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¥BELLS

I hear the bells from yon imposing tower;
The bells of Yuletide oter a troubled night;
Pealing with mockfry in a dismal hour :
Upon a world unhcaved with greed and fright.

Their mellow tones on nyriad roofs resound;
A nillion restless souls attend the chime;
Yet falls thelr message on a stony ground =—-
Thelr spirit slaughter!d with tho sword of Time.

Why ring in counterfelt of happy years

When caln and quiet rul'd thetglacid_plain ?
. Why with familiar strain arouse the tears
Of those who ne'er may know content again ?

How well I know ye once «= 30 long ago —
When slept the ancien? village on the slope;
Then rang your accents ol'er the starlit snow
In glpdneas; peace and sempiternal hope,

In fancy yet I view the modest spire;

The peaked roof, cast dark against the moon;
The Gothic windows, glowing with a fire
- That lent enchantment to the brazen tunc,

Lovely each Spow-drap!d hedge beneath the beans
That added silver to tfe silver there; -
Graceful cach cot, cach lane, and all the streans,
And glad the spirit of the pine-ting!d air.

# by Ward Phillips, from Iryqut, vol 5«12, Dec 1919
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co.BELLS..oo

A simple orced the rural swains profess!d
In sinple bliss among the hills they: dwelt;
Thelr hearts were light, their honest souls at rest;
Cheer!d with the jJoys by reas'ning mortals felt.

But on the scene a hidecous blight intrudes;
A lurid ninbus hovers oter %he land; ‘
Demoniac shapes low!r black above the woods,
And by each door malignant shadows stands

Tho jester Time stalks darkly thro! the mead;
Bencath his tread contentment dies away. .

Hearts that were l&fht with causcless angulsh bleed,
And restless souls proclaim his evil sway.

Conflict and change beset the tott!'ring world;
Wild thoughts and fancies fill the common mindj
Confusion on a senile race is hurlt!d
And crime and folly wander undonfined.

I hear the bellss -~ tho mocking, cursed bells

That wake dim memories to haunt and chill;
Ringing and ringing ofor a thousand hells ==

Fiends of the Night ~—- why can ye not be still ?
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BERPHGE - V.0.1:C,E

On distant hills the nurmur first is haeard,
Faint as the pipings of a snow-chill!d bird;
Down nelting slopes soft echoes bear- the ecry
To vales and woods that yet enmantled lie. -.
At night the stars with milder luster shine,
And thro! the deeps convey th! auspicious s!gn.
Fron all-the land a nytic vapour springs,
While by the op!ning rill a presence sings;
Majestle trdes unspoken calls avow,

And subtle Julces fill each tingling bough;
Heaven and earth attend the rising lay

And own, in Pan, a greater pow!r than %hey.

Poor timid souls, who tediously have said

Fron pen andtgulpit "Mighty Pan is deadi"
Dulltd with the darkness of a mytic crecd,

They- sce the truth, but seeing fail to read.

For then in voin the vernal breezes stir,
Northward in vain the feather'd wanderers whir; -
Deaf with their doctrines, blind \ith thelr belief,
Anid such joys they whine in Pious grief,

But yesterday within a villow'd dell . : ,
I heard the fauns thelr preclious secrets- tell;
In nelting streans I saw the nalads waka,

And spled a satyr-in the budding brake. ik
Sweet at the dusk, benea}h young noonbecans din,
all the wild scene inton'd a pagan hymn; 4
The mountaiws sang, as from thelr snowy shrouds
They sprang in loveliness to greet the clouds;
The plains responded, as they cast aside

The graceless garments-of the winter-tide;
Graves sway'd in nmusic, and the dryad throng -
Join'd with: the bubbling fountain's liquid song,
Whileé far away the never~silent sea

Added the notes it learnm'd in Arcady. ’
But harkl Oler ever{ volee that softly blends,

A deeper-note, a wilder hymn ascendsl

* From The Lipnat, August 1920
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THE VOICE¢esss

Westward from shores where broken columns lie,

-A call of antique beauty rides the sky; -

"0 thou whose soul tht!eternal past recalls, :
"Whose eyes cah gioroé the present!s sombre walls,

"Remegb! rest still the prophecy of-old

"That anual rings in syrinx-tones of gold -
fRemanb? pest thou sho promise of the morn

"The swélling tide ot eostasies reborn ¥ }
"Once more Meanalian winds shall fan tﬁ oheeky,
"And sea-borne voices from Arcadla speak;

"Once nmore thine eﬁes upon the wat!'ry plain
Sholl glinmpse old Nereus and his green-halrtd traln;
"Thee once again upon the sylvan steif :
"An Oread band shall gently sing to sleep;-
"And to thy sight, where ferny forcst lies
®Fair forms thro! immemorial years shall rise.”

