
Poetns Class 
Death Bed 

I SHALL sit in a dark, quiet place, awaiting tears; 
And time will be long. 

I shall be poor and tired and shall not try­
I who was strong. 

When you are gone, the river shall run black and slow, 
And bitter rain descend. 

And mourning trees shall stretch in naked tidings 
Of your end. 

Look at me with your steadfast, dying eyes, 
Oh, my bruised, lovely one. 

As your numb flesh is failing, and your regal heart 
Goes out like the sun. 

Turn just your eyes slowly to me, beloved, 
That I may know you have heard. 

I know you cannot move your pale, drained. hand that lies 
Like a wounded bird. 

N ow all the laughter and the kisses of our long nights 
Ar~ fading in your eyes. 

My beautiful • • • The universe is cold. The dawn 
Shall no more rise. 

Charles Ashleigh. 

Stone 

T
HE stone walls of my cell 

Kiss me, 
And their kiss is cold 
Like stone. 
You kissed me too; 
That was long ago, 
And I imagined your kisses 
Were warm with love, 
But they were not, they were 
Like stone. 
Cold, Tombstone, 
For my cell is a tomb, 
Where for a hundred years and more 
Men buried their agonies, lost their love 
And suffered. 
Tears and curses· and rasping hate 
And sleepless nights 
Of men and boys and neither 
Are stored in the dumb hideousness 
0f the cold stone. 
Here one raved with madness 
,Glared with the icy stare; 
Another foolish, prayed to God, 
Who heard him not, 
And one did smoke and chew and spit, 
And laugh and sing 
At the joke he was in. 
The cold stone knolWS it all but is silent 
Because it is stone. 

Ben Gitlow. 
Sing Sing Prison. 

War Prisoners 
Freedom 

UP on the lookout, in the wind and sleet; 
Out in the woods of tamarack and pine; 

Down in the!wt slopes of the dripping mine, 
We dreamed of you, and oh, the dream was sweet! 
And now you bless the felon food we eat, 
And make each iron cell a sacred shrine; 
For when your love thrills in the blood like wine, 
The very stones grow holy to our feet! 

We shall be faithful,.though we march with death, 
And singing storm the battlements of wrong: 
One's life is such a little thing to give: -
So we shall fight as long as we have breath,­
Love in our hearts, and on our lips a song: 
Without you it were better not to live! 

Taps 
THE day is ended! Ghostly shadows creep 

Along each dim-lit wall and corridor. 
The bugle sounds as from some fairy shore, 
Silvered with sadness, somnolent and deep. 
Darkness and bars! God I Shall we curse or weep? 
A last, lone pipe is tapped upon the floor; 
A guard sl.ams shut the heavy iron doors; 
The day is ended-go to sleep--to sleep I 

Three times it sounds--weird lullaby of doom­
Quivers and dies~-while fecund Night gives birth 
To other days like this day that is done. 
Does Morning really live, beyond the gloom­
This deep black pall that hangs upon the earth? 
He fears the dark who dares to doubt the sun! 

Ralph Chaplin. 
Leavenworth Prison. 

Vespers 
THE sun goes down, and on the grass 

With silent feet the shadows pass. 
The trees stand stilI in fragrant prayer: 
Cool as a pearl is the twilight air; 
Cool as God's breath, at the close of day, 
On my heated soul the mild winds play. 
And I go to my iron-walled cell, 
At the stroke of a tyrant bell. 
"What have you hidden beneath your shirt?" 
Suspiciously, my captors blurt. 
My joy they cannot understand. 
"Oh, it's nothing that's contraband!" 
All I have is a flower-washed heart, 
Good medicine for my prison-smart-
A child-like heart that was born to-night 
Just as the sun swam out of sight. 
And all the night it will speak to me 
Of a flower, a cloud and a flame-edged tree. 

Charles Ashleigh. 
Leavenworth Prison. 
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