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Love Songs

By Sara Teasclale

Author of "Kivers to the 5@3 7 ”H@/@n of Troy and Ot/nfr F oems” E’cc.



[ have remembered Ecautﬂ in the n{g/ﬂ;
Against black silences [ waked to see
A shower of 5un//g/7t over /| ta[g
And green Kavello cfrcam/ng on her /76{5*/72,‘;
[ have remembered music in the dark,
The clean swift brightness of a fugue of Rach's,

And running water singing on the rocks
Whenr once in Eng//sﬁ woods | heard a lark.

Put all remembered [Dcauz,fg 15 O more
7773/7 avague /orc/ua’e to the tﬁougﬁt of you —
You are the rarest soul / ever ,éncw,
[ overof [Dcautﬂ, A/vgﬁtfiést and best:;

My tﬁougﬁts seck you as waves that seek the 5/70re,
And when /t/w’nk ofﬂou, /am at rest.

il



Fre{:atorg Notc

Peside new poems, this book contains lﬂrics taken from "Kivers to the
563”, ”/7’6/6/7 of TI‘Oﬂ and Of/?é‘/‘ /Docms”, and one or two from an

earlier volume.
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Love Songs

bartcr

| ife has loveliness to sell,

All beautiful and splendic} things,
Blue waves whitened on a cliff,
Soaring fire that sways and sings,
And children's faces looking up
fﬂolding wonder like a cup.

[ ife has loveliness to se”,

Music like a curve of gold,

Scent of Pine trees in the rain,
E_ges that love you, arms that ho]d,
And for your sPirit‘s still de]ight,
Holg thoug}‘sts that star the night.

Spend all you have for loveliness,
Bug it and never count the cost;
Forone white singing hour of peace
(_ount many a year of strife well lost,
And for a breath of ecstasy

Giive all you have been, or could be.



Twilight

Dreamilg over the roofs
The cold sPring rain is Fa”ing;
Out in the lon619 tree

A birdis ca”ing, ca”ing.

Slowlg over the earth

The wings of night are Fa”ing;
Mﬂ heart like the bird in the tree
s ca”ing, ca”ing, ca”ing.



Night Song at Amalfi

] asked the heaven of stars
What ] should give my love —

[t answered me with silence,

Silence above.

] asked the darkened sea
Down where the fishers g0 —

[t answered me with silence,

Si!ence below.

Oh, | could give him wccPing,
Or | could give him song -~
But how can | give silence,

Mg whole life Iong?



Thc Look

Strephon kissed me in the sPring,
Robin in the Fa”,

But Colin 0013 looked at me
Ancl never kissed at all.

Strephon‘s kiss was lost injest,
Robin's lost in Play,

But the kiss in Colin's eyes
Haunts me night and clag.



A Winter Night

My winclow~Pane is starred with Frost,
Tl‘nc world is bitter cold to~night,
The moon is cruel, and the wind

s like a two~edged sword to smite.

(God Pitﬂ all the homeless ones,

The beggars Pacing to and fro,

(God Pitﬁ all the poor to~night

Who walk the ]amP~lit streets of snow.

Mg room is like a bit of June,
Warm and close-curtained fold on fold,
Put somewhere, like a homeless chilc},

M9 heartis crging in the cold.



A Cry

Oh, there are eyes that he can see,
And hands to make his hands rejoice,
But to my lovcrl must be

Onlg avoice.

Oh, there are breasts to bear his heac{,
And liPs whereon his Iips can lie,
But] must be till | am dead

Only acry.



Ghifts

| gave my first love ]aughter,
] gave my second tears,

| gave my third love silence
& Y

Through all the years.

Mg first love gave me singing,
M9 second eyes to see,
But oh, it was my third love

Who gave my soul to me.



but Not to Me

The April nigl')t is still and sweet
With flowers on every tree;
FPeace comes to them on quiet feet,

But not to me.

Mg peace is hidden in his breast

Where | shall never be;

Love comes to~night to all the rest,
But not to me.



SOng at Capri

When beautg grows too great to bear
FHow shall ] case me of its ac]‘ne,

For bcautg more than bitterness
Makes the heart break.

Now while ] watch the dreaming sea

With isles like flowers against her breast,
On]g one voice in all the world

Could give me rest.



Child, Child

Chi]d, child, love while you can

The voice and the eyes and the soul of a man;
Never fear though it break your heart —

QOut of the wound newjog will start;

Oﬂ]g lOVC Prou&lg and glac”g ancl Wé”J
T hough love be heaven orlove be hell.

