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ranks, legion upon legion, dashed and dazzling with the heavy
dew. The bright green leaves they stood so deep in seemed
the glittering livery of a white or rosy .le(;‘e, Now apd then at
the edge of little bridges the sweet-brier’s trailing sprays hung
over the chasm, like a fair girl's loosened hair when she throws
back her head and her laughing face is turned upwards for a
kiss. The pale pink flowers glowed like stars against the ku%
green of the small sharp-scented leaves. The sweet-brier v;rlas
queen ; but there were hosts of others, common flowers t atf
people call weeds. -Many would grudge ‘them the nar(;ue 0
flower, but they had fulfilled their Sovereign's behest to redeem
a part of her realm from hatefulness and bear her morning pro-
clamation of refreshing and sweet rest to at least one weary
soul.

I1.

A SECOND DAY,

The express-train is crowded and whirling along throu,gh the
blazinngt[;rnoon. It is the same scene that the I)reamelr s eyes
look out upon ; but with a difference. ~ That was co%hmor'?(i
ing; this is the hottest time of the mldsummer dz;.ly. “e wi
roses, the troops of the clover, the dand.ellons ax{eha vém-
ished, but the new change is into something even hr1c sr' t ;n
they. The flowers in our city gardens have wit lelre ()m the
heat ; but here, even in this wildest domain of the Lue':Ic‘alr;-
mother, her children and subjects are strong and llim)g 4 e
bushes stand higher, richer in.colour,and more rank. tretches
of low plants with brown polished leaves ever succe}s'd pactc es
of buttercups holding lightly up on slender bra}?c l;ng stems
their myriad basins of thin smooth gold. ~Butthe ut;lqrcups
could not catch as much of the largesse of August §uhns ine as
the unordered fleeing crowds of golden-rod. They press
everywhere ; along the levels, and up the slope of the ban{;s ;
they reach the top only to hurry down the opposite mc}llne
and, in their pride of life and strength, jostle one alnot er
close to the whirling deathful wheels. But how royally you
live! with both hands you ﬂmg' your golden bounty on the
air, wherever you come the land is ablaze with your glowing
faces and shining hair.  This heat that makes the weak hang
their heads only gives you a sturdier grace and an intenser
bloom. And Someone know; the proper homg of_ ylour kin-
dred ; where they flaunt and riot all over a granite island, one
of a t’housand . and across the waveless river in the dazzling
sun-light a skiff is gliding to the shore.

IIL
THE RED BRIDGE.

he centre one of those three memorable days after
theItc:)v::s:: Sf.the year was chapged. 'Sprmg had come at la'st.
The river had risen suddenly in the night, and cgrneq the ice
in huge masses over the dam ; then, after .grmdmg it against
the stone piers of the bfridges, had borne it all down to the
river was free.

}?é(:'as ;Il‘llzeriver after the long cold, the killing frost that went
into the blood, and into the brain, and into the heart‘; stiffened
the joints and chilled the marrow in the bones. Iree! from
the bondage of four hateful walls, the rows of books, the same
pictures in the same places, and the sickly lam_p‘llg.ht over it
all. Free! free ! after the long compelled Puritanism- of the
winter ; free to bathe in the soft voluptuous light ard warmth,
standing on the old red bridge by the hour, and watching the
brown water as it swirls round the mighty stone abutments.
Free ! to rejoice in the infinite changes of toppling clo.ud, drift-
ing across the friendly blue. And the warm south wind from
over the leafless hills caresses like a girl’s soft hand upon .the
cheek. No wonder the sailor lad loved you so, South Wingd,
But even the glories of the sky cannot hold the eye long away
from the rushing water. Carelessly the moments slip by and
the Dreamer’s gaze is never lifted from the moving flood, and
his ears hear nothing but its rejoicing volume of heavy sound.
People pass and re-pass behind him, but with arms folded on
the parapet he sees and hears nothing _but the-nverv rushing
down. And the spell grows upon him till the blunt pier under
his feet seems the stem of some stout vessel ploughmg her
steady way against a mid-stream current. But t.he river did
more. The brown water rose ?.nd laved every joint and limb,
washed through every vein within, and searched its way to
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every crevice of brain and heart. Then it sank again and
flowed calmly away in its rejoicing progress to the distant
lake. It was like a bath of roses or anointing with a gratefu
oil.  Then the dreamer turned lightly homewards. Something
had slipt from him in that strange bath in the fAowing of the
river which was borne down to the lake, and which the lake
delivered to the sea.

1v,
OVER-AGAINST,

The sand is warm on the top of this high bank that slopes
steeply down to the narrow beach. The waters of Ontari0
are glistening in the sun-light, blue, calm, limitless : no ocean
can be more beautiful.  Not a sail is in sight, not a cloud
not a wave: only at intervals a drowsy plashing on the peb”
bles on the shore rises from below. From this solitary pedes*
tal there is nothing to be seen but the two ever-welcome ?Om;
rades, water and the sky: this ledge of cliff projects its€}
between them merely as a resting-place for the Dreamer.
earth has melted away except this piece of land floating
with its human burden between that double mirror of the eter
nal, heaven and the sea. But close beside his head, introdu¢
ing themselves across the blue field of the vision, are haulm$
of grass, slender stalks, fine and feathery, jointed and tuftqd'
and swaying slowly in the pleasant breeze. And what a mité
the Dreamer seems among them : they tower above his hea
into curious tropic trees of unimagined height, How man!
they are and how diverse ! What tangled thickets and 1eagues
of jungle! And yet it is only the grass waving its green sped”
and tassels idly through the afternoon, over-against the gred
calm depths of sky. Tears rise unbidden : in the field to-d4
to-niorrow it is cut down and withereth.

BoHEMIEN:

BY PROXY.

While you are in Ireland,
Sweet Kitty, my dear,
Amid all the disturbance,
You've nothing to fear ;
For the sight of your pretty
Biue eyes, [ declare,
Would make the Moonlighters”
Your slaves while you're there.

"Tis what you have long
Made of me, [ know well,
Though Ive not had the courage
My secret to tell ;
For I haven’t a tongue
That smooth speeches can say,
And whenever I try
Something comes in the way.

Kiss the stone on the Castle

Of Blarney, my sweet,
And-—am I too bold ?

Give me—one—when we meet !
For the Spirit that dwells

In the Castle, I swear,
Will give double measure

When he sees who is there.

"The touch of your lips,
By that sweet spell enchanted,
Will give me the thing
Which so long 1 have wanted :
The power to plead my own
Cause without fear,
In wor‘ds that will move you,
Sweet Kitty, my dear.