The accents ccased-- and as I glanced around,

I drank the odours of the spongy ground;

From peck and vale mysterious sounds convey!d
Some potent message to the deep'ning shadej;:-
The sinking moon unusual shadows throw

And fornmless helngs rc¥td the spangled bl_uei B
On cv'ry hand strange mem'ries fill'd the alr —
I look'd for landmarks, and thcy wore not theres
Yon outrag!d hill, by stack and chinney crown'd,
Loom'd from the past, a grassy virgin nmound; -
And by the stream, where noisy paddles turn,

I saw a bearded god with flowilng urn.

With raptur!d eycs the vell of ages foll;

Again I view'd the old familiar dell,

While round ny forn a saltant' shadowy choir
fgn g of great Pan, and beauty's smold'ring firee
List'ning, I learn'd each long-forgotten truth
0§ gods and men, and sempliternal youth;

And cry'd with ioy to know that man'!s nad day
Is brief, whidst Pan shall never pass awayl
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* ON THE DEATH OF A RHYMING CRITIC

My lluse attenpts a doleful rune;

Poor MACER, Sunday afternoon 3
Resigntd the cares of earthly strife,
And reach'd Mis last eternal life |

A curious: fellow in his tine,

Fond of ald books and prone to rhyme —-
A scribbling pedant, of the sort

That scorn the age, and write- for sport.
A little wit he sometinmes had,

But half of what he wrote  was bad;

In netre he was very fair;-

Of rhetoric hc had his share ~=-

But of the past so much he'd prate

That he was always out of date |

He lean'd to mythologic natters, ;
And sang of (ods and Nggphs and Satyrs,
Till so unvary!d grew his art,

You could not tell his works apart }
The nodern ear he'd often pain

With rantings in heroic strain: ”
And when the tovm would call then witty,
'Twas nostly out of friendly pity. -
Though much by ancient notions marr!d,
He was a fairi} clever bard; . e
Hls numbers smooth enough would rodl,
But after all--- he had no soul |

His pen was ever keen to fight

For manly virtue and the right --

But somehow:he was rather weak -~
Instead of slang, he quoted Greek

He serv'd his purpose -~ to correct
Each rising poet's erude defect .
And yet -~ he neler made life the sweeter,
For all he knew was rhyme and metre.

* Fronm Tolddo Amateur, July, 1917
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ON THE DEATB OF A RHYMINEB CRITIC,.s.

His even verses will be miss!d —=
Though he was quite an egotist {-
Of all his views I can't approve,
But still, I mourn with tears of love.
MV grief is deep —~ since half-past three
I've worked upon an’elefy,
Yet cannot seem to get 1t done
- In time to reach the MORNING SUN 1§
The folish must nmy care ‘engage, |
For-1 am promis'd the firs% paée
Yes, he is gone:{ I feoel the dorrow--
The fun!fral will: be held tomorrow ==
My broadcloth sult I'm having press'd
To go and seec him laid to reste. p
God speed his soul § I trust hefll rove
In peace 'mid Seraphim above ==
And by the way, though I've been- told
He had but little wealth in gold,
T wonder what his heirs will do
With all-his books ~- they were not few l
In truth, I know of two or threce :
That could be nobly ustd by me |
So many struggles he befrlended-
That rougher bards on hin depended;
His death will still more pens than his -
‘I wonder where the fellow 1s |
He's in a better land —— or worse =~
I':wonder who'll revise my verse ?)
e never left:a stanza slack «- .
But I could hardly wish him back,
Tears for his-loss to freely flow e
Yet after all, 'tis better so !
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MEIEOSN®0"S s AN O DE

line be the boon to slaep

On warm Hynettos! flow!r sweet steep,

Lull'd by the lays that mountain torrents sing,
And Lydian carrolling . .

0f cholrs celestial, hcard by none but ne,

A facry ninstrelsy :

Of sound as subtle as the living light

Which wings 1ts flight

Fron }mmaterial spheres, rcmote and free.

Let not intrude

Into this sacred solitude

Aught of the Satyr-shades of mortal nind;
Grossness that galls, empiric thoughts that bind;
But let ny fancy soar

Above the clouds that vell our planet ofer,
Far from the sceming forms and dreams of ocarth,
To dceps of Nature!s birth

Where pure, unparticled and splendid, course
Th! ethereal founts of entity and force;

And circling as begun,

All cosmic being 1s as one,

And Timc, Space, Change and varied-Nature blend
In cycles infinite_and without cnd,

Till Reason, beaning clear,

Sees disappear

All that is couplex, earthy, vile or drear;
And may at last bchold

Matter and 1life unfold

To Unity unbody'd and divine,

Throughout whose fabric fine

Beauty and Purity unsully!d shine.

