
6 Poetry.

IW/riteib by, .ro. 1?oberi Morrii, of K..nitrcky, to comniîmorate the Unionî bet weetz,
the livo Grand Lodges of C<ci«da, Jitdu 15th, 1358.

Thero nover was occasion, and there nover was an hour,
'Mien Spirits of Peaco on angcl-wings s0 near ur lieids did soar;-
There's ne evûnt se glorious on the page of tirne to appoar,J
Ati the union of the Brothierheood sealed by our coming hore.

'Twan i the liearts of many-it wan in the prayers of sonie-
That the good old days of ]3iotherly Love iniglit yet i niercy core;-
'Twas wlîispered in our Lodges, in the East, and South, and West,
Thiat the turne was nigli wheîî the plaintive cry our Qed would hiear and bless.

Btit none believcd the moment of friuition was at liand;-
How could wve deem se ricli a cup -%as ivaiting our comnmand
It came lio rain in a suminer drouglht on chooping foliago pouircd,
And hado us look henceforth for help ini ail our cares te God.

The news lias gone already upon every wvind of Efeaven:.
The Wise, the Press, the busy Tongue, the intelligence liav3 given;
And evory man who loves the Oraft, or loves tic tlîings of Peace,
Ras annwered, Il raise the God of Love ! rnay God this 'Union bless 1

Vermiont takees up the story-hier Ilold man cloquent,"
Long be his days among us in deeds of nieýcy spent,-
Hoe speaks for the Greeni Mountains, and yeni heard hlmn aay last niglit,
"Bless God that I have Iivcd tiil now te see this happy siglit 1".

Kentucky sonde yen grecting-fromn lier broad and generous bound,
Once styled of ail the 'Western Wild, Ilthe dark and bloodyg-round".-
Kentucky cries, IlGod speed you ! Heaven's be on yen spread,
Who flr8t took care te be on. th. right, then boldly m.ent ahemd."

Frein yonder constellation, frein the Atlantic te tîxe West,
Whore the great pines of Oregon rear up thieir lofty crest,
Frobm the flowory glades of' rilorida, frein Minnesoet's plain.
Bach voice wvill say, " «Huzza, Hluzza, the O1raft is one again ."

Old England soon wil hear it! net always iil the cry
0f suffering Brothiers ineet lier cars and slie pans coldl, by,.--
Thcre's a cord iii British heartg vibrates te every talc of lvroIg,
Anid Bhe 'wii scnd a -welcome and a Brother's lhand ere long.

Tien joyful be thin meetkxig, and many more like this,
As year by year shail cirele round and bring yen addedl bliss;'
In Quarry, Ru, and Temple, Peace nor cruel word nor tliouglit,
Disturb this perfect harmony thc gracieus God han wrought.'

But while your Walls are thus compact, Cameni strong aind goed,
Your Workracn diligent and just, a mighty .Brotherhood,
Reniember, Bretlîcrn, o'er the carth and on the stormy sca,
Row xnany a heart there is to-night thiat sighýs " Roeemer nie 1"

By the ,Sign the world l<nows netlxing of, but to, our cyes se clear,
By the Grip that speaks in darkest heurs and tells a Brother near.
By the sacred «Voice and Word, and by Ilthe hieroglyphiie bright."
Reinember ail the wide world round wlio dlaim. your love to-niglit.


