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A danp gl oony evening in April it was, just after the close of the G eat War,
when Marcia found herself alone with strange thoughts and w shes, unheard- of
yearni ngs which fl oated out of the spacious twentieth-century drawi ng room up

t he deeps of the air, and eastward to olive groves in distant Arcady which she
had seen only in her dreans. She had entered the roomin abstraction, turned off
the glaring chandeliers, and now reclined on a soft divan by a solitary |anp

whi ch shed over the reading table a green gl ow as soothing as noonlight when it
i ssued through the foliage about an anti que shrine.

Attired sinply, in a |lowcut black evening dress, she appeared outwardly a

typi cal product of nmodern civilization; but tonight she felt the inmeasurable
gul f that separated her soul fromall her prosaic surroundings. Was it because
of the strange home in which she lived, that abode of col dness where relations
were always strained and the inmates scarcely nore than strangers? Was it that,
or was it some greater and |l ess explicable m splacenent in tine and space,

wher eby she had been born too late, too early, or too far away fromthe haunts
of her spirit ever to harnonize with the unbeautiful things of contenporary
reality? To dispel the nmobod which was engul fing her nore and nore deeply each
nmonment, she took a namgazine fromthe table and searched for some healing bit of
poetry. Poetry had always relieved her troubled nmind better than anything el se,
t hough many things in the poetry she had seen detracted fromthe influence. Over

parts of even the sublinmest verses hung a chill vapor of sterile ugliness and
restraint, |ike dust on a wi ndow pane through which one views a nmagnificent
sunset .

Li stlessly turning the magazi ne’'s pages, as if searching for an elusive
treasure, she suddenly came upon sonething which dispelled her |anguor. An
observer could have read her thoughts and told that she had di scovered sone
i mage or dream whi ch brought her nearer to her unattained goal than any inmage or
dream she had seen before. It was only a bit of vers libre, that pitifu
conprom se of the poet who overleaps prose yet falls short of the divine nmelody
of numbers; but it had in it all the unstudied nmusic of a bard who |ives and
feels, who gropes ecstatically for unveiled beauty. Devoid of regularity, it yet
had the harnony of w nged, spontaneous words, a harnmony mssing fromthe fornal
conventi on-bound verse she had known. As she read on, her surroundi ngs gradually
faded, and soon there |ay about her only the msts of dream the purple,
star-strewn nmsts beyond tine, where only Gods and dreaners wal k.

Moon over Japan,

VWite butterfly noon!

Where the heavy-I1idded Buddhas dream

To the sound of the cuckoo’s call..

The white wi ngs of noon butterflies

Fl i cker down the streets of the city,

Bl ushing into silence the usel ess wicks of sound-lanterns in the hands of
girls

Moon over the tropics,

A white-curved bud

Opening its petals slowy in the warnth of heaven..

The air is full of odours

And | anguor ous war m sounds. .

A flute drones its insect nusic to the night

Bel ow t he curvi ng noon-petal of the heavens.



Moon over China,

Weary noon on the river of the sky,

The stir of light in the willows is |like the flashing of a thousand silver
m nnows

Through dark shoal s;

The tiles on graves and rotting tenples flash like ripples,

The sky is flecked with clouds |ike the scales of a dragon.
Amid the msts of dreamthe reader cried to the rhythm cal stars, of her delight
at the conmng of a new age of song, a rebirth of Pan. Half closing her eyes, she
repeat ed words whose nel ody | ay hidden like crystals at the bottom of a stream
bef ore dawn, hidden but to gleameffulgently at the birth of day.

Moon over Japan,

White butterfly noon!

Moon over the tropics,

A white curved bud

Opening its petals slowy in the warnth of heaven.

The air is full of odours

And | anguor ous war m sounds. .

