
THE CITY DWELLER SPEAKS

To forage in the orchard iur the Hrst of ripccd fruit
he rapKls ,n the river as of yore succeed to shoot.
.. he anmi the grasses in the chowsy heat of uoonAnd hsten to the tale the bees .Ijove tlie clover cruo:rooii.

I o feel that all ot hie is mine and all of life is good
I ..vexed by <htll forebodutgs .o calannties constL.l'
io hve but n. the present, vvitl, the hope sometimes

expressed

That the ft.ture may to n,e bring no stirrings of
unrest. **

The past is calhng me to-day, the past of I,ome and
youth.

A'la I can bear no longer now the city's scorching
drouth

;

**

Hxerts the old magnetic spell, and back again I go.
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