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Alhrt F:Jwa�d CII"""'' 

Of snow,r.ee 
Thc carth'1bonca,hcr1tarkyicld 
Ofwindedhills andfallcn uees. 

Tenbirds,sidcby sidc, 
Wlngovcr wing. Nobr«7'! 
Stinthcir fcathcrs,for thewidc 
Sky isamazcd andblind 
To all nowbutpain, 
And ten birds without mind 
Or wingsto risc again. 

A/krt Edinrd Chmmts 

TO nrn POET IN AUTUMN 

Nowbethc sharpcned cold 
That stattlcs drowsy ground­

With wordsalcrt and bold, 
InBicta frosty wound! 

Comcfrecu:ourbrcath to stone, 
O tinglingmind,and splinter 
Thc slecp ofthe stolidbonc 
And thc drcamyblood-beWintcrl 

MuglJT(tFrastr 



THE OLYMPIAN IN AUTUMN 

The KOO,de. stood amona: the fallinr luvcs. 

Her prmmtl did not flutttr in the wind. 

Heranklcs were not outr�dbythe leavcs 

Th.at hi,,ed and rattled in the deathly wind. 

What treasure d,d she bear, wh<, Ii.ad no arms? 

What wiadom did lhc drink, who had no head? 

lcannot leamthc r,:sture of thooc arms. 

I cannot think what rrag: was in that head. 

I only know this &oddcss wu immortal. 

I worshiped her :l.fflong the falling lca�es. 

I worshiped her, because she wu immonal 

And did not hear the fallin& of the leaves. 
G""''' 01µ�h,im 

(tSJ 



AlJIUMN IMAGINED 

The $bu& and shudda- of Autumn 
Are inourlove. 
11iote wt mia garment,, C(ltne 
Lct'sba.V"Cd>cm offl 

Droptbem aboutyourbieea. 
Thc�nintitsgold. 
We aredccidtJOUStrecs. 
And Ollf year grow, oL:I. 

We=otproerastioate. 
Altbough welCCllltodchy 
By bavingchildrenlate, 
Our Autumn is today. 

ln<leed,give my body itsdue, 
It readtbe sigwaright 
When it ttembkd at Autumn's buc 
On our�ingnight. 

HOT HANDS 

"Wum lwlds, C(lld beari," they ay; and vice-versa. 
Mylwldsare10bot always 
Tiut when they tOUd,. your cooll>eSI, dw:y immene 
Hissingly,cbarredandablaze. 

Folk-wixlom!forwcholdwives'cynicaltales 
lfnarural law istbwartcd, 



MARJORIB ALLBN SB!FFBRT 

And each day wears • diffcttn1 face 
Of 1iren, fury, idiot, nun, 
Of pea«or p,wion.�,or grac:e, 
But slc,eping, every one, 

The heart ca.lls 001, The WltetS stir 
To let each stunmO<>ed day uise, 
And rounding ripples gcmly blur 
The vaaun,half-closcdC)'CS. 

The hem gave all it had oo give 
Totbes.eremembered days. 0Swttt 
Or sad orbit,u,thcyoball live 
Umil the hean't wt bead 

Wiihin tbis wdl whos.e WIien Bow 
Nowbere, time Jiu a ripple'• ring 
Spread1001bu1buno cnd,uthoogh 
Embncing evnytb.ing. 

udcn with.� and wen grief 
Sad-wh�ringltOOdmyhean'ttrce 
ThesumD'ICtlong. cill leafbyleaf 
The fall wind1 stripped it frtt. 

Now what is lclr is wbolly mine, 
The dttp roocs chud>ingnrtb.,tbe hlgb 
�bn.ocbes io a purcdcsign 

Sbarp-<lr:awo against tbe K)'. 
M"'7,,,._All#,,Stifftrl 

"' 



BREVITIES 

I f  they were not 
Entombed within my heart, 
There would be Spring. 

IfthcywcrcRcd 
From outthe cavcrn ofmycycs, 
There would be Joy. 

If they were freed 
From that dim shadow of my '°"I, 
There would be God. 

Thcsoundofman 
Is thcsoundofa grcat discord 
Struck bya blindgod. 

The way of man 
Js thc wayofthekitc 
On thcki!ling-ground,. 

Blow me • song, 0 wind!-
A song barTCn u thc autumn licld, 
Alitdesongwhercbytodccp, 
To deep. 

DorisCoopH' 



This will has vanquished Death 

And foiled oblivion. 

Bu11hi,indiffcrrntcl.ay, 
Thi, fine expcricn«d hand, 
So quiet, and thtll'thoughts 
Thatall unfinishcdttand, 

Fed death u thoui:h itwue 

A shadowy caress; 

Andwinandwcarafrajl 

Arch1icwi$dulness. 

