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strated-to allow it to stand long, unless, as already said, the
spiritists aw-aken to the seriotisîiess of the situation and becorne
progressive along psychosophical lines.

The Battle-Hymnn of Labor.

Since file slowily illoviuig cycles of the iiatiouis filt begatil
lias t lit world becti cursdi and saddetî'd by 1 ie selfishuciss of mil

YAud flic stitdetît of' the people cati but count titis sayitîg truc,
l'liai. the miauy toil and ,tl-r.gle for- the pleasire of tie few.

'\'eî O Freedorn ! lalor's birthrighît tl'for aye suiaIt thuui be soU!,
For the scanty uîless of pottage, grauted b). the Powel- of gold.
Lo, a briglîter day, k dawuiug ;ou tow'rd vast rellortîîs we railge
Iii the îvorid's depl heart. ks îlrobbing presage of a wvondrous change.

fAud the tiituepiece of tlie ages soon shait sttikze the faied flous-
M-hi the tyrt-.ts artu slurll tremible, andlci tePeople learu tiieir power.

Sitrely îhey hlave becu filni piatientu l îhy b»y whouî the world is sav'd
By' the -ivcaith wiiicli thiey cre.ated, have ile)' borne to bc euslaved.

Tlie3' wilose ingers, gnîari'd and situuted, liuuîbled ini thecir task, sublime
* Bear the sacred «trk of progress down thc thorny patx of finie.

Work alone lias sentulich steatti car pluugiugr tiirottgh our* countryv ast,
Aud tlie nîiglty oceaui vessel speeditîg ou againtis the blast.

Labor wre.sted priceless treastires froi the grisil, tiuvieidiugt huis,
Crowtxcd the siope wi1îh steepied cilles, gemiît'd the streauîi wilh fruitfül tlus
WVork lias nmade the Iaugliing harvest. dimîple niany of our Plainis;
Vet lte workuîatî toils tiquestioued, and te spoiler reaps the gain.

O the shiatue, the deep, injustice ;11e)' to wlôiot ail weailthi s dute;
Forc'd to draiu îhaî. bitter cul) wii otily poverty dotlî brew;
Vet the liglîl is stirciy breakitîg tiow at last the tii is ripe;
EVei now a nobier rule is lieraled b)' voice and type.

A),! nio longer, as of yore dIo loilcrs waik in mute despair,
Yieldiiig in pathetic siletnce 10 the cruel yokie tlney wear.
Tlîcy have spokeu; they have spolketi; they wlîo toi] aud suifer so,
Athe world is forced to listenti 1 thecir iiturgy ofwoe.

O thte voice of righl, once hearkened, neyer cati be stiiled ho resl;
Evil recognized is hruly cvii niore Ihian hiaîf tedressed.
Lille is liard, the loilers tell lis; O hiou sorc the daiiy need;

0 ow paltry is te piîtance granhted ils by ruihîess grced.

Oftetî tinies we see the slîadow of starvation drawing near,
Till tie cradies turn ho, coffins, and the bed becomes a bicr.


