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Locail Poems.
----

SHIBDEKN N'ALLEY-PAST AND I'iESENi'.

Ali, lovely spot, along thy paths
lit tranqxil mnood Fve wandered;
And 'mid t hy sylvan beanty oft
liu quiet biotirs I*ve jboudered

luw, iii the ' Merrie Englaul * dari
The sportsmen, t bey %vould rally
Aroliud the stately huanesteads that
Are dlot ted der t hy v-alley.

A jovial crowd. tliJwydt .tier there
Withi liotnds and horzes %vaitiig
Then off they'd boiind at !zoiud of fioru -
A wvoiiirotis stir raia.

l've looked ou Bcavo-i's ra ie'nass
W7hich -rinuly towvers o«er t haee,

And laides wvit busi ii s ruigi hrowu hreast
Many a darl, saqI story.

For mn bave fugbaI andi iicu tiiere -
lhaeir idood ini coiiict sa:da
Andl %V11 %vovalk its p.t.0- to.!a.
Ou lier,)es graves ire trewliiag.

Tiause dlays arc ;,une: No launiter*s bora
WVe hear ou frosty inorniaag;
The aoair furel nad sirili-
No longer soiinds1 itFsvrna.

I'enrefui, valma th[e valley rcsits:-
Nor femi aur I)ai île
For îieeU of valiar mvr ,ita tiae:eii
.Nlei titra touts r- l'i:



S UNS SET AT OGýDEN.

Quiet, pensive, 1 watch i lie siirîset rays
Cast themselveg o'er Ogden, wviti its heatir andt gorse-

filled braes. t

Each colour of the rainbow lias Daine Nature painted
there,

And with mnaster toici trarrsforins thiren into scenes of
beauty rare.

Nos" sloviy, suftiy, the quiet shaduws fal
Fold ing in the moorland whiie yet tihe rnoor-iirds caii,

And tegoing hues of sunset seeta lotir to pas@ away
As tire twi-Iigt hour approaches teiiint, of thre dying day.

CaImly, serenely, the mist of nigirt doth creep,
And spreads itself so gent ly, its ioneiy wateiî to keep.
Guardîng so terideriy as to and fru it sways,
Tire lake-like streceh of water, and Og-derïs heath-clad

bries.

SI NRISE ON BEACON HILL.

Tirere is golit on the brow of Beacon,
Sire is bat bed jr> tire sunrise gIow,
And a thousîrrd rays aie shooting
O'er tire ireaceful vale below.

The rnists that gatirered round lier
lu thre mystic s pel of night
Like w aveu of m se& roll baekwîrd,
Discloaing Fair Ph«-ebus' Iigirt.

Dark she may seem and gloomy
When threateaing ciouds bang o'er,
But when morning's orb %hines on her
She, reapetir from Beauty's store.

And il qîîeenly guardian she seeineth
To our cherisbed ancient town,
km at early morn uhe beameth
From beneatir her golden crown.
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P<IE3S IN PKElCEJ AND IVA1J.

TIHE ý%*INI)I1NGi RWAJ) TO MOUINTAIN.

()I the %viuding road w to\oinutain,
1 v e tramped it inany a year,
'Ihiroîîgl the Spring and throughi the Sitinmer
And iii the Atiti.unn sere.
rTiq a long way andl a loue %vay

'lo those who littie kiiow
lie joy of crac, and inoorland

lii the stinset's golden glow.

Buît the homaely folk of Monîiitain
('are littie for the throng
Of tow'n or hîîsy city
Or the cares they lîring aloug.
No, they love the open inouriand-
Wiid tboiugh it may be-
'Tis the home they've kuom'rî from chiidhood,
Tfhe dwelling of the free.

1 love the road to Motintain
When the City's liglits shine ont,
Ani conntless iaxnps of Heaven
Shed thieir haloes ail about.
The valiey there below it
Spreads like a ioneiy lake
And the littie highv; thiat ~nard it
A fairy pietiire inake.
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OGDEN KIRK.

1 clii> the braes of Ogden on waning- manier day.
And watch the hil of York8hire loom ont acrose the Nvay;
Trhe mnoorland breezes %vhisper a gentie, troouing song,
To this quiet hauut of uature-far from n oisy throng.

The shtelt'ring, hüIs are radiant %vith glint of Betting stin,
WVhore golden rays are ligit ing t le crannies one by one:-
The yelloNv gorse arotind t hein a tlaming mass (luth seem,
While xnodest purple heather basks in stinset gleain.

Ahi iild, bewitehing moorlaud, whlere heal hahul breezes
blow,

I love tu ivander o'er thee, in wilight's quiet glow
Dear art thoni for ever, 'vhether skies mnay frowu or amito
'rhotigh winter suows lie o'er thee, lIl love tliee ail the

whie.

THE BOYS OF SHIB)EN SCHOUL.

Sorne may lie ou oeah %viude
And some on Caittcaa\ land
Aye, scattered far iu t.very clime
Unit ed st ill t hey Stan:d.

Though North or Sont h. t hotug Easi. or W~est-

M here&er our Iboys xnay roamu
Akindly t hotight 'will si ili reinaitu

Of cherishied sclhool and homne.

It shel tered t hein in d.iiid htooui's days-
Fromn every %vorldfly lutLrin.
Safe refuge fromn temnptation's suiares;
Abotie of Q< and calin'

Trhey*il iie*er forg-et w1îeu far aiieid,
Aud 1battling, day ley 'tay
lu t. his liard! worlil for Nwork and lirea',
Dear Sitilbgiei far away.

No nat ter \\ hial i lir iuiave in life
Thmeir Alina M'ater cls
And oft tihey*lI crave once more to dwell
Wit hia t ho-e kiliily waiks.



PGJE lIS IX I'K.1E (RI~XI)W*I

IN IBuN'IE LAND.

Ii g old and puri'le maimnît
111 early Attinu days,

'St retc vii Iiii le unb'roken
The 1îeatli-vIad nor]aîîd l'raes.

l',eieat h t lieir viii ibhrou, -ha.iow
WVere reared the sisters thiree
Vihu early gainedI l"ane*q trilcute
O>f hinniortnhity.

I>ear hbis of liug aud beathler,
I>Iaygronind of thieir yoiith,
\uél iii later year-, iie 1;irthîdaee

4 )f t hîeir geiîis, fursut li.

IIow inany liours t hey s-liialiteredl
11n roarning rnoor autd iell

110\ thley ,vat.Ieed Nwill o.hul.iike il.u!in"
Tl'e liei-yit s thley l>veuI î-o wvell.

Ali loiiely, loueiy inourland,
'Ihigli years are speedling fast,
lSadi but shouw, mure e'Iearly
S-weet lîeiories uf t lie 1 ast.

AndiQ old 'Fiie guoeq feetig
J)ear his, ywi st ii viii fi'e
Keil in fond rernei'lraiiie

By t hose %vliu loved t lie t li ree.



THE HIALIFAX 11UOUUU"G PO<LCE.

(Apro>os of the Carter-, Strike Celle-3,
MNay Ist and Lnd, 1913).

Folks insay tak of London IM- iŽ
But 1 gues;s they tiautiot 4eat
Our mnen in hbie wlio daily
Patrol froin street tu street.

1'hey rnay flot of( le netled
To queli a rabhle tliroin,
But ivhen t bey are yotîi l fni thiemi
Corne boldly inarcliiu;, on.

Auxions in thle skiriiis-I
Their traditions to inaitain,
Thougli they've heavy oik ds us t hem
The victory theygi.

They"re a credit to our p'euple,
Theme upright, sta1lvart nmen,
WVho ataunchly (Io their dnity
Ten times ont of ten.

Then ciaeerounr Buoii- -h ii.
Aye, echeer them 1 lree 1iî" 1 lire.
As guardians ever fait li f ff
Of peace and il~r
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CIII LDEN~, -N( i V 1CVLCOM E

on tIlle oeau f b is vi-it t o

'St. Jusellls SviuI lf J iily 2-214t 1913.

