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FOREWORD

The theme of mother and child has been celebrated through

the ages in sculpture, painting and poetry, and while many modern

poets are seeking far and wide for themes that are ''new," the

true and deep emotions of the human heart continue to find ex-

pression, even in the writings of many of the "new" poets them-

selves.

It is the aim in this little collection to present some of the

best poems on the mother and child relationship written in recent

years, not forgetting to include several that deal also with the

love of father and child.

May the book cheer the mothers of the future, and those

whose children still surround them, and those to whom a

child is a living memory; in brief, may it bring a greeting

to every mother.

G. H. T.
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DREAMS AND VOICES

THE MOTHER

THERE will be a singing in your heart,

There will be a rapture in your eyes

;

You will be a woman set apart,

You will be so wonderful and wise.

You will sleep, and when from dreams you start,

As of one that wakes in Paradise,

There will be a singing in your heart,

There will be a rapture in your eyes.

There will be a moaning in your heart.

There will be an anguish in your eyes

;

You will see your dearest ones depart,

You will hear their quivering good-byes.

Yours will be the heart-ache and the smart.

Tears that scald and lonely sacrifice;

There will be a moaning in your heart.

There will be an anguish in your eyes.

There will come a glory in your eyes.

There will come a peace within your heart

;

Sitting 'neath the quiet evening skies.

Time will dry the tear and dull the smart.

You will know that you have played your part

;

Yours shall be the love that never dies

:

You, with Heaven's peace within your heart.

You, with God's own glory in your eyes.

Robert W. Service.



THE VOICE OF THE UNBORN

FROM the Unseen I come to you tonight,

The Hope and Expectation of your world.

I am Omniscience that seeks of you

A tongue to utter the eternal thought.

I am Omnipotence that claims of you

The tools whereby my power may profit earth.

All Love am I, that seeks to spend itself

Embodied in a human sacrament,

For I have heard the wailing of the world,

Not faint and far away as in a dream.

But very near—and lo, I understood

It need not be. Wherefore I come to you.

O You, to whom my tenderness goes out,

To whom I fain would bring an end of groans

And blind, bewildered tears, a cloudless dawn
Of unimagined joy and strength unguessed.

What welcome will you give to me, O World?

Since I whose dwelling is the universe

Will stoop to walls and rafters for your sake,

What is the home you have prepared for me?
O Men and Women, is it beautiful,

A place of peace, a house of harmony?

Will you be glad, who know me as I am,

To see me make my habitation there?

Since I will hamper my divinity

With weight of mortal raiment for your sake,

What vesture have you woven for my wear?

O Man and Woman who have fashioned it

Together, is it fine and clean and strong.

Made in such reverence of holy joy.

Of such unsullied substance, that your hearts

2



THE VOICE OF THE UNBORN

Leap with glad awe to see it clothing me,

The glory of whose nakedness you know?

Oh, long, long silence of the wakening years!

Thus have I called since man took shape as man

;

Thus will I call till all mankind shall heed

And know me, who today am one with God,

And whom tomorrow shall behold, your child.

From the Unseen I come to you tonight. . .

Amelia Josephine Burr



THE HAPPY TRAVELER

WONDERING, I watch the unconcern

With which a little child at birth,

Comes hazarding this mortal stay

—

Facing the road with careless mirth,

Discerning love at every turn,

His only task to laugh and learn,

And find new joy for every day.

Oh, at the end of my sojourn

Upon these fateful roads of earth.

May I go on, with child-heart gay

To take my little wages worth

:

Go sure of all for which I yearn;

Go gladly, eager to discern

The love and joy, along some friendly way.

Anna Catherine Markham



CONTENT

THE red deer hies to his leafy glade

The goat to his mountain steep,

The grayling gambols beneath the shade

Where the brook runs still and deep.

The hawk flies home to its mountain nest

The lark to his lonesome lea;

My baby lies on her mother's heart

And the mother is here with me.

Oh, fair is the sea and the sky above,

And sweet is the summer land.

But what is the world to a woman's love

And the feel of a dimpled hand?

And what care I for the land, the land

And what care I for the sea,

When I feel the touch of a baby's hand

And the mother is here with me?

The gray old world goes on and on

Its labor shall never cease

But here is the blush of creation's dawn
And the blossoming rose of peace.

And what care I for the mountain's crest

And what for the lonesome lea?

My baby lies on its mother's breast

And the mother is here with me.

Albert Bigelow Paine



FOR ALEXANDRA'S BABY

(1917)

LITTLE soul, little soul

Who is passing thee?

Dost thou hear the cannon's roll?

See the souls set free?

Dost thou hear the moaning made?
Hear the cries for bread?

Can'st thou see the children laid

Beside their mothers dead ?

Can'st thou hear the women weep,

Hear the children cry?

Do the souls that past thee sweep
Sing, as they rush by ?

Art thou glad earth is thy goal

So to help the right ?

Welcome then, God's little soul.

Welcome to the fight ! .
.'

.

Little one, little one

You are now so small

You are only made for fun
And nothing else at all!

So we'll laugh and sing, and play

And wonder and grow wise:

Yes, little soul, and we will pray . . .

Who looks out through your eyes?

Grace Hyde Trine



THE WEAVERS

From: "A Lyric Sequence Celebrating the Mystery of Birth."

SUN flash, stars drift,

Comes and goes the moon

;

Ever through the wide miles

Corn-fields croon

Patiently, hopefully,

A low, slow tune.

•

Lovingly, longingly,

Labors without rest

Every happy cornstalk.

Weaving at her breast

Such a cozy cradle

For the coming guest.

In the flowing pastures.

Where the cattle feed.

Such a hidden love-storm.

Dying into seed

—

Blue grass, slough grass,

Wild flower, weed!

Mark the downy flower-coats

In the hollyhocks

!

Hark, the cooing Wheat-Soul
Weaving for her flocks!

Croon-time, June-time,

Moon of baby frocks!

Rocking by the window
Wrapt in visionings,

Lo, the gentle mother

7



THE WEAVERS

Sews and sings,

Shaping to a low song

Wee, soft things.

Patiently, hopefully,

Early, late.

How the wizard fingers

Weave with Fate

For the naked youngling

Crying at the Gate

!

Sound, sight, day, night

Fade, flee thence;

Vanished is the brief, hard

World of sense.

Hark ! Is it the plump grape

Crooning from the fence?

Droning of the surf where

Far seas boom ?

Chanting of the weird stars

Big with Doom?
Humming of the god-flung

Shutters of a loom?

O'er the brooding summer
A green hush clings,

Save the sound of weaving

Wee, soft things

;

Everywhere a mother

Weaves and sings.

John G. Neihardt
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THE CHILD'S HERITAGE

From: "A Lyric Sequence Celebrating the Mystery of Birth."

OH, there are those, a sordid clan,

With pride in gaud and faith in gold,

Who prize the sacred soul of man
For what his hands have sold.

And these shall deem thee humbly bred:

They shall not hear, they shall not see

The kings among the lordly dead

Who walk and talk with thee!

A tattered cloak may be thy dole

And thine the roof that Jesus had;

The broidered garment of the soul

Shall keep thee purple-clad!

The blood of men hath dyed its brede,

And it was wrought by holy seers

With sombre dream and golden deed

And pearled with women's tears.

With Eld thy chain of days is one:

The seas are still Homeric seas

;

Thy sky shall glow with Pindar's sun.

The stars of Socrates

!

Unaged the ancient tide shall surge,

The old Spring burn along the bough:

The new and old for thee converge

In one eternal Now!



THE CHILD S HERITAGE

I give thy feet the hopeful sod,

Thy mouth, the priceless boon of breath;

The glory of the search for God
Be thine in life and death!

Unto thy flesh, the soothing dust;

Thy soul, the gift of being free:

The torch my fathers gave in trust.

Thy father gives to thee!

J. G. Neihaedt
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LULLABY

From: "A Lyric Sequence Celebrating the Mystery of Birth."

SUN-FLOOD, moon-gleam

Ebb and flow

Twinkle-footed star flocks

Come and go

:

Eager little Stranger,

Sleep and grow!

Yearning in the moon-lift

Surge the Seas;

Southering, the sun-lured

Gray goose flees:

Eager with the same urge,

You and these!

Canopies in splendor

—

Red, gold, blue

—

With the tender Autumn
Cooing through

;

Oh, the mighty cradle

Rocking you

!

J. G. Neihardt

Three poems reprinted by permission of the publishers, The Macmillan Company,
from "The Quest, Collected Lyrics," copyright 1916 by The Macmillan Company.
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TO A CERTAIN LITTLE BOY

(Alexander Neil Smith)
With a Silver Cup on the Day

of His Christening

WHEN you are really quite grown up.

Too big to drain this little cup,

I hope the gods are kind, my boy,

And fill Life's cup with magic joy.

I pray that from a golden bowl

You may drink wisdom for your soul.

And in the chalice of the years

Find much of peace, and less of tears;

Find knowledge, beauty, faith, and love.

And every blessing from above;

But most of all, in goodly share,

Yourself pour Human Kindness there.

Charles Hanson Towne

12



TO A NEW-BORN BABY GIRL

AND did thy sapphire shallop slip

Its moorings suddenly, to dip

Adown the clear, ethereal sea

From star to star, all silently?

What tenderness of archangels

In silver thrilling syllables

Pursued thee, or what dulcet hymn
Low-chanted by the cherubim?

