


A TEXT-TECH PAPERS PROJECT

Extremes and Moderations
Early Southern California Poetry

Extremes and Moderations is a Text-Tech Papers project devoted to
recovering poetry written, published, and circulated in Los Angeles
and Southern California. Each volume brings neglected books and
poems back into view through carefully prepared texts, archival
images, biographical context, and a clear record of the surviving
sources.

Edited by Brian Kim Stefans

The Text-Tech Papers  |  Los Angeles, 2026



RUTH LE PRADE

Collected Poems
A CRITICAL READING EDITION

Edited by Brian Kim Stefans

The Text-Tech Papers

Extremes and Moderations: Early Southern California Poetry



Collected Poems

1

CONTENTS
Books, poems, and editorial matter

6Introduction

12Archival Images

17Editorial Note and Sources

18A Woman Free, and Other Poems
 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 19The Song of a Woman Free

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 22I Have Loved

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 24I Am a Woman and I Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 25We Cannot Mount Alone

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 26To My Friends

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 28A Message

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 29To My Comrade Who Knows All Things

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 31Beautiful Face

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 32Because Your Beauty Is

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 34Your Great White Soul

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 35Where the Fairies Live

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 36The Purple Wistaria

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 37My Heart Expands as It Reaches to Enfold

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 38Together

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 39It Is Not Possible to Love Too Much

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 41Salutation to the Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 42A Song

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 43I Will Fade Into a Star

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 44To Walt Whitman

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 45My Soul Is Singing with the Stars

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 46My Commandment



Ruth Le Prade

2

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 47In the Absence of Your Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 48Heart-Break

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 49The Runner

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 50Wisdom

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 51I Gaze upon the Hills

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 52I Cannot Linger by the Road

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 53In the End

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 54Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 55I Said to the Dry Professor

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 56The Past

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 57Solidarity

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 58Forget

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 59A Song of the Earth

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 61The Glory of Fatherhood

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 62Sing On

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 63I Sing the Beauty of the Body

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 65To My Lover

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 66Caged

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 68The Lost Joy

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 69An Answer

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 70The Shadow

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 73The White Hope

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 74Abandonment

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 75The Tree That Withheld Its Fruit

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 76Who Will Understand?

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 77The Serpent

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 78Song of Liberty

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 80When I Am Dead

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 81Light Is

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 82Unfinished

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 83The Cross

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 84There Was a Man

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 85And Then

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 86The Slave

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 87A Pane of Glass

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 88The Sea



Collected Poems

3

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 89The Man and the Mirror

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 90The Rose Bush

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 91The Woman by the Sea

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 92The Night

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 93The Pot That Had Been Marred

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 94The White Flower

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 95The Price

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 96Law

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 97The Flower of Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 98Where the Sun Shines Always There Is a Desert

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 99Faith

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 101Out of Chaos

103Magazine and Anthology Verse
 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 104The Martyrdom

106Song Tree

107April Leaves
 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 108Songs for Today

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 109I Have Been Greatly Loved

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 110Magic

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 111Gypsy Ballad

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 114Strange Magician

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 115Spring

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 116April Fire

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 117Knowledge

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 118Offering

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 119Pledge

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 120When April Comes

122Leaves of Storm and Fire
 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 123Dark Music

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 124Kinship

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 125Lonely Spirit

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 126The Poet

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 127The Prophet



Ruth Le Prade

4

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 128The Wind and the Voice

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 130Shame

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 131Sappho to Phaon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 132Crimson Dyes

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 134Brief Loveliness

135Leaves at Prayer
 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 136God of Beauty and of Song

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 137Love Is Stronger Than All These

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 138Strange Tapestry

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 139I Listen to the Flowers Grow

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 140Religion

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 141’Gene Debs

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 142He Sails

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 143Walt Whitman

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 144Growth

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 145Heart Beat

146Star Leaves
 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 147I Heard the Music of a Star

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 148Choice

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 149Lovelier Dress

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 150Fate Answers

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 151Immortal

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 152The Phantom Ship

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 153Pale Princess

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 154Youth Speaks

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 155Unfoldment

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 156Frail Words

157Sonnet Music
 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 158Only the Dreams Are True

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 159John Masefield

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 160Music from Avon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 161Birth

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 162A Woman Worthy of Your Love



Collected Poems

5

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 163Power

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 164Sea Child

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 165Ben B. Lindsey

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 166Debs

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 167Edwin Markham

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 169My Home Is in the Future

170Gypsy Love Songs

171Bibliography



Ruth Le Prade

6

INTRODUCTION
Poet, pacifist, archivist, and maker of the Poets Garden

Ruth Le Prade built a life in which poems were never merely ornaments: they
were seeds, arguments, memorials, and instruments of rescue. Born Ruth Le
Prade Coward in 1894 and raised near Modesto, she came to Los Angeles as a
teenager, studied at the Cumnock School of Expression and Manual Arts High
School, and was publicly championed by Edwin Markham. Her
Whitman-inflected first collection, A Woman Free, and Other Poems (1917),
joined feminism, socialism, bodily freedom, comradeship, and mystical faith.
During the First World War she opposed conscription and wartime repression;
in 1920 she edited Debs and the Poets, gathering an international chorus
around the imprisoned Eugene V. Debs. At her Spaulding Avenue home she
created the Poets Garden, where Markham, John Masefield, Moon Kwan,
Seumas MacManus, and others planted trees and poetry became a civic ritual.
Song Tree (1943) gathered her later lyrics; Gypsy Love Songs followed in 1947.
Her only child, Eugene Le Prade Story, died as a German prisoner of war in
1945, and her later activism included the successful campaign to save Wesley
Robert Wells from execution. This edition restores the two complete poetry
books available in the project scans, her contribution to Debs and the Poets,
and a documented account of the unrecovered 1947 volume without
pretending that an archival description can replace its text.
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Family, childhood, and the making of a poet
Ruth Le Prade Coward was born on 20 July 1894 in San Francisco,

according to California biographical and family records; some later accounts,
including Patricia H. Cherin’s dissertation, cautiously proposed 1895 because
the surviving personal papers contain little direct evidence and a 1917 publicity
notice described her as having lived barely twenty-two summers. Her parents
were M. L. Coward and Mollie Woodson Coward. The Woodson family came
from Louisville, Kentucky, and the Cowards had California roots around
Woodland. Ruth grew up chiefly in the agricultural towns of Ceres and
Hughson near Modesto, where her parents managed the Gillette Hotel after
moving to Hughson in 1907. She had brothers named Marvin and Charlie. She
later discarded Coward and adopted Le Prade, a name she associated with her
mother’s family and preferred for its brevity and sound.

A severe childhood spinal injury, remembered as the result of a fall or being
dropped, produced recurring pain and periods of invalidism. The young Le
Prade nevertheless described composing poetry before she could write. Her
father was reportedly the only Socialist in their town, and the itinerant
reformers and radicals who visited the family hotel made political argument
part of domestic life. Rezin A. Maynard, a socialist lecturer and educator,
recognized her ability and encouraged her to seek training in Los Angeles,
where his wife, Mila Tupper Maynard, taught at the Cumnock School of
Expression. Le Prade later dedicated her first book to her parents, the
Maynards, and an unnamed comrade.

In Los Angeles she attended Cumnock and Manual Arts High School.
Illness repeatedly interrupted her studies, and much of her early writing was
dictated from bed. Dr. T. Percival Gerson treated her, while the Altadena
philanthropist and radical Kate Crane Gartz became a crucial patron. At
Manual Arts, a teacher sent her poems to Edwin Markham. The famous
author of “The Man with the Hoe” visited, praised her work, and began a
mentorship that lasted until his death. A March 1915 newspaper story
announced that Markham had discovered a poetic genius in a Los Angeles
schoolgirl. The publicity made Le Prade a recognizable local figure before her
first book appeared. She also attended summer study at the University of
California, Berkeley, though the surviving record does not establish a degree.
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A Woman Free and wartime dissent
The manuscript that became A Woman Free, and Other Poems was first

called In Passing. Doubleday declined it in November 1916, and Markham
suggested subscription publication. Friends rallied around the project; John
Milton Scott helped arrange some prose-like passages into lines, and J. F.
Rowny Press issued the book in Los Angeles in 1917 with Markham’s
introduction. Its title sequence announces a woman advancing toward work,
unforced motherhood, sexual equality, and a free male companion. Elsewhere
Le Prade addresses Whitman, celebrates the body, condemns law and slavery,
and converts flowers, stars, roads, and desert into emblems of social
transformation. The book’s rhetoric was inseparable from the prewar socialist
and feminist cultures in which it circulated. Reviews were sharply divided:
some welcomed its courage, while Out West mocked its Whitmanian
catalogues and sexual frankness.

Le Prade opposed American entry into the First World War and published
antiwar writing in the Oakland World, California Social Democrat, Everyman,
and other radical papers. She belonged to the Fellowship of Reconciliation and
participated in peace meetings attacked by self-appointed patriots and the
Home Guard. At one private gathering in 1917, a crowd broke up a planned
address by former senator John D. Works. Pacifist organizing brought her
together with Harold Hadley Story, a conscientious objector who had been
imprisoned at Fort Leavenworth. When they announced their engagement, the
Los Angeles Times treated the pair with open derision. They married on 28
October 1919 in Los Angeles and spent time in the Berkeley area while Story
pursued further study.
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Debs, marriage, and the Poets Garden
The imprisonment of Socialist leader Eugene V. Debs gave Le Prade her

largest editorial undertaking. With Upton Sinclair as publisher and introducer,
she assembled Debs and the Poets in 1920. The anthology brought together
forty-eight writers, among them Witter Bynner, Carl Sandburg, Helen Keller,
H. G. Wells, George Bernard Shaw, James Whitcomb Riley, and Edwin
Markham. Theodore Debs praised the frail poet’s months of labor, expense,
and persistence. A proposed issue of five hundred copies signed by Debs briefly
stalled when the Atlanta penitentiary warden refused permission; Attorney
General A. Mitchell Palmer reversed that decision. Le Prade contributed “The
Martyrdom,” a prose poem that placed Debs in a lineage with Socrates, Christ,
Savonarola, Jeanne d’Arc, and John Brown.

Ruth and Harold’s only child, Eugene Le Prade Story, was born in
Hollywood on 20 July 1925, his mother’s birthday. By the 1930 census the
marriage had ended, and Ruth raised Eugene at the house given to her by Kate
Crane Gartz at 1622 South Spaulding Avenue. There the domestic garden
became an institution. Markham planted the first “Song Tree” in April 1927;
Le Prade later treated the event as the dedication of the Poets Garden.
Subsequent plantings honored or involved Moon Kwan, John Masefield,
Seumas MacManus, Angela Morgan, Chaucer, Shakespeare, Kipling, Debs,
peace, and other writers or causes. Its motto—Bread, Beauty,
Brotherhood—joined material need to literary and ethical aspiration. From
1933 onward, annual celebrations around Markham’s birthday drew poets,
musicians, radicals, neighbors, and sometimes more than one hundred guests.

Later books, war loss, and political rescue
J. F. Rowny Press published Song Tree in Santa Barbara in 1943. Dedicated

to Markham, the book organized fifty-two poems into five sequences: “April
Leaves,” “Leaves of Storm and Fire,” “Leaves at Prayer,” “Star Leaves,” and
“Sonnet Music.” Its lyrics return to freedom and political fraternity but also
cultivate shorter, more formal modes. “When April Comes” had received the
Brooks Poetry Prize and an award from the Southern California Woman’s
Press Club. “Pale Princess” had first appeared in Selman Stone’s book of that
title. A portrait of Le Prade and Anna Brooks Wyckoff’s drawing of the Song
Tree placed the poet and her garden at the threshold of the collection.
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Eugene graduated from Los Angeles High School in 1943 and entered the
United States Army. Captured during the Battle of the Bulge in December
1944, he died as a prisoner at Hammelburg, Germany, on 19 March 1945, aged
nineteen. His death became the central private catastrophe of Le Prade’s later
life. In 1947 B. N. Robertson privately published her forty-eight-page Gypsy
Love Songs in Los Angeles, with a photographic frontispiece. Archival
descriptions at USC identify manuscripts, typescripts, duplicate typescripts, a
book layout, and a printed copy. The poems were mostly unpublished before
the volume, apart from two exceptions; the sequence dramatized a married
woman divided between domestic security and a gypsy call to freedom. No
complete scan has yet been recovered for this edition.

Le Prade continued to turn literary prestige and correspondence into
political intervention. Her most sustained later campaign concerned Wesley
Robert Wells, an African American prisoner whose death sentence followed an
assault on a guard. She wrote officials, organized appeals, and pressed
Governor Pat Brown; Wells’s sentence was ultimately commuted. Her archive
preserves similar attention to prisoners, radicals, writers, and people she
believed had been abandoned by institutions. In 1962 she became a charter
member of the Eugene V. Debs Foundation, extending a commitment that
had begun more than four decades earlier.

