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Full twenty thousand years ago
Anoartise, wm.ﬁing late,

Beneath a cavern painting carved:
“TOTHEET DEDICATE.”

Palmed scientists have studied it—
A picture of a vine;

Bat mostly glasses rest wpon
That dedicating line.

The ages, eager to erase,
Have F#.!‘-JE-J that bollow tier:
"The Hanging Crardens at their belt—

Tbe}l see no vantage here,

And so the heart is prospered still
While Time's old bravoes wait,

ﬂi,fm.rf?ing not that bonded line—
“TO THEE I DEDICATE."”

N. C.
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PRELUDE

YDUIH ,!'LIIC].}I' l‘i”ﬂ-'l'-' I.'.I.I:r
IMId thc Pﬂiﬂt ﬂ.lld EI'ITGI'[C‘——'-
Our Indian princess

From old Roanoke,

For when a country
Calls che Anal guard,
SPiti.ts arise

Recruited ]'J}f 2 bard.

And from the past
In deeskin and in bead,
Comes Pocahontas

At her country’s need,
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POCAHONTAS

CANTOI1
The Revole

Give them bur a fambeau,
Give them bur a dick—

Ivan, Jan and Abou Rah
All go out to work.

Peace, lowly Peace, heart-tenant not for lang,

Residing chiefly in a poet's song.

Bu[-l:'l'cf wi“ing o bﬂ W'Dmd [1'0111 I‘.l‘lﬂ:nc:—-
Heedless of lure ot hecric consequence.

Peace, laureled Peace, so lovely yet so plain;
The sworn familiar who would not remain.

One time, when meadow chactels in the dun
Believed that understanding had begun;

.:a'l.lld EII.II'.I'J.IEI'.! [sCs on a Eil.l.'Cil'.SS WE“
PFCSI.I[!I'].CE! SICCUH.E:,I’ P-DSSESSE& I:I}' .']11:
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14 Pocahontas

GI'IL'. timc., W11CH {'CITI-! Hﬂd .ir::n:i.mcntal mads
Had faith in their impermanent abodes;

l"l'lll-'F'C [DH['I.L:'. DU[E’C!‘!’CS EI'II: SPECU{,“.& In & qucst—
Secking for her, so common buc so blest.

If the revolt that razed our government,
Gave us 3 queen in lieu of president;

I chat revole buc Phammn-sin:d theme—
We still believe cruch sometimes sees che dream;

lnvades che wance, instruces a forecase ace,
Produces d}'nﬂstlts without a fact.

Since chis dhe mood, wen YCArs We must assume.
Feorfcit o giw: a calendar full room,

Quicki}' Wo oine o nﬂn—i:xisl:cnt I'Jﬂf.ﬂﬁ
When the red Rag struck the United States;

Wﬂ\fﬂd inmlcntl}r. I'I'I.th:d CDJ.TI.FICI.ECH.EC duwn,
Then fled before che lustee of a crown.
The hrst of May, and Nineteen Forry-One—

Fi'l.-'{,! }"E:ll','i wid‘mut 1 wanion ,';unn'sc gl.'l]'l.

Qur treaty boards had wclgh:cl :xplnswr: sound,
Hﬂd fuund & Pcnl m tl.'h'_" murnlng ml]ﬂ'd
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The day was clear, and childhaod's games were held,
With swest attenriong for the sick and eld.

The nightf Mo Galileo had foreseen,

Yer angry Plnn-er_c strove o intervene.

As ndal surge without announcer comes,
So broke the lueid medley of the glums.

Bed tumult raved in every timid mare
And srimson hordes struck ae the naron's heare.

Cioes were seized like pastry from a tray,
A thousand mayors hung before the day,

In Washirégmm sedition shook the streets,
A Senate fled, the House went out of metes.

He whoe waz President made strange demand—
He called for troops and none were 1n the land,

For we had gone beyond the sabre show—
The lively footfalls of a sencry-go.

We knew our navy as an ofi-shore tug,
iﬂlnd m'l.mﬂfﬂd ﬂI'InII.'EE on a3 Fﬂ-}'ﬂr rl.:lg,

And zo the massacre could net be stn}r:c[:
Our friends, our neighbors, branded, shot or Aayed.
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Our towers turned to cinders in chat nighe;

Up heaved cathedrals, blown by dynamite.

Bridees were muned, rail erminals d:srruyod.
The reservoirs with Aoating geaveyards cloyed.

Men wonder now how such o ceazed design
Could so surprise a government benign.

But in the years p-n:t:::l'lng Forty-One
We had denied ourselves 5 single gun.

The armories, neat lecoure halls became;
Dismnn[led EﬂftS £ﬂl’gﬂt l'hE:p' ]'I:ll:l a namc.

\
And on the acean's bed, for sake of peace,
The last good cruiser we had buile for Greece.

Anarchy sleeps, the dove infarmed the rose:
A robot jokes while sledge-armed bandits doze,

Like ez the worm a Hindog venerates,
So coils the deadly creed of ancient hates.

Creed thart may haune 2 houschold nnocent,
Issuing from an unsuspected vent.

Fanged as of old, and stripped of mercy’s ban
Sl:n'Ees ere it hiss: “The Brotherhood of Man."
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Viper or vermin, what to them was peace,
Or the new currency that gave releaser

Gl‘cat minds ]'lEI.E[ SE'I.G'W'H us E!‘I:I.t f[’]E .EIE:II D.E wan—

A Pulsgl:.ss geyser ina Figm}-’ fanc.

A race CUU.!'I’J ﬂlmﬂst Pn}Fhﬂi}' its P‘ﬂ}’
When one hour’s work would keep the home a day.

An ﬁvt‘,rFluﬁ for luxuries untold

When labar's comn reared the disc of gold,

We were the h-nl:lcfui dreamers on a |:dgv:
The while a pre::ipu:: prcp:m:d the r:dgt:.

Or else dazed reckoners with new machine,
Starded becauss percentage grew so keen.

We found che nit could top the t:gcr = dues,
.la.lﬂ& :El'ﬂ‘m i :tphcr spil:ttng EUI}FES COZC.

in ﬂlch a til'ﬂ.ﬂ-. Whﬂ quutcs H P[CCCant?
Not those who doomed the quartermaster’s tent.

Spirits there are, the exiles of eacl age,
B]ding thelr time o irAfce 3 sage.

Spirics of pythons dead a thousand years,
Spinies of anthropeids long 1n arrears.
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Crm:ping to cradles sleepy nurse careens,
Thc}' eneer heirs of stevedaores and deans,

And who shall say chey oust not chosen soul
And stay to mutilate a heavenly réle?

Whﬂn nta\'isms mH-t l:ar l'lﬁ” a4 hcur..
A scientist would scarce deny them power,

T}I;S thllng hﬂS I'I.EI-PPCJ'“'.‘I:]. cvcninE End morn—
A change of soul, and not a garmenc torn.

Buc presently we sense a torrid clime,
And then begins the primal pantomime.

A Grecian temple topples from a cliff;
The Alexandrine bookstall in a whiff.

Across a desert lopes a gabbing weird,
And builds a gmdg: that half che world h;s feared,

II"I. thﬂ Wiid W-B'jt-ﬂ'l' ﬂff our FDII}’-QHE

SUJ.TII: EPU'!EC EI.'lE 'I:['L'I.T!], bLI'E [llﬁfll}f more were dumh

Terror for once had orpamzed the wave
On such a scale one view subdued the brave,

Cold slaughter seemed the move thae pleased them best;
They dragged the rich man's Hedglings from the nest.
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Tfﬂ.Cl‘.IEES Gf Pl‘it[‘,, ﬂlh‘.‘i S'IZ!I.[iS[iCI:lI'I-S skillcd, i
Wil’h ﬁbbi. F-l'llf.SE illld I11IIHII51:L'[ WeTe bi"l:d

Timed to a mareh, the scaffold did ies work,
Encouraged by the flambeau and che dirk.

ThE lea&ers oW arc kl'lf.l"-\'l'l w c'-'cry mEn—

The brueal [van, Abou Rah and Jan.

And from this trio 1dcaled by a drain,
Issued the orgy inic-cd 1n a stain,

Cities were mupt:d, and burned by schedule sheet;
Murder, time-tabled, zigzagged down each screer.

Ivan, the torch, and Jan the dripping knife,
But Abou Rah, the mystic in the strife.

For of the ewils that arranged our shame—
Lease d:c.tld:d he who were dhe pagan name,

Soothly the leaders of the reds were two,

Wich Abou Rah, a figurehead in rue.

J"’s.[tcr EI'IC rush DF ITIDID'S i l'l’!li.!d array,

The system of the plotters had full play.

Majors of pillage their commissions earned,
Dc:lmg 16t NS0, dnn](}nmg the learned.
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Shackle the young, the apish leaders roared,
Be fair and give the judgment of the horde;

Else they will bloom and whelm in fucure year;
The lust for learning always marks cthe peer.

Daughters of Eden handed round as loo,
By Soviet rogues whose uniform a boot.

Oh, many maids the garb of madness wear—
Grovel 1o hear a fm{s:cp on the stair.

Mow while the horror stalked a davneed land,
Eight patriotic poets formed 2 band;

Argued a queen was whar a country needs
When over-truscful, misused nacion bleeds.

Surcl}-' there must be one high chatelaine
Worthy of crown, and canlloned to raign.

These poets were our Crost, with soul afire,
The two Monets, deep Clavis Vanderspire;

Parkham and Arlingron, with Kinsey, brave,

And good Jarl Randberg, of the pondered seave.