Child, chi]d, love while you may,
Forlife is short as a happg clag;
Never fear the thing you feel —
On13 bg love is life made real;

| ove, forthe c[eadlg sins are seven,

Onlg tlﬁrouglﬁ love will you enter heaven.

10



| ove Me

Browrwthrush singing all clag long
]n the leaves above me,

T ake my love this April song,

" ove me, love me, love mel"

When he harkens what you say,
Bid him, lest he miss me,

| eave his work or leave his P!ag,

And kiss me, kiss me, kiss me!
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Fierrot

Fierrot stands in the garden
Beneat}‘: a waning moon,

And on his lute he fashions
A {:ragile silver tune.

Ficrrot Plags in the garden,
e thinks he plays for me,
Pay
PBut | am quite forgotten
9 g
nder the cherry tree.
U Y

Pierrot Plags in the garc]en,

Ancl all the roses know
T hat Fierrot loves his music, -

But ] love Fierrot.
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Wild Asters

In the SPring | asked the daisies

]]C his words were true,

And the clever, clear~egec} daisies
A!wags knew.

Now the fields are brown and barren,
Bitter autumn blows,
And of all the stupid asters

Not one knows.

13



Thc SOng for Colin

] sang a song at dusking time
Beneat}n the evening star,
And T erence left his latest rhgme

TO answer 1Crom a]car.

Ficrrot laid down his lute to weep,
And sighed, "Shc sings for me.n

But Colin slept a careless sleeP
Beneath an aPPlc tree.
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Four Winds

"our winds b]owing through the skg,
You have seen poor maidens die,
Te” me then what l shall do

That my lover may be true.”

Said the wind from out the south,
”Lay no kiss upon his mouth,”

And the wind from out the west,
"\Wound the heart within his breast,”
And the wind from out the cast,
"Send him empty from the feast,”
And the wind from out the north,
in the tempest thrust him forth;

When thou art more cruel than he,
T hen will | ove be kind to thee.”
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Debt

What do ] owe to you
Who loved me c{eeP and long?
You never gave my sPirit wings

Orgave my heart a song.

But oh to him ] loved,

Who loved me not at a”,

l owe the open gate

That led through heaven's wall.
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Faults

Theg came to tell 9our1caults to me,
Theg named them over one bg one;
l laughec] aloud when thcg were c]one,

l knew them a” SO we” chore, —

Oh, t}‘ney were blind, too blind to see

YOUI"'FaUltS had made me ]OVC HOU more.
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Puried | ove

] have come to burg Love
Beneath a tree,
ln the forest tall and black

W!’]C!"C none can see.

] shall Put no flowers at his head,
Nor stone at his feet,

T:or the mouth ] loved so much
Was bittersweet.

| shall go no more to his grave,
Y:or the woods are cold.

] shall gather as much omcjog
As my hands can hold.

| shall stay all day in the sun

Where the wide winds blow, —
But oh ] shall cry at nig}ﬁt
When none will know.
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Thc Mountain

A” through the deep blue night
Tl‘ne fountain sang alone;

]t sang to the c]rowsy heart
Of the satyr carved in stone.

T he fountain sang and sang,
& &
But the satyr never stirred —
On]g the great white moon
]n the empty heaven heard.
Pt

The fountain sang and sang
While on the marble rim
The milk-white Peacocks slept,

And their dreams were strange and dim.

Bright dew was on the grass,
And on the ilex, dew,

The dreamg milk-white birds
Were all a—glisten, too.

T he fountain sang and sang
Tl‘nc things one cannot tell;

The dreaming Peacocks stirred
And the gleaming dew~drops fell.
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] Sha” Not Carc

When ] am dead and over me bright April
SEakcs out her rain-drenched hair,
Though you should lean above me broken-hearted,

] shall not care.

] sha” have Peace, as leaﬁj trees are PCaCC{:Ul

When rain bends down the bough,
And | shall be more silent and cold-hearted

Than gOU are now.
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After Farting

Oh, | have sown my love so wide
That he will find it everywhere;
[t will awake him in the night)

[t will enfold him in the air.

] set my shadow in his sight

And | have winged it with desire,
Thatit may be a cloud by c{ag,
Andin the night a shaft of fire.
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A Frager

Until [ lose my soul and lie

B]ind to the beauty of the earth,
Deaf though shouting wind goes bg,
Dumb in a storm of mirth;

Until my heartis quenchec{ at lengt}‘:
And l have left the land of men,
Oh, let me love with all my strength

Careless i | am loved again.
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SPring Night

The Park is filled with night and Fog,
Tl‘nc veils are drawn about the wor]c{,

The drow53 Iights along the Paths
Are dim and Pearlecl.

