ank God for m;hm!
ﬁ ‘who ‘made us laugh
" new our souls,
Suttorlng forth the chaff..
Searching darkest corners,
Streamed his sunlight .
Prince of radiant humor—
Thank (God for him! e

- i
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" The New BOOkS

s
The.  Pro-

The Prodigal Father giga: son
has careered thru the pages’of fiction

undér Man¥ Hameés and as a factor-in
This is about "the first

o e
appeared, one, who takes a new

of life and grows younger and wilder
instead of older and steadier. He
alarms. Itho family whom he has
brought ‘up to stald and sobér respecta-

bility. He turns things upside down

genggally;:  To away anything of

do‘i'nss W:fﬁl}:l: bemunftx!‘r “to the
unigue conc

a'{{f ‘onie “can_ ignore- the {‘;:’?

T v, 0f it will serve
D Q?t&m h%% (“The Prodigal
Fatﬁer, “by J. Storer Clouston: Copp,

Clapgafes Foronto).
Litd#a#§ Lapses m"ﬁ:‘a:?&"ﬁf

jects are mptten. and if a man
tets no re'lmm" mt.lumhel-lpt
0 grow “‘o Qg That may ex-
plain Pr\otq‘:‘o fseicec: = k's "i.-éterary

o) nmorom etches
on! F'NM “My Fhu.n

Gg‘i‘—u! ‘é&%t Chat.”

Bum ﬂmﬂ*ﬁtmﬂnww
ir effulgent ;t%
r effulgent w,

kle.thru your

»

his
re

-

er” sutisfied
‘of ‘a,jppema’tural
‘wl'ﬁma'

Jdea of a persona.llty

w out & body and yet

£'in"a ‘body and go'

away ax‘vkmwhe veal ;person and
the real body. J&wiether words you

coulll ne veunsglf.ang somebody else at

the same time/vand only: you would
n

were. M" GAré ‘you tangled

vet?). " and you get

o: the story which

‘ohé "nay expect in

of ’omﬂsgﬁfv m ‘80 ‘thrilling. as

ot the -Haggard

orning ar," by H. Rider

m Co;, Torento, Can.)

tﬁﬁdl  fonncn for @

e;u.uoe wheu it pro-

closer
rec

YOU ‘“Were you or-you
% xm ‘the ‘atmospliiere
Foat. all as a

es a book 11~of inspiration like
M&m».&ww is. a. Qﬁﬂlese <

‘#’mek( fair. an

coaeh for a
he runs up

ﬁpmauggf"
of Wv&,ana iitergsting tale.. Vi
Head Coach,” by Ralph'D. Paine:

Legg,‘mren. Toronto. Canada).

kg Let a young man
The ﬁ;d HOUSQ drop off: the train

into. a strange town, seeking a young
lady of whom HBw knows nothing, in
oxder to ask'her“to reconsider her re-
fu the suit of the young man’s
fri n‘ et him find the family of the
)'oun lady one' hated and feared by
the t mm}:mit\ " surrounded ' by
mystery which he at once feels com-
peliedor td 1mravel-sthis s Sfé “situgs
tiopweadied i tm'ﬂrs’c chapter®fithis
tale. The unrawvelling of“the fiystery
giysdidfie teader. 4 merry clidse for his
money. Thm'e ig little.-time to wait toe
consider: the- pogsibility of ‘su¢h things
happening..as- do- happen “in- ‘this
mystifying concatenation of events.
It's. @ brain-twister for tHe reader and
for:aldwoBt. every one of ‘the particlpa-
tors up to almost the: Iast tninute.
("“Fhe . Red"House' - on Réwan Street,”
by man_Doubleday: “The Musson
BaoR¥Co.; “Toronto, Cundda).
9. A leisurely tale
Old Wives" Tale tnat  tnrois
1&}; Ats naturalness, hut Jacks the
tlc téndency of the modern .novel
mkmu,wu may almost break
w SLOLY -anywhere. . Tt. describes.
erations of middle-class Eng-
RArtraying, it with a realism
and Q¢ 311 that one wonders why it
doeﬁ,‘m‘{} .pe( ome tedious—but it does
not= {t s a companionable story. You
ma‘} ,;&I')ter Jinto .its spirit as much or
as you will. Consider it a
}anp;‘a"xa andllool\ at it or away from
t &% you wish. Taxe it as real life and
]et t@f «characters engage your deepest
thies— l.ll\u it anyway you like,
(*'The Ola V&"i\'es'
Arnold Bennett: McLeod &

