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TJJE GLIMPSE.

Just for a (lay you crossed my life's dull trackPut my ,gnoh er dreams to sudden shame '

OnV'r: '''^'^ST''^'
"'"^ '''' «"« t« fa" backOil K.y own world ot poorer deed and aim

;

To fall back on my meaner world, and feel

heaped from the street's dead dust and factory', frown,-
Im stainless dayhght saw the pure seas 'roll^aw mountains pillaring the perfect sky :'

rhen journeyed home, to carry in his soul •
llie torment of the difference till he die.

—- William Watson.
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THE LAST WORD.

Creep into thy narrow bed,
Creep, and let no more be said »

\ am thy onset ! all stands fast.'
Ihen thyself must break at last.

T.et the long contention cease '

(.eese are swans and swans arc geese.Let tiiem have it how they will ]Ihou art tired; best be still.

They out-talk'd thee, hiss'd thee, tore thee?Better men fared thus before thee
;Mred their ringing shot and pass'd.

Hotly charged—and sank at last.

Charge once more, then, and be dumb !i.et the victors, when they come.
A) hen the forts of follv fall,
i'liid thy i)ody by the wall.'

—Matthew Arnold,
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