Moon over China,

Weary noon on the river of the sky...
Qut of the mists gleamed godlike the tormot a youth, in w nged hel net and
sandal s, caduceus-bearing, and of a beauty like to nothing on earth. Before the
face of the sleeper he thrice waved the rod which Apollo had given himin trade
for the nine-corded shell of nelody, and upon her brow he placed a weath of
nmyrtl e and roses. Then, adoring, Hernes spoke:
"0 Nynph nore fair than the gol den-haired sisters of Cyene or the sky-inhabiting
Atl anti des, bel oved of Aphrodite and bl essed of Pallas, thou hast indeed
di scovered the secret of the Gods, which lieth in beauty and song. 0 Prophetess
nore |l ovely than the Sybil of Cumae when Apollo first knew her, thou has truly
spoken of the new age, for even now on Maenal us, Pan sighs and stretches in his
sl eep, wishful to wake and behold about himthe little rose-crowned fauns and
the antique Satyrs. In thy yearning hast thou divined what no nortal, saving
only a few whomthe world rejects, renmenbereth: that the Gods were never dead,
but only sleeping the sleep and dream ng the dreanms of Gods in lotos-filled
Hesperi an gardens beyond the gol den sunset. And now draweth nigh the tinme of
t heir awakeni ng, when col dness and ugliness shall perish, and Zeus sit once nore
on Aynpus. Already the sea about Paphos trembleth into a foam which only
anci ent skies have | ooked on before, and at night on Helicon the shepherds hear
strange nmurnurings and hal f-renenbered notes. Wods and fields are tremnul ous at
twilight with the shimrering of white saltant forms, and i menorial Ocean yi el ds
up curious sights beneath thin noons. The Gods are patient, and have sl ept |ong,
but neither man nor giant shall defy the Gods forever. In Tartarus the Titans
writhe and beneath the fiery Aetna groan the children of Uranus and Gaea. The
day now dawns when man nmust answer for centuries of denial, but in sleeping the
Gods have grown kind and will not hurl himto the gulf made for deniers of CGods.
Instead will their vengeance smite the darkness, fallacy and ugliness which have
turned the m nd of man; and under the sway of bearded Saturnus shall nortals,
once nore sacrificing unto him dwell in beauty and delight. This night shalt
thou know the favour of the Gods, and behold on Parnassus those dreams which the
Gods have through ages sent to earth to show that they are not dead. For poets
are the dreams of Gods, and in each and every age soneone hath sung unknow ngly
the nessage and the promi se fromthe | otosgardens beyond the sunset.”
Then in his arns Hernes bore the dreani ng maiden through the skies. Gentle
breezes fromthe tower of Aiolas wafted them hi gh above warm scented seas, till
suddenly they cane upon Zeus, holding court upon doubl e-headed Parnassus, his
gol den throne flanked by Apollo and the Miuses on the right hand, and by
i vy-w eat hed Di onysus and pl easure-flushed Bacchae on the Ieft hand. So rmuch of



spl endour Marcia had never seen before, either awake or in dreanms, but its
radi ance did her no injury, as would have the radiance of |ofty Oynpus; for in
this | esser court the Father of Gods had tenpered his glories for the sight of
nortals. Before the laurel -draped nouth of the Corycian cave sat in a row six
noble forns with the aspect of nortals, but the countenances of Gods. These the
dreaner recogni zed frominmages of them which she had behel d, and she knew t hat
they were none el se than the divine Maeoni des, the avernian Dante, the nore than
nortal Shakespeare, the chaos-exploring MIton, the cosm c Goethe and the
nmusal an Keats. These were those nessengers whomthe Gods had sent to tell nen
that Pan had passed not away, but only slept; for it is in poetry that Gods
speak to men. Then spake the Thunderer
"0 Daughter—for, being one of ny endless |line, thou art indeed ny
daught er -behol d upon ivory thrones of honour the august nessengers Gods have
sent down that in the words and witing of nmen there may be still some traces of
di vi ne beauty. OQther bards have nen justly crowned with enduring |aurels, but
these hath Apollo crowned, and these have | set in places apart, as nortals who
have spoken the | anguage of the Gods. Long have we dreaned in | otosgardens
beyond the West, and spoken only through our dreams; but the tine approaches
when our voices shall not be silent. It is a time of awakening and change. Once
nore hath Phaeton ridden |low, searing the fields and drying the streans. In Gau
| one nynphs with disordered hair weep beside fountains that are no nore, and
pi ne over rivers turned red with the blood of nortals. Ares and his train have
gone forth with the nmadness of Gods and have returned Dei nbs and Phobos gl utted
wi th unnatural delight. Tellus noons with grief, and the faces of nmen are as the
faces of Erinyes, even as when Astraea fled to the skies, and the waves of our
bi ddi ng enconpassed all the | and saving this high peak al one. Anidst this chaos,
prepared to herald his comng yet to conceal his arrival, even now toileth our
| at est born messenger, in whose dreans are all the inmages which other nmessengers
have dreaned before him He it is that we have chosen to blend into one glorious
whol e all the beauty that the world hath known before, and to wite words
wherein shall echo all the wisdom and the | oveliness of the past. He it is who
shall proclaimour return and sing of the days to cone when Fauns and Dryads
shall haunt their accustonmed groves in beauty. Guided was our choice by those
who now sit before the Corycian grotto on thrones of ivory, and i n whose songs
thou shalt hear notes of sublimty by which years hence thou shalt know the
greater nmessenger when he coneth. Attend their voices as one by one they sing to
thee here. Each note shall thou hear again in the poetry which is to conme, the
poetry which shall bring peace and pleasure to thy soul, though search for it
t hrough bl eak years thou nmust. Attend with diligence, for each chord that
vi brates away into hiding shall appear again to thee after thou hast returned to
earth, as Al pheus, sinking his waters into the soul of Hellas, appears as the
crystal arethusa in renote Sicilia."
Then arose Honeros, the ancient anong bards, who took his |yre and chanted his
hymm to Aphrodite. No word of Greek did Marcia know, yet did the nessage not
fall vainly upon her ears, for in the cryptic rhythmwas that which spake to al
nortals and Gods, and needed no interpreter
So too the songs of Dante and Goet he, whose unknown words dave the ether with
nmel odi es easy to ready and adore. But at |ast remenbered accents resounded
before the listener. It was the Swan of Avon, once a God anong nen, and still a
God anong CGods:

