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PREFACE.

N anecdote appeared some , time ago in the pages of

-à The Crafisman " which gave rise to the ideas embodied

in "Victor Roy." It is not a story of profound depth. Its aim.

is not to soar to Alpine heights of imagination, or to excavate

undiscovered treasures from the mines of thought. It is a very

simple story, told in very simple words, of such lives as are around

us in our midst. It tells of sorrows that are daily being borne by

sufféring humanity, and of the faith that gives strength to

that sufféring humanity to endure seéing Him, who' is in-

visible." AU lives may not see their earth day close in sunshine,

but somewhere the sun is shining, "and all true cross-beariers shall

some day become true crown-Wearers. The following pages have

some refèrences to that Ancient Order which comes down the

centuries, beàring upon its structure the marks of that Grand

Master Builder, who gave to the visible uiiiverse " the sun to rule

the day, the moon and stars to govern the night ; "" àïCOrder which,

like these wondrous orbs, is grand in its mysterious symbolism,

calm. in its unvarying circles, universal in its benefiéence.

We are told of a poor weary traveller who had plucked a flower.

The shadows of a grand cathedral lay before him. He entered ;

its architecture charmed him, its calmness refreshed him. Ap-

proaching a shrine he laid his flower upon it, sayin' It is all I

can give ; it, too, is God's work, althoughgathered"by a feeble,

dying hand." A priest standing neai looked upon the flower and-



said God bless you, my- brother, heaven is nearer to me. So,

if by the perusal of " Victor Roy " one ear hears more distinctly

the Apostolic declaratign, " Pure religion is to visit the fatherless

and widows in their affliction or if one poor sinking spirit is

strengthened, as Longfellow says, to 'I touch Gods right hand in the

the wishes of the Authoress will be fully accomplished.

HARRIETT ANNIE.

HAMMTON, AUgUStý 1882.
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-VICTOR ROY

HEAVILY rolleth the wintry clouds,
And the ceaseless snow is falling, falling,

As the frost king'stroops in their, icv shrouds,0 pirits calling.Whistle and-,bo1výl, like'l'st s

But a warm luxuriantly furnishèd-,roo',
Is an antidote to, the wild night è Prm,

Lamplight and firelight bânish the àloom,1
No poverty stalks there with cold gàunt form.

Yet there seems a shadow, yes even there,
Where all is so peacefully grand and still,

No fair young face with its shining hair,
No voice of love with its musical thrill.

One reigneth alone in that mansion grand,
And his -day of life ha'é-long past its noon,

The wanderer of many aforeign land,
Rests, calmly waiting Heaven's final boon.

'E à



6 VICTOR R 0 Y.

Tbere are fines on his brow of grief and care,
Writ with a quill from. Time's féathered wing.

There are silver tbreads in the chesnut hair,
'the blossoms white of a fair dawning spring.

Yet Victor Roy has a kindly -yord,
And a kindly smile for all he meets

No cry of distress is by him unheard,
While many a blessing his pathway greets.

Yes, that's right jasppr, draw the curtains close,
And make the fire burn bright;
God help the poor and sufféring ones

Within this city to-night.
Did your wife send food to that sick girl in the

market lane to-day?
Did you carry coals to the man whose limbs were

crushed by the loaded dray ?
Well, that's all right, what' is it you say ? you

wish that 1 did but know
The comfort I give to hearts that. are weak, or

erriiig or low.
Have you turned lecturer, Jasper ? no; but it

makes you sad,
To see me lonely and _quiet when Pm making

others glad.
But jasper, remember that you and I, hold

certain things in trust,



Vic FOR R 0 Y. 7

We must gain some interest on our goldhot let
it lie and rust.

I am but a steward for the King, till the time of
his return,

Thereý that will do, supper at ten ; how bright

those fresh coals burn."
Poor Jasper, he thinks me moping and sad; well,

well, I only know
I do not wish that he or aught should ever

consider me so,
It would seem like base ingratitude to the Ruler

.,of my way, L.Çt

Who showers His blessings about and around
me every day.

But oh, Great Architect, whose hand has carvéd
my destiny,

There was a time when in my pride, I ownedý
not Thine nor Thee,

Unheeding theHoly Light Divine to man's dark
pathway sent,

Unheeding the Bible, blessed chart, to storm
tossed sailors sent;

With a film in my eyes, I would not. see the
ladder based on earth,

Yet reaching to the cloud-crowned height, where
the true Lig4t has birth.

The beautifýul--ang"els passing up, with all our
prayers to God,



81 VICTOR ROY.

L IlOur /Ïears , and moans, our fading flowers, all
stained with mire and'sod-

And coming dow-n ah,, many a time 1 1 have
bléssed the Lord above,

For His pure descending angels, brinjýing Faith,
and Hope, and Love.

There'was a time when all this wealth of glory
was lost on me,

And I was like a rudderless ship, far out on the
rocking sea,

I had a friend, oh that blessed word,, we hàd
been parted for years,

And I wandered one da'y to, find him, my heart
had-no cloudyfeàrs. 1

That day stands out in bold relief upon Memory's
wreck-strewn shore,

Like a beacon light in'the lighthouse, undimned
by the rush 'and roar.,

Y Tw«-2.s a day in the early june, the clover was red
in, the field,-

And the zephyrs earnered the kis.ses, the gentle
violets yield

Birds sang, and -the sunshine flickered out and
about tbrough the cloud,

What had «a day - like that to do with a pall, a
coffin, a shroud ?

I stood in a flo-wer-décked churchyard, and on
the proce'sioii"came,



Why did I ask to be answered back, that his was
the sleepers name,

Neàrer now to the dark brown earth the band of
his brothers turned,

And on snowy aprons and collars of blue the
merry sunbeams burned,

I, like a suddenly petrified stone, stood mid the
crowd that day,

And with ears which seemed to be leaden, i
listened and heard one say

Brother, we. have met before,-
Where the Tyler guards the door,
We have given the well-known sign,

That bas blent our souls with thine,
Now this eve, thou giv'st no word,

Back to3--o',ýir souls deep stired,
For the Angel T-yiers wa
At thy Lodge Rooài"s mystic gate.

Brother, thou art taking rest,
We must still the wild storm. breast,
We must build through mist and night,

Thou hast seen the quenchless Light,
While we hew the shapeless stone,

Thou hast bowed before the Throne,
While we tread the chequered floor,

Thou hast pass'd the golden door.

1 VICTOR ROY.



Io VICTOR ROY

Oh Companion, were we there,
Ended every pleading prayer,

Ended 9.11 the work and toil,
Gathered all the fruit and spoil,
Èinished all the war of sin
By the Warden's hand shut in,
Brother; once again with thee,
What would our first greeting be ?

Loved Companions, we have gliven,
To the guardianship of Heaveri',

Our Brother's precious dust_,ý1'
And in memory of the just,
Be it ours still to guard,

All he loved, with watch and ward,
Till like him we reach a shore,
Where these sorrows come no more.yy

All he loved," I knew as I stood there, he
loved not one of that band

As we had loved in our boyhood days, heart to
heart and hand to hand,

They called us David and Jonathan, for our
1 hearts were knit as one,

And now I sàw him left alone,-in the shades of
"-,the dying sun;
'ý4Wàs it -his spirit beside me stood for do not

their spirits'come,



Relieved from all burden of eârthly dross, and
win us up to their home?

Was it his spirit urged me 'on, to seek for the
Orient Light ?

It seemed that 1 should be nearer hini if one in
that mystic rite,

Never a Syrian ready to perish, needed more
timely aid,

Never a pilgrim knocked at the door and found
more restful shade,

Aye, time has carried me on some way, since the
hour I saw the light, ,

And morning has gone, noontide has gone, now
soon must draw on the night.

Îheard the young lads in the office talking about
me to-day,

I did not mean to play the part of eaves-dropper
in their way, 1

They were wondering who, in the name of fate,
1 would find for niy heir,

Wondering why 1 never was married, there are
some so proud and fair,

Tbey knew I could have for the asking, and so
they went on with their fun,

'ý,11Til1 the Senior Partner " gave a cough, and
then all. their,'mirth was done.

But I asked from Heaven though I know the way
is mingled,,flower and thorn'.

VICTOR ROY. il



That not one from partner to porter may bear all
I have borne.

So Jasper thinks I am sad ; how the wintry winds
whistle to-night!

Heaven grant no poor womau or children are out
in this sleety blight.

I cannot read this eve; what âÏls me? "Chroni-
clej" "Tribun" e " and " Times,"

Lie looking coaxingly at me, I heed not* their
prose or rhymes,

Is it thinking so much of Arthur, brings Aimee
before me here,

Aimee, my idol, my darling, my pet, who always
spoke words of cheer,

Did I say what brings ber near me to-night, she
is with me every day.

God help me, for Aimee's another man's wife three
thousand miles away,

Oh how we loved 1 theres no use in talking, al]
do not love the same,

To some 'tis the bread and breath of life, to,
some it is onIy a name.

We weregoing to be married the coming spring,^
we had planned. Our nest,

Down in the fairest of fairy dells, in sight of the
blue sea's breast,

When'Uncle Roy who had sailed to India, many
long years before,

Vic TOR R 0 Y.12



Gone from the towers of Edinburgh, and made
piles of golden store,

Sent for me all in a hurry and ere long he died
- on my bréast,

And far fromthe land of the heather we laid him.
gently to rest.

And then came the féver to me, sick and weak at
the point of death,

Ravîngfor Aîmee-they told me'twas Aimee at
every breath.

Weeks passed and I woke again one day to breath
as it were new air.

The crisis over.; now health, life, love and myself
a millionaire.

But Victor Ellis came back no more, I was
changed into Victor Roy.

Yes, a king with a crown of gold, but the gold
was a broken toyi

For a letter lay by me from England, a strange
hand-writing to me,

Telling me Aimee, my star of hope, was lost in
the treacherous sea.

party went 'boating one eve, and the pleasure
boat striick the bar,

And befâre any help could be given, Aimee had
IIýfloated out far.

Every available thiiig wàs done, that landsman or
sailor could try,

V-ICTOR ROY. 13



14 VICTOR R 0 Y.

So fell the burning shower of words that met my
bewildered eye.

Oh the night at noon, I have wondered oft how
much the heart will bear,

As strand after strand of the toughened cord,
strains with the weight and wear.

I felt I must fly, weak as I was, to where she was
lying; perhaps

'Twas a merciful Providence after all, that I took
a relapse.

Oh, the weary months that crawléd slowly by at
a tortoise creeping pace,

I seeeming to hear the dash of the waves, that
hid a beloved face.

Time passed, and I learnt that the roaring sea
was not the treacherous thing.

'Twas not the dumb wave, but a living man that
turned to Winter my Spring,

And Aimee had married another and sought the
Australian shore.

She must have thought I was dead, Heaven help
me, betwixt us ocean's roar.

I have sometimes wondered if goldIs ever aught
but a curse,

No, that's wrong-if honestly gained, no harm in a
well filled purse, %

But I often think of the little home standing there
by the sea,

zr
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For far off merry England, the home planned for
Aimee and me.

Oh to have toiled for her from dawn till the dews
of restful night,

Her smile my guerdon, her love my prize, her
heart so happy and bright.

Often I wonder if peace and, love have sheltered
ý her with their wings ;

Of wealth I suppose they have plenty, and the
comforts money brings,

For Moiârose was the heir to a large amount of
money I know,

And he certainly was not the kind of man to let
1 his money go.

But there must be something warmer than gold
to, brighten Aimee's sky,

And I hav'nt much faith in a man who could win
such a prize by a -lie.

But Heaven is good that, I found him not when
my soul was passion rife,

'Twould only have brought her grief, for my aim
was a life for a life,
Well-a-day! come here " Chronicle," let us seé if
you have a word

To calm the current - of burning thoughts that
down to their depths are stirred,

PU read the first thing I meet with, murders,
fires, or kingdoms riven;

VICTOR ROY. is
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Oh you are the first on the page, Il Vera, to her
lover in Heaven."

My lover why is it this night of storms,
My thought-S are ever turning to thee ?

You who are sheltered from all the blast,
Hear the murmuring sounds of the crystal sea.

Mylover; do you remember the day,
When last my hands were in yours entwined,

And the air was faint with the summer flowers,
While a roll of thunder came on the wind.

My lover; who always spoke words of love,
The tone of thy voice lis so clear but far,

A bridge is between us I cannot cross,
But God's will stands at each eild of the bar.

