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By, Quinte"s Side.

EAR comrades of a vanislied Past,
My childhood's playmates, kind and trne.

Who dwell on Quinte's sunlit., shore,
I give these songs to, you.

Old Quinte sang them in my ears
Lonà years ago, when I was young.

I give theln back in later years
The songs that Quinte sung.

How often when a child I strayed
Dear Quinte'S Deaceful shores along,

My heart and soul responding to
The music of ber song.

The w'ild bird of t would hush its son g
Whilst skimming by on outspread wixig

And listen while old Quinte taught
Her poet child to sing.

And this the sum. of all she taught,
As tranquilly she flowed along,

Through all these years I've not forgot,
ri& Live, suffer and be strong. "

Though but a child I understood,
Why Quinte sang that song to me,

And my young beart was hushed and soothed
By ber sweet minstrelay.



1 *2 BY QUINTES SIDE.

And some have chided me, because
The songs I love to write aresad,

They bid me sing in blither strains
And make the world more glad.

1 heed them not, the harp responds
Unto my touch with plaintive ring

And, like tlie birds, I sing the songs
That Gdd bath bid me sing.

If every bird sang as the lark
Their blithesome notes would mock the ear,

The thrush's song is not lem sweet,
Although we weep to hear.

And though we love the sunshine well
We would not have it alwg.ys day,

Man soon would weary were hié We
One ceaseless roundelay.

You will not chide my mournful songs
0 kindly friends of bygone years!

Because yoù know my early days
Knew less of smiles than tears.

And whether critics praise or blame
I know that loving eyes. will note

And kindly voices praise the songs
For love of her who wrote,;

Let greater poets strive for bays,;îi
My heart would throb with. truer pride

At one kind word of honest praise
From friends by Quintes side.



mr Qumrm% MDIR.

0. ftknds, and playmates of the pasýL
Who dwell on Quinté!s sunlit shore,

Acrom the guff that time has wrouet
1 grSt you all once Mme

Though new-found friends bave smiled. on me
Mv heart has never swerved Erom you

7%e old-time friends must ever be
Far dearer thm» the new.

.Ie joys that made vour kind hearts glad
Ilave waked an answermg chord in m

And ve have wept when 1 was sad
My hiends, of &à. Auld làan.---r %-ý>yne.»

Through &U tàese Wear-v, w-alLtmg yemrs
For your dear faces, 1 bave YearýSd

And oft through mi.--biz of blindiri temm
M-y longing eLves have turned"'

Back to the well-loved childhooe-à hauntss
Where dear old Quînte, calm and -mild

With sunn smiles of 'i
y weýj[CýOmýe

To gTeet ber absmt child-

1 mi some faces týmt 1 loved
Theiffeet bave sought a foreign shore_

May v theïr wandedngr stepe
To Quintè's side once mom

And some, grown wearv of this lifé,
Have folded their pak himds. and diedL

Deaý-'bearts, their sleep Lçt calm md swSt
By Quintes restfid ede.
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And ve who stood above their gmves,
Yur saddened hearts with anguish torib,

And deemed the burden Heaven sent.
Too'heavv to, be borne

Have learned at last. as I once learned,
The burden of old Quintes song

Iat lifes great lesson is '» " to live,
To suffer, and be st.rong."'

0, hiends of vanished chi«idhood.q davs
W'ho dwell on Quinte's sunlit shore,

Across the intervening years
1 greet you aU once more

NÇ'ý all my lieart goes out in prayer
May peace and joy with you abide

And G-od be with die friends who dwell
By pleasant Quintes side.

Dear bearti:z. thtîr sleep i-; calm cuà Çew«t
Bý- Quinte,:; reeful ý4 ý' e- "- -
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Rest After Pxin.

The patient, suffering beart is bushed and stiU
And he bas gaineil eternal rest at las-,

All care is over now, all weariness,
AU pain is past.

Not as a fée, but as a friend Death came,
Bearing the gift of pe-ace in his pale hand

He touched the toý ý- heart and angcPýsh fif4l
At hi- command.

Rest., weary one, and be thou not afraid.
Death guards thee well, no agonizing dart

Can pierce the icy shield his hand lm laid
Above thy heart.

Sleep, well-beloyed, no harm. can come to th«.
For all is peace within that " low grftn tent.ý

SIeep, and. enjoy the long desired rest
1[ut Eleaven sent.



If 1 had known how steep fbe path of Fame,
How long the weary- years of tWil and care-

How sharp the sting ýf poveny. the shame
Of baffied hopes- the bitter, wfld dispair

Of praym unanswere& ever backward thrac
Upon my beart like ashes, dust on dust.,

1 never would have Y &4911M au alone
To tread the rugged path, îf 1 had known.

If 1 had known how soon lov-iiýs resm fade.,
ilow won their bloom and beaun kDow ecl;peit-

Acluster der my beart 1 «hmd n-n 12i&
Nor touched the -- - blossoms with =y lips-

&nd my poor beart aind lips bad not been uwn.
If 1 had known loves rSe coccealed a thorn.

W- hich rankled sore long after Lave had flown.
1 bad not sufféred so, if 1 had known-

If 1 had known that E md-%bip had a
That smilin lips'and eyes couk Mide dec-xý-

1 had not crowned or asa ki
This poor clay idol, at mv -fiet,

Nor given all my loyal tr to kmm
The friend 1 loved but me in return-

Over its broken hopes-my bean in MMMWI
1 had not trusted go, îf Il bad known-



If-1 had known, nay heartý why sh-jull 1 moura ?
Better by far I did not know the pain

Fate had âHotted me eer 1 was born.
And who àball sa-f my Me has been in vain?

Ufé is made up of equal joy and care,
The joy 1 missed hath been anothemes share

And every burden added to my load
Ilath eased some other comrade on the road;

And God knew best. before the griefs now flown
My courage would have failed if 1 had known.

some Day.
Some day when 1 have conneil the page of pain

So closelv that no lesson will remain
For me to learn, and when my lips have quaffed
lUnto the dregs, pale sormws bitter druaght,
Then will this troubled heart, so soMy tried,

From earthly eare and tormoâ find rêlease
And death wM vrant me aU that Me denied,

Rest and oblivion and unbroken peace.

Oh! longed-for hour. when 1 Plall cahn3y rest
With idle hands crossed -over breast
AU peàcefuBy within my narrow bed,
-Unheedkg those who weep abave my head,
Butý Àh ! They would not wew if they Suld, know
llôw gladly 1 sbàH welcome death, and so
'WleWer my heart va moan, 1 say
Rush, hush my heart the time wM come some day.

BOXE DAY. 17-



All day long 1 walk the sbore
G-%zin out acrom the mu

Where the murry white-capped wavm
Cham e=h other in gîS

And 1 watch with en eym
Pacing akmiy to and ho,
For the ships 1 smt to ma

Mimy weary yezSs ago-

Other ships come sail
Froin cSmtries sùmme far away

And with cauvas closdy furkd
Lie at auchor in the bay.

And the saflors m they pam
A nswer me rigbt cheerdy

When 1 ask them of my
That am Sun far out at Sm.

Oh! 1 know they pity me,
Keeping v4fl au the straint

A ad with words of kindly cheer
Come and me by the handL

A ind they bid me cease te weep.
Weep imo more, dear beart-" they say,

Soon yoÛT see your bonnk sb4m
Anchored safidy in, the bay.»

is W-4rrlXG.
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So 1 dry my tears and atand
Gazin out acrues the main,

And with patience wait the hour
When my ahips will come again.

Some day 1 shan sS them an
Anchored safély off the shore.

Then my beart will cease to mourn,
And my vigils will be oer.

Just so sure as mile the sUrs
In the mirror of the sea',

Just so sm my bonnie ships
Wili gome day, to, me.



IM ICUITS IIEIAT IWILET TO SEA.

ny Skip à Ybat went to sea.

From the baven of the sheltered bav
My ships saika out in proud. army;

Mwas the mora of a golden s mer day
A ibe wind blew £air and free.

lNe air was ckar. Amd the, sky was bright,
A ad. the bi waves - in the irlad sunlig..it
A »& (Ya ! But it was a goodly sight

As my dùps souled out to ma.

1 wm proud of wy f-LiFF. a gaUs nt fleet,
wnà their huIls. so trim and neat,
sum le«, a" sumeh and an complete

Frý their spam to the smallest rope.
Om was a sibip of standy -
Whose w mils ahme with a silver sheen,
A Il- - r âWp was never men.

A ad 1 calkd h« "" The Golden Igope.

%Bd leden was she with à cargo rare,
-wE& a pmmi>ifml &P- and fancies fair,

A poWs âm-P au& a ume haaWs prayer',
-Aimd muny a smnik and tear.
of w«hb4 and dreams of fame,

Rouffl Of - ---- au bonoreil name
Aind ag the pride of a loftv - le

And amuy a hope and fear.



And I watched them as they sailed afar
Till I saw the top of each slender spar
Fade beyond the horizon's bar,

But my hcart was. light and gay.
For why should I fef.1 a throb of fear -

When the wind blew fair and the sky was clear
So ýmy heart was light with hope and cheer

As 1 watched them sail'away,

But often my beart grew sick with fear
For my ships were goue for many a year
And 0, but the nights wcre long and drear

And the days dragged wearily,
And often when others were fast a,81eep
And the angrv storm king rode the decp,
The whole night long 1 would wa tch and weep

For my bonnie ships at sea.

But thE-y bring me glad, good news to-day,
" Oh«! Your ships are coming in," tbey say,

* 
in

" You can see them gliding'up the bay
In the glow of the morning sun."

