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J'ACCUSE

I 414 not 1light this fire,
Hor d14 I bring the fual.
I d4id not strlke the maetoh,

Relentless, ocruel.

You woke the spark 1lp the skull,
Your Tvfcua fanned 1t to flanme,
You made ite lloklng tongues.

Lust ia lts name.

I would forget thils burning,
Forget it and be at sase.
I do not want thle yearning,

I want surcensae,

Let me Forget this craze,
Bright, dancing hell.
Consume these guestiona that blaze

Or burn me &8 well.

I did not want this orying,
Sobbing and screaming brain.

Giwe it the poace of dying

Or make me egaln,




Ic

TO ¥ BON IN OCTOBER
I sat with my eon on an October hill,
Fronting the aun.
It was drowsy with heat for the mornhing chill

¥Wom over and dome.

Sunlight reflected on yellowlng leaves
And scarlet onea there;
But 1t shone more bright on the copper sheen

of my 1ittle skon's halr,

Friendly aqulrrels ware storing nuta
In & nearby traae;
And they chattered and played for my two-year son,

And he laughed for me.

Eright-faced wlldflowera pesped tleldly
From the grass and woeeds;
And my lad blew Akhe fluff from & dandellon stalk,

Planting the seoda,

In the blue distance & frlendly mountaln
Held up the aky;
And flowers and trees and squirrels were glad,

And Bo waa I.

God'a eolorful show of October profusilon
Jave =me real Joy;

But the finost aight on the Cotober hill

Was you, my boy.




TC

REMINISOENCE
Did you ever hear the notes on promenade?
The 1littls foole are thromglpg me tonlght,
They are telling me about & great muasleal experisooe,

They are reminding me of a tope poem I knew.

I heard an ardent serenade,

Tender, mellow, soft and low,

But vibrant for all that.

My thoughts went back to & moonlit road,

A white carpatlon floating on a pebbly stream;

You spoke in the merenade,

And next I heard

A zorry bit of fantaasy:

The gay notes marched and danced together,
Gambolled, tripped and laughed together,
Drank to one another's health.

You laughed in that musie, too.

And them I felt

A desp reverberatlng organ solo

Calling me to prayer.

God was Bo real I felt him there,

Falt him touch my shoulder

As I groped for him op my hapds and kmees

In the chancel of =y soul,

You were in that muslo, too.
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THE YEAR'S FIRST 8BNOW

AS HEPORTED BY A BOY OF MIDDLE AGE
I wae dozlng in oy chair
When a llttle wolce pilped, "Boow!
Logk, it's snow!® And bolt upright
I eprang as though I'd heard the ary
of "Fire!" come thrilling through the night.
A ascreaz of "Help! Helpi" in the street
Could not morquiotdk]lyyonotcsc quick

Have brought me to my feet.

The blood waa running free and high,

A tingling crawled about =y akin,

My breath caught short ss 1t used to do

At spring'as first plunge 1n the oold, olear creek.
I oused & bit that I a man

Of mature concerne Aand buslpess

Bhould let a sizple thing like thle

Arouse e to Buch blies.

"It is a thing of no imsport,”

I sald, and watched the snowflakes blur

The landscape, Till the tress apd sepur

Emall boya and glrls to sahoutlng sport.

I went down to the porch to see...

I scooped up & handfull of snow near the door...

I rushed for my shovel and }acket and gloves.

I was & boy once more.
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DECLARATION OF INDEFPENDENCE
For twenty yeara I have been scmebody else.
My song wae one day bass, another coloratura:
False baes, falee soloratura.
For twenty vears I atacked my blocks by the rulea
One day of Ellot, another of W. C. Eryant!
No purpoee, no assence.
Half & 1life's productivity I produced
Or simulated produstlon
lnder the current or classle trademarks:
Hollow, no guts.
I wae B besa, here lifting, there ateallng,
Aspimilating aubstances sticky and coarse:

But always esynthetie.

Only today have I discovered my folly,

Discoverad 1t 1n your lgnorence:

You do not knmow, nor you, 0or you.

You only say what you heard soméone shksa say;

You too are an ape, a contrlver.

I willl have no more of you

In the hallowed dust of the Abbey

Or the equally aterlle pagea of the croaklng quarterly.

There is po melody in your song.

You would mot know one if it caught you by the scruff of
the neck

And poured or dripped or flooded ip your eara.

(go on to next page)
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DEOLARATION (cont'd)

There 18 no harsony in you. You do not tune
Either with stars or atoma.

And the rhythm you olalm that you stlll possess
Is metronomie, or a jagged plt space pat pat
Which does not know and can never know

The metrics of man's trembling heart.

I have a song. A Aong 8o loud

It will shiver the last cell in the farthest tip of your body

A song so soft you will hear’' it with no vibrations whatsoever

A song 8o ugly you will close your eyes and gover your head
with whatever la avallable;

A song B0 beautlful it wlll rob you ef all being

Bave the ocrazed palpltatlon of your transcendent braln.

My song will come Tushing end ocrawlling to you,

And you will receive it, or thrust it away and ery for it
to ecome again.

My song wlll ba your desphir and your hope for & new
dlepenesatlion,

For it will come 1in of 1te ocwn melfl,

It w11l have its own fiber,

It will not explaln nor apologlize.

It will eing, sing, slng, eing, SING

ind demand to be heard.