a

so
mt

llsh,,

\ou sh(mld enjoy it.
’I‘ule hy

by al Father” has
réal "Prodig: e §

to while | |

4 sented. .

ourage the estabna T
‘i&rdens in connectfon with schools and |-
| publie institutions .and’ in the vacant

,tary of Govermment ‘House,

' Fisheries - Conifission. -

-let us endeavor so to lve 'that
, when we come to die even thn'
Wmmmy.. 5 !
Consider well the proporﬁoul
of things: It is better to be a
young June-bug than an old bird
e : $ e L .
| ' Behold the fool saith, “Put not
,zuywreul.lnmwh,et"; but
the wise man gaith, “Put all
your eggs in one buket and-
wa.teh thnt bnbe't. %
q,n h.m 1o put
u;._m

"’:m”‘“"'m
~W

Do

Tive
}daﬂon Crawford, 1
torical | works el Aduﬂea.
Englmd and Italy. , travel,
poetry and neuhp are m well repre-

hbdnlaom
DW

Altudyotmmtitlo

subjee’ of & mm by ma«‘

Fee.
R

wmhm M now ln his
eighty-first year, is bringing out an

St

lmportmtnew volume entitled, “Dante |-
. his “convito: A Stuyla traaah-

ld«nml Gardm
and Educ&t!o

.io en-
nt of chjldren 8.

lots of cities.

A project 1s now ' recelving con-
sideration for a memorial ‘“meeting
hotise” in honor of the late Dr. Edward
Everett Hale.

A book of lore and: legend regarding
‘England’s patron saint has been
wrltten by Mrs. Henry Huut.

The Canadian Bookman for April has
a comprehensive .article on. ‘“Canadian{,

"Women Writers.”

TOM McINNES.

Tom MclInnes is the ¢ldest son
Senatdr McThnes, ldte ' “Governor

of
of

“Britigh “Columbia,” dhd ‘4’ Brother- of
‘“Hon, W. W.'B. McInnés, laté Governor

of the Yukén Territory:’ His parents
were Canadian “born, his father being
of "Highland Scottish descent and mo-
ther "Spanish. -

He was born in 1867 at Dpesden, Kent
County, Ontarlo,  educated-at Trinity

'College, Port Hope; High School, New

‘Westminster, and University of To-
rorito, taking?his B. A! degree -in 1889

In 1893 he was ‘called to the bar . of
British Columbia, was séeretdry:to the
Behring Sed " Claims ‘Commission
1896, In 1897 he was appointed to the
temporary Canadian service at Skag-
wdy, Alaska. < Held positions as secre-
Victoria,
Salmon
From 1902 to
1965 was law partner of the late Judge
Cané, Vancouver, B. C. - He has travel-
ed largely in Canada, United States,
Mexico -and Europe- in conneetion with
the promotion of various -enterprises.
At present ig in the government service
at Ottawa. In 1908 he published a
volume of verse entitled ‘‘Lonesome
Bar ‘and Other Poems." A~ -second
Canadian edition was issued in 1909.and
an American: ed‘t!on has just bedttpib-

secretary to Dominion

Anefid OrONto).

lished = undes’ th& 'tfﬂe, “In" Amber
Lands!"'—FH.

W ol

In Memory of

S &
By P

wlr
ca¥ ik
waadi¥riored ones lost, and com

«miFhat gloom might claim thy

‘Thou didst not, like a crav

B CEoY

W
_

. Master of Matchless Mirth

. M. MacDonald.