Archive and afterlife
Le Prade was an obsessive archivist of both her own life and the lives that

crossed it. During the 1950s and 1960s she transferred boxes of correspondence,
manuscripts, notebooks, photographs, clippings, political pamphlets, event
records, and literary memorabilia to the University of Southern California. She
also bound three large volumes of poems written before 1942, from 1942
through 1947, and from 1948 through 1954, directing that they not be read
during her lifetime. The present Poets Garden records occupy more than one
hundred linear feet and contain a far larger unpublished corpus than any
responsible reading edition can reproduce without archival transcription and
permissions.

Ruth Le Prade died in Los Angeles on 25 May 1969 after spending her final
weeks at the Guardian Convalescent Hospital on Fairfax Avenue. Her bequest
supported an annual Le Prade–Markham poetry program at USC. The
physical Poets Garden did not survive as she imagined it, but the archive
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preserved her more durable invention: a literary world assembled through
hospitality, naming, collecting, ritual, and advocacy. Patricia H. Cherin’s 1992
dissertation and later essay established the garden as a feminist pastoral project
and restored Le Prade’s relation to Whitman, while the Debs Foundation has
recovered her place in the institutional memory of American socialism. Her
career is most fully understood not as a sequence of isolated enthusiasms but as
a continuing effort to make poetry act in public.
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ARCHIVAL IMAGES
The poet and the material history of her books
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Ruth Le Prade, photographic frontispiece to Song Tree (1943).
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Anna Brooks Wyckoff’s drawing of the Song Tree in Le Prade’s garden, Song Tree (1943).
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Original cover of A Woman Free, and Other Poems (1917).
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Original cover of Debs and the Poets (1920), edited by Le Prade with an introduction by Upton
Sinclair.
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EDITORIAL NOTE AND
SOURCES
Corpus, source control, and reading-text policy

The poems are transcribed from the original local scans, not from an earlier
reader’s edition. Every poem begins on a new page. True stanza divisions and
intentional relative line indents are retained; narrow-page hanging wraps are
rejoined. Book and journal titles are italicized, while poem titles remain roman
or take the series title style.

Obvious OCR corruption, scan artifacts, broken words, and damaged
punctuation are silently corrected against the page images. Drop-cap or
small-cap opening words are normalized to sentence case. Em dashes carry no
added spaces. The consistent verse setting is 10.55 points on 13.15 points leading,
and poems may continue naturally across pages.

The edition resets the complete recoverable texts of A Woman Free, and
Other Poems (1917) and Song Tree (1943), plus Le Prade’s “The Martyrdom”
from Debs and the Poets (1920). Gypsy Love Songs (1947) receives its own
chronological section, but its poems are not reconstructed from catalogue
descriptions. USC’s Poets Garden records preserve a printed copy and
manuscript materials needed for a future supplement.
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A WOMAN FREE, AND OTHER
POEMS
The 1917 collection
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The Song of a Woman Free
I am a woman free. My song
Flows from my soul with pure and joyful strength.
It shall be heard through all the noise of things—
A song of joy where songs of joy were not.
My sister singers, singing in the past,
Sang songs of melody but not of joy—

Is never joyful tho he smiles.

I am a woman free. Too long
I was held captive in the dust. Too long
My soul was surfeited with toil or ease
And rotted as the plaything of a slave.
I am a woman free at last
After the crumbling centuries of time.
Free to achieve and understand;
Free to become and live.

I am a woman free. With face
Turned toward the sun, I am advancing.
Toward love that is not lust,
Toward work that is not pain,
Toward home which is the world.
Toward motherhood which is not forced,
And toward the man who also must be free.

With face turned toward the sun,
Strong and radiant-limbed,
I advance, singing.
And my song is as free
As the soul from which it flows.
I advance toward that which is, but was not;
Toward that which is not, but is yet to be.
I, the free woman, advance singing,
And with face turned toward the sun.
Let Ignorance and Tyranny
Tremble at the sound of my feet.

I am a woman free.

For woman’s name was Sorrow, and the slave
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Singing the song of joy,
Strong and radiant-limbed,
I advance toward the work which waits for me,
The joyful work out in my home the world;
And toward the man who is my mate.
Oh I am strong and magnetic—
I have not wasted myself in sensuality;
And equally strong and magnetic
Is the man who is my mate.

For the glory of Motherhood
I have conserved my strength.
And for the glory of Fatherhood
He has conserved his strength.
I have passed by the lovers
Who passionately called to me in the name of love,
But whose lips were only hot with lust.
I have remained true to my own soul
And to the souls which are enfolded within me.
And no man shall mingle his body with mine
Who is not pure.

I am the free woman,
No longer a slave to man,
Or anything in all the universe—
Not even to myself.
I am the free woman.
I hold and seek that which is mine:
Strength is mine and purity;
World work and cosmic love;
The glory and the joy of Motherhood.

I am not strong and clean for myself alone,
But for all people;
My work and my love are for all people;
And I shall not be the mother of one child,
But of all children—
For I myself am the daughter
Of all women and all men.

Oh I am free! My song
Flows from my soul with pure and joyful strength;
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It shall be heard thru all the noise of things—
A song of joy where songs of joy were not.
Oh I am free! I thrill
With radiant life and gladness.
I advance toward all that waits for me.
I chant the song of Freedom as I go.
My face is toward the sun.
My soul is toward the light,
My feet are turned toward all that waits for me.
I advance! I advance!
Let Ignorance and Tyranny
Tremble at the sound of my song!

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.
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I Have Loved
I have loved winds that wander, tossing the trees, tossing the silver leaves;
Touching my body softly or with rude strength;
Blowing thru my hair; saluting me and passing on.

I have loved flowers that blow:
Silver lilies, purple poppies, orange flowers, honeysuckles, pansies, lilacs,

geraniums, violets.

I have loved the contact of the grass, and of the trees;
Of the brown earth pregnant with promise.

I have loved the song of birds and of the stars;
I have loved the sound of waters as they flow.
I have loved the glory of the dawn and of the night.
I have loved the fragrance of the woods and of the flowers.
I have loved the mystery and strangeness of the sea.
I have loved the mighty mountains and the hills.
I have loved the mystic Silence.
I have loved the comradeship of animals.
I have clasped hands with nature.
I have thrilled with all its strange and passionate joy.
Oh I have loved and understood.

I have loved winds that wander—
But I have loved men more.

I have passionately loved the flowers: poppies, orange flowers, geraniums,
violets—

But more passionately have I loved the human flowers:
The babies, the little children, the schoolboy and the schoolgirl, the young

lovers, the old lovers, the mother, the father, the worker.

I have loved the contact of the grass and of the trees;
Of the brown earth pregnant with promise—
But I have loved more the contact with my fellowmen.

I have loved the song of birds and of the stars;
I have loved the sound of waters as they flow—
But more than the sound of birds and stars,
More than the sound of waters flowing
I have loved the sound of my comrades’ voices
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And the music of their souls.

More than the glory of the dawn and of the night
Have I loved the glory of mankind.

And greater than the mystery and strangeness of the sea
Is the mystery and strangeness of the mass.

And there is no fragrance as sweet as the fragrance of souls that love each other.

Oh more than the mystic Silence have I loved communion with my fellowmen.

I have loved the mighty mountains—but man is mightier than they.
The comradeship of animals have I loved—but still more have I loved the

comradeship of men.

Because I have clasped hands with nature I can clasp hands more knowingly
with man.

Oh I have thrilled with all his strange and passionate joy;
And I have wept with all his sorrows.
I have loved him in his beauty and his strength;
I have loved him in his struggle and his pain.
I have loved him to the heights and to the depths—
And I have understood.

Oh more than everything have I loved man.
I have loved man more than God—
For man is God made manifest.
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I Am a Woman and I Love
Amid the darkness and the doubt
I kneel and do not know.
Around me the wild dust
Of unforgotten dreams is blown;
And in my ears the sound of tortured souls.

Amid the horrors of the dark
I kneel and do not know.
I do not know, I do not know,
There is not anything I know
Except

I am a woman and I love:
I am a woman and I love
Not one man only, but all men;
Not one child only, but all children;
And not one nation, but the world.
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We Cannot Mount Alone
Oh I would mount to the bright stars;
I would be joyful always;
I would be pure and full of strength;
But alas, I cannot—

For as long as one man is sorrowful and broken
I, too, am sorrowful and broken.
And as long as one woman is surrounded with vileness
I, too, am surrounded with vileness;
And as long as one soul is weak
I, too, am weak.

No bird falls to the earth with broken wings;

But I, too, am affected.
And as long as one small child sobs in the night
My heart will answer, sobbing, too.

The stars are bright tho they are far away.
I cannot mount to them alone.
Nor would I if I could.
I am no nearer to them than the level of the lowest man.
I can but lift myself by raising him.
Humanity is one, we cannot rise apart;
And joy, that strange sweet thing which all men seek,
Is never found by those who seek alone.

The stars are bright tho they are far away.
We cannot climb toward them, apart.
Oh let us wake, thrilled with a radiant love,
And mount forever upward, hand in hand!
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To My Friends
More sweet than the tumult of birds at dawn,
And the perfume of flowers in the moonlight,
Is the song I would build for my friends.

Stronger than the eternal laws
And as constant,
Is the song I would build for those I love.
Oh I would build with mighty melody
A song
For those to whom my soul doth kneel.

Oh I have loved many things!
Birds and flowers and books.
But more than all else have I loved my friends.

And I have built many songs;
But I shall build one
That shall transcend them all.

Oh my friends, I give you my song;
It is all of me.
I have not builded it with words.
It is the music of my soul.

I stumbled over dark rocks
Blackening them with my blood;
I was blind I could not see.

And behold the sun was shining on a garden of flowers.

The serpent had bitten me,
Bruising my heart;
I knew the vileness and the lusts of man
But my friend walking near me clasped my hand,

I lay low upon the earth,
A tortured thing of dust

Drew me with mystic music toward the stars.

But my friend walking near me said, “Open thine eyes”

In him I saw man’s greatness and forgot.

But my friend’s white soul, moving upward.
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Oh in the strong love of my friends
I have found strength.
And in the purity of their faith
I have found hope.

Within their souls I have found God.
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A Message
My eyes have not seen you;
And my ears have not heard you speak;
Yet I know you are beautiful.

The mate of beauty is beautiful.
The companion of love cannot hate.
The friend of hope moves forward.
The lover of freedom is strength.

Dear Comrade, I love you!
I twine a wreath of blossoms in your hair,
I gaze into your eyes
And tremble with the wonder of your dream.
Perhaps we may not meet upon the road,
And so I toss my song to you and cry,
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To My Comrade Who Knows All Things
I have a Comrade who knows all things—and understands.

Many winters have silvered his soft shining hair,
And his heart is as young as the first flower in spring,
And as old as the first sorrow in man.

My Comrade has soared to the white heights of inspiration.
He has stood face to face with God.
He has walked with workers.
He has talked with flowers and with animals.
He has sung with the birds.
He has heard the voices of the leaves, and of the winds, and of the stars.

He has heard the music of the universe.

He has felt the charm and passion of the sea.
His soul has knelt to the great mountains;
And expanded with the vast mystery of Beauty.
He has learned the lesson of the Silence.
He has danced with the bright waters.
He has felt all sorrow and all joy.
He has loved all people.
He has dreamed the Dream.

My Comrade is kind and simple as a little child—he knows all things.
He is not critical nor harsh;
He does not pass judgment upon others—he understands.

He has not sought for wealth nor fame.
He has expressed himself in service to his fellowmen.

He is a singer of great songs.
He is a thinker of great thoughts.
He is a doer of great deeds.
He knows all things—and understands.

�

I have loved you, my Comrade, so long! so long!
Your songs have gone into my blood.
I have knelt before your great white soul.
I have loved you so long! so long!
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I never dreamed that we should meet—except in Fairyland.
I never dreamed that we should pass so near on the great Highway.

You stretched your hands to me.
We gazed into each other’s eyes.
Our souls leapt like two flames—and mingled.
I was dumb. But you who know all things—understood.

�

Oh my Comrade, I would bring you a gift
As a symbol of the reverent love I bear you;
For the impulse of love is to give.

I would bring you silver lilies—
How joyfully they would grow ’neath the rays of your great white soul.
I would bring you the poets we have loved so.
I would bring you the smiles of babies and lovers.
I would bring you the charm of the moonlight and the sunlight.

I would bring you the glory of the dawn and the fragrance of the night.

I would bring you multitudes of the things I have loved.
But—you who know all things, possess all things.
And no one could add to what is yours.

�

My Comrade, my song of you flows from my soul.
I dare not slay it—
Tho I know it is not meet to sing it.

For who am I, that I should sing a song for one who is a master singer?
And who am I that I should make a song for one who is so great and good?