Mv- lover; did yoù with your mist-cleared eyes,
Sà me when I thought you were far away,

Did you bring down Hope from your new«found
skies,

While my heart was breaking over your clay ?

My lover; how long haie the seasons been,
Since 1 tri-d. to spell out the smaï word 1 wait

And learntý to know that your love and life,
Grow éver more strong as the year's grow late,
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My 1 O'ver,; -in dreams of the nîght you come,
Out of'God's goodness sent from afar,

He arches the barriers for the best,
c f 2

And Christ's love stafids at ea end of the bar.

Some day that arch WiWw-iden its breadth,
There 'Il be ro,---um for two, you'Il not come in

vaiý,.'
And over the darkness of weeping and death,
Ve'Il be always together, and happy again."

Why did I read these lines, was it only to mock
my woe?

For less would the burden be and'the sin would
be less I know,

If I knew that my darling was safe and blest
where the angels are.

Why do I murmur? for God's will stands. at each
end of the mystic tàr.

Well, why do I stay here gazing hopelessly into
the fire ?

Watching the coals that glow and burn, then fall
away and expire,

'It seems that out of their flashing light my lost
love appears to rise,

And another face that has haunted me all day
with its wi-stful eyes

As we halted at church to-day; a face, a young
girl's face, so sad,



Looked -out among the crowd that gazed, and
her dark eyes made me glad.

What strange, queer beings we are, a ldbk, or a
song, or a flower,

A scsent on the air, a sound of the sea, they come
with such power,

That the long years vanish away, and over death's
ýI murky tide

Spîritual -bodies féarlessly walk, and stand with
us side by sides

Gone is all distance and time, vanished far is the
grave's eclipse.

Again sweet voices are in our ears, their breath
upon our lips,

SO, with that poor, strange child to-day, who
has never heard Aimee's name,

Little she thought - that her eainest eyes rekindled
a smouldering flame,

There was an old familiar look of the happy days
once fled,

An old familiar look of one that I love as we love
the dead., 1

Love her ? love Aimee ? do I love her less,
--because since I kissed her last

Over My'deàolate heart the,4ides V of twenty-five
years liave passed ?

1 aùi longing to-night: to héar her hymn, her
sweet "Abide witii-me,"

118 VICTOR ROY.



As she sang it, leaning upon my breast the night
I put out to sea.

I know it was only she 1 loved, and thought of
that eventide

But now I canfüll endorse the draft, 0 Lord
with me abide,"

And spite of the hçavy clouds that hang o'er my
life path near and far,

I own with Vera that " Christ's love stands at
eac-h end of the mystic bar,"

And so much of the desert life has been travelled
by night and day,

That the shores of the summer land are not so
very far away.

And although I know there is one dark- sea where
black waves heave and toss,

I know the Pilot who waits for me will carry me
safély across.

My path down to that water's edge is one avenue
of pines

But though 1 walk amid shadows dim, o'er-
head the bright iun shines.

cz,
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VICTOR ROY20

Heavily rolleth the wintry clouds,
nd the ceaseless snow -iý'falling, falling,
While the frost kings troops in their icy shrouds-
Whistle and howl like lost spirits calling.

In a scantily furnished tenement room.
Through which the same frost troops are sighing,

Churlishly gloweth the charcoal flame,
While a man lies there in penury dying.

Nothing new on this beaiýifù1 earth,
Are hunger and nakedness, cold and pain,

Over God-s sinless creation of love
The serpent glides with his poisonous, train.

Where is Aimee ? here I lie all alone in this
mmetched holé,

I who was reared as a gentleman's son, an aristo-
crat to, the soul, >

Could drink more wine at my fathers, board than
the best man out of a score;

Rôde with the hounds at ten years old, and
play ed high M* a few years- more.



A man can live without love!, but he cai
along withouÎ gold,

And a woman and child sadly hamper a
that's poor or old,

21
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How can a gentleman work and toil year after
year like a slave?

For when you've worked yôur life away'you're
asked, "Why did not'you save

Not that I would reproach my wife,"'I daresay
she has done her best;

But women can earn such a trifle, and grow weak
if they lose their rest.

Not that Aimee has ever grumbled, and I am not
to be blamed,

If she choose to work and stitch away from morn
till the sunset flamed;

And just the course of my crooked luck, that if
but--one child we bad,

The boy irlust go and the girl must stay; that boy
was la likely lad,

Would have been nineteen if he'd lived, might be
earning a good sum now,

For Willie was something lilie me, wide awake,
had a sensible brow;

But Ethel, poor 'hild, her-mother again lives in
a world of her own,

Sees faces in flowers, hears- voices in winds,
reads poems-f-r6ýà chiselled stone.

'h ilC ý'î ý"



VICTOR ROY22

I certainly havn't had the best of luck, Pve tried
n dîfférent lands,

And, as I said, it's a drag to have éthers upon
your hands.

'Twas a most disappointing thingi of course,
when that old aunt died at Ayr,

And only one hundred poun'ds was left to Aimee,
lier rightful heir,;

Not that I married Aimee for wealih, --but t'-
thought it just as sure,

That grand estate. to think of it all, and I lyl'ng
here so poor.

Ah, I want some brandy 1 1 must have something
to make me féel more strong.,

Brandy! it is money, and life, and health; what
makes Aimee stay so-long ?

Oh, here you are, make up more fire; 1 should
think.you're warm enough

Walking about, let me have that shawl, to-nighi
will be wild and rough.

I must have some more spirit to keep me up, not-
tfiat I heed the lie,

The doctor told you this morning that before
very long I must die.

I expect, if I had some of the gold your q1d aunt
used to keep,

He, would manage to raise me up all right-you
think I had better sleep,
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You think me ungrateful, perhaps; reach some
brandy and then you'Il see

How more than grateful I am, what a pattern of
patience Pll be.

No money, no means, the last thing's gone, ana"
Ethel and you in need 1 ,

Well, y ou must have managed badly enough with
only two mouths to feed,

For you can't count me as much, the little
support I take,

A little stimulant now and then, swallowed only
for your sake.

Aimee, I » must have some now-nothing left?
1 what is that glittering thing?
Aimee, you- dear one, dispose of that; of what

use is our wéýdding ring?
Don't Ée cross for the sâk-è ofihe child, you say,

why you angel dear, -
Who would ever doubt -you, sà good, so true,

you have nothing to fear.
And then you're always trusting in God, and

surely he would appro ve
Of your selling your weading ring for him that

you've sworn to love?
1 'wish that wind. uould stop howling, it says

such queer tiiings to me,
Wake up, little Ethel, and send her before it's

too dark to see

4
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-If that old fraud of a pawnbroker gives her the
change all right.
Aimee, send quickly, I feel so' strange oh, 'I

dread this coming night.
I never murdered that man out there, away on

-the western plains;
And yet there are spots of blood on the floor,

they can't wash out the stains.
What is it the lawyers call it? "Accessory to the

fact ?
Ha! ha 1 old boy, I was wide awake; they could.

not catch me in the act,
So we put that poor young fool of a lad, just out

from the motherland,
Made him. just drunk enough to fight when we

needed a helping han'd;
A helping hand with a bowie knife and arcorpse

to be stowed away,
-We were sober enough not to be on hand when

called upon next day.
Who's that? Who aré you? Stop! stop! coming

whispering into my ear,
There àreýother judges, ot4r law courts, and I

havèicause to fear.yy
How the ship struggleà and reels- z

all rig -*s
this the Australian shore ?

No, sandbars and reefs; will tbey, never stop
those confounded breaker's roar?



Aimee, what is it ? Take that stuff ? I will if,
'twill make me sleep.

cannot rest; shall I never be quiet; hark how
the wild winds sweep.

No, Victor, no; ypu got the money, and that was
1 enough for you.

Did you think I was fool enougb, man, to let you
have Aimee too?

Aimee, c* me here and whisper to me; what does
the judgment mean ?

judgment and conscience.-Look, look, there's
Victor grinning behind the screen 1

Victor in heaven this many a year? I tell you
it is no such thing,

Aimee, you were dead once-were drowned-did
you hear the mermaids sing?

I say you were drowned one night, when the
pleasure boat struck the bar,

And before any help could come you had floated
out deep and far.

Every available thing was done that sailor or
landsman could try;

But you could not be found-I guess not-so of
course you had to die.,

Hav'nt I a remarkable memory? these were the
words I wrote:

Every- available thing was done b sailor or
landsman afloat."

VICTOR R 0 Y. 25
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So Victor knows all about it-there! there he is
côming again;

No no! we are'nt, here, we're away -on the
southern Indian main.

Who calls me? Who wants me? I cannot go
into that wild dark land'.

Sornebody, help Is this death ? Don't touch
me with that cold haùd.

Aimee, don't leave me; oh say, have the officers
found me at last ?

Tell me-I think it's the medicine I took that
makes me dream of the past

Oh, will they believe me iip there, in the clear
bright rays -of the sun,

That shows all the by-gone years of a life, the
crimes a man has done?

Will nobody stop that horrid wind ? it- creeps
rightinto my heart,

It seems to mutter, and groan and shriek: Come,
it is time to depart."

There's a broad dark sea bef6re me; help, Aimee,
the waters are dep 1

I want a pilot-I cannot steer-I am sinking-
let-me-sleep." fil

Blo'eth the storm more cheérlessly still,
And the setting sun has a sickly hue,
As if he foresaw the falling tears,
As if all the sorrows of 'earth he knew.
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Heavily stealeth an hour or two,
And mid the noise -of the city's diný
N, o one noticed the tenement room,

As two passed out where but one went in.'9

For, lieth a dead man behind the door,
Closed between him, and the outer strife,

And a weeping woman and clinging girl
Look upon death, and look out upon life,

Almost fainting with sufféring and grief;
Alone, unknown, in a stranger land,

Mother and daughter have knelt to pray
As men pray wrecked on a rocky strand.

Churlishly gloweth the charcoal flame,
Mother and éhild wiih hearts almost broke,
Clasped in each other's embrace of love,

Checking her sorrow, sweet Ethel sipoke:

Mother, my mother dear,
Weep not so hopelessly, though all is dark

We have our loving'Father yet in heaven,-
His eyes must be upon, our shattered bark;
Our sails are torn and we are tempest driven,

Yet He, can hear,
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To whom has God sent aid ?
To the lone widow's home the prophet came,
For a few frightened men the wild sea slept,
For one poor servant flashed the glowing flame,

Where angels in their martial glory stepped
Out from the shadee 7

Not for proud Miriam's king
Rolled back the billows of the deep Red sea;
For helpless women, children, unarmed men,

The'Fourth Man'walked to shield the flame-girt
three

For one, St. Michael, paced the lion's den,
God's help to bring,

Mother, is He not near,
Who had not where to rest His tired head ?lit
Who, in ihe dreary wilderness alone,
Hungry and faint, had none to give Him bread;

Listening t' the damp wind's low and sullen moan
O'er natures bîer."

My child, my comforter, in this, dark hour of
love

Thy faith and'trust in God is like the pole
star's glow

To-some benighted sailor; yes, e'en now. a thought
Has come to me like light from dawning sunbeam

brought.
My father, Ethel,-was a Mason; ere he died



He called me to him, and kneeling at his side,
Gave me a jewel, charged me with his dying breath
Never to give it up except for life or death,

For when at last he died we were almost alone,
And strangers ears were those which heard his.

dying moan,
The hands of strangers robed him for the grave,
The feet of strangers laid him where the cedar-s

wave.
Wear , he had left England for the balmy breath
Of summer climes he found fierce pain and death.
1 was his joy, his all on earth, for the dark hour
That gave me breath took home his purest flower.
And I have never known what means that place

of rest,
The sweeetest home on earth, a living mother's

breast.
AU the night long, in which my father died,
He kept me close beside him, oft he vainly tried
To tell me about something, ever and anon
He'd speak about his brothers-I knew he had

none
Then in faint accents he would say, 'When I am

cold
Tell them I left a lamb outside thefold.9

'Tell whom V I cried. , 'My brothers.' Then he'd
fall asleep,

And I supposed him wandering and would weep.,
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A year or so befère we spent a happy time'
On bonnie Scotland's hills of heather and wild

thyme,
And oft we watched the shepherd tending flocks

ofsheep

In the soft grassy vales, or up the mountain steep,
And sweet were the life lessons that I often took

From that unsullied page of-nature's open book.
There came to me througli ihat fair, hallowed

summer scene,
Bright glowing visions of the fadeless pastures

green,
And clearer views of One I trust my soul will keep,
-That sinless, Holy Shepherd of the helpless- sheep,,
And so I thought when father moaned amid his

pain, que
I leave an orphan lamb;' hé had gone back again
Through the fierce févers, annihilâting fliglit,

To valley of the blue bell, or the heath
crowned height.