There was no chance to make a Nordhern quest
With Vassar, Wcﬂcslty. rfled of their bese.
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In Maryland, i garret, under lc;:],f,
A parret consecrate o history,

lmaginal:ivr_ Vandcrspiru hcgrm
To raise the border of a ghosdy plan,

“There 15,"" said Le, "'below Poromac's shore,
A maid who matches wich the eoyal lore.

And in her bload [Iu:gitim:.te the strain),
The Princess Pocahontas lives -again,

An Indian Eirl, she alls dhe hillside loam—

Thus fate provides true royalty at home.

Straight from the Lees and Randolphs of the South—
Her eyes black opals, ruby for a mouth,

Brave as Godiva, sweeter than Elaine,
Darker than all the beautiful in Spain.

Like Pocihontas Wumber One, her braid,—

The broad low brows that mark an [ndian maid,

If we choose her, all serategy 15 said
When we present the red against-the red.”

"Whete does she dwell,” asked William Rose Monet,
“This Number Two, upstarting from the clay?”
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“Whete does she dwell?”" gasped Parkham. “Is she smart,
Smart as thar Pocabontas of sur heare?”

Then Vanderspire made haste o testify
And calm the cadences of chairs drawn nigh.

“['ve heard she lives in Norchern Tennessee,
Mear thphis—-wc can trace her cﬂslly.

Once she permits a crown her brows to ride,

Leginns will gﬂthcr. God| A Funu:fy tide,

The veterans remember Regniville,
The AE.F. will mass for Royal Will."

Then .sl:mkr. the of the Morthern sun,
Voicing his mood, and that of Arlingron.

"The plan iz , 100 good w be quite orue,
But Hubert Crest and lra stand wich you.”

Grave Parkham vossed his hair—agam looked gay:
"M}r heare and hand," said William Rose Moner.

Keeven Meonet and Kist.be}r sounded horn,
Me poet ever Eailed the dream forloen.

Jarl Randberg moved and loosed hus collar-band;
"Here 15 a hope that minscrels may expand.
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Tl.'il: -W'Elt‘].d gﬂCS wmng; [I.'Il: PUL‘JFS [«]ﬂi:{ EIEEP']Q

And Brotherhood the ballyhoo of cheaps,

I did not move unol Mebraska fell—
And then | saw che battom of che well.

1f we must have an cimpire, let it be—
And with an empress from the family tree.

If Pocahoneas can be found—as said,

1 also pledge the red against the red.”

Oh, let us o a forage lodge
With chargers duly stalled;
Who waits to wipe the pen is lost
When laureates are called.



CANTO 11



CANTO II
The Quest for a Queen

A clﬁaring norch of Mcmphi_i,
A kil i Tennessee;

An Indizn maiden hoeing carn—
No thﬂught of crown has she,

The blood of Poacahontas,
The beautiful and wise,
]: Ei'lws ab"._ﬂl': E]'.H:: Eﬂndﬂlph Strﬂin,

The Hemmings and the Guys.

nlf I]]ﬂ'l'..'ld Df Pﬂcﬂhﬂﬂtai,
~The centuries are dhires;
.Iﬂi. l:mnti:r Pmlncnﬂdcs ﬂgﬂill

Thﬁ hlﬂi Df TEHHESE’EC.
THE POETS

They came, r_‘ight fervid riders,
gﬂ a I‘I:IZ}? afternoon,
Acrass the velde of blue grass
To a mountain road, in June,
17



28 Pocahontas

The wilding threw a signal
To the chinlcapin’s abade:

Tt smacks of great umportance
When eighe riders cake the road.

Eight niders with sombrero,
Eight riders in the boot;
The holster-flaps are open
And their carbines swung to shoor.

They follow shrewd instructions
Quitﬂ‘ bc}?'ﬂnl'.{ d 'Qﬂdﬁidﬂ’ﬁ IDIE-,.

But we have heard their voices
Siligillg |1u“}r l:iFl'l.:.'f Mm.

And if they ride as lovers,
Or it they ride in fear,
Pass on the word co sencries
To make the highway clear,

Said Crost, who reined an cager sidling roan:
“Here 15 a guide—that pile of quarry stone;

The road should cwist within ten rods, or eight,
Fetch us unto our andience with fate.”

“le turns—it turns,” quoth William Rose Moner;
“The trees recede—a feld—a tileed way;
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A tray with coastline made of cedar walks,
And in the midst a sca of yellow stalks.”

Said Parkham: “IE no fuzz within my eye
I glimpse a wigwam near char coase you spy;

And by the doorway, on a bench of stone

There sits and smokes a Sioux or Blackfoor crone.”
"“But in the feld,” said Crast, “a trifle west,

I see a likeness nearer to our quest.”

The' poets take unto the statesman's trade
Thc:.r still can wonder aca dusk}r braid;

A copper bloom, a shadow-haunted eye—
That singlc feacher Pninl:ing o the sk:,r,

Lo, when the group had wrned their gaze upon
A bcnrling EEHTE in the totemed corn,

Three centuries were pur aside with ease—
Thc}r heard harmonie murmurs of old trees.

And intermi.ng'ed, atcared narrative—
[he truth Simithsonian, that no lresides Ei\*::

Idlf ti'l.f mi“i] t]“: 110\[5'.‘5 EIU‘FPI:'d tl.'.l'l: W':C'd;
From valley far 0 voice began to plead;



SEI PDCI!.E'ID[]L'ES

To give mterpreeative version sound
Of thac old story from a camping gmund.

POCAHONTAS:

The Truth

Chipmunks!
Blackbirds!

Listen to the smoke;
See above the wigwams
Scowling Pokomoke.

I have heard a powwow—
Smoke God and lus mare;
{3 you Si:l:,;' the hostage

Smgs will crmgrae.

All the hare and Partridgc
Hoor the Hunters’ Moon;

Higher than the Hawk Sear

Fly the Faccened loon.

Warriors!

Chiclrains!

Cuniing as the crow,

Prkamoke is angry—
Cormn will never FIOW.
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“That was a bant,"" growled Kinsey, staring round;
“I saw no chancer, e [ heard the sound.”

A hissing noise from near by ambuscade;
“The squﬂw." said Raﬂdb:rg. “wwarns our Im:ing matd,

She has the hiss so slick upon the tongue
She may have loaded slmtguns in each lung.

Speaking of arms, [ trusc your glances meet
'IE::it nii_',-' nfle l}-’mg at her [::ct.%

The poets rode into the hillside tray,
Dismounting, found cthe squaw was made of clay;

Moulded with care—the care 2 scarecrow needs,
A horsetatl wig, plus calico and beads.

Trigged so eight singers, masters of the lay
Believed they saw 2 squaw, ten yards away.

And while they stared, Dean Parkham sharply spoke:
“You see the pipe—1I'm sure | saw the smoke.”

“Bur whence the hisst”” Crost's sudden question burned;
"Mot fram the girl—her gentle back was turned.”

“Who has not heard an unseen serpent hisss

We waste our oime,” snapped Kinsey: " "Twas the
o
mirss.
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The deubring ones looked through che summer haze;
The Indian giel sull hoed the Indian maize.

Hitching cheir mounts, and %ravc as Olivet,
Th::-,r steode oo interest that Farmerette.

She turned as one by boot-heels made aware
Of wisitors, bue does nog grcacl}f care.

ﬁgainst her brease che handle of che hos;
Her ebon opuls en half-weeded row.

It fell ro Vanderspire to lay the case,
To name the daggers raised against a race.

While bards bowed low, with hand across the vest,
This courtly p!cader poim::d o the west,

“Oh, Pocahontas,
When a journey’s done,
One order all—
Companions of the Sun,

But in that order

There are gems of old,
Thrice summoned

To assisc a croubled weld.

Across our cloteed vision

Flashed a maid;



The Quest for 2 Queen

Who once saved Jamcstown
From the circler’s blade.

Wha 11ighr,|}-r launched

Invisible cance;

Daged the dack seream

Ta givc a wnrning truc.

And now we ask

OF heroine, in crust;

To teach the new,

The wisdom of the duse,

For chis we came

Tﬂ }'OUT hﬂ]f—'\"'ﬂﬂ!l-f .l]'.ltﬂl’].
Minstrels who pray

That Pecahontas lead.

Blindly we hatched
The meddler from the round;
"Gur Nests awry;

[']DPE—‘EP]I."Ugt'- on tl'il.' grﬂund_

An alien tribe

From out our tribe has sprung;
New Reds the nuine,
Though they were never young;

But of that breed

The crocodile is sire;
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Pocahontas

Churners of mud-—
Adarers of the mire.

In buta !ﬁghc

Their communes were atc ease;

Hera denied
And Plato on his knees.

In the grear Capieol
Brave records burn;
All Washingroen
Mow buta fg:nr:ml .

The Senate sulled,

The House a charnel hall;
And no defense

Sinee faich berrayed ws all.

A lase devour,

From our our heares we ook
That roll of vellum

Called “The Posrs' Book.'

Therein the letters

Do reverse the world:
Backward it spins—

All ancient dreams unfurled.

And by the E‘%h:
OF a translated hope
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MD“H!S [l'lﬁ}r Iii}r
A boardwalk on a mote;

Peruse an ochic—
Satellite unscen;

O ask char Pocahoncas
Be our Queen.”

No answer from the brooding hill-giel came,
"Srone deaf,’” gaud K[ns:}r, “eannae hear her name.

“1 think the place infeceed by the dead;
"While Clovis preached, that clay thing moved her head.”

"h"[uc]‘l are [I'I.ﬂl'l El'mr.” OhFﬂl‘"ﬂﬂL— Pﬂr‘[’ﬁllﬂ-nl Furrcd:
"Your crone of cln}.' not only moved, buc heard.