Hail, 1 relaniVq P'rimai e Our juy is n~nîi~
Ouir vujees thly praises are j)yfiully soundiig,
The evhues agaiin anud ag-ain) are redon tiigi
Oiir melvoine, great t>relate, our welvoime tu tiieu
Hail to thec .1 ait Iu thlee l oY never euuling
In choruis our voices are -leef h 'y tutendiii
For ail ýod*s hest graves unir prayers are asçe tigi
AIl r bat is 1 est e*er lue sliu" ereil n jil tlice

Au I rishi %%ve1euîîîe we gie t hee-
A reet iig, tlîuîîghi olI, c' er nu w
4Cead mite faille,- great Soggartîî,

Frontî loyal cIiildreii anid t rie

Quiickly, l ot)< tiikly, Ille uiniiuîtl are ieeliiîg,
Holding, %"itihum t hein t lus tuiig loukel for ineet iii .
WVe pray voit %vill t Iîiîîk of t lie lit t le unes* greet ing

XVlien haâk d'er the uu'ean in obil lîuîîi',faiî.
WVe're pool: Irisla viii ihureîî 'vithi litice tu reude r-

Others w~ill ofler Nvith lu nr greater Qiduduui r
Thueir tokens of loYalty, luviîîg and tenider

Burt iin loviîîg 'e oin Nvp lie% er v. ili fail

MR.11S IN .1SI) ll«.11.,.



S PUE.11S IN J>I .4CE IND 11.1Rl.

<)lENINC OF TrHE
"SI>EAK'* INSTITUTE, ~0NAN

(.Iamiiary 25tli, 1913>.

Here in utir,%%ind-swept haiet,
Higb on tie rugged height,
Where the old-tixne vustom vhanges;
But littie in tirne's fligbt,
le raised a lordly building-
Majestic in its form-
A strong and niighty hulwark
To brave the w inter storin.

A liok 'twixt l>ast and 1Prec;enit
In the anials of the jilave.
A moument mnust lit ting,
To a w-ort hy race.
*Twill make the nid look backward
Wbieu on the pile they gaze,
And in quiet moments pouder
U'pon the hygone days.

Often yuil hear themn ehat ing
<Of tifty years, ago.
%Vlieu 1 the inaster o12'-Goit 1ule's liimi
Wuould 'mou-gt thIem corne autd -0.

And theyI1 e'er have happy meîn'ries;
0f his kindly wife.
Their f riendi and hielper ever
In rikuess or ini st rife.

1'lose of their Lu nuov wit h uts
MIaiutain the old-time vreed,
And t o t he pour anmd age(l
Are ever frienis in need,
WVell rnay the building tlouris.l
And keep the uld elays green.
A bond t at joins for ever
«%Vhat is with %vhat lias heeu.



~>SINV PEACI, ci.VAD IVAR.

UINES To A ROBIN.

(On diseýoveriug, a uest iii thle Puttiug Shed, Akroyd
l'ark, Halifax).

Littlie warbier of the %vildw~ood sure yoii t ried to (Io your
best

To hide away thus alyly your .%arm and cosy uest.
Ah, cunning littie creatutre, youi the mossy glade forsook
For an unpretentions torner wvhere no prying eye% would

look.

But I stole a înarch upon youi, littie cliarmer of the ear.
1 bave fonind youir place of hidiing andI within iLs precincts

Jutto find a baby soug.ster, su tiny anîd so sweet,
Calling for it s mnot her %vith a plaint ive lit fie Il Tweet."

1 wonder what yotu're thinkiug as your hrighit eyes lix on
me ?

1 rather gniess you're wishing your uest biigb in a tree.
Plans yotu're no doubt weaving for fuiture neeting days
And your next year's home till flottrish %vhere no chance

marauder rtray8.
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(Reverend Jerome Qiilan, died Ortolier 5tia, 1906).

Regretteal ly ail lais laitliftil ilork.
He lies ina t le silent' ,rave-
Our Pastor whouon cartlata speut
His shaort life but to save
The errirag child, the siaifil aaa
From tlae Devil's wicked -ýnare
Ever leadiiag lieaveuwardi
The Souls tu laitn so dear.

He left ais ail in spirits biigla
For a voyýa-,e d'er the se.%;
He little ktae-'% tlaat tais %vas buta
The verge of vast eternity,
For tliere, awa) from hoame aaid friessil.,,
He lareai lied bis hasi oaa alien soui;
And *sbite the stranger's kinilly care?
Slaook otl* hais mort al Coul.

Touu well lais paeoplhe loveil laia t laoaagha
Tu let his hifelers foran reanain.
Tlaey aneaut tu bave hitn iaere %vit la theina
So hroufflt hian u'er the main;
And tlaus, in tlae ealan aaad vold eanhraa'e
Of the graveyarid un the baill
1-is bodIy lies ita siglat of wlaere
liq spirit lauvers stili.



PoEJIfS IN PE.ICE IND) J.

EVENI«N"G IN 1{VBUR-N VALLEY.

Shadows of April nigbt folding in on the valley fair;
Nature in tenderest mood resting su tranquilly there.
Purpie and red and yellow. the tinùts ofthde western skv,
Where the golden su- of the April day un the lowering

clouds dotia lie.

Evening in Ryburn vaiiey 'vheu sparing is aj>proathing
there,

Is a time when the lover of Natutre may î'under on scenes
thrice fair.

The lonely fell' in the back-roaaa'I seem ianbaed witli the
breath of lite,

And play their part in Litis dreain-v aie away froin warring
and strife.

The tipi ot the %% uudilaad brandihes- tain wutilt* ding te the
bis ahove,

WVhile they in ilieir mia are watqduiug the -leu% %xilh a
tender love

Trickling ot rilîs duwu the uiuntains, meeting of streains
helow,

With a ruash au,, a spla-ia andl a tuainhle, tiieu ainiring
together Llaey fliuw.

One tan hear the iiaiu- uf tdehihe cail of the
sweet hrown Lbruisb,

Andl the cbirpaiug uf othber qcln,-stprs mayhbe from 1braneli
and bulsh.

WVinuin-, their wee mates hoine'vard 'ere the suin dies
away in the wvest,

Calling ini quaint bird laminage the %vauderers hîack Le
the nest.

Under the raagged hil-creste, like seul inels gaîarding the
vale,

Lie dotted the old-.vorld homesteails of tIae sturdy folk
ot the dale.

Girey and nigh tumnling are in:auy, telling laetter than
history's page

01 their one-t ime glory and sibleîaaluaar andl thaeir link wvith
a hygone age,
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FLAMBOIIOUGH HEAI).

Nioriiing 1breaks u*er the grinm old rocks
Wet w~ith the lashiaîg spray;
And the asporiing waves bave a inerry gaine
With the lioniders that corne their wity.

ln and ont of caverns (leelp
One l'y mie they houud,
Leaving a seething inass of foarn
lu edffieq thlai lie arotrnd.

And the hoary, tiine-s'-orn cliis of whaite
Are proud %vit la t lie îaride of ag-e;
Leng h~ave tliey t.u he lrnfed e-il
Aui weailaered the temibest's rage.

Ver lita le thley know of t he iiîner wvorli-
Littîle tlîey see of life-
Satve wheu the widlisseek a hiome
lu tlîeir nouk-z frui t lie uveaîî's -,t rife.

And stili, iii lie gud old days of yure,
WVhen pirates sailed t ilie main,
Oft have they sheltered in ezvérns ilark
The sinuggler aud là- gain.

But tire day uf tire sîîîmggler is paý-t and g<.ne,
And the pirates sail uo more ;
.So the rrmgge'l mass froisi day to day
Hears rîumgit butîî t lie u-ean*s roar.



PI)khlS IN PE.! CE tNI) V1. 3

GRANE-O ER-SN IS.

(Uines penned whilst ou a vi-3it,.

"ris a liaven of rest whbere 1 wvauwer,
Where wavelets but quietly play
A pretty nook riny and slieltereil
On 'Morecambe's sweet stunslainy Bay.

There is beauty wvithin aud aroimd it-
Where the mountaine siuiie duwn un thle ses,
Or e*en where their faces titru landwards
Ilow fair is the vision they see.

