawvy. I'11l shut wun shop

And climB me into the warm H?d

Jhere Evvie snoozes "gesima s chrop”.
( cts!)

She suddenly wakes from sle : y1igs .

I read to her this snappy vit of cran.

She opines: vhat eould redeem all this

Would be some "latkes™ or a chocolate frappe.
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And mingle jubilantly i
Thru erstwhile air-raid sirens, “aa*os‘ blaring

n.a thanksgiving chime.
=

The Dawn of V

ictory so bravely hovers o'er
The nauseating stench- of heaped-up lartlian slimee-
What dangers lurk in man's great Adversary,3clénce--
In"Sclenc e,wan‘s mightiest Ally, potentially;
Wnenever with the Devil it closes an alllance {
vielre lickedl Yet, we are not!l For glrded by {
defiance ;

We challenge its Enslaver, aim to set Sclence free.

Forbear to take an inert clod and.give it wingl
Vibrating lethel breath, it bates ouvr living breathd
This nnw;ang d toy, the.atom bomb, is but a ping 4
Which at the tip-end of its downward journeying |
Transmutes 1life!s light into the utter blight of s
y 1 R dea th - J
Yet activate this subtle force in the right direct-:
ion, :

sase in wisdom the potent magic
from no errant powers need mank

I-" O

o]
s recurrence, resurgence, resurgction,

or 1ife!
For all that hearts and minds may in their joyspan
. fathome
A A
/111 we be foiled again and o'eragan? llayhap.
liarks this the end of wars or merely an interim?
vho cares! Let's stretch our legs, relax and btake

And sweétly dream that Mars, drained of his poison-:
ous sap, 3
Is:dead, that we fore'er obsequiously Inter him

ot
e

S e Lo 0 D SR il e
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Thus far runs this, I hope not overlong, eplet
Did 'my'!' Shakespeare solace you these soulless,
S ) » ‘ trying times?. -
Partook vou of his tender meat 'stead of the zgristlg
: Some other poeuu offer? liost,incdeed,but whistle
3 d to sin Result: dull rhythms
i When they intend to sing. ’
' drear rhymes.
We humbly offer grace, pour mentally libations
‘s Lo - —d' -— N . - S e e .
For yous in vindication of our cause thus far.
§ Impatiently we're tugging at ragged and ravelled
) : Patience.
The table at home 1s set with favored pre-war

Non'él i il Y e Tr
So hurry and return. And meanwhile, au revolr.

»A nushkin poem) =2 e
Viewing*a povtrait once, a snoemaker -
Polnted out a flaw in the nainted shoe
The artist.made the correction, but: the V’SA&CF‘
The artisan, quite undaunted, 301nted anew: s 3
Meseems: the face 1s s1*c*blv distorted £
"Ané the figure not’ properly drest...":
‘Thereupon AUeTes impatiently “etorted.;
pi“Shoenaker, look to your lastl” s
++ I have a friend. I lmow not what
“Provokes -him oft opinions to anrass. :
"*Tho he ¥nows not'an awful lot, : 7
e ““End understands still less, 5 Rt
LR wYet on the world he will his views unloose
_hereas he should confine himself Yo shoes.
I have a frigad. I Ymow not what
He's -expert in;: to judge - or criticize.

(‘;Abﬁ‘ - o' one would say he knows a lot, Ao
'§ﬁz »lNor, from his observations, Jndge him ”ise, 5
: >Yet wherse h.s ‘betters pause, he'll rush in w*tk«
‘> o~z his views: s
ﬁ;aherens Fate decreed him soylely arbiter of sho'
VF Y when hls betters pause, he'll opinionate
Uﬁﬂyﬂ*f"ThO what he's fit to judge 1s = shoe. or 1ts mé
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AN BrITHALANIUM
For Anna snce AVrem ROvVsinky.

We gladly hunt and chsse and forage
For wordds in realms of lasting f;Lenddils
To make this song of your bless'o marriagel
Blissful he and blissful she
In thelr conjugality.

How palely words refTect the thbught
Behlnd which seethes the deepset feeling
Out of which the wish is wrought!

0! What a joy it is to share

In the merry celebration

Of a newly wedded pair,
Blissful he and blissful she
In their conjugality.

Life 1s elther dull or hectic
Unless the synthesls weaves closer
The connubial dialectice.
Blissful he and blissful she
In their conjugality.