Oh! My ships are in with their cargoc 9 rare
And their colors streaming in the air
My bonnie ships, so bravé and fair,

They are, all in---.gave one.

The Golden Hope with topmuý--,ts tail
Ëides like a queen among tlic-i-n all,
But a fairy shallop, frail and small,

The dearest.of all to me,
One night when the winds and waves were high
Went down to her doom'neath a pitiless sky,
And never a thought for the rest bave I

Since Love went down at sea.'

MY BRIPS TRAT WENT TO SEA. 21
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Two Roses.'

Righ on a lofty Mountain
One blowomed in beauty rare,

The other bloomed in a valley,
1 And botb were sweet and fair.

Bnt the longing eyes of the maiden
Were fixed on the heights above,
1 will gather Fame's fairest roses,
There îs Cime enough for LDve."

And she climbed the rugged mountain
Though the task was hard and long,

Though the path proved steep and weary,
For her beart was brave and strong.

IýI
But the sharp thorins wounded sorely

As she grasped the longed-for prize.
And éhe could not see its beauty

For the tears that dimmed her ey«.

But her heert grew soit and tender
A mid all her pain and woe,

As she thought, of the fair, sweet flower
la the pleasant vale below.

But, al«. even while she tarried
Far up on the mountain side,

'Týe beautiful rose in the valley
Rad faded away and died.



THZ RECCOMPENSB.

The Recompense.

The King once sent His messenger to me
Charged with a message from the court above.

Ask what thou wilt and it shall granted be."
And my first prayer was, 6'- Angal! Give me love,

The angel smiled on me. then gently sighed,
'-'Mv child! To such as thee, Love bringeth ýwoe."

,But Still I prayed and would not bedenied,
Until at last he murmured. " Be it so'"

And beld Love's chalice to my cager lips,
But scarcelv had 1 touched its golden rîm

When all fife's brightness suffered swift eclip-se
And sun and stars unto my eyes grew dim.

And on my lips Tiove's sweetness turned to rue.
" Oh, Angel ! " then 1 cried, - with sobbing breath,
I asked for Love, Life's sweetest gift, and you
Have mocke-d me with the bitterness of Death.

The angel smiled once more, then said. && Not so,
The sweetness of Love's wine is not for all.

Tô some It brino,,eth bliss, to others woe ; -
Upon some lips its honey turns to galk

But fullest recomDense awaits above,
So be thou comforted, my child, and know
Thât G,)d reserves Ris richest meed of Love

For those who miss i ts sweetness here below.
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Life and Denth.

On a bed of pain the sick girl lay
With closed, white-lidded eyes,

As the sunset gilded the azure bay
And crimsoned the western skies,

Whilst over her head in bitter strifé
Strove the Angel of Dea th and the Angel of Life.

In and out -of the chamber crept
The watchers, with noiseless tread.

They feared to disturb the one who slept,
For they knew how f rail the thread ý

That held her lizht and waverino. breath
And balanced her -soul between Iiie and dea-th.

Then a gentle voice the si1cnce brokel
And they gathered around. the bed;

In low, sweet accents the sick girl spoke.
Strangre were the words she saiti :

Ilearken to me and cease the strife,
0 Angel of Death and Angel of Lile.

1 am weary listening to the strile
And to end it 1 am faîn.

So cease to stniggle, 0 Deatb and làfé
And lIl choose between yelwain."

Thén turnîng to Life she wearily sighed,
Tell me, what' gifts canst thou give- thyý-ýàe ?



125LIPE AND DEATH.

And swift from his lins t1le answer came:
" 0 maideu! Pli give thee bealth

And youth and hope and deathless fame,
And treasures of golden wealth."
Then bis voice grew soft as the note of a dove,
But best of all, I will give thee love."

But she wearily turned ber head aside
.As he spake Love's fatal name.
Thou dost ' mock my sorrow, 0 Life! " she cried,
" For what to ime is fame?

And health and wealth pi-ove, worthless too,
Since hopC. is dead and my love untrue.

0 Angel! I sp-i rn t] y gifts qpd tlee."
And she turued to bis rival, Death,
And thou! what hast thoit in store for me?
She whispered with. fleetincr breath,

A cool, soft kiss on ber brow bc presseld,
And murmured, " Oblivion, peace and rest."

And the maiden's face grew strangely calm
AÎ the sound of the angel's voice,

And she laid ber hand in bis pale, cold palm.
Oh! wise was the maidens choice.

And -the watchers in silence, held their breath
-As ber soul went out to the arms of Death.
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Tell him, white and fragrant Roses.
Of our friendship. çuon,ýS and true

Of our deep and beardelt sorrow.
'Whisper thou, 0 mournful Rue!
But we Imve the tenderest message

«Unto thee, F0Tget-Tne-notý.
Tell him that through all fift?à changes

He will never be forgoL

A. G. Q

Dear child. 'twas vain for me to pray
That stornris might never cloud thy skies,

Or that tbe tears of anguýsh may
ý%'e"er dim thv bonnie. eve-s-

e'or never morW yet but knew
The weight Of 90Tr0W>ýS ermshincr thran,

jov cometh to, a'chosen few,
But -,;,,orrow comes to, all-

Yet from my heart this p; -ver omes uP.
When Sorrow"s draught x-,c-ar lipsmust meet.

May Love and Frien"- ip kiss the cup
A-nd make the bitter sweeL

WA. G. C-



AT THE RIVER.

At the River.

1 am standing alone bv a mystic tide,
And the dark swift waters flow past my feet,

Whflélst floating across from the other side
Come strains of music, beavenly sweet,

Aind 1 see the beautiful whîte-robed throng
Beckoning to me across the wave,

And 1 long to join in the rapturous song,
But the cold, dark waters 1 dare not brave.

1 press my feet to the Rivar of Death,
But backward shrink with quivering start

For the icy waters have stopped my breath
A ad froz in the blood in my fripht---%ned heartý
Thensoftly and sweetly the angel song
Comes floating across to my listeningr ear
Tlhough the river is dark and swift and strong,

There is one who wiR help you, so be of good chc,ýr

And then in the midst of the beautiful tlumng
A wondrous vision bursts on my sight

1 seem to, see on that shining strand
A form of celestial glory and lightl

And softly there steals to my troubled soul
Those loving words that calm. all féar:
Fear not, mv child, though the river be Slil
1 wM bear thee up, so be of good cheer."



AT THE RIVER. 29

'With a world of love in his patient eves
Ee stretches the wounded hand.-% to aid.

And once more speaks in such sad surprise:
&6 Oh doubting one. art thou stil] afraid?

My feet once pressed- the cold dark wave,
Unaided 1 stepped oer the river:s brink,

And wil't thou not trust me. its dangers brave?
1 will bear thee up and thou can"btriot sink."

Then all fear goes out from my doubting soul
A ind a wondrous peace steals in instead,

As once more 1 press to the river cold
And the icv waters no lonzer dread,

And as boldýy 1 plunge in the chilling fide
The song of the Angels rings sweet and clear- «
Though the river is dark and cold and wide
Thy Saviour is with thee, so be of good cheer."



E SML027-î GIt

A stately ship ont ta-seaý
And her sailors rn:c-
As they cheeril y ho__ç;t ilie -mý n-

Which bends More t1e

But there is one who stamAs a
For sono- and iest he ha----b no 1
And his eves are dim with, n
As the fadinel- shore 4ow disa

-Ing gale-

Ls ii ela tears

Now I'tis lost ta is-4phý- he- a sine"
M v- own. dear native 1,-iLn-L 1 bve,

Fareweu, loved one zs on shore
W-a part to macet. perzh-=ce n-a mS-e-*

The oceau rests in sImm gramýL
And the 9hip is far ont fimm the lard
AU ded in the radiant beamss
Of the golden sup b«- white sa.U gleams-

On the good shiWs de-ck tl-e -ea-lýdTs ruzc.
A sotemu fear on everv face-
A strancper grim with ch:lIL-n-,>, ïoreaiL
Has come ôn board, his imm is Dc-:=th.

0 brave young beart ! that lal)àlsm= veI
Shrank not when d,nztL"-,W- ch-M hand n--.ès laïd
'Upoa thy lips, stiRiny tbc;r

Sealin-Y tilem with the ùf deatlL:-
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With canvas coar.îefar windin- sheet
They shrouded him. from head to feet,,

BruLshed from his brow the' carls of gold,
And crossed his hands on his- bosom cold.

Then a prayer was marmured low and soft,
While the risinS winds in the s-rouds aloft

Sang a mournful requiem, slow and sad-
A funeral dirgom fer the ç;ailor lad.

Then a sob broke forth from. e-icà maulv breast
As he slowlv sank- 'neath tý--L-- bl.-2e wavels crest
0 noble heart ! so true and brave,
Sieep on in rest in your sailors grave.

Sleep on and fear no earthly harm.
Sleep ! till the judgements "I alarm.

Shall wake thee from. thy drea-.nle-ý;s sleep
And call thee from the silent deep.

And the years roll on in grief and joy,
And a mother weeps for her fair-haired boy,
And a sister prays with a -seob and tear
For the safe rèturn of her brother dear.

And a maideu stands in a cottagge door
IÀstening for a step that will coïne no more,
And she prays as she loo"- across the sea,
God speed my darlincr back to me."

And *hen at eve in the clowing west
The golý den sun sinks down to rest
They often watch the fading light
And say, && Perhaps he will come to-ný«ht."
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Ah ! fai tMul hearts ! 'tis an im vaine
Your loved one wM not come
Far, far away 'mmth the roffing wave
Re sleffl akme in a suWs grave.
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By the Sea.

On the cold, gray shore 1 walk alone
Where the curling waves oer the wet sands creep.