Ah, (;range, wvitb thy beantifid m-oodlands
And crags inant ledl over withl green,
No picttre su %sweet aud so luvely
Coild in al! this fair En-land lie seen

NYhen day slowly fade-, and tuie hill-tolbs
Are s'eiled in the eveuiuîXs soit inisi,
Ai tiiet what a hieaveuly stilluess
(Yer tby beaatif'il shore-Jine exisi s.

1 a sad aess 1 leas' e tiijy fair foot liai lii
WVhich uat tire suo richily enuowers,
And oft shall 1 punder iii ralture
On the spot whiere I speat happy lionrs.
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M1ORECAMBR.

i have trodl thy -,hores swcet, Morecambe
~Since chitdhood*s days were mine,
And I've watched thy golden beauty-
Trhe beauty only thine!

For sunset gilds the waters
And makes thee fair to sec,
And the mouintains in the backgrouuid
Keep tender watch o'er thee.

They see the gold-tipped wvavelets
P-lay upon thy strand,
As they leap andI dance and f rolic
In their race towards the land.

And when nigbt steals arwjuud thee,
And gen"'e stars peep out,
Then thy waters change to silver
As the moonbeams spread about.

The ruddy lights of Barrow
Shine out across the Bay;
While harbour lights at Heysham
Throw out a cheery ray.

WheD morning breaks in Ipeauty
UpDn thy waters blue
Behold fair Grange a-nestling
*Midet groves of varied hue.

In th~e distance towers Helvellyn
'%Vhich seema to mneet the sky.
WVhile mists of early morning

Shroud-like round him, lie.

From eut to west and northward
'Thy glorles mnltiply,
Varied anid ao many
Thbey eau but eharm the eye.
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DANVN IN NVOE<hSIIRE.

'lTis dawn on the his of Yorkshire,
The wonderf ni break of day,
And the lark afar in the heavene
le chanting his merry lay ;
And softly, dreainily crooning
Cornes the gentie breeze of the nioor,
Like a far-off whisper of voices,
And hreath so, sweet and pure.

Look to the eaetern eky-line
WVhere gold replaces the grey,
For 1>hobus, t he sun-god, erniling,
Chae the night-clouds away.
Hie message je epeeding earthwards
In myriade of giided raye,
And a tinge of his dazzling brigbtness
1 nto coppice and cranny etrays.

E'en the dewdrop thst reste on the greensward
Har, a share of hi% radiant light ;
And the diaxnond itself when flaching
Could flot promise a fairer eigbt.
Yes, *tis dawn, 'tis dawn in Yorkshire,
And moorland and blli and glade
Are reaping the mnystic beauty
The smile of the %un-god made.





Topical Poems.
O0

TrHE BOY SCOUTS.

They are the boys of the Empire whr, proudly march past
un to-day,

The men who wiIl guard our country in the yeare not far
away.

Young bloode of a land that may need them, they are
strong and willing to fight

For the cause uf the land of tbeir fathers, when thst
canse stands for freedom and right.

CHORUS.

Strougbolds of Britain's future,
Heroes in coming strife,
When if nced be each strong-armed patriot
ShaUl answer the call with hie life.
Proud, aye glad of the honour
0f dying for freedom's cause.
As true to the cail of his country
As be's true to hie country's Iawe.

Then boys of the Empire we hall you, imbued with the
spirit of youth,

And keenly alive to the watchwords of liberty, honour,
and truth !

May Heaven's beet blessings be with you in the work
that is yours to do ;

Full measure to you be accorded of the praise that saah
yet be your due !
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LINES ON THE DEATE 0F

KING EDWARD VIL

Oh En-land ! Cruel is the blowv
That strikes thy people 10w with grief!
For Death-dire levelier of mnen-
Hath robbed them of their chief.

Chief of Empire-Britain'a pride-
Beloved by &Il mankind;
Where, oh tell us, where shall t'er
His like on earth be found ?

A kiîîg, of kings, and yet a man
Whom ail could term a f riend ;
Whate'er their dlams, whate'er their creed,
Their rights he would defend.

But short the span of kingly mile
Stern Fate apportioned him,
For e'en before a decade passed
Loomed forth Death's shadow grim.

And now our Empire stands bereft
0f Edward's guiding band,
No more his taetful rule shall smooth
The troubles of our land.

But England, tbough thy loua je great,
One for comfort turne to thee ;
Hear the pieading Mother-Queen
In her sorrow cail on thee.

Asking for thy people's prayers
In this lier trouble sure,
Oh, be flot uelfish in thy grief,
Grant lier these, if nothing more.



POEMIS IN PEACE, AND WVAR. M

WVRECK 0F THE TITANIC.

Heave a uigh for J3ritain'a heroes
Who gave their lives to save
The heipless wornen sud children
From the clasp of the cruel w~ave.

Brave hearts of a brave old nation,
Well bave you proved your worth!
Well have you done your duty
For the land that gave you birth!

To the cause of honour and courage
You were res.dy and willing to iIy.
You have taugh t the world a lesson,
You have shown men how to die!

And Britain will flot forget it,
Though afar froma ber shores you sleep,
And penniless widows and orphans
In Ionelines8 sit and weep.

Ah, wives and mothers, and daughteru,
Your country is calling you.
In syinpathy list to itsi pleading,
And show what women can do.

It may not be yours to suifer,
Let it be yours to give ;
Von cannot succour the dead one%,
Yon can help their dear ones who live;

Who are left, rnaybe, unbefriended,
ln a world of hardship and strife.
Oh, women of Britain, then help them
To figfit the grim battle of life !
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HEROES OF THE EMPIRE.

(In memory of the South Polar disaster-1912).

Throughout this world-wide Empire
The signe of grief are spread.
And England the great mother,
Mourus her valiant dead.
Those brave, etauneh hearts of Britain,
Who feared no earthly foe,
Have dared their last and con.îuered,
But death has laid them low.

Not they to heed the tempest,
Or shrink from cruel blast
Or tremble at the danger
W~hen the storm-fiend lield them fast.
Colle-cted, calm, unllirncbin-,
When Death's shadow round themn stole.
Alone to wait bis coming -
Nu passing bell to toil.

Thus, true to king and country
Their patriot lives were spent,
And patriot-like these heroes
To the last great summons bent.
But was it flot for Empire
They trod that ice-girt shore?
And did the Empire ask them
WVould they not venture more?

Ah, brave, great hearts of England,
The fame your courage gained
Shalh travel down the ages
Unsullied and unatained!
Ou history's great white pages
Shall yonr mighty deeds be told;
And on Tinie's scroil of honour
Your deathless names eurolled!
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THE EMPIRE'S CALL.

(A Recruiting Song).

Eigland, the Mdother, ie t*alling, aye e'en to the ends of
the earth;

Callizig tu, those whlo respect lier, and 'w'do boast of theiu
English birth.

WVhat is t'lhe cry tu lier children ? WVhat is she asking
to-day?

"Sons; of the Empire, cume hiell me to keep the dread
tyrant away ! *

And what (Io yoin say, sons of Eugland ? How will you
answver the call

XVill yon coolly stand hy waiiile yur brothers by the band
of the foeman shall fali ?

Will you play wbile the heroes are facing the cannon, the
swvord ani the lanee ?

While those brave hearts are shedding their life's-blood
can yotu think e*en of foot ball or dance'~!

WVill you laugli while inot bers are weeping for the lads
Who once were their pride-

Who g ve of their best tu the Empire, ani like brave
Britishi heroes have died ?

Guarding your -qisters and nothers, saving your chidren
and wives.

'Tis yommr daty to noloy lorotect them ; 'tis for tbem you
are risking yomr ?ives!

Corne up here young Mouds of the conntry, no strong and
sturdy iu frame,

Corne up, buckle to, shiow the Kaiser that two cari play
the same game.

'Tis an honotir tu put un the khaki, and a jileasure to
follow the druin.

So lads, raow your Mot herland, needs yon-down tools,
and tell lier yutl vorne!
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OUR GALLANT FIGHTING MEN.

They heard the order given
And answered to the cali,
For the sake of King and Count ry-
Brave men one and al!

And the sterling stuif they're made ot
Was shown 'ere many days,
When the foemen planned invasion
And the war cry dared to raise.

They left their homes in Britain
For the country's need came irst;
May God upeed them in their mission
To avenge thics war accursed.

