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AUTUMN WIND

The wind is a reckless roustabout

Who blows umbrellas inside out:
With savage glee he pesters the leaves

And a wild, fantastic pattern weaves.
I call him an errant vagabond fellow
To loosen the leaves all red and vellow.

His voice is a husky saxaphone
That wails in a minor monotone,

Wanton and weird, in a willful mood,

He often disturbs my solitude,
Yet his ranting pives me a jittery thrill

When he sends wild echoes from hill to hill,

Just see his tattered garments fly

As he tears along through the leaden sky!
The clouds go scurrying all the while

As he rolls the tumble-weeds mile on mile.
He resembles a bold and boisterous boy
Who cares not whether his pranks annoy.

Far out on the prairie he spends his wrath
By chasing everything loose in his path.

Let him shriek and whistle and tear his hair;

Let him wave his arms, and see if 1 care.
I'm hot afraid of this lunatic fellow

Who scatters the leaves all red and vellow.

-=luecile Chandler
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0 Life,

How hard you are

For those who toil and sweat
they may eat a c

Too much!
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Our land

H e

as bread enough
That all should have their fill,
And time for joys that 1ift the soul

From ruts.

Our

Has beauty,too,
Yet downcast eyes
By daily grind. O

You, arel

Lucile Chandler
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IN THE GARDEN

(With apolopies to Alfred Noves)

Vhen the wind was a whispering phantom fripght ening aspen-leaves,
Fnd the night was deep with a stillness known to the heart that
And the moonlight made of the fountain a
I saw her gown like the starlight,

Her shimmering gown like the S*lr¢l?h+
I saw her gown like the starlight and heqrd her softly pass, §

grieves, f
crystal-pazer's glass, It

She passed--but she turned back slowly, and dawn was in her eves ; )

Her April lips were parted in wondering surprise: !

Then it seemed she floated toward me--dewdrops shone on her hair,

And she wove her spell on the garden, '
The scented, moon-glowing parden

She wove her sﬁell on the garden and cau*ﬁt

me unaware, !

I stood enchanted, waiting: at last she reached my side:
Beneath her gaze I trembled and felt the engulfing tide
Of many rushing waters--she smiled so tenderly;

And my heart was bound by her magic, I
Her delicate, star- -spun magic, '
My heart was bound by her magic and never again

was free. )

We met each night in the garden:; the silence stole away,

And the night was filled with music known to the heart thqt 5 gav:

And many a vow was spoken and many a promise made H

As we dreamed our dreams by the fountain, i
The sparkling, erystal fountain,

As we dreamed our dreams by the ?ozqtﬂin and through

Elysium straved,

But her soul was lightly earthbound, her life's brief flower was blown,
lier airy spirit frew restive--and I was lef't alone i
To wander in the garden through all the empty years: i
For she lay beneath the roses, '

The fragrant drooping roses, :
She lay beneath the roses oblivious to my tears,

And yet when the wind is a phantem frightening aspen- leaves,
And the night is deep with a stillness known to the heart tkqt grieves,

I see her gown like the
Her shimmering gown

cs‘.'{-r" lf—‘ t
like the starlifht,

T

: . L see her gown like the starlight and hear her softly pass,

~-=Marjorie W, Brachlow

(Acoepted—Lfor lMinnesota -Section of -HARRTON*S—INTERNATIONAL
| ANTHOLOGY 1938,

i
And the moonlight makes of the fountain a crvstal-gazer's glass, 1
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"PHE BROXEN HEAR?T"

A1l LN o

A broken heart is not the end of things;

But rather, it begins a deeper sight.

To span fthe broken rhythm, love has wings;
And 1ife has power to take ocourageous flight.
Within & broken heart, beauty begins

A glorious course in landscapes wholly new.
Advanced by grief, the humble sufferer wins;

Discovers love where everything is true.

A broken heart seeks solace, weaving dreans:

For misery finds oblivion where they rise.

To broken hearts, they carry healing streams;
They have & power in which ambition lies.
When teken unaware, & crisis falls.

A broken heart? Rejoice, an angel calls.

By filice ialkﬁfxil H%JCFSUH
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"THE BROKEN HEART"

II

AFTER THE BROKEN HEART

It cannot be described, the broken heart;

Its causes are remote in age-long scenes.
Perhaps, on earth, it always will be part

0f living's course, to rouse inactive dreams;
But thanks to heaven for golden aftermaths,
Composed of wisdom's peaceful, healing glow.
Thanks for the brilliant views of promised paths

They bring to mind with every spreading flow.

Through sympathy, the broken heart unites.