This au1umn altcmoon 

Myfancyn«d invcnt 

No untried sacrament. 

Mancan stillcommunc 
WithBcautyuofold: 
The lrtt, the wind'• lyu, 

The whirling dust, the fire-­
In thete my faith is told. 

Beauty wanru u, all; 
\¥hen horironserimson burn, 

We ho!d h.,.ven's cupin turn. 

The dry lcav"' glcamilig fall, 

Crumbs of mystical bread; 

My dolc o!Boutylbrcak, 
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The silver rain shall wet me and the wanduin.:; winds 

shall dry; 

Aud I will watd, the seasons p:,ss in grttn and '°Iden 

pag,:antry 

And mark the urni,s of the niglat go marching tltrough 

thcsky 

For on« I wa, a w,mdutr with v.iNd ""'' ,Mr /<,r ,,,m�ay, 

.fad onr, J wor thr ov,,.../ord of a!/ tA, do,.d, and lrttr. 

llMI now I am a h,bandmau, witk •�dt and hot ,om­

'4nion,d-

And yoM m�y hat•; th; windfo9 roadt, and all tht '"'"' 

AUTUMN PROPHECY 

The dead !,._v,sdanct like withered wirchc,; 

Teetering, swirling, 

Droppin� and curling, 

And crackling in the dried-up ditch.._ 

Hur them whisper as we go \>:ISi. 

How each dry lip 

Rust!cs goosip! 
Do you hcar thnns.,}'initour lonwon'tbst? 

J.M.Macrh 



B ut al l theamwcrslknoware wordyor b!oody 
Sid:with sword sor$0CWdi,eue, 
Aod though ffl'/ COllllt ry silence� nothing 
And vi&il.ana, and p a1iena, att unsutt 
lhansinaffl'Jloveco tbeukenofhard question s, 
Sina:whatdUCOffflduknessisdarlt°seutt. 

AlmJMN 

Bytbedntwn leaf,1hennse<Jdo-..et, 
I,sullcnAut um n utic ulate; 
A n�, the patterned snake 
Nenlcstbehovt. 

The poplar di�hisgold, 
The,grusbequeattuiisrolorrotbeground, 
Whilei.ntbelacyleavcs 
ThehieroglyphsofDeathattfound. 

Thebittemweaveshisay 
On misty slope, 
Thewindis nevetfound 
In s:ubblt-&ld, 
l!sdoal:is-..ound 
Aboui1hean1dop<'. 

KL-
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POETRY: t1 M/lzuin, of Ynse 

KINDRED 

This is not today'sp1in that is in me, 
This ache of dying autumn in the drum of my chest, 
This longing in the marrow tubes o( my hidden bones, 
This crying thatwatchesthe blackbitdsflurry and eddy, 

full of intention, 
Thatscesthe armor offrost on thepalc grass at dawn 
And hears the mountain stteams in bells of ice 
Goingdow� th tough the fire-&torm of trees turned and now 

passing. 
Somcwhcrc out ofmy scarching eyesthe strongprecusot 

look, 
From a highrock ledge. With this pain in his sky-turned 

face, 
With the cold wind steadily blowing the hair of his 

shoulders, 
He watches the arrowhead of the wild swan shooting 

south, 
Diminishing undcr the low bed ofthedouds; 
And gropingly secking theease ofhis tangled sttength, 
He also moves among the crags, in the continual over-

passing of birds 
Down from the northern edge of summer. 
I,rcmaining underthe chattcr oflcavcs,must diewiththe 



WlllttrLJ/wtn/tls 

Inlowathc universe is dividedinto1 ge omctry of square,. 
Whcn itr1ins1batdcs hip skysllo ouafusil!adc ofhlack 

win:s;earth o ou:sinto l oam;thc w heatdarkens. 
Way olf,aFord zig�za.gsthr oughthc pulp. 
An occasionalfarm h ouse huddlcs damply. 

When the rain stops, the sun with immaculate precisi on 
cracks the sky. 

The o oze c oagulata into r uts. 
ltis to o wetyctto plough,s oJem starufor the store. 
A littl,: w hile after the rain is very muc h like before. 

w,.f,rrLowm/ds 

AunJMNAL MUSIC 

Pcrhaps you d o n otkn ow 
Thatin thcfalling of the leavcs 
Therc's music swectcr thanthe s ong of garners 
Bringingin thcir s heave!I; 
And in thc wind'ssigh 
A n otc m ore p!aintivc than thc cry 
Of gull5cl,:a.vinga silentsky. 

Le Baron Coote 
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RETIJRN ON A SHIELD 
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To assen1hc endlessbroodin11:,whichis 
Prismatic in deviation, dl·dcvouring 

Io bitternea. And my own sad time 

Has i,own old with waiting. The hills 

Now rise in 1hc1un and yawn in prepari.tion. 

