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The North keeps well it's secrete

Amid the forest receee dim;

In chains of lakes end nameless rivers

To far flung oceans rim.

In snov;y tundra and in rocky barren land

Close guarded are those legends rare and old:

But truth is there and fiction too

Both have their place ,in old, in new;

For now and then a story breaks,

Men pause and then pass on;

Nor care to search the barrens for the truth;

If interest thelr*a,they show no outward^e^gn.

But nature has many moulds for men,

Some man , or woman, takes the story and a pen

And with the written word rekindles light divine,

N.L.Turnbull.
March 25/1958.
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