And thou departing must have heard

The holy Mary's farewell word,

Who with deep eyes and wistful smile

Remembered Earth a little while.

Now from the coasts of morning pale

Comes safe to port thy tiny sail.

Now have we seen by early sun.

Thy miracle of life begun.

All breathing and aware thou art.

With beauty templed in thy heart

To let thee recognize the thrill

Of wings along far azure hill.

And hear within the hollow sky

Thy friends the angels rushing by.

These shall recall that thou hast known
Their distant country as thine own.

To spare thee word of vales and streams,

And publish heaven through thy dreams.

The human accents of the breeze

Through swaying star-acquainted trees

Shall seem a voice heard earlier.

Her voice, the adoring sigh of her,

13



TO A NEW-BORN BABY GIRL

When thou 'mid rosy cherub-play

Didst hear her call thee, far away,

And dream in very Paradise

The worship of thy mother's eyes.

Grace Hazard Conkling
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ON THE BIRTH OF A CHILD

LO—to the battle-ground of Life,

Child, you have come, like a conquering shout,

Out of a struggle—into strife

;

Out of a darkness—into doubt.

Girt with the fragile armor of Youth,

Child, you must ride into endless wars.

With the sword of protest, the buckler of truth.

And a banner of love to sweep the stars . . .

About you the world's despair will surge;

Into defeat you must plunge and grope

—

Be to the faltering, an urge;

Be to the hopeless years, a hope!

Be to the darkened world a flame

;

Be to its unconcern a blow

—

For out of its pain and tumult you came.

And into its tumult and pain you go.

Louis Untermeyer
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ONE YEAR OLD

IS it we that are wise, is it we,

Who have bought with a price of grief

A wisdom seldom free

From scorn or disbehef,

Who find this world fulfill

An end that is not our will.

Who toil with light in our eyes

Showing us scarce begun

The things we meant to have done:

Is it we, is it we, that are wise?

Or O, is it you, is it you,

That have yet no language of ours.

But whose eyes are a laughter blue

As of light slipping under the showers,

Whose carol, sweeter than words.

Trills clear as an April bird's.

Or a dancing brook on the hill,

—

Blithe springs of a confidence

That bubbles, we know not whence.

And has no knowledge of ill?

Lo, our desires have gone
Like ships to a future far

And vanished in mist alone

By no befriending star.

But all to you is a wonder
Fresh as the sky, whereunder
Life moves to pledge delight;

You need no hope to bear

The day through the day's care;

Your joys are all in sight.
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ONE YEAR OLD

You want not a word to tell

What lies beyond our guess

And springs like a sparkling well

In lovely speechlessness.

And we that have shaped with art

Language of mind and of mart,

We have never yet found speech

For the heart's blood deepest stirred

Something is flown with a word

Or is buried beneath our reach.

Our speech is spun from the pain

Of thought and heavy with years,

And dyed with an ancient stain

From passion and blood and tears.

But O, I vow, when I hear

Your wordless carol clear,

I would cast this speech that endures

As a sorry old patchwork coat,

Could I but re-fill my throat

With the liquid joy in yours.

Laurence Binyon
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TO MY BOY

On His First Birthday

LITTLE stranger from a world unknown,

Little pilgrim starting on your quest,

Little spirit with your flight unflown,

Nestling sheltered at the mother's breast,

By what mystic alchemy divine

Do I live, transfigured in your form,

Thus commingled with a spirit fine,

Thus repatterned to a fairer norm ?

But your eyes repeat your mother's fair.

As the pool that mirrors heaven's blue.

And the halo of your golden hair

Hints the glory she bequeaths to you.

By such tokens do we claim you ours.

Yet no mortal genesis alone

Bound you to the tyranny of hours,

Cast your spirit in the flesh and bone.

Faring hither from the past obscure

With the taper life to light you far,

Tho' it flicker out, shall love endure,

Guide to lead you toward your goal

—

a star!

You are ours in trust a little time.

Ours to start upon the upward trail.

May the little feet grow strong to climb.

May the heart expand, the will avail.

i8



TO MY BOY

Tiny hands shall strengthen to their need,

Tiny lips shall learn to speak in praise;

Child, I charge you, one monition heed.

One commandment keep through all your days

:

Learn to serve, with hand and heart and brain,

God within you find, not far above;

Toil for beauty, give, and thereby gain,

Thus transmute your labor into love.

Charles Keeler
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EXPERIENCE

DEBORAH danced, when she was two,

As buttercups and daffodils do;

Spirited, frail, naively bold.

Her hair, a ruffled crest of gold,

And whenever she spoke, her voice went singing

Like water up from a fountain springing.

But now her step is quiet and slow;

She walks the way primroses go;

Her hair is yellow instead of gilt,

Her voice is losing its lovely lilt

And in place of her wild, delightful ways

A quaint precision rules her days.

For Deborah now is three, and oh.

She knows so much that she did not know.

Aline Kilmer

20



VILLAGE-SONG

HONEY, child, honey, child, whither are you goirxg:

Would you cast your jewels all to the breezes blowing:

Would you leave the mother who on golden grain has fed you?

Would you grieve the lover who is riding forth to wed you?

Mother mine, to the wild forest I am going,

Where upon the champa boughs the champa buds are blowing;

To the koil-haunted river-isles where lotus lilies glisten.

The voices of the fairy-folk are calling me: O listen!

Honey, child, honey, child, the world is full of pleasure.

Of bridal-songs and cradle-songs and sandal-scented leisure.

Your bridal robes are in the loom, silver and saffron glowing,

Your bridal cakes are on the hearth; O whither are you going?

The bridal-songs and cradle-songs have cadences of sorrow,

The laughter of the sun to-day, the wind of death to-morrow.

Far sweeter sound the forest-notes where forest streams are

falling

;

O mother mine, I cannot stay, the fairy folks are calling.

Sarojini Naidu

21



A MOTHER'S SONG

T HAVE not yet known Mother's grief

*- For I can comfort thee;

Child, I can smile above the tears

So swiftly eased by me.

I know in time my son shall grow
Beyond his Mother's ken.

And half a stranger he will go

Among the world—of men.

Then shall I know a Mother's grief

—

His separate bitterness.

My heart will break if his must ache

With wounds I cannot guess.

'Tis little pain to bear a child

Beside this other woe.

To feel the helplessness to soothe

The want that grieves him so.

(/ hear a man cry in the dark

He journeys on alone.)

Lie close, lie close, my little Son,

While yet thou art my own.

(His heart is broken by stranger hands
I may not give him rest.)

My darling one, my child, my Son!
I hold thee on my breast.

{The heart in him is sick with need,

For help I may not give.)

Perchance the smiles I spend on thee

May help that stranger live.

22



A MOTHER S SONG

{Unhoused, along a barren road,

I hear a pilgrim weep.)

But in his heart is the little song

That sings thee now to sleep.

{The hitter brand of this zvorld's shame

Is sealed upon his brow.)

But in his hand is a New Name

—

The kiss I give thee now

!

For when my child is grown—is grown

—

He'll get this help from me,

That now, while he is all my own,

I rock him on my knee.

Anna Hempstead Branch

23



CRADLE SONG

LORD Gabriel, wilt thou not rejoice

When at last a little boy's

Cheek lies heavy as a rose,

And his eyelids close?

Gabriel, when that hush may be,

This sweet hand all heedfully

I'll undo, for thee alone.

From his mother's own.

Then the far blue highways paven

With the burning stars of heaven

He shall gladden with the sweet

Hasting of his feet

—

Feet so brightly bare and cool.

Leaping, as from pool to pool;

From a little laughing boy

Splashing rainbow joy

!

Gabriel, wilt thou understand

How to keep his hovering hand ?

—

Never shut, as in a bond

From the bright beyond?

—

Nay, but though it cling and close

Tightly as a climbing rose.

Clasp it only so,—aright

Lest his heart take fright.

(Dormi, dormi tu:

The dusk is hung with blue.)

24



CRADLE SONG

II

Lord Michael, wilt thou not rejoice

When at last a little boy's

Heart, a shut-in murmuring bee,

Turns him unto thee?

Wilt thou heed thine armor well,

—

To take his hand from Gabriel

So his radiant cup of dream

May not spill a gleam?

He will take thy heart in thrall,

TelHng o'er thy breastplate, all

Colors, in his bubbling speech.

With his hand to each.

(Dormi, dormi tu.

Sapphire is the blue;

Pearl and beryl, they are called,

Chrysoprase and emerald,

Sard and amethyst.

Numbered so and kissed.)

Ah, but find some angel word

For thy sharp, subduing sword

!

Yea, Lord Michael, make no doubt

He will find it out:

(Dormi, dormi tu!)

His eyes will look at you.

Ill

Last, a little morning space.

Lead him to that leafy place

Where Our Lady sits awake.

For all mothers' sake.

25



CRADLE SONG

Bosomed with the Blessed One,

He shall mind her of her Son,

Once so folded from all harms.

In her shrining arms.

(In her veil of blue,

Dormi, dormi tu.)

So;—and fare thee well.

—

Softly,—Gabriel . . .

When the first faint red shall come.

Bid the Day-star lead him home.

For the bright World's sake,

—

To my heart, awake.

Josephine Preston Peabody

26



THE WIFE FROM FAIRYLAND

HER talk was all of woodland things,

Of little lives that pass

Away in one green afternoon.

Deep in the haunted grass;

For she had come from fairyland,

The morning of a day

When the world that still was April

Was turning into May.

