WARNING CONCERNING COPYRIGHT RESTRICTIONS

The copyright law of the United States (Title 17, U.S. Code) governs the '
making of photocopies or other reproductions of copyrighted material.

Under certain conditions specified in the law, libraries and archives are
authorized to furnish a photocopy or other reproduction. One of these
specified conditions is that the photocopy or reproduction is not to be used
for any purpose other than private study, scholarship, or research. If
electronic transmission of reserve material is used for purposes in excess of
what constitutes “fair use,” that user may be liable for copyright
infringement.

No further Transmission of this material is permitted.

insert citation here:

‘HOJBSO/\l Khlyol'\ . }OOEMS ) /Uf&/ \ljcrk/ TL\Q

/\/\f\(wu‘”ou\ [Gm’ﬂf/\r\\/ )[1[7,
/

<



POEMS

BY

RALPH I;IODGSON

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
NEW YORK - BOSTON - CHICAGO - DALLAS
ATLANTA * SAN FRANCISCO

0 5 aadie
MACMILLAN & CO., Livrap )
LONDON - BOMBAY - CALCUTTA
MELBOURNE
THE MACMILLAN CO. OF CANADA, Lo,

TORONTO

i %
Netw Bork
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
1917

AQ rights resorved




POEMS

BY

RALPH I'-,IODGSON

D S o v o

. S e s
I 2012 5

FRLw FARRIEY

Neto Bork
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
1917

AU rights reserved




~

EVE

EvE, with her basket, was
Deep in the bells and grass,
Wading in bells and grass
Up to her knees,

)y Picking a dish of sweet’
Berries and plums to eat, .
: Down in the bells and grass
o Under the trees

[ Mute as a mouse in a

[ : Corner the cobra lay,
Curled round a bough of the
Cinnamon tall. . . .

Now to get even and
Humble proud heaven and
Now was the moment or
Never at all.




EVE

“Eva!” Each syllable
Light as a flower fell,
“Eva!” he whispered the
Wondering maid,

Soft as a bubble sung
Out of a linnet’s lung,

* Soft and most silverly

“Eva!” he said.

Picture that orchard sprite,
Eve, with her body white,
Supple and smooth to her
Slim finger tips,
Wondering, listening,
Listening, wondering,

Eve with a berry

Half-way to her lips.

Oh had our simple Eve
Seen through the make-believe !
Had she but known the
Pretender he was!

Out of the boughs he came,
Whispering still her name,
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EVE

Tumbling in twenty rings
Into the grass.

Here was the strangest pair
In the world anywhere,
Eve in the bells and grass
Kneeling, and he

Telling his story low. .
Singing birds saw them go
Down the dark path to
The Blasphemous Tree.

Oh what a clatter when
Titmouse and Jenny Wren
Saw him successful and
Taking his leave !

How the birds rated him,
How they all hated him !
How they all pitied

Poor motherless Eve !

Picture her crying
Outside in the lane,

Eve, with no dish of sweet
Berries and plums to eat,




EVE

Haunting the gate of the
Orchard in vain. . . .

~ Picture the lewd delight
Under the hill to-night —
“REva!” the toast goes round,
“Eva!” again.
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