Yet the solemn merriage thesis

Ifs own antlthesls evolves

%hilch freely only love releasesl’
Bligsful he and blissful she
In their ccnjugallty.

Friendshlp 1s a hapgy state

Yet how much hapgier the twain

¥ho in each other find a mate. '
Blissful he and blissful she
In thelr conjugslity.

Companionship esach creature craves
But only all-transcendent love
The world from perditicn saves.

There 1s no pride like msrital price

¥hen bride rejolcvth in her bridecroom

And the bridegroom in his bride.
Blissful he and blissful she
In their conjugality.

The bride, who is our friend of yore
(we hope it's said wvithout presumpticn)
Enriches us with one friend more.
Blissful he =nd blissful she
In their conjugality.

Lakecrest welcomes you and we

Heil you with a salutaticn

In the ensuing jollity.
Blissful he end blissful she
In their cenjugelity.

Oy
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So in our name, and at friends! behest
Ve toast Anna and Avram Rovginsky!
May they be forever bless'd.
‘Blissful he and bllssful she
In their conjugality.

Michel and Evelyn
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Whet joy unelloyed to hike in the woods,
To paddle a cenoe on & surmer's smooth lake,

But you don't take the cake and you ain't got the goods

If never you tasted of Mary's cheese cake.

No wonder Marie Antoinette

As well as her royal French rake
Failed the absence of bread to regret
So long as they gorged on cheese cake.

No wonder the males of the land
Deem everything perfectly "jeke"

So long as the gals condescend
To give out with "the cheese cake".

O think not I aim to convince you,

All this is not writ for your ssake}

I'd flay you and quarter, -- nay, mince you
For a "nosh" of Mary's cheese ceke,

Scepticism parries my enthusiasm
What exorbitant pastry intske!
I'm embarassed by queried sarcasm:

"Ain't you surfeited by so much, e'en Mary's,

The fect is: I had nary a2 crumb
From the start I hedn't a break _
For Evvie said: "Go suck your thumbi"
And gobbled up Mery's cheese cake.
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ALZALII REMISOV-- one of the most imaglnativeRussian novelists and g
i

m

0
There is a kingk 1 ir of maa simplicity, and siwple mad-

n
ness. Author of many voluzes 1a Russian literatlure ante-

: iating the world war. At present he is assoriated with
An i 3yeli in the latter's adventurous metaghysical pub-
lications, and unlike his former wssocietes-- Zuprin,
(; § Artzibashev, ste,,--still esppeours to possess in his work
the timely spirit of say such a "youngster" as Boris Pilniax‘
one of the most prowminent of ths Youngsr Joviel writers :
3RCEI CORODATZKI-- & curious. oud 1lnte zigg ¢, of hish ani provocative
individuality. di first verses, of a very siotie charact=
er, were publisheli in 150F or therssbouts. He 1s not un-
axin to Rewisov in some of his approacihss to landuage.
RBotn drsw heavily ggoﬁ'the languade of Russian folklors.
,
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O srievous 3corrow unto those who aared » '
«l:0 relsed thelrr hands :

in the deal calz , LS
#ro| broke a heart s
#itu edge of stone; -
wno tasted fruit forbiuden--

nave fallen brecthless

o

P

the feet of mystery.

v

C Zrievous 3orrow. . .
i rather mothers O should ne'er have bejottent

...70 keep no vigil
o'er fanciful dreams;
a tempest to enrage tru silence,

¥

ith smiles to respond to offences]
by sullen temper law erase,

to k@ll the w#ill to live,
pesgatter visions clear--

S

to play Traitor out of sheer Leovel

Yvuteness passes #ithoul outrade. _ I
. = . %

Go to be jeered at -- a sure derision! - ER A

So to a certaln shame! ! sl

Your soul-fleam, far whiter

than the dagfer's steel

giercing thru the Heart of Ades,
vanishing into the Unknoan--

so strande, copldpsad -- a granleur;

nitei by the sparks of lightnind
gended from:the mist-laden clouds--

ani thus 18
remains sus
0 3orrow,Sorrow, ot i -
sternal torture! e 4 g

tuto-ia-fes of.:disgracel . .: & . i

The bante f the Forld! . . LY B b L 20
Lo . frop the Russian of ALEXEI REWISOV
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AT THE rOXES' VAL

L'LJQJ.

Tre foxes' ball.
--I'm a pup.

