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As I was walking, 
Thyme sweet to my nose, 
Green grasshoppers talking, 
Rose rivalling rose : 
And wing, like amber, 
Dispread in light, 
As from bush to bush 
Linnet took flight : 
Master Rabbit I saw 
In the shadow-rimmed mouth 
Of his sandy cavern, 
Looking out to the South. 
'Twas dew-tide coming; 
The turf was sweet 
To nostril, curved tooth, 
And wool-soft feet. 
Sun was in West ; 
Crystal in beam 
Of its golden shower 
Did his round eye gleam. 
Lank human was I, 
And a foe, poor soul— 
Snowy flit of a scut, 
He was into his hole, 
And—stamp, stamp, stamp ! 
Through dim labyrinths clear, 
The whole world darkened, 
A murderer near. 

Walter de la Mare 
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The Happy Night 
I have loved to-night; from love's last bordering steep 

I have fallen at last with joy and forgotten the shore ; 
I have known my love to-night as never before, 

I have flung myself in the deep, and drawn from the deep. 
And kissed her lightly, and left my beloved to sleep. 

And now I sit in the night and my heart is still: 
Strong and secure ; there is nothing that's left to will, 

There is nothing to win but only a thing to keep. 

And I look to-night, completed and not afraid, 
Into the windy dark where shines no light; 

And care not at all though the darkness never should fade, 
Nor fear that death should suddenly come to-night. 

Knowing my last would be surely my bravest breath, 
I am happy to-night : I have laughed to-night at death. 

J. C. Squire 
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Limitations 
IF you could crowd them into forty lines ! 
Yes ; you can do it, once you get a start: 
All that you want is waiting in your head, 
For long-ago you've learnt it off by heart. 

* * * * 

Begin : your mind's the room where you must sleep, 
(Don't pause for rhymes), till twilight calls you early. 
The window stands wide-open, as it stood 
Where tree-tops loomed enchanted for a child 
Hearing the dawn's first thrushes through the wood 
Warbling (you know the words) serene and wild. 

You've said it all before : you dreamed of Death, 
A dim Apollo in the bird-voiced breeze 
That drifts across the morning veiled with showers, 
While golden weather shines among dark trees. 

You've got your limitations ; let them sing, 
And all your life will waken with a cry : 
Why should you halt when rapture's on the wing 
And you've no limit but the cloud-flocked sky ? . . . 

But some chap shouts, ' Here, stop it ; that's been done ! '— 
As God might holloa to the rising sun, 
And then relent, because the glorying rays 
Reminded Him of glinting Eden-days, 
And Adam's trustful eyes as he looks up 
From carving eagles on his beechwood cup. 

Young Adam knew his job ; he could condense 
Life to an eagle from the unknown immense . . . 
Go on, whoever you are ; your lines can be 
A whisper in the music from the weirs 
Of song that plunge and tumble toward the sea 
That is the uncharted mercy of our tears. 

* * * * 
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Ernest Griset 



I told you it was easy : words are fools 
Who follow blindly, once they get a lead. 
But thoughts are kingfishers that haunt the pools 
Of quiet; seldom-seen ; and all you need 
Is just that flash of joy above your dream. 
So, when those forty platitudes are done, 
You'll hear a bird-note calling from the stream 
That wandered through your childhood ; and the sun 
Will strike the old flaming wonder from the waters . . . 
And there'll be forty lines not yet begun. 

Siegfried Sassoon 
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Everyone Sang 
EVERYONE suddenly burst out singing ; 
And I was filled with such delight 
As prisoned birds must find in freedom, 
Winging wildly across the white 
Orchards and dark green fields ; on—on—and out of sight. 

Everyone's voice was suddenly lifted ; 
And beauty came like the setting sun : 
My heart was shaken with tears ; and horror 
Drifted away. . . . O, but Everyone 
Was a bird ; and the song was wordless ; the singing will never be done. 

Siegfried Sassoon 
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PAMELA 

One moment take thy rest. 
Out of mere nought in space 
Beauty moved human breast 
To tell in this far face 
A dream in noonday seen. 
Never to fade or pass ; 
A breath-time's mute delight ; 
A joy in flight: 
The aught desire doth mean 
Sighing, Alas! 

Walter de la Mare 





Song from a Play 
FAME is a wanton breeze 

That never constant stays ; 
It flatters the tall trees, 

And with a kiss betrays. 

Joy is a bubble blown, 
Painted with colours rare ; 

Grasp it, the hues have flown 
Into the empty air. 

Love is a fragrant flower 
To-day, and dead to-morrow ; 

Leaving after an hour 
A legacy of sorrow. 

Love is not worth a sigh, 
And I have done with fame ; 

Dig for me where I lie 
A grave without a name. 

Maurice Baring 
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Advice to Lovers 
I KNEW an old man at a fair 
Who made it his twice-yearly task 
To clamber on a cider cask 
And cry to all the lovers there :— 

" Lovers of all lands and all time 
Preserve the meaning of my rhyme, 
Love is not kindly nor yet grim 
But does to you as you to him. 

Whistle, and Love will come to you : 
Hiss, and he fades without a word : 

Do wrong, and he great wrong will do : 
Speak, and he tells what he has heard. 

Then all you lovers take good heed, 
Vex not young Love in thought or deed : 
Love never leaves an unpaid debt, 
He will not pardon, nor forget." 

The old man's voice was kind yet loud 
And this shows what a man was he, 

He'd scatter apples to the crowd 
And give great draughts of cider free. 

Robert Graves 
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V A I N MAN. 

The Owl 

Nancy Nicholson 

Vincent Brooks, Day & Son, Ltd 

There once was a man so vain and proud 
He walked on stilts to be seen by the crowd : 

Up above the chimney-pots, tall as a mast , 

And all the people ran about 

shouting t i l l 

he passed 



Song--One Hard Look 
SMALL gnats that fly 
In hot July 
And lodge in sleeping ears 
Can rouse therein 
A trumpet's din 
With day of judgment fears. 

Small mice at night 
Can wake more fright 
Than lions at midday, 
An urchin small 
Torments us all 
Who tread his prickly way. 

One straw can crack 
The camel's back ; 
To die, we need but sip ; 
So little sand 
As fills the hand 
Can stop a steaming ship. 

One smile relieves 
The heart that grieves 
Though deadly sad it be, 
And one hard look 
Can close the book 
That lovers love to see. 

Robert Graves 
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Petunia 
WHEN I have a daughter I shall name her Petunia : 

Petunia, Petunia I shall call her ; 
In the rooms of my house she shall dance, her small face 

So bright that no sorrow 'll befall her. 
From this dark pot of earth, from this sun-clouded hollow 
Like a rainbow she'll spring and a blue sky shall follow, 
Green trees shall blow in and gay fountains of water 
Ripple the voice of earth's last, fairest daughter. 

And I'll teach her the songs of Apollo. 

The songs of Apollo that white-armed maidens 
Sing in the soft dusks of summer, 

In the gardens of Zante the sea-girt, the yellow 
Where the black and gold bees hum and clummer ; 

Where the oranges glowing with sun-stolen fire 
Lie in heaps for the galleys of Phocos and Tyre ; 
Where, orbed in clear water, languidly lying 
In green, shallow pools the mermaids, faint crying, 

To the Sun in the gold West quire. 

In the green of their eyes, in the green of their tresses 
The forests of ocean are blowing, 

They glint with strange gleams of cold stone and of metal 
Through the veins of the blind earth flowing ; 

Round those wavering, gold, orange-pyramids swimming, 
The beading clear water their ivory breasts brimming, 
They sing, and, faint-floating, the songs they sing 
Through fields and cities and men's hearts ring, 

The glory of mortal life dimming. 
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From all small-mouthed shells on the shining wet sands 
A shadowy roar is fleeting, 

The roar of great oceans chained fast to the Moon 
From the shores of the dark world retreating : 

And the maids who to bright Aphrodite cry 
Hear naught but the ebb-tide faintly sigh 
Far-off in the dusk, see dark tresses drifting 
And the sudden-flashed gleam of white arms lifting 

Dim hands in the sable sky. 

Warm earth-maids in groups with arms white as the stars 
On the edge of the solid world crying, 

Their faint shadows trembling in cold, salt pools 
Where the Moon at the bottom is lying, 

Cry out to the weeds on the bright sea rocking— 
The dark-bearded gods in their moon-ships rocking— 
On the beach their white bodies in moon-vapour limned 
Pale shadows, on cliffs and on water dimmed, 

To the bloom of the sea-foam flocking. 

Aphrodite ! Aphrodite ! thou shalt touch and awake her, 
She shall gaze on her body in wonder, 

She shall bathe in thy foam, in her veins the great tide 
Of the world beat its shadowy thunder. 

All youth that, of old, lifted hands to the sky 
By thine altars shall awaken, shall rise and cry 
In her heart the songs by all lovers begun— 
As the ghosts of all flowers rise each year to the sun 

From where their cold shapes lie. 
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And wrinkled and worn I shall gaze on her face 
And worship the God there sleeping, 

The ancient glory that flows up at dawn 
Out of earth's darkness leaping, 

I shall remember the beauty of water, 
Of stillness, of lilies ; in the face of my daughter 
Youth's vanished loveliness I shall find ; 
The frosts of Winter thy hand shall unbind, 

Petunia, Petunia, my daughter ! 