Hard was '[he windlng way thy Iifm‘;tar led
< ‘,MAnd drear, full oft, the skies above thy head—

- ‘,I.)fnarippnng toil had won, aroused our fears

«The beauty and delight thy spirit shed
Forj those who suffered thrusts from Sorrow’s spears.

[Bu} Sorrow. brimmed thy sou! with bravery
-To speak anew thy unexampled thought;

Tho sackecloth was befeath thy purple robe,
Prmel And now in-cheerful immortality
Thy words go ringing round this grieving globe

Mark Twain

&

forte rapt, that years

¥ joy-and fogs o'erspread

en, curse thy lot,

Bire fof s
Ko > Loty

[R——

Hbrary ntthe jate Francis |

For Pleasure, |’
bv Henry G.{.

{1 “Tom Sawyer.”

| ous fact in books.like *Is Shakspere

.fung b

':humor——lrre\ erence, exaggeration a.nd

: -“ankxebew

in |

4 course, there is that frequent under-

! boyhood
! Mississippl”
. “Roughing It” gives his experiences In
| the Nevada silver mines;

| treating
| writing his autobiography.

! humor at its proper value, we see be-
| ous,
. above all honest and sincere.
i one critic said of him recently:

| mendously
' poraries, he is perhaps the sincerest

. Twain said it.

: SAMU'EL LANGHOB!E cnmms (HABK 'I‘WA'I'N), nou NO’V .‘. 1885 --*DIED APm 21. 1910.

4 .‘,o‘m

the whitewashing ‘‘of “the fence ~in
We  al]l remember
how 'Tom jollied the boys into paying
for the privilege of doing his work;
and ‘how they got a deal of solid
enjoyment out of that coveted task.
Back of it all there was a lesson—
the lesson that work enjoyed becomes
‘a pleasure. Back of all the jollying
and extravagance of Mark's humor
thére are leasonp to apply to life,
And yet, the feeling that one is be-
‘Ing jollied is not easily kept down in
reading some of Mark Twajn's books.
The question ‘as to whether or not he
is . in . earnest will butt itself upon

you as you try to follow the combina-
tion of reckless exaggeration and seri-

| Dead’’?:or even: in descriptive works
"lke “Innocents A‘broad" a,nd “Rouxh-

Irwsht lnh Rulmu
The “gtzaditiés ‘“typieal oroAmeniocan

Finn
humor—tho that is' apparent wha p!en-
tiful enough—but in their portrayal of
real ‘boys and real life im the early
days of the Middle West. .

Thdt “Tom Sawyer” was never al-
lowed to grow up is probably due ‘to
the fact that 'his creator felt him to
be 80 real that he wished to keep him
80. ' Rudyard Kipling tells us In his
“Intérview with Mark Twaln” that hé
became so boldened as to ask if we
were evet going to hear of Tom Saw-
~yer as a. mm.

“I" ha¥
getting §n
-ing up s sl
pers. g
sequel to Tom Sawyer 8 twe wars
In omne I shotild make him tise to xrm
honor and go’'to Congress, and in th
other I should bhang himy. = Then the
. friends ‘and the enemies of the book
could take their <hoige.!”.

Kipling' protested,” cayinx that ‘to
him, at:least, Tom Sawyer was real.
“Oh, he'is real,” “replied Mark,” “He's
lthe only boy I. have known or recol-
ect.”

‘ E?vé ‘a notion ofW

Choosing His Best

There are some of his books which
we might very well have done with-
out—the books that are palpably ir-
reverent—such as *“A Connecticut
Yankee at King Arthur's Court,” but
this and similar works are but the
result of that American type of humor
. which is iconoclastic in its attitude
toward legend, toward tradition anud
even toward more sacred matters.

