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PREFACE

Numerous books on Texas have been written for children.
The economic wealth end power of the state has been presented
in a most inspiring and entertalining form. Its scenic beauty
has been alluringly described., The story of its glorious
past and the valor of its heroic sons have been tolc and re-
told with epic grandeur.

Hot a few c¢collections of Texas poetry have been publish-
ed, but as vet no one volume has veen compiled which attempts
to interpret Texas in complete poetic [orm.

The need of such a oook became evident in 1936 durirg
Centennlal yesr when the eyss of the nation were focused on
Texas. A wave of patriotic enthusiasm swept through the state,
and the schools soon felt the necessity of teaching state
loyalty and state pride from every possible approach. The de-
mand tfor books on Texas was adequately met by writers 1n every
field except verse, and up to the present time no publisher
has offered an edition of poetry which will give the children
of Texas a cultural appreciation of their state.

To supply this need "High Roads of Texas Verse" began to
be shaped and has continued to grow until it reached its pres-
ent form. The contents of the volume represent, for the most
part, the research, taste, judgment, and selection of some

two hundred children of sixth, seventh, and eighth grade



standing in the Edgar Allan Poe Junior School at 3an Antonio,
Texas. The study extended throuzh two semesters. The poems
were obtained largely from the Poe Junior School Library, the
Texas Poetry Soclety Year Books, the University of Texas Loan
Library, the 3an Antonio Carnegie Library, and from volumes
or copies of poems loaned by many of the authors.

In all, approximately three hundred fifty poems were col-
lected, each dealing with a common theme--Texas. From these,
some one hundred fifty were selected as being representative
in form and content. The final cholce was made by a vote of
the groups who had carried on the study.

Through the influence of lr. l'errill Bishop, Director of
Inglish in the San Antonio Junior 3Schools, two hundred copies
of the book were printed by the Soard of Zducation and placed
in the school librarles of the citye.

Since then a more sslective and comprehensive survey of
Texas Poetry has been made by the teacher who directed the
initial study with the result that the book has been consilder-
ably enlarged and revisea. For this further research and in-
vestigation, the library of the Southwest State Teachers! Col-
lege rendered valuable assistance.

The book now contains approximately three hundred of the
best poems that have been written on Texas. The authors rep-

resented in the book are not all citizens of the state. MNany



are native Texans, some have been within our borders a long
time, others have only passed through. Yet all have caught
the spirit of our hallowed shrines, the far-reaching sweep of
our vast plains, the varied color of our fields and prairies,
the sleepy rhythm of our gulf and slow-moving Texas rivers,
and the dynamic energy and individualism of cur people; All
this we, too, have sensed at some time or other, but have been
unable to put 1t into words.

For the purpose of interpretation, the contents of the
book have been divided into certaln groups. Some of these are
regional, such as the West and the Gulf Coast. Other groups
were made according to the dominant theme. None of the divi-
sions are arbltrary and there is much over-lapping in all.

For the convenience of both reader and student, a table
of contents introduces each section. Brief bilographical
sketches sre also given of each author represented in the
book. Last of all is listed a comprehensive bibliography of
source materlials employed.

It cannot be claimed that all the poems included in the
book are of the highest literary standard. All, however, have
been published, most of them in the better magazines and an-
thologies of the country. The contents, having been compilled
largely by children, and primarily for chlldren, have been
kept within the range of thelr understanding, experience, and
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interest. For this reason long subjective poems and experi-
mental forms have been omitted.

fost of the verse ls contemporary, because of its cone
creteness of subject matter and freshness of spirit. A few
poems of the early Texas poets have been iacluded, but only
those whilich conform to the general pattern and theme.

The poetry of Texas poets 1s the coummon heritage of every
Texas child. It was to preserve this heritage, as well as to
help the children of Texas to envision their state through the
poet's eyes and to love 1t with the poet's heart, that "High

Roads of Texas Verse" was designed.
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TYexas Poetry of “oday

Texas is rich in all the resourcss of which poetry is
made. No state can boast of a more romentic past. 7The im-
perial vastness of its horizons, the varied beauty of its
landscapes, tre plentitude of its natural wealth, anc the
surging life of its people are the very materlals which in-
spire poets to lofty end poetic utterance.

Twenty years ago!poetry in Texas was of mlinor importance,
both in quality and quantlty. I'ew Texas poets had gained any
natlonal recognition and most of their work was traditional,
in both form and spirit. Verse writing was considered "high-
brow." Texans had yet to learn that poetry was an essentisl
pert of man's dally life and an expression of his natural
environment.

Since then poetry in Texas has undergone a radical change.
A poetic rensissance has been gradually tsking place. As a
result, much creditable verse has been and is belng written
both in and out of the state. HNot a few Texans are winning
favorable recognition in the better poetry magazlnes of the
nation. Much of thls poetry will live because of its beauty
of form and truth.

Credit for initlating and promoting this movement be-
longs, without doubt, to the Texas Poetry Society, organized
in Dallas In 1921 by Hilton Ross Greer, literary editor of

the Dallas News, and Therese Lindsay of Tyler, in cooperation
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with a group of other outstanding Texas poets. Througsh the
publication of the 3ociety's year Look, containing the best
poems submitted by its members each month, in addition to
three special prize poems, one of which must be on a Texas
thene, interest in verse writing has veen aroused, until it
has almost assumed the form of an epildemic.

In recent years, several Texas colleges and universities
have made an appreciavle contribution to the Texas poetry
movenment through their various poetry magazines and verse col-
lections. Foremost in thls group,is Southern liethodist
University, which has lnspired and trained many young Texas
poets through its poetry club, "The Nakers," and through its
publications, "Prairie Pegasus," now discontinued, and the
"Southern Review," which still survives.

Kary Hardin-Baylor College has done much toward stinu-
lating high school and undergraduate interest in verse writing
because of its state-wide poetry contests and its snnual
publication of a collection of college verse.

In 1928, Southwestern Univeraity joined in the college
poetry movement by producing a small book of student verse
entitled "Pirate Gold,"

Contemporary with this movewent, "College Rhythms" was
issued by Southwest Texas State Teachers' College at San
larcos, Texas.

At Kingsville a group, called "The Border Poets," is

now publishing a monthly poetry magazine under the leadership



of Frances Alexanler and Frank Goodwyn, ovoth of whom are
outstanding Texas poets ana teacliers in the College of Arts
and Industries.

3ince the organization of the Texas Poetry Society more
than twenty years azo, similar local groups have sprung up
all over the state. Almost every city of any size has a poetry
club of some kind. Hcuston has its "Scriboblers;" San Angelo,
its "Poetry 3ocliety;" Corpus Christi, its "La Senisa;" and
Dallas, its "Pen Women."

The Avalon Poetry 3hrine, built in 1940 by Lilith
Lorraine at 621 Sunshine Drive in San Antonio, has established
a unique and interesting noetry center for that Southwestern
city. The Shrine maintalns hospitable quarters for visiting
poets and solicits, from all Texas authors, contrivutions of
framed coples of poems to be hung on its walls and books of
Texas poetry for its library. The "“Avalon Poetry Club,"
which holds weekly meetings at the 3Shrine, is open to all
San Antonio poets who wish to submit theilr work for criticism
and publication.

Further importance has been given to poetry in Texas
through the many anthologies which have been published in re-
cent years. The first of these, "Volces of the Southwest,"
compiled by Hilton Ross Gree, was publlished by the liacMlllan
Company in 1923. This was followed in 1934 by "New Voices of
the Southwest," edited jointly by Hilton R. Greer and Klberta

E. Barnes.



"Prairie Ilights and Yuccea," publisheé in 1934 by John
L. l'cCarty of Lalliart, features the noetry of tl.e Texas
Panhanéle group. "The Golcden 3tallion," an anthology of
Southwestern verse, collected by D. Maitland Busby, a
leading Colorado poet, also includes a fair representation
of the best in Texas poetry. "Texas Lezacy," by Leola Christi
Dernes, published in 1956, 1s a compilation of Texas verse,
containing many poems wnich have not previously appeared in
other Texas collections. "Texas Poets," oy Henry harrison,

a poetry opubllisher of llew Yorlz Cit:, has over tliree hundred
poemeg in 1t, all representin, the work of eighty-three out-
standing Texas poets.

Two books of general information on Texas poetry are of
comparatively recent date. Valda Stewart liontgomeryts YA
Century with Texas Poets and Poetry," published by the
Kaleldograprh Press,  ives a valuaole survey of the progress
Texas poetry has made during the past hundred years. IFlorence
Elberta Barnes' "Texas \iriters of Today," published in 1935
is a pook of five hundred ten pages containing a comprehensive
study of contemporary Texas writers, more than half of whom
are poets.

Texas also boasts of one natlonal magazine of verse.
"Kaleidograph," published monthly in Dallas by Whitney and
Vaida Stewart Montgomery, ranks first among the better and more

successful poetry magazines of the country.



X3

The editors of this publication are particularly open-
minded toward new talent of high order. Through ilts annual
award of one hundred dollars {or the vest noem published 1n
Kaleidograph each year and the publishing at intervals of
the raleidograph anthology, this magazine is making a [ine
contribution to the cause of poetry both In and out of the
state.

Thus the poetry of Texas 1is gradually coming "into its
ovn." The poet is no longer resarded as a useless manufactur-
er of fine phrases. 5Lls work is the expression of life, espec~-
lally the ever changing life about him. For this reason, the
verse of the fexas poet is vastly important; anc his contriovu-
tion in shaping the cultural pattern of Texas is as valuable
as that of the settler, the statesman, anc the historian.

The children of Texas should know these troucadours of
thelr "Lone Star State" and arpreclate the nart they have
played in shaping and interpreting its destihy.

To this end, "iigh Roads of Texas Verse" was compiled
and is now offered as a fitting memorlial to all Texas Poets
who have 8o truthfully and loyally devoted their talents to
the cause of keeping faith with the past, present, and the

future of "Texas, the lMarvelous."
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POETS AL PIOUZERS

The poet ana tlhie pioneer o down the world
together,

strong
One leaves his white bones along the trall
he travels,
The other leaves ils hieart throv put into
a song.

Years may cone, years may go, with the changes
that they bring us,
Babylons may crumble and new Babylons
arise,
But the ages that come after us will know as
we are knowing
That white bones last f'orever, and a good
song never dies.

~-=hitney Montgomery
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CATTLE

Other states were carved or born,
Texas grew from hide aud horn.

Other states are long or wide,
Texas is a shaggy hide,

Dripping blood and crumpled halr;
Some fat giant flung 1t tuere,

Laid the head where valleys drain,
Stretched its rump along the plain.

Qther soil is full of stones,
Texans plow up cattle-bones.

L.erds are ouried on tre trail,
Underneath the powdered shale;

Herds that stiffened like the snow
Where the 1lcy northers go.

Other states have bullt their halls,
Humming tunes along the walls.

Texans watched the mortar stirred,
While they lept the lowing herd.

Stamped on Texan wall and roof
Gleams the sharp and crescent hoof.

High above the hum and stir,
Jingle bridle-rein and spur.

Other states were made or born,
Texas grew from hide and horn.

-=Berta Hart Nance



3LEAL TAGIC

I wish that I were tramping

On Texas plains alone

With space like a flowing river
And night likke a wlshing stone.

I could look across the heavens
As red men did of old

And find the stars, like berries,
Dripping red and gold.

I wish that I were tramping
On sturdy Texas ground.

Its bleakness has a maglc
Ho opulence can sound,

Clean~cut as leaves of cacti,
Open as soothing sky

And the long array of cloud herds
Grazing bulkily byl

And, Oht this tonic¢ freedom,
This wider breathing span
Where nature's clean econony
Sweeps the heart of mant

I wish that I were tramping

On Texas plains slone

With space lixe a flowing river
And night like a wishing stone.

No din with a scythe to sever
The tortured nerves apart;
Only unternished sillence
Warm against my heart.

-=Tucla Trent



TEXAS

Texas is & tall land

Where hills and hopes are tall;
And Texas 1s a big land,

Not even its silence small.

Its towns are far between
Like Texas cowboy's words,

3ut they straggle wide as wide
As Texas cattle herds.

Texas men are tall men,

Long and lean and wise.
Texas men are square men,

As broad as Texas skies.
eeseBut you enter Texas best
Through Texas women's eyes.

~-=Ralph Cheyney

WE WHO LOVE TEXAS

My dreams were cradled in her amplitudes,
My torch was 1lit at an lmmortal shrine;
Could I do less than siang a triumph-song
When all her valiant herltage was mine?

Yy soul came from her lmmensities,

And I shall be content if .in the end,

Like the last shadow on her loneliest peak,
My soul with her immensities shall blend.

~=T,111th Lorraine



TEXAS

Texas is a blue land

A gold land in spring,
Golden fire of huisache,
Bluebonnet rioting.

Texas is a wide land,

Wide as Texas sky

And space the gown she's wearing
On flowered breast and thigh.

Texas is a strong land,
Strong as Texas Steer

Or men who flung this glory
Along a bleak frontier,

Texas 1s a poets' land,
A land to dream of when
Heaven will be stirring
Beneath the hands of men.

-=Lucia Trent

TEXAS

Vast plains and mountains
Anchored high
Against a sweep of cobalt sKy;

Bluebonnet praries,
Cotton land,
Blue curve of Gulf, white curve of sand;

South winds and northers
Breaking traill
With fruited breath, with snowy veil;

Where dbuffalo
And cattle ranged,
And men rode hard while flags were changed;

Roping from red
Stampede of war
A maverick state, the Lone White Star.

==Marie Barton



I LOV:E T3NAS

I love Texas:
Texas folks;
Long=horned cattle;
Cowboy Jokes;

Cotton fields;
Forest of pine;
Streteh of prairie;

Sulphur mine;

Porest of derricks
Where oil wells flow;
Cold blue norther;
Ice and snow;

Scorching desert;
Blisteriag sand;
tagic valley
Of Rio Grance;

Driving sandstorm;
Gentle railn;

Acres of blue bonnets;
Flelds of grain;

Granite Capitol;
City streets;

Venerable missions;
Scraggy mesquites;

Busy sea ports;
Sunny beach;

Orchard larger than
Vision'!s reach;

Towering mountains;
Caverns low;

Bold sky~scrapers;
Alamo



Zand of heroes,
Land of flowers,

Fiant friendly
State of ours,

All these things
Ye have 1in you,
I love Texas
Through and throughe.

-=Zdwardine Crenshaw Couch

STATE S0:G

The singers {illed the tiny schoolhouse stage
With youth and vigor in a studied pose,
I watchea them from the peak of middle aze,--
There was a card; the sturdy volces rose:
"God bless you, Texas
And keep you brave and strong."

And while they sang I thought, and piltied us,
"o had Deen young without that song to sing--
A bugle for a patriot,-- and thus,

It made me glad to hear the volces ring.

Jutslde was Texas, sparkling to the door,
With rounded hill and pralrie-mist of green,
Bluebonnets on the scented valley floor,
And mocking-birds that rhymed away unseen.

And here was Texas, in the simple hall,
The manly students with thelr chiming throats,
Thelr task the building of our country's wall,--
And with a sob I whispered to the notes:

"God bless you, Texas,

And keep you brave and strong."

~=Berta Hart Nance



CIIQUAIMS OF TLXAS

3lue

Foothiills on the desert
“orison are blue...blue untll
™he traveler reaclhes thems..
Then, In the cistance other
FPoothills are bluece..,

The dlue distance of the desert
Causges one to race aftesr it...
Desert vlue is alluring...

It disappears when one draws near.

Dawn

At dawn

The distant butte

Is an Indlan brave of old

Wno wraps a red blanket about his
3ronze shoulders and broods in
Yelancholy silence.

Storm

The storm

Is a black wvulture

That flies low over the pralirie
And grabs a village

In its claws.

Twilight

Twilight

Is a dark robed

Priestess who walks across

The desert foothills turning on
The stars.

~=William Allen Ward

w



HAGOUS AT LUSK

Sometiimes when the grass in texas

Is deep aad green and lush,

And the wiad dies down at evening,

I can hear through the deepenlng hus.
The sound of covered wagons

Creaklang 1ln box and spoke,

I can see them stop at nightfall,

I can hear the suzper swoke.

And voices call through the darikness-=-
Lonely and strange they sound

In the vastness of the rrairies
getween the sky and the ground.

And the cnes who have chosen +“exas
Because of its clean red loan,

Who are forging ahead to claim it
Aad nare 1t for their hoce,

Dream awhile in the darkness:

An anclent wonder dream--

They see homes rise on the prairies,
See schools and churches gleam
Lgalast the red of the sunset,
Azgainst the rose of the dawn,

And, although their old homes call them,
Tomorrow they will move on.

l'en and women and children,
Facing the arduous toil

of rearing walls, and of wresting
A liviag fromn the soll;

The Texas wind on their faces,
The Texas sun on thelr backs
Thelr only link to the old home
The wavering wagon tracks.

Sometimes at twilight I see them,
These strong, sturdy pioneers,

I call through the dark and hail them
Across the lengenthing years:

And I 1ift a hand to bid them

God speed on the way they go.

I have a deb%t I would pay themn,

I have a debt that I owe

To the founders and builders of Texas
Grouped in these shadowy camps,
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Who kindled the first home fires
And lightea the first howme lamps.
The roots of my home run deeper,
Its walls climb nearer the sun
Because these orave ones [inished
Tne task that they had begun.

«=Grace .l0ll Crowell

INVITATION TO TLXAS

It is bluebonnet time on the prairies of Texas,
A sun-glinted plain of the loveliest blue
Stretches for miles with its Raphael tlating
And something within me is singing for you.

The hulsache is blazing with yellow, gold blossous,
And eachk o0ld unesquite tree 1s frilled out in lace,
The laurel 1s fragrant with festoons of purple,
And nothing is lacking except your own face.

Oh, for a galloping ride on the pralrie,

Laughing with you et the scurrying quail,

With the wlind in our faces while urging our ponies
To race with the wind down the old Spanish trailt

Write me-- no, wire me the time you are coming,
Aad the land that is sweeter than honey today
With the scent of verbenas, hulsache and laurel
Will be sweeter tomorrow with you on your way.

~=Hazel Harper Harris



TEXAS

I went a- riding a- riding,
Over a great long plain.
And the pain went a- sliding, a-~ sliding,
Away from my bridle-rein.

Fields of cotton and fields of wheat,

Thunder=-blue gentians by a wire fence,

Standing cypress, red and tense,

Holding its flower rigid like a gun,

Dressed for psrade by the running wheat,

By the little bouncing cotton. Terribly sweetb;

The cardinals sing in the llve-~ocak trees,

And the long plain breeze,

The prairie breeze,

Blows across from swell to swell

With a ginger smell.

Just ahead, where the road curves around,

A long-eared rabbit makes a bound

Into a wheat-field, into a cotton-field,

His track glitters after him and goes
8till again

Over to the left of my bridle-rein.

But over to the right is a glare-- glare--
glare
0f sharp glass windows.

A narrow square of brick jerks thickly up above the

cotton plants,

A racous mercantile thing flaring the sun
from thirtyesix windows,

Brazenly declaring itself to the lovely fields

Tram-cars run like worms about the feet of
this thing,

The coffins of the cotton-bales feed it,

The threshed wheat is its golden blood.

But here it has no feet,

I has only the steep ironic grin of its
thirty~-slx windows,

Only its basllisk eyes counting the fields,

Doing sums of how many buildings to a clty,
all. dey and all night.

11
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Once they went a- riding, a- riding,

Over the great long »lain.

Cowboys slinging to thelr dogey steers,
Cowbovs perched on forty-dollar saddles,
Riding to the lorth, six months to get there,
Six months to get to Wyoming.

"Hold up, paint horse, herd the little dogies,
Over the lone pralrie.”

Boaes of dead steers,

Bones of dead cowboys,

Under the whest, nmaybe.

The skyscraper sings another way,

A tune of steel, of wheels, of gold,

The ginger breeze blows, blows all day
Tanged with flowers and mold.

And the Texas sky whirls down, whirls down,
Taking long looks at the fussy town.

And o0ld sky and & long plain

Beyond, beyond, my bridle rein.

--Amy Lowell

TEXAS

I crave not for her citles
Nor towns where man hath trod,
But I love her lonely prairies,
Her great wide skles of God.

I love her lazy rivers
That wed the lexlque ses,

And, oh, her heaven=-born breezes
Breathe rarest songs to me.

Oh, i1f I could but sing them,
Could hymn pure Naturet's bars,

Those songs would live forever
And echo through the stars.



Would echo till the angels
Attuned the free refrains,
And breathed celestial music-
The poetry of the plains!

I love the kesa lMountains
Thet woo the Texas skies,
'Neathe azure veils of Deauty,

The dream of Paradise.

I love her sweeps of distance,
Her drowsy miraged seas,

Her cholrs of singing songsters,
Her weeplag bannerea trees.

And when the sunset's laces
Bdefringe the couch of night,
I love her royal pictures
Of far eternal light.

Oh, if I could but paint them,
Could hiat the twilight's art,

What scenes of heavenly splendor
Would gild each human heart.

Vain, vain such fornd ambitlon,
Van is obut earthy sod,

Hls efforts are as nothing
Beslde the works of God.

Yes, you can have the city,
Its fuss and fun and care;

Give me a life of freedom,
1Midst castles in the alr.

Your operas'! stifled music
Contalns no soags for mee--

I want the vibrant breezes,
The anthems of the sea.

Give me the low of cattle
The coyote's lone "ki--oo:"
The slighing of the Norther,
The owl's "Whit-tu-woo."

52115
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I ask not 1'or companions

Whose presence mignt intrude;
17 Gearest friend is Hature-=-

I love the solitude.

Ah, who would then be richer?
¥y wealth is all divine--

The clouds, the stars, the rrairiss,
The world, the world, 1ls mine?"

--Larry Chittenden

SONG OF ki FORBRUNIELW

The men who maue texas

Rode west with dazzled eyes

On the hot trail of the Future,
To take her by surprise;

Tney were dreaners on horsevack,
Dreamers with strong hands,
Tralllng the _olden Lion

Who couches in far lands:

Q0ld men and young men, little men and tall,
Bad men and jood men-=but strong men, all.

The women who vore Texas
Could see beyond the sun:
They sat on cablin doorsteps
When the long Gay wsas done,

And they crooned to lusty babiles,

But their look was far away-=-

For they gazed straight through the sunset
To the unborn day.

Stern women, ' laughing women, women stout or
small,
Bronzed women, broken women--brave women, all.

14



The men who made Texas
Laugued at rfate and aoom--
Dreamers on horsebpack,

¥en who needed room;

And the women in young Texas,
Hangling homespun clothes to dry,
Loved a prairie for a dooryard,
For meetlng-house, the sky=-

Wide visions and wide spaces, man and land were
large of lung:

Texas knew not cheap and easy, slack and small,
when she was young!l

But the men who made Texas

Teft their work half-cone--

For nothiag stands full=-finished
3eneath the spianing sun;

And the women who dreamed Texas

Had much werk to do

when they lay cown for their last sleep
In a land still new;

And a yet-unbuilded Texas, cloude-paved and
slinmering,

Surns yet before the eyes of us, who toil and
dream and sing.

~-=Xarle Wilson Baker

GOLIAD

Let no ploughshares turn the sod,
Nor ever sound

Of merriment be heard.

Let only cypress and weeping willow
Hallow the ground

Where Fannint's men were massacred.

-=}arie Barton
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TRIVLVIRATE

There is no breeze In Texas - only wind.
¥hat Dreeze could catch and roar against
8 Nation's ear
The whisper of & sword drawn through ‘e sand?
What breeze could 1lift the heavy curtaim of a
hundred years
70 show the rising of a single, burning star?
It is a mighty anthem that the proud wind sings--
A lusty song that needs a lusty throatt

There 1s a glare and fury in the Yexas sun

Not to be borne by frail and timid things.

To face its glence and live is to have proved

A kinship with Olympus=-~those

Who prosper in its blaze can rightly clain

Blood brotherhood with Vulcant

as blue Damascus steel forzed at an ember heat?

The rain sweeps down on Texas like a tribe

Of Tejas warriors bent low above the necks

Of nervous lustangs galloping outstretched.

The crystal arrows slant into the earth, transparent
hooves

Flash c¢leanly in anG out of elinging, waxy soll;

And from each hoof print, from each bloodless arrow
wound

Springs vividly the beauty of a prairie flower.

Sun, Wind, and Rain--you watch above the people of
your plains

As might have watched three stern o0ld Tejas chiefs

Proving by torturous rites their young, unfeathered
sons.

We face you proudly, knowing that you yearn

That we be proud and win our right to wear

The gold and silver feathers of the Sun and Rain,

The splendid purple feather of the Wind.

~-llallie King Van Reelmum



ALAKO

The city ebvs around her walls of stone;
Ha_serc and old, she nuses, as the stresm
Flows by oblivious, "hy stand alone

To zuard the phantom of a perished dreamt"
From out the pulsing throng that knows no curd
There coues a little lad with careful tread,
1L.is footfall gentle lest ke nilgi.t disturd

The peace of fallen heroes, long siace dead.

Small hands caress the grey historic call,
e turns to whisper, "Father, it was here
That Travis stood," the muted accents fall
To stir the waiting shadows far and near;
The hoary mission flings her challenge higih:
"For such as he, my dream shall never diel"

-=Goldie Capers 3Smith

THE HEROES

Sons of a land betrayed and wronged are they,
Whose feet are set to the immortal height,

The draggled columns In whose desperate might
The Saxon blood hath volced itself today.

And thou, Kartin, whose thirty cut their way
Through hostile lines with succour in the night;
And thou, brave Bonham, who returned to fight
And die beside thy comrades in the fray.

11ld Austin, who of duty knows the worth

And unto others give the laurel wreath;

And Houston, burly chief of wit and brawn,

The Atlas of his little Western earth;

And Travis last, who opens unto death

As one that hears Christ calling through the dawn.

~=3tark Young
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TEX PIONEZR

He could not breathe in a crowded place-~

LEe wanted iils alr and his open space--

lle watcrhed while civiligation neared

On a path througch the wilderness Boone had cleared,
caw nignways hldaing the Iandian tralls:

Wwest fled the bear and ti:e elk and the deer--
"I've got to go," said the Fioneer.

He whilstled to his dog and called to his wife,
Loaued his rifle and sharpened kis knife,
Tossed 1n his wagon & pan or two=--
Texas~-bound, to a land plumb new.

They watched Lim go, and sl.ook each heasd=--
"Shiftless fool--better stay," they said.

Hot a sizn they saw that might denote

That a Y¥ation rode in a coonslzin coat.

-=William 3B. Ruggles

VISIONS OF TEE ALANO

I often wished to stand within those walls,

But thought if once I felt the surge that
swells,

As rolling waves beat to emotion's calls,

Iy heart would fill with dirges and farewells.

And then-~-I thought, but only once, to bear

The wild disrupting, tearing of my mind,

In living over every moment there,

True agony was all that I would find.

Yet on a day of silver misting rain,
I was a pllgrim to that holy shrine,
To feel in solemn stillness & refrain
Of some sweet song I long had known
was mine.
0, Alamo, your tumult is no more=--
Did any others, leaving, kiss your door?

-=Dorothy B. Robbins



TLE ALAIO

You dream throuch all the days, gray Alamo,

Your fsce vecalmed and seamed like soine 0ld nun,

Left tranquilly aslumver in the sun;

Your baptism of blood, so long age,

A crimson rose withlin your patio

Records; frall Jueen's~-crown vine has scaled
and won

Your courtyard wall; the years lLave stilled your
gun,

Immortal now in memory's folio.

Tie jangling clamor of the crowded street

Is lost within the silences you know.

nere is the sense of those unseen who tell
¢f sword-drawn line to cross, and no retreat;
High courage shines; dim phantom candles zlow,
And, inwardly, one Lears your evening bell.

-=Dorothy Callaway

TREATY OAK

Your Listory my mind knows well;
Romantic stories I can tell:

The Indians gathered 1in my shade

To hold their big powwows, and trade;
The wild coyote and the buffalo

I've seen moat freely come and go;
I've seen tlhie covered wagon pass

And leave dim trails across the grass;
The swarthy black-eyed Spanilard go
With quliet tread to lexico;

It've seen trall-driver who went forth
With plodding herds out to the north;
And heard the coy-boy's piercing ery
As he with lasso galloped by.

~«Erie Henaoy HNiller
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CUTTENNIAL CIALLENGE

A hundred years since Travis bled
To save the Alamo,

A hundred yesrs since Goliad
was 1lit by battle=-;low,

A hnndred years of fashioning
Tne emplire that we know.

A hundred years--anu thundering hoofs
Give way to droaing wings,

A hundred years, vet every leart
In sacred memory clings

To those who cut the pathless tralls
Where now the motor sings.

A hundred yesrs from now, shall ws
From Time's veiled mysterles
The unborn generations dower
viith gifts to equal these
A hundred years of brotherhood
A hundred vyeara of peace.

-«I.,11ith Lorraine

UKE REPUBLIC

Re joice, 0 Texans, in your libertyt

The thunder of your guns hath girded round

The world, Southward the tyrants ye shall hound,
And havoc cry among them as they fles.

0 stay, write gull, and carry over sea

The word that freedom now her home hath found.
To us shall Europe send her treaties bound

In gold, Anmerica proclaim us free.

Lo, in the East a light, the day hath dawned.
Where from the West the ancient night is dying.
And from the uncertain crowd, whose gropiags mar
Her plan, and through the venturous rabble spawned
By chance on her, emerges Houston-crylng--

Burly and strong, "On, Texas, with thy start”

--Stark Young
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TES AX 10 Tl MAULS 07 L LAED

nwow, men owe much to the righteous sword,--
It ras won then life siace the tale begen;
But they owe far more, dic¢ the leaves record,
Tc the stubborn ax ian the hands of a rnan.

Ti.e road through the wilderness it cut;

It clesred the space for the saving corn;
Hewcd log and rafter and beam for the hut
Vihere stalwert soas anc dau_hters were born.

Youston, and Shermen, and brave Lamer,

On a day of glory they won fair fawe,

While the sun looked down at a rising star
And the stout "Twin Sisters" spolie in flame.

Praise to these heroces, ana praise to their swords--
They leeped as one steel to the stern attacks:

But praise in like measure the heart accords

To trasrmus osmith and his valiant axl

For the two at a stroke, hemmed the foe's retreat,
And blgzed new tralls for the frecnan's fect.

-=Iilton Ross Greer

DIEZ):0

The Red~caps shot them-~- one in ten--
Who drew the fatal bean,

The vultures found them martyred men,
And picked their bodies c¢lean.

Sut martyred bones are maglc seed
To grow a beanstalk frome--

They satisfied her moonstruck need,
So Mary planted some.



[AY]
Ay

She wgtered the:. with feryemt tecarc
Untll the hybrid bloomea

vilth white pods that allayeu her fears,
with black beans for the doomed.

These black she plucied and hid from signt
And lol when Fisher's men

Drew fror. the mug, they all drew white,
Jiot black--not one in tent

-~Virsinia Lee l.cConnell

SAN JACIYTO

Here the haads ¢f time sto~d still
& fatal quarter of an hour

While Texas ground in Freccom's mill
The bloody grist of alien power.

~=l’arie 3arton

GOLIAD

One time I went to Goliad:

(It was springtime then, in Goliad.)
We walked beyond the little town

To the mission on the hill.,

Along the road white poppies grew,
(How many flower names you knewl)
The April air was clean and blue;
The April air was still.



and wh.en we reached th.e mountain top
Zncircled withh on ancient wall

7ast crunbi~g to decay,

. startled chorus, plercia,, sweet,
Came sparkling frow eccr. ruired retreat
“here Spanish monks witl: sandled feet
Once knelt along to pray.

low firm the little chapel stoodl
Its mossy stone, its seasoned wood,
Its eross still lifted bravely

And serenely tc tre skrt

I can't _o bac: to Goliad

(7o lovelr, drear.y Goliad,)

dut the ma lc of that morning

111l be with e wlhen I die.

-wlllizabeti: Ann Little

fihen all this lyriec madness shall have
perished

Tuck me to sleep in some falr Texas hill.

Let we lle cradled on the breast that
fed me, -

Let me lie cradled in her arms, until

Aeons shall pass and roll their fire
asove me

Weldling to hers my fiber and my bone.

I shall be happy, there, rememberingl...

Even in dust, my heart will know
its own.

-=Georgle C. Dader
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GOLIAL

Jow I tell wiat I knew 1n Texas in oy early youtl,
(I tell not tre fall of Alanio,

Yo one escared to tell the fall of Alamo,

The hundreé¢ and fifty are dumb yet at Alaro,)

'Tis tiLe tale of the murder in cold blood of four
hundred and twelve young men.

Retreating they Lad form'c in a hollow square with
their bazzase for bresstworiks,

¥ine hundred lives out of the surrounding enemies, nine
times their number, was the pripe they tooir in advance,
Thelr colonel was wounded aad their eammunition gone,
They treated for an honorable capitulation, receiv'd
writing and seal, gave up their arms anc march'd back
prisoners of war.

They were the jlory of the race of rangers,

latchless with horse, rifle, song, super, courtship,
Large, turbulent, generous, handsome, proud, and
affectionate,

Bearded, sunburnt, drest in the free costumes of hunters,
Not a single one over thirty years of age.

The second First day mornlng they were brought out
in squads and massacred, it wgs beautiful early summer,
The worl: commgnced avout five o'clock and was over by eigl:it.

Jone obeytd the command to kneel,

Some made a mad and helpless rush, some stood stark
and straight,

A few fell at once, shot in the temple or heart, the
living and desd lay together,

The maim'd and mangled dug in the dirt, the newcomers
‘saw them bhere,

Some half-killed attempted to crawl away,

These were despateh'd with bayonets or battertd

with the blunts of muskets,

A youth not yet seventeen yeasrs old seilz'd hLis

assassin till two more came to release him,

The three were all torn and covered with the boy's blood,
At eleven o'clock began the burning of the Dodies;

That is the tale of the murder of the four hundred

and twelve young men.

~=Walt Whitman
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TiE PIOSZER WOLAL

Slowly westward trudged tre oxen,
Searing In trhelr coverzd vaas

an of valor loving lineage
Womaa with inspliring hands.

ueen of old 1n vaunted glory
Is a plgmy wear aad frail

When compared or weigted in balance
With the woman of the trail.

She wes ever tense and walieful,
Pointing onward day and nigut,
Cheering man who lagsed or faltered

Ere he reacleu tlhie dlstant sigl:it.

“hen at last the treck was ended,
Far upoua an uniknown plain,

Siren winds cefled and mocked her,
Savage redmen shrieited disdain,

Days, and weeks, and months, like sges,
Dragged their cull and lonely way,
Still she drudged with dogped patience,

S1iling grinly through the fray.

Hands that once wore silken mittens,
Rougzhened now by grind and toll,

Never faltered in thelr mission
Tenmpting fruit from virgin soil.

far into the night, her vigil
Visloned ecivilization's trend,

And the children of her bosom
Were imbued to comprehend.

Nonuments now mark the pathways
Pioneering man has trod,

God alone in love has planted
Prairie flowers on her sod.

-=Byrd Friend



AVALIZRS

How do we deem these wide plains commonplzce,

Jr thinlr thie 0ld hills Ddarren of desire,

when Romance wallis thew with up-lifted face,

Anu Passion leaps them like a 1living fire?

Do we forget=--once streams ran liquid gold,

Ana high Adventure stalied the silver wind?

Jeedless of danger--rechkless--eazer--bold--

'en rode and foucht and lauzhed and dreamed
and sinned,

And lovede--mad loves, and little loves and
light,

Under the love-mad white moons of the South,

Yard men who fought 2ll day and danced all
night,

And died at daybreak for a scarlet mouth?

Are Faximiliane~-Miramon--Narquez

Sweet sounding syllables and nothing more?

"Hill of the Bells" some pleasant, unknown place?

Carlotta-~but a name not heard before?

Nagruder-~-Shelby~-taury--where are they?

The plains forzet, the old hills cease to know,

That once high-hearted, arrogant and gay,

These men of fire rode out to lexico;

The sun a glory and the wind high bliss,

¥hile dark eyes dimmed and red lips dropped
that day,

And many a white hand fluttered with a kiss,

And meny & heart brole as they marched away.

They fought-~and no man ever died, t'tis said,

3ut the wall of sone hurt woman rent the alre--

Love 1s 1t done? Romance--1is 1t dead?
And stalxs there no Adventure anywhere?

-=Grace Noll Crowell



PIONZER WOTZ:ER

I would not sing her praise in mimicries

Of cloying sweetness couched in hackneyed
rimes,

That gard the women of the wilderness

tiith the pale graces of decacent tlmes.

der veauty is a legend now, her touch

on paine-stched brows, & fragrance aliost
fled,

But her undaunted courage is s torch

Plung to our hands Ffrow the immortal dead.

And I, into whose wakening soul she breathed
The breath of ancient wisdom, whispering low,
"Better the lone pine on the mountain top

Than =11 the bleating flocks that range below."

I praise ker not in dreary monotones

Of mother-worship, she waes this to me,
A daring more audacious than the stars,
A vastness more enoracing than the sea.

She was a spark from finely tempered steel,

A flaming challenge ringing down the jears,

For whoso treads tlhe Pathless Trails must wield
A weapon more effectual than tears.

-=1,111th Lorraine
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I VARLY 3SPiING

Silent upon tie prairie falls the warwm rain,

Slow=dropping, dropping frow the low, dull
clouds.

An 016, old pain, long frozen in the gloom,

Tears at the bare earth's heart.

The prairiet's posom stirs; the wild, green,
tender blades of grass cowme forth,

Fiercing tie wet, black earth where the rain-
drops fall

Slowly and softly like blg, splashing tears.

Qut ol the travail and the age-o0ld pain, the
spring 1s born.

In tears and sacred joy, the pralrie gives it
birth.

