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Great Father, save us fromi the hopes that burn,

TFle loves that fret, the sweets that fade and cloy:

['aclk froin the gleaininig chaos (10 we turn,

Anîd plcad fur Lo~ve thiat k<n 'ws 11o sin's alloy.

Granit Thy pur lov'tý to us \vho (lie frelin sin.

That Love dliv'ine w hicl neone but ( )ne miit win.

Sec, sec, a lRami bath waslîed tie w )rl( to-day!

1l'li sunl sweeps lîmgii, the (Iark xveeds siglinm stel):

\Vhy froni the glory (Io xN e turn away,

And seck the wmld hues of the shado\ved dIep?

Spi rit, Thy chiîdren frein thei r passions risc,

Serene and pur as 'lhine in un irtal skies.
-C. A. Girdier.

The Dilêmma.
Sick of niyself and weary for ail love,

1 linger ou the mliStC(l shore of life.

Darkling I gaze into its fume and strife,

And droop miy hiead to sec no stars above.

God! Grant nie lighit cre iii the silent streani

Forever and forever forth I stride!

Over tle caverns wherc the Ilorrors glidc

L et Thy cahin radiailce glow like chil(lhoo(15 dreaiii.

Nighit stili, an(l nigit ! ani froni the gloorny strafl(

A Hand tîprises iii an iron glove.
1 have no plea save that Thon uîiad'st nie love:

Shial 1 trust ail, or but the iniglîty T-and ?
-C. A. Girdler.

The Irony of Nature.
The littie frithm's ail (limiple(l oýer witli silver,

Save now an(l then, \vhere fine spuni cloth of gold

Starts tup to gleani-in swift recoil te quiver,

And quietly slip past, in happy fusion rolled.,

Ohi frie.nd, oh everyman, oh pleb, nay mark nme well!

In thy face there standeth written thy sonship from Peter Bell,

Seest nothing of God's presence in lazy f rith or shady del?


