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BUT yesterday I met a snake

All coiled beneath a live-oak tree,
And seven rattles chirred and spake

A chant of hate to man and me.

His sinuous length was blue and gray,
And forked his tongue and green his eyes
As emeralds, and where he lay
Crouched death the torturer in disguise.

Yet still no bruising stone I threw
Nor set my heel upon his head,

But oaly awe and wonder knew
For something marvelous instead.

Around him like a legion stood
Mythologies and fables told
By lips long dumb, a phantom brood

Of legends old as man is old.

BY FRANCIS FLAGG

In some dim dawn, in some far shade,
Perhaps beneath a live-oak tree,
Where Tigris® silted waters made
A paradise of greenery,

The first lean poet sat and sang
A song of woman and the snake,
A song of sinuous length and fang
Poised lidless-eyed within the brake,

Or sang a song of all the race
Held in a serpent-god’s embrace
When the great reptile coiled and curled
And breathed its glamor oa the race,