And my beart responds to the seas sad moan
As all in vain for my love 1 weep.

0 my dear, dead love! my ouly love,
0 love that 1 loved so fond and true,

Do you ever look down £rom vour home above,
Or think of the heart th--Mt is achincr for you?

--imb->r waffl when vau sailci awa.v.
We stoad on the shore in the wind and rain,

And vou said vou'd come back to me, dear, some day,
But ah! vou will never come 1-sack acrain,

For under the cold, dark, waves yoi sieep.
Oh love. dear love mv hèart is sore,

And my eyes grow dim with the tears I weep
For my dear, dead love. who will come no more.

With arms outstretched to the moaninz sea
1 cry aloud in my dreary paý-n:
Brin«; back the love that vou stole froin me,
Oh! brino, me mv dear, lost love ao-ain,"

But the cold waves break on the frrev sea shore
And a sorrowful dirge they sing to, me,

You may weep and sigh till time is no more,
But weIl never bring back thy love to thee."

And the dreary days drag wearily by,
And 1 mourn and wSp for the joys long past,

On leaden wings the moments fly,
But the end must, suwely com at last.

ydear, dead love, we will meet acrain
On the golden shores of Eternity,

And my weary waitin will not be vain
When the sea gives back what it stole £rom me.



a TWO PILAYER&

Twe Praymýs.

A womma knelt m prayer and bowed ber head,
Aind te ber argd softly said:

0 angd! tell me bave the fates above
P-prepithat 111 be blessed in my love?

1 Imm se den-vir and 1 fain would learn
if ho 1- kwe doth lime me in retarn."
The ammi pmma& thm gently breathed a siLgh
As in wft pityimi tSffl he made reply. ' ,
461b Ewm as you love him go doth he love thee,
]ha IP*te derr-pp« that -von must Darted be."

She sicbed - then murmure& SÛR My life is blest,
If he but love me 1 can bear the rest."

à nodur %pznmlà prayeà with drooping head:
"' Ok Amgd! will mv love love me? " she said,

The AngWs temrs%&H fast like summer rain
As mdt be maswered ber, "' Tby prayer is vain;
Ela kw« another and can -np.vpr be

Mom rhima a true and faithful friend to thee,"
And thez she s!ow1y raised ber drooping head
Aimd &Amuuqqpim ber tears sbe soitly said:

96 He may mot kwe me other than a friend,
But 1 kwehi -and will. unto the end
Of thm- aye, and through aU eternity
And tbmt ahme is beaven enouth for me."



TO B.

To E. 5.

0 heartstricken. sorrowing mother!
No words ever written or said

Can lessen the weight of your sorrow
Since the baby you love is dead,

But remember, 0 sorrowful mother
Thy heart sbould rejoice, not repine.

Since of all earth's beautiful treasures
The Master has chosen thine.

The fairest, the brightest. the purest,
Find grace in His loving eyes

And the Lord hath chosen thy treasure
To beautify Paraclise.

Dear baby hands that will never
Grow weary with earthly strife,

Sweet baby eyes that will never
Grow dim with the cares of life.

Wee feet that will never stumble
Over Life"a rugged wayý,

For the hands of angels now guide them
And theiy cannot go astray.

But a mother's love is boundless
As the seas or the skies above,

And a mothers heart grows jealous
Ven of the angels love.



rý TO B. 8.

And she Ion,>---s for her babys ki&ffl,
The touch of the dimpled band.,

And the baby voice now thrilling-
The ears of the angel band.

But vou need not fear, 0 mother
T1ýo' the yeairs be inany or lew,

Tho' the time paso slow or swiftly.
For the baby heart is true.Tir

Not even the songs of, the angels
Or the joys of Paradise

Can banish the tender yearning
From your baby*s gentle eyes

As she lingers beside the portal
Of ber shinina-, heavenly homeHi .2

ilm 1 And asks of the angel warder
If her mother soon will come.

And the wistful longing deepens
In ber eyes as she stands and waits,
Watching for mother darliNW
At the Citys pearly gates.

Cease then to mourn, sad mother,
Take up Life's burden anew,

Shape thou the future before thee
With earnest endeavor and true,

That no thought or deed unworthy
May bring shame to the baby eyes

vv a 4, - L:- g Sù wi:süu«,ly l'or thee
From the gates of Paradise.



OLIR BABIES.

Our Bables.

'Willie and Annie, our two pretty babes.
Our dear household angels, 'we love them so, well;

Brown eyes and blue, so merry and glad,
Which is the dearest, 'tis hard for to teU.

Dear little Nan with the nut-brown curls,
And bonnie brown eyes, so tender and true,
Willie with locks of the sunniest gold
And eyes like a -bit of Heaven's own blue.

When dear, little Willie climbs up on my knee,
And gazes so lovin gly into my face,

1 think the wide world can hold nothing more dear
Than our bonnie. wee lad, with his sweet baby

w8ys.
While Nan with ber tricks drives us all nearly wild,

And we try, all in vain, to make her & be godd,"'
But I know as I clasp the sweet rogue to my heart,

We would not have ber otherwise e'en if we could.

0, innocent babies ! so, 1,-tire and so, fair.
You must soon wandc-r forth in the world'à busy

strife,
And the dimpled,- white will be wounded and

torin,
For thorns ever lurk. 'ne,-,.th the roses of life.

God guard you, and keep you, my innocent ones;
May the sad tears of pain never dim your bright

eyes.
The patLway before you secms cloudless and fair,

God grant that no sorrow may darken the skies.



TO M. A.

To m. A.

Even in the hour of her birth.
When cradled on her mothert; breast.
A belpless babe, she lay at rchb-t,

"Me angel Pain came down to, earth.

And bending o'er the sleeping child,
He laid a burden on her heart,
Then turned, but eer he could depart

The babe awoke and sweetly smiled.

The pathos in those great, dark eyes
Went toi his heart even as he spread

His shining wings, then straight he sped
In silent swiftness to the skies.

And reach i ng Heaven the angel Pain
Sought out the ranks of seraphs fair,
And kissed the sweetest singer there,
Then winged his way to earth &tain.

And gazing on the child thmugh teais,
Upon her infant lips he left

The kise from, heaven'a singer reft,
A recompénae for future years.

And as themaiden crew in yeare
They marveled at her w E*R90m» grace'.
The sweetnezs of her voice and face.

Which moved manlrind to amiles and teare.

But ang-els mourn while we rejoice
TO hear the strains, divine and sweet,
For He' aven's choir is. incomplete

W 1 thout the mvisic of her voice.



TIIE LOST BABY. .w

The Lost Baby.

The birds are sinfring sweei and clear,
Their songs are full of gladness,

The sun is shi -ni ngr bright, but S'till
My heart is filled with sadnesstr

It mattei-s not how'erlad the birds,
Or fair the sunny day be.' ..

My heart is heavy with its grief,
I've lost my little baby.

Oh have you seen him passing by,
A bonnie little fellow,

With eyes as blue as summer's sky
And silky currs of yellow ?

He disappeared quite suddenly
And left no sign or token

To let me know where he has gone
My heart is almost broken.

A manly lad is in his place,
Much taller and much older,

With boots and pockets, sun-burned face.
A school-bag on his shoulder.

Who claaps his arme around My neck,
And laughs with boyish vigor-

Why Auntie', dear, thit babys me,
Only I'm grown up bigger. "



THE LOST BABY.

And did you really think me lost?
How cotild you be so s5lly ?

For though Vm, grown up 'most a man
l'm still your little Willy,

Who'll always love you just the same,
And some day, Auntie, may be

You'Il love me every bit as much
As you have loved that baby."

Dear little man, a wistful note
Into his voice is c reeping,

Which warns me that the boyish heart
Is full almost to weeping.

And so with tendéi- words I haste
To soothe his heart's dejection",

And strive with many a Idving kiss
To prove my nd âffection.

Dear lad, I take you to my heart,
To hold you there forever

And pray that stern misfortune's frown
May rest upon you never.

But there's one chamber in my heart-,
Deep in theinmost center,

lrtôm' all the rest it stands apart,
Within it none may enter.

And there on Memory's golden shrine
Is pictured bright and clearly,

The image of the baby boy
I used to love so dearly.



CANADA.

1 love the land of Canada.
The dear land of my birth

1 deem mv native countrv
The fairest, place on earth-

1 love her lakes and rivers,
Iler forests, grand and hiéh,

And her golden --sunssets brightýikg
ne landscape to the eve.

1 love the slender Tamarac,
The tall and statelv Pine,

The bonnie Bireh and seurdv Oàk
With clinging ly-y vine-

So beauRul ! So glorious
In Autumn splendor drest.

1 love them all, but ah ! 1 love
The 31aple TTS the best-

Old Enkland has her RoYal Rose,
The Thisde"s Scotiand7s pride,

"WlùLst many brave and gaBant men
For Erin7s Shamrock dÎed.

But give to me the Maple làeaf,
More fair than ail the rest,

Our country's precious einblem.-
The dearea and the besL



GOOD LUCK.

0 lovely land of Canada
IKIý.v joy and peace be thine,
May the sun of bright prosperity
Oleir thy Dominion shine.
May thy sons be brave and noble.
Thy daughters, true and kin&
And the love of home and country

Ouir hearts in friendship bind.

Good Lucir.

WhÜe paçLsing through a meadow
AU wet with earky dew,

1 espied this four-leaved clover
And gathered it for you.

Tey say a four-leaved clover
Brings fortune, fair and true,

And so with loving wishes
1 aend it, dear, to you.

Oh! May it bring you best of luck.
And heaith and wealth galom ;

]Éay all thaes beautiful and briq*t
For you be held in store,

Mayhappiness be always thine,
And peace your steps attend.

