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HARRIET
You Aeked ¥or Them!

Good, bad, indifferent
Here they are up to date
¥ith more coulng all the tine,

The Dam Hae Broken.
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MY HARD3

Like a snow whlte vesgel
That once crulsged ithe brine;
41th sgails now lowered,

Are these hands of mine.

Her hulk reflecting
In the dying sun;
She lieg at anchor:
Her work is done?y
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PREFERENCE

Now I have owned a dog,

‘And liked an old tom cat.
‘I even bought some hens,

And noused a big white rat.

‘I nad a bowl of fienh,

and ¥ept a singing bird,

_But now its elephants
‘A mighty, tramping herd.

“mhey do not bark or scrateh,
Or cackls, snarl or sing,
o But stand with trunks upraised
In silent trumpeting.

:fzyprize my elephants,

But thlg you may be sure,

‘That every one of thenm

Is but a miniature.

LOG CATCHER

He prowlg the streets wiih wired truck;

With proving eyes he seeks his luck.
Adis quota must be fllled inday;

Zome cringing mut he'll haul away.

I meet the man. I hate him yet,

For he once dragged along my net.
Perhaps I was a little lax,

I forgot to pay ay tax.



Frustration is 3 pitiful thing
e

+ %
Indulged in by the we k

Panalo 3

on 1 vital thing
Disgulised i

treacnerous patterns
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fusplicion 1
It stirs th

a fearful thing
blood to a fizhting polnt
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Jealoury 18 2 wiclous thing
It numbs the body and slows the mind
J

Humblenese is 2 glorious thing
It brings forglvingness

But hone--ig the critsrion
It iInsures peace of mind.
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OLD DIARY

You are the symbol of the years I lost

Between the chapters of this ancient book.

Bent cornere mark each page where I now look

For worth beyond the measure of the cost :
Of erisscrossed, haunting dreans. I find no nanme
To polint the way, or e¢linging memoryly -

To huddle near. There is no place for me

To hide, or seek for sirengih, no lasting fane

To flaunt myself esteem with tone so gay

That beauty flaree untouched and slides past

The door of hope. Thers 1s no use to keep

These shadows of & long remembered day. .

I share yowr silence and accept at last
Antliculity, but 1ift my head and weep.
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LIFE

I held within my hand

A bit of brilliancy.

It's edges sharp as 1life
That stlrred me willingly.

4 grasgpsd 1t with joy
Then Telt a sudden pain,
C#And there upon my palm
I found a curious stain.

A pattern quaint and old
Wag etched in crimson there;
With lines awry and blurred
it vanished in the air.

‘I gladly loosed my grip

To let this white heat go;
For youth and age agree
That time had lost. ites glow.
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THE LITTLE CLOUD'S ETCRY

A eloud once told a story

0f living way up high;

It s21d 1t loved the breezes
That sang 1ts lullahy.

The sunsete gave 1t color:

The wind storms brought it life:
When thunder made it tremble;
The breezes soothed iteg strife.

The ralinbow brought it beauty,
Ané nlgnt would guard ite sleep;
But stl1ll 1t loved tue breezes
Which whispered secrets deep.

~ The little cloud wae nappy,

o~ dith dutles way up high;

\ ghaplng the mystlc heavens
“Po-beautify the sky.




PLOWER WOMAN

She has & tiny fragrant room

Upon the corner of a sgireet

dhere c¢ity grims and country meet,

For plants grow here and {lowers bloom.

fhe does not heed the passing throng,
Hor does she hesr the pagan din

0f city eclatter, for within

Her peaceful shop she humg a song.

Eagh measured year hag been a friend:
The cautery of tlme has seared

Her face, but she hag never feared
To know that work and dreaning blend.

Her eyes are young. They hold the calm
Of pools that c¢irele to flung stones.
Her world is small but still she owns
The trangull beauty of a psalm.