But, suddenly therè came one quick and con-
scious gleam

Of light with its belongings; that transforming
beam, 1

Lit up the past a moment, then its God-sent light
Flashed up fhe path he travelled. Na more tears,

no night
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Was there for him, he said, only love is shining
day,

And calling on his young wife's name he passed
away.

Ethel, I've been so hungry often, and so chill,
And what is ten times worse, have seen you faint

and ill,
And never yet have I foresworn my pledge

but now
Our duty to, the dead must plead my broken vow.
Ethel, if my loved Father is with us to-night,
Will he not stamp forgiveness on this dead as

right ?
Perhaps in the morning light this howling storm

W, ill stay
Its fury, and ÎGod please to open up our way.

So we can lay our dead in'quiet rest at last,
Then We, my child, go forth andq-dare the world's

cold blast-."

Mother, oh let me tell
Something I saw to-day: I went for bread -

But ýwhen I came to pass the church, my way
Was stopped by a procession, a neighbor said

It was St. John's loved Festival, a day
Masons keep well.
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And while we were delayed
She spoke of one who had kind words fýr all,
She said his name was Roy, told me his home;
He could'nt have heard her, yet he looked at me
So strangely, yet so kindly, that my thouglits

will roam,
TO him for aid,

Yes, mother-; yes, to-night,
Trust me with that Masonic jewel, I

Will keep it safé; perhaps this very man
May know of àome one who would like to buy,,
At least he'Il let me know its worth, I can

But do the right.

Mother, deny nie not,
FR go as Esther went unto the king,

lit God will protect me if the night îs wild -
Perhaps some bright ray of sunshine 1 may bring,
Pray that good angels may surroun&your child,

And guard her lot."
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Out in the blinding and pitiless sleet,
The young girl goes on her errand blest;

She starts at each sound on the lonely street,
As she longs for, but dares not dream of rest.

She knows not the worth of the gem she holds
Close to, her breast, in her thinl clad hands -y

A martyr's courage her soul enfolds, -
And a guardian angel near her stands.

She shudders oft as she'passes by.
Some staggering form, whose ribald curse

Seems, 'mid the storms of that stormy sky,
To make the loneliness ten times worse.

Now on the icy pavemeût she stands,
Now is plunged déep in a drift of snow,

Now she is rubbing lièr freezing hands
Scarcely knowing w-hich way she must go.

She thinks of the past, the long dark past, î
And blights that follow a drunkard's child,

And the tears she strivéà, to check fall fast,
And turn to icè in that night so, wild.
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For we all know how, in the darkest shade,
Dreams of the sunniest light will come

To one in a foreizan hospital laid,
No words so dear as, My home, sweet home 1

,,And Ethel sees visions of sunny bowers
Where once she played with the ring-doves mild,

'Mid the piercing blast she can scent the fl'owers
She plucked with joy when a little child.

Then she starts in féar, and a nameless dread,
As she thinks of her mother o'er and o'er,

Keeping lone watch with one lying dead,
In that féarful stillness, behind the door;

And, raising her tremblin heart to Heaven,
She asks of Him, Who careth for birds

That help and strength may to her be given,
And not in air die her earnest words.

She reaches the end of the lonely gloom,
She scarcely knows if in fear or joy,

She passes on to a snug, warm room
And stands in the presence of Victor Roy,

J With tremulous, efforts the'timid girl
Stri-ves to utter her story of grief,

-Alnd all things grow of a dizzy whirl
As she shivering stands like an aspen leaf.



He looks at the eyes so earnest'and sad,
He hears the voice that is sweet and mild,

He sees a figure scantily clad, 1
And only mutters, " Why, that is the child."

He looks at thesnowflakes melting fast
From the faded hood and the mantle fold,

While his thoughts go dreamily into the past,
And now he, is young and now he is old.

He has taken the jewel in his hand,1 He knows the mark'which that Key-stone bears;
Upon any sea, upon any land,

The sign of a brother that jewel wears,

He looks at the Key-stone, with eyes whose ray
Grows dreamy like a somnambulist,

And Ethel murmurs, " I'saw vou to-day
At the church of St. John the Evangelist.

Have I done any wrong in coming here ?1ý
'Twas only this evening my father died,

And mother is lonely and full of féar;
We have no friend in this world so wide."

And heanng the mournful'voice again,
Seemed the unexplainçâ spell to, break;

And, in tones which were partIv born of pain
And partly of-hopefulness, Victor spake:
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Come nearer the fire, little girl, and tell me why
here you came.

Whydid you bring this jewel to me? How did
you learn my name ?

Your father is dead, this was not his; your name
is Ethel Adair.

Adair, Adair, it seems like a dream; I have heard.
that name, but where ?

There, rest yourself child, it's cold to-night, you
can tell 'me by and by

Where you are from, and where you live-what
do you say, will I buy ?

Do not fear little girl, I am your friénd ; you
caùnot-speak the word

Of thanks7 you wish to say, never mind, for there's
-One above has haard.

Were you born in America? No; in Spain by
the Darro's waters bright,

Your parents went there from western 'skies,
Yneath the Rocky mountain's height.

Where do you live'? What , there., in that
wretched bain ' of a place 1

A man who can rent such dens shou1d,ýýmeet the
contempt of his race.

What have you had to eat to-day Why, how
have yqu li'ed it out ? **Your mothèr and you did sewing; oh yes, at
-starvation prices, no doubt.-

VICTOR ROY.36



11im I know the man you have worked for
then, he keeps his carriage and pair,

Gives largely to missionary funds, and is long
and loud in#ayer.

Never mind, the same All-Seeing Eye watches
them come and go,

That noted the whitéd sepulchre two tbousand
years ago.

There, take that coffée -and cake, and when you
are rested PH come

And - see' what has to be done in your lonely,
desolate home.

And Jasper, you'Il come along to take care of us
both, and please bring

Something to eat; a basket? yes, filled with every
good thing.

There, don'ti be long Jasper, time flies; yes, I
know it îs growing late,

And Una and her lion have not. so very long to
wait . .

You used to read of Una, and wonder what made
the lion stay ;

Lions are useful, Ethel, sometimes to keep the
jackals awayO

Why child, are you ready so soon? W. ill you be
my little guide ? 10

Oh, I'cannot tell you the worth of this; do you
know wherè your grandpa died?
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You would rather I bought it-all right-whois
at home, only your mother, dear?

A brother's daughter and orphan child must not
perish while I am near. &

You knew that God would help you, have you
learnt to trust and love Him, too ?

There's another link between us then, ever old
and ever new.

You're afraid the storm will hurt me, you are
used to the frosty air ;

We'll brave it together for once, so come little
Ethel Adair'.
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And hasshe gone-that fair, frail, gentle flower-
Out in this scene of winterrs frost-forged power
Oh, heaven, have I been selfish in my woe?

Sweet angels guard ber through the blinding snow.
Ethel, -.ny child, my comforter, my stay,
It seems a long dream since the summer day
When first she came to me, in that far land
Where the bright Darro laves the gleaming sand.

'Neath the blue skies of Spain ber baby feet
First walked amid the southern bowers, sweet
With breath of jasemine; and the green vines

twined
Their gentle ai'-M's, clasping the golden rind

Of ripened oranges, -and the rose-hung bowers
Glowed with the glory of a thousand. flowers.
And oft àt night, up the dark waters came
The splash of oars, beneath. the stars white flame
Sounded the solemn chant of sailors nigh,
"Ave Maria! save us, bear*our cry."
But to my babe and I there came no hymn,
No ballowing words amid the olives dim,
Only the same- dark blight on every scene,

The leper's mournful cry, t-'Unclea'n, unclean."
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For then'twas whispered that dark deeds of shame
Wreathed with a viper's slime our household name
I know not all the truth, but I am sure
The path of sin is downward, and the poor
Weak soul. that yields is bound by fetters tight
'Till comes the end as it has come to-night,
And he lies there; oh, in this bitter cup

Which Thou, my Father, bids't me drink up.
I bless thy strong, calm power, which, through

the years,
The long, dark,- downward time of change and

tears
Hast kept before my dimmed and fading sight
One word which warned with. an undying light,

When love hâd proved an "ignisfatuus" gleam.
Duty stood forward with-r-f godlike beam,
And broùght before the fainting sickened heart,
The words God listened to, " till death us part,"

Two short words,.Love and Duty, when together
How bearable the rains of stormy weather Y

But when they unclasp hands, e'en then the dew
Grows into ice-points, piercing through and

through.
"Till death us part," -and am I really free
Is the chain severed for eternity ?
Look back my conscience, for the hours go fast,
Through the diùa corridors of the far past.

Oh memory, from what point will thou start,



Back to the time when Victor won my heart;
He was my idol, bright star of my life,
Our home was planned, I was to be his wife;

When off to India he sailed far awayi-
Expecting to return an early day.
Ah, that last night when he put out to, sea,

When by his side I sang " Abide with me;
Ah, mournful days, yet hopes bright fires would

burn,
Giving warm promise of his quick return,
Oft would I stand beside the untiring seas,

And send"him words of love and trust like these:

" Evening's gloom is round me now,
Evening's breeze is whispering low,
Gentle murmuring voices wake

From the ripples of the lake.
Maker of the land and sea,
Hear my humble evening plea,

Father, hear me as I pray,
One 1 love is far away.

Guidé the bark that bears him on,
'Guard him till the goal is won,

Up the mountain's towering height,
And the misty damps of night,
In the city's moving throng,

With the wood-dove's sweetest song,
By the lonely river's marge,
O'er him, give Thy angels charge*
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In his hours of gladsome mirth,
Round some warm and welcome hearth,
In the halls of keen debate,
And the pomp and pride of state,

Cheer his spirit with love's beams
Lighten up his midnight dreams;
In his wanderîngs free and wild,
Father, keep him, as Thy child.

From the pestilential blight,
From the sun-beams scorching light,
From temptation's mighty power,

In some lone unguarded hour.
From the dangers that we know,
From the dark undreamt of foe,
From the death-splash of the wave,

Father, hear and help and save."

Then came the tidine brought by Robert's hand,
Victor lay buried in a far off land ;
Died, wafting my name up to Heaven in prayer,

Leaving his promised bride to Roberts care.
Oft it has puzzled me, until my brain

Has racked itself from thinking into pain,
Why Victor left me thus, for in the past

He surely loved not Robert, perhaps at last
He saw things différently an d thought it best
And had hie wishes w-rit, e're he could rest.,
But oh, the agony of those past hours ;
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It seems on looking back, that all my flowers
Looked mournfully at me and drooped their

heads, - - t

And lay like dying children in their beds;
And the bright birds in the vine-covered wall
Sang the sad chords of " The Dead March in

Saul ; y

And I was living, but all else were dead,
The sunbeam shimmered sickly o'er my head,
As when a ray peers in a darkened room,

Where one beneath a pall awaits his tomb.
Robert was ever near wh, en Victor died,
And soon he sought to win me for his bride;
He told me how he'd loved me many years,
Loved him I loved, kindly he «dried my tears,

Pictured my desolate and lonely lot,
Urged nie, to go with him to soine new spot
Where all the past should be but as a dream,

And our lives glide gently down life's stream.
I told himthat my heart was far
Beneath the palm. where Victor's body lay;
That nightly in my dreams I 1eard the splash
Upon the shores where Ganges' waters dash.

I told him all my hope now was to stand
Amid the quiet of God's summerland;

Beneath an-other palm. tree'.P'Shade to be,
And list the murmurs of the crystalsea.
But Robert loved me; I becamelis, wifé;

VICTOR ROY 43



44 VICTOR ROY.

Could I foresee the sunken rocks of life ?
And he was handsome then, and kind, and bright;
Could I foretell ecl ipses? then the night.

Oh, I have looked sométimes upon that face,
When robbed of every lineament of grace,
And I have cried unto the heavens above,

" It was not this, 0 God, I pledged to love;,
Unsteady gait, wild brain and selfish heart

Flashed the red lights -of danger " till death part."
Tell me, sôul-searching ray, if erst I strove
To cherish, feed and guard where grew no love.