Then, too, we need not disguise the
fact that much of the exaggeration
and absurdity which passes as humor,
is regarded so simply because Mark
Read’ again carefuily
“Innocents  Abroad” and “A Tramp
Abroad,” and see if thig is not so, Of

current of something deeper, agajn

! and again,

but there are, decidedly,
pagsages in which the old “jollying”
spirit of Tom Sawyer stands out un-
relieved by -any higher motives. Let
us. not be blinded hero-worshippers.
Let us take these for what they are
worth. Suffice it that we have an
abundance of material of real merit
which we can appraise more truly be-
cause we are able to reject what is
worthless.
The Man Himself

There i8 much of the man revealed
in his writings. His tales of boy-
life are drawn largely from his own
Gxperiences. “Life on the
tells of his pilot days;

“Innocents
Abroad” describes his travels in Eu-
rope and the Holy Land, and his per-
sonality shows {tself in many of his
other writings, so that even when
of the Bacon-Shakspere
controversy ‘he declared himself to be

And when we have appraised his

hind it a man, cheerful and courage-
kind and companionable, and
As
“While
Samuel Clemens has jested more tre-

. Nothing seems to chtnmnu mere, [}
plainly - the..total. effect .of Mark
"Twain’s wrmngs than-the incident of |

Philosophy of Humar
The Truth Behnd Mark
T\nm’u hnihblo Juliac.

Iyor-l-qah

than any of his contems-

writer 'in America.”

-

e, chaknstd before Christ, Aris~
totle, the greatest. philosopher who
ever lived, pointed out that the most
serious man i the world is the hu-
morist—he who makes the rest of hu-

manity smile thru their tears or laugh
raucously at the waywardness and
“hard luck” in the universe.

It is commonly supposed that the
tragedian, and not the co has
the really proper outlook on life, But
Aristotle convincingly proved that the
coemedian or humorist had the more
universal and inclusive fonspectu
His way of putting his proposition
somewhat too technieally phrased for
the comprehension of the ordinary
man. But I think I can restate Aris-
tctle’s doctrine in a colloquial way, so
that it ma’y readily be understood by
all, whether v.h«! - phildgophy or
.not. rg” o SR B

“#The Soul That Sinneth.”
¢ In my brochure. ' “The - Religious
Function of Comedy,” I went to eon-
-giderable pains to . orient the - idea,

i ] that the writer of tragedy-is commit-
4 ted to emphasizing the Biblical max~

im, “The soul that sinneth,:it shall.
die.” © The functien of tragic drama.
is to paint, in lurid colors, the pic- |
ture of the consequences,of.folly .and
ein. And the last word of tragic
drama. is the dectrine, ‘“There is no
room for repentance.”

But obsgerva that .the tngedia.n is
thus looking at life just as he sees
it from this side of the world. His
vigion is narrowed. 1t _happens that
we cannot see beyond the grave; we
simply guess that if folly and sin, as
they do, bring about inevitably spiri-

tual death, this ends all and there can |

be no room’ for repentance and salva-

tlon
Numomt'g Functlon- :

’.[‘he wrifer of. camedy, or the hu-
morist, on the other hand, causes us
to laugh at the vicissitudes of life,
because, with profound instinet, his
vision comprehends the 'meaning of |
our poor, futile, human conduct. He
sees that we who take ourselves so
seriously, and pathetically, are a part
of a great spiritual universe, and
that, right-minded, we can laugh at/
ourselves, because the Deity hlmsell’
mugt be regarding his children with
the amusement which contains.in ‘it-
self genuine pity for human foibles’
and fraiities. In short, the writer of
comedy, or the ‘humorist, is aiming to
tell us that our God is a kindly God,
and the tragedy and painh of lfe are,
as the musicians say, “resolved” in
the Deity’s own universal harmony.

The philosophers use a Latin phrase,
“Sub specie  aeternafis,”’ to distin-
guish the human or finite from the
Deity’s point of view. Translated,
the  phrase means, ‘“seen 'in its total
relations thru eternlty ~

A Show World,

The late Mark Twain was no mere
Jester ,no mere. cynic or satirist. He
was attempting to tell us that this is
a show .world, and that if' we could
but "see sub specie aeternitutis—all
conduct and life’ in thelr fotalréla-
tions—we should- find in’ ¢ifcumstance
and fate, in yirtue and folly, and ‘even
in our own defeat and death, room
for the pure laughter of the spirit.

