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This little collection of verse is made up
from the poems available during the few weeks
in which it was put together. Many poems
of merit were omitted because of limitation of
space. Doubtless there are quite a few poets
whose work was unknown to us. If we should
be given an opportunity to do the job over, we
probably could do it better. We submit the pres-
ent collection merely as some thoughts which

occurred to natives and visitors in the County
of Somerset,

"This Dreaming Acre” was originally pub-
lished in The National Parent-Teacher; “No-
vember Memory” in the American Mercury;
“Mountain Sunrise” in the N, Y., Herald Trib-
une; “Coal Fire” in the N. Y, Times; “Regret”
in Gospel Messenger Poems for Radio, and “As
Unto Thee” in the Living Quill,
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FOREWORD

In a measure, a foreword is a greeting; so, to all
who read this collection of poetry and verse by Somer-
set Countians, I say, “A cordial welcome to these
pages.”

We Americans have always been in a hurry. It is
time now that we come of age; pause long enough to
realize that making a life is as important as making a
living. Poetry is a way of life and must have its place
in the spiritual annals of America. This Muse has too
long been the step-child of the arts. Do invite her in:
I assure you that she will, like Little Orphant Annie,
earn her board and keep—and moreover bring you com-
fort and beauty.

Poetry, to be truly appreciated, should be read aloud.,
Silence the radio some winter evening and read aloud
some lines from this little book. You shall find that
poetry is like music—we can read music silently, also,
but the printed notes can not give to the eye as much
as they give to the ear, and through the ear, to the spirit.
The same is true of poetry.

Should a reader feel that all lines offered here are
not possessed of “words with wings”, and are ineligible
for the high title, Poetry, I shall agree with him; but
verse, too, has had its place—even in the tomes of
The Masters. So we ask your indulgence for our lines
that failed to reach the heights of Helicon—for after
all, you know as well as we that fledging wings are
subject to growing pains.

We of Somerset County are the natural heirs of her
vigorous history; of the breath-taking beauty of her
mountains, woodlands, rivers, and bountiful fields; and
from us shall come, we trust, in future issues of books
such as this, poetry worthy of the name—and of Somer-
set County.

Marion Doyle
Honorary President
The Poetry Society of Pennsylvania
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'MONGST THE HILLS OF

SOMERSET
?.‘ '‘Mongst the hills o’ Somerset—
& Wish I was a-roamin’ yet;

My feet won't get used to

These lowlands I am trampin’ through.
Wisht I could go back there, and

i Stroke the long grass with my hand,
Like my school boy sweetheart’s hair,
Smoothed out underneath it there.
Wisht I could set eyes once more

On our shadow, on before

Climbin’ in the airly dawn,

A Up the slopes ’at love growed on,
Natcherel as the violet
‘Mongst the hills o' Somerset,

How 't u'd rest a man like me

Jes fer 'bout an hour to be

Up there, where the mornin’ air
Could reach out and catch me there!
Snatch my breath away, and then
Rinse and give it back again,
Fresh as dew, and smellin’ of
The old pink I us’t to love;

And a-flavor'n’ ev'ry breeze
With mixed hints o’ mulberries
And May-~apples, from the thick
Bottom lands along the crick
Where the fish bite, dry or wet,
‘Mongst the hills o' Somerset.




Like a livin’ pictur’, things

All come back; and bluebird sings
In the maple, tongue and bill
Thrillin" glory fit to killl

In the orchard, jay and bee
Ripens the first pears to me;

And the “Prince’s harvest,” they
Tumble to me where I lay

In the clover, provin’ still :
"A boy's will is the wind’s will.”
Clean forgot is time, and care
And thick hearin’, and gray hair;—
But there’s nothing I forget
‘Mongst the hills o’ Somerset,

Middle-aged—to be egzact
Very middle~aged, in fact—

Yet a-thinkin’ back to them,

I'm the same wild boy again,
There's the dear old home and more,
And there’s mother at the door—
Dead, I know for thirty years,
Yet she's singin’; and I hear;
And there’s Joe and Mary Jane,
And Pap, comin’ up the lane;
Dusk’s a-fallin’; and the dew
‘Pears like it's a-fallin’ too—
Dreamin’ we're all livin’ yet—
‘Mongst the hills o’ Somerset,

James Whitcomb Riley
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NEGRO MOUNTAIN

On Negro Mountain, cloaked in snow,
The serried ranks of pine trees stand
Like sentinels, in the wintry glow
Of sunset, stretching o’er the land;
They stand, majestic, looking down
On the old highway's curving line,
On mountain peaks that vales enshrine,
Where creeks their narrow beds embrown.

One spring, long years agone, ’tis said,
So stood these ever-watchful pines,

In sombre robe, and dark-cowled head;—
Howbeit the moss and woodland vines

Had bourgeoned into gold and green,
Though pink the dells with Mayflower were,
And all the forest was astir

With spring-time life, half-heard, half-seen.

The Indian trail in leaves was deep,
The thick boughs arched it overhead;
The quiet place seemed all asleep,
Until there came the muffled tread
Of many feet;—from shady brake
The frightened pheasant, whirring sprung
The shy thrush dropt her song, half-sung;—
The drowsy wood was all awake.

Through flickering sunshine on they went,
A band of men, stern-faced and strong,
Belted and armed, with look intent
And hand on flint, they marched along.
Women were there, and children small,
Of worldly gear some little store;
Some dusky men from Afric’'s shore:—
And yet not two-score souls in all.







