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Portland, the City of Roses
and Homes
By Dean Collina

Through devious roads o'er the earth | have
wandered,
And many a cily scemed lovely lo me;
But fairer then all, their beauties I pondered,
There rests in the link 'twixt the nvers
and sea,
A city whose garlands of blossoms are rarer
T han flames of the sunset on ltaly’s domes,
W hose gardens than gardens of dreamland are
fairer—

'Tis Portland, the City of Roses and Homes.

A city whose sans of their future are master,
To whom, from the empire surrounding
them, flows g
The flood of prosperity, faster and faster
As stronge. the tide of her destiny grows.
Oh. one may go far, but he'll find his heart’s
pearning,
The further away through the country he
reams,
For the time when his path once again is re-
furming

T'o Portland, the Citv of Roses and Homes.
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