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AUTHOR'S KOTE.

It [s with sincere pleasure that [ acknowledge my obligations to
those editors and publishers whe have go readily and cheerfolly
granted me permission to reprint my verses, which have appeared in
their publications ; and the oft-accompenying txpressions of good-
will and kind wishes for this litlle wolume are even more grateful.
My explicit thanks are due to Forrest Morgan and the Travelers
Insarance Co., Chas, A. Dana and The Sun Publishing Co., the
editor of 5t Mickoelss and The Century Co., Keppler and Schwarz-
mann, publishers of Pucd, the editor of Fredd and the Truth
Company, the editor aad publishers of Fhe Cfed, Tn T. L. Flood
and Fkr Chontauguan, the editor of i/ and Life Publishing Ca.,
C. B. D¢ La Vergne, Jr., and Smith, (iray & Co, the D). Lothrop
Co., The Detroid Free Press, Susan MHayes Ward and The Jn-
dependent, Chas, W, Haody, Overland Monthily Publishing Co.,
Arthur B. Tonrnure and Fopse and Cleoclond Fomn Fepicr,
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FPROEM,

FRy does he rhow KEr papries planisd there P
There are 52 IRany, many Sowers more rare,
So gy sewdreer gerdens past censpare,

What can he Bope far, sove o patning stare §

Woell, when a8 man fas plamted fherr itk care,
far dug and fended, watered &l Ae dure,
Watched every plinepae of green whick tinged the bare,
Black earth, krnown rvery Bafled theve,
Biest every dud with an especiad prayer,
Noted sach color warm the ascdiesd air,
Sernt spery Bloreom's chzok take on ity foir,
Saft velpel —rurely ue otn gpare
Seme gnall sxemse for Réw, if ke dechare
His awmble bussomer werthy of @ share
OF our reparding.

Thew, fog, & grpurg
The otler 13 repaid Of fe may bear
Owr lvwck of frighiness fr a world of cave,
Chag Blossoms for o wilfuge waides's Ruir,
One bt af ddvowme to glow—and piekereminifery
A dead cAdld fes, whore peaceful fenture: wear
A smife of wowder ar ity friomgdy’ depeir,



O when Ae rirove for decper, raver colar,
The casual comment enly ealfed it dulier,

To FORREST MORGAN, or Har1ForRD, Conw,,
EDNTOR, LITTERATEUR, CRITIC, FEIEND, TO WIIOSE APLE WORDE
AND EIND ACTS T HAVE 50 OFTEN BEEN INDEBTHD,

I INSCETEE THELE MOST THOUGHTFUL
OF MY VERSES,






THE RIDDLE OF THE CLOCE.

A LONELY poet 2ll devoid of wings
(Which men say (essns has) to fly,
Was training him some thoughts {those stubborn things)
To aid him to his goal. The hours flew by,
And as they passed, his patient time-piece broke
Upon his thought. Thereon the poet spoke ;

*“ Cutses on thee, slave of Time!

With thy dull, insistent chime ;

With thy hands which point the way
Where the night gropes toward the day ;
With thy calm, unrestful face

Ever staring into space ;

How thy constancy doth mock

All my restless strife, O clock !

“Ha! Thou art a very Sphinx

Staring, placid, and methinks

That thy riddle, still unread,

Is #kat which thouo just hast said.
3



