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To ERNA HOPPE

[ have an audicnee of gue,
' sings wy swerds and dnows,
HWaat [, poor writing-man, zve done
T love Bie s, when fasrion glows.

She's searcely crifical nor Just,
Avons phe only hears and feels ;
Nor 55 phe jealpus, knestrs & #rus!
Lor ever wworshih, wihere, in vain, she bneels.

She dreams of love and feace thal ro i won,
Of glory, kope and ali for her and me;
And a5 she harks, my andience of one,
She heary the River rolling fwards the Sea.



CONTENTS

THE BALLAD OF JoHN DUNN . .
Toe FieiT AT CHESTER-LE-STREEET .
THE ANGRL i + + f -

Moen wogne I say i i
THE BALLAD OF TIE EARTILY Lmnr

SPRING 4 . i ‘ - .
Bicrery Dicx . . . . .
PRINCESS, PrinCcESS % A
THE Sona oF vHE Wonns ;
SUMMER . H g . -

THE Max wHO woUuLD FLY i »
To Sixg o= To WEKP ‘ i ;

A LovELY Day . P 5 . 5
Love 19 LEsDs . . . . .
THE EIvER SmriT . . ; !
THE FALL . . . . ¥ -
Tue Crosep Door . : i -
THeg SoMG OF THE CLERE . . i
Life . . . : . . 5
Tug NEED. ] i . ; i
AMBITION . y ' . . '

Tie Loxg Roap A ¥ .

PAGM

1
1z
L]
15
17
18
1

X2
23
24

27
24
3a
72
34

35
36



CONTENTS—aafiunal.

PAGE
Tue NEGLECTED (GARDEN |, . . . . 40
LAMPLIGHT . s i : : . . 41
Love's WELCOME ' ; ' ' . ! 43
Love's APPEAL . ; : ‘ . : i 44
Love axp 1 . i G i ‘ i i 45
Lovr AND THE Fatk | . . . . . 40
Yiou axkn 0 ) y - : g . ; 47
1 Krow I Love : j ; . ; i 45
SrmmEr Herrn: . i ; : i N 4 L1
Banv's Tor s 4 . ; z : . 53
TiE WELCOME REaAIx , i ; £ i . 55

To as Oup CLoen . i : : : 5 1]



THE BALLAD OF JOHN DUNN

Journ Dunn, alone he lives
Behind the crumbling cliffs,
John Dimn,

What is't you have, John Dunn, John Dunn ?
What ig't you have, John Dunn ?

I have the sky, I have the sea,

What more could God have given me,

John Dunn,

I had & wife, yet not a wile,

And now I have the sea,

The grey, cternal, northern sea,

What more could Goed have given me,
John Dunn.

I have a string, I have a bow,

And fiddle-playing is all 1 know ;

But I can make, and I can take

The sounds the ocean sends to shake
The clifis by which I live,

And on my bow I know, I know,
The ways that God and I shall go,
John Dunn.
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THE BALLAD OF JOIIN DUNN

I watch the seagull curl and queak,
Jobn Dunn, John Dhunn,

I hear the west wind tum and creak,
The grim north-easter swirl and shriek,
John Dunn.

I play as though my heart would break,
As though my life were yet to make,
John Dunn,

“There are wrecks to-night upon the shore,

John Dunn,

And the wind is blowing harder than it ever
blew helore,

John Dunn,

Thete are human lives at stake,

So you'd better keep awake,

"Fore the ghosts come trailing in-to you,

John Dunn.”

I hear the rain rush down my roof,
I mark the windows' web and woof,
1 play, I play, I play, I play,
| play and play my life away,
John Dunn,
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THE BALLAD OF JOHN DUXNN

And I hear them coming past,
Though I think 'tis but the blast
Of the deadly cold north-easter on the shore,
So I put them in my fiddle,
And 1 read vou all a riddle,
That few shall ever master save mysclf,
John Dunn.
E | = #* -

The sun's a silent, misty god,

Upon this northern, wind-swept sea ;
But he and I the other nod,

We know that he and I have trod
Such rpads to Heaven and Hell as be,

And oft the night, the evening star,
My music-prisoned soul unbar ;

I catch the sunset's dying glow,

I seize the moonbeam’s ¢bb and flow,
John Dunn.

The rising tide 15 mine,

Jehn Dunn.

The ebhing tide—I know, I know—
Fut ne'er a tide shall find me out
Till 1 leave off my song to go.
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