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J3eforc slue set inii there.
And aye slie givesi him, inindful of lier

0wnf,
Peace of the plant, the stone
Yea, silice above his work lic miay not

rise,
Shie iiiakes the field his skies
Sec ! she tlîat bore him, and nietes out

tue lot,
Hie serves lier. Vex him flot
To scorn tîte rock ivhience lie wvas hiewn,

the pit
And whiat wvas diggedl from it
Lest lie no more iii native virtue stand,
Thliceartli-sword, iii lus land,
But follow sorry pliantoins to and fro,
And Jet a kingdoni, go.

-John~ Vance Chcy, Chicago.

THE INCAPABLE.
The pathos of the world is ini hiD eyes,

Witliin lus brain abortive sch.eiings
roll,

Hus nerveless hiand- in inupotency lies
Witu palm held open for the pauper's

dole.
The burden of ail ineffectual tluings

I.s in lus gait, his counteîaîîcc, lus
inieni

Mlile round his lîarassed, brow forever
clings

T'fliîocking glîost of wliat lie miglui
have been.

Here, whierc mxen toil and eat tlue fruit of
toi],

Hec idly stands apart the whlal day
tlirougli

ilere iii a land of ccaseless wark and nuoil,
lis lîand, and. braiu caîu find Iilm naughit

ta do.
No stwcat of înanly effort danups luis brow;

Iii workshop, field. or îizart lie hiath. na
place.

To earni his daily bread- he knows not
uowv,

Or, scornful, caunts the offered, mecans-
disgrace.

Too proud to, dig, yet flot too proud to
eat

The bread of strangers ta lus face anmd
nainie;
IInceslie wanders witli uncertaiu icet.

0f tlîrift tuc scarn, of fatc the idle gaine.
XVluat tliaugli lie wear the lhali-miark of the

scliools,
A %veakling in tlîe world. lie stand. con-

fessed;

For Jack of %vil] to use the liînuibler tools,
Hie wvalks the eartli a bywvord and a jce't.

The precious proinise ai luis youtlîfui
yeairs,

Ail unfulfilled, upon his nianhood wvaits.
H-e wakens to his sluîîe witii. bitter tears

Anîd knuowoî liinîiself to be the thing lie
luates.

Incapable ! I-is dcstiîîy we spell
Iii logic of inexorable fact:

At natuglit inay luis iintutored liauîd excel:
'fli curse of Reuben blasts luis everv

act.
The plowniiin whistles blitliely asi lie goes

And turfis upon the world no coward
face,

In joy lic reaps tlîat wlîich iii hope lie
SOvS,

Nor bows luis lîead ta auglit but lieav-
en's grace.

The craftsnian, too, rejoices iii the thiîîg
To fas-lîion wluich his cunning lîand wvas

tauglît ;
0f want lie feels îîor fcars the bitter sting,

Inin îaîihood's strengtli his destiny is
'wrouglit.

But thîis one-futile, luopelesF, cruslie(I to
cartlî,

A prey forever ta forebodiîigs grini.
\Vell iiiay lie curse the day tlîat gave lii

1birth,
Aîîd suiîiîon God anîd mxan ta pity liiii.

-Hamilîton Schiuyler, O range. N..

A SONG.
(In, answcr ta '*Tle 'lI1ali witlu tlîe Hoe.")
Froin giant-forests luewn,
And golden fields of grain;
Fromn tlue furraovcd luilîs and the belclîing

nuilîsi
\Vit tlîeir fuel of liand and brain
Froîu tlîe maouutain's nincii-dug deptlî
To star patlîs muade by meniSounds anc vast sang thuat raIls along
And circles the world. again:

\Vork-Lct tlîc anvils claîg !
W\ork....Let us sýcwv the seani!
Let tus hind tlue girth of tlîe îuiiglîty

eartlî
With the muuusic of aur thuczuîe
Siuug as tlic wliels spin round.
Laugli at tlîe recl sparks' fliglît,
Auîd life tvill flash frauîî tlie ýiecge'q

clash-
Till aIl tlue lanîd is liglît

Over tlue deserts' wvastc
\Vc nicasuire the milles of chain


