THE TURMOIL

Never hassuch turmoil

nor vehement troublebeen putin my flesh
by Christ'ssuffering ontheearth

or by themillions of the skies.

And took no such heed of a vapid dream —
greenwood of theland of story —

aswhen my stubborn heart leaped totheglint
of her smileand golden head.

And her beauty cast acloud

over poverty and a bitter wound

and over theworld of Lenin'sintellect,
over hispatienceand hisanger.