Gold and g]eaming the empty streets,
(Gold and g]eaming the misty lake,
T he mirrored lights like sunken swords,

G]immer and shake.

Ok, is it not enough to be

[Tere with this beautg over me?

My throat should ache with Praisc, and |
Should kneel inj03 beneath the 51(3.
O, beaut}j, are you not cnough?

Whg am | crying after love,

With 3out}1, a singing voice, and eyes
To take earth's wonder with surPrise?

Whg have | put off my pride,
Why am | unsatisﬁecl, —

], for whom the Pensive night
Binds her cloudy hair with light, —
l, for whom all }Jeautg burns

| ike incense ina million urns?

O beautg, are you not enoug}‘:?
Why am ] crying after love?
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Mag Wincl

| said, 1| have shut my heart
As one shuts an open door,
That] ove may starve therein

Ancl trouble me no more."

but over the roofs there came

The wet new wind of Mag,
And a tune blew up from the curb
Where thc street~Pianos Play.

Mg room was white with the sun
And | ove cried out in me,
"] am strong, ] will break your heart

Un]ess you set me free.
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Tides

| ovein my heart was a fresh tide Howing
Where the starlike sea gu”s soar;
T he sun was keen and the foam was blowing

High on the rockg shore.

PBut now in the dusk the tide is turning,
Lower the sea gu”s soar,
And the waves that rose in resistless yearning

AFC })roken Forevermore.
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AFtcr Love

Thereis no magic any more,
We meet as other PeoPle do,
Y ou work no miracle for me

Nor ] {orgou.

You were the wind and ] the sea —
T here is no splendor any more,

| have grown listless as the Pool

Peside the shore.

PBut though the Pool is safe from storm
Ancl from the tide has found surcease,
]t grows more bitter than the sea,

For all its peace.

26



New Love and Olcj

]n my heart the old love
Struggled with the new;

lt was ghos’c]g waking
Al night through.

Dear t}‘n’ngs, kind things,
T hat my old love said,

Rangecl themselves reProacHu”g
Round my bed.

But l could not heed thcm,

Forl seemed to see
The eyes of my new love

Fixed on me.

Oldlove, old love,
How can ] be true?

Sha” | be faithless to mgsehc
Or to 3ou?

27



The Kiss

] hopcd that he would love me,

And he has kissed my mouth,
But | am like a stricken bird
That cannot reach the south.

f:or thoug}ﬁ ] know he loves me,
To—night my heart is sad;
[is kiss was not so wonderful

As all the dreams ] had.
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Swans

Night is over the Park, and a few brave stars
Look on the ]ights that link it with chains of golc{,
The lake bears up their reflection in broken bars

That seem too heavg for tremulous water to hold.

We watch the swans that slecP ina shac{owg Place,
And now and again one wakes and uPthts its head;
[How still you are - your gaze is on my face —

We watch the swans and never a word is said.
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The River

] came from the sunny va”egs
And sought for the open sea,
For] thought in its gray expanses

M9 PCaCC WOUld come to me.

] came at last to the ocean

And found it wild and black,

And | cried to the windless va”eys,
1"Be kind and take me back!

But the thirstg tide ran inland,
Ancl the salt waves drank of me,

And | who was fresh as the rainfall
Am bitter as the sea.
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November

The world is tired, the yearis o!d,
The Fac{ing leaves are glac{ to die,
T he wind goes shivering with cold
\/\/here the brown reeds are drg.

QOur love is C{Hing like the grass,

And we who kissed grow colc”y kind,
HalF g]ac{ to see our old love pass
Like leaves a]ong the wind.
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SPring Rain

] thought ] had Forgotten,
Put it all came back again
To~night with the first sPring thunder

[ a rush of rain.

| remembered a darkened c{oorway

W}nerc we stood while the storm swept by,
T hunder gripping the earth

And lightning scrawled on the sl<9.

The Passing motor busses swagcc},
["or the street was a river of rain,
Lashed into little go!dcn waves

]n the lamP Iight’s stain.

With the wild sPring rain and thunder
Mg heart was wild and gay;

Your eyes said more to me that night
T han your ‘iPs would ever say. ...

] thought ] had Forgotten,
Putit all came back again
To~night with the first sPring thunder

I a rush of rain.
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The Ghost

| went back to the clanging city,

] went back where my old loves staﬂed,
But my heart was full of my new love's glorg,
M9 eyes were laughing and unafraid.