-=Ceorge D. Zond

APHIL RAINS

There is g magic in the April rains

That fall day-in, daye-out upon the
pralrie;

Silver the bilg drops fall through the
grey day,

And silver at night they gleam on the
long zrasses

When the dim stars show.

Soft 1s the music of their silver-
clinking,

And soft their patter on the lone,
dwarf trees;

Over the prairie grasses and the flowers

They drop & vell of music and of color,

A silver veil that sings a silver song.

And through it breaks the purple and
the gold of vivid Texas flowers.

~--George D. Bond
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ZARLY APRIL

The slopes are coverec now with tencer green,

Lind yellow larkspur flanes along the filelads,

The winG no longer bltes, as wiiter ylelds

Its place; the nearing sun is faintly seen

Througi: rolling érifts of pearly Laze; between

The sates of dusk wild geese 1ift up their
shields;

A farmer boy along the roadside wields

At intervals, an ax; and robins preen.

The elm puts on a rove of falry lace,

The rushing velns of ocali and walnut sing,
And all the 1little thickets join the race
To meet half way the promises of spring;
The wise mesquite alone lLas not believed,
And stands in wintry blackness, undeceived.

~=Berts Hart MNance

T0 APRIL

You came so softly, yet so bright and gay
Your steps were primrose petals, and your lips
Were coral curves that ltissed the silver day
And laughed at clouds that moved like phantom
ships,
Your heart was singing, "Joy, oh joy returns,"
A song that stirred the wind and sters again,
And redbuds flame like living hope that burns
Forever in the secret thoughts of men.

Day after day, while you are walking here

And spilling sunshine on each lifted wing,

I shall go dreaming where the roads are clear,
And in my dream another day in spring

Shall bloom, new~risen, and the one with me
Will smile and whisper, "It is April--see..."

~=¢ate Randle lenefee



NECEOSITY

I might find fuller happiness a while

Wwhere bLirches silver-frirge your northern lales,
Delighting in your brief, brizht surmer?!s smile,

Re joicing when each kindled :maple takes
sewildered fire for souttern eves to see,

Or watch, content, your slow, white winter LV}
2ut spring--wlat has your lasgard springz for _e

Vho needs blue-vonnets sweepling to thie sky?

Eow should I walk a mincing round of days,

when évery heart-beat 1lifts a voice to speak
0f redibuds burstinz in a rosy l.aze

Along the windlings of a Texas creek,
Cr fix uy fate where there was never heard

The insistence of a moon-mad moclking bird?

~=ljarie Grlies

SPAING I¥ EAST TEXAS

Today I stood with aching throat

In sunny meadows, starred with fold,
Yhere daisies open drowsy eyes

When burnished buttercups unfold.

And I have psused in wonderment
Before a dazzling dogwood tree,
To barter care for shinling dreanms,
Jeneath 1ts green-white mystery.

And close beside 3pring's queenly bride
The redbud's winsome sprays

Are lifted to a mist-veiled sky,

The tree-tops thrill to roundelays.

0f mocking-birds and cardinals,
Cascading silver-sweet,

Vhen wayward wild verbensas
Spread a carpet at my feet.



3ut oht the witching fragrance

of a failr crabarprle tree

In crini:led, rosv-petallec frocl:,
Avwaxens grief--and ecstasy;

For intermingled with celight,

Comes grey reuemvering=-

And Joye-~that stavs my heart witi pain:g
i've one less Texas spring.

~=lary o. Fitzgerald

"NOW THAT APLIL'S TITREM

I know the poet's lonzing
vhose words were half a prayer:
"Oh, to be in Enpland,

ow tiset Aprilts there,"

Tor I woulu be in Texas

then Spring is in the air,

A million zlowing redbuds
Are blazing in the woods,

A world of prairie Dlossoms
Are wearing prim, blue hoods
And fields are running over
%ith flower-bargain goods.

The scent of new turned acres

Is fresh upon the breeze,

The fragrance of verbenas

Invites the honey bees,

And there 1s nothing half as sweet
As blooming laurel trees.

Thank God I know that Beauty
Is not in tree nor bloom,

But in the heart that gives 1t
Appreciating room;

And so I weave my April

Upon a poet's loom.

-~-Hazel Harper Hearris



WIAVI G DI G

It's weaving time in ‘Yexas,
Thev're weaving carpets there;
They're nixing in the greeanswarc
A million colors rare.

There are miles and miles of carpet
Spread out for dancing feet,

That touch the far hLorizon

Wlhere sky and flowers meet.

It's weaving time in Texas,
A4 3pring's the mistress there,
Directin. southeran maidens
with dark and {lowing hair,

To form the leaves anu flowers
Into a oold design;

To weave the blues and scarlets
Into a pattern fine;

To broider in the redbird
VIlth gorgeous butterflies,
Till all the Texas landscape
A paradise defies.,

-=%¥1lliaw Dyer koore

WEST TEXAS SUMLER

June: (Cloud-land

Cloud=land is fairy land
In our prairie home;
Great clouds and small clouds,
Evermore they roam.

Gray clouds and gay clouds,
Violet and gold,

Rose clouds and pearl clouds,
When the day 1s old.



Cloud=-lend is castle-land,
Jattlement and tower,

Jrave knights and dragons,
Lady in her bower.

Cloud~land i: wonder-lana,
Genle, prince, and elfl,
Dywaph and jinn and plxie,
I've seen tunem all myself.

July: Song of the Song=-Sparrow

A gush of song amid the dew
At morning, when the world is new;
D little happy neart, sing ont

A carol near a secrst nest,
when slowlng, noontide brinss its rest;
0 little loving heart, sing onl

A ripple in the zlooming gray,
& warble at the close of day;
0 little trusing heart, sing on!

August: Day 37y Day

Day by day the rain walks nearer,
But we languish in the heat,
And no blessed breath of coolness
Comes to cheer our dusty street,

Only from the tracks to northward
Comes the clang of cattle-cars,

And the wall of sullen cattle .
Walting at the stock=-yard bars.

On the drooping garden-flowers

Falls the white dust of the street;
Day by day the rain walks nearer

But we wither in the heat.

-~Berta Hart Nance
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DROTTH

The solden wiesi has occaslional deartn

Of rein, Lroutl: stalks the tortured land with want,
And herds of starving cattle, thirsty, sauat,

Seek waterlioles tliabt scarcely cover earth.

Tre cattle low and straln {or water there;

They roll their listless eyes and vislion flees;
Trelr tongues loll cut; they fall upon their knees,
Then prostrate lle aad groaxz in dumb despalr.

There 1s no alid for creaturecs such as they.

The waterholes ars graves for cattle in the mire;
They rise anG fall and trawuple and expire

Until the herds are lost snd fallen to decavye.

~-Idna Coe lajors

DROUGLT

An angry monster stamps the land,
Dust fogsing from his feet,

And parches grass and leaf and stem
With treath of airy heat.

One eye he vlazes at the fields,
Forbliddling crops to grow,

And with the other scans the sky,
Commanding clouds to go.

Bold streams he robs of song and speech,
The thinking pools sips dry;

And where hls grip ls tightest, elms
And ancient oak trecs die.

--Walter R. Adams
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TIIRZZ LEAVES FROID A TEXAS SUTTEE

Summer, like an old mesquite,
Shook her branches over ne;

I turned drowsy eyes tc¢ see

Line and contour of = tree;

On my face on ny eyes

Three leaves fell and only three.

This is a new way the thicicet has
Of wearing hier green hair;

This a new way the field has

0f looping the olue air.

This 1s a deep dlue==~a brizht green--
And a new road to follow;

Berries prickle the undergrowth;
Water lies in the hollow.

The first leaf fell, and cool and thick,
I felt 1ts comfort on my mouth,

Through 1ts pulp as throush a2 wick

011 of life was warm and guick,

And June passed over the wouth.

Vleeds now in the pasturege--

And the sound of a grasshopper!s wing;

The oitter smell of the wseds catches the
throat;

The dry sound of the flight clutches and
stings.

Vieeds now in the pastures-—-

Rag weeds higher than a young man's head.
This for a while is Beauty's only drinke--
This for a while is Beauty's meager bread.

On my eyes I caught the press
Of the second leaf's caress
Leather~hard and leather-thin,
3t1ll it spoke of Loveliness
And 8 pungent strength within.

Under the wind the bones of the garden rattle;

Only & llzard springs from the burning ground.

Pomegranates hang and break in the withered
hedges,

Spilling thelr rosy frult without a sound.



Today a flock of blackbirds swooped in
the sunlight,

taking their wings a fantasy of shade;

The drouth movedu backward a little, scenting
autumn;

The heat stirred up from lts sleep, caught
and afraid.

Ultimate and oJrittle-brown,

The last leaf fell sharply cowne-
FPell anu crumpled in its fall.

In 8 half a second's space

It was dust upon my face,

And when I Burned my eyes to see
Leafy sorrow of a tree,

There was nothlng over me=--

There was nothing there at all.

-=~3iddie Joe Johnson

SCUTHZRN NIGHT

Dusk touched the hills to guletness
while bells
Spoke musically of time. 1In citadels
Of sweet-gum trees a twittered
argument
Proved nests were ready, called the
daylight spent,
Allotted room for every fluttering wing;
When thils was settled, frogs began to sing
In bayou hollows and the first pale
star
0f turquoise evening sent its silver bar
Across the valley where a misty town
Awoke in elfin lights as dark came
down.
Because we knew no magic words to
say,
We kissed and, silent, walked the
star-sweet way.

--Ivantha Caldwell



Like an army left in a desert world,
Stand the ranks of corn with their banners furled;
And their plumes droop low on that sice and this,
while their rusty olades swing curved and curled,
Like wrlthing serpents that touch and hiss.

And with nostrils wide stana the panting kine
On the outer edge of the drouth-fire's shine;

And their breath 1s as hot as the blaze that trius
viith vellow and brown the prairie plne

From its topmost tips to its utmost limbs.

Over the opened earth with its scars, alas!
With its withered Flowers and frazzled grass,
Hot a shadowing cloud does come or Jo:
Only the shimmering heat hosts nass
On tiptoe ever, and to and fro.

And the dust lies deep everywhere, everywhere,

On the doorstep wide, on the winding stair,
And as far beside as the eye can scan:

And 1t ssems from the hush of both song and prayer,
That 1t lies as deep on the heart of man.

And under the sun that molten clings

In the haze-hid sky, like an omen swings
A speck as large as a humen hand--

A voiceless vulture on tainted wiags,
'The shadow to cool the land.

--Jokn P. Sjolander

SUIIZ=ER NIGHTS IW TEXAS

Days must be hot to make the cotton white,
And have their own peculliar yellow glare,

But when the Culf wind blows its way at night,
There is no lovelier darkness anywhere.

I 1ift my face--1 turn toward the South,

¥y hair blows loose--the wind along my path

Is like a drink to amy thirsty mouth;

Is like a plunge 1In some soft——water bath.
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I drink the windl I Vathe in itl I dive,
Wit outstretcheu arms, a swimmer in my gleel
The wiad Las made me gloriously alive,

Its waves roll in, and the;r sweep over nel

No day can be too hot, too loig anc orizht,
If 1t be followed b7 a Texas nigut.

-«Grace :.'0ll Crowell

ROZDEL FOR SEPTEIIBER

You thought it was a falling leal we
heard:

I knew it was the Swmer's gypsy feet;

A sound so reticent it scarcely stirred

The ear so still a message to repeat--

"I g0, and lo, I malke my goin; sweet.”

What wonder you should miss so soft =a
word?

You thousht it was a falling leaf we
heard:

I knew 1t was the Summer's gypsy leet.

With slender torches for her service
meet

The golden-rod is coming; softer slur-
red

¥Midsummer noises take a note replete

With hint of change; who told the mock-
ing=-bird?

I knew 1t was the Summer's gypsy feet--

You thought it was a falling leafl we
heard.

-=Karle Wilson Baker



COwYON

I climb, at dusk, the narrow trail
That leads me, stone by stone,
Up to the slim hill's yellow crest,
xhere broom weeds long have olowng
And there I rause anc turn to look--
A sort of _[oodnight view-~
Unon the sbtill September ficld,
where soon snall fall the dew.

And as I look I nalf forget
Sucl: painful things as these:
Torn fingers, aching, peinful bacik,
And Dbrulssc and crimson linees.
For veauty rovces the restiny earth;
The toilsome field below
Is mazical and calm and cool
Wilth green--and drifted snowl

-=falter R. Adams

IIIDIAN SULTIER

The quall drift out in coveys now
3elow the wide arroyo's riu;

The sun-drenched dust hangs in a haze
That vells the mountains, blue and dim.

The gray doves wing thelr steaay flight,
A wedge of wild geese, flying highk,
Fling to tlhe watching world below

A happy, vagaoonding cry.

A mystic chill pervades the air--

A tingling blend of frost and flre--

That quickens heart beats, orings to life
Some unremembered old desire.

--Nancy Richey Ransome
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QCTO2ER

First days in Autumn maxe me catch
my breath
In sheer amaze that I shall see again
The fruitful beauty of the earth In death
Across the painted pageant of the plain:

A lilac dawn comes up and fades to gray,

A thin white scarf of wild oirds treils the sky,
The sumacs fire a torch to 1li ht the day,

And pearly rustlings of the frost drift by;

Against the curve of distant hills, the »lue
Of amcky mist falls into purple night;

The pale gold sickle of the moon lifts new
To hew a circled radiance of dim light.

How strange 1t is that autumn days will lend
Such beauty wantonly for death to spend.

-~T,6xle Dean Robertson

A TEXAS CANIVAS

If I could paint Qctober days

With Queents Crown flowered in sunlashed
sprays

That glow from pink to coral hue,

With morning glories, sapphire blue,

And flaming orange cosmos--then

When somber days are come again,

¥y canvas, colorful, would cede

Its brilliancy to days in need.

The winter winds would hang 1t high

Upon some drear, sun=-clouded sky,

And men would say at evening's lull,

"Is not the sunset beautiful?”

& pencil makes a poem quaint,
But oh, what might be done with paint!

-=]lazel Harper Harris



TEXAS AUTUMN

Now autumn beats like music at my breast,

The color down the land is like & cry,

The winding roadways will not let me rest,

And distance is a call against the sky.

The haze runs shouting out across the
hills,

Here autumn follows with its smlke and
flame,

Upon a day like this the landscape spills

A glory that has never had a name.

Who has not seen a Texas fleld grown old

VWiith clinging cotton--waiting some dark
hacde-

Or seen blurred filelds--where purple

thistles glow--
Has missed too much of beauty--this I know.

-«Grace Noll Crowell

NOW, THE FROSTED THICKETS

Now are the frosted thickets white wlth blossom,
And now the yellow honey-bee has comse,

Finding thls wild fruit better to his liking
Than all the gardens he has journeyed from.

Stark by the roadway hang the thorny branches,
As yet bereft of leaf or bud of leaf,

While 1in the undergrowth the pale mist gathers,
Lovely past man's remembrance or bellilef.

Always the year swings onward to thls moment,
Larks in the meadow=—grass and brush in flower
Nothing can mar the sureness of this coming,
Nothing obscure the bright, inevitable hour.

~=Siddie Joe Johnson
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NOVEMBER

November is a beautiful word with a sound
like water;

Watery rhythms zo0 flowlng through it in
tumbling floods.

And it has a courasge that 1s good to re-
memoer=«- -

Jot fala, like April, or troubled with larch's
moods.

It has a lovely completeness, like some task
finished;

It is grayly-golden as a full-fiedged plover,

And sound as & chestnut kernel without its
sweetness,

And has but little interest in any lover.

roxes adore it, and the dull persimmon

Furns to the color of & faded ember;

It has a fuller bin than the months before it,

And a tranqull beauty that is oo0d to
rememoer.

-=Marvin ILuter {11l

SILENT AUTUMN

Is there no loveliness of autumn mood

That flames in wanton riot through the plain
Can teach my dullard heart to sing again?

Is there no solace ian the lassitude

Of quiet empty fields, not long stripped nude
0f harvest? No healing of my pain

In silvered tassels of the river cane
Steeping dark roots in mirrored solitude?

I search in vein the sumac's crimson trall--
No migrant bird has left a lyric note

That I may beg; there 1s no sound along

The purple-shadowed hills except the wall
That echoes from my own paln-tortured throat,
"Oh, color, break my heart, but give me songt"

~=]exle Dean Robertson



AUTULN SONG

A cry that cuts me sharp as the cry

0f a woman watching her first-born die-=-
Wild geese and the north wiad blowing.

Far-seen in a wavering line they fly

%With wings cutspread against the sky--
And where shall they be going?

A weary team and a gleamlng plow,

ceads of sweat on the plowman's brow,
And the brown earth turning, turning.

The sun's dusk low and over a bow

The thin moon lifts its shining prow--
When shall they be returning?

Whether the winter come late, come soon,
Watching the stars and wistful moon,

WWe have no way of knowing,
Yet the north wind spells an old night-rune
Like & broken harp and out of tune~-

And whet shall it be blowing?

The wheel of seasons turning slowe-

In the tangy alr & hint of snow,
In the wood a partridge drumming.

The time to reap and the time to sow,

The time when leaves of the burr-ocak blow--
W1ild geese are coming, coming.

Whenever I hear their Viking cry,
Pausing to watch them passing by,
I have no time for sowing,
Nor may I gather the tangled rye.
Wild geese, wild geese against the sky,
fust, you be going, going?

--Williem E. Bard
AUTUNN

Autumn 1s a wounded Robin
Feeling still the urge to sing.
Autumn is the dying year
Thinking nervously of spring.

-=Walter R. Adsnms
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RARE DAY

It was a magicel day that knew no lack,
Despite the sweep of autumn flame and frost;
It was as though my crowded heart had back
Each shining thing that it had loved and lost.

--Walter R. Adams

BLUE NORTEER

Crisp, scattered leaves mobilize about the door.

The sky 1s full of intentions it has not yet
confided

To us. Clouds hurry two-ways.

One high white clebber-bank seems entirely still.

The cattle low often; they have never left the
gate.

It is warm and all the doors are open.

Suddenly it seems impossibly dark.

I glance at the North.

Bordered at the horlzon by a thin light line

A curtein of black approaches with urge and speed

In a moment the wind has lost its indecision

And bounds out of the north whistling a thin
blue waill.

Doors bang; leaves, milk-pans, windows

Ply, socurry, and rattle,

While we rush to the rescue of the flowerst

Below the curtain 1s a fringe of rair,

Hard, dashing rain.

The curtain has become a hood, and moves on

Crowding the crescent of light in the south

Below the horizon. In a moment the rain is gone.

ihe light line in the north widens. & clean
open blue

Grows until it takes the sun.

Urged before it, the clouds look black,
helplessly defiant,

And the trees, even & naked pole,

Whine in tortured protest before the relentless
windi

-=Therese Lindsey
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ONE WINTUR DAY

The farmer's kitchen housed the most of them,
With one at college, two on week-end pleasuring
That January morning, cdun and gray.

The oatmeal dishes steamed, the blscults hot
And generous sausages with coffee

And miik for the youngsters, also riboon cane.
Then breakfast over and to each s task.

Out from the town a mile or more we were

Living on black land. The muddy road caught

And held all wheels as in & vise. shut in--

But what of that? We had the creek roaring by

A bird whistling in a hackberry, and crows
Cawing, cawing from the orchard, telling

The rain had cessed after an all night downpour.
We had the braying of the donkey and

The merry clucking of hens, the sounds of cattle,
And a boy at the barn singing "Red Sails"--

~=Dorothy 3. Robbins

YEAR'S CYCLE

Always there comes a time when flelds lie fallow,
Wrapped in a winding sheet of gray-spun days;

Holding the dormant seeds for some tomorrow,
Storing thelir strength for warm awakening rays.

Then from earth's travail, tuned to storm and laughter,
Flashes the promise born of budding life;

Bowing and dancing to the spring's glad music,
Cutting the pregnant silence like a knife.

After the long slow days of labored waiting,
Work and strength and fierceness of the sun;

Sudden to harvest and the year's frultion;
Earth writes her poem and her song is done.

--Lyra Halsley Sparks



CHARGE OF A TEXAS NORTHER

Blustering over the naked hills,
Swooping down the valleys,
Roaring elong the lone highways,
Shining through sinuous alleys;

Storming the portals of manslon and hut,
Rattling their doors anu their shutters;
Spreading a cold white winding-sheet

On city streets and gutters;

Glazing the surface of placid lake,
Choking the garrulous river,

Driving the stinging needles of sleet
Where huddled cattle shiver;

seating the wild oirds' fluttering wings,
Felling them by my power,=--

Lashing the forests in surly pride,

I live my furious hourl

¥an and beast are alike to me,--

0ld or young: I care not whether
They live or die. MNake way, make way,
I bring you bitter weather.

-=Mary 5. Fitzgerald

BLUE WHISTLE

Across the plain the norther blows

Its cutting, brittle, cold blue whistle;
It moves on nimble, icy toes;

Across the plain the norther blows,
Where Lipans once drew willow bows;

It moves among the oak and thistle--
Across the plain the norther blows

Its ocutting, brittle, cold blue whistle.

~=William Allen Vard
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ODE TO THE NORTHER

Thrice welcome to the MNorther,
The Norther roaring free,
Across tlhe rolling prairies
Straight from the Arctic Seal
Avaunt, ye western breezes
And southern zephyrs warml
liere's to the cold, blue Norther,
Tre stern, relentless storml

I'm tired of love and laughter,
Tonight I long for war,

For the bugle blasts are sounding
From the heiglits of Labrador.
"Whoo-+~hool" the winds are wailing
Their muffled reveilles,
And 'rounc my chimney fortress

Roar angry, shoreless seas.

Wild storms and wants and dangers
will thrill a poet's heart,

And free a Viking spirit
Par more than feeble art.

S0 welcome to the storm windl
The Northers I invoke.

Fere's to the strong, gray weather
That makes the heart of oak.

~-William Lawrence Chittenden
IN WINTER

All winter long the prairie lies remembering;

0ld, old, and gray, and blurred with drifting mist,
Silent and listening, harkening to the rain,
Hearing the wind scream in its desert places.

The cotton rows stretch long and brown and lifeless,
The stubble flelds are still and sad as death;

The prairle lies defeated, broken-hearted,

Conquered by winter, brooding in the cold-~

Pining for fields where the tall, green grass is waving,
Longing for flowers that springtime brings,
Brooding, and thinking of its endless past,

In the rain and the mist.

-=George D. Bond
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WHRITE-TIROATEL SPARKROW

first buds of April blow

In sunny woodland sides,

Dy ways

I know, in thiickets low,

The little whitethroat hlides.

His wavering wood-notes wild I hear:
"0 sweet! sweet! sweet to me."
Serene and c¢leasr, remote, yet near,
His timid melody.

He will

not stay though orchards gray

Put on their pink and white;

He must

away before the May,

Across the hills at night.

Ch, give to me the dripping tree,

And tremendous and thin,

The whitethroat's whistled minstrelsy
Where Aprll days begln.

Nobody has
It 1s like

==, W, Chrlistman

A BLUEBIRD

ever told me how a bluebird sings.
a butterfly whispering secrets to a

pear-blossom;

It is like
telling
It is like
a stone;
It is like
It 1s like
It is like
Nobody has
sings

the elf-high blades in the oat-fleld
each other how it feels to be up;
the voice of a brook where it steps over

a happy thought talking;

the taste of spring water;

the brown glee of the ploughed ground.
ever been able to tell how a bluebird

And neither am I.

-=Karle Wilson Baker



50

ROBINS

Ho flame had tipped the redbud or the haw
With magic of the spring, but vwhen I saw
The year's first rooin droppning from the sky
Thelir beauty stung me like a sudden cry.

Karch brought & flash of color to my tree
That winging soon departed, leaving me

A moment's largess like a treasured song
Whose strains of living music linger long.
And when I looked outside at early dawn
There was a robin hopping on the lawn--

I knew that overnight Spring had come.

~-=Wi1llilam 5. Bard

CERTAIN OF SPRING

Clear as a trumpet disturbing the silence
Of the dsrk night--

I hear the cry of the wilc-goose passing
On his north flight.

Creature of instinct or urge or compulsion--
Wiser than I=--

Taking the lyrical call to adventure
With a glad cry!

IIls is the freedom that carries dominion
To the sky's riml....

I, wide awake to the blare of the trumpets,
CI‘y after himl....

Some dorment thing in my blood has awskened--
Some magilc thing!

Certein I am that the winter 1s breaking--
Certain of spring.

~=Georgla C. Bader
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RED BIRD

bird, red bird, whistling on a tree,

are all the flame anc fire that have ourned
in me;

are all the passion and the rapture I have
known;

are all wmy heart-break, whistling there alone.

bird, red bird, there is much tc o,

I have not a moment's time to be watching you.

Now

you go, but oh, that flane sgainst the sky,

It is not & red bird, it is I.

-=Grace Noll Crowell

A CARDINAL

A cardinal bird on a cedar tree
Tipped and tilted and whistled to me;
Dipped the bough and darted his head,
An ardent flame of glowing red.

Perfect beyond my wondering word,

The cedar tree and the cardinal bird,

The glass and the depth of the evergreen,
The fire of the red-bird's crimson sheen.

Here was &an altar to God's high name

And the bird was the sacred candle flame,
He swung and polsed and kindly stayed
Until my prayer of thanks was made.

Then with a flutter of good-bye
He burmed his way Iinto the sky,
Leaving clear in my memory

A cardlnal bird in a cedar tree.

-=Charlene 5. Underwood



THRUSHES

Through Tanglewood the thrushes trip
A8 brown as any clod,

Zut in their spotted throats are hung
The vesper bells of God.

And I know little secret truths,

AnG hidden things of good,

Since I have hesrd the thrushes sling,
At dusk, in Tanglewood.

--Karle Wilson Baker

CARDINAL DOWN-TOWN

A scarlet sult, a neat biretta set
Above his twinkling eyes; a powerful Dbeak
Fit for seéd crushing; hardly singing yet,
Except the "chip, chip, chip" he needs must speak

Because his mate's about. A mulberry tree,
Half bare and crooked, is his ohly perch
Save the high wire; and you can only see
Dull yaras and alleys, roofs and chimney-smirch.

Fine he should linger in a spot so drear
When all his crimson brothers have a wood

Or field to play int Fine, to let me hear
Spring's earliest note, authentic and so good.

They call him "cardinal." The butterfly

He chases, rends, would not perhaps do wrong
To gasp out "Piratei"--but not so do I

To my small priest of beauty, prince of song.

~=Jeannie Pendleton Hall



DOVES

Children like doves because of their sickle-wings,
“ith whistles under them

I'en 1like them for thelr gentle, still, grey manners--
They are never ruffled like women.

0l1ld people like doves because of their haunted voices;
They understand what they mean.

God likes doves because they are doves:

They mourn softly.

-~llarle Wilson DReker

TED TRYST

When spring is fresh from the hands of God,
And my first plow furrow streaks the sod,
They follow me up and down the row,
Blackbird, Fleld Lark, Dove, ana Crow.

And with the rest 1s a little Kildee,

With one leg off close to his knee, .
AnG he whistles and chirps as he hobbles along,
The happiest bird in all the throng.

For three years past this little Kildee
In the spring of the year has met with me,
And it seems as if he could tell, somehow,
The very day when I'll start my plow.

I may hunt in every concelvable spot
Just the day before, but I find him not;
Zut ere I have driven my plough a rod,
He 1is hopping around from clod to clod.

I wish he could talk, I'd question him

To tell me the way he lost his limb;

I'd ask him to tell me where he past

The long, bleak days since I saw him last.
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I hate to think that & cay must be

Yhen either I, or the little iildee,

Tust break the tryst we have kept so true
Year after vear; when the spring was new.

But let tiat pass, we are happy now
Trelling along bvehind the plough,

Doing our vest the ovridge to span

That lies between the bird and the aan.

-=Whitney rontgomery

YOU'LL HIZVER SEX A CROW IN TOWH

I often think it's marvelous,

The birds that came to dwell with us
Here 1in the city's smoke and grime,
For I can look out any time

And see a Cardinal or Jav,

And I have heard a MNock=bird play
His silver flute the whole nizht long,
And I have heard s Robin's songe.

The other evening after dark,

I heard an owl in the pari;

I've heard a whippoorwill complain,
And heard a Rain Crow cry for raln,
But search the city up and down,
You'll never find a Crow in town.

A Crow belongs to fleld and wood,

Where he can have hls solitude,

And sit upon an old dead tree

And study his philosophy;

Where he can feel the spring winds olow,
And watch the corn and melons grow,

And matchhls wits with farmer men

And steal & little now and thene~

I think I'd rather be a Crow

Than any other bird I knowt

-=WWhitney Montgomery



TEE BLACKS3IRL

Small, friendly brother of the crow,
How sleek and brignt your feathers are;
Your glossy coat gives out s glow

As brilliant as a shining star

Ls you step proudly, looking wise,
t/1ith your sharp-sighted, golden eyes.

You need not fly away from me;

Zat all the bugzs and worms you find
For I am not your eneny

But I love you and all your kind;

The very hand that modeled you

llade me, your friend, and brother, too.

~-~Teater Green

MUSIC ILAD

The mocking bird is music mad tonight,

He thinks the stars are notes;

That he must sing each spattered star, and be
A choir of many throats.

The earth is his cathedral, and its dome
Is all the light pricked sky,

The pear tree is his choir loft,

And there he flings his mad songs high.

The moon-white blossoms are young girls to him,
Who kneel at night to pray;

The buds, their rosaries--the little winds

Are whlspered prayers they say.

He thinks he 1s the whole cathedral choir,
And bursts his little throat;

I lie awake-~-and do not breathe-=-lest I
lfay miss one single notel

-=Grace Noll Crowell



REDEIRD

Flery one, {lery one,
Lighting the rain,
Yhere do you iina
That blazing stain?

You sit in the cedar,

And dazzle my eye,

And tauat me like Ddanners
Streaming by.

Pensive zgrey titmouse
And »lain, brown thrush
Bet of my verries

From every bush,

3athe in my rain pool,
Drink at my pen,

Yet grow no colors
But grey and tan;

Peck at the crumbs

On my door-step stone:
You forage beside them--
You burn alone.

Are you off at daybreal
To slake your needs
With some red comets
31zzling seeds,

Or blazing sunward

Higher and higher,

Do you bathe in a fountain
of primal fire?®

Flery one, flery one,
Thing apart--

Coal in cedar's
Sombre heart,

Brand in the dimness,
Flag in the sun--
What is your secret,
Flery one?

~=arle Wilson Baker



REPERTOIRZ

The 3lacksnaxe got my Cardinsl,
Ny sweet Canary died;
The Linnit andé the Oriole
Have quit the countrysicde.
There's not a Catuird in my hedge,
A Rovin or a Jay,
And yet I hear them everyoue
Singing all the day.

Nocking 3ird, lMocliing 3ird you have
every note

That ever fell upon the alr from a singerss
throat.

Songs of every bird I know--
You have these and more;
You sing a hundred different notes
I never heard pefore.
Sometimes I think you reproduce
In your wild melodies
The songs of long lost troubadours
That sang in Eden's trees.

¥ocking Bird, X¥ocking Bird, through your
trebles run

All the songs of all the birds since the
world begun.

¥an has done uncanny things
With his cunning brain;
From little colls of shining wire
Dead singers sing again,
And songs are borne to us through space
As far as East from West,
But only God could make a bird
To sing for all the rest.

--Whitney Montgomery



WEITE HIEROiI

From the shadowy branches of the towering
plnes

Zmergzes & white-feathered bird; is it
fashinned of snow?

30 cool it appears against the dark foliage;

Like & pattern clipped from a fleece of cloud;

Dovmward it sailse--more silent than silence
can be=-

Its wings wide-spread, making no motion;

Lo, a luminous bird 1s alighting=--

A white heron stands by the still marsh
water;

Enraptured I gaze on this miracle that Is
transplring--

This winged, wild creature, unfearing,

Stands as graceful and tall as a prictured whilte
heron,

Of laquer and gold on an old Chinese screen.

A shot rends the airt

The white heron has fallenl!

Wings that have soared are forevermore still;

Blood=stained ana crumpled the rare, lovely
creature,

That out a fluttering breath-space ago

Tas a wisp of white cloud

That the wind was pursuing--

The pine trees sway softly;

Bowing their heads, they whisper together--
Chantlng a dirge for the white heron fallen
3eside the marsh water.

--Lols Vaughean McLain

TO A SCARLET TANAGHE

0, scarlet bird with lightning wing,
You dazzle my enraptured eye,
You seem to trall a streak of flame,
As you go darting swiftly by.



Are you a spirit messenger

From so.e far distant magic isle
where beauty's essence 1s the soul
And melody ls naturet's smile.

No art can copy your red hue,

Its depth and purity of tone,

And such entrancing waves of eound
Are glfts from God to you alone.

O, scarlet bird, I love you so,

Take my spirit on with yours

To dwell with you eternally,

In sound and flame In the zreat
out=doors.

=~=}Martha Lavinla Hunter

A SCARECROV

Some sticks, some striags, a hat, some rags
and straw;
Yes, laugh, old cfow, you know now how 'twas made.
But in your heart own up you were afraic,
And fearing, kept yourself within the law.
But say, o0ld crow, forget what you Just saw,
There is a live thing keeping in the shade,
For which that scarecrow stood in masquerade--
It nearly caught you when you shouted--"Caw."

Fly, fly! old crow. That ever=-living thing
Hasdhezrd your mocking laugh, and flung its
art;

Fly swifter, swifter, to your sheltering wood,
And there all humbly, fold your swarthy wing,
And say unto your wildly beating heart:--
"Lord, send us scarecrows--fool us to be

gOOd oM

-=John P. Sjolander
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BUZZARLS

I scarcely mind the rotting smell

0f a carcass on a lonely hLill,

If T may steal ur close and watch
Dark buzzards teke their fill.

0léd-looking buzzards, darting about
A crumpled, useless horse or kine;
I see a drama worthk the cast

Wihen tuzging vultures dine....

And sowetimes think if I should die

Alone, while on a country stroll,

It would be well to let them wréck
The temple of my soul.

~=/alter R. Adams

THE SUMI'ER TAYAGER

"Better come herel" he says among the leaves,
"petter come herel" Up where the branches sway,
His delicate, high, insistent speech he weaves
Among the green hours of the summer day.

A hundred times I catch his gay suggestion

For one glimpse of his bosom's rosy glow--

The glow that sends dim memories back, to question
01ld gardens, bright with zinnies in a row.

They say, 0 free-born, that you only call

Your green=-gold mate, your splendor-dusted love
Nor think of wisbful, groundling me, at all
Smiling and peering for you, there abovel

I know you taunt me brother for my good:
"Better come heret"--How gladly, if I could.

-~Karle Wilson Baker
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I TEE CATYON

The eazle eyed
From the canyon rim
Tne mountain goat
Far under him.

Wilth sudden speed
rrom out the sky

The eagzle swooped
With piercling cry.

The wlse gray gcat

Leaped from the boulder
To the canyon wall's

Thin rock-rimmed shoulder.

And held with foot
Well trained to grip
The peak or crag
Without a slip.

The eagle missed
And flew away

To watch and swoop
3ome other day.

-~William Allen Viard

GREY

Up among the grey clouds,
Through the grey rain,.

The wild ducks are trailing
Thelr wavering chain.

Fraller than a lace-thread,
Through the waste of grey,
Steadily the wrailth~chain
Drags my heart away.

~=Karle Wilson Baker



TO TdE PRAIRIZ QUAIL

Pretty little creature,
Are you fowl or blrd?--
Trotting down the cow trail
Following the herd.

Well you know the cow=-men

When the north winds blow,
And the trails are covered

¥ith a quilt of snow.

And you watch the wazons

As they scatter food--
Enough for the cattle

And for your brood.

So you follow after

While the snow comes down-=-
Cunning little bird-fowl,

In your gingham gown.

-=Valda Stewart Nontgomery

PLALINGOES

God must have used dawn tinted snow
To form these lovely birds;

Then tucked a rose of sunrise glow,
Too beautiful for words,

Beneath each wing.

Like fragile statuettes, or flowers
Upheld by slender stem,

They wear the cool of dawning hours,
For God breathed into them

BEternal spring.

-=}aude E. Cole
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TiZ S0XG OF THE O¥L

Oh~-ho! oh, ho-hot He is lost in the wood,
Where the wind and the cark sre asleep;

And he cannot get out, thouzh he shout ana
hie shout,

For the sound of my voice 1t will turn him
about,

tVthere the thickets are huddled and deep,

Oh-hot oh, ho-hol! On the edge of the wood,
By the tarn that looks up at the moon,

I saw him at eve cause a maiden to grieve,

And now he will know how & voice can deceive,
Until death is the tenderest boon.

Oh-hol oh, ho-hol He will list for my voice,
And follow wherever 1t leads;

And through bramble and thorn, that are biting
like scorn,

I will teke him until of his beauty he's shorn,
And for mercy in anguish he pleads.

Oh~hot oh, ho-ho} Oh, there is a morass,
At the end of the winding lagoon,

there the ooze darkly creeps out of treacherous
deeps;

There my voice will be hushed as the maident's
that sleeps

By the tarn that looks up at the moon.

~=John P. Sjolander
WILD GEESE

Listen to the grey geese sing
Under the autumn moon.

Like swift grey ghosts they swing,
Chanting a high clear tune.

Cleaving the midnight sky,

A shadowy host in flight,

They sing of their destiny

And speed through the cold moonlight.

~=Patrick D. Moreland
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wILD GEESE

I hold to my heart wken the jeese are flying--
A wavering edge on the high, bright bluge-

I tighten my lips to ieep from crying:
"Beautiful sirds, let me go with youl

And at night when they honk and their wings
are weaving

A pattern across a full gold moon--

I hold to my heart that would be leaviag

If it were freed to fly too soon.

I hold to my heart thet would be goinge-
A comrade to wild birds in the air,

As wayward as theye--and never knowing
Where it is going--and never care-=-

I hold to my hearte~for here lies duty~--

And here is the path where my feet must stay--
But 0, that quivering line of beauty,

Beating its veautiful, bright-winged way!