(The 10011: proud hilla, the little thruds 

Ofskyuflection ... thc rivers ... andifemthinp 

Changing, yawn for a last and cold bcm,yal 

A,l have bttn undone .... ) 

[181] 



POETRY: ,I Magaci,,, of Vrru 

A marle, frosr-ignitcd,was a sword 
Of/lame 
That rear°"! itself between them . The fine cord 
\Yhich hound rheir w rjst s was severcd. 

\\'hen they came 
Upon a t ree in autu m n,theooftword, 
Thegen t lc spc.:ch of�nger s,wereashame 
Chal lenged 1,y that weapon of the Lord. 

Hands that had d ung sodo,elywerccut free 
To kat with help less fon· the b lue air, 
To stor m the portals of etcr nitr 
\\'ith w ris t s as coldasmoon -ljght,and as l>aTC. 

AndallkcauseaAaming map lct ree 
Rosclikeaswon! hetwecn them 
Ora p rayer . 

They ""en t atlas t !o seekes scntial things 
Within awind-lockedshclrcr,st ripr-edand still, 
Where al l they cver heatd was rush of wing s ,  
Or patter of wild hoofs along the hill. 

And she had th row n  her satin shoes awa1·, 
For shewas verrtiredofbeing gay 

(16] 



M..,.,.,z111urtr11l11 

\Vhile M1mmer'1 looocned sun-enamoured hair 
Andbriitf,t abmactcd11ecn 
Pallor,and 1tarryaheen 
Envdop,1t1 as the warm,euons fade 
lnto a cooler l hade, 
Then llow1 upon the lawn 
The goldenaignal,the rcdkaf,the autumn'1 mt ... ngcr, 
Glad Godd$ wilti"d with morning and cloud born 
\Vhoscanowylmtheceltttialmeadowtllir 
Hcraldthisda,with rwset,ydlow andbrown 
And in full Kaaon ,caner the harvest down 
Wbile�g thought on thecalmedhe,,vmgrowa. 

Dispelled i1the wild lqa,d of the rooe 
But light pour1 from the heav,:n, hopes fall from the 

1ky. 
St...,,ge the mi11atin&bird,'departingcry 
Andtoftly,lightly,now lelfardently 
We face a world robbed of theflln'1cl•�, 
Nowwiththe heart1011ee, 
No1withtheblindedbrain 
Norwiththc limitcde)'ff'im;,u&ionedstare 
Tooweak to picrce thce,owinrmystety 
Of time, and change, and the fut witherinc tree. 

M..,.,.,z.i.,,.,,uh 

(lOSJ 



POETRY 

JEAN GAR.RIGUE 

THE FLUX OF AUTUMN 

Al! is a goldcn bul'.jt,thcwindburning 
Thc golden tr=tharplunge 
He><lmost into the burning light and nuke 
A soundasficrcc as w:i.terf:ills-
Excitable air of dying cLngcs, 
Anrumn of the yw- ond of the height! 

SoibySha.ly wal�g sawoldkaves 
Whirledinhardy ring,mdcirclcs plungcd, 
Gyr.tion ofthefire...plagucd,piriucr ying1 
And s,.w ir wa, a fight to the dcarh this year, 
The fortress mountains thinning their own shape,, 
Advancing nowfromthidet.s ofthe sense , 
Fromwa yword,tal!,eniltant,sap-<hokedgreen, 
A hardy brambledgrecn thatfoundersw, 
Into thi, wnbre, sombre, canh.,b,k thing 



Andthou gh the sun,insinking ,shallforsake 
These vaultcdwindows ,stiU I'll dearly 
Define your fingers' length , and take 
Your hand--O col d,for gotten near!y!----­
That droops from mine andcomestotest 
A phantom bir d,rcmembc,re d,hear d, 
A sha dow moving on my breast . 

Throu gh autumnarbors wherethc grape 
Is purple.bc,llcduponthe vine, 
Lovcwillassume another shapc 
Andstill bc, mine. 

Whuethueis silcnce ,or the!IOllnd 
Ofleave-wherever onthcmutc 
Ofothcr leaves,oronthe ground 
The sound of fruit; 

Wherever clou d.arecoolabove 
And grapes bc,low arcbruiscdandwarm, 
Thercis anotherformoflove: 
Corro de d  form 

Not opcning with thebu dinspring, 
Not where1he surnmerroscis blown, 
Not rounde d-but a rava ge dthing, 
And still-my own. 



MICHA£L HAMBURCE.R 

TRAVELLING VI 

Auf\lmnagain.Heavyandhot 
Between nin. With a flowering ,rill. 
Belladonna, hibi.lCIU, honcyiudle 
Whilcthclcavc sf\lrn. 
Around noon 
Fmmt!ftlcsapavementsthesun 
Hiu l»d,. All over them lie 
Cic:ub, IOCUJt, moth 
Andbu11erfly,dying. 
NeitherfrOJtnor gale 
Hurt1hem. Their end 
Wu inside 1hem, alway1. 