We sailed away to far Australias shore,
Oh> the long days passed near the obean's roar.
For him on whom I leaned in hope and trust,
Proved but coarse clay that crumbled soon to-

dust.
Drinking and ganibling, sharks, that swallow

whole, %
Homes, jeweis, money, reason.1ody, soul.
Alone, for weeks to hear none call my name,

And happier alone; then baby came,
My firstborn, precious boy, I lived for him
For months; then his bright eyes grew dim,
And where the reeds and grass grew rank and

wild,
We made a krave for Willie, darling child. 1

Ah, well I weein the night we laid him there,
I went to watch- his grave day had'been fair,,



But eve came -up with thunder's muttered growl,
And ever and anon the lightning's scowl
Flashed angrily upon me as I viewed
The breakers dashing on the sea beach rude.
I grew passionate amid the whirlwind's sigh,
It had no word of comfort, loud was its cry,
And deep, dark was the'struggle of my soul,
As I watched the billows onward roll.
There came no ray of hope across my breast,
As I turned toward my place of wild unrest;
I looked in vain for calmnessup on high,

It was not God's time f6r rainbows in the sky.
I went again next eve; therèwas no storm,
The full moon lighted up each darkening form

'Twas the glory of a summers bloom,
And I went onward to my babys tomb.
I laid fresh flowers above the cold in death,
I felt upon my cheek warm zephyr's breath,
It seemed as if an angel had swept by
Across the grass where I too longed to lie

And I saw the glorious sweep of moonbeams
Gilding the- white rocýs, circling all the streams
With rays of glory; 1 knelt-on the bank, -

Watching thepicture, till my lone heart sank
Down to the depths; I could have slept to deathi,

My wounds seemed to, defy the balmy breath
,Of nature to restore, my p'eace ; my hands
I stretched out o'er the sea to, northern lands,
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1, moved, so swiftly o'er the moon-gilt foam,
I stood once more within my father's bome,

Could almost'hear the village bells ring out,

Could almost hear the merry children's shout,
Could breathe the scent of violet and rose,

W-alked down the dells -where the pale- primrose
grows.

Ah, t ' ell the truth, felt once again the bliss
Of Victor's loving clasp and burning kissf

Felt his fond arms enfold. me to his breast,
And I a bird safe in its -shadowy nest,
And then the vision vanished; I was there,
A prey to sorrow, loneliness and care,
Like one who spends in a dark mine his life,
My baby dead, and I a drunkard's wife.
Then came a thought on Hiih'>"«of Mary born,
Who turned not back for spear or cross or thorn,
And through the murmurings of breeze and bay,
A voice seemed whispering to me, " Watch and

pray-
I knelt as He knelt on the grassy sod,
And following Him I prayed for strength from,

1 God ; -
" sweet bird suddenly broke into song,
" soft air trembled through, the branches strong,
And my soul rose on the pure air to Heaven,

Thus to my heart was hope, and comfort given.
Whüe by that grave 1 sang " Abide with më, Y>

46 VICTOR R 0 Y.



e VICTOR R 0 Y. 47 -

As on the night whén Victor * went to sea;
Ab, I was leaning then upon the breast
That five-and-twenty years bas been at rest.
Oh, Victor! art thou gone so far away
That thou cans't hear no earth tone night or day.?

Sometimes'it seems as if thou wert not far,
Nearer and warmer than the nearest star.

How the wind moans-Ethel, my precious one,
Where shall we wander by to-morrow's sun ?

Homeless and ffiendless in a stranger land,
Our Saviour help and aid; Thy mig4ty hand

Can save, Thine ear can lisf-each bitter moan.
Hark! Ethel's voice, she comes, and not alone
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Still rolleth onward time's mystical, tide,
Ebbing and flowing by night and day;

Gladnéss and misery scattering wide,
Gladness and misery turning away.

Fair Spring has been with her emerald leaves,
Red Summer with roses of crimson ray-,

Brown Autumn has passed with its golden sheaves
Again St. jobn the Evangelist's day.

Since the morning came, Masonic bands
Have gathered, old friendship's ties to renew;

Trùe hands have been clasped in a brother's hands,
Cal-m-.xest and refi-eshment fall like dew.

Far over the roll of the billowy seas,
Strangers have met on the lodge-room, floor,

And like Israel encamped beneath Elim's trees,
Have thirsted for love's cool draught no more,

From the ice-wrought chain of the Arctic zone,
To the silver-lit sands of rich Peru;

From the shores which guard Viétoria's throne,
To the woods of the west, unshorn and new,



In the crdwded street, full 0-f noise and cheer,'
In bamlets and villages, still and calm;

Where the northern bear glides cold and clear,
Or the southern cross tints the sacred palm.

Over the face of this wonderful earth,
Templars have met in Encampment dear,

Prisoners of hope, have changed sighing for rest,;
Pilgrims have tarried where angels were near.

Souls that were longing for far better things,
Their faith g-rowing dulled by the Siroc's blight,

Have shaken the dust from their weary wings,
And plume.d them again for a higher flight.,

They have spoke of the work of the by-gone year,
0111 Ashlers now perfected true and square,

Of weary hands folded upon the bier,
Of souls passed on to a lodge room fair..

They have told of storms from the North, so chill,
How dark.was the Sou,.th when the daylight

ceased
They 'have wafched the sun neath the Western hill,

They have hailed his light in the holy East.

They have sang of the victorknights whose-swords,
'Are sharpened to slay the dark hosts of sin

Still marching on through Saracen hordes,
Till the King's Encampment at last they win.,
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They have knelt in prayer round the altar's
shade, 1

And implored what man never ' asks in'vain,
That creation's Grand Architect will aid,

The builders to build till calm rest they gain.

Brave hearts have brightened love's armor a'new ,
And so shall the magical spell last on,

Till all-who have worked by his pattern true,
Shall meet face to, face their beloved St. John.

Within the dwelling of Victor Roy,
A fair'girl awakens soff musie's power,

And a woman listens in silentjoy,
To the thrilling strains at that quiet hour.

Ethel, my child, cease playing, come to me,
There, lean your head upon your mother's knee,
Do you remember dear whàt night this is ?
Look back at last St. John's day, then at this,
You've often wondered why upon that night,1 1

When you my guide led from the gloom to light;
That when you gave the name Adair it seemed,
To him who beard it, as if he had dreamed.
Like a dim funeral knell from some old chime,

Heard years ago, in some far distant clime,
Ethel, we should speakkindly of the -dead,

Unable to defend themselves, their Épirits fied
w6rlds* unknown to us,, we cannot see

1,4 "11ý
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The homes they occupy, the destiny
It pleases God to give them, this we know
That our reaping must be what we sow,
If we plant thistles, we tlie thorii shall meet,
If we sow ripe grains, we shall harvest wheat,
And something else we know of future life,
That be the memories of war and strife,
Of evil thoùghts which may have been controlled
Of hearts through which wild passions unchecked

rolled;
Of base mean deeds that burn like félon brand,
In the pure sunlight of the eternal. land
Or if sweet recollections --of the past,
Of homes where love her golden radiancè càst,
Of deeds of mercy -unto man unknown,
But breathing incense to the star-gemmed throne;

We know that not oiie of Adamic race,
Is unknown unto Him, the Lord of Grace,

And with the thoughts that shape themselves to
prayer,

We can but leave them in His gracious care,
Who, as sharp nails were piercing each * vein

thr'ough,,
Prayed " Father forgive, they know not what they

do,
And -preached of mercy to the souls in prison,
Ere He from the well guarded tombý had risen
So darling.think as gently as y'ou may,



On one you saw so sadly pass away.

But duty bids me tell you, deeds of shame,
Stamped dark dishonor on our bousehold name,

When we were living in the distant west,
A trouble came; grief was no stranger guest,
For racking fears sad day and anxious night,
Seemed to hold life-long leases as their right,
The trouble came through some high words at play.
All I know was before noon next day,
A letter came bidding me leave that night

Bring what I could and let none know my flight,
To change my name, and if need be to swear

I never knew Uontrose' only'Adair.'
Part truth, part falsehood born of inward shame,
Thal- sank the true one for the middle name,
I heard that dark red stains ended a strife
Began in so-called play, and closed -ith life.

I know for maily mofiths a namles- dread,
Hung like the sword of Damocles overhead,

And we again had crossed the stormy main
And hid away among the hills of Spainy
But when you were an infant, nurse and I
Took you one morning ere the sun was high,

And in the little7 church covered with vines,
Ver which the setting. sun in glory shines,

We gave you into the good Shepherd's Care
Amid our falling téars and Heaven sent prayer;

And there witheut---iéspect to friends'or'foes,
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Stands your true name, Ethel Adair Montrose. ýî
My child before you close your eyes to-night,

With no forebodings for to-morrow's light,
Return your heartfelt thanks to Him whose hand

Has led us safély through a desert land,
Has kept our feet on many a slippery way,
And guided us from midnighfto the day,
La at the Glorious -,Giver's blessed feet,
All that he asks, your time that passes fleet,

Your heart's first holiest love, your talents give
To him who scorned not deaththatwe maylive."

Mother, III not forge,
To ask rich blessings upon you and him,

Whom God sent as a life boat to the lost,
A year ago, to-night, when on the dim
Dark 'eas of woe, our bark was tempest toss'd,

The sun of hope bad set.

Pm glad I went to-day,
And laid a cross upon that snow-strewn grave,,
Th. e sun gleamed out and on the white leaves

burned,
It seems as if the childhood love, I gave

The one that calmly sleeps there, had returned

Watch to keep o'er his clay.

-77
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And yet it's noît the same
In quality, the love I cherish now

Hasmore of pity perhaps ; another one
Has surely right to my allegiance; how
Can 1 forget all he for us has done--?--,

Hark! now he calls my name.

Ethel 1 whe.re are vou, there is the group you were
speaking a-bout one day,

Do you know the faces, two you love best, then
drive those tears away,

What is there to, cry for child, in a locket that's
new and bright,

It was, to, have been your Christmaà gift, but it's
just as good to-night,

It bears the name of the day. you came to spoil my
dog and cat,

My birds and me too I'm afraid, if you say much
more like that.

Sing me something instead, it's scarcely 5upper
time yet-my child ; ý

I see you are weary, go and rest while these win.
ter winds blow wild,

Ethel, before you say 'good night,' we w111--S-,Ing
",,Mide with me,"

As I heard it twenty-six years, ago the night I went
to, sea,

el 'Île
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And softly upon the evening air,
The strain of praise from true heàxts was given

And angels wafted the holy- prayer,
Like incense up to the throne of Heaven.

Good night, sweet Ethel," a silence fell
Solemn and calm, by no whisper broke,

Two sat watching the fire, a spell
Seemed holding each, until Victor spoke.

Of what are you thinkin so earnestly,.you fancy
1 know the thought,

That has grown to deep for utierance, with strange
sad memories fraught,

A year, a memorable year ago, yes, we shall neer
forg-'et,

That day of St. John the Evangelist, that nigbt
when two old friends met,

'Twas a dreary watching too my love, all that
night in solemn gloom,

Where the dead lay cold.and silently, waiting-his,
lonely tomb,

I am glad that Ethel went to-day, and laid a cross
on that grave,

I. am glad that we each can truly say at. the j udge-
ment day, " 1 forgave,"

I. read some lines. the other day, that may have
been written for us,
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Heart histories repeat themselves likeothers, the
lines ran thus

And midnight wearily stole on,
Heavy clouds o'er the young moon swept,

We looked out upon life and prayed
We looked upon the dea-d and wept,
That God can work while man looks on,

That truth will triumph o'er our dread,
A lesson sometimes hard to learn,

We learnt while watching by the dead.

'Twas not a scene that lovers choose,
Did any say that we had loved,

The dead was by us, yet we knew.--
That we were living and beloved,

Truth's talisman was on each heart
Oh was there sin in what we said,

The trotibles told, the truth confessed,
The night we watched beside the dead."

