
My song is Ahe a brooklefs broken chords,
The.preludes andfirsi lispings of a theme

Mick, down the ages, 8haU be migh* stream
Whereon are argosies and glint of rwords.

These may not be foretold in idle words,
For here must be nofabric of a dream,
But high true tales of splendor that beseem

The manhood that our ancestry afords.
If then,.perchance, the echo of my song,

Far of across the wave-crests of the years,
May wake some master-singer, clear and strong,

To swell the story to the list'ning spheres,
What ash 1 more of ait the ages long,

What ask 1 more, wilh humble, craving, tears