HUNGER
M'amselle,
May I
Davour you with my eyes?
May I
Yoracloualy,
Pasplopately,
Swallow ths whole af you

At one huge gulp?

tnce glanceas

Stolen now and thean

Would satlaefy. But now

A gnawlng at oy soul eternally
Bege and corys, erys and begs
For dsap

Engorglng

Steras

At all the loveliness of you.
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INFLUENCE

For Just a second you were hera
And the wary housa was glad with you,
And the merry tinkle of your laugh

Ghed rayas of muale through its rooms.

And then in a twinklling you wera gone
And the walla leant back on thelr dignity

And frowned t1ll the sunbesaza, soraly frightened,

Scampered out to look for you.




THE CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR SFEAKS

I have witnessed the deterloratlon of wen's oinds.
I have eeen them crack urder the strain of faclng the garlfl.
I have ssen thelr shifty eyes and frensled zovementa,

Afrald of fear and afreld to let men know of thelr fear.

It is & fearful thing to see men afraid,

To see them huddle before the loud-lunged orator
And elpulate a couragze as forelgn to them as death:
Afrald of one another and driven llke rate

Into the sea they fear, yet plunging in

Ae though the water were aweet and to drown werse sWweat.

Men do not want to kill, por think 1t grand to dis,

But the toot of a horn, the flap of a flag, the baat of &
drum,

Or the questloponaire from Selective Sarvice

¥111l make them lie.

I
[t took a tough hlde and deep-rooted convictlon
To stand in the mldst of taunts and jJeers
As I 41d for yoars
And to feel men's ecorn like a stinglog lash

Rising and felling wilth vengeful wrath.

Iz
Yot sweet 1s ignominy, eweet 1a 1ife

Apd aweet are the passlipg years

{Eo on to next page)




TC GCapasclentlous Obiegtor- cont'd '

Of the man who refusad to be driven
fy shouting or scorm or teara.

Eweetly ha lives for his eourage

And frultfully roundas out hls years.
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JHAME

I whip myaself with the atrong whip-lasah of an
angry mind,

I sgourge ay soul with the bltter salt-acourge
of tears,

I plerce my heart with the prick of remorselesa

raporae ,

For a friend was with me, end I have not been kind,
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IF

Late at night the fanclea Iy
Thick as witches in Hallowe'en aky,
Incomplete ae prematurs birth,

¥Wild ae foxee that live in the earth.

How, if I ocould capture one flylnmg by breazlly,
Tame him and fatten him, I'd wrlte lesa easily.

Than contemplation would be ay strength;

I'é write more desply - &and at mora length:
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TO VACHEL LINDBAY
There wae & boy set out to slng,
A rude snd slmple boy
Who sang because his heart would slng

Whno skng of sluople Joy.

He neavar knew the stars wara fales
Or that the world wes 111,
Nealve, untutoraed, trusting chep

Oof homely, peasant skill.

Ee was a boy who still dared dream
And tell hls vislon free,
Cblivious to the deafened world,

Belisving the blind could see.

Ha wes & boy who liked to draw
A better tewn in his book,
A clean and alry oman-love-man town,

Belisving that men would look.

A score heard him eing hie wistful songe
And slghed for departed daye;
A few turned his peges, read, and wept

At hia cheerful bardiec lays.

Born out of eseason he scared and seng
To & world gone deaf and blind,

And the Rachel-Jane wae Apn unheeded song

From the paast, out of time out of mind.
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ON GANDHI'S DEATH

Mohandas X¥. Gapdhi is gathered to the unlversal splrit,
One last vestlge of virtue in & violent world.

[ Fa
Ha loved right, lived right; loved love, llved love,
Imprisoning infinity, incarpating truth, embracilng,

anfleshing the good in life.

¥Who k1lled him, how killed hism, whet matter?®

Hate killed him, blind hate, black hate cut him off.

Hete inflamed, envious, spuffed out hie lncandescence,

Blew out his feeble flame, £lickerlng but falthful.

Let fly et half-mast the flags of all folk todey,

Drape all hearts' doors, for hls death ls your loss.




OBSERVATION AT FIVE 0'CLOCKE
In early early
Ere world wakes,
Or lembent lightninga

Sun shakes,

Little women,
Feather-frocked,
Converse quietly,

Unahocked .

In plaintive tones,
Tweats aweetb,
Morning goaslps

Do the straat.

All upmstartled
In the dusky
Dim dawn daylight

Volees huaky

~—SgE VIETETD fHexzes oda
Recsltatlve,

_Eﬁm—mﬂmm-ﬂ._ E)._i..- hr-.l..l:.l-h-ﬁ

Tlttar. ﬁ!‘li’\"ﬂ TR

Birde that later
0n p BpEay
Frime Donnma

All the day.
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Lipne aftar
Latter amd
Haltingly,
Liltingly,
Some linea

Soma navar

LIFE IE A FPOEM

line ia the long poew wrltten,

syllable spalt through the days.
falteringly thought shapes lte free veras;
ripplingly love moulds 1ts lays.

are aplendid,

anded .

Palp writes her blank verase of power and purliy,

Joy sculpturea somnets of prayer amd of pralae,

And lyrical eouplets of 1life's early certaintias

Give place

to oetaves that peer through the haze,

Laaking for conacnance,

Lost in 1ife's dissonance,

Liatening for melody lost 1o the maze.

But through tribulatlon

Ta full conBuxmmation

Life ecrawls one eplo-ode phrase upon phrase,