Aimee, look at this jewel rich, I have worn it the
live long day,

You think I value it, so, 1 do, yet I deem. it worth-
less clay,

Compared withthe other jewel rare this Keystone
brought to, nie,

Bright -gem, long hidden but not destfoyed
some unfathomed sea-,
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More honorable than golden fleece, more precious
than the stone,

That alchemysts seek vainly for, or gems of a
regal crown,

A Keystone brought to light once more, all unin-
jured by the storm,

The rains of fire that have swept round my other
jewel's form,

For the fire doth but clear the dross, the waves
but wash the dust,

From off the jewels of purest gold, such jewels I
hold in trust,

For I should have claimed you still as mine, if
we never more bad met,

Till free from stain of sorrow or sin we stand
where hope's sulis ne'er set,

Where angels live on, in their life of love, un-
changed yet ever new,

And then the time, God's own right time would
have come for my taking you,

For this re-union -up-on-,earth, is the sign, beloved
wife

Of the eternal rest we'Il share în the bright here-
after life

For have we not assurance blest, that whichever
first goes home,

Will await with loving patience, till the other one
shall come,
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Unto those who weà- God's blessed seal zpon
each unitel- heart,

Those words mu half their horrorAose ' until
death do y u part,

For true love do h dissolve death's power,,,-as-
spring's sun melt the snow,

'Tis the only' password at the gates, through
which we both must go,

Where born of th4t benevolence which fills, our
Father's breait,

Angelic masons-now prepare our special house of
rest,

God's promises will never fail, if we but wait His
hours,

He sends His messages of peace, likeHis rainbow
after showers

O'er oine beam of that holy arch, this scroll now
seems to glide,

After the dark, and dreary day, it shall be light
at eventide."
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MISCELLRNEOUS PIECES,

ptiot aub Sunobinr*

I LOOMD,'and the mist haÀ hiddén
Streamlet and gorge and mountain,

Mansion and chuých had vanished away,
No trace of tree or fountain.

Mist, on the roof where birdlings wake
' The strains of old love stories,

Mist, like tears on thé roses' cheek,
In cups of the morning glàries.

Ahq like lifeg ' said my heart to mè,'
Only a world of sorrow,

The lip$-you love, the hands you clasp,
Are cold ' and strafige to-morrow.

Mists on the stream of by-gone days,
Where are your childhood bowers ?

Mists on thé path of coming years.
Where are your household flowers ?
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I looked again ; a sunbeam bright
Had shot through the heavy mist,;

It drew the rose tà its glowing breast,
And the morning glories kissed.

The- spire of the" Ascension Church
Flashed out like St.'ý4ichael's sword,

When girt with glowing armor, he
Doeth, battle for his Lord.

Each moment some high roof or tower,
Some flush of the maple, léavés,

Grew fair to sight, the birdlings sang
In nests on the sun-fit eaves;

And Nature bathed in livïng light,
As if she renewed her birth,

The Universal Father smiled
Through his s'nbeàm, on the earth.

Ah, now my heart, so sad and cold
With mistà of its repining,

What will thou say to see once more
The cloud with silverfining ?

Source of light 1 when I leave this sphere,
4

Grant me a vïs*on like thiÈ,
Mists and shadows, roffing away

From the Paradise of bliss,
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May I look thus on mounts of God,
The flash of temple spires,

And hear the deathless singers chant
From. tbeir harmonious lyres;

So may I close mine eyes on earth,
While'heaven'e- re lightis breaking,

And some -I knowýýwill fold me close,
In arms of love awaking,
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(94airsie to tbe Uniabt of suatta*

Lo, a knight in armour standing,
Ready for the fbe

Thee we greet, belov'd. Companion,
Thee we know.

*Keep , thine oath, oh new 'Made soldier,
Pledged iü heaven's sight;di

Nor forget the vow thou'st taken,
Malta's knight.

By the banner, Oer u/s waving,
By thy lance at rest,

Chiefly by that Cross emblazoned
On thy breast.

In the heat of danger's tiial,
Dare the fiercestfight;

No desertion, no denial,
Right or life 1

See thou turn not from the conflict,
On the battle- field,

Though men bear a dying soldier
On thy shield,
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Let thy strong arm shield the helpless,
And the feeblé save ; ?

Mercy's voice the true knight knoweth,
And the brave.,

Welcome, dear Sir Knight, thrice welcome!
To our tented field;

God will aid us till the final
Foe shall yield.

We are pledged unt 0 His kingdom,
Who for us hath borne,

Cross and spear, for us did suffer
Crown of thorn.

Then, for Him who rose triumphant
To the heavenly Lamp,

Gird thy sword though night surround thee,
Wild and damp.

W.hen at last, in mortal weakness,
Sword and spear must fall,

-Christ, unto, Thy Grand Encampment,
Take.us àll.

f
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orble RUrt Of f5otbf*

How wildly blows- the wintry wind, deep lies the
drifting snow

On the hillside, and the roadside and the valleys
down below;

And up the gorge all through Iast night the
rushing storm flew fast,

And there old walls and casements were rattling
in the blast.

Lady, I,-had. a'dream last night, born of ihe
storm and pain,

I dreamed it was the time of spring; but the,
clouds were black with rain,

I thought that I was on theCbay, a good way out
from shore

Alone, and feeling inuch afraid at the wild
tempest"&,roar,

I,ýtried to rea'h the distant land, but could not
And thé way,

And suddenly my boat capsized far out upon the
baye

I shrieked in wildest agony amid the thunder
shock,

When I heard you' saying unto, me, Beneath us
is a Rock,

'2.ne 1



Trust not to me, these waves are stronk, but lift
your tear-dimmed eye

That star will lead us to the rock that higher iË
thair I."

And through the drenching wave and surf,
together on we passed, / 1

Till the bright green slopes of Hamilton ýshq.ne
clearly out at last.

It seemed so strange, we stepped ashore: your
garments were all dry, 1

And, holding hands as we do now, I heard you
.say " good-bye."

Dear lady, now I see it all, those blessed words
yoh said

Were with me in the storm last night, like
angels round-my bed.

So many and great dangers that we cannot
stand upright,"

THE CURL OF GOLD. 69

Defend us by thy mercy, fiom all perils of this
night.

Lady, I am a mother, none know it heie save
you;

Don't bluih for me, there is no shame, I am a
wife, leal and true.

Lady, true love is bàrn of he'aven, we may'deem,
it deadand past,

And sit with bowed down head alone, the heart's
door closed and fast;

-k
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When suddenly we hear a voice, and spite of
bolt or bar,

Like its dear Master, theie it stands, stretching
its arms 'âfàr

Though buried lup it rises, though dead it lives
anew,

And breathes again its Master's words, " Sweet
peace be unto you,"

Folks say, " There is a mystery about that poor
sick girl

Lady, there's mystery round us all, that angels
will- unfurl,

I have one favor now to ask, within thi5 paper"s,
fold9

There's a littlè lock of baby's bair, just balf one
curl of gol d,

When I am in my coffin, and soon now Pll be at
rest, r

Will vou lay this little curl of gold upon my quiet
breast,

God and the angels only know whefe the other
half lies hid,-

In the green sod of old Ireland, neath a baby's
Coffin lid,

Don't leave me yet, it is near nighi, 1 feel so
strange'to-day,

You know the p rayer& for dying ones, oh kneel
'once more and prayN

î



Thank God for sending one to me, ývhere the wild
tempests roll,

You won't -forget-the'little 'url-Saviour receive
My Soule

le

..............

THE CURL OF GOLD. 71
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roliq «olltinuuion*

'WiE.were wçaried in the battle,
Tempted, and pained, and tried

By day the diin and the carnage,
By night the rain's fierce tide;

But we heard a loving message,
From the Prince's teni it came,
"Each meet in the banqueting house.

In memory of my name."

We gathered ; a motley regiment,
Some young in the war of life,

Some chiefs in the Royal Ariny,
Some old and sick with strife,

Some limped in the sacred pathway,
Some were foot s'ore and worn,,

Some had their lances all shivered,
Some had their banners torn.

And we all 1 looked dim 'and dusty
We all were stained with sin-;

But we held the Prince's message,
And the porter, said "' Come in.-'

We wenfto the banqueting house «
We sat at the Princes board,

à
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There we polished each hïs- helmet,
We sharpened each his swor'd.

Our Prince-we -talked of his strife,
The forlorn hope He had le.,.',,

How He opened the gates of life,
And rescued from Death the dead

And with Him we saw a bright host,
Our comrades gone on before,

The right wing of our army
Upor. the farther shore.

And the festering wound was healed. Ï
The banners were made whole,
Mistsrolled back from the almost blind,

Faith lit each warrior's soul;
We drank of the fruit of the vine,

Wé ate the living bread,
The holy benediction fell,

With healing on each head.

We entered in poéÎ worn soldierg,
We 'came out boldèr knights,

To marèh on to the Princp's battle,
And war or Hisglorious 'ghts,

For had we not each re-taken
The oath of allegiance hig4_.-
4d sworn round the----goyel Standard
To conquer, 0 diee

14
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i-aiEARDthe voice of the Death Angel speak,
As slowly he pass'd me by,

And I saw him. throw snow ôn the crimson cheek,
And darken the laughing eyel.

I saw him glide down through many a street
Tears followed him fike spring rain;'

And yet ever unheeding tears.or prayers,
He muttered his wild wild refrain,

Come away with me, sweet baby so bright,
I -love the young flowers of the rosebud's hue,
What ? mother would keep thee always in sight,
And see the sad tears in those eyes so blue.

Come with me, little one.
All thornsand- crosses for you are done,

Mother will meet thee where all is fair,
Grown to the height of the angels there,

Quiet and deep,
Be now thy ýsIeep,
Baby, so white,

For thou shalt travel where sorrow and strife
Never shall. darken thy pathway again,

must take home, to, the Lord-of Lifè
'The darlings He boug4t on the cross with. p
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Ah! you smi ' le, little one.
Pleasure and glory for you are won,
Near to the angels,'you're not afraid

Of going with me far into the shade.
The casket grows cold,
The jewel I hold,
For heartf of love.

Come along with me, thou trader in gold,
Many have turned from, thy office to-day.

Thou hast no time to c*nsider the claim,
Of the wronged or helpless who crossed thy way.

You shudder, trembling one.
Close up the ledger, business is done.
Let you stay till your vessel comes in?
Pll take you far from, the market's din,

And you'11 have time,
In that strange clime,
To meditate.

For thou wilt awaken, I would not hold.,
If I-could, the past from, m'emory's ken.
I fancy that other ledgers ünfold,
Their pages for some of you business men;

Rest to night, tired onee
Not half of your inerchandise is done?

4ý1J
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The stearriers, the banks, the corn exchange?
No, Azael deals not in notes or change;

He keeps no gold,
In his fingers cold,
He takes no bribe,

Come along with me, sweet lady so fair,
Who told thee I was so grim and so cold
Know you that I covet that enny hair',
And those delicate arms's caressing fold

Fear me not, gentle one.
What if the hymn and the task are done,

In my arms there is far calmer rest,
Then thou wilt find on thy lover's bréast.

Sleep, sleep or awhile,
Then waken to smile,
Ever and aye.

True life is progressive, my lady fair,
And thou wilt re-open those radiant eyes
Think you that I have no burden of care,
Azael has to account for each prize.

Banish doubt, gentle one,
Quicksands and pitfalls for thee are all done

Human love maygre long deceive thee,
But Azael's love will never leave thee

Till those earth-dim eyes
Look on Paradise,
Never to weep.

jj, eu. UË
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The song of Azael melted away,
On the solemn midnight's bleath,

I thought of the talents, the oilless lamps-
Oý, Azael, Angel of Death,

I know that ere long thou wilt come for me.
Immanuel, Lord of life,

By Thy v ' iétory gained on the bitter cross,Save in that ' ourn of strife,

Ix 1 -'1u ýýe' 'i A
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LIET me teil you a story, eear,
Of someone Lsaw to-day,

"Only a man with. a palè'worn face,
And auburn locks grow* n gray.,

One, I thought'would never Je à*,,,
Come over my pathNyay here, g

One, I still hope to meet, forgi.ven,v ù
In a, better brighter sphere, GC,er,

>J. ý N
Why didyou start, he.knew Xes

A fliish as of pain, or pride,,-jt*
Pass'd swiftly o'er the pale sterù fàce%ý'

And the high white forehead d9
I heard the roll of carriage wh2irý é.; ý-L

41*Unthinkingly raised my
One klance flashed out beneàtbàÈýýê 8rows,

Like ligEtenïng across the sk !çjL

Shudder noi dear,-'t-is he who- grièves,
Noi I 'in my lonely life

ri ùture now,
have a calm b "ght* f
He ? well, he has gold and strife,



The s- that oft by the heaving lake,
He wanders about alone,

Waves that dasfi on the sandy beach,
Answer his throbbing heart's moan.

