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NTRODUETION

{ sm thirty-five, mcrried eleven years coms Seplumbur,
No children, If you want & description - - fivp feot
tan, waigh 140, Brown hedr and syes. Three. yoors
collegs, have teaghor's cartificete, but have nevar
used it. Huve Yven ; sode Jurk, grocery clerk, tiwe
keeper, foreman, requisition writer :I.. n governmant
wurehouse, File clerk, W P A intorviewar, Information
clerk, wnd (ssistan$ postanstsr, : 1 sturted regding
stf nboul twunty yesrs ago. C Jules Yurne, Edé:.r filce
Burroughs, ind the old Argosy stfentesy teles, De-
pires : I'd like to be & writer, have sold one siary
to o potionully circulaoted magnzineg o confession
story to Trus Etory Mugrzime in 1935. Hava sold zbout
three dosen poems, mostly t o form magazinus, in te
Inst tantyeors. Though friendly, sm an introvert,
fleud = lot, Philosophy 3 s=¢ the gpoum Boon. It's
good to live and feel the sun nt noon, 411 we've got
is now, Yustercey is gone, tomorrow hnsn't irrived

yet. Bnjoy beautiful things. Love poetry. Frefer
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ME WeRtWOLE

The moon is pale in the heavens,

ind the sters are cold and bright;

And the forest trail is dim ond pele

is I check my hecdlong flight

To sniff ot the wind in the darkness - -
In tha gnow-filled, wintry durkness - -

Of this mic-Decamber night.

1 must keep my tryst vith the wolf-peck

On the top of yonder hill.

I've n rendezvous; while the night is new

feo will run =nd howdl - - and killl

Oh, our souls aTe drenched in darimess - -
They cre pledged to the powers of darkness - -

But tonight we eat our filil



SUMMIHS

Thu sky is daakly overcost,

wné sheuts of roin ore falling ...

The wind ls screoming through the night
I hepr A8 w312ly oo lliDg oo

I wonder, if I rushod outsice,

fould nature, elemupinl,

fesh clo n my scul, znl moke my dracms

Exotic s tronocendontcl?



HICAHITTEN

Last night I found a gerden, in & dreum,

Fhere moonlight tinkles,wdhd where stardust falls ...
Where music echoes softly, with its theme

The rosifulness of slusber ... and the will.s

Of my drean grrdun 2Xe of tmethyst ...

Encluntmont waits ... tonight 1 nove o tayst ...



§EHEF]

I mude o world to fit my own desires ...

Once i 1. dreem I found n porcdise ...

All things were there to whleh my berrt capirss;
There was o moon up in thu vulwut skles;

Thire wos ¢ bont a4t dedfom Like o fenthar
Upen & Joke wiars staors ocsse dome to ghine
Burwath the mwfoce ... you od T, togother,
Ve vy Boy; =nd all the werld wis sine ...
Bul suldenly I wedcened ... I'will never

Rogidn wy dreim ., . the spoll is gons forover.
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The ghost of cutumn hcunts the world ; extends

Her brnd to winter. 41l the lecves cre down;
Thoy give the ecrth a clork of gold and brown
To shelter it ngaoinst the bitter winds.

Each ¢hilly morning, now, a haze Gescends

Upon the valleys like a flowing gown,

and distunt purplo suntzins suem to fromn
Becrusy the sun is hiding froc hiis friends.

I 8it buforv a cheorful firs at night,

apC wondur if thu ponxds ot stronms will frevie,
Dutside, the sky 15 cloix; tov stors nrw bright;
» shining carpet lios bunuwsth the trecs - -

Tho earth in sperkding silver Ls arruyed - -

Rbure frost hus aetilud an asch stean cnl blede.



UBLVIOT

The sun was warm upon my face,

The wind ran fingers through my hair;
I lay .:mdv watched two swallows rrce
ibove the forest, in the air -« -

And venish, leuving not & trice

To show that thuy wurw ever thera,

A domething brooded in the trees;

I felt - grin, ironic mind,

Ang heurd o whisper on the treezey
'Titds 1itfle mun - - Like <11 his kind
Bho srm upon the Lind, the scas - =

Bist go, und lurwe no firece bohindlt



HIE TITIORTAL
The thought of death was something that he feared;
He was a doctor famous for hig cures,

And, working with a new drug that appeared,

He found success; !'Eternzl life is yours!!