It 1s an earthly grieving 811 live through
Before the spirit mounts exalted heights,

And sceles the higher mind's enchaenting®blue.
He is & master man who spreads his wings

After the broken heart; rises, and sings:

By ﬂlioe.ic‘&h&%l HhJc#énn




YTHE BROKEN HEART"

III
STILL EMPLOYED

Were 1ife evelved to spirit's high estate,
Emotions all perfected, appetites tamed,
A broken heart could never be men's fate;
No weakness could exist, outgrown, unclaimed.
Out in the whirlwind conflicte of.todey,
The broken heart has an esgsential place;

Lts anguish forces men to Ekneel and pray,
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Obliges him to learn the laws of grace.

Along with other means of forecing thought,

The broken heart, alas, is still employed

To delve the depths where truth is seen and caught,
Or reach the heights that prophets have enjoyed.
The end of broken hearts rests on the rise

0f all the righteous power that dormant lies.

= f A ;r -
Dy Hlice de ‘(?asf? HHGCT’J@*’?’

i e i 7 e i e ot e e e . e e e e et B e

R —




Strict m [ a se whi ch ¢ upon
Pleasures as 8 nda poi a8 the

dance,
This little seamstress,quiet,careful,quick,
o unarresting to the passing glance,---
Makes most dellcious dance-Irocks,

shimmering sheatns,
For warm white bodies,palpitant with youth,
And sometimes secretly imaglines weariag
Her most extreme ceeations, hates the truth
Of sneering mirrors telling her she 's sallow,
And beat and wrinkled, with thin,graying hair,
And feels sweet shame in fancying around her
The arms that clasp her gowns that others wear,
K/

Flowence Neenan
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To A Beloved Egoist.

Though I acknowledge that you hold yourself
Remote and high,

Too brilliant to be gentle,yet I own
You are my sky.

T e 4 W o

And you have said that I seem very lige
Some quiet pool,

Worn deep by tossing torrents aad now left
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Serene and cool.

Must I glilve back your image only,
Faithful, clear,
without one ripple of myself,to be
To you most dear?
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Morning

We rise, refreshed.

Oh, give us strength to meet
The trials that infest the day,
Oh Godl

Evening

We pause to rest.

Forgive our stumbling ways

And msy we rest in peaceful sleep,
Oh God}

Couplet

Like countless stars that spark the skies
Let holy thoughts at eve arise.

Mrs. T.N,Ganschow




A QUESTION

The earth totters,

Sways

As a pendulum;

Upward she struggles,
Staggers

As one intoxicated,

Powerful men arise,

They govern,

Then the cry ,"Peace, Peace,"
Will there be peace?

War looms and threats

In the far East,

Civil strife

Just happens in the western lands;
The world itself

Falls on its knees

Hoping and striving

For right versus might,

What 1s the outcome

In this battle of life?

P S——
TP S U S s . S SP

Elsa E, Kruse
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BANKED FIRES

Each day, each year, along deserted roads,

Lie bleaching skeletons of dead desires--

The scattered fragments--ashes of despair--

Of those who, losing fadith, had banked their fires.

--=Juecile Chandler

TEE SEA GULL

And in the gray of earily dawn I heard

The strange heartbresking cry of some sea bird

Wheeling to breast a wave, against the rock-flung spray,
Rose~tinted by approaching day.

--=Valencia Ackerson

Thoughtless tongpues that wag too weil
Often plunge angels into hell,

~=-=Hillametta Hayward

THE TRAGEDY

You and I,

Who touched the sky

With dreams we dreamed together,
Met today and talked--

About the weather,

---0lpga Hilsen
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IN PRAYER

I thank you for this day, dear Lord
Although my hurt ls great, I stlill can see
The flowers blooming on the hill

And that the skles above are blue,

Though clouds pass by,

In gsilent benediction I give praise to you,

o

For though a raging winter storm

May come in summer time,

There still is 1life when there is hope and prayer,
And we must learn to live a while

Before we learn of your great healing power,

Yesterday the leaves were dead and fallen
And deep beneath the snow they lay
And only waiting as we wailt for strength and life,

But, now, today, the sun is shining brightly

S50 brightly up on yonder hill,

The leaves are green and whispering softly,
il

"God is back within your heart agaln,

-Ina Newhouse




TRAILER LIFE

Oh! the trailer life 1s a great life,
So roving, so open, so free,

Sans labor, care, flurry and strife,
It keeps calling and calling to ue,

e P PN

Oh! the trailer road is a vagabond road,
Looping plain, mountain, and purple hill,
With heaven inslide our small abode,