Green leaves and silence and two eyes

—

'T was so she seemed to me,

A silver shadow of the woods.

Whisper and mystery.

I looked into her woodland eyes.

And all my heart was hers.

And then I led her by the hand

Home up my marble stairs;

And all my granite and my gold

Was hers for her green eyes.

And all my sinful heart was hers

From sunset to sunrise;

I gave her all delight and ease

That God had given to me,

I listened to fulfill her dreams.

Rapt with expectancy.

But all I gave, and all I did,

Brought but a weary smile

Of gratitude upon her face;

As though a little while,

27



THE WIFE FROM FAIRYLAND

She loitered in magnificence

Of marble and of gold.

And waited to be home again

When the dull tale was told.

Sometimes, in the chill galleries,

Unseen, she deemed, unheard,

I found her dancing like a leaf

And singing like a bird.

So lone a thing I never saw

In lonely earth or sky.

So merry and so sad a thing,

One sad, one laughing, eye.

There came a day when on her heart

A wildwood blossom lay.

And the world that still was April

Was turning into May.

In the green eyes I saw a smile

That turned my heart to stone:

My wife that came from fairyland

No longer was alone.

For there had come a little hand

To show the green way home.

Home through the leaves, home through the dew,

Home through the greenwood—home.

Richard Le Gallienne
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FOR A CHILD

YOU are coming, over the dark

(Over the dark, over the dark)

You are coming, shadovi^ and spark:

Life! for my hand to hold.

Ah, and what shall I do with you?

Curl you away in a pink rose-petal?

Or in a chest of pale filigree-metal

Lock you like pearls from the cold?

Or shall I hang you out on the bough

Of the great fir tree where the winds walk by,

Letting them rock you and still your cry-

When you are afraid at night?

But I am afraid when I think of you.

—

How shall I know you? Whom shall I greet,

Strange as a star from your head to your feet.

Strange little soul, blank-white?

/ am coming, over the dark

{Over the dark—over the dark),

Trembling and wonder, shadow and spark:

Life!—for your hand to hold.

This will you do, and naught else with me:

Clasp me and kiss me and cling to me!
Love me, and laugh as you sing to me!

Hugging me safe from the cold!

II

You shall not wear velvet

Nor silken broidery;

But brown things and straight things

That leave your body free.
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FOR A CHILD

You shall not have playthings

That men have wrought for gold;

But shells and stones and seaweeds,

And nuts by squirrels sold.

Your friends shall be the Tall Wind,

The River and the Tree;

The Sun that laughs and marches,

The Swallows, and the Sea.

Your prayers shall be the murmur
Of grasses in the rain;

The song of wild wood-thrushes,

That make God glad again.

And you shall run and wander.

And you shall dream and sing

Of brave things and bright things.

Beyond the swallow's wing.

And you shall envy no man,

Nor hurt your heart with sighs.

For I will keep you simple,

That God may make you wise

!

Ill

I hold you close : and I could cry

Because you seem so new and dear;

And such a helpless warder I

To keep your candle burning clear

:

The curious candle of your breath,

Body's and spirit's throbbing light

—

I hold you close, while Life and Death

Already blow across you. White
And soft, and warm against my cheek

—

Oh, I could cry ! But somehow, you
With hands and feet and face bespeak

Laughter no tears can quiver through

!
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FOR A CHILD

A changeling mother I must be,

To laugh, and not to cry at you,

—

Dust of the starry worlds !—to me
The quaintest joke I ever knew!

Fanny Stearns Gifford
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PEACE

WHEN from the wearying war of life

I seek release,

I look into my Baby's face,

And there find peace

!

Martha Foote Crow
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THE YOUNG MOTHER

OF what concern are wars to her.

Or treaties broken on the seas ?

Or all the cruelties of men ?

She has her baby on her knees.

In blessed singleness of heart,

What heed has she for nations' wrath?

She sings a little peaceful hymn
As she prepares the baby's bath.

As in a dream, she hears the talk

Of mine, torpedo, bomb and gun

—

She shudders, but her thoughts are all

Encradled with her little son.

Christopher Morley
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THE INVOCATION TO THE SUN-GOD

The Invocation to the Sun-god and other starry gods is to ask

their special protection over the child while asleep, as the mother

thinks that then her earthly care has no power to protect. The
Zunis regard the Sun as the life-giver or the mother-of-life,

and consider the moon and certain stars the celestial abode of

all the good souls that have departed from the earth.

When asleep, the Zunis believe the spirit is temporarily freed

from the body and enters into happy communion with the good
spirits of the other world.

Carlos Troyer

The Zuni mother never allows anyone to gaze upon a sleeping child
because such a gaze disturbs it in its communion with the good spirits of
another realm.

G. H. T.

GRANT ! O Sun-god, thy protection

Guard this helpless infant sleeping.

Grant! O Sun-god, thy protection.

Guard this helpless infant sleeping,

Resting peaceful, resting peaceful.

(Starry guardians forever joyful,

Faithful Moon-god forever watchful.)

Grant! O Sun-god, thy protection,

Guard this helpless infant sleeping.

Spirit living, Spirit resting.

Guard us, lead us, aid us, love us

Sun-god forever!

Translated by Carlos Troyer
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LULLABIES

At First

"DABY, the legends say
--' Angels are here,

Keeping all harm away
That would come near.

There is a warmer thing

Guarding thee, babyling.

Than any angel-wing:

It is my love so deep;

Then sleep, child, sleep.

Baby, I cannot tell

How strangely fair

Are tower and citadel

That glisten there

In the sleep-country wide;

Wonders on every side

Wait thee and there abide:

Marvels by wood and stream

So dream, child, dream.

Baby, much-travelled one,

When thou hast seen

Dawn, noon and set of sun

In sleep-lands green.

Haply thou wilt be fain

With all thy might and main
Homeward to turn again.

Is't so ? For home's sweet sake,

Then wake, child, wake

!
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LULLABIES

II

At Last

A withered face with great brown eyes

That gazed through unwept tears

;

A smile on the mouth in mother wise

And tender, full of years.

Stretched on the sand a man, not old,

With features warped by sin.

And bad, albeit now death-cold.

All passion dead within.

But ever the mother sat above

Her son and rocked and sang

As though deep stirred by baby-love,

While thus her cracked voice rang

:

"Sun-gold thy hair, darling.

Sleep, thou art fair, darling.

Shut down thy pretty eyes

;

Father is on the sea.

Nobody's by but me.

Sleep, for the waters rise."

So sang the fish-wife bending o'er

Her boy, just drowned and dead
;

Crazed, in her mind the days of yore

Kept revel in her head.

^'When thou art old, darling.

Grown brave and bold, darling,

Then thou shalt have a wife

;

Now thou art only mine.

Little and fair and fine.

Helpless in all thy life."
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LULLABIES

The man lay still, and the sullen look

Was ever on his face;

His deeds read dark in the judgement book;

His lot had been disgrace.

But the mother hugged the body wet,

Gray-haired, and dazed in brain.

As I walked away she was singing yet

Over and o'er again

—

"Tis time to wake, darling.

See! light will break, darling,

Yonder across the quay;

Come, wee one, kiss me now.

Soft on my cheek and brow

;

Wake for the love of me,

My boy, my joy,

—

For the love of me,—for me !"

Richard Burton
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MOTHER-LOVE

THINK not of love as of a debt

—

Due or in May or in December i

Nay, rather, for a time, forget;

Life always helps us to remember!

A child whom harmless toys beguile

To loiter for a little while,

Put heart into your play, and then

When you are tired—come home again

!

Fair, yet how fragile, pleasure's rose !

—

How vain the toil to make it stronger!

It blooms—it withers,—but love knows

A sweeter blossom that lives longer

!

Florence Earle Coates
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THE MOTHER TO HER DAUGHTER

BEAUTIFUL child that launchest out on the great sea of

life,

Soon I, thy Mother, must leave thee ; soon the dark shall close

me and leave thee alone in the bright sunshine.

And thy lovers shall come and make love to thee: they shall

lay their fortunes at thy feet, and their strength and the glory

of their manhood;

They shall desire thee, for thou art beautiful as the silver

sickle moon arising in heaven before the dawn.

Yet when they come forget not me, O my child: be not de-

ceived by their words

;

For none ever again shall love thee as I love thee, none ever

again shall know, as I know, thy hidden thoughts—none shall

read the light that plays upon thy face as I can read it.

These shall love thee for themselves : they shall seek thee in

order to possess thee ; but I have given all that I have to thee.

All the years that we have been together since thou first

pressed thy tiny palm upon my breast to look into my face,

until now

;

I have given myself to thee.

Before thy feet, or ever thou couldst walk, my love has

walked, my thoughts have circled thee, my desire has made thee

very beautiful.

If I might pray, I pray that when thou hast known the love

of man
Thou, too, may^st become a mother, and so even through

travail and suffering may'st know the greater love.

Then far away down the years thou shalt remember me

—

As when one ascends a mountain the opposite mountain lifts

itself higher and higher, so as thou goest farther from me I will

grow upon thee clearer and closer even than now.

Edward Carpenter
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TO A GRANDMOTHER

AT six o'clock in the evening,

The time for lullabies,

My son lay on my mother's lap

With sleepy, sleepy eyes

!

(O drowsy little manny boy,

With sleepy, sleepy eyes!)

I heard her sing, and rock him.

