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Yet when at ast ah. raiaed lier troubled

Illlited by sorrow, whitened by

Mr Ieaned dow~n froin out the. pictured
place,

X-, laid the littie Christ within lier
armaS.

- Rosy and warn she hold Him te lier
heart,

She tii. abandolned one - thc thing

Hertofre 'ehave said sornethiing
abou-lt art in Literatureý and the. rim
proveumient iii this respect axnong Cen-
adi&n rite IMrs. Isabel Errlestone
MNarJKay provides a good instance of
this in a poemn contributed to a recent
numbeil)r of Harper's, Lt is a meet art-
fui piece of wvork, Lt tells a whole life

strnot -so much by what is, said
as by what is Ieft unisaid or mrerely
suggested. IRead it:ý

THE WAY TO0 WAIT,

O, m-heher by the lonesemne road that lies
&costhe les2Or viiether by the. hifl that eeps, rock-

aliadoweod te the ses,
01r by a Bail that blows from fair, my love

returns te me 1

No fear is hidden ini ry heart to make my%
face less fair,

No tsar is hidden in my eye te dim the.
brightness there-

1 wear upon my chesk tiie rose a happy
bride siiomld wear.

For should h. come notl 1y h. al n
cenet by th h. radsn

And cerne net by the far seaway, yet coe
he surely will-

Close ail thi. roads of ail the world, love'.
road is open stili,

M y heart is light with singing (thougli
hhey pity me My fate

&Aud drop their mnerry veices as thy paas
My garden gale>,

For love liat finds a way te erne can find
a way te waitl

There je abundanre of ether good ma-
jerisi teo choese from in a rapid eurvsy
of recent Canadian poetry and there

ri i.NU'UM 4,5

is ter'nPtation to go on quoting, but
the followinlg poemn by George Herbert
Clarke, taken froin. Thre Canadian
MfagaIzîec, is Weil wo rth ropetitin:

TuIE LAST LULLA.-l
Thei sliophcrd mnoon mnothers lier shining
Tii. 1111e stars that cluster close and

And seen tliey blecp.

Teflowers wings are fold.d te lier
Shie hoara a whisper from th. darklintg

wss8t ;-
Hlow puire lier resti

Dimi droop tiie <irowusing birds uipon lii.
trocs ;

The bouigls are still as tl~:no unquiet
breee

Troubles hheir case,

Tiie far and lonely waters ls tii. apojlWho8e mnonotones sound slowly out, an<I

Their sway and swell.

Ail nature is asleep and dreawirng
dreamel

Aglow with wonder that on wvaking seernà
But brolcen glesmns.

So et 1. y spirit sleep the. sleep of deatli-Close, eyes; bc 1db, hands; and ullent,
breatl

Wiait w-hat It sailli!

Marjenie L. C. Pickthali's recent
contribution te T'he Matropoliiani
Magazine is an example cf rieli colur-
ing and exquisite imagery. It may
b. found et the. beginning of tiie de-
partnient, "At Five O'coek- in tis
nuniber,

Tt would b. folly to attempt te con-
sider here the writings that have al-ready passed into more enduring foru,
but wlien we lhinlc of the. possibility cf
a national literature we rnight pexrhaps
be excused for feeling tiaI we already
have in Canada muchli taI should
lielp in the. realiatien of what we
cannot safely forecat but what we
fervently hope th. futur. generations
will enjoy.
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