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The old giant drowsed

With his bones in the sun.

Over the sleeper,

So stolid and wrinkled and still,

The pigmies swarmed

With their cobwebs of steel

And their trickles of stone.

“For all time,” said the pigmy swarm,

“These things shall endure!”

The tired old giant,

Where a flurry of cities freckled his skin,

Moved a muscle,

And sighed,

And resumed his sleep.
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I saw the crowd in the noonday street

Stand with uplifted faces,

Reverent and oddly silent.

And for a fleeting moment I wondered

If men still sought for God.

But the thing that held them rapt

Was a sky-writer, weaving his letters of smoke,

High up in the limitless azure,—

Zooming and wheeling and banking again,

A lonely mote in the blue,

In the infinite blue

Where an Angel’s wings might hover

Or a Prophet sit on a cloud:

Yet ’twas nothing more than a man,

A goggled man and a motor,

Where God should have been.





MAN AND WOMAN


Table of Contents






A rind of light hangs low

On the rim of the world;

A sound of feet disturbs

The quiet of the cell

And proclaims the awaited guard

Where a rope and a beam looms high

At the end of the yard.

But in the lightening dusk

Of that walled yard waits a woman;

And as the Thing from its cell,

Still shackled and bruised and bound,

Crosses that pitiful space,

Silent, for ten brief steps,

A woman hangs on his neck.

And that walk from a cell to a sleep

Is commonly known as Life,

And those lingering ten

Reluctant steps

Of tangled rapture and tears

Is known as Love to men.
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Below me,

In the blue-shadowed valley,

I see a far-off scythe-man

Felling his swathes of grain.

From side to side he swings

On a tilted shelf of gold,

And the sun leans over him

And there is no sound at all.

But abruptly he stops in his work,

Stands black in the opal light,

To whet his arrested blade.

The loud clangor of the stone

Along the resounding steel

Startles the quiet meadows.

Then the keen knife swings again,

And no sound comes up to us.

O Dear-To-Me,

Let us be silent too,

With the reaping that wakes no echo,

With the sheaf that makes no sound,

Forgetting the voluble clangor

Where stone against steel is song,

And men who know little of love

Talk of love too long!
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Let me learn from you, Leaves,

That sing in the dusk

And dance in the autumn wind;

Lend me your valor, Leaves,

And teach me to turn

A face as laughing and light

To the passing of wonder,

The coming of winter

And Night.

Let me learn from you, Leaves,

Since we go alike

To the same far home

And sleep for so long

In the same quiet loam,—

Let me learn, in the end,

That this crimson of courage,

This valorous scarlet

That brightens the West,

This laugh before leaving,

This song before silence,

Is best!
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The cell seemed very dark

And as I groped about in a daze,

Exploring unfriendly walls

And the steel bars bastioned in stone,

Something fragile and small

Crunched under my feet.

When I stopped and stooped low

I found on the granite floor

A little heap of cherry-stones,

Carved cherry-stones,

Patiently tooled and polished

By a lifer who’d lived and died

With so little to do and know

In the darkness.
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The man I hated,

As he hated me,

Lies dead to-day.

Mine enemy of old has gone,

And I remain.

That means the steel is sheathed,

The life-long battle ends,

The rancor falls away.

No more shall his black scorn

Shadow my tumbled dreams.

No more, from those cold lips,

Shall fall the flippant sneer,

The hot words flecked with fire.

He died, they tell me, died last night;

And I—I should be glad

That he no longer harries me

And sours my life with hate.

Yet I, the victor, who should hold the field,

Sit numbed with a new defeat.

For he, forlornly valorous,

He, triumphant to the last,

Has fared into a far country

Where I erewhile must go,

Must go with a whisper on my lips,

Gropingly, asking of the Dark

If any friend dwell there.
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Mournful the summer moon

Rose from the quiet sea.

Golden and sad and full of regret

As though it would ask of earth

Where all her lovers had vanished

And whither had gone the rose-red lips

That had sighed to her light of old.

Then I caught a pulse of music,

Brokenly, out at the pier-end,

And I heard the voices of girls

Going home in the dark,

Laughing along the sea-wall

Over a lover’s word!
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I saw a woman stand

Under the seas of bloom,

Under the waves of color and light,

The showery snow and rose of the odorous trees

That made a glory of earth.

She stood where the petals fell,

And her hands were on her breast,

And her lips were touched with wonder,

And her eyes were full of pain—

For pure she was, and young,

And it was Spring!
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