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A Hundred Years iﬁ{gc.

"HUNIDRED vyears agn the birds -
Were singing =s they sing now,
The fields were flacked with flocks, the flowers
Were springing as they spring now
‘Men toiled as men are toilind now
And moiled as men are moiling now,
And droped as men are 4roping now,
And hoped as men gre hoping now,
And died as men are dyind,

One lived for love and one for gold,
And dreams of fame beguiled one:
One was a monarch where he dwelt, |

Angther a reviled one!




The moon lnuked down the tale to hear
That still deceives the maiden’s ear,
And slander wove its web of slims

Round many & heart in that old time; —
Ah, how the years are flying,

A -hundred years agnl the graves-

That mourners wet with weeping
‘The plough hath furrowed: with their dead
All those who wept are sleeping
~ Are sleeping as we soon shall sleep,’
No more to laugh, no more to weep,
- Na more to hope, no maore to fear,
- No more to gsk Why are we here
A waary and & sighing,




\f){ B{un&?éd ye&rs b G_ome.

WI?ERE, where will be the birds that sing,
: ‘A hundred years to come? ‘
The flowers tha/t ow in beauty spring,
: A ]:mndI'Pd years to come?
The’ Jmsy cheek,
The lnfty browr,
The heart that beats
: Sa dgaily now ! .
' Where, where will be our hnpas and fears,
Joy’s pleasant smiles and Snrru%v‘s faars,
A hu:udre.d years to come? . -




*

Who'll press for :guld this crowded street,
" B hundred years to come ?
Who'll tread yon aisles with willing feet,
" A hundred years.to tome? ‘
Pale, trembling Age,

And fiery Youth,
And Childhood with
~Tts brow of truth
The rich, the peor, on land &nd sea,
Where will the mighty millions be,
A hundred yesars to come?




"

We gll,Wwithin our graves will sleep,
A hundred yeafrs to come; .
No living soul for us will Waaﬁ,’
A hunndred years to come,
But other men 7
‘Our homes Wﬂl fill,
'And others then - .
. - Dur lands will till,
And other birds will sing as gay,
"And. bright the syn shine as to-day,
A hundred years to snme

e
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qhe River.

@Y cliffs grown gray, as men‘grow dray,
~ - With weariness and SOTTOW,
Awhile I panse, and then away,;
And i§ the wild and restlgss Bey
I lose myseli t0-Iorrow,

I turn the wheels 0f many mills,

~ By many 1slands ddlly |

I gussip with the deffodils,

. And to my ﬁusnm take the Till§

That frum the Wnudlands sally




I love the songds that childhuufl 'siﬁféjs'— - eg

Its smiles and roguish gla.ncés,—-
A picture paint of many thmgs
That o'er the mind s halo flings~"

As onward time advances:”

3

I listen to the tender chimﬁ :
0t city bells a- swayingr. :

0 dower of youthT O wealth nitimeT

O pleasant dreamsT O hopes snhlime, '
When ell the world’s a swagmg

Ey clitfs grown gray, as ni gmvf?gray
With weariness and-s " \ :
Awhile I pause, and fhen’)
Like you who loiter here:
And lose myself to-m




‘ Delleiste.

Cj\H'E‘ sumIner sun is all aglow,
The fields and woods with verdure smile,
And willows bend and lillies blow

Heside the blue Belleisle,

The vadrant bees with drowsy hum,
«  And birds with song the hours beguile,
And bells, when home the cattle come,

YW here flows tl}e blue Helleisle,

I stand beneath the elm trees’ shade,
'Mid springing flowers of various dye,
Where death his dreamless couch hath matdes,

I

.

é ‘And count the graves that round me lie,
L : . —— . : . ) . . .




 J

The dead? they heed mot stofm m:r sumn,
Affection’s tear nor hatred’s will,

Nor how our devious fortunes run
Beside the blue Belleisle,

Ah, heart no more by passion lostT
Ah, heart no more to doubt a slavel
Who, who can count the loved and lost,
That moulder in the gravs, i

‘They rest wifh you, and you with them

Shall slumtber in e little while,
And pain end woe no more shall know
Beside the Blue Belleisle,




(SXreen Sleeves.