But you who know all things, will understand.

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.



Collected Poems

31

Beautiful Face
Beautiful face with your soft, silver hair,
And your white soul shining thru,
I love you so.
Oh kind are your dear eyes—they understand all;
And kind is your dear smile, enfolding all;
And bright is your white soul, which illumines all.

Beautiful face that I love so.
Many years have passed over you.
And each has made you richer and more beautiful.
You shine within the consciousness of men like a white star.
Leading them on to heights of inspiration and of love.
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Because Your Beauty Is
Darkness, Earthquake and Storm,
And I in the ruins alone,
With my crumbled heart at my feet.
Then the luminous whiteness of your soul shone down upon me;
And I lifted up my face unto your love—
A love which folds all creatures to your breast,
The love of Socrates and Christ:
Understanding all,
Forgiving all.
Hoping all—
And I was glad
Because your beauty is!

As I go the long road
And the dust is in my face,
I will remember.
As the silken bonds which comrades have made to hold me, I tear apart.
And the ground is moistened with my blood,
I will remember.
When those who pass me strike
Because they cannot understand,
I will remember.
And when in utter loneliness I stand.
Torn with the pains of desolation,
I will remember.
Yea! even when my soul in darkness
Falls writhing with utmost agony,
I will remember.
I will forget the agony and tears;
I will forgive the bitterness and blows;

I will lift my face unto the mighty love;
I will be glad
Because your beauty is!

And when death has folded me in silent mist,
And the sunlight and the moonlight know me no more,
When the purple on the distant hills
Smites me no more with adoration,
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When music moves me no longer.
And the tremulous mystery of spring
Wakens no answer in my heart—
The flowers will still grow toward you,
And the birds will still sing near you,
The tortured ones within your arms will smile,
They will be glad
Because your beauty is.
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Your Great White Soul
I kneel before your great white Soul, oh my Comrade!
I kneel before it in awe and adoration.
Though I am unworthy to kneel before you, I love you;
And when I am with you, your greatness makes me forget even my

unworthiness.
You are like the sun which shines upon all flowers alike,
Helping each to bloom in its own way:
And before your great white Soul I kneel in silence.
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Where the Fairies Live

The fairies live in the lilies white.
And in the silver soft moonlight;
The fairies live in mad delight
Within my heart—tonight.
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The Purple Wistaria
The purple wistaria grows upward, seeking the stars.
Sweet is its perfume, strangely sweet;
And silver are its leaves, fairy leaves.

I walk in the moonlight near the purple wistaria which grows upward, toward
the stars.

I walk in the moonlight near the strange, sweet flower that I love so.

Oh the mystery of night is in my blood!
And the charm of the moonlight is in my heart!
And the fragrance of the flower thrills thru my soul!
Oh I am mad with strange and passionate joy!

Flower that I love so, flower that grows upward, seeking the stars;
Flower with the strange sweet perfume and the silver fairy leaves;
Why do you thrill me with such strange and passionate joy?
Why do you madden me with ecstasy divine?

Flower that I love so, your beauty vibrates thru my soul forever,—
Oh help me upward, for I, too, am seeking the stars!
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My Heart Expands as It Reaches to Enfold
When I returned after a long absence
My Lover said to me,

these new loves?

But I said to my Lover,
Gazing deep into her eyes,

room for you?
Can there be too many blossoms in spring?
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Together
A thousand birds are singing in my heart—
Because I am near you.
A thousand birds make music in my soul.

I did not know that I could be so happy.
I thought my heart a barren place.
Heavy with dead dreams;
But it is flooded with eternal Love.

Life is more than heaven—
We two are together.
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It Is Not Possible to Love Too Much
If I had loved you less,
I might have been a happy woman,
So they say.

If I had loved less,
I had not ventured all—and lost.
I had not hurled defiance
At the cold respectability of man
And faced the censure of a world.

But, dear, I could not love you less.
You came into my life
Like a song when all was still,
Like a bird where birds were not.
Like a bright star in a black, black night.

I could not love you less;
I would not give the wild, strange sweetness of your kiss.

For everything the world could yield.

If I had loved you less,
I might have held you longer.
But, dear, I would not breathe one word of blame.
Whatever you have done, I know
That for a while you loved me.

Your soul is like a free, strong bird that soars,
Men cannot put such souls in cages.

I would not be a petty soul
Who seeks for love
And cries out that the price is great—
There is no price too great to pay for love.
And such a love as ours was worth
All heaven, hell and earth.

If I had loved you less,
I would not wake now in the night,
Blinded with burning tears;
Reaching my yearning arms,

The sound of your dear voice saying, “I love you!”



Ruth Le Prade

40

Finding you not.

If I had loved you less,
I would not fancy in the dusk
That I could hear your voice—
Your dear loved voice
Calling to me across the world.

If I had loved you less,
I would not see you now

I would not feel the dumb and ceaseless pain
Which tears my heart.

If I had loved you less—
But, dear, I would not love you less,
I would but love you more.
If it were possible.
We few sad souls who stray with Love,
Out of the cage where men have bid us sing,

And tho the race, its false conventions spurned.
Would cry us down into the depths of hell,

We rise triumphant, hurling our glad words
Across eternity—
The stars know they are true:

There is no price too great to pay for love.
It is not possible to love too much!
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Salutation to the Day
Glorious Day, I salute thee!
Enfold me with thy beauty and thy joy;
Make me radiant with service;
Thrill my soul with vision and with dream!

Upon this day I shall walk nearer to the goal;
I shall lift my face with greater consecration and with hope;
I shall send forth throughout all time vibrations of love, beauty, joy, strength

and peace.
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A Song
For you the hills are white with snow.
For you the red leaved poppies blow.
For you my heart sings soft and low.
My dear, I love you, love you so.
All things await our coming, dear.
The flowers and the dream are here.
We need but seek and we may rear
A temple where our souls may hear
The music of the stars.

Let us so love that our love may
Light other souls upon the way;
Find sweet roses in the May
Someday!
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I Will Fade Into a Star
I will fade into a star;
You will know that I am near
Though afar.

I will fade into a flower;
I will greet you every hour
With the perfume and the dew;
I will sing a song to you.
I will fade into a dream,
Where the joyous fairies gleam,
In a mystic music-beam.

I will fade into a brook;
I will lift my head and look
At the sunshine and the air;
I will wander everywhere.
I will fade into a song
That will ease the heart of wrong.
I will weave a sacred shrine
Where thy soul may mate with mine.

I will walk with you each day,
I will clasp your hand and say,
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To Walt Whitman
Dear Father, you called for those who were to justify you.
Behold they appear!
With a loud shout they announce themselves.
Rough they are with the touch of the wind;
Magnetic with the touch of the sun;
And their voices are strong, beautiful.

But those who feared you and ran from you
Are equally frightened by them.
The past-worshippers, the mediocre, the feeble-souled,
the tiny-minded, the scholars who feed on dead

All these are confused and recede.

They will have none of you nor your fearless brood.
They shut themselves in closed houses, fearing the wind;
The sun might fade their carpets—so they die.

Oh why did you ask to be justified?
To the understanding you are already justified;
And to the rest you can never be.

Does the earth need to be justified? or the sun?
Wise men once said the earth was flat.
The earth in its greatness was silent.
And if I, gazing at the sun.
Contend it gives no light—
I merely prove myself a fool.
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My Soul Is Singing with the Stars
My soul is singing with the stars.
I vibrate with the love of life.
I thrill with joyous melody.
Oh, I am one with all the flow and glow of life!

And all the flowers sweet with dew are singing, too.
And all the little blades of grass;
And all the fairies as they pass;
And all the moonbeams and the leaves.
And every gentle, fragrant breeze,—
Yes, everything is singing, too, even you!

Ah, love! this symphony of life,—
Each planet singing in its place.
Each atom singing in its place.
Each grain of sand and drop of dew singing, too,—
How marvelous, how glorious it is!

Love glows;
And our souls sing amid the stars.
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My Commandment
Other things I have said to thee, beloved, thou mayest forget,
But this thou wilt never forget:
Thou art a part of the great harmony called life;
Resist not love—let thou the music out.
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In the Absence of Your Love
As a flower fades and falls
When the dew from heaven comes not,
So I fade and fall, Beloved,
In the absence of your love.

As a flower writhes and withers
When the rain from heaven falls not.
So I writhe and wither
In the absence of your love.

As a flower cannot live
Without love.
So I fold my leaves and die
Loving you.
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Heart-Break
I do not ask for your love.
What has the storm on the desert
To do with the beauty of youth?

I do not ask for your love.
All night and day I wear myself out
With the terrible force of my passion.

I do not ask for your love.
I die
With a thirst that cannot be eased,
With a fever that cannot be soothed.

Oh what has the storm on the desert
To do with the beauty of youth!
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The Runner
Lithe and strong stands the runner poised for the race.
Lean is his body, freed from superfluous flesh;
Clean is the blood which flows within it.
He is suggestive of great strength;
Strength to achieve and overcome.

As you gaze upon him you know that he has not weakened himself with alcohol
or tobacco—

He could not afford to weaken himself with alcohol or tobacco;
Neither has he weakened himself by sexual indulgence, or overeating—
He has conserved himself for the race;
And you feel as you gaze upon him
That he will be a winner.

Lithe and strong stands the runner, poised for the race.
The wind is on his face, it rumples his hair.
His muscles are co-ordinated; his being is in harmony.
He is conscious of power.

The track is before him; his eyes are toward the distant Goal.
He waits, alert; power in every inch of him.
The signal is given; he leaps into the air—
The race is on.

Oh, to be a runner!
To leap, and shout with the wind;
To be utterly free, mad, wild, exultant!

Oh, to be a runner!
To turn one’s face toward the Goal;
And to reach the Goal;
Exhausted, if necessary, with blood streaming from the mouth and nostrils;
But to reach the Goal!

Oh, to be a runner!
To be strong, clean, powerful.
To conserve one’s energy; to reach the Goal,
To be a winner in the race!
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Wisdom
I know a man who is a scholar:
He understands Greek and Latin;
He has delved in the dust of the Past—
I am wiser than he.

He is thoroughly efficient;
He works like machinery—
I am wiser than he.
I know a man who has traveled:
Over the world he has traveled;
From Chaldea to San Francisco—
I am wiser than he.

He is a man.
His soul vibrates in harmony with love—
I kneel at his feet.
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I Gaze upon the Hills
I gaze upon the hills which rise between us,
The bitter hills which shut me off from you;
And I am very lonely in the night.

Oh I have tried to rise above the hills,
And wildly have I struggled in the dark
Only to fall upon the stones
Beneath the stars which shine upon us both.

But now I know tho hills may rise between us—
And bitter are the hills which rise between—
They cannot keep my soul from you.
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I Cannot Linger by the Road
Altho the violets grow beside the road, dear,
And you are there to twine them in my hair.
With all their fragrance and your love,
I cannot linger by the road.
I go the road, and I must go alone,
And many are the stones beneath my feet.
Some other traveler within the gloom
Shall hear me singing thru the dark.

And tho I fall and never reach the Goal,
Perhaps some other traveler will find the path
By my dark blood-prints on the rocks.

And when my heart is very sad
And I am lonely in the night,
I clasp some outcast to my breast
And kiss your lips.
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In the End
You buds who have not blossomed;
You flowers who have not bloomed;
I salute you.
Gently I press my lips upon your lips;
Softly I clasp your hands;
And we walk toward the sunrise together.

Oh Beloved, I understand you.
I do not weep for you.
I shout with joy,
For I know that all buds shall blossom,
And all flowers shall bloom.

What matters a few years or a few centuries?
In the end all shall attain.
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Love
Love gives all,
Seeking but the expression of itself.

Love is pure;
Its eyes are toward the stars.

Love is growth;
It moves forward.

Where love is
There is life.

Where love is not
There is nothing.
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I Said to the Dry Professor
I said to the dry professor,
In the midst of his dust and cobwebs:

He laughed, thinking me a fool.

Oh these exalters of reason, of the cold intellect;
These worshippers at the tombs of the dead;
These men of petty vision and of rules!
With dead languages, dead philosophies, dead thoughts
They shut themselves from the sunlight,
And demand that others do likewise.

They are but ghouls
Feasting on the dead.
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The Past
I do not come as a whirlwind, a destroyer of things.
I come as a builder, a maker of things.
I shall not be fettered by the Past, by things outgrown and musty.
Neither shall I gaze at the Past with scorn.
That within it which is outgrown and musty,
I part aside. It falls like husks from the growing fruit.