Also adrmt that medels in a nap
Can life a nifle, lay ic on chewr 1af:-."

“Men who nde hard—eat tat,” said William Rose,
“Their cyes odd sonnets oftentimes compose.”

“MNot now the jest,” begged Ira Arlington,

" Connets must wait while dut}r maps a un.”

The silent damsel in the deerskin frock
Flashed into movement—gave them all 2 shock.

T-“-'D .SCFItIEllt-E}’E‘S. a bﬂtLT.l'}" CDI'ICCilttdr
Rﬂi“_’d maak ﬂﬂd SWL‘-PU; I:I'II: CORToUrs Qf thﬂ ﬁl’."d,
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Her banded hair with eagle’s quill adorned,
Jealous of word, lest princesses be scored.

With smile dhae touched the cuph:ts af che cheek,
In luted tones the mute commenced to spr:ak.

"l am ot deafl
And Gr:mti}r 15 Mot clav:

She masks with earth
To drive disease away.

Daubing herselt

Asaf by hornets stung;
Her re'::iPe

Devised eo make her young,

Wich sun below
Qur languid pasture walls
The clay deparcs

To ynndcr warer falls.”

She Fuinte& to an arrant plunge of delf
That lcapcd and tumbled From a hillside shelf,

.I"il.lid a3 Si.'l': SPDI"&E.’ [!'I.[: I:I'lil'l-g biz:ll.'i‘E 1rosc—

Serolled off in leggins, clay unto the toes.

The sweet informer no attention paid,
Bur passed to further comment on che shade.
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“Gr:mn_',-', to hdp
The mﬂE‘i:: mud to take,
Mixes t cla:.r

With ol of rattlesnalke.

[ underseand

The motive of your quest;
An aeroplane

Dirop warning of the pest.

It named the three
Conspirators n red;

It told of deeds

That shame the Indian dead.”

The riders bowed; they knew about the plane.

T]."IEI'I pﬂCﬂhDﬁtiS SFCII{I‘. LIy Bltﬂfﬂd stmm
SONG

My gentlemen, my Etntlemcn.
Oh, tell me why s so,

A nation dreamt not of a queen
Till eirmes had Eallen low?

Had dreame not of a smftm?n squaw
Perchanee not dreame at all
Till Ivan, Jan and Abou Rakh

Drew kmife within the wall?

37



Pocahontas

M)r gcntlcmr.:n my gtntlcmm.
You ask too hard a p]:dgt :
To leave 1 my reservation thus—

WI.II"I none o IIDC EI'H: |l.'€]gl:

And yet so skilled to fatier one
You please the wigwam's smoke;
FDW}lﬂmﬂiS 5 [[lt 5'.'.! b ] ﬂgﬂi“

The lsle of Roanoke.

And Pocahontas, bare of luck,
And of her braidings shorn,

Is asked to trade for actton “Tam''
Her licde field of corn.
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CANTO III
YEE ar Nﬂy |

“We hear," said Crose, "refusal in your song;
You mﬂkf s EC!‘J W DAy IJ'L' 'i.l'.l th’: wmﬂ-ga"

E\!“b:‘r T ﬂghllw, in excited seate,
“Wha would belicve? She shows a crown the gare.

Not only spooks are in this jumpy place,
But laziness chac laps & bygone race.

Will no one speak? Must [ be left alone

Tﬂ 5110"11;' a |ll.$I!|E,‘:55 btﬂLIL':].f oo a d1mnc?

Wh}r does not lra Ftrlingmh move ih—
Diraw bow scross bus gn"ant violin?

You leave p;:rsua;inn to a western hind,
And yet thie West has ofcen dmngcd a mund:

l " t[}’ Lll'.'.- WI'.IEDEI.I.-E I.E SEIC dﬂﬂ& nat flﬂ]d—-
I'm not the only poet i this field.”

11
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SONG
Missy, hast thou ever heard the Boom! Boom! Boom!

1'l-"lll;"i.I:(! L'IF C.TI:S‘:I[‘ cnﬂing: ”Gi.‘ﬁ.‘ tl'll! fl.'ﬁli"l[ r:mi-: I'O'D!TLHF

Heard the combat bugle like an angel sing—
"Heroines tike station with the Poets’ Wing?"

For a cause that falters, or a Hag that faines—
Only thﬂﬂ [l'l.c SPIITIt Wurh‘l “"i". |0:1.n i.l:i Sﬂ-'iﬂ.lis'.

Send them into battle, with the last hope losg;

Send them forch instrucred, "Win ac any cost.”™

I"-"I iss)". WI]EH we :ISI-E :,-’ﬂu 45 our F".'St IfEI'L'l-iL
We make better offer than a marshal’s suit.

Ina qucen's r::ga]ia, to the Boom! Boom! Boom—
Pocahontas orders: 'Give the front rank room.”™
When tribal muined 15 2er uporn a Mo,

Pawhatan's cliquc. ot old Geronimo,

The snowllake's ehance: but Parkhan, undisma:.vcd.
[n vibrane tones addeessed the stubborn mad:

“"We raced witch pcri[ for our country’s fame—
(:.l'“l' im.trnc}-'TS ﬂﬂd——tl]c wr:un:li:r I'J'E }"I',H,Jf CVSNTEE .,
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Oft, as we loped along the Southern Tier,
We gave the sign to vet and mountaineer,

There is but one—she wears the wampum shell;
True rallier—we ride ta ring the bell.

Qur scouts awaic the outcome of this talk;
Musr we EG bﬂck “’i[h ].-I(‘F'EEE ac thﬂ‘ wa"r.?

The reds will sack these mountains somme fne morn
IE )"Du dl:‘:]l.dt o S-tﬂj-' :'II'IC[ FILITSE }'UUT lﬂwn.

Our strategy, an army corps to raise—
And caprure Washington in chirty days.

Thres armories thers are o Memphis Town
Thar hold the ube and vons of smokeless brown.

Th[ﬂl: "L'a.['b}" ﬂ;i[.'i.f:ﬁ ..Sl:ﬂ]:}cd Lhc Hlll.&.cu“\"ﬁ 5 1',.
Ficld guns there are, and ample stacks of shell.

We count on bayonets and rniding Plam.:s:
l{cntuck}r sarrels for our Wagor Lramns.

In Southiern stares the reds are few and slow:
A serip untouched from here to Pamlico.

4

The scouts are 5'Lgn:|||'rl'|g from hall o hall
Qur sfugan‘. "Wicet che guns in Louiswille.'
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Dh. FDICE]‘IDHEES.. lf }'au .F:lll S ow,
We go where Fmphc:s hide and wipe the brow.

For your own self, no greac elarion fele
In dwelling on the moveless blow you dealc.

When husking corn, or opening the pod
You'll wonder why you gave no wiﬂing nod.

You'll tremble wo when ghoses from honot's Fase,
Approach and clear the halyards of a mast;

Haul down the Hag of damsel or of dame,

Ane write an ouster underneach your name.”

Eight men leaned forward, waiting the reply;
HoP:'s earneris sPed film in every eye.

POCAHONTAS:

“You see poor gitl—her maeeasin is torn;
Her lot to stay and hoe the Indian com.

Grann}r Lo I:lll:l Lo ]}IJ fnr::w—:ll o ease;

Good sirs, forget, and twice f{:rgivc [‘ltr—-P[EﬂSE."

“Mind not,” said William Rese. "By Sunday's clock
We whe campaigned—our heads upon the block.”
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The hoe fell from the lare decliner’s hand.
Her gﬂsping r'ncfufrics assailed the band.

“Whose heads? Not yours? What secret do you keep?
How dare you migke a Rnn:l:ﬂpl'l's d:lughrer weep?

Whose heads? The truth. Such strange P(‘.ll:'l‘lr’c[‘ heard—
Surely you do not lack the knoteer’s word? ™

"The eruth?”” Then Clovis Vanderspire groaned.
"We ttand as traitors cighc. all uneondoned.

Treason is cried, when patriots do their best,

And fail because the East 15 not the Wﬂ:l_:,"

Our of a thicker bounced a mountatn hare,
Uph[ngcd o haunches with a [ricndly aur,

The Indian girl beside the bunny keele;
Her way to cloak new fervar thar she felr,

She spoke again, as though to statecrale bred:
“We must dissalve this romance of the red.

Neither unlearned, nor unequipped am I;

M:p’ Wil’ll‘.ﬂ!‘i iP'E!'lE In sominaries I'llgl'i.

We muse eorrser when cougars seratch sur door:
Misuse the color of the sagamore,
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It irnp“l:atcs the lpassion of the peach;
Puts cherries in the class of Cnpmin Teach,

Bur when a vng s stolen from a scar—

We ﬂSI{ £C|1' IV:I.I!I. f&l‘j EII'I:L! hbﬂu Rﬂ.ll."

As men long blind 1o glassy boats react,
Embark, and shoot the focal catamace;

Thus our eighe ‘[:ncl:s fele the rush of lighe,
Saw torches flash before che ports of sight.

W!JO “"Ul.lll-" nog IJ'tl'“!-r CONSENnc ﬂ\'-'ﬂi.tll.ng tl'l:m.—
Acceptance of an cmpirr_'s diadem.

NEU-WAH-NEE:

HUF fl.'ﬂln. _‘fﬂlll’ klm.” II'-I-"'u’i"!i.s {Jmﬂhﬂﬂtﬂi SP:II'[C.

.II S0C tEIC shnduw D-E till: Cllﬂl’liﬂg 5“‘[01‘{'-.

Up from your knees, my leaders of the brawl;
Here comes sweet Granny from the waverfall.”

