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> and your love again!

W
above t flare upon the plain—
hhﬁohmnﬂm& hour, and kiss your love again!
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When the winds are soft and the blossoms are red
She could not slecp in her cold earth bed.

Idreamed of be for fand a e
“lhll:&ﬁl‘ '.h.l.:

1 rose like a flower from my damp earth bed.
hhv&dmﬁv&hﬂ.

Men would have called me a thing of harm,
“Md‘&ma-mmm

I felt my breasts swell under my shroud ;

No stars shone white, no winds were loud ;

But I stole past yard wall,’
Nﬂomdamﬂhul;

And I keened voice, though were dumb
H-I.m.u::?mwuo:ﬁm o

I passed the streets hushand's ~
mm&mgs ‘leh‘g;-.

I heard the sound of each

; breath
mum“m-r‘mduu&

I listened chamber X
e e e s Mah Loy Sver S s

babe asleep stranger's arm.
“.sw.':rhh,t::nnh S0 warm,
o and for is there!
O.thg. nm&-ﬁn!

“0, wi the of
Whiore the lied 12 benkied with s bosoming Sirth.

- * Where the is soft and the rest is
) pillow - long,
“ A slumber that will charm your eyes
To asleep that in earth song les!
*“The loves of earth can : ‘
hs“lhmvm““ hﬂ-&“
I nestled him soft te breast,
And stole me back h-,ymh‘hcm
And here I lie with him under the stars,
Dead to earth, its peace and its wars;
Dead to its ils and its harms,
So long as he ap in my arms.
And heaven may opea its shimmering doors,
And saints make music on pearly floors,
And hell may yawn to its infinite sea, -
Buﬂn-v-,:nhh-:hhh-u
For so much a part of my soul he hath *
That God doth know of It high on His throne.
And here I lie with him under the flowers

'winds rock through the billowy hours,

That sun
the night airs that steal from the uring
R L St Pt 15 o Doky ad v wwring aee.

—William Wilfred Campbell.
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my Eoglish posies!—Ye that ha've your own, ne ©f thogreat productions of this generation of poste. -
of the Seven Seas, oh, love and understand! muhmmmuumm&'
—Rudyard Kipling. our language:
known to most the most v
is 20-: ml'l.l P l‘_.th:q-hhdv_bﬂmmm
reared in an artistic and atmos- | Tl I wove him a vest for his breast
h“uhrﬂﬂo&nn? Of the threads of my hair;
DO—MMI ;."3‘.‘?-""“;5"' o mn:g.mu- of the firmament
wghhhnﬂolohl magazine, 1‘"" Siry
Laureate of the Larger " he 3 m‘iml:w

those native to i olaim a share in his recogni-
bon. H sl for e smpliyef Tl haguage, wiiel erom
mm;mm.' ‘

The Mother.

L
%mﬁm" .Rm.’ma'.'m sing;
ﬁ‘gh'u'm with a ﬁ?okh.. damp girth.
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I a dream, and the world was a dream,
And yot I kenned all things that seem.

I was a dream, and the world was a dream,
But you cannot bury a red sunbeam.

For tho in the undergrave's doom-night
1 lay all silent and stark and white,

head I seemed to know
'IY‘:: ;'::mnl‘n’rons moods of wind and snow.

that wasted, the winds that blew,
R: ::;l“that‘alnntod. the clouds that drew.

The water ghoats up from lakes below,

Aud the llt%loﬂoum-soula in earth that grow.
Under earth, in the ve's stark night,

I t‘elt the stars and the moo:'e\pnlo light.

1 felt the winds of ocean and land
'l‘l?tlt whispered the blossoms soft and bland.

Though they had buried me dark and low,
My soul with the seasons seemed to grow.

1L

I was a bride in my sickness sore,
I was a bride nine months and more.

From throes of pain thay buried me low,
For death had finished & mother’s woe.

But under the sod in the grave's dread doom,
I dreamed of my baby in glimmer and gloom.

I dreamed of my babe, and I kenned that his rest,
Was broken in wailings on my dead breast.

1 Areamed that a rose-leaf hand did cling;

Qh, yon cannot bury a mother in spring.

Eaulhmlshow.htholdkys-dlow.
the just and unjust I descend ;
the blind, whose vain

T e omes A o e from hr owers
e ars e t I
Aot e yoota duy G e annT er flo
Andwhenthommmmksevetorhialom.
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From my sentinel steep, by the night brooded dee
I'gaze with unslumbering eye, B
When the cynosure star of the mariner
1Is blotted out from the sky:
And guided by we through the merciless sea,
Though s by the hurricane's wings,
His compassless, dark, lone, weltering bark
To the haven home safely he brings.

1 waken the flowers in the dew-spangled bowers,
The birds in their chambers of green,

"And mountains and plain glow with beauty again

- hAai :heyolllntgk,il; t;:eir m]?ti:m'l’ sheen ;

, if su e glad worth of thy presence to earth,

Though fitful and fleeting the wgile.

What glories must rest on the home of the blest,
Ever bright with-Deity’'s smile. '
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‘1the Cloud.
Percy Bysshe Shelley was born 4th of August, 1792; h
one ot u:.-.smsotmd vic and devowd
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When the whirlwinds banners unfarl.
From oape to cape, with a shape,
s.o-mnmtl-os. Nkoa

The mountains its columns
mulu‘-plslmhnMumhichlmmh.
When the powere of the air ohathed to my shalr
lnthonlmonmlor‘dbow:

The fire above its soft colors wove,

Iam the daughter of earth water,
Avud the nursling of th

| thmngh the of the ooean and shores;

chaunge, but I cannot die.
The Builders.

Henry Wadsworth ellow was the greatest of Ameri-
can poets. From 1835 to 1 he was Professor of Modera
il;w ‘:.nd I.lb:ﬁ:tt‘na at HarvtrddUnlvudtyo.t His poetry

marked refin beau! AN QXM
and purity of sentiment. His chi mﬁmmhm

his tact in the use of the langusge. il
Resignation and the Psalm of Life and many other of

minor posms are very widely h%f“t‘fnd appreciated.

He was borng in 1807, and died in 1882,

All are architects of fate,
Working in these walls of time :
Some with massive deeds and great,
Some with ornaments of:rhyme.

Nothing useless is, or low;
Each thingin its place is best ;
And what seems but idle show
Strengthens and supports the rest.

For the structure that we raise,
Time is with materials filled ;

Qur to-d: and yes! -
Are the blocks with ich we build.

Truly shape and fashion these ;
Leave no yawning gaps between ;

Think not, use RO MAaN 8668,
Such things will re: unseen.

In the older days of art,

Builders wroughl; with greatest care
Each minute and unseen part;

For the gods see everywhere.

Let us do our work as well,
ME:ththw% unseen :nd the seen; a
e the house, where gods may dwell, |
Beautifal, entire, and clean.

Klse our lives are incomplete,
Standing in these w: of time,

Broken stairways, where the feet
Stumble as they seek to climb.

Build to-day, then, strong and sare,
With a firm and ampleﬁuse:
And ascending and secure -«
Shall to-morrow find its place.

Thus alone can we attain
To those turrets, where the eye
Sees the world as one vast plain,

And one boundless reach of sky. Sy
—Longjeliotw.
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