
PAIRPIELD'S HILLS

In Fairfield's hills

Arbutus grow,
Beneath the leaves,

Neath. the snow.

In Fairfield's hills

The goldenrod
Lifts its burnished

Face to God.

In Fairfield's hills
Wild violets bring

The first glad message
Of the spring.

To Fairfield's hills
My Forebears came.

Carved on the winderness
A name.

In Fairfield's hills
My sires sleep.

Where birds and flowers
A vigil Keep.

By Etta Allen Rosson

Note: My Forebears in Fairfield's hills, and
those of my sisters and brothers, 8 of us in all,
were named JONES, DUMIAM, MEREDITH, ROSS,
and possibly CANTY and HARRISON.

Virginia Porter Fiser, Mrs. Van E.
1139 N. Ridgewood, Wichita, KS 67208

^ TP