] met one who had loved me madlg

And told his love for all to hear —

But we talked of a thousand things together,
The past was buried too deep to fear.

| met the other, whose love was given
With never a kiss and scarce!g aword —

Oh, it was then the terror took me

OF words unuttered that breathed and stirred.

Oh, love that lives its life with !aughter
Or love that lives its life with tears

(an die — but love that is never sPoken

(oes like a ghost through the winding years. ...

| went back to the clanging city,
] went back where my old loves staﬂed,
Mg heart was full of my new love's g]ory, —

But my eyes were suclcjenlg afraid.
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Summer Night, Riverside

]n the wiH, soft summer darkness

How many and many a night we two together
Satin the Park and watched the [Judson
Wearing her lights like go]den sPangles
Glinting on black satin.

The rail along the curving Pathwag

Was low in a happg Place to let us Cross,
And down the hill a tree that dripped with bloom

Sheltered us,
While your kisses and the Howers,

Fa”ing, 1CauirsgJ
Tanglecl my hair. ...

T he frail white stars moved slowlg over the skg.

An& now, far off
]n the Fragrant darkness

The tree is tremulous again with bloom,

FOFJUHC comes back.

To~night what gir]
Dreamilg before her mirror shakes from her hair

This year's blossoms, clinging in its coils?
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chels

If | should see your eyes again,

| know how far their look would go —
PBackto a morning in the Park

With saPPhire shadows on the snow.

Or back to oak trees in the sPring
When you unloosed my hair and kissed
The head that lay against your knees
]n the leaf shadow's amethgst.

And still another shining Placc
\/\/e would remember — how the dun
Wild mountain held us on its crest

One diamond morning white with sun.

But | will turn my eyes from you
As women turn to Put away
Thejewels they have worn at nig}nt
And cannot wear in sober c]ag.
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lnterludc: Songs out of Sorrow

I SPirit’s House

[From naked stones of agony

] will build a house for me;

As a mason all alone

| will raise it, stone }35 stone,

And every stone where | have bled
\/\/1” show a sign of dusk\lj red.

| have not gone the way in vain,
For | have good of all my Pain;

My sPirit’s quiet house will be
Built of naked stones | trod

On roads where | lost sight of (God.
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” Mas‘cerg

] would not have a god come in

To shield me suc{denlg from sin,
And set my house of life to rights;
Nor angels with bright burning wings
Ordcring my ear’cHg thoughts and things;
Rather my own frail guttering ]ights
Wind blown and nearlg beaten out;
Rather the terror of the nights

And long, sick groping after doubt;
Rathcr be lost than let my soul

Slip vaguely from my own control -
Of my own sPirit let me be

]n sole tlﬁough feeble masterg.
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”] Lessons

Un]ess ] learn to ask no help

T:rom any other soul but mine,

T o seekno strength in waving reeds
Nor shade beneath a straggling Pine;
Urxless | learn to look at (Grief
Unshrinking from her tear-blind eyes,
And take from F]easurc fcar]esslg
Whatever ghcts will make me wise —
Un]ess | learn these things on earth,
\/\/119 was ] ever given birth?
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V. Wisdom

When | have ceased to break my wings
Against the faultiness of t}‘;ings,

And learned that comPromiscs wait
PBehind each harc”g oPened gate,
When | canlook | ife in the cyes,
(Grown calm and very colc”y wise,

| ife will have given me the T ruth,
And taken in exchange - my 3outh.
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V. |[na Burging (Ground

T hisis the spot where | will lie
When life has had enough of me,
T}nese are the grasses that will blow
Above me like a Iiving sea.

These gay old lilies will not shrink

T o draw their life from death of mine,
And | will give my body’s fire

To make blue flowers on this vine.

O Sou‘,“ | said, "have you no tears?
\/\/as not the bod9 dear to 9ou?”
| heard my soul say carelesslg,

”T}‘;e mgr’cle flowers will grow more blue.n
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V. Wood Song

] heard a wood thrush in the dusk
Twirl three notes and make a star —
Mg heart that walked with bitterness

Came back {:rom verg Far.

Three shiﬂing notes were all he had,
And get theg made a starr3 call —

| caught life back against my breast
Ancl kissed it, scars and all.
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VIl Refuge

From my spirit's gray defeat,

From my Pulse‘s ﬂagging beat,

f:rom my hopes that turned to sand
Si{:ting through my close-clenched hand,
]:rom my own fault's s]avexy,

]H can sing, ] still am free.

