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With e Caný nadàý3c1ýin po0et s
In TimAes of Strife and Stress

Axnong the Looms
cTlsrt le toumaitthere in, twnul utht bostfol Magog borne,

Theret iudtaf'nlug clash cf irou lu the long vlbratlug taons,
Where tIse>' rowd 1ke angry tutu
Who imutshout sud thout egalu,

Who must heat uZ.n hr car-druma their tetorlan 7refraIn
1 Labour>. sossg.

There ure riotera dlemembtred luneuch protesent machine
Tistre treadllnug hanke sud joiuted kutte sud ctooktd iieru

lenCcaese lutch sud pane and trend
Whose thtelsard-won dily bread,

Tht tht>'ply, hie lt u y inucsh ae hried, hauuted dread
Oc ong dey long ?

Tsert l grueuctt, grldng triumphli th textile jugernaut

That long uluce cruuhed the whesaid looru wthlu thse
wesver's tt--

Bore dowu lfted armeof eut-
Ar, thene mess the franiemeseh

In hzs grmblng ron workmnudo deed strikeru trive uud

GrimtIIndutry, iA progrei but a vamirell tht feeda
On human lood-new Magog but odMuuhstrad Leeds?

la thie rumbllug but tht ghot
Ofoldluissewon sd lost ?

Or in Labour's dirge-like rhythm manufacturer'8 veunt sud

It in trongt

MARY JO6EPHIME TROTTER

The Angels at Mons
TIesen~t leeglossf thse Lord

Came rliding b>-
e h bisndg fBsh of th isa Bçmt gSword,

Usadurthe gamine ey.

A haesdftl pasmealftcfu the jews cf dasad
And stumbleal b>,

But e hast was quelldb>' e fies>' Bretls,
Usider tIhe fBamng Aky.

MARGARET RILDA WISE

The War has not ]Robbed
Un of Wholesome

Autun i the Northern Bush
Green of the pue on the dark hîllide,

Glo f gold on the les,
Purpie and sarlet the last leaves bide

On the desd aud the yet to bc;
Where Autumun' 3 iugermg suubeams ghide

To c~orfort tach dying tree.

The wahîte creek winds with many a fold,
Bilent and stil and deep.

Where geunt crage point ther shadows bold
On wood-strewn attends and steecp.

The bure, brown bauka, alil sarred Und 0.1d,
Glope dowu where t he rapids leap.

A loue bird poed in the cold blue SkY
Moves on wide wings aud slow,

Brenthing fsrewelli ec hewheels to f lY
Far south from wlnter'a mow.A murmurous tillues, throbs on high
And brooda inithse woods beiow.

O summer rain-dropa, O summer lmn,
Corne bock yet a 1111e while;

Cheer the chilled nieple-, ont by 00e,
Wth old-time, tender -mile,

Lght wth paie green the poplar's don.
ThAud the btch'e iliver>'ile.

bie*k wiud tirs ail deug ad drear;
Otheurte wth panare uumb.

WC have eorrowrd 80 inuch lu thse paslug yeet
And ve dreed the yea, to corne.

Tht lo f the woodu hasu trued to fer
And your vocet, 0Oasommer, i, dumb.

LIN WILLIAMS

You Wil Not Dance
Ycu wlll flt daetswheu 1I enggy,

You will uot mouru thOugh wld ns> grief
On sorow yen obttude reief.

You haste to cloud the .uuehiue'. tey.

And 700 would chase ni>'teers uwey
llsveigh egelint ruy uelief,

Yoes w.uld fot dauce wheu I1unm gay,
Yau wli flot utouruthough "id ni>' ricf,

pervertlty'. yor Dame, I Seay;
Ahi eo.ld you Item thla tsoubref-
" My moodncts needs no rellet"
Go you sisut leat to Pipe MiY luy
And ycU uhuil dance whsu 1 amngay.

HUGH S. EAYRS

Le Petit Marechal
A prophetic tribut. to the Conmsnder-n'Cblt

cf the Alitd Armnies lu Prauce

Sf.ri of France etboded iin one man,
Gladly 7e follow whieresoeer you go;-
Wle have been with you ,in«, Use ftgh* began,

A pd n otewitlh an d h ope tee face the fo.

Dark skies have frowned upon us iu peut yere,
Yet have we prayed for strenth to mneet tact

hour ý
Now, when utor ted. ste keener felt theu teste

Ws choc.. thtermau to onîf>' our power.