But that within it which is still beautiful and necessary
I conserve—as a foundation for the Future.
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Solidarity
In the long night a word was spoken;
And when the Masters heard it—

They hid their faces from the stars, and cried:

In the long night a word was spoken;
And when the Workers heard it—
They who built the world with strength and fearful pain—
They turned their faces toward the stars and cried:

In the long night a word was spoken;
A single word—yet empires fell, and systems turned to dust.
And thru the lessening gloom a white bird rose,
Singing a hymn unto the dawn.
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Forget
Forget? Forget!
Perhaps when the stars have crumbled
And the dust of the worlds blows wild
I will forget.
Perhaps when my tortured soul
Has risen from its last cross
I will forget.
Forget! Forget!
Yes, I will forget
When you have forgotten.
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A Song of the Earth
This is a song of the Earth.

The Earth is brown and broken.
It is passive without passion.
It is neither moral nor immoral.
It denies none—upon it walk the just and the unjust:
the prostitute, the politician, the sensualist, the child, the saint.
Within it crawl foul worms and loathsome things.
The garbage and the rot of man are thrown upon its bosom where all the dead

of yesterday lie festering in their filth.
It is an endless graveyard, a huge tomb, where all mankind must fall and

decompose.

The Earth is brown and broken—yet from its brownness grows the green grass;
and from its brokenness rises the grandeur of the mountains.

It is passive without passion—yet potent with limitless life, and susceptible to
love.

It is neither moral nor immoral—yet it sustains that which makes for morality
and yields it strength.

It denies none—even as the sun denies none, and serves as a resting place for all
who are weary and sinful as well as those who are joyful and pure.

Within it crawl foul worms and loathsome things—yet all men draw from it
their food.

From out the garbage and the rot, from out the filth and festering dead—the
white-rose blows.

And in the endless graveyard, the huge tomb—the carcasses of men are
purified.

This is a song of the Earth:
The brown, broken, passive Earth; the Earth without passion or morality;
The Earth which denies none; within which crawl foul worms and loathsome

things;
Upon whose breast the garbage and the rot of man are mingled with the

festering filth of death;
The Earth which is a graveyard, a huge tomb, where all men fall and

decompose.

This is a song of the Earth:
The Earth of the green grass and the great mountains!
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The Earth that is potent with limitless life;
The Earth which is susceptible to love;
The Earth which is impartial as the Sun;
The Earth from which men draw their food;
The Earth from which the white-rose blows;
The Earth which purifies even the rotting carcasses of men.

This is a song of the Earth;
The Earth contains good and evil;
It contains the moral and the immoral;
It contains rot and the white-rose;
Let those who seek rot find it;
Let them not cry out because it is so;
For verily it hath been written.
What a man seeketh that shall he find.

This is a song of the Earth.
Let those who will listen;
And those who can, understand.
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The Glory of Fatherhood
The glory of Motherhood
Poets have sung;
But the glory of Fatherhood—
That is left for me to sing.

So now I build a great song,
Not with words,
And you will not find it in this book.
Nor the pages of any other book;
But if you listen you may hear it
Vibrating in the hearts of the Fathers of the race.
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Sing On
Sing on, little bird, amid the silver leaves, sing on!
Today is the time of joy;
The time of the glad heart and the full throat
And the passionate trills of love;
But tomorrow—Ah! tomorrow—who knows?

Sing on, oh heart of me, sing on!
Mad you are with the joy of life.
And glad with the gladness of youth.
Sing on!
Sing in the sunshine the songs for those you love;
For today is the time of gladness and love;
But tomorrow!—Ah tomorrow—who knows?
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I Sing the Beauty of the Body
I sing the beauty of the body,
The human body, marvelous and strange!
Vibrant with radiant life, and fragrant,
Harmonious, co-ordinate—
Bones, muscles, tissues, blood,
All in their places;
Each performing its function,
Each sacred and potent.

I sing the beauty of the body;
Moving with free rythm over the earth.
Swimming in the blue bay;

Sunning itself upon the sand;
The human body, naked, unashamed;
Sacred in every part.

I sing the beauty of the body,
The body of the man—
Stripped of its ugly clothing,
Vibrant in the sun and air.
Yielding its fragrance to the wind;
Strong-limbed and powerful.
Freed from superfluous flesh,
Chest filled with air,
Diaphragm expanded.
Controlled in every atom.
Moving with grace
In freedom and in joy.

I sing the beauty of the body:
The body of the woman—
Stripped of corsets and tight clothing,
Nude in the sunlight or the moonlight,
Yielding its perfume to the air,
As a flower unfolds its petals to the dawn;
Strong-limbed, with potent charm,
Hair tossing in the wind.
Exquisite breasts lifted to salute the stars.

Dashing thru the breakers’ foam;
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The body of the woman vibrant, harmonious;
Drawing with mystic attraction the body of the man;
And the body of the man vibrant, harmonious.
Drawing with mystic attraction the body of the woman;
The body of the man and woman
Uniting in harmony
To produce a greater harmony—
The Child.

I sing the beauty of the body;
The body of the man, of the woman, of the child,
The body of youth, maturity, old age.
I sing the beauty of the body.
The human body strong and potent.
The human body marvelous and strange!
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To My Lover
I cannot offer you the dew of morning which lay upon my heart.
For it has wasted with the struggles of my soul and the fierce heat of a mad

world;
But I do give you the blossom of my womanhood—
Which storms cannot waste, nor worlds destroy.
The blossom of my womanhood. Oh my Lover, do I give to you;
Softly it unfolds its petals to your love.
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Caged
I saw a bird in a cage.
It did not sing,
It beat its wings against the bars.

I saw a tiger in a cage, at the circus.
People came to look at it,
and said:

“It is a surly beast.”

For the tiger snarled, and looked afar off.
Thinking of its jungle home.

Oh I know why the bird could not sing;
I know how the tiger felt—
For I, too, am caged;

Caged like the bird that could not sing;

Caged like the proud beast of the jungle;

Caged!

The great gray buildings shut me in;
The noises of the city madden me.
I toil and toil, a mere machine—
That those who keep me here
May wander where the flowers grow.

And when I beat my wings against the bars,
With wild rebellion at my fearful fate,
I only fall, prostrate, at last—
The bars remain.

Oh I know why the bird could not sing;
I know how the proud beast of the jungle felt.

I want to feel the brown earth ’neath my feet;
I am so weary of these paving stones.
I want to see the fields all freshly ploughed;
And with the green things growing.
I want to breathe the air when it is clean.
I want to touch the ocean;
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To see the sky—from which these great gray buildings shut me off;
To watch the moon come up,
Behind the trees, behind the silent hills.
I want to learn from the great stillness.
I want to see the cows and sheep alive—
Not hanging bloody in a butcher shop.
I want to touch the trees;
To feel the grass and flowers.
To rest for a brief while—and grow.

(Sad is the bird with broken wings
Who gazes at the clouds and cannot fly—
But sadder is the bird within the cage.)

The bare walls of my narrow room
Have tortured me too long.
The ceaseless toil, the soulless paving stones;
The great gray, ugly buildings
Fill me with vast disgust.
But when I beat my wings against the bars
With wild rebellion at my fearful fate
I only fall, with futile pain—
The bars remain.

Oh I know why the bird could not sing;
I know how the tiger felt—
For I, too, am caged;
Caged like the bird that could not sing;
Caged like the proud beast of the jungle;
Caged!
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The Lost Joy
There is no joy in all the world
Like the joy of labor.

Oh to be a laborer!
To be strong, potent!
To create something—
To be a god!
Oh loudly I carol the song of the joy of labor;
For in all the world there is no joy so great.

We toil in the dark coal mines underground,
Where death waits in the blackness—
Our labor has no joy.

We toil in the great steel mills,
Where our souls are burnt.
Our bodies bartered for a crust.
If you had toiled as we have toiled.
You would not sing of joy.

We know what labor is.
For it has stooped our bodies.
Crushed our souls—
But what is this thing you call joy?

Whence comes this strange and shuddering sound
That wails throughout the blackness?
It is the voice of Labor
Crying for the lost joy.
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An Answer
The world is beautiful for you. The sky is soft and blue. The air is clean and

full of fragrance.

The flowers grow for you—white lilies, blood-red roses, gentle violets,
orange flowers, and all the others that you love.

The trees are tall and strong for you—the sun has turned their leaves to
silver.

The waters ripple for you, and the great ocean breaks its waves, for you,
against the shore.

The white magnetic moon rises for you. For you the stars come dancing one
by one.

For you the birds sing. For you the air is vibrant with their songs.

For you all love and gladness wait. For you, for you the world is beautiful.

You say the world is beautiful for me?

But I—I toil in a dark factory year by year.

There are no flowers here nor any birds. And when the moon comes out at
night I

close my eyes, they are so hot and full of pain.

I hear the ceaseless shudder of the wheels.

The air I breathe is full of dirt and smoke.

And as for your great ocean—how can I who havenot seen it understand?

You speak of love and gladness—what is that?

Your world it may be beautiful. But ours is full of darkness and of pain.

Your world it may be beautiful—but not for those who struggle in the
shadows for a crust!
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The Shadow
I walked upon the city streets.

It was night.

Behind the plate glass windows there were gorgeous displays; beautiful
clothing, silks, laces, evening gowns, satins, bon-bons, flowers—myriads of
things, all evidence of great wealth.

Electric lights glittered and shone.

Elegantly gowned people passed, or stepped from luxurious limousines.

Cafes with their music and light, and moving picture shows with their music
and light, sparkled invitingly.

Theatres and other places of amusement opened their doors to the crowds
without.

People laughed and talked gaily.

Expensive automobiles drew up to curbings. Lounging within them were
well-fed men and beautiful women.

Everywhere there was light and music and laughter and evidence of great
wealth.

I walked slowly amid the hurrying crowd, observing all.

I noted the gorgeous displays behind the plate glass windows.

I noted the glitter of the lights.

I noted the huge buildings which towered toward the sky.

I watched the elegantly gowned people as they passed or stepped from
luxurious limousines.

I observed the lure of the cafes and places of amusement.

I heard the laughter and the gay chatter.

I gazed upon the expensive automobiles with their well-fed men and
beautiful women.

I was impressed by the evidence of great wealth.

Then—I saw seated in a doorway, with outstretched hand, a woman dressed
in black.

She was old. Her face was pale and thin;

But she was trying to sing with an aged and shattered voice.
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Nobody noticed her.

Amid the laughter and light and gorgeous displays; amid the evidence of
great wealth—she was alone.

And her little dark-clad figure cast a shadow on the ground—a black,
fearful, ominous shadow.

It seemed to grow larger and blacker and more ominous until it darkened
the whole scene of light and laughter.

The shadow of the lonely woman, begging and desolate amid the evidence
of great wealth, expanded, grew blacker, more ominous, until it darkened all.

And as I watched—the shadow fell upon my soul.

Oh, the Shadow is with me always. I cannot escape it.

It is not merely the Shadow cast by one lonely woman, desolate and begging
amid the evidence of great wealth.

It is the Shadow of all the useless wretchedness and poverty and agony that
exist.

It is the Shadow cast by the child-slaves as they grind their young souls to
dust.

It is the Shadow cast by the young girl who sells her womanhood for bread.

It is the Shadow cast by the workers who toil and toil and toil, like mere
machines, shut out from all the joy and loveliness of life.

It is the Shadow cast by poverty and pain.

It is the Shadow cast by foul disease.

It is a dark and fearful thing, made possible by ignorance and greed.

And it is with me always; I cannot escape it.

When I walk in the sunshine, singing, with those I love, behold it is there.

It shuts off the light. It darkens everything.

Our songs cease. We walk away—silent.

When I try to eat, it stands beside me.

With famished eyes it glares at me from out its bony countenance.

My bread is turned to dust; my drink is turned to blood.

I choke and turn away filled with unutterable agony.

When I open my books it stares at me from out their pages.
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The sound of music comes to me mingled with its hideous laugh.

It stands between me and all joy and beauty.

Oh, it is with me always! I cannot escape it.

Even in my sleep it will not let me be.

It comes to me within my dreams—black, horrible, ominous.

I hear its fearful, cackling laugh. Its starved eyes glare at me with deadly gaze.

It presses cruel fingers on my heart—and crushes it.

Its clammy mouth is fastened upon mine, drawing my breath.

I seem to smother.

Then I wake with a wild shriek, shuddering and cold.

Oh, God, I am mad—the Shadow has darkened my soul!

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.



Collected Poems

73

The White Hope
(A Sequel to the Shadow)

Grieve not, my child, that the Shadow has fallen upon thy soul;
For it must fall upon the souls of all who think and love.
Let it not darken thee, but seek within it the White Hope.

For even as the blossoms and the leaves of Spring
Are folded in the gray, bare trees of Winter;
So in the struggle and the pain of things
Emancipation waits.

And thru the darkness of the Shadow
Shines the White Hope.
Men do not see it—for most men are blind;
But all who seek may find.

My child, strive not to lift the Shadow from thy soul alone;
For it has fallen on the race—
And from the race it must be lifted.
Seek not the White Hope for thy self alone.
Or thou wilt never find it.
And grieve not because the Shadow falls upon thy soul.