The flac, tlîat down the ages
lias in glory proudly waved,
Wvill they let it now be trampled
Shalh the Empire be enslaved ?

While they have breath within thern
To resist the stubborn te
Shall the freedom that she hoasts of
From her sacred keeping go?

For your near ones and your dear ones
Who in the contict fal
Weep not you wives and mothlera,
They but answered Daty's eall.

Remember they are herees
0f whem the world is proud,
Thongh their graves are hiddea, riameless,
And they wear ne fiueral slîrond.

But when the great Reveill
Shall eche e'er eaeh vale,
And the last rehl-call is sounded
WVe shaîl hear the thrilling tale.

0f how those great hearts grapp)led
With the cruel chainu of Might.
How they gave their very life's bluod
In the noble cause et Riglît
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0UR ABSENT ONE.

They are spending their days in the trenches,
Our boys wvho have gone o'er the sea
And left their wvorkshups and benches
That the land of tlieir hirth miglit lie free.

They are facing the turmuil of battie,
Striving to drive back the foe;
While somewhere in France are soine thousands
0f brave B3ritish fellows la id low.

Boys whorn old England lias lionouredi-
Men who have fouglât, the grood figlit.
'Ti8 they who have fallen in eonfliet
In the cause of Freedom and Right.

Brave ones who are out to aveuge them
May Cod bless you and further yotir cause,
And bring yon safe haek to your homesteadg
The heroes of Englauf1% applause

For oiur England -wil1 surely be prondest
0f those who gave tip their al
To nobly defend aud protect lier,
Lest 'neath tyraiiny*s tile suie shoiild fail.
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TO THE W9*'MEN 0F BRITAIN.

Women of Britain, arise to-day
And play your part iu the dreadfnl strife.
Talc. your stand whether you be
Daughter or sweetheart, mother or wife.

Work there is ample for you to do
Be you old or young or strong or weak.
Olear the way thst our valiant men
In the fighting Une a place may seek.

Do the work they have done before,
And take their place tili they may corne back.
Brave and strong for each man's sake
Women of Britain, you will not lack.

Think of the day when Pence shall spresd
It's ontstretched, wings o'er earth'a broad breast,
And deur brave sont of our land shail sail
Home tu Britain at her behest.

Then shail the tale of your deeds be told
Side by aide with the soldiers brave,
Prond to know that you did your bit
And honour of Empire helped to save.

AN IRISH HERO.

Takre your hats off, men of Ireland,
To the hero, of your Isle-
The lad from Inchigeela who tho'ight, it worth bis wbile
To t.each the wily hlune that he could stop their gaine
0f plundering and kiàling-hoth a nationas shame

Aye, greet yoting 'Mike (>L.eary-he*s a credit you'l
allow,

Thongh modest of t he hono:ir eouferred uponý hua now,
.Jnst, another Irish Jiero, unindful of the praise,
Like the valiant sous of Erin were in hygone day.

He'd b. prouder far l'Il warrant if be saw bis comrades
corne

And fhi in line to-uiorrow tu sound of fife and dru..
So roll up ye men of lrelanqi and think of gallant Mike,
Wben King an d Country neett yon fear not the foe to

strike !
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THE BRAVE BOYS 0F THE WEST.

(A tribute Wo the Canadians).

There's the cowboy from Alberta
And the clerk fromn Montreai-
Types of British uianhood
Whfo have answered Engiand's call.

The Motherland is pleading
With her children overseas,
Tho' there's littie cause for pieading
With chiidren such as t bere.

Brave, stalwart sous of l3ritain,
They are eager for the fray,
And at the signal given
Sec them haste away.

The con boy leaves the Prairie
For Nvar*s griin fields of Mioud.
And the deskmnan leaves the City
For tra&s- of gore and ind.

They are thirsting for the Lattie,
And gladiy iviii they die
'Ere the pride of Mothler En.-land
ln the dust shall lie.

For thougli by sea they*re parted
By Engish tics they're bound.
And love for home and sireland
Deep in their hearts is found.

IN P>ENSIVE M00O[>.

lai (odýs good tirne ail things shail see fruition-
AiU thingu respond to His Divine command.
And though our eyes are now too dim Wo follow
Someday, somnetime, we'il surely underntand.
Why, in this %vorld that He Himmelf <reate
S. fuil of joy t hrughout its wide, wide %pan,
Maa should set Mis Maker at defiance,
And seek to change the great Eternal plan.





Poems of Sentiment.
'-0

LINES ro A% FRJIENL>.

Fair be flhc skies alxove yuit
As you traverse the Valley of Life.
Noue of the shadows of sorrow,
Noue of the troul, and( st rife
That mortals ut earthi are hu tu
Be yours tbrough t ie long, long ytars,
But a life of laugliter and stuinie
With noue of Life's gatiness and tears.
This my %visIï for youî, dearest--
God grant titat it iiiay euzne true
That He&%-eu may smile ou yuuir future,
la the prayer of a fritpnf for yot.

TO A FRIENI) ON LEAVINC FOR, A.NERICA.

That Gvod xnay guard andc liles, i hee, dtear -;rl for tiace 1
pray,

ln the utrange land .,ver yondier arross the grreat sea-way.
May the light of Heaven gide t hee, PG(od's angels

wutching e "er:
Ever shielding thee front danger, inakiug liglit of every

care.

Fond mother's lips will utter mny a fervent prayer
That God in aIl His merry her elierishedl one nsay upare.
WVhile 1, a friend will whisper a decade, dear, for thee
That the newv life o'er the orean one roseate path may he.
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NIGUT 1'HOUGIITS FROM THE P>RAIRIE.

(Unes inspired by reading a letter front a Cowboy in

Alberta, Western Canada).

Thie red-g-,uld moon is rising
(Ver the Prairie's broad expanse,
But 1 upon ita beauty
Can vast but wistfui glIance.

An excile biere 1 wander,
Unheeded and alone,
Y'et daiiy seeking fîrt ber
Into the Great Unknown.

Thie world at large a qtraniger
And 1 a stranger tuo.
Thruuig ail nxy ioneiy jaunt ings
The oloi home-call rings t rue.

My thotiglts tu-niglit, are tarried
A thousand leagites away
To the humneland where 1 tarried
*Ere 1 trud the ionely wvay.

My friendn of uid-where are they
And fare they %vell or ill ý
(Our old-tiwae happy meetings
Du they remember nt ili T

Tîteir meniory i-, tny eurnfort
As o'er the plains 1 ride;
But maybe they forget mne,
Since years andt miles di'-ide.

S'tiil 1 dling tu vauisheed inoment!'s
And my exile beart to-nigbt
Tu nxy country o'er the oceau
'%otildt giadly take its ig--

Just to live again uly I>oyhoi
Meet kith and kiu onte mure.
Shakie bandis with t base wvho knew me
'«lien 1 left my native shore.

Vet ail my hours of thiukiug-
They .%vill but leare me bere-,
And aIl My tlays of whn
WVill not hring niy %visthe% iiear.
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IN MEMOItIANI.

(A.D).W.)

Oh Death, how sure a Reaper thon -
How heediess of thy prey!
When uhe fair bride a year &go-
Lies here 80 stili to-day.

No pity for the tender bud,
Su fragile and su fair ;
The sunehine of her girlhooti[u home,
The Ioved of luved uneu there.

Grimn Death ! Ruw littie dout thou knowv
What misehiet thon hast wrought,
What weight of sorrow and of care
To t hose uhe loved haut hrought.

But He know8 best WVho Knrowveth &Il -
The good kind God above,
Though hard to see, it may be but
A tuken of Hiu love.

And so in meek sibrission, we
Muet recognise His Will,
Though noue w~ithin ur aching hearts
Our darling's place eau il

NuL length of days nor changing scenes
IVi blot our grief froni mnd;
But rather every passing hour
Fresh memorie8 will find.

To bind us Lu ber clouer uill
la sympathy and love,
Until we too are cailed au-&y
From earth te rea.lms above.
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ANGELS OF LIFE.

Angels of Brightness-Who are they ?
The littie children that round us play!
Making the world a happier place
Fur ail wvho run Life's earthly race.

