
'Eyes to the hills ahead,

,-Hearken our song:-
','W,,,iteh for His dawning! mark,

Sorro-w but the shrivelled bark,

Lo-ve the white kernel sap;

Hatred anid wrongy

But the fierce, sudden h-ali,

Rattlin-, our iron midl,

Riding alonzM.",

Yea, as we thunder, we

]ýCno.w earth's ald won-der, we

Feel all abaut us

H-pr splendor -and tears;

Her might and her g',,Yry,

Her. ýentur!ed sto-ry,

Her weird, blin'd caravan

Dow' -the d-ead years.

Her grief a:ý1rher wisdom,

Her heart-breaks, and yea-rn".ng,

Her logends orf iron-eatem.,

Blood-c-.liste-à wars.-

Her loves and d-espairings,

Wre à.-.,.s ot Qld dynasties,

Barbarous; ,zplelldid arzl

Old as the stars:-

They who look down on us,

CoM in their fàr-light,

Orient, mys-tical,

Under the night;

Weird in their silence,,

Grim, fixed witnesses,_

,Long, of ea-rths struggles

Her great grim graveyards,

Of passion and might.

But under we thunder, 4

Charge, baltle, and blunder,

Out et the night-ziists,

Unto the day,

Led by an impulse,

A fierce jay and heart-hope,

Older and stronger

And greauter than they.

S(>und the clear bugle, tÉer*%!'

Wld,--, let th-e summons blare!'

Challenge the 'centurie--.,,

Fearlesz of