And the creak of the swaying chair.

And the old dear cadence of the words

Came softly down the stair.

And all the years had vanished,

All folly, greed, and stain

—

The old, old song, the creaking chair,

The dearest arms again!

(0 lucky little manny boy.

To feel those arms again!)

Christopher Morley
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JEALOUSY

O DON'T you love a windy line,

With small gay clothes to make it fine!

The one next door is such a joy

—

(They have a little girl and boy!)

I sit and sit to watch their frocks

That blow and bow like hollyhocks.

Look! Peter's rompers, pink and blue,

They always seem to beckon you.

And Joan's little under-things,

They tremble—don't they—like white wings

!

There, see his tiny waving sock?

And Joan's darling jonquil smock?

(Always the swaying dancing dears

Blur out through swift and foolish tears.)

I wish I had a windy line.

With small gay clothes to make it fine!

Jacqueline Embry
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THE WAKING DREAM

LAST night before I fell asleep

And all my prayers were said

A little friendly waking dream

Came tip-toe to my bed.

He was so tiny and so sweet

With such a pleasant smile,

He held my hand and smoothed my hair,

And talked to me awhile.

He told me how perhaps some day

I'd sail away to sea

;

And come back very rich and great,

And none would know 'twas me.

In golden chariot and pair

I'd ride up to the town,

A star of honor on my breast

And on my head a crown.

The people all would wonder who
This hero great could be;

But Mother—she would take one look,

And then she'd know 'twas me.

Faith Van Valkenburgh Vilas
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EARLY

I
LIKE to lie and wait, to see

My mother braid her hair.

It is as long as it can be

And yet she doesn't care.

I love my mother's hair.

And then the way her fingers go

They look so quick and white,

—

In and out, and to and fro.

And braiding in the light ;

And it is always right.

So then she winds it, shining brown

Around her head into a crown.

Just like the day before.

And then she looks, and pats it down.

And looks a minute more,

—

While I stay here, all still and cool.

Oh, isn't Morning beautiful ?

Josephine Preston Peabody
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CHILD OF MY HEART

CHILD-HEART!
Wild-heart

!

What can I bring you,

What can I sing you,

You who have come from a glory afar.

Called into Time from a secret star?

Fleet one!

Sweet one!

Whose was the wild hand

Shaped you in child-land,

Framing the flesh with a flash of desire.

Pouring the soul as a fearful fire?

Strong child!

Song child!

Who can unravel

All your long travel

Out of the Mystery birth after birth

—

Out of the dim worlds deeper than Earth?

Mad thing!

Glad thing!

How will Life tame you?

How will God name you ?

All that I know is that you are to me
Wind over water, star on the sea.

Dear heart ! •

Near heart

!

Long is the journey.

Hard is the tourney:

Would I could be by your side when you fall—
Would that my own heart could suffer it all

!

Edwin Markham
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NANCY HANKS

PRAIRIE child,

Brief as dew,

What winds of wonder

Nourished you ?

Rolling plains

Of billowy green;

Far horizons.

Blue, serene;

Lofty skies

The slow clouds climb,

Where burning stars

Beat out the time:

These, and the dreams

Of fathers bold,

Baffled longings,

Hopes untold,

Gave to you
A heart of fire.

Love like deep waters.

Brave desire.

Ah, when youth's rapture

Went out in pain.

And all seemed over.

Was all in vain ?

O soul obscure.

Whose wings life bound

And soft death folded

Under the ground

;
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NANCY HANKS

Wilding lady,

Still and true,

Who gave us Lincoln

And never knew

—

To you at last

Our praise, our tears,

Love and a song

Through the nation's years

!

Mother of Lincoln,

Our tears, our praise

;

A battle-flag '

And the victor's bays

!

Harriet Monroe

Reprinted by permission of the publishers, The Macmillan Company, from
'You and I," copyright 19 14 by The Macmillan Company,
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MOTHERS

I
HOLD no cause worth my son's life/' one said

—

And the two women with her as she spoke

Joined glances in a hush that neither broke,

So present was the memory of their dead.

And through their meeting eyes their souls drew near,

Linked by their sons, men who had held life dear,

But laid it down for something dearer still.

One had wrought out with patient iron will

The riddle of a pestilence, and won,

Fighting on stricken, till his work was done

For children of tomorrow. Far away
In shell-torn soil of France the other lay.

And in the letter that his mother read

Over and over, kneeling as to pray

—

"I'm thanking God with all my heart today.

Whatever comes— (that was the day he died)

—

I've done my bit to clear the road ahead."

In those two mothers, common pain of loss

Blossomed in starry flowers of holy pride.

What thoughts were hers who silent stood beside

Her son the dreamer's cross?

Amelia Josephine Burr
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A WISE WOMAN

She putteth victory into the heart

:

She giveth to the groping one a radiant laughter as a lance

against despair:

She biddeth the feet of the sorrower dance, that his soul may
exult.

With sudden sunrise she illumines the dark face of failure

:

And wit|;i scorn and ridicule stings to vividness the dead heart:

With defiance she challenges the inert, and with the cleansing

blade of truth she removes twilight.

She giveth healing, O woman of gentle hands:

And understanding is the ray of her eye when it looks on the

mourner

:

With quick smiles she enfoldeth one, and with sweet humor she

sootheth the ruffled.

She does not lack the whimsical waywardness of a woman

:

It delighteth a man's soul, and he would serve her willingly:

Nor is she too wise to be teachable, but listens with attentive

spirit.

Because this woman has lived every life that a woman may live,

And been down through pits of pain and agony and up on the

heights of rejoicing.

She scorns none, and condemns none: her task is understand-

ing .. .

To her may be told the most terrible secret and the dingiest sin

:

She knoweth ere one has spoken.

Where she dwells there is quietness and low laughter:

One may almost forget that she sits in the heart of the storm,

And is the wielder of a sword in the combats of the human heart.
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A WISE WOMAN

Her name is Mother:

To her run the little children and the larger children also:

There they find wisdom and high courage, and the hand of

healing

:

For she putteth victory into the heart.

James Oppenheim
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AT BETHLEHEM

A RUSSIAN pilgrim fell with gesture wild

Before the manger; while in circuit shy

A sweet young mother kissed the walls and smiled

And softly sang a Syrian lullaby.

Katharine Lee Bates
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TO MY DEAR MOTHER

THOU smilest that my childhood's dreaming thought

So blent thee with the Beauty of God's world

That those deep morning lilies dew-impearled,

And jonquils clear with vernal wildness fraught

(In the old lost garden where thy hand had wrought),

And dove-plumes of an evening cloud soft curled,

And star-sheen to the bland night wind unfurled,

Some touch of thy fair tenderness had caught.

Later the world of all things excellent

As once of lovely, moved round thee ; and still

Whene'er I hear the praise of Truth, Goodwill,

High Hope, and Courage by no tempest bent,

I can but think these names for thee were meant.

And thou art Love, else hath my heart no skill!

Edith M. Thomas
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A NEW SONG OF MOTHERHOOD

HE shall not fight for lust of might,

The sons of men he shall not slay;

His sword shall be a sword of light

To bring the larger day.

Wrapped in this little sleeping frame,

Curled in this heart, so deep,

A summons out of heaven came,

A Primal Pledge to keep.

little dreaming son of mine,

1 see creation's purpose shine.

The Mother soul that finely hears

The music of the brooding spheres.

Hath told the message thou didst bring,

The song that I must sing.

Mothers have sung of sword and shield.

The splendor of the battlefield

;

My lips shall sing a nobler song

The love that conquers wrong

!

The Power that built the dome of space

And carved night's pillars, firm and sure,

The Love that formed this httle face.

Hath shaped a purpose, radiant, pure.

O driving Force that will not rest.

That swings the suns, and pearls the dew,

O Force that thrills my mother's breast,

Help me to live that purpose through

!

Amid the tumult of the earth,

The shout of arms, the clash of steel,

The wail of brutal death and birth.

May he be strong to heal

!
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A NEW SONG OF MOTHERHOOD

O little son, O little son,

What glorious conquests shall be now

!

What huge compelling powers grope

And flower in thy Mother's hope!

What yearnings of the Primal Cause

Shall plead earth's higher laws

!

Thy tiny hands, like petals furled,

How they shall toil to bless the world;

What flame shall leap from thy small breast

To champion the opprest!

O Star that shone to lead rnankind,

Help him the hidden path to find,

That he may speak Christ's word again

Of "Peace on Earth" to men

!

He shall not fight for lust or might;

The sons of men he shall not slay;

His sword shall be a sword of light

To bring the larger day.

Angela Morgan
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ENVOY

CHILD, do you love the flower

Ashine with colour and dew

Lighting its transient hour ?

So I love you.

The lambs in the mead are at play,

'Neath a hurdle the shepherd's asleep.

From height to height of the day

The sunbeams sweep.

Evening will come. And alone

The dreamer the dark will beguile;

All the world will be gone

For a dream's brief while.

Then I shall be old ; and away

:

And you, with sad joy in your eyes,

Will brood over children at play

With as loveful surmise.

Walter De La Mare
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TO A CHILD FALLING ASLEEP

/^VER the dim edge of sleep I lean,

^^ And in her eyes' illimitable grey distances,

Look down into the shadow-tinted space,

—

The cloudy air of sleep,

—

To see the rose-lit petal of a Child's fair soul

Seek dreamily the farther gloom,

Where waking eyes may follow her no more.