And Reaven'a choicest blessings rest
On vou, m. dearest friend.



The Bay of Quintc.
0 lovely Fay of Quinte!

Rolling on in tranquil flow,
Thine azure bosom tinted

By the sumset% ruddy glow
I might roam thro'every country,

1 might sail o7er every sea,
And never find a place more fair

Than Quinte is to, me-

No raggged cliffs nor mountains
Outline thy tmnquil shore,

But 0 the Peaceful scenerv !
No heart could wish for more.

Th sloping- hiffis and valleys
All clad in freshest green,

0 fairer shores thau Qaintes
No mortal eye bath seen.

1 love thee, Bay of Quinte!
1 love thy pleasant shores,,

Thou art entwined with memories
Of childhood"s vanîshed hours.

Oft have 1 stood. upon the shores
Thy dancing wavelets

And thogght but in Ileaven
There are- faix-er szencs than this."

1 love the Bay of
And when this Efé is éler

And I with jpyous will tread
Dear Quinte7s side no more,

Oh ! let me sleep k Quintes side,
More sweet would be my rest

Beside the pleasant waters .
1 have alwavs loved the best.

TUE BAY OF QUINTE. 43



44 i-uxr ILIKE ME.

Now Annie, b-- quiet- 1 Z. y ýy'
1 have had enaagâ of vour nois- t>-l ty-,

Anl 1 tàink it is tÎ-LMýý va.1 tri-1 -3 ý
And behave vourself as a IiWe gùi should-
Why do vou persiqçr in acün-m-:so
You"re the naughtiest litde zirl 1 know-"

1 pause, and Nan locks demurely down
To hide the gleam in her eyes so brown.,

Theu says-: " Dear Auntie, 1 epose its go,
1 am very naaeýy, but tium you know
Grandma says that you used to be,

When vou were a Etde girl, jim like me.

She sa" you played 'hSkey "most every day
With Unele Eddie down to the Bay,

And you two us-M to fiel; like cats and dogs,
And pash one aimother off the kPgs
In the shaHow waterý just for fuita,
Then sit on the loc> and dry in the mm.
And you used to rua the big boum 'round,
And once you fell in and wem neady drowne&
But some men heard -Unde Fddie shoùt
And came just in to PUR YOU OUL



JUSST LIKE 31E. 45

" And yç)u used to dress and nurse thê cat,
And play in the sun witbout any hat.
"MI shed think vour vM brains would bake,
And you " hooked " her pSs and ý& fobbled " her cake.
And often you and my'Unele Ed
For being naughty were sent to Ibed,

any supper, and von u-zed to cry
Wheu you bad to wash dissbes, same as 1.

And vou used to run off to the fields for flowers,
And 4stav awa v for hours and bours,
Then slip in the back way lupstair-,,s-. to bed,
You and Aunt Emmie and Uncle Ed.

And she says vou. could climb a fence or tree,
And tear your clothes just the same as me.

i%, Auntie. 1 think it Ls bardIv fair,"
The dear litttle maid on to, declare,
"' That you should be always ï-scolding so
Becaus-e 1 am nauety. when vou kno,
You did the ver-y same fliings 1 do.

So Grandma savs, and à must be true."

Like a culprit 1 sit am. filsten, dismayed,
To the charges, resd bv'thi-s Ettle maid,

1 am va-nquished,,-tv'-' B,--.t 1 bear no grud(ye
As I plead my guilt to the youthfuljudge,
For mernory wakes with a rush and wliirl,
Arouzed'bv the words of the Ettle girl,

And, looking dow-n in the bright. young face
The well--nown féatures and smile 1 trace
Of ainot'her wee lassie 1 used to know

SomewLere about twcnty ycars ego.



.%.u %'& 1 elotse M V eves W"ý'e MeMorv Strav
Back to mv wiIdý'swec-t childhooýý.I«s day-ý,,
And my heart bcats f-as-z and my -pulses sok-r
As 1 think of when 1 was lâke wr.

Then two cumpled arms around me twine
Ae the honest brown eyes elan into mine,
Mecting my guzz so féarlesry
As this strancre quesuon slis--- puts to me,
A question that thrilis me throncrh and througli

When 1 grow up wM 1 be li-ke you ?

For 1 think " she goes on m a musàn tone,
It is awfully jolly to live akme,

Without any husband to gTumble and growl,
Or botherwme babies to &et and howl,
But i u:,t a dear. little niece like mp,"
How the brown eyes sparklewith mischievous g.(;iý;

To come now and Ümm to visit you
And make thingsýIiveIy, same as 1 do.
And when caIléd " old maid " by people unkind,
To smile so serene, as if you daWt mind.
0, 1 think ies so nice to be b7t4 and wLsa
And bave dear, little w.rin around your eyes.
And write nice verses and stiories too.
Oh! l"d love to grow up and be jit-st I&e you."

Just Jike me-" Ah! She does not think
How her praule cansm my beart to sùfli.
As m-cmory kneels o7er the grave of the Past,

While the blin tears faIl thick and fast,
Weaving a shadowy veil between
My longing eyes and wh-. might; bave bSn.

43 irsr LRE ME.



47JUST LIKE ME.

" Just like me." Forbid, 0 God!
She should ever look bac- over pathways trod,
As 1 have done, and see through tears,
The shattered hopes and dreams of years.
Grant that ber lips may never quaff ,
As minehave doue, Pain's bitter draught.
Father! 1 pray, may it so Thee please
That all resemblance between us cease,
And ber life no more be likened to mine

When once she has crossed the boundary Une
That divides the battle-field of Life
From the gardens with childish pleasures rife.

" Just like me." Forbid, 0 God
That ber feet should tread where mine have trod.

Then smiling down in the el ear, brown eyes
That have watched my emotion with grave surprise,,
1 clakT ber close as 1 pray that she
May never grow up to, be "' j ust like me."



48 EUM ANSWBR.

Her Amswer.

They Sam to herý l' 'Jhy are your songs so sad ?
SUrà 16idden pain and pathOS in theM lie,

Such thoghts in sombre lAnguage clad,

They bring the pmm unbidden to tI e eye.

If you would ouly eing in strains more glad

The worM would laugb, and so f orgret to s ig-h.

has its pain, buthas its plen-sures too!

A cheerv'.mfl-e is better than a tear ;

Some hearts are faL4ze, we know, but some are true,
.1 - 4. -Il more drear

The world is saiL why make :t -4 1

We We liW-z roses better than Lifes rue

Bettm- diala dirge of -woe die soing of cheer.'l'

And as thev talkedwith ber in cheerful strain

A shadow stole der her averte.d face-

Butwbm she tmmed to meet their gmze acrain
MM lins showed imaught of sorrow's trace,

ThoM;h in her eyes s"-IJ 11urked a shade of pain - ,
Which naugU might banish from. its dwelling place.

The l"k in the morniner sun
gauy. e>

Uprising from ita nest amid the w1heat;

The - ' tinzaiees swSt netffl, when day is -done,
Floatgent]L from-the woodlands cool retreat'

]En soft and plaintive strains, yet is there one

Who bot14 would decm the la i L%ý- m ore sweet ?



IIER ANSWEPC 49

"A smile is better than a tear you say,
B(Iieve me, friends, it is not always so,

As I can prove. 'Twas but the other day
I stood with one whose heart was crushed with woe,

Beside the co-ffin where ber treasure lay,
So great, so deep ber grief, tearswould notflow.

Upon my breast she laid her'aching head,
1 tried to, comfort ber, but words were vain,

But as my tears fell fast above the dead
Her tears burst forth in sh-wers like the rain;

Then when ber grief was spent, she smiled and said:
Dear friend, those tears have eased my heart's dull

pain.'il



50 SOUL AND MIND.

Soul and Mind.

Here at the glass I stand and wait
To meet that cold. proud gaze of thine,

Some questions I would put to thee,
So answer true, 0 Soul of mine!

Lift up those clear, calm eyes to mine,
Calm eyes that search me thro' and thro',

And listen while 1 question thee,
0 Soul of mine and answer true.

Life is so full of mysteries
That are not un derstood by men.

So full of problems yet unsolved,
Too deep and vast for human ken.

Mine eyes, earth-blinded, vainly strive
To read each wondrous mystery,

But thou art heaven-born, thev say,
0 Soul ! It must be plain to thee.

Then tell me. was it worth my while
To Uve thro'all those dull, grav vears,

With scarS a ray of joy or li(yht
To lift the clouds, of grief and tears.

When as a child 1 knew no wrono-
And hope within my heart beat high,

Iffheu faith in human kind was stron
î 0 Soul ! Were it not best to die?



When Love'ssweet magie thrilled- ray soul,
And Life a paradise did seem,

0 Soul ! Were it not best to die
Than live to find it all a dream?

And when 1 tried to reach the goal
Upon the beipIts so f ar above,

Another passed me in the race
And won the prize for whieh I strove.

And as 1 watched my fair hopes die,
My heart grew cold and bard as stone.

Then balked Ambition vanquished Faith,
Whilst cruel Doubt usurped her throne.

0 Soul! ThouknoýN-est how I tried
To keep my faith. in God and man,

But every hope was swept from me.
Why was it'? Answer, if vou can.

Soul! Is there joyenough in Heaven
To make amends for human woe?

Can all eternity ntone
For what we suffer here belt)w

The preacher bids us 1*ss the rod,
And bow our beads to Heaven's dectee,
Says Sorrow is the lot of man -
But tell me. Soul! Why must it be?

Nay, gaze not with accusing eves,
Mine eyes can stare as well as thine,

Those questions I bave ptit to thee,
Thou can'st not answer, Soul of mine!

