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To Her

without whose touch the
strings would have been

mute



1grqg TO 1g18






1gr4 TO 1918

I CANNOT STAND AND WAIT,

How can I serve who am too old to fight?

I cannot stand and wait

With folded hands, and lay me down at
night

In redtless expedintion that the day

Will bring some ghoke of Fate

I cannot help to stay.

Once, like the spider in his patterned web,

Based on immutable law,

Eoldly 1 spun the dirands of arduous
thought,

MNow sceming naught,

Eent in the sgudden humicane of war,

Within my corner I will take my place,

And grant me grace

Some delicate thing to perfect and complete

With passionate contentment, as of old

Before my heart grew cold.

This in the Temple I will dedicate,

A widow's mite,

Among more precious gifts, obscured from
sight

By the majestic panoply of dtate.

But when triumphal candles have burncd
low

And valorous trophies crumbled into dush,

Perchance my gift may glow,

Still radiating sacrificial joy

Amid the ravages of moth and dudl,
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1g14 TO 1918

HOMING WINGS.

Poised like the black-winged swallow born
to Toam

And find a living in the ambient air,

We sacrificed our home

For unpolluted realms of natural law.

Must we despair

Because the neutral tissue of our dreams

Diigsolves like ravelled mist before the heat,

And at our feet

The radiant prospedt of this ancient land,

Grey harnlets, happy felds, gequedtered
sireams,

Unconguerable stand?

E'en the world-wandering bird suspends
her nedft

Beneath the overhanging coftage caves

In fecund rest;

And breezes ocean-born

In brooding oaks scarce gtir the crumpled
feaves,

Where poppies fame among the ripening
Corm.

So we return to worship homely things,

That filled our baby hands, ancestral springs

Resurgent and intense

Srirring the reverent heart

Of childhood’s innocence,



1g1i4 TO 1918

PARIS. APRIL, 1g16.
"Iy vanlaient mofre espril, jamaia nofre enduronce.”

How silent are the streets of this grave
town;

Discordant vanity is swept away,

And mourners everywhere pass pp and
down,

Sombring the radiance of an April day.

Here all men wear the inward, brooding
lavk

Of a young mother, when her time ig near,

Devoid of fear.

She knows the agony of hope dtll-born,

And, once before, her body racked and tom

Was at the ladt denied its vidtory.

How can we underdtand,

Whose land inviolate was clogged with
dreams ? .

They with a single purpose are imbued,

That like a mighty river onward streams

In multitudinous channels ruthlessly,

Past tangled isles and barriers of sand,

Until its irresistible waters Toll

Te their triumphal goal,

With all-embracing, silent fortitude.