One more last time her lids are lifted.

And in her look I read a wistful fare-thee-well

;

Her spirit waves a twinkling white hand.

Her bark is out upon the sea of dream,

—

The calm, grey sea, full and immovably established.

That drinks the river of my love, without o'erflowing.

Nor ever gives my image back to me.

When o'er the sun-swept land

Murmuring twilight spread her dusky tent,

A Stranger passed before our friendly sun,

—

Between the dark and dawn,

—

A Stranger whom we love but never see.

And as she came and cast her blue benignant shadow over all.

She set a silver trumpet to her lips,

And blew a note that thrilled in Children's hearts;

Because in little hearts the echo-fairies love to play,

Roaming the scented meadows there.

Where Love has been and sown the amaranthine flowers,

Out of whose pristine cups are born the singing stars.

And as the first free rainbow bubble sailed.

Launched by the Stranger with the silver pipe,

Upon the listening air;

As first the hollow note

Kissed the sweet lips and died of happiness.

The little Child unfurled her sails.
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TO A CHILD FALLING ASLEEP

I stood there on the very verge of sleep,

And called to her,

And Love's own self had deigned to wait within ray heart,

(Because I kept it always fit for childish guests)

And would have given welcome had she stayed.

But then I saw the eyelids close,

And knew that Azrael who championed her soul,

Had shut the gates lest I should see

More than my life could bear.

Yet I had seen her go,

And sight no more could hold of Beauty's wine.

I had seen the fair face flush,

As the soft curtains of the tinted west.

Are drawn before the temple of the Night,

When the day-worn Sun has passed within;

Had seen the little body, whitely gowned.

Folded within its nest;

Had caught the last light kiss

Before the lips lay still;

And I had looked into the cool grey deep,

Where Sleep received the rose-leaf soul of her,

And bore it out upon her gentle waters.

Into the night I passed.

Where on the mellow bosom of the west.

Floated the flame-lit shell of Hesperus;

And as I stayed with hallowed breath.

The soul of fire fell over the rim of night;

And then I knew the soul of her I loved.

Had heard the last clear call.

The low Elysian chant of Hesperus,

And loving me had borne the love I gave,

Out and beyond and over all the ends of earth,

And where the altar flame of Venus burned.

Had laid the gift and breathed her Childhood's prayer.

Robert Alden Sanborn
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TO AN ADOPTED CHILD

THERE was a hunger in my heart,

My arms ached with longing,

My soul cried aloud "Why am I denied?"

And then I found you, child of my desire.

And now my hungry heart is satisfied

My empty arms are filled

And my soul rejoices in our love

—

My love for you and yours for me.

Can it be that we are not of one flesh?

Can it be that love more wonderful exists?

No other mother have you known
And I no other child.

Come to my arms again

That I may hear your soft breathing,

And feel the beating of your little heart.

—

Oh, God, let no misunderstanding

Come between my child and me,

And keep her always in thy care.

Elizabeth Steele
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LULLABY

(Translated from the Greek)

OH, sleep my dawn ! oh, sleep my moon ! oh, sleep my morning

star!

Oh, sleep in peace till noon shall bring thy lover from afar

!

Oh, sleep, for in the city great I've ordered jewels fair;

Venice shall send thee linen fine and diamonds for thy hair.

Forty Constantinople maids are broidering for thy bed

A coverlet both rich and fine against the day thou'rt wed;
A royal eagle in the midst, the border peacocks gay

—

The king's son and the emperor's have none so fair today.

Oh, sleep, for thee are coming soon shoes that are fine and neat

;

Red shall they be and sewn with pearls to fit thy tiny feet.

Oh, sleep, child, in thy cradle small, and sweet thy dreams shall be

!

The Lady Mary, Virgin pure, shall bear thee company.

Rose Kerr
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SONGS FOR MY MOTHER

Her Hands

MY mother's hands are cool and fair,

They can do anything.

Delicate mercies hide them there

Like flowers in the spring.

When I was small and could not sleep,

She used to come to me.

And with my cheek upon her hand

How sure my rest would be.

For everything she ever touched

Of beautiful or fine,

Their memories living in her hands

Would warm that sleep of mine.

Her hands remember how they played

One time in meadow streams,

—

And all the flickering song and shade

Of water took my dreams.

Swift through her haunted fingers pass

Memories of garden things ;

—

I dipped my face in flowers and grass

And sounds of hidden wings.

One time she touched the cloud that kissed

Brown pastures bleak and far;

—

I leaned my cheek into a mist

And thought I saw a star.
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SONGS FOR MY MOTHER

All this was very long ago

And I am grown; but yet

The hand that lured my slumber so

I never can forget.

For still when drowsiness comes on

It seems so soft and cool,

Shaped happily beneath my cheek,

Hollow and beautiful.

II

Her Words

My mother has the prettiest tricks

Of words and words and words,

Her talk comes out as smooth and sleek

As breasts of singing birds.

She shapes her speech all silver fine

Because she loves it so.

And her own eyes begin to shine

To hear her stories grow.

And if she goes to make a call

Or out to take a walk

We leave our work when she returns

And run to hear her talk.

We had not dreamed these things were so

Of sorrow and of mirth.

Her speech is as a thousand eyes

Through which we see the earth.

God wove a web of loveliness,

Of clouds and stars and birds,

But made not any thing at all

So beautiful as words.

60



SONGS FOR MY MOTHER

They shine around our simple earth

With golden shadowings,

And every common thing they touch

Is exquisite with wings.

There's nothing poor and nothing small

But is made fair with them.

They are the hands of living faith

That touch the garment's hem.

They are as fair as bloom or air.

They shine like any star,

And I am rich who learned from her

How beautiful they are.

Anna Hempstead Branch
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OH, LITTLE CHILD OF MINE

HOW shall I know thee, little one,

Who hast not any name?

Could we be strangers? Has my love.

My mother-love no claim?

Wilt be some perfect angel whom
I bow to as divine,

Forgetting all the pain I bore

For thee when thou wert mine?

Or wilt thou fly to me and lay

Thy head upon my breast

—

A lonely child whom God Himself

Could never rock to rest?

Dost watch each day for me to come,

And art thou happy there?

I would have guarded thee so well.

Have given thee such care.

My other children in the world

Stray farther year by year,

But thou art ever close to me,

My baby always, Dear.

Unweariedly my welcome waits;

I cannot be content

Until I hold thee in my arms.

The little soul God lent.

Brief promise of my youth, my love.

Of all my life a part,

What gave I unto thee when thou

Wert restless 'gainst my heart?
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OH, LITTLE CHILD OF MINE

Wilt thou be some embodied joy,

Or some ancestral grace?

And will the mortal prayers I prayed

Shine at me from thy face ?

How wilt thou look, oh little one ?

Wilt have thy father's eyes?

'Tis sweet that thou shouldst represent

Our love in Paradise.

To-night through all the realms of space

My soul yearns unto thine

;

Come to me from the Great Unknown
Oh, little child of mine.

Gertrude Huntington McGiffert
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LITTLE BOATIE

A SLUMBER-SONG FOR THE FISHERMAN'S CHILD

FURL your sail, my little boatie.

Here's the haven still and deep,

Where the dreaming tides in-streaming

Up the channel creep.

Now the sunset breeze is dying

;

Hear the plover, landward flying,

Softly down the twilight crying;

Come to anchor, little boatie,

In the port of Sleep.

Far away, my little boatie.

Roaring waves are white with foam;

Ships are striving, onward driving.

Day and night they roam.

Father's at the deep-sea trawling.

In the darkness, rowing, hauling,

While the hungry winds are calling,

—

God protect him, little boatie,

Bring him safely home

!

Not for you, my little boatie.

Is the wide and weary sea.

You're too slender, and too tender.

You must bide with me.

All day long you have been straying

Up and down the shore and playing

;

Come to harbour, no delaying!

Day is over, little boatie.

Night falls suddenly.
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LITTLE BOATIE

Furl your sails, my little boatie,

Fold your wings my weary dove.

Dews are sprinkling, stars are twinkling

Drowsily above.

Cease from sailing, cease from rowing

;

Rock upon the dream-tide, knowing

Safely o'er your rest are glowing

All the night, my little boatie.

Harbour-lights of love.

Henry van Dyke

From Poems of Henry van Dyke, copyright, 1911, by Charles Scribner's Sons. By
permission of the publishers.
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FOLK-SONG

BACK she came through the trembling dusk ;

And her mother spoke and said:

"What is it makes you late today.

And why do you smile and sing as gay

As though you just were wed?"

"Oh mother, my hen that never had chicks

Has hatched out six!''

Back she came through the flaming dusk,

And her mother spoke and said:

"What gives your eyes that dancing light

What makes your lips so strangely bright,

And why are your lips so red ?"

"0/t mother, the berries I ate in the lane

Have left a stain/'

Back she came through the faltering dusk ;

And her mother spoke and said

:

'^You are weeping, your footstep is heavy with care

—

What makes you totter and cling to the stair,

And why do you hang your head?"

"Oh mother—oh mother—you never can know—
/ loved him sol"

Louis Untermeyer
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TO A LITTLE CHILD

TN the cold eastern zone
-- The twiHt stars hang low,

Come, little bird, my own

—

Why wilt thou linger so;

Heaven rings with the starry chime,

It is the twilight time.

Heaven looks into the sea

With all her starry eyes,

Each slumbering dune and tree

Pale in the starlight lies

;

No sound in the world is heard,

Come little tired bird !