From brushwood vell stole forth che c|a)r—1:l:|th sguaw;
Younger than Eden—older than the law.

Gone from her face the mask of sucky soil;
She gliteered from the rateler’s polished ail.
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It garnet gown, wich adelescent walk,
She came, her years reduced by erimson chalk.

Cﬂtmpﬁrt sdventuress, who knew no fear;
Child of the blizzard and a famine year.

As a papoose, just from her mother's form,
Vased in 2 slaughtered stallion, from a storm.

Her name, Neu-wah-nee, Maden Born To Ride;
(Upon a pillow 1 2 pony's hide).
Found by a chief, frost-bitten 1o the chigh,

Who lived the storm and heard a baby cry.

She knew the meaning of each tribal dance,
Could rell 2 warl:h}- eaprrve at a |.5|:|nc:

Engﬁsh was hers, Jearned as a schoolmam Ure:
Tnngue ;tcnd}r when disdanful chicfs were mure:

NCU*WE[‘I"HEC 1;1'0’551.‘.‘& 1.']1(.". PIHZH Df tl.ll: [l'l'ﬂi.ZC
.[!'l.n{.i ITIq'Edt l'll'_l.' PLICC i.'fl EDI.:I'I-CIII WIIIZI'I. a Phﬁ!ﬁc.

Cross-legged, her garments spread wich lavish care,
The squaw uncoiled advice from fangster’s lair,

"Oh, when a lucky rabbic offers paw,

IC SECIMS 50 easv o QDﬂI'Ii‘-"E FURS T
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To muscer men with bue a Pnr:t’.-: reed,
To arm an heitloom widy che wamplm bead.

Bur sl a listener's eye depares to see
Custer ac bay; the hune ar Wounded Knee.

Indeed, it takes 2 Emphgtess e el
Whar ml'giat a'ertabie us if the worse befell.

[f maids muase ﬁghl:, when driiled ta cend che sealk,
We need che toibes——the actual romalawk.

For if your 'vers' and husky mounneers
Shoeuld meet defear from Soviet rackereers,

A rear guard—if buc one poor Navaho
Would give us time to cross to Mexico.”

Neu-wal-nee paused and filled her pipe with care,
Patted the toremast ninglet of her hair.

Parkham replied as speaks 2 ehief to chief:
“Madame, we do not caleulate on grick.

A qu:ic]-i :IdVHHCET a I'L'I.Eli.. ['I:Ilf MFI‘..’HtiDL"-—-

And Wnshmgtun presents the Indian Queen.”

N':LI-—W“]-I—I'.II:E E-I'I'lilﬂd: "‘.I’DH WEre 4 I.'aid(.'-l' b@l‘n;
The rush should stare an hour before the dawn.
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Let's say the rush goes forward with 2 roar—
The queen in teepee—yet there's mmc:hing rore;

For what are queendoms with Meu-wah-neeill,
Or -.w::mng baskets on 2 lonely hill?

Tct who gave a mndn::rmg squaw a home,
umming bied, where ticky armics toam.’

“We are eight men—eighe poets duly tried,”

[{fsp-clndc Crose: ""We tl'mught that you would ride;

Or from a licter watch a great advance—
Semething hke soldiers pouring into France.

ki

The squaw smoked on. She muttered moedily:
"One paintng more; whar matters it co me?”’

The maize Eri laughcd “Neu-wah-nee wants to go

To set a sash and jaunufy a bow."

“Afrer a barde,”" mused the v..‘.raft_]r crone,
“Chicfs like to wed a bcaul:)—' and a throne,

It 15 noc gmd when any unc-ﬂighc loon
ﬁjpiru unco 3 daughtf;r of the Moon.

A proud Pawnee, or Sioux with cactus spine
Might do to carry on a royal ine. "
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“Wisest of ladies,”" broke in Arlingron,
“Yoursell shall be the chapel of the nun;

A humming bird [orever in your eye,

And cighc true statesmien alwal-,'s smnding b:,r."

“Oine last nr..-.iu:st." Mewswali-nee's arbe wers rolled
So that thie whites turned all ehe poets cold.

T ask that all the tribes be roused witl;:j)eed.

To ﬁglﬂ for one—a Frinc-::ss of the be

“Your task is dane,"” and Kinsey deew a seroll:
“Commissioned ﬂy:rs dmp thie birchen roll.

From Pigeon’s Ranch to Merchern border hooked —

With not a resetvation overlooked.”

MNewwah-nee F:ss:d her plpc to Vanderspire,

Smuic and remember this—our council fre,”

In turn they drew, and blew the vaper forth;
Across the l:wiligl'lr ﬂapp:d a crimson moth,
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CANTOIV
The Ghost Riders

Pawnee and Ure and Blackfoot
Have painted with the Crow;
Thc:,.-' walt not on the order

Df l.'J-J.EI GE[’DH!I.EJ'I.'D.

The pony trails are crowded
From Rockies to the Blue,
And Jr:ading lurid fura]r

The bonnets of the Sioux.

:"iFncf'u:s with repeaters—

Each gun two hundred rounds;
And Sicting Bull is happy

In the anp}- Hunting Grounds.

For they have heard a summons
Halloo the desert sand—
The Ghost of Pocahontas
Feturns to rule the fand.
53
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Pocahontas

Tl ride with cuup-sl:ici{.s waving-—-
he masters of the raid;
Allies from our oblivion

To give a queen cheir aid,
LONDON

August the twelfch, and Nineteen Forty-One—
London awaits the fall of Washingron.

The hour s midnighc, lﬁcking bur the gong;
The Thames Embankment laden with a throng,

Scotland and Ircland, Wales and parc of Kent,
W:lkjng the fog in front of Parliament.

Engl:md's Prim: minister is due to tell
The House of Comimons, who survived or fell,

Whart side is winning, how the siaugl':tcr s,
And if there's need of sealwart Brieish guns.

For all in England, men of every sorc
Remember Pocahoneas, once ac Court,

The August fog an almanac defies;
Plays curtain—no anxiety to rise.

A turret scarchlighe tries w thruse a glow

On London bobbies in che trlpl: row.



The Ghost Riders

AS S?I!'ld-ﬂl I:hruwn ma [D(I;S'C tllt El‘q’ll:llt[.ls pnwcr.

Big Ben begins to strike che midnight hour.
The House of Commons dizened all in ||'Eht-—

The Five Days' Session waits for nows tunight.

ﬁustmﬂa, C-HI'I-EIEI-E, I:l'l{: btl'ICIIEE SI]B[‘C;

The House of Lords behind the Pcuplc's chair.

The great clock booms; dhe g’l"tl}’ alean
Hears mmugh the walls a notseless limousine.

All on their feet, for prescience cannot err
When custom times a great prime minister.

Bur what mistake I:riug.s on this hooded muid
W'i.tl:'l E“ntllns 'C}'CS—SDH'H.‘ s-ccrc‘r'.:r}' jﬂdCP

z"-"tugusr tI'IC n'i"CIEtI'I ﬂJ.'I'I':I Nii]'lml'l FOI’ty-—O“E—

And England’s First a daughter—not a son.

55

She stands where Gladstone, Balfour, George have wood,

Megan of Wales, who wears the pit-girl’s hood.

‘v‘v;"ichin hcr hand the sacred Cy pher Roll;
Prime minister, a woman at the goal.

With the abruptness thar the British prize,
Megan of Wales commenced to swmmarize.



5 6 Fccahnu tas

In ?uainr staccato, with urpraiﬁng glance
Defely she gave each vital circumstance.

“The grand engagement of che Staces at war,
A week in progress, sull remains a draw.

Losses more fearful than the fields of France;
Englmd may yet be called to break a lance.

me WEshin I norl:hr_ast o Hﬁ"l'l.'l;‘ dl: Grﬂf‘ﬂ
Strecch the rr:cﬁ?nt& of Ivan, Jan and Rah;

A segment, thrown, rests on the Chesapeake
Where old Annapolis lies in the teak.

The Capital invested, shelled since dawn;

The parallels are ever closer drawn.

Along the ridges to the city's righe,
Assaulung columns pour by day and nigH::'

A million men, of oversezs the bese,
Those landing parties that went into Brest,

MESE now o Eill-il: tl‘lﬁ Dumnl T:}wr: ].'}y' SLorm,
Within an I'IDIIJ' ti.'ll: El'll:l-—iﬂ c:_.rphtr Fﬂlt’“.

MNow of the F:ltri{:r_s—ail we seem to ken—
That they are led by unknown Indian wren.



The Ghost Riders

She bears a name connected with thig baw—
Cur Pocahontas, of the long ago.

The abarigines are at her side,
And minstrels eight her strategies pmuidu.

Her cabinet, the pocts of the day—
Are Kinsey, Vanderspire and Rose Monet:

To these the cables add Jarl Randberg's name.

Crost, Arlington, and young Monet's acclaim.

Our Northern Border is a wall of brass;
A word 1s pledged—rno red retrearers pass.

Aleng St. Lawrence, linking regiments;
Mo intecference—more than any fence.

The hridgchmrl al N[ngara we hold—

The Black Wacch l:hert:—prccnul:ian for a fold.

Stard chancellors of Europe cye our oed ;
If armies fail a fleet can belp a brood.”

An instanc—then the House came to it feer;
The chccring care the benches o the street,

A swarmed embankment bellied inw oar—

57

"Thank God a Welshman's weame Fu”!s the par."”
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The din continued wll the lsle of Wighe
Put query blunt: “Where are our ships tonighe?”

The answer widened PLlpiIs none oo spry:
“Olur latese keels are cleared and stunding b}r.”