~=Grace Noll Crowell

TH= LAST BO3 WHITE

Oh, how they murdered poor 3Bob White todayl
The booming guns were heard on every side,
From early morn till evening passed away,

The frightened coveys scattered far and wide.

Mo spot on earth could hide him from his foes,
For keen of scent the eager pointer came,

And flushed him from the ground, and as he rose
He fell before the huntert!s deadly aim.



Sut when the day was done, and all was still,
And twilight's purple shsades began to fall,
From off the sunmit of wyon leafly nill

I heard the echo of a lonely call.

It called into the ni_nt, but all in vain,

For none of hlis feathered mates was there

To send the call responsive back agaln,

And come to meet him throu h the chill night air.

They say this wanton slaughter is not sin--

That birds and beasts were made for men's delight,
But oht there is such lonely sadness in

The plaintive calllng of the last 3ob White.

~=tthitney Kontgomery

FORGOTTEN

A dull glow In the west like fires burned out,

A late dusk carrying the lonely cry

Of wild geese, as thelir slow path parts the sky.
What stirs the o0ld mill pond? Drifting about

The barnyard geese have sense of some strange things:
Their aimless floating quickens as they see

Cutting the still, cool water noislessly,

A gray oird bring to rest a silvery wing.

They hiss the graceful creature, half aware

0f kinship dlm and haunting. Does a dream

Come back of reedy marshes, and the gleam

Of star-marked roadways charted on the air?

The strong wings lift and seek far worlds they know;
Let no wild heart be left that cries to gol

-=Grace P, Guthrle



THE NOCLINIG BIRD's SONG IN AUTUMK

Gray autumn days have dinmed his coat,
Ana ruffled it around his throat;

But there's a twinkle in his eye,

As whistling sutumn winds run Dy.

For even when the days grow chill,

A singer is a singer still;

It is the time, not he, that'!s wrong;
The sac days need the gladdest song.

And so with closely folded wings,

Facing the autumn wind, he sings,

The memory of little cares

Is woven in hils tender airs,

And Joys remembered still impart

Sweet trills that come straight from
the heart.

For what is him 1s autumn's hue,

Who lived and loved a summer through?

The singling heart knows no regrets;

For one lost joy two more it gets.

The yester joy seemed most complete,

Tomorrow holds two twlce as sweet.

Ah, that is what the singer sings

The while he shapes the wondrous
things

Vhereof he bullds strange dreams come
true.

Oht there's a shaping power in song

That makes hearts glad, and glad hearts
strong.

For unto him does autumn bring

Not winter thoughts, but dreams of spring,

When he shall flash his wings in flight,

And pour out songs of pure delight

Upon the little world that seems

The fairest world of all his dreams.

-=-John P. 3Jolander
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wILD PLUL

Not far shesl, a tiny tree,
A white~-bloomed thing of witchery,

Burned like 2 ghost-fire in the wood
At sun-downe Golag near, I could

See, swaying tlere a gav petite
Brigat dancer in a dusky street.

Then fancy let her be the lass
I loved and lost in youth's morass

of thorny grief and petalled joy,
A26 dreams grown taller than a boy=--

I took the hands held out to ne,
v soul In redolence set free.

~=Wglter h. Adsus

RED BULS

Now I have come to watch for it as one

Goes seeking an oasis through dry lands,

Before the earliest spring days have begun

I search for it with eyes, and heart, and hands,
And suddenly down some dim wonded way

I catel the glimmer of a misty lighte-

The smoke of lavender through leafless gray
That clutches at my throat, and blinds my sight.

And soon each llttle spangled red bud tree
%1ill loose 1its loveliness upon the air,

To shake my heart with quilvering ecstasy,
And leave me breathless~-wordless--but aware
That never would a Southern spring be spring
Vithout this delicate, frail blossoming.

-=Grace Noll Crowell
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PEACL. BLO.SOL TIVE

Down in the orchard the wild olrds are singing,
"Peach-olossom timet"

“hite-petaled, gold-hearted dalslies are noaGlng,
"peach-blossom tiiel"

South winds are blowing, anG pear oa tneir pinions,
Fragrance sublinme,

Stolen from the groves of magnolla and oraage,
In sunnier clire.

Hearts are rejoicing, ana nature oterflowing,
t7Tis peach=blossom timel

Blue birds are mating, and billing, and cooing,
"peach blossom timet"

Peach~o0lossor time with 1lts wondrous elixlir,
Bounding along,

From tiptoe to temple; and on, how the heart-strings
Vibrate with the songl

Open, O delicate, skell tiated petals,
Soft as the li_ ht,

Yleld up the aroma wrappec up 1in your bosoms
Of rose tint and white

Jusic and melody ring in the woodlands,
orn, noon, and hight,

Bursting from sweet feathered throats, in a
rapture
Of wildest delightt

Strange does it seem that these orchards of blossom
A few weeks ago

Stood facing the norther, their bare arms extended
Laden with snow;

But warm rains and sunshine, and God's wondrous
power

Hath clothed them in garments surpassing all texture
Of hands not divine.

Then open your dainty hearts, pour out theilr
fragrance,
Ablution divinel
While angel-volce sings in the breeze to the
earthland,
"pPeach=blossom tlimel"

-~)lrs. Belle Hunt Shortridge



ZLM-LACE

The old, o0léd elm has put on clouds of lace
Delicate as a bride's. A dawne-like grace
Cevers a million dark twisged memories.

A dryad galety 1s in her face,

And, light as lilac-spray agalnst the skies,
New woncer 1is upborne by ancient stress.

I marvel at a mortal thing so wise

To heal the feud ol Time and Lovelinessl!

~=igrle Wilson Raker

KIRACLE

VVithout warning, in the night my single plum tree
Opened her thousand little, bleck-glovea hands,
And morning saw in each a lacy handkerchief
Unfold and 1ift its white and perfumed edges to the sun.
Then suddenly upon her crooked elbow

In answer to come unheard suumoning,

A redbird took 1ts place,

Raised his oright head

4nd Instantly the silver morning air,

All the silver in the shining, mworning air

Yas chiming, changing, chiming,

And something, older than myself, in me

Twisted so with Jjoy, or pain,

Or something I could not explain, or name,

That I could neither move nor spealk,

Could scarcely breathe.

Eow then could Eve,-=-poor little naked Eve,
Shivering and staring from behind the early leaves
Endure the shock of that first sudden coming

Upon & thing like this,

Prepared by not one miracle of not one single year,
When all my score on score of filled~up years

Have left me unprotected,

Unprepared?

=-Sunshine Dickinson Ryman



GREAT ELED

Spring Zvening

Here in thie dusk an evening star is hung,

A slckle moon swings out above the town.

The grest elms, green anu lacy-leaved, look Gown
Uron the shadow patterns that they weave,

And I have loved the spring upon this street--

The fraglle little tunes new leaves have sung.
Small mating nests great sheltered limbs have held
Benecth their emerald arch for homing feet.

And I have keld my heart and listeneda long

To all the beauty spring puts in her song.

wWinter Dvenling

Here in the nighte-~the dusk 1s quiclily dead,

A round moon lights the clesr, cola winter sky.
The thousand opals inlaid overheaa

Look down upon this same street that I know.
And I who thought that beauty could not stay
%hen leaves are gone and limbs turned evony,
Eehold an etching where gaunt trees have spread
A loveliness of rare tranquilitye.

I watch...hold to my heart and catch my breath
At beauty in a might as calm as death.

--Clara Lood Rugel

TO AN EARLY BLOOMIKG PIACH TREE

Forbear to waken your sleeping buds

Yet awhlle, though the urge be strong:
Better stand bleak on the edge of spring
Than barren summer long.

-=alter R. Adams
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RIVER ZILIS

I love to sleep out cGoors beneath an elm
vihiere spreads a canopy of frail green lace
vetween me and the moon=-~

A fragile lace made silvery witl stars.

I lie in radlant dusk and watch the trace
Cf shadows in the circled realm

Celow the tree till the warm cark unbars
Fach secrelb lure ol June.

Such nights bring to my heart a rich content
And oneness wlth the earth, for then I know
The feel of oreathing soq,

The deep dreams of the river rushing oy
“eneath sweet alder blooms that fall and scent
The frothy water, Once when a low

And simple prayer went lifting toward the sky
An elm tree talked with God.

-=l.exie Dean Robertson

WINTER 1N00DS

A painter can paint the woods

As they look when the trees are bare,
But a painter can never paint

The spirlt of sadness there.

A poet can sing of the woods

As they look when the leaves are gone,
But a poet can never catch

Their sad, sweet monotone.

Alas for the poet's song,
Alas for the painterts art;
Walk alone in the winter woods
And let them break your heart.

-=-Whitney Montgomery



PINES IN ThRE RAIN

This hour that I have loved so was silver
green and brown--

& listening hour in the pine-woods where I
have learned so much.

soft through the tufted branches the dim rain
sifted down,

Tipping with rayless jewels the low plumes I
could touch.

I wish I could write a poem that was tall
and straisht as a pine:

I wish it could say to someone what the
pine-trees say to me.

I think thelr way of telking would be no
better than mine,

If I were as sure and simple and quiet as a
tree.

~=Karle Wllson Baker

BOIS D'ARC AT WIGHT

The moon has made & jJjewel of my tree,
A thorny bols d'arc clawing at the esaves
When little winds, perhaps afraid to be
Alone at night, make playmates of the leaves:
Dense pointed leaves, whose lacquered greenness shines
Like fragments of a shattered star that found
(Not death, but life that sparkles like new wines)
A bed of ease before they smote the ground.

But these are jewels one may never hold,
No matter how alluringly they glow
In silver radiance or fire of gold--
I yearn to clasp the shining tree, but know
If I should lift to reach one jeweled leaf,
A thorn would sip my blood-~leave germs of grief.

~=Walter R. Adams
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WILD PLUIK ZLOS30I'S

Among the rocks that crown a tawny hill,

The wild plum thicket clings with taloned feet,
And cowers while the gray northwesters best
Across the valley; obut just now the thrill

Of spring 1s in the air, and robins thrill
Along the creek, and in the dark mesquite

Are orioles, and so the plum boughs greet

The year with fragrant beasuty, pale and chill.

And there are bees thet hum the whole day
through,

Or sober moths that doze for half an hour,

And eerly butterflies that pause and cling

Anong the lacy drifts of honey-dew;

And last a cardinal, a singing flower,

Will stop to preen a rosy satin wing.

~-=-Berta Hart Nance

THE ARCHER

Spring sent an arrow from her bow
That only grazed the mark,
Earth knew a momentary glow,
A few notes from the lark.

And then she took a truer aim
And loosed another dart,

And Winter felt a shaft of flame
That pilerced him to the heart.

New life awoke in fields and wood,
The birds sang full and free,

And Winter bled, I saw his blocd
Upon a redbud tree.

-=Whitney Montgomery
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THE ELOPENENT

The pine~tree is a man-~-tree,
The proudest tree that grows!
Lifting his solemn head-plume
Up in the air he _oces;

His is the staunchest column,

His 1s the stiffest leaf;

And when he cries, a man's volce
Groans with a strong man's grief.

The cedar~-tree is a ladyl
Light as a ship she goes,
Dipping her feathery rigging,
Bending to wear the snows,--

Some night they will be married--
Something will send for me-=-

An owl will hoot in the starlight,
And I'll slip out and see.

-=garle Wilson Baker

VESQUITE

Poets sing of stately trees that rise

Like sentinels on lofty mounteins,

0f bearded trees that cling

Together in marshy glade lands of the
south;

But, did they, I wonder, ever see

A lacy-leafed mesquite

Give beans to starving sheep and
cattle

In a drouth?

-=-Ruth MocCauley Thorne



0N THE FALLING OF A LIAF

There 1s more grief

In the falling of & leaf
Than in the sudden doom
Of scented tloom,

For blossoms go

That crowding frult may grow;
They do not leave the tree

In povertye.

(1 wonder why

When certain persons dile,
Life seems a winter tree,
Its leaves set free?)

==fzlter R. Adams

SPANISH OAKS

Spanish oaks are lovely when
Against the winds of fall,

In oriental coloring,

My land puts on her shawl.

Like senoritas!' wind-blown scarfs,
With faintly rustling thrills
These Spanish Oak mentillas
Enfold the Bosque Hills.

They hang their gold and crimson folds
Along the canyon's slde;

By frescoed hall and lowly hut
Their fabric flutters wide--

And, I would be in Texas when
First northers spread the frills
0f Spanish Oak mantlllas that
Enfold the Bosque Hills.

~=Gussie Osborne



1Y WNEIGHBOR'S THZE

There is a tree that lives next door,
A green and graclous sycamore,

And thou,h she knows herself a queen,
And thougl. a hedge 1s set betwsen,
She covers all my little house

With tasseled canopy of shade

And showers cf emerald and jade.

Iy nelighbor scarcely knows the tree,
Within his wall, so close to me,

S0 clecse that I could touch the nest
Of orloles within her oreast,

So close that I can feel the stir

Of every life that throos in her.
All through the night when dark is deep,
I feel her breathing round my sleep,
Crooning and murmuring lullables
Untll she sees the lighted skles

And wakes me with the rooin's song.

Though summer's drouth 1s haru and long,
I never heard my tree complain

0f too much sun or lack of rain,

But when the rere wind soothes her leaves
she scatters music round my eaves,

And when rain comes she gently spills

The cool drops down my wilndow sills.

Ny neighbor scareely knows the tree
Within his wall so close to me,

As some men scarcely know their wives,
Living beside them all their lives.
And this he does not know at alle-
That on my side of his brick wall,

I thank him from hls shaded door,

And bless him for his sycamore.

--Margaret Belle Houston
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TO A DEAL TREEZ STANLDING

Year 1n, year out, you stand, though dead--
Tlayed by the lightning's fiery hand.

Not knowing that the dead lie down,

You stand,

Deflant still to warring winds,
Bleax ana wearling a gnarled frown,
S0 pltifully unaware that the dead
Lie down.

--Walter dA. Adams

SPANISE MO3S

The forest leaves are turning red und falling,
Leaving the old trees bare;
And through the boughs the autumn winds are
sighing;
Winter 1s drawing nesar.

Yet, twining around, the branches nude
enwrapping,
The gray moss closer clings,
Falthful and true in winter as in summer,
Its love and friendship springs.

Oh, good gray moss, may 1 ever have near me,
As thou so true a friend,
Amid life's storms, as when 'tls calm=--as
faithful,
As constant to the end.

And when life's weary pllgrimage is ended,
My tomb with flowers wreathe,
As thou, the o0ld tree~=loving, mournful,
sighing,
Enclasps it still in deatht

-«Friench Simpson



RETALA THEZS

When first I saw retama trees bedecked

viitl: long, green fronds like faliry-made chenille,
And clustered yellow flowers, crimson flecikeaq,
Attracting bees with honey-hoarding zeal,

'y heart leaped up at beauty's swift appeal.

I thought a thousand birds of raradise
Adorned green boughs for my delighted gaze,
Or else great crowds of topaz butterflies
Had settled there to make corsage bouquets
For folk like me who walk down prairi: ways.

But now I know these were but fancy's thrills

For they are gypsy maids in kirtles green;

zach wears & long fringed scarf adorned with frills
Of vellow swiss that catch the sunlight's sheen,
And each one twirls a magic tambourine.

One velle of Romasny with ankles slin,
Capricious wanderer of Texas trees,

Stands close beside my door (a homing whim)
To learn a city's strange amenities

And bids me "Merry-0" with every breeze.

So I no longer search for happiness,

For love's untasted honeycomb,

But drape my shawl around my gypsy dress

In fancy when my spirit longs to roam,

And find romance, though rooted here at home.

--Hazel Harper Harris

LOCUST

I breathed the perfume of a locust
tree
One night in summer when the moon
was high,
The ghosts of all my loves went drifting by,
And all my Junes came rushing back to me.

-=1,018 Peck Ecksten



WIND IW ThE PIMNZS

Out in tke dark pines, hear the wind crying,

Crying li.e wandering olrds, weary-winged, heavy
with fright;

Crying lliie desolate birds, lost and aimlessly
flying;

Keening the anguish of all things lost in the
lonely night.

Ah, hear that wlild sough, now rising, now dying--

Now rising to f1ill the niglt with the clamor of
fear and paln;

Hear it and turn to me, comfort me, still my
heart of this crying,

Lest I, too, be lost in mad flisht, enu never
ve found again.

-=Grace Ross

7%
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3LUE.L0L SIS

There 1ls a Spanish legend
That with a sease of loss
The weeping mother wandered
Beyond the burdened cross;
LnG that where'er her mantle
Trailed o'er the forest way
L flower caught its color
Lno holds it still today.

It was our own 3luebonnet

That bent its graceful stem
Beneath her gentle'footsteps

And rove's emoroidered hent.
And all our Texas preiries

This tender truth confess,
That everywhere thelir blossoms

tiear hues of lary's dress.

=-lary Tunt Afflect

WHITE IRIS

They left you here and all is wllderness now
Tenaclous grass, mesquite, and thorny oush,

And not a friendly hand to grub and plow

Through husky roots that dig and reach to crush
Your fragile blt of life. Yet through the years,
AnG many years have passed since they have gone,
You mark the spot where once were pioneers;

A remnant of thelr dreams you carry ons

\lhen winter comes you fo0ld your arms and sleep,
And near your heart your petals form and sing
Till comes the time that you awake and leap,
With silken flags unfurled, to meet the spring.
Each year you thrust green swords toward the sun
In stern deflance of oblivion.,

-=Naude . Cole



HUISACEE 3ZLO3390NS

Thousands of wee Ddalls,
Fluffy and sweet,

Tria ever; hulsache
Found in our street.

zundreds of petals
Irakke up each ball,
Little round spikelets,
Scarce retals, at all.

Jcor ol roses,

Fowdery :old,

Spring's scente messages
These vlossoxrs hold.

wee yellow sacliets,
Dusting thelr sweet,
Jring gay fairylsnd
Rizht to our street.

-=Gussle Qsborne

LOVZLY GHOSZS

Do you recall bluebonnets down a lane,
Perfumed, sunllit, and blue as April skies=~-
A8 blue you sald as were my dress and eyes,
Or other hours of silver April rain

We read a favorite book to Spring's refrain,
Or evenings that we counted fire flies

Along the river's bend? --Do such scenes rise
For you, a phantom troop that years retain?

The lovely ghosts of all our yesterdays

leke little need of words from you and me,

Who have outdistanced words eternally;

We know comtunion's deeper, fleshless ways,

And youth may 5o, and sun and silver showers,
Yet not disturb love'!s hoard of treasured hours.

--Dorothy Callaway



I SAV 1Y ZIRST 3LUs 20x0LY) Flilew

I saw my first bluebonnst fleld today,

It toolr 1y Dreath away.

It was so blue beneath tie Texas sk,

It made me want to cry.

And Oy, I was so very . lacd to see

That vesuty spread for me,

Ana infinitely pleased that Cod shonld
tae

3ueir trouble for my sake:

To let thes olc¢ srown-crusteu earth brealk
throush

With such straage lisavenly blue;

To let a parren field bde Ifrostel white

“ith such strange heavenly lightg

That Iie woulda tate tle pinlt that davmns
all weer

And let them srarkle there.

I watchied the field upon my knees today--

It made me want to pray.

-~=(race llcll Crowell

HATUTINAL

The popples smile in the morning light,
Yot knowing that the hurrying nipgnt
May oring the doom

Of their orizht bloom.

Not knowing their ranks may soon be thinned
3y a whirling wind,

Or the last of them bve slain

3y a sudden hail or rain,

The poppiles smile in the morning light.

Ummindful of the hurrying night,
I, too, shall smile...in the morniag light.

--flalter R. Adams



TEXAS LLUDBONIITS

They came in those quaint little Donnets,
Just as the winter was done--

Dear llttle, say little vonnets,
Zazzlingly blue in the sun;

Trney care withh a rush down the Lillsiae;
Tliey trooped up the far slilde again--
Uear little, jay little oonnets

Daringly pblue in tne raing;

They ar;ued a oit at the railroad;

They leuglied at the roar of the train
ot swung wilith the wind 1a thelir Connets
And spread themselves wide on the plaine..
tach one in a vluwe little oconnet,

They caune when the winler was done=-=-
Lear little, guaint 1littls bonnets,

Gay In the rain snd the sun.

--lathrine llymas Williams

INDIAN 3BLAWKZ

Indian blanket! <Quaint 1idyllic name,

Or plood-wrought symbol of a dying race;

It clothes a thousand threadbare hills with flame
And routs with beauty all the coumon-place

0ld straggling roadsides and neglected flelds.
It lifts a gleaming trall at dawn, winewred
And edged with mulleln, and at dusk it yilelds
The legend of a psople at whose tread

The earth was shaken: Long the war-whoop rang
And huddled bodles lay with scalps as white

As peeled willows...yet no minstrel sang

Their Odyssey, no poet rose to write

Their Illiad--only a flower springs

From flinty earth to mark their wanderings.

William E. Bard
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POIEGRAVATE 3L0O3SJLS

llere in the marvelous half dusk of thLe South

An Oriental oush flames cut with flre,

gach Dlossom is a lover's scarlet mouth;

zach petal 1s a blinding swift desire.

The passion flower of the East has stirred

7o quick red flame the suouldering Southern night.
A man's persistent, eager voice is heard~-

He pleads with one=-"Return, 0 Shulamite".

The park becomes the garden of a king;

And older than life the lover's call sounds on.
Faint scents of splkenard anc saffron bring
The breath of winds that blow from Lebanon;
And the fire of a red pomegranate's flower
lLlakes me a priace's daughter for an hour.

=wGrace Yoll Crowell

BLUEBONYETS

Bluebonnets; who called you that I wonder?
"3uffalo Clover'"-<born in the thunder

Of heavy hoofs--1is a better name.

Gone is the buffalo (ours is the shame),

And pushed 1is the clover from pasture-fields
To barrener places where still it yields

A passion of Llossom, & splendor of spread
Whose beauty no traveler has credited.

Plclk the fine blues, of the finest-- your

choice=-=-

And bound the plains by the sound of your
voice,

But as far as you look still this blue you
will see,

Two oceans of turquolise in ecstasyl
Where the sky takes off the two blues dim--
One up, one down; two seas, one rim!

~-Therese Lindsey
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SOMGS FROM THE TINIRIC

The blacik haw ls in flower azain,

The redovud's rosy tide

Splasies the wood anc stains tl.c shade
“here dog=-tooth violets hide.

(I'enhatten-«i'anhatten--I walkx your streets
tocaay,

Szt I see the Texas prairies uvloom a thousand
miles awayt)

Primroses burn their yellow fires
Vhere zrass and roadway meet.
Featherea anu tasseled lite a queen
Is every old uesquite.

(It's raining in the barren parks, out on the
prairie side,

The road 1is shining in the sun for him who cares
to ricel)

The plum trees! ar.us are burdened white,
And where the shruvs are few

2lue bonnets fold the windy ways~e~

Is any blue so blue?

(Clouds of them, crowds of them, shining through
the grey,
3luebonnets blossorning a thousand mlles awayl)

jow could I live my life so far
From where llarch plains are green,
2ut that my zgallivanting heart
Knows all the road between?

(Manhatten--llanhatten--when you jostled me today,
You jostled one a~galloping a thousand miles
awayl)

--Margaret Belle Houston



~ - S A TET M~ i
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It olooms upon our prairies wide
ind smiles within cur valleys,

A Texas [lower anc Texas' pride,--~
Arount its honor rallies;

And every heart beneath the bplue
Transparent sky above it,

In Texan-wise, forever true,
Shall folc and hold and love 1t.

The winds that softly round it vplow
Zreathe out in song ana story

Tue fame of bloody Alamo
And San Jacinto's zlory;

Lind every where bensath the sky
That lovingly vends o'er it,

Nith glowing heart and kindling eye,
All Texans true adore it.

It blossoms free iIn homes and filelds
llade oy love'ls labor royal;

To I"leur-de-lys or nRose none yields
Allegliance more loyaltl

Andé to the world its famwe shall go
&ind tell the Lone 3tar's splendor--

Of hearths ana homes that gleam and
glow,

0f loving hearts and tender.

'Tis Texan in 1its beauty rare,
To honest hearts appealing;

And can there de a fame more falr,
Or deeper depth of feeling?

For Texas hearts, in Texan-wise,
Are true to the 3lue Bonnet,

And love it as the bright olue skies
That pour thelr blessings on it.

~-John P. Sjolander



T2 A YBXAS ERi. 305%

A flae of cloud was trenoling cest
“here Aorlil walkeo 11 cew;

Tartih lovedu the allen, mace it fast;
It vlusied, anu then was you.

So light it seems you'd upwarc ;o0;
Then tender turn ana cling,

And li%e a wmald at nod anu no,
Grow sweeter wavering,

Still in two worlds you hold & dower:
The snowdrop of the air

And rose of the eartih, here in one f{lower
A double beauty dare.

ut this thing lack you. (May it ve
You will not lack it longl)
You've no estate 1ln poesy;
Mo pedlgree in songz.

What lovers of the stern frontier
Fere halted, no less orsave

For wondering how you'd glowing cheer
An uncompanioned grave?

Jeroes, bHut not of those who go
To conquest pen in hanag,

So left your loveliness to blow
Unmeasured and unscaaned.

Your rooe, though royal from old time
Ere rose end daffodil,

kust, for the want of broidered rhyme,
Kirtle a gypsy still.

So shyly glowlng, meekly gay,
And so for music meet,

I wonder what would happen, say
If I were Herrick, sweet.

Surely he'd smuggle, you sowmehow
Into the MNuses' hall

And proud court flowers there should bow
To & new queen lineal.



#ith hint and smlle he'd fix your sound
Unquestioned diynasty,

3ending the haoppy whisver round,
zeauty is pedisree.,

And Grasnrere's sage, 1f hereabout
lie founda your face at dawn,
“ould silent sit the full day out,
Anc darik would come too soon.,

Then mumdling horne he'd talle you too,
Imprisonec in a line;

o more woulcd you need sun or dew
Who there so fixed would shine.

0 delicate barbarian,
I've no immortal art

To sing you as the laurelled can,
Sut travel in wy heart.

4And thoush my way 2e bare and brown,
And miles grow long for me,

I vow I will not set you cown
This side of Castaly.

-=0live Tilford Darsan

TEE TEXAS PLUNE

Last night I heard a far-off haunting sound

Of trumpet-calls on elfin clarlinets,

And saw a host of fairies dance around

Thelir kind and queen in golden coronets.

The fireflies held the lanterns. Crickets sang.

The flowers filled the alr with faint perfume.

The feast began. The buglers rar to hand

Thelr scarlet trumpets on a ‘iexas plume.

~=-ancy Richey Ransome



DOG-'100L

silver-slippered April
Runs across tre hills,
tusic of her laughter
lansled in the rills,

e trace her steps in violets

Ler eyes in fleur-de-lis,

.utb would you know tne heart of her,
Seek out a dog=woold tree.

-=lary 3. Fltzgerald

THE LT=?TER
(Zluebonnet Tlne in Texas)
Dear,

I shall come when April comes
And we shall come together--
Just think of thot hundred and fifty miles
With the mischievous April weather;
Deasr, I am counting the dars till then--
T111l April and I ride forth agsin.

Of course I shall make an early starte-

Say five or six or seven--

3ut then 1f those sweet little malds are out
In bonnets as 2lue as heaven,

I know I shall halt at the very first one,
So daringly ovlue in the shy April suntl

Now dear, if I linger a bit on the way
Or ride straight through or whether...
We two shall come together--
Together through mlischievous shower and shine
Until then goodby,
As ever,
Thine,

--Kathrine Hymas Willliams
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PURPLZ TLISTLLS

In spring a nomad heart beats wild within

iy oreast; a lute sounds nlaintivelr 8ll dey

peyond the hills, where paliqpy colors thin

To wantoness--where cancing sunbeams play.

I watcl: the drifting clouds, the quivering
rala,

A drenchec pine tree, a soaring silver wing;

The {lame of redoud ca a winding lane.

These hold my heart entranced=--a pagan
thiag.

Anu Gown the road when snowwnite dog-wood
olooms.

An April wind still whispers, "Come away."

AnG I hold close the heart that lon_s to stray

Fay frouw the shelter of my humble rooms.

But peace enfolds me when the thistles
spill
A fringe of purple on an aubtumn hill,

-~Clara liood Rugel

LAUREL TI¥T IN TEXAS

It is laurel time in Texas, windy March and laurel
time,

And heavy scented purple plumes, *

Close=--clustered 1like wisteria blooms,

Adorn the glossy evergreens ere Spring is in its
prime.

Oh, laurel time in Texas lures the bargain,
hunting bees,

Ané from each laurel parasol

There comes a buzzing folderol

That murmers down the hill to ride the prairie
winging breeze.
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0, laurel time in Texas overflows with lau_h~
iag aours,

The throats of wmocking vircs are wells

whence .ubvle Jpringtime villanelles,

And sunbeams glance anu ;lint on swayin:, purple
flowers.

0, laurel time in Texas 1s a short out lovely
while,

And stews protest with vitter scent

Agalinst marauder's ravishment,

For every tree woulu 1lift i1ts blooms to Heaven's
springtime smile.

~-l.azel Harper Harris

A SLUE CONNET PICTURE

New York was an alien land to e

Until tl.e day I found

& painting in a gallery=--

L strip of Texas grounde--

hind this small square of lond ana sky
was many a league of Dlue.

I held my breath as the wind went oy

Cver this olue bonnet vliew,

Over my land where the sunlicht spllls
Gold on a vluevonnet plain--

Bluedonnets blurriag the far, low hills
An asphodel oslue after rain.

I was off and away with the wilnd iIn my hair
Where the blue stretches out in the sun,
And those wi:o have tasted the tang of the air
Know the Joy of a prairie run.

Sea~blue and sky-uvlue and cornflower blue
Spread out over miles in the Spring--
Bluebonnets bright in the sun or the dew,
The shade of a bluebdird's wingl

3o when these gray steel bulldings hide
My sky and dim my room,

I bless the artist who lets me ride

Out where the bluebonnets bloon.

--Hazel Harper Harrls
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TOVARD ZLUVE LSOMNZST IV 2 Iy T-IAS
(Tl:e &nswer)

Dear,

I shall answer your lelter touer

Wit the L1 of a blue .ird's feather.

I am 2lad, glac, zlac, you are coming to e

Along with tie ipril weatbtrer;

itnd my little white house where laugl.ter
lives,

Will be glad of thie joy that your presence
Sives.

Its fresh ruffled curtains will watel. down
tlie road

Por the very flrst glinpse ol your bonnet;

''nre kettle wlll sin,, ¢... the silver will
shine,

Tour taole have flowers upon it,

And the _o0ld shaded lemp v your favorite
chair

iill be waliting at twilight to shine on
your lLair.

Jutside in the garden the laurels will
cloom,

And the bees maie a welcoming hunming,

Tne pomegrante Jslossoms will flame in the
sun

And the mockling birds sing of your cominge.

Ton't tarry too long on your %lusoonnet way,

The collis and I will be counting each day.

--lHazel Harper Harris

PRICKLY PEAR BLOS3JMS

Like an ancient :reen-gray castle,

Set with remparts spiked and bold,
Prickly pears upon the prairis

Spread their oreastworks scarred and old.
Svery barbed defiant turret

Every battlemented ledge
Is a redoubt of protection

Por the blossoms on its edge.



"here trey spread threlr swiss lixze ruifles

In soi't psstels of Tellow olow,
Till the wind and sun of noonday

Change them to a crlmison glow.
They are safer than a zrincess

In ner tower of ester years,
“hese ifrail vlossouns, so well guarded

-y & phalanx ol origl.t spears.
n the parapet I see trem,

vihile tire perfu.ie of thelir iowns
Float across the w»lains of Texas

vown vo little prairie towns:
And I marvel et such beauty,

Shielded here on - uu-narched sSod-=
sSeeing this small flower def'ended,

Can I lose my faith in Codf

-=Gussie Dsoorne

AT LAURSL-3LOCSSCL TINZ

I immow a little bungalow

Uron a windy hilli,

\There purple-flowered laurels grow
Beside a window sill.

All day it waits for me to come,
All night it prays in vain,

Zach sunny, olue-eyed day is dGunb,
For can the dusi explain.

Ch, how I miss its sheltering arms,
Its sanctity sublime

The grace of its remembered ch&arn.s
At laurel~blossom time.

So when my heart 1s purifiea

AnG sings again in rhyme,

Ilome, home again, I'll bravely ride
At laurel-blossom~time.

Whate'er the worlc may think of me,

Ly little house will know

That I came riding worthily

Where laurel-blossoms blow;

And where their fragrance fills the air
Contented will I live,

I’y 1ittle house will want me there,
Will love me and forgive.

-=-Hazel llarper Barris
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TEE ROAL TO TEXAS

Beside the roazd to Texas

Ly father's mother lies,
with dust upon her bosom,

And dust upon her eyes.

Oh, cruel roaca to Texas,

How many hearts you broke
zefore you gave to Texas

The rugged strength of oak.

-=Berts hart Nance

SUN-QUEST

All across the fallow flelds and up the vluegrey valleys

The lane went wixding, grey and jolden, like a dim romance;

The friendly fogs were lifting wliere the white road dips
and dallies,

The wind went up the singing hills and down the singing
slants.

Eigh-hurtling from the pasture gate, I sent a redbird winging--

(And wander far a-field today, ovut turn again for Lomel

Ch, the maples and the sumac anc the 1little wild things
singing,

And morning going over me in fairy-dews and foamt

I think it was a day like this that man stood up rejoicing
And glimpsed across the distances & trail he had not trod,
And heard in some forgotten dawn a vague familiar volcing,
And saw himself the image and the favorite of God.

There must be something wonderful among the fields a-borning,

Or what & waste of loveliness to start & morning ont

There must be something strangely sweet beneath our feet=-
beneath our feet!

There must be something glorious oehind the doors of dawn!

-=Irene Jones
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RESACA 07 TLIE RIO GRAUDE

Verbena crowds the right-of-way

Along the wheel=-treciis. Light of day
Licght almost come from threadea=-zold

The forests of the Luisache holc.

Yucea guardas her grest white candle.
Flowers aad shruvs warn: "Do not handle.”
So full are all of them of therns.

A quiver of wina tinsels with 1lizht
The dreaming Resaca where the white
Frail plantain oblooms, converting all
The shining space to a silken sheawl
Quilted with little glancing sesaus
The wind has fashioned out of gleams.

eanwhile the river hurries by,
But these waters dresming lie.

--Therese Lindsey

TEE OLD SPANISH TRAIL

St. Augustine turns westward to the sea;

Her pathwey is a scarf across the breast

Of opal distances. Here romance prest

Bright lips upon the cheek of proud grandee.
Pale mosses silver every ancient tree

With pendant wreaths to honor men who rest
Remote from yearning tides. The saffron west
Flames to the paean of falth's victory.

A thousand roses fill the languid air

With passlonate regret; a strange delight
Beats in the pulse to & lost refrain;
Reflections gleam, like myriad fireflies, where
The eager spur once sparklied in the night--
Yet clings the charm and mystery of Spain.

-=-Virginia Spates



RED RIVER

God called the waters on that misty day

And they went roaring tothe place He set;

Derk, stormy waters learned to know their
oounds !

Affrighted inlets would not dare forget.

A lonely river sought a friendly land
That later felt the thundering buffalo;
Reflected redder than its ruby drops,

It saw the eyes of Indian camp-fires glow.

In autumn heard the bugling call of stag,
The mocking vird in spring; and ever kaew
When old pecan trees flung thelr green aloft
Above the ground dyed rich with vivid blue.

It leaped tc lLear the first quick rifle shot
That sang of stirring deys that were to ve:
Impress of booted heel upon its banks

A clean, bright flag--a flood of industry.

Still on aad on its ruddy currents flow

Life-giving Dlood. TDeep beats its deathless
heart

As when the voice of God has called to them,

And set the waters of the earth apart.

-=-Virginia Spates

SABINE BOAT SOVG

The moon above, like a maiden in love,

Looks tinidly down at her face in the stream,

While together we two in our open canoce

Glide away from the shore, in a dream, in a
dream,

Glide away from the shore In a dreanm



With the moon overhead and the stars overhead

And tie moon and the stars in the mirroring
stresm,

nh, love, we will float in our Incian ooat,

Awey from the world in a cream, in a drearq,

Away from the world in a dream.

Oh, hark to the song as we hurry alonyg,

Tlie song from the cypress that leans to
the stream:;

'Tis thie sare magic bird that the indians
heard,

And called it the oird of a dream, of a
dream,

And called it the wird of a aream.

Oh, love, it is here, in the Southland dear,

That the waters are sweetest in life's deep
streawm;

It is here, that we, 'neath the orange tree,

Will maite it come true, our dream, our dream,

Will malie it come true,-~-our dream.

==Ernest Powsll

THE ROAD OF MNIDNIGHT PAGEANTS

This is no common roadway. 3Spaln and France
Sowed every sentient clod with brave romance;
The cloven hoofprints of the bulfalo

Qutlined its course, three centuries ago,

A day when lures of water edged the wind;
Comanches stalked them, swift and moccasined;
Conquistadores and thelr followers pressed
Sternly toward empire 1in a fabled west;
Haply along it, as in azure flame,

Varia de Agreda's splrit came;

The gaunt Franciscan next, with holy urge,
Berefooted, at his waist the knotted scourge;
Then pralrie-schooners of the plonser

Led Anglo-3axons to a new frontiler.
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Here surged the longhorn herds in dellowing hosts,
Spurred on, with shouting, to the tracing-posts,
And cay vaqueros, singing, gallopea down,

vreamning of ausk=-eyed beauty in the town.

Lissions anu forts have crumolea. This remains,
A memoried roadway through the Texas plains:

7o either side the prairle, like a sea

That scorns a share, rolls vast and billowy:

Anc ever when the day falls, overhead

~tretches another prairie, starred and dresad,
“here often et the hushed and xystic hour

The great moon blows, a silver cactus flower,
And in its 1li:sht dead centuries wslk free

Cn this old roud in ghostly pageantry.

