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thoughit as we each claimn for ourselves;
renieinbering that such expression of
Views àdvezse to our owý.n may
be just as rnuch a duty to the one
holding them as is like expression of
Our views a duty to us. V/e have
nothing to fear fro'.i the courteous, yet
free, comparision uf differing opinions,
wbile there is danger in harsh and un-
friendly criticism of them The Society
of Friends has learned from experience
the necessity of tolerance and ch*arity
as guiding principles, in its treatment of
widely divergent opinions. Let us re-
miember Whittier's wvords referrîng to
the early history of our Society, and
try to make themn apply to us :

"T1here was freedom in that wakening time
0f tender souls ; to differ wvas flot crime ;
The var-;ng beUls macle up the perfect chime."

First mo., 12, 1889.

MOTHER ANI) POET.

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

Dead ! one of themn shot by the sea in the east,
And one of themn shot in the west by t-ie sea;

Dead ! both my boys 1 when you sit a t the feast
And are wanting a great song for Italy, frete,

Let none look at mae!

Yet I wvas a poetess only last year,
And cood at my art, for a wvoman, men sd;

But this wornan, this,- -who is agonized here,-
The east sea and west sea rhyme on irn her

head,
Forever, instead 1

What's art for a woznan? to hold on ber lcnees
Both darlirags 1 to feel ail thcir armus round

lier throat,
Cling, strangle a littie!1 to sew hy degrees.

And broidr the long clothes, and neat iictie
coat,

Té dream, and to, dote 1

To tuach them-it stings there 1 1 nmade them,
indeed,

Spe:ik plain the word "country P" 1 tauglit
theni, no doubti

That a counwry's a tbing men siould die for at
eedl1

1 prated of liberty, righits, and about
The ivraint cast out 1

And when their eyes flashed, - Oh, niy beauti-
fut eyesl1-

I exulted 1 aay, ]et theni go forth at the
wheels

0f the guns and denied aot. But then the
surprise,

When one sits quize ainne 1 then one weeps,
then one kneels,-

God 1 how the bouse feelsi1

And first happy news came, in gay letters
naoiled

With my kisses, of camp-life and glory, and
how

They both loved me ; and soo.n, coming home
to be spoiled,

In retura would fan off every fiy from, my
Brow

With their green la' 'rai bougli.

Then was triumph at Turin ; Ancora was free 1
And some one qame out of the cheers in the

street,
With a face pale as stone, to say something to

me.
My Guido was dead! IIfelldown at his feet,

While they cheered in the street.

1 bore it 1 friends soothed me ; my grief looked
sublime

As the ransoni of Italy 1 one boy remained
To be leant on and walhed with, recalling the

time
When the first grew immortal ; while both of

us strained
To the height he had gained.

And letters stil! came, shorter, sadder, more
sýrong,

Writ now but in one hand,-'II was flot te
faint.

One loved me for two, would be with me ere
long ;

And 8 Viva le'Italia' he died for; our saint 1
Who forbids our complairat."

My Naomi would add,-«"He was safe, and
aware

0f a presence that kept off the halls; was
imprest

It was Guido himself, who knew what 1 could
bear ;

Ad how 'twas impossible, quite dispossessed,
To lîve on for the rest.»

On which, without pause, up the telegraph liue.
Swept smootbly, the next news from Gaeta-

'Shot 1 tell bis mother 1", Ah 1 ah 1 'bhiss'
6their,' mother, not ' mine'-

No voice says 9 my mother 1t' again to me 1
what,

You think Guido forgot?