I or with my singing | can make
A reFugc for my sPirit’s sake,
A house of shining words, to be
M}j Fragilc immortalitg.
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I

The Flight

| ook back with longing eyes and know that | will Fo”ow,
| ift me up in your love as a ]ight wind lifts a swallow,

| et ourﬂight be farin sun or blowing rain —

Put what if | heard my first love Ca///ng me again?

Ho]c{ me on your heart as the brave sea holds the Foam,
T ake me far away to the hills that hide your home;
Feace shall thatch the roof and love shall latch the door —

Put what /)[//neara/mﬂ first Jove Ca///hg me once more?
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Dew

As dew leaves the cobweb lightlg
T}nreac{ed with stars,
Scatteringjewcls on the fence
Ancl the Pasture bars;

As dawn leaves the c}rﬂ grass bright
And the tanglecl weeds
Bearing a rainbow gem

On each of their seeds;

So has your love, my lover,
T:resh as the dawn,

Made me a shining road

To travel on,

Set every common sight

O]C tree or stone

De]icatclg alight

For me alone.
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] o-ni ght

The moonisa curving flower of gol&,
The sl(g is still and blue;

The moon was made for the skg to HoldJ
And | for you.

The moon is a lower without a stem,
The sk}j is luminous;

E_temitg was made for them,
To—night for us.
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Ebb Tide

thn the ]ong clay goes bg
And l do not see 3ouricacej
T he old wild, restless sorrow

Steals from its hiding Place.

Mg dag is barren and broken,
Bereft of light and song,
A sea beach bleak and windg

That moans the whole clay ]ong.

T o the empty beach at ebb tide,
Pare with its rocks and scars,
(Come back like the sea with singing,
And light of a million stars.
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| Would | ive in Your]| ove

| would live in your love as the sca-grasses live in the sea,
Bome up }39 each wave as it passes, drawn down }33 each wave that recedcs;
l would cmptg my soul of the dreams that have gatherec’ in me,

| would beat with your heart as it beats, | would follow your soul as it leads.
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Pecause

Oh, because you never tried

To bow my will or break my Pric{e,
And nothing of the cave-man made
You want to keeP me half afraid,
Nor ever with a conquering air

You t}‘:ought to draw me unaware —

Take me, for] love you more

Than ] ever loved before.

And since the boclg’s maidenhood

Alone were neither rare r\orgood
(nless with it | gave to you

A sPirit still untrammeled, too,

T ake my dreams and take my mind
T hat were masterless as wind;
And "Master!™ | shall say to you

Since you never asked me to.
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The Trce of SOng

] sang my songs for the rest,
r:orgou ] am sti”;

The tree of my song is bare
O its shining hill.

For you came like a Iorcug wind,
And the leaves were whirled
Faras ?orgotten things

Fast the rim of the world.

The tree of my song stands bare
Against the blue —
] gave my songs to the rest,

Mgsehc to you.
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The Giiver

You bound strong sandals on my Feet,
You gave me bread and wine,
And sent me under sun and stars,

For all the world was mine.

Oh, take the sandals off my Feet,
You know not what you do;

For all my world is in your arms,

Mg sun and stars are you.
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April Song

Willow, in your April gown
De]icate and g]eaming,

Do you mind in years gone bg
All my dreaming?

SPring was like a call to me
That ] could not answer,
| was chained to loneliness,

], the dancer.

Willow, twink]ing in the sun,
Sti” your leaves and hear me,
| can answer spring at ]ast,

| ove is near me!
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The Wanc{erer

] saw the sunset-colored sands,
Tl‘nc Nile like gowiﬂg fire between,
W}nerc Rameses stares forth serene,

And Ammon's heavg temple stands.

| saw the rocks where long ago,
Above the sea that cries and breaks,
Swift Perseus with Medusa's snakes
Set free the maiden white like snow.

And many skies have covered me,

And many winds have blown me forth,
And | have loved the green, bright nortl’w,
And ] have loved the colc{, sweet sea.

But what to me are north and south,

And what the lure of many ]ancls,

Since you have leaned to catch my hands
And lay akiss upon my mouth.
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The Years

To~night | close my eyes and see

A strange Procession Passing me -

The years before | saw HourFace

(5o bg me with a wistful grace;

Theg pass, the sensitive, 5}13 years,

As one who strives to dance, half blind with tears.

The years went bg and never knew
That each one brought me nearer you;
Their Path was narrow and aPart

And yetit led me to your heart —

Oh, sensitive, shg years, oh, ]onelg years,

T hat strove to sing with voices drowned in tears.
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Enough

[tis enough for me bg &ay

To walk the same bright earth with him;
Enough that over us bg night

T he same great roof of stars is dim.