Once or twice has been heard a name
As if wrung with torturous pain,
From lips to sacred silence sworn,
Told. only tn storms'and rain,

He leaves the light of gilded halls,
ýTo clasp in the nii-dnight air,

Some flowers that faded years ago,
One lock of a girl's dark hair,

Ask me notwith those pleading eyes,
if Mream about him yef

is anýthing colder to your touch,
ashes with rain-drops wet ?

IW-hàt Iis harder to kindle up
nlava grown black and cold,

qnce from burning mountain's heart,
ery grandeur rolled.

P -ty pray for him, that is iell,
Maeied for jewels and gold,

ùý ýv s,crawl from the caskefs bright,
*And they keep his fingers cqld.

ONI P A S TOR Y. 79M
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Only a flush of pain or pride,
When to-day oui- glances met,

He in his gorgeous wealth arrayed,
- 1, out in the cold and wet.

Hush ; as we sow we surely reap,
Yes, he has a wife and gold, '

Broad lands, a mansion white and tall
Like an 'Iceberg grand and cold,

I ? I've the blessings of the poor,
Which fall like the gentle dew,

I've claims on mansions far away,
I have life, and love, and you.



TuRNthy fair face to the breaking dawn,
Lily so white, that through all the dark

Hast kept lone watch on the dewy lawn,
Deeming thy comrades grown cold and stark;

Soon shall the sunbeam, joyous and strong,
Dry the tears in thy stamens of gold-
Glinteth the day up merry and long,

And the night grows old

Tani thy fair face to Faith's rosy Éky,
Soul so white that lone nigbt hath kept

Sighing foýr spirits sin-bound that-lie;
Wrong lias raled right,,and the truth has slept;

The dawn shall show thee a host ere loiýg,
Planting swéet roses above the mould;
The sun of righteousness beameth strong,

And sin"s night grows old.

Turn thine eyes to the burnished zone
Fiom out ofthy nest neath darkened eaves,

Oh bird, who hast mingled -, ihy plaintive moaù
With sobbing winds through quîver»g leaves;

q
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art, by light which groweth strong,

82

From th hE
0

Draw out the thorns that pierced on the world;
Glinteth the day up merry and long,

And the night grows old.

Turn thy sad eyes to God's sumnerland,
Mourner, who waileth some love laid past,

Some bark that has anchorça on foreign strand
And left her ýsailors-free from the blast; '
They are not here where the grass grows long,
They are not down in the red-brown -mould;

Heaven's day is coming upfair and strong,
And earth's night grows old,
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SLEEP one 'mydarling, sleep on,
I am keeping watch. by your side
I have drawn -Üà -the -c-u'rtains cloise,
And ba'nished'the world outside;

Rest as the reaper may reste , '
When the harvest work is done

Rest as the soldier may reste
When' the victor's work is won.

You smile în your happy sleep:
Are the children with you now ?
Sweet baby Willie, so early called,
And ýNellie wit h thoughtful brow,
And May, our loving daughter,
Ah, the'skies grew dark, my love,

When the sunshine of her presencè
Vanished to Heaven above.

While you're resting, my darling,
I dreaiù of the shadowy hour,

When one of us looks the last
On the light lof its household bower,

e W
lie,
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Then a sad sigh 6eaves my breast,
And tears from my eyelids barst,
As *I ask of the' future dim,

Whieh shall be summoned first?"

Sometimes I pray in terror
That you may be first to go,

Never àgain to sorrow,
Or to feel one throb of 'woe,
Beyond the mists of the river,

Where m stic shadows weave,
I have no fears, my beloved,
In One we both believe.

But I, oh I so 1onely,
Could I look as I look now,
If this)was thy last long sleep,
Týe ice of death on thy brow;
In sight of the holy angels,
I offer my earnest plea,

cry to my God and pray,
If one goes first, také me."

Our lives have been happy dear,
I fancy thelears we shed,

"cri By our lost children"s coffins.
On faces wbite and*dead,
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Are counted as dew drops now,
On the flowers early sown , 1 1
In the gardens of Paradise,
The Lord's, and still our own.

So well leave the future dim,
Take the sunshine as We go,,

And when wê come to the bînk,
Where black waves ebb and flow,
Well trust the'voice which summons,

The love that has ever kept,
To fold in bis arms one taken,
To Ïead by His hand one left.



A LEGEND OF THE TEMPLE.

TiiE dew was goné,
-skies 'ere fair,

The morn was býight, the w
The flowers smiled neath /the ýunbéàms ray,
Tall cedars grew in Ieaufy there,
As Adoniram took his way,

Tô -Lebanon,,

Praisehis heart filled,'
-More than four hundred years had fled,
Since, from stern Egypt marched the bands
Whose-sons, with Solomon àt their head,ý % p
And Tyrian brétherns skilful haiids,

PSpare to build

He watched them there,
Roùnd every block, *and every stone,

Masonic implements were laid',
But around one weie many throwfi,'
And yet it-s-eemed--Alié-à4 made,

T.!Ïd, ýtîue and square.

iý, 4_e
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He wan-déring spake,
"Are not all from, one mountain b 9

As jewels for a diadem,
Why, have they at *s one stone wrought,

Will not a e- erusalem,
ne house to make ?

The Widow's son
Smiled kindly in his brother's face,

And said IIAII are made ready here,
But not all fill the same high place,
The Corner stone -this will be near,

Wh6n toil is done.

The'listener bent,
Sis eyes on the unfinished stone,
And found'bimself a wisér man,
Tbrough that rough child of mountains lone,
A ray of the Grand #44ster's plan,

To him was sente

From. Masonry,
That learnt that woes are thrown
just- man

-Aï;ýund G-odcÉ- éhildren, pain and care,
eut- draw them near'the corner stone,

With the Great Archiiect toshare,
'Heavèn"s blazon7.

CI >4
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»%m is rod wy Maker, Who givoth songs in i»

THiEhour of midnight had swept past,
The city bell tolled tbree,

The moon had sank behind the clouds,
No rustling in the tree.

All, all was silent as the grave,
And memories of the tomb,
Haà banished sweet sleep far away,

All spoke of tears and gloom,

Mrhen suddenly upon the aii.
Rang out a sweet-bird's song,

No feeble, weak, unceitain note,
No plaint of grief or wrong,

No "Mi*sét"è>re Domine;"
No ".Dies Irea " sad,

But 'l' Gloria in ' Excelsis " rang,ý
In accents wild and gladU

How could he sing? alirdlinécaged
And iia the dark alone,

And then methought that ho had seen,
Some vision from God's throne,

lZk

Il*
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The little birdling's eyes were bright,
While mine with tears were dim,

Had some bright watcher glided by,
And spake in joy to him ?

Then I remembered what Christ said,
The God of love's dear Son,
i4ot one of thèse small birds forgot
Beneath the glorious sun."

They have no load of grief to bear,
Of sin no dark, deep itaïn,

And yet in patience take their share
Of storm, and frost and rain%

Oh, can it be unknown to us,
Without one human word,

The universal Father soothes
The death-bed of each bird;

«« The whole creation groaneth," yet
These pure things of the sky,

Are'they notzearer to the'gates
Than mortals such as I ?

Yet while I mused, it seeméd'some forme,

Ere yet I was aware,
Bent o'er my pillow,, dried my tearsi

And turned to smg my p m. yer;
-c
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Some subtle presence unrevealed'
Seemed to repeat the words,

Fear not, for you are dearer far,
Than many little birds."

I do not ask what seemed to speak
Whether the angel blest,

Who bath been my appointed guard
In calm, or wild unrest ; 1 1

Or whether sonie sweet voide I love,
But-hushed to me a while,

Came down on gentle mission sent,
To change for tears a smile.

It matters not; God knows faith's wings
Droop sometimes in the dust,

And hands grow weak and Io-se their hold-
On Hope's firm, anchor trust

And so, while sending dew and rain,
And glowing sunbeams bright.

God giveth unto those who hear,
Songs in the darkest night.
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THFy are gone away,
No pray'ers could avail us to longer keep
The ships called out on the unknown deep,
We saw them sail off, some lingeringly,

Some suddenly summoned put out to sea;
They stepped abo-ird, and ýthe planks were drawn

in,
But their sweet, pale faces were free from S*11
As they turned to whisper one last good bye,

We sent after each one a -bitter cry;
We knew on that track
They would never come back,
By night or day.

Ah, we've closed dear eyes,
But God be thanked that they, one and all,

Had the heaven light touch them before the pall;
They sàw the fair land that we could not see,

And one said, '* jesus is standine by me,"
And one, The water ýof life I hear,"
And one, There's no sufféring nor sorrow here,-"
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One, " I have seen the city of countless charms,"
One, "'Neath me are the Everlasting Arms,"

So we know it is best,
They should be at rest,
In God's paradise.

Mary's Blessed Son,
Thýou wilt not 'hide if thoù see'stý that low
Our harps are ha'ngi*ng on willow bough;
We would not murmur, mýç know it is well,
They are gone from the battle, the shot and shell,

And in our anguish we're not alone;
The Father knows all the grief we, have knowm--
Oh God, who once heard the Chriàt's bitter cry,
thou knowest what.we feel when we see them diè'

Qur light has been hid
By the coffin lid,
And daýk our noon.

God hears our moan,
He knows how a stricken heart had said,

Oh,-number her not with the silent dead,'-.
For if shle stays watching the golden sea,

God hel'p,'for what will become of me?
The last rose out of my'childhood's bower.,

Froin my English'ga!ýden. the last sweet flower;

à
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Take me instead, for none call me mother."
The messenger said, "-I take no o1her."

So she went the road
The otherÉ'have trod,
And I am alone.

We shall meet again;
I fancy sometimes how they talk together,
Of the way they travelled, the stormy weather
That beat so hard on their pilgrim, road,

Now changed for the city of their God
1 wonder if in their special home,
They keep choice rooms till theïr darlings come.

Saviour, Who loves them, protect and guide me
Where they are waiting'neath life's fadeless tree,

Father and mother,'

And elder brother,ý,-
And sisters twain.
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$ono of t#r rtoivero4

WHYare you weeping, ye gentle flowers ?
Are ye not blest in your sunny bowers P
Have you startling dreams that make ye weep,
When waking up from your holy sleep?

Ah, knowest thou not, we fold at night,
The tears earth drops from ber eyelids bright,

Like a loving mother ber griefs are born,
Lest ber tender nurslings should die ere morn,
And the sweet dew falls in each open cup,
Till the eyes of morn are lifted up;

We unfold our leaves to the sun's brightoface,
And close them up at the night's embrace.

Dost thou ask if grief comes creeping àcross,
From the poplar bough to the dark green moss ?

No, round us the sunbeams smile and glow,
Round us the streamlets dance and flow,
And the zephyr comes with its gentle breeze,
To sigh out its lifé înthe young green trees,

And . then from the beds where the flowers grow,
Rises a melody soft and low.



And the glorious rose with her flushing face,
And the fuschia with her form of grace,
The balsam bright, and t'lie lupin's crest,

That weaves a roof for the firefly's nest;
The myrtle clusters, and dahlia tall,
The jessamine fairest among them all;
And the tremulous lips of the lily's bell,
join in the musid we love so well."

But startle ye not when the tempests blow ?
Have you no dread of a wily foe ?
Do you not tremble, when the serpents hiss
Mid leaves that the zéphyr alone should kiss?

Lady, the bells of the fainting flowers
Close at the coming of thunder showers;
The branches and tendrils merrily dance
At the whirlwind's cry, and the lightning's glance.,

We dread not to see the snake's back of gold
Dart-through the lilacs or marigold,

For féars that dwell in thé human breast,
Find in the heart of flowers no rest.

We have no fears when we hear thee pass
Over the fold of the tangled grass,
We have no dread when we hear thee breathe

Over the flowers we love to wreathe,
Nor tremble when night falls from heaven above,
And nature is stillness and earth is love;
We steal ftom thy keeping when summer is o'er,
And wait thee where flowers can die no more.ey
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CITIEs and men, and nations, have passed by,
Like leaves upon an autumn's dreary sky;
Like chaff upon the ocean billow proud,
Like drops of rain on summer's fleecy cloud

Like flowers of a wilderness,
Vanished into forgetflilness.

