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)semary green,
ermary gray,
ne of oid, incensewort,
wer like sea spray.
v of the ocean, fair Rosemnarine,

"As joseph was a-walking
He heard an angel sing,"

flot so fam-iliar the lovely ending-
"Then Mary took bier youngL Son
And set him on ber knee--
'I pray thee now, dear Child,
Tell how this world shall be?'
'This world shall le like
ýThe stones in the street,
For tbe suin and the mnoon
Shall bow down at tby feet.
\nd upon a Wednesday
4y vow I will make,
ýndl upon a Frida>'

My death I will take.

followed it, and saw again the blue fjoi
bleak hlIs that stood high as the foui
Valhaila. But ail the men and women hc
in his youth were dead; Olaf the kinj
dead; and on the high sea-cîjiffs where '
stead had stood there was now a wood-b
tery, and a church where they worshipp
God.

In this monastery the old warrior four
hie knew, one tongue that greeted him b
of his youth. So here he hung up bis sv
a littie stone ceil unrolled bis wolfskin ani
to rest awhile ere he went forth to see
through some last fight, to the halls
and the eternal battles of the gods. '
proselytes and fiery monks honoured th
even though he would flot listen to, their~
listened to bis tales and prayed for him
gin and Whit 'e Christ and alI the war
that bis heart might be softened before
For they saw death coming for bim.

So there, in the littie cîiff-ceil overli
nortbern seas where the gyrfaicon passed
snow and the kelpies screaxned of a win
and the roar of the monks' psalms warne
slips fromn the shoal, the oid man of war
dreamed of bis last fi gît, and be kne,
every day death was a little nearer. He
Io nger on the ledges among the 'ganne
rolled in the wolkskins, seeking a littie W,
the December sun that scarcely showe
above the waves. And orie day when
were ail in the cburch ce4ebrating the Il
awoke f romi the thin sleep of age anc
bis celi was ail alight with a red glow.
and f elt for bis sword. "Is it war?" lie c
dark. And a voice said, "Na>', it is Pea,

Then be saw that bis cell was cbang
was the seeming of a stable at the bý
girl sat among the hay with a cow at hie
in ber arms she had a Cbild. And one by
and sbining folk camne and greeted ber anc

The first was a young man, more bea
Einar the friend of Olaf, who had br
woven with the gold of bis hair. And
above thé Child and sang to Him, and tih
rior trembled, for lie knew he saw Bald
lioved. And tbe Cbild laugbed. Then t
a woman, Freya , Fairest in Valhalla, an
tbe Child in ber arms and rocked him.
Cbild toucbed bier face with bis band.
came, one b>' one, ail tbe gods of Asgard
City, and the>' put their bands between
of the Cbild and were His men. And th
rior leapt again to bis f eet.

"I follow my gods," be cried, and sti
ward to the feet of Mary. The Chiid st
leaned above bim, and grew greater un,
Iited ýup, hîglier than the world, while

Hm was a giow of golden wings, and t
of Balder and Freya was so sweet that tbc
beart broke.

The monks found him in tbe morning,
and, because le died a becathen and wa


