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From The Black Riders and Other Lines


VIII
I looked here;

I looked there;

Nowhere could I see my love.

And – this time –

She was in my heart.

Truly, then, I have no complaint

For though she be fair and fairer,

She is none so fair as she

In my heart.

XLVI
Many red devils ran from my heart

And out upon the page.

They were so tiny

The pen could mash them.

And many struggled in the ink.

It was strange

To write in this red muck

Of things from my heart.

XXVI
I met a seer.

He held in his hands

The book of wisdom.

“Sir,” I addressed him,

“Let me read.”

“Child –“ he began.

“Sir,” I said,

“Think not that I am a child,

For already I know much

Of that which you hold.

Aye, much.”

He smiled.

Then opened the book,

And held it before me –

Strange that I should have grown so suddenly blind.

XXX
Supposing that I should have the courage

To let a red sword of virtue

Plunge into my heart,

Letting to the weeds of the ground

My sinful blood.

What can you offer me?

A gardened castle?

A flowery kingdom?

What?  A hope?

Then hence with your red sword of virtue.

XXV
Behold, the grave of a wicked man,

And near it, a stern spirit.

There came a drooping maid with violets.

But the spirit grasped her arm.

“No flowers for him,” he said.

The maid wept:

“Ah, I loved him.”

But the spirit, grim and frowning:

“No flowers for him.”

Now, this is it –

If the spirit was just,

Why did the maid weep?

LVI
A man feared that he might find an assassin;

Another that he might find a victim.

One was more wise than the other.

XLVIII
Once there was a man –

Oh, so wise!

In all drink 

He detected the bitter,

And in all touch

He found the sting.

At last he cried thus:

“There is nothing –

No life,

No joy,

No pain –

There is nothing save opinion,

And opinion be damned.”

XX
A learned man came to me once.

He said, “I know the way – come.”

And I was overjoyed at this.

Together we hastened.

Soon, too soon, were we

Where my eyes were useless,

And I knew not the ways of my feet.

I clung to the hand of my friend;

But at last he cried,

“I am lost.”

LVII

With eye and gesture 

You say you are holy.

I say you lie.

For I did see you

Draw away your coats

From the sin upon the hands of a little child.

Liar!

LVIII

The sage lectured brillilantly.

Before him, two images:

“Now this one is a devil,

And this one is me.”

He turned away.

Then a cunning pupil

Changed the positions.

Turned the sage again:

“Now, this is the devil,

And this one is me.”

The pupils sat, all grinning,

And rejoiced in the game.

But the sage was a sage.

XIV

There was a crimson clash of war.

Lands turned black and bare.

Women wept;

Babes ran, wondering.

There came one who understood not these 

things.

He said, “Why is this?”
Whereupon a million strove to answer him.

There was such an intricate clamor of 

tongues,

That still the reason was not.

War is Kind

Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.

Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky

And the affrighted steed ran on alone,

Do not weep.

War is kind.


Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment,


Little souls who thirst for fight,


These men were born to drill and die.


The unexplained glory flies above them,


Great is the battle-god, great, and his kingdom –


A field where a thousand corpses lie.

Do not weep, babe, for war is kind.

Because your father tumbled in the yellow trenches,

Raged at this breast, gulped and died,

Do not weep.

War is kind.


Swift, blazing flag of the regiment,


Eagle with crest of red and gold,


These men were born to drill and die.


Point to them the virtue of slaughter,


Make plain to them the excellence of killing


And a field where a thousand corpses lie.

Mother whose heart hung humble as a button

On the bright splendid shroud of your son,

Do not weep.

War is kind.