The dark walls will crumble, the hills glow relighted 
My spirit, that slumbering lover 

Shall stare at the sky and once more and forever 
The stars shall their beauty uncover. 

The trees that droop crowding to see their dark limbs 
When the dusk of that evening each clear image dims 
In the lake of my soul shall quiver and gleam, 
And depart—thou, too, Petunia—a Dream 

As the earth fades out to its rims. 

W. J. Turner 
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Maidens 
THERE is a hunger in their small white limbs, 
It is the beauty of the world they seek ; 
They shall have children, gazing on great stars 
That melt within their bodies. They shall speak 
Of rivers, woods and oceans of the world 
Babbling soft words of love on that man's lips 
Who from their nakedness all safety strips. 

Naked, defenceless in a wild, ravening world 
Clamouring to rape their beauty ere they die, 
They clasp frail hands, fashioned so delicately 
That men go mad to see bared beauty lie 
On the dark cloths of earth like trees and streams 
That are a dark, bright budding ecstasy, 
Souls in the calm, deep air upleaping free. 

And I have fled from them by night and day, 
From dark trees bending high against the Moon, 
From streams that shone like spirits seeking flesh 
To clothe their bright desires. At summer's noon 
Bewitched by spirit-babblings I have stolen 
To watch one leap among the ferns and grass, 
A naked soul, shining and clear as glass. 

And these white nymphs of human progeny 
Ache for the darkness soft against their flesh ; 
Their pale limbs in their secret chambers gleam 
And make with stars and streams a glimmering mesh 
Of bright enchantment. Slowly sinks the world 
Beneath the spell of beauty ; naked lies 
Earth's tortured spirit spread against the skies. 

13 



All grief and joy and fear of bright-edged swords, 
And fountains of red blood among quiet stars 
Leap in their flesh, as in snow countries fires 
Glimmer among pale hills ; the trees' dark bars 
Stark black with death fret the ethereal flame 
Dug from the bowels of earth. The dusty lanes 
Ache for the kiss of gentle-greeting rains. 

Soft as rain falling should their lovers come 
And touch their hands and gaze into their eyes 
That will not see the Moon stand round and still 
Nor the white Owl motionless as it flies, 
For this is love, a hollow, shining dream 
Of crystal trees, and faces cold and small 
That do not sigh, or kiss, or speak at all. 

W. J. Turner 
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The Flower of Flame 
" Un amour taciturne et toujours menace."—Alfred de Vigny. 

To N.F. 

I 

AS round the cliff I came alone 
The whole bay bared its blaze to me ; 
Loud sang the wind, the wild sun shone 
The tumbled clouds fled scattering on, 
Light shattered on wave and winking stone, 
And in the glassy midst stood one 
Brighter than sun or cloud or sea. 

She with flame-vehement hair untied, 
Virginal in her fluttering dress, 
Watched, deafened and all dazzle-eyed, 
Each opulent breaker's crash and glide 
And now flung arms up high and wide 
As if, possessing all, she cried 
Her beauty, youth and happiness. 

Loud rang the waves and higher, higher 
The surge in chains of light was flung, 
The wind as in a wild desire 
Licked round her form—she seemed a spire 
Of sunny drift ! a fount of fire ! 
The hymn of some triumphant lyre 
Which sounded when the world was young ! 

Purified by the scalding glare, 
Swept clear by the salty sea-wind's flow, 
My eyes knew you for what you are— 
The daemon thing for which we dare, 
Which breaks us, which we bid not spare. 
The life, the light, the heavenly snare, 
The turretted city's overthrow, 
Helen, I knew you standing there ! 
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II 
The long, low wavelets of summer 
Glide in and glitter along the sand ; 
The fitful breezes of summer 
Blow fragrantly from the land. 

Side by side we lie silent 
Between sunned cliffs and blown seas : 
Our eyes more bright than sea ripples, 
Our breaths more light than the breeze. 

When a gust meets a wave that advances 
The wave leaps, flames, falls with a hiss 
So lightly, so brightly each heart leaps 
When our dumb lips touch in a kiss. 

III 

Foamless the gradual waters well 
From the sheer deep, where darkness lies, 
Till to the shoulder rock they swell 
With a slow cumulance of sighs. 

O, waters gather up your strength 
From the blind caves of your unrest, 
Loose your load utterly at length 
Over the moonlight-marbled breast. 

There sleep, diffused, the long dim hours, 
Nor let your love-locks be withdrawn 
Till round the world-horizon glowers 
The wrath and chaos of the dawn. 

IV 

She picked a whorled shell from the beach 
And laid it close beside her ear ; 
Then held it, frightened, at full reach 
Toward my face that I might hear. 
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And while she leaned and while I heard 
Our dumb eyes dared not meet for shame, 
Our hearts within us sickly stirred, 
Our limbs ran wax before the flame. 

For in the despairing voice and meek 
An echo to our hearts we found 
Who through love-striving vainly seek 
To coop the infinite in bound. 

V 
All is estranged to-day. 
Chastened and meek, 
Side by side taking our way, 
With what anguish we seek 
To dare each to face the other or even to speak ! 

The sun like an opal drifts 
Through a vapourous shine 
Or overwhelms itself in dark rifts, 
On the sea's far line 
Sheer light falls in a single sword like a sign. 

The sea, striving in its bed 
Like a corpse that awakes, 
Slowly heaves up its lustreless head, 
Crowned with weeds and snakes, 
To strike at the shore bareing fangs as it breaks. 

Something threatening earth 
Aims at our love ;— 
Gone is our ignorant mirth, 
Love like speech of the dove ; 
The Sword and the Snake have seen and proclaim now 

" Enough ! " 

VI 
The narrow pathway winds its course 
Through dwarfish oaks and junipers 
Till suddenly beyond the gorse 
We glimpse the copse of stunted firs, 
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That tops the headland, round whose base 
The cold tide flings a drowned man's bones 
All day against the cliff's sheer face, 
All night prolongs his lasting groans. 

The Drowned—who in the copse once stood 
Waiting the Dead : to end both vows— 
Heard, as we hear, the split of wood 
And shrieking of the writhen boughs 

Grow shrill and shriller. Pass the spot, 
The strained boughs arch toward collapse. 
A whistle and—CRACK ! there's the shot! 
Or is it but a bough which snaps ? 

Ever, when we have left the gorse 
And through the copse each hastening hies, 
We, lovers on the self-same course, 
Dare not look in each other's eyes. 

VII 
Before I woke I knew her gone 

Though nothing nigh had stirred, 
Now by the curtain inward blown 

She stood not seen but heard 
Where the faint moonlight dimmed or shone . . . 

And neither spoke a word. 

One hand against her mouth she pressed, 
But could not staunch its cry, 

The other knocked upon her breast 
Impotently . . . while I 

Glared rigid, labouring, possessed 
And dared not ask her why. 

VIII 
Noon : and now rocks the summer sea 

All idleness, one gust alone 
Skates afar off and soundlessly 

Is gone from me as you are gone. 
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No hull creeps on th' horizon's rim 
No pond of smoke wreathes the far sky, 

Only the dazzling sinuous swim 
Of the fierce tide-maze scalds the eye. 

Alone, aloft, unendingly 
A peering gull on moveless wing 

Floats silent by and again by 
In search for some indefinite thing. 

Each wave-line glittering through its run 
Gives, in its plash where still pools lie 

Upstaring at the downstaring sun, 
A single harsh and sudden sigh. 

And Oh, more lonely blows the breeze, 
More empty shines the perfect sky, 

More solitary sound the seas 
Where two watched, where now watch but I! 

IX 

I love a flower which has no lover 
The yellow sea-poppy is its name ; 

Spined leaves its glaucous green stem cover 
Its flower is a yellow fitful flame. 

Stung by the spray which leaps the shingle, 
Torn by the winds that scour the beach, 

Its roots with the salt sea-wrack mingle 
Its leaves upon the bleached stones bleach. 

Its desperate growth but few remember, 
None misses it when it has died— 

Scorched by the sun to a scant ember 
Or wholly ravaged by the tide. 

Yet I elect this weed to cherish 
Nor any other would desire 

Than this which must so shortly perish 
Tortured by sea-foam or sky-fire. 
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Above this flower we too once bended, 
Drawn to it by a subtle spell, 

On whom the fire of heaven descended 
Over whom the wave arose from hell. 

Frantic, she snatched the ragged blossom, 
Kissed it then with a wild, fierce kiss, 

Pressed spine and flame into her bosom, 
Crying, " The flower ! our love is this ! " 

The grey waves crash. The wind whirls over. 
The flower is withered from the beach, 

Whose waves divide the loved and lover, 
Whose wind blows louder than their speech. 

X 

The moon behind high tranquil leaves 
Hides her sad head ; 
The dwindled water tinkles and grieves 
In the stream's black bed 

And where now, where are you sleeping ? 
The shadowy nightjar, hawking gnats, 
Flickers or floats ; 
High in still air the flurrying bats 
Repeat their wee notes, 

And where now, where are you sleeping ? 

