




A Four-leaf Clover of Which the 
Leaves are Sonnets 

By LEONARD VAN NOPPEN 

The Guests of Shakespeare 
Let Adoration, stilled with ecstasy, 
Now rest in reverence a little while: 
Mirrored within that nature versatile, 
Let Beauty see herself as others see; 
Let the whole world to Wonder bend the knee, 
And Sorrow pause the moment of a smile ; 
Let Guilt be innocent of its own guile 
And Time be ~elt a brief eternity. 

Then with the Master let us feast: the Table 
Is set with tempting Visions; imps and elves 
Shall be our servitors, and Fact and Fable 
Shall sing a sprightly duet. And thereafter 
Shall Humor, guised as Falshff, by wise laughter 
Make all the guests acquainted with themselves. 

To-Morrow 
To-morrow, ah to-morrow! What shalt thou, 
Veiled daughter of thy Mother called "To-day," 
Bring in thy hands of fortune or dismay? 
Shalt thou come with the laurel on thy brow 
Or with a crown of thorns? Shalt thou endow 
Eternity with some heroic lay 
Or like a stern avenger come to slay? 
Unveil thy face. For thou art poising now 

In thy sure hand a dart that shall send death 
To thousands in the instant of a breath; 
Or a great Day thou grandly dost prepare 
Where patience shall behold the fruit of prayer. 
Song shall be heard or seen return of sorrow: 
So moves the world in silence towards To-morrow . 

Cathay 
I'll join a caravan to far Cathay 
And ride upon a camel to the moon. 
There I shall tilt with emperors and soon 
Untriumph them of trophies which I'll lay 
Before the Queen of Jewels. I shall slay 
Mythical dragons there or with a rune 
Of wild enchantment leave them in a swoon, 
Bearing their treasures, jade and pearls, away. 

And I shall lead, to plunder in high wars, 
Armies of images, and steal the stars. 
The Pleiades shall be my Golden Fleece ; 
Orion be my belt; and for a crown 
I'll wear the sun; and palaced in white peace, 
I'll reign with Beauty in serene renown. 

The Saraband 
The clink of castanets, the cadence wild 
Of rhythmic feet and swayings in the moon 
Of whirling figures gliding into swoon, 
Susurras languorous, where ·sorrows mild 
Sob on the breast of silence like a child ; 
Then with fierce tones, barbaric, from that croon 
Leaps into revelry, a crimson tune, 
Trailing a troop of voices, that, beguiled 
By beauty into music, countermand 
The measure to a stately saraband 
Of Moorish girl that move with graceful motion 
Like swans that swim upon a mimic ocean: 
Superb of form and lithe of limb, they bound, 
Queening the revel to the cymbal's sound. 

(From the Ma y N ewarker .) 
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