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"For it is not metres, but a metre-making 
argument that makes a poem, - a thought 
so passionate and alive, that, like the spirit 
of a plant or an animal, it has an architec­
ture of its own . ... For the experience of 
each new age requires a new confession." 

-Emerson. 
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Sonnets of San Francisco 

POET'S PRAYER 

Dear God-make me say simply 
The things I have to say, 
And help me to be worthy­
This, most of all, I pray: 
Then I may find the comfort 
That to the heart will speak. 
Almighty God-deliver me 
From words that strqin and creak. 

Grant that I may see truly, 
No blandishments condone; 
Help me to give hope to hearts 
Bewildered as my own; 
And if I lose the vision-
Lay down my futile pen! 
Kind Father-keep me silent 
Until You speak again. 
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Sonnets of San Francisco 

SAN FRANCISCO BY DAY ... 

When morning flings her banners 
Across the patient sky 
Lady San Francisco wakes 
With a languorous sigh. 
And rolls back fleecy blankets 
Of fog down to the Bay; 
Or welcomes with sparkling face 
An Indian Summer day. 
Then the crystal air is like 
Exhilarating wine 
Challenge and fair promises 
The city's form entwine 
Like garlands-some fulfillment 
Held in each golden hour; 
At noon. quite irresistible 
Her gaiety and power. 
From early morn 'til evening 
The tread of eager feet 
Rings upon the pavements­
Seems to defy defeat! 

In shops you find Old London 
New York and Hollywood; 
Leisurely they wield a spell 
In beauty's smartest mood. 
A gown may look like Paris 
And yet a certain flair 
Will mark it "San Francisco" 
That subtle savoir faire! 
And then you stop for luncheon. 
Perhaps in some old lane 
Gay with marigolds and books; 
But in November rain. 
You may prefer a fireside­
A quiet English tea. 
Or have a Russian salad 
On a Spanish balcony! 
Banked blossoms on the sidewalk 
Give streets a festive air, 
For Lady San Francisco 
Wears flowers in her hair. 
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Sonnets of Sttn Frttncisco 

The Civic Center-Opera House 
We all salute you now! 
Did someone call you beautiful, 
"The city that knows how"? 
There are some old shabby streets, 
Houses of crude design; 
Remember, these were built in days 
And in a harassed time 
When shelter was the object, 
And any kind of home 
Was heaven-facing struggle­
Grim work for years to come! 
But who has ever risen, 
A city-or a man 
To heights of great achievement 
Until his life began 
To climb out of the ashes 
Of youth's first silver dreams 
And built his recil destiny 
With life's more solid beams? 

And now she reaches outward 
Embracing wide and free. 
The hills and forest gardens-­
Dunes by the tossing sea: 
And you may find in houses 
Old England. Spain or France, 
That still are Califomian­
Sure progress and romance! 
The haughty grand old mansions 
Along Pacific Heights 
Stand like a benediction 
Against the sunset lights 
Where the quaint old cable cars 
Climb hills in steep ascent, 
At every tum revealing 
Views more magnificent: 
The Bay and its three islands. 
Old Tamalpais, too, 
Where sleeps the Indian Maiden 
Above the waters blue. 
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Sonnets of San Francisco 

Busy, dizzy Market Street! 
Do you yet find some rest? 
You bear the traffic's burden, 
Your head on Twin Peaks breast. 
Laden ships go out-bound past 
The friendly Ferry Clock: 
The whole world lays its treasure 
Upon each mighty dock. 
Fisherman's Wharf, the boats gay 
In virgin blue-bright reds, 
Sail long before the day breaks 
Out to the deep fish beds. 
Brawny Italian fishermen 
Mend nets along the street 
Or with hearty native calls 
Watch the returning fleet. 
Row of little fish shops, 
Each with its sidewalk fire 
Steaming crab and lobster pots­
Dine here, if you desire! 

What could surpass in splendor 
The skyline, sweeping high­
Silhouettes like symphonies 
In stone, against the sky. 
Swaying Eucalyptus trees 
Wave their dark green plumes 
As if to bid you welcome, 
And hum their soft wind-tunes. 
Beautiful Yacht Harbor-
The aquatic pier, 
Dipping sails and gleaming spars 
Curt'sy to Belvedere; 
And dear old Sausalito, 
Homes climb the misty heights 
Detached and solemn gateway 
To all Marin's delights! 
Jolly week-end crowds go there 
Where dappled trails enfold 
The threshold of an empire, 
Hills splashed with blue and gold! 
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Sonnets of San Francisco 

The old Mission Dolores­
Upon this hallow'd ground, 
A gentle padre's spirit 
Goes by without a sound. 
Uncanny to imagine 
So near to these dim walls 
The thriving, striving district 
The Angelus still calls! 
How proud the smooth, wide roadways 
Thru trim Presidio: 
By the old adobe house 
The saddened trees still blow. 
Temple of Art which crowns the hills 
Above the Golden Gate: 
Shrine to those who paid the price 
Of War's most tragic fate. 
Another like a candle 
Stands out-a shaft of light 
That adds its own chaste beauty 
To this historic site. 

How could a pen describe the Park 
The little singing streams, 
And all the miles of beauty-
It is a place of dreams. 
Along the beach, jade lined waves 
Leave snowy frills of foam: 
Children playing in the sand 
Start drowsily for home. 
The lonely cliffs at Land's End 
Where seagulls wheel and cry 
A giant Chinese lantern 
Sinks in a sombre sky. 
0, Lovely San Francisco! 
Long hold me to your heart­
Let me hear you whisper: 
"We shall not really part!" 
I know that I shall wander­
The ships still beckon me: 
With chastened, pagan rapture, 
I shall retum to thee! 
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Sonnets of San Francisco 

HAPPINESS 

Life is not a Christmas tree 
With silver favors hung 
That we may snatch-nor think to hold 
The brightness that is flung 
Across the sturdy branches there. 
They have their place, and lend 
A warm and friendly radiance 
As to life's tasks we bend. 

How quickly things can tarnish 
Or crush to llOthingness 
When called to face reality 
In all life's storm and stress . . . 
A good job made of living, 
A house built strong and true 
Will bring more lasting happiness 
And save the "favors" tool 

Someone to love; some toil, some rest 
A friend and-home; these things are best! 
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Sonnets of San Franciuo 

H 0 PE 

When Evening enfolds Day with shadow' d wings 
And Night leans on the bosom of the sky 
The quiet darkness falls and new strength brings 
While weary hearts in blessed slumber lie. 

But ah. how sweet the first bird's fragile song 

48 

To those who have watched thru the long. cold night 
The reassuring harbinger of dawn 
Brings to the tired soul, hope's tender light. 