Silent lightning flutters in heaven, 
Where quiet crowd 
By the toil of an upper whirlwind driven 
Dark legions of cloud ; 

In whose arms now are you sleeping ? 
The cloud makes, lidding the sky's wan hole, 
The world a tomb ; 
Far out at sea long thunders roll 
From gloom to dim gloom ; 

In whose arms now are you sleeping ? 
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Rent clouds, like boughs, in darkness hang 
Close overhead ; 
The foreland's bell-buoy begins to clang 
As if for the dead : 

Awake they, where you are sleeping ? 
The chasms crack ; the heavens revolt ; 
With tearing sound 
Bright bolt volleys on flaring bolt, 
Wave and cloud clash ; through deep, through vault 
Huge thunders rebound ! 

But they wake not where you are sleeping. 

Robert Nichols 
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A Country God 
WHEN groping farms are lanterned up 

And stolchy ploughlands hid in grief, 
And glimmering byroads catch the drop 

That weeps from sprawling twig and leaf, 
And heavy-hearted spins the wind 

Among the tattered flags of Mirth,— 
Then who but I flit to and fro, 
With shuddering speech, with mope and mow, 

And glass the eyes of Earth ? 

Then haunting by some moanish brook 
Where lank and snaky brambles swim 

Or where the hill pines swarthy look 
I whirry through the dark and hymn 

A dull-voiced dirge and threnody, 
An echo of the world's sad drone 

That now appals the friendly stars— 
O wail for blind brave youth whose wars 

Turn happiness to stone. 

How rang my cavern-shades of old 
To my melodious pipes, and then 

My bright-haired bergomask patrolled 
Each lawn and plot for laughter's din : 

Never a sower flung broad cast, 
No hedger brisked nor scythesman swung, 

Nor maiden trod the purple press 
But I was by to guard and bless 

And for their solace sang. 

* * * * 

But now the sower's hand is writhed 
In livid death, the bright rhythm stolen, 

The gold grain flatted and unscythed, 
The boars in the vineyard gnarled and sullen 
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Havocking the grapes ; and the eve-jar wind 
Spins, and the spattered leaves of the glen 

In mockery dance the death-gavotte ; 
With all my murmurous pipes forgot, 

And summer not to come again. 

Edmund Blunden 

On leaving France, Feb. 25th, 1918. 
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The Nightjars 
ALL day the cuckoo has sung his double cries, 

Far in the woods and hidden, or close hut not seen : 
Once he flew overhead and we heard the sound rise 

In the song's space and die in a thicket green. 

All day the blackbird has sung with the thrush 
And the nightingale, though we heard him not clear, 

And others chirped and murmured from bush to bush, 
Loud, soft, shrill, uncertain, far and near. 

Now on the dark hill, after that tumult of song, 
Silence settles down, a stride before night, 

While on the ground and in the trees and all along 
The widespread horizon slowly dies the light, 

Like a rainbowed fish held dying in a net, 
With last, lovely flushes to the final grey ; 

And over the black hill a soft wind blows yet, 
Carrying on wide wings the last light away. 

How immense the silence ! So a fountain falls, 
When the jet fails, with a last scattered spray, 

And the wind goes on, as the settling thrush calls, 
Carrying on soft wings the last echoes away. 

Step by step, slowly, we climb the silent hill, 
Speechless, almost frightened. As the path wheels round, 

Into an open glade, where the grass is hushed and still, 
Warmth rises sudden and stifling from the ground. 

The trees merge and melt in the fading grey sky 
And now from tree or bush, we cannot tell where, 

A thin sound arises, faintly, haltingly, 
Stops to take breath and then fills the quiet air 
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With a hoarse, sweet music. Thereon, all around, 
All the other nightjars join in the whirring song, 

And, as we pause to hear, the shadowy trees resound 
Till all the vague hillside is filled with the throng, 

Singing louder and ever louder. But all at once 
The chorus gives way to the sweetest voice, 

A single and lonely singer, whose crystal runs 
Charm our ears with a magic, monotonous noise. 

He pauses. We seek him ; but the song once gone, 
Nought remains to show him. We clap hands in vain. 

Now over the crest a new faint song is begun. 
That we can hardly hear. Is it he again ? 

And as we halt, doubtful, in the darkness growing 
Thicker round us and stranger, full of mysteries, 

With the first cool night airs upon our faces blowing, 
A dark shape flaps out from the invisible trees, 

And slides across our path, a moving clot of night, 
His wings knocking loudly as he flies along, 

Startling the stillness. And he fades out of our sight 
And in his shadowy thicket resumes the song. 

Edward Shanks 
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Let me in 
LET me in, let me in ! 
O, I have seen, I have heard 
At my window something strange 
Threatening ill. 
—Come, fear nothing. 'Twas a bird 
Bewildered on your window sill. 

Wings it had, wings it had, 
And yet no bird such as sings 
In the coppice, and no owl 
Flapping soft. 
—It was the cherry bough that swings 
Between your window and the loft. 

But I saw, but I saw 
Eyeless eyes that looked at mine 
Under brows bushed and gray, 
And gray hair. 
—It was a phantasy of thine 
Frozen a moment on the air. 

The eyes stared, and they stared 
From the dark into the light, 
And I stared back at the dark 
As they stared. 
—Some old spirit from Death's night 
Haunting the roads where once he fared. 

He was blind, he was blind, 
Nothing gentle in his guise : 
'Twas as if Time looked at me 
Threatening ill. 
—What to you is Time ? He lies 
Far off, by the ice-locked mill. 
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Who was it, then, who was it, then ? 
Was it cold Eternity 
Snatched from the grave the face of one 
Newly dead ? 
—Put out the light, lie close to me : 
'Tis cold, cover your breast and head. 

John Freeman 
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I am that Creature 
I AM that creature and creator who 
Loosens and reins the waters of the sea, 
Forming the rocky marge anon anew. 
I stir the cold breasts of antiquity, 
And in the soft stone of the pyramid 
Move worm-like ; and I flutter all those sands 
Whereunder lost and soundless time is hid. 
I shape the hills and valleys with these hands 
And darken forests on their naked sides 
And call the rivers from the vexing springs 
And lead the blind winds into deserts strange. 
And in firm human bones the ill that hides 
Is mine, the fear that cries, the hope that sings. 
I am that creature and creator, Change. 

John Freeman 
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YES, I have walked in California 
And the rivers there are blue and white ; 
Thunder clouds of grapes hang on the mountains ; 
Bears in the meadows pitch and fight. 

(Limber, double-jointed lords of fate 
Proud native sons of the golden gate). 

And flowers burst like bombs in California, 
Exploding on tomb and tower ; 
And the panther-cats chase the red rabbits 
Scatter their young blood every hour ; 
And the cattle on the hills of California 
Eat cactus for butter grass, 
And their sides sag down in California, 
And their milk is like wine at the mass 
To the priestly sons of California. 

And the very swine in the holes 
Have ears of silk and velvet 
And tusks like peeled hop-poles ; 
And the very swine of California 
Walk with pride to their doom. 
For they feed on peaches and the blackest 
Agate-grapes with a twilight bloom. 

Jabberwocks are Burbanked with the grizzly bears ; 
At midnight their children come clanking up the stairs : 
They wriggle up the canyons, 
Nose into the caves 
To swallow the papooses and the Indian braves. 
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The Golden Whales of California 
A Poem to be chanted: by Vachel Lindsay. 

(Inscribed to Isadora Bennett). 

Part I: The Chanting of the Whales. 

The Rhapsodist 
with deliberation 
in a rolling bass 

And you all 
join in 

The Rhapsodist, 
loud & in dithy
ramb 

More freely 



Solemnly 
chanted 

Louder and 
with serenity 

Softer 

The trees climb so high the crows are dizzy 
Flying to their nests at the top, 
While the jazz-birds screech 
And storm the brazen beach, 
And the sea-stars turn flip-flop. 

The solid golden gate soars up to heaven ; 
Perfumed cataracts are hurled 
From the zones of silver snow 
To the reddening rye below, 
To the land of the lemon and the nut 
And the biggest ocean in the world. 

While the Native Sons like lords tremendous 
Lift up their heads with chants sublime, 
And the band-stand sounds the trombone, the saxophone 

and xylophone, 
And the whales roar in perfect tune and time. 

And this chanting of the whole of California 
I have set my heart upon. 

It is sometimes a play by Belasco, 
Sometimes a tale of Prester John . . . 
North to the Pole, south to the Pole 
The whales of California 
Wallow and roll. 
They dive and breed and snort and play, 
And the beach-combers feed them every day : 
Boatloads of citrons, prickly pears, 
Bloody strawberries, plums and beats, 
Hogsheads of pomegranates, vats of sweets, 
While the he-whales chant as a cyclone blares : 
" Noon, our California noon, 
So gloriously hot these days, 
The snake is fried in the desert, 
The flea from his odyssey stays. 
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There are ten gold suns in California 
When all other lands have one. 
For the golden gate 
Must keep due state 
And persimmons be well done. 
And the hot whales slosh 
And cool in the wash 
Or fume of the hollow sea 
Swish and spout in the loblolly foam, 
Profanely swear and rally and roam 
And whoop that their souls are free. 

(Limber, double-jointed sons of fate 
Proud native sons of the golden gate). 

And they chant of the Forty-niners 
Who sailed round the Cape for their loot 
With guns and picks and washpans 
And a dagger in each boot. 
How the richest became the King of England, 
The poorest became the King of Spain, 
The bravest a colonel in the army, 
The meanest not less murderous than Cain. 