And the hours filled with magic thrill,

On! the trailer day 1s a gypnsy way,
Of living, and eating, and sleepling,
With the great outdoors so vast, so gay,

Birds singing, and wild things leaping,

for the hum of wheels and the traller's creak,
the white ribbon of road a-beckoning,
the 1life I crave, the life I seek,
of beauty and vagabond trekking,

-liyrtle Ditter
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MY PICTURE ROOM

There's a room within my soul,
Only I have the key,

And the cherished pictures therein,

Belong to me,

Green grasses, and plants, and leaves,

It's greentime now;
But look! A scarlet tanager!
Upon a bough,

Summer storm clouds darkening,
A strong wlld breeze,

A young colt fiercely galloping
Pagt swaying trees,

At dusk in flaming sutumn,
A mottled deer,

Leaps quick.,y across the highway
In gtartled fear,

A church on a Christmas Lve,
With candles aglow,

And drifting from the heavens,
A blesging of snow,

And in this little room,
There 1ls much more to see,

But other thlngs are calling,
50 I turn the key,

-Adeline Swanson
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' P Couplets and Quatrains.

Prevention.

R S 3 P S PE'Y

Who fights at home with tongue aand pen
May halt a holocaust again.

o ISP ST —————— AL R LSS

Winter Serenade.

I hear the facile fingers of the breeze
!'1"\ x

I'wang the cold harpstrings of the trees.

L RN NN T i

Astrology.

Within the vast cup of the midnight sXky
The scattered stars like tea-leaves
Tell my fate,
Their mystic rule what folly to defy,-——-
I drank the brew of life and learned,
Too late.

i S i

War Is a Cheat.

War is a cheat and man the foollsh dupe,
War wears man's graandest passions for

his cloak
Self-sacrifice,alleglance to his group,
Nobility and courage,---a grim Jjoke,

Tight Rope Walker. I

m A skillful juggler balances precarious
7 -

And ever-mounting piles of objects various,

=]
| The while along a slender wire ne dances, - ]
But should a nation's leader take such chances?
|
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-2--From Whence Cometh My Help."

' / t N
5 ’ -‘\’ Imlitatlon of Masefield's"Sea Fever." 1

B ' I must go up to the hills again,

f ' To the lonely heighte and the sxy,

{ ‘ For I need the grandeur of soaring peaxs | {
? To 1ift my eyes on hlgh;

i .' With the clean wind thro' the tall trees

And the waterfalls steady thuander,

! To wrap my soul in majesty,

N. Lose weariness in wonder.

i

i

I must go up to the hills again,
Up to the lasting snow,
inere the hard ciimb to the sheer crag
Brings the glorious scene below;
Where the quick neart feels a pause of awe,
And the silence eases pain,
And my littleness is folded secure
‘ . In the greatness of God,again.

F,jorcncg ch’.ndﬁ
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DEFENDERS OF BEAUTY

Sighing yellow grasses and reeds sway gently

Over hidden waters escaped from furrows

Plowed by lathered horses along the hedges
Nearer and nearer.

Swamps that grieve protest the aggressive farmer---

Grudge his stealthy trespasses spring and autumn;

Breed their insects, dragonflies, thorns and thickets,
Stubbornly guarding,

Pan, of marsh and fallow-ground patron, whistles,

Warns of risk in treacherous quicksand footings,

Whines and moans in winds like the cries of children
Long ago sunken,

So, today, the Lesbhbian-like bard in sapphics

Pleads the tongueless charm of the summer marshes;

Begs the hard-souled practical man be kind to
Profitless beauty.

Pan, vain poet-painter of wealthy summer,

Preens his brilliant show of her chromes and crimson,

Proudly too wears dusty-brown autumn's garments
Threadbare and ragged,

Still, despite their penury, toil the artistes:

Sing through hungers, scribble in lonely alcoves---

Pleasure, Wealth, consumers of priceless Beauty,
Stingy in payment!




I Made a Shrine

I made a shrine on the shore of a dream

Where the words of your song come to me . .

And the waves on the sand, on the shore, on the land

S I . s S 1B,

Is the music you're singing to me.

I made a shrine on the shore of a Dream

e e i e e

Where the love in your eyes smiles at me ., .

And the waves o'er the shells, on the stones, know themselve)

The words you are smiling at me.

I made a shrine on the shore of a Dream
The place where you're always with me . .

And the storms all around, will not harm us, I've found

For we are the calm of the sea.