--Iillton Ross (Qreer

ROADS

There are prairie roads grewed deep

by rain,
And harvest roads through fields of graing
Inviting roads that climb a hill
And nose their way where blossoms spill;
Roads that defy forbidding peais,
And roads that follow rambling creeks;

But always a touching thing to me

Is a road left off entirely.

It seems to call day after day;

7o beg that someone go its way;

That friendly hands once more repair

The ragged holes that streamlets
wear.,

Ané though forsaken it calls on
Till slowly comes obllvion.

-=Naude E. Cole



I¥ PRALSYL OF ik GULALALURE

If vou nh:ave sesn thie Cuvaualupe,

Ti.e Gianond-brigrt, the dlarond-fair,
The cypresses, a feathered troop,

Tr:e van<s of fern tkat nestle there,
Ti.e huisache groves that scent the air,
To meaner streams you 8y 3toop

If you have seen the Guacalupe.

If you rave known the Guadalupe,

The diamond-bright, the diamond-clear,
The cedar hills, a [oouly troop,

The oirds that carol through the yesr,
The dappled groups of stealthy deer,
To far~famed streams y»>u cannot stoop
If you have known the Guadalupe.

If you have loved the (uadalupe,

The diamond~bright, the diamonderare,
with emerald pools, a wonderous troop,
And lacy falls that flutter therse,
Anu ripple-songs that till the alr,

To other streams you will not stoop,
If you have loved the (usdalupe.

~-=3erta Lart Kance

CEDAR 3AYOU

.On Cedar 3Bayou's flowery banks
Where swmer always stays,
And where the reeds 1n solid ranks
Move when the South wind plays,
And all the birds with glad hearts sing
To them that they love best,
Oh, there we do our sweethearting,
And there our lives are blest.
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On Cedar Zayou's sentle slopes
Vinere dayys wear sunny smlles,

And where the prairie, sown with nones
Shines golden-green for miles;

And where tie lleecy Gulf=-cloud roa.s
A dreamship far aoocve,

0L, there we bduila the ha<piest homes,
And work, and pray, and love,

Dear Ceuar Bayou, lovellest
Of all the laands we Xknow,

Yhere earth gives us the most and best
'or cares that we bestow;

And where no earthly joy we miss
From love's a.undant store.

Oh, there we live our lives in bliss--
And heaven is just next door.

--John P. Sjolander

SPRING ON THE COLORADO

Throuzh all the echoing aisles today
A blithe wind whistles like a boy;
The long, gray mosses swing and sway,
The ripples sing a song of joye.

Here where a llveoak leans from shore
To scan the qulet pool!s expanse,

And sees along the crystal floor,

Its leaves in rhythmic shadow=dance.

Qutstretched on silken sward, I lie,
And while I quaff from lyric streams
Low flute~notes from some covert nigh
Make muslc for my April dreams.

Above me bends & sky as soft

As love's deep eyes when rapture-wet;
Afar the dark hills 1ift aloft

Thelr misted peaks of violet.



The time's nad fever throbs not here,
Wnere slow, white sunbeawms filter down,
It pulses yoander, where uprear

The clusterea towers of the town.

Sut nere the truant dr-aser [lees

A cramping world of little men;

Jeneot: these brave unsellish trees,
Clasps heart with _ood warm earth again.

-=J1ilton Ross (Greer

VAL VERDE
(The San I"elipe River)

At one bound

Out of the ground

A river 1is oornt

Val Verde 1s the name they bring

To the valley round this spring,

Where strange fishes, powder-blue

Like the waters! mystic hue,

Float purposeless,

Ana dawdle in that elerr cold stress.

Qut of these blue, unfathomed deeps

A volume of swift water leaps~-

And flows,--

Yor seasons change, nor intermittence
knows.

3ut now no more lt leaps all year

A lavish waste save where the deer
Or cresses drink. No more

It winds its own devised way

Where wary schools of fishes play
And little brown muchachos wade
Beneath the willows! timid shade.
This wizard river,--

Life of the town and fortune-giver,--
Consents to pause and bless the land
Before it Joins the Rio Grande.

--Therese Lindsey
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SAT JACTTO'S WATZ

I am San Jacinto's weter,

Thundercloud and Ralnbow's daughter;

sorn amid the lightnings whkiteness,

Borne to earth in drops of orightnesse--
Lortals call my coning Kein.

48 I fall with fairy fleetness

mager earth my spirit's sweetness

Driniis to quench & thirst consuming,

Drinis to lLieep her flowers olooming---
Then the grass looks up againe.

From the earth the river crew me,

Gave lts 1lilting laughter to me,

Imbued me with 1its melody,

Sent me a singing to the sega=-=-
Singing, happry, unafraidl

Always onward I go wending

Down a pathway never-ending,

51ilver sand beneath me gleaming,

Cypress trees avove ine dreaming,
Lilies resting in theilr shade.

When at dawn the trees are weeping,
Then through placid pools I'm creeping
Where the wild gray bass 1ls sleeping,
Ere he wakes to join me leaping

Oter the tumbled rock oelow.
Qter the shallows dancing, splashing,
Jeweled spray in dawn's light flashing,
On with rippling laughter speeding
Down my sylvan way unliseding,

Caring not where to I go.

When tall stately pines eare sighing,
When the whippoorwllls are crying,
And 0ld hermlt owls are brawling
Where thin astral mist is falling---
Then I croon & lullaby.
But when Dawn in opal splendor
Flings her gleaming lances slender,
Rends the vell of night asunder
Forth to march in pristine wonder---
Then I chant a paean high.



San Jacinto's singing water,
Thundercloud and Rainbow's daughter---
3ings the orown thrush never sweeter,
t'lees the red stag never fleeter
Than I on my Nalad feet.
Always merry I go weading
On my Jjourney never-ending;
In the hills the river caught me,
To the shining sea it brought me,
Laugi:ing, singing as we meet.

--J. N. FPratt

TEXAS ROADVAYS

Planned roads are prim roads, wherever they may be,
No romance clings to ther., and no quick surprise;
But the vagrant Texas roads, winding far and free,
Run to meet adventure and romance before your eyes.

Naked redskins blazed these trails, dlstant years
ago,

Taking their swift loping way where tall grasses
grow,

Leaving throush that inland sea's endless ebb and
flow,

Paths where green waves parted at thelr feet to let
them through.

Sinewed mustangs found those tralls and followed
where they led;

Covered wagons 1in their wake crossed the prairie
loam,

Jearing men and women with their gaze fixed far
ahead,

Following those first dim trails that were to lead
them home.

Thus the Texas roads were made, thus today they
wind,

Paved, perhaps, and brosd and white, but still
across the years

Come the sound of feet and hoof's and wheels long
left hehind

By the redskin and the mustang and the pioneers.

e=Grace Noll Crowell
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TEXAS RIVERS

There's a land that is woven with rivers that wind
Throush its intricate valleys and vales;

It's a land that the Spaniards were anxious to find,

Say the oldest of legends ana tales;

Ancd they gave to esch river its colorful nane,
For the Spaniarcs were quick to perceive
A1l tl:e beauties of ncture as onward they came

To the land they regretted to leave.

In the warm southern lowlands that run to the ses,
There's a stream that 1s gilded indeed;

And the richest of frults yearly cling to the tree
Where the winds kindly scattered the seed.

De Leon was the first to discover lilts course,
And he halled it "Nueces" to be;

Tor its banks then adorned to its furthest source
The pecan, like & wild Eden tree.

By the Bay, Matagorda, La Salle swept ashore,
To the lithesome Lavaca at peace;

'Twas the first to unburden its wild savage lore,
And to beckon the traveler surcease.

Near her banks fed the buffalo, lord of the range;
0f his flesh did the wayfarer eat,

And the Spaniard came later his fortune to change,
With Lavaca, the Cow, at his feet.

In the hills where the sun never falters its light,
Is the fairest of rivers that flow.

On its banks shady trees overlap in their might;
In its waters the 1lily pads grow.

And tradition will tell why the lilies are white,
And the waters of crystal are fair:

They were sent to San larcos, a token of lizht--
In a world full of darkness and care.

In the heart of the land that the Texans first knew
The red Colorado is free;

Through the red and the black, intermingled the two,

Flows this full, mighty stream to the sea.,

It has witnessed the fires of a tyrant's cold lair;
It has seen the lean files of the brave;

Of its beautiful coves is the artist aware;
By its side is the ploneer's grave.
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In the Concho which rises far out in the Jest
They were 3oon to alscover s shell,

Which contains tl.e most beautiful gem at the crest;
0f its marvelous besuty they tell.

Its clear waters are cool for the aatelopet's drink,
And 1t travels the path of the deer;

And the rustler rides far tc vend over its brink,
Or to linger in shades that are near.

On a thousand oright summits with grass srowing o'er
There's a land that the cattlemen love;

[for their ranges all run to the streamlets which store
Of the wealth from the cool springs above.

By its Sulphury Springs did the ontlaw intomb
any mule~loads of silver and gold;

And these rivulets run where the 1llly's in bloom
To Lampasas, the lovely and cold.

'Cross the grip of the Panhandle, far to the north,
Circling round to the mightliest dell,

The Canadian River in legend fares forth
Of the stolid Pueblo to tell.

Though its regions were dear to the savage nomad,
Hevermore will it hark to his lay;

Anu no more will it sally in soothing the sad,
To the warrior's mournful array.

There!'s a land that is woven with rivers that wind
Through its intricate valleys anc vales.,

It's a land that the Spaniards were anxious to find,
Say the oldest of legends and tales;

And they gave to each river its colorful name,
For the Spaniards were quick to perceive

All the beauties of nature as onward they came
To the land they regretted to leave.

-=-Paul liorgan
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COTTON PICKZRS

Swiftly aown the tawny rows

& devouring monster goes

Crashing its disturoing way
Through the quiet autumn day....
Reaching out with claws ana teeth
For the cotton in its sheath--
FFor the cotton blowing there

In the bright October air;

Gresdy in its appetite

For the manna, snowy-white,
Gathering with tooth and claw
Food to feed 1its hungry maw,
Leaving in 1ts avid haste
Crashing stalks and cotton waste.
"Not perfected yet," they savy,
But it goes its new=-found way
Down the cotton rows todaye.

And beneath blue Southern skies

Vany watch with anxious eyes;

And 1dle hands, distraught, afraid
3efore the thing that men have made

To take their place, their ancient toil,
Their lifetime work on Southern soill:
Back~breaking work; heart-breaking work,
A driving thing they could not shirk,
And yet a thing mo much their own

That it belonged to them alone:

The fields were thelrs--each hill ana hollow,
The cotton rows were thelrs to follow,
And there was sun and wind and laughter,
And song--and tears, but good rest after
The long hard day, and there were coins
To pay for aching backs and loins;

And there was sense of work well done
Trudging home at set of sun,

With something of toil's dignity

To set thelir tired spirits free.

And now--along the tawny rows

The grest devouring monster goes

To do the work a swifter way,
Accomplishing within a day

Much more than many countless hands,

But Oh, the cry along the lands:

"It does our workl If we are through,
What shall we do? What shall we do%"

-~Grace Noll Crowell
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BLACK HAWLS

The bales are rumbling into town,

The white fluft showing,

And vack of the thunder of the trucks
A high wind 1s olowing,

Over the land lying

Low and flat in the autumn light,

And there 1is a crying

Of black crows, circling crows,

And there is a drifting

0f cotton througih the thinning stalks,
And a2 sad song lifting

Reedy=-sweet on the thin air,

As black sacks are vending,

Working slowly, surely out

To a long row's ending.,

Black hands, black hancds,

Reaching out to gather

The clinging shreds of whiteness in,
Fingers tough as leather.

Stripping, pulling, plcking it,

And a weighted sack follows

Up the little swells of ground,

And down the slanting hollows.

01d men young men,

Viomen bent from tugging

Burdens down the clutching rows;

liere babies lugging

The whiteness gathered through the day,
Their small hands flylng

Like fluttering blackbirds, and their eyes
Heavy with crying.

Black hands, black hands,

How soon they are forgottenl!

The gina, the trucks, the trains, the ships,
Crammed with cotton:

Cotton for the world's marts,

Cotton for the weaving

Of clothing for the hosts of earth.
White beyond believing

In the cotton for soft beds at night,
Cotton for the waiting

Maws of guns, its whiteness crushed
To powder for men's hating.

Endless vbolls, and endless bales:
Cotton, cotton, cotton;

But the black hands, the serving hands,
How soon they are forgottent

-=Grace Noll Crowell
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AN AIRFPLANE CROSSES A COTYOH FIELD

Upon a stream of low-hummed song,
Against a sapphlre sky,

3right-bodied, glides a corely plane
Like a giant dragonfly.

And from a world of prown and white
Lint-tortured eyes look up;

Tired eyes that see auventure cling
To a blue inverted cup!

--Walter R. Adams

THIS IFOR SEZING

So strange the story cotton onlooms
unfolal
With all the colors that will tinge the day,
A single~-shining flower will start the play
0f living thoughts--dreams never growing old.
Born in the shuttle of a beam of gold,
The bloom's first robe ,is white, 1ts heart a
gay
Sky-patterned ster that gleaners caqnot
wWo iSho
What changes come when strength and hope
grow boldt
White 1s forsaken for the raptured glow
Of rose, that burns into the purple dusk.
Then in the hour of summer's overthrow,
fWhile winds distill the harvestt!s blended

musk,

The fleece 1s found, its whiteness like
the snow,

Anda treasure of the bloom slips from 1its
husk.

-=-Kate Randle Menefee



WEITY HARVEST

Heat! Ileat! FHeat!

And the fields a-sprawl ln the sun
Still to the soundless besat

Of a triumph nearly done.

Pain and throb and tearl

Silent and in the night,

The earth has come to her laoor tliere
And borne a changeling of white.

Whitet Whitel ‘Whitel

Ah, what curious thing

That Cod and earth and man should 1light
The fire of such fostering!

Whisper and stammer anG screams;
"Cottoni" and man has heard

The sturdy step of a living dream
In the call of a golden word.

Noiset! ©Noisel Noisel

From wagon and motor and cart
From men and womén and DOyS=-
Each with a gypsy heart.

Heart and foot and hand

Alert with the Gypasy urge,

They take to the road in a careless band--
To the fielas in a spoiling surge.

Dayl Dayl! Dayl

As long as there's light to see,

They toll in the furrow's whitened way
T1i1l every stalk 1is free--

Free and dusty and brown!

Withered and futile and bare--
Bare of the precious thistledown,
In the trembling, heat-warped ailr.

Nightt Nightt Nightt

Laughter and sudden gultar

And the warming prick of campfire light
By the lanes where the plckers are.

Laughter and ocolor and song
To a clinking silver pledge,

¥While a white sun pours and the season's long,

And a whole wlde land's on edge.
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Dustt Dustl Dust!

On road, on field, on tree,

Where novement and haste have opecone lust,
A creed, and a victory;

V/here harbor and city and town

Cather the tressure~bales

Into their tills as the loads roar cown
gver the Texas trails.

Shipst si-ipst Shipslt

At Corpus ena Galveston!

They shake the spray from their salty lips
And trace their spars on the sun;

Sun and moon and stars

They pattern while huskles male

Swift emptiness of the white-piled cars--
Swift music the heavens take.

Thitel Whitel Whitel

Gone as a fever goes--

Gone in a mad, gin-whistled flight
To a great, ship-whistled close,

And cool and lonely and still,

At the hush of the Autumn rain,
The Texas f'ields sleep soft-until
White harvest is come again.

~=3iddie Joe Johnson

FIELDS

All filelds are epic--or old flelds or new flelds--
Furrowed and seamed as a deep thinker's brow:
Bounty comes out of them,-~-~-beauty and splendor
Etched with the point of a turning-plow.

Dreams have a place with them--shelter and promise;
Out of thelr travails are miracles odorne.s.

Men give their lives to these great masterpleces,
Fields....and their faith 2n a row of green corn.

~--Georgia C. Pader
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WINDKILL

<veryday agalnst my sky

A windmill proudly stands,
larriasg my horizon

With its waving hands.

Quarrel aoout it as I will,
It still is standing there
Arrogant in squalor,

And never seems to care.

Perhaps I should ignore it,
izut I am not that wise;

Anéd so I keep complaining
At beauty in deep disgulse.

-=H, W. Schriever

PLOW 30Y

Is there need, plow boy, for you to hurry

LDown the row; through youth? Jote the panting team
And you--you are warm, an¢ learning to worry;

Come i1éle awhlle in the shade by the stream.

Long, long are the days of tie swmmer for toiling;
They are vest slways, witkh a little play,

Though the ripened graln in the fields be spolling=-
Come idle awhlle where the green boughs sway.

When you are cool as & willow bending

Over the singing water, lsad,

Then plle your clothes for the falries' mending
And leap and swim with the trout and the shadl

When you return to your mares and whistle,

You will find them fresh for another row,

And find the plow more sharp for the thistle

And the vine and the burr you would not have grow.

-=Walter R. Adams



TEZ TEWANT'S WIPE

I could but pity her--the tenant's wife,
Who all her years had lived upon a farm
With the simple luxuries of life,
Eer old grey house devolca of every chern.
Yet once insice I listerned as she told
How tasks were met and how she lived
each day
AndG sensed the sweetness one orief
hour could hold
Within a room where love an¢ peace
held sway.,

Her children call her blessed even now;

The kindness of her voice and gentle tone

Are healing music; and I marvelled how

She lead my thoughts to heights I had not known,
So when I took her hand to say goodbye

I pitied some one else, anc she was I.

~~Willie Sowell Robertson

DIRT FARMER

He finds beauty among these simple things:

The path a plow makes in the rich, red loam,

Gay sun=-gold in ripe wheat~-a plover's wind--

A cow-bell, tinkling as the herd comes home.

He treads the soil, with earth-love in his heart,

Watches the young crops spring frow fertile ground.

Loves the warm rain that makes the peach buds start.

Land-~and a8 man-~in c¢lose communion bound.

-=-Arden Antony

114



115

FAHTOU

(In a Texas Farm~Louse ¥itchen)

It?'s dinner time once nore
The men will socon ve in,
They'1ll dirty up the floor.
This batter is too thin.

The men will soon ve in,
The meat 1s almost cdone,
This batter is too thin,
And cookling 1is no fun.

The meat is almost done.
I'm alm>st cooked myself,
And cooking is no fun!

The pitcher's on the shelf.

I'm almost cooked myself.
Ch why are stoves so hot?
The pltcher's on the shelf
Oh where's that little pot?

Oh, why are stoves so hot?

Iy fingers are sall burned.

(Oh wheret's that little pot?)
These pancakes nust oe turned.

Iy fingers are all burned

I got so tired of this=--

(Those pancakes must be turned)
To rest would be such bliss.

I get so tired of this

Itd like to run away=--

To rest would be such bliss
If only for a day.

I'é like to run away

Back east to old Lagore

If only for a day--

It's dinner time once morel

-«Edyth Renshaw



HOUNDS

My liorn hangs 1dle on the wall,
'y cun stsys on the rack;

I’y hounds have gone into the nigit,
1 cannot call them back.

Dave had a pass~horn in his throat,
A slilver bell hac Queen,

And Lady olew a bugle call
That filled tre stops Detween.

When they c¢ross the Pleiades
And reach the I'ilky vay,

I'11 bet the Laints forget to sing
Anc the harps forget to play.

-=hitney lontgomery

MY CHOICE

I know not what I might have found
Beyond this little spot of ground
Where I have spent life's daily round.

I might have touched the hall of fame,
Cr garnered wealth, and just the same
I migit have found disgrace and shame.

I only know that I have trod
A pathway close to nature's God,
Along a flower-covered sod.

And could my youth come back to me,
My choice for life again would be,
My little farm and liberty.

-=Whitney Montgomery
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HILL GARDEN

God planted a garden,
¥an plowed it up,
Verbena, daisy and obuttercup.

GoG salc,'For man
To plow is good,
I'1l move my gardéen to & wood."

I'an cut the trees
Ana dug the ground;
Soon not a blossom could be founu.

God sald, "Wheat makes
Tre body whole,
Sut nan neeus veauty ror the soul."

30 he moved Hls garden
To a hill
And there it ploonss anc ever will,

-~Naude E. Cole

PORTRAIT OF AN EAST TEXAS FARK WOKAN

Her old rough hands betray the drudgery
Of farmhouse tasks that come with poverty.
Her time from bed to bed is over-filled
With toil: basking, churning, washing,

sewing.

The halt and dragging in her walk is
proof

0f long, long windy filelds and labor
done

Alongside of her men beneath the sun,

And too, there is a hint of children
borne

In damp cold houses and of death at dawn.

-=-Jake Zeltlin
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HERITAGE

lle took to wife a winsowe lsss and gay

wWho in the cotton picked as much as he

She made a haad, the neighbors say,
Till she came twenty-three.

Each day wke toiled as long as light held out,
Then as the cotton nlurred upon her sight,
Long rows of fleecy stars caune out

And she picked half the night.

He too oeheld, above the lights of town,
The whited harvest open anc his wife,
A froglike creature crawling cown

The encless row of life.

At dawn he called her but she did not wake,
Nor feel the baby nudge her empty breast
He said, "I thourht to have her tale

A 8spell of needed rest."

The vaby lived frail likeness with her name,
To feel the crushing, Ylind iwmpact of life,
Foredoomed to bondage, she became

A cotton plcker's wife.,

=='i11liam E. Bard

THE DROUGHT

A red mouthed reptile by whose fiery tongue

The fields are licked of green, the orchards stung,
The pastures burnt as with a blighting brand

Swept back and forth across the heated land;

Whose touch is poison, and whose torturous tread
Sets quivering all the withering earth with dread--
A grim, slowemoving monster whose hot breath
Enkindles desolation, famine, death.

~=James Courtney Challis
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DROUTH

The parched plain and the oare tree
Wait for rain impatiently,

watching the clouds that rise andg hover,
Dalliant as a careless lover.,

I, who am parren, turn my eyes
Forever away from fertile sl:ies,
Lest I reveal, as earth and tree,
Lager potentiality.

~=-Vaida Steviert lMontgomery

PEZD MILL AT NIGLT

Corn sheller and feed grinder resting great
steel rmuscles through a hot night

After a hot day.

l.oon picks a dust-paled path to & shining steel
lever.

Alr stifles with the amell of too dry grain.

Higera and corn piled high behind grinder and
sheller.

Whisper of rats' feet on grev floors.

And a gray cet ecrouching in a deeper shadow,--
walting=-.

Nothing startles them

But a ragged oak bough, like a ghostly hand,
tryin, at the window.

Outslide, night huddles under the oak
And in the shadow of the corn-chute.
Foonlight dances on the hoof-crushed greass.

Inside, nothing but a musty smell.

The pick, plck, plck, of weevils iIn the corn.

Whisper of ratst feet on the floor.

And the silence of a cat leaping from the
shadow of the huge corn sheller.

-«Augusta Naunheim



Yesterday the neigh.oorhood

CGathered in its Tolling Wood

To work the graves of friend anc foe-=-
I alone aeclined to gol

And though I knew that sprout and oriar
Lally reaciie¢ their foul arms higher,

I did not mesn to be unkind,

And could not thii: the de:d would mind.

For clutching song was wiltr. me then.
Jow could I put away my pen

~or spade or hoe-~-or flower seeds

To plant among clipped roots of weeds?

I feared that if I went along

I should be forced to entomb the song
That begged for wings and space to fly--
Too young, too gladé a thing to ciel

The living may not understand;

The dead are wiser, and more bland.
They will forgive me any spring
That I am left at home...to sing.

-=ffalter R. Adams

SATISFIED

I thank the gods that I was born
Surrounded by green fields of corn,
And that the pathway of my feet

Has been the country, not the street.

A country woman shares my fate
When life 1s sweet or desclate;

And this last boon I humbly crave--
To sleep within a country grave.

==Whitney Montgomery
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PRAIRIE-LOVER

This drab prairie holus for me
Beaut others can not see.

deither flower nor tree has lent
Baubles for her ornament.

Underneath her placid oreast,
Is allurement none have guessed.

As a woman vho is wise,
¥nowledge smoulders in nher eyes.

Though she thwart me oy her will,
I must be her lover still.

-~Vaida Stewart lontgomery

INDIGENQOUS

4 gray sky and a wide low land,

A cotton fileld with the white fluff blowing,
4 colorless landscape has the need

0f a red bandanna showing.

It calls l1lile a voice for a purple scarf,

For a crimson skirt, and an orange Jacket;
For a gleam of a white sack down the rows

With a deft dark hand to pack 1t.

These ebony ones with thelr mournful songs,
‘heir lighte<heart ways and thelr masy laughter,
Belong to the landscape as rain belongs

With the sunshine flowing after.

The old flelds take on beauty and light;

These brilliant garments are high flags flying
What clear brave color the old world needs

To keep the heart from cryingt

-=Grace Noll Crowell
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OLD TAR! ER

Once, restless as an Anril bough
viind-nlown I would have qult the nlow
Lau wancered witl, a gymsy well

Throu h other, fairer lands; out now=-
Tnese acres that delong to e

Are all ol earth 1 care to see.

Eere I'm contenteu as a hLill,

Iiere anchored like an aging trec.

-=tialter R. Adans

NIGLT FROLK A

)

7 INTERUREBAN

On the prairie, in an interurban car, under the
moon,

‘Nh:en the sky is empty of stars,

There are strange voices whispering to us from the
moon and from the land,

And from the tall trees silvered by the woon in
ancient creek bottoms where an aboriginal
silence lies hovering.

Let the wind rush round the hurtling, swaying car;

Let the car run reckless likze a frightened thing
under the sky;

Only the volces still come vibrating to the rythm
of the crashing wheels,

Onlr the ancient silence still hides among the
trees and in the shadows on the bare ground.

Yle are alone, alone; we shall cry to the gods in
vaing

The sky 1is enmpty of everything but the old, withered
moon, the old, aboriginal moon, and it has a
league with the prairie.

Let us pull the windows tight and shut it all out,

Let us geze at the warm, soft colors on car ads,
reading them 1idly,

Let us be pounded by four walls and our own souls,
forgetting the dread vastness of the night;

Maybe then we may not feel that the lnterurban 1is
& thing alive with fear,

Maybe the smothered squawklng of the horn will sound
less terrified and strange.

=-=George D. Bond



CORMN CILLS AlL COTWIN ZLCJSSCI 3

Corn sili-s ané cotton clossons,
Flowers of the Zlouth

Thirty vears I've tended therl:
Througt. the rain and drouth=--

Thirty years I've tended tlem,
Toiling hard ang long,

Dreaming ncw anc then a dream
That turned into song.

Lere I 5inG the.: in a wreath
Zor 8ll the world to see;

Corn silis ana cotton vlossons,
And the heart of me.

~="hitney lontgomery

A COTTON PICKER

The woman wearily sighs as she lavs

The heavy strap of cuck across her heart

She gently smooths the harsh creases apart

That olister her snow white breast, while
she sways

To gather tle prisoning locks, that daze

Ler soul. Burrs prick her hands uritil
they smart

With bloody pain. She looks up with a
start

To see the pickers ahead as in a haze.

Then valiantly she tries to match the speed

Of husband and children; who swiftly pick

The snowy fetters that chain them to toil.

They bend from dewn to weary dusk to feed

The yawning jaws of debt; while her
heart-sick

Brain schemes to save her daughters from
the soil.

-~T,e0la Christie Barnes



SOTTON PICIIRS

Fat orown oaly asleer on a saci,

S5ad-eveda woman with otended bacl;

weary rian who hal knovwn defeat,

Dull-voiced youth with dra.,; ling feet;

ned-linped girl witl. taiy,led hair,

Resentful of passers-by who stare--

“ndlessly snatchklag dry clusters of white,

Their thouu.ts are of little ovut rest for the
night.

Count tiem-=-tl.ese Dolls=--count by the score;

for it nust taxe a million, and even more,

To buy a rougn shirt, for & sun-burned vack;

Two million-~three--oring meat to the shack.

Pain snd cold anu hunger and cotton,

Lips and hearts th-t have almost forgotton

Joy and laughter and singiag of songess

Pickers of cotton for ohl how long?

--Peo ooy Caldwell

COoTT0N PICKIN!

Dust on de sunshine and lint on de air,
Cotton pickin' stahted an' de day mighty fair,
Blg gin a~hwmmin' an' de coons gittin' noney,
A bale by tomorrow ef de sky keep sunny.

Tranp plckers commin'! by de truck and de'! waggin',

Wash tubs and women folks, cotton sacks and baggin!t,

Rice trucks a-bilin' up de dust an' de depil,
Wagain' line waltin' wid de beds piled lebel.

Mexican no sabby, but 'e know how t' plck;
Six cent cotton make de boss sorta sick.

Eve'rybody bulsy cause de day mighty fair,
W%id dist in de sunshine and lint on de alir.

-=~Tuclle Donaldson Goodlett
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POOR-THITZ SiLICL

lIis house, jaunt relic of nis sirss,
3lacikens its hold upon the hill;

His clay-and=-stubble chirney leans
To sagging roof and molderling sill.

His harsb anu slaatin_ acrss wear

The tatters of daepletion now,

As waste ana wilderness reclaim

The flelds tiat xnew uLic feather's plow.

7is lank hos roots an avic snout

In shucts and cobs beneath the bin,
Unwholesoume remnants of the crop
0f rusty nubblns zathered in.

His cows turn rough and slatted sides
To meet the chilly hilltop wind;

They ¢ive, for aesuitory cars,

A product Hlue and hunger-thinned.

At night his window scarcely makes

4 fllickering square against the gloom;
4 flare no more than candlelight
Tremobles and olows within his room.

lo thought of moment vexes hiin;
He sees ho vision heavenesent;
Iale and vacuous-faced he sits,
Rapt in the folly of content.

~=Grace ROSS

PRAIRIE WIFE

She heard the bitter wailing of the wind

Around the shack, throughout the endless night,
In angry blasts that soughed about the door,

And lashed the snow into fantastic drifts;

Beyond the open where the prairie lifts

In low, sage hills, a gaunt worl caught the spoor
Of recent game, and followed swift in flight

A zigzag trail, The brittle silence dinned
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Into her ears, uer limbs grew cold as death,

she slept at last, anc waking, arms reached out,
To touch the pillow where his lhead snould lie;
But from her twisted lips no startled cry

Only within her eyes was put to rout

"he futile hope, and fear cauglt at her breath!

The seasons woo the prairies, autumn gales

sawl 1lilze the white-face cattle in the hills,

And drive the drifting thistle-weeds in mounds
Against the straggling fence that heme the shack;
She lies awake and stares into the black

Zternal sloom, while strange staccato sounds
Unravel the spun silence; ghastly thirills

Tear at her intellectevesssoeslils shadow, treils

Beyond the open where the prairie lifts,

In low, sage hills, their seeking splrits nmerge
vilthin the frothy entlty of ni ht;

A skuliing wolf bears down in sudden flight,
Yiith savage cry, where cerie trails converge;
zack to the empty shack the echo drifts!

-~-Q0llie L. Roedlger

SONG OF THI CORN

I was dry and dusty,
I was wealk and weary;
Now I'm glad and lusty,
And the earth looks cheery.
0 the soaking,
Mirth-provozing,
Laughter-making rain;
Soft and silky,
Mild and milky,
Grows my golden grain.

Listen to the laughter
That my leaves are making,
When the wind comes after
Kisses, softly shaking.
0 health-giving,
3reath llving
Heavenw-pouring rain
Come, caress me,
Kiss me, bless me,
Once, and once sgain.
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Let your hearts oe singing;
Peal your paeans, peoples;
3et the Joy-vells ringing
In the lofty steeples.,
Pralses render
7o the sender
Of the Joyous rain;
Of the 1living,
The life-yiving,
Nf the nrecious rein.

--John P. Sjolander

WINGS

A single white-winged pigeon

That had followed the plow all day
Took to the eir at sundown,

Circled, and f{lew away.

4nd the boy who plowed the hillside
Halted hils tired team

And watched it go over the tall, green trees,
With his deep, brown eyes a-glean

The years have flown as the dird flew,
And the fleld lies fallow now,
And hid by the red clay soil
Is the share of the rusted plow,

And the bones of the tired horses,
With all of their plowlng done,

Are scattered over the hilltop,
Whitened by rain and sun.

And what of the darke-eyed boy

Who plowed the lean hillside?
A dreamer's feet are restless

And a dreamer's world is wide.

But today a whitewinged airplane
Came out of the distant blue~-
Dropped down on the fallow hillside
And circled a time or two,
Then took off over the tall, green trees,
The course that the pigeon flew.

--Whitney Montgomery
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SOME TOWNS OF TEXAS
I

The City of the Alamo

1 went but once to San Antonio--

I brought away a thousand hours' delight,

Remembering her sweet alr, her subtle, bright

Insouciant amile. Hers is the darkling glow,

The heavy-~-lidded fire of Mexico,

Blown on by Northern airs, washed in the

Light oi white high plains. No net of words shall
. quite

Snare her: for she will blow a kiss, and go=--

Yet this is but the scabbard for her sword
The filagreed setting for her sombre, red
One jewel. Leave the Plaze in the sun,
Wayfarer: bare your forehead, spesk no worde-
Here Bowie sleeps upon his bloody bed,
Travis, across the carriage of his gun.

11
Nacogdoches Speaks

J was the Gateway. Here they came and passed,
The homespun centaurs with thelr arms of steel
And taut-strings: wild wills, who thought to deal
Bare-handed with Jade Fortune, tracked at last
Oout of her silken lairs into the vast

Of a man's world. They passed, but still I feel
The dent of hoof, the print of booted heel,

Like prick of spurs--the shadows that they cast.

I do not vaunt their valors or their crimes:

I tell my seorets only to some lover,

Some taster of spilled wine and scattered musk.
But I have not forgotten; and, sometimes,

The things that I remember rise, and hover

A sharper perfume, in some April dusk.



I1T1
Austin

Jhe leans upon her violet hills at ease

At the plain's edge: 1innocent and secure,
Keeper of sacred fountains, quaintly sure,

Creelr draperies fluttering in the pralirie-breeze.
She stands tip-toe and looks across the seas,
Vihere older lands ana riciier shrines allure,
Wwistiul, that she is young and crude and poor--
put secretesure that she is proud as these.

Her sons obring delicate plunder home, to grace
Houses discreet, ana gardens sweetly walled=-

She 1is enamored of the [it and fair.

Far-gathered treasures In her love find place:
¥hite peacocks where the prairie-scooners crawled
Italian roses in her sunburnt halr.

IV
Dallas

Her birthday is Tomorrow; throbbing Fower
Dilates her heart. She has no time to love
0ld, gentle things; nor ever backward move
The hinges of her iron doors, where tower

The soaring exhalations of an hour

Of 1ron music. But in valn Power strove

With Beauty, ever. From her garden-~grove

She comes, and smiles; and lo, an iron flowert

S50 I have seen thils city, on a night

0f rain, a-blossom in a mist of gold:

So followed stamen-streets, thet turned to
bright

Rivers of Jewels, like the fabulous, old

Torrents of emerald, ruby, chrysolite,

Whereof, in rich old days, the traveler told.
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Vv
Rouslion Remembers the 0ld South

She dresses in the mode, anu she assumes

Tie visage of the hour--for she 1s wise

End strong, and subtle in the mysteries

Of power. 5She courts no oackwardelocking dooms.
Yet, breathing through her spirit's secret roons,
Lovers may catech thie perfume of olc sighs,

And in her heart are moonlit balconies

Tall, white ola pillsrs, anc magnolia-olooms.

For here that fragile yesterday, apart

In the still .ight of lovelr, veanished things,

By hasty mind and heedless eye unguessed,

Sut faithful still to the remembering heart,

Jends to a shadowy harp wi-' muted stringse-

Her face star-white, an® Jeasamines at her breast.

-«¥arle Wllson Baker

REMELSRANCE

Oh, dear, dear heart, my memory is aglow

It must be Spring in San Antonio--

A thousand million golden huisache balls

Perfume the country side, and 0lé gray walls,
Memorials of a cay long gone, are graced

wWith happy blossoming vines, close interlaced.
Cathedral chimes and mission bells still holc

A note of old romantic times when bold

Was every priest and lover. Sweet the breeze
That runs to tease the grave, moss-mantled trees,
And capers over bridges, reaching down

To switch the river's opalescent gown.

Soft mellow day with sunshine filtering through
Mesquite lace leaves! Would I were there with you.
And we were very young agalin to tread

Qur once romantic way; I'd lay my head

Against my heart and 1lift my lips to share

Your own when twilicht tiptoes therel

-~Hazel Harper Harris
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SONNETS OF A SOUTRERN CITY

I lorning lagic

How have you grown so lovely overnignt,

Yy city of pale mlsts anG clirecling wings?

If I could catch this brief, translucent light,
Or sing one song your serried skyline sings;

If I could set some swift anpraisal aown

To hola this mood, this white look of a bride,
That lies like holy meglc over town,

I think at last-~I should be satisfied.

I soon will pass-~the moment that was mine--

A heart-beat~-a qulck drecth--and now I know

I have no words for this--no words that shine
To make a white page gleam, and glint and flow.
No gold worés can I borrow, none will lend,

And I have but dull coprer colins to spend.

~=@Grsce MNoll Crowsll

ITI Babel

Thrusting itself up through the Leat and haze

This Bavel spreads 1its wings to reach the sun.

The little men who builded, stop to raise

Awed, blood-shot eyes to mark what they have done.
A million strident voices cleave the air;

Qur language 1is confounded--while man seeks

In anguish for an old lost joy, and there

Is none to understand the thing he speaks.

We have grown bold with living, drunk with power;
We have forgot the plains strong men have trod;
The flash and fret and glint of one brief bour
Has taken on the form and face of God

God help us--who have grown so dumb &and blinde--
To speak once more the language of our kind.