-=T]'m a bass

—=I'm a rau,
Musicnoties.
Kettlearunm.
Traw-tan-tam.
Tram-tamn-tam.
Along steep cliffs,
tlong green glades,

in serried ranks we're marching
Sundering,
rejoining
wetrtre
Donkey,
stag ani llon,

crossing billow, ditch and all.

he-goat,

pear-cub
oe - areadful beasts

noble beasts they are,
with their whiskers,
with their horns.

they are,

Tram-tam-talh.
Tram-tam-tam. :
--I'm a pup.
-=-I'm a bass.
-=I'm. & ranm.,
Musicnotes.
vettledruan.
Tram-tam-tam.
Trap-tan-tan-
Tem. Tam.
Tali.
7
,/' »
(Note: "At The Foxes' Festival® 1s s wooasn toy
fastenea ac r%su sliding boaris-sg llntcr
aratel, tne 15urcs appear thus:l- e
sether? A=% e snouly be a Ealmvz
ana 1mrressl ely. ~n€re where the DeEasis
roross billow and ditgh”, it Is urgent to

norns”. wusic-to the

thelir
43 from the

whlaxefs w1ith
e ; Russlan

to the ball.

little fijures are -

.;‘rlv

Anen CQe OOerb are. seps -
wpels Een ant to-
aisterely, affeltlona tely
re selilhs Lgs evpar and
¢t On awe: th their
text-oy A. Seni OV} ogi
Of 3 &LE.KQ;JI t‘n ‘AVISOK; 3 T_:_: ‘
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from the lussian of . Sergel Jorodst

b=t

vaster of Days, mellos down your viclins,

In a tremulous worli make tenaer my tuane.

P N S Ry LON S Gl - 1 B % v x -
df spirits in conflict, pray, strenghten the whiws,

-
~

Renaer to blindness their body imrune.

Znow: what is posited in me I'll scalter--
~ould I hold back e'en a grain of Thy Fruitt--
3ut for the iesert to flower z moment,

Open the gift of tongue to the mute.

n
£

Souls casually Zdone astray!

now well I love you, like the tall thick woods
#nere, the wmore the branches are low-bowed,
The twigs more tangled,--

Th

@

greater the awareness of the Miracle.
ni then,perhaps,losing wyself 1n your glaringly sinful

il

P

I will cry out"YOU!"in dismay

s T iii in the love-irunken nights of WVa
v

=

In the irritated voice of a chagrinedi lover!

TG ONE IN & FAR COUNTREL
vou are at this nour,--when the sky is white,
The noon so still like a barren tree,

The harvest drying in stubby fielis,--
7
vou are longing at this hour for ue.

In heavens prim, chaste ani far-distant,
Or on the Farth on your passionate spree,
here'er you are 1 feel you are lonZing,

You are despairingly longing for me.

- An algs, for Christ's sakel- "Here 1t is."
i

1

(Coi's walk thru peeple-alley, this. )

_ In Goi's name, & penny!- "Vhat will you ne«¥”
( The Devil's own blighted text.)

RS

ZK1

cobwebs,
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OR "The Hind of 3asket Lake"
with some addenda
as the Chapter
"ROSALINMD THE GRAND,
! i CREATURE OF JAMAICA LAND™
: Versicles in honor of
The Birthday of a*Fair & Virtuous laid

The entire g%em to be Recited

Sung with Relish
and
Freely Embelished
in (approximately)
L1 a Doz, Thousand Cantos
vieing with
The Bible in Godliness & Morals,
lary Garden in $2auwf.«d laurels,
+—The Custonm House in luty,
t— The Ilied in Beauty,
"Paradise Lost" in Devilry,
Earl Carrol's Shows in Revelry,
The "Romaunt de la Rose" in Length,
Bermuda Onions in Strength,
"She Done Him #Wrong" in Shame,
"Houtchi-Koutchi™ in What's-its-nane,
"inthony Adverse" in lMaking lioney,
Daly's "Ballads in Mcaroni”,
Blla Willcox & kddie Guest,
Aingela Liorgan & All such Pests,
People renowned for Credit or Cash,
Persons of high-class & low=-class trash,
Mickey louse in sheerest fun,
Etcetera, Unsoweiter, and so on...

Eail, Columbia, sweet jam of the Nations,
Hail, Rosalind, consumer of small rations,
Eail, ye victims of salubrious lucubrations,

Hail, all Oppenheims, happy clan,

Whose Bop & Rop swum into our ken.

