
Alone with nature.

Her quietness round me cast

The hush of woodland,

Tall pines reaching to the sky,

A silvery lake

With herons stalking by;

Then circling down from out the vasty blue

With lonely Tonglng cry

The cranes come through in majesty.

These o'er me cast a spell

Of longing

That I too might fly as they

Far,far,across the reaches of the sky

To Northern lands

Beyond the bounds dileniated by man,

To those far realms of peace

Where I might rest my soul

Away from din and strife,

The roar of traffic and the affluent life.

For God gives some men,

A kinhood with creatures wild,

Th-^.t euch might be saved

From brother man's destructive grasp,

Plundered for their feathers or their skin

Or just for sake of killing

Something beautiful and live.
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A devil sleeps in man,-

That when aroused in some ill sense

Man turns and rends

All gifts of beauty from above.

And in murderous lust creates a hell

Which consumes all those he loves.

Finally, himself he kills,

Driven by dejection's utter loss,

And dying gropes toward,

A rock strewn hill around a Cross.
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