WORDS

Words are bits of mosalc

Palnteda with the brush of the mind;
Colored with our memories,

In patterns subtly designed.

CONTRAST

There are some days that seem to be
Made of a lasting memory:
Then others come that will not hold
Znough of hours bound with the gold
Of 1lluminating ecstasy.
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MY HMOTHER MENDING

My wmotner mending is a pleasant sight
That will remain my sweetest mamory:

How often have I sat and watened her brave
And w&lling fingers curve our destiny.

ﬁha e&anmt sew a fancy seam, or make

A tailored gown, but give ner something wopn
And see how skillfully she'll mend or pateh,
Ranewing garments that are old or torn.

4 o as a stocking's yawning gaps are filled
By drab or gally colored twisted yarns,

2he weaves ner vivid dreams into the squares,
That make the many tiny patterned darns.

But as she worke she alwaye thinks and learns
With maps upon the wall, a book propped near.
Sne stores ner mind with blts of rhyme and song,
And ag she sings her voice ig sweet to hear.

And now her ohildren's own, she mends for then
And teaches them too, as she once taught us
The meaning of those words "I shall not want"
Or “Now I lay me down to sleep”, and thus

Great wisdom came to her, for time unfolds
The pattern of 2 mind, but left 4o me

The treasured picture of a useful life,

Ky own dear mother mending patiently.
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PROUD ACACIA TREE

One day I saw a gripping sight:
It caugnt the heart of me;

In wonder, awe, and Joy I viewed
A Proud Acacla Tree.

Her garmsnts of rare gold and green

~Were made of fragile blooms:

In all her rich array she stood
And waved her fragrant plumes.

'Th@kgrauna was gllded with her thoughte

Thnat fell like drops of raing
Oh, God, be tnanxed 11t was my lot
They did not fall in vain.

To senge punh worth asg hers was praiae,

I had no need to pray,

For in the panels of my heart,
I hid her thoughts away.
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ANGWERED GESTURE

#e met again snd arrowed glances sped
Across the space of yesterday. Along

The vibrant threads of memory 4 song
Relived and kindled tiny sparks that fed
The fires of unforgotten love. Instead

Of syllables upon our lips, a strong,

peep current glorified tnls love to throng :
Qur thoughtes with words that nust be left unsaid.
Our song was made of Iraglle phrases kept
Complete by ardent nopes of ours that sank
Within our hearts a rich inheritance.

Ho tragic fate 1s oure, for we accepd

The twistlng way that we must go but thank
Thoge days when fortune brings te us & glance

B0LACED REVERIE

Before our parting time, I want to ses
Your face against the last pale ray of light
To promisge me the luminous still night

- Will hold a glimpse of starry mystary,

And I shall hear the anclent melody

Of love. Remembering your lips, tneir brignt
Zetatic warmth, I know the silken sizht

0f gracious dawn willl bring tranquility.
Because your eager volce and tender smile

Will curve my silent moutnh deeirs I find

Ig not fulfillment. Firmly clasp my hand

In yours that I may sleep and dream the while
My thoughts take form in words. Beloved, bina
me closer:; let me feel you understand.




DEDICATION

#ith reverence I humbly dedisate

My songs to one who loosely holds within
Free nands thelr worth when I would sing to win

His heart with lovar'e words. Should I then wait
For him to close hle hands--or hesitate ~

To sing my lilting songs and discipline

Hysell for love not wholly genuine--

And let mute singing be my final fate’ Foo

I know spme fragrance comes from petale pale =
With time. “The dry stalk stands a monument

To white, remembered yuces blooms. Brown trees
#Will change to green in spring. Should I then fall
My soul Tor love I know is only lent B &
dnen 1t gives birth to lasting melodies?
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CLOBED DOORS

Beloved, do not close the door until ,

I leave; Remain within 1ts lighted square
And wateh me go: Then I may see you there
When plangent undertones ereepr in to still
The patterned loveliness of words. You will
Then teach me sllver streams are everywhere
And murky waters now run clear. You share
My love? Then this my simple wish fulfill.
You see, I know closed doors mean fear to me,
A complex caused perhaps by one who chose

To shut 2 door too quiekly leaving pride
Bewlldered, turmoil followed, stormily

I fought then I found you--so only close

The door when I am safe with you inside.




