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1-1( w t*.e niglit win.ls gently blowv,
0'er the Sî1le.,t lîîll!

Il(-.r the murmur and thc flow
0f tle little nul.

Sulent lasiies fringe thc eYes,
1-Iaze'slhued andi deep.

Sweet breatil coiles ini gen die Siglis,
Baby's fast asleep.

TuiE CRY 0F TUIE L00N.

At niglit Nwhen 1 lie in bcd
11n a bouse by the river sie,
\Vitlî a pillow beneath rny hcad,
A;id Iist to the dashinig tide,
On the wind there cornes a cry
To the hidden stars and nioon,
A sotund on tic storni blown by,

Tnie cry of the loon-
'Tle shrill stranige eaul of the loon,
Thle weird wild ery of t'ae loon.

WMien the river's cold andi stili,
On1 a disinal, rainy day,
«Wheln tic mist haiigs on the hill,
And tic skv is clull and grey,
O'er the water cornes a call
"Pis a sad and rnox'rnful tune,
M\'hile the pelting rain-drops fali,

'Tle ery of the loon-
The shrill strange eall of thc loon,
'Ple wierd w'ild cry of the 10on.

M'len the wvest is ail aglow%,
Mlicn the sky is red with liglit,
'When the evening breezes blow,
O'cr the daisies large and white,
'Ple forrn of a bird goes by,
Goes by aîid vanishes soon,
And anoni there conies a cry,

The cry of the loon-
'Pli slîrill strange cali of the loon,
'Ple weird wild cry of the 1-ion.

UP TIE RIVER.

I ani row-ig np the river,
Wlîere thc sunbeanis danice and

quiver,
Laying out a slicet of silver

On tue blue.

Past the cîiffs axîd slopes and liigh-
linds,

Past the green tree-covered islands,
Sliutting out the skies' clear azure

Froni rny v'iew.

'Phere are ciffs and there are
beachies,

Witli tlieir yellow sandy reaches,
Wlîe-re tlic river sliells lie buried

In the Sanid.

Wliere the ,vater' s gently laving,
\Vlîere the plumy pines are waving,
And the strawberries are ripeuîing

On the land.

Swcetly is the wild bird calling,
Anîd like fairy miusic falling
Soiinds the rusIliig of the %vatcr

'Neath îîîy boat.

But whieî eveningcasts hershadows
O;'er pines and over nîeadows,
Idly down the tranquil river

1 shall float.

I -wilb watch the striped perch
sleeping,

I -%ibl wvatch the young chubleaping
.Making rippliîîg, eddying circles

At rny side.

li ill watch themoonlighitshimmer,
And the misty pale stars glimmer,
lHorneward down the rniglity river

Will I glide.


