Untitled Poem in Fish Rock Camp Guest Book

Dated Aug. 2, 1905

Signed William C. Hill

The bitter storms of winter have been met,

And conquered is the fierceness of the North;

The Camp is finished, and from out

The ruins of the old the new steps forth.

Upon this spot where you consigned to me,

The task to re-create – to build anew, 

I hand it back -- the maker’s labor done,

The work of others greets the master’s view.

Forgotten are the trials that marked the days,

Rest crowns the work – completeness makes amends;

And in the full of summer’s bud and bloom,

I hand this camp, through you, but to your friends.

 




WM. C. Hill
