
Yet rouMl ttaaiachiag stUl of Mill, tad kMp
Tnw tvtr to lift's higktr tOM,
Ror bewtd o'trloaf ia terrow leat.

With Man of hoaor paia oft marks its fravo,
DiTiaoly loyal thoo-btiag siaply brsTol

OUT OF TUNE.
(At a Scottish coacort)

BALMORAL caroUors an gnad;
Old Scotia's awlodiM an smst;

Aad loyal hearts, Caaadiaa-daaaod,
la music's powor eaTigorod axMt

The glorious swell of "Scots Wha Hae"—
That martial call is riagiag yetl

The ballad plaiata—the liltiag sway—
The pathos all—who can forget?

Then, echoing trills of merry glMl
I felt so gladdened through and through.

My three-Kora yean wen light on me.
What Mng is this?—"We'n Nae Sae Fu'."

Ah, somehow hen I lost the chord;
The listeners—qui-vive—nMhs acrane—

cupped, laughed, delightedly encored
The trio shamming wits awane.

A cue to mirth? I, dazM one.

Could only see a ghastly throng,
Babes pitiable, women wan.

Men Tictimed unto demon-wrong.

I heard a world-resounding wail

But sUy—I stiile down the sigh
In eager, query-mood—but fail

The fun to find. I'm Mn awry.
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