0 1 Nineveh, thou city of young AshuVý; 'Dride,
With thy strong towers, and -Ihy bulwarks wide

Ah! while ùpon thee splashed the Tigris'waters,
How little thought thy wealth-stored. sons and

daughters,
That Cya:kerses and his troops should wait
Three long years before thy massive gate;

Then Medes and Persians, by the torches' light,
Should ride triumphantly thy streets by night;
And from creation banish thee,
0! Nineveh. 0! Nîneveh.

And country of the pride of Mizriam's heart,
With pyramids thatspeak thy wealth and art,

Why is it that no minstrel éomes, *ho sings
Of all the glory of thy shepherd kings ?

-7î;



Tyre, why are thy walls in ruins thus ?
Why is thy name so seldom spoke by us ?
Sidon, among the nations thou art fled,
Thy joy departed and thy glory dead;
Far gone ere all thy generations,
Fallen nations ! -ýýFa11en nations!

And Babylon, with all thy thronaing bands,
The glory of Chaldea's ancient lands;
Thy temple, where a numerous host was seen,
Thy gardens- hung to please the Mi'dian queen;

Where beauteous flowers smiled on their terrace
beds,

Proud kings have passed through thee, and
crowned heads;

And grandeur and magnificence'could view
In thee a resting place-thy stores not fèw;

Why is it thou art all alcne ?
0 1 Babylon. 0 ! Babylon.

And Greece, who shone in literature and might,
When Marathon"s broad plains saw sword and

ficrht;
ZD

Thy monumental ruins stand alone,
Decay has breathed upon thy sculptured stone
And desolation walks thy princely haffs,
The green branch twines around thy olden walls;
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And ye who stood the ten years' siege of Troy,
Time's fingers now yotir battlements annoy
Why is it that thy glories cease ?
0! Classic Greece. 0 Classic ý-xreece!

And thou, best city of olden time,
0 we might weep for thee, once chosen *clime..
City, where Solomon his temple reared,

City-where gold and silver stores appeared;
City, where priest and prophet lowly knelt,
City, where God in mortal. flesh once dwelt.
Titus, and Roman soldiers, laid thee low,
The music in thy streets has ceased to flow;
Yet wilt thou not return in joy once more,

And Lebanon give up her cedar store ?
And vines and olives smile as now they smile,
Yet hot upon the ruin of a holy pile;-
Wilt thou Destruction's flood not stem ?

jerusalem! jerusalem!

Cities and men, and nations, have gone by,
Like leaves upon an Autumn's dreary sky;
Like chaff upon the o'ean billow proud,
Like drops 'upon, the summer's passing cloud

Like flowers of a wilderness,
Vanished into forgetfulness.
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Out of U10 9t*mt*

ONF, evening a short time since, our' attention

was attracted by the prâlonged ringing of a'bell.
.The given number of strokes had sounded, yet
ring, ring', ring. Was it an alarm ýof fire* ? No
other bell signalled an answer. Was it some
danger to our city ? No crowds were gathering.
At length we questioned a passer by, and received
for answer, " It is rînging because an Apprentice
is out of 4, is tiffie." Out of his time 1 We

knew nothing oý the boy, neither his name or
home, but the waves of air told us something
concerning him. We knew he had overcome

difficulties, often had he been disheartened and
dismayed, often had he heard the mocking laugh

or coarse jest of his companions, at his imperfect
workmanship, often heard the angry words over

goods or tools spoiled through his ignorance or
carelessness. He had risen on dark inornings

when hisneighbors, lads* his own age, were snugly
ýleeping; he had toiled on summer days-
when his indolent companions were resting under

green trees, or plungi into the cool waters;
he had done the rough work because heý was
lhe boy." Yes, but there is another sidé to the
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picture. With courage renewed, with eyes and
fingers becoming more and more accustomed
to the handicraftsý of his trade, every month has

found him progressing, till to-night, as the still
ringinor bell tell-sus, he has overcome. His com-
panions gather around him with boisterous mirth,
and- the " older hands leel a certain pride in
him as wringing his hand they know he ranks

among themselves, the means of an honest living
at his disposalone of God's great army of work-
ing men. A few hours passed and another bell

relîounded upon our ears. We listened, for that
bell ha:d a sad and solemn sound. Ah, anotlier

'49 Apprentice was out of his time." We knew
sômethinar of how he had fought, not with rough
iron, but with ccthe waves of this troublesome

M world." We knew how in eyery day life he
strove to do his duty to his Lord and Master.
Disrijayed, how offen ? Discouraged,'how fre-

quenily bearing the taunt, the sneer ? But he
too had overcome. His companions, gather

around him, but all mirth is hushed, tears fill
their eyès, and choking words are whispered as
they file round the casket, and loiok upon the calm
dead face, that no more on earth will meet them

with its wonted smile, -and thé pale hands that

-have done all their rbugh, -earthwork. Hïs wel.
come we did not hea'r. Ah, it is well that the



sound of harps and the silvery peals from the
chiming bells of the city of God reach us not, or

perchance we-should stand all the day idle.'e
Tor are we not all entered Apprentices in this

strange world of ours ? Are we not all " serving
our time ? How are we léa'rning our t'rades?

Are we likely to prove " workmen that need not be
ashamed," or are we through fear or negligence
hiding in the earth our Lord's money ? Our-

indtntures bear the blood-red seals of Calvary,
our Covenant is " ordered in all things and sure."'
The time of our serving here is unknown to us,
of the hour of our release knoweth no man.
There have been some who " being , m,'ade

perfect in a short time, fulIfillêd for -a 'Jong
time." We have a long line of witnesses

gone on before, but all drawing their life and
courage from that Wonderful Man,-the Redeemer-
of the world, the Carpenter of ý Galilee. He
whose mysterious indentures were cancelled in
the noon-day of His life. He who could stand

among His sorrowing companionis and say,
Father, I have finished the -work wýich Tliou

gavest, me to do." Oh, my fellow apprentices,
how offen are we tempted to leave our work unfin-
ished. Do we not thus sometimes thiiak, " I can
never learn.my trade for heaven here." We see
one *asting his Master's goods, we seelhe tables
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ýof/'tbe money-changers in the temple of God, we
béar our fellows arraigning the Master- befoi[e

their petty tribunals,' e grow faint and weary, we
hc-zve foes within and without. Doubt says, "The,

Master is féasting royally and forges his poor
apprentices." Courage, courage, my brothers,

we are treading the p.,ith the saints have trod.
This is but a state of preparation. We know

not what work for the King we may have to do
by-and-by; over how many cities of whose local-

ity we at present know nothing. He may give us
authority to which of the countless worlds in our

Fathers universe we may be sent on the King's
message -of love, t'O what spirits in prison we, in
our spiritual lifé, may go to preach of mercy. If

here permitted to be the servants of Christ, and
through His merits attaining to that better
country,. may we ncit reasonably infer that we
shall aid Him m.%re and more, till the mý ediatorial
work is ended. Let these thoughts encourage us

-amidst the cold and heat, the scorn and shame.
Let us see to it that we do work the works of our

Master. Let us often tutn our eyes to thqse twoý,
grand rules of our workshop, " Do unto others as

ye . would they should do unto ygu," our golden
rule framed in the xo, al crimson of the King'-

authority; and -thaýt othQr silver letteréd motto-,
î framed * the cléar, true blue of heaven, Pure

7ký
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religion and undefiled before God and the Father,
is to, visit the widow and fatherless in their afflic-
tion, and to keep himself unspotted from the

world." Let us imitate that brother workman
,of whom Whittier says:

He gave up his life to others,
Himself to his brothers lending;

He saw the Lord in His suffering brothers,
And not in the clouds descending."

Soon, soon we shall be out of our time; but
here the figure ends. The earthly apprentice,

freed from his articles of apprenticeship, may
-serve any master the heavenly apprentice asks
but one. Oh, jesus, Master, Thou Saviour of our
-race, have mercy upon us, grar us so -to serve
Thee in time, that our earthl Jabours ended, we
may hear Thee say, " Well done good and faith-

ful servant;" '* while the pure and beautiful angels
shall reheaïse to each other, Rejoice, another
apprentice is out of his time,"
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AND CAIN TALKED WITH ABEL, HIS BROTHiR."

THE sun was rising on earth, sin-tainted, yet
beautiful

Delicàte gold-colored cloudlets irÊ, all their prime-
val beauty,

Ushered the bright orb of,-d-ay to his- task well
appointed,

Like a bevy of beautiffil girls in the court of
their monarch

Or a regiment of soldiers all bright in new rose-
colored armour.

Two altars arose betwee'n earth and the cloud-
speckled firmament;

Cain walked in a stern and deflant advance to
his altar,

A recklessness flashed from his eyes, and
passions unconquered

As he scornfully looked on the kneeling, worship-
ping Abel,

Ae, Scornfully thus he addressed his young inno-
cent brother
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"Look at my sacrifice, Ab-el, these glistening
dew-colored roses,

Those delicate Iiilies and inosses, these graceful
arbutulas;

Look at the golden brown tints ôf these fruits in
their lusciousness;

Look at the bright varied hues of these green
leaves, closely encircling

These rich'scarlet blossoms, like yonder clouds,
glorious and wonderful;

Nothing on earth or in heaven could make fairer
oblation.

Abel, what have you carved on your altar, in
that wild devotion

By which you in vain seek to sç)ften the anger of
heaven ?

A circle, to show that your God is all near, is
filling

The seen and unseen with His incomprehensible
presence.

Well, so let it be, then; MI not contradict the
illusion.

One thing appears certain, that we have offended
pur Maker,

Who visits unjustly on us the mistakes- of our
parents,
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As if we ever reached out our hands for fruit
once forbidden.

Shall we never be free from the thorns and the
thistles upspringing ? ,

Why do you still try to follow the steps and
voice of your Maker? D

And whY still persis't in slaying the white lambs
1 of your meadows ?

Take of my beautiful flowers and 'despise all
blood shedding."

"My brother," spoke Abel, "I love the dear
innocent flowers.

Are they hot all, nearly all that is left- us of
Eden's fair glory,

All but the singing of birds, the winds and the
waters, wild music,

All but the whispers of love and blessings of
heart-broken parents;

But you heard, my brother, as weil as myself the
commandmenit,

Not to, offer to, heaven what we-choose, but what
God declareth

Will shadow our Faith and sweet Hope in the
promised atonement

And. that terrible sin, tbose spots iii oùr souls,'
my dear brother,
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ýG an never be cleansed by the lives of the beauti-
ful flowers,

Only by His,(shadowed forth in the death of an
innocent victime"

Then angrily answered Cain back to hisyoung
brother's pleading,

Abel 1 have no patience with such mock humil-
iations,

1 have no need of a Saviour, I have no need of
blood-shedding

To wash out the stain of my own or iny father's
transgression.

1 for myseIf can make perfect and full restitution;
Look at the smoke of your altar curling upward

so clearly,
Making white cloudlets on high in the blue of

the firmament
While mine sweeps the ground that is cursed

like the trail of the serpent;
-Why comes down the Màker of this blighted
universe, asking

Why art thou wroth, and why is thy countenance
fallen

Stand I not here in the image of God, who
created us,

Have I not courage, and freedom, an.d strength
above my inferiors?
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Did not our father give name to beast, bird,
insect and reptile ?

Shalr his children.crouch down and kneel like the
creature that crawleth ?

I will not obey this commandmént, but MI
wreath up iny altar

With offérings o-f earth, with gold of the orange,
and red of the roses,

MI not stain my hands with the blood of an
innocent creature."

So Cain turned away-from his -wondering brother
perbaps then little dreaming

That on the next morrow he would become
earth's first murderer

And, scorning the death of a lamb, take the lifer
of a brother.

i9be Poont of gain*

THE LORD SAID, «'WHAT FIAST THOU DONE ?

Oh, erring Cain,
What hast th-)u done? Upon the blighted earth

1 hear a melancholy wailresounding;
Among the bladesof grass where flowers ha,% e birth

-I hear a ne'-born tone-mournfully sounding.
lt is thy brot]Ïér's blood
Crying aloud to God

In helpless pain.
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Unhappy Cain 1
Thou hast so loved to wreathe the clinging vine,
And welcomed with pure joy the delicate fruit,
Till thou hast felt a kindred feeling twine
Around thy heart, grown with each fibrous root

Of tree, or moss, or flower,
Growing in field or bower,

Or ripening grain.