Though strife goto on &ai f lit ue'er %ouldeud,
While Death walka faster c'er tht wety lenld,

Yet tili lu hlm round whoni out colours blend,
Wt fectlthtease.hae foondea guldlug hanal

So whsn the day, cf triumph cell uppeur
Aud our proud banner, nieke theïr leet

adv nce.
A fret world'a voice wil hallinlacatente eltar

Tht gliant sou of su Immortel Pranceti

B>' OWEN E. MeGXLLICUDD)y

11 De Feroes of Gallipoli

No ePitph la ther-vet seed tlsey noS;-
But il nmre futxue ime the l B uufoed
Shall Bot ubove thetu, sud a British @un
BSufl W«M tii. uewet ,omxer of ita wosld:
Andl cOffiedes' tIser. with British bugles bient,
Thi-this sahu b. their greateut mremtt

-. auCTHILDA WISE

A Cradie Song
N.B.-"..Leunavau mn" is Gaelic for

"'My littie child.'

Lenuavan me, leuuavs rua,
Mother is rocking yau te sud fro;

Hues, my baby, the cradît swings,
And a sleepy sang your mather singe;

Winds froin thetoaest of Dreamleud blow-
Husheen la, husbeen loi

Lennavan rua, lennavan imo,
Ont on the waves of sleep you go,

Drifting au rides of drearu afar
Where tht islanda of slumber are,

Mark ta tht ileepcail, soft sud slow,
Husheen Io, husheen loi

Lenusysu moý e, tnavan me,
Little browu head, wth curIs urqw,

Baby fingers, of pIs>' go falu,
Rest titi tht dsylight come agulu;

Softer, thîeker, tht .hadows grew,
HuatetuIo, husheen loi

NORAII M. ROLLAND

Do You Remember?
Do you reusenber golden autuxndeys,

Woods lesved lu aniber-coleurcal spleisdour,

We wsndered, happy thteugh October ha.e

Or lingercd 1y the sumnac's ,un-kissed blae-

De you rememnber?

Do you remember short day.s ulleu-skied,

Rein thtra' tafless branches of Novemnber,

Long houte cf dreamning by the enle fircalde,

Whlle. ruddy Barumes flated forth sud lespedan sd dltd-
Do yo,4 temember?

Autumn'a fleet interlude ie here ugain,
Wlth autuit moclng deys whîcb bring mo test.

And sodaltu houre of ever-faUilug ain-

AIl briug but memtorles whlch blind %vlth pain

lnce you "w'eut Wet,"
R. G.V. C.

The Sick Child
My 'cMIsd l le fký uw ehlld with tht rost-.weet body,
Tht bud-seet body', dewy sund fragetsd edrThternouth 1 have klseed so oft iu themildast flIsugiter
1u hot, iu purched; sud hiseysew starscf tht rnng,
Are trenge iu tht heaven of bie face, are îever-lighted;
Hies hhslug Isar. like the mýlk-weed suIt for softuesu
And ahetu ucnd flneues,lis toised snd dry sud dlsordered;
And hi s curvlng brows, like tht wînvgs of thse ftyîng swaflow,
Ared<raui, ared~itess.ed, - theew wloww'gs werwunded-.
Wete sorti>' wouuded, stayiug flight sud gluduese.

Where ln the Evil bath etrlckeu my child, ruy cherlelsed?
Let the Lizard crawl forth lu is claw.sud hie scale-lke urmor-
Let hlm test from hie bell>' tht Worm, the Prince of Berpeutu
And grapple-And I, the chld'a mother, wll aIs>', will thotle
WiII stop hle horrible bresth, wth ruy hsudsdestroy himi
Bit he hidts sud plie.tuis trfflic, sud dures not meet me,
My>' hlld suitersansd tose, tylng faintly,
And I, hiu mother, mut kisot my bande aud heur hlmn,
Muet walt aud heur hlm, mut walt asud bttu, tortured#
Muet walt whlie £vil worke sud succour tarriea.

My heurt drags like a tone lu ni>' tudïg booni,
My limbe art lead, aud my bitter, bitter angolish
Mouiste 1k.e aBame thet in al m>' life wlthin me,
A'xd tht Bearne lani>' volce.sud my test. sud niy burulug puia
0X Love, of Mate, of Entreaty -- 0Alulgty.
Let hi in ot suffer, the chlld for wbom I ttavulld,
Let hlmin not wther, the Flower thet I have cherliedl
Show me tht Poe thet 1 may Fight uud vauquluh1,
Let tue fiud sud deutro>' thse ovetoue twleting Preseuce
Y iviulble, doe by tht crudie of my Birt-hotu.

MARY ,JosapHInE TROTTE

GEN. POCH

f-;

Ir LUnes on an OId Flanders
Battlefield

Cidy thtethots of bugles hIatus,
Here, where the boys have bemu;
OnI>' a myniea poppmt sown
Bright on àafieldl cf grt,
lIte, where tht wcoden crosses hîde,
Bilent, and poppy-trowned,
This is e spot wbere brave men dled,
This lu their helloed « rond,

MARGARET XILDA WISE.

i


