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n/R VOICR OF TliR WRSTUND

Toil will l.(. yours and lalxjr—pain, an you how you
a lioin*'.

AriKuisIi, to brinK 'neath your thraldom my virginal
KuiuIm) and loiim.

Your H(>r<l shall you sow in dire lalxir, pack it and
flout if amain,

VifiioninK pionopr fancies, watching in hope and with
pain.

Blight will I send out upon it, freeaing the gn'en
entombed shoots,

ley bombardments to bury grwv straw with the deop
hidden roots;

Drought when the par<;hed fields are steaming, fl(H>d
o'er the water-logged land;

Fiehls th:it arc golden and ln'avy ray frost blight will
kill jis they stand;

Stacks that in thanks vou have garnered, rotted and
smoking I bring;

In dread you will gaze at my winter, feeling already its
sting.

Oh, you will curse and revile nie— curse the forh.rn
prairie sod,

Curse the dire land and its p<ople—almost will you
curse your CJod,

8wear in my torturing hiizzurd, return to h gentler
clime.

Back to the land that nurtured you, that you left for
the glittering grime.

The snows and the toil of hard winter keep lurid the
flames of your wrath.

Body and spirit I harass as you sit by your desolate
hearth.
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