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MY DREAM CAME TRUE

I roved in dreams a fairy land somewhers
With violets and lilies. blowin ail

Where peace and happiness filled every grove,
And birds sang blithely up to :kies of love:

But when God sent you like a beam ot light

To make my earthly pathway bright,

Then in your eyves that fairy land came back to view;
My dream came true!

I dreamed an angel took me by the hand,
And led me into that delighttul land,

And as with her all happily 1
All care and

straved,
orrow seemed to wane and tade.

So when 1 clasped your loving hand in mine,

That same sweet

tlood of bliss divine

Swept o'er my soul, and in one look of love trom you,

My dream came true

Victoria, B. C

Ponald "A: Fraser.

SPRING IN ONTARIO

Awake, thou that sleepest

In the warm brown earth,

A\wake! for the Spring is here.
Don’t you hear her voice acalling
In the gentle rain drops falling?

The first gentle shower of the vear?

Did you feel that
As the thunder tried to wake

A\ those little brown sleepers in the Farth?
Tomorrow you will see

rousing shake

a bud on every
And little green heads in all the
Sweet Spring, they

ree,
garden beds,

have answered to thee

I£. Batiste

CONSCIENCE

Within the seceret precinets of my heart,
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welled no other eves mav sce.

iend who ot myselt seems part

comes and speaks alone with me

Full gentle are his words et
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No stern rebuke nor hars=his pressed demand
Corrects my wavering ser of right ‘and wro
But wisely he discloses command
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A VIGIL

When all things sleep, save I who vigil keep,

Who vigil keep, and dare not, will not weep,
Lest, blurred by tears, my watching eves should fail
To trace the faintest tremor of the veil

Spread o'er closed lids by fever’s fitful sleep.

The flushed young face, the chill dawn gray and pale,
And all the fears my aching heart assail
Bid me a tearless silent vigil keep

When all things sleep.

At last the sun’s ravs through the curtains peep;
The skulking shadows into daylight creep
And vanish wholly, and bright hopes prevail;
And I, night past, returning joyv can hail,
And hailing her, for very gladness weep
When all things sleep.

—Annie Margaret Pike.

THE LOVER BEREAVED

When autumn’s radiant torches glowed,
And all the ghosts of lovely days

That died when faithless summer fled,
Made fragrant fair October’'s noon,

Was your dear spirit there, Beloved?
When palely shone the virgin moon
Cradling the evening star, when soft
The night-wind whispered in my ear
A strange and wordless melody,
Were you beside me then, my Love?

When Dawn, the chilly fingered minx,
Held all the hills in blue relief
Against her rosy palm, Dear Love

Did you stand there and speak to me,

My Lover, whom 1 lost too soon?

The sun is veiled, Beloved One,
The moon is drowned in misty tears,
\nd dawn has swooned with hopeless grief

Nince vou have left me here alone,

With bruised heart and empty arms.

Colman.

THE FIREWEEDS

The woodland scourced by cruel fire,
And cowering from the light of day,
Soon wakens from a state so dire,
"Ry 1 . 3
Wh fireweeds come with blossoms gay.
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with a cross ot purple ting
In smiling b auty

With heali:

they appear,

ST Ce

and loads of lint.

wounded woodlands cheer.
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