Angels of Love-Then who are they ?
The hearts that cheer us day by day,
By loving words and kindly smiles
Helping us bear our worldly trials.

Angels of Mercy-Who are they ?
The souls that help us un our way
Through the rugged paths of toil and strife
To reach our haven-Eternal Life.

Angels of Darkness-Who are they?
The confronting eneinies in the fray;
From the path of goodnese ever leading
Our feeble, wavering wills away.

The Ange] of Rest-Ah !who is he ?
King Death who cornes to set uis free
From our mortal ooils, and then to be
At rest in Heaven, oh N v ith Thee.

CON TENTM ENT.

Weary not of the daytime,
Night cornes ail to soon
Tbere's not too long 'twixt the rising
0f the radiant sun and the moon.

WVeary not of thy young, days,
Age will hasten on,
Sooner than thon thinkest
Wil thy youth be gone.

For life 18 like a flower
WVhose bud apes in the rnorn,
But which, before the nightfall,
Lieis withered and forloru.
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FUTULItTY.

1 ait in the stillness of twilight,
When the world is hushed at my feet,
And nothing disturbs the silence
Save the sound of my own heart's beat.

1 journey iu tbonghit through other years
And ponder on things to be,
1 pull the veil of the future aside
And wvhat is revealed to me?

19 a life of glory before me,
Or a life of sorrow and care ?
Ah! beyond the shroud futurity
None know what is hidden there.

We paint our pictures of days to be
And rejoice iu the gorgeous display,
But wvhether they are true to I-fe or not
'No one but God eau say.

For, beyond the veil that le pulled amide,
Yet another obscures the view;
And leaves us wandering ever
Betwixt the False and the True.
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THOUGHTS.

When the shadows of night are lif ed
From mountain and valley and glen,
And day dawns in ail ite splendour,
Oh darling! 1 think of you then.

I bhink of' you when the noonday
Sread before us its beauties bright;
~hen the sun iug high in the heavens

Bathing earth in its wond'rous light.

1 think of you when the evening
Cornes stealthily creeping aloDge
An(; the dear littie birdB of the iwood1and
Ceage their swveet a.nd harmonious song.

Yes, morn, noon, and night you are with me,
Though only in thoughts iL ie true;
But each moment of Lime that is passing,
le briuging me nearer to you.

For the wand'rer of years is returning,
To the loved ones at home once more,
And then, my sweet vision in exile,
We'hl meet, and we'i1 part nu more.
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A RETROSI>ECT.

'I'o-night 1 sit tired and lonely iii thie fireliglit's ruddy
glow,

An-1 my thoughtsi wander haek serenely to twenty years
ago.

'fwNenty years is a longr time, yet to mne it seems but a
dream,

Or just a littie journey along Life*s rushing stream.

Do my thoughts bring back to une sadness, or pangs of
remorse and regret

Or do ail the bygune pleasures form a part of iny being
yet?

Du 1 long Lu go back to the oldl days-to live the old life
o e r again?

Would 1 care to gain ail 1 wished for twenty years ago
but in vain ?

Ah no0! for my vision bas slmown me how foolishi yuung
blood eau be;

Uow mueli 1 lacked wvorldly wisdom 1 now very piainly

So let me sail wvith Life's lloig- tide, sag-ely stecring
my b>arque as 1 go;

Trhoimghr uft-tinies in Memory l'Il wander baek Lu sweet
twventy years ago.

THE mis'l's WILI. ROLL AWA'I.

WVhy sttuinle, t lmonghi the path lie romigli
And clond y lie t lie day?
Take couragre, thongh thy lot be liard,
The xnists wvill roll away
Although the suin miay cease to shine
t'pozi thy (Ireary way
Yet keep this thought before thy mimd,
The xnistis %vil1 roll away!
WVhy fret, though t livkly o'er tliy head
The maiste of sorrow lay?
For surely as there tornes the niglit
So too will corne the day:
The day, through wvbich in merry moud
The suinbeams bask and play.
So never mmnd the gloom that hides;
The mies will roll away !
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THE VOICE FROM 'lHF FARt BEYOND.

Ont fromn thle gloomy darkness,
Out frorn the whispering wind,
Cornes a voice that to me is calling,
Old meinuries back to mind.
'Tis the voice of a dear and loved une
That 1 hiear on the shigbreeze,
And 1 kaowv that while Life i,- %vithin me
Its ealling will xiever cease.

1 shall hear it in every echo,
lu the rrishing of river or sea
ln louely glen, or in city,
Wbierever 1 go it %vilI be.
It %vill follo-w me ail through the ages
My hearing, and pity 'twill crave.
Ever haunting me tili 1 join it,
ln the region beyoud the grave

CO0NIST AN C Y.

The roses of June may fade and die,
And sunny skies grow grey;
But memory of those we luved in youth
WVill never fade awvay.

The butterfly may lit about,
And change from tloNver to flower;
But constant hearts seek not new loves
WVith every changing- hour.

The fresh green leaf may turn to brown
And wither fast away;
Vet Love heeds flot the season's change
But fairer blooms each day.
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Life lias irs maiiy seasons just a-, lias the y-ear
A tilne wlwen ail is 1,riglIit ,ess, auti a tiune wlien aIl iq

çt rear.
* tirne for niglit Ibit pleasitre, au-1 a t hue for grief and

And a t ine jîercliantee %%lien une wofflif wisIi to start Life
eragaiu.

Life's Spriugtiine ig t(lie gayezi perliaps of ail t ie year,
For 'tis then t bat ini ouîr iiri ocenice we biol thle world

inost dlear.
W'e lieed l ot larcli % indts il~iî,nor slîriink from

April*s slîowers,
$So long as aytitue*, couîihîg wvjtli lier s%-.cetly scented

fi owe rs.

Tlhen Life*- 'Sommer luonî befr<re lis: antii i.q lrring-ingr in
it s t rain

T'he seent of J uniet if le rus:es; mîingIii wvit li t lie stimier
raim.

And Ctupiti withliis arro\v i.s lîiv-y ail thle day
Mat ing ail lus loy e-lirlk, ere tuie seagou fuites awvay.

Next Life's Aittumnu lays lfefore lis our share of golden
grain,

And 've gather iii the lîr est're *Gs <vaukered by the
rain

For 'tis mvliaL, wvve'aîclîcî atit tended as a inother
tendls lier vhildi,

And 'twill serve nis for tie Wiiter wlien without tis
tiark autt vvildt.

And now thie last <lit season-Tlie WVinter of mir years-
Hastens fast upou us 'inidst Sorrows' htiunu tears.
But yet thoiigli days seein dfarker, and tlie nights so very

long,
Wye May stfli have Love tu .-utide usi and elieer iis \vith

bier sung.
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PINK CAR.NATIONS.

(In Memory of A.D.W.)

Just &. buneh of piuk caruatiou%
CuIIed froua a garden fair;
Breathing forth their fragrs.nve
To the sweet, soft summer air.

T1heir heauteous blooms seem smilingy
Ais 1 hold them wvithin uiy liarni
Gently swerving and swaying,
By the playful breezes fanned.

And yet they brin-, but sahiiess
As 1 gaze on their petals frail.
For even the tiniest blossoin
Seem to whisper a mournful tale.

Of one who bad cherishied and loved tiieni
Froin childhood*s op)eiigt years,
And who now lies cold andt silent,
Away f rom earth's miiles and tears!

To lier lonely -rave 1 eonsigo thein,
To regt tili they wither andi die.
Guarding the dear one Nho luved themn,
As a token of love may they lie.
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TWO SHADOWS.

Two shadow's are ever before me
And haunt me liy uight and day;
Do what 1 %vill, tbey confront me,
And 1 cannot drive them away.

In my hajýpiest moodq they neemn faintest
But nevertheless they are there.
Perhaps they appear to 1>e deepest.
When my thouglits lie akin to de8pair.

For one i.g the shadow of %vhat ioe gone-
The dead but uinburied Past,
WVjth its conutless and cruel sorrows
And its joys too pleasatnt tu last.

WVhile ahead lotnr the distant Future-
A shadow tou, dim tu define-
And ail that my siraining eyýe. en see
Is the path that 1 know is ine.-

Mine to tread and to traverse
Either weary, unheeded, alone;
Or with frieuds w-ho will lielp and guide me
Vnto My final homne.

know flot how long is the journey,
Whether 'tis days or years.
Whethler 'tis covered 'neath sunshine,
,Or spoiled by t le ramn of tears.

