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WHENOE COMET11 MY HEU'."

B3Y JAMES BI3OWKER.

WVlien Ilook out across the lovely land
At break of suimmer morn, far o'er the

Meads
Flecked witlh the sliifting shadlows of the

Clouds
'JT1at sweep before the vap'rous sweet south

wvïnd,
The mnountains lift unto the roseate sky
Dfieir sloping shoulders golden with the

gorse;
And, dark aniid the bracken's feathery

f ronds,
The lonesonie crornlechi riscs sharp and clear,
'Neath whlich the Celto. King, blind to the

dawn,
Sleeps, undisturbed by songs of moorland

birds.

From tint to tint they change throughout
the days,

JUntil the twilight deepens, dusk and wvarm;
And, flooding ail the valley withi soft lighit,
The crescent nioon glides up beyond the

pines
On green Tibradclen, which stands far and

dim,
As are the.hills of heaven in wistful dreamns
-Of those whose life drifts to the tideless sea
Bordered by flowery fields of asphodel.

Then throughi the lanes wheat-crowned Har-
vest strays

With Autuxnn apron-filled, and in the fields
The reapers singé arnid the royal sheaves;
And over ail the beeeh>'s flamneless fire,
'The amber of the cliestnuts' fading leaves,
The scarlet c'f the rowan's lurid fruit,
The spectral pomp of sumrner's ling'ring

deatli;
The inounitains maxîy-coloured stand heath-

clad,

Against a sky barred with deep crimson
streaks,

.And streamers running swif t before the
gales

That herald winter.

The sad mnontlis die down
In ruddy sunsets, and in storni and snow,
The sullen ocean murmurs in the glooni,
The xnist swirls up and sweeps around the

vale,
Hidiing the huis in cere-clothes wan and

-%veird;
And in my hieart is boru a nanieless dread
That only in a dreats 1 saw tileir siopes,
Purpie in simi-mering sheets of heathier

bloom ;
Or watchied their outline in the eventide
Shiarpen against the saffron sky, and fade
Into, the starlit night. uasIme
How ail things changre and crumble into

dust,
Above the sighing, of the hiomeless wind,
he loving, Dromîse of our God 1 lîear:
"The mnouatains shall depart, the his re-

mo ve,
But yet my kidness neyer shall depart,
Nor shall niy covenant, of peace he xnoved."
And so I lay me down in trust and s]eep,
Childlike within the everlasting, anms.

"TiiERE is nothing that ean wipe out
wvrongy but righIt.",

WIIEN God intends a man to do a great
thing Hie puts him througli a great school-
ing« No one «wnites a truc pocm unless some,
of his own hcart's blood gocs into it. Nô
one preaches a great sermon who has not
feit the throb of a great sorrow. The dis-
ciplinie xnay be trying, the process of refining
painful, but the drilled and polislied work-
man finds hiniscif so fully equipped for the
highes'ý- service bhat lie extols the methods
of God.-Sel