The ten gold suns are so blazing blasting 
That the sunstruck scoot for the sea 
And turn to mermen and mermaids 
And whoop for their liberty ; 
And they take young whales for their bronchos 
And old whales for their steeds, 
Harnessed with golden sea-flowers 
And driven with golden reeds. 
For the free-born flesh of California, 
The royal iron and bone 
Is a breed of such devil-humans 
As never before was known. 

(Limber, double-jointed lords of fate, 
Proud native sons of the golden gate). 
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With good 
cheer and pomp 

And you all 
join in 

The Rhapsodist _ 
reminiscent . 

Sonorously 

With loudening 
emphasis 

And you join in 



They dance all night throwing rose-leaves, 
They kiss all night throwing hearts ; 
They fight like scalded wild-cats 
If the least bit of fighting starts ; 
They drink those belly-busting devils 
And their tremens shake the ground ; 
And then they repent like whirlwinds 
And never were such saints found. 
They will give you their plug tobacco, 
They will give you the shirt off their back, 
They will cry for your every sorrow, 
Put ham in your haversack. 
And they feed the cuttle fishes, whales and skates 
With dates and figs in bales and crates, 
Shiploads of sweet potatoes, peanuts, rutabagas, 
Honey in hearts of gourds, 
Grape fruits and oranges barreled with apples, 
And spices like sharp, sweet swords. 

Vachel Lindsay 
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July 27th, 1919. 

Something Defeasible 

THE cottage had a good trim garden in front of it, and another 
behind it. Perhaps I might not have noticed it at all but for them 
and their emerald greenness. Yet itself (I saw when I studied it) 

was worthy of them. Sussex is rich in fine Jacobean cottages ; and 
their example, clearly, had not been lost on the builder of this one. Its 
proportions had a homely grandeur. It was long and wide and low. It was 
quite a yard long. It had three admirable gables. It had a substantial 
and shapely chimney-stack. I liked the look that it had of honest solidity 
all over, nothing anywhere scamped in the workmanship of it. It looked 
as though it had been built for all time. But this was not so. For it was 
built on sand, and of sand ; and the tide was coming in. 

Here and there in its vicinity stood other buildings. None of these possessed 
any points of interest. They were just old-fashioned " castles," of the bald 
and hasty kind which I myself used to make in childhood and could make 
even now—conic affairs, with or without untidily-dug moats ; the nullities 
of convention and of unskilled labour. When I was a child the charm of a 
castle was not in the building of it, but in jumping over it when it was 
built. Nor was this an enduring charm. After a few jumps one abandoned 
one's castle and asked one's nurse for a bun, or picked a quarrel with some 
child even smaller than oneself, or went paddling. As it was, so it is. My 
survey of the sands this morning showed me that forty years had made 
no difference. Here was plenty of animation, plenty of scurrying and 
gambolling, of laughter and tears. But the actual spadework was a mere 
empty form. For all but the builder of that cottage. For him, manifestly, 
a passion, a rite. 

He stood, spade in hand, contemplating, from one angle and another, 
what he had done. He was perhaps nine years old ; if so, small for his age. 
He had very thin legs in very short grey knickerbockers, a pale freckled 
face, and hair that matched the sand. He was not remarkable. But with a 
little good-will one can always find something impressive in anybody. 
When Mr. Mallaby-Deeley won a wide though brief fame in connexion 
with Covent Garden, an awe-stricken reporter wrote of him for the Daily 
Mail, " he has the eyes of a dreamer." I believe that Mr. Cecil Rhodes 
really had. So, it seemed to me, had this little boy. They were pale grey 
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eyes, rather prominent, with an unwavering light in them. I guessed that 
they were regarding the cottage rather as what it should be than as what 
it had become. To me it appeared quite perfect. But I surmised that to 
him, artist that he was, it seemed a poor thing beside his first flushed con
ception. 

He knelt down and, partly with the flat of his spade, partly with the 
palm of one hand, redressed some (to me obscure) fault in one of the 
gables. He rose, stood back, his eyes slowly endorsed the amendment. A 
few moments later, very suddenly, he scudded away to the adjacent break
water and gave himself to the task of scraping off it some of the short green 
sea-weed wherewith he had made the cottage's two gardens so pleasantly 
realistic, oases so refreshing in the sandy desert. Were the lawns somehow 
imperfect ? Anon, when he darted back, I saw what it was that his taste 
had required : lichen, moss, for the roof. Sundry morsels and patches of 
green he deftly disposed in the angles of roof and gables. His stock ex
hausted, off to the breakwater he darted, and back again, to and fro with 
the lightning directness of a hermit-bee making its nest of pollen. The low 
walls that enclosed the two gardens were in need of creepers. Little by 
little, this grace was added to them. I stood silently watching. 

I kept silence for fear of discommoding him. All artists—by which I 
mean, of course, all good artists—are shy. They are trustees of something 
not entrusted to us others ; they bear fragile treasure, not safe in a jostling 
crowd ; they must ever be wary. And especially shy are those artists whose 
work is apart from words. A man of letters can mitigate his embarrassment 
among us by a certain glibness. Not so can the man who works through 
the medium of visual form and colour. Not so, I was sure, could the young 
architect and landscape-gardener here creating. I would have moved away 
had I thought my mere presence was a bother to him ; but I decided that 
it was not : being a grown-up person, I did not matter ; he had no fear 
that I should offer violence to his work. It was his coevals that made him 
uneasy. Groups of these would pause in their wild career to stand over 
him and watch him in a fidgety manner that hinted mischief. Suppose 
one of them suddenly jumped—on to the cottage ! 

Fragile treasure, this, in a quite literal sense ; and how awfully exposed! 
It was spared, however. There was even legible on the faces of the stolid 
little boys who viewed it a sort of reluctant approval. Some of the little 
girls seemed to be forming with their lips the word " pretty," but then 
they exchanged glances with one another, signifying " silly." No one of 
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either sex uttered any word of praise. And so, because artists, be they 
never so agoraphobious, do want praise, I did at length break my silence 
to this one. " I think it splendid," I said to him. 

He looked up at me, and down at the cottage. " Do you ? " he asked, 
looking up again. I assured him that I did ; and to test my opinion of him 
I asked whether he didn't think so too. He stood the test well. " I wanted 
it rather diff'rent," he answered. 

" In what way different ? " 
He searched his vocabulary. " More comf'table," he found. 
I knew now that he was not merely the architect and builder of the 

cottage, but also, by courtesy of imagination, its tenant; but I was tactful 
enough not to let him see that I had guessed this deep and delicate secret. 
I did but ask him, in a quite general way, how the cottage could be better. 
He said that it ought to have a porch—" but porches tumble in." He was 
too young an artist to accept quite meekly the limits imposed by his 
material. He pointed along the lower edge of the roof : " It ought to stick 
out," he said, meaning that it wanted eaves. I told him not to worry about 
that : it was the sand's fault, not his. " What really is a pity," I said, " is 
that your house can't last forever." He was tracing now on the roof, with 
the edge of his spade, a criss-cross pattern, to represent titles, and he 
seemed to have forgotten my presence and my kindness. " Aren't you 
sorry," I asked, raising my voice rather sharply, " that the sea is coming 
i n ? " 

He glanced at the sea. " Yes." He said this with a lack of emphasis that 
seemed to be noble though insincere. 

The strain of talking in words of not more than three syllables had 
begun to tell on me. I bade the artist good-bye, wandered away up the 
half-dozen steps to the Parade, sat down on a bench, and opened the 
morning paper that I had brought out unread. During the War one felt it 
a duty to know the worst before breakfast; now that the English polity 
is threatened merely from within, one is apt to dally. . . Merely from 
within ? Is that a right phrase when the nerves of unrestful Labour in any 
one land are interplicated with its nerves in any other, so vibrantly ? News 
of the dismissal of an erring workman in Timbuctoo is enough nowadays 
to make us apprehensive of vast and dreadful effects on our own immediate 
future. How pleasant if we had lived our lives in the nineteenth century 
and no other, with the ground all firm under our feet! True, the people 
who flourished then had recurring alarms. But their alarms were quite 
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needless ; whereas ours—! Ours, as I glanced at this morning's news 
from Timbuctoo and elsewhere, seemed odiously needful. Withal, our 
Old Nobility in its pleasaunces was treading once more the old graceful 
measure which the War arrested ; Bohemia had resumed its motley ; even 
the middle class was capering, very noticeably. . . . To gad about smiling 
as though he were quite well, thank you, or to sit down, pull a long face, 
and make his soul,—which, I wondered, is the better procedure for a man 
knowing that very soon he will have to undergo a vital operation at the 
hands of a wholly unqualified surgeon who dislikes him personally ? I 
inclined to think the gloomier way the less ghastly. But then, I asked 
myself, was my analogy a sound one ? We are at the mercy of Labour, 
seemingly; and Labour does not love us ; and Labour is not deeply versed 
in statecraft. But would an unskilled surgeon, however ill-wishing, care to 
perform a drastic operation on a patient by whose death he himself would 
forthwith perish ? Labour is wise enough—surely ?—not to will us des
truction. Russia has been an awful example. Surely ! And yet, Labour 
does not seem to think the example so awful as I do. Queer, this ; queer 
and disquieting. I rose from my bench, strolled to the railing, and gazed 
forth. 

