
Pyre 3 Poetry 1rc! sL"Jgaret :t*mt ler' s Book "Lit tl.-hipz" !f, Jtta: )oua Ie? 
I'd like to t: the ccntry lair 
md snmnle all the cheese, 

d like to et1r 9 1wiuiar voice ay: "Tickets, onildoen, please", 
I'd rather spend a holiday, 

i I think you knnw why-- 
.:.'OIr Ii!1 fl fl H-'C'flhjt ¶rn :.r;r.n/c 

- S Lico Rtargaret. icKeor' 
LjC J i :iriU : ic'x. l-Fwson' S "west ind" 

l:r.: tne forest beneatn a clear, blue sky, 
:OILIL it mattered not t him now the hours journeyed by; U, found a place of comfort, that faced the sunny south, 

i ted back his slouch hat, stuck a tong pifle in his mouth, 
H rnb-tacked his sketchn paper a little carelessly 

lt'en placed his easel fIrmly before a sturdy tree. 

;ie felt tue mornirn' breeze blowing in his hair 
m'trird the crackling underbrush when leapt on y a flare; 
sketched on and on for hours using sheet after sheet, 
r:nched away on apnles from a sack at his feat; 

Lied nis pipe quite often, then blew great rins of smoke, 
4okled scmewhat loudly as he recalled a joke; 

H:!dered at intervals to the land of memory, 
Lomare the morning breeze h.d gained velocity 
Jntil he saw a s'pling, beaecked with pretty green, 
un(1 before the west wind's wratu while the sturdy stood serene. 

. 
ALnve great clouds had gathered and were quickly driving east, 

ovel1ing like factory men and children to -a feast; 
sloping western forest of rn9ple, beech dna fir, 

ioi let the west wind sweep the lake--it h-ad begun to stir, *n foam, and lash the boulders on the rugged shore, 
Jonding at that distance like a caged lion's roar. lOtS inspiration flamed like embers fanned to fire 
*1 tie rising wind's power from a Greater and a Higner, 
n' startled! A f'lorious vision was revealed 
Ihot painted into. .wU can never he corcealed. 

To Uyen 3ound,, 
have cros.3ed the £tocky 

- have crossed them when 
I have touched the great 
i!hey are marvelous: and 

A nn and Leith 
;MLntaifls in tr dawning of the day, 
the shades began to fail; 
?acific and the broad Atlantic too, nr Father made them -all. 

i zould touch upon the beauty of an ocean or a lake, 
t' £kOUflt r(ainier with its snowy cap ol' white, 

of the ot. L.ary xhver and the Locks at the .ioo 
Jut i cannot seem to picture them to-night. 
I am on i'sLkrsight'S hill with the uwen .jound day in sight, 
i am following it along the eastern snore, It has carried me to Leith ana I'm filled with delight 
As I faintly see my favorite haunts once more. 

y memory leads me on to the road past Grandad's farm, 
here huge willows gently rustle with the breeze, 

I turn in to rest awhile, as I did so long ago, 
')rliierne utrJ t,ejr 50rerj3j ncr mr?rtc:tt rio 1;ternot trees 
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