But even on grey mornings now 
ltUbi rdsongl hcar,and thcdovc'1call, 
Dark, nothcardwhenlwokc 
Tothellantofny1ontobnnchcs 
Orbrid:.lnallscasons, 
Allwcathcn,thefintlight, 
Though less dun the m:,ight, lifu 
Awcigh1fromfoli.i.ge,from roofs, 
from dew-wet grass, from 
Those who dept 

Tbcrc will be a KCond warbling 
Bcforcdusk,ofthrushormoclr.ingbird, 
No matter now which, when the day's dregs, 
Bu1incuhalf-<ione,half.botchcd 
Beyond undoing, yes and no knotted 



POETRY: If .H11ga,i11, of l1eru 

01 shadows; like a hidden momo,y 
\1/hich.knowsi1s powerto hur1,and thU$canwait. 

A golden melancholy brushed her face, 
As she tore petols from an old rejl:ret 

Of some long-withered blossom. Oh, rho ch,.,. 
Of time had loft her S<.>lllehow in his debt. 

Lih a tirrd uavd!or, I stopped to aH 
Her charicy; bur slowly leaf by leaf 

She stripp,d her Aower. Hers was the womon's task. 
To sit in mournini. mine toffr from grief 

Lady of Autumn, in your cold ttpos,, 
Druming amoni the brown-leaved rmpty vin .. 

With uble robe drawn do..,, the nid,.t wind blows. 
AndWinter withhis icyhand prefin,. 

Your leue on this brii:ht iarden olwild1·outh. 
Soon you will nod bJ-· tho d,y sticks of ogc-. 

Lady ofAutumn,do I speak1hctruth?-
Pur on ttJ shatt, mah Love o pilvima1tt ! 

Gray in eternal t,vili;ht are i,. hills, 
Therount,ywhere my house is hiddenawa1·: 

And melancholy wirh blind w·hippoorwi\ls 
That cannotAytnhunt theirVJ.nishtd day 

[78] 



The litdespring flowsdear ag ain 
While I stand watching cl= to s« 

Whatdouded it. Hwings wereherc 
Tospla,,h thesi!vermeni\y 

Theyflewheforc l came too near. 

And if a fawn had rubbed iunose, 
Thrust deep insilver running cool, 

Uponthe bottomofthespring , 
hhcard me wading in the pool 

Of,hadow wherc the1hrushes1ing . 

The linlespring flowsdear ag ain, 
But now isdouded in my mind 

The flig ht of wings that went away­
And something that I came to find 

Was lovelincss afraidtostay. 

This last pa.le water-lilyleaflshapc 
lnto a cyp andfi!lit at thesprings 
And drinka toast,Oseason ofthe wings 
Departing ,and offrai!desig nsthatdrape 
This beautysoon to tremble in the rape 
Ofroistering winds1 To eachflushed lcafthatflings 
ltsdfag ainst the haze,to downy things 
Air-tossed, ldrinkthe g estures ofcscape. 

[14] 



I let the .smoke out of the window, 
And llft the hair from my eani. 
A .seuon of bird.a and reapiflj', 
A level of lla"ht appean. 

Sun lies In urm on the ten-ace 
Like the cat on the chimney. Near 
Fall atln the curtaina, narrow 

Ribbon• of air nip rny flngen. 
Wann under foot, the carpet 
Remlnda my ekln I am here. 

Allthinpbegintogether: 
Weather and love. The ear 
Hean the earth turn; we make an adjustment 

To that motion: the dip ol the aphere 
Intoautumn,and ruatlifii'.muaic 
Aa the leavetareahakenaway. 

All thinre, begin togetbu, 
Here, u I ahake, at the day', 
Betrlnninir, with pleuure and fear, 

Numb with nlght'1 dip and turninir 
When I weathered love-Jn-a...phere, 
Like the alamese cat on the chimney 



Mildr,d Pinc Mnryman 

Youth is a spicypotpourri-
Non c may guess what the amtcnts b<,; 

But old folk all mustoomcto an hoor 
Whcnthcyturnquitc plain lyswcct or sour. 

Mildrtd Pl,111 Mnryman 

AUTUMN 

Mymaplctnc is ycllowgreen 
Again st a blue-gray sky. 

ln litdcgroups ofthree an dfour 
l seethc restlcss pigco,tll fly. 

The air is rain-washed-fresh an d SWN,t, 
Mingledwith pungcntscent ofpinc. 
Kissed by the fainrcs1glint ofsun, 
A mber an d bronuthc poplars shin c. 

