































































































































































































THE SILVER WAY

You think to shut me out of your life,
You smile upon me frostily,

Cloaking the red flame of your love

In black cloths of space and silence,
You click the key in the reluctant lock,
And pass softly to your single couch,
Locking me out of your thoughts.

1L,

As long as you are anything,
I shall find you . . . touch you.
If you were shriveled to nothing,

I would be the something cuddling it.

The wan wind of dawn

Tugs fitfully at your window,

Thins into tiny openings,

Swells laughingly throughout your morning
chamber,

And smoothes your rose-blown body

As you yawn, happily,
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THE SILVER WAY

Your welcome to day. . . .
I am the wind.

W.

The loud golden sunlight

Touches your hand in the shadowed gloom,
Wakes it to rosy splendor. .

It draws you slowly to the open window,
And makes your lips a scented flame. . . .
I am the sunlight.

The dew-dusted rose

Powders its living perfume on you;
You yield yourself to its clasp. . . .
I am the rose.

“—

At the blank midnight,
Under the restless seas of heaven,
Where dim flotillas pitch,
With golden-lanterned prows
And erimson stars at their sterns,
A quiet moonbeam presses its silvery way
To where you breathe and sleep. . . .
I am the moonbeam.
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THE SILVER WAY

VIL

Silent you sleep—
The black womb of the sky
Aches to push forth its silver child.

I am the thin sickle-edge of light,
Cleaving the darkness to you.

I am the round silver eye,

Rapt with your helpless beauty.,

I am the golden arms stretched down
From the late low moon,

Lifiing you.

It is the darkness. . . ,

And we are one.
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APHRODITE ENOIKIA

L

Out of the russet sea, over the crackling sands,

Scarved with a shimmering veiling of foam, the
sea-sired goddess stands.

Lo, at her back the waves gnash with their whi-
tened teeth,

And all is a desolate anguish above, a deep
drowned grief beneath.

But here where her footfall pauses, and here
where her blue eyes stay,

The soil is awake with a blossoming madness, a
rapture of flowery spray:

Poppy, hydrangea and odorous violet, and the
red flame of the rose,

Carpet the glad and fortunate path where her
sweet self goes.

So came love to the land, out of the earliest sea;

S0 came love to the land—as love has come to me.

II.

How did he chance to mark your coming so,

That earliest singing soul of long ago?

Sick of way-worn search for a tarnished fleece,
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