~~Grace Noll Crowell



BOX-CAR LETTERS

Alone on the hill where the sun joes down
I plunder the earth from my little town;
But the spoils I bring in my fairy sack

Are scattered and spilled on the reilroad track...

For there, on the siding, the box-cars doze,
Ané this 1is the way their dreaming goes;

"Sault Sainte-liarie and Chiicopee,
¥iami and San Antonio,"

They call like a lover's song to ne,

Call, ané I want to gol

Santa Fe, Norfollk and Lalamazoo,

Sacramento, lobile, Peru~=-

How, do you think, you could tamely bide

In the one small spot where your heart was tled,
When those haughty drudges came crealiing through,
Tearing your anchored heart in two,

Each with s name on its stolid side

Two feet tall and ten feet wlde,

That rings like a chime for you?

The wanderer's day will have one good hour,
And every roadside one magic flower;

They wither and droop 1f you stay too long,
The perfume goes like an ended song.

I would come back to the ways I know,

But I would not stay when I want to gol

Wichita, Bangor, and San Jose,

Ypsilanti and Monterey=-

They flutter my peece like the tang of sprayil
From high dream-pasture homing down

To the fold of my heert in little town,

I have to wait at the railroad track

On & trundling train with a snorting stacktl

The englne's a genie, a grimy scamp
Yho turns & philosopher into a tramp.
Denver, Seattle and Calumet,

Natchez, New Haven and Laramle--

Go on with your lumbering lure, and let
A poor philosopher bel

-«{arle Wilson Baker



IN SAN ANTONIO

ylhen I walked down the street today
In San Antonio,

I let ay glad explorling feet

Lecice the wa; to go.

They wandered down the plaza way

Fast 3San fernando, then

The Palace of the CGovernors

Caused tl.emi to turn sgain.

wut soon I found they wished to 50

Zeyond the market stalls;

Anl on the wa; I sew srall shops

Like swiftenests in the walls.

1 heard the tuneful pit-a-pst

0f slender, darke-slzinned hands,

Ané smelled tortillas, orown anu crisp,

Zehind the little stands.

I heard enchanting, eager sound

Cf voices and gultars,

And thought of slencer, say younyg men

Wro sang oeneath the stars.

(I saw Canary Islanders,

And men from Spaln and “rance;

I watched a pedre strive to end

A weird savage dance.

l:6 pointed to the Missions, off

Beyona the little towne--

It was my mind that saw those thingsl)

And then my feet turned down

The street before the lLenger. Soon

They reached the Alamo--

I don't remember after that

Just where we thought to go--

¥ spirit like & pair of winds,

Flew pack a hundred years:

The slege, tke fight, the tragic fall--

Iy eyes were filled with tears.

bt
Oh, charming San Antonio,
Eright romance f1lls the air
Above your narrow winding ways,
And in your sleepy square.

--Nancy Richey Ransome
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THRZ LITYLD TI905 Of TIZXAS

The little towns of Texas

That nestle on her plains,

Anc gather close the inland roads,
The homing trails and lanes;

The little towns of Texas

That sleep the whole nizht long,
Cooled by & scented southern breeze,
Tulled by its drowsy songl

The little towns of Texas

%ill ever seem to me

Like sters thaet deck a prairie sky

Or isles that dot a sea;

Like vesds that sparkle here and there
On Texas' flowered zown;

Like figures on its rich brocade

0f purple, green and odrowne.

The little towns of Texas

Seen through the prairie haze,

How falr and fresh and free they lie
Beneath the golden daysl

Yot crowded in deep valleys,

Not buried 1in tall trees,

But open to the sun, the rain,

The starlight, and the breezel

The little towns of Texas,

What pretty names they beart

There's Echo, Garland, Crystal Springs,
Arcedia, Dawn, and Dare;

There's Ingleside, and Prairie Home,
And Bells, and Rising Star.

God keeps them childlike, restful, clean,

Pure as the prairies arel

~=Clyde Walton Hill



DAITY 20700

racogdocnes, '"exas)

Ly little town 1s homely as another
Jut it is old,

And 1t is full of trees,

And 1t is covered with slky.

¥y heart lives in & little house with a fire
in it.

And e pillow at night,

And 1is fed dally oy laugr.ter ana cares,

And the dear needs of children;

Sut my soul lives out of doors.

Its bread is the beauty of trees,

Its drink, the sky.

There is a moment on winter evenings

yihen the gray trees on the bare hills turn rosy,

And all the smoke is blue.

Then I zo forth with my basket for manna.

And sometimes,

When the air is very clear,

And the moon comes before the dark,

God himself brings me green wine in a cup of
3ilver
And holds it for me

While I drink.

-=Karle %Wilson Baker

CITIES

Dallas,

A pompons-girthed merchant

Who, after a day of bartering among his bales,
Sits down to talk of culture.

Houston,

An old Southern gentleman,

Seated on the verandah of a mansion with white
columns;

The air magnolia-scented,

Negroes singing at sundown.
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San Antonlo,

A Spanlsh Crancee,

In velvelt trousers anc & jacliet with silver buttons,

Takin; his siesta in the patio of a palsce,

Lulled by a light julter anag the splash of a little
fountain.

fort vorth,

A bronzed cowboy,

With spurs clanking,

A bandana knotted at hils throat,

Quick to lauglr, or shoot, or take a drink;
A ringetsiled tooter from Sitter Creek-=-
Lt his saddle-horn a lariat

With whiclh he tries to lasso the sters.

-=320yce House

A SAN ANTONIO GARDEN

I know a quaint old garden
In San fAntonlo,
A walled=-secluded arden,
A Spanlsh patio.
Along 1ts narrow pathways
Leaf-filtered sunlizsht falls
On rose and amarillis
And ivied, weathered walls.
There, like a far faint echo,
Is heard the city's din;
The curious who pass by
Can never look within;
And, always when I enter
Thet garcen cool and sweet,
I thank the Spanish greandee
Who walled it from the street.
If I could bulld a garden,
It would not be for show,
But a still, restful garden,
Like that 0ld psatio.

==Gussle Osborns
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I'SDINA LAXE

Medina Lake in jewel beauty lies

Below the rolint where horse and rider stanua.

A thousand wandering seazgulls overhead

Seem close, that one might touch them with
Fis hand.

Dut far ocelow like melted turquoise poured

Into a giant setting cedar-zreen,

Tre laire, secure, lies in the naasive arms

f niles of hills that guard its slinmering
sheen,

50 8till--so olue that it would seem to vie

Wiith heaven's hues and thus ocut=blue the sky.

-=Nancy Fritz lioon

LITTLE TOWNS OF TIE PANHANDLE

Up and down the hills you zo
In windlng ways that sudden end;
Your paved and orcered streets fray out
Into little paths that interlace;
From fringy screen of strong salt~cedar hedge
You venture forth witlhh holy calm,
And head held hizh you walk your way
With sweet and gracious dignity.
A soothing town, a restful town.
From strife and stress I slip away
To you Aristocrat of towns:
Canadian.

From out the depths of gulch and gorge,
Red rock and rugged cedars and haze of blue,
Upon the curving brilliance of the plain,
You have lifted you. And on your heart
You have bullded wall that sheltered youth,
Hurrying, hopeful, growing youth,
That backward looks to life all new,
And lays femiliar hand on both,
Oh, town of promise and of past:

Canyon.

~-Taura V. Hamner



BACE TO MEDLINA
(A Town ln the Texas Hills)

I followed a road that trails and twines
Cver the hills and away

Like a sllvery riboon run in anu out
Throuzh the buttercup golcd of the day;

3y noon I had come to that sprawling house
At the sign of the laurel tree,

Ana pale were its walls in lhe lilac shacde--
Just as they used to be.

Cray plpgeons slumbered in cooling eaves
thile, aimlessly, one anu one,
3aroke-colored sheep nioved across the field
In the crowse of a swmuer sun;

ruttercups, dalsies, ena dandelions

Climbed over each hill with me,

And the wind wes sweet with a hundred sweets~-
Just as it used to be.

0, I know every lure thet a heart can feel
When southern suushine spills

And I know ever scent thet winds bring back
From a romp iIn the Texas hills;

3ut my cup of liveliness overflowed
Ilounting the last long steep

‘here ['edina lay in the hill's green lap,
Like & little white lamp asleep.

~wilathrine Hymas Williams

TROUBADOUR

A hundred cities have I knowne-
But San Antonilo

Can lure me back a thousand miles
To one still patio.

I've often risen early
And walked abroad at dawn
That I might catch the wanton
Without her make-up on.



Zut like a lovely courtesan
“ho scorns the morning after,
She smiiles at me, all dewy eyed,
AnG sives me mocxklng laughter.

At noon she peeks behind her fan;
She flirts down Gusiy streeis;

She teases me with honeyed words,
Who never cared for sweets.

Once gay adventure pullec me down
Alongz a booming coast;

I saw a tango danced one night,
And knew my heart was lost.

Where El1 Camino Real runs
Along & mission wall;

I smelled the fragrance of vlue dusks=--
I heard her old bells call--

S0 1 have come bacl: home again
To this shameless coquette

To sing my love beneatl: the moon--
And I am singing yetlt

-=Jan I. FPortune

CORPUS CHRISTI, BODY OF CHRIST

I never ggze upon your sparklling sea

But what there comes in vision glorious,
Not the Pale Mertyr shrined on Calvary,

But Christ arisen and victorious.

Above, the tangled sun-rays of His hair
Fall round you in an aureole of light,
And at your feet the ocean of His love
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Sweeps shoreward winged with ma jesty and might.

Shall not His splrit lead invisibly

Where His transcendent beauty flames and gleams?

Keep to thls vision, sons of destinyl

Hold to this faith, white city of my dreams!

«=«111ith Lorraine
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FARTYAS

A motley throng

0fF tourists from the street
Desires to see

“here mortal heroes fou; ht
To death for theum.

ixpanding with conceit

Of native pride,

They talk of states nloodwvouzght,
Of one who asked

Of men to 1lift his cot,

2ut once outsilde
They murmur, "O how LotiM

-=T,00la Christie 2arnes

SOLEDAL STR=EET
(3an Antonlo, Texas)

Soledad 3treet 1ls the jolliest street!

Everyone smiles that you happen to meet

And sizgns of all colors enchantingly tell

The things you may eat but you never can spell;
Francisco Poblano is flashing to you

That he sells "enchiladas" and "ecabrito! too--
Not that it matters in Soledad Street

Where everything's nice that you happen to eat,
And everyone smiles that you heppen to meet,
For Soledad 8treet is the jolliest street!

From evening to midnight the limousines go,

And everyone smiles, if he means it or no;

For the music is playing and tables are spread

And the "Spanlsh Fandango" goes round in your head;
0ld china is gleaming where dim lanterns burn

And sputter and weaken-~then stars take a turn;

But nothing much matters in Soledad Street

Where everyone smiles that you happen to meet,
With a song in his heart and a dance in his feet-=-
Oh, Soledad Street is the Jjolliest street!

-=Fathrine Hymas Willlams
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ST. MARY'S BRIDGE
(San Antonio, Texas)

Close by St. Mary's bridge at night,
Forsaken and alone,

An aged woman crouches low
As quiet as a stone.

She holds up to the passers-by
Her crippled, wizened palms,

And searches wistfully each face
In mute appeal for alms,.

The crowd unhseding surges on,
But I must pause to cast

A penny for my conscience' sake,
Before I hurry past,

And yet--as I go on my way,
Aloof in silks and furs,

I know that much I count s mine
Is less of mine than hers.

-~-Iva Milem Blount

THE BEGGAR AT SAN FERNANDO CATHEDRAL

Outside the iron gates you sit,
Your back is hunched, your fingers knit,
Fach day I pass, I try to scan

Your face«~
Am I the "Good Samaritan®

To you, or am I one to pass you by,

Cold to your shape and down cast eye?

Too many of your kind in life I meet

To drop a coln in every ocup upon the street.

But you, alas you really may need aid,

Your knétted fingers, twisted back, you may have
made,

0r nature may have left you with this curse.

No more 1 pause but now open my purse

And drop a coin within the cup, nor wait

To hear your thanks or snarl of hate.

»=Merrill Bishop
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TRAVIS PARK

When days are drear and branches drip
From dawn till early dark,

ow cheerless anc desertea are
Tr.e oranches in the park.

-ut when the sun shines out again,
The idlers, one by one,

Cone trooning ocack to warm themselves
Lilre lizards in the sun.=--

Th:e young; men, llstless with despair
Stretch almlessly and sign,

The o0ld men nod their heads and drean
And let the days 0 Dye=-

Across the way, In cushioned ease,
Are other idlers, too,

Who wonder why those in the park
Don't fina some work to wo.

--Iva hilam 3lount

THE MARKET PLAZA

Squalor and dirt, I disagree~=-

Aroma of corn and hot tamale,

Smouldering charcoal and tortillss,

Tables with oilcloth for bright mantillas,
Black haired ninas with eyes of brown,
Sweet senoritas with gay colored gowns,
Soft, low music and voices which sing,
While up from the ovens chilil they bring.

Squalor and dirt,--I see it not so,
A mirage at night of Nexico.

-=Nerrill Bishop
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HUISACHE AVINUE
(3an Antonio, Texas)

Long, long azo a path zrown venturesome
Trudged up old hills where laurel evergreens
Hung purple clustered blooms for honeydoms,
And greenlng fretwork of mesquite nade screens
With tasseling art. It wound 1its gypsy way
“here huisache trees with fragrant yellow balls--
Gold vanities with quaint old world sachet--
S3tood listening to redbird madripals.
Tescending hiitls, it paused st eventide

As violet shadows came for rendezvous

Down hollows cool. Where ruby wine cups vied
In loveliness with wild veroenas ovlue

The little path has long since journeyed far,
Like Hiawatha, toward the setting sun,

But now, ere gleams the qulet evening star,

A hundred hearts turn home when day 1is done

To bungalows beneath the same old trees

That blossom still. A hundred children note
The heaprpy hum of laurel-loving bees,

And watch the scarlet flash of cardinal's coat,
Spring still embroiders girdles of her own
with winsone winecups and verbenas blue;

The 1little pathk that journeved went alone--
Spring stayed to walk the asphalt avenue!l

--Hazel Harper larris

CAN ANTONIO

kuilsache and flowering retama,
Willows where stlll waters flow,
Moonlight on palme-shadowed plaza,
Cathedral bells solemn and slow--
Though from the Clty of lissions
Long be my absence, I know

Always the memory will lihger--
Hulsache, retama, and willow,
Moonlight, the plaza, the river,
Bells, and the white Alamo.

-=-Mary K. Armstrong
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CITY OF LIVIJG COLORS

Antonlo, c¢lty of living colors,

ana yellow, white, green anc blue:

of bougainvilla

red of silken shawls around bare
shoulders

red of roses on flesta day;

wh:ite of the little empty mission

Ringed around wlti. tall sky-scrarers;
And vellow of sunlijht, .olden, glering

On the green of the

So long spring lingers, green and soft,
Under the »lue, blue, bright blue sky.

Shift them and match them, the changing colors,

Yellow &nd red,green, white aau red

ned, white and olue in bars and stripes and

stars,

Tluttering flags of vivid patches,
wWith always the red of blood at the Alamo

And the red of lips that sing on the plaza

And the red of strings of drying peppers

In

San Antonlo, clty of living colors.

=wRebecca We Smith

HYPOCRITES

011 derricks, swathed in snow
Stand under cobalt skies,
Farking each rod,

Like pillars of white loveliness
Duilt up to God.,

S0 shining and inmaculsate

They seem,

One would not know

That gaunt black ugliness lies hid
Beneath the snow.

-=J.exie Dean Robertson

springtime tender zrass--
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PIONZZR: T E VIGNZWTE O AN OIL-DITLL
I

£11 day the wa_ons heve jone by
In a reat cloud of uust on the hig Shwasr,
The horses plodaing with down-hung heads,
The l:.arness clanﬂln dulls
Or sometimes jlnvlin’ wich 11ttle bells.,
The drivers slit immodile on the great iron pipes
Like stolid images dressed 1n coarse cottons
With dusty hats pulled low, shading dull un-
seeing eyes.
A wheel Jolts crueclly in a deep rut,
The dust swirls in a choking fog,
But the driver sits unmovea, staring ahead.
All day the wagons pass In a long dust-enveloped
line.
IT

Sunset with derricks standing stark

Lgalnst the skyline.

Grim sentlnels, black and cruel,

Against the _olden splendor of the west.

Row upon row they stand,

Scarring the sort bosom of the prairie,
Silhouettes of wealth eanc toll and service,
Stark agalinst the scarlet glory of the skyline.

11t

At night the rou_h unpainted shacks are crowded,

With pushing, Jostling, coarse humanity,

Eager to spend.

The gambling hall 1s orillliant with mirroread
llghts.

The plank-floors creax beneath the muddy-booted
feet;

And officer of the law leans against the door

And hears the click of the aice, the whir of the
wheel,

Unheeding

Painted women, nakedly-dressed, eye every man,

¥From under hall~-closed purple-tinted lids.

In a drug store a reeling loafer drinks raw gin

Handed boldly across the counter.

The blare of a saxophone

Syncopates through the open window of a dance hall,

The people surge through the streets pushing each
other,

Hurrying from one plank shack to another,

Eager to spend.



v

In the moonli it Jetween neglected rows of cotton

Waits & throng with silent listenlag,

The derricik, 1lts raw newness _listening in thre
moonsliine,

Stands aloof ana unconcerned.

Thousands of fcet peneath the cotton roots

sounds & faint whisnerinZesee.

Something released from its dark prison

Is making 1ts way skyward.

Gathering force it deepens into a grumoling roar.

Suddenly straight to the white moon

Shoots & mighty column of flowing _old.

It towers poised for an instant,

Then ovursts into a shower of yellow globules

That tumhle ovack upon the earth who sent
them forth.

It is 2ll over in a moment,

The derriclk stands blackly dripping,

The people laugli and clap eack other on the
shoulder,

Thinkin; only of dollars.

v

It is Sunday, but the town toils on unknowing.
The smell of crude oll hovers like a tainted nall
Over all the rough unpsinted shacks.
The wa_ons lumber through the streets
With loads of clanking pipe;
The drill bits on unceasingly into the deep
hot earti:;
The stores ply their daily trade
With apples and with dusty purple grapes set out
In front.
From the Hotel Gladys painted girls dash oute~
Returning later some are not alone.
There 1s no 3aboath gquiet in all the town
Excepting only in the weedgrown graveyard
Where the dead lle waitlng,
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And even there the evil smell of crude oil lingers.

Oh, for a town of little homes
With church bells quletly ringing.

-=Texle Dean Robertson
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The siy 1s latticed witl: derricls.

e smell oil.

Ti.e soil

Is greasy with 1it.

It reel:s all over the tlmbers, the ground
and méne.

It blankets the streaw and soalks up all of
its stars.

Grim with its grime,

len's faceas are 1lit with the greed of it,

Greed like the jold-seeizers linew.

The dumb, awkward heads of the pump~shafts

3tagger anc labor as 1f they were sentient
oeings

And waatea 1t, too.

The drill sites deep.

“he engines blow and keep

Trheir red mouths open.

aAn anclent stillness waits below.

When the sharp, far feel has pierced to its
caverns,

Cil vents its pent breatis in one long sooty
gush,

Then plunges out of the pipe~mouths

#ith a gutteral zulp and thug,

slaclkz stuff that's rank and stickye--

The millicnaire nudl

--Therese Lindsey

OIL WELL FIRE

Far off 1t is a rainy smudge against the sky;
Nearer, a storn-cloud In a fear-locked dream;
A mile away it 1s a volecano, savaege and satonic.

The 0ld woman on the hill says, "See,
The Devil has poked a hole through the ground--
Look at his black arm waving in the flamei"

~=Grace Ross



ThE OIL "HLL

In Palo Pinto County, once

I sav a well "come 1in,"

An amber colurm pushed to spray
Ithereally thin.

Two vivid opal reinbows spanned

The mist as sheer as dawn,

And they who owned 1t stood Deneath--
oh, uwea_lc mist, fall ont

Sc »reclous was the vir_ in stuff
A fragrance seemeu to dwell
within tlhre pungent odor oslown
50 widely rouna the well.

as thls a milllion years a_o,

& trillion lotus=-blooms?
Distilled by what old chemistry
In what abysmal rooms?

Carth must have hac us In her mina
30 artly to bestir
And store awayr such potent brewe~-
Or do we rifle her?

A city--maybe mints of pold,=-~-
A country-slde's advance--
Potentially all these are in
This amber circumstance.

--Th.erese Lindsey

CONCHITA

Poised for her dance, Conchita stands,
Youth's fire in her feet and hands.
The passion flower of her race

Is blooming briefly on her face;

Her hair is dusky tropic night

That holds one spangled star of light.
Twin poppy petals are her lips,

Small crimson shells, Ler finger tips;
Her teeth sre glistening 1vories

With laughter rippling down the keys.
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Her form, & willow ov trne river...

iier oracelets clin. her errings quiver,
ler castinets sound suduenl -,

£ 16 she in fire an. flsne et {ree;

A swirl of scarlet, vleck and gold,

A thing too light and swift to hold;
s50e 1s the wind thet climbs the sky,
ohe is a shout, she 1s a cry,

Srhe 1s all Youth released, out 2,

Low strange, how strange that she must go:
A hipgi: wind spent, a flsne blown out,
The silence following the shout.

-«Grace .ioll Crowell

THE HOT TAIALE VAN

0ld Kexican tamale man,

You, trudging, come &t twilight's lull

Tight-strapped upon your back & can

That holcds your wares delectable:
"Taema~le, Cal-i-en-tetl"

Singsongy sweet, along the street,
Your cry brings all the children out,
And those who have a dime must greet
Your steps with an arresting shout:
"Ten, pleaset!™ "And tent®™ ("Veintel!)

With smiling beam and knowing gleam,
You swing your load down to the curb
And 1lift the 1id, Oh, savory steam
Imbuec with chili pod and herb

And pepper hot, ("Picante")!

Shuck, sweet of sun, wraps well each one,
Ground, seasoned meat within a case
0f meal mush steamed till fully done--
Rare tidbit of a Southern race,

Tamale, Calientet

A vender o0ld? Nay, I behold

A Tlash of senorita's eyes,

A dash of Indian bravery bold,

Yoon=~lyre, heart-fire--~romance that cries
"fa-ma~le, Cal-i-en=-tet"

-=Hazel Harber Harris
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MEXICAN SERVAXNTS

Soft fall thelr foot~steps,
Soft their eyes glearn,
Light petsls driftling
Into my dream.

Low fall their volces,
I'urmrous tones,

Cool waters flowling
Over smooth stones.

Dim fall their shadows,
L.ystlcal sheawls,
Phantom caresses
On rose-tinted walls.

In God's closed garden
Safe would I be,
Served I my master
As they serve me.

--L1lith Lorralre

THE OIL FIRE

The lightening strikes, a sudden blinding flash
Of forked fire, a rending, tearing crash,

A deafening roar that shakes every ground,

A sharp report, a sudden cracking soundl

That tank 1s struck! The mounting flames leap high
In wild fantastic light against the sky.

The strong steel crumples writhing in the heat
Twisting grotesquely, savage heat waves beat.

I see furnace blasts along the reeling air,

The o0il fields lit and crimsoned with the glere
In wild unearthly beauty. Heavy, low

The black smoke hangs above the sullen glow



In rolling clouds with red flames wvursting: throurh.
Tl.e whole earth lias a lurid crimson hue,

The curlous crowds thaet zgather in te gaze

In helf awed silence watch the great tanik olaze,

In devasting splendor. Far and wice

The sullen suwoke Langs low on every side,--
The glant tang dolls over, every where

i boiling flood of flame. The scorchling air

Is blistering; ollnding, seething torrents flow

In red cascades of flame. The savage ylow

Of molten smoulders, twisted, scarred;

The o0il soeked ground is dlasted, burned and charred.

All thatl remains to show the jreat flre's track
Is smoulcdering ruin, shriveled, seared and black.

-=-Violet wkcDougal

GIRL IN TEE DOOR

Shanty set by the side of the road--

Web~hung window--eartken [loor

Glimpsed in a wedge through the wide
door-crack--~

And zirl in the door.

Mexican girl in a lovely line

There against the rotting wall,

Her brigzht dress o» the dull boards sharp
As @ sudden csll.

Shanty set In a barren place.

Drab and shadow more and more

Yawn till they swallow the house and vath
And girl in the door.

Nexlican girl in a single sheath

0i cotton the snade of the fading rose,
Spelling a still, mysterious word

That nobody knows.

Shanty and shadow quickly passed,

But what lies after--what before--
The sagging door with 1ts dusty crsck
And girl in the door?

=~=31ddie Joe Johnson
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NOT- GUILIY

I cracks my door

An' there's lLilss lat,
De white woman

tihar I cooks at.

Her look mad,

5avs, "Nawnin, Lou,

Somebody have stole

Iy fine year-screw."

"Dat sho am bad;

Yho think it can bet"
She says she think

It mought be me.

"ot me, Miss iatt
Fammy learnt me well
Niggers that steal
Gwine fry in hell."

Iiss Yat look funny
Lak her ain't hear.
"ateh out, Lou,

What dat in vo'! ear?"

Dar swung dat bob.
'Fo Gawd I swear

I ain't no notion
liow come it dere."

Now Ise in jail,

My eyes on de streset,
They'!'ll miss dls gal

When the time comes to eat.

They mought come get me,
Kought go my beil,
Caze a mighty fine cook
Am setten in jail.

-~Kate McAlpin Crady
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THE LAND I ¥OIOW

These are the songs I sing of the land I know--
Tell, cosl songzs _oing down to the .outhern Gulf--
I'agybe no petter son.,s than my orothers sing--
Yaybe no better land than my brothers go=-=-

But always my song and ny land, ana, so, beloveu.

This is the dreaa I've nmue
In the yellow l:eat and the thin
hesquite-tree shade.

T"hese are tre ovones I worry--
Coyote call and cactus oloom
and agarita berry.

Star lying low in the East, and moon in the West,
And the night a velvet hood for my heart tc wesr.
From horizon rim to horizon rim, one vast
Loveliness, alone and asleep in the passing darke-
Loveliness, lovely and still in the Jeweled air.

"What shall it be?" the stzrs asked.

The wind keened, "What shall it be?"

I touched my lyre. Miiphtesong," I said,
"oprom one who has loved the sea,"

The moon in the Viest was questioning
And curved to a golden stain,

The land it touchec was a level land,
"ewgnd one who has loved the plain."

The oleander hedges bloomed red

As a young girl's mouth.

"Another song-~and the singer, the same--
But one who has loved the south."

Wind in the shaparral, curled llke a blacksnake
whip,

Lashing with tender lashes the ones it owna--

Drawing a dusty clrcle about the bones

And the flesi and the mind of a chosen few.

Wind on the roadways, going somewhsre North,

Somewhere North to get ragged ancd edged and die--

Not pausing as it goes, but 1issulng forth

Its own lamentation, its own ultimate cry.

I, too, should cry at exile's beginning, I think,

Pushing away from my mouth, pushing away with both
hands

Cups of strange beauty offered me to drink,.
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There will oe other roads and davs, ovut never this:
The checkerea pattern of mesqulite and cune

Sewed to a net to catch Lne suwnmer ine-

Curved to a cun to hold the narvest moon.

There will e other memories and other dreans,
Zut never again the level flelds jone wiilte
Leainst the twisted thickets I have loved
Yith such a pesssionate and long celignt.

There will ne other fragrances, out none so keen
As cotton opening to the pungent alr

Already heavy with the nei hooring sea,

Already drugged with sweet bey everywhere.

-~5lcdie Joe Johnson

HIGH HOOK = GALVESTON DJEACH

Blue is the sea: & glittering incredible blue
Yrouzht from the indestructible Leart of flane:
Blue are the luminous levels of Llhe ses,
Glowing profoundly olue when the blazing whirl
The* 1s the sun burns up across the sky

And polses on the suwumit of the world.

No ships invade the glitter, and no clouds
Soar up to drift across the blinding sky;

And only long waves webbed with veins of foam
And jetting silver spray, glide up the beach
Like lazy bright-oblue dragons crawling up

Out of the deepest grottoes of the sea.

It 1s the Sun's moment: Man is allen
Ana inarticulate:; and men's proud ships
And man's exultant enterprises spin

Into the dying memory of a dream:

Flame ls trlumphant, burning even water
And burning the 1imperishable sky

And burning the inconquerabvle seal

-=-Stanley E. Babb



STAR ALUOVE TLS LULE

Over the dune

'ir.e grasses,

And in the grass,
L star.

I turn my face

“rom the water,

s'or waves are so [lne
And far,

And full moons
Qver the wzter
Are arrozant
TO surpass.

I mmch prefer
This rarer thing--
A stsr in the
Tangled grasse.

-=-31lddie Joe Johnson

A SORBG OJ SHIPS

Valiant ships and Lesautiful

Proudly swaying by:

Clipper-ships with wind-filled sails
Against a lyrie sky.

Tremp-ships~--ugly in a harbor
Loading cotton bales--

Are rarely beautiful at sea
Struggling with great gales.

Gaunt skeletons of broken ships
Scattered down a beach

Where only grey waves shove and shout
With wild, unchanging speech!

-=Stanley E. Baob
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nCCEpPOn™
(Texas Coast)

I want to go nacz to that trysting place
where Texas meets the sea

In her wide-armed way,

In the wind anu spray,

With far-flung skles and freee~-

I want tn be there when the dawn rides DYy
Waking to gold the gray;

And the aged salt cedars

Stralghten a bit;

Saluting the strong, young dav...

I long to Se there when the stars tumble down
The walls of the night-blue sky;

And watch from my window

A tilwid moon

That, at length, walks royallye..

But, 0L, to awske in the still small hours
When the sea birds talk with the wind;

And the night is a story,

Wondrously tolad,

And Dreathlessly heard to the end.

~-fathrine Hymas Willlams

MARSHLAND

Water and reeds and a rustling wind;
A blackbird tilting a mullion tall,
The circling whir of a night hawk's wings;
A kildee'!s chirp and a loon's shrill
call.

Night coming down on the low marshland,
A star peering out of a western sky,
And floating down from the darkening heights
The plaintive honk of a wild fowl's cry.

-=Grace Noll (Crowell



GALVZ5UOYN ZEACL

A century of yesterdays ago

0ld Jean Lafitte once paced along this beach

A glorious nrivateer with flyin; hesir--

A cutlass dangling from his Lip, & brace

Of silver=nounted pistols in his belt--

His grey eyes Jright for conquest of new shores,
For captureu car,oes of rare sprinklin. Jewels
stolen by 3paniard from Peruvian tombs,

Stout oaken casks of Jamaleca run,

Insots of _old and heavier leather bags

Of silver dust from ulstant Darien.

0ld Jeen Laf'itte once naced along these sancs,
Surveved tlie misty sea for Spanish galleons
Sweepl ¢ up from Panama with _o0ld

AnG precious freights--lusted for the sharp

High clamour of battle: rattle of pistol-shots--~
Thunder of broadsides--crash of falling spars--
Loud cries to Christ for quarter--shouts of joy~-~
Spurts of hot blood-=-surrender-«sharp conmands-«
The eager landins of treasure~chests--

And then the scuttling of the captured vessels:
The wild red laughter of tre rioting flames

Above a littered sea...

0l1ld Jean Lafitte once wandered down these sands,

And watchecd the aay's red death, the swirling
gulls,

The golden doubloon of the rising moon,

Remembering days of splendour: mornings when

lie ourled ,0ld ashore on Los luertos,

Yidnights when his schooner "Pride"

Cut past Nigger liead with all sails drawing,

%1ld battles with great storms of Yucatan,

And nlghts with wine and (irls at Porto bBellos...

01d Jean Lafitte once paced this beach and cried
From wanderlust that shook his heart, and looked
Up to the sky for winds and clouds, and told

His aves on the rosary of stars,

i£nd then along the last bleak beach of life,

He proudly strode, and out across the sea

Into the white mists of oblivion...

-=3tanley E. Babb



1¢0

VAVELETS AT NOOXN

The little waves snec.. u> the becch
Lrowning my feet 1n spray,

hina then they bturn and scamper back,
Laughing out merrily.

They bld me come ana follow Uliem,
And throw my rhymes away,

They bld me leave my pipe and 200is
Ano sail the Jlue-zreen sea.

And when they see e hesltate

Anc wonder wunat to sav,

They run along tle oeaci enc laugh
Their little scorns a2t ue.

~~3tanley E. o8bb

WAVES AT OUNSET

You!ll never know how fine a thing is life,

How good it 1s to laugh and be allve,

Until you've caught the marvelous running strife--
The long lithe curl-~the poise--and the sudden dive
0f breaking waves....You've mnever seen the face

Of beauty, till you've tramped the peach and known
The lift of green waves anc their brilliant grace
Toppling and swirling into glittering foam.

Oh, nothing is more lovely thasn the sea
Jumbling In turmolls of bright ravelling spray
And singlng out 1its anclent litany

All down a beach at the dim edge of day

%hen wild red sunsets smoulder in the sky
Drenchlng the sea with beauty recklessly.

--Stanley E. Babb
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GALVEST

Q0 fated victim of the Gulf's grest storm!

mt yesterday thy proud, Lrperious form

Stood monerch~liike aocove the soutlern sea
Wnose warm waves washed thy feet so tenderly;
The lofty head held high with power rife,

That hot heart throovinyg with commerclal life.

Today, proud city of tiie waters deep,

Thou art laid low, and many people weepl!

Wind-swept and water-soszlied thy ghastly face

Trny desolated heart a durial plsce;

While o'er thy breast tle rage~spent ses-wind
tolls

The death-knell of six thousand stira_cling
sonlst

--James Courtney Clhallis

KIDWIGHT - A LEDIWAVICY

"Yow mere than ever seews it richi to die
To cease upon the midnipght without pain'"--
Thus once wrote Keuts, hearing the high sweet raln
Of deathless pirdsong tumbling from the sky
In ecstasy=-~the nightingale's thin cry
Trembling through the dark~-a living strain
0f wild immortal music bright with psin,
e lyric chorale of infinity.

Perhans 1f he could tramp along this beach

And hear those gaunt black waves and seagulls make
wild antiphonles, he would love such tunes

Above the night-bird's minstrelsy, and break

His heart with hungering for the sea,

And deem lts runes a loveller threnody.

-=3tanley . Babb
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Outvers dound for Singapore

Steaning to Cathay,

A trampeship shoulders across the sunseb
Through a race of wind=-flung spray.

I watchh the ship: a fading dlur

Against the flaming sky;

“hile gsrey waves tumdle along the beuch
And ses_ulls siirl and cry.

Ly dreaws 1lift thelr wilde ecgle-wings
And follow the ship away,
Qutwsrd=bound for oSingaporse,

Steasing to Cathay.

-~-3tanley E. Babb

SEA=-YIHD 0N THI PRAIRIE

WWhen wild geese mutter from the smoky sky,

And tawny leaves drift slowly to the ground,
The sea-wind leaves the waves; its piercing cry
Unon the prairie slopes begins to sound.

O how it mourns along the dim ravine,

And how the tortured mesqultes twist and lean,
While, like an angry tide, the wind beats ont
The wash of waves throbs in the prairie cane,
To die away along the upland heath,

And now a crash of doom comes from the plain,
The sound of breakers as they bare thelr tseth.

And lonely folk start from their inland sleep,
In terror for men drowning in the deep.

-=-3erta Hart Nance



TUILIGHS UL TARLY STARS

Zeauty criles out to sce the sun ;o down

1t 1s so lovel;, such & magic thing

Falling througl sudtly-woven webs of
cusk

Like a flame~bright orange sinikking out
of sight

In a pool of fragile, twilight-colorea
watsr.

Jeauty cries out to see such loveliness

f'ade suduenly away, and Beauty's tears

Run dow- the sizy In a rain of slilver
stars.

-

-=3tanley Z. 2aud

SHIPS AT SUNSET

The o0ld ships come,
And the old ships go;
And the sluilcing waves
Surge to and fro.

The old ships go out
Qver the sea,

And the green waves lift
Incessantly.

Grey seagulls cruise
High in the sky,
Echoing the wave=-wahh
In their shrill cry.

And the seagulls swerve
Along the sea,

And there's loneliness
In the heart of mele--

A loneliness

And a deep desire

To rove out acroas
The sunset'!s fire;
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To follow old ships
Alonyg t.e seas

7o the fartherest beaches
Of the Celebes...

-id Feats or Snelly
Iver tramp a beach

And gzreet old ships
Wwith similar sreech?

. - o
-~3tanler E. Daod

THIS BE ¥ LAND

This be my land, for I anm bred of it:

The flelds of cotton, stretching flat and wide,
Rippled by winds that sing adove the ses;
llesquite and cactus growing close Jeside

The gleaming sand-dunes; anu a live-oalk tree
That stands 2lone in bDluevonnets. Deep skies
Thet dip across to meet the fishing ooats

Or earth that cracks in parching heat. <Th> cries
Of moeking=-bird and sea-;ull add thelr notes

To melancholy whispers on the shore.

A lazy, treacheious river gently flows

Into the vaye. The twisted cedar trees; the roar
Of rhythmic, pounding waves. No winter snows
Are here, but suddenly on warm fall days

A wind from out the north swoops down to chill
The heart of life, yet soon is gone. The rays
0f drowsy wlnter suns are orightly still,
Caressing tropic winters that touch the coast

In salty mildness. . . « Fog and drizzling rain,
Or gales that lash exultantly and bvoast

Thelr power within the driving hurricane.

Here was my sculptor; it has fashioned me

And formed my heart. I know of other lands
Hemmed by mountalntops, and I can see

That beauty is enshrined an other sands,

This out a fragment of a fitted whole,

But it is part, my part, where lives my soul.

This be my land, for I am bred of it.