He kn ew the woods-how man y time, 
I've seen him tramping in the rain , 
Singing amongthetrees he lovcd 
Thc songsl'll n cvcr hcar again! 

Franrtu,sRios 



SEASONS 

Alif to moclthe stricktn heart,the tree, 
A fountainquinrinij;and indolent, 
$praJ'li:1ttn lea=on the�quietly; 
Fluent u fish, white floweu arc swirled and b!mt 

latbcblowina:;1trcaD11ofa:;na.lnnoccat 
Of mypain,sh.dowed inlj;recn,thebirdl1ina:; 
Or brush the leaves with a fan of blue wini:. 
\Vhat matter to sununer that myhearta:;ri ... 'ttf 
Summer is sunli&ht and birdtand the bn.utifu] driftina:; of 

la= 

More beautiful thanmmmer isl[lttll,this y,llow; 
Morebeautiful thanoprinlj;it))lle,this tcarltt of leaves ; 
The airs of dayin autumn arc swcct, nevcrtheleal weep; 
The moon of nia:;ht in autumn it mellow, 
But under the leaf of the moon I can not sleep. 
Thetree of autumnburns so intensdythatlhold mybreath, 
Knowingtoo weliits silver skdttooof death, 
Knowini: that leaves put on fire but to drift down the R)' .. 
Because I am so happywith you, beloved, I can only cry. 

MaritLulor1 

{ZOS] 



JAY PARINI 

THE LAKE HOUSE IN AUTUMN 

A silence in the house at summer's wake: 
the last leaves fall in one night's wind, 
the mice ue eaten, and the cats begin 
a rumbling sleep. There's nothing much at stake. 
It's not quite cold enough to stoke 
the furnace, and the neighbors never seem to mind 
if leaves are raked. I'm staring through a blind 
at less and less beside a cooling lake. 

I keep forgetting that this absence, too, 
must be imagined. I cannot just frown 
orfill the vacancywith statelyrue. 
The mind is darker, deeper than a windblown 
lake that tries to mirror every hue 
of feeling as the dusky season takes me down. 



Th, &,ond Dream. I hear men $8.f 
Hc had ccased to lovc hcr. 
Even today 
Hisvoiccc;>.n move her. 

TM Third Dream. I have teen her tremble 
When shc mects his cyn. 
She is deft with lin, 
She is quick to diss.mblc. 

TM Fo,mh Drtam. How is this done, 
Brother and brother, 
To sleep with one 
And drealmof anothcr? 

Niz!,J. A sheaf of dreams, of drums . 
TM Slupu. My wife. 

My wife. 

All in our pearl-palcwindow 
The moon's aroma hung. 

My love and I 1agcther 
Our heads upononc pillow, 
Looked out where an elm upffung 
A branch like a peacock feather. 

Hcigho, lint autumn weathcd 

[243] 



GlmnWMdfJresMcl, 

Thcn,having drunk to thesc,I fill once more 
Thefr.1.g ilceupwith thillimperishab!c 
Bright warer,andldrink to thing, that siay: 
Thesc cobwcb laddcrs,lant ing to a stor<: 
Ofruddyfruit,these secret s«ds thatfell 
Upon the g reat b.-.:ut,to be t uckedaway.· 

A drowsymusic drift11across thedusk 
Whcucrickcufiddlcforc wing sout oft unc 
Withhalfhcard th.-.:nodicsofg rus andhusk 
And leaf.wavcsbreaking on the low.-.:d moon. 
This is the music that we heard below 
Thcopcned rosc, inharmony with all 
Thcfragr ant rhythm1ofthcnight,thc slow 
Danceofthe moonlight on affoweredwa!l. 

Beneath the shadow..dancesofthc gr us 
Earth-pulses throbbed in these art iculat e wing,. 
They st ay ... th<lUghonthillnight thewit ch.cl<lU<bpass 
Above the pathwaysofdepart ing thing s. 
We /ind, where shadow circles now a.-.: drawn, 
The muiic playing ... and the dancers gone. 

Soquickly wer e thc blossomsdrift ed by, 
Andfor 110briefa t ime the boughs couldhold 

[15] 



RICKWTT 

NOCTURNE FOR AUTUMN 

Si1ringonthe (ron1 porchwhe nthe evming 
Is 1pilt light 10aking in10 the: ground, 
I com e after m a ny yon 

Toa book tha1i1an abandon edhouse 
Whm,darkness sings in 1hc:comcn, ahouse 

That«h0e$th e sile n�ofothc:r\iva, 

Like wimcrgra s s,m old growson1hccovcr, 
i\ndfacalincth cpagcsinrows 

Eve n •shead11ones. After the light 

Goes, myf\ngcnip1 to uch a face 
lnthe warped andm ustypapcr 
Thc:wayabliud nun'1 r ouch a lover. 

