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"Publishing a volume of verse," Don has
plaintively observed, "is like droiping a rose-
petal down the Grand Canyon and waiting to
hear the echo." Yet if the petal be authentic
rose, the answer will surely come. Some poets
seek to raft cMivion by putting on frock coats
wid readmg their works aloud to the women's
clubs. Don Maxquis has no taste ior that sort
of mummery. But little by UtUe his potent,
yeasty verses, fashioned from the roaring loom of
^very day. are winning then- way into circulation.
Any reader who went to Dreams and Dust (poems,
pubhshed October, 1915) expecting to find light
and waggish laughter, was on a blind quest. In
that book speaks the hungiy and visionary soul
of this man, qm'ck to see beauty and grace in
common thuigs, quick to question the answerless
face of hfe—

Stm mounts the dream on ahinlng pinion.
Still broods the dull distrust;

Which ihall have ultimate dominion.
^

Dream, or dust?

Heavy men are light on their feet: it takes stout
poets to write nimble verses (Mr. Chesterton, for
mstance). Don Marquis has something of Dob-
soman cunning to set his musings to delicate, aus-
tere music. He can turn a rondeau or a triolet as


