
Thie MarGh of thie Tollers

Give place to the earth's grand mounitain

That growvs f rom a single stone.

And Io! on the mounit 'tis written

With fingers of living flame

"No more shall they buy and seli us-

The traders who trade in shaîne.''

But nursed on ber kindly bosorn

The nîeanest of ail earth's brood

Shall eat of the f ruits of labor

And share iu the common good.

And ail i theîr chosen places

Shall answer the nîuster cal1

And shoulder the comnnon burden

0f each for the good of ail.

Off fronx their lifting faces

By justice and love new iade

The sign of their shanmeand bondage

Shall pass like an evil shade.

Lips that %vere locked wîth envy

And hearts that were chilied, with greed

Shall feel like an opening blossoni

The spring of a kinder creed.

Then in the earth's ilew moruing

By prophet and sage furetold

The blooni of ber fulblown glory

Shallover ber wastes unfold.

But neitber froin creeds or crosse!s
Nor temple nor sacred tome

Nor faith ir an abstract justice
Can virtue or comifort corne.

But love on lie2r nloss-grown raniparts
And song w rethe silence was

ShalH flow froi the sons of nature
Who live by lier perfect laws.