000 OOCOPOIOGOAEDIOPIOSPOIPTOEY
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From The Silver Clarion, vol 2 #7,Dotober 1918,
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# INSPIRATION

One fragrant morn, when spring was young,
I roam'd the gien in eager quest,
Happy with careful eye among
The grass to find the violet!s nest.
But not a leaf or bud seamt!d sprung
Up from the couch of wint'ry rest. ?
And yet, whon all mg greedy search was oler,
By chance I spy'd the flower I miss'd beforcs

One night, within my chanber pent,
I strove nmy fancles to cnchaln
In breathing nunmbers, and to vent
Some portion of my bliss and pailn;
But strife of soul m{ musings rent =-
The sluggish pcnell mov'd in vain;
Yet out upon the meady, the sthrlight brought
Tho long-wish!d song,’unbidden and unsoughtl
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“# Fron g:_bi Conservative, Vol 2-3 October 1916
by Lewls Theobald, Jun.
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¥ HYLAS AND IIYRRIIA, A TALE

Thro! Dorian neads, where countless beauties bide,
A gentle: river pours its crystal tide; f
Pensive but sweet the singing currents flow,
‘While in each wave surpassing graces show,
In this broad flood a towfring rock is-seen
Renote alike from either bank of green, -
Around 1ts base, caressinﬁ ripples move,
And murrur with the dulcet tones of love. g
Here the white dover, by Cyprus' goddess bless!d,
Vilth tender skill cnstructs i1ts:lofty nest;
Whilst on the stony summit proudly stands
A temgée, looking ofer the stream-cleft lands.
Sonetimes at night,:upon the river hanks,
A hovling throng apfear, in eager ranks;
Of feline form, thelr voices yet contain
A conscious throb, and more than beast-like straine
Thelr longing glance the rocky inlet seeks,
While ev'ry howl a baffled wish bespeaks;
At the cold stone thelr eyes enamoured gieam,
And tongues revile the intervening stream.
Each spring there come from all the lands around
A virgin train, to tread the sacred ground;
In nmany a boat they reach the templed isle,
To pray for Cytheraea!s fav'ring smile;
And there 'tis said the Paphian Queen imparts
A baln that heals thelr love-distracted hearts.
Hither one-day, by vagrant fancy brought,
I wander!d, nalf dissolvld in curious thought/
The silver stream shone beautiful and bri ht;
Ths island rock gleam!d lovely to ny sigh%;'
On flow'ring banks,  and many a pansy'd steep,
Lay dreaming swains, at ease among their sheep.
The eldest of the band, whosec beard of sSnow
Belled his black eyes! reminiscont glow,
MX question heard, and in gquaint words unroll'd
The local legend, kept from days of old. ;

Long years ago, in these sequester'd shades,
Dwelt Myrrha, lovellest of the rustic nalds;

# From Tryout, Vol 5# 5llay 1919
by Lawrence Appleton




HYLAS AND MYRRHA. 4 0 ¢
No nei§hb'r1ng fair an equal grace posesstd,

And evin the nymphs inferior gifts eonfeoskfd;

. Blue were her eyes, gold ringlets deck!'d her head,

Rose-hu'd her cheeks, her lips of deeper red;

Unrivall'd features vied with heilght of soul,

And ev'ry otarn of nanner crowm!d the wholes -

But tho! no other mald such charms could owm,

On beauty!s Peak the fair stood not alone,

For in a bow!'r that nestled on the lawm,

Livld the young Hylas, radiant as the damn.

. .What words can palnt, what tongue describe in truth
The fulgent %races of the tender youth ?

A head Proxiteles night neter excel;

A form whose polse no poet-half coula tell;

" Brown $parkling eyes in face of marble glean!d;
Brown curling lovks in rich profusion- streamtd;

Such lips Apollo nmight in vain deslre, :

And over all shone wisdon'!s gen'Bous fires

This stripling, rich in beauty and in art,

Ovn'd the fond llyrrhats young confiding heart;

No noon seem'd bright, no azure sky scem!d clear

To liyrrha, save when Hylas linﬁer'd nears -

His licont smile was trusting Myrrha's sun

And when he frown'!d, she felt the day was éone;
TIn his brotm ceyes her sole Elysium lay

While in his arms she dream!d the hours away.
How oft the palr would tread the ziangl'd“green,

And praise the rapture of the rural sgenel

Thro! fragrant groves their blissful ways’ they took,
Or paus'd to watch the windings of the brook;

‘Now and: again their wand!rings forms would rost
On sone acclivious slopey-with dalsied dross'de
And here the lovely youth, with tender care,-
Would weave a chai et for his Nyrrha's halr.
Alas, that such blest innocence must know

The pangs of malicc and the hand of woel

But while the ardent twaln thelr loves revealld,
Invidious echoes fillfd the floral field,
Enrag'd to see a mortal mald enjoy

Such heavinly pleasure and so fair a boy,

‘Phe jealous Oreads of the hillslde bowdys
Conferr!d, and summonfd all their evil:pow'rs,

-14-
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HYLAS AND MYRRHA, .0
Chief of the band malignant Phinua stood,

