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FROM OTHER WORLDS

Deep in the dawning of my life —
When gnarled willows lined the sand
Beside the Lake of Mysteries,

Whose waters touched my childhood land;

When ghosts made silken veils at eve,
Fine-spun across the mountain-scars, —
There, as I lay upon the rocks,

I heard a wind among the stars.

Not of this world it sang to me;

It blew beyond the earthly air;

The alder-branches filled with dusk,
The dews were cold upon my hair —
I heard the wind among the stars —
The world grew dark as in a swoon;
And mists rose tall upon the lake,
And flung their arms about the moon.

And I was left in haunted night,

And learned that in the glimmering sky

Were millions of ethereal paths,
Where only cosmic winds could fly;
They sang a terror to my soul,

And I forsook the starlit strand —
Till down the years their voices stole,
And vanished with my childhood land.

No longer of the misty lake

My truant spirit is a part,

Nor of the mountains and the fields
A wild expression, is my heart;

My hand upon the plough is laid,
The earth, the grass are part of me:
And when I split the willow-root —
There is no dryad in the tree.

By Susanne Knauth

Lost wanderer of the early days,
Between the sunset and the night,
Hearing a call behind the moon,

Why were your cheeks so cold and white?

What were the great phantasmal sounds
That drove you, child, across the mere?
Your manhood is upon you now,

And gone the strange religious fear.

The grass before my sickle falls,
And shepherd of the sheep am 1;
The mountains are my heritage,

For me the sun is in the sky.

I walk among the cottage ways,
When lights are red below the eaves;
There are no voices in the dark,
Nought but the rustle of the leaves.

O master of the teeming earth,

O master of the golden shore,

Yet what is that beneath your feet —
Deep in the planet’s darkest core?

— Oft in the silence of a field,

And through the pasture’s quiet mirth,
I hear a sounding like the sea;

The buried waters of the earth!

Their voice is like a speaking throng:

I turn my angry heart away,

I tremble not, O Elements!

You were the kings of yesterday!

And with my staff I take the road,
The road from manhood to the grave,
And down the winding path of age

I go with heart serene and brave.

But here again the willows shine

Like silver hair and gnarléd hands,

And here again a magic lake

Drinks mountain water from the sands;
No fairy folk at sunset bathe

Upon the rainbow shoals and bars ;

But pausing at the steeps of Death —

I hear the wind among the stars!
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“The Truant Soul,” The Harvard Magazine, January 1920.
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(It was thirtcen minutes after eight.)

The first time, I though it merely an accident. The second
time, a coincidence. The third time I knew it to be a general

practice. But I wondered. The first sat in the seventh row.
The second had wonderful black hair. The third used lilac
scent.

(It was fourteen minutes after eight.)

1 looked about me and everywhere saw the same thing.
Dowagers, debutantes, demimondaines.

I leaned toward Hyperia. She was turned away.

(It was fifteen minutes after eight.)

“Dearest”, I asked, “why should all these women do it
now? The lights will go out in a moment—no one will look
at them.”

But Great Heavens! She, too, was powdering her nosc!

H. M. N.

HARVARD MAGAZINE

Miss Jane Cowl, in “Smilin’ Through”, is a pretty actress
in a pretty play.

* * *  x %

Both times we went to The Riddle-Woman, the audience
was composed mainly of women. Now we are convinced, as
before we suspected, that woman is the greatest and most
interesting mystery to herself.

The Vampire has more admirers among her own sex than
among men. \Women love to see and to read about, though
not to come in competition with, those strange, slinking, emo-
tional, s-shaped, sad-voiced creatures, with such queer eyes,
such mysterious hair and such questionable manners; who
simply capture, enthrall, devastate and destroy all men whom
they ever meet.

(Continued on page 16)

THE TRUANT SOUL

By Susanne Knauth s

Bare heels in the deep, wet grass,
Treading strawberries wild—
Long hair, caught up in a mass
On the boughs of a hemlock trec;
O, lonely, beautiful child,

Kissed by thy lovers three,
Thistle and nettle and briar—
Thy lovers with lips of fire—
How shall a man’s desire

Covet or follow thee?

The rain in a silver flight

Touches thy lifted brow;

Shining like hawthorn white,

Thy shoulder brushes the fern;

For thee with a silent vow

Clovers and kingcups burn,

And the ripe, red cherries bleed.

No one shall follow thy speed, |
Whatever his love or his need!

And where thou passest, O free and bright,
There, thou wilt not return.

The wind of the years has knelled

Some sccret bell-flower chime—

Hands in the night upheld,

That only the moonbeams fill!

And lo, thou art passed from time;

O laughing and strong and fair!

Gone is thy dewy hair,

Gong, like a song of the air—

Thy breathing hushed in the meadow thyme,
Like music suddenly still.
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“The Road to Fortune,” The Radcliffe Magazine, (June) 1920. Winning story in the magazine competition.