Mew cyphn:rs brought from Dc-wmng Streer with sp:cd.
And England s First once more bcgms to read:

“"Our ship the Corsair, now in Chesapeake,

Cathers from shore the tendencies thar leak.

T‘WD cab!c stutians SE'iZGIZl EOL' reasons I’!Eld.

chmr fresh melées I:nping from the knelled.

Explﬂdihg n'l.llilcs l'l-i-"n'": b]m'r'u Mtn V{:rnan ann'.
Historic Alexandria Bridge ts down.

Along the ninety leagues, or more, of fight,
A rumor skips: “The Reds give on the nighe.

G:urgcmwn in Aames: the heavens o smoky wrack;
Even to Chesapeake the sky is black.

Cﬂt&m .!'IEIS CArcss nNo !DI’EEEI' SIUnS—

Ul'.l'l'll:ltt milj. t!.‘.I.C II]L.I'I[F\'J':.H.'IE DE E'L'Ilﬁ.‘ "

The reader paused—a new dispatch in hand:
"'Georgetown is taken by a storm command.
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Ten miles northeast of Washington there breaks
T]'I.t gunﬁrt: [ur}r GE PI'CF’;IEiI'Ig f]l.l.'ill'iC-S.

Hete is a weakness and the Red line droops;
Against this point the Patriots hurl their troops.

The Crimson ranks near Seabrook leave the map;
Twao shock divisions through the lucky gap.

There is a road that runs from Washington,

59

S'El'ﬂight Lo a .S‘CE'[ODI ‘r"lr'hl:TE ﬂdl’l’l]:i'ﬂiﬁ- frlﬂcd [hﬂ 01

Our keel, the Corsair—with the glass of Merg,
Can sweep this road, the Pike w Lﬂdcnbutg,

It is a broad, with forestry for tnm,
An elevaced way diough tangles dim.

It hies behind the masses of che Red,
Yer on this road now shows the shaven head:

Mavy bineculars, averse to pranks,
chm‘r the FN:IIIEC!:' scrmithling up the banks.

.A. I‘.Ith Wiy P’ﬂflﬁfﬁi W’ﬂ.’h Irﬂqunis ﬂr'ld S‘iﬂ’lll\::

The Red are broken and the scouts arc through,”

.IdlS \'l'hl:!'l 20me P‘Dﬂdﬂfﬂ‘uﬁ bl“:l,ll.‘.l‘ lil!{CS l.'h!'. H".'_l.}'ﬁ,,
The House was up and shouting in a daze.
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The candles flared, by gaunc traditions blown,
And Britain's Prime gave final message tone:

“The rout is on—rthe scum 0 ferce retreat,
The Fleer moves in to simphify defeat.

All cypher notes mere decail afrer chis,
Exccpting one that names an [ndian miss,

Our Pocabontas lays aside the iun—

Her worn batealions encer Washington.

Wichin the White House, robed in royal gown,

She takes her councry's offer of a crown.”

A mace jumped from a box and loosed the seene;
Peers hugged each other, heralding a queen.

.I—].'.I.C Cﬂﬂ]ﬂlﬂm rav:d, th'l: EEH.ET;CE went q!ICEr—'

BEgSl't o EI’I inc Tl.'l: A]’It]']tl,'l'l l.',rl: I'J.'EE SP'CEI'.

Qutside, the crowds pur words to pagan bar—
“Powhatan's girl now rules America.”

Far down the Thames, because the hour was par,
The turrets of a cruiser swung and spat,

Men counting blanks were puzzled oll a nun
Remarked: . “We shoot the double Twenty-one,”
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CANTO YV
Washingtcn

We lielped lier from a shell-haole,
We held her in che rise—
The horror of che frone line
Sull shuwi.ng tn her eyes,

T].'lE Muiﬂ WI(CEI "I.'u'hl‘."l‘l! 'EH'IDI'III'IE PEEEEI\H I&}"-—-—
TCI 111'11':: =] EIE}" PH:‘T.E}I' I.l:s i llﬁ}"

A day—a year; the restoration done;

Scaffolds depact, Behold New Washington.

-'ﬁkn arm}r turﬁ{'d inm a l'?I’IiHlI{!l'EI| Cam

Fi;ﬂdfﬁ iﬂgﬂ!d IEEP fl.'l'.}lﬂ Thﬂ r.ui.n-r.:r k] -Etil.lllp.

And all the land chis convalescence shares,
A stcnd}r Moccasin on Pﬂlacr_ stalrs.

Within the savere':gn's town, a color chang{',

Pallor now beautbed h}r pompon strange.

"Twixt Malace White and CnpimL half new,
A lake preemprs Pacaders’ Avenue.
43
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A pond as clear as some transporeed 'lex,
Hemmed all its length by granive parapec.

This widc—-ﬂung rand, blocks of historic stone,
Buttresses rise when monuments are blown.

Engra-.-cd upon the balustrade auseere,
The names of scions of the Empire Year.

The tiames of privates heroed with a crest,
The names of villages thar sent cheir best.

The horses’ numbers of the Fifth Command,
Dieaf gunnets lost ar Rockville, Mnr}rhnd.

Chuels of the Utes, Pawnees and glowering Sioux,
With lesser braves who won the Cireler Blue,

With dome deleted stands the Capivel,
Less Like a imosque upon a Western knall.

In che Revolt, a shell destroyed the hive;
Its famous echo perished 1n the dive.

Mo vcsrige of a Moslem bu]gc remains;
A roof with level platform takes the reins,

Thereon four ﬁgur{:s, mounted, stand the guard,
Placed with precision of the compass eard.
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Four chiefrains, in Full panoply of war

Hald vigil 'bove the Brahnuns of the law.

Wil bsnnec impcd. and cableau lanes in rese,
They face the North, the East, the South, the West.

Each hour a warrior fades into a ghost;
Another pmn:etl chieftain rides to post.

By turns the tribes attend unto this masque,
Proud of the honer o llume 2 rash,

In the new era, arch and caption stone
Give figured proof, alertness of the chrone.

Government lodges, sharp deparcures show;
Titles rewaxed o .wring a nacon's bow,

The House and Senate lnng have ceased to be;

Grandees the balloters for soveraignty.

T].'ll: CDLIl't Supmm:, h}" recent Il-iptu'l'ﬂ $tirrcd.
Sitg as The Emp'm: Benel of Final Waord.

The Cabinet, by Eagle Totem known,
Eighe laureates—Instructors to the Throne,

One nddit}r no fcrrcigncr o'erlooks—
Md names of states have vamished from the books.
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Who wanes to find Virginia, defely poes
To anphi{:l: tnggcd: “The Province of the Rose.”

Whe wanes Rhode Island, finds lis trouble least;
Listed: ““The Province of che River Feast.”

Wew York, "The Province of the Morthern Flume'’;
Florida, "Province of che Orange Bloom."

And so through all the Forty-eighe chac are;
Disturbed no mare by [van, Jan and Rah.
But-what of her, the Queen, in Palace White—
That Indian girl who won the tornd fight?

In halls made brighter by wild berry stains,
A hillside Pocahontas nobly reigns.

Her counsellors, eighe poets of award,
True laureares who dared o deaw the sword.

Wich words discreet, they saved a million Reds
When the new Empiﬂ: clamored for cheir heads.

But the mn,f::riramrsf—[hrm carmine Pm:is-—-

They were denied the bolster of che bards.

The three-beyond a pardon engineer,
Awaited judgment all a busy year.
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The angty Queen had lists of brutal crimes;
She rurned no car to pallistive rhymes.

All tricks that were—all evil thoughes chat are,
She credired to Ivan, Jan and Rah.

When village bands agam resumed the serain,
And colleges snlnnmcfn class again;

The Queen an audience convened one night;
Sumemoned the poecs to the Palace White,

TI'PE}’ FﬂSSE‘d tl"lf- I\DI.'I-SC gltﬂ-l'd dmwn fmm ll.ﬂtl:'l.'-l Sibux.
Came to the Fern Lodge, once the Room of Blue,

In: chis recreac wath forest trailage hung,
They found the Queen, her [ndian girls among.

Monz, Wattana, Fawn and Evening Breeze,
Reared near the pawpaws and the hunc:.r hees.

Brookside, Orrara, Willow Bud and Dew,
The nighr.'s iﬂ'lﬂEi-ﬂil:lE‘S of Ute and Sioux.

Eigl'.ll.' T}E:I'Llﬂﬂﬁ lel'l. EI'J'E FCIITLPFII'ES DE [hﬂ WE‘.S‘F‘,
L-Ili]liﬂﬁ"'-ln'WIl'-lL'-'-l'l'IE, dad ill dm:::k'm YOI,

Eighe pnraguns—thc Ficlc of =1l the Plains;
Mot one to match the loveliness chae rcigns.
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Upon 2 mat of rushes from a stream
An old squaw sat and smoked with eyes adream.

Graver than sachem suckinEJ Elcnccﬁ;l stemn,
She sorted Phumgr::phs to find 2 gem.
Pile after Fﬂc. at least a score or more,
Pictures o princes from each fm'eign shore,

Piceures of heirs upon alliance bent,
EumPc. Moroceo, all che Orient.

New-wal-nee scawled, 1 smioker deeply vexed;
She scanned a face, then shofled te che nexe.

Divanned in state, sweer Pocahontas rose—
"MNeu-wah-nee likes the Ficturcs with a pose.”

With this—and thac, and ceremonial o'er,
Neu-wah-nee spoke from rushes on the floor.

"The Queen lacks intersse 1n Prim:e!;..r SLAES;
She'd racher eall of hanging Jans and Rahs.