~ The proudest ngnph in all the hilly wood;
g Hy

Her had youn las oft in days gone by i
Repuls'd and scorn'd,- as lUyrrha!s forn drew nighe
Now spurrfd to actlon, she her ninions leads,
And evll presence haunts the rolling neads,
*Twas on a roseate morn, in genlal Juhe; -
When op'ning buds forecast a cloudless noon,
The tender Hylas, some small wish deny'd,
Roam'd in a transient pet from Mirrha 8 side. -
?g a- green slope the pouting str gling stray!d,
he while half frantic for the absent maid,)
When sudden from a secret grottd cane
Rejected Phirma, warm with an'rous flane, 4
Ere he could flee, the nyigh had selzed his hand,
And coll'd about her all the -ardent band; -
The more-he strugglied, tighter did they holg,
With love inflan and with great nunbers boldy
At length his feeble efforts died away,
And wretched Hylas own'd the Oreads! sway.
These tidings soon to lonely Myrrha: flew,
And blanch!d her crimson gheeks to ashen hue; :
llorn, noon-and night beside the brook she mourn'd,
With streaning eyes, and tresses unadorn'd, -
Succeeding months increasing angulsh brought
Till grief and pain posess'!d her ev'ry thought;
Her geaseless tears the rising brooklet bore -
In mounting tides that lav'd the pensive shore, .
And one bleak day a new swell'd stream alone
Mark!d the sad spot that Myrrha once had known,

High in the hiils the hapless youth remain'd,
Lov'd but unloving, by the Orcads! chain'd;
While passing time but nmagnify'td his pain,
To -see -the treasur'd lyrrha ongce again. :
One night when all:-of Phinua's tr were- deep
In-the blank folds of wine-imparted- sleep,
The boy, impatient of his hated lot, .
Fled fron the precincts of the hillside grote. '
Doim darlking slopes his hast'ninﬁlcourse«he took,
Eager for lMyrrha and the well-lov'd brook, :. :
When a snapp!d twig that lurk'd along the route
Awak'd his captors, and aroustd pursuit.
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I{YLAS AND MYRRHA.O.OOQ

Fron cave and copse swift pour!d the Oread throng,
On the hot chase by frenzy borne calong,

Whist Hﬁlas pray!d for wings, that he might soar
To Myrrha!s side, and see the nymphs no-nores

On far'd the fleet pursuers and pursu'd,

Oter noonlit glade and thro! the shady wood,

Till Hylas, nearly spent, now breath'd the alr:

- 0f lower meads where flow'd his alter'd fair.

The conscious flood the strange procession sples
1d waves of wonder on her surface risej
er lover!s fliigt she notes with ioyous nind
Yet dreads the throng that press him hard behind,
On, on the runners roce, till Hylas sees
The new-swoln stream, and marks the grassy leas;
With nmany a cry the panting nympha essay
To reach the boy, and bear the prize away,
But Hylas now the unknowvm river braves,
And plunges headlong in the friendly wavess
On to the shore bold Phimua!s band advance,-
Intent to follow thro! the" Strean!s anse,
When Venus from the sky observes the slght .
And casts Ler magic on the troubled night.
Unwonted peace now fills the swaylng groves,
And not 2 form on the broad champalgn novess.
The nymphas’ arrested in thelr eager chase,
Stan@ chang!d, and stript of all thelr former gracej
The beauteous traln to furry felines shrink,
And hover baffled by the river!s brink |
Mcanwhile the youth, within th'!embracing strean,
Senses his Myrrha in the pale moon's glean
The flood, responsive, seeks with wat'ry flow
Some fond caress, or nark of love to shewe
Agein the Paphian Queen her pow'r displays
And-on the scene a kind enchantment lays; - .
For, as young Hylas nears the niddle Bides,
A oreeping change oter all his figure glides;
He slackens, stops,: then settles with a smile,
Transforn'd forever to a rocky islec.
Thus rest: the lovers thro! eternal time
While nature blesses all thee genlcal clime;-
Her comstant waves his faithful form oaress,
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HYLAS AND LIYRR}M.....

- And he survives in all his loveliness.

Atop hls brow a fane of Venus stands :

Where pray the virgins of the neigh'bring lands,

And Myrrhats tides on distant banks restrain

The feline:hordes that still the youth would gain.
Here ecas'd the Shepherd, as the blazing day

In gold and purple twillght aied'away. .

The deeptning sky a starr% host revealld,

And the goung noon shone bright oter flood and fielde.

I glanc!d about, cntranc'd by all:I viawtd,

Then sought my homeward path thro! shadowy wood.

L U RO BUA N BUIE N N N )

*ANBITION.
On erinson'd plains the-deadly nissiles dart.
And surging legions to destruction pour; -

Above the strif'e, unconscious and gpart,
The skylark sings as blithely as before.

