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The Open Air

To Sir Andrew MacPhail
By MARION OSBORNEL, Ottawa.

God of the ( )Pcn Air.. | Cryatoy thee,
et me no lun-;cr W .IH\ 1 .llu:'. Wa¥s,
Give me great sanctuary tor thy praise
¢t me be tree.
Unfold thy spaces broad, thy wind-swept skv,
Fain would I'smell the starry scented rain,
»lulll lLHI(i\ with (IIL‘L‘ and t,ll'lil n [})\ (!HHHIH
And once more e
Beneath the naked moon, the JOV-SUrew n. . Sturs,
I'o dream alone myv dreams where none mav follow,
Apart trom tawdry shams, vinsel and hollow,
From prison bars.
There through the balsams magic sunsets wane
And nature throbs with all hite’s ecstacy
The birds in chorr thrll forth love's symphony:

Ah, once again.

God of the Open Air, | hear thy call,

Here are dull copper moons and close-shut davs.

Here mammon’s temples rise from out the haze
Ot musts that pall

Here lesser loves bind fast with chains of fear

The ever clanking feet that walk to death,

Here s no room for hite, no time ftor breath,
Men are too near.

Sull dost thou call, thy gifts are for the taking

The ether of the wild s potent wine

Brewed by Great Mother Earth, tair love of thine,
All sadness slaking

Bl'c\\ ('l' '-I'uln IIH‘ \Ull]\I\\u{ 1'OC [\\ ot L'!dk'r tIINE,

Straight health-primed pines and lakes of midnight blue

From amber sunshine and trom tender dew,
Nectar sublime.

God of the Open Aar, the untrammelled skv,
Bring back to me the si'fence of the soul
That dwells in lonely places and cajole
.\‘(' g ot l (ilk
To cheat tate tor a space however brief ;
Let me to thy Lethean waters creep
Cleansing world wearimess, and <o, wo sleep
Away with griet
And that great shaggy monster, boredom dread,
That ever haunts the background ot our bhiss,
Let thy ‘\;I.ld waves, take in one roval Kiss,
All tears we shaed
And toss them to the darkest edge ot might,
Till new thoughts tflood the brain in sparkling springs,
Divinely restless, hike voung quivering things
' I'hat seek the hight.

God ot the Open Air, the sinewed North

Thy tollowers have dwellers been in dreams

And where the blood-shot eve ot danger gleams
Stride boldly torth

T'o brave the we-upped winds, the uncharted snow,

I'he crash of thundrous storms, the torest fire,

Where man's hot blood keeps pace with man’s desire.
Onward they 0.

The strong give battle and the weak must fall

When men would match theirr cunning “gainst the wild,

I'he cternal hight of the unreconciled.
Hark to the call

From white metallic stars, o'er snow -clad heights ;

And instuinct answers madly with the en

God let me hive, so that 1 glad may die

‘Neath northern hghtes.”
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The Broom

(Beacon Hill Park, Victoria, B.C.)
[ saw God in a golden cloud
Of broom upon the green
Of hills whercon His breath awoke
Music of choirs unseen.
Our dull, insensate ears are closed
To loveliness divine
Until the heart of Being thrills
And, clothed, the voices shine.
Then, robed in green and gold, the earth’s
Clear symphonies outswell
From every wavside hedge. The rocks
Intone a g\mtic]c.
”;\\\\ll\cf” [hc \'()icc ()f BL‘.]U[_\' Cl‘ics
In words of rippling fire.
A million fragrant blossoms bend
In answer to her lvre.
And we, who see the writing traced,
Know that a hand is there
Which, clasping, we may be akin
To earth and fire and air. A. M. STEPHEN.

From “The Rosary of Pan,” by permission of McClelland
& Stcwart Ltd., Toronto, Ont.

The Apostate

Love is a blatant heresy
When all the hazel buds are new :
The meadow-larks exult aloud
And buttertlies are fondly proud
Because the sky is blue ;
I want to share their liberty
Instead of only loving vou.
Yet if my heart were disenslaved
Perhaps their happiness would pall ;
My love sustains them everv one,
My loveirradiates the sun,
And prompts the lark to call.
I scorn the liberty I craved—

In loving vou, I love them all

LIONEL STEVENSON,
Berkeley University, California (174;1'"1”"/), Vancouver, B.C.)
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“Lyle for Style”’

JAMES LYLE & SONS
TAILORS

Suits made to measure from imported Scotch Tweeds,
Indigo Blue Serges and Grey Worsteds

All Owr Work Guaranteed
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Prices as moderate as genuine quality and
ssatistying workmanship will allow.

Berore selecting yvour Fall Outfit, call and

examine our goods.

676 Robson Street

Vancouver, B.C.

“l saw your advertiscment in the B.C. Monthly.”