To me, the great excitement of a stace
]S "I'|’1'|.ﬂﬂ a q\,}tcﬂ mlt_ttﬁ & Wﬂ'['P'E-ﬂ'I. IMAare;

Kisses a Pictr.tre—n:ars up torture pl:m,
And wells Neu-wah-nee to announce the banns.
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L{:mg have [ lived—the dub of [ndian schools,
But now [ know that even queens e fools.”

A]] hﬂ'ﬂﬂd l:h.f dDG[ E.'I.III-T.[TS JICCPJ-' Iiﬁiff.‘ b‘lﬂd‘: Clil:k]

The Indian gicls their belts commenced to pick.

J'!'L pﬂ:llil:—h} ].I'JI'Ig d'.l.li.‘ SUnMEmCr Iil: E!“CW raw

Then Pocahontas sank beside the squaw.

"Grmny kiows noc that a dcla}' Lo matc
Is micasured b}r the welfars of our state.

The Queen desites to speak with Council now;

All orhers leave while we discuss a vow.”

The Indian girls trooped ouc like cimid docs;
Neu-wah-tiee, on the rushes, studied pose.

So used was Council to this extra one
Thar 1n5:;m|:|y the session was h:gun.

A Fm:l-:a] creaked; a senry slipped from sight;
The lights went up—a glow of amber bnght.

Queen Pocahoneas from the dais spoke
Gravely, as one who meditates a stroke:

"Wlaseers of l:|1uug|“:.
And singers of renown,
The cluet supporters

OE An anxious Crowr,



?‘D

Pocahontas

Tonight [ give

[nstructions that must span
The Fate of lvan,

Abou Rah and Jan.

The three who drenched

Our realm with bloody How
And made the dawn

A picnic for the crow.

Tomorrow noon
In C:Pitﬂl Pmducc
These insoncrs

For banishinent or noose.

Allow adornment—
Costumes th:}r may want;
Let them harmguc
Or even broadly taunt.

Those who must face

The ember and the stake
Draw fortituzde

From vomses n a bake.

We would have all
The embassies ac hand
To see how just

1\;lir'rlt are o buming brand.
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Bach chambers called,
Qur province princes spurred;
In ruszcer gown

The Bench of Final Word.

When we have deawn

Our seneence from a calm,
Hush all npplnuse,

Tarnado in the palm.

Withdraw the caprives
By a secret rouce,
Lest some civilian
Thirow the arm to shoot,

For anger camps

[n heart when country slips;
And vengeance stalks

The Pathwa}r of the Lips.”
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CANTO VI
The Queen’s Judgment

High noon. A single gun from Navy Yard;
In Emplre. Hall the c]angmg ports are bacred.

MNone may now enter Capicol till men
Have heard the judgm-r_n'l: of the Thadem.

Packed in Favt]mn btg as acrodrome,
Peon and prince, from Panama o MNome.

Gl‘l!"ldﬂ!ﬂ n gﬂld I'."IE].'I. PFD?II.'I.C{I ]'I':ﬂd Eﬂ'ﬂ}":rj
{l'l. [I.IT]IC :Jil]’: 1nd gtrt Wlth LEW{I.I! blﬂdt

To nght and lefe, and near the giimm::ing throne

The tragmentary Aags in battle Aown.

Before the dais, cloaked as seers serenc—

Eight laureates, the Council of the Queen,

The Bench of Final Word in russet gown,
Divided, fank the emblem of the Crown.

75
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Nave gates go down; armorial panels snap—
To keep ambassadors an native map.

From channeled walls the painted Sinutx appear,

Dread signal that the judgment Time s pea-.

The Indian girl, robed for a somber mood,

Looks down upon the risen muleitude.

New chivalry, so novel to che eye,
Has grown portentous, for three men may die.

The silence waits the phrasing on a card;
A herald shoues: “The Sergeant of the Guard!"

Far dawn the aisle thers sounds the fmti[ep roomed—
A cadenced squad advan:ing with the doomed.

Th¢ Clinki‘ﬂg Chi;ﬂ, thE I}ﬂndsmﬂ.n 'G'E :hﬂ bmtl::..
Is heard above the time-beat of the boot.

B’Cfl:rfc {hl: 'd'lfﬂﬂc Eht gll'ﬂ.l.'d COITICS [D a3 ]]-ajt]
The hall 15 stung as by electnc jole.

Ivan, red shirted; Jan is cinnabar; .
Nude as the maon, the form of Abou Rah.

The blasting rudeness raised an angry roar;
The naked one knelt humbly on che floor,
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Bowed was lus head, as child misunderseood,
Or lose forever in o lom:l}r wood,

All :llaugh: lum crazed wll Councl gave the ].lght—-—n
"“The prisoner is well wichin his nght

F.rh'.' Empin: Illill:':-ﬁ i:hail'l “P'Un thc hﬂ-l'ld,
But aces nor as costumer for a band.

The Crown Pcrlnirs these Reds 2 last huzzah,
Freedom of spcm:h‘. the Earh of Abou Rah."

The Herald read: “lvan, your hour has rutiy—
The Crown's own E‘ift—-thc usuge of your tongue.

Plead now, or else fall back unto che gu:m:l;,
Hasee tules when tragcdicri are r.ript}-r starred.”’

IVAN:

"What do [ wane? And whar do all men wane?
ND': o b:- SEF.EF U‘F fhﬂd‘ﬂ L_Iﬂl:li ﬂﬂl:l ﬂ[ Laung.

Whar do [ chink?" He beat his massive chese
As dmugh an ﬂ[ldlrﬂPuEr_f within were guesc:

“Why am | here, Oh, Foolish on a stoul,
You savage truant from an Indian school?
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If we had liberty, no toiler's day,
Free rum, fair wives, a tired world at play.

No church, no dutics to a governed sty;
The right to live robustious ull we die,

Mot to be jailed wichin denial's shell,
And fed on Iaws-—::hc'r:ml{cry of Hell,

Lastly, when down, to bite like men with teeth
-r-hE i:v:il. EEH]I: DE bﬂ“."d'}l' Wl‘tl'l_ i | Wfl::t]'i.

Oh, fhnny queent, nicknamed from ghostly slor,

e know your kind, the feachered burternue'

[van slunk back, a saeer vpon his face;

The guard closed in; Jan ok the speaker's place.
JAN:

"Thas hall reminds me of a lawsuic in a dicch,

The jury packed with poodles of the rich,

Whe knows or understands our luck?
We are the kings—you and your courr the muck.

Your embassics—dead lizters of the dog—
And you, my Quecn, the mistress of the morgue.
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Hunched in your char, ﬁou sit accusing ]an——
Whase only crime—the Brotherhood of Man."

The prisoner screamed. A motion from a bard;
Quicﬁrordcr from the Sergeanc of the Guard.

The Herald read: “"The lase is Abou Raly:
Rise and advance, Oh, pleader at the bar.”

The naked one arose and stared around,
Glared ar the tiers [rom Fathoms of a swound.

YD’UI’JIEUI 11(.‘ Wass .'S-Ilght a5 [DE Stuii}l’ |:m:d
[.Crl]g EECUEIIIZE(! a C'!.Pmil"l D[ El‘l-t. REI:I

He mumbled the mild dara of a eeance;

Then S[DFPI:dT “Lalso fought for you in France.”

Thﬁ QUC‘CE CIC].-EI.FII!I:IZ]: “Pur Hankcr an !.'I'IIE man;

He may be proved a wounded veteran,”
ABOU RAH:

“L was a prince,
OFf regiment forgor,
We passed Sussr—
The sandy wschimus slor,
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Pocahontas

[ was a prince,

And wounded wicly the van;
I was a prince—

A prince from Hindusean.

Long time [ lay,

And then | wandered far—
And o and fro— i
Unul America.

And here | mec

Wich [van and with Jan;
T.]_'IIE whar gﬂﬂ.ﬁ a1n—

No prince from Hindustan,

And so | pledged

My service to this shore
MNor kinew the cauwe
Uniike the one before,

[ lay no blame

On Ivan, none on Jan;
The ane ra blame—

A prince from Hinduscan,

All rren whe Pass,r:d—u-
From rise to set of sun;
T[‘L:I-,.— were myself—
And not anather one,
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Some wept, some laughed,
And some sl‘m:::d rug o pray;
I wepe, I laughed,

Or knele beside the way.

Some moaned, some raved,
Some died on leper’s shelf;
And all were dim

Reflections of myself.

Befare me now
Projections from wichin;
A musty scenc

Of spinc origin.

Whar is the sonl?

An zon in a jar?

That gives wself

The name of Abon Rah.

Onee T believed -
The good rm'ght learn an arc—
And h:lpcd |J_1_.r Enst[ng

Pecr within che beare,

Then Abou Rah,

Sought conquest through a prayer,

Bowind natural eyes
To 15{'.11?\'.‘ the shadow's snare.

81
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One d:l}r while groping
Lons a way scvere,
A tiny tambouring
Was shaken near,

H(.'. Hiﬁfd rhv.: bﬂlldﬂsﬁ,

Huping PIa I'll.'.l:.S W,
ﬂl‘ld SaW 3 il:mmﬂﬂg bltl'l
Abﬂ\"c a HMI."

Drums rolled; a trumpet echoed 'painst the walls;
The Queen arose and with her stood the stalls,

POCAHONTAS:

“Strii-cc ﬂﬁ dld “Ilk:g«! El'ﬂll'l d’l{: Pl'llﬂﬂfl.tﬂ tll[EE———*
T.l]t men I'.:ll:.'.ill.s ‘I-'l"ll[h fﬂdt[ﬁ “I‘I‘D E.IFIIH]E S'CE.”

