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THE FETE.

To-night again the Moon's white mat
Stretches across the dormitory flocor
While outside, 1like an evil cat
Thz pion prowls dovwr ths dark corridor,
Planning know, to pounce on me dn spite
For etulnv leave to sleep in town lasf night
But 1t was none of us who made that noise.
Only the old brown owl that hoots and flies
Out of the ivy -jHe will say it was us boys -
Seigneur Mon Dleu! the sacre sould of spies!
fHe would like to eatch each dream that lies
Hidden behind our slespy eyes;
Thelr dream? but mine - , it is the Moon and the Wood
that sees;

All my long life how I shall hatzs the tress!

Tn the Place d'Armes, the dus+5 planes, all Summer through
Dozed with the market women in the sun and scarcely
. stirred

To see the quiet things that cerossed the square -
A tiny funeral, the flying shadow of a bird,

The hump—hackpd barber, Celestin Lemaire,

014 Madame Michel in her three-whesled chair,
And £iling past to vespers,two and two,

The demoiselles of the Pensionna?

Towed 1ike a ship throus oh the hartour bar

Safz into port wheras le petit quu~
Perhaps mnkes ?O*%lno Ofgfhb look they shot at you -:

Si, c'est défendu, mais que voulez vous?
It was the sun. The sunshine weaves
A pattern on dull stones: the sunshine leaves

The portraiture of dreams upon the eyes

Refore 1t dies.
All Summer throuch

The dust hung white upon the drowsy planes
Till suddenly they woke with the Auntumn rains.

(1)



Tt is not only the 1little boys
Who have hardly got away from toys,
But I, who am seventeen next year
Some niaht in bed, have grown cold to hear
That 1onely passlon of the rain
Which makes you think of being dead
And of somewhere living to lay your head
As if you were a child again
Orying for one thing, known and near
Your empty heart to still the hunger and the fear
That pelts and beats with it agdinst the pane.

But I remember smiling too
At all the Sun's soft tricks and thoss Autumn dreads
In Winter-time when the grey light broke slowly through
The frosted window-lace to drag us shiverine from our heds.
And when at dusk the sincing wind swung down
Straight from the stars to the dark country roads beyond the
twinkling town,
Strikine the leafless poplar boughs as he went by
Like some poor stray dog by the wayside lylng dead
We left behind us the old world of dread
T and the wind as we strode whistline on under the Winter sky.
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And then in Spring for three days ceame the fair

Just as the planes were startine into bud
Above the caravans: you saw the dancinc bear o

Pass on his chain; and heard the jingle and the thud.

Only four days ago
They let you out of this dull show

To slither down the montaine russe and the chaff the man a 1a

' tete de veau, -

Hit, slick,the bulls-eye at the Tir,
Spin round and round till your head went queer
On the pores—roulants, = Oh! 13 14, 1a Fete!
Va pour du vin.et le tste—a—-tfte
With the girl who sugars the quafres!' Pauvrette
How thin she was; but she smiled, you bet,
As she took your tip - "One does not forget
The good days, Monsiesur', Said with a grace
But saerebleu! what a ghost of a face!
And no fun tooc for the demoiselles
Of the Pensionnat, who were hurried past
With their "Oh! que c'est beau - Aht que c'est bellet
A lap-dog's life from first to 1lasth
The gcod nights are not made for sleep, nor the good days for
dreaming in,
And at the end in the big Circus tent we sat and shcok and
stewed like sint

Some children there, had got — but where?
Sent from the South, perhaps = a red bouquet
Of roses sweetening the fetid air
With scent from gardens by far away blue bay.
They threw cne at the dancing bear, ,
The white clevm caught it. From St Remy's tower
The deep slow bell tolled cut the hour.
The black clown,with his dirty grin
Lay, sprawling in the dust as She rode in.
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She ghogd en a vditerhorse —, and suddenly y1h saw the bend *
of a far—o*fgroad at gawm, withs Kﬁmnhts&radlngﬂby -

A field of spears,— and then the gallant day ; 4“
» oyt in sto”m th raéped elouds 16w -dow ‘éul!en an ‘orey
" Against red heavenq* wild and aw . Such g sky f
As witnesses against you at the' end
0f a great battle, bugles blowing,.blcod and dust -

A4 e o1d Yo e——c’.'Ar‘rhur fight you must —;
Tt died $n.angﬁr ABut it was not death
That kad you by the—thF topping your breath

. 7 she 1otfed 1ike Vidtory. rode my way. :
, . »;‘ f
©» ¥ e -
She,laugheg at the black clown and then she flew N

V\"Jb ~ AP abevé us on the wing : ’ ¥
Of her white arms, and you saw throush > 7

A rent in the old tent, a patch of sky
With one dim star. She flew but not se hich -
.. And then - she did not fly .
Yhe stocd in the bright moonlﬂﬂff at the dcor
~0f a strange room.-, she threw her slippers on the flecor -
Again, again, -
You heardthe patter of the raing / 4
e The starvihg rain, it was this Thlnp,
Summew was this, the gold Tist in your eyes —;
Oh! God it dies.
But #fter death?
mb-nighf the splendour and the sting
Blows back and catches at your breath,
The smell of beasts, the smell of dust, thc seent of all
the roses in the world, the sea, the Spring -
The beat of drums, tlg pad cf hcofs, musio the Dream, the
Drean\ the Bnohanted Tb.ng!

At first you scarcely saw her face,
You knew the maddening Pecet were thpﬂe
What cealled was that half-hidden, Wthe unrest .
To which now and then she p"eosed
Her finger-tips: bdDut as she slackened pace
. And turned and locked at you it grew quite bare:
There was not anything you did not dawe' -

ILike trumpeters the hours passed until the last day of the
Fair.
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¥Tn the Place d'Armes all afternmm“, s ';',,.;;'u‘\
The, building birds had sunc "Soongysocn” ' "”ffv¢
The shuttgred streets slept soun@'that n*nht, s
It was full moon: i
The path%intc the wood waswalmbst Whlue . -
e trees were very still and seemedgto stare'ﬁw \ Ned
~ Wet far before your soul the Wrean flits on,

‘-

t when you touch it, it is gone
And qui e alone your scoul stands there,

."_, *

Mother of Christ, no one has seen your eyes: how can men pray
o Pvpv to you?
There were only wolves' eyes in the wood -
My Mother is a gemdn too:

Nothing is true that issngt good
With that quick smile.od hers, I have heard her say =—
I wish I had gone back home to-day,
I should have watched ths light, th'Lt so gently dies
From cur high window, in #he Paris skies,

The long straight *ehain

Cf lamps hung out 1ldﬁp the Seine:
I would have turned tc her and let the rain
Beat on her breast as it does ainst the pane =:

Nothing will be the same a,gq*n -;
There is something strargk in my little Mother's eygs
There is something new in the old hgavenly air of' Spring -
The smell of beasts, the smell opjdés? -y BB Pnchqnted Thing!

All my life long I shall see moonllght on the fern
And the black trunks of trees. Only the hair
O0f any woman can belons to Ged.
The stalks are cruelly broken where we trod,
There had been viclets there.
I shall not care
As T used to do when I see the bracken burn.

CHARLOTTE M. MEW,
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