
JU7STIN~

1 wotuld that ye heard it alwaYs,

That sweet bird's voice withixl,

When the heart iS sad and lonelY

In the long, long struggle with sin;

Till a rest cornes out of the sunSet

For the lab)oriing hands and feet

And a silence has fallen forevet

On the noise and the dust of the street.

A QUESTION.

0Oye Wise of the Earth, are ye wise ?

IlWe can tell frorn a bone, " Ye saY,