] do not hoPe to bind the wind
Or set a fetter on the sea —
[tis enough to feel his love

Blow 133 like music over me.
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Come

Come, when the Pale moon like a Peta]
Hoats in the Pearlg dusk of sPring,
(_ome with arms outstretched to take me,

(_ome with lips Pursecl up to c]ing.

Come, forlife is a frail moth Hging,
Caught in the web of the years that pass,
And soon we two, so warm and cager,

Wx” be as the gray stones in the grass.
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Joy

| am wi]d, | will sing to the trees,
] will sing to the stars in the 51(3,
[ love, | am loved, he is mine,

Now at last | can die!

] am sandaled with wind and with Hame,
| have heart-fire and singing to give,
l can tread on the grass or the stars,

Now at last | can livel
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Ric}nes

| have no riches but my thoughts,
Yet these are wealth enough for me;
Mg thoughts oFyou are golden coins
Stamped in the mint of memory;

And ] must spend them all in song,
For thoughts, as well as gold, must be

| eft on the hither side of death
To gain their immorta]ity.
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Dusk in War ] ime

A half-hour more and you will lean
To gat}wer me close in the old sweet way —~
But oh, to the woman over the sea

Who will come at the close of &ag?

A half-hour more and | will hear
The kcy in the latch and the strong, quick tread —
But oh, the woman over the sea

Waiting at dusk for one who is dead!
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Feace

Fcacc flows into me
As the tide to the Poo] bg the s}‘;ore;
[t is mine forevermore,

[t will not ebb like the sea.

] am the Poo] of blue
T hat worships the vivid sky;

M9 hopes were heavex%}ﬂgh,
Thcg are all fulfilled in you.

l am the Pool of gold

When sunset burns and dies —
You are my cleepening skies;
Caive me your stars to hold.
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Moo&s

| am the still rain Fa”ing,

T oo tired for singing mirth —
Oh, be the green fields ca”ingJ
Oh, be for me the earth!

] am the brown bird Pining

To leave the nest and Hg —
Oh, be the fresh cloud shining,
Oh, be for me the skgl
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f‘iouscs of Drcams

You took my emptg dreams
And filled them every one

With tenderness and nobleness,
April and the sun.

The old CmPt\lj dreams

thrc my thoughts would throng
Are far too full of haPPiness
Toevenholda song.

Oh, the empty dreams were dim
And the empty dreams were wide,

They were sweet and s}‘nadowy houses
Where my thoughts could hide.

But you took my dreams away

And you made them all come true —
Mg thoughts have no Place now to Plag,
And nothing now to do.
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Lights

thn we come home at nigl')t and close the door,
Standing toget}ﬁer in the shaclowg room,

Sa{je in our own love and the gentle gloom,

Glad of familiar wall and chair and floor,

Glad to leave far below the Clanging citg;
Looking far downward to the glaring street
Gauclg with !ight, yet tired with many feet,
In both of us wells up a wordless Pitﬂi

Men have tried hard to put away the c]ark;
A million lightecl windows bri”iantlg
]nlay with squares of gold the winter m’ght,
But to us standing here there comes the stark
Sense of the lives behind each 3c”ow light,
And not one who”gjogous, Proucl, orfree.
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”] Am Not Yours“

] am not yours, not lost in you,
Not lost, although ] long to be
| ost as a candle lit at noon,

| ost as a snowflake in the sea.

You love me, and ] find you still
A sPirit beautiful and bright,
Yet ] am ], who !ong to be

| ostasa light is lost in ]ight.

Oh Plunge me deep in love — put out
M9 senses, leave me deaf and blind,
Swept }35 the tempest oggour lovc,
A taper ina rushing wind.

63



Doubt

My soul lives in my boc}g‘s house,

And you have both the house and her —
But sometimes she is less your own

T han a wild, gay adventurer;

A restless and an eager wraith,

r‘iow can ] tell what she will do —

Oh, | am sure of my body‘s faith,
But what if my soul broke faith with you?
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The Wind

A windis b]owing over my soul,
] hearit cry the whole nigl‘:t t}‘srough —
ls there no peace for me on earth

Except with you?

Alas, the wind has made me wise,
Over my naked soul it blew, —
Thereis no peace for me on earth

[ ven with you.
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Morning

| went out on an APri] morning
A” alone, for my heart was high,
| was a child of the shiniﬂg meadow,

| was a sister of the skg.

