FROM
GRAY TO GOLD



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649284252

From Gray to Gold by Isabel Sinclair

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



ISABEL SINCLAIR

FROM
GRAY TO GOLD

ﬁTrieste






FROM
GRAY TO GOLD

ISABEL SINCLAIR <

RICHARD G. BADGER
THE GORHAM PRESS
BOSTON




w o WA W

Copyright 1918, by Trobel Sindair
Al rights rererved

wta o) s TR, LEBOK AMD
35 | Y ILEEN, SodioaTions,

THE NEW YORK

R ithe |

The Gorkam Press, Boston, U, 8. A,



Sk D

RS

Gl S

To my dsar brother,
ALEXANDER GRANT SINCLAIR,
this litlls volume iz lovingly
dedicated.



nnnnnn
lllll

|||||



7
8
10
11
12
14
15
18
Thmsﬂntﬂ’neﬂmd'fhatlﬁndstnﬁud... 20
The Children’s Woe......... St det Ay vl e R TR
The Sign. . L’EEI. IR - A
ThESonguItheWdearp P
Evenmg in the Northwest. .. .. ... - Ciee - B
Moming in the Northwest...... . 500000 20 (88
The Call of the West. .......... CETRRLA R LT

290

29

an

33

85







FROM GRAY TO GOLD

Gray was the aky in the morning
And drearily all the day,

The mountain mists eame dovwn and down
Till all the earth was gray.

1 looked from my fair south window,
Where the sunheams love to play,

But never a gleam bad lingered there,
The south, as the north was gray.

And into my heart came stealing
The spell of that cheerless day,

Till it seemed that the whole long round of life
Like the earth and sky was gray.

But all the while from the eastward,
Your letter was on Tis way

And its coming scattered the mountam mist
And brightened my skies of gray.

I know not what wonderful magic
You hid m each dainty fold.

I only know that the letter you sent,
Turned all my gray to gold.



