


One man will make a novelette
And sell the same and a' that.
For verse nae man can siller get,
Nae editor maun fa' that.
For a' that and a' that,
Their royalties and a' that,
Wib time to loaf and will to write
I'll stick to rhyme for a' that.

And ye may prise and gang your ways
vVi' pity, sneers and a' that,
I know my trade and God has made
Some men to rhyme and a' that,
For a' that and a' that,
I maun gang on for a' that
Wi' verse t.o verse until the hearse
Carts off me warne and a' that.

WRITTEN FOR THE CENACLE OF 1909 VIDE INTRO­

DUCTION TO "THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF T. E.

HULME," PUBLISHED AT THE END OF "RIPOSTES."
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VATES, THE SOCIAL REFORMER

What shall be said of him, this cock-o'-hoop?
(I'm just a trifle bored, dear God of mine,
Dear unknown God, dear chicken-pox of Heaven,
I'm bored I say), But still-my social friend­
(One has to be familiar in one's discourse)
While he was puffing out his jets of wit
Over his swollen-bellied pipe, one thinks,

.One thinks, you know, of quite a lot of things.

(Dear unknown God, dear, queer-faced God,
Queer, queer, queer, queer-faced God,
You blanky God, be quiet for half minute,
And when I've shut up Rates, and sat on Naboth,
I'll tell you half a dozen things or so.)

There goes a flock of starlings­
Now half a dozen years ago,
(Shut up, you blighted God, and let me ~peak)

I should have have my sporting air-gun up
And blazed away-and now I let 'em go-­
It's odd how one changes;
Yes, that's High Germany.

But still, when he was smiling like a Chinese queen,
Looking as queer (I do assure you, God)
As any Chinese queen I ever saw;
And tiddle-whiddle-whiddling about prose,
Trying to quiz a mutton-headed poetaster,
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But now you send
This "vates" here, this sage social reformer
(Yes, God, you rotten Roman ~atholic)

To put his hypothetical conceptIOns
Of what a poor young poetaster would think .
Into his own damned shape, and then to attack It
To his own great contemplative satisfaction.
What have I done, 0 God,
That so much bitterness should flop on me?
Social Reformer! That's the beggar's name.
He'd have me write bad novels like himself.

And choking all the time with politics­
Why then I say, I contemplated him
And marveled (God! I marveled,
W rite it in prose, dear God. Yes, in red ink.)
And marveled, as I said,
At the stupendous quantity of mind
And the amazing quality thereof.

Dear God of mine,
It's really most amazing, doncherknow,
But really, God, I can~t get off the mark;
Look here, you queer-faced God,
This fellow makes me sick with all his talk,
His ha'penny gibes at Celtic bards
And followers of Dante-honest folk!­
Because, dear God, the rotten beggar goes
And makes a Chinese blue-stocking
From half-digested dreams of Munich-air.
And then-God, why should I write it down?­
But Rates and Naboth
Aren't half such silly fools as he is (God)
For they are frankly asinine,
While he pretends to sanity,
Modernity, (dear God, dear God).

It's bad enough, dear God of mine,
That you have set me down in London town,
Endowed me with a tattered velvet coat,
Soft collar and black hat and Greek ambitions;
You might have left me there.
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Yes, God, I know it's after closing time;
And yes I know I've smoked his cigarettes;
But wat~h that sparrow on the fountain in the
How half a dozen years ago,
(Shut up, you blighted God, ~nd l~t me speak)
I should have have my sportmg aIr-gun up
And blazed away-and now I let him ga­
It's odd how one changes;
Yes, that's High Germany.
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FRAGMENTS ADDRESSED BY CLEARCHUS
H. TO ALDI
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·EAAEYtX.

NOTES. (1) A vehicle conducting passengers from Athens,
the capital of Greece, to the temple of the winds,
which stands in a respectable suburb.

(2) Rendered by Butler, "0 God! 0 Montreal!"
(3) Sappho!!!!!!
(4) Xenophon's Anabasis.

F. M. H.
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