For those who have the Vision and the Dream
Have wept within the Shadow tears of blood.
And those whose souls have soared to the White Heights
Have fallen deepest in the Dark Abyss;
And mounted on their crosses to the stars.

Weep not, Beloved, lift thine eyes.
The White Hope shines magnetic thru the night;
And when its light illuminates the souls of men—
Then shall the Shadow cease forevermore.
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Abandonment
Let good women love with calmness and caution;
I will love with all the passion of my pent up soul.
When the love of a woman, such as I, bursts forth.
The laws and conventions of man
Pale like street lamps in the sunlight.

I will toss myself to you
As a young girl would toss a rose from out her hair.

Open your heart to me, Beloved,
Do not let me fall into the dust!
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The Tree That Withheld Its Fruit
There was a tree which bore fruit;
And those who passed near it ate of it, and were glad.
But one day the tree said:
“Why should I bear fruit for others, and give it without return?
Henceforth I will keep it to myself.”

And the tree withheld its fruit, giving it to no one.
And the passersby were sad.
And the tree became barren.

And behold, the gardener passed that way,
And laid the ax at the root of it,
And it fell to the earth.
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Who Will Understand?
I have scorched these songs with tears,
I have written them with blood,

I have broken my heart on the stones
That its music might be free,
But the songs are wild and strange.
Who will understand them?

I have sinned and suffered all,
I have traded my life for a reed.
Now when I play upon it
Who will understand it?
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The Serpent
More deadly than the smallpox, leprosy, or all the plagues.
More to be feared than wild beasts from the jungle red with rage.
More loathesome than all loathesome things,
Is the vile seducer of young women.

Prince of all serpents he,

Crawling in honeyed filth.
He hides his sores with intellect and gentle words.
The stench of his foul rotting soul, with perfume.

Oh! God that he should coil among the flowers.
Leaving slime upon their petals!

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.

Poisoning where’er he goes.



Ruth Le Prade

78

Song of Liberty
When you tore me from my comrades and my lovers
And placed upon my wrists the iron handcuffs;
When the great iron door swung to after me,
And the great iron key turned in the lock,
And I was caged within the dark and silent jail—
Then you exulted, and cried loudly, saying,

And do you think I fear to die, Oh Masters—
I who have died so many deaths?
And do you think that when you have led me to the electric chair
And have done to me your utmost
That I will be dead?

When you broke my body upon the cross
And pierced me with the torturing nails.

But I am not dead.

When you led me forth in the early morning,
In the cold gray stillness.
And fastened on my neck the brutal rope;
When you had choked my breath out
And I lay cold and silent—

When my head rolled from the guillotine
You laughed—
Believing you were triumphant.

But still I live, Oh Masters,
I still live to defy you—
To hurl my wild defiance in your teeth.
You cannot kill me with your ropes and knives;
You cannot hold me with your iron chains.

You may break my body—
But you cannot break my soul;
You may bind my hands and feet—

“See how we have bound her;
Tomorrow we will lead her forth to death.”

You tho’t that you had killed me—

You tho’t that you had conquered.
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But my spirit still is free.

I live forever to defy you;
Forever to defy till I defeat—
And with each death the Vision grows.

I refuse to bow before you, you Masters, you Mighty,
I refuse to be humbled at your feet.
What have I to do with you, and your laws, creeds,
conventions?
They are as dust.
Only Liberty is sacred, and Love;
Only my comrades are sacred—
And you have trampled them under foot.

Oh tremble, you Masters, you Mighty,
You think your power great—
But it is little compared to me.
You think that you are strong—
But I am stronger.
You think you can defeat me, bind me, slay me—
But I am the Unconquerable!
Oh tremble, you Masters, you Mighty,
Triumphant Liberty, at last.
Shall rise upon the carcasses of kings
And hurl her victory song across the worlds!
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When I Am Dead
When I am dead, scatter my ashes to the winds, and do not mourn.
Upon the highest peak of yonder mount, empty the urn;
I would not lie in the damp earth, a food for sickly worms;
Nor would I soar into the clouds with silver wings.
I shall be one with the great elements, the sea, the winds;
My soul shall permeate all things.
I shall be one with life!

Or dress it up in costly burial robes?
(A living child weeps thru the dusk in rags.)
Would you seek me? Look not in the damp earth;
Nor to the realms above—I am not there.
I linger in the trees amid their shimmering greens;

I glow in the warm sunshine;

I wander with the lovers in the Spring.
I toil with the strong ploughman in the field.
I laugh with the young school boys at their play.
I dwell within the poems that you read.
The music that you hear.
The thoughts you think, the scenes on which you gaze.
I am a part of you—a part of all that lives and is.

I am not dead; I have but changed my form
For one more beautiful!
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Light Is
From my long agony and tears
I have arisen, pointing to the path.
I cannot lead thee—take my hand.
From my long agony and tears
I have arisen, crying thru the worlds.

From my long agony and tears
I have arisen, casting back the bonds
That held my soul in tortures—I am free.
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Unfinished
Poets have carefully carved their songs,
Toiling with words, phrases, stanzas,
Till all was finished.
But I do not carefully carve my songs.
Toiling with words, phrases, stanzas.
And all that I leave is unfinished—

That you shall be a poet.
Finishing each according to yourself.
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The Cross
There was a man who carried upon his shoulders a heavy cross.

Tho the shoulders of the man were strong, the cross was so heavy that it
bowed him to the dust.

People passed him on the Highway, laughing and dancing, for their crosses
were light.

But the man with the heavy cross plodded slowly in the dust.

And he cried aloud, saying:

Highway dance by me laughing?

I, too, would dance and laugh, but alas, I cannot.

Oh it is cruel and unfair that I should bear this cross, which is heavier than

The man was very sad; and the tears that he wept were of blood.

But one night an angel appeared to him and said:

And the man planted his cross.

And lo! it blossomed into a ladder of shining gold on which he mounted to
the stars!
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There Was a Man
There was a man who was a philosopher and a dreamer.

He started to climb the side of a tall mountain, thinking he would find
wonderful flowers at the top.

Tirelessly he toiled upward, with eyes for nothing but the distant mountain
top.

He did not see the beauty of the flowers which grew around his path, but
crushed them with hasty feet.

He did not see the glory of the sunset and the sunrise; he did not listen to
the voices which called to him as he paused.

But he hurried on with eyes only for the distant mountain top, thinking of
the wonderful flowers which he felt must grow there.

At last, after he had become an old man, he reached the top.

But there was not a single flower there—only ice and snow and a Great
Silence.

When the man saw he cried aloud with agony.

And for the first time he thought of the flowers he had passed by so
hurriedly.

But he could not return to them.

And his sobs were lost in the Great Silence.
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And Then
My soul is singing, singing.

Oh I am mad with the joy of life. It is sunset; the glory of it pervades
everything; it goes into my blood; I am filled with it.

The charm of the evening enfolds me.

Surely to be young and alive at such an hour is enough.

My being vibrates with ecstacy.

I lift my soul in a mad song of joy.

And then—

A fellow being passes dressed in rags.

The discordant noises of the city smite my ears.

I hear the cry of a little child.

And my song ends in a sob; and I am silent—filled with the sorrows of the
world.
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The Slave
I am a slave.

I toil and toil and toil; and eat and sleep that I may toil again.

My hands are hard and shapeless.

My eyes are dull and they have lost the dream.

The song within my soul is dead.

I toil and toil and toil! and joy for me is not.

I am a slave. I am a thing that moves and acts like a machine.

My soul has never soared to the white heights of inspiration.

Love, music, beauty—if they are—exist within a world that shuts me out.

I am a slave.

I cannot even think—for when I think I shall no longer be a slave.
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A Pane of Glass
It is night.

He paces the brightly lighted streets in front of the shop windows.

He is thin and ragged and his stomach is empty.

He has not eaten for three days.

He gazes at food behind the plate glass, and eyes it hungrily.

He gazes at warm clothing and shivers.

He gazes at jewels and gold and knows he has not the price of a bed.

He paces on, hungry, cold, ragged and wretched.

Yet between him and the things which are necessary to his life stands only a
pane of glass.
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The Sea
Blue is the sea and bright.

Full it is of gladness and of joy.

The great waves dash in laughing whiteness on the shore.

The waters stretch in peaceful, endless calm.

The rippling waves are silvered with the sun.

Oh calm and lovely Sea, how beautiful thou art!

I sit and watch thee, filled with joyous peace.

I long to dance with thy bright waves, to glide on thy glad waters, to play
with thee, for thou art kind.

Oh Sea, I love thee so!

The sun has gone.

The sea is dark and gray.

It stretches its dull shape to meet the darkening clouds—no darker than
itself.

And sea and sky are mingled in a deadening mist.

The black waves break upon the rocks.

The mournful sound of them fills me with dread.

The darkness covers us.

The dampness chills my blood.

I hear the ceaseless sounding of the waves.

Is that a dead face there amid the rocks?

Is that a white face here where all is black?

Oh pitiless and cruel Sea! I am afraid—I am afraid!
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The Man and the Mirror
The Giver of All gave to the man a mirror, and said:

“Thou wilt see only what is reflected in it, turn it where you will.”

The man turned the mirror upward, and was joyful, seeing the stars.

He turned it downward, and the mirror reflected mud, stagnant things,
foulness.

And, because the man loved the stars, he turned it upward again. But the
mirror was clouded with the black breath of sin—and reflected nothing.

When the man could not see the stars, tho he held his mirror upward, he
was filled with great agony, and cried out, saying:

“Oh woe is me! woe is me! The stars are dead! The stars are dead!”

He rent his garments, and his tears were of blood.

Then the Giver of All came to the man and said:

“Foolish one, cry not that the stars are dead. Clean thy mirror!”
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The Rose Bush
There was a rose bush once, that had never borne a single flower.

People said to the master of the garden: “Why do you not pull it up?

It only mars the beauty of your garden.”

But the master of the garden smiled and watered the rose bush more
carefully and loved it more tenderly than all the other flowers.

And after many years the rose bush put forth a single bud.

And the bud grew until one day it burst into a flower of such marvelous
beauty that the like of it had never been seen in all the world before.

And the people came from afar to gaze upon it.

When they beheld it, they laughed with joy, and a new light shone from
their faces.

Soon after the rose bush had put forth this marvelous flower it curled up its
leaves and died.

But the flower lived forever in the hearts of men!
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The Woman by the Sea
I saw a woman standing by the sea with outstretched hands, welcoming the

world.

There were jewels upon her forehead and her throat; there were jewels upon
her fingers and her wrists.

She was sprinkled with rare perfumes, and covered with costly cosmetics.

Upon her body were satins and fine linen and ermine. Upon her feet were
sandals of gold.

People came from afar to look at her; and they cried with loud voices:

“Oh beautiful is the woman who stands by the sea!

Oh beautiful is the woman who welcomes the world!”

And they gazed at the jewels upon her forehead and her wrists, and upon
the satins and ermine which enfolded her.

Slowly I approached the woman.

Her jewels dazzled me.

The cries of the people impressed me.

But when I came near to her I saw that her face was eaten away by leprosy.

And her body was covered with sores that dripped upon the ground.

With a wild shriek I turned and ran into the night.

But the voices of the people followed me, crying:

“Oh beautiful is the woman who stands by the sea!

Oh beautiful is the woman who welcomes the world!”
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The Night
Dark is the night! ah, very, very dark!

The stars have all burnt out.

And there is only blackness.

Then cries of hungry beasts come to us thru the gloom; and noise of fearful

Then stillness—and the deathly darkness covering us.

We struggle in the shadows and we fall.

Our feet are torn and wet with blood.

And all about is the fearful night. We grope and cannot see.

But, Comrade, in this awful hour of strife, let us clasp hands and speak the
truth we know:

Beloved, thru the darkness and the gloom I hear the morning song of birds.
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conflict; women’s sobs; and strange, inhuman shrieks of pain.

“The night cannot be always; and the day must break with joyful glory in the
east.”
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The Pot That Had Been Marred
The potter marred the pot, and cast it aside in disgust.

Then a child came and asked for it;

And because the beauty of the pot was marred and it could never hold wine,
the potter gave it.

One morning the potter came into his workshop and saw that it was
glorified by a white flower.

As his eyes rested upon the flower, he was transfigured.

With wild joy and exaltation he fell on his knees beside it.

Then he saw that it was growing from the pot that had been marred.

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.
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The White Flower
There was a man who loved a White-Flower which grew on the side of a

mountain.

Its beauty illumined his soul.

And he tried to explain the wonder of it to the people who lived in the valley
below.

But they had never seen the flower and they could not understand.

One day a herd of swine climbed the mountainside.

And when they beheld the White-Flower with their little eyes, they cried
disdainfully to the man:

And is this it? Bah!

It would not make a meal for an ant.

And they tried to rush upon it and would have torn it to pieces.