Why wilt thou turn away
And hide thine eyes in fright.

Art thou so fond of day

!

Art thou afraid of night

!

The flowers hang their heads.

The birds are in their beds.

Night sinks upon the Deep,

Upon the vasty stream.

In the wide fields of sleep

Are many flowers of dream

;

No sound in the world is heard,

Come little tired bird

!

John Hall Wheelock
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THE PRINCE OF WHIM

BORNE on like a bubble

In bright little trouble

My elf child glimmers and goes;

As glad as a throstle

Whose tremolos jostle

The rain on the leaf of a rose.

He comes in a twinkling.

With never an inkling

That law is not one with his word

;

But gives me good wages,

The penny of ages

—

Love wild as the heart of a bird.

He laughs down my quiet,

This lord of the riot,

This Prince of the Kingdom of Whim;
The world is his castle.

And I am his vassal

To trumpet the triumphs of him!

Edwin Markham
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INDIVIDUALITY

MY father is so big and strong,

He never does the least thing wrong.

I like to see his quiet looks

When he is writing things,—and books

;

I love his jolly, laughing eyes

That sometimes look so still and wise,

I love his wavy, shining hair.

And the way he doesn't care . . .

People say that I will grow

Just like him, they surely know;

But I shouldn't like to be.

For every different man I see

Is different from each other man,

—

It seems to me that is the plan.

So, when I'm big, I want to be

Just myself, and look like me.

Grace Hyde Trine
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PETER PAN

"The boy for whom Barrie wrote Peter Pan—the original of Peter

Pan—has died in battle."

—New York Times.

AND Peter Pan is dead ? not so

!

When mothers turn the lights down low

And tuck their little sons in bed.

They know that Peter is not dead. . . .

That little rounded blanket-hill;

Those prayer-time eyes, so deep and still

—

However wise and great a man
He grows, he still is Peter Pan.

r

And mothers* ways are often queer:

They pause in doorways, just to hear

A tiny breathing; think a prayer;

And then go tiptoe down the stair.

Christopher Morley
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IN HOSPITAL

(To my Son)

EVER before no hand save mine

Fended or toiled for thee;

Now 'twixt us these dividing walls

Break heart of me.

No touch save mine hath soothed thy brow

Or eased thy dole of pain;

Now must I weep without the door

And call in vain.

I know thou sayest o'er my name.

Aweary for my face;

I can but hold my arms toward thee

Across the space.

Gertrude Huntington McGiffert
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MY MOTHER

WHEN to my room my mother comes.

And puts her cool hand on my head,

It seems to me a lovely li^ht

Shines all around my bed.

Faith Van Valkenburgh Vilas

72



THE DAUGHTER

IT'S not myself I'm grieving for, it's not that I'm complaining,

(He's a good man, is Michael, and I've never felt his frown)

But there's sorrow beating on me like a long day's raining

For the little wrinkled face of her I left in Kerrydown.

(It's just Herself I'm longing for, Herself and no other

—

Do you mind the morns we walked to mass when all the fields

were green?

'Twas I that pinned your kerchief, oh, me mother, mother,

mother

!

The wide seas, the cruel seas and half the world between.)

'Tis the man's part to say the word, the wife's to up and follow

—

(It's a fair land we've come to and there's plenty here for all)

And 'tis not the homesick longing that lures me like a swallow

But the one voice across the world that draws me to its call.

(It's just Herself I'm longing for, Herself and no other

—

Do you mind the tales you told me when the turf was blazing

"bright ?

Me head upon your shoulder, oh, me mother, mother, mother

—

The broad seas between us and yourself alone tonight!)

There's decent neighbors all about, there's coming and there's

going;

It's kind souls will be about me when the little, one is here;

But it's her word I'm wanting, her comfort I'd be knowing.

And her blessing on the two of us to drive away the fear.

(It's just Herself I'm longing for. Herself and no other

—

Do you mind the soft Spring mornings when you stitched the

wedding-gown ?

The little, careful stitches, Oh, me mother, mother, mother,

Meself beyond the broad seas and you in Kerrydown!)

Theodosia Garrison
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AT BETHLEHEM

From: Translations from Spanish Folk-Song.

IN the porch of Bethlehem,

Sun, Moon, and Star,

The Virgin, St. Joseph,

And the Christ Child are.

Mary has no cradle

In which to lay her Son,

But His father is a carpenter

And he will make Him one.

II

The Virgin rested, clad in blue.

Beneath an olive tree.

And all the boughs bent low to view

The Baby on her knee.

Where her happy heart was beating,

Mary tucked her darling in.

Singing softly, *'Oh, my sweeting,

Love the poor and pardon sin."

Katharine Lee Bates
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SONGS OF AN EMPTY HOUSE

VISTA

BEFORE I die I may win grace

To chant before the kings

Who reign in wonderlands of song

Where every blossom sings

;

I may put on a golden gown

And glow with sunny light,

Carrying in my hair the day,

And in my eyes the night.

It may be men will honor me.

The wistful ones and wise

Who know the ruth of victory,

The joy of sacrifice;

I may be rich, I may be gay.

But all the crowns grow old

—

The laurel withers, and the bay.

And dully rests the gold.

Before I die I may break bread

With many queens and kings

—

Oh, take the golden gown away,

For there are dearer things!

And I shall miss the love of babes

With flesh of rose and pearl,

The dewy eyes, the budded lips,

A boy, a little girl.
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FOR THE CHILD THAT NEVER WAS

Oh little hands that never were

With apple-petalled beauty made,

You might have held me close to joy

Whence I have strayed.

O little feet that never were

Fashioned for tripping melody,

Your gladness might have kept me brave

On Calvary.

O little lips that would have drawn

White love to feed you, from my breast,

You would have been my love itself,

Made manifest.

O Child of mine—you never were

—

No throes have thrilled me to rejoice.

You would have been my conquering soul,

My singing voice.
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CHILDLESS

If I had borne children,

I would have made bread,

I would have brought honey

From the hive near my door;

I would have aired linen

For table and bed.

And gone every day

For my goods at the store.

I would have been rich

With a dollar to spend,

And I would have been gay

With the laugh of a friend.

And though I wore cotton,

And worked all day,

/ would have been proud

When you looked my way.

Bread I must eat,

Though its taste be stale

;

Honey I can buy.

Though I gather none.

High, where the fresh winds

Never, never fail.

My linen hangs white

In the pleasant sun.

And I go to market

For needles and pins,

To chat with my neighbors

And learn of my sins

—

But the eyes of the mothers

—

What is it they say

That I never shall know

When they look my way?
Marguerite Wilkinson

Three poems reprinted by permission of the publishers, The Macmillan Com-

pany, from "Bluestone," copyright 1920 by The Macmillan Company.
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CRADLE-SONG

From groves of spice,

O'er fields of rice,

Athwart the lotus-stream

I bring for you,

Aglint with dew
A lovely little dream.

Sweet, shut your eyes

The wild fire-flies

Dance through the fairy neem;
From the poppy bole

For you I stole

A lovely little dream.

Dear eyes, good-night.

In golden light

The stars around you gleam,

On you I press

With soft caress

A lovely little dream.

Sarojini Naidu
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THE BACCHANTE TO HER BABE

Scherzo

COME, sprite, and dance! The sun is up,

The wind runs laughing down the sky-

That brims with morning like a cup.

Sprite, we must race him,

We must chase him

—

You and I

!

And skim across the fuzzy heather

—

You and joy and I together

Whirling by!

You merry little roll of fat!

—

Made warm to kiss, and smooth and pat,

And round to toy with, like a cub;

To put one's nozzle in and rub

And breathe you in like breath of kine,

Like juice of vine.

That sets my morning heart a-tingling,

Dancing, jingling.

All the glad abandon mingling

Of wind and wine!

Sprite, you are love, and you are joy,

A happiness, a dream, a toy,

A god to laugh with.

Love to chaff with.

The sun come down in tangled gold,

The moon to kiss, and spring to hold.

There was a time once, long ago,

Long—oh, long since ... I scarcely know.

Almost I had forgot . . .
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THE BACCHANTE TO HER BABE

There was a time when you were not,

You merry sprite, save as a strain.

The strange dull pain

Of green buds swelling

In warm, straight dwelling

That must burst to the April rain.

A little heavy I was then

And dull—and glad to rest. And when

The travail came

In searing flame . . .

But, sprite, that was so long ago !

—

A century !—I scarcely know.

Almost I had forgot

When 3^ou were not.

So, little sprite, come dance with me

!

The sun is up, the wind is free

!

Come now and trip it,

Romp and skip it,

Earth is young and so are we.

Sprite, you and I will dance together

On the heather,

Glad with all the procreant earth,

With all the fruitage of the trees.

And golden pollen on the breeze.

With plants that bring the grain to birth,

With beast and bird.

Feathered and furred,

With youth and hope and Hfe and love,

And joy thereof,

—

While we are part of all, we two

—

For my glad burgeoning in you

!

So, merry little roll of fat.

Made warm to kiss and smooth and pat

And round to toy with, like a cub,

To put one's nozzle in and rub,

My god to laugh with.

Love to chaff with,
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THE BACCHANTE TO HER BABE

Come and dance beneath the sky,

You and I

!

Look out with those round and wondering eyes,

And squirm, and gurgle—and grow wise

!

