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FINALE

When the last Amoy pomelo’s eaten
And the last Amoy oyster is sped,
When the last Amoy tiger is beaten
From out of his cavern and dead,;
When the last Amoy sugar-cane’s vanished
And the last of the Oolong is drunk,
When the Tan and the Ng clans are banished,
And the great Amoy joss-rock is sunk;

When each coolie, at work and at leisure,
Lets his pigtail hang down on his back,
When the horrible music they treasure
Has ceased to put sleep on the rack;
When they’ve learnt not to speak through their noses,
And they’ve no longer Eight Tones but One,
When each house smells of attar of roses
And not—as they always have done!

When Typhoid is never more heard of
And water is drinkably pure,

When there’s not any Plague to be scared of,
And Dengue has also acure;

When hushed is the humming mosquito
And crickets no longer annoy,

This place may be ‘perfectly sweet,” —oh,
But ‘twill be no longer Amoy!
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GOODBYE

Passing away, the smoke behind us drifting,
The engine’s thud suggests the loss we rue—
Measured and slow, in strain like this uplifting:
Good-bye, and best of luck—to Kolongsu!

Gazing behind, dim grows the shore and dimmer,
And thoughts we foster creep into the gaze,

For something makes the fleeting scene to glimmer
With-long-drawn-memories-of happy days.

Therest has vanished, Lam Tai Bu still lingers,
Yet it too flickers, falters, out of sight,
Likethe last tingle fading from the fingers,
When one-clasped hands—and bade a last Good-Night.

Good-bye the path that never seemed to tire
Along the beaches of that little isle,

When the sun set, ashining ball of fire,
Leaving the West sky—crimson—for awhile!

Good-bye our strayings on Amoy’s old island
Toward Tiger-Temple, ‘neath a kindly sun,

And Koan Jit Tai, o’er rocky path and byland—
Dear idle wanderingsl—All of them—are done.

Good-bye the friends, the staunch, the true and trusty,
Those we once loved and those who love us still,

In these hot climbs even Friendship may grow rusty,
Now clear—distinct,--now faded—Iike yon hill!

But never mind. A difference comes at parting,
And many praisesto Yourself are due,

Just now the thought ‘to return no more’ is smarting:
Good-night,--and best of luck—to Kolongsu!
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IN KOLONGSU
(Rondeau)

In Kolongsu the leaves were green,
And, high above the houses seen,
Gray rocks hung passive in the glare,
For, loftier still, with brilliance rare
The Sun displayed aglorious mien.

The sea flashed in amoving sheen
Our island and Amoy between,
A gentle breeze just stirred the air
In Kolongsu.

Far, far removed were winters keen
From gardens where the Summer queen
For ever reigned, for ever dear,
And flowers, flowers everywhere,
Bring back to mind these days serene,
In Kolongsu.



DRUM WAVE ISLAND
The waves come on with an oily sweep, but plunge with a

thunderous blow,

Like abig drum banged by a sturdy hand, certain, and full, and
slow.

And Westward from the Drum Wave Island the evening sky’s
aglow.

The deep sea heaves from the distant line, livid, and cold, and
gray,

Therocks that strove to resist its coarse are beaten and whelmed
in spray.

And the shore where once therice fields ended bewails the
Coming sway.

The glory fades from the Western sky, stirred by a parting
wind,

The light deserts these dull dim hills; what is there left
behind?

Darkness, and dreary changelessness, and mournfulnessresigned.

The sky and the sea are blotted out, they fadein amist
of tears,

For arain-cloud meets the dying day, and his tale in pity
hears,

And the Warrior of the South’s Pagoda® stealthily disappears.

The waves fall down with a roaring crash, though they rose on a
soundless flow,
For Chhan B€? in Kolongsu® feels the Sea’s severest blow,
Booms out like adrum to skilful hand, measured, and deep,
and slow.

1. Chinese: Lam Tai Bu, a tall hill S.E. of Amoy
2. Literally ‘End of the Fields.’
3. Literally ‘Drum Wave Island.’
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