But the man beat them back.

The swine grunted and returned to their mud.

And the man knelt sadly by the White-Flower with eyes turned toward the
stars!

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.

“We have heard you talking to the people of the wonder of your flower.

Let us taste the flavor of the thing.”
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The Price
In the bright sunlight the mighty singer stood upon the mountain top; and

his voice was music among the hills. When the people heard it, they were filled
with ecstasy. And they lifted their faces upward.

Amid the dark rocks of the mountains toiled a pilgrim, till at last he stood at
the Master’s feet.

Kneeling, he kissed his garment’s hem and exclaimed, “Oh! Master, thy
voice is mightier than all other voices in the world!

When the people hear it, they turn their faces upward.

I, too, would sing greatly and move the people toward the mountain tops.

Is it possible that such another voice could be?”

“Yes,” replied the Master.

“Oh, tell me how has it been possible? I would give all for such another
voice.”

“I have paid for it,” replied the Master, “a great price.”

“Oh! tell me; I will pay all.”

“I would not tell thee, pilgrim; the price is great!”

“Oh! tell me; I will pay all; there is no price too great.”

Then the Master unloosened his garments and showed unto the pilgrim his
many wounds.

When the pilgrim beheld them he turned with a wild shriek and hid himself
among the rocks.

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.
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Law
God gave me a garden.

I planted what I chose.

For each flower there was perfume and loveliness.

For each tree there was quiet and shade.

God gave me a garden.

I planted what I chose.

Now shall I cry out when the thistles tear me and the nettles burn?

And shall my tortured soul escape the deadly things which choke it?

Not God himself can save me now from my vile harvest.

And I must reap it all—even to the last poison weed.

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.
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The Flower of Love

I showed him all, but he replied:

when the light of her mate shines upon her soul.

And he departed with sad eyes.

And all who knocked upon my garden gate departed with sad eyes.

Then you came by the garden wall and paused.

I ran to meet you, and the blossoms fell upon our hair.

With one deep look you smote my soul to music and to fire.

And in my garden was a strange, rare flower, dark red, with all the fragrant
mystery of Spring.

Within it pulsed my living heart.

I plucked the flower and flung it at your feet.

Beloved, wilt thou lift it to the light, or must it wither there within the dust?

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.

A man came knocking at my garden gate and said, “Open!”

He said, “The flower of love.”

“Oh! I have many flowers of love within my garden. I will show you all.”

“The flower I seek is not among them.

It is that strange, mysterious flower that grows within a woman’s garden

It blooms but once. Oh give it to me, else I die!”

But I replied, “I cannot give you what is not.”

Life lingered near and said, “It blooms but once.”

“What seek you?”I replied.
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Where the Sun Shines Always There Is a
Desert

No Garden grows forever in the sun.

Dry is the earth and bare where no rain falls and waters flow not.

Flowers grow not there; no sweet birds sing; and there is only emptiness and
waste.

Dry is the soul and bare where no tears fall and sorrow flows not.

Flowers grow not there; no sweet birds sing; and there is only emptiness and
waste.

Perhaps the fairest Gardens have been watered with the saddest tears!

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.
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Faith
My Comrade, Ilove you, I believe in you.

Others have doubted you, but I do not doubt you.

Others have failed to understand you.

But my love is too great to fail in understanding.

Always I believe in you.

Always I am near you.

Always my love and my faith surround you;

With gentle, unbreakable threads they hold you forever.

If you go to the far hills

And are lost in the vast silence—

I am there.

If you go to the great city

And are torn with the pain and the struggle—

I am there.

If you follow the stars to the edge of the world—

I am there.

wastes—

I am still there.

It is impossible to escape me.

Always I love you, always I believe in you.

When you are torn and tortured;

And the struggle seems too great;

When others doubt you;

And the black hour comes when you, too, doubt yourself—

I believe in you.

Oh then I believe in you supremely.

I know you will not yield.

And if you journey to strange worlds, o’er unknown seas and pathless
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I know you will not be subdued.

I know you will surmount all.

If you are weak—my faith shall give you strength.

If you are sad—my faith shall give you joy.

Amid the dark my faith shall give you hope.

No harm can touch you;

No evil come near you;

For always my love protects you;

And always my faith sustains you.

Forever and forever it is so.

And if your soul, in blindness.

Should fall to the deeps of hell.

My faith would save you—even there.

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.
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Out of Chaos
I sit alone and gaze over the world,
I see Europe ravaged by the Fiend of War.
I see the whole world tremble ’neath its feet.

I see the men of Germany hating the men of England.
I see the men of England hating the men of Germany.
I see them butchering each other upon the bloody fields;
Dropping bombs upon each other;
Killing each other with poisonous gases.
I see the men in the submarines sinking the huge vessels.
I see the people leap into the black water—and disappear.

I see the race warring against itself
With all the hellish cruelty of civilization.

Each nation prays unto its God for victory.

I see the harvest of the thing called Patriotism
Which was planted in the human heart as good—
But which yields only race hatred, murder, cruelty,
bestiality, ignorance.

I see the harvest of the thing called Nationalism
Which sets the nations at each other’s throats.

I sit alone and gaze over the world,
Filled with unutterable anguish, dumb with pain.

I sit alone and gaze over the world,
And then my soul is lifted in a mighty shout
Prophetic of the unity of man.

�

I am a child of the world.
I owe allegiance to no country more than another country;
To no flag more than another flag;
The boundary of no nation hems me in;
And I love no race of people more than another race of people.
All humanity to me is sacred,
And all humanity is one.
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(Shall the head be at war with the feet;
And the hands seek to tear out the heart;
And the organism thru ignorance destroy itself?)

Oh a man is a man!
He is sacred and marvelous.
It matters not where he was born;
Or the language that he speaks.
His blood is precious.
His flesh is wonderful.
He is the child of God.

I refuse to be robbed of my sanity.
I refuse to murder my brother—who is part of myself.
I extend my hands to him saying,
“You are my comrade and I love you.”

Publication. A Woman Free, and Other Poems. Los Angeles: J. F. Rowny Press, 1917.
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MAGAZINE AND ANTHOLOGY
VERSE
1920
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The Martyrdom
Eugene Victor Debs entered upon his martyrdom, April thirteenth, year of
Our Lord nineteen hundred and nineteen. Fearless, unconquered he bade
good-by to the sunlight and the starlight, to the flowers and the children, and
gave up his body into the hands of his oppressors. Calmly, without complaint,
he walked into the living death that had been prepared for him—and his soul
sang; for he had stood the test, he had kept the Faith; and deemed his life a little
thing to lay upon the altar of his Dream. Such is the spirit God gives to his
chosen ones, fearlessly they stand and speak the Truth; they tremble not at the
scourge, the gaol, the cross; and when the hour comes, they walk unto the
doom man has prepared for them, with a smile!

Over a year has passed since Debs first entered his dungeon cell. Though his
body is worn with suffering, he is still as unwavering, loyal, and optimistic as
when he first entered it. “I can stay here forever,” he says, and sends messages of
joy and courage to his comrades without.

No great martyrdom has ever been understood by the masses until time has
made it holy. Stolidly and stupidly the people stood by while Socrates was
condemned, Jeanne d’Arc was burned, John Brown was hanged, and Christ
was nailed upon the cross. If they heard of the matter at all they dismissed it
without a thought. Had not the accused been tried according to law and found
guilty, and should not punishment follow? (With due respect for the majesty
of the law we can but remember that all of these martyrs were tried, convicted,
and sentenced, in a perfectly legal manner in full accordance with the legal
machinery of their time.) Christ, to the respectable, law-abiding citizen of his
day was an ignorant disturber, Socrates a corrupter of the youth, Jeanne d’Arc
a witch, and John Brown an unbalanced fanatical law-breaker, criminal, and a
menace to “law and order.” The very people who today weep for the sufferings
of the Maid of Orleans and the Man of Galilee would not have risked a finger,
had they been present, to save the life of either.

To the millions who have called ’Gene comrade he has become holy and apart.
They no longer dare to clasp his hand, but kneel in adoration at his feet.
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Thou wert our Comrade through the many years. But who is fit to be thy
Comrade now? Not one of us who stands within the sunlight, not one of us
outside the prison door. We are not fit to kneel beside thy feet. We stand in the
outer courtyard and cannot enter to the inner shrine till we have paid the price.
Thou wert our Comrade once. And oh! we love thee so. We fain would claim
thee still—yet we dare not. For at thy side stand Socrates and Christ,
Savonarola and John Brown—the martyrs and the heroes of the world.

Publication. Debs and the Poets. Edited by Ruth Le Prade, introduction by Upton Sinclair.
Pasadena: Upton Sinclair, 1920, pp. 50–51.
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SONG TREE
The 1943 collection
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APRIL LEAVES
A division of Song Tree
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Songs for Today
I do not sing of Araby,

And the streets of far Cathay,
I sing of my land,

And the streets of today.

I do not sing of queens and knights,
Of kings and warriors bold,

Palaces and pageantry,
The splendor of things old.

But I make songs of my own age,
I dip my pen in my own heart,
And write my songs on my own page.

Down any city highway,
On any country road,

Romance walks by with singing feet,
Wearing a golden ode.

I do not sing of Araby,
And the streets of far Cathay,

I sing of my land,
And the streets of today!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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I Have Been Greatly Loved
I have been greatly loved!

I never shall grow old—
Life gave to me

Its purple and its gold;

Life gave to me
A cloak of dreams to wear,

And tossed a singing cap
Upon my hair.

I have been greatly loved!
I never shall grow old;

Life gave to me
The stars to hold!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Magic
I lift this head bowed low so long,

I lift my heart and sing,
For I am all in flower with

The magic of the spring!

The trees have put their garlands on,
The birds are mad with song,

And love and joy thrill through the earth
That has been dead so long.

Oh, let me put my garlands on
And lift my heart and sing,

For I am all in flower with
The magic of the spring!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Gypsy Ballad
Within a little house of gray

The highroad wanders by,
We live together year on year,

My good man and I.

Ah, well I mind the winter night
My good man brought me here,

A wonder hung upon the earth,
The world seemed white and clear.

And we were very happy
Until that April day,

When you came dancing down the road
And danced my peace away.

Ah, well I mind your coming,
The earth was all in flower,

And every bud and blossom
Sang in that April hour.

Your garments, which were ragged,
Were all so glad and bright,

They seemed to cast about you
A strange and lovely light.

You wore a crimson waistcoat,
And in your hat a feather,

A gypsy tune was on your lips,
Oh, it was April weather.

And with your magic flute of reed
You cast on me a charm,

O Christ have mercy on my soul
And keep me still from harm!

My man is a good man,
His eyes are kind and mild,

But your eyes are beautiful,
Beautiful and wild.

Every Sabbath in the church
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I kneel down and pray,
O Christ have mercy on my soul

And take this sin away.

O blessed Lord and Savior,
What peace is there in life,

When half of me is Gypsy,
And half of me is wife?

The flowers in my garden
Are planted in neat rows,

They never paint their faces,
Nor wear improper clothes.

They are sedate as praying nuns
Who look on me askance

Whenever I forget myself
And whirl into a dance.

But I know a far hill
And when the dawn is bright

Scarlet poppies lift their heads
To greet the golden light.

They flaunt their gorgeous petals,
They who should droop with shame,

And kiss the dreaming hillside
Into a crimson flame.

I cannot sleep at midnight,
I wake with tears and sighs,

I cannot sleep at midnight,
For thinking of your eyes.

And when the moon comes up the sky,
I shut my windows tight,

And bar the shutters every one
To keep out the moonlight.

For there is madness in the moon,
And should I hear your song,

I know that I would come to you,
I would not think it wrong
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To follow my wild lover
Down the waiting road,

And leave upon this doorstep
All my weary load.

And we would sing together,
Wild hearts and free,

And we would dance together—
But such things cannot be!

Oh, when the moon comes up the sky
I shut my windows tight,

And bar the shutters every one
To keep out the moonlight.

At night I hear the dark waves
Thunder on the reef,

At night I hear the dark winds
Sobbing with their grief.

My house is in the valley,
Safe from the storm,

A fire sparkles on the hearth,
We are snug and warm.

My man is a good man,
He grumbles by the fire,

His stockinged feet upon the hearth,
And smokes a pipe of briar.

My man is a good man,
His eyes are kind and mild,

But your eyes are beautiful,
Beautiful and wild!

O blessed Lord and Savior,
What peace is there in life

When half of me is Gypsy,
And half of me is wife!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Strange Magician
When spring danced through my garden,

And all the world was young,
I met a man who spoke to me

In a strange and antique tongue.

With one deep look he charmed me,
And put on me his power,

And I looked up to find my heart
And all the world in flower.

What is the charm, what is the spell?
I do not know, I cannot tell.

And so he bound and left me,
And marked me for his own,

With all his spells upon me
I meet each spring—alone!