T]!lt ciﬂiﬂi were {itﬂwl'l. the ].E:Id'ﬂ'ﬂ-, Wl.'iﬂs were Cltlﬂ.

A Sioux stepped in between them and the Queen.

Again the drums, and then the Crown began:
“The Empirc speaks to lvan, Rab and Jan.

nl’.“l’h‘ JIS in “fﬂ a El:['l.'til'i dcﬂdl}" EH
Thac hales a rider halfway up che tull; -

TD'LICII-ES t]'l{! o Whilc willnw I]ﬂl‘ﬂlﬂﬂ-cl[ SWIAYS,

Plunders the aged of a feeble gaze.
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Sl:m]-iing a forehead, whisp:rs: 'See no more—
Or nn]_',r see the r.hiug lung known before.'

TI'-IiS m:lhld:f. III"[.'l cr:n:iw: 'II[l EI.IEL',
Mnkcs EEEILJI'E GE Iht hIJIHi'I.I‘.I. ﬂﬂd dit hﬂii’l.'.

iT bcars a naime. ThE Hﬂl[ﬂd C:I.E‘JI':I-’.'.‘I".
SqUﬂES ;I’l lhl: I'.'.}"E,, I'J.llﬂﬂ[[iﬂg l.‘.‘l"ﬁl'y EEI.'I.TL"

This 15 the woe of Ivan, Jan and Rah;
Ectrn}-rnd, 1'1']1::,-' see, but know not where th:}r are.

There 15 a eryseal in thie marcal eye

83

Clearer than quarez that Ptn}fs the mountain spy.

B'I.'It lii'-"l.':ll:l.'l. lhl$ I:l'ql'a.l ﬁk{j ALk E"-"i! !.11.1!:.
V}C’til]ls gD "-"L'ﬂcd. :I'I"H_I duubt [I'Iﬂt ]I[f ;S rue,

SD -CIJFIRIiI'Ig iS [hil hlll'_:ldtl'l ﬂ]atﬂd}r
TEHI'L' nnly Wi.i'.ﬂl'd!, Witl‘.l. I:h.ﬂ gluss, ma.y e,

Since eaprure, thiese chree rebels under spc]!——

Watched b}r greac susgeons, authonzed ro well.

Their true FEPOICS Most carcfu lly unfold;
The cause of wars, and wickedness untold.

In Abou Rah we find the stare's excuse to serve—
A rare distortion of the -:-pric nerve,
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DI]T I'I.J-Sti.’.'.'.'!‘ agencs say I'I:." nNever .FDUEI.'It,
Bue seond in baedle, fost in smlling :hﬂughr..

ludgm:nr for these three men, with mercy blent,
Surgitn{ cure, or clse stmight banishment,

Illd'l-;ln(!l'lt WI.ET'I El'I.OlCL“-——I!!‘.IE men I'i:IS "Dﬂth[}-’ *h'lld
Tl].f QLIECH CICI'“:II:'II’J.I Ak aNSWer EI'DI'I.] T.I'h. R'I‘.'IJ- "

IVAN:

I scorn Knur dirty [ndian torture plan
And take my banishment—an honest man.”

JAN:

" Greased squaw, | am the owner of my eyes;
Ul keep them as a consolation prize.

ABOU REAH:

“I bless the hand
Inhabiting this scene,
Where Abou Rah

Takes bounty from a queen,

The clock goes round;

A F::L:J-P-cr's heart 1z l:lrE:— :
Tiberius

Nao greater with his barge.
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Gratitucle busns;

The galleries of Saul,
May sull retain

An inch or rwo of wall;

May shifc the i
Thac clurtered rﬁ-lm&ay;
The sjgu that reads:—

All space hag gone away.

And if che gift
OF vision 15 bestowed,
MNe almener

Shall ask a bereer ude.

ﬁl‘l L'I-I'Jl: ﬁl! ncri,,
Biir calorful and sweet,

In place of masterpieces
OF defear."”
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CANTO VII
The Courier

The summer Czp:tal for maid's repose.
Was o Vlrglma-——vamc: ol the Rose,

In year that followed judgment of the Red,
The Queen was stricken—uook unte ber bed.

When autumn came, in convalescent's cloale,
She soughe that summer home called Roancke,

Physicians none, so negative the 1ll,
But herhs and roots Neu-wali-nee brewed with skill.

Great lawns there wers; dark groves that bore the cone,

And quicrn:ss that calms a te :phun:.
A |odge with luunges. chambers for a host,

thﬁ:l.ﬂ- H‘.-til:li]ﬂnt \I'El.'.iﬁtd. ili! bﬂﬂﬂ.

Tl“‘.‘ CDI.I['I!IH I'hE-'l‘L“.-. L‘.St an insidinus ﬁﬁ!

Sl'atl'lpﬂdt‘ & CI'IL‘CI!'., or [Tigl.'l[t!'l Ei.gl'lﬁ]. W]Il'ﬂ.

UPDH th& SI'S.I[IS- Iiﬁt Etd LD slurn]:uer ].Ilgh'[,
.i'!'l. su!h:n squ:lw Sat smﬂki.ng dﬂ}( :ll'ld ﬂllgl'l[.
B
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Always at call and muteering stealthy charms—
MNeu-wal-nee watched to hale the new alarms.

She gave the bulletins from couch unseen

Where Indian maidens comforted the Queen.

To Vanderspire she cold the creepy tales;
T']'l.f pﬂﬁlﬁ WBIEhEd l.'lEr I.'HI'I';S on Wﬂhh‘hl’lg 5‘:3105

NEU-WAH-NEE:

“Last night with luce she made herself a croon;
She san the lover's song: O, [ndian Moon.

‘Oh, Indian Meon—

Oh, Moon thar twice deceives;
Your words the rain—

The rain upon the leaves.

Oh, Indian Moon,
Oh, Moon bcyand all sha:nc','_“
Lase night to you

[ told my warrior's name.

Ok, Indian Moon;
Oh, Moon of mellowed lies;
No campfire seent
And yet you float the skies.”

n



The Courter g1
"Wll}r does she blame the moon?™ asked Aclington,

"Damsels in love, praise all the moon has done

Pnﬁﬁj'ﬂ-l}r here we find ambition’s trace—
Design to bind the ballads of a race”

hI.'E Eh': Wﬁuld fEl[.[";- wirh 'I-'I-S," sa.id Rﬂ\ﬁ: MDHCM
“Thiugs mighe grow better, even in a day.”

And while they argued, down the stawrway Fitw
MNona, the Ute: hhm Queen wants all of you.'

They went above, to evening room in green,
On a low couch she l:l:p' the aﬂlng queen,

Twa red spors burned: her eyes were all afire:
"Take down confesston, for our heare doch wre.”

Fearful, the statesmen gathered near the bed,
And Pocahontas spoke with pillowed head.

POCAHONTAS:

| gavc-an ﬂr-l']-tl' unbckmwn o }’ﬂﬂ.
) M}F I".-I'F':HE.ES. lTI_?' muumcuors, fﬂﬁ-"‘f’Cl’ .

You may recall that Abou Rah, whose eyes
We made excuse for mercy’s enterprise.”
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CLOVIS VANDERSPIRE:

"We do recall—a man misunderscood:
But none the less, a gencleman, and good.

We later learned hie was of royal Aow,
Prince from che Indus, where young Buddhas grow.

H:ir toa Ei'[':r‘ bi[thtd 1’:!1: GE ﬂE]Ii.S Khﬂﬂ

Sent hus surveyors inte 1 urkestan.

In the Warld Wae, with Turbans of Parral—

His nime upon the Rajalis” honor roll.”

POCAHONTAS:

"You think him brave, and of 2 goodly sort?
We thank you, Clovis, for a noble thought.

Often I've wept and dreamed of knives at nighe;
Yer our decision hdpcd the prince’s sight.

And you remember that he went away,
Across the seas two years ago today.

Ah! When he wene, althe' there was some pain;
He said: 'l used to daub; I'll try again.” "
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RANDBERG:

"He was no Red: he was a reance-struck khan:
Tnurlnp_; the daze, as many another man. . .

Waounded, half Blind—low could he ever draw

Conclusion thar in Franee—a diferent war.

M}r own blunr [hmlgilt is thae 1 wish him here:
But not his ratlors—they were always queer.

PARKHAM:

HI l‘ﬂ.t!]c.f d'l.ir‘l{ a liftiﬂ '."Ed !IS Yefve—
Providing countrics keep a gun reserve;

Isaiah was red; and Moses—he was red;

And Miriam you couldn't keep in bed.
The dog-gets red; the parror has ics Et,

Somenimes it strikes a celebrated wit,
POCAHONTAS:

"But let me clear the canker from my mind;

I chcaccd-—m:r:t!}» an order signc j

Upon a morn I dic my council floue—
I asked our Justice chicf for keenest scout.
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A youth was sent—a cherub for the task—

HB fn:rwn:d ﬂnd Elil’.‘l: Il own tl'.IE EOXJS“ H:I!'I'f..1

Then go 1K::m forth, and find that Abou Rah
Beyond the seas—Dbeyond Arabia.

We have no clue except a cir._y's fame—
Lost Aracanda that no maps proclain.

Andf you find him, bid him come, and soon;
And give this ring—the Totem of the Moon,

My courier—you should have seen his face;
He Pmmfstd he would never leave the chasze,

And now 1 fear the name buc half embrowed—

And Aracanda less than puft-ball’s cloud.”
PARKHADM:

"Mo cheat [ sce—burt fricrtc[shi.p, VETY [are;
You saved che prince; Most anyone would care.

Hear Kinsey langh; and ﬂrlianm:t. he smules;
il

You beat the Council b}r a mullion mules.”