CLIRGING TO LAUGHTER

I hold ta laughter using hands that cling
With eager hope to her elusiveness:

I find that lsughter is a vital thing
drapped simply in translucent loveliness.

Her songs I crave to hold will echo near
And will not chime with thin and brittle strain,
But vibrate witn a joyous sound so clear
It adds another link to her strong chain.

I knew they have a fragile quality

That lends a polignant touch of sentiment

To inner flames so 11t with melody,

They leave my heart, my mind, my soul content.

And that I may forever feel her need
Then alwaye laughter's songs shall be my creed.




THE ARESWER 7

Would I have less of you
Or you have legs of me
If at our rarting time
Wag left no mystery?

¥ 7 7

If I am I
And He ls ¥e
Wno 1s Us?

THE WHIRLPOOL

dnen I met you

Xt was like lsaping

Into 2 whirlpool

And each outward ring

Carried me on and on

Until I wo's loet in your love
fnd lips that were once cool
Are now warm and ofirved.
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T0 YOU

My poems born of laughter
Hay be gay, and young, and true;
But my poems born of tears

Are the onss I leave to you.




LOOKING BACKWARD

I want agalin a young time spring

Where meadowlarks and robins sing;
Where wine like air is thin and sweet
And maples streteh along & strset.

On woodland trails I wanit to go

To hunt the plage where snowdrops grod,
And then to walk ites banks and seek
For golored rebbles in 2 creelk:

To shars the volgnant twilight tine
&nd near the vﬁlla?e church bells chime.
Then on the grass I want to lie

And watoh star flowere in the sky.

I want agaln a young time spring
Wnere I may laugh and love and sing.

I DID NOT EROW

When I was 2 child

dith what glee

I hunted for the nlace

Where the bleeding-heart grew.
I 4id not know

In later life

I would find that place.

DAWN

Hot even a fillanment
- Of light

Could be seen:

But soon the apalina radience
Of the sky

Streansd forth

And the dazzling effulgence
Plooded over the earth.
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The sun droops low over the bay,
And Tog, rose tinted,
Bpeeds lower and lower,
To touch wiitn damp fingers
ghlps and life;
Ships that pass in ghostly 11&@
With only blurred lignts
To marg tneir track:
. Life that passes in ghostly erowds,
. ®ith only secarred or llngaring m@m@rie&
To mark its track.
' Z/ﬁing VL]
RIGHT GUARD
} fj« j
vébﬁﬁ&ﬁ C The night 1ls dark, no stare appear:
%U“i , The time is long, I heave a sign:

Yh@n through tne aark, something que&r
A nolse--"Halt. Who's there?--
I give the cry.
- An odor, not fragrant; my spirits are sunk.
For all I've halted is a blooming skunk.
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A FATHER'S PRAYER

I hold your baby hand, my little son :

And watoh your eyellds softly, softly elose

As sleep draws gently near to bring you to rest,
And day 1is drifting, drifting to repose.

I never thought that love could be like this
That Joy like mine could come from one wee form;
I wonder if all father's know this love

And eherleh well this bond so strong and warn.

Rest quietly, my son; my dreams are yours:

May 1 keep them forever kind and true.
Here by your side I fina a lasting peace,

I look to God through this sweei love for you.

Oh, mﬁy the Father grant this prayer to me:
Haoke me the man I want my son to be. '




MOTHER'S DAY

Kotner, ery of ages,
Mother, sweetest name;

&éath@rﬂ word that's sarried

Millios on to fame

- Life of purest loving

Heted out to man:
Life of patient tolling
fSince the world began.