Eunice Tietjens
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TO MY MOTHER

HER hand is on my hair : her tireless hand

—

All day at tasks for me she longs to bless,

—

Lies half in benediction, half caress.

She is so wistful just to understand

How that star-dusty, straying baby-strand

Of silk she used to twine has changed to tress

Of woman's hair, for all her tenderness

That tried to keep me in the shelter-land.

Her eyes, prayer-pure, are on my eyes. Her breast

Is trembling with the sigh that stirs my own.

Swift on sweet missions are her feet. Alone

She toils, and sings, and gladly gives her best.

Ah, sacred, all ! But more than I can bear

Will, some day, be that dream-touch on my hair.

Zona Gale
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BARBARA

BARBARA, child, with luminous face,

If you had lived in the daintier days

With your fine, frank ladyhood look of race,

In your decorous cap and sober grace,

Delicate bards would have penned your praise.

Tenderly sung with a sheltering smile

Of your "starry gaze" and your "brow of snow"

And prayed there should never a breath defile

From a world without that is sad and vile ;

*Ture" and "secure" would have rhymed, I know.

But, Barbara, this is a sterner age.

We shall ask for your hands, to help and heal

;

We shall call you soon in the war we wage

;

We shall want your tears and your high white rage ;

Your slim, strong shoulder against the wheel.

They'd have set your beauty within a bower.

But we cannot spare you. We need you so !

You are vital force
;
you are not a flower

!

You are challenge and promise
;
peace and power

—

Your starry gaze and your brow of snow

!

Ruth Comfort Mitchell
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FROM "THE NEW WORLD"

A MOTHER yields herself to enter

Her child, who nestles close and sleeps

With all his wisdom pressed

For comfort to her breast.

I can remember my relinquishment

Of consciousness and care

Almost of life, upon my mother's heart

—

The great content of being there.

And then I loved a starry boy of three,

Who looked about him, smiled and took to me,

Held out his arms and chose me among men
For his companion, to confide

His smiles in and to be

At ease with. Closely by my side

He sat and touched the world, to see

If it were solid and worth touching. When he died,

I too was dead . . . and yet I hear him say.

Laughing within my heart today

:

"Lo, being you,

And having lived your years, this will I do,

And this, and this !"

I have my boy again.

I greet him nearer than a kiss.

Witter Bynner
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SONGS FOR FRAGOLETTA

FRAGOLETTA, blessed one,

What think you of the light of the sun?

Do you think the dark was best.

Lying snug in mother's breast ?

Ah ! I knew that sweetness, too,

Fragoletta, before you

!

But, Fragoletta, now you're born,

You must learn to love the morn,

Love the lovely working light.

Love the miracle of sight.

Love the thousand things to do

—

Little girl, I envy you !

—

Love the thousand things to see.

Love your mother, and—love me!

And some night, Fragoletta, soon,

I'll take you out to see the moon

;

And for the first time, child of ours,

You shall—think of it ! look on flowers,

And smell them, too, if you are good.

And hear the green leaves in the wood

Talking, talking, all together

In the happy windy weather

;

And if the journey's not too far

For little limbs so lately made.

Limb upon limb like petals laid.

We'll go and picnic in a star.

II

Blue eyes looking up at me,

I wonder what you really see,
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SONGS FOR FRAGOLETTA

Lying in your cradle there,

Fragrant as a bunch of myrrh.

Helpless little hands and feet,

O so helpless ! O so sweet

!

Tiny tongue that cannot talk.

Tiny feet that cannot walk,

Nothing of you that can do

Aught, except those eyes of blue.

How they open, how they close!

Eyelids of the baby-rose.

Open and shut, so blue, and wise.

Baby-eyelids, baby-eyes.

in

That, Fragoletta, is the rain

Beating upon the window-pane;

But lo ! the golden sun appears,

To kiss away the window's tears.

That, Fragoletta, is the wind

That rattles so the window-blind;

And yonder shining thing's a star.

Blue eyes,—you seem ten times as far.

That, Fragoletta, is a bird

That speaks, yet never says a word

;

Upon a cherry-tree it sings.

Simple as all mysterious things

;

Its little life to peck and pipe.

As long as cherries ripe and ripe.

And minister unto the need

Of baby-birds that feed and feed.

This, Fragoletta, is a flower,

Open and fragrant for an hour,

A flower, a transitory thing.

Each petal fleeting as a wing.

All a May morning blows and blows.

And then for everlasting goes.
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SONGS FOR FRAGOLETTA

IV

Blue eyes, against the whiteness pressed

Of little mother's hallowed breast,

The while your trembling lips are fed,

Look up at mother's bended head,

All benediction over you

—

O blue eyes looking into blue

!

Fragoletta is so small.

We wonder that she lives at all

—

Tiny alabaster girl,

Hardly bigger than a pearl;

That is why we take such care.

Lest someone runs away with her.

Richard Le Gallienne
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RACHEL

"O ACHEL sings sweet

—

-^ Oh yes, at night,

Her pale face bent

In the candle-light,

Her slim hands touch

The answering keys,

And she sings of hope

And of memories

:

Sings to the little

Boy that stands

Watching those slim,

Light, heedful hands.

He looks in her face;

Her dark eyes seem

Dark with a beautiful

Distant dream;

And still she plays,

Sings tenderly

To him of hope

And of memory.

Walter De La Mare
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PORTRAIT OF A CHILD

UNCONSCIOUS of amused and tolerant eyes,

He sits among his scattered dreams, and plays.

True to no one thing long; running for praise

With something less than half begun. He tries

To build his blocks against the furthest skies.

They fall ; his soldiers tumble ; but he stays

And plans and struts and laughs at fresh dismays

—

Too confident and busy to be wise.

His toys are towns and temples ; his commands

Bring forth vast armies trembling at his nod.

He shapes and shatters with impartial hands . . .

And, in his crude and tireless play, I see

The savage, the creator, and the god

;

All that man was and all he hopes to be.

Louis Untermeyer

89



THE MOTHER
(To O. P. G.)

WHEN the Lord (this isn't scripture, but it's true because it

happened)

Had His fish and beasts and man all started on their way
With Eve and Adam naming things (love-making as they named

'em)

The Lord walked in the Garden in the coolness of the day

—

And he looked upon creation ; and behold, it all was good

!

'^Good is good ; but best is better," said the Lord in discontent

—

"There is something lacking, lacking in this Eden of my making

—

"Let me think it out in heaven," said the Lord, and turned and

went.

And the year went by in Eden while the Lord was thinking, think-

ing,

Thinking how to make the better from the good that He had

wrought

;

And at last (this isn't scripture, but it's true because it happened)

The Lord came back to Eden as an aid to further thought.

There were nests in all the branches ! There were burrows in the

sand-hills

!

There were young things in the warrens, the copse, the sea, the

air!

And Eve was watching something with a smile of benediction

—

It was mother ! mother ! mother ! that the Lord saw everywhere.

And the Lord (this isn't scripture, but it's true because it hap-

pened)

Said with joy, "My good is better in a way I did not plan;

Here is mother ! there is mother ! Mother Eve and mother spar-

row

—

Good ! I give unto the Mother the rule of earth and man !"
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THE MOTHER

So the Mother (not in scripture, but it's true because it happened)

Took the queenship from Jehovah ; built the better on His will

;

Shaped the earth from Eden onward; made the Home and

wrought the Empire

—

And it's mother ! mother ! mother ! working upward, toiling still.

And she keeps the roof-tree o'er us;—and she welds her brood

together ;

—

And she sends her loved ones from her when the Voices call

away ;

—

And with heart-throb and with love-pang she makes the Lord's

good better

—

She is mother ! mother ! mother ! as in Eden, here to-day.

Though it isn't in the Scripture this is true because it happened

;

And we follow, follow, follow as she guides us high and higher

—

We her children's children's children, we who happened when

she happened.

Follow through the generations, to the goal of her desire.

William Samuel Johnson
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TO MY CHILDREN—ASLEEP

LIST to their gentle breathing in the night,

Flushed pink with slumber. Now their curious eyes

Pale-lidded, shine not, nor their glances bright

Welcome the new day with its new surprise.

How still the feet that raced—that leaped, as light

As the small cloud that loiters in the skies

:

How rare the bud before its opening hour

With fragrance that we find not in the perfect flower.

And who am I to bring this rapture down,

Irradiant, to bless the arid earth?

For I have ventured to the high unknown

And grasped the Godhead in the hour of birth

;

My clay has dared to wear a kingly crown.

And raid the heavens to appease my dearth

:

So close the ways of finite mortals bend

To mysteries that round our fleeting lives extend.

Now, as the days pass, they will grow and make

A god of me—less worshipful than they

:

Of my imperfect image they will take

Only the good, will talk of me at play.

Will weave me through their souls, so that to break

Their gentle vision is to take away

Their best delight. Ah, none but children see

Behind the world-worn man his lost divinity.

To them dim years will open : to their gaze

Will mystery and prophecy unfold,

Strange lights will shine upon them, and the rays

Of unborn knowledge be in flame outrolled ;
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TO MY CHILDREN—ASLEEP

No wonder will their wondrous eyes amaze

:

But God will baffle as he did of old.

Till, on the steps of wisdom, it is given

That man, being wise, may climb—a child—to heaven.

And if, still tender, they shall think of me,

Keep green the spot and guard the springing grass,

Then I too shall remember, being free

From earthly duty : I shall hear them pass,

Catch even the word, and live on memory

Of small, fond things : My soul shall not harass

Those whom I dragged to earth . . . See how they stir

!