This is the doctrine that George
Meredith put philosophically, and fn
the abstract, and which Mark Twain
put in the concrete, making us laugh
at ourselves and our show world.
Whether or not we have the right to
regard the humorist’s vision of the
incongruous Show in our world and
life as proof of the existénce of a
beneficent Showman behind the scene,
at any rate, despite misfortune, de-
feat, and death, we may always have
the delight of pure laughter—if we
appréhend the world and lifé with the
faculty of the Genuine Comic Spirit.’

Indubitably Mark Twain taught us
«JUSIU 188N0R(q 943 SABIQ 03 A[9YIIq,,

Popular Fiction.
The latest summary of best sellers

as compiled by the “Canadian Book-
man” is:

)

.

1. Kingdom of Slender Swords, H
E. Rives,

2. Son of the Louis
Tracy,

3. White Magio, D, G. Phillips,

4. Lord Loveland Discovers Amerlcn.
C. N. and A, M, Williamsan

Immortals,

.

World's Playfellow ||

M Appnclwon of Mark Twain
By, mm. P. McKishnie

Always the passing of the world's
Jnoblest and beatlsmarm by a wake
‘of sorrow., With the mg of Mark
“Pwain that wake has rippled and wid-
ened and touched notn shores of the
broad sea of humanity.

Universally loved, his rugged, kind-
Iy soul will be greatly missed from a
world he has gladdened; but the world
has this ‘solace. His works , remain
and Mark 'Pwdn was very liko mt
works.

Ileamedthhonem.!nynl‘htul
sat with the man in a little, old-fash-
ioned hotel in an old-fashioned west-
ern. city, where, with .his snowy shock
of hair gleaming thru the haze of.to-
bacco .smoke,  he ‘spun me yarns”
about his cnlldhood and the good old
days he spent in. the open aha on the
water. but what nnpmueu me most
is what he told me avout *his boys:’

His boys, tiow his tace ht-up and
his eyes danced .as he toid me about
tn.am. and, as -he -pictured wiem 1o me,;
‘he. left hig deep- enair by the iumn:
and sat on.the edge, Of:the tanle, - F

“Thau WM moulmdl
atthem."hem, Al tie DOys uy s,
old world are my
them all. ,Jg xqm Lusie-nead-
ed bays;. zﬁﬁ' I, giad-eyed boys,
‘baye; n. mwmg b
‘romp’ togetner.over il ang valley.
They're my, mind-boys and 1 couidn t
do wlthoux, SAnem; .they  couldnt de
without me.,  'fiey Keep. me young and
IL—1 keep them busy; someélimes, I
think { work them too hard. .

* €% “Often we take a trip thru the
night and ,the, rain and ihe wind,
roughing x&, you Kpow, or we. drm
down a great, wide river in an old,
flat-bottom boat that sets alf Lhe
moon-rippies -aquiver.  Sometimes we
linger about deep, quiet pools and lis-
ten to the fish splashing. * * *

“It’s all fancy, of course, but uid
men are fanciful and.all ,0ld men take
trips the same as I take them I have
7i0 doubt. 1t seems the older I get the
more-1 need my. boys, :and the closer
‘winter -draws -about ‘me the more I
‘need those fancy-jaunts thru the old-
en, golden summertimes.”

Makes. Last Trip.

¢ * *+ He has made his: last trip with
his boys down thru:the -olden fields
| and moon-painted waterways and one
can picture those boys piloting their
dear, old white-haired playtellow ac-
“cross: the:play-ground -of Evermore,

“See; lads,- the old@ moon is spilling
silver - on . the face: of -yonder wood.
Suppose you ship oars and we’ll wateh
it for a time" .

“There’'s a grander - picture being
painted . for you farther on, Play-tel-
low.”

“All right, boys, but . keep to the
golden track. - Those tree-shadows are
chill and’ grip "me. - I will sleep but
you mu#t wake me when we ‘come to
" the flat-lands where the frogs and the
night-birds are singing.”