He told.himself, injecting in his veins

The mixture that would bring undying youth.

But, later, when he fult the tearing pzins,

The doctor had to fuce the bittur truth;:

The drug wag evil; be could power die,

Yei he was doomed to constant cgony;

ind as the creeping, paln-rocked years went by
His tortured soul was eager to be frue;

¥bile other men approached thelr graves with dread,
He longed far the calm slumber of the desd.



e POET AAD THE FOOL

'T am 2 fool,' he thought, 'My poetry

Has very little worth. Although I write
Of beauty's forms, and feel its poignancy,
No matter haw I strive my work ig trite,

I am n fooi,

Yet affer his deceuse, his mounting feme
lis spread until 211 netions knew his name ,

lle was a poet)

'T am 2 powi,! thought another one.

‘i poums hold the wisdom of the yearsz;

They sing of drease from drifving vapor spun - -
Of =mazic fives ot davm ~ - of misty tears - -
imma poot'.‘

Despite his boosting, no one ever road

BEis puny verses after he woes dend,

He wag a fool!l



WHISPERS

Trailing the sun like a silver ship,
O'er the horizon a white gull flies;
Swiftly he cimecles to rise and dip,
Then ho is lost in the feding skies;
The moon is beginning her lonely trip
Ovsr the seo ecp thw twilight dles - -

V¥hile out of the darkness the shedows slip,

Gantly tha zmves, as thuy com and go,
Lap on the sunds of a stariit beach,
Ceaselessly moving thoy vob and {low,
Crasping ot somsthing they cannol reach,
Vhat are thuy whispering soft and low?
What doss it mean, this eerie mpeech? - -

Only toe creatures of dorkensss konow!



EIHbillF

So what is love? It ig a phantom fire

That glows upon the morshes ofter GarX;

It is an uangry sea; a tossing berk;

It is Buterpe singing to her lyre.

These things ore love : It is a funersl gyru
Ignited by one tiny, leaping spork;

It is a nightingnle; o soaring lerk;

A glass reflecting medness and desire.

~0Ve 1z thu vestasy tnct ponts oow)

An onguich of the ol that will not YR8,
The thetw et ovury sundering slistrvl Einga.
It &z = ahedos cast uwpon Um snow;

& fragrant blossom hldden &n Ww grass - -

Love 18 ¢ dooen shape with bot-like uwings!



WE DRERTIER

Her bod is grass, new grass of tender green;

A mecker serenades her as she sleeps;

Beside her lies an open magazine:

Pantastic Tales, Above, a willow weeps

ind coffers shnde, while wild-plum blossoms fall
Like petcled snow upon ber upturned face,

Yhat are her dreams? Do far-off planets call,
ind does she guide a rocket ship in gpace?

Or dees she wander through enchanted lands
Fhere feury drume | WMo rhythm for her feol?
Parhups she holde moon flowers in her hands,
And btrasths their frogtunce, rich and heady-sseet,
But lst her dreams remanin o mystery - -

flo droanm wng ever lovlisr than she.



AIGHTER

A full moon rises in z blaze of glory,

And I - - asdways - - feel the old, old urge;

I rush into the darimess where c'..night wind,
High in the ﬁ'aetops, sings a mindless dirge;
Where shadows cfcup ebout ilae gloomy forest

And gather, bere ol ey, 14 pooly of Juig
While In Thw uky o Fiyiug eroalurc. posses

Acrosy the mocn lo herrid silhiouwotts,

Ard soaddeniy T hwar med, scrussing loughwer
That rings coross the night sad chillis the spine;
Then silenca falls, end I co yook and sheken - -

Bucsuse I xnom that cbscune laugh yus oine!



IRERIT-STRHES

My dreams, like birds that fear a hunter's gun,
Go winging, swift, bteneath a dreary sk ;

I clutch with eager hends as they go by,

But all in vain - - I cannot hold a one.