Louise W. Kani
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An em@nation so akin to trees

And pensive lakes and fragrent, cool brown wood:

Faint memory of violets in the Spring,

So fresh and dewy wet against my cheek.
Reechoed swell of old Cathefral chimes
That sound at evening. . faint and far away . .

You bring me these.

Louise W, Mani
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Were I e deer and hoofed
And nosed out grass rootis

Or stayed and played, when
Was gentler, in the shaded

And should I then a hunfer weet
Vho: without warning me, "Be Flset®,
ghould claim my carcass, lacking grace
On truck bouna fo

r the market place;

Still could
Tho ate 3
Would zlow with strength and grateful praiss,
' grudge my shortened days.
And could I know my mounted head
Above the doorway wlhere men sped
yet tender eyes,

reqalge,

I'd comnt my destiny as won

R
fo

Ehough lonely fawm
The treil of v

Into the dancerot

Grace Rorem Robains
November 1937
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ROBINSON JEFFERS

After reading Tamar, Cawdor, and Thurso's
Landing, I have come to the conclusion

D e e e S et it g
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Thet all he saw from where he stood

Wag vile and tarnished sisterhood
Exhumed from every ancient Lore
Strewn naked on the Carmel shore,

S S

Then with his scalpelled intellect
Proceeded calumly to dlssect
The ghostly tribe, Nor did he spare
A tooth or bone or hank of hair,

Not satlsfied to carve and look
He wrote the detalls in a book
Besmirching psges - page On page
With epics of stark villalinage
Attributed to fallen Eves
The truth of which no one believes,

|
|
|
|
|

-Daisy Cruver
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MY DREAMING HOUR

I have a dreaming hour - and then

I f111 myself with ecstacy

Of long remembered kisses,

The way you looked at me - and when
You held me in your ar and sald,

"I love you", My hea burst forth
Into a song of such sheer lovelliness
To last beyond the years into eternity.

o S e SRV I o Wi, NN

~-Ina Newhouse

GRATITUDE

Into this world of mine you came
The living breath of wondrous flame
Lanlshing shadows away

Forever from night and day.

Into thls heart of mine you grew

oStrong as the wind and sweet as the dew
And now that soll which was bare

Is tended with loving care,

Into this mind of mine you instilled

The need of the old, the poor and weak-wllled,
You taught me to couprehend

And graciously unbend,

Into this soul of mine you brought
Surcease from all worldly thought

Un bended knees I thank you, Lord,

For riches that in my life you poured,
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-Ina Newhouse
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AT LEAST I TRIED

By Nina Pride Hoag

I'11 try to write & sonnet if I can;
ttempting what I never have before;
Lot easy rhymes, the ones 1 like T0 scan;
But sonnets make me work, and work some more.
our lines, an octave 1 must write;
me see, what else have I to say?
must be finished now, this very night
will be the very deuce to pay.
rork I must do or I will lose
out of the lesson for the day;
I must write, I cannot choose
or & couplet bright and gay.
instructor tells me what to do
do it: she will see me through.
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% ' a cove on the Northern Scoteh coast, * %

bt W ¢ the tides, with a roar, hurry in, *»
k% And the waves are so angry and high, * %
* % That they splash where the tall rocks begine %
* % %k
% f you wait till the tide has gone home, e
- And the waves have retired to their rest, *
o You will find on the sands, near the rocks, %%
% Lovely seaweed, and shells, lightly pressed. %%
* e %k
b Such rare treasures are found in the sea, *
" Coming out of the dark depths below, **
Y In that storehouse way under the deep, .k
e There are secrets we never may Knows

*% o e

* %

= So it is with the storms of this life, ok
e §yhen the waves of adversity roll, %
b They will bring from within unknown strength, 5
e i And life's tides will reveal the true soul. %
Lt F ok % %k
0k k% * ok e o
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* By *
" MRS. FLORENCE ENGLISH HADDEN, *
* 2748, Harriet Ave., *
* Minneapolis, Minnesotae *
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The need of friendship dwells in every heart

A wish to share the joys, and troubles, %oo,

The human soul should never stand apart

From those who look for friendship that is true.
There is a bond that seems to draw a friend,
Though all unconscious of such bonds are we;

I only know that friendship has no end,
Unselfish, too, and noble it must Dbe.

fhe Master, while on earth, was friend

And gave to us the simple Golden Rule;

fhe rule to use while listening to the call

0f lonely ones, who need us in life's school.
We should rejoice when friendship comes our way,
For loyal friendship glorifies each day.
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BY
Mrs. Florence English Hadden,
2748, Harriet Aveonue,
Minneapolis, lMinnesota.
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