“IF this is called ‘confession,” ™ said Monee,

“Then William Rose adds: 'Blessed is the day.” "
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"“Good Lord,"” cried Vnnder.splre. “there clirigs to me
The faded cross-stitch of a memory;

For Arecands, as a trace of musk
Challenges from a void’s derisive dusk,

This Aracanda of the Morphean noeks;
Asta is full of names that nuss the books,

Or it may be an obsolere relrain—
Like Albion—Hispania for Spain.”

POCAHONTAS:

“All is not told; the quest has been in vain;
My secter scour, hie never came again,

I bﬂd: hh'ﬂ- dl:‘ “"!-'l:l-t I-.?ul.']}' Emnﬁn& drﬂﬁd-
Alas! ' know my courier 15 dead."”

KEEVAN MONET:

w QI.ICL'-“. one I'I'I':E&:Ii‘lg':l' a !J‘E.Eﬂ[tu{;

¢ lost a thousand to the readway shell.

We'll send the bureau, mngued by foreign birch,
And find good Abou Rah, 1f he's on earch.”
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NEU-WAH-NEE ENTERS:

“That snaky telephone in lower pass,
It buizzes like a Aathead in the grass.

I put old Twao Tongues |11Lenrrin_$ bat;
A sutlet's talk: “Clear har 15 arry Gar.” "

A wall coniection droned oll Rose Monet
Unclasped the prece to make 2 sick gul gay,

A jest, he l'.|mught. would ease 1 silence Sh}l'.
Or plant a sunnse in a deeary eye.

The tl:|crhmlt:. a F:wtmlm‘.'nt device:
ﬂﬂ inter Di:H'_'l' I'I'Ii.g it not knﬂw th’: Pl'ifﬁ.-

But Rose Monet grew senious as he gave

Delayed despatch, a carcel from the grave,
THE MESSAGE

“Clear wire for Havee de Grace—the Queen;
Three-One! Three-One! Waive Washingtmt [OALCIE,

Clear wire lor Havre de Gracel Who takes it downd™
"Monet, Queen's Counsel—speaking for the Crown.”

"Ch:ar WiT: [Cl[" H;H:'IE CIC Gmc:—ship in 'EI'D:ITI ="

Has dropped a courier for her Majesty.
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The ship—a freighter called the Caral Land.
Tl.'ll'.' CDUFiE[—T%—’F‘E#-DH#. fmm Silmﬂ.fk,ﬂﬂ.d.

By navy plane that runs the deuble stroke
Cross ninety miles, he flies to Roanoke.

The nighe is dark; it may be hard w land;
Searr rorches for Three-One from Samarkand.”

POCAHONTAS:

“'MNona, Wattana, Fawn and Evening Breeze,
Unlock the beacons—spark the hollow trees.

Brookside, Orrata, Dew and Willow Bud,
Fix audience room, with all che Iights aflood, "

The pocts ran—""4 rider from the dead”';
And Pocahontas halfway oue of bed.

"God's providence,” said wondering Arlington,
“IE decent hope—tweo words, or only one.”

Alecady shadowed lawns commenced ro shine;

The Indian girls hiad fired the hollow Pin:.

And not too spon, for in a staress. lane
Hobnobbed the motors of an nn:ruplan:.
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Tl‘lc Fl:lcls aginw. the i-:ldgc a hlaze uf light'.
Downward st swch:-Pcd—a falcon of che night.

FU” ml:l':t.'l. the thmmg qUEEH ':n :IIJdEIL'HCC oo,

Thou ghl: ofa ring—l.hc Tatem of the Moon.

Jaﬁ.l'ld il'l tl'lt}? l:l.‘mPE:‘J, thf gil‘l.‘ﬁ. ﬂ[i]l Hush:d b}’ FH‘ES;,

The pl.:u:ts' wlccs—.suummingz- af the 1}rr¢s.

Moner led foreh a }raul:h whose Face was scarred,
And aubuen b b}' whitened Pa:chcs marred.,

Parkham announced—a herald close ac hand:
“Your Majesty: Three-One [rom Samackand,”

POCAHONTAS:

“Welcome Three-One; we xarccly need to ask,
If sarrow jaumt}red with the fox's Hask."”

He kncle and kissed the hand she gave o hum;

“Speak,” said the Queen, “my courier from the Rim."
THREE-ONE:

A ]Dng. I.U”E Sﬂufnc}'—bu[fc.t CYCrD Car,
And my report—the thumb-sketch of a year.

Arabia—the blue Caspian's shore;
A thousand hureries; a thousand maore,
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Always the question—Aracanda—where?
Always the snswer was a stolid stare.

Jungles and hills; now North, now Seuth [ wene,
rawing my net around the Orient.

Torrents cried back, and sandstorms inked the scene;
These did not hale the Courier of the Queen,

Huee 1 Bokar, on | wene ngam,
Cross barren bowl, uuqu iwics of qum.

The gru:run-:l crept up-n—I trod a ribhed Plal:eau,
Tricked with dccp gorges, smm:n:rings of snow.

One nighe [ reached a turn whete cliffade dipped;
Before me walked 2 lanterneer with scope.

An old man, Greck, Arablan or Kurd,
Rﬂncling by ;andh:light an anciene word,

| ran, and cried: “What road?” He waved a hand:
The por;ts' Road—rthe Foad o Samarkand.'

My heatt beat fase: "Oh, Poet—Greek or Kurd,
You may of Aracanda somenime Leaed?’

HE [’Dﬂfhﬂ:l m_‘;‘ L 1) 5 la.a\.“. Eﬂllﬂ]ﬂls undﬂrsm"d
That Maracanda is our Samarkand,
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T]'lﬂ name i.s [lght, ﬂ.H I:-"-lt rj"-l': mESEing M.
Easy to drop an organ from a stem.

Yonder your city—-just below that star,
Now ruf::d by king, the ancienc line of Rah.’

J'!'i.t SUDF[SE we l']ﬂ.d Pﬂsﬁ "J'I-l: Eit};’ e

It was a place of mosques of wrn led date.

Arabs and Persians, youths from Tntt'-ﬂ}r.
Strolling the streets, absotbed in poerry.

Tombs of the great, and marble cuts, so fair,
[ wasted half a2 minute in a square.

Jade terraces, with Kasmir gu:ldcrs dressed;
And often deorways, carved with Timur's crest.

The king was old, and many titles bore;

HL‘ hﬂd a-5011, I}LI.E }'L'I.!-E I.'EtLII.'HDCI: EIG{I'I war.

This princc. described, like fereule-hered quest,

But in renrement, would see no guest,

The king's command: "Our palace, private clime—
Our son is ill; intrusion 15 a crime.”

The palace old, but hemmed by bastoned grounds;
Buteress and tower and other warchful baunds.
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TI'I.EIE Wis one spot F-I-'-' E‘UT an upwnn:l CI:'EW].',
Footholds appealed, and so I cimbed the wall.

].ﬂﬂ‘i‘[‘.‘d dOWll LI-PDI"I a rest reforc E-:rr gﬂds,
Where fount is lulled, and sleepy blossom nods,

T]'ICII'C atc an ﬂﬂEEL ﬂﬂ& Wit]-'l Brush-ﬁ“cd iﬂl’,
The one | mught—eiusive Abou Rah.

[ depcd within; so .sih:nﬂ}r I fell
Mo int:rruPtinn of the Pa[ntcr's EFdI.

| came upon him, me:l-:l}r, from the rear,
Looked o'er his shoulder—Iele the starcler’s spear;

FD’T Ehl:l'l: 'J'EFGH: e, .Li;rfl'bd ill }"ESHCI:I'I—

Stood Roanoke—Her Majesty, the Queen.”
POCCAHONTAS:

"Go on—you saw the Daughter of the Bow;

I do not wonder you were startled so.

Go on—go on—our picture on a stand;
Go en, great couner from Samarkand."

THREE-ONE:

"Yaur Majesty, the vision was so true,
[ dropped to knee, expecting sign from you.
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Thc_ sands of Asia dwindled to 2 dune
As forth | drew the Totem of che Moon,

The gift to Abou Rah; his face went white;
I read the words my Sovercign did indie.

An artist wept; placed signet on hiz hand.
Tell her 1 take che Road from Samarkand.

Tell her | love—although the way be far—
No way too long for love, and Abow Rah."™

The messenger advanced and opened palim
Wherein there lay a cireler graved with charm;

A ring with ruby casseled 1o a rung;
A ring to match the Totem of the Moon,

THE MESSENGER:

“This for che Queen, chat she may understand
A prnce has bade facewcll ro Samarkand.”

POCAHONTAS:

“Mo courer [ ever bieard or read,
Went on and roused the Cantons of the Dead,

This you have done; your scars and whited hair
MNear w our heare, and henor is our care.”
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THE MESSENGER:

“Your Majesty, the Courter of the Throne—
Mumber Three-One—he did not come alone.”

A curtain swaved; a voice from falline star—

“THE PRINCE OF ARACANDA—ABOU RAH."

Tunic-ed in white, with Turban of Paeal,
The scimitar thac won the Rajah’s Roil.

Oh, World, where symbals meer and understand
The hgured past, the Road to Samarkand.

POCAHONTAS;

“Pringe, you arc welcome; words are often flowers;
We so intend, though little skill is ours.

No meon totught; hangs low the pine tee smoke;
Prince, you are welcome thrice to Em:mhc.

Tl.'l': COMTT i-ﬁ hlllPIJ"r"., PUULE, Ic'ﬂ.f.l tll'.'- 5@'-11;
Upon the lawns with Abou Rah we stroll.”

THE END