But henceforth Cain,
When the bright orleaming of the rosy morn

Proclaims another glorious summer day,
Thou may'st walk -forth to'greet the earth new-

born,
And pluck the blushlng roses on thy way;

They at thy touch shall blight,
Stricken with some strange might, Î!

Some dire pain..

In time to come,
When thy fair child (for thou shalt have a son)

Shall lay his little, soft, warm hands in thine,
And say, " My father, growing neath the sun
Are lovely flowers, trees and moss and vine;

Hère îs rich soil an:d room
For me; make bowers bloom

Around our home."
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Thy heart will shrink,
And thou wilt hear the voice the Lord has heard,,
The voice of brother's blood speaking from earth,,
And each pulse of thy sad soul will be stirred,
As he to whom the girl thou love'st gave birth

Brings back with féarful truth
The playmate of thy youth

From the grave's brink.

For on no shore
Shall fair earth yield unto thy stalwart arnis;

No, thou may'st dig, and prune, and plant in vain,
And noxious worms alid things of poisonous harm,-:,î
Shall not be banished at the will of Cane;

Thou'It set seed-beari*nar-roc)t,
Thou'It plant -life-giving fruit

No more, nomore.

Depart 1 Depart 1
Ah no, not greàter than the soul can bear,
Did'st thou not always find whatever grain

Thou cast, the saiÉe grew upward full and fair,
Thou would'st not look upon-the pure lamb slain,

To faith truesacrifice
Thou would '(st not turu thine eyes,,

Go, till thine hearL,
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Ont Iloor 91ret4vien.
OUR POOR AND PENNILESS BRETHREN$ DISPERSED QVER LAND

AND SEA.-Masonic Sentiment.

THEY met in the festive'hall,
Lamps in their brightness shone,

And merry music and mirth,
Aided the feast of St. John.

Men pledged the health of their Queen
And'of all the Royal band,

The flags of a thousand years,
1 The swords of their motherland.

Then mid the revelry came' -
The sound of a mournful strain,

Like a minor chord in music,
A sweet but sad refrain;

It rose on the heated air,
Like a mourner's earnest plea,
Our poor and penniless brethren
Dispersed over land and sea."

Poor and penniless brethren
--Scattered over the world,,
Want and misfortune and woe
Round thernAierce darts have fiurled;



Wandering alone upon mountains,
Sick and fainting and cold,

Lying beart-broken in prisons,
Chained in an enemy's hold.

Dying in fields of combat,
With none to answer back

The masonic sign of distress,
Left on the battle's track.
Shipwrecked in foaming waters,
Clinging to broken spars,

D3ing, this night of St. John,
Mid the ocean and the stars.

Others with'hunger faint-we
Taste t hese rich and varied meats-

Oppression gives them no home
But dark and desolate streets.

Oh, God of mercy, hear us,
As we ask a boon for Thee,

For poor and penniless brethren
Dispersed over land..and sea.
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Po-or -and penniless brethr'en,-
-, Ah, în the Mâster's sight,
We all lay, claimto the,,tifle

On this, oui fest-*val-nighýtý



Lone pilcrrims journeying on
Towards light that points above,

Treading the chequered earthworksa
Till we reach the land of love.

Work up to the landma'rk, brothers,
We shall not'always stay,

The falling shadows warn us
To wor k in the liglit of day.

Ilow oÊten our footsteps turn
Where a brother's form is hid,

Oft we cast evergreen sprigs
On a brother's coffin lid,

Thon, who dost give to each
Some appointed post to hold,

Teach us to cherish the weak,
To give Thy silver and gold;

To guard as a soldier guards
Honor and'Love's pure shrine,

To give our-lives for others,
As Thou did'st for us givçThine.
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To Masons all over the world
Give wisdom to work aright,

Thatthey may gather in peace
Theïr working tools at night.

May love's star glitter o'er each,
Amid darkness, storm or mist,

As on this night of S-t. jghn,-ý
Our Blest Evangelist,



-VAIN DREAMS. .13:5

Throughout the day, 1 walk,
My patb o'ershadowed by vain dYeams of him."

-1talian Girl's Hymn to the Virgin.

MOTHER, gazing on thy son,
He, tliyprecious only one,
Look into his azure eyes,

Clearerthan the summer skies.
Mark his course; on-scrolls of fame
Read his proud ancestral name;

Pause! a cloud that path. will dim,
Thou hast dreamt vain dreams of him.

Young bride, for the altar crowned,
4Now thy lot with one l'ébouind,

ill he keep each solemn vow ?
ill he ever love as now ?

Ah 1 a dreamy shadow lies
In the depths of those bright eyes;
*Time will this 4ay's glory ýimj

Thp"eef-dreamt vain dreams of hime..
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Sister, has',thy brother gone,
To the fields where fights are won;

Oh 1 it was an hour of pride
When he was last by thy side;
Thou dost sèe him, coming back
Inthe conquéror's proud track

-Hush ! the bayonets earthward turn,
-Dream. vain dreams, he'Il not return..-

Woman, on the cottage green,
Gazing at the sunset scene,
Now the vintàge toil is o"er,

Bu-t the gleaher comes no more
Throuàh the fields of burnished corn;
Lo 1 a peasant's bier is borne
By the sparkling river's brim,

Thou hast dreamt vain dreams of him.

Maiden, Who in every prayer
Breath'st a name thou dost not bear,
Sing again thy lover's song

Yes, he will be back ere long,
Back ' in all bis -manhood"s, pride,
Back, but with ahothèr, bride

Cease thosekidal robes to trim,
Thou hast,,dr',eamt vain dreams of him,.

e
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Earthly idols 1 how we mould
Sand with fruit and clay with gold 1
How we cherish crumbling dust,
Then lament our futile trust 1

Saviour, who on earth didst prove
All the agony of love,
Fit us for that brighter shore,

Where they dream vain dreams no more.

i'c
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AmiD the forest verdant shade,
A peaceful riveiý flowed-:

Wild flowers their home on its banks had *àde,
The sunbe'am"s rays on its breast were laid,

When the light of morning glowed.

By its marge the wolf had found a lair,
He roamed throuarh each lonely spot;

That deep designer, the beaver, there
Built his palace; the shaggy bear

In the tall tree had his cot.

And V-Oices sweet were heard on -the bank
Of the river's gentle flow;

The whip-poor-will sang when the sun had sank,
And the hum-drum bee to, his home had shrank,

When the wind of eve did blow.

The tree-frog joined with his sonorous call,

- The grasshop-per chirped along, .
The dor'mice came out of their under'ground hole',
The squirrels peèped over their pine-tree wall,

To fist to the revel song.
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Nothing disturbed the murmur deep
Of the river broad and fait;

No one awoke it from peaceful sleep,
Save when floating mice o'er its breast would

creep,
Or tfie rusty-coated bear.

One morn the sound of an axe was heard
In the forest, dark and lone ;

Then started with fear the beasts disturbed,
Their reign was broke at the woodman's word,

And they- scowled with anger on.

On the river's brink the emigrant's child
Passed all his lonely hours,

He laughed when he ruffied the bosom mild
Of. the flowing streamlet so bright and wild,

As it bore his boon of flowers.

Soon the throng o? the forest heard the horn
Of the boat, the commerce boat;

Then they stàrted -up from the brake and thorn,
And hastening away by the light of the morn,

They fied from cavern and moat.



THE FOREST RIVER.lm

And the bird peeped out of a pine tree tower,
And shrank away at-the sight,

The hum'ming-bird fled to his rose-hung bower,
The bright bee curled -himself snug in a flower,

Oertaken by fear and fright.

And the river which rolled for ages, still
In a gentle flow unriven,

Now bears on its, bosom by man's proud will,
By the arts of industry and skill,

The blessings to mortals given.

Over its billows the steamboats tread,
1 With their waters rùshing high,

Or the snowy sail to the wind is spread,
As the noble bark on her way is, sped

To the crowded city nigh.

Oh river bright, we sail over thy breast,
Once bearing wood runners wild;

But the birds who built on the bank theïr nest,
Have fied long ago, to the boundless west,

From thee and from, man exiled,
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'gaot 4vorbo of Sir -- bieniriq 'gaivrienicie,
LET THERE BE NO FUSS ABOUT ME$ BURY

ME WITH MY MEN.

THEshades of death were gathering thick around
a soldier's head,

A war stained, dust sýfrewn band of men gathered
around his bed.

«« Comiade, good-bye; thank God your"',voice
may cheer the dauntless brave

When I, your friend and countryman, am resting
in the grave.

Ilush, soldiers, hush, no-word of thanks, it *is
little 1 have done

For the glory of the land we love, toward the
setting sun.

I have but one request to make When all is
over, theen

Let there be no fuss about me, bury me with
my men.

Heap up :do, splendid monument in memory of
my clay,

No -- trillutary words to tell of one who's far.
away
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It matters not to passers by where lies my crum-
bling dust,

The cherubim and seraphim may have itîn their
trust ;

And bones of better men than I have bleached
all cold and white

Where scorching sunheam goes by day and the
prowling beast by night.

Give me. a few spare féét of earth away down in
the glen,

Breathing the words of faith and hope, bury me
with the men.

Bury me with the' men; when the féarful seige
was -gained,

With British blood and British dead the Indian
soil was stained.

Poor Dugald lay that féarful. night and never
asked for aid,

And Fraser, wounded, cheered us on, and Allan,
dying, prayed,

And brave Macdonald cheered the flag with his
expiring breath.

These are the men who jeopardised their lives
unto the death,

They drove themurderous Sepoys back, the wild
wolf to his den;

All- honor -to théir noble hearts bury me with-
My mene 4



LAST- WORDS OF'SIR HENRY LAWRENCE.

Is ý it death that's coming nearer ? how clammy
grows my brow;

-Yes, I'm. going home for promotion, the battle's
over now.

Comrades, 1 often fancy, how uponyon blessed
shore,

In that land of recognition, we may yet all meet
once more.

Colonel, we'11 gather ' round you then, as in the
days of old ;

Why do whisper, comrades, are my fingers grow-
ing cold ?

Oh, tell my brother-officers that 1 thought about
them when

I was going across the river; bury me with my
men.

How very dark it's growing, I suppose it's nearly
night

Well, I think we shall Èeé England in the morn-
ing's ruddy light.

And my mother and my sister surely I see them
stand

Upnn the beach, and summer flowers waving in
each hand;

-4.Î e
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And sounds of joy and victory comes on the
evening air.

Colonel, if I go down homefirst, you'11 comeând
see us there ?

Do I hear my comrades sighing? Where am I-?--'-
ah, amen.

Let there be no fuss about me, bury me with my
men.



Onward, sail on in your boundless fIigýt,

Neath shadowing skies and moonbearns bright,

Kissing the clouds as it drops the rain,

Touching the wall of the rainbow's fane;

With your wings unfurled, your lyres struiig,

Yon sail where stars in their orbs are hung,

Or for stranger lands where bright flow'rs spring,

Ye have plumed the down and spread the wing.

We lay the strength of the forest down,
We wear the robe and the shining crown,

Wetread down kings in our battle path,
,,_.-And- voices fail at our gatheréd wrath

We touch; the numbeis forget-to pour,
From the serpent's hiss to thelion's roar;

But we may not tread the paths ye've trod,
Though children of men and sons of God-,

Ye haste, ye haste, but ye bri-ng not back

To waiting spirits the news we lack,
Ye do not tell what it is to, see .

The snow capped home of the thunder free,

1257o THE BIRDS.



Ye do not speak of the worlds above,
Ye tell no tales of the things we love,

No height or breadth of the sunbeam's roof,
You touch in your travels-terror prooL

You're strange in bright radience, wonderful;
You'ré sèf n your plumage, beautiful,
Bold to bagk. in tbe clouds of even,
Free in your flight to floors of heaven.

Like dews that over the flowers spring,
Like billows rolled over Egypt's king,

You leave no track in the misty air,
Or records of wonders that meet you there.

ir26 ý TO TH.E BIRDS.
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A ir-BelmmL

HARK 1 unto thee a voice doth speak,
A voice of heavehly breath,

And this, the solemn charge it gives,
Be faithful unto death.

Faithful as stars in heavén's blue skies,
Though dark clouds roll between,

Or rocks that show their signal lights
In tempest's wildest scene.

Faithful 1*11 death, which finally
Shall close thy mortal strife,

When thy reward shall surely be
The crown of endless life.
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