--Lyra Halsley Sparks
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LORL OF T.a4 VINLS

I praise the Culf Hreeze,
Chanting his ;lory,

Lord of the iiurricane,
Illghty and hoary,

¥nouting the billows

T"hat pound the beaches,
Eurlihg tle stinging rain
Until the forests

Shriek witl the n»ailn.
Astride tis blacl charger,
keen [{or ti:e race,

e topples the lof'ty

Down from their nlace.

Hie strizes the oare earth
7111l his knuckles gleam white,
And the she wolf anc ranther
Whimper In fripht.

Swift as a shadow

Iie bends the red clover;
Rifling her honey,

Thie conscienceless rover;
Caressing young lovers

¥e kisses thelr whlte skins
Till they lau,h in thelr sleep
Forgetting thelir sins...

I praise the Gulf RBreeze,
Lord of all %Winds.

-=Virginia Spates

A SAILOR'S SONG

As I sall home to Galveston
In Oleander time,

I sing a chantey of the sea,
A swinglng seaman's rhyme;

And tell the wind to wing my words

Across the churnlng foam
To let my own dear folk rejoice
That I am coming home.
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Llthougl I leave tre rolling keel,
T:e waves and briny sprey,

e sull is bluer far to me

Then Havles'! cobalb bay;

Anc yearningly I Tace the west,
Uyed orange, plum and lime,

As I sail Lowne to Galveston

In Qleancer tine.

Salt cedars will be feathered pinx,
And every humdle street

Will flsunt the wellow, rose and white
0f oleanders sweet;

What Jor wy heart antlcipates

In this sea-girdled clime

As I sall home to Galveston

In Qleander tlume!l

-=Hazel Harper Harris

PRE-SEASON

Only last week this cluttered beach was bare,
Curved as a shell is curved, its loneliness
Touched by the strange seats passionste cares,
But never wholly eased. A bright despsair,
Part of the sun and wind, hung always there,
Sealing tlis beauty with its own impress.

Tven the gulls were lonelier emphasis

Along the lonely reaches of the air.

What had the sandy shore to do with fields
Grown heavy as the harvest cowmes to virth,

That silence, once unsullied, now should be
Stained with the crazy frult the season yields?
whot curlous sympathy of earth for earth
wulckens this far-flung curving of the sea?

II

Thelrs was a oltter dream, but stlll a dream,
Who came from everywhere, but nowhere much,

And drew their merch (if you could call it such)
Here to & close. By trucke~load, flivver, team,
And different roads they came, led by a gleam



As white as sea-foam flung for thie.n to touch
Perhanrs for the first time. (Oh, hope they cluteh,
Light the aull eyes oy deing what you seecil)

Too early yet! Tiey know it, out they stay
Here where the silence was--here where the moon
Piled blac!: and silver shadows on the foam.

Toon early yett DSutbt here Leslde the bay

Thie wind is ; 004, even at shadeless noon,

And they have called far poorer places home.

ITI

This is the pilciier's camp a litile space;
deauty is torn to wrake the pleker's nest;
Silence ls zathered {row the veach's breast

To line the noisy wagone~children's place.

The z2ulls cry louder now. Thelr shadows treace
A specter on the sands the sea has pressed.
The deay is startled [rom its orizhit unrest;
The night is frightened by a hungry face.

Here with the run-down car--the wagon-bed--
The plcker's past is crushed in o0x and 2in;
The future sleeps its pre-birth sleep beneath
Ti:e openiny boll--the blossom's white anc red;
Only the present, as the sea comes in,

3lips its lone poignance to a hurried sheath.

-=-3i0Gle Joe Johnson
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THZ DESERT

Sand and endless sweep of cactl;
Gnarled mesquite and prickley pear;
ccotillo, stately, flame-tipned;
Sky of turguoise; crystal air.

Throuch a haze of amber sunlight
Sarrhire mountains touch the skye=-
3tealth1ly a lean coyote
Stills a gopher's frishtened cry.

Overhesd a vuzzard circles,
Watching, waiting, pratliently;
Long-eared rabbits, still as st:tues,
Wlalt beneath a stunted tree.

Presently dead stillness hushes
Every sound. The desert sleeps.

Far away a whispy dust cloud
Spirals up and onward creeps.

-~-Jancy Richey Ranson

TO A GIANT CACTUS

Oh, cactus of a desert land,
Fenced in by naked hills,

thet 1s there in that barren sand
That needs such sentinels?

Abristle in the glaring heat,
Alike to friend and foe,

Hoarding water cool and sweet,
That lets you live and grow.

Like a cross with arms outflung
Stark oeeuty deomed to die;

For those hot sands that gave you

birth

At last will crucily.

~-Almeda Harding Shurbert
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SAYD STORIT

The west wind olows
The arifting sand:

I watelr it sift
Promw a Cosmic Iitnd--

Dust of tl.c stars,
Dust of the sea,
Cust of tie decd,
Ceaselessly=-~

I'ountalins and men
vho left no trace,
Ride with the wina
In a dusty race;

Dark multitudes
Co swiftly by,
4s I must ride,
As I must {1y,

Shall I behold

The drifting sand
When my dust olows
Across the land?

~=Patrick L. horeland

SAD STORNM

A blush

Like sunset, lles across the west;

A hush

Like midnight, hovers over the plains;
A brush

0f breeze ripples the prairie's crest,
A rush

Of wind, and lo, the sand storm reignsi

--Vaida Stewart lMontgomery
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A prouwd ind, a Iree vind,
£nd srootl acres swin,lng

In sea=_reen, and jacec-green
And year=-old orovin;

A lad wina, a sure wind,

Anc [iele oirds winging,

with mad, racing tumble-weeds
Light as thistle-down.

A home~winég, & hearth wind,

Anu men drawn close together;

with hegrt-strength and arm=-strength
Thet 1ift and laugh along

The orave wind, the sure wind,

“hLe wine in the wezther; ’

Spirit of the Plains-folk

Woven into song.

-=0race F. Guthrie

SANDSTORI:

The sun 1s shining yellow lilte a plece of clay;
The alr ls choliing, filled with flying dust.

It is high-noon, but twllight holds the day,
And every llving thing has coat of rust.

vand, bellowing and belchling, casts a blight
Upon the land, so calm a time ago.

Thousands of gritty demons take to flight

And thrust the world in ruthless vertigo.

0ld-timers hark back to their yesterdays,

And tell weird tales of how the storm came then,
The while the flends beat on, and new relays

0f stinging devils stab thelr chatter thin.

The sandstorm is a scourge West Texas knows
More ravishing thaen drouths and wind and snows.

~«William Russell Clark



BSERT SUN

1iles and miles of sunshine

£nd the gray of the rusty sage;
While far 1In the distance slumber
Red cliifs as old as age.

Immist and heat waves shimmer

In the glare of the glistening sheen;
Lyes aand senses weary

FPor a glimpse of something green.

lles and miles of sunshine--

ot a shadow or shade In sighte-
Desert glare engulfs us,

And we pray for the coming night.

-=fnnabel Farks

CACTI

'or azes you have known but desert sand,

Where thirsty winds have licked the earth
bone dry; _

Have caughit the sparks from sunset to
supply

The needed flame to make your buds expand.

But now, because you wear the desert brangd,

Butned in by currents from a heated sky,

They heve transported you to satisfy

The craze for novelty that sweeps the land.

You conquered death and ruled the arid
spots;

Were not molested until vegrant man,

Even in search of ways to rearrange

The world, uprooteu you for garcden plots.

%will you ve reconciled and fit his plan,

Or will your beauty perish by the change?

--Maude E. Cole



DESERT SONG

There's no hiding here in the glare
of the desert.
If your coat ls sham the sun shines
through;s
Here with lonely thin. s and the silence
There is no crowd for saving you.

Here love lests a little longer

And hate leaves hear a heavy scar--

3ut we, witl. the desertt!s beauty of
distance,

Are always dreaming of places far.

If you have come to start a kingdomni--
Qur eyes have looked on Rome and Tyrel
But if you come with dreams for bagiase,
S5it with us by the cedar lirel

--(len %wWard Dresbach

FORT PHANTON HILL

They tell us that gray shades assembdled here
At dusk, upon this hill where long ago
The redman and the shaggy ouffalo
Fell back before the warrior ploneer.
Nothling 1s left between these peaceful flelds
To say who won or lost who fought or fell;
Nothing save ruined chinrneys and well,
These, und the shadows that the twilight yields.

Now there is rustic peace upon the place,
A calmer wildness than was here of o0ld;
Lee, snd his men have vanished, and the foe
Are dust upon the brown earth's wrinkled face.
But some say that when the norther bleak and cold
Whines round the hill, pale ghostfires leap and
glowe.

-=John Knox
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SURARO BCLLS IN TEE MOONLIGET

Down & trail of thie mountain,
Far out through the cedared dells
Ané on throuzh the sands turned silver,
I heard the burro vells-~
Like bells made out of the moonlight,
On a phantom ourro train
Coming from E1l Dorado,
To fade on a moonlit plain.

Far, by some lost mine's portal,
I heard a coyote cry--
But I heard no shouts from a driver
“hen the burro train went by,
%o beat of hoofs in the moonlight,
o c¢lank of the saddled ore-~
Only the passing nmusiec
Of bells the burros wore.

Down & trail of the mountain--
Then where across the nlain?
1 strained my eyes In the moonlight
To see the bLurro traine--
And saw but the drift of shadows
Past heignhts, through cedared dells,
Then heard drift out in silver
A fTading sound of bvells.

-=Glen ‘iard Lresbach

RANGE CATTLE

The cattle drifted slow across the plain

kunching the sparse dry grass and clumps of sage,

And now and then they caught the smell of rain,

Born on the wind. A sudden cry of rage

Broke from the herd bulls' throats as lightning flashed

From out the black massed clouds wlth somber din,

While howling wind and hall and thunder crashed

Across the range; and darkness gathered in

The lowing herd, with great eyes wide with fright

Their bodies huddled stark against the night.
«=0l1llle Roediger
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CYCLE

Can you Dblame the wolf for killing
If the calves are fat, and chilling
Northers bend his bony frame<t

Must the coyote and the vulture,
Disregaraing Nature's culture,
Leave the carceasses in shanme?

Now the prickly=-pear is thriving
In the bone-dust, but tne driving
Yotorist can never see

All the death vehind the living,
And the wezker still are glving
To the stronger.....endlessly.

-=larvin . iiller

DESERT LUSK

The sun half=loath to qult day's parted husk,
Coes down, lingering on the yucca-tips

As 1f to stay the slow advencing dusk

with one last filery apocalypse.

The early stars are lighted in the sky

Where crimson and magenta smoulder. I'ar

A coyote 1lifts a lonely, quavering cry

Unto what ever wolfish gods there are,
Volcing his deep insatiable lust to kill,
And far the answer of the hunting pack

Is borne to him. Suddenly all i3 stille-
The quarry turns, gray shadows at his back...

In some deep canyon-bed tomorrow's sun
W1ill glance upon a fresh-picked skelton.

=i, B+ Bard



PUNERAL
Qut on the prairie the swall owls call;
The cattle are holding a funersal.

They mill around a stack of oones,
And grieve thelr dead in plaintlve moans.

Bach must sniff at the carcass there--
A& hunk of hide and horn and halir.

He was their brother, before he fell,
A vietim of drouth, or of stampece's hell.

Now he 1is dead, and tliey bleat and bawl.
while over the pralirle the small owls call.

~-~Valda Stewart lontomery

'’EZ 3URKRO

He's little and ket's stubborn and he's tough
He's vatient till you try to overload,

And then he doesn't argue, or get rough,

le simply plants his feet, and spurns the road.

fetll so0 where horse or even mule would balk,
IIis tiny feet have carved a trail through hell,
If meditative burro just could talk,

What grisly tales of horror he could telll

He's watched the puny mite that we call man
0o raving mad with hunger, and with thirst,
He's lifted tired eyes to Heaven's span,

And simply cocked an ear when God was curseds.

Alone, among the rattlers and the sand,

He'll forage far and trace the hidden spring,
Then 1ift his head to bray, "Ain't Nature grand?"
It's gratitude that makes the burro sing.

-=I,. Case Russell
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Ty IO GRANLE HILLS

*hen I rode south at twenty,
Then flrst I saw tihem stand,
The little nills of lMexico,
Across the Rio Grande.

I have seen taller hillsides,
2ut none thut spoke to me

0f love and welcome danger
And all thet cane to be.

e vears lLave bloored arc faced,
I'1l rnever ride again;

Tr:e bugle of adventure

rust sound for younger men.

HSut still they seem to beclon,
Across the yellow sand,

The little hills of Mexico,
Along the Rio Grande.

--Berta liart liance

TL.I LAW WEST OF TLE PECOS

You ruled beyond thie Pecos, feudal, bold,
Dispensed high<handed justice from your chalr,
The kings with vested soverelznty of old

Could well have lesrned of you, and felt despair.
Tall tales still linger-~that you fined the dead
"Por packing guns," or closed the court to scan
The statutes, finding "ot a word," you said,
"Agalnst the law to kill a Chinaman."

Your law is gone, Judge Bean; the West is tamed,
And all sedately now the Pecos flows.,

There 1s still justice,~-not the kind you named,
But dull and drev, that precedents impose

Yet all Romance gained flavor from your leaven,=--
I hope they've given you & court in heaven!

-=Dorothy Calloway



NIGHT SKeTCE

Auturin night--

Aloof and strangelw cool;

£ hizh white moon

Stencileu in the east;

Iridal wreath,

Zmbrolidering a trermlous silence
Alony the weathered nalings

Of the fence;

A sllhioueite of slencder palm lsaves
Tapping

e olue zrey silence of the night;
Ana from the alstance shadows

Of the old fort

Coumes the long full blasts

Cf a silvered bugle--

Taps.

~=Lois Virginia Lavidge

ThE SOMNG OF 7YHXZ COYOTE

I stood beneatq a huge, protecting oak

The vark of which was rough but beautiful,
The night wes dark, the thickness of the air
Confused the clouds aoove and mace them dull.

Then Crom the distant cliffs, I knew not where,
There came a cry that froze the heavy alr--

A wild thin wail that chilled the cliffs afar--
A spurned coyote howling to a star.

I thought: though poets laud the feeble sird,
Of this coyote, none have sald a word,

Yet ah, the power of that eerie cry

To thaw the soul and melt into the sky.

Mallgnant as they are, throughout the wood
The meansst often have a touch of good.

~-=Frank Goodwyn
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CAVALCALE

Indian, trapper, cowboy, ploneer--

'ith what an abandon they ride, arrayec

In crude anc savage splendor! The cavalcade
iias topped the distant rise as cavalier

As in the day they rode this grim frontier;
“lno bravely in its conquest-drama played
Their tragic roles, now turnilnj undismayed,
“lave nonchalant farewell and disarnear.

The desert zives no quarter, asking none.

The players 0, the mighty stage remains
Insensate, dull beneath the desert sun.

Yet by thelr camp~fires when the day ls done
l.en hear the veat of hoofs across the plains,
The rumole of approaching wacon trains.

-=/11liarm Z. Bard

SUNSET ON THE DESIRT

Tawny and sinister this desert land

Has stretched its length, its broad and endless way.
Far to the south the ancient mountalns stand,

Barren of beauty, stripoved of grace today.

The high sun raises its merciless white heat,

Only & wild and savage growth is here.

Long, long asnd weary kours, then cool and sweet,

A small wind ruffles the land, and night is near.

The sun hangs low=--a strange wild radiance

Is flooding the land-~the ocotillo's tips

Are points of fire--the yucca's green spears dance,
The sand is scarlet as the red globe slips

Beyond the far horizon's rim. A hush

Ia on the land, nefore a caunvas spresad,

As God Himself stoops down and with a brush

Paints the wide desert purple, olue, and red.

The mountains are as luminous and bright

As if each held some incadescent light.

-=Grace Noll Crowell



THS CACIUS

Itow crabbedly it grows=-
Brnmesheu in bitter thorn
A8 if to 1life it owes
e acridness of scorn.

But 0, the tender oud

It offers to the sunt

And petaled out, what flood
Of beauty is begun.

This inconsistency

Is paradox, in part;

And you, whose words sting me
llay wecr a flower at heart.

-=Tucle G111l Price

SIIEEPHERDER

Six months ago I quit my dogs and flock

To come down~hlilll, and I been farming since;
Broxe up my land, and traded for sowe stock,
Dug me a well, and strung & line of fence.

I guess I ought to be content: my hay

Is thick along the ditch and ankle~deep,

¥y Jersey brougnht a heifer calf to-day,

And fellows don't get nowheres herdin' sheep.

But when the flocks go by me left or right,
Somehow I can't do nothin' till they pass:

I ¢limb the barn to watch them out of sight,
And sniff the dusty sheep=-smell In the grass.

And when strays bleat at night from soue
hill-shelf,
I hate my plow, by God! =~and hate myself.

--Fay M. Yauger
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LOCOZD

I am a locoed yearliing;

1.y father was the boldest oull
That ever roamecd the Vest;

A baroed wire fence

To hin: meant little more

Than a Dbriar vins,

And every oull

That crossea nis path

Was branded

By my father's mighty horns.
¥y mother always wallred

With head erect

With the {oremoat of the herd.
I might heve been the peer

Of any monarch of the plains.

But before the taste of milk was off my
tongue

1 chewed the loco weed;

It stunned me into a thing

The cowmen call a "dogy."

The other day the ranchers cawe and drove
the herd

7o other pastures,

Because the drouth had parcued the 2rass

And sapped the watering places.

I lagged, until they had to cut me out,

And, es the last hoof passed, I heard a cowboy
say:

"Poor liztle devil, he Just can't go no furtheri!

I saw them outlined on the farthest hill,
And in my feeble way I trled to go,

For they were headed for a land untouched
By the fevered breath of drouth.

In fancy I could see the flowing streams
And waving grasses,

And hear the rustle of green cottonwoods,
Zenerous with their shade.

When the cool night gave me heart again

I struggled after.

How long I trailed them, I will never know
Nor just how far my puny legs had traveled.
The days were filled with tortures

And the nizhts with terrors.

11



A thousand times I sighted pools

Of silvery water jusi ahead,

AnG as often saw them vanish,

And instesd were yellow lakes of firec,

I'y oreath zrew hotter than the prairie wind.

The lazy vultures circled overheaa,
Content to wait

And take their chance with the coyotes
That haunted me.

At last I sturnled into a fence and fell;

Tiere in a canyon, miles away

From any oti:er dwellling

Was the shack of a homesteader.,

Tize owner sprang upricat but qulckly stooped

Ancd lald his jun aside,

And bent sbove me with & question In his eyes.

Ile seemed no more than a shadow

Of any man that rode behind the herd.

His fingers trambled as they stroked my
scrubby hide.

"Sot Vou Dear the brand andé earmarks
Of the lherd that passed thls wawv.

You knock-~lineed, measley creature

vlith your thickly swollen tongue;

Torn with thorns and brulsed and bleeding,
Locoed, too, without a doubt,

Starved and perishing--~I wonder--

D1d those scoundrels cut you out?
Leave you without a chancel

That's the way theyr serve a weakling--
Cut us out, without a chancet™"

I felt a drop of water on my parching skin

As his shaking hands caressed me.

"And yet--there is a chance, and I will give
you one.

Wheat's mine 1s yours, there's water in my tank
to run us Ddoth

Until it rains--if rain it ever does--

If not we'll go down together.

Henceforth we are brothers.

Who knows? The spring

lay bring green pastures flowling streams.

Fresh courage to us both.

Perhaps together we may yet fight back.

I, to, am locoedt"

--Vaida Stewart Montgomery
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LOODS O T PANHAYNLLE
Jrooding

Under tiie younyg green of tie grass
I.ile upon mlle of softly rollin_ plain
Stretches away to tiie west.

The dari: swords of oear-grass

Stand guard over the silence.

Stran;e hiow white are oleaching bones
In such a lonely place.

I1lusion

Far across tiwe dry sand of the river
The c¢liffs lie in a shifting Laze.
Many tiues each day,

From the door of my house on thie nesa,
I watch their chan ing hues.

Each time I find new colors there,
Pale grey, gold, lilac, rose and oluee~=-
A shinmer of pastel skades.

As the hours drift past

I think the cliffs

l'ust catch their rainbow lights.

Lestasy

I stand on the edge of the mesa,

And my lover, the rushing wind,

Comes laden with the freshness of tle sage.
H{is eager lips touch my hair.

As I stand laughing and 1lift my arms to him,
A swift joyousness fills ne,

And I become elusive--intangivle«-

One with the wind.

Passion

Hour after hour, the wind, a maddened glant,

Rushes across the plailns,

Whipping mercilessly upon the tender green of
spring,

Where there I1s no resplte, no fitful gusts

Within whose spaces some relief can come.

I'y garden 1is bare,

Stripped of 1ts springing life.

The sweet freshness of my house

Is filled with a shifting, stiffling current

That will not let me breathe.
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I long for eveniag,

'‘hen the wina with tired si_ns,
Shall lie down

To galn new strength

Before another day.

Repose

Tall reeds gleam dark against the sunset,
Half buried in the sand,

Lizainst a line of fence-posts

Hung with saggoing wire,

The flaming sunset darkens,

And grery nigirt holds the plains.

--Ruth Jarrison Irances

YUCCA TY TLT ROADSIDE

Long ago, the red of clay

And my crumbly shelving rock=--
These I saw, and, far away

Shaggy blson-hump and hock,

And the velvet backs of deer,

And the raobit's tearing pace,
(Bulging eye and streaming ear,)

And the Indian's stealthy grace.

Yet, though now no horses shy
At a skill half-hid in grass,
And the sleek black highways lle
Where the dim trail used to pass,

Cactus, Caliban of plants,

Still disports with twisted limb;
Zutterflies about him dance,

liaking golden sport of him.

Redblrds dress as for a ball

When the larch winds hush and warm,
I upon my crumbling wall

Lend to June my silver charm.

Spite of all tl.e loud new ways,
Here my splky leaves grow thick,
And from out their green I ralse,
Holy, white, my candlestick.

~-Jeannie Pendleton Hall



PRAIRIL GHOST

Lown near the Animas .ell, ther tell,
here silvereu rasses lean,

ind near to tie Alo Crande sand
“here tall winds curve and keen,

La ola rancl. gate has & shost to boast,
And never that gate can wve

rastened all i wt Ly nlier of vire
Lnc never by lock or keyr.

Ferinaps an lndian Chilef in rlef
wldes in high disdain,

Rices hils anclent rat’ in wrath
Tor tiie loss oI '.is owen plain.

L4

Yo tracks are left on tle Jrounc arounde-=~
7o 8killful Indlawu Drave

viould leave a sign on trail or rail
Trom either side of the grave.

Only tlie scorn of his mind we [ ind--
Jecorn that the tall ana free
Open a gate to the stars afar,
Then close it with lock and key.

--frances Alexander

PALO DULO CANYOM
Dawn

Dawn stirred beneath the nlght's soft voverlet,
Awoke and vathed herself in sparkling dew;

Then fragrant as a rose began to stroll

Along the canyon's trail and caught a view

Of tiny birds, astir within their nests

That frescoed palnted walls o'er hung with blue.

Morning

She saw the busy Sun begin to make
His lovely filigree of . olden lace,



AnG watched Lll:ie spancled water leap tie rocus

4nd run away with lauy_iiter on its face,

t1le !lorning nade insr-ection of ler frocis

0 cnose tre one that matecl:ec er winsome
race.

v
il

%

Hoon

TlL.e wvesry sun God, craving rest, ssw KNoon,

ind caught tie dazzliny melden to hls oreast--
Ile wooed l.er undernestl: the shady tree:z

ang tanght her how to follow Lovel!s behest--
She 1estlec with contentrent, In Lis srus,

£nd never tliouoht to question were it vesct.

night

e left lLer Greamy-eyeG anc went Lls way

Ina worved iis magic until Dusk lad neared
/1t pale mauve vells, to shrine the dying La7,
r.e canyon rested-~jeweled kizh:.t appearsd,
%hen sunset-rose had turned to ashen grey,

A low-svung starllizikt ell the scene endeared.

-=-Nore Keflley lahon

LITTLE HOUSES I THEE WisT

You stand in lonely valleys where the sun
Of western alfternoons ralkes the hills gold
Agalnst the Dlue, while clouds thit are your ships
Sail on aloft with dreams stowed in the hold.

You dot the breathless l:illtops here anc there,
That crouch upon the sun-baked, thirsted sands

with tumbleweeds that race like ghostly steeds
Into the night, guided by phantom hands.

The long flat plains know well your squatted shapes
Faecing the salted winds that run ashore

Singing of ships somewhere beyond your ken
3ringing their low-voiced chanteys to your door.

2]
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The mountsins ¥now your wood suke, &nus tlc streaas
ilave cau.hit the orave reflection of your 1li ‘¢,
Swift rains have beaten drwis upon your roof
And helped to .salie symphonies of t..e nijLt.

Your roofls stare vacl: el sun s2¢ moon and ster,
Indiffersent to bhi l winds and t.e rein,

A8 long as cwoke curls [row your chimney piece
anc canclelizit shiines from a viindow »ane.

-~Crystal Iastings

IN PRAISE OF IIP=ERELCTION

The lmperlfections of tne eartl,
The crudest things thereof,
i'ave claimeu ny stanchest loyalty,

And my dearest love.

I have loved tiie prairie
Since I saw lier wes

£ Jagmed cunyon on her Lreast
Like a croix de guerre.

I have loved wesquite trees
Since a winter day

When they bared theilr grarled limbs
In a brave ballet.

And when 1 {irst saw cactus blooms
On a hunchwaclied stem,

I foreswore all other flowers
And gave my love to them.

The wounded, writhen, homely things,
Earth or flower or tree,

Have always claimed my dearest love
iy stanchest loyalty.

--Vaida Stewart Lontgomery
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Dawn
The dunes are nuns at praycrs; silver apc still g
Ther kneel, God's suppliants, in tlie pearl-grer 1isht
of dawr, that Dreaizs in slleaces t- shrill
Tuet bird songs fall upon the rin 2L night;
The sun, a trunpect-{lower veut from pold,
3wars on its hwiwden stem ana drenches earth
viith yellow pollen that dispels tlie cold
Lna brings ile desert lieat ajaln to oirth.

The slliz, tall yucca tresovles wrere 1 stand;

Its caggers 1il't their points to fecl the sun
That sharpens ther. to thin designs on sanc;

I toucl: the white ouds, sll, anc choose .ut one.
And will she comne my tall, pale yucca flower$
Ler voice, llze haunting whispers of olu tunes,
Holds me here walting, waitling for &n hour

"hen si.e may cowe to ne acrosgs the dunes.

Heat

You hear the droning locusts anG tie sweet,
High pipling of cicadas srom the bed

Of Seven pevils Cresk, where the nesquite
Thorns snare tne sun anc scem to burn with rec?t
iven mesquite is parched to feel this sun.

The sandlike strirs cub from a netal Leaven!
See how the writhing heat waves lLave begun

To rise? The devils,--were there only seven?

Cobalt and silver and the green of Jade...
leat weaves a half transparent tapestryv;
Tien dizzily the waves of color fade

Lnd swirls of glitter malie & filisree--

A filigree of glare and yellow light

That burns into our eyes through afternoon.
sven in dusk that brings a cool blue night
I see the heat waves dancing on the moon.

Night

See how the sage brush slants before the wind,

A mad wind crying for the slim witeh girl
Shadowed agalnst the moon. The broom weeds bend
And now the sand lmps have pegun to whirl

Out of the dark in frantic ecstasy.
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The cactus devilst Therel...the sillouettes
Acalnst the wlite saad reslin  CGrunhenly!

Tre stars are jone, .mt still ti:e lone winc frets.
The darw :as wallec us in. 1 Taso's lig. ts

ire Clotteu out, anu only sand ls nere,

Pale s:znd thst zeeps tl.e secret of tliese ni'nts,
Too cshostly beartliful {o n:srsor fear.

“he grasses shriver at the lonely song

"he maa winds malie a nocturne of despair.

A gaunt-limoved coyote's howl echoes along.

The witeh girl in tiie moon lets down Ler helir,

-=Cherie "orman 3pencer

VEST TEXAS WIWD

There was & tlme 1 hated you, loud Jest Texas Tind,

Agsaulting with your cauvstic sand while tirelessly
you dinned

%With raucous bag nilpes blowing L1ll tlhe Decten
traveler must

Imagine howling coyotes hldden in the choking dust.

sut I have cowme to love the roaring challenge of
your call,

A dare to wately iy strensth against your pelting
arsenal;

The surge of you exhllerates and keeps the spirit
flexed,

3xulting In the press of llf'e thaut holds & stirring

text.

The bagpipe-coyote motif blends within the larger
theme

An organ oratorio whose harmony of sbheme

Can change a lusty movement to a murmurec lullaby

And roll a final battle song triumphant to tlhie sky.

-~Ruth Humphreys
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THE PRAIRIE DOG
(Another vanishing settler fron the Atllene Countr;)

IHipt ipt You little devil sitting -ul Lhere in
the sunt

Lhat is thet you're alwu;s saying? Sec the little
rescals runl

"Cheep, chieep, cheep--we don't lilke strangers,
Cheep, cheep, clieep--this is our home,

Chip, chip, chip~-~-now don't you come here,
Cheep, cheep, cheep, chi, chip, cheep-~chomel™

fie has vanishea In his castle, always bullt
in holy ground

Cn tue Vestern Yexas prairies-~hundreds of theile-
all around.

They are brown or rec or tawny, larger than
the largest rat,

1ialf a squirrel, half a ravolt, and as active as
a cat;

short of tall which wags with ousiness very hard
on grass or Jrains;

Skipping, pleying, tri-pling, praying=--round their
pulpits on the plains.

They do not live with snakes or owls-~that idea
is absurd,

Iror we watched them scold sucl nelighbors, aye,
And this is what we heard:

"Cheep, cheep, cheep~--now don't you come here.
Cheep, cheep, cheep-~this is our hone.

Cheep, cheep, cheep=-we hate intruders
Cheep, cheep, cheep, chi, chip, cheep chomel™

==t7Tilliam Lawpence Chittenden

TEE RANCHMAN'S RIDE

Hurrah for a ride on the prairies free,
On a flery untamed steed,
Where the curlews fly and the coyotes cry,
And a fragrant breeze goes whispering bys
Hurraht and away with speed.
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Witl. lef't ieand 1ijlt on the oridle-relr,
Lnu saddle--irtus circ:eu behing,
Wwith a lariat tiec at tiie pommel's silue,
Lnd lusty bronelios true ana trieq,

Vie'll race with tne whistli., wind.

We are off and away, lil-e a {lash of lignt,

As swift as tie shotiing star,
As an arrow flies toward 1its dlstaat prize,

Ont on we whirl toward the shimmering s.ies;
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrall

As free as a vird o'er pillowy sea

Ve sizim th:e [lowerea Divide,
Lile seamews strong we fly along,

Yihile tne eartli resounds with gcalloping song
As we plunge througu tue [ragrant tide.

Avaunt with your rides in crowded townsl

lve me the prairies free,
There the curlews fly and the coyotes crv,

And thie heart expancs 'neath the azure sky;
Ahl thatt's the ride Tor ne.

-~=l, Lawrence Chittenden
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Ty PALRZE'YS BELACOY

vilth eager eyes an lnuian peerea

Into the derkness of the nigut,

And 1.8 canoe i.e swiftly sl.eered

Trom risut to left from left to ri Lt
ror lost within the uvlinding fog,

I'e saw th.e mad waves roll and tous,
Anc found both sna_ anu sunken log
.t not the FPadre's beacon crocs.

e dinped ils padele in tlie ses,

Anc founc its derth now lessg, now ..ore;
Ana where le thouyl.t the pass would be
I’e only lfound a weccstrewn shore.

iie juestlicneu of ti.e iidden stor,

Anc counseleu witlh tl.e waning moon,

Zut fourd no answer, nesr or far,

only the lone cr;r of the loon.

And e hac steered by wave and wind

To where the br-acon cross should oe,

The t markeu the palce where all mighi Tlnd
The was into the Trinity.

For there, among Cynress trees pgrown [ ray,
Thie padre's little hut showed white,
Zeneath a shining cross oy dav,

And in e taper's gleam by hight.

But vandal hands had cut adrift

The padre's beucon in the night,

And without nrayer, and without shrift,
s sea wrecked soul at dawn took flight,
And now who sails the Lay at night,

And scans the dark witi: eager eyes,

Out of tne seu, grown gray with light,
Can see a beacon cross arise,

For slnce thet night long, long ago,

When clouds hang wide anu fogs lie deep,
For him that laid that beacon low

There 1s no rest In death, or sleep,

All night he 1ifts 1t from the seg,

All night he strives, and strives in vsin;
He stands it up, out when set free

It sinks into the sea again.

-=John P. Sjolander



Deafic nOL3 £ DINTO POLY

Death roce a pinto pony
Alony;, the hlo (reance,

Zeslde t..e trail iis shadow
a5 riding oa the stad.

“i'e look upon hils youthful face
wag sinister anc dar.,

Anc the pistol in j.i1s scavuard
ilad never missed ..ls rari.

ie moonligkt on the river
“as brigitt as wolten ore,

Tl.e rirnles Lroie in whispers
Ll tle sandy shore.

Tiie breath of pralrie flowers

llad made the night-wina sweet,
find a mocking=-bird nade rerry

In & lacy-leafed nesquite.

Death looked toward the river,
He looled toward th.e land,

He book his oroasd sombrero off
And held it in his hand.

ind Deatl: felt sowething touch Lim
He could not uncerstand.

The liglt's st l.adden's ranch-house
Were nrighter than the moon,

The girls came tripping in like deer,
The [iddles were in tune.

And Death saw through the window
The man he came to kill,
£nd he that Gla hesltate
Jat hesitating still.

A cloud came over the moon,

The moon came out and smiled,
A coyote howled upon a hill,

sat hesitating still.

Death drew his hand scross his brow,
As if to move a stain,

Then slowly turned his pinto horse
And rode away again.

==hitney lLiontgomery



CORONLI O 2h TUHD TIXAas PLALIS

I see Iin. on thwat sallless sea
“n.cre never a oillow brealks

e rides lile a kin. of Llestiny

Tre unuarked road rls charger maizes

Up frow the desert 1:1ills of tihe snutl,
higl.t on the snectral courscrs [llde.

Gallantly on th. t unknown sea
The treoopers rlde and ride.

Flashk In tio morning sun

Their srms llie a phantom ori,ade,
A8 rings on the alr the victory song
Of tle Spanish Cavalcsade.

wWaves from cthe spear of a cavalier
The martlal vemer of wmignty 3pain.
Flee the antelope anc the deer--
Yot a foe on the voundless plain.

He reins hls steed on the cap-rock's edge;
Gleams in the sky his burnislied vlade=-~
Boldly ride to thelr leader's side

The 3panlsl cavalcade.

His eye sweeps over the far-spread land,
As kindles acmbitlons glowing fire.

A conquerer's sword iIn l:is up-raised hand
Vlaves proudly over that vast empire.

Cibols's fabled gold forgot,

Boldly oh they ride and ride.

Lach captain dreams of castled wealth,
Fe of enoracing a princess bride.

I see them when the susmer has waned,
Returning from the march they made.
Humbled in the conqueérer's pride--
Broken the Spanish Cavalcade.

Wrecked and lost on that sailless sea
Where never a blllow breaks,

Each sadly returns by the unmarked path
His jailded burro makes.

--J. Park Massey
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THE 5CIIO0L BUS
(The *othLer Spea.s)

We lived ten mile back upon a rutty road,

I scarce coula it to .eetin' 'cept on norseback.

Ana me slways with a new bavy to nursel

#e never saw saylbing but crops,

Lor planned anything but taxes!

e never expected our children Lo so to school

2eyond the [fourth grode,

Lad only if there was :oner enougi: to pay the teacher,
Jr If tie ro~f of tih:e schonl house Gdidn't cave in.

e alred to give 'em schoolin' if tle epg-money
Could Luy their vooks, th t's all;
Or if tie sorglan: nace enonl: of syrupt

.e was so poreg, no shoes, no .Jundey hat,
only the corrsten to set on in the evenin't
Only one wed and that my mother save me,
Tle little fellows lad to sleep on pallets).
You cain't see why I'm cryin' at the School Bus?

Little Texanal Ohl She shore is handsome,

With erfes as sweet as bluevomnets in the springtire,
And Lee, he always fixed lL:is daddy's harness;

They can larn how to uo richt smart, I reckon,

And me ane dad not knowin' how to cirhert

1'y children ;0 to school now to a i; school,
Th.e state Zilves them their Looks;

They ride twelve nlle.

And when I fix thelr lunches

(salt pork and cornbreac aunc a sweet potato),
The; say 1t's not the thlng.

Domestlc &clence ana a Red Cross women

Say I'm not Titten for to feed my children.

I never heard the likel

And yet,

I'y kids will be like other foll:sest

I wanted them to e lilke that!

I wept and prayed to Gowd thst [le would make them
The kind I could not be with all my honin!

We live ten mile bacik on a rutty road.
I see the School Bus--
That 1s why I'm cryin'.

~=Nora PBarnhart Fermler
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TEE BOAT THAT NEVER SAILEDL

Liize t..e mnan of a _host tiat is doomed to roair,
Is like tre noise of tie wind In juncry Cove.

And tie orier dites with & sharger thrern
“han the fan; »f utate, or L.e toot: of scorn.

T

And tle twinin_ vines are ss cunnin 1 gset
A8 ever a poacr.er rlaceu snare or netb.

Anc Lre waves are hushwed, and
As fuglitives walling, lLeaCuwer, U

1neve as slow
For Leture remeribers, ss well zs llan,
7.6 time and tie plece, anca the lary Ann.

The tine, man-mcasured, vas lon, ago,
Sore seventy fleetin; rears, or so.

“he place, where the sea was with 1i .t aglean,
Anu the shore shone white as a naltien's dresam.

And tre lary Ann--(how a prayer prevailedl)
ias tie nane of the boat tlst never sailed.

or t-e nen who oullt 1t, a olack_ uard twailn,
ad ta.en a mailden's pure name in vain.

