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The Open Air
ID S n . \ ml ri n Mi/( Plhtil

Bx MARION ( )SBORNI . Ottawa.

God ot the Open Air, I crx to thee, 
l et me no longer walk m alien wavs,
(nve me great sanctum tor tin praise 

I et me he t ree.
Untold tin spaces broad, tin wind-swept skv,' 
l am would I smell the starrx scented rain.
Join hands with thee and earth in tin domain 

And once more lie
Beneath the naked moon, the jov- strewn stars,
I o dream alone nn dreams w here none max follow.
Apart from tawdrx shams, tinsel and hollow,

I Tom prison bars.
I here through the balsams magic sunsets wane 
And nature throbs with all life's ecstacx 
I he birds in choir thrill forth love’s sx tnphonv:

Ah, once again.

(it»d ot the Open Air, I hear tin call.
Mere are dull copper moons and close-shut davs.
Mere mammon’s temples rise from out the ha/e 

( )t mists that pall
Mere lesser loves bind fast with chains ot tear 
1 he ever clanking feet that walk to death.
Mere is no room tor life, no time tor breath.

Men are too near.
Still dost thou call, tin gifts are tor the taking 

I he ether ot the w ild is potent wine 
Brewed bv Great Mother I arth, fair love ot thine.

All sadness slaking
Brewed trom the sunkissed rocks of elder time,
Straight health primed pines and lakes of midnight blue 
I rum amber sunshine and trom tender dew.

Nectar sublime.

God ot the Open Air, the untrammelled skv.
Bring back to me the si'ence of the soul 
I hat dwells in lonelx places and cajole 

Me ere 1 die
Vo cheat tate tor a space however brief ; 
let me to tin l et bean waters creep 
( leansmg world weariness, and so, to sleep 

A wax with griet
And that great shaggx monster, boredom dread,
I hat ever haunts the background ot our bliss, 

let tin glad waxes, take in one royal kiss.

All tears we shod
And toss them to the darkest edge ot night,
1 ill nexx thoughts flood the brain in sparkling springs, 
Dixmelx restless, like voung quivering things 

1 hat seek the light.

God ot the Open Air, the smexved North 
Mix followers have dw el lei s been in dreams 
And where the blood shot ex e ot danger gleams 

St rule hold I \ forth
1 o braxe the ice-tipped xx nuis, the uncharted snoxv,
1 he crash ot thundrous storms, the forest tire.
W here man’s hot blood keeps pace xx ith man’s desire. 

Onxvard thex go.
1 he strong give battle and the xxeak must tall 
W hen men xvould match their cunning gainst the wild, 
I Ik eternal tight ot the unreconciled.

I lark to the call
I tom xx lute .metallic stars, o’er mioxx -cI.kI heights ;

And instinct ansxx ers mad lx xxith the crx 
God let me live, so that 1 glad max die 

Neath northern lights.”

The Broom
{Beacon Hill Park, Victoria, B.C.)

I saw God in a golden cloud
Of broom upon the green 

Of hills whereon 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 out swell 

I rom every wayside hedge. The rocks 
Intone a canticle.

"Awake!” the voice of Beauty cries 
In words of rippling tire.

A million fragrant blossoms bend 
In answer to her lyre.

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.

I rom " / he Rosary of Pan," by permission of McClellaml 
& Stewart Ltd., Toronto, Ont.

The Apostate
Love is a blatant heresy

When all the hazel buds are nexv ;
The meadow-larks exult aloud 
And butterflies are fondly proud 

Because the sky is blue ;
I w ant to share their liberty

Instead of only loving you.
Yet if my heart were dise ns laved

Perhaps their happiness would pall ;
My love sustains them every one,
My love irradiates the sun.

And prompts the lark to call.
I scorn the liberty I craved—

In loving you, 1 love them all
LIONEL STEVENSON, 
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