1 know not how many r.nontaine
Oif sorrow l'Il eross on the way :
Into how~ many valleys of pleasure
*Twill he my good fortune to stray.

1 wander each day in oblivion
Of what. t le inorrowv will show,
And thus on Life*s narrow patliway
Bewildered, yet trugting, 1 go.
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LINES WRITTEN 0N THE OCCASION OF
A NUN'S PROFESSION.

Before Thine Altar, Lord, I corne
From worldly cares and passions free
Henceforth my heart, my life is Thine
Do then wbat Thou wilt with me.
Sweet Spouse, 1 gi'e Thee every hour
That cornes and goes in this short life.
My greatest joy to serve Thee, Lord,
And labour ini the midst of strife.

The si"eetest grace 1 heg is this:
To follow on the paths Thou trod:
To bring the heatheu souls to Thee-
Those precious souls that know flot God.

To Iead the sinner liack ajgain
Within the precincts of Tuiy Gxra4e.
Ah grant but this and then to see
The sacred beauty of Thy Face.

I promise Thee to-day, dear Lord,
Tthe world no more my heart shall daim.
For Thee alone 1 work., 1 Iive
And honosir but Thy HoIy Nâme.

THE NEW VEAR.

Again the old bells herald
The birth of another year.
Another barque on the Se&. of Time
Its way bas now to steer.

'Ti& veiled in deepest mystery,
Noue know the course 'twill take;
WVhat storme of trouble and distresi;
Will follow in its ivake!
How many sonls that uow set fort la
Witb brightest bopes to-daýy,
Will, e'er tLbs year bai; reached its close,
[<rom Earth have î>assed away !
How many hearts that now are light
Will xink 'neatb weight of sorrow !
Ah, brigbt though prospe be to-day,'
Noue know bow fare thbe morrow!
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ON THE DEATH 0F A CHILD.

Oh! for the sound of a sof t voice
That in childish tones would try
To lisp ont words of endearment,
Or in childish, pain would cry.

Oh ! for the touch of a wee band,
White as the lily fair,
That oft within my own has laid,
And nestled for bours there.

Oh! how I miss a sinail bead,
All covered with golden euris,
Each one of which was dearer to me
Than an ocean of priveless pbearis !

But the angels wanted my darling,
And bore ber from eart h away:
Too fair and too pure they (leemed ber
Within this col wçorld to stay.

My grief it was great at. the partin g-
Altmont greater than 1 conld ber,
And but one thotight will ever console me,
To think she is happier there,

In the realms of the saints anil angels,
Away from this land of care ;
Giving childlike pruise t o ber ' aviou r
With ber ange] companions there.

THE ULD AND THE N EW : 1911-1914Z

The old year is gone with its jileasures and pains,
Its sorrows and joys, its lestiez and gains.
Say, shall we mine it, and fain caîl it back,
Or speed it away on its time-beaten track ?

Ah. Time! You are cruel, releutless, and rolul.
Yeu change not your plans, nor yonr Purpose unfold;
On, on yeare must go to keep Up with yeur tlight,
Though omny a heart and a heart hstone you blight.

The old year is gone, and in cornes the new,
Bringing of sorrows and crosses a few;-
But~ May &Ul its good things-outweighing the had-
Keep happy heurts happy, hring joy tu the sud.
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BY(,*ONES AND TO-DAY.

Why ishould we clinsr Wo the old days?
They are things of the paut.
Why should we sing of the old joys
When we know that they could not Is.st?

Why do we cail up memories
And speak of the Might-have -beens,
Wben now we have other duties
And labour 'mid other acenes?

Why are we always grieving
For the things that neyer could be!?
Why are we always weeping
For those we can never te?

To-dayLes the time for action-
Yesterday cannot corte back.
Of to-morrow we yet know nothing-
Tt speediz on an nnknown track.

IL may bring us joy or sorrow,
How rnuch we neyer eau tel;
But Wo-day is ours for the having-
Let us tee that we live it well.

It soon will have joined the Bygones,
Itu path ne'er agaixi b. trod.
And as for the day that ie comng,
That we must leave lu God.
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THE OLD VEAR AND THE N-EW.

Into the Harbour of Iiygones sale the care-worn old year,
With none to miss or regret it-no one to shed a tsar.
Heavy the burden it (arried of disaster and trouble isors;
Miany a heart it Raddened for loved ues wh rome no

more.

And now on the eea of To-morrow seti; fortlà the good
ship To-Be.

I>eareful and fair its aegining, 'vhatever the end may be.
May the voyage he ideasant as it sails oer an iinknown

se&,
Maiined by Qo<will and GUOd l-ortinue-its ballast

Prosperity.

.TR DONOTHY.

Duthy of t le hbright eyes,
Pride of your muther*s heart.
ln a&U ber joys and sorro'vs
Vou pulay yotnr baby part.

Dear littie fair-haired maiden
Sweet are your clîildisth ways,
As yoiîr Angel (haardiau leadtt yon
Throiîgh çchildhood's happy days.

May never a sbadow linger
Over your sunny brow
And in ail the years to follow
Bright be yotir life as now.



42 1>O0EXS IXV pbEICE -tXP W.IRe.

A SUNSET REVERIE.

1 stand in the glow of the sunset
At the close of the sum mer day,
And=ayi the realms of the future
My thuhsever feebly stray.

Red and gold are the shadows
As the sun dipe behind the bill,
FIoudiDg the land around me
With a heauty 80 calm, su stili.

My heart is filled with the longing
To burist its fetters in twaiu;-
Te free itself from its bondage,
itu aching and its pain.

To break away from its prison
And roamn into pastures nes';
W'here it mayhap in its travels
Might mneet witm the noble and trite

Ma y eet with the guld tintainteil,
UnbÙ8lemnihedby wvorldly dross;
And reach its bill of ambition,
Striving its heights to cross.

l'hou perbape ini the croSsiug
Its happinesu may be achieved,
And my noul becomne in the struggle
No longer a thing aggrieved.

But a shriue of love and devut ion
Where coutentment înight reign Supreme,
And &Il of its resitiese yearnings
Be to it nought but a dream.
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TO A STRANGEIt IN THE VESTI.

Stran-zer, though yoit greet nie
Froin the Great Loue Laud,
And a message send me
Though yoti cannot clasp rny band.

take otr greeting kindly,
As front a heart sincere;
For proud amn 1, and justiy,
To know my sungs cau clieer.

To feel sornetime and gomewlaere,
My gift diçine 4eats fluit -
To know that 'mi<Ist Life's t tinuit,
My simple words take ruo)t.

Perchance 'twill he my mission -
Gro< grant, it may I>e mine-
To bring soute ray of eurnfort
To sotiîs that lone repinte.

If so, tiien I ain happy
To peu my simple Iays
To help muy weary hirethtreit
Through Life*s iinvertaiii wayg.

THE. WVAY (F THE W(IRLD.

When Fate smiles tipou voit
*rhe gay %world smile% tou.
0f frienda you've ahtindanre,
Of enemies few.

But shotild Fate start frovning;
The world turns aride;
Aloue with yonr grief
You are left tu ahide.

Your shares in Fortune
Are not to be found.
'Tis only your euemie%
Now gather round.

The "1friends" that you treautirei
They heed not your eall:-
Thongh they drank of yutir %vine,
They offer you gail!
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LINES TO A CHILD.

Little brown head with itn masses of cutis,
Corne cloue to me darling to-day.
For te know you are near, and love me my dear,
Secam to hanish all sadness away.

Sweet laughing eyes oome gaze into mine,
And teil me what lips fail to say.

IM yown wee darling, yoilr heart il the ý;hr!ne
Mihetc a tender devotion 1 lay.

Little white hands that 1 hold in my own,
And two ruby lips that meet mine,
May the roses of if e all thornless and fait
In garlanda &round yota entwine.

My sunahine in shadow, my hope in despair
Vouir love is rny one giiidiiig star,
Shining out in the darkness tu show me the patb
That uii lead me tu Hleaven afar.