The unrestful, the well-organised and minatory sea had been advancing 
quickly. It was not very far now from the cottage. I thought of all the 
civilisations that had been, that were not, that were as though they had 
never been. Must it always be thus ?—always the same old tale of growth 
and greatness and overthrow, nothingness ? I gazed at the cottage, all so 
solid and seemly, so full of endearing character, so like to the " comf'table" 
polity of England as we have known it. I gazed away from it to a large-ish 
castle that the sea was just reaching. A little, then quickly much, the waters 
swirled into the moat. Many children stood by, all a-dance with excite
ment. The castle was shedding its sides, lapsing, dwindling, landslipping 
—gone. O Nineveh ! And now another—O Memphis ? Rome ?—yielded 
to the cataclysm. I listened to the jubilant screams of the children. What 
rapture, what wantoning ! Motionless beside his work stood the builder 
of the cottage, gazing seaward, a pathetic little figure. I hoped the other 
children would have the decency not to exult over the unmaking of what 
he had made so well. This hope was not fulfilled. I had not supposed it 
would be. What did surprise me, when anon the sea rolled close up to the 
cottage, was the comportment of the young artist himself. His sobriety 
gave place to an intense animation. He leapt, he waved his spade, he 
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invited the waves with wild gestures and gleeful cries. His face had flushed 
bright, and now, as the garden walls crumbled, and the paths and lawns 
were mingled by the waters' influence and confluence, and the walls of 
the cottage itself began to totter, and the gables sank, and all, all was 
swallowed, his leaps were so high in air that they recalled to my memory 
those of a strange religious sect which once visited London ; and the glare 
of his eyes was less indicative of a dreamer than of a triumphant fiend. 

I myself was conscious of a certain wild enthusiasm within me. But this 
was less surprising for that I had not built the cottage, and my fancy had 
not enabled me to dwell in it. It was the boy's own enthusiasm that made 
me feel, as never before, how deep-rooted in the human breast the love of 
destruction is. And I began to ask myself : " Even if England as we know 
it, the English polity of which that cottage was a symbol to me, had been 
constructed by (say) Mr. Robert Smillie's own unaided hands"—but I 
waived the question coming from that hypothesis, and other questions 
that would have followed ; for I wished to be happy while I might. 

Max Beerbohm 
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The "Heart's Desire" 

I F the evening was one of those which seem longer than usual, but still 
has far to go, it was once a custom in Millwall to find a pair of boots of 
which it could be claimed that it was time they were mended, and to 

carry the artful parcel round to Mr. Pascoe. His cobbler's shop was in 
a street that had the look of having retired from the hurry and press of 
London, aged, dispirited, and indifferent even to its defeat, and to be 
waiting vacantly for what must come to elderly and shabby despondence. 
Each grey house in the street was distinguished but by its number and the 
ornament which showed between the muslin curtains of its parlour window. 
The home of the Jones' had a geranium, and so was different from one 
neighbour with a ship's model in alabaster, and from the other whose 
sign was a faded photograph askew in its frame. On warm evenings some 
of the women would be sitting on their doorsteps, watching with dull faces 
their children at play, as if experience had told them more than they 
wanted to know, but that they had nothing to say about it. Beyond this 
street there was emptiness. It ended, literally, on a blind wall. It was easy 
for a wayfarer to feel in that street that its life was caught. It was secluded 
from the main stream, and its children were a lively yet merely 
revolving eddy. They could not get out. When I first visited Mr. Pascoe, 
as there was no window ornament to distinguish his place from the 
others, and his number was missing, I made a mistake, and went next 
door. Through a hole drilled in that wrong door a length of cord was 
pendant, with a greasy knot at its end. Underneath the knot was chalk
ed, PULL. I pulled. The door opened on a mass of enclosed night. From 
the street it was hard to see what was there, so I went inside. What 
was there might have been a cavern, narrow, obscure, and dangerous with 
dim obstructions. Some of the shadows were darker than others, because the 
cave ended, far-off, in a port-light, a small square of day framed in black. 
Empty space was luminous beyond that cave. Becoming used to the gloom 
I saw chains and cordage hanging from the unseen roof. What was faintly 
like the prow of a boat shaped near. Then out from the lumber and sug
gestions of things a gnome approached me. " Y' want ole Pascoe ? Nex 
dore, guv'nor ! " At that moment, in the square of bright day at the end 
of the darkness, the apparition of a tall ship silently appeared, and again 
was gone before my surprise. That open space beyond was London River. 
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Next door, in a small room to which day and night were the same, Mr. 
Pascoe was always to be found bending over his hobbing foot under a tiny 
yellow fan of gaslight which could be heard making a tenuous shrilling 
whenever the boot-mender looked up, and ceased rivetting. When his 
head was bent over his task only the crown of a red and matured cricketing 
cap, which nodded in time to his hammer, was presented to you. When 
he paused to speak, and glanced up, he showed a face that the gas jet, with 
the aid of many secluded years, had tinctured with its own artificial hue, 
a face puckered through a long frowning intent on old boots. He 
wore an apron that had ragged gaps in it. He was a frail and dingy little 
man, and might never have had a mother, but could have been born of 
that dusty workroom, to which he had been a faithful son all his life. It 
was a murky interior shut in from the day, a litter of petty tools and name
less rubbish on a ruinous bench, a disorder of dilapidated boots, that 
mean gas jet, a smell of leather ; and there old Pascoe's hammer defiantly 
and rapidly attacked its circumstances, driving home at times, and all 
unseen, more than those rivets. If he rose to rake over his bench for 
material or a tool, he went spryly, aided by a stick, but at every step his 
body heeled over because one leg was shorter than the other. Having 
found what he wanted he would wheel round, with a strange agility that 
was apparently a consequence of his deformity, continuing his discourse, 
and driving his points into the air with his hammer, and so hobble back, 
still talking ; still talking through his funny cap, as his neighbours used 
to say of him. At times he convoluted aerial designs and free ideas with his 
hammer, spending it aloft on matters superior to boots. The boots were 
never noticed. Pascoe could revivify his dust. The glitter of his spectacles 
when he looked up might have been the sparkling of an ardent vitality sup
pressed in his little body. 

The wall space of his room was stratified with shelves, where half-seen 
bottles and nondescript lumps were to be guessed at, like fossils embedded 
in shadow. They had never been moved, and they never would be. Hang
ing from a nail on one shelf was a framed lithograph of a ship : " The 
' Euterpe,' off St. Catherine's Point, July 21, 1849." On the shelf below 
the picture was a row of books. I never saw Pascoe look at them, and they 
could have been like the bottles, retained by a careful man because of a 
notion that some day they would come in handy. Once, when waiting for 
Pascoe, who was out getting a little beer, I glanced at the volumes, and 
supposed they bore some relation to the picture of the ship ; perhaps 
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once they had been owned by that legendary brother of Pascoe's, a sailor, 
of whom I had had a misty apprehension. It would be difficult to say there 
had been a direct word about him. There were manuals on navigation, sea
manship, and shipbuilding, all of them curiosities, in these later days, rather 
than expert guides. They were full of marginal notes, and were not so dusty as 
I expected to find them. The rest of the books were of journeys in Central 
America and Mexico: Three Years in Guatemala ; the Buried Cities of 
Yucatan ; Scenes on the Mosquito Coast ; A Voyage to Honduras. There 
was more of it, and of that sort. They were by authors long forgotten ; 
but those books, too, looked as though they were often in use. Anyhow, 
they could not be classed with the old glue-pots and the lumber. 

Not for long after my first visit to Pascoe did he refer to those books. 
" Somebody told me," he said one evening, while offering me a share of 
his tankard, " that you have been to the American tropics." 

I told him I could say I had been, but little more. I said it is a very big 
world. 

" Yes," he said, after a pause ; " and what a world. Think of those 
buried cities in Yucatan—lost in the forest, temples and gods and every
thing. Men and women there, once on a time, thinking they were a fine 
people, the only great people, with a king and princesses and priests who 
made out they knew the mysteries, and what God was up to. And there 
were processions of girls with fruit and flowers on feast days, and soldiers 
in gold armour. All gone, even their big notions. Their god hasn't got even 
a name now. I should like to see that place. Have you ever read the Com
panions of Columbus ? " 

I was as surprised as though one of his dim bottles in the shadows had 
suddenly glowed before my eyes, become magical with moving opalescence. 
What right had old Pascoe to be staring like that to the land and romance 
of the Toltecs ? I had been under the impression that he had read nothing 
but the Bible and Progress and Poverty. There was a biography of Brad-
laugh, too, which he would quote copiously, and his spectacles used fairly 
to scintillate over that, and his yellow face to acquire a new set of cunning 
and ironic puckers ; for I believe he thought, when he quoted Bradlaugh 
—whose name was nearly all I knew of that famous man—that he was 
becoming extremely modern, and a little too strong for my sensitive and 
conventional mind. But here he was, telling of Incas, Aztecs, and Toltecs, 
of buried cities, of forgotten treasures, though mainly of the mind, of 
Montezuma, of the quetzal bird, and of the vanished splendour of nations 
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that are now but a few weathered stones. It was the forlorn stones, lost in 
an uninhabited wilderness, to which he constantly returned. A brother of 
his, who had been there, had dropped a word once into Pascoe's ear, 
probably while his accustomed weapon was uplifted over a dock-labourer's 
boot-heel, and this was what that word had done. Pascoe with a sort of 
symbolic gesture rose from his hobbing foot before me, tore the shoe 
from it, flung it contemptuously on the floor, and approached me with a 
flamboyant hammer. 