51SOUL AND MIND.



SOUL AND MIND.

A clear, sweet voice stole on my ear,(ý

A voice of wondrous melody.
As from the mirrors crystal depths

My Soul looked out and answered me.

1 cannot tell you what àhe said,
For*words of mine are all too weak

It was no language of this earth
In which my Soul to me did speak.

Oh! Wondrous were the words she spake,
Wisdom and Truth, sublime and grand!

Tl;ey hnshed, my mind's wild questioning
And fell upon my heart like balm.

Her eyes. met mine with steadfast gaze4
. Unti 1, abashed . I gazed no more,

But knelt before my God,ýand prayed
As I had never prayed before.



Fr.OM OITT TIIE DEPTHS. 5?0

From Out the Depths. 7

The niglit is closing fast around me, Lord,
The clades of darkriess gather, swift and gray,

My aching eyes can scarcely pierce the gloom,
And my weak, falterino- feet have lost the way,

0 come to me in Sorrow's drearv liicrlit
And lead me from the- dark-less into light.

There was a time when 1 was well content
To walk within the- paths appointed me,

But listening to my heart"s rebellious voice
I wandered, step by step. afar from Thee.
Night cometh fast, and swiftly fades the day
Father have pity, 1 havelost my way.

When, hand. in hand, I walked with Thee, dear Lord,
Thy strength upheld me in my darkest hour,

But now my burden bends me to the earth-
1 miss the aid of Thv sustaining power.

Lord, turn f rom me the vengeance of Thy wrath
And lead my faltering steps along the path.

My sin is this, 0 Lord, 1 tried to solve
Those problems that are Içnown. to none but Thee.

Bewildered and perplexed, 1 vainly strove
To find an answer to Li fes mystery.

Thus, step by step, the dangerous path I trod.
Till like the fo 01, 1 said: " There is no God."

Lord, I confess with tears, my sin is great,
But, penitent and humbled in the dust,

1 ask Thy pardon for my wayw,-i-rdness ;
Have pity on me, Lord.- in Thee 1 trust,

Hear Thou my cry of pénitence and grief:
" Lord ! 1 belie,%,e, belp Thou my unbelief."



TITE LESS02q.

The Lesson,

Once when my heart liad dared to spurn
The wisdoin of Iiis will subllyne,

God set a task for m,-> to learn-
To break this stubborn will of mine.

Humbled and peiiitent, I k-nelt
At mv stern teacher Sorrow's knée,

And witli white lips, heart-stricken sp,,It
The lesson God had set for'nie.

gh shades of swiftly gathering- night
Throu, ZD kD

strov* the tear-stained page to con,
Whilst friends who sniiled with mornincr's light

Departad as the night bame on.

Then with my lesson learned by heart
1 turned to face the world a,-ain,

And watched eacli ficlde f riend depart,
Mine eyes b-dîrnin-ýcl with tears of pain.

1 scanned each face with wistful eyes
lor fi i ,ndly snii'e, but there was none,

Then titriied away witli bitter sigh
And cried: - 0 Go(l ! Tbere is not one,

Wlio-he<edlc-ss of the world's cold scorn
Will step from out the beateii road,

And help with words of kindness born
A. comrade sinkintn,'neath the load."



TRE LF...îýSeN.

0 friend! 1 ow-n that 1 was trronYzcýI
My hasty judgment now 1 rue,

You stepped from out that worldly throng
To clasp my band in friend-ship true.

Tlhe memory of that kindIv deed
ShaU ever in my beart be -- shrîned,

For in that hour of sorest need
You save&my faith in human lým'dL

And though hand hath smit-ten som
-Hath'broken thàs poor beart, of mine,

Ani dar-ened &H !>t lies before,
1 will not murmùr nor repine.

For had my sun neer known eclipse,
Had L-ife'?-- fair blooms turned to, rue,
Ilad î orrcws c-up not I:rclzçzed my lim

1 had not found a friend like vou.

Of all 1 know. 't-was von alone.
Who --;;tmtc.ed towards me helpir«r hands,

Content to let tbe fruitless past
Be judged by Him wI-ýo undersstands.

Your hand. bad power my st-eps tosstay
As unbellef-ýz dark path-s 1 trod.

And pointed out a better way,
The peacelul path that leads to, GodL



56 UNANSWERED PRAYERS.

Unanswered Prayers.

1 asked for Love, God would not grant my prayer;
1 prayed for Fame, and stiR He said me nay;e

1 could not understand Ris loving caxe,
That what He did was for my good alway.

And so I murmur6d at the stern decree,

. Rebeffious angcrer swelling in my brea-st;
He smiled forgiveness a.3 He said to me:

My chüd, aR that I do is, for the best.."

And now my beart is cold to Loves Swce -è- voice
Ambition's flame lies lifeless in my biEazt;

Nor Love, nor Fame can make my beart rejoice-
The only boon 1 ask of God is Rest.

Xýy prayer is vet unainswered, but 1 know
That God knows best how much =y beart can bear;

'When it bath borne the aBotte.dishare of woe
1 know that hè will hearken/ýo my praver.

Ris time and justic-e I can safely bide
Knowi:ng that He will grant me this requestý

And all Lîfes lougings will be satisfieil
-In "t sweet h'ur when God will give me ResL



TOUR SUNXY SKILEO 57

Vour Smmy Smile.

In -summer when the skies were blue
'And suiisbiiae batteil tlhe lard with light,

When frieuds were mine whom 1 deemed true
And Life seemed pleasant to my sight,

Wi th sunny smile vou came to me
And promised love and féalty.

Fairer than sunbeams did appear.
The sunshine of your smile fo me,

The love-light in your eves more clear
Than all the hght on land and sea,

And all my heart went out to you-
I loved you and believed you true.

The sun withdrew, and all the land
Grew dark, the world spoke harsh of me,

Friends fell away on everyhand,
I mourned them not, 1 still had. thee

But when 1 sought you. in my need
Your love proved b-at a broken reed

'Twas but a cloud, and soon it passed,
The sun slione fairer than before;

Old friends returned, even you at last
Smiled on me as in days of vore,

But 1 had learned m'that dark wilfle
To live without your sunny smile.



àm Ky FPJDK».

f ly Frkm&

1 had naý frienl! W-th h9avy barleu-ci beart
And droopin-t> head, alame lwaJked Tii

And in the worl d'a gay pleasmm2s had no pmrt
My soul was wearied with the bitter strifé-

Unloved, unknown, 1 wandered throM:h IàWs muni.
Through gloomy paths with manv a -sarrow rife-

1 had no friendL

The skies oer head were bea-vy. duR amd gmy,
Without one xay of sanshine braýMuz through,

Mv starving, heart grew faint alfgbnz the way,
When glancing, up 1 met your sa trae,

Then all the dreary niet was câangred to ùay
And 1 rejoiced, dear heart, becau:!ýe 1 kne-M

l"d found a frien

You never failed me, loving friend and
Since that elad hour when we twG fu-b4 did meet,

No longer do 1 dread làfe"5 bitter rue
Which. Friendships lips bave touched and rendered

sweet,
Stffi rough the paths that 1 must journçv througU,

But what care I tho' tempees "rir»mm 1 me be&t,
1 have a fr.endL
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Irbe OOMint of thé King.

0 God! Dost Thou not bear the bitter wailing
Ascending from the Earth unto Thy Throne?

Are human tears and Iprayers so unavailing
Iliat Heaven heareth not our sobbing moan?

As a shepherd feeds his flock." so it is w-ritten,
Lord, we believe, even as Thou hast sa id,

Yet see, 0 God ! Bv Faminieýs gaunt band smitten
Thy children faint and die. Thev have no bread.

Thou hast endowed the Earth -th goodly treasure
lýlThat each may have a portion, fair and just,

And bade Thy sstewards 9ive with flowing measuré,
Yet see, 0 Lord, hoiv they abu-se Thy Trust.

Ilearken, 0 God ! 0 in justiý-e hearken.
Earth's toilina- mifficirs m-cirin in azonv.
How long,, dearC-,M, m«-i--t man oppression darken
The lives of thocze who -put t7h-_-ýr trL, st in Thee ?

0 Angel host, who:se songs aie ever r.-iriging
Around Jýbovah"s Throue, -so sweet and clear,
For one brief moment ceasse. 0 cezse thy singhi1->-)

And let Earth7s bitter wai-ncr reach Ris e4_41--



Let cries of anc-aish sweIl and Iong-
Un til Eartàs pain thp jazsr---r

And hushed the oi the anzicAÀý,I' song.

There wa-s silence in Ilea ven around thc- Thronel
As up from. the Earth came a,zobbÉnz Moan
Frauoýlit with such and w-rong
That the -singrers in Heaven hrisbý&I thcir SoM9ý
And the L 3rd stooped de wn froin H'.;- Throiie to hear
Earth's bitter erv as it r-eached éýar.

And His hen rt was moved for z-ie wa -s o' men-
My children need me on Earth aIrla7n-"

Then said to herald: Go,
Wincr thy swift way to the world bel ow.

And prociaim this ra*&saze unto a]U mc-n,.
'The King is coming to Earth aga-n."

Through the of Pearl. Ii«Ke a winged flame,
Down to the Eartà the A rize! came.

And the hearts of men. iEýrst-wh-'e sù Sad
With the cares of Life, grew light and glad
When theybeard the ddings the hera-d bore
Rejoice! The Kingg is coming once more."

Ind aR the rulers met to plan
Ilow Earth should welcome the Son of M=.