Astonishing as the moon 
That swam into Galilco'1 lens, 
She once commanded the: 1idn of my body. 

Now the harvest moon looms abon 
The elms, !h eJ»l cfaceofas1rangcr 
Wh o comcsuin adrc-am1osay, 

'""'Y""•louy""tl,, ristft 

Fro,,, iu btd of dl,JI ID J/,rrdt Y"" 
Wrtl11lrr,gtlmj,raofrl,tj,rg,,tltn; 

/ 4111 tlu Ollt Y"" low, tlr001Jlr Y"" will Mwr 
Know, 1M bl.atk "'•dos ;,. ..,.,.., rlro1 /nod 
Nowlrm, rlr""t"r""J,llowo,1tlily001w•let 



POETRY: A llfa111"i,u of flu,, 

NOTES ON SEASONS 

'Jl>ough auturnn severs 

Tho golden fruit 

And bares the tree 

From branch to root, 

Mournful therefore, 

Shall we mourn 

The broken vine 

The fallen corn, 

And failure from 

Tho golden.wing 

\Vherc autumn goes 

Hovering? 

And when we find 

The trees go lean 

Shall we thin.I: it 

UnforesttJ1? 

\Vhen everyleaf will be irrcYocable, 

With autumn squandering verdure everywhere, 

We'll no1findladon b,anches t,ivial, 

Aanow,when heavywealthcrowd,on the air 

[312) 



Nights grow colder. The Hunter and the Beu 
Follow tbcirtranquil course outside my window. 
Ifcclthc g,:ntianw:aiting in thcwoods, 
Blossoms waxy and blue, and blue-green nerns 
Ofd�amaryllis waicingiutbc gardcn. 
l know, .. thougblw:aitcdwhat tbcyw:air, 
Thecold th.tfuccns icc abouttbc root, 
A bcavenlyfurm,tbc same in all iuchangcs, 
lnimitablc,terriblc,andstill, 
And beautiful :u frost. Fin: warms my room. 
Its light dcclarcs myboolts and picturcs.Gc1>tly, 
!i. dcad 10pro.no sing1Mozartandl»ch. 
I drinkboutbon,thcn go tobed,andilecp 
In the Promethean heat of swnmer'1 essence. 

!i.wU:cncdby10mefear,lw:atchcbc,lry. 
Compcllcd:utboughby purposcsthcyknow, 
The w.rs. in their blue distance, still affirm 
1bcbondofbcavenandeanh,thcaocicutway. 
'Ibisold assurancclullllt1 sm:illacaturc1,ducd 
ln icy mud,thougb cold mayli-e=them.tbcrc 
!i.nd leave them"" they are all rummer long. 
l canoot slccp.Pwionand consequcnce, 
Thebru.talgiven,and:illiluvedcsircd 
E=ic me, and tbc lucid majesty 



Rid,srdEsl,r 

And howscill farthcr northwar d is a town 
Spcnt inthe wind'sshuckandthc leansun'sray 
When: from the sha dows as the dawn sifts down 
The gradual whitebuil dings answcr day., 

There is for me no wor d beyond a Wor d, 
For him no fcarbcyond afutilefear; 
Andlwas driventofor gct thespring 
Andwalkinthclaststrictfabric of theycar. 

Rid,srdEskr 

AUTUMNAL 

Thenight issoclearthatthestars havecome downto us; 
Alld,ty thele,t veshvebcenfalling. 
Iamcol dfor theendof theyear. lhavehear dyouca.lling, 
Andcome toyouquite o)dandstillwith fear. 

The grass is tinsel,thesta.lbare tangle d infrost; 
Andl,t m afrsid,forthest,trshveb«ns.aying 
That thi,is the end of theyear,andlam lost 

lnways wherethe winds haveb«npl,tying. 

Do you think they will return, the leave, and the deep 
whiteair1 

I have lostcount,andlam weary of days 
That burn in thefoTeSt until the trecs arebare, 
And fume in the west, and smoke in the morning htu. 

0st"1' Bryna 

(69] 



ODE TO AITTUMN 

Scason of gusty daysand cloudynights, 
The wind which showers wine apples to the ground 
Blows at midday thc long,pa!c,!unar lights 
O'er weedy fields with melancholy sound. 
Summer hu gone, but she hu l�ft a show 
Of downydoudsagainst rhe autumn sky, 
Which the chill b"'e�s chafe until they glow­
GhOISts of that \uxury 
Which now is by. 