Put out the light ! The gloom cloaks best a worshipper.

Alan Sullivan
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TO LONELY YOUTH

SO, lean your head against my knee,

And cry, and tell it all to me.

You need not play-act now, poor child,

You of the windy heart and wild.

Whom all the boys and girls pass by,

Because you are not like them—Cry!

Cry till the laughter flickers through.

Bright from the good brave pride in you,

Bidding you know how young you are,

Happy with sunbeams or a star,

Or sea storms or a butterfly.

You, whom the boys and girls pass by.

Have merrier thoughts each dawn of day

Than in a year of dancing, they

!

And yet you envy them, Ah, there

!

Toss back your tangle-top, and stare

Straight in my eyes, you child

How deep

The full-grown passionate wonders sleep

!

You cannot guess how rich you are.

Lover of silence and a star:

—

Longing (great eyes and gleaming curls)

Just to be like all other girls;

Just to be gay, and quick, and wear

The same wide ribbons in your hair,

To talk the same sharp chatter, change

The same small jokes.

While you—can range

The Silver Mountains of the Moon
On curly-footed elfin shoon;

And feel the Spirits of the Air

Whisper, across that tumbled hair;
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TO LONELY YOUTH

Can hear, not very far away,

True Joy and Sorrow, calling, "Lay

Your childhood by! We come to meet

Full soon, the twinkle of your feet

;

And we shall make you wise, and strong

And gay as gods, not girls, ere long
!"

Oh, lean your head against my knee,

And listen, breathing quietly.

For all the ribbons and the curls,

You are not like those other girls.

—

Dear heart, you cannot laugh as they.

Who never know what makes you gay

:

You must be lonely, often
;
yes,

And learn to love your loneliness.

Yes, lonely,—wistful eyes

!

O Child,

Vexed by the windy heart and wild.

Youth hurts you, and must hurt you. Yet

Hold to your dreams ! nor once forget

They shall be utter Youth for you

When others' dancing-days are through.

Hold to your dreams !

What if, tonight.

You seemed so stupid, and the light

Young laughter lashed you ?—some day, sweet,

Your turn shall come ! your turn, to greet

High Friends, deep Love : no puppet-play,

But Love's last pain and pride, some day.

And nights like this, Tired Heart, will seem

The least queer shadow of a dream!

And yet (great eyes and tear-wet curls)

You would be like those other girls

!

So be it ! Run ! Blow out the light.

But—no more tears!—You child, good-night!

Fanny Stearns Gifford

Reprinted by permission of the publishers, The Macmillan Company, from
'Myself and I," copyright 1914 by The Macmillan Company.
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FOR A CHILD CONVALESCENT

BITTER death,

Blind heart-ache,

Now that you are gone,

How distracting-dear you make
This soft breath, this ease-drawn breath

Of my beloved one.

Sing, Spring!

Be gracious, weather!

My love and I and you are together.

Budding boughs,

Pale blue skies.

What if you had come
Senseless to her sealed eyes.

Impotent her sleep to rouse

All your songbirds dumb

!

Sing, Spring!

Be grateful, weather!

My love and I and you are together.

Mighty God,

Thou in grace

That didst Death deter

:

Lovely is Thy tranquil face

In the sunlight or the sod.

Loveliest in her.

Sing, Spring!

Bring, wind,

Soft weather—
Long and kind.

Sing, Spring!

Wing song.

On lark's feather—
Silver-lined.
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FOR A CHILD CONVALESCENT

Bring along,

Wind,

Kind song and weather.

Singing high—
High on lark's wing—
My love and I

In love and Spring

My love and I are together!

Percy MacKaye

Reprinted by permission of the publishers, The Macmillan Company, from
"Poems," copyright 1909 by The Macmillan Company.
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TO A HURT CHILD

WHAT, are you hurt, Sweet? So am I;

Cut to the heart;

Though I may neither moan nor cry.

To ease the smart.

Where was it, Love? Just here! So wide

Upon your cheek!

Oh happy pain that needs no pride,

And may dare speak.

Lay here your pretty head. One touch

Will heal its worst,

While I, whose wound bleeds overmuch,

Go all unnursed.

There, Sweet. Run back now to your play,

Forget your woes.

I too was sorely hurt this day,

—

But no one knows.

Grace Denio Litchfield
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EARTH'S LAUGHTER

THE laughter of the Earth : such are children.

When I come to meet you, I hear your glad shout from

behind the house,

Then you come running, bursting with ecstasy, down the foot-

path to greet men . . .

(Ten minutes later, you have forgotten that I am there!)

When we walk together,

I shrink, in my mind, to your size : yea, shrink straight into you

:

And I see the miracles ...

Then is the laying of shingles on a roof a world-event.

And waiting for a locomotive to pass, a crisis in life . . .

Ice forming in the swamp is a myster}^ worthy of study,

And the flight of a bird a wild wonder . . .

The laughter of the Earth: such are children.

James Oppenheim

99



SLUMBER SONG

O'ER the bright harps of the meadow
Breezes play Love's lullaby,

In the purple of the shadows

Sleepily the blossoms He.

From the sweet, rose-scented silence,

Through whose dream the moon has smiled,

Steals the mystery of slumber

To a sleepy little child.

Lo ! the old wind rocks the cradles

Of the lilies bloomed in white,

And the moon turns on her pillow

In a dream of deep delight.

While this little child I sing to,

Held in love upon my breast.

Tiptoes through a world of kisses

To the rapture land of rest

!

And the bush beside the window

Wraps her emerald robes that gleam

Round her velvet buds, and rocks them

To the music of the stream.

As the spirit of the darkness

Slips the floating fragrance through.

With a moonbeam for her candle,

Giving buds their drink of dew.

Love shall brew joy's brimming nectar

In Life's flower-cup so deep

;

She shall sip it from the chalice

Of the dreamy god of sleep.
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SLUMBER SONG

She shall breathe the sacred fragrance

That in slumberland is rife,

Sleepy little bud of beauty

On the rough old stalk of Hfe.

Marion MacArthur Laing
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TRINITY

WE took no thought, dear Love, we took no thought!

We only knew our summer time was come,

The birds were nesting, orchards were abloom,

And joy burned in us like a holy flame.

And now, behold our little miracle!

Our shining star, come to us wondrously

From out the farther dark ! Our mystery,

Too soft and sweet to be called an}i;hing,

Or miracle or mystery, but just

Our Babe

!

Our own, yet not our own

—

A gift, uncomprehendingly to prize!

His laughter, bright as sunshine on a wave,

Sets our whole word ashimmer, and his dreams,

Darkening his liquid eyes, are drawn, I think.

From those deep cisterns of our secret prayers

Which we have strangely hidden, each from each.

And yet, at times, his pretty whimsey thoughts

Shut soft the door on us to close us out.

We clasp him close and probe his lips for sweets,

Great, greedy bees upon a tender flower,

Yet cannot reach the little sacred self

That like a god is shrined in his bright shell.

Ah Love, ah Love, let us not call him ours

!

Let us confess he cannot wonder more

At the amazing world than we at him.

How can we speak our awe-in-gratitude.

Our poignant heart of sorrow in delight?

Silence indeed is best. Look deep, dear one,

In his sweet eyes and learn there what you may,
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TRINITY

That love is service; yes, and mystery,

And in this tender, wordless babe we hold

Is hidden safe the secret of the world.

Elia W. Peattie
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A TRAVELER FROM A DISTANT LAND

IT'S a long journey through the stellar spaces

And, boy, we're glad it's over and you're here;

No more alone on that ethereal mere

But safe abed and watched by friendly faces.

We hope you'll like us and our earthly places.

You'll find us kindly, on the whole, though queer;

Not ever quite so bad as we appear,

And at our maddest not without our graces.

And here you are to live and help us live.

Bend close and listen, bird with folded wings.

Here is life's secret : Keep the upward glance

!

Remember Aries is your relative.

The Moon's your uncle, and those Twinkling Things

Your sisters and your cousins and your aunts.

Hermann Hagedorn
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"IN SPEAKING OF THE LITTLE ONES WE LOVE"

IN speaking of the little ones we love

Our souls grow warm and tender: Young-of-Years

So helpless seems, yet valiant trusting all

It sees, and putting faith in the Unseen;

Deeming the whole cold-hearted outer world

A mother-embrace, a bosom for its sleep.

We men are little ones before high God;

In pain, in sickness, and in moods that yearn

For consolation, or when we intrust

Our pigmy bodies to their night-still beds,

The spirit feels its youth and feebleness

And turns like any weak, perplexed child

Toward home, toward father, mother and the things

Indwelling, known of old, and longed for still,

'Midst infinite barrenness and all unrest.

We men are little ones before high God:

The boasts of brain, the passions of the mind

Are nothing, set beside the one brief hour

Of faith re-born, calm dreams, and utter love.

Richard Burton
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THE WATCHER

OHE always leaned to watch for us,

^ Anxious if we were late,

In winter by the window.

In summer by the gate

—

And though we mocked her tenderly

Who took such foolish care,

The long road home would seem more safe

Because she waited there.

Her thoughts were all so full of us,

She never could forget,

And so I think that where she is

She must be watching yet.

Waiting till we come home to her,

Anxious if we are late.

Watching from Heaven's window.

Leaning from Heaven's gate.

Margaret Widdemer
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