And they summoned the myrÏad slaves of FAutI4
The sad-faced toilers of humble birÙ4
Saying: - Work! We bid ye, 0 àlaviý--s of the land!
Build us a mansiom4 mSe high and gýand
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Than ever was seen on Earth before,
For our King, is comincr to rule once more,
So build us a palace. M nd and great,

Where our King, can rule in roval state."

And the to;1ers labored with all their miçrht
Through many a weary day'and nicrht,
And the palace walls rose bigh and grand
'Neath the wondrous skill of brain and hand,
And the feast was spread in the banquet hall

Where the rich and mighty a&sembled all,
And luxury, warmth and li«rht w ere tb ere,
And the glimmer and gleam of jewels rare,
In costliest garments all were dre-ssed

Waiting to welcome the Kingly Guest,
And the sheen of garments, rich and grand,
The laborof woman's toil-worn hands,
And the bells, ranir out in joyous mirth

To welcome the Prince of Peace to Earth.

And the work of the weary slaves was o'er.
Their masters needed theý-.r toil no more;

All was in readiness for the guest,
And the weary slaves, for a while might rest.

" Hasten," they saïd, "»>om the palace door,
All ye who, are lowly-born and poor.

When the King arrives in royalstate
It is fitting that noue but the rich and great,

The ruler, the statesman, the scri be and ]priest,
Should sit with Him at the royal feast - - -

So d 1 epart, ye slaves, from the pala ce door,
Go, seek your homes in the haunts of the poor,
Lest your garments worn and your face,-. thin

Should offend Ris eyes as He enters in."

C) 1TUE COMENG OF TRE KENG.
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-. Uti, the lorearv- lurent SIOWIV home
î hroue_ the darIzýning Theirworkwasdon(-.
But some of them linc,eý and dared to stay
Té see the King as Ile passeil that way,
17ough. the royal feasst was not for them,

'Yet they all migbt touch Ilis garments hem.

But even as the rulers sat in state,
A knocklib. was hécard at tLe palace gate,

*& The King has come at last." they cried,
And their hea beat fast with joy and pride,

"" Our King has-P kept Ms royal word,
Let us all go for& to meet our lÀord."
And they all lurent forth. that stately thwngi
And the palace gates were open flung,
And there in the entmnce stood a man
In the humble garb of an artizan.

A M liirmiii of anger, lond and longq
Went up fbat jeweled, ý%U-robedtIirongj
That one the ranks of the low and poor
Should dam to kno-k at the palace door ;

n d they f rowmz%'& on 'h i m as he meekly said
1 mm tired and hungrv, gi-ve me bread,

1 have journeyed many a maile this day,
And my path lay over a ruggged way,
M-y . hmbs are weary and rea& to sin
1 am tired and thùsty, give me drink."

But tlhey.% - - ered'him as with one accord,
& & Thisi, is the pdace of Ckrist the Lord

Withi.-n Ïbehal] the féast is spread.
Is it :ght that a begg" should eat the bread
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That-is meant for a Prince of Royal Race 9
And they shut the door in the strangers face.

Then they all went back to the banquet room,
And they waited long for the King to come;
And the lights burned di m as the, night wore on,
And hope from their bosoms was almost gone,
And they said at the first, faint gleam of day:

Surely the King has lost His way.
Let us go forth with willing feet
Through every by-way and every street
Let us hasten before it is too late,
And show Him the way to the palace gate."

So all that day, with willing feet
They searched through the crowded city street
For a Kingly Stranger, but all in vain;
And their tears'fell fast like the summer rain
And their sorrow was deep as well as loud,
For they loved their King, but their hearts were proud.

They found Him when day was almost o'er,
'Mid the humble homes of the toiling poor.
With a worshiping crowd around Him pressed,
In glad amaze, He had stripped His breast
Of the royal mantle, and wrapped it 'rouncl
A shivering outcast of the town,
Whilst closely clasped to His sheltering breast
A baby slumbered in peaceful. rest-
A poor little babe, a child. of sin,

With the brand of shame on its features thin,
Whilst the jeweled crown that had graced His head

He had given the poor, to, sell for bread.
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Then pusMug the humble throng aside
The rulers knelt at His feeV and cried:

KinS ! We have soucht Thee 1 ong in vain,
1ý% eN 111>

And our hearts were heavy with grief and pain;
Come. let us bring Thee to the gates -
Of Thy royal hall, where the'feast awaits."

Christ looked at them with meek, sad eyes,
f And they all shrank back in shamed surprise;

They had sSn that look of patient grace
When they shut the door in the stranger's face.

" Ye kùew Me not, and denied Me bread,
VlSm 1 knocked at the door last night, " Ile said.
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Rest.

1 am so tired, a weary woman said,
And on her pillow laid her aching- head
1 have been toiling hard through all the day,
Dear Lord, I am so tired I cannot pray,

My brain is throbbing, and my eyes are dim,
And all my tired senses séem to, swim;

Since Life holds naulcyht for me but toil and pain,
-Would I might sleep and never wake again."
And as she on her pillow lay and wept
Sweet sleep descended on her and she slept.

And in the silent hour of midnight gloom
An angel softl stole into the room,
And gliding- noiselessl

_y unto the bel,
Laid its light hand upon the sleeper's bead.
The woman woke and marveled at the si«rht,
For all the room was filled with radiant lia-ht.
Then, as the angel beint and kissed her brow,

She murmured softly, " Tell me who art thou?
Then as the angel clasped her to its breast
She cried: " I know thee now, thy name is P»est."

And in the morn they came and found her there,
Her pale, worn features rendered calm and fair,
Beneath the wondrous majesty of Death,

And as they gazed on her with bated breath,
They marvéled at the beauty and the grace

That rested on the sleepers peaceful face.
And then they robed her form in garments fair,
And from her brow they brushed the soft, brown hair,
And crossed her toil-worn hands upon her bre"t
And so she slept in sweet. eternal rest.



Only a Working Girl.

1 know I am only a wor-ing girl,
And 1 am not ashamed to say

I belong to the ranks of those who toil
For a living, da,ý by day.

With willing feet 1 press along-
In the paths that 1 must tread,

Proud that 1 have the strength and skill
To earn my daily bread.

I belong to, the-& lower classes
That's a phrase we often meet.

There are some who sneer at workmg pris-
As they pass us on the street,

They stare at us in proud disdain
And their lips in scorn will curl,

And oftentimes we bear them say
'4 Shes only a working girl."

Only a working girl! " Thank God,
With willing hands and heart,

Able to earn my daily bread,
And in Life's battle take my part.

You could offer me no title
1 would be more proud to own,

And I stand as high in the sight of-God
As the Queen upon her throne.

Those gentle folk who pride themselves
'Upon their wealth and birth,

And look vrith scorn on those who have
Naught else but honest worth,

Yourgentle birth we laugh to se'orn,
For we hold it as our creed

That noue are gentle, save the one
Who does a gentle deed.
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We are only the " lowerclasses,"
But the Holy Scriptureý tell

How, when the Kino-of Glorv
Came down on earth to dwell,
Not with the rich and mighty
'Neath costly palace dome,

But with the poor aDd lowly
Re chose to make His home.

Ile was one of th, " lower classés,"
And had to toil for bread,

So poor that of ten times He had
No place to lay His head.

He lk-nows what it is to, labor
% And toil the long day thro',

Ile knows when we are weary
For He's been weary too.

0 working girls! Remember,
It is neither crime or shame

To work for honest wages,
Since Christ has doue the same,

And - ealth and high position
Seem but of little'worth

To us. whose fellow laborer,
Is King of Heaven and Earth.

So wheh you meet with scornful sneers,
Just lift your heads in pride ;

The shield of honest womanhood.
Can turn such sneers aside,

Anct some day they will real ize
That the purest, fairest pearls

'Mid the gems of noble womankind.
Are "à only working gir;."



THE HONEST WORKING MAN.
vr

The Honest Working Man.

As through the world we tak-e our way
How oftentimes we bear

The praises sung of wealthy men,-
Of prince, and duke and peer.

The poets tell us of their fame,
They are la'ded o'er the land,

But you very seldom hear them sing
Of the hone.st working man.

They praise the wealth.yýbanker,
The purse-proud millionaire;

Their pockets have golden lining,
So thev're pr*aised from everywhere.

Let others sincý the praises
Of those darlings ô f the land,

But mine sÈall be a nobler theme=
The honest working man.

Let monarchs prize their glittering- crowns
And all theïr royal host,

Let lordlings brag of their blue blood-
They have nothing else to boast.

But what is all their rank, conipared
To our bero, true and grand,

One of fair Nature's noblemen-
The honost working man.
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Ris hands may be both rough and hard,
His clothes and speech be plain,

But you will find his manly heart
Without a spot or stain.

And there are some whose clothes are fine,
Whose hands are soft and whitel

But the secret records of theïr lives
Could never bear the light.

May Heavens choicest blessings fall
Upon that hero's head,

Who bravely toils- throughout P-ach day
To earn his loved ones bread-

You'Il find no monarch who can show
A record half so, grand-

God bless great labor's truelorn knight-
The honest workino- man.

So now of Fortune*s favored ones,
Henceforth let lezss be said.

A-nd more be spoken of the man
Wbo toils for dailv bread.

God bleses each hardv -sen of toil
That labors in the land.

Let us grive three cheers with rîght oood--will
Foý the honest worizi-n«7- man.



lu LEND A TIAND.

Lend a Hand.

Life is full of bidden pcrils,
And the traveller nevei- t1iinks

Of the dangers that siirro-iii [ Iiiin.
Till the grotind beneath hiin sinks.
Can vou calmly stand and watch him

Sinkino- in the tteacherc Lis ,s:t nd,
Ileedin not hi-s cry of

Shame upon vou ! L,--nd a hand!

