
Bow not to vested wrong

That we have served too long,

Pawning our birthright for a tinsel star

!

Shall the soul take upon her

Time-service and mouth-honour ?

Behold the fir-trees, how unswerved they are

!

NATIVE to sun and storm.

They cringe not nor conform,

Save to the gentle law their sound heart knows

;

Each day enough for them

To rise, cone, branch, and stem,

A leaf-breadth higher in their tall repose.
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