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In Times of Strife and Stress

The War has mot Robbed

Autumn in the Northern Bush

Green of the pine on the dark hillside,
Glory of gold on the lea;

Purple and scarlet the last leaves bide
On the dead and the yet to be;
Where Autumn’s lingering sunbeams glide

To comfort each dying tree.

The white creek winds with many a fold,
Silent and still and deep,

Where gaunt crags paint their shadows bold
On wood-strewn strands and steep.

The bare, brown banks, all scarred and old,
Slepe down where the rapids leap.

A lone bird poised in the cold blue sky
Moves on wide wings and slow,

Breathing farewell ere he wheels to fly
Far south from winter's snow.

A murmurous stillness throbs on high
And broods in the woods below.

O summer rain-drops, O summer sun,
Come back yet a little while;

Cheer the chilled maples, one by one,
With old-time, tender smile.

Light with pale green the poplar’s dun,
And the birch’s silvery aisle.

The bleak wind stirs all dang and drear;
\ Our hearts with pain are numb.
We have sorrowed so much in the passing year
And we dread the year to come.
The lure of the woods has turned to fear—
And your voice, O summer, is dumb.

LIN WILLIAMS

Us of Wholesome
Sentiment

P

}J A Cradle Song

q N.B.—“Lennavan mo’’ is Gaelic for

“My little child.”

Lennavan mo, lennavan mo,
Mother is rocking you to and fro;
Hush, my baby, the cradle swings,
And a sleepy song your mother sings;
Winds from the coast of Dreamland blow—
Husheen lo, husheen lo!

Lennavan mo, lennavan mo,
Out on the waves of sleep you go,
Drifting on tides of dream afar
Where the islands of slumber are,
Hark to the sleep-call, soft and slow,
Husheen lo, husheen lo!

Lennavan mo, lennavan mo,
Little brown head, with curls arow,
Baby fingers, of play so fain, 2
Rest till the daylight comes again;
ter, thicker, the shadows grow,
Husheen lo, husheen lo!

NORAH M. HOLLAND

You Will Not Dance

You will not dance when I am gay,

You will not mourn though wild my grief,
On sorrow you obtrude relief,

You haste to cloud the sunshine's ray.

And you would chase my tears away
Inveigh against my unbelief,
You would not dance when I am gay,
You will not mourn though wild my grief,

Perversity’s your name, I say;

Ah! could you learn this lesson brief—
“ My moodiness needs no relief.”

So you must learn to pipe my lay
And you shall dance when I am gay.

HUGH S. EAYRS

GEN. FOCH

Le Petit Marechal

A prophetic tribute to the Commander-in-Chief
of the Allied Armies in France

Spirit of France embodied in one man,

* Gladly we follow wheresoe’er you go ;
We have been with you since the fight began,
And now with faith and hope we face the foe.

Dark skies have frowned upon us in past years,
Yet have we prayed for strength to meet each
hour:
Now, when our needs are keener felt than tears,
We choose the man to unify our power.

Though strife goes on as if it ne’er would end,
While Death walks faster o’er the weary land,

Yet still in him round whom our colours blend,
We feel the cause has found a guiding hand.

So when the days of triumph shall appear
And our proud banners make their last
advance,
A free world’s voice will hail in accents clear
The gallant son of an immortal France!

By OWEN E. McGILLICUDDY

Do You Remember?

Do you remember golden autumn days,
Woods leaved in amber-coloured splendour,
We wandered, happy through October haze
Or lingered bty the sumac’s sun-kissed blaze—

Do you remember ?

Do you remember short days sullen-skied,

Rain thro’ leafless branches of November,

Long hours of dreaming by the sate fireside,

While ruddy flames flared forth and leaped and died—
Do you remember ?

Autumn’s fleet interlude is here again,

With sunlit mocking days which bring no rest,

And sodden hours of ever-falling rain—

All bring but memories which blind with pain
. Since you “went West.”

R.G.V.C.
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weaver’s cot—
Bore down lifted arms of flesh—
Are these men the frames enmesh ?

1 tr ph in the textile Juggernaut
That long since crushed the wheel and loom within the

Will stop his horrible breath, with my hands destroy him!
Bt he hidss and plies his traffic, and dares not meet me,
My child suffers and tosses, crying faintly,

And I, his mother, must knot my hands and hear him,
Must wait and hear him, must wait and listen, tortured,
Must wait while Evil works and succour tarries.

In these grumbling iron workmen do dead strikers strive and

My heart dra?n like a stone in my rending bosom,
My limbs are lead, and my bitter, bitter anguish
‘Mounts like a flame that is all my life within me.

And the flame is my voice and my tears and my burning passion
Of Love, of Hate, of Entreaty—O Almighty,

Let him not suffer, the child for whom I travailed,

Let him not wither, the Flower that I have cherished!

Show me the Foe that I may Fight and vanquish,

Let me find and destroy the covetous twisting Presence
Invisible, close by the cradle of my first-born.

MARY JOSEPHINE TROTTER

Ancient wrong ?

Grim Industry, is progress but a vampire tell that feeds
On human blood—new Magog but old Manchester and Leeds?
Is this rumbling but the ghost
. Of old issues won and lost ?
Or iabls::ito;xr'l dirge-like rhythm manufacturer’s vaunt and

It is strong!
MARY JOSEPHINE TROTTER

Lines on an Old Flanders
Battlefield

Only the echoes of bugles blown,
Here, where the boys have been;
Only a myriad poppies sown

Bright on a field of green,

Here, where the wooden crosses hide,
Silent, and poppy-crowned,

This is a spot where brave men died,
This is their hallowed ground.

MARGARET HILDA WISE

The Angels at Mons

The silent legions of the Lord
Came riding by—

‘Khe blinding flash of the flaming Sword,
Under the flaming sky.

A handful passed from the jaws of death
And stumbled by,

But a host was quelled by a fiery Breath,
Under the flaming sky.

MARGARET HILDA WISE

The Heroes of Gallipoli

No epitaph is theirs—yet need they none;

But in some futwi® time their flag, unfurled,
Shall float above them, and a British sun
Shall warm this newest vorner of its world;
And comrades’ cheers with British bugles blent,
This—this shall be their greatest monument.

manaARET HILDA WISE