1EIORSE.q

Love (ame to ine at motn,
Au a bird flues to its nest ;
1 tutned fromn his embraces,
For 1 thunght themn only jcst.

1 had no thonght of sorrow
Au 1 boldly bade him go;
Ah , foolish heart. of mine,
Did 1 but only know

How 1 pierced a loyal heart
That heat fur me alone,
1 would not thils have taunted
Nor the cruel idhaft have tirovn.
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ADOWN THE YEARS.

Adown the years 1 wandered
lu recollection sweet,
And ail my childhoed's pleasuires
Came bonding at oEy feet.

Again I trod the pathways
So of t in youth traversed
With ail the friends of girlhood-
That happy band dispersed!

1 sought &gain the bramble,
And feit again its thorn,
As ivhen, in fun and frolic,
1 scampered off each morn.

Without a care or sorrow,
Afire with childish glee
N~o bird or lainbkin ever
Had any peaL*e near me!

But nom, my birds have vanished;
My lambkins-where are they!
A.nd ail my yont if ul past mes ?
Ah well !ThIfey've had t heir day.

And, oh, the years pass .juickly,
Each bringing in its train
its load of care and worry,
Its share of grief andl pain.

SURi, there's joy ini lookiug-, backward
On chiidhood's golden days.
And oh, the help they give us
To tread life's duller ways !
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I NSPIRATI0.

T ë a wiil corne-hle it soon or late-
When or rny coming you will no longer wait,
When clown the rustic pathway, 'vhere branthes inter-

t.wine,
Your feet and mine nu longer shall iucline.

A tinie will be when our small world seenis lut,
When Love's f rail craft seems drifting, tempent-tossed,
Upon the Sea of Trouble, far froin harbour bar,
And &Il that now booms near will seemn so far, so far.

And yet there mnay 1,e-uooked for and unknown,
A helping, guiding hand, stretelied forth to us alone.
Some star of hope xnay shine i pon the angry wave;
.Sorne spirit eyes niay see, aud seeing, s3ave.

THE l'ASSIN(i OF 1913.

Fareweb to the year t hat iý- driftiug,
With its record of baughter ari tears,
To the Port of Thiings Aveomplished-
To the home of the w~oru-out yearq.
Ais we stand on the Quay of Ages
And bid the ohi ship) adieu,
Nearer and nearer corne bounding
The trini lright, hows of the uew.

WVhat 18 its cargo 've know not,
But the anchor wilb soon be cast;
And Father Time 'viii unloaden
As he alwar' has clone in the Past.
May its freight of joy lie heavy,
And its burden of sorrow light.
AiU that it brings lie of service
lu setting the world aright
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TII(JUIT'S AT EVEN.

lu nte fading hours of twiliglit, w~heu t le liadeR of earth
g1row dim,

And the last faint rays of munset sUirt the golden valley*fs
rim

%Vhien the song-l'irds stay thieir vuivem and hie therm tu the
nest,

And the daisies in t.he rneadlows- elose their eyes for iiight's
long rest,

'Tis then I seek thie %vouilland %vlién the world is hushed to
eleep,

And one hby une coine rtealiing the stars their watehi toi
keep.

1 seekthe verdant 'voouland wvitli rny thoiight; alue to
dwell,

1 t ravel in t lie fiut il re lwv far, ait %vlo vau tell

'Tis *inid this seene eiiehantiug i plan for eoinin- ye&rs
Though well 1 know it ail *tis Providence that steersi.
And tliough the way lie ritgged, and dlangrers lurk ail

through,
I pray that CGod may bless ine %vith kindiy friends and true.
V'et happy thoughts i'm realîing from my store of pl&nn

iveil set
'rhough fulfilment lie far distant they mnay see fruition

yet.
Onue cannet ;luck ou-rorruu the fruit of (hie day's seed
'The nurtured plant tlirives sluwly ; quick growth is to,

the weed
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REUNION.

Oh corne with mne to the wvoodland f ree.
And g-atber the Ilowers fair,
And the bracken fern beside the humu
CGrowing in heauty there.

'Neath te cooling shade of the verdauit glade
We will w hile the flours away;
Recalling ohi Limes, the dear old times,
«lad tiunes of a bygone day.

The Itours we %vaudered and oft-times sittiandered
In youth's heyday, 'xe two,
NVÎIl retura to inid for Meinory kiud
SuCh thouglits doth oft renewv.

And ouce agaiu 'ere the golden grain
Be ripe for the harvesting,
Our hearts wvill beat %vith raptutre sweet
Tiuat reqîuiteci love will turiag.

Fur the love of old tivit yoni never told
Nuwv speaks froin your eyes to mine.
And your yearuing soul thruugh the years lit roll
!Need never more repie.



POEMS IN VkXtCE~ .4 LI WAR. 49

THE LOVEI{'S ItEruR.

Ah Sheila, they were glad days-lad for me and you-
'Ere 1 sailed acrose the ocean tu make a home for yoi;
The bours we spent, alannah, just in talking of our

love,
The silent hbis around us, and a moonlit sky above.

Darling, they were poor dtayt-there was little of the
gold,

And littie chauce o' saving 'gen the time we both gr.,%w
old ;

So you begged of me to wantler tu the great land lying
west,

To make a bid for fortune, loraying Cod to do the rest.

Oh God, how bard to do it ! To leave my Irish home,
Toseekastranger's heartbstone across the swelling foam'
But, Sheila dear, 1 did it just becauise you asked me to,
And now I'm coming bomne dear to 1lreland and to you !

WVhile I'm speediig-o*er tlie oueau ail the t ime l'Il spend
in prayer

'rhat wheu 1 reach old Ilreland Hi1 finit you 'vaititsg there.
'Irien we shall meet, a stoiriin, ini ur trysting place of

yore,
And the story of my wand'ringç intu your ears l'Il pour.

For God lias blessed rny efforts evcry bour that U've been
here ;

Now there*s only one thing %% auting, and it is to have you

near.But the days seem long in passing, aud the miles soi fat
a part,

When I'mu longing Sheila darling tu press you to my
heart.
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A POEM.

Eyes like the morning dew, sparkling and briglit,
WVindows of thy radiant soul, spotless and w~hite.
Eyes like the summer skies, look into mine.
l>rove by thy glances what a love is thine

Eyes like the evening star, guide thon my way;
.j-hine on the dlarkness of my life to-day.
Light thon my loDeli-neB% with loye's soit gleam.
If t hou but look on me fair shall eart l seem.

ROSE OF 'MINE.

1 wait thy comiug as eve draws nigh,
WIaen day is fading in western sky;
Aud, oh rny darling, each night I see
Eart h's sweetest blussom in dreamiq of tliee.

The pure rose 1 gather is not as fair ;
Thou art my one ruse beyond compare,
Beauteous for ever my flowver wül bc-,
Ne'er shall it withier in memory.

THE DAWNING.

Ah sulent tears that from your eyes are falling,
Fond days, fond years of happiness recalling,
Each one to me a token, not of grief,
But rather, say, of juy to corne flot brief.
Your skies 1 know seem dark and drear to-day.
The sun for you casts niot a single ray ;
Hope's star, your guide, lies hidden from your view,
And leaves ail dark for yon to stumble through.

The world ie round and ever ever turning,
The night, then day, and each the other spurning.
Shadow and sun, but neyer alt the one,
And no, dear heart, we daily wander on.
Ail through this life sweet lan hter followsi tears
As day after night, adown the livelong years.
Forget the Paat :A Future dawnas for you
That, in its joy, shall wake Love'. chorde anew.
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BEFOtRE VuU CAME.

Before you came my skies were alivays grey;
Love'e happy sunshine never paesed iny wvay.
Life it was December, ahl neyer, neyer Juine!
E'en the birds around me sang a mournfful tune,
'%Vhere'er 1 trod my day seemed darkest night,
For, deareet heart, 1 missed your guiding light,
Stars illumed the heaveus, but not for me they shone;
Sadly and lonely 1 daily wandered on.