I play the spider; when my web is spun -

My frugile zeb of hopes - - [ stretch it bigh;
Somatipes ! catch o smlile, sometimes a sigh,

To show far all tho work thet [ bawe dore.

8ut who am 1 to grumbie wni comglain?

No drezms are caught? AlL right, T let then go!
Tomorrow I can try my luck again;

My snares have proven futile, yet I now

That here wbure you oncs walied turesth the troes

Ara drecms to catch, und bitter sumaries,



EXUACISIT

The day begins anew,

And clouds are splashed with gold
To usher in the morn;

The grass is wet with dew;

I hear, clear-cut and bold,

A rooster's horn.

The shedows are in flight - -'
Before the rising sun

The sky-gates open u;i.de 3

And creatures of the night,
Their evil lablors done, .

Slink off and hide.
VX



il

The ol¢ mun paurad!, aghost, 'What hovo I auid?
Wiy, son, 1 thought you inwx you had o twint?

I rushod mway; the thoughte that fillud oy hwed
Waore pwnrming like o clouwd of ovil jina,

I stumblud homw nt liot, bhulf in o dowe,

ind went upsteire to the Porbidden Room;

And thare the thing thut ol my startled goge
Y5 ks o nightmire creature in the gloam.
and as I stood wnd watched it helplessly,

It erawled about upon' the floor andswhined;

I sew my fectures in grim travesty,

+nd something gave inside wy feversd mind - -

I screzmed and screnmed in thought-benumbing fright,

And ron outside to wonder through the night,



HLIE THiTGS

The long hot day has ended

ind gone to its repose,

¥hile night approaches swiftly ~ -
Bui still the twilipght glows
lcross 2 world medeslovely
(Outlines era softly blurred)

Ry perfume of the wildrose.

By song of moclkingbird.

ind blazing in the heavens

I sec the cvening stor;

The moon is slowly rising,

A thin, white gcinitar.

A night bird screums with lioghter -
Obscene, ironic mirth - -

and I reccll that darknesgs

Brings alien things to Barth.



S P
RIHTRER

4 friomily bird, mnd o choerful ons!

then alvdoms flou, and night is donw,

Ho sings his tunss to the rising =sun

To driva uszy tho durk.

1 stop my feoding in the gloowm,

and rast amhile tweids the toab,

How atringe, the Jorme lifo muy wesumm - -

A gnoul - ~ » mecdowlurk!



PERVERSITY

Wet cobblestones thnt gle=m with condleshine;

Depsrting footsicps, for away rnd dimg _
4 faint, ‘Good-byel!' - - <lthough these things ave mine >
My heirt cries out, 'Whet newd have I of tham??

Aol yat (you knew how stronge o heortd osn ba)

IV horans thase mecger tewnmiros juslously,



TR

Her song was half-heord megic, and the shock

Of her wild becuty caught me by the throat;
Unclad she lay upon o gea-washed Touck

¥ith greon hoir blowing, and I saw it float
Upon the wrtur like o mess of weedg

I scw her fish's tail, herwoman's hips,

And 211 at once I felt an inscne need

To held her in my arms and kiss her lips.

Iind coreless of the shurks that lurked between,
I swam from shore to rock a3 thuugh entranced;
I sow a bunch of seaweed, dank and green,

4nd found z, pluce whare smoky shodows danced
Joc in the air cbove me, thin and high,

I thought I heard s sea-gull's lonely cry.



HIITEL

Silently ruandng, I flec from disastad

Dovn the long Kill vbure the movnbirss foll;
Msddened by terror, I speuc ever frster,

Curse &t the shock of a night bixd's call.

Curse tha bright moon, fur a mob is behind me;
Mob thzt is hunting with torch and gun;
"Danth}! secresms my conscience; 'I die if they find me;

Filosh will 'w suvered snd blocd will runl!

Hure is & foreet; perhops if I cowr
Deep in the shadows that ebb nd flow,
1 will regoin all my magical power

Liven hy demons so long 2go.

