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And now to vou whose story 1 have vainly tried to

tell.

With lisping tongue and faltering pen, wherever you

may dwell,

O'ersliadowed by the Southern Cross, or camping in

tile wild,

The fellows who 'the city's rush and cares have ne'er

defiled.

In weary lauds I've soomed to roam again as yesterday.

And i)ic'riod the shadowed silence of the fallen in

tlie fray.

O'er coulee, camp and mountain trail, I've dreamed

with <trange delight

And known again tlie wilderness, the hunger and the

night.

You've known the luring of the East, the Himalayan

Heigh*-,

You've known the levered Gold Coast, or the my.stic

Northern Lights.

You've piayoil tiio game witliout the gain, but love the

tic that liiiiil.s.

The (iod aliovc. tiu' loneliness, ye makers of the lines.
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