There in the windg flood of morning
Longing lifted its wcight from me,

| ost as a sob in the midst of cheering,
Swept as a sea-bird out to sea.
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Othcr Mcn

When ] talk with other men
] alwags think OFQOU —

Your words are keener than their worc!sJ

Ancl theg are gentler, too.

When l look at other men,

| wish gourFace were there,
With its gray eyes and dark skin
And tossed black hair.

When | think of other men,

Dreaming alone 139 c{ag,
The thought oFgou like a strong wind
Blows the dreams away.
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Embcrs

| said, "M9 5out}1 is gone

Likc a fire beaten out }39 the rain,
T hat will never sway and sing

Or P!a9 with the wind again.”

] saic{J ”]t is no great sorrow

T hat quenchcd my 9out}1 in me,
PBut onlg little sorrows

Beating ceasclessly."

l thought my 9outh was gone,

But you returned —
[ ike a flame at the call of the wind

]t !eapec{ and bumcc{;

T hrew off its ashen cloak,
And gowncd anew
(Have itself like a bride

Once more to you.
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Message

| heard a cry in the night,
A thousand miles it came,
SHarP as a flash of light,

name, my name!
Y » My

]t was your voice ] hearc{,
You waked and loved me so -
| send you back this word,

] know, ] know!
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The Lamp

]H can bcargour love like a lamP before me,
When ]go down the !ong steep Roac{ of Darkness,
l shall not fear the cverlastiﬂg 5hadows,

Nor cry in terror.

]H can find out (God, then ] shall find Him,
[f none can find [im, then | shall slceP sourwdly,

Knowing how well on earth your love sufficed me,

A lamP in darkness.
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A November Night

7 here! See the line of //;g/ﬁs,

A chain of stars down either side the street —
W/y can't you [i#t the chain and give it to me,
A necklace for my throat? |'d twist it round
And you could /o/aﬂ with it. You smile at me
As t/70u5/7 [ were a little clreamy child

56/7//70/ whose cyes the fairies ve. ... And see,

7776 Pco/o/c on the street look up atus

A//env/ous. We are a ,é/ng ana/quec‘n,

Our roya/ carriage is a motor bus,

We watch our su[jccts with a Aaug/ny jo% -

/L"]'ow still you are! /L—/avc ou been hard at work
Y Y

And are you tired to~n/g/7t? Jtis so /ong

5//7(:@ / have seen you ~— four whole alaﬂs, / think.

Mﬂ heart is crowded full of foolish t/mug/nfs

[ ike car{g Howers in an A/:)r//meaa/ow,

And [ must give them to you, all of them,
Bczforc t/my fade. 7—/7@ /ocop/c / have mef,

7 he /o/aﬂ [ saw, the trivial, 5/71}[t1}7g t/7//755

7 hat loom too é{g or shrink too //tt/c, shadows
[ hat /iurfy, gesturing a/ong a wa/[

Haunf/ng orgay — andyct tﬁcy a//grow real
And take their proper size here in my heart
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W/nenﬂou have seen them. ... [ here's the [laza now,
A [ake of //’5/71’/ 7—0~n{'g/7t it almost seems

7 hat all the /{g/n‘s are gat/mrca’ In your eyes,

Drawn somehow toward gou. 566 the open Paré

/ ying below us with a million /amlos

Secattered in wise disorder like the stars.

We look down on them as Goa/ must look down

On constellations Hoa ting under [Tim

Tang/ea/ in clouds. ... (Come, then, and let us walk
5//7cc we have reached the /oané. /l' /s our gara’cn,
Al black and blossomless this winter n{g/nf,

Putwe f?f/’n‘g A Pr[/ with us, you and J;

We set the whole world on the trail of sprlhg.

/ think that every Pat/7 we ever took

[Has marked our footpr[nts in mﬂstcrfous f/re,
Delicate go/c/ that on{g fairies see.

W/?(:‘f? t/mﬂ wake up at dawn in hollow tree-trunks
Analcomc out on the a/rowsy /oané, tﬁcy look

A/ong the empty pa ths and say, ”0/7, here

Tﬁeﬂ went, and here, and here, and here! (_ome, see,
[Fere is their bench, take hands and let us dance
About itin a WIhG/ﬂ rng and make

A circle round it on/ﬂ tr/nfﬂ can cross

When t/mﬂ come back agaml!”. .. [ ook at the Jake —
Do you remember how we watched the swans

7_/731‘ ngfgt in late Octobcr while t/mg s/c/ol'?

