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THE SUNDAY CALL. -
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¥ ow mere Man beautiful the shroud
€ i dead Jight in the moen-mad north ! The fandem suaden broke all rule.
arcal, tall forch-lipping stars sfand forth The dogs,so glad they scarce could
The coball biue Knows nof a cloud _ Swung back, cach lcaping like a bog =23
—he meouniains all about in whife. Lerl ioose from some dark, ugly schog)
| Leapl up and tried fo lick a hand
; - :
The groanmg, , grinding, slrcam below, i 133 : Sl ”
R Jusl one wide sfream and seam ofsnow! How suddenl Gods finger ?ct 3" Z
I The [rees hang white as hooded nun A crimson flower on that heighl G
5N No thing, nof whife , nof one, nof one Above the baltered walls of night! 4
Bk All day, all day_.ali night, all mghl__ Alittle space 1f Flourished vel o
| ‘I;ngt,a?zfg‘l:;csla}r:ﬁinc‘i? no}r"g; hf, i And rthen His angel, His Firsi- born, T
s, , o 7%
LY Mtade dotghly shele by Thar %ad r%/o\f;n: e Bursl through rhe prumal bars of morn

?/ri And sweel chords jangled oulof lune! ¢

=l lasl we saw, or seemed fo sce

Above .beyond, another world

Farup the icy path there curled

A red-vern cdyc cud,a canopy

Thal lopped The fearful.ice-buill Pcak
halt seemed lo prop the very porch

- God,and fhen,as ifa farch
%fur?rgzd di?n. there flashed a I’icryr

slreak!

une dogs sal down.we sal the sled
nd walched the torch. the rim of red.
Thz little wooly dogs, they knew!
Thev thrust their noses outand up,
They drank the hightas from a cup,
Their little feel,so worn,so frue,
Could scarce Kkeep quiefl for delight.
' They knew, they knew, how much the
[ The mighty breaking, up of nighr! "™
; 1 Their brighl eyes, sparKkled with such joy
‘ That we af last should see the lighf!

V\

Knew, ;

His right hand held a sword of lame
His ieft hand javelins of hshl.

And then swifi dewn,down, dowvwn he ¢-
His red wings wide as The wide sky
Andrighiand lefT, and hip and fthigh,

He smofe the marshalled hosls oFpigit!

The ice-heaped palisades, the high
Heaved peaks ihaf propf Gods house the
That flamed above heprison bars  =fars
%%ere burned fo ruin and were nol,
he scared moon paled and she forgol
Her force and place and turned o Fly,
Then glad dawn shook her raimentwide,
As some proud weman sahisfied,
Tiptoed, exultant, rill her form,
Queen above some battle sform
Blazed wilth the glory, Fhe delight
OF baltle with the hosts of niGht.
And night was broken, Lighl af last @
Fossessed the Yukon, Death was past.)
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