




From wet stone to wet stone.
It's grey as at dawn,
And the owls, grey and fawn,
Call from the little town hall
With its arch in the wall,
\Nhere the fire-hooks are stored.

From behind the flowers of her casement
That's all gay with the carvings and paint,
The maiden gives a great yawn,
But the poor saint-
No doubt he's as bored!
Stands still on his column
Uplifting his sword
With never the ease of a yawn
From wet dawn to wet dawn.

FORD MADOX H UEFFER
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SCENTED LEAVES FROM A CHINESE JAR

THE BITTER PURPLE WILLOWS

Meditating on the glory of illustrious lineage I lifted
up my eyes and beheld the bitter purple willows grow­
ing round the tombs of the exalted Mings.

THE GOLD FISH

Like a breath from hoarded musk,
Like the golden fins that move
Where the tank's green shadows part­
Living flames out of the dusk-
Are the lightning throbs of love
In the passionate lover's heart.

THE INTOXICATED, POET

A poet, having taken the bridle off his tongue, spoke
thus: "More fragrant than the heliotrope, which
blooms all the year round, better than vermilion letters
on tablets of sendal, are thy kisses, thou shy one!';

THE JONQUILS

I have heard that a certain princess, when she found
that she had been married by a demon, wove a wreath
of jonquils and sent it to the lover of former days.
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THE MERMAID

The sailor boy who leant over the side of the Junk
of Many Pearls, and combed the green tresses of the
sea with his ivory fingers, believing that he had heard
the voice of a mermaid, cast his body down between
the waves.

THE MIDDLE KINGDOM

The emperors of fourteen dynasties, clad in robes of
yellow silk embroidered with the Dragon, wearing gold
diadems set with pearls and rubies, and seated on
thrones of incomparable ivory, have ruled over the
Middle Kingdom for four thousand years.

THE MILKY WAY

My mother taught me that every night a procession
of junks carrying lanterns moves silently across the
sky, and the water sprinkled from their paddles falls
to the earth in the form of dew. I no longer believe
that the stars are junks carrying lanterns, no longer
that the dew is shaken from their oars.

THE SEA-SHELL

To the passionate lover, whose sighs come back to
him on every breeze, all the world is like a murmuring
sea-shell.

THE SWALLOW TOWER

Amid a landscape flickering with poplars, and netted
by a silver stream, the Swallow Tower stands in the
haunts of the sun. The winds out of the four quarters
of heaven come to sigh around it, the clouds forsake
the zenith to bathe it with continuous kisses. Against
its sun-worn walls a sea of orchards breaks in white
foam; and from the battlements the birds that flit
below are seen like fishes in a green moat. The win­
dows of the Tower stand open day and night; the
winged Guests come when they please, and hold com­
munication with the unknown Keeper of the Tower.

ALLEN UPWARD
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THE ROSE

r remember a day when r stood on the sea shore at
Nice, holding a scarlet rose in my hands.

The calm sea, caressed by the sun, was brightly
garmented in blue, veiled in gold, and violet, verging
on silver.

Gently the waves lapped the shore, and scatter­
ing into pearls, emeralds and opals, hastened towards
my feet with a monotonous, rhythmical sound, like the
prolonged note of a single harp-string.

High in the clear, blue-golden sky hung the great,
burning disc of the sun.

White seagulls hovered above the waves, now
barely touching them with their snow-white breasts,
now rising anew into the heights, like butterflies over
the green meadows . . .

Far in the east, a ship, trailing its smoke, glided
slowly from sight as though it had foundered in the
waste.

r threw the rose into the sea, and watched it,
caught in the wave, receding, red on the snow-white
foam, paler on the emerald wave.

And the sea continued to return it to me, again
and again, at last no longer a flower, but strewn petals
on restless water.

So with the heart, and with all proud things. In
the end nothing remains but a handful of petals of
what was once a proud flower . . .

JOHN COURNOS after K. TETMAIER

54

DOCUMENTS



57

Although my linen still is clean,
My socks fine silk and a' that,
Although I dine and drink good wine­
Say, twice a week, and a' that;
For a' that and a' that,
My tinsel shows and a' that,
These breeks '11 no last many weeks
'Gainst wear and tear and a' that.

Ye see this birkie ca'ed a bard,
Wi' cryptic eyes and a' that,
Aesthetic phrases by the yard;
It's but E. P. for a' that,
For a' that and a' that,
My verses, books and a' that,
The man of independent means
He looks and laughs at a' that.

TO HULME (T. E.) AND FITZGERALD

Is there for feckless poverty
That grins at ye for a' that!
A hired slave to none am I,
But under-fed for a' that;
For a' that and a' that,
The toils I shun and a' that,

- My name but mocks the guinea stamp,
And Pound's dead broke for a' that.



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,

59



>

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.

60

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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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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