
A WISH

drivý,ing fast, and it is well that women especially should be
told where they are going and what the end wilI be.

But let flot democracy be too sure. Let flot him that
girdeth on bis harness boast himself as he that putteth it off.
The world is neyer left without a witness, without a remnant,
which has flot bowed the knec Vo a false god. Two of our
allies have flot wavered in their allegiance to the moflarchy.
In his heart cvcry Frenchman craves a king. The Americans
disclosed their instinct in their passionate acclaim of our
Prince. We fought not for democracy, but for our King and
our institutions as Vhey are. There are two kinds of inter-
nationalism. A great Cause is neyer so dangerous as when
it is Lost.
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A WISH

A cottage on a ridgêd bh,
A Iîttie stream that brightly flows,

Fed from wide moors and snowy peaks,
And singing as 1V goes.

A scattered wood of elimbing birch,
Where broken sunheams lightly fail;

Deep windows, broad and sheltering caves,
And mosses on the walI.

A littie candie shining clear,
To guide me home when shadows creep;

And, when the day is done, the gift,
The golden gift of sleep.
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