O what to me are the dark haired youths
Who clamor by my garden gate?

I cannot see them for my tears,

What is the charm, what is the spell?
I do not know, I cannot tell.

Where walks this strange Magician
Who worked his spells on me?—

In what far land,
By what strange sea!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

I’ll never choose one for my mate.
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Spring
They say the snow is on the ground,

They say the frost is cold,
Old Gretel grumbles by the fire

And swears the year is old.

But it is April in my heart
Because my Love has passed this way—

And he can bring the Spring to me
On any winter day!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.



Ruth Le Prade

116

April Fire
My heart is mad with April fire

And I am wilder than the grass,

To the first lad to pass.

To the very first lad to pass my gate,
Be his eyes brown or gray,

Ah, would that you would pass this way!

Beloved, why do you linger?
Some other lad may pass—

And I am mad with April fire
And wilder than the grass....

Who are these lads who storm my gate,
With eyes of brown and gray!

And hide the keys away!

For though I burn with April fire
Am wilder than the grass,

Whatever lads may pass.

And as I count the lonely days
I kneel down and pray—

O God who sends the April, send
My Lover down this way!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

I know I’ll throw myself away

I’ll toss this trembling heart of mine—

I’ll lock the gate and bar the door

I’ll never love another lad,
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Knowledge
I did not learn

In any school
What makes a wise man

Or a fool.

With your dark eyes
And their deep looks

You taught me more
Than all the books.

And with your lips
And their bright spell

You taught me heaven
And taught me hell.

You taught me more
Than any school....

And I am wise!
And I am fool!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Offering
O let me weave a wreath of song,

A garland for your head,
For you have taught me how to sing

When all my songs were dead.

And let me weave a wreath of flame,
A rosary for your breast,

For you have taught me joy again
And given my wild heart rest.

O let me weave a wreath of prayer,
An offering for your soul,

For you have taught me how to love
And made my spirit whole.

Wreath of song and prayer and flame

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

Burn into my Lover’s name!
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Pledge
When this body

Returns to dust
And lies in the grave

As a body must,

Will I have forgotten
There in the mould

The hours of purple
And the hours of gold?

Though the dust be thick
And the grave be deep

That you gave me to keep!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

I’ll remember the dreams
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When April Comes
I would be a nun

And wear a black dress,
Kneel at an altar

And all my sins confess;

I would walk sedately
All of my days,

Surely peace would come to her
Who kneels and prays;

I would pray at evening,
I would pray at dawn,

I would not remember

I would pray to all the Saints,
Blessed Mary too,

In my cloistered holiness

I would not remember
All your bonny ways—

Surely peace would come to her
Who kneels and prays;

Through the autumn afternoons
In my lonely cell,

I would read from holy book,

Though the winter nights were long

I would meditate and pray,
Thinking of the Saints;

I would be a nun
And wear a black dress,

Kneel at an altar
And all my sins confess—

If only, only, April

Happiness that’s gone;

I’d never think of you;

All my beads I’d tell;

I’d utter no complaints,
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Would never come again
To thrill me with its ecstasy

And break me with its pain!

But well I know when April comes
And all the birds awake,

And all the buds come laughing out,

I would let my black dress
Fall upon the floor,

I would loose my gold hair,
Open wide the door.

I would kneel no longer,

(Ah, well I know that sins like these
Must damn the soul to hell!)

I would choose a far road
Flung across the dawn,

All my heart in flower

I would sing a gypsy song
Out beneath the moon,

I would sing a gypsy song
To a gypsy tune.

I would dance with truant feet,

(Ah, well I know that sins like these
Must damn the soul to hell.)

I would choose a far road,
Leading anywhere,

And pray to God and all the Saints
To find my Lover there!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943. The book records that the poem
received the Brooks Poetry Prize and a Southern California Woman’s Press Club award.

Every vow I’d break.

No more beads I’d tell,

With the happiness that’s gone.

No more beads I’d tell,
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LEAVES OF STORM AND FIRE
A division of Song Tree
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Dark Music
Lonely I walk through the sorrowful forest,
Hearing the dark winds that weep through the pine trees,
Tearing their branches in passion and blowing

Desolate music.

Dark is the sea as it beats on the black rocks,
Broken the moon like a shaft of white marble,
Broken_my heart like the moon, and as lonely,

Broken with beauty.

Through what dark forest, O by what dark ocean,
Walk you, my Lover, alone and disconsolate,
Do you now hear in the wind and the water

Notes of my longing?

Dark is my heart as that wind and that water,
Dark are my thoughts as the sorrowful pine trees,
Only my body is white like the moonlight—

Have you forgotten!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Kinship
Not a reed,
Blowing in the marshes;

Not a cypress,
Tortured on the sea-cliff;

Not a bird,
Flying in loneliness,
Crying over the desolate hill—

What is your kinship
To this wild heart,
O reed, and tree, and bird!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Lonely Spirit
You have loved my body,
And woven for it garments of crimson silk;
With jewels and ermine you have clothed my body,
And safe in your strong arms it slumbers in peace.

But O my lonely Spirit,
Weeping and desolate,
Beating its frozen wings on the doors of your heart—
Receiving no answer!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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The Poet
I am the Poet, a wanderer and penniless,
Stronger than the Dictator,
More potent than the King;
What can the strong men
Make as strong as I make?
They can build a fortress,
But I can sing!

Shoot my song with shrapnel,
Fume it with your gases;
Who can shoot a sonnet,
Who can gas a dream?
I am the Poet, maker of immortal things,
Stronger than all strength of earth,
And frail as a moonbeam.

You can make a fortress,
You can build a squadron,
You can launch a battle fleet,
A deadly, fighting throng,
Strong are you, O Dictators,
And strong are you, O Potentates,
But I am the unconquerable
For I can make a song!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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The Prophet
I see a light shining from a far place!
I hear the sound of distant music!...

Why do you hate me
Because you cannot see the light or hear the music?

Tomorrow, even you will see that light
And hear that melody.

But today...
Today you stone me by the broken wall!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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The Wind and the Voice
A wind is blowing over the world,
And a voice is crying over the world!

And Mammon says:
“Stop that wind,
Cage that wind,
Chain that wind,
Kill that wind!—”

But the wind blows!

And Mammon says:
“Stop that cry,

Cage that cry,
Chain that cry,
Kill that cry!”

But the cry goes on!

“Put us down, Masters,
Put us on the chain gang.
Put us down, Masters,
Put us in the jail house,
Put us down, Masters,
Stop our mouths with blood.”

And the wind blows.
And the voice cries,
Louder, louder, louder!

And Mammon,
Brutal and bloody,
Trembling on his throne of skulls,
Sickens with fear,
Fear of the unconquerable.

The wind and the voice.
The voice and the wind.

And even as a wine glass
Is blown by the wind and shattered to the sound of trumpets
So shall all tyranny and greed be blown and shattered!
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The Wind!... the Voice!...

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Shame
The Sun that shone on Babylon,
The Moon that shone on Greece,
The Stars that lighted Egypt,
Have not looked long on Peace;

But they have looked on savage wars,
And deeds too dark to name—
Have ye no tears, Sun, Moon, and Stars

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

To weep for Man’s shame!
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Sappho to Phaon
When first I saw you, my beautiful Lover,
Saw the dark curls and your eyes large and splendid,
Glimpsed the carved lips more delicious than pomegranates,

Then I adored you.

Still grew my heart when I thus did behold you,
Silent the lips that were weary of singing,
Weary of everything now but your kisses—yours and no others.

Take my white body aflame now with passion,
Take my bright spirit and seal it with love...
This the beginning and end of all living...

Phaon I love thee!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Crimson Dyes
Because you were the moon and stars—

Because you were the sun—
I shall bury my wild heart

Now that love is done.

I shall bury this wild heart
Now so pale and still,

Deep within a lonely grave,
On a lonely hill.

You will never pass that way—
you will never know

You were moon and star to me,
That I loved you so.

I will pin this red rose
Here within my hair—

I will wear this crimson dress
With a careless air—

If we chance to meet again,
You would never guess

That I have no heart at all
Beneath this crimson dress.

We would speak of little things,
You would smile and say,

“How much your dress becomes you,
You look so young and gay.”

Because you were the moon and stars—
Because you were the sun—

I have buried my wild heart
Now that love is done.
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And where I found my red rose,
And where I found my dress,

And where I got their color from
You will never guess!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Brief Loveliness
How brief the beauty of the daffodil.
How brief the beauty of each blossoming thing.
My heart knew beauty once and loved to sing,
A singing tree for blossoms to fulfill.

My heart in blossom one brief April hour,
A singing tree, come magically to flower.
And now I know, who have grown old with grief,
Sorrow endures—all loveliness is brief!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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LEAVES AT PRAYER
A division of Song Tree
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God of Beauty and of Song
God of Beauty and of Song
Heal the world of ancient wrong.

Let War die upon the earth,

And within the hearts of Man
Let Love build his mighty plan.

God of Beauty and of Song
Heal Thy world of ancient wrong!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

Let Christ’s Vision have new birth!
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Love Is Stronger Than All These
No man can command the seas—
Nor black out the moon—
Love is stronger far than these,
And it plays its own tune.

Rulers come and rulers pass,
Empires wither with the grass—
But Love is eternal, free,

No man can command the seas,
Human power still must fail;
Who can put a star in jail;
Love is stronger than all these!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

And beyond earth’s tyranny.
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Strange Tapestry
Too frail these hands, too frail these hands for weaving
That tapestry of light, that beauty past believing.

I saw it in a thousand tones unbound,
I heard it in the sound beyond the sound;
Bewildered, in the radiance I knelt,
But could not hold the music that I felt.

Too frail these hands, too frail these hands for weaving
That tapestry of light, that beauty past believing.

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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I Listen to the Flowers Grow
When I am weary of the town,
With all its clack and show,
I come into my garden,
And listen to the flowers grow.

Silent... and breathless...
Before I can hear,
I must shake the city noises
Out of my ear.

Prone upon the grasses,
I feel the music start—
And a flower symphony
Flows into my heart!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Religion
(K. C. G.)

There was a woman who did not believe in God—
She lived God;

She did not talk about God—
But wove Him into her life;

Made no sanctimonious prayers—
But was herself a prayer;

Attended no church—
But became her own church;

The scribes and pharisees pointed to her in scorn, saying,

But the angels sang,

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

“Atheist! Sinner!”

“In thee is Christ risen!”



Collected Poems

141

’Gene Debs
Freed from the chains that bind us to the dust
His mighty soul ascends to greet the stars.
This sad earth was his prison, now the bars
Are broken—he is free. Free with the souls
Of those great men who also loved and dared—
Dared to be brave when others cringed, and dared
To hurl defiance in the face of power
That persecutes the poor and stones the just.

Good Voyage, Comrade. Lo, the mighty hosts
Who rush to meet you, singing as they come.
I think you see familiar faces here:
Why there is John, John Brown, and Garrison;
Savonarola, and Saint Francis too;
Joan of Arc, Liebknecht, and Honest Abe;
The martyrs and the saints of Brotherhood.
And all about the little cherubs dance,
Strewing your path with flowers and with stars.

And face to face two comrades now embrace—

Let the earth weep! It could not understand—
It built for him a prison—and a grave!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

The gentle Jesus and the gentle ‘Gene.

“‘Gene Debs, ‘Gene Debs,”the heavens ring with joy;
“‘Gene Debs, ‘Gene Debs!”the heavens bloom with song;
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He Sails
They bound him, the good Master,
And anchored his ship in alien waters,
With strong cords and harsh ropes they bound the good Master,
Knowing not the weakness of human power.

Then one night a signal!...
He arose, triumphant....
And the bonds fell from him like cobwebs,
(Cobwebs with which pygmies might seek to bind a God.)

He turned his great eyes toward the sunrise...
Pulled anchor...
And with a song
Sailed into Eternity!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.



Collected Poems

143

Walt Whitman
Let those who will hurl ink-pots at the Moon.
They cannot mar the Moon nor smudge its light.
Serene and free the noble Moon shines on
And gives its beauty to the night!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Growth
The infant cannot run a race,

Blame him not.
He creeps, and crawls, and cries,

Such is his lot.

But when he grows to be a man

Strong enough and brave enough
To race Eternity!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

He’ll stand up tall and free,
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Heart Beat
If I had only lived one life

And only died one death
I had not drunk this bitter wine

Instead of mortal breath.

But had I only lived one life
And died one death alone

Beating within my own!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

I would not feel the world’s great heart
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STAR LEAVES
A division of Song Tree
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I Heard the Music of a Star
I heard the music of a star,

It called me from the wayside dust;
I heard the music of a star

And so I sing my song because I must!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Choice
I could not choose the smooth road,

Though it was safe and wide,
I chose a rugged trail

Upon the mountain side.