Today, Rop, is your ingel's Day, the 2l-st.
¥y Muse is hungry, & ditto athirst,

‘Sha's rarin' to go, & if you dont impimge on her

She'll behave the same as Babe & Ginger.

One truly stands abashed & meek

In the shades of your 2l-st year

That,like, s predecessors,is as fat and sleek
As a current swelled with bootlegged beer.

Just’ think of it: 3 times 7.
What venerable age, God in Heaven.
7 is 10 short of 3.

‘Zven that little may not be counted by me

Or by a Joyce-Kilmer-dope who couldnt make a tree

-~ Unless the Almighty came to his assistance

and helped him collect in a rhyming instance.,

~ But what's it all got to do with Rops?

As much as rotgut with A-1 Schnapps.
Or common jelly with Anna's jams.
Eail,gﬁnggn_4nn~otﬁfhe,29ts & Pans,

A s e [}
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Hall, .f2 Roscos, Hail, Ne Joffess.

Hail a?a_candies,'nougats, offes, r
Hall iy floors & hail ye ceilings, ‘
Hail Tom. Looney . Hail 'Josh Billings.

Hail the NIRA & hai] the CODLs,

Damn all FOETS & Bithday oOdes,

S

Hail the squiring Karrows( from W.N. of Basket Lake,
He strong of limb,/she ful of Tdakets i
A pair as fine gs e'er taught childrenﬁthe wisdom of life,
She with an awe-inspiring sharp look,ﬂ‘e With & fair jackkhife
Both fine & dandy,yenjoying dear sweet lire, ;
Hubby-the long end of it,} the short of it- the wife.
Their hone--what a yueer architectonic model,
Of an uzgly duck Which in the nidst of its waddle
Crept up an hill & made a cluck,
Had laid & bad €33 & been run over by a truck.
Vhoa. Halt. Our hailing got out of hand,
"Und drappett sich oif glaiche went",

How indiscriminate to hail everybody & everything.
And let ouv Liuse fly. astrid this boiled chicken viing.

He'll to Rosalind, a creature of Arden

WWho flowered delicately in g Newport Garden
But to Roscoe had to cone

To see the fruition of her full 21.

And while in Roscoe, N,Y.

In the very bosom of the Joffe clan
She caused everyone to envy .
Her record or Sportswoman & yeoman.

Now, her tennis game stirs your zall:
She haunts the racket with her ball,
In all her tennisonian career

In me she met her sole & only peer .

Av® as to her angling-- ¢
No fish-alliances she makes are ever entangling,

It behoves -us to mentiogﬁ her chum Nathalie

Whose name rhymes 1Tiumtmsly with acetylene,

I might haveﬂéiged hngﬁBTE“appggliﬁglk)&s Natasha,

4dding, "who zoes around in her Russian Rubashg”

(Which mere sugzestion is our beloved Spouse's, bless her;

If I wouldn't love her, I would:su#ly sass her.)

I could have hardly attempted, in the sure-to-fodlow repercussow
To remonstrate that the word is not exactly Russian.

The result of this brosodic argument, to be fair,

Might have cost me some teeth cun skinygpm hair,

But we'll threat of Mat, God grant us strength,
On some more befitting occasion & at greater length.

So-- back to Rose: she ishes just for rfun,

The little ichtys know it & keep her on the run .

Her record of non-catches on lir Goodman's famed
pickerel expedition in Basket Lake :

Will deservedly be commemorated at the forthcoming
Nat., Geo. Mag, annual clambake.

It wont be amiss at this late-ish Juncture

To introduce, rather discreetly, Hep551ster‘Bop.

Their mutual devotion is :t'er;u:lrkable(.11

You couldht picture one of 'em standing up

Jf the othgrpshquld agpidentglly»dowgg cholilen, plqp.
503, 02025 % a0l 550 n-92308h¥esHravsii rining '8 noval
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Bop at present is emzemedin the throes of birthing a novel
She hopes to sell to Thomas ¥. Crowell, o
But whether she wilk, or dish=o>»@x will nob--
Novels will only be novels

n

But Bop & Rop-be Brop.

Hail Rosalind, queen of Valday Canmp

Yhether attired in skirt, short trousers or guimpe.
Thou younger of the worthy Oppenheim she~scions
Gently nestling in the bosom of the Joffe lions.
Hail & Farewel, Lo & Cheerio. Sooth & liellaway,

Tor on the morrow thee wilt be 1 plus 20 plus a day.

i