Now Summer teigne, and June skies smile on me,
Houre geemn but moments, su quickiy do they fiee,
Life ie full of rapture, one giadeome merry round,
For you my darling, my rose-strewvn path bath found.
(4od keep thee near-througb life my ioving guide-
Hope in my sadness, ever at my side!
WVhen ehadowe lengthen and our day is turned to nighit,
Be then my etar-my shining beacon light.

MY KINGDOM.

Ah richer than a king amn 1, aithugh no crown je mine t)
wear,

Or mighty dukee or vassal lords to my rule allegiance
esvear.

And yet 1 count myseif a king-iny realm it lies 'vit hin
your heart,

That beart no loyal and su true though we be near or far
apart.

Ves, king of your fond hort, arn 1! i do not aek or vrave
for more

Though fates be kind or Iîarehi to me, though winde be
chili and tempeuts roar.

My harpinees lviii be supreme ; no earthiy danger 'viii 1

So long as you keep faith with me, my loyal Queen, my
deareet dear !
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TELL ME THE OLD LOVE LIVES.

OPut of the misty shadows that bide those bygone years
1 uee your eyes, beloved, bedimmed by bitter te&rs.
Corne to me in the gloaming ; let na ineet au we met

before,
Ane dream our love dreamR over froin earthes stili

golden store.

Dry up those tears my ds.rling, anti say that your heart
forgives.

WVithin iLs ss.cred shrine 'lear, tell me the olà love lives.
That never anoLher shadow %hall darken otîr path of love
'Ti you and 1 together sball rea-Ij the heiglits ahove.

TILL 1 RETIRN.

lu the gleam of the fîrelight l*in sitting,
Just thinking and thinkiug the while,
0f the times of our meeting, Nlavotirnei-n,
Away thtere beyant the ould stile.

Uow thie hours lied like mninuteR, alannali,
WVhen yon were there by mny aide.
Now each seemsa a year in itnelf, dear,
Sinre wide stretchiug waters div ide.

As te lock ticks for eacli passim, moment,
Su my heart beats, my deareat, for youa.
For ever and ever nI* thinking
0f my colleen tto loving and true.

8ut, darling, 01(1 Time never falters,
And %lowly, yet.surely. 1 pray,
The hour is coming w hich taket me
'lo my girleen &cross the sea-wiay.

Till then, dearesL heart, 1 muet linger
Iu thought, as each twilight draws nigh,
Of the moments we wandered together
l H ie dre.%mianit of love, von and i.
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TUE QUARREL.

.4 lily and rose grew aide by side, in all the glory of

summertide.The one was white and stately and ts.ll ; the other wvai
erimson and modest snd smmil.

A 1ne.rrel arose between the twain as to whicb bvd mont
suitors in ber train.

The lily boasted of lovers three-tbe boird, the butterfly,
and the bee.

"The bird from bis perch ina the tree above carols to mue
bis Song of love ;

The butterfly flits aroaind my throne ; the bee lias cbosten
me for bis own. '

Tbus spoke the lily, her head held bigh, witla a baugbty
look in bier golden eye.

The rose lifted up her pretty bead, and to the p>ompons
lily sbe said:-

"Tbat tbese are lovers 1 dont deny, but tbey are loveriR
wbo'll Pags you by

Wbeu a prettier ttower tbey cl1mute te see-your birîl,
your hutterfly, and your bec!

My lover is not like tbese, yu sec, for mine will carry
me froin my tree,

And find for me a place of reut, for 1 sball recline on lais
lady's breaut.

.And wben 1 fade and wvitber and die, do you tbink site
wilrughly throw me Iyo

No, no! Tbough dead 1 shall cehed be as the token of

Wielove and constancy!
,nhil yon poor lily, wben yena are dead, and bumnbled st

leti your proud head,
WViU your one-timne lovers corne grieve o'er yeti, u*er yu:a

who bave thougbt tbem eb, se true ?
Wil tbey cherisb you as you tbink tbey will, and thougla

you be dead fit round you stili'
Ali, lily! 1 fear y ou will lie &loue, reaping the fruits of

wbat you have sown !*

53
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A l>OEM.

In a beautiful garden a rusehuil grew,
WVatered each murn by the sparkling dew;
Yielding &round a perfumne graud,
As the gentie breezes its petais faunedl.

l>ay by day more lovely it seemeil
As the ettn on iLis green leaves iu radiance gleained.
Admuirers in plenty etirrotindedt the tlow.er,
Both bec and buttertly souffht its hower.

Biut qoon my blussom bloomed ail forlorii,
Oif iLes weetness robbed-of its beauty shoru,
Its petals lay withered, aud limîi, anà dead,
ILs perfuane, iLs radianee,-alI were flid.

pie buttertly hiastened away elf;eNviere,
The hee badl no Lime to sfitandfer t liere;-
And my poor littie rosebiti jus3t howeil it s heati
And fer,1 from th e t ree-hiert liroken, iead

MY HE-'AET$' [)ESIRE.

l n .iinetide's guoldeu liotr's
'Neath a lbuwer of snimmer illwers,

k %vbere 'd io'-e Lu he tlie î'lmule dayln.
(Or wbere fields of golden vou
Have only just imeem simoru,

I Ml like Lu ait and listen tu thle îlarostle*s happy song.

'Neath Lime starlit stmmîner sky,
MVith the piale inuou soarimîx Iigli,

Then along the leafy lanes l'il love tu wvancder:
And in quietiide simpremut.
To dream iny sweeteet dreai,

And uplon rny fondesL wisb perliammee tu jionier.

Where the t l and uuidle t rees
Bend their branches tu the lireeze,

And the etunehine seeme tu liager day by day:
Ah, 'mid scenes like these ru roaoe,
And near them to make my home,
This heart of uîimî wuld happy he al\%-y
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LOVE UN A GARDEN.

$he wvas jiaut a littIe rosebud groNving sbyiy on a tree,
Witb a wealth of flor-re round her b'ut site uighed 4"They

beed not me:
1 amn far too frai) and sickly fur suceli dainty bloomit as

they;
.Anti the bandsome bee and biittertly neyer corne my

%vay ;
While there are otiierq blooming, au graceful, and tso fair
*Twould he follý to expeut themn-they look for love

eisewliere.

Biut juiet amnid ber musings vaine a gentie liumming-
sound,

And in lèreathleus agitation the rosebud iooked arotind,
There quite close beaide ber idie beheld a ecreatture bold,
'Twas a luee in coat of v-eivet and vent of blaek and gulti
Her dainty petals tremhied, and tqhe hiing her head in fear.
'Said tbe hee in joy eestatir, Il Ah, 1 knew il find yuus

here.

Ail the stinimer i've beeii seeking a ioneiy tiower like
Yul',

Butt tili nuw I've neyer Seen one, tbung-h I Sougbt the
woodland throiigb.'

The p.aliid low«ret whispered, Il Voit stireiy ran't meau
me

WVben there are o',herq roiud yuu fairer far tu 8ee?
Yes, yen, *tis yun tny rusehuid, tii) ntow V've souglit ist

vain,
Buit now that I*ve espied yuui 1*i ease my heartas iii)

paiu.

,rte stately biossouns near you have fawned tipon ine oft,
Hoping 1 might linger upou their pet ais soft
Bult 1 of many othes wvaq oniy une 1 fear,
And tbuugh t bey tain would lire niîe, l'd rat her have yotu,

dear,
With your modety and inuoeenre, than ail their poinjo

and show,
For thbe connt ant heart neetis --eek iing, as ail trite love r%

know-
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IEILY 0F KILKEE.

'Twas in lovely Junetide weather that we raked the hay
together-

Myseif and pretty Eily of Kilkee.
1 wtz singing just for gladness, for who could think of

sadnems,
When besides a charming ereature snch as shte.

Oh but wben 1 ebaffed bier you should have heard hier
laughter

I4ike the ripple of tbe merry mountain ril,
And to see tuhose two eyesq lancing, with miscbief fairly

dancing$
The uigbt would make your heart wiLb pleasure fill.

Up and down the field we wandered ; sure the bours were
bein squtudered

For our naes we left themt lying in the hay.
The work wte botta were ithurking, for Cupid there wvas

lurking,
And the little god had tirown bis sbaft onr way.

Soon tbe bnight J une sun was isetting and 'LwaR time t hat
wYe were getting

To a