And that evening I feared for a moment that Pascoe was spoiled for me. 
He had admitted me to a close view of some secret treasured charms of 
his memory, and believing that I was not uninterested, of course now he 
would be always displaying, for the ease of his soul, supposing we had a 
fellowship and a bond, his fascinating quetzals and Toltecs. Yet I never 
heard any more about it. There was another subject, though, quite homely, 
seeing where we both lived, and equally absorbing for us both. He knew 
our local history, so far as our ships and house-flags were concerned, from 
John Company's fleet to the " Macquarie." He knew, by reputation, many 
of our contemporary master mariners. He knew, and how he had learned it 
was as great a wonder as though he spoke Chinese, a fair measure of naval 
architecture. He could discuss a ship's model as some men would a Greek 
vase. He would enter into the comparative merits of rig suitable for small 
cruising craft with a particularity which, now and then, gave me a feeling 
almost akin to alarm ; because in a man of Pascoe's years this fond in
sistence on the best furniture for one's own little ship went beyond fair 
interest, and became the day-dreaming of romantic and rebellious youth. 
At that point he was beyond my depth. I had long forgotten, though but 
half Pascoe's age, what my ship was to be like, when I got her at last. 
Knowing she would never be seen at her moorings, I had, in a manner of 
speaking, posted her as a missing ship. 

One day I met at his door the barge-builder into whose cavernous loft 
I had stumbled on my first visit to Pascoe. He said it was a fine afternoon. 
He invited me in to inspect a figure-head he had purchased. " How's the 
old 'un ? " he asked, jerking a thumb towards the bootmaker's. Then he 
signed to me, with some amused winking and crafty tilting of his chin, to 
follow him along his loft. He led me clean through the port-light of his 
cave, and down a length of steps outside to his yard on the foreshore of the 
Thames, where among his barges, hauled up for repairs, he paused by a 
formless shape covered by tarpaulins. 
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" I've seen a few things in the way of boats, but this 'ere's a well, 
what do you make of it ? " He pulled the tarpaulin back, and disclosed a 
vessel whose hull was nearing completion. I did not ask if it was Pascoe's 
work. It was such an amusing and pathetic surprise, with the barge-builder's 
sardonic grimace turned to me waiting for my guess, that there was 
no need to answer. " He reckons," said the barge-builder, " that he can 
do a bit of cruising about the mouth of the Thames in that. 'Bout all she 
wants now is to have a mast fitted, and to keep the water out, an' shell do." 
He chuckled grimly. Her lines were crude, and she had been built up, you 
could see, as Pascoe came across timber that was anywhere near being 
possible. Her strakes were a patchwork of various kinds of wood, though 
when she was tarred their diversity would be hidden from all but the 
searching of the elements. It was astonishing that Pascoe had done so well. 
It was still more astonishing that he should think it would serve. 

" I've given him a hand with it," remarked the barge-builder, " a n ' 
more advice than the old 'un 'ud take. But I dessay 'e could potter about 
with the dam tub round about as far as Canvey, if 'e keeps it out of the 
wash of the steamers. He's been at this job two years now, and I shan't be 
sorry to see my yard shut of it. . . Must humour the old boy, though. . . 
Nigglin' job, mending boots, I reckon. If I mended boots, I'd 'ave to let 
orf steam summow. Or go on the booze." 

I felt hurt that Pascoe had not taken me into his confidence, that his 
ship, so far as I was concerned, did not exist. One Saturday evening, when 
I called, his room was in darkness. Striking a match, there was his apron 
shrouding his hobby foot. This had never happened before, and I turned 
into the barge-builder's. The proprietor there faced me silently for a 
moment, smiling with a jest he was going to give me when I was suffi
ciently impatient for it. " Come to see whether your boots are done ? Well, 
they ain't. Pascoe's gone. Christened his boat this morning, and pushed 
off. Gone for a trial trip. Gone down river." 

" Good Lord," I said, or something of the sort. " Yes," continued the 
barge-builder, luxuriating in it, " and I've often wondered what name 
he'd give 'er, and he done it this morning, in gold leaf. D'yer remember 
what she looked like ? All right. Well, 'er name is the ' Heart's Desire,' 
and her skipper will be back soon, if she don't fall apart too far off." 

Her skipper was not back soon, nor that day. We had no news of him 
the next day. A few women were in his workshop, when I called, hunting 
about for foot-wear that should have been repaired and returned, but was 
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not. " 'Ere they are," cried one, " 'er's young Bill's boots, and nothing 
done to 'em. The silly old fool! Why didn't 'e tell me 'e was going to sea ! 
'Ow's young Bill to go to school on Monday now ? " The others found their 
boots, all specially wanted, and all as they were when Pascoe got them. A 
commination began of light-minded cripples who took in young and inno
cent boots, promising them all things, and then treacherously abandoned 
them, to do God knew what; and so I left. 

This became serious ; but old Pascoe, with his " Heart's Desire," had 
vanished, like his Toltecs. A week went by. The barge-builder, for whom 
this had now ceased to be a joke, was vastly troubled by the complete dis
appearance of his neighbour, and shook his head over it. Then a few lines 
in an evening paper, from a port on the Devon coast, looked promising, 
though what they wished to convey was not quite clear, for it was a humor
ous paragraph. But the evidence was strong enough for me, on behalf of 
the barge-builder and a few others, to run down to that west-coast harbour. 

It was late at night when I arrived, and bewildering with rain, total 
darkness, and an upheaval of cobbles in by-ways that wandered to no 
known purpose. But a guide presently brought me to a providential window, 
and quarters in the " Turk's Head." I could hear in my room a continuous 
murmur, no doubt from the saloon bar below, and occasional rounds of 
hearty merriment. That would be the place for news, and I went down 
to get it. An oil-lamp veiled in tobacco smoke was hanging from a beam 
of a sooty ceiling. A congregation of longshoremen, visible in the blue 
mist and smoky light chiefly because of their pink masks, was packed on 
benches round the walls. They laughed aloud again as I went in. They 
were regarding with indulgent interest and a little shy respect an elegant 
figure overlooking them, and posed negligently near an opening of the 
frosted glass screen of the bar, an opening which framed the large bust of 
a laughing barmaid. She was as amused as the men. The figure turned to 
me as I entered, and stopped its discourse at once. It ran a hand over its 
white brow and curly black hair with a gesture of mock despair. " Why, here 
comes another to share our ' Heart's Desire.' We can't keep the beauty to 
ourselves." 

It was young Hopkins, known to every reader of the " Morning Des
patch " for his volatility and omniscience. It was certainly not his business 
to allow any place to keep its secrets to itself; indeed, his reputation 
including even a capacity for humour, the world was frequently delighted 
with more than the place itself knew, even in secret. Other correspondents 
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from London were also in the room. I saw them vaguely when Hopkins 
indicated their positions with a few graceful flourishes of his hand. They 
were lost in Hopkins' assurance of occupying superiority. They were look
ing on. " We all got here yesterday," explained Hopkins. " It's a fine 
story, not without its funny touches. And it has come in jolly handy in a 
dull season when people want cheering up. We have found the Ancient 
Mariner. He was off voyaging again, but his ship's magic was washed out 
by heavy weather. And while beer is more plentiful than news, we hope 
to keep London going with some wonders of the deep." 

In the morning, before the correspondents had begun on the next instal
ment of their serial story, I saw Pascoe sitting up in a bed at another inn, 
his expenses an investment of the newspaper men. He was unsubdued. 
He was even exalted. He did not think it strange to see me there, though 
it was not difficult to guess that he had his doubts about the quality of the 
publicity he had attracted, and of the motive for the ardent attentions of 
his new and strange acquaintances from London. " Don't be hard on me," 
he begged, " for not telling you more in London. But you're so cautious 
and distrustful. I was going to tell you, but was uncertain what you'd say. 
Now I've started and you can't stop me. I've met a man here named 
Hopkins, who has given me some help and advice. As soon as my craft 
is repaired, I'm off again. It was unlucky to meet that sou'wester in July. 
But once out of home waters, I ought to be able to pick up the Portuguese 
trade wind off Finisterre, and then I'm good for the Caribbees. I'll do it. 
I'll do it. She should take no more than a fortnight to put right." 

There was no need to argue with him. The " Heart's Desire," a centre 
of attraction in the place, answered any doubt I had as to Pascoe's safety. 
But he was humored. Hopkins humored him, even openly encouraged 
him. The " Heart's Desire " was destined for a romantic adventure. The 
world was kept in anticipation of the second departure for this strange 
voyage to Guatemala. The " Heart's Desire," on the edge of a ship re
pairer's yard, was tinkered, patched, re-fitted, made as right as she 
could be. The ship repairer, the money for the work made certain for him, 
did what he was told, but made no comment, except to interrogate me 
curiously with side glances when I was about. 

A spring tide, with a southerly wind, brought us to a natural conclusion. 
An unexpected lift of the water, washed off the " Heart's Desire," rolled 
her about, and left her broken on the mud. I met the journalists in a group 
on their way to the afternoon train, their faces still reflecting the brightness 
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of an excellent entertainment. Hopkins took me aside. " I've made it right 
with old Pascoe. He hasn't lost anything by it, you can be sure of that." 
But I was looking for the cobbler, and all I wished to know was the place 
where I was likely to find him. They did not know that. 