“Yes, Play-fellow, we will wake you,
never fear. The wild things will be
singing and the wild geese will be flit-
ting low’ aboVe:water.. We are taking
you fito sharber;iPlay-fellow; are tak-
ing you into haxbor.’ ;-

“Aye- lads,~into - ha-t'bor
light and- the quiet, - But you must
wake me,—if you: need me**%*1
kKnow ‘every snag,.every shallow on
this old stream and if we run aground
'l miss—" "

And so the! boys piloted him into
harbeor.

3

TO A LOW COMEDIAN.
Across the garish stage, in paint-
ed guise,
I watched thee frolic forth thine
antic part,—
As If tori;ttm
strange
And, serpendnins, oa.rn the jaded
eyes
Of men thy .specious. spectacle
supplies
’Wlth gi.ded gay rrotesquerls to

The Hours leaden feet. But lnv
my heart
for 1 had: caught, - with

rmise,
The sad; oelt-lla.ﬂng my-ury of
thy mirth
And riotous.revelry. While song
of Earth,
Their high-born hopes lald low,
fall faint, or hate
The longing Life that knows no
sweet respite.

“ Thou flauntest thy rollicking in
the gruesome face of Fate
And teachesh men blithely to
- ‘brave the mcm."

save  of -thy

6. Anne

of Green Gables, L, M
Montgomery.

J. D, L, , in “Preludes.”

1
the NUrRER’ IByEMen. A
.the ‘clan’ 1§ broken "How,”

Deys, because 1 love |

‘eleventh century,

Garrett John O'Connor or to put
it into the Gaelic, Garodh M&n
conhnlr.umctthnmxﬁnot

poets, poets by "divine right, ‘because
they sing out of a true heart, fer-
vently, and because they wear

-'chbu'nw!oﬂnbpo!tkworld
M“W“m Dawn.and noon
‘Andmmadﬁeﬂ!ﬁ%w&mmk
He saw life mmdly:frmhkpohhlgu -
'-Aadmmmdtmmdhuebl
'His hedrt-beat stirred the auroral shem the stars
" Circled hia'lowalkcd Awhile he dwelt
'hwwlﬁﬂnna‘marluk
lalﬂm«md. But evermore
HGM&WMJMkambedbn.
Yduhmdwmln&dﬁpunh
A comrade wﬂhhu!efbm. Loving truth
Helmkdal:hqmadmatwﬁ"#n
Wﬂlcomacmanddﬁdlm{haubcw

er at his rnood

purple unstained by any sordid taint. | §

Here and' there and now and
his verses may be séeén.in the
papers, but there is no O’Connor
and only the poetic heart
to these clear and sweet
carolings, unaffected as a
and fragrant as hedge-flow
Mr. O’Connor !l:ﬂ
old Kerry kings, m 18 roy
otunr ways than m W‘
in blood and royal in service.

He came to Canada from England
‘in 1884, and he

writes ‘with the - m
legible‘ hand- that s the  standard in
the British ecivil /ofl!ae.. g‘\;‘e o'eam-

terwards’in t "W

head ‘of "tHe house, uvu nvh

M

to’ Tﬁnity Coilm Mi:

them even this day,

point the mﬂe reader,

the temerity, may consult

Anthony Traill, provost ' oi

College, himself descended from a gbnv»

eral in that same Cromwelllan army

which wrought confusion on Kerry.
Mr. O’Connor is of the

family, their coat of arms being an oak

in a shield, the crest an arm armor-

ed, the hand grasping a dagger plerc-

ing a serpent, with the motto, ‘“Satis

est prostiasse leoni.”” Kerry is a coun~

try  of ex'tmordinnry antiquity, stu-

 dents who are fond of such lines of

research declaring that it is & remnant
of the Atlantean continent.
riginal Scots

The Irish mre the original Scots, bo-
ing so named from an ancient Kerry
queen, Scota: The Scots from Ire-
land, under ‘Fergus, son of Eric, set-
tled in fthe highlands of what ll now
Scotland, in 493, Fergus being ¢hosen
the first king, and. becoming the an-
cestor and founder of the present Scot-
tish race, all . the Kenneths, Malcolms,
Wallaces, Bruces and others being his
descendants. He ‘dled &t Carrickfer-
gus, ten miles from Belfast. The
Irish were known as Scots up till the
‘after which the
name became permanently attached to
Scotland. It is said that the Scots
will keep the Sabbath and wythln‘
else they can get.