When you see a vounL be2-inner
ggling up the -steps of Fame,

And in spite of opposition
Strivincr hard to win a name.
You who've gained the heicýhts before him,
And upon the surumit stand.

Do not idly watch his struggles,
Rouse vourselves and lend a hand.

When you see a wounded brother
On the battle-field of Life,

Who, after fio»htincr, long and nobly,
15 L" Pl,)

Falks, a loser in the strife,
Pause one moment, 0 ve conquerors,

In your rush to victory grand,
Brave as ye he fought, tho' vainly.

Re is wounded. liend a, hand ! -
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When you meet a fallen. sister
In the crowlad city street,

None to o-ive her kindly counsel,
None to, gruide her wavward feet-

In Gal's eves sha's jue as precious
As the purest in the land.

Speak no word of scorn or censure,
Try to save her. Lend a band!

And paýrhaps, in that dread hour
'%Vhen all secrets are made -nown,

When at last both saint and sinner
Stand be41c)-e the Jal-rm->nt Tarona
When in answer to the summons,
At the Bar of God you stand,

Waitina, for the eternal sentence
Youlll be glad vou lent a band.
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TWO Pbets.

There lived a poet once, a famous barýL
Whose *kuse, arrayed in robes of misiv light.

Boared high above the common herd of inen-
So high she soared, she almost passed fix)in!siet,

Even as the cold and brilliant stars of Reaven
That sbine in chilly splendour from iiie skies

Withhold the radianîce of their fairest beams
BêYond, the naked sight of hummn eves-

StiR there are some pretentious one--;.- wbo read
The mystic dreams and fancies of bis brain,

PeUntic mi'ds, who, understani-,IUn __ nauel,
Would still have others think thev gr%ýý-P the s in-

lâll, at some passage wiL th strî a -PI-_ m -in fraught,
Too subtle far for them to underi. ad,

They pause perplexed, then as vwi:th oone a-ce-)rd
Cry out in chorus: " How srîbUU-MIe and gr-ind!

0 eifted bard! 1 would not try t a kek
One leaf from out thv laure[ offamé

BeCauSaý 1 faîl to crmsr> thv su. :
'Iris not in thee, but me, WE-Èýý_ rk,_- !se blame.

Aroundhis tomb the world hasTý,w3w;.>î in grief,
And strewed his o-rave with bâv and laurel leaf.-

There lived and- died. a poet,. years nz.>- .
A hardY, humble ploughmau of the -:;oil

'Who sang hts heartfelt songs in sý"mj2est words,
And earned his daily brezt£ Lv lj£e 1ùil.
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Ris songs brougg-ht gladness unto many hearts
Andsoothed mens sorrows as with magie spell.

Ris name was known in palace and in cot,
For king and peasant loved the poet well.

And why ? Because he sang of human faith,
Of human love, of human ;«Y and pa'in,

The grandest thoughts couched in the simplest words,
The lowliest mind could grasp the meaning plain.

0 poet ploughmen ! thine the laurel. wreath
Whose songrs found an-wer in the bearts of men,

Thy name shall live on Fame% immortal scroll
After his name has passed from mortal ken,

Thine the true poet soul and ma.-ster mind
'VQlose lyrics touched the hearts of all mankind.
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mem0riý9 Ci. P. Y.

Just three-score years and ten he spent with us,
The span of Life allotted unto man.
And then before old age had dimmed his eve
Or clouded his great intellect and bram.

God's voice si)ake out to him and called. him hence.
And he obeved the caH, nor shrank when Death,
That grim and obastlv"Kina, of Terrors. laid
His hand upon his noble heart. andi stilied

Its kindly thràý. 'No coward sign he madý,
But undismaved and féarless. lie went forth
Into the great, mvsté-ou:s unknown.

Èose entrance is the Grave. whûý;_e pesz-,wo-d-Death.

And now to hi' all sf-cre-.z- are reveale-i:
Those mysteries, unfathomed and profound.

Those problems which we ever try to zsiolve
With all the mieht of our poo,---- hanian ken-

Problems which b..M'Ed cvcr- c-rx--p-t brak-
Are al! uniolded now untû
Like printed pages of an opýen

.Ah! If he onlv could come bae& àýz-aia
For one brief space of time. and to us
Of those great mysteries. proïounù Lnd
'Which are no longer mvstýer:-,cs to h:m.
But that can never be, sueb thoughtz arc- vain,
For our earth-bL-r%-:'Led ,_ V cs must C'Zý" es Lis
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Be touched and opened by the band of Death,
Ere we can hope to, read the truths sublime

Inscribed witlhiln the pages of that book.

And we who know how quenchless was his thirst
For Truth and Knowledge, though we mourn our loss,
Rejoice to, picture hùn. in that far land,
Drinking deeip draughts of L-nowledge from the springs
01 glorious, eternal. liv-mg Truth.
And knowing fhis we would not wish thee back,
Teacher and,guide, philosopher and sage,

lived as God ordained mankind should live,
Nno died as God ordained mankind should die,

'Whose Me was blameless and whose end was peace.
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A New Vearls Greeting.

vears hav-e rwacred since we last met,
IW--Pno, vear,;.- of mingled joy and pain,

An 1 v.z-ar,> -Pme aind vanish yet
Erc- -%-,ée two meet again.

Ile riath Vve trod 4nce then. dear friend,
HaS proven rough unto my feet:

Fve learned tha-L Life hold-; in the end
More bitterness than sweet.

;Ind now on -rhi-.;-- glad 'New Y ear's day,
M-hen all the land is brig-bt with cheer,

1 pause mile--.-ý,tone gray
That marks another year.

Herp- Friendship edmes with outstretched, hand
Her chc>z-ýen. favored ones to meet,

ajàd alone 1 istand-,
1 haýve no friend to greet.

In 1 tum awav-
And si-rh & e' U- there not one that's true,

Whosse friend-ship can outla,4 a day ?
And then 1 think of. you.

0 tmest heart'-' 0 noblest friend
God ever sent to comfort me,

Here at the Old Years fruitless end
Mr soul cries'out to'thee.
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ý à,
Across the gulf of weary years
My lonely spirit calls to thine,

And memory brings the sudden tears, 1 : t 
My friend of " Auld Lang Syne." Y11-

lie
Elow shaU I word the message, dear, 1

My greeting for this New Year's day?
How write the words of kindly cheer

TÉat my full heart would say? - 'imf

May all your life from care be free,
Not crushed as mine, 'neath Sorrow's thrall,

The sunlight God denied to me
Across your pathway f aU.

Plu
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Death of the Old Year.

In the silent hour of midnight
Like a mYstic pfiantom gray,

-Head bowed low in weepincr sorrow,
So the Old Year steals away.

None bestow ýt thought upon him,
For-his death. none shed a tear,

AIL àre-thinking of the morrow,
Of the blithe. and bright New Year.

Hastening on with weary footsteps,
Wailincy oft in saddened tone

Nko one cares for all my sorrow,
,.-o one grieves that I am gone."
Shivering in the bitter night wind,
. Death's dark shadows looming near,

Ev every one he is deserted.
Poor, forsaken, sad Old Year!

.Now the midnight chimes are teffing
Of thi., gladsome New.Year's birth;

-How their cheery tones are swelling
Into joyou ' s songs of mirth
Whilst in bitter, lonely sorrow,
Passing on through pathways drear,

To the sea of dark Oblivion,
61des the louely, sad Old Year.
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Christmas Ilemories.

Christmas bells are softly pealing
Through the frosty morning air,

O'er my heart the notes are stealing,
Driving out the pain and care.

Clearer now their tones are ringing
Over the new-fallen snow,

Once acrain. the tidino-s bringine-,
Brought by angels long ago.

And my thouglits are softly turning
To a vanished Christmas day,

And my heart is filled with yea'rning
For the dea-r ones far away,

Sad, sweet memories, swiftly throngïng,
Thrill my breast with joy and pain,

And I long with tender longing
To be with them'once again,

0! the time seems lonrr a.él drea
Since those parting words were said,

And the path is rough. and weary
That my tired feet must tread.
Yet though my life is-filled with sadness,

Still with fervent heart I pray,
May their lives be filled with gladness

And peace be theirs this Christmas day.
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The New Yèar.

When the gloomy shades of midnight
Have enveloped all the earth,

I sit watching at the window
For the coming New Year's birth,

And I seem to see in fancy,
Through the shadows of the night,

Hosts of angel forms advancing,
0 so fair and wondrous bright.

Well I know those radiant'beings
Are not of an earthly clime-

In their midst a grim old figure,
Gaunt and gray, old Father Time;

In his arms he bears a burden-'
an'infant, young and fair,

]Rounded limbs and baby dimples,
Laughing eyes and ýshinino, hair.

Onward comes the bright pYbcessýion,-
Singing songs of happy cheer,

And I know the smiling infant
Is the blithe and bright New Year.
Now they pause before my window

And the New Year laughs wifth glee,
Holding both hands clasped ticrhtly

O'er the gifts I may not sée.
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And he whispers: 0 sad. mortal!
Bid tby sorrows all depart,

1 have come with fairest blessings
And- woffld cbeer thy saddened heart."

And 1 whisper Tell me, New Year,
What thou hast in store for me?

But he clasps his hand still closer AMI
O'er the gifts I may not see.

And be speak-s in solemn sadness
Mortal, would'st thou look ahead,

Would'st thoui draw aside the curtain
From the paths that thou must tread ?

Never vet were seen by inortals,
Patl;s as vet by them un'trod,

Seek, not then to read the future,
Leave it all to time and God."