Late that evening I was still looking for him, and it had been raining 
for hours. The streets of the village were dark and deserted. Passing one 
of the many inns, which were the only illumination of the village, I stumbled 
over a shadow on the cobbles outside. In the glow of a match I found 
Pascoe, drunk, and with his necessary stick beside him, broken. 

H. M. Tomlinson 
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The Cow 

SIMON lived in a white farm-house on the edge of the forest. His 
father ploughed and sowed, and reaped the harvests; two crops 
of hay from the river-meadows, cherries, which his mother made 

into rich-coloured jam, soon after the first hay crop, and plums; 
then the wheat harvest, and at last the apples. The apple-gathering 
stirred Simon more than anything else that took place on the farm except 
the mysterious happenings in the pool down in the river, over which the 
willows drooped, where, in the hot moon, he had seen shadows that were 
not bird or fish gliding amongst the forest of weeds. When the apples 
were nearly ripe the peasants would come with tall yellow baskets and 
flimsy ladders to pick the fruit. From the corner of the orchard where 
Simon stood he was able to see nothing but green leaves, black wood 
and little patches of blue sky, and against this the floating multitude of 
green and red globes. The night before the peasants were to come with 
their yellow baskets he crept down into the orchard and stood in the 
thick dewy grass under the trees. There was no moon, but the star-dust 
was thick in the sky, and yellow glow-worms flickered at the roots of 
the trees. The fruit was colourless and dark amongst the shadows of 
leaves, but weighed on his brain till he felt like a loaded tree. His feet 
seemed to grow into the earth, his arms spread like branches into the air, 
and the hairs on his body rustled like leaves. In the early morning he 
watched the peasants fill the baskets, which were carried away by two 
women, who laid the fruit in rows on dry straw in the cool dim loft of 
the farm-house. By the evening nothing was left in the orchard but trees 
and leaves, and the grass was scattered with pieces of black twigs and 
broken leaves. All that winter Simon felt the weight of a loaded tree on 
his brain, and worked with a sharp knife at a large slab of wood on which 
he carved an intricate pattern of trees full of fruit, and great serpents 
twining round their trunks. 

When the spring came again he felt lighter and happier, and even 
helped a little with the work of the farm, but most of his time he spent 
wandering in the forest, or trying to carve the daffodils and anemones 
he found there. He tried especially to cut in the wood the shadows that 
flowed across the pale sunlit glades and bowed the flowers on their long 
stalks. Soon the sun grew stronger, and he found the work on the farm 
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tiresome, because it made him sweat, and his head swam from the stoop
ing ; so in the afternoons he would lie in the shade where he could see 
the edge of the forest and the grey, narrow road that wound through it. 
He had seen many things go into the forest and many strange things he 
knew were always in it, but he had never seen anything come out, except 
sometimes a bird, which would flash screaming into the sunlight, but 
dart back again as swiftly into the shade. But one afternoon, just as he 
felt himself drowning in the green sea that swept everywhere, he saw 
someone come out of the forest and go across the field-path that led 
through his father's farm. He thought it must be a woman, for her dress 
made a deep violet blot on the green young corn. He made a grasp at the 
patch of fresh colour, and pulling himself out of the green waters that 
were submerging him, saw her go swaying across the narrow footbridge 
and disappear into the village that lay on the other side of the river. 

For a long time he held his breath, and when that became painful 
drew in an inch or two of air at a time, knowing that to do more would 
break the rhythm to which he was vibrating. That swaying purple 
figure had stood for a moment on the bridge, with drooped head to watch 
the shoals in the shallow sunny water. The thick, long plait of her hair 
had fallen over her shoulder and hung down her breast. Before she 
walked on she took hold of the plait high up and swung it behind her 
without that toss of the head most girls use, and stood for a moment 
stroking her hair whilst the plait sank into place along her back. Then 
she walked swiftly over the narrow bridge, and disappeared in the shadows 
of the village. 

She had danced almost across that narrow bridge with no handrail; a 
green wave rushed on him, hissing, and he clutched at the thought of 
her going across the last meadow, her hair swinging a little from side to 
side ; the wave broke with a roar and he was smothered in grass and 
leaves and sunlight, daffodils sprang from the roof of the house, and 
faded like smoke, the village grew to a great white anemone, so white it 
burnt his eyes, then snapt and purple figures swept in a long procession 
across the bridge. He clutched at one and found a bluebell in his hand 
that changed into a violet butterfly that circled round his head, and then 
flew away into the trees ; a cloud of butterflies flew round the apple trees, 
in and out, up and down, and at last settled on one tree and made it a 
huge violet. Then a huge wave swept over on it and scattered the 
petals, and a million ships, with gold hulls and purple sails, swam down 
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the river into the shadow of the bridge, and when they reached the shadow, 
disappeared, and never came into the sunlight on the other side. Simon 
got up from the grass and stumbled through the long garden into the 
house, where he sat drinking tea for a time, yet without tasting it, though 
he stirred in large spoonfuls of his mother's cherry jam. 

A few days after this he was lying in the grass near the road, this time 
looking towards the village of which his father's house marked the be
ginning as you come from the forest. It was very near noon when he saw 
someone in a blue dress with a yellow scarf over her head coming towards 
him. He recognised her as the woman he had seen walk across the field-
path from the forest to the village. By a great effort he shut his mind to 
everything but the necessity for coolness and action, and appeared calm 
enough in spite of the choking in his throat. In a few minutes she was 
quite near him, and he could see that she was carrying a basket. When 
she was nearly level with him he got up and said : 

" Where are you going ? " 
" To the market at Wasputlak," she told him. 
" I will go with you and carry your basket. It is heavy," he said as he 

took the basket from her. " What is in it ? " 
" It is full of the little cream cheeses my mother makes. She was full 

of drink yesterday and could not make them in time for the cart to carry 
them to the market." 

" It is a long way to the little town." 
" With such a load it would take me more than two hours, but with 

you ." she broke off and smiled at him, so that he felt dumb and 
weak at the knees, but he managed to say : 

" We shall be there in less than two hours." 
They walked quickly, and he was glad to find that she would talk 

without much encouragement from him. She told him she was one of 
the six children of Anselm Trymkin. Her father owned the small herd 
of cows that grazed in the meadows opposite Simon's, and made a little 
money by selling eggs, and vegetables which he grew on a piece of land 
behind the church. She knew already who Simon was, and told him 
that he was called Lazybones in the village, because he never helped in 
the work of the fields or joined in the sports of the other young men. 

It was cool walking in the forest, and they seemed to reach Wasputlak 
very quickly. This little town had made a clearing for itself in the forest, 
where their own river became large enough to turn several mills, which 
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gave work to many people who had once lived in the small villages on 
the forest's edge. 

The market-square of the town was full of little booths, where the 
country people set out their vegetables and fruit. Usually the old women, 
with brown, wrinkled faces and scanty hair, sat behind the stalls, and 
drove hard bargains with the townsfolk who came to buy from them. 
The girl left Simon on the edge of the crowd while she forced her way 
through it to take the basket to the stall where her father was selling 
his vegetables, and Simon watched her till he could no longer distinguish 
the yellow scarf she wore on her head from those of the other brightly-
dressed women. He saw the crowd as people moving in a very clear 
mirror, and the shrill chattering of the women and slow deep voices 
of the men did not seem to come from the figures that pushed and 
scrambled from one booth to another. Suddenly someone took away the 
mirror and he was walking over the bridge towards the forest, and the 
girl was talking excitedly about her father's business. 
" . . . two score of cabbages and a hundred little cucumbers, and 
the cook at the large new inn will give him any price for as many cheeses 
as he has to sell. He has taken ever so much money, and promised to buy 
me the green necklace that I have wanted for so long, but I made him 
give me the money because he will get drunk to-night and forget all 
about it, so I bought it as I came back." 

She took something from her pocket and showed him a string of beads, 
each about the size of a bean, of clear green and white, like the deep sea 
with a white cloud reflected in it. When he had admired them and she was 
putting them back in her pocket, he asked her if she would not wear them. 

" Nay, not now," she answered. " Perhaps I will put them on before 
I get home, but if so I must take them off again before we reach the 
village, for if my sisters see them they will be jealous and break them." 

She said that three of her sisters were married, and of the others one 
was half-witted and good for nothing but to sweep the house and draw 
water, and the other, called Lipa, was always enticing men to go with 
her, and would let them do what they liked with her if they gave her 
presents, a coloured scarf, or a pair of pretty shoes. She would gloat over 
these presents for a day, and then throw them into a box under her bed 
and forget all about them, and if that man came near her again she would 
throw stones at him, and, if he tried to touch her, scratch his face with her 
long nails. 
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When they had been walking for an hour the girl put her hand on 
Simon's arm and told him she was tired. So they turned off from the 
road and found a shady beech tree and sat down with their backs against 
it. She leant against Simon, and let her head rest on his shoulder. Simon 
did not know what to do, sharp little flames were burning his body where 
she touched him, and he could not keep his legs from twitching. After 
many minutes silence he put his arm round her clumsily, and holding 
her lightly touched her cheek with his lips. She leaned more heavily 
against him and closed her eyes. Her full, bright lips were parted, and 
her face was very white in the green shade. He felt suddenly strong, 
and pulled down her head and shoulders so that he could kiss her lips. 
Then pulled his head back quickly, astonished, and found her looking 
up at him with wide-open, solemn eyes. Her hands were on his shoulders, 
and as he leaned back his head she pulled herself up and kissed his 
mouth and eyes till he clung to her again, and hot rivers swept through 
his limbs. Her body was as taut as a steel spring, but he forced her back 
till he could kiss her pale face again, when she became as wax in his arms. 