The golden trecs against a sky ofJune 
Seem like a life that is too soon grown gray; 
Through smothering douds the large autumnal moon 
Rolls argently hcr undimi�ished way. 
Thewonderof night'sbright pro«ssional 
Abates not with thcfadingof thcAowcrs, 
S1ill glorious on all thcurth dothfall­
Butfor 1hooc withcredho�rs 
The pain is ours. 

lf spring and summerbc,chy mask,O )·car, 
Which falls in autumn,leaving hidcous 
The thing we decmfi\ was 10 om bc,ing dear, 
Then life may not be, that it sccms to us 
In youth-but somelime may rcvcal-
When 1he worn hcar1 the shock can scara:ly bc,ar 

[249] 



TM.-unmct.1ge.. 
The people rome •nd go. 
i'ind I ,hall go--
For my guy fen«isold, 
1'1y lcnfnquic:1, 
And 1haelinnfurgonen. 

lnimiublyquick 
To taut deceit, ! 

Note1bird 
Amid the1utumn, 

And my11l011tiy bitch 
Sht1ersleave1 
Like water, 
And the air 

hruona111 
Wirhpain. 
I wtitlikeone 
Whohustoodherebefon: 

Whh,unkenhud 
ln droppingluves. 

(87] 
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J. W. CULLUM 

R OSES, R EVISITED, IN A PARADOXICAL AUTUMN 

P ocuhavcbeen writing about thc de:ithof flower, 
at least sinceAuronius,bmth=November ro,es 
defy aU images of autumn gardens. The M ichaelmas 

daisies 
leftwith the dcath ofScptcmber,and thc lanlatc 

sunflowers 
droopcd and wcntdarl:: thrcc wccl::s ago. These silly roses 
bloom lil::c a hystcrialcouplet out of R ill::c, 
andnew buds still blushlil::c conventional mctaphon. 
VndiJciplincd cnding, lil:e1his olfendu1.Wc w:mccold 

in November, 
pet:1.ls dropping lil:c autumn leavcs,earthdipping into 

,earonalslecp 
dea:ntly and in ordcr,as in a latcLatincpic 
or a universe ordained by Thomas Aquinas. 
Flowcrs and thc bright dayfail.What's lcft,wc cmbody 

in elegies. 
That's how wc made sense of lifc,and thc de:ith of 

These roses and hot sunlight in early November 
declinc rcsponsibilityfor thcir schcdulcd mort:1.lity, 
lcaving us withold ronnctiand our own uncert:iinwrists. 



POETRY 
A MAGAZINE OF VERSE 

NOVEMBER. 1918 

PRIZE A WARD NUMBER 

FIVE POEMS 

Q
u

::;;;o ::i� ;:,;�:n:: ;� 
that wasttd nie and spent my winter ttrength. 

Autumn i, here; fraitrant with bronu loves burning 
and spiraled smohand wide air winged with i'J•B 
of spirit flingi!l£ poem, to the hillo. 
Anew, anew! I am no longer haggud; 
pale autumn s!owl1 moves to palliate 
the kindled blood, to ICOU< with plunging rains 

[59] 



POETRY: d Matnint of Vnu 

THREE POEMS 

From boughtoboughthcraindrop:!fly 
As thcwindswing underan aurumn sky. 
The carth is darklyovcrbcnt 
Withthc vast hcavyfirmament. 

Obcautifulwctleaves andbark 
That glow within thcdoudydark, 
You are as fleetwithlovelylight 
As raindrop:!shimmering in flight. 

You arca11softlybright and rounded 
As thcb,ight heart in darknesshounded­
Thc hcart toofallsfrom acloudybirth 
lntothe darkcningso(earth. 

l toe-dancedon a tow.:r-point 
Undcr thc horn ofthe moon. 

I lost mybalantewhcn a brcczc 
Rushcd inwitha tfi,..ja] tune. 

OhtMlithlnint oision, 
d,Itum6/edlhrouthspaa! 

dnd IN :asp of my ht1Jrt, 
S1om,011myf1J(d 

[So] 



POETRY: A Maz,u,n t of Vtrst 

AUTUMN ROAD.SONG 

lfling mythought1along theroad 
&weride­
Smoothly,astheriverflows, 
Over the aurumn country--side. 
Silent my friend at the guiding wheel, 
Silentl, 
Flinging thoughts alongtheroad 
Asthehillsrol! by. 

Young passion wua heavy load 
Ldtfarback 
{Calm-eyedto facetheshadows 
Oftheforeit track). 
Young pas.sion was a hcavyload 
And better gone, 
But inthissinging autumn wind 
Fair to thi nk upon. 

I ha�zit•rn myd11.,r_l1#r 
tfjf11mt-t;olortd 1own, 
Wi1h s11shof 1old 
Andjlown-rroflffi. 
Shesl,a/f6,jair 
To eompanion Mr lovrr 
Asol!lrthisroaJ 
ThtyJlarlloge/lur, 

[10] 



Norm,,,.Mulud 

11icro i1acouch of sad-in thc airchi1fall, 
Suchu rocurs to fellow10f mclancholy: 
Memory of itapusaiJ'out of time 
Follow- the year's proimsion, 
Ash th.at tettlaa twister of flame 
On mounu.intopt, 
Autumn isquickto romffllbcr 
And puses like• sunbeam in the wave. 