QREEN leaves will come again,

4 Green leaves will come adain,
Though the yellow leaves are falling
. And the year is on its wane;
But Green Sleeves with her tender eyes
I shall not see again,

I shall see the daisy nodding
To the breezes as they pass,

v B.nd the violets a-blowing

.{ Where crispy grows the grass)
Bht Green SleevesT I shall see her
No more, no more, alas.
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- The birds that in the orchard

Were wont to build and sing,
Wil come with the sarliest W]:lisper
0f the zephyrs of the spring)
But Green SleevesT in the orchard

I shall not hear her sing,

I shall hear the pleasant murmur
Of the brook 'twixt bamks of iern,
And the tinkls, tinkle of the bslls
As home the cattle turny
But Green SlesvesT Oh, Green SleevesT
She never will returm,

he ol




~29-go—

I shall mever know & summer
Like the summers that are fled ;
I shall never feel as once I felt
Since you to me are dead,
Green SleevesT Oh Green Sleeves]
‘For years my heart has bled,

Gieen SleevesT Green Sleeves]
My life is full of pein,

And sometimes at a thought of you
My tears fall down like rain,
For Green SleevesT Green Sleeves]T
We shall not meet again,

v S




Mg Little M&ld of \ﬁ{caqlie.

j KNEW you when your cheeks were fair,
As any rose that bloomed could be, '

.. End your soft eyes were deep A8 WETE

’ The skies that bent o’er you and me;j

A How played the June winds in your heir?
How sought your lips the honey bee?’ '

How, lithe your form, how blithe yuur gir, .

Xl BT T My little Maid of Acadie,
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. 'Tis pity they were dumh the while,

So once you whispered, love, to me,

You sungd, and on the haughs that bent Z

Lbove our heads the little birds
Would cease their songs: they seemed intent
To catch the meaning of your waords
Ynu Laughed, the very frowns would smile
Tao hear a laugh so full of glee s

My Little Meid of Acadis,

—My Little Maid of Acadie, ' ,
Of all God’s worlds the best is this:

When oveb-flowed your heart with bliss:
Twas -2 sweet world through which we went,
A sweeter I've no wish to see;
Thaok haairen for all the joys its lent

s

/i -~ My Little Maid of Acadis, ‘

S




Your eyes grow misty at g thought
! Of what has been and yet may' be,
How tears the years have often brought
And oft may brind to you and me!
By no means wisg are they who dream
- That heaven delights a wreck td see;
And time; the thief, is not supreme,
My Little Maid of Acadie, -

4
Y




d{t ‘ @huréh.

@ OWN through the long broad aisle you glide
. With brow demure and drooping eyes—
For you I'm sure will open wide
One day the portal of the skies,
For heaven is shining in your face, _
Its mirs are breathing you around —
Your presence sanctifies the place ) ‘
And where you walk is holy ground, g

[ ;




You kneel—the angels stoop to ‘hear
The words unheard by other ears,
These worshippers, straight laced; austere,
Know not the language of the spheres:
You seg, I think, the heavenly throng,
You feel, I think, the fluttering wings,
You hear, I think you hear the song
Of joy the ran\sumed spirit smgs. o

But list, your gyes are turned to mina—
" Your thoughts are wandering far away,
Ahove you bends the odorous pine

Below they rake the fragrant hay}
You hear the birds sing and the hrnnk.

Lap filled with ferns and galden rod,
And with no book but nature’ s_huuk

You worship God, alone with God,
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Cj~HE lighthouse light gleams o’er the bay,
Where g1l the stars reflected lie,
- And ’dainst the shingle, worn and dray
The flashing ripples softly sighT
Bnd every breeze that wanders by
A story tells of tropic May, ‘

Southward we turn our eyes away |

O ships of oursT Oh grand errayl
Swift as an arrow was your flight,
But for your coming, day and night,

CIhe _21 ghthouse. | : | a

The mist enshrouds those pennons white

é We vainly weich and vainly pray.
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‘They tell us of a far []atnay
i - Where sumrmer reigns from- year tU year,
Where age by age, as day by day,

Youth's fountain bubbles fresh and clear;
L » Let us farget: that land is near —
i\ We touch the borders of Cathay.