Beneath the wave the loathesoge thing of steel
Lurks coward-like to claim 1ts helpless prey;
Round and about the anclent billows reel
As vast and bluc as on earth!s primai daye.

From tottering thrones the trembling tyrants crawl;
Ecstatlc crowds a new-born age aoclain -

In quiet groves the with'rin% oak=leaves fall,
And seasons roll eternally the sane.

Thus in its little hour a mortal brood
Affects to mould a cosmos by 1ts deeds;
The while Creation'!s mighty nagnitude
- Whirls on throl changeless Tinme, nor hears nor heeds.
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#% by Ward Phillips, from Unlted nggggzﬂxixg
Vol I # 1, Decenber 1918
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SICHME "B O O0OKSTALL .
An epistle to Rheinhart Klelner, Esq., Poet-Laureatds

Congenial KLEINER, vhose broad brow sustains - -
The bays that prove the siwcetness of thy- Strainsy
To rougher rhymes than thine an audicnce lend,
And take th! adniring tribute of a friende -
Vhat shall I say ? Must I in pain rchearse

The deadly dullmess of a nodern verse,

Or prate of Whitman, whose Bocgtlon bawl

Can scarce be justly labclled verse at all ?
Alasl - Such themes no chams for nc afford,

Nor ean I sean then happy and unbor!d.

Pox on the rogucs that writ these lifeless laysl
My fancy beckons ne to nobler daysl

Bay, waking Muse, where ages best unfold,

And” tales of tinmes forgotten nost are.toid;
Wherc wear{ pedants, dryer than the dust,

Like sone lov'd incense scont there letter!d must;
Where crumblin% tones upon the groaning shclves
Cast thelr lost centuries about ourselves.

Mine be the pleasure of the grimy stand

Wherc age-old volunes sleep on every hand.

Mine be the joy to live in T%g?ght's desnesne
The bygone hours of volunes ck and leanj

with Wttic?!s ald to count the Zodlac host,

Or munt with Johnson for- the Cock-Lane ghost.
Oter Mather!s prosytgage, half dreaning, pore,
01 follow Ilawkesworth to the distant shorec.

Ye old faniliar friends whon ages bless,

How oft yd greet ne in a difftrent dresst

Watch shining Maro, who on evhry side

Adorns the dingy walls with Ronan pride.
Untouch!d or English'd; French or Leipzlg nado,

. The lustrous lines ol ﬁirgil plerce the shade,

0 Mantuan lanpl what bard beforg or.since

Can such a wealth of polish'd force evinge ?
Thus the quick question, bui the answer lles
Where yonder rotting Iloner nects out eycs. -

The bl{nd, the bearded. bard beforec us burns,
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THE BOOKSTALLuescoes

And thrills our temples with his tragic tums.
Of Ilion's seige each tine as new we hear,
Whilc shrewd Ulysses charms the eager car.
These share we-all, yet what affection twines
About obscurer, less renenbered linest

Each knows his fav'rites, and & fancy clains
For boon conpanions those forgotton nanmes.
Would '-{e,read Lucan ? Start ye then and go
‘Where Lucan gains Brittanic garb fron Roewe
Pull nany a Grecian lyrist snlles or grieves
To English tunes through Elton's: quarfo leaves.
Dr if our own originals ye'd sce,

Go snell the drugs in Garth's Dispensary 1 :
What shades scholastdc through the tvllight f1i
Where Knapton!s sagging follok loosely sitt _
The skull-capp'd dealer, crouching on his stool,
Oter the va;ueipast can clain a wlzard's rule;
Ot his sear'd face the nyriod wrinkles play,
And subtly link hin to tHé'yeésterday.

Rise, Stanhope, risel Thy nacaronl train

Dancc in the beans that plerce the dusty panec.
Halll sportive Rochester, bestir thy fcet,

And nince in famey ofer %he cobbled stroct.
House after house appear in gabled rows,

And the din roon 01d London's spirit showsi
Upon the floor, in Sol's enfeebl!d blaze,

The coal-black puss with %guthful ardour plays;
Yet vhat nore anclent symbol may we scan

Than puss, the age-long satelllitec of Man ?
Egyptlen daoys a feline worshlp knew,

- And Ronman consuls heard the plaintive newj-

The glossy nite can win a olar's glance,
Whilst sages pause to watch a kitten prance.
Outslde the creaking door a nation boils

And Progress crushes Learning in its coiis.
The blessed Past in nad confusion fades,

And Cprnerce blasts Retirenent!s quict shades,
Unnunber!d noises, in denonic thoir,

_Wake the curs'd p{t,-and stir the secething fire.
A nillion paskengers, in hastAning heat,
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THE BOOKSTALLeseeo

Jostle thelr fellows, and disturp the street.:
Fron thelr coarsc lips barbaric tones diffuse,
To shoek the senses and affront the Muse.
Dec¢adent dayl That Culturc:-noust return

To clolster!d cell, and Man, secluded, learns

0 1 for the-days vhen I would idl{ droan

In: grassy neads by Scekonk!s swelling strean;
Vhen leafy groves adorn'd the rising hill,

And in the copsc the feather!d train would trill.
When- fragront zephyrs fann!d: the sunner green,
And stars, undinn®d, 1it winter's snoyy scenes
Then flow!d the verse spintaneous froo the heart,
That now denands the student!s labor'd art.

