
O little sprig of rosemary, I thank you for the

dreaming,

In this hallowed Gallic garden, on this misty winter's

day;

Your mission is to leaven

This poor earth with thoughts of heaven,
When, for those brave hearts that «<Itmiber here, we

fold our hands and pray.

Frederick George ScoiL.

Prom " In the Battle Silences."
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