£ndG sh:e prayed tiat for taunts, «nd for wany mocls,
The boat vould not sove from its bullding Slocis.

Zat the builders laugied at the maldents nresver,
And spat on her nare they had painted tl.ere,

And swore, in deflance of Cod and man,
They would launch the boat named the Mamy Ann.

But when they stood read; at stern and stem,
The boat fell down on the lieads of tlem;

And no one came to where crushecC they lay,
And no one will cane until thls judgment day;

For thelr guards are briers with thorns that Dbite
Viith a pain as xeen as the sting of spilte.

And thelr only dirge is the song of the loon,
Yihen the sea is black in the dark of the moon.

-~John P. 3jolander
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If you o0 1a the spring to i ,-a=-uoo “ood,
4L prettlier si ht yo '11 never see;
Tl.e redbuc nish 1a a scarlet hood,
Lnd a rove of snow on tie o wnou tree.

Zut you'ld ovetter _o in the oroaa dayli it

AnG yoi.'d better co.e out shille still 1lts day,
ror those who visit the wooa at nizhl

ATe never the same again, they sayl

Blanctl was prebty and lanch was good,

But slanck: was a slimple, trusting thing,
ind sl.e hung herself in Zug~-s=-vo0 Wood

One night wren the year was in the spring.

3ne hung herself in a gown of white
70 a aogwood tree th-t was in full flower,
And the spell that came to the wood thut night
Eas never left it to tihls ,ood hour.

Something moans thet is not the wind,
And an odor of desth ls in the air,
Ana something will stalk you frowm oehind
That you never see, but you know 1t is there.

A great whits cat witl. eyee of fire,

At the midaigi.t hour wallis to and fro,
-t 1t never leaves a trsck in the mire,

And 1t rever leaves & traclk in the snow.

And hunters say when the nlg .t comes on

That bhell hounds will dristle and up ard away
To Bug-a-boo %Wood, and ery till dawn

On the track of something they never bay.

Oh, Bug-=a-boo Vicod 1s a lovely sight
In the green of spring or the gold offall,
Zut some who go to the wood at night
esssseresNover come back at allt

-=-Yhitney Nontgomery



DAY CAT'RON

Dan Camron came to 3prioghill In the fall,
A hus«y fellow nearin, twenty-one,

Plain a8 & si.oe, out Lsndsone as a cod.

lie wnted work, and work was what I lad,
For wearil; the flelds Lad turnes to c-tton,
And walze heads rirened to a “olden yellow
Here Lading heavy, read.; for tihe knlfe.
And s0 I hirsd nin. and he made _00Qe=-

30 good that wien the harvesting wes done

I hired him for all the coniaz ve:r.

And he was just efflciency itselfl;

A better noe~hanc never shook a hoe;

& better plowe-hand never pulled a line
Across a mule's bacic; and it wes a jJoy

To hesar Lis ax tallr én a frosty morning.

e loved niis worlk, and he loved nature too,
For sometines he would halt kis team afield
To listen to the clear call of a8 bdird

Or watch a outterfly o drifting oy.

He stayed with me three years, a ha;pr soul
If ever there was one, out in the lall

That marked the tiird year nf his stay wit. me,
I saw Dan Canmron undergo a change.,

kis face took on a hus of thoughtful sadness,
And to his eyes a far away look came.

The shadow grew and grew, until one day

Ee came to me and asked me for his tiue.

I questioned him and he spoke to the point:
"I'd like to stay right here at old 3pringhill,
And Just keep drifting as I'm drifting now,
For 1 niave been the Lapplest man allve;

-t happiness won't bulld a vank account
flor spread a couch of comfort for old age.
I'm going to try my fortune in the city."
And so Lan Camron went, and years went, too
Zefore I heard another word of him;

And then, one day I noticed in the paper
Where Danlel Camron had been made cashler
Of some blg bank out in a western city.

His rise was rapid; later on I read

Where he had married Into a wealthy family,
And finally hls handsome plctures graced

Trhe front page of thLe peper, for o0ld Dan
Had veen electad mayor of the town.

But we are fools who sit and watch a play:
VWle never know what the next act wlill be
Until the curtain rises; often then

The things we see we cannot comprehend!
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Cne day 1 plcked the daily raper up,

AnG this vlactk head-line stared we la the face;
"Den Carmron Sulcldes -« The Cause "nknown."

Sut it was 2.t all nystery to e,

Tor oeing a faruwer I could understand:

If once the soll gets you in its grin

It alwavs xills you one wa, or another.

~=til:ltney ilontgomery

TEE ViITCH 0¥ LAS NORIAS!

"Flee to the casa

And shut the door,

La Bruya rides

%ith the wind's roar.
Rosita heard

LHer screech-owl cry,

Juan saw her lantern
Float in the sky.

lier plack skirt fluttered
Ls ske went by

On wings el diaolo

Lent her that night

In tlie dark of the moon
Yihen he orought her the light.
Si-e has gone tn the village
To duy of the brew

lvad Fedro sells

wWhen the moon is new.
When she comes back,
Somebody-=will-~die;

And it might be youtl
Hush, don't cry,

But hilde in the casa

And speak no more;

She may think we are gone
And pass our door."

-«Lpcy Gill Price



TU4 E0X CANYON

The blades of Luachk grass glinted in the sun
Across the rocky hills the stunted cedar

as stunned with glare, and lizards would not run
Till nearly sterped upon...A weather breeder

1s what a day li-e this is called ov one

Y10 knows such sllence and suel: lacw of wotion

In hllls aoout the desert. Jtorn may follow

‘"he hush, and swirl the sands in dazed commotion
ind Jdrive all things that live to ledge and hollow.

Tre heat waves swerved along eaclh level spot
And heze was heavy on the higter ylaces

here mountains lifted, anu tl.e air was not.

A worn team often left a slacx in traces

-efore the wazon. Le who drove forgot

To notice it. The woman resting under

The wagon's dusted, Lneffectual cover

With weary senses heard the wheels lirxe thunder
Tpon the stones, and watched the hazes hover.

Their crops had failed upon the prairie land

Far to the esst winere tie drouth was yet unbroken,
Ans they had wandered west to make a staad
Agaiist new odds of whicli they had not spoken--
With hopes thut hardy heart and willing lhand

Upon new soil would win them some conclusion

From all the doubt of wori: th: t had beginning

In will to cowe triumphant froun confusion

0f fates that left but little for the winning.

The lands the: reached had schooled them yet again

In all the hardiness of an endless oattle.

Kile after mile they saw no sign of rain.

“hen wheels were still they heard the ounch grass rattle
They found, in creek-beds, molstened sands to fain

Of tepid water, and but rachblts scurried

Across the hunter's path when day was ending.

The horses chewed at bardened grass and worried

The bitter bark of boughs not worth their bending.

They had not dared to think of turning back

There was no hope in that. They kept on golng

8y narrow roads, and sometimes by a track

Across the sands where herds left hoof marks showing.
They looked for rich land that had been their lack
And hoped to plant the seeds that they were keeping
Safe in the wagon with thelr few belongings.

Even in these bared lands they dreamed of reaping
Reward last to end thelr simple longing.
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And now and then the straqoe land Leld a lure.

A narrow vallev would o2e glad wit!: orsaclles

Of willows, and snring water cool and pure

Hould ive tiewm new hopes of thelr cetter cl:a.ces
To findg a spot wiere farming woulc e sure

To give tles: Liarvest, in some wicer places

-etween tlie weathecred hills. The twilight falling
would then maxe a softer line upon their faces=-
Though fron the sloom the coyotes were calling.

At last the wan saic, "Ouess it's tine to storp.
It looks lilke there mipil me some water yonder...
Tiie horses stagger, tired enough to drop "

The women said, "I thought 1 lLeard sofr thunder
Loove tle whesls. See where ti.e mountains prop
The heavy sity up, how dark clouus are guthered."
Tiie man drove on Into> a caayon rearing

High walls of rock. The Lorses weak and lathered
Sniifed on the air the water they were nearing.

The kind of canyon thst they reeched is called

Box Canyon due to lony box-like formation

Of level floor and straight sides. Stony, walled,
It shuts itself In from the dread relation

Yith sands to endless drouth so 1dly sprawled,

And keeps its world of mounteln water flowing

In narrow stream, of sprouts forever budding
Jetween the wash-outs, and of zrasses growing,
When given time, ovetween storms and thelr flooding.

When storms come on the mountaln and the raln

Pours there, no raln may reach the lower levels
Save in the floods that rush down to the plain
And hurtle headlong, filled with desert devils,

With crest as high as trees where creek oeds strain

To carry floods in canyons filled and foaming.
And men who know these lanas have little likeing
For cool box canyons. When in desert roaming

They keep to levels from the flood's quick striking.

The wagon lurched between the canyon's cool
And shadowed walls, just wide enough for going
0f team and wagon. Farther on a pool

widened where 1ittle willow trees were growing
And, seeing it, the team began to drool,
Chewing their bits and tugging at the traces.
The man leaped down and then began unhitching.
The horses had new interest in their faces,

Thelr eyes were staring and their lips were twitching.
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The man and woman held the horses daclk
From too rmuch water after their loa; thirstliag.
The na.n tkhen sald, "This Is a roe'zr traclh

And we must stop and cemp." %he thunder, wursting

From dark clouds lar gway ceme llke a crack

Orf whips, so suddenly was silence broken.

The woman knelt to drink and saw with wonder

Eer sunken eves filled with Ler fesrs unspolken...
Above: tt em cracked the long whilrcs of the thunder.

The horses ralsed thelr heaus anu whinnied then
To sounds of runnling hoofs on stony places
Above them, ani the quiet came again..,

4 man looked gowr into thecir upturned faces.
"Get out!" he velled, "You're resting in a pen
That hes one outlet., Quick! A flood 1s coming
Oor, I'ma {ool. kan, can't you see it raining
Up in the mountians?" And he stared, su.aaing
Their ignorance up, hls anger slowly waning.

"You're strangers hLere, I guess," he salu at last
Wwhile man and woman nurried with the hitching.
"There is a place to turn. Now do it fasti"

The horses trembled and their muscles, twitching
Showed their excitement. Cool and comfort passed
In that swift turn and drive. The wagon swaying
Rettled along the canyon floor...The stranger
Kode at the rim above them. Lightning, playing,
Snaprped flery fingers ln the dance of danger.

The wagon reached tl.e canyon's openlag.
The stranger led them to the higher levels.
The horses panted and sweat poured to sting

Their reddened eyes..."It's raining hell and devils

Up 1In the mountains. See the flood~crest swing
Into the canyon therei™ he said, "It's tearing
Along as high as trees, and it's a wonder

That flood 1ls not upon you. I was swearing

I'd be too late for you and you'd go under."

The man and woman stared, first at the rush

0f flood, then at the one who came when seeing
The ir danger as tley entered to the hush

0f cool walls, and they wondered et this being
Near them in lands so vast...They felt the crush
Of waters they escaped, and, in esceping,

They felt the olden and unchanging blessing
Thet, unexpected, comes and helps the shaping

0f lives whose words do least of the expressing.

~-Glenn Ward Dresbach
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This COUDOY'S CIRISTIAS iATL

Wey out 1In %estern Texas, where the (lear Jork's
waters flow,

where the cattle are a-browsin' and the Spanist
ponles gZrow;

wl:ere the :'orthers ccme a=-whistlin' from beyond
trre veutrsl Ltrip;

And the prsirie doys are sneezlin', an though they
lhaa the grip;

“lere thie coyotes come a~howlin' round the ranches
after dari,

And tlhe mockin' oirds are sinzin' to tue lovely
meadow lery;

"here the 'posscem a&nd oad_er and ti:e rattle-snakes
aoound,

And the moastrous stars are wiakin' o'er s wilder-~
ness profound;

vhere lonesome, tawny préalries melt into siry
streans,

‘“hile the Doulle Fountalns slumber in leavenly
kinds of dreans;

where the antelope ls grazin' and tlie lonely
plovers call,-=-

It was there 1 attended the Cowboy's Christmes
Ball.

The town was Anson City, old Jones' county
seat,

Vihere they ralsed Polled Angus cattle and waving
whiskered sheat;

Where the air is soft and bammy and dry and full
of health,

“here the pralries 1is explodin's with agricultursal

wealth;

Where they print the Texas Western, tli t Hec lLcCann
supplies

With news and yarns and stories, of most amezing
slze;

Where Frank Smith "pulls the badger" on knowing
tender feet,

And Democracy's triumphant and might hard to
beat ;

‘Khere lives that good o0ld hunter, Joun lillsap,
from Lamar,

Who used“to be the sheriff "back east in Paris,
sanh"l

'Twas there, I say, at Anson with the lovely
Widder Hall

That I went to that receptlon, the Cowboy's
Christmas ball.
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The »os rad left tle ranct.es anu co:ne tn town
in pniles;

Tre ladles, irinder scatterin', had gatiered in
for 1iiles.

Luu yet tre place was crowdeu, as 1 remenber
well,

tTwes zave on thiis occaslon afl the rornin, Star
jotel.

e rusic was a [iddle anu a lively tamoorine,

And a viol ca.e imported, .y the stage from
;‘.Uilene L]

Th.e room was tojgeu out jorgeous--witih mistleloe
and siawls,

And the caldles liciered festious, cround the
airy walls.

The wiwmen fH1lks ladied lovely--the voys looked
Izinder treed,

T1ll ti:e lesder commenced, yelliag, "iloa,
fellers, let's stampede,"

AnC the nusic stwrted slgzing and a-wailling
through tlhe all

As a kind of Introductlion to tle Cowbo's
Christmas Ball.

e leader wss a feller that came from swendon's
ranch,--

They called him winay 3B1lly fror. Little I'eed-
mants 3ranch.

His riz was kinder keerless, --bly spurs and high
heelead ovoots;

f.e 1.00 the rerutation that comes when fellers
shoots.

Eis voice was lilke the wu_le upon the mounteiln
height;

His feet were animated, and a migihty movin' sipht,

tihen e commenced to holler, "Now fellers, shake
your penl

Lock horns ter all them heifers and rustle them
like men;

Saloot yer lovely critters; neow swing and let 'em

89;

Climb the grapevine round 'em; neow all hands do-
ce-dol

You maverick, jine the round-up--jes skip the
waterfall,"

Huh! hit was getting active, the Cowboy's Christmas
zall,



“he boys was toleralle sglzittis:, the ladles rower-
rul nect,

Thet old ovass vinl's music just ot there wit.
both feetl

Tieh waillla', fristy fiddle, I never shall for-

sets

And Vingy izent a-singin' --I think I hear hinm
yet--

"Oh, X's cnase yer squirrels, snu cut 'em to our
side

Spur Treadwell to tl:e ce.ter, with Cross F.
Cherlex's Cride,

Doc Follis down the center, and twlre the lodles!
chiain

Van Andrews, pen tte fillies in il 7' Diamond's
train.

L1) pull vrour freight togetier, neow swallow fork
and crhange;

Jis Coston, lead the trail herd throush little
Pitchforiz's range.

Purr round yer pentle pusslies, neow rope ani dal-
ance alli"

iuh! Fit were getting active--~tl.e Cownoy's Christ-
was 2all.

The cdust riz fast as:d furious; we all jes zalloped
rounu,

Till the scenery got so giddy that T Bar Lick
was downed.,

we buckled to our pertners sac tola 'em to hold
on,

Then shook our hools like lightnia; until the early

davine
Don't tell me 'bout cotillions, or germans,
Ho sir-eel
That whirl at Anson City Jjes takes the casxe with

e o

I'm sick of lazy shufflin's of ther 1've had my
£111,

Give me a frontier bread-down, ovacked up by Windy
Rill.

I'cillister ain't nowhere, when Windy lead the show;
I've seen 'em both in harness and so I ought ter

know.

Oh, Blll, I shan't forget yer, and I oftentines
recall

That lively gaited sworray--the Cowboy's Christ-
mas DBall.

-=Larry Chittenden
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I'1ll sing t:re vallad of Jean La ritte,
A Pi_ it _OOU .0 WBS e,

Jor ie was tall anus owrave and strong
Lnd learned in _allantry.

In Louis! town tl:e earl,/ .avs

te felt tlie wancer 1lust;

witi: nls stern ori it eyes as cole as
steel

e nickeu is ven of trust.

1o
G

A hundred anc twenty who sou it ronance

Lna ecraved 1ifc warin_ an. free

Called Jean La "itte thelr caprtain
orave,

Lnd they lived rirl:t .errily.

e snlled the ulf an. cantured the shii s
¢f l.exlico, -nglanu an. opaln,

Inc witi tlie treasure, he as liing

on Galveston Island Gld reign.

Fow on thils lsland tlere wvere three
trees,

Three trees alone were tiere,

Ile tooll the island from Indian braves,

Jut e treated tl.em good ana sguare.

In a large ied Louse tuis pirate prince
Held court ri_tt royelly,

it all l.is men dressed up on gold
They served Lim loyally.

0la Louis! regent sent a notice wide
That for Jean's own handsome head

lie'd (sive a bounty of good red gold
To the one who would bring him dead.

But Jean, the daring and jovial knave,
Laughed at this with glee,

And he offered vack the same reward
To the one who would meske so free.

And many's the time he would lay his head

Azainst thils self-sane card

While lLie laughed and Joked with the chief
gendariue

And called the man his pard.
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psut as tline went on adventures nalleg,
Fe orderec i:is trioe to visvand,

And with gloomy sten and orolen L.eart
He paced tle :;listenin, sand.

and three of ''is sen from a sheltered
ool

lcarc as le naced, a jroan,

" ader tle trees, the tirse lone trees

Zies ail iy treasure alonc.™

L1t jluttonous _reed they close tlelr
tools

LnG quic.:17 sped tienm there;

Ther ovu; the eartl. anue fou.ad In tie soll

The 2orsse ci' &« maicen [lair.

It was hils wif'e-~hls fair y.ung wifle

And 'twas not Spanisii _ol.,

Trey tremdlingly cursec as tl-ey crossed
themselves

In the damp night air an. cold.

Tlen Jean La Fitte In a scsrlet suit
Vent sailing out to the bay,

Eis jood ship "Pride" from Texas shore
Carried nL:im far away.

2ut oft in the night in Galveston

His splirit is lLieard to moan,

"Under tue trees-~the three lone trees
Lies all my treasure elone."

-~]'rs. Lols C. Magnuson

CERELLE

There was a score of likely girls
Around the prairieside,

2ut I went down to Galveston

And brouglit me home a bride.

A score or more of handsome girls,
Of proper age and size,

sut the pale girls of Calveston
Have sea-shine in their eyes.



ks nsle as any; orange flover,
Cerelle., Tre cold-white sands

were liie her Lielr, ax wriftin, olells,

Wilte lairy shells, ler 1:814¢s.

I think she 1liied 1 silver spurs
L=clinliin_ In the sun.

sre!td never seen a2 cowwoy Lill

I rode to CGalveston.

3i.etd never known the chararral,
or srell of saddcle leatler,
Lor seen a round-ur or g ranch,
Till we rode bacii together.

3loll I forget ny mother's eyes?
"Is this bhe wile you needf

Is this the way you bring me rest
orom forty men to feeds"

Cerelle--1 think she did hier vest
411 year. She'd lots to learn.
Dishes would slip fras ocut ler rands
Anli breali. Yhe bre.d would ourn.

And she would steal away at times
And wanGer ofr’ to ue,

Ana when the winc was in the south
she'd say, "I smell the seatm

She changed. TlLe white and .old grew
dull,

48 when & soft flawe dies,

Lnd yet she kept until the last

The sea-shine in her eyes.

There are (I make a husband's boast)
o stronger arms than Ann's

She has a quip for ell the boys,
And slngs among the pans.

At last my mother takes her rest,
And that's how things should be.
ut when the wind is in the south
There 1s no rest for nme.

--Margaret Bell Houston
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THE BLACEKE SULL

The black wsull tossed lils hLead aadl sta ped
Leflant raje as, undisturbed,

“lles Granl his vlood. Jub quicl: winds curbed

L.1s seething anger: Yo the cramred

Lariz stall thot swaw with stesulny wlire

It brought a talat, far scent tiet tore
Him throu l. and tlhrou h--a scent tlhut wore
The vreatl. of sa_e wveneath the i'lre

COf desert noonday. In hiot wing,s

It cawe, as when tihe ola winds stirred

Jand=sharpeica tiwwrous: the heat-Growsed Lerd.

It drenched hin with the feel of things
Uncajed. Ls the Lrief coumlort goes

lie strains to fellow--and again

Tnows oulbt tlie evil scent of men.

The scont he hotes. 1ils proud neck bows,
zis quivering nostrils drin and spread

A pink-tinged ooze. Tireless e jars
Fis pinioned sldes asainst the vars;
Tireless he flings his Leavy hiead.

A bugle's blare with answering roar

To climb and clamor througi: tiie stone.
The hateful strength tis t moeizs his own
Is baffled when a glaring door

Slinds him with light that surges in.
Spurning its flame, he rushes past

The wall, to meet a swift dart cast

And his arched neck spurts blood, Tie din
owells to wild tumilt as a gate

Swings wide, and PFury hurtles through
Tiie narrow opening into

The shrileking ring. With all the hate
That hunted wild thiings surmon, dark

In pody tense and horns swung low

The black oull reaches for his foe

As sure as an arrow for 1ts mark.
Headlong into the sickening flash

Of color loosed on every sice

As shimmering, silken scarves fling wide
To sesr like flame, cut like a lash.
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Charaing, he sess Lis foenen glice
sehind a welcomin:: shelter-wall.

Loes souwe vague jod of justice callf
"here is no place a bull mar hide.

Andé now swift, plercing varus shoot pain
White hot frow streamerea darts that cling
Lnd flaunt their tirseleu villowing
Anove a widening crlrson stain

~het on Liis reeking coat ls sarcad.

A hunan understandling 1lilts

Its challenge, +s he stands ani slfts
And wel 18 and waits. Jlowly uils nead
Circles tle ring. <Color pone nad

Yoves cdaintily 1like grasses swayed

Zy summer winds. A cavalcace

0f cowering horses, spurrec to add

Thelir pitiable part, wildeeyed,

Tacl, one & padded craven, nears

Tr.ose 1lvory, rage-sharnened spears.
strong horses cringe and armed men ride.

Still the gay flags move in ana out.
Proud helmets 1lift, then witl: slow grace
They touch the ground; and all tue place
Answers the moment with a shout.

ow gulck as thouoht, as sure us breath
Lad horns, rneu hooves, mad oGy hurl
Themselves against the silken swirl
Prizht with the pageantry of death,

The bull is stricken--falls-~but pride
Fans &ying strength, makes dim eyes clear
To mock the 1ll-disguised fear

0f sharp, mad horns thn:t do not hide.

A sudden instinct tells him why

Tre ring is clesred till only one
Resplendent cloal gathers the sun,

One blede has looseda its sllver cry.
Death waits. The bleck bull strains to rise
And life is kind--he stands again;

But the brignt blade strikes truly then,
The dull, half-risen, shudders, dies.

Above, a hlack speck circles, stills.
Silence denies the tumult flown;

Deatl with bared head waits there alone
Anda scent of sage blows from the hills.

~=Grace F. Guthrie
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il'e, ana I want fresl: cir;
ECQ I 5l r L. ¢ center witer tie attle,
Te cr ¢ nf tle wri.s Ll o slots Ina " htle,
The neltlay of LOPns anG hoofs, aad l.eads
"hat wars snd wrengles and scatie:s el srresds;
The green .eneati and tlhe Jlue above,
LnG dash and dunler, a:nc life ana love,
And Lascal

«
-.

I want free 1
» o

Lasca used to ride
On & wouse=gray mustang, close to .y side,
with olue "serape" anu wright oelleo Snur;
I lau lwea witl: Joy as I loosed at ‘fer.
Little inew wihie of Doohs or creeds;
An "Ave lLaria" sufficed her neeus;
Little slo carcu, save to oo oy my side,
To ride with e, una never to rile,
From Seair 3aca's shore to Laveca's tide,
3l.e was ag Lold :s the Jillows thui veat,
She wos as wila as tle oreezes tit ©low;
I'rom her little lead to ler little feet
She was swaryed In her suppleness to anc fro
By eschh sust of passlon; a sapling pine
That grows on the edge of iansas bluflf,
Or vwars with the wind when the weather 1s roa lL,
Is lire this Lasca, thls love of w.ine.
Siie would bhunger thwt I migit eat,
Y'ould telte tre Wltter anC leuve ne sweetl;
et once, when 1 wmade ler jealous for fun,
At something I wilsrerec, or looked, or dGone,
one ounday” in San Antonlo,
To a gloricus girl on the Alano,
3he drew from her _irule a Gear little dagger,
Ande~=sting of a waspl=~it made me stagger!
And Ineh to the left, or an inehv to the right,
And I shouldn't be maundering her tonight,
But she sownbed, and sobuing so swlftly bound
Her torn "relosa" aoout the wound
That I quite forgave her. Scratches don't count
In Texas, down Dy the Rio Grande.

Her eye was brown--a deep, deep brown--
Her helr was darizer than her eye;

And something in her smile ana frown,
Curled crimson lip and instep high,
Showed th-t there ran in each blue vein,
Fixed with the milder Aztec strain,

Tne vigorous vintaze of old Spain.

AV]
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Jrhe was alive 1w every 1imd

~1th feelinz, to tihe finser-tinps;
AnG wlen the sun ls lilie a lire,
Anc sy on~ shining, soft sappl.ire,

1

cne ¢res not Jrilalz In sirs.

The air vss Leavy, bie aizgkt wes hot,
I sat 2y ..er slde, cond forgot--rlorgot
7"re heré thatbt were teizin_ their rest,
Torgot that tve alr was close oppressed,
That the Texas horther cor.es sudaen ant soon,
in Lhe dend of tle nlght, or tie olaze of
the moon-~
Thet once lst tre lerd at its osreath
tace fri ht,
Lothiing on eart!. can stor its flislt,
I.nG woe to the rider, &1d voe to the steed,
Jho fells in front of the ir nau stanpedel

Was that thunder? 1 grasned the corc

Of my svwift mustang without ¢ word.

I sprang to the saddle, ani she velind

Awayl on a hot chese cown the wind!

Sut never wos fox~hunt hall so iard,

AnG never wes steed so little spared;

Tor we rnde [or our lives., You skall iear
how we fared

In “exas, dowa Oy thhe RA1lo Grancde.

The Mustang flew and we ursed “in ong

There was one chance left ana you l:ave it one.
Haltt juup to the ground, anrd shoot your horse;
Crouch under his carcass, and taxe your chance;
hna 1f the steers in thelr frantic course
Dont't batter you ooth to pieces at once,

You may thank your star; if not, _ood-bye

To the qulckening kiss and the long-drawn sich,
Andé the open alr and the open sky,

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.

The cattle gained on us, and, just as 1 felt
For my old six-shooter behind my belt,

Down came the mustang, and down came we,
Clinging together, and--what was the rest?
A body that spread itself on my breast,

Two arms that shielded my dizzy head,

Two lips that herd on my lips were pressed;
Then came thunder in my ears,

As over us urged the sea of steers,

Blows thct Dbe:t blood into my eyes;

And when I could rise--

Lasca was deadl
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I sowgea out & srave a {-w fect deep,

Aad tlere In Zorti.'s arcs 1 lald i:er (o slecepn;

L.C there s.:e is 1lyin_, an. no cne x¥nows,

#116 tlhe s rer shines, snu tie wiater snows;

Tor .enr a Ca; t.e Ilovers .ave s reacd

Sorall of etuls over [er :.ead;

Anu the little gra: hawd Langs aloft 1: Uie air,
Lno tlhwe sly coycte trots lere oo tlere,

trw tle wloca egnale Slides ano glltters ane slides

Into a rift In & cotton=-wooc tree;
Ana tlie duczard sails on,
fad conegs ant 1s _one,
Stately anc still like a sh.iz atl ses;
AnGd I wonder wiyy I Go not care
Jor tie things th-t rre
Like tie thiings that were--
Does Lalf wy hoart lay omried there
In Texes, dovn by tie Nio (rande?

-='Panik Desrrez

tihere fiendall Hills rise tier on tier
s20ve deep canyon rims,
Tneir brows wound light wit'. scarfs of
cloud,
In helgl:ts the eaple skims,
rore l.snss a ruin upon the slope,
Gaunt walls where moonlight spills,
“he stronghold of l.enchaca, once
L bandit of the hills--
A cadvallero of easy grace,
Zut in whose mocking eyes
5eld arrogance and cruelty
Lacaped a thin disguise.
A dashing sllver fizure,
e galloped throuch the hLills,
At his side a sharp stilletto
And a knotted sasli's frills,
In a charro hat of silver,
A rieh cape lined with silver,
On a swift horse, white like silver,
Le rode the plains and hills.



aouLh moueis ol esrth or oroien stone,
iis casblc wolls now lie,
viirou s teils bl t echwed lav ! ool joot,
y.:e lean coyotes cry;
n. wiore tle candilt sto'ied iic stead
Cr wurlec ":is stolen _olu,
Llere slins asout guoar the rulne
.enclaca's chost. IV 1o vola
ot swlen Lie woon Jlices wown tic slone
AnC dl.l; 1i_bits t.e stoae
QL wrolen arclhi and falle. tover,
eacl.cen rides slone,
aldes throy i tle canron ot wr tlle LLl1le-
£ mafTlec, Jistan 50unG
3f _ellopin, Lo fs In ghostly Leab
unon the sto A7 fround;
Yor £till, In & goro of silver,
with sours of tinkiling #ilver,
Ou & gwiflt lorse, wl.ite llile .i ver,
e callonms over ti:xe round.

~
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lie stops at lasl beside ti.e ruinse-

A sladow againsgt tie wallee

T.ere, so.ie :ave heard nis wild, free laugh,

Lis stes in Lhe enpty hall;

Zat never a npeon enters tlhere

The one onmll wing that stands,

LOD muelr they fear ! encnacat's vlade,
enchaca's spectral lands

&nu mockiay swmile, as wken, long a o,

He lald .wen low atbt will,

when neny a [ellow bandit slain

was ovrled on the hille-

For graves they Gdug, but knew 1t not

when treassure txe" went to hide

Since "Dead men tell no secrets'

Vlag l'snchaca's law. They diled,
vinen he arew ).is Dlace of sllver,
Where tre moonli it spillec vhite silver,
where crimson blood was slilver,
When thus a bandit cled.

I'enchaca's ralds werc made by night

“hen moonlight touched tle plain.

Ge left small towns and varavans

In mourning for thelr slain,

When becii to the hllls witli hls men he flew,
Awar to DLils own stronghold,

Secure against pursuln oands,

Ané safe wlth goods and .old.

And, bold ienchaca prospered till

ris men suspicious grew.
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Some asled for misslng comrades, &and

.enchaca feared they lnew.

e called a mester woriuen then.

"Build e a vault," he sald,

"4 secret nlace, with nassace leadling

ndersround to some cliff~head."
Thus he spolze, his smile like silver,
w1lth soft worus, as smooth as silver,
“hile the moon poured nale, white silver
On :.enchaca's haughty head.

The builder madce the passage well,

With vaults beneatl its floor.

The exit recched a canyon cliff;

The entrance was a door

30 well concealea and intricate,

within a corner dirs,

I'enchaca could not find it till

The >uilder suldeu higie

To these vaults he brought his treasure:

Gold and silves, goods aind wine.

One vault a sepulchre becane.

Its doors wrought strong and fine

1id the two who moved the rlches--

Silence deep their only boon,

In the vault they died in darkness

Wita the paling of the moon,
When its last rays, tremoling silver,
Turned tne greying walls to silver,
Touched lenchaca with pasle silver,
When he stepped beneath the moon.

From the passage door he hurried,

Fet the Lullder on his way

Who remarled, "The work liIs finished.

I shall go at oreak of day."

"Go at dawni Youl thought ienchaca, "and

You lknow the passage madel"

One swift flash! The man lay dying, as

i-anchaca sheathed hils blade.

Dawn was brealiing, and Manchaca paused

To watch his bandits ride,

A phalanx--serapes f{lying~-~dashing

Up the mountain side;

But, the face of bold l'anchaca blanched

With fear. There followed fast

Brave pursuers up the hillside, near

The grim stronghold at last.
Through the gates, in dawn's grey-silver,
Bandlts rushed with goods ana silver;
Through the gates, a flash of silver,
Brave pursuers followed fast.



"Quickt The gunsi" i‘enchaca ordered, but

700 late. Tuey were inside,

Ana a pale dawn vore mute witness how

A corncred bcnalt died.

A1l was lostl !enchaca running souzht

Tlie secret passage aoor,

2ut he stumbled on the "ilder dead

Tpon the »atlo floor.

"Sainted ijladrel" cried lenciaca--

Slipped in 2lo0d when hie would rise.

Then an arm in Iastice lifted closed

}enchaca's curel eyes.

Of the hildden door and passage,

There are none to tell.

Only dexzd men know the secret.

They have kept it well.
Only they could fina the silver,
Goods, anG chests of rold and silver,
Where Llie moonllight turns to silver
Hills and ruins that guard it well.

Some have seen the shostly horseman
In the shadow of the wall.

Some declare with calm assurance tnat
He tiptoes down each hall.

Slipping through the broken portals,
Seekling s3till hils buried gola,

To the patio he wanders--

0ften is tle story told

That two shadowy ghosts stand watching
At Yenchaca's secret door,

Laughing with a ghostly laughter
Yinen he slips upon the floor:

For, where fell the murdered buillder, there

I’enchaca stumbles, falls.
Hever does l.e reach the passage
Leading from the walls.

But, when moonlight spills like silver,

Always will he seek his silver,
Till is found his goods and silver,
Deep beneath the hills and walls.,

~=Gussle Osborne
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HiLL IN T=2XAS

The devil, we're told, in nhell was chained,
And a thousand gears ne there remained;

se never complained nor uid e groan,

bSut determined to start & hell of hils own,
Jiere e could torment tle souls of men
“ithout belng chained 1a a nrison pen.

So ne asles the Tord il e had on hand
Anything lelft when he ade tlie land.

The Lord sald, "Yes, I had plent; on hand,

B3ut I left it down on the Rio Grande;

tne fact is, old ooy, tue stuff is so poor

I don't think you could use it in hell anymors."
But the devil went down bto loolkt at the truck
And said if it came as a gift he was stuck;
For after examininyg it carefully and well

He concluded the place was too ary for hell.

So, in order to get it off his hands,

The Lord promised the devil to water thie lands;

For he had some water, or rather sorne dregs,

A regular cathartic that smelled li.e bad eggs.
lience the dexl was closed and the deed was given,
And thie devil then sala, "I nave all that is needed
To make a good nell," and hence he succesded.

He oegan to put thorns in all of the trees,

And mixed up the sand with millions ~f fleas;
Ana scattered tarantulas along all tihe roadcs;
Put thorns on the cactus and horns on the toads.
He lengthened the horns of the Texas steers,
Ancd put an addition on the rabblt's ears;

He put a little devil in the broncho steed,

And polsoned tle feet of the centipede.

The rattlesnake bites you, the scorplon stings,

The mesquito delights you with buzzing wings;

The sand-burrs prevail and so do the ants,

And those who sit down need half-soles on thelr
pants.

The devil then said that throughout the land

He'd managed to keep up the devil's own brand,

And all would be mavericks unless they bore

The marks of scratches and bites and thorns by
the score.
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The heat in the surmer is a hundrec aad ten,

Too hot for the devil anu too hot for wen.

7r.e wilc voar roaxs through the vlacl:
chaparral,--

It's a lLell of a place e nas for a hell.

Tne red paprer grows on the banus of tl.e broox;

The I'exlcans use it 1in &1l tiat ther cooiz.

Just dine with a Greaser and then you will
shout,

"Itve hell on tie inside as well as tie outl"

-=I'0lk 3Ballad

FRONTIER MYSTURY

Iy uncle was a ranger

In old Fort Griffin days,
And there he saw & woman

lle could not help but praiss.

lier dress was dark and splendid,
lier hands were falr end long,
Ker eyes were soft and shining,
Eer voice was full of song.

You would not think to fiad her
In any jambling den,

2ut every nlght at poker

She played with all the men.

And no man dared insult her,
And no one knew her name;
When she had won a fortune,
She vanished like a flame.

Leaving in shoddy fabric

A thread of gold and blue,==
The only touch of glamour
Ky uncle ever knew.

-~-3Berta Hart Nance



COITTY -FLIR

I got me dressed for joings down
To Teaue, tie County seat,

itii Lhalf oy saviags on wmy back
And halfl uron ny feet.

Ly father ssld, "Be careful, son."
v mother sald, "3e cood."

1"y sister said, "Bring me a ring
Twe way a brother should."

The leaves were in tire ditches
And haze was in the ridge

The mornin; I steppeu throu it our fence
And crossew the trestle-bricge.

Cn, climney pots were smoiring,
And flags were In the alr

Vhen 1 came heeling into Teague
To see the County Pair.

I stopped a peddler-wouran
And bought a oox of corn
That had & small) tin bird inside
'or blowing like a lLiorn.

I guessged au pebbles in a jar
And had my fortune told,

And learned th:t I would meebt a girl
That day and find Ler cold.

The cards were right, for very soon
I crowded through a swirl

Of people near a platforn
To wauvch a danclag=-girl.

And sure I lost my senses
Right there upon the street
From seelng how she tossed her halr
And shook her little feet.

And, "Never will I take a wife
To share my roof and bed

Or spend my gold, unless it be
This dancing-girl," I said,



But she=--she looled e throush and through
when I hwa caught her glance

And sald--"I think the hici.s hisve co. .e
Yo clutter up our dance."

And then, “Cet on, my fellow,
And see t e cattle-shows,"

S..e sala, anu snappec her finger-tips
Just under-neath my nose.

I got me from her curliag mouth
£nd from her scornful eyes,

And never stooped to esk if I
Had won the guessing prize.