‘Then pour!d Creation!s blessings on us all,
Whic? now:-we strain from books in dingi stall.
Yet let us bless the bookstall whilst 1t stays,
That, ,too, may soon be part of other days! .

TEEEEEEERAR R BR BN J

# ON RECIEVING A PICTURE OF SWANS

With pensive grace the nalancholy swan

Mourns ofer the tonb of luckless Phactonj

On grassy banks the weeplng Eoplars wave,

And suard with tender care the wat'rydfrave.
Would that I night, should I too proudly clain

A heav'nly parent, or a god-like fanme, §
Vhen, flowm too high, and dash'd to depths below,
Reeieve such triumph as a Cyenas! woces ‘

The faithful bird, that dunbly floats along,
Sighs all the, decper for his want of songl

: \
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*# TO EDWARD JOIIN MORETON DRAX PLUNKETT
. EIGHTEENTH BARON DUNSANY

As vhen the sun above a dusky wold

Bgrings into sight, and turms the-gloon to gold,
Lights with his naglc beans the dew~deck'd bowtrs,
And wakes to life the gay responsive flow'rss

So now ofcr realns where dark!ning dulness lies,
In solar: state sec shining PLUNKETT yisc 1
Monarch .of Fancy! whose ethereal nind :

Mounts falry peaks, and leaves the throng behind;
Whose soul untainted bursss the bounds of space,
And leads to reglons of supermol grace; .

Can any praise thee wlth too strong a tone,

Who in tﬁisngﬁe of(folig glean! st alone ?

Thy quill SANY, with an art divinc -

Recalls tﬁe gods to each deserted shrine;

Fron nystic alr a novel pantheon nakes,

And wlth new spirits fills the neads and brakes;
With thee we wander thro! primeval bow!rs,

For thou hast brought earth!s childhood back, and ourst

Ilow Xeaps the soul with sudden bliss %ncreas'd,
When led by thee to-lands beyond the Eastl .
Slck of this spherc, in crime and conflict old,
Ve yearn for wonders distant and untolds

O'er Homer's page a second time we pore

Aad rack our brains forafleams of infan% lora;
But all in valn-- for valiant tho! we strive,
No comnion rieans those plctures can revive.
Then dawms DUNSANY with celestial lifht'

And fulgent visions break upon our s gh%;

II1s barque enchanted each sad spirit bears

To shores of gold, beyond the rcach of cares,
No earthly trarmels now our thoughts nay chain;
For childhood!s fancy hath come back again
What glitt!ring worlds now walt our eager eyecsl
What roads:untrodden beckon thro! the skies¥ ‘

% Fron Tryout, Vol 5 # 11, Novenber 1919
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TO LORD DUNSANYe4s.s.

Wondors on wonders linc the gorgcous ways,

And glorious vistas greet the ravish!d pazej
Mountains of olouds, castles of crystal droans,
Ethoreal cltics; and Elysian stroans;

Tenplos of blue, vhore nyriad stars adoro
Forgotton gods of aeons gone; boforal :
Such are thine arts, DUNOANY, such thy skill
That soaroc terrestrial scoens thy noving quiil;
Can nan, and nan nlono, sucgessful draw:

Such scones of wonder and donaina of awe ?

Our hoarts enraFtur'd fix thy nind's abode
In high PEGANA; 1011 thao s o god;

And sure, ocan aught noro high or. godlikc bo
Than such n fancy as resides in thco ?
Delightod Pan a friend and peor percloves

As thy svwoct nusic stira the sylvan lcaves;
The nine, transported, bless golden lyrot
Aggrovo {hy fancy, and apploud thy firoj
Whilst Jova hinsolf assunes a brothor!s tono,
And vows thy pantheon oqual to his own.
DUNS/NY, MK hy days bo glad and long

Replote with visions, and atunc with s&ng;

Moy thy rare notes inoreasing nillions chuer,
m nene beloved, and thy mm'rg deart

Tis thou who hast 4in hours of dulness brought
Now charus of language, and nev ﬁer.ms of thought;
flest vith o poot!s gracoe enrioh!d the earth
With curcato droans as noblo as thy blrth,
grateful ¢ nane thoo bﬁ%ﬁht with fix'd renown,
The falregt jewel in IXBERNTA! 8 crowm..
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* TO MR, LOCKHART, ON HIS POETRY

Whilst the towm Eoet; dodd'ring in decay,-
With hopeless drivel drives thc nuse away,. ;
Pleas'd with the clatt'!ring of some formless line;
That only he can fatho# or definej

