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*A IIUNDRED YEARS -TO COME.

Who'll press for gold this crowded strieet
Ahundred years to corne ?

'Who'Il tread yon church with wiilig feet
À hundred years to corne ?

Pâle, trembling tige and fiery youth,
And childhood with its brow of trutli,
The rilit and poor on land ..tid sea,-.
Where -%YilI the mighty ir -ilions be

À )hundred years* corne

*We ail vithin*our g-maves shall sleep.
A hundred ye.ars to corne,

*No living soul fcr us shall weep
À A undre&, years to corne.

But other mnc. our lands will titi,-
* And otliers thon our streets i i61,

And other birds wiII. sing as gay,
As brig1bt the sunshine as to-day,
* . A lundred years to corne,

GREAT THOUGHTS.
Who can mistake great thouglits I

,4fey'seize upon the mind; arrest and se.-
And shake it ; bowv the tati mind a.- by
Rush over it, like rivers over reeds,
Whieh quaver ini the - 'irrent ;- lea',
A rocking and a ringi .ig; - gloriou
But monientary, znadL es&- it

lu -