The road that spans the valley
Is pleasant, as such roads are,

But the trail that winds the mountain
Is lighted by a star!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Lovelier Dress

No longer bound by bone and flesh

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

When I’ve worn out this dress of clay
I’ll lay it down and go my way;

I’ll weave of stars a lovelier dress!
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Fate Answers
I want winged sandals for my feet—

Then you must weave them from your own defeat.

I want a cap of stars to put on my hair—
Then you must weave it from your own despair.

I must have a cloak of dreams to keep out the rain—
Then you must weave it from your own pain.

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Immortal
The bombs that drop cannot destroy

One line that Shakespeare wrote.
Goethe still sings above the guns

With an enduring note.

No sword can ever cut away
The tales that Chaucer made.

And noise of combat cannot still
The songs Beethoven played.

Safe from the burst of shrapnel,

The melodies of Chopin,
The words that Dante spoke.

Hate cannot blackout genius!
Above the dust of wars

Tower the Immortal Men of Art,
Cosmic as the stars!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

Beyond the battle’s smoke,
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The Phantom Ship
A phantom ship went sailing

Upon a foreign sea;
Its hull was made of crimson flame,

Its masts of mystery.

Into a purple sunset,
Beyond the golden bars,

A phantom ship went sailing,
Sailing to meet the stars.

When came the pallid morning,
The ship was seen no more,

And sailors say that it was wrecked
Upon an alien shore.

But children and young lovers,
Who wander side by side

Into the flaming sunset,
Watching the purple tide,

Still see, or fancy that they see,
Beyond the golden bars,

A phantom ship of mystery
Sailing to meet the stars!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Pale Princess
A continuation of the poem “Pale Princess,” by Selman Stone.

The pale, Pale Princess,
In a high, high tower,
Comes down the golden stairway
To meet her golden hour.

Across the autumn courtyard,
Among the leaves of brown,
The Pale, Pale Princess
Walks in her golden gown.

Beside the pool of lotus,
Beneath a flowering tree,
She plays a muted love song
Of antique melody.

The Wings of Beauty rise
From her enchanted song,
And the heart of the Pale, Pale Princess
Beats like a golden gong;

And the veins of the Pale, Pale Princess
Burn with a wine of gold—
Over the hill of dreams he rides
The young king, dark and bold.

Tall as a star and slender,
Deep are his eyes as Fate,
He kisses her upon the lips
And claims her for his mate.

Pale, Pale Princess,
“Love is a golden hour—”
This the enchanted song she sings
Whose soul is like a flower!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943. First published in Selman Stone’s
Pale Princess.
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Youth Speaks
You conformed and obeyed,

And the world that you built
Is black with war

And red with guilt!

But we follow a star,
We dare, we are bold,

And we build a new world
In the shell of the old!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Unfoldment
Child of storm,
Child of star,
I have come
From aeons far.

Hurled through worlds
I have forgot,
In some strange,
Bewildering plot.

I am star,
I am clod:
I am beast,
And I am God!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Frail Words
Fragile are these words, the words that I have spoken,
Yet I see them go, a lyrical token,
Down years unknown, to speak with souls unborn...
Frail are my words as starlight!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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SONNET MUSIC
A division of Song Tree
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Only the Dreams Are True
The dreams are true, my Friend, O never doubt
That dreams are true. All else may dim and fade
And in the darkness of the earth be laid,
But dreams remain. Only the dreams can flout
The bitter years. Old Greed with slimy snout
Can never root the wonder they have made.
The dreamers have known Gods, they have obeyed
The starry dare that wakes men with a shout.

Empires may pass. Kings crumble into dust.

Although the splendor of the world is rust.
By dreams men live—by dreams, both old and new—
Come, let us dream, for only the dreams are true!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

Yet still the poets dream. Sappho’s bright art
And Homer’s song still blossom in the heart,
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John Masefield
The Beauty of your Song is like a prayer.
I found that beauty in my April hour,
And I was lifted up into a tower
Of shining loveliness—in that high air
My soul grew hushed and silent and aware

That makes the star and makes the simple flower,
And wakes the soul to wonder and to dare.

In the divine compassion of your Song
I walked with outcast men and with the poor;
I wept hot tears for those who suffer wrong,
And found a sign at every broken door;
Your beauty stirred me as the wind the sea,
I wept and prayed swept by Infinity.

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

Of all life’s pain and struggle—of the Power
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Music from Avon
The beauty of all sound is in your voice!
O never silence was so nobly broken
As when you speak, and those who hear rejoice
To know that words can be so sweetly spoken.
The sound of silver bells across the dawn!

The thunder and the music of the sea,
The grandeur of the wind that hurries on,
All these, and more, are in the symphony
Of that bright voice, whose wild orchestral power
Thrills men with tears, or with the song of birds,
Yet speaks to them as simply as a flower,
And every lovely sound is in the words.

Beloved Voice, your beauty is a light—
And in its spell great Shakespeare walks tonight!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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Birth
To Eric Mayne

So close I held you here beneath my heart,
So very close I held your precious head,
And with my blood and body your life fed,

It seemed Beloved, we should never part
But must be thus forever—and I said,

O how I longed to look upon your face,
To know the wonder of your baby charms.
And thus we waited for a little space,
Until at last, Love sounding his alarms,
We ran with Birth and Death a certain race—
And you were sleeping here within my arms!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

While you were fashioned by Love’s mystic chart;

“For this my life has blossomed white and red,
The love of him is greater than all art!”
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A Woman Worthy of Your Love
I wonder why you love me! Could I make
A woman worthy of your love, my Own,
I would not offer you this flesh all sown
With weeds of imperfection, I would take
The very soul of music for your sake,
And make a woman of its sweetest tone,

And on that lovely body you should slake
This burning fever which now feeds so blind
On food that is unworthy. On that breast,
Whiter than any other, you should find
All that in me you lack—and take your rest—
This flesh of mine is not a fitting bed
Whereon a King should lay his glorious head!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

That Beauty’s self be into woman blown.
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Power
What is this power, this madness, this delight,
What is this thing that burns me like a flame,
And now my life will never be the same;
What is this power that lifts me by its might
To a tall mountain, terrible and bright,
And with a magic that I cannot name
My soul does conquer and my reason tame?
And here I stand too dazed for thought or flight!

And I was proud and never lightly won.
And I was chaste and to all others, cold.
What is this power by which I am undone
Who now am grown so wild and strangely bold?—

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

“The Gods have sent down fire from above,
O trust the heavens and know—this Power—is Love!”
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Sea Child
No human lover shall bring me release.

And though he wove me garlands for my head,
And covered me with garments soft as fleece,
He kissed my lips until my dreams did cease,
And choked my song until my song was dead,
He promised joy, but left me grief instead.
With mortal lover I shall not find peace.

But I shall find my freedom in the wild
And broken beauty of the changing sea,
And I shall find my freedom in the piled
And evanescent waves of witchery,
For I am but a mad and lost sea child,
Fashioned of foam and surging melody!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

Too long I lay upon love’s lonely bed,



Collected Poems

165

Ben B. Lindsey
He Loved the children and he fought their fight,
Fought on with flaming courage to the end.
He was not Judge to them, he was a friend,

In shining armor for the cause of right.
Before the evil powers he would not bend;
And he was strong and fearless to defend.
To youth he was a challenge and a light.

There was a man in far off Galilee
Who loved the children—it is writ he said,

But Caesar hated him and so he bled.
Upon a wild, dark hill men nailed him high—
The prophets are not honored—they die!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

The children’s friend, their kind and noble knight

“Suffer the little ones to come to me.”
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Debs
They hated him because he was too tall;
That gentle man whose soul was like a star.
He could not shrink because men made a war,
And wanted him a pygmy safe and small;
He who had stirred the world with a brave call;
Whose eagle eyes had dared to look too far
Into a dream beyond things as they are;
They blamed him that he stood above them all.

He was too tall, taller than any jail.
Too tall for this mad world of little men.
His loving heart was as the holy grail.
Where shall we look to find his like again?
Debs was a man who towered among stars!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

Stood tall and free beyond earth’s prison bars!
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Edwin Markham
I

They would not let him pass, the Gods of Wrong,
Without his shadowy tree, his crown of thorn;
The Mighty One who fashioned him, the Norn,*
Built him too well, made him too fierce and strong;
The Gods of Greed had feared his voice too long;
He thundered down the world for he was born
To right old wrongs and comfort those who mourn;
The stars were in his eyes and on his lips a song!

They would not let him pass as others go,
They had a score to settle on earth’s stage;
They waited!—and they struck at him in age,
The cruel Gods of Wrong!—and with one blow
They loosed their fury on their ancient foe—
He goes the road where all life’s Martyrs glow!

The Divine Mother.

II

He stood upon the hills and took his aim—
Dark Vultures of the Storm, he feared them not,
The Shadowy Shapes, whose eyes were bleared and hot
With lust to kill, with lust to tear and maim;
Their beaks dripped blood, their claws were red with shame;
Upon the hills he took his aim—and shot—
For he was hero of a starry plot,
And all about him was a song of flame!

The Shapes of Darkness wheel with fear and hate,
The arrows have struck home, the Vultures bleed;
Who is this youth who wars with Gods of Greed,
Who is this hero with aim sure as Fate?—
A simple Bard, with bow of golden singing,
Across the world his bright tipped barbs go winging!

Song first came to Edwin Markham when he was a shepherd lad on the Suisun Hills.
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III

She built the Eagle mighty for the flight.
She gave him courage and the gift to bring
The stars a little nearer with his wing,
His glorious wings that were so strong and bright;
The Eagle burned with beauty and with light;
She made him free and taught his heart to sing;
Upon the perilous cliffs he dared to cling,
For he was Foe of the Gods of Night!

She made him mighty and She made him free,
The noble Eagle with the singing heart,
Taught him compassion and a deathless art,
His flight was mighty over land and sea!—
Who dares to cage the Eagle with these bars,
The Eagle who is Comrade of the Stars!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.
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My Home Is in the Future
My home is in the future, I have strayed
Into a world I do not understand.
I hear the music of another land,
Across the hills its melody is played,
And I must go; too long I have delayed

Strikes down his brother, and the days are planned
For greed and grief, and beauty is betrayed!

I shall beat out new trails—I must go on
Into the future, into that far place
Where my home is—across the unchartered dawn
I dare to set my feet and make my race.
This alien world, this present, it will pass
Like mortal breath upon a broken glass!

Publication. Song Tree. Santa Barbara: J. F. Rowny Press, 1943.

In this strange place, this present, where man’s hand
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GYPSY LOVE SONGS
The 1947 collection: bibliographical record and unrecovered text

B. N. Robertson published Gypsy Love Songs in Los Angeles in 1947.
Bibliographical records describe a forty-eight-page first edition with a
photographic frontispiece. Patricia H. Cherin reports that, with two
exceptions, its poems had not appeared previously and that its central sequence
dramatizes a wife divided between domestic order and the freedom embodied
by a gypsy lover.

No complete scan is present in the project files or in the public digital
repositories searched for this edition. The USC Poets Garden records identify
manuscripts, typescripts, duplicate typescripts, and a book layout in box 36,
folders 16–21, and a printed copy in box 69. Because neither a listing nor a
summary can establish exact wording, lineation, stanza structure, or poem
order, no text from the book is conjecturally reset here. “Gypsy Ballad,”
printed in Song Tree four years earlier, remains in its verified 1943 position
rather than being duplicated as a presumed 1947 version.
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A Word at the Beginning

A WORD AT THE BEGINNING
In the eager pages of this little volume we find a
spirit deeply touched with the love of humanity, a
spirit alive to all its raptures and despairs.
These verses are written by one of the vibrant and
valorous souls of the Far West, a young woman who
is yearning to help pass on to all souls the beauty of
earth, the beauty of joy.
Intense sympathy for man and nature is the pulse
of this unpretentious, free-verse offering. The writer
does not claim to come with ornamental periods, with

polished phrases. Indeed, she modestly disclaims the
labors and the laurels of the poet, and says with a
sparkle :

"Poets have carefully carved their songs.
Toiling with words, phrases, stanzas,
'Till all was finished,
But I do not carefully carve my songs,
Toiling with words, phrases, stanzas.
And all that I leave is unfinished

That you shall be a poet
Finishing each according to yourself."

So Ruth Le Prade comes with the simple speech of
every day, declaring her compassion for the multi-
tudes, announcing her contempt of caste and conven-
tionality, affirming her faith in the coming of the great
day when Love shall take form in a Comrade Order,
wherein all from the greatest to the least shall have
the social and material resources for living a rich and
abundant life.
These pages stir with a trembling earnestness, shine
with a vivid fire of faith. May they go forth to kindle
hearths, to kindle hearts.

We^ New Brighton, N.Y.
1916

^^^MrH<
^^l^^^^^i/i^

Edwin Markham’s introduction to A Woman Free (1917) · source PDF page 14
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