HYIIN 07 TH= ITEBLOS

by
Lilian 'White Spencer.

As thou dost weke from night

“lhere dark first flecs the day-god's might!
Hail, 0 Zast,

Gray dawn-door to thy house of light!

we feur the drought

And priy thou wilt again

With corn-gifts feed our hunger pain.
Hzil, O South,

For blessedness of holy ruint

Thy place of rest

Is fair, where Evening lies

To whom thou goest through the skies.
Hnil, O West,

On whos¢ red heart our Sun-chief dies!

Come forth! Come forth!

Dor now white me:.l wc blow

Tow..rd drc dfuln~ss of cold and snow--
Heil, O North,

Bright Day crise! e wait below.




