
THE GREEN BOOK OF THE BARDS

For who could ever tire 
Of that wild legendry,
The folk-lore of the mountains, 
The drama of the sea ?

I pore for days together 
Over some lost refrain, —
The epic of the thunder,
The lyric of the rain.

This was the creed and canon 
Of Whitman and Thoreau, 
And all the free believers 
Who worshipped long ago.

Here A miel in sadness,
And Burns in pure delight, 
Sought for the hidden import 
Of man’s eternal plight.

5


