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fil,ter i8 the maiTmost to’IÏÏi'Tn? ”d«S

looks for lawn ; a suicide kills igs and not iST i?® 1blsboPric

heaven, and a leg of utton » better than nothing. ™ thaD

SONNET.

ss iïïtîSAr; *■«*•
Point the soft ™en7 J«t.
^Mkl ïwî Charm to every i«Ue Seat*11 °°nfmt’

ttrra7 of fairs in vain I seekaSSSSfSS^srJss,
For'ïX £r2d2dL*ÊE^ÜTt
Sfftsacsafiaaar “ eprcsffjTO'aBSt-
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Habkt Halifax.
the lankly LAY.

The following Ballad 
James McLardy,

was written about thirty years ago by

,nd i!
may love waef*ir as the ailler clud 

i'hat sleeps in the smile o’ dawn,

3Fi^F:^-'kWh“rt'Butl feared by the tones o’ her ew 
That my love was nae for me.

well
enjoyed.Oh!

sweet, sweet voice,

^aswaas"-

h""'“*’■
mL.fruh*UuM c^ne °’ the sunset sheen 

hanf the lift and theses;
BTh J ! 17 tte Uoht «“* hallowed her face 

lhat my love was nae for me.
°h! my love was sweet as the violet flower 
. , w*vee bJ the moss-grown stane,
A^rL * vhpe Wer? rich “ the rowans red 

That hang in the forest lane :

nil feared by signs that canna be named 
l hat my love was nae for me.
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