" Simon," she whispered, "I am called Akoulya. You have not spoken 
my name." 

" Akoulya," he murmured. " How beautiful you are." 
Soon there was nothing but shadow on the grass of the glade that had 

been half golden sunlight, and large-winged dusky moths fluttered 
round the branches of the trees. Akoulya said that she must go, and they 
walked quickly the rest of the distance to the village and said a long good
night in the darkness of the last trees. 

# # # # # # 

Simon could not sleep that night, but tossed about wondering how he 
could meet the girl again. He felt nothing very definite, but a vague ex
citement in the pit of his stomach, and a mad whirling in his brain when 
he thought of the shape of her head bound up in the yellow scarf, and 
shuddered again when he remembered how her black hair, escaping 
from the scarf, had brushed his face. He desired a complete intimacy 
with her, to take her bare feet in his hands and kiss her knees, to feel her 
unbound hair falling over his chest, to probe into her mind and find what 
sensations he aroused in her. 

It was easier than he had expected for him to see Akoulya often, and 
the very next evening she came up alone to gather flowers in the forest. 
Through the whole of June they were together nearly every evening, 
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but the only things he discovered in her were fresh mysteries. She was 
intensely curious about him and wondered, for instance, why it excited 
him when she swept her fingers through his crisp fair hair. One moment 
all her vitality would be on the surface, she, laughing and teasing him, 
then, at a touch of his hands, she would sink on to the grass, staring half-
frightened among the trees as though something more powerful than 
herself was using her, it might be for pleasant or for fearful ends. Then 
she liked his hands to wander over her body, and lay breathless with 
delight as his fingers ran up and down her thighs till she could bear the 
sweet agony no longer, but seized him in her arms and let her loose hair 
fall over his face and chest. 

One evening, at the end of June, when the moon would be full, they 
agreed to meet at the pool in the river, near the bridge she had crossed 
on the day Simon first saw her. Soon after the moon was risen he walked 
over the bridge towards the pool through the dim meadows and called 
softly, " Akoulya, Akoulya." 

A faint shape rose from some shadowy bushes and came towards him. 
She was wearing a loose, sleeveless smock, that seemed mauve in the 
pale light; she came up to him and put her bare, slender arms round his 
neck and stood for a moment looking in his face. Then he seized her and 
carried her to the edge of the pool and put her down ; quickly he tore 
off his clothes, then turned to her, took hold of her smock by the shoulders 
and pulled it over her head. She was wearing nothing else, and her body 
gleamed in the moonlight and her hair fell like black water over her 
breast. He stared at her for an instant and said : 

" Quick, dive in or you will blind me." 
She obeyed him and he followed her quickly, and saw her like a 

ghost ahead of him in the silvery, unreal water. She heard him behind 
her, and called out, " You cannot catch me." She dived and swam under 
water ; he went down after her and clutched at something he thought 
her hair, but found his hand full of weed ; he came to the surface and 
heard her laugh mocking him from the other end of the pool. 

So they raced on the water, scattering pearls into the moonlight, and 
under the surface, sending the fish scurrying amongst the quiet reed 
that had only swayed to and fro for hundreds of years. At last Akoulya 
climbed out on to the grass, and when Simon followed her, ran into 
the meadow and dodged and turned till he caught her, and they fell 
panting into each other's arms. 
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Simon's mind left his body and climbed the steep sky beyond the 
moon, where with impersonal curiosity he looked down on the green 
mist beneath him, and on the white flower growing there, for so at 
that infinite distance their bodies seemed to him. Akoulya felt his grasp 
slacken, and looking sadly into his face, said : 

" Where are you, Simon, you have forgotten me ? Is not your soul a 
sleeping forest and I only a dream flitting through it ? " 

He heard himself say, " A girl's soul is a forest of flowers," and at the 
sound of his voice left the cold spaces of thought and let her cool, 
white body thrill him, and her hands stroking his back, and the smell of 
her wet hair. 

The next morning, for the first time in his life, Simon was perfectly 
content, and worked for a long time at his slabs of wood, feeling some
times Akoulya's arms round his bare body, sometimes seeing that white 
flower gleaming in the mist, but always lost among the trees that clouded 
his vision, and dimmed the curves of her neck and shoulders that he tried 
to carve into the stubborn wood. 

A few days afterwards Akoulya asked him to come down into the village 
in the evening and join in the games and dancing with the other young 
men and girls. Simon was so happy that he said he would do so, and 
called at her house the next day and went with her to the level field 
where the villagers amused themselves after the day's work. Three of 
the men had got together some instruments, a drum, a flute, and a fiddle, 
and played for the others whilst they danced. Simon could dance a little, 
for the dances were simple things, and when he changed partners he 
found himself wondering excitedly what girl he would meet next. Several 
of them were very pretty, and it pleased him to touch their hands and 
shoulders, but when he thought of Akoulya these other girls seemed to 
him only as flowers that he had seen, or the butterflies in his garden. 
The next time the music started he found that his partner was a tall girl 
with bright golden hair, who lay lightly on his arm, with bent head and 
half-closed eyes. Suddenly she raised her head and smiled in his face, 
then bent her head again, but drew him a little closer to her. Simon was 
thrilled, and looking down at the girl in his arms, saw how white her skin 
was and how fine her shoulders. When the music stopped he found that 
they were near some leafy trees, and answering a sudden impulse, led 
her behind these and then walked with her away from the crowd into 
the quiet meadows. 
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For days Simon was dazzled by the tall fair girl, whom he had found 
to be Lipa, Akoulya's sister, and he forgot Akoulya completely. When 
he remembered her it was with a feeling of disgust as though he had 
embraced a cow. He wondered how she could be so coarse and heavy 
when her sister was like a long pale flame. He sat in his room carving 
patterns of curving flames in some silky, golden wood ; on the table 
near him was a bust of Akoulya in a deep-brown satin-wood. He glared 
at her broad face with the scarf bound right round her forehead, and 
at her strong neck and deep powerful chest. He began to add another 
flame to the pattern, but the thought of Akouyla haunted him, and made 
it thick and slow, spoiling the swift movement of the others across the 
wood. He cursed Creation, and got up from the table, slipped his knife 
in his pocket and walked down towards the village. 

When he was near Akoulya's house he saw one of the village lads come 
out and walk quickly away from him down the street. He reached the 
house and found the door open, and looked inside. There was no one 
in the first room, so he walked in and found a litter of plates, saucepans 
and tumbled clothes. Going into a little room on the right he saw Akoulya 
half-lying on a bed covered with an old patch-work quilt. Her feet were 
dangling in the air, her legs apart, and her hair unbound fell over her 
face and hid all of it but her wide mouth and broad chin. He sat down 
on the bed by her head and watched her dully, with his hands in his 
pockets, whilst his right hand played with the knife he found there. He 
took it out and with the point of it moved some of the hair that hid her 
neck. He wondered why he had once thought her neck so beautiful. It 
seemed very ugly to him now. As it was, it thickened much too quickly. 
He followed the curves with his knife, and found the place where it 
should have begun to thicken slightly towards the shoulders. That was 
the place, and yet hers bulged two inches higher up. He pressed the 
point of the knife deep into her neck. Akoulya shuddered and choked, 
her eyes opened wide. She made a horrible noise in her throat, and her 
body and legs writhed strongly, almost forcing Simon off the bed. Then 
she lay still and stiff. Simon watched her for some moments. She lay 
there with the knife sticking in her throat, her eyes staring, and her 
mouth open, her tongue curved and taut. Her legs were twisted together, 
and her skirt had fallen over her knees and showed her pink bloomers. 
He saw the green beads, that she had bought at Wasputlak, on her neck, 
and unclasped them, though he did not know why he wanted them. He 
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turned to go, but remembered his knife : that would still be useful he 
thought, so tugged at it till it came out of the wound. The blood oozed, 
and trickled over the pillow. He put the knife in his pocket and went out 
of the room, swinging the green necklace. In the doorway leading to the 
street he saw the girl who had enticed him away from the dance. 

" Lipa," he said, " I have a present for you," giving her the beads. 
" I do not want a present," she said, and moved lazily into the room. 

Her slim body made Simon mad, and Lipa saw in his eyes what he was 
going to do. " Get out," she screamed, white with rage, and struck at 
his face again and again with the beads till the string broke, and they 
flew all over the room, tinkling against the plates and saucepans. Simon 
hit her mouth with his clenched fist, and she fell in a heap between him 
and the door. Then he stepped over her limp body and walked quickly 
through the street towards the pool in the river. 

Out in the open air he felt very weak and miserable, and the colours 
of everything seemed dead and hopeless. He reached the pool, and threw 
himself down by the edge and watched the weeds leaning over the slow 
current. Presently the shadow of a cloud floated into his eyes, and he 
fell asleep, dreaming of passionless forests and quiet waters. 

Edgell Rickword 
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Athenian Fowl with feathered legs 
Stand emblem of our will 
To hunt this rat that sneaks the eggs 
Of virtue, gay, and skill. 
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