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A UTANY OF LITTLE THINGS

Oaljr diar who walkad «ridi ua
A tenpaatuoua trinhjr

Of jraara tnat Cod mada Imniaoua
In Haavan'a karaldry.

Know why ona aiaca of tba riapla dtiaga
A grateful liteajr.

Wa had our fill of the big thinga ^aa.
Iheir faat in the muddy waya

But dieir ayaa iky-clean of vision, man
Challenged the furnace raya

Of Honour's sun ere the sands were ma
In die glass of the Wonderful Days-

Now we dream of vdiere the pretty things are.
Loving of colour and form.

In a land o' .ouses and children, far
From tne scream of the dying storm;

And none shall rail if we follow our Crail
An-id things that are clean and warm.

A rose-red damask curtain hung
At the cosy hush of day;

A fairy khalifa carpet flung
By a lantern's foolidi ray

Through the rainbow stain of a window-pane
On a cobbled city-way;

A bit of brass that was dead, but glows
On a sttage numtel-board

;

Buried four yeara and more. Who knowa
How the panting housewife's hoard

Of homely things found flustered wings
In the breath of the nearing sword?
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