A 2ffltic ddapida1ion of ,oul 
Props hi1wci1h1 on ba,., foot attridcrail: 
Thc angle of u11erance 10 stiffen hi•spinc­
Throuch dttJ>doorwa)'t of saloons 
Nobruoque JUnli1ht la\11 
Open upon clear air. Thc buzzards din,e 
Within rclectoria of memory. 

Nar,n,,,.1',lt,c/tad 

{253) 



GEORGE JOHNSTON 

OLAFUR JOHANN SIGURDSSON: 

AUTUMNAL EQUINOX 

Golden bte light fades and at bst dies down, 
day narrows to streaks of red. 
Wf-weariness of trees nukes itself fdc within 
-bright nights no more seduce me from my bed. 

ln cold weathcr littlc offerslcc, 
evcry leafwithcrs,lets go,and.is gone. 
Oh,hadl only,like thi.,trec 
;u summer pa�. sunk my roots deeper down. 



POETRY: A M11:1izin, �J V1rH 

Suddenly a heavy snake 
Rcarcdblack upon a stone. 

I saw above a sea of hills 
A solitary planet shine, 

1\nd therewas no one,neatorfat, 
To keep the world from being mine. 

Dawn tutned on her purple pillow, 
And late,latc,came thewinter day; 

Snow was curved to thebough•of thewillow, 
The sunlcs.sworld waswhite and gre)·· 

At noonwe heard a blue-jay scolding, 
At five the last cold lightwas lost 

From blackened windows faintly holding 
The feathcryfiligrccoffrost. 

[6] 



ELIZA!IIITH SAIT 

Wh ileMuruakibmshedber worldlytalcs 
lnCOW1tles$frug2l,s,rokes,theoccidtnt 
Bu ildedtbe naVff,tbeblesscdalwruls 
Of Nocrc Dame ; and neither foroe is ,pent. 

That lasiarcanum,T ime,alooedcfuics 
!be manuscr ipt , the comerStOOe , tbeM- lioet. 

O gr�ing hcut,bclit-ve ,be,old, 
Th= did 1101 die but were endwued; 
Andtrccsb«:,ame,s,ill fount$of8Q1d, 

EJ.ubdhSMI 

And ewh fell <Im.ming. twilighr,haunted. 

L:ibreathltsSbkiomth is lovdiMss 
ii hMd umil the �11 be ended; 
The,.,iftdtnm1al=IDO(ionlC'SS, 
Just as wc drttmedit, .. i ldand,plendid. 

Th is land DOW charmed ,.;th -,t,: l ight 
W ill sanduncouchableandlonely, 
Anddeath thl.tattpsbcneath the n ight 
Finddust andwindyru in on!y. 

79 



POETRY: A Jlag,uin, of f'trst 

llut lctrour hand wander throui.\itn)•hair? 
There would be no hurl now, we ar, 00th too tired. 

I would fing,,r the soft ,ilk of your dress the .. me 

As long•go, when rou wer,first desired, 

;\s long ago when the wind whirled us to flame. 

1-'ur we know the bittu tune the wind sing5; 

Thett will be silmct nou·, thett will be rest, 

And eyes will hnl alter the wind stings, 

And I fhall hear )'Our heart under your br,;o,t 

Moving across time with a great flow. 

And we ,hall hear nu more the wind's calling, 

Rut only the silence of it falling and fallini;, 

And alwa)'51he rornn will throb quietly and slow. 

RRUSHWOOD 

Take bitterness into your wailing; 
Be like the rod:. the hard gray stone; 

Set there is hungtr in rour ailing-, 

\Valk scornfully and alone 

Walk scornlull)·on thcfall-brown hills; 

And marbe where the wind heaves 

And sc:attcn the littered poplar leaves. 

Releasing tardy ones to the ground. 

Ynu will hear the faint authentic sound 

And remember why the wind grieve,. 

[14] 



S,tNDR,t McPHERSON 

Al!TUMNAl 

Windarriesyoounyliki:alea( 
Athousandleava 
Jkggiog,bcgging, 

Soe:.anvag:mt. 
Whar",co 
Holdoucfur? 

Feelcheice,!inle 
Blades ganged precariously 
Wair, 

Fall.Rainlike,younever 
Tireofadeiccnc,of 
Going no-hands.If 

Yoo= 
Watcrwlw 
Miracle would you do? 

l'mew.ponticxi-just 
Try nuking 
Meviiible.Oryounelf 

Greeabf.T11nefur 
Tbe&ppeannceofeverything 
Fromcaa10 

Color. Timcfurtlu:oold 

Shouldcrof-,w. 
And if-
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