Soul bluck as night, it 3s too lote for gioyingg
Devils are laughing; I hear their cries
Zgor rofl shrill, omd I know they nre saying,

Muin 48 the night Wit o warlock dient!



NGANAG HID TG

I sometimes think that morning is the time - -

4 summer morn - - that I like best, for then

The mockingbird pours cut his silver rhyme - -
The heart is gay - - the world is young again - -
Beneath the sun, my better nature rules - -

ind I forget the witches end the ghouls,

But when the gkieg grow dim, and derkness ncars,
I feel a sudden chonge come .OVET me - ~

I seek the shaéows - - and when night appears

I lougn and lsugh in fowvere] acstosy - -
Will-o-the-wlesp will guide nmy foutstuhe W

i Grecdful pieco where domons ranlezvous.



e TIHD (TGt

My Muse, & wrinkled hag, comes in the night
Yhen I wouls sieep. I know thut she is medl
She heus o crystml ball .., encrmous ... oright ...
'1 show ywu lifed' she crius. ‘'The goed, «nd badl
The crystol glows; within its depths | see
A phantom Stege, with footlights burning dimg
4 pair of Xovers whisper; they zgree
This lovely Pley was written just'for them.,
Put weit! What is that movement in the wings?
There is e threst to out ~doring peir;
I see o crowd of monstrous, evil Things
With burning, sunken eyes and metted hair
“he Man struts proudly, end the Womén preens - -

Miile Horror crouchus Just baehind the scenes.



1N
it
The sunbaams frll strsagnt domy o golden shewer
My shodow huicles close aboul my feet;

I'm like n sundicl peanting 40 the bour

Gf tpelve; it's time to stop my work and eul.
Yinrm Wreese that causes growing corn bo stirg
Seng of a mockingbird; cicada's humj

4 floating web of palest grssamer - -

211 these sre signs tha’ summertime hos come.,
I'11l toke the team to drink and give tnem feed,
And then sit dowvn here undernecth this beech

To oct =y lunch cnd Test, And 1 huave need

To lecan the legpon tact oy oelghise's tanch:
Gicuds, treeze and BiG « - il of hem croon,

TL's gwd 0 1dve rnd feel tho sun ot noon.'



61 R

Perhiips you will recall the little trail

We followed thrcugh the dusk; the lonely pine
Bencath whose boughs we pruscd; e ghostly line
Of truutops dn the west; the niw moon, pole,
Vhos: tdent berms were cuught, as in r Jodl,
among the temirdls of your WAy - - the shies
Of starlight whun you gnve your lips to ming

To serdl n Lovn we SwaXe would pever Uil

Night s.gic, this! For with the sombar dom

The mootlight chscnouraud .. ti spuell w8 ZOOS oo



[MPRESSIDIT]
The redding Sioux
Hove gone away

Heny wuesxy hours Jgo,
Leaving behind o gutted rancho - -

And o dying mon Lo watch the sunset.

The sun hss plodded

His monolonous woy

Across o byvzen sky,

And now he sits muarily

Upon tho bignost penk of the wesletn hille
Ba secems tu slgh with thankiuiness

Thit the long doy is over,

Moyt he hos & Tepdnzvous - -

Fie seems so unxiocus to go,

e sinks tuhind the towering peck,

4nd lorwes o o) warld of shadows

Behind - - o suddenly

One wright, green stur

Cotms to blcia above the hille.

Outside the roncho salls

4 coyute voiges bis shrill lemant.

and like n felling curtnln,

The dirkness comes

And 1% $s might.

|1
b



His nights were 1t by vwirgin constellutlons;
fy day the sin was [lu=ing overhead; .

He lived with fear and kmew its grim sensations

For he was Lll-equipped - - %o he %3 desd,

A shedow bird! His helplessness batreyed him,
He stood beside somw now-forgotten ses,

When Bxrth was young, But pasging yesrs hove mado his

Onv with the (nicorn - - ¢ mory



|
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|
If only one heart is bewilderod a trifie,
(e mind made Lo doubt that its thinking is sane,

One longing awekuned that nothing con stifle - -
Then none of Lhese verses were written in wvein,