*VWhilc sense and rhyme are banishkd as too hard
Till ev'ry chimncy-sweep ecan turm a bard; :
Hou great our Joy to leave the free-verse throng,
Ind case our ears with LOCKHART! s noving song!
Melodious LOCKHART § Vhose Aonion art -
Transpnits the pulsihg of the simple hearts;

Whose homely pen no languid soul disscets,

Whosc polish'd lines no cultur'd fog rcflects;
Fron Greclon® stores he bears no tinscl pelf,
Content to be a classic in himsclfl ;
Let fcebler wilts thelr cumbrous couplets .selght
With dry allusion -~ dulness! specious fyrelght,
0T deck with sounding words the eanpty lcngth

Of stilted odes, to hide their want of strength;
Our Milbonk bard such formal trash disdains,

And- fresh fron nature drpus his rural strains.
'Tis not for hin in solifude to scan

The pedant!s page, and shun the haunts of nanj
1Tis not for hin in books alone to tracc

The noods and passions of our nortal race;

Close to nankind, his dgt, oxgericnced quill
Portrays his feliows with fanillar skill,

No borrow!d sentinent or nmimic rage S

- Stalks coldly through our poot'!s glowing page;
Foncy!s truc visions ev'ry line inspirc,

And fi1ll cach nelody-with genuine firc; .
Charn'd by the sound, the cynic stops to hear,
And sheds against his will the hunan tcar.

What risin’%-_ fane will futurc ages bring ‘

To LOCKHART, naster of the lyric string ?
With what fond honours willl the ninstrcl nove
Anongst the Muscs of the sacred grove ?

Skill?d in swect harmonies,. suprcnely blest .
With &1l the genlus of his native West,

His lofty brow deéserves the laurel crovn

That none hath worn, since RILEY laid it dowm |
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* AUTUMN

Arcadlan Goddessl whose fond pleasing reign
Enchants, the forést and deljghts the plain;

O'er vernal scenes a gentle maglc pours,

And glads the flow'rs that bleon on sunner shores:
Todays léss bright thy potent. charm extend,

Nor: secorn. the sad Vertunnus as thy fricnd.

As Phoebus falters with declining light,

Halt conquer!d by th'! encpoaching hosts of night;

. His genlal rays by chilling blasts subduld

To suit the seasonfs melancholy nood;

As -skies once blue’ grow desolate and drear,

And with!ring neads proclain th'! expiring year,
95 fallen blossons strew the frost-struck ground;
lhile birdless groves: lanent the absent sound;
Thy pow!rs, Arcadian Muse, dispel the wos,

And t rougﬁ the gloon unnunber!d heautles” showl
‘Behold the fields, b{ kindly Pales blest

In regel robes of yellowing herbage dros%;

Mark how the rustic train, with chorus'd tune,
Reap the rich produce 'neath the harvest noon.
Each bending s soné buxon Chloe cleaves.

And honest Banon binds the swelllng sheaves,
Happy ‘thelr lot, whop no gay tovm can spoll;
"Pleas'd with thelr rural-shades and sinple toi1t
What world-worn Sybarite, though far he roan,
Can find a happler scene than harvest-hone ?
Wherc nymphs and swalns, whose ningled accents praise
The bountecous goddess of the golden nalzg,

With harnless riirth thelr useful carcs divide,

'~ And husk the gen'rous fruitage by tholr side.
f

The teening orchard and the laden vine

Declare the rulec of pow!rs no less benigns
Ponona! s blessing crowns the fertilo trees,
And. vineyards yelld to Liber's nild docress.
“On yonder wooded hill, where-ninbly rove-

The sylvan Pan, and spirits of the grove,
. A facry -spell tho graceful scane trz‘m‘smu%es,
And dazzling splendour oler the verdure shootsg
Each hanadryad sheds her:wreath of old
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AUTUMN ¢ eveee

To don fresh garlands, gay and red with gold.
With 1ib!ral hand, they fling their gaudy store
Of pleasing pignents round the forest floor:
Hark to the nusic of the hunter!s horm,
That wakes the meadows and salutes the nornl
Look whilst the pack thelr panting prey pursue;
And lead afdeld the nounted retinucs 2
The sharper winds our spirits but restore;. .
Excilte the chase, and whet us on the norecs :
When o!er the narsh the hunter!s woon appears,
And silver light the bleak October cheers,
Th! inclenent winds in rapture we defy, -
Charnfd with the glorles of tho-crystai sky e
Aloft:in space the shimn?!ring Plelads show
Their dainty beans to frosty reolns below,
Whilst huge Orion, climb1n§ oter the lea,
Dilates the soul with wond'ring ecstasy.
Capella and Aldebaran unité |, .. ..
To dwarf the Heavinly Twins'! ingerior light;
And all the vault:-with growing glow essays
To nend the loss of Phoebus! warmer rays.
Resplendent Autunnl whosec prismatic vell Wiz
.- Dropes the sad earth, and hides the coning gale,..
In ssunptuous state the dying ycar adorns o
And cheers the grieving watcher whilst i% Warnse
As :gorgeous gleans the fading day -attend,
And vary'd hues in sunset lustrc blend,
So now the season, drawing to tho last,
Outvive the cclmer radiance of the pasts
Like ‘the bright butterfly, whose glorious hour
Speaks but the end of life and earthly pow'r,
The tinted valley and the spangled hill
laze for.awhile -- then languish cold and still.
Tis.:thine, Arcadian Muse, the heart to ralse
With 1oasing fancies and auspicious. logs;
Anidst o frigid world 'tis thine to sing
Th! unbroken pronise of returning spring:
Close to the hearth by Autunn rigours bound, -
We hear the song, and bless the annual round.
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* ITERUM CONJUNCTAE