Then with footsteps fleet and noiseless,
Speed the shining throng away

And once more alone I'm sitting
In the darkness, cold and gray.
Ah ! The New Ypear's riçrht." I murmurý

It is best I sbould not -now,
So to God I leave the future
Be it weal or be it ývoe."
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A Christmas Prayer.

DearLorcl, at this glad Christmas tide,
When lovinçr friends with joyous mirth

Meet 'round each ch-eerf ul Christmas hearth,
Is there no Christ-mas cruest for me ?

See Lord, my heart's door opened wide,
0, enter Thou, with me abide

This anniversary of Thy birth
Wilt Thou not deign my guest to be?

Lord, -when with loving heàrts açrlow,
Friend greeteth friend with Christmas cheer,

They off er gifts tbrough. friendsl,,il-) dear,
Hast Thou no Christmas gift for me?

Dear Lord, to me Thy k-indness show,
I long so much Thy Peace to k-now,

Come Thou unto -my hearth-stone drear
And bring the gift of Peace with Thee.
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The Dying Year.

The New 'Year comes tome witli laughingy eves-,
His hands clasped closýelv that 1 m y nçbt. see.

And whispers of the wondrous Le holds
Sa fe hidden in bis dimplied palms fq--%r mle.

But all his promises to me are nar.£rh-.
Ris words but fall upon a ear.,
To all bis olowirýtliepcs 1 g-,.v* 1.t%
For 1 am weer.nrr for tb.e è-v;nz vear.

Oh! DearOld Year. aind mr-si 1 Say fa r-we il ?
Never indeed was word so saè1v

1 care not for the New Yc-ar*s
Withthce my faîrEszt Lci cs will -Sccii be dead.

Old Year. thou -%vast Indeeïl a ïr-eitti torne
And though my jov were :ome-tirae.z mix-ed with woe

No ûtLE r VqE a r gr. s 1 zî . f >C, 1 r s 1- f E:

It breaks mv heart. Old Year. to see ihee go.

Hark! Now the bells rinz oui: their merrv chime!
«U. pon the midnit-ht air M' c---r voý.ec-z ;--weil

A peal of welconit to the r-c-w-t-c-rn year.
To me 't s but the Old Y t-I.VlL.1r knell.

0, dear old friend. t L.e'heur cc a
When 1 muýst sav farc-wellk fer zive to -thee.

New Years mav come and Olù Years pa:sz away,
But you will never be forgot by me.

1.4
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St. Valentine's lEvea

Good IS;t. Valentine, listen to me,
C-cod St- Valentine, let me see
Wbo mv future love will be ? "

-Old Rhyme.

"Il oneat the window
On the eVe Of St. Valentine's day,

And týie M0011 s7hed a softl, silver lustre,
O'er the earth clad in snowj; array.'

And 1 hope, dear. vou'Il not'think me foclish
Wh2ýn vou héar what I have to tell,

But. Sitting alone in the mooulight
1 fhought of the old love-spell..

The-v ýz,-tv if vou stand in the moonlight
And pray to St. Valentine

For a glimpse of yqur future lover

In the words of a quaint, old rhyme,

That the eood Saint never refuses

To answer a pr ayer sincere,
And the form of the one who loves you

That nio-ht in vour dreams will appear.

Sa 1 thyipht if hýc t:) otbers
Hem.xhtýans-w.--.r a pra-er of mine,

or yon know he's the friend of lovers,
This deir old Saint Vale ntine.



ST. VALEN-ri-NIES DAY. 85

But I fear l'm a bit of sceptic
For 1 hacln't much faith in the eharm,

SUR 1 thought to myself. - 1 will try it,
As it surely can do no harm.'"ý

And the moon shed its glories around. me
As I whispered the quaint old rhyrne,

And of course, dear, 1 need not tell you
I was thinking of you all the time.

Oh ! I whispered it ever so, softly
For fear I mirrht be overheard.

But the moon and the stars- sýmed to listen
And I know that they caught every word.

And 1 fancied the moon was ý.-mlllnclr
And the stars seemed to, laugh overhead,

And I felt half ashamed of my folly
As I silentýy crept to my bed.

But, dear, I awoke in the mornincr
Convinced, that the charm was true,

And I know that the gool Saint heard me,
For, darling, 1 dreamed. of you.
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As 1 sit alone by the fr-re
This quiet Halloween,

Mv heart revives wlth the memor-e
Of a pae and happy scene.
How their forms arise me,
The dear friends of the passz.

]But bow soon the visions va1nýsh-
Too brir)-ht bv far to lasst

1 seem to feel their prespuce
In the swiftly oýathc-n-ng eoom,

And I hear theïr gg-ar-mentý-:- rustk
In the stillness cf the room.

An Lr -ati- rn,3 -n"rv r»c>L Ls awav
The years that intervene

Detween me and the pleasure
Of that happy Hallowe-en.

me - , laucrhi-ng party.
-\Vith lips and eyes aglow.

'With rincring laugh and merr-y -ee-
hat thoucrht had we of woe?

0 loved o"nes dear, since thatglad night,
Sad years have come and gone,

> And of all the biight and happy group,
1 am sitting here alone._
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Alone of all that happy group:
Some sleep Ïbenelath the ground.

And winter winds sweep o'er their gmves
With sad and mo-tumful sound.

And s-ome by happy firesides.
W, ith chilciren, bright and fairq

Encireled bv she1t'rina, arms
They -now no pain nor care. à

And one, ah me, the dearest one
f all that household band.

Ras drained the cap of sorrow
From Fates relenties.-s hand.

Better. dear heart, if thou had'ýst died
In childhood. long azo,

Than live to see thv future marred
Bv memories of woe.

And as I sit here dreaminc,
It seems so long, ago.

Lik-e a dav Of brighte:st.i;u-n:shiitie
Veiled bv wearv vears of woe,

And 1 bow my hèaà in sorrow
While my solul cries out in pain;

Will those d&-tvs of pèace and gladness
ec- r e o ni e t o us a -- ra i a

Then a voice of silverv music
Come stealinz throucrh the room,

And a p sence, sweet and mystie,
Seems to lighten up the 61oom,

It lulls my bitter vearnings
Into calm. and peacefal rest,
As it bids me not to murmur

For Goël knows what is best.
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It-is the lot of m,)rtal.--.,
17o feel the weicxht of woe.

If m7e would wear the crown in heaven
M'é must bear the crosiz I-bplrpw.

1 know some dav wé aH,%-.-H meet
ý Where Sorrow cannot blizht,

Andin the radiant niornincr
We'll forget the darksome night.

And so I sit here dreaming
In the calm and quiet night,

Of the sad, sweet memories of the past
And the future. fair and brizht.

Then softlv doth Oblivion draw
Her mystic veil between.

And shuts out the hauntinoý memories
Of that happy Elalloween.



Thanksgiving.

Thank- God for Life!
E'en tho' it brin-cr much bitterness and strife,

And all our fairest hopes be wrecked and lost
Ven tho there Bc- more 111 than good in Life

-We cling to Life and reck-on not the, cost.
Thank God for Life..

Thank God for Love!
Tor tho' sometimes Grief follo-ws in its wake,

stiil we forgyet Lrove's sorrow in Love's àoy
And cherish tears with smiks for Love's dear sake

OnIv in Heaven is bliss without alloy.
Thank God for Love.

Thank God for Pain
No tear hath ever vet been shed in ya'in-,

And in the end each sorrowing heart;shall fmcl
No curse. but blessincrs in the hand of (Paiu

Even when Re smiteth, theýi is Go osýkina.
Thank God for Pain.

Thank God for Death U
Who totiches-tuoui-hed lips and stills theirbreath,

And crive-ýh Peace unto each troubled breast;
Grief ffies before thy touch, 0 blessed -Death!

G od"s ssweetest gi ft ; thy name in Heaven is Rest.
Thank G-od for Death.
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'X.

My Prayer.

Ye who, havesst-mggleil wil me in the strife,
Ye wl;o have braved the confl;ct. fatight and bled,

Mv conirades'on thebattle-field of LIfe-ý
Deal with me cpertlv after 1 -aiQa dead.

Remember not mv many fraiI-tieý ,
Mv faults and failino-,-. thoutzh thevire not few,

Nay, countle-ssis as 1--ýesiae the seas,
StM would 1 as-k forgeffulness fronyyau.

It'mav be that-some comrade's-.lýe rt ha-th
Sore wounded by some careless/shaft of mine,

But let not anc-er live a-ailnst tye depd,
To err is huilir-an. to forgive t)ivine."

And if vour wrath ÎS fiéý-rce and -î'eýzin woilicl live,
Remember that IL also, su-F trea wroii g

Yet found it in my power 4-0 fore-rive.
Though Ilate is mi " ty. Love is still more strong.

One virtue 1 can surelv ca]U mv ow-n,
Perchaiice, wità it- My life hass not been vain

Mv ears were sin-fr te hear a nc,eherýi;z mr,,-,i D,
PMy eyes'wereýz:wu-- to v,.-eelo îùr otLerb' pain.
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MY PRAVER.

Sowhen-you breatlhe my noire in future

Deal gently with the ccmi-acle wbo is

]Rcimcintcr Lcr as cre m Yû -ý, Foi (e 3-cry

And felt your -. zoi:rcws cvEin es Lcr cw

O.friends ! Deny me inot tbe looin 1 ask.

Is buman wralb more dreed tbain tbE

Is pardoining a fault ý,;jo great a t8sk

That man sbould dare refusse vIhat G

Trace ..11 my frailtics in Clýlivicli'sc.8r)ý

But grave my virtues deep en mernor

,when tbis is done «by lieavcn's recordi

Can human hearts refusse this prayer'