5wan5 must have sta tc/ﬂ drcams, / think. But now

[ he ake bears on(y thin reflected //g/n‘s

77731‘ shake a little. HOW / /ong to take

Onc from the cold black water — new-made go/o/



Tog[vcyou n your hand! And see, and see,
7_/76/"6 /s a star, a/cclo in the /akc, a star!

0/7, dimmer than a locar/ — /’fﬂou 51‘00/0 down
Your hand could almost reach it up to me. . ..

7_/7ch was a new [ra//yc//ow moorn to~n{g/7t —
[ wish you could have had it for a cup
With stars like dew to Fll it to the brim. . ..

f']low cold it is! [ven the /1g/7 ts are Co/c/,-

7—/765 have /out shawls of fog around t/nfm, see!
What if the air should grow so c//m(g white
7773t we would lose our way a/ong the Pat/75
Made new bﬂ walls of moving mist reccc//ng

T he more we follow. ... What a silver n{g/m/
777315 was our bench the time you said to me
7776 /ong new poem — but how different now,
f’]’ow eerie with the curtain of the z[og

/\//aé/ng it strange to all the fri@nc//y trees!

[ here is no wind, and yet great curving scrolls
Carve tﬁcmse/vcs, ever cﬁang/'ng, in the mist.

Wa//é ona //L‘l’/c, let me stand here wa tc/7ing

7—0 sce you, too, grown strange to me and far. . ..

/ used to wonder how the Park would be

/7[ one n/;g/ﬂ!' we could have it all alone —

No lovers with close arm-encircled waists
Jo w/n’sper and break in upon our dreams.

And now we have it |~ very wish comes true!
We are alone now in a //eccy world:

E ven the stars have gone. We two alone!
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[Enc{ of Love SOngs.]

{As an item of interest to the reader, the Fo”owing,
which was at the end of this edition, is included.
Onlg the advertisement for the same authoris included].
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Bg the same author

Rivers to the Sea

" here is Aard/ﬂ another American woman-poct whose poctry /5 gcnera//ﬂ
known and loved like that of. 5ara Tcasc/a/c. ‘K/’vers to the 5eaj

her [atest volume of {gribs, possesses the a/c//cacy of imagery,
the inward /'//um/'nat/'on, the /7{g/7 vision that characterize the poctry
that will endure the test of time.”— " Review of Reviews'.

" Kivers to the Sea’is a book of sheer c/@//('g/ﬁ. ... [Tertouch
turns cveryt/%/ng to song.”— E_clwarcl J Wheeler, n ‘Current OPinion“

"Sara Teasc/a/e 's [gr/cs have the C/ar/'ty, the prec/s/on,
t/mg/‘ace analifra(grancc of Howers.” — Harriet Monroe, in® Foetrgﬂ

"Sara Teascfa/@ has a gcnfus for the song, for the Pc‘n[cct /ﬂr/’c,
in which the words seem to have fallen into /.‘)/ECC without art or effort.”

—| ouis Urstcrmeyer, in "] he Cl’iicago Evening Fost.

" Rivers to the Sea’is the best book of pure {grits
that has alopcarea/ in E/zg//'sﬁ since A. . [Housman's A 5/7rolc>5/’7/'rc [ﬁac/’. o
— Wi”iam Marion Rcecl\zjj in | he Mirror.

i Rivers to the Sea’is the most beautiful book of pure /\gr/cs
that has come to my /Sanc//nyears. T Los Angeles Graphic"

"Sara Tcasc/a/c 5/1755 about love better than any other Confemloorarﬂ
Am@rfcanpocﬁ i~ T he Poston Transcript’.

1 Rivers to the Sea’is the most c/marmfng volume of poctry that has appcarea/
on either side oft/wAt/ant/c /nascore o{ycars. M St. | ouis Repub]ic’.
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Sara Tcas&a]c (i 8841 956):

T easdale was born in St. | ouis, Missour, where she attended a school that
was founded bg the grandlcather of another great Poet from St. Louis -T. 5
Eliot. She later associated herself more with New York City. Her first book
of poems was ’50/7/7@1‘5 to Dusc” (i 907), [at least one poem in the current
volume, "[aults” is from this book,] but "/ Felen of Troy”(i 911) was the true
launch of her career, followed bg "Kivers to the 563” (i 91 5), ’Zove 501755”
(i 91 7), ”/:/ame and 5/730/0W” (i 920) and more. Her final voiume, ’§trange
\/fCi’O/y”, is considered }33 many to be Predictive of her suicide in i 9353,
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