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..Even-Qong...

** At even time it shall be light."— Zech, 14:7

>
Gladly the sparrow drops down to her nest, Dews on the long grasses gratefully cling,
Slowly the weary sun sinks in the West, Perfume of flowers the soft breezes bring,
Twilight the beautifui brings sweetest rest Nature her even-song upward doth wing.

Oh, that my soul might find comfort and peace
Some softly whispered word send me release
Quiet my restless thought, bid striving cease

Father! canst hear me cry from far away?
Oh, let Thy message float down tenderly

hed on my longing heart radiance divine
Lift thou my wandering thoughts nearer to Thine
Bringing Thy promised light at close of day Help me ** Thy will"" to say, Father, not ** Mine"

Then fill my rested soul full of Thy might
Help me by faith to walk, if not by sight
| So at the even time shall it be light







..Cupid in the Country...

She came up from the country with her
Pretty airs and graces,

Her gloves were made in France and in
Germany her laces,

Her hair was made in heaven, and | don't
Think I'm to blame

If, since she's gone, the old homestead
Has never seemed the same

o

It really was a puzzle, the way she

Wore her bonnet!

Tilted right back from off her face, a
Bunch of poppies on it.

The neighbor girls all tossed their heads and
Called it **odd"* and *plain,”

But since that bonnet's left its peg the

House don't seem the same.

I used to care for nothing else but how

The wheat was growing,

And if the sky showed signs of rain, or how

The wind was blowing

But now it seems that all these things are

Scarcely worth the gain,
since her footstep's left the fields, they
Don’'t seem quite the same

Fo

™

I wish I could explain it it doesn't
Seem quite f.

all the sweetness should die out, just
'Cause one girl ain't there

The morning sun shines just as bright on
The f of ripened grain,

But I r the brightness of her hair, and
The sunlight ain't the same

That

I've been a long time doubting | think

I'll try to-day,
Faint heart ne'er won fair lady" I've
Often hear her say

| ain’t much good at writing, but I'll

Try hard to explain

That while she's gone my home and heart

Will never be the same
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.{Phe Passing ell..
o>
Passing away! Passing away! Passing away! Passing away!
Oh, pray for the soul of Elizabeth Gray ! The daylight is breaking, she cannot delay,
The shadows are falling, One last kiss we give her,
Low voices are calling She's reached the dark river
Her sweet soul is passing away We know she is passing away
Passing away! Passing away! Passing away! Passing away!
The solemn bell tolls as we silently pray O Father, in mercy, be near us to-day!
The death mists are ciearing, T'o still our wild weeping,
The angels are nearing And take in Thy keeping
A fair soul is passing away The soul that is passing away.
i
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.In May (ime...
o+
O'er the fresh; sweet meadows where the grass is springing Through the crowded city fragrant winds are straying.
8 Through the budding forests where the birds are singing, By the dusty highway laughing brooks are playing.
1 Up the hill and down the glade Youth is having holiday

Life is just beginning Life has gone a-maying. ‘
|
|

See the tender saplings shining rain-drops shaking
Where the wild wood-lillies from their dreams are waking;
See the old world young once more
Winter's sloth forsaking

Down in windy valleys daisies still lie sleeping Welcome lovely Springtime! with thy joyous greeting
;.‘ Tho' in sheltered woodlands violets are peeping Set the heart of Nature to new music beating '
9 Spring has gathered all the land Bless us with thy smile and sigh
To her kindest keeping Springtime fair and fleeting
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.{Phe Wind and the Maple...
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A River Reverie...

river flowing

Flowing to the sea.

Now in suniight, now in shadow
Flowing merrily

Strange to list thy murmured message

Rippling low and sw
Strange to watch thy ceasele flowing
Flowing fast and fleet

O river, river flowing
Flowing in my heart

Never shall thy wordle

ul depart

singing

laughter

Voices light and gay
Mingle ever with the music

Flowing far away

>

O river, river flowing
Flowing fast and fleet,
Gliding sadly, leaping madly,
Till the sea you meet
Teach me all thy wondrous voices
All thy soothing art,
Till thy song be ever flowing

Flowing in my heart

O river, river flowing
Flowing far away,

Longingly my heart would follow
Through the distance gray

ced are those echoed voices,
Laughing lips grown cold
But the river onward floweth
Singing as of old
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Away! Away! So runs the river
The wers spring and the A
The sweet mists sway with the f May )
My | and | walk by the rive
Along the river pathway the tall blue flags ar waying
Adown the river pathway my | go straying
A question tre n the air
An answer lingers somewh near
The curious breezes pause to hear
The *ye for which I'm praying
It comes at last a word s weet
The tern sky with crimson blushes

#

The world grows fair while at our feet
15|

through the ru
ot

The river ripple

es

love is true and life is swe

the sea

And hope is boundless a

he restless river floweth fleet

silently

And ever changes

Away! Away! Fast flows the river,
The flowers droop and the gr, shiver
The red with a day just dead

My love is sleeping by the river

west grows







My lad 1 Madelin The sunset pauses in the t

r g t arth with g r In t evening glory drest
And ads t K 1 It rd n her nest

t i betw The twilight falls with deeper rest

It at when n ad mile
leef adow r
ke purj louds wher inlight

N { or braided hat And wh he meets me by tt tream

it t ripE ! S0 pure and ke doth sr een
Where ! ! v T | fear me 'tis a teasing dream
And wea 1 golden n r me

My ladye's name is Madeline
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..November...
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..Evening..