Hail § nighty kindred, ever bound - '
By: ties of frecedom, blood and speech
Whose ningled enpires girdle round
. The teening earth!s expansive reachy-

Our. nothcr DRITAIN tought the brave
Thelr sacred rights with zeal to-

To spread their glory oter the wave,
And liberty to all unfold.

hold;

Fron such a source COLUMBIA grew, : .
And £il1!'d the West with freedon's light;

A second world uprear!d to view :
And aw'd the natiohs with their night.

Let now th' aspiring Vandal quako,

And shrink affrighted fron the plaln,
For oncient bonds at last awake,

And SAXONS stand as one againl
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The following two poens by "Archibald.Maynwarinf“ ere quite
likely the work of Howard Lovecroft. They were retrigved fron the
anateur journals where thei first appeared by Georsge Wetzel,
acting upon the following ltcns of Information; -
1) In Re.H. Barlow's list of Lovecraft!s pseudonyns,
» printed in Acolyte # 2, appears the following
notation, MsesArchibald X X X -~ surnane for-
otten gg Lovegraft;" i e
2) In all the anateur journals where Lovecraft!s
pnaterial appeared, therc was only one "Archibald"
; to be found, the author of these two pocnsy
3) The poens contain internal nannerisns charagter-
“istic of poetry known to have been written by
Loveeraft — reforences to classic Roman and

#* Fron Tryout, Vol 3 # 6, May 1317
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Greek nanes, archalsns such as "o'er" and "nefer”,
the sinplifiled orthography wherein syllabic "ems"
werc dropped, as in "pow!r" and "falt'ring," and
the use of the archalc "shew" for "show", which was
a gonscious nannerisa frequently found in both
Lovecraft! s prose and poetry;

4) To the Eishth of Novenber is dedicated to two poople
who were great friends of Lovecraft, and one of whon,
in fact, wrote a "Lanent™ for the pio.no in nenory
of Lovecfaft.

* 70 TIE EIGHTH OF NOVHIDER

alpin Jr. ((1901))
?1902) ) of Apple—)

(Joint birthday of Master Alfred
and-Mistress Margaret Abrahan, (
ton, Wisconsin)) ‘

. Eventful day, whose magle pow!r hath sent
’ Two fulgent ninds to llght outr contincnt { -
First of the twain gee radlant Phocbus rise,
Next wisc Minerva quits her native skies;
' Both, by the will of Jove, design'td to rcign
Otcr Appleton, and all th' Hesperion plain;
To ralse the dylng Muses;-caln the soul;
Tecach falt!ring poesy again to roll;
Cast from decaying prose a baneful Sspell
And shew the world- the art of writing well.,
Bright day of days, a thankful earth proclains
The splendor of thy children's noble naness
A genulne pralse, devold of gvery shan,
Attends a GALPIN and an ABRAHAMr¥

. % Fron ; vol 5 # 11, Novenber 1919
. by Archibald Maynwaring
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% DHE PENSIVE 8 WATIN

Dedicated to P.M,3_Esd.

Where Auster with his an!rous breath
Ruffles the warn Sicidicn alr

See Daphnts on the sun-drap'd hea
Sigh for a distant, unknown fair,

No rural nynph of neifh*bring grove
His pensive longlng can appease,

But (whilst his flocks neglected rovc)
He wanly scans the sparkling seas.

Why, asks the ploughnan as he sples
The noonstruck youth upon the shore,
Doth Daophnis thus with wat!ry eyes '
Look hungrily the billows oler 7 -

Are not tho.-nalds by Acls!-streans,

: Or by the reedy Cyane, “
Fair as the phanton of his dreans,
-7 -or fit for such a swain as he ?

A

The sage attends with smilini face,
Anustd {oun Daphnis! plight to note,

And vows that ne'er can ?resent gracce
Match chams inagintd and renote |

# Pron Tryout , Vol 5 # 10, October, 1919 °
: By Archibald laynwaring.
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