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JOY SONG 0F A POET

(A la Vetrs Li be)

1 sing the song of verscs-free verses-My verses.
Free as the blinking bat or the succulent codfish,
And 'mnost as clever.
l've got no0 use for the guys w~ho boxv the knee to rliyne and

rhythmn.
Don't talk to nme of rondels, and ballades, and quatrains, and

triolets, and hexaîneters.
1 don't know anything about theni.
And eouldn't write 'cm if 1 did.
Nix on that old tirne poctry stuff.
Give nie the songs I write glee-songs, free-songs, Me-songs.
Any old song at ail, so long as you cati it a soul-song.
They're tlîe dlope to give Ilappers the squiggles, ai-d baptise the old

inaids' hankies,
And îincidentall.v to raise a revenue from disciples of the New

Poetry.

This is the Song of 'Songs, and Soloinoîx's noxv a baçk nuinber.
Fancy Swinburnîe, and Keats, and Shelley wasting their tinte on

the old huec of goods
When they inight have been doing the Real Stuff
Imagine the freîîiy of Chaucer and 'Sydney if they tried for a

rhynie to " skookunm"1
Tliose old guys lackecl erîterprise and hustle, and consequently

didn't get tiiy\\hIere,
Shakespeare, too !
Thie,)'ç stand about as inuch chance to-day as a wvax cat with

celuloid legs bcing ehased throiigh Hell by an asbest*s dog.

Soar, soar, SOAId That's the keynote to My verses.
Thighs, knees, shin-bones, heels, feet, tocs, toenails,
Shoulders, arms, elbows, wrists. lingers, hair, teeth, clawvs-
Ail soaring together.
Sorne soaring h'lieve me!
,rhere's nothing that 1 can't sing, and there's îothing that 1 can't

say, thoughlin inodest about it.
Genis rampant is bustmng irny soul, and the sunset is'squiddering.
l've got a numiber-one-size afflatur on, varîety divine.
That's the only way to accotunt for nîy present lustre, luminosity, and

eff tlgence -
Unless it wvas that kipper

Claude H. Dodwell.