It is a background like this, however
and wherever it comes tmm, ‘that
makes the poet.  Mr. O’Connor is &

" plain toiler as he describes himself,

engaged in the prosaic work of the
railway mail service, between Bridge-
burg, where he lives, and Goderich,
but he is inspired with a love for
Canada, in whose greatness and fu-
ture he believes, and he is a faithful
lover of Eirinn. He is ‘a humbie

| worker, he declares, in the cause of

' of humanity: to
Into ‘the | the seneral uplifiing o

a knowledge of all thlnn good and-
pure.
Kelt in Canada

“Canada is a wonderful country,”
he says. ~ “I am glad to belong to
its public service. - Few people think
how the Kelti¢c race dominates our
common country, - three-quarters
our people belong to the Keltic stock
of the Scottish, Welsh, Manx, Cornish,

; Irish, Breton and French—dl of eom-~.

mon origin.”

.Mr. O'Connor has ruched the haif-
century mark and has been a writer
for half that time, but his contribu-

_ticns are for the most part fugitive.

We are glad to present a few of these

- to’ readers of The Gund-,y Worid,

WATCHIN’ FOR SPRNG.

Oh, Mary, come out in the sunshine an’
see the wondhers, dear;

The shnow has almost gone an’ the .hky
is - blue an’ clear,

An" the bulbs are pushin’ their green tops
out av the ground,

While.a gurglin’ robin is filling the alr
with sweet sound.

Down at the ind of the garden the rhu~
barbs’ little red heads

Are peepin’ out at the sunlight from their
cold dhark winter beds;

The lilac biids are swellin' an' sparrows
build in the eaves.

An’ the wind i{s baving a frolic, machree,
wid last year's leaves,

The duck and geese are flyln’ in vees
over the say-bound river,

Wid a swish av winnnheym

" makin’ the soft air quiver,
A hundert av little sthrames run from
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Aw while 1 was watchin',

ma Ine .em av no.wmon d‘qﬂ: '

Fa.tth 1 can't fo tha umh&b ks
Or the cuekoo when ' its m

Orthobnnruﬂmrh :q'og

use door, =
Whefe ye carvadv ‘our mmu h

An' the uble-lnd m whm ”1

hape! i
F‘my yun ago! Ej

old 2
But our love, &
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mcxm' HAY. IN A - MIDDA e
The ma-mn movin’ pictures in the cits

mmt bock the Mu ot chﬂdrhooc
stole me heart away
’rbu-cvnanr dlrbynubun an’ Bl

The streets av Cork’s own city, aw
ins thatched with straw,

With cbvs aitin’ the shamrock ‘in !
that I once saw,

brea.t,m

lh.kln’ hay hold!”hn&, under the nﬂ
blue skies! 3
But faix, Ifdtﬂhsboﬂhoonwh(nw
tears came to my eyes.
Isn’t lt quare no.’ﬂ:,t

| lknplc little picture av a. colleen
+  .makin’' hay,
Oh, 'twas a buumul medda; wqd hew-
hedges round!
I could almost u:ndl th‘el clover, aprnd
out upon groun
1 eaulo nearly hear the cuckoo, caMin’
blythe an’ gay,
uum-mcm medda where the
&irl was makin’ hay.
There were other pictures, naybor,’ bﬂtx
none o sweet an’ grand,
As makin’ hay in a medda across in the
* dear old ma
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“Bcaldnoth:uve an enemy,” I heard: L8

ot e uvumwauimtm

Hommhuvocnw' AN, then, it
seems to me, ¢
That, in a itrenuoun world like this, &
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mean sin
m helps the 9oer muma folks 6«-

« Mberty to

- com infamy,
Can’t earn the foolish epitaph: “He M;»_
no enemy.”




