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THE AWAKENING

f How like a giant stretching in the sun,

I

We have slept through the ages; even we
' Whom the gods moulded for a people free,
And made tremendous for the race not run.

See we have slept a magic cycle round,
And in the dreai.. vc have imagined much

;

Felt the soft wingo of years we did not touch,
Dallied with somnolence that deadens sound.

With untried strength what we have done is done.
The wandering, drowsy brain has vaguely stirred,
As though from out infinitude it heard
A great voice speaking from behind the sun.

Closer and clear the calling, strangely loud.
And the great country, rousing from long sleep
Murmurs to its own soul, as deep to deep
Beckons a day's new dawn, so sure and proud.

These were the visions of a passing night.
Visions now caught in bugle notes of flame.
And lo, through storms of near we hear our name
Called by an angel, terrible and bright.
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