I cut the miles to home vy half,
3traizl.t up the mountain-side,
ina, "Hope to God [ never see
That girl again,”" I lied.

Ly father let wme 1in at dusi;
Iy mother looked distraught;
Iy sister lay ell nigi:t and wept
The ring I hadn't bought.

'y father questlioned me of niares;
'y mother spoke of lace;

3ut I had not & woru for theme-
I'd only seen s face.

They tell me now I am no good
For sending to a Mair

And do not know that only part
Of me carie bacl from there.

They do not know my hands sre hLere,
And here my heavy feet,

But thit my heart is miles awaye-
In Teague, ti:e County Seat.

-=-Fay . Yanger
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WIRLIIN Tiis ALAYO

Yie drew & straisht line
Across t.oe dirt floor:
vilthlin, 1t was deuth-still-~
v'itl.out, wes a roar

And a sceroam of the truupets:
Within, was & Viord--

And e line dravin clean

3y the sweep of a sword.

“o help was coning, now-=-
That hope was done

ilo xore the free air,

o more the sun,

Brignt on the blue leagues
0f buffalo-clover.
Travis drew a line
AncG they all crossed over.

Travis had a wife at home,
Travis was young;

Travis lhad a little boy
Whose tigint arms clung,

But Travis saw a far light
Shining before:

Travis drew a sword-cut
Across the dirt floor.

And now the old fort stands
Placid and dim,

3linking ana dreaming

Of them and of him;

And now past the Plaza
Other tides roar,

since Travis wrote "Valor"
Across the sand floor,

And the guns they will rust,
And the captalns will o,
And an end come at last

To the wars that we know,

But as long as there travalls
A Spirit in man,

In a war that was ancient
Before Time began,



llere will the breve cone-=
To read a high Word--

Cut clean in the cust

Jy the stroxe ol a sworu.

==lrarle Viilson nRasker

™0

Nan sat and sewed Db cancdle=light
vihen winter nijuts were long;

Zeb whittled out a clipper-shiz
And sang a sailor song.

Yan patechea anu turned and mended 1l:te,
S0 neat one scarce could tell;

The sag;ing oarn-doors caught the wind
{iith every rise and swell.

Nan wacea shoe-mouth deep in snow,
And turned the cattle in;

Zab whistled homeward after dark...
The moon wes hizh and thin.

Han saild, "ie've meat to run us now
Acainst the cold next fall."

Zeo, nodding, heard or thought he heard
A wedge of wila zeese call.

Nan loved the warm red-glowing jambs,
ne hearth-fire's cheery craclk;
Zeb loved the smell of camp fire smoke,
And a wind against his back.

Nan, born of thrifty farmer fold,
Was ralsed to make a wife;

Zeb, glpsy-hearted, loved the road...
And led a farmer's life.

At last llan huimmed a sailor song,
And dusted clipper-ships;

Zeb brushed the hesartii...nor heard the tune

Nan learned from his young lips.

~-=-Udley Jones Wheeler
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BALLAD OF CYNTIIL AT PARRLA

You heve brought we bacxk to iy peopls,
Or so you would have me oelisve,
And you wonder why I am silent,
And you wonGer why I should g rieve.

You say that 1 was a white child,
A Paleface, porn a1 bred;

If my blood is thie blood of the Wialte man,
'y heart is the hearbt of the ked.

You have spolzen a name thst strangely
And veguelr cormes bacl: to me,
ike the faint perfue of & flower
Or a long lost memory=-

A name that haunts and mocks ne

Like the words of a hall-leard song;
I wish that I might remember,

3Jut the years hmve veen too long.

You tell me I should be happy
Here with my people once miore,

You would have me forget MNocona
And the tall sons that I bore.

People? Wlo are my people?
And what 1s thls freeaom to wme?
why should you prate of freedom
Who have always slaugutered the freet

How can I ever forget
The tepee fires at night,

The scent of the pines at evening,
And dawn on the mountain height;

The endless leagues of flowers
Thaet the April winds unrolled,
And the countless ouffalo herds
That the white man slaughtered for gold;

How can I ever forget
The terror of that last ride,
When I clung to my flying pony
And my baby clung to my side;

then they wounded my brave Nocona,

And he leaned hilm against a tree,
Dying, but scorning the mercy

Thet they proffered helf-heartedly?

224



You have broug.t we back to my people,
Or so you would have me believe,
Ana you wonder whyy [ am silent,
And you wonder why I should grieve.

You say thst 1 was a white chilg,
A Paleface, born and bred,--

If my blood is tie blood of the "hite msn,
¥y heart is the heart of ths iHedl

-=hitney ontgomery

HERITAGE

I'y father was a dreaming lud;
Ly motrerts sig:t was long.

She gave nie stubborn strength of will,
I.vy father gave me song.

To him she moved in every dream,
To him ler volce was springe..

Sue saw his widespread, fertile fiselas,
What harvests they would oring.

¥y mother sewed witlh sure, deft hands,
On little garments neat,

5nc saw tie hems were strong to hold,=--~
one visioned small, pink feet.

To him tlLo cotton-bolls were foamn,
Sea-rocked by singin, gales,

She saw tue welzhty stalks, and said,
"They won't miss sixty bales.”

'y fether held we in his arms,
AnG oh,~--the things he saidl
¥y mother turned the covers backe.
"uigh tize she was in bed."

They lost a little son...She sald,
“e've these. We must forget."
Ile never saw a little lad
But that his eyes were wet.

Her small, swlift hands shaped skelin on shein
When winter nights were long.

She gave me wlill, anu subtle skill,
But ohli-=he gave me song!

-=Udly Jones Wheeler
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PLANTEZR'S CHARL

Slowly "an Lie widow _nes
vp ana dowa tie furrvoved rowvs,

Corn-ba;,s cuafing l.er wailst, her hips

L8 the leernels fall fromn her finger-tips:

"One for tre buzzari-=-
One f{or tie crow==

One to rot--and--

One to growli!

¢nice shie had dreams (.ut notv or late)
Cf enother life, of a kinder fate:

Of qulet streets anu forei;n towns,
Of wancing tunes, and mmen, and gowns.

2ut 8ll of rer dresw.s were dreamed before
W'im Slade drew rein outside hier coor.

"One for the buzzard"--Tim was dead
Witlh a bullet-hole through his reckless heacy

Tin. with his cheating ways anc words--

laried from the [irst for the wart-necked
birds:

Tim who had left hier sorrowing days,

the farm, anu a nair of sons to raise.

Lon was hLer first-born: "One for the crowt!
Where had he sone? She'd never know

FPor there wes & price upon his head--
"A chlp off the olc block," people said.

Then "One to roti" Jler thoughts go back,
Like hunting-dogs on an easy track,

To the girl she'!'d been Lefore she caune
To love Tim Slade and bear Lis name;

And something as stinging end hot as sand
Llides down her cheek end strllkes her hend,

Ana she sees the field through a shlamering
blur
For what hss marrisge meant to her,
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Eut a lL.eel of bread in a rcofless rut,
Cr ¢ erawlir_; course throu, i & aouldy rutt
As 1f in answier, over the diltcel

A 0oy comes ridin, a willow swltcl::

Her seconG=vorn of wioni no one
Could sa7; in truth "Lis father's son,"

For his chin is flrr, sac his nouth is grave,
And the dreuws in nls eyes are bright anu brave.

AindG she, reuewovering farc-hand tall,
"VYou loce three seeus to gjet one stalk,"

stends tall and proud a.u lier pale ciieels glow
As she drops a :iernel--"One to frowi"

Slowly lan the widow moves
Up and aown the furrowed grooves,

Peuce in Ler neart anc¢ a sinlle on her lips
ks the uzernels fall froa her finger~tips:

"Oone for tre buzzard--
One fcr tle crow--

One to rote-~and=-

Cne to growt"

--'zy 1. Yauger
THE LEPUTY

Leave I'im here at the canyon's head,
Comrades who love hinm,

He will be very hasppy, dead

With the redobuds above him.

He will feel very much at home

V/ith the red earth to cover Lim

And the wild currant's sweet perfume
vreathing soft over him.

Leave him here with his riding done,
lere where we found him,

Fe will never be quite along

VWilth the grass waving around him.

=-=¥enneth C. Kaufman



BO0RLER 50TLUS

I

She stond oJesice tihe door anu watchedu Juan o,
And whin e bturned tie sete, sie forcec a smiles
viith every step iie toou she felt a slow,

Gold fecr. [ow coulu she vear to weut the while
Tntil ke cae aralin--tle thins well done?
Tequila s.u.lea in Lis little boat

for grincoes--r.ow she hated every onel

3,

Todav it crougi:t lL.er heart Into her throat.

Eer troublcd thou lits were turesued into _rief.
A11 da- cl.e startud at ths sli l:itest souna,--

whe drusking of a hurmiless winu-.lown leafl

Or when the drooping paluw=fronds clawed the ground.
At dusk sire crept inside ané vowed lier .:ead

Lbove Juan's haandliwork--a bvaby's bed.

II

She saw Lis [ingers as they snootlied the wood}

3l.e felt the soft dust from ti:e grooves e made...
This norning he hed prowmised to ve ;004~--

This trip the last--she need not e afraidl

The gnarlec mesquite cast sliadows near the door,

A small owl trilled; one lonely star came out.

e wouvlC o= coming soon, to -0 no rore...

Why did she trenmndsle so-=why aid she doubt?

She roused hersell to light the darkeninz room
wWith candles lecning in & brolen cup;

She made a filre to brighten up the gloom;

The small fleise cheerec her as the smol.e went up.
And then she raae tortillas, orown and thin,

And cafe, as Juan liked 1it, blaclk as sint

II1

The cahndles shortened and their lights grew dim;
The pungent odor of the food hed gonse.

She leaned against the open door to skim

Tre starless night again and wish [for dawn.

Like men, the yuccs stood against the black;
Faguey plants squatted solemnly and still;

<ut when she called, they could not answer bvack,
Nor could tley know her fecr nor feel her chill.
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L voice from somewhere called her--then _rew loud.
Perhaps a traveler had lost his way.

vhetd answer, sive Lim food, Juaa woulu be proud
7o give & wanderer a place to stay...

Anc then tle tine wouid nol seem very lon,,

7111 Juan care wit!. a vhistle or =2 song.

v

Dawn came. ohe felt a preeze across rer face,

sut coula aot rouse uaorself. A numbaess wound

ner hands anu feet, anu left its drowsy trace

acrocs hLer vraln. She lleard no stirring sound;

The legsec box stood &8 the night vefore,

Tortillas tlere in stacits, thie two cups clean...

Whyr was slie lying lL.ere beslde tlie door?

‘Wh:s t were tle wores she'cC neard, t':e things she'd seenf

3lowly her memory gave ler ovac.. the nig t,

The clwwp of trees, tlhe messenger, tle wordl

“he men rad thoucht so little of the frizht

0f raids aad shots....Perlisps e thou hl slie'c lL.eard.
Lut, ok, this thing--the last the man had salaq,

ladre de Liosl...now her Juan was deadl

-=Clara Xood iugel

SPIRIT OF PLACE

although we roamed our woods in youthful
daring,

And Gioson Woods and vuncan Woods as well;

We faltered at the edge of Lindsey Botton;

It was a region held in evil spell.

But sometimes safer paths becane prosaic;

Clirford woula say: Now we will o down therel

We would consent in Splte of bﬁegfiﬁEIIn?“EﬁIne-creeps
To test our courage on the thorn of fear.

In Lindsey Bottom's ever-depening shadows,
Grapevines assumed a glant-reptilian guise

With scatterel toadstools danply white and swollen
For their enormous and nmalignent eyes.



Low bushes hacu a way of movin. branciios

In sudéen gusts of empty eeriness;

And wings would flutter furtive l.ints of danger
‘oo dire for any bird throat to exiress.

Down, gloomy razes fallen leaves woula rustle

In stealtlyy menace; oram.lecs woulc enmesh

Qur hurriea, si:allow-breathing boGies, clutching
A hasty sacrifice of cloth anu flesh.

Although we might have entered bravely talking
0f happy projects or tlhe games we linew,

As tlmorous vare feet w:on the leaf-niold
Shranl from ti.e chill of never-drying cev,

'het chill wouldu spreac, anc hushy our very heartlueats

e would walk faster--then Depin to run--
Anc oh, tie swecel release frou car':t encrhsntment,
wien sale across, wo felt tl.e wnorning sun.

-=(Pace (0SS

THE 20LL W EVIL

Oh, have you heard de latest,

De latest all yore own

All avout de Boll Weevll

What causeC re to lose mah Lome?

To lose mah home,-~To lose mah home.

Pilrst time I saw de .Joll Weevil

e was setten on de Squah;

Next Lime I saw dat Veevil

He was settin' everywhere

Jes! a-looking 'foh a home,--lookin' fah
& home.

Fahmah say to de Vieevil

Mhat make youre head so redf"

Weevll say to de fahmah,

"It's a wondah ah an't desd.

Lookin' fol. a home, lookin' foh a home."
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NHesro sa” to Ge Tieevil,

"Lht1l throw yo.. in de hot send."
weevlil sa- to we ¥egro,

"an'l1ll stanc it liie a man,

Ah'1ll hove a home-~Ank'll lhave a homel."

Says de captaln to Ge | istress,

hat Go you think of dats

Lis Boll Yieevil done maie a nest
Ilnside mal: 3unda~r llat;

le!'ll have a home~~-ilo'll have a liome."

If you wanta kill ae soll Weevll

You bevter ve in time.

Use 2 little ougsar

Lnd lots o' turrentine,

And he'!ll be dead--~an' ne!'ll oe dead.

-=10olk wallad

DEKP VUELLS ARL LRJIAYV CITIES

I

Allie was & tall lad

LOorn where brave men olec.
Allie was a Texas boy,

Of the prairies dorn and bred.,

when lie was a youngster,

Less than three years old or so,
Alliet's father died with Travis
At the blood-scarrec¢ Alamo.

And when Allie had grown older,

Clder in events than years,

iie cleared his eyes one day of childhood.
Allie dried his mother's tears,

Took the ax and plowshare from her,
Bent his back above the soil,

Bent kis spirit, too, for child still,
Allie lesrned the drag of toil.

23l



Plowing in tiie brass-brisht noondar,
Filing lime rocizs for & {ence,
Licsing gnarled old mesqulie roots,
e founu lador's reconpense

In the drear ris oride was Lullcling:
Laobor never could »e lost,

Wiere was virgin soll for tillliag,
Tilling 1etterex, nct tis cost.

Allle, still a stripling, plowing,
Lifting anxicus eyes for rain,

Saw falr cities rise in splendor

On the Jlood-oought, pricelsss plain.

And knew not :is hands were bleedin],
That his back was bent anc lame,

Saw the prairie, wild anu temelesc,
By his efforts growlng tame,

¥inded not the dirt anc hardsnip,

L inded not his youthless youtl,

Lost hils dreax something in ouilcing--
In the losin;, made it truth.

I1

Allie bullt a larger cabin,

Tookz a nrairie glrl to wife,

Got three tall sons L nlis manhood,
Anc exulted, zliving life.

Allie rearcec his sons for Texas,
Taught them God and Trutl anu Toil,
Saw the dreass he had begotten
Slowly rising: from the soil,

Loved new Texas as he saw her,

Gave no quarter---asied for none,
Fought, and di,ged deep wells for water
To CGefy the sesring sun,

Loved the red heat and the norther,
Listened to the mockingbird,
Though he never paused from working,
Allie saw, and Allie heard.



Allie cled, iis work unfinis’ed,
Drears unbuilded in iis breast.

AndG his friends fros distant btownsl.irs
Ca..e, anc went, and prayed hin rest.
vren they naked nis wife wict writing
Shiould oe set aoove 1is l.ecd,

"Loré," Lis widow wert, "poor Allie
Jever Gone a thin_t" slhe said.

4All.e qleu, 8 yet 1s living
In the lanc e wvrought to cirti,
vhou,r *is flesh rnes long sirce cruunled,
In tiie sun-baiied Texes earth.

In his deen wells water _litters,

Ané the grain tiat illie sowedq,
Throush unnuuoered sons ant grandsons,
On the Texas plain still grows.

Allie's house and iLllie's fences
Long l.ave tumbled into cust,
Allie's ax and ancient nlowshare
Long have even ceaset to rust.

Allie's sons are decd ana vanished.
sut his son's sons locok for rain

In fair citles built in s»lendor

Cn the Dbloocd-bought, priceless plain.

Allie's dreans have come to fruiting
Thrice renoved from Allie's time--
Countless unremenvered Allies

Bullt fair Texas in their minds.

Countless unrenembered Allies

Fought and strove and bled anu passed,
Bullt an enpire by their dreaming,
Stone on stone, now done at last.

Finished? DNo, for yet in Texas,
Sprzwled beneath that brassy sun,

There 1s need, sore need, for dreamers,
Need for tollers, woric undone.

And the prairie norther chants 1it,
And the Texas mockers sing,

"Lord, send us men like Allile,

Who never done a thingt"

~=}arie Falrbanks
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LIDDLLRYS IBLAYTD
A Dallaa of the Zan Yernard llver

Oh, listen toni ht, at the moon's white death,
To a cry thet is higk and thing

Lbove tic whimper ol wind anu wave,

Threads tie sound of a viollin.

Where tlie river drinks decp of a cool, green tide
Trom tie salty lip of tie sea,

Yorgalzen and lonely the 1slanc¢ broods,

And the fiddler stlll wails .:ls plea.

ror '‘twas to this islana, once long ago,
Thet young [Rovin orou_lt houe Lis oride,
sweet Zllen, with ..ir lixe a dusky wing,
And eyes lixze & shallow tide.

Wow, L[obin was born to the lonely sea,
To the wina und the sea gulls crying;
Forever etched on his valiant heart
vias the souna of the sea's saa sighing.

Jut ¥llen's love wzs for sober earth,

7'or a flower venexzth her hand,

And the vwind and tke zulls and the bruising sea
“ere thin:s she could not understand.

For the grey moss coliled lilze a ghostly fog
And it drifted from branch to bole,

Till she felt its fingers were ever wound
Llke a phantom about her soul.

"Oh, Robin," she cried, "'tis a lonely place,

Anc 'tis terror thet haunts me herei

Ancé her voice climbed up like a wind-wracked wave,
Till it Dbroke on a crag of fear.

Then Robin would play, with his fiddle and bow,
As he wooed her from her despair,

But the music was twisted by wind and wave,
And was drowned in her cold white stere.

For the breakers would bare their long white fangs,
And her llstening face would blanch,

And she felt the clutch of the writhing moss,

As it shuddered from branch to branch.
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She would wander alone on the curving shore,
vi.ere tiie woaves cast their s»iraled shells,
Anc sl..e leaned to l.ear on the restless wing,
Trhe sound of the hidden oells,

50 faintly, at first, thet she lt.eld her breat.
As sle catiered te silver sound,
when ther whispered across the long wiite sand
‘here tie cold seac-haumers round.

Sut their nusic swelled, till rer achiing fear
Grev still at tle hidden wonder,

And she trembled not at the clamoring wind,
Nor paled at the see's wilc thunder.

"T will come," she cried, to tle cruel sea,
To the oveating v.nd "Se stilll"

"For the bells are calling the heart of ne,
ind they shall have theilr will."

Then the waves were gre:cy aovout -er feet,
Anu her Laix blew about her face,

But the bells were beating against her ovrain,
And she leaned to the chilll embrace.

with kelp in lhier hair, they founé her at last,
Thrust high by the saggsing tides

As cold as tihe sea shells beneath ler,

Young Robin brouzht home his falr bride.

Oh, vitter the sorrow that withered hils heart,
AnG tre hours were heavy anc slow,

AnG ever he grleved for the bride he loved,

Ag he played with his fiddle and obowe.

Oh, swcet was the sound of the lost refrein
That rode the wild wind in the night,

And the ones who listened would turn away,
And their faces were sshen with fright.

For 'twas said by the wary that often at niglt,
When the mo>n wove a golden snare,

Young Ellen came back to the lonely shore,

And wallzed, with lLer sea-wet hair.

Though Robin now sleeps by his Ellen's sids,
And Ellen dreams sweet by her lover,

And the grey moss drifting upon the wind,
Has made them a kindly cover,
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The 1usic still wevers tlroug. wind zad fog,
Ana it whispers across thie sf.a,

Anc. the stala follx shiver toc hear tie tune
not mede by a mortal hand.

~-=-Lurline cllard .owrsan

DALLAD OF JSILL STAULDIFER

3111l gtandifer wes a ;oou cowhand
As ever lierdea steers,

Thoush he was only seventeen
And scrawny for iils vears.

Laupasas was .1is native home,
2ut he hankered for a clange,

So he went ridin: fartier west
7o find a broader rangc.

"wow, Dill," the ranch boss sald to him,
"I'm leaving it to y~u

“o ride the southwest llne, ané see
That no strazy l.erds get throush."

Two men caize riding down the trsil
With a ovunch ~f steers one day.

"Youtll have to turn 'em oack," sald 3ill,
"An' .0 sorie other way."

"low, whose blame kid are you to tell
John hakan what to do?

I'1l take my plack snake whip and flog
The daylights out of yout"

"Then what you waitin' on," smiled 3111,
With his hand close to Lils gun,

But a volce behind him spoke and said,
"Just take it eusy, son,

And put your hands up toward the sky--
I'1ll keep him covered, John,

And you can gilve him what he needs
Get down and lay it on."
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5ill Stendifer turned round to looi:
A rifle In his eye,

And he knew thst i1t was w» to him
7o tal'e the wiiin or dale.

The rawhice DLt into Wis flesh
And cut Lhis shilrt In strins;

The red whelps rose upon l.is back
And tie Dlood ran down hils hips.

He snolkle but once--turougl. sritting teetu
"Itve got just tlhis to say:

Tou'ld vetter kill se Jo:mn, lahan,
Or there'll come another Jday,"

ie rode vacx to the rancii house,
says, "3loss, I want nmy payr;

I ot to o and kill a8 men,
An' I'm leavin!' riglit away."

"mor;et it, kida," the ranch Hoss laughed,
"And zet bacic on the line."

"You wouldn't talk tist war," said -ill,
I your Dbacl hurt llke nmine."

Ile found his man on Pony Creek
Ancd looked Lim in the eye:

"Join i.ahan, we have met azain
An' one of us must die.”

e rustler wheeled and mmade his draw
In manner mosl expert,

2ut a bullet broite l.is shooting arm
And 1is gun fell In the dirt.

And then lLie spolie to 3tandifer
In pleading voice, "llow, son,
I know that you won't shoot a man
That does not have a pun."

"It wouldn't Le good etiket
In oravery, 1I'1l agree

3ut you didn't ask no favors
When you laid the whip on me."

John l'ahan wheeled his big roan horse

And like a flash was zone; .
Bill Standifer put spurs to his,

And the race of death was on.



o
(&3]
[ 93]

Two hundred jards, three hundred yaras--
he dust rose up lile gnioke-=~

Tive hundred yards, six hundrea ysords,
And then a pistol spole.

Thie first shot got tre flyin_ roan,
“he next shot got the wan,

Aand they went down togetier,
The horse anc John iahan.

Anc 3ill said to himself, as . mopned
The dust and sweat frow hls orow,
"i've done wint I came iere to do,
Ln'v my Dacl: feels better nowl"

-=tnitne; ‘'ontzomery

THE LAY WasT O Tr-0 PIC0S

Judge Koy DBean of Vinegarroon

eld high court in Lis own saloon.

Fer a killint' or thievin' or other sech fracas,
Dean was the law out west of tle Peccs.

Set on a ey an! alloweu no foolin'.

Closed ever! case with "That's my rulintt
A& sun butt thuwap an' a judgy snort
Announced to the boys he was openin' court;
And every once In a while or less,

Fet'd thwap with hils gun for a short recess,
Step to the bar like a spry ol!' lynx

An' call all present to buy some drinks.
Juryman, witness, thlrsty or dry,

Stepped right up fer thelr ol' red-eye.

Once on & Jjury a wman calleu Hanls

3et where he wuz an' says, "No, thankst"
"Now by gobsi" wuz Judge Bean's snort,
"f fine yuh ten fer contempt of courti!

Zanks he hemmed an'! Hanks he hawed,
But filnally out of his pants he drawed
A DL11l fer twenty, an'! paid his fine.



"ogn oducks change," he sars, "is mine."
"Change?" roars tle law of the PFecos sange.
"T"his here co rt don't uia.ie no changel?
Judge pgan awiled nils sixgun swiles

"I raise mul. ten an' ta.e your npilel

An' now, by sobs, wilhout no foolint',

Vet up your vhistles, fer thet's my rulin't?

Jli, out in the Yest wuen tli:c range wuz raw,
“est of the recos law was law!

-=3. Omar barlier

to
[Yu}
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3o00lis of Verse

Adans, 'alter R., The Lead Lie Down, laleido raph Iress, Lallas,
Terzas, 1U04: "An Alirnlane Crosgses a Cotton 1ield," Mautuwn!
"Eois L'arce at i nkt," "Buzzards," "Lrougit," M.atutinal,"
"0ld Farmer," "?lowboy," "Rare Day," "io an sarly Ll-couwin
Peacl: Tree."

AcGans Walter R., "3achelor's Poppy," ilaleidograph Fress, Lallas,
Texas, 1940: "Uild Tlun,"™ by lialter n. adaas.

oaobh, otenley L., The Death of a .uccaneer and Other Foenms, The
Southwest Press, Lallas, .exas, Lo27: "Galveston reacrh,"
"fiish lloon: (alveston .Jeach, Ships at Sunset," "Sunset l'ood,"
"Twili ot and Harly Gtars."

paker, ¥arle Viilson, Durning Zush, Yale University Press, llew
laven, Comnectlicut, 22: V. Dluebird," "Dox~Car Lettors"
"Leves," "Grey," "Pines in tle iiein," hrushes."

Baker, larle v/ilson, Dreaners on llorsebaclk, "he southwest Press,
Dallas, Texas, 193T: "Dally=-iread," "tlr-Lace," "iedbird,"
"Rondel for .spte..cer," "3ome Towns of “exas," "The Llope-
meat," Myithin the islamo."

Barnes, Leola Christi, Silver Century, ihe laylor Frinting
Company, 3an Antonlo, Texas, loou: "lartyrs."

Bishop, lerrill, Chromatropes, The Waylor Frintin_ Company,
San Antonio, Texas, 1927: "lLarket flaza," ™The ‘leggar at
San Fernando Cathedral."

Callaway, Dorothy, "Lantern and Lyre," ..aleldograph Press,
Dallas, Texas, 1939: "Law West of the Pecos," "Lovely

Chosts."

Challis, James Courtney, liy Literary House, The Four Seas
Company, soston, 1036:  "Lrouth," "Galveston,"

Chittenden, William Lawrence ("Larry"), Ranch Verses, G. P.
Putnam and Sons, lfew York, 1893: %"0de to the rorther,"
"Pexas," "The Cowboy's Christmes 3all," "The Prairie Dog,"
"The Renchman's [ide."

Cole, laude E., Clay Bound, Tie Laleidograph Press, Lallas,
Texas, 1936: TCactI,™ "i[ill Garden," "Plamingoes," "Roads."

Greer, Hilton Ross, "Ten and Twenty Aprils," P. L. Turner
Publishing Company, Dallas, Texes, 1000: "Spring on the
Colorado," "The Road of lLidnight Pageants."



Goodwyn, Frani, Volce of :ree ian, Christoprer lu.ollisi.in_ Com-

Ty ——

pany, 3oston, l9oo: ™Ts Song of the Coyote."

Harris, Lazel liarper, . .ing;s oi tue ;.orning, clyde C. Coclirell,
Lellas Wexas, 1930: VA Sailor's song," ", Texas Janvas,"
"1uisacho Avenue," "Invization fo Jexas," "Laurel iire in
PYexas," "ow T ¢t Arrilts “here," "Remer.brance," "ietama

nrees," "The ,ot Tar.sle wan,""™oward _lueoornmet Lire in

Texas."

Joi.nson, Siudie Jo-, Asarite erry, Jontiwest “‘ress, Lalles,
“exas, 193%: "Otar fLoove the Lunes," "The Land I know."

Lincser, Therese, _lue _ortiler, .arold Vinal, lnc., lew Yori,
1025: "3Zluebonnets," "olue .orther,” "Illllionalre Mud,"
Hiesaca of L. e Rio Grande," "The 211 VWell," "Val Verce."

Lorraine, Lilith, Janners of Victor:, .Janner Iress, ..uorr
University, stlanta, Georgis, "sentennial Clhwllen e,"
"Corpus Christi ; Bod- of Christ," "rloneer Nother," "I'ex-
ican Servants," "le Wko Love Texas."

Pl ]

Montgomery, ‘ihitney, Corn Silks and Cotton Jlossoms, F. L.
Yurner Puvlishing; Tompany, Dallas, Texas, 192c: "“Corn
Sillzs and Cotton lossoms," "I'v Cholce," "Satis{ied," "The
Lasi sob wWhite," "fhe Tryst," Miinter Woods."

iontgomery, Whiltney, srown Flelds and Brignt L1:.ts, Kaleido-
graph Press, Lalles, Texas, 1930: V"Répetoire," "Hounds
in the lills, 1934: "lounus.™

Lont omery, Valda Stewart, Locoed anc Qther Peems, Kaleiro-
Sreph Press, Dallas, 1930t "Drouth,™ "Funeral," "In Freaise
of Iwmperfection," "Locoed," "pPrairie-Lover," "Sandstorm,"
"o @ Prairie Quail."

Ransome, MNancy Ritchle, Texas {/1ld Flower Legends, Kaleidograph
Presg, 1933: "The TeXas Plume."

Robertson, Lexle Lecn, Red lieels, The Southwest Press, Lallas,
Texas, 1928: M"Hypocrites," "October," "Pioneer: The Vigette
of an 01l ®Field," "River Zlms."

Sjolander, John P., Salt of Esrth and Sea, The Southwest Press,
Dallas, Texas, 1S28: Wlhe Padre's Season," “The Boat that
Kever Sailed," "Cedar Bayou," "The llocking Bird's Song in
Autwmn," "The 3ong of the Owl."

Spates, Virainia, Wings Apainst the 'ind, Sozart Press, Ogle-
thorpe University Press, LZtlanta, Georgia, 1930: "The 01d
Spanish Trail;" Enchanted Windows, Kaleldograph Press,
Dallas, Texas, 1934: "Lord of the winds."




oi.itl, Goldie Carers, sword of Leujghter, The llaleidosrarh
Fress, 1632: "Alamo

Tpent, Lucia, Tnpublished poew: "exasV

lla-azines

Dunzerts I nthly, Sunlier vress, Fort Torth, Texas, Jamiuv,

19207 reliland," 57 Grace 7oll Jrowell.

Christian ocignce onitor, Christian uC;@ﬁOe Publishin: COMﬂan"
Boafon: Daclt To reaina," *lelina Loie," "loc! zport, "
"3o0ledad Ctreet," "Teoxas ;lueJonnets,' "the Letter" by

Fatherine [ynas %illiams,"ﬂedine Laize" - lancr Frits [ oon.

Dallas Journal, QOal Cli.f #daition, Willlam ALllan Vard, uditor,
pallas, rexas: "Goliad," by larie .arton,"he FPioneer"
oy Willian Re gles, “Ia the Cangyon," "I lue nistle," by
williess Lllen Taro.

Dallas liews, A. [I. Belo Fuvlisling voupany: ". 3an Aritonio
Garden" oy Gussie Osoorne, "The ax in tuve Lands of a lLan,"
oy Hilton Ross Greer, "To a Giaat Cactus" oy almeda Harcing
Shuoert.

Holland's lacazine, Farii anG Janch TPudlishing Coipany, Lallas,
Texas: PGreac ulms," oy Clara iood Rugel, "Little Houses
of the Test" by Crystal kastings, "Indian su:mer™ by Hangy
Ritchle Ransoms, "To a ocarlet Tanawer" ov iarthe Lavinia
Ilunter, "Ted Biru" by (race lioll Crowell, "San fAntonio"
by lMary iI. Armstrong.

Keleidosraph, A Lablonal Lagazine of Verse, Valida steward and
Whitney l.ontgomery, Jdditors, ! aleldowraph ’ress, Dgllas,
Texas; "A Cardiamal bv Charline D¢ Underwood, "Desert bun"

DI unnaoel Parks, "peed 5ill at Nizht" by Agusta Jaunhein,
"Law lest of the Pecos" oy Dorothy Callway, "The Locust"

by Lois Peck ichsten, "Dhe Prairie Wife" by 0llie L. Roediger
"ihis Lor Seeing" oy Kate Randle l.enefee, "Year's Cycle"

oy Lyra EHalsleyr Sparks.

Oklahoma-Farmer~Stockman, 1931l: "Drouth" by tdna Coe iajors.

The Saturday Evening Post, Curtis Publishln Company, Philadel~-
phia, April §4"’f937 "Southern Hight" by Evantha Caldwell.

The Southwest ggview, Southern lNethodlst University, Lellas,
Texas, Vol. XI: "The Deputy" oy Kemneth naufman; Vol. XXI:
ot Gullty" oy Kate i cAlpin Crady.




elnut 3nrincs Susiler, .elmul, 3nri _s, ewess "Sponigl dalg'

e T i e eaer—

o7 Gussie COsbornoc.

The Poetr: Soclct; of Jozu

Thne roetry Soclety of Texas, Lallcs, Texas; 4L Soolr of tie
Year, l922: " ldnisht: A& ledilation" v otanler I ZaLd,
e Zox Canron® oy (Glenn v.ard Lresbaca, "Whe Sw.urer Yan-
acer" oy Larle ¥Wilson laiter, "lavelets at loon" and "iaves
at sonset" Ly Stanler T. Zabb, Miest Texss Jummer" Ly
serta lart .ance;

A Dooir of the Jfcar, 1924: "loods of tre Qanhandle" .7
Tutlk tarrison Sruncils, "Fouegrante Llosso..s" 0y Grace iloll
Crowell, "sSoue Towns of Wexss" oy ila:sle .ilson sa.er,
"3Joanets of a soubtliern City"™ uy Grace 501l Urowell, "ihe
Little wowns of "Yexas" by Clysde .plton nill, "The sciool
sus" by liors parnhardt Fermiers;

L Booa of the Year, 1925: "At Laurel Slossom Tlme" by
HaZel rarper farris, "In Praise of the Guadalune! by
Terta Lart lance, "My Neizhbor's Treze' an¢ "3ongs from
the Traffic" oy [ earzaret Belle ilouston;

A 3Zoox of the Year, 1926: "Desert Srwphony" by Cherie
Torenian spencer, nsan Jacinte's Tiater"™ o7y J. '. Pratt,
"Sun=-Quest" by Irene Jones;

A Book of tle Tear, 1027: ™M7ild Ceese" by ratrick L.
Toreland;

A Book of tle Year, 1923: '"Coronado on the Ilains" by
J. Parx Lasser, "Lan Camron" oy VWilliam E. Bard, "3Sea Wind
on tie Prairie" bv Zerta Lart Mance;

Year Book, 1929: M"Border sSonnets" by Clara Hood Ru%el,
MCharge of a Texas Jorther" by jary 3. Fitzgerald, "Pre-
Season" by siddle Joe Johnsonj

Year Boolk, 1930: "City of Living Colors" by Rebecca %W. 3mith,
"On the ralllng of a Leaf" by Walter ii. Adams, "Sand Storm"
by Patrick D. loreland, "The Archer" Ly Whitney lontgomery,
"Three Leaves frog a Texas Swamer" by 3iddie Joe Johnson;

Year Book, 1931l: "Cattle"™ oy Berta llart Nance, "Silent
Eatwm™ by Lexie Lean Robertson;

Year Book, 1932: M"Absent" by Walter R. Adams, "l‘iracle" by
SunghIne Dickinson Ryman, "The Alamo" by Dorothy Callaway,
Mlest Texas wind" by Ruth Humphreys;



25:  "planter's Cher." 27 Ze” M. Yauger,
moexas" o, .arie _arton, "To April® 4y late Hanule [ crefce;

A

Year 00k, 1934: Wertsin ol spring" and "Pields" by
Geor_Ta C. .cder, ":enciiaca's Ghost" vy Gussle Osborne,
"richt Swebeh" oy Lois Vir inia _avidge, ".ow the Frosted
Thiciets" by sSiddie Joe Joinson;

Te.r £uol, 103u: "3lacl Hands" oy Grace l.oll Crowell,
Treritage" by LCle; Jones l.eeler, "rfoor~.hite Jletch"
by (Grace Ross, "Yexas Poet" o7 CGeorsia C. Lader, "You'll
Lever Jee & Crow In Town'";

Year oo, 1930: M"Conchita snd "Cotton Pickers" oy
Grace 1.011l vrecwell, "Deep 'Jells cnd Dreain Cities" oy iarie
TMalrbanks, "In San Antonio™ by lancy Ritchie Ransoue,
"Prairie Ghost" ov Frances Alexander, "/ings" Ly llltney
wontoomery;

Year 3ool, 1937: "The Blacl: Bull" by Grace Guthrie,
"riuavirate™ by liallie Xing Van heelum, "/hite leron" bv
Lols Vaughan IcLain, "ihite Iris" oy iaude #Z. Cole;

Year 350:, 1938: "Sugea-3o0o0 Wood" by whitney lLontoomery,
"Torcocten" 0 Grace 7. Quthrie, "One .inter Day" o
Dorothy Z. robbins, "3unset on the ._esert" and Wagons at
Dust" Ly Grace loll Crowell;

Year Boolr, 1939: "0ld Farmer! Ly Walter B. Adams, "Spirit
of the Place" by Grace Ross, "Two" by Udler Jones ‘theeler;

Year Book, 1940: "Ballad of Cynthie Ann Parker" by "hitney
ontgomery, "Fiddler's Island" by Lurline 1:allard Eowman}

Year Boo.., 1941: "3Ballad of 51ll Standifer™ by Whitney
Tontgomery.