Gratify her longing,
Brush her cares away;
Loyalty and service.

Give to her tnat day.




ZUCALYPTI

One, like a youth, against the dawn,
HEyes shaded witn hils hands,

In attitude of listening,

: H@~&r@ams of distant lands.

In zanglwa groups of three and four
- They live on distant rise;

Thelr heads bent close in murmuring,
"Liﬁa erones with greedy eyes.

kol o a% tﬂ@ curve of a silver pool,
Like slender malds they grow:

 Their flounces held with happy hands,
Their alrrored forms below.

Iike soldiers, row on row they guard
A lonely road or path;:

Ko heross of a war are they,

- Or gentlnals of wrath.

THE PEPPER TRER

ghie stands beside a canyon road,

And nods her head with graceful air:
With lacy dresa of darkened green,
&n& ﬂunny tasgeels in her hair.

: ﬁ@r ggiay breaga &8s Orient charm

 Her erimson tear drops hide the god;
1 think the birds must love her baat,
They sing her pralses to their uﬂﬁ.
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SOLITURE

Wnen I wish for solitude

I would 1like

To walk into a still pond ‘
Pull its covers over my head
Eink to sandy smoothness

And there
Fedltate
In peace!

COWBOLATION

Sorrow, 1lift your head
For laughter 1s fluttering
The long, silken fringe,
Of her wvaricolored shawl
And gazing at you shyly.
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I am a cross, my home is on a hill:

I am an emblem of the Christian race;

My arms outstretched In humble prayer, my face
To God le turned, hig mission I fulfily, kit

Although my feet are buried deep in clay,
Clezr out agalnet cloud wings of light I stand:
To all T stretch a supplicating hand:

I keep 2 vigil, watening, night and day.

Look unward, you that pase, 1ift up your eyes
For I em here to gulde humanity:

Not only Easter Day bring caree to ne,

Eternal Peace and Joy I symhalize.




SOLILOQUY

Ydu are the only one
Who has kept me within
The groove of living

I do not know why

Or even seem to care.
Some chemistry or sign
Binding two in space
And eulture

Bringing free expression to life
That is left for years
To know and remember,

Your right hand does not know
What your left hand can do
You are split down the middle
Your heart is a large stone
Where is the center located
How can you walk and converse
And look straight ahead

When really all is backward?

You live apart
Encaged within

A block of ice

I see you clearly
Quiet as love itself
Long dead

Within your heart.

P e T =

Put a claap upon your heart

A muzzle upon your lips

Tie your hands in knots

Their trembling will not show
Smile behind your mask

No one will ever know

You lost your love today.

A Soliloquy is the act of talking to oneself.
A monologue.
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U TANDARD BROADCASTING CO,, INC.
2apio staTioN KFV D 1ooo kiLocycLEs

645 SOUTH MARIPOSA AVENUE
LOS ANGELES, CALIF.

FITZROY 1231

Qetober 3, 1936

Miss Gertrude Randolph
800 East Kelso Street
Inglewood, California

Dear Miss Randolph:

From over several hundred poems that have been
resd on our program your poem™Consolation” has been sel-
ected as one of those to be resd on our nineteenth con-
test program, Wednesdey, October 7.

I would 1like you to read your poem yourself at
that time, but if you wish, I or anyone whom you may select
may read it for you. At lesst, I would like you to be pres-
ent at the studio to be introduced to the radio audience.
You will be given a dignified introduction and asked a few

“impe rsonal questions. ‘his—is necegsary to give-you indi-

viduality to the radio audience, and add variety to the pro-

Will you either phone Miss Brady at the KFVD
Studio, Fitzroy 1231, or let me know by return mail if you
will be sble to be present. If you can be, and I sincerely
hope you can, will you be at the KFVD Studio, Wilshire
Boulevard at Mariposa, by 1 o'clock on Wednesday, October 7 e

Sincerely yours, -
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BYRON DUNHAM
Radio Poets' Cludb
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