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SUSPENSE

Pale Goddess of Suspense, who striles the harp of tif e

With crue[ art,
Till attl its ehords are jangled ont cf tune, and teax e

A broken hieart;
Titi lov e bas turnier on fate
The sullen eyes of hate

W'hy must vou lead a xvoens anguisbied brain

To xvhere lier tairest lies
So restless, tlirolbingý in the tbh ces cf pain,

Th'at dini the acbuîîg eyes ?

Why dlil the vision of a mari who aims

To bear a glled naine,
'ilen mck hixn, titi his wcaî v feet (lespair

To etimb the bill of faîne.
Till pain breecis unbelief
Ili glowing laurel teaf ?

Stilt, grimlv stitt, yon strikze thît fragile barp, jîntil

Is tigs t~snapperl;

iUntit tbe mnusie cf life's tortured sonîs is stitted,

Ili silence \vrapped.

Pale Godtdess of Suspense,

What is your recompense ?-By Dorothy L. TVa rue.

BY A TRENCH BRAZIER

Warmtvy our brivier's glearning,
Cbeerily eomforting tbe weary way;

Conjuring drearns-redeemiflg
The stark, sterui (tuties cf a sotdier's day

Betweea my 01(1 sweet briar,
Thiis friendly fire,
And you, Cornrade, beside me
Sitting, in sober, sulent sympathy,
Corne gladdening tbcugbits to guide me

Tbrongh the (Iead desel t of clt apathy.

Flickering fire-side fancies
Flîtti'îg visions of a twi-light bour,
Gay mental necrornancîes
Gitding again the Present's witbered ilower

XVith, tinctures of thîe Past,
U.ntil at last
Btossoms again Life's Gtory;
\Vbile aIt the aching moments melt away,
And rnemory's treasured story
Revives tbe pristine joys of Yesterday.-By C. Dodlwell


