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DEDICATION.
TO ERASMUS WILSON.

Helpin® fellers all he kin—
*T 's the way 't 's al’a’s been,

Since I "ve Imowed the good ol "Ras
Wilson: Never tries t’ pass,

Cold o’ glum, *s some folks do,
Anybody in a stew

‘Bout a pester'n’ thing ; but, right
There ‘n’ then, ‘ith all his might,
Helps t’ clear away the cloud.
Giminenters! ain’t [ proud

At I know him, 'n’ "at he

Likes t* help a feller }—{ee!

Well, fer that, 'n’ "cause he 's took
Pains t* help me "ith this book—
Though the honor may be slim—

It I dedicate t' him.






INTRODUCTION.

» N LAUNCHING this volume on the Ocean of
Literature, so to xpeak,. I offer no excuse; but [
wish to tell how I came to do so. Ever since |
can remember, poetry has had a charm for me:
and, as the years go by, my love of it grows
stronger, When [ was not more than three
years old, my mother taught me a stanza of a
poem she found in & church paper, called, I be-
Leve, “ The Millenrnial Harbinger.” The stanza ran:

* The glorious sun that rofls on high,
The moon that lights the midnight sky,
And every twinkling star we see
Tell we owe our lives to Thee.”

Young as I was, the depth, and the sweep. and the
thythmic beauty of those four lines made s wonderful im-
pression on me. We lived in the country where there were
plenty of trees and flowers, and, consequently, many birds and
insects, | hese appealed to me as keenly as the sun, moon and
stars, At first my child brain was sorely puzzled over the
first three words of the last line. I thought * tell we owe™
was one word; and, while squinting my eyes that | might look
at the sun, or watching the moon and the stars at night, [ won-
dered what “ tellweowe ” could mean.

Perhaps that is the reason, being naturally of an inquisi-
tive turn, | pondered so much over the stanza; also why [ s
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early formed a love for metncal selecbons, and a desire for
creating them. Who can tefl? For many years—meore at least
than I care to reckori—J have had to hustle to keep my head
above water. Nevertheless, 1 have found time to indulge my-
self the pleasure of putting into verse some of the thoughts and
—yes, feelings, for to thoroughly enjoy thinking one must feel
correspondingly—that have come to me. To say that no
ulterior motive of publication prompted me to put my thoughts
into measured lines, would be untrue. But many of the poems
presented in this collection were written purely for my own
enjoyment. And, in order to help the reader understand bet-
ter what I have written, I shall tell how and why I wrote. This
is not conventional: but—bother conventionalities!—when one
wants to be understocd.

I have read, it may be, ten or a dozen translations of
Heinrich Heine's beautiful German legend, * Die Lorele,”
none of which seems to me to have the true ring.  This may be
egotism; but, whatever it is, | have it Therefore, I determined
to make a translation of the poem myself; and, having done
s0, showed it to a number of German scholars. They were
sc pleased with my translation that I decided to publish it for
distribution among my friends. Then I found a lot of other
matter | had written, off and on, as the years ran along, and,
fnding it nat bad ** copy,” concluded to issue this volume., I
am sort o pleased with the collection, teo, and my pleasure will
be complete if the public receives it in the same spirit with
which it is offered.

THE AUTHOR.
PrrrsBurcH, Pa., 1910.