Wite, wite, that fromthe bl oody course of war,

My dearest master, your dear son, may hie;

Bl ess himat hone in peace, whilst | fromfar,

His name with zeal ous fervour sanctify.
Accents still nore fam liar arose as MIton, blind no nore, declained immorta
har nony:

O let thy lanmp at m dnight hour



Be seen in sone high [onely tower,
VWere | mght oft outwatch the Bear
Wth thrice-great Hernes, or unsphere
The spirit of Plato, to unfold
What worlds or what vast regions hold
The imortal mnd, that hath forsook
Her mansion in this fleshy nook.
* * * * *
Sonetinme | et gorgeous tragedy
In sceptered pall come sweeping by,
Presenting Thebes, or Pelop’s line,
O the tale of Troy divine.
Last of all canme the young voice of Keats, closest of all the nessengers to
t he beaut eous faun-folk:
Heard mel odi es are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter, therefore, yet sweep pipes, play on..
* * * * *
When ol d age shall this generation waste,
Thou shalt remain, in mdst of other woe
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’ st
"Beauty is truth -- truth beauty" -- that is al
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.
As the singer ceased, there cane a sound in the wind blowing fromfar Egypt,
where at night Aurora nmourns by the Nile for her slain Mermon. To the feet of
the Thunderer flew the rosy-fingered Goddess and, kneeling, cried, "Master, it
is time | unlocked the Gates of the East.” And Phoebus, handing his lyre to
Calliope, his bride anong the Muses, prepared to depart for the jewelled and
colum-rai sed Pal ace of the Sun, where fretted the steeds already harnessed to
the gol den car of Day. So Zeus descended from his caryen throne and placed his
hand upon the head of Marcia, saying:
"Daughter, the dawn is nigh, and it is well that thou shouldst return before the
awakening of nortals to thy hone. Weep not at the bl eakness of thy life, for the
shadow of false faiths will soon be gone and the Gods shall once nmore wal k anong
men. Search thou unceasingly for our nessenger, for in himwlt thou find peace
and confort. By his word shall thy steps be guided to happiness, and in his
dreans of beauty shall thy spirit find that which it craveth.” As Zeus ceased,
the young Hermes gently seized the maiden and bore her up toward the fading
stars, up and westward over unseen seas.
* * *
Many years have passed since Marcia dreant of the Gods and of their Parnassus
concl ave. Tonight she sits in the same spaci ous drawi ng-room but she is not
alone. Gone is the old spirit of unrest, for beside her is one whose nane is
lum nous with celebrity: the young poet of poets at whose feet sits all the
world. He is reading froma manuscript words which none has ever heard before,
but which when heard will bring to nmen the dreanms and the fancies they | ost so
many centuries ago, when Pan |ay down to doze in Arcady, and the great Gods
withdrew to sleep in | otos-gardens beyond the | ands of the Hesperides. In the
subtl e cadences and hi dden nel odies of the bard the spirit of the nmaiden had
found rest at last, for there echo the divinest notes of Thracian O pheus, notes
that noved the very rocks and trees by Hebrus’ banks. The singer ceases, and
Wi th eagerness asks a verdict, yet what can Marcia say but that the strain is
“fit for the Gods"?
And as she speaks there conmes again a vision of Parnassus and the far-off sound
of a mighty voice saying, “By his word shall thy steps be guided to happiness,
and in his dreans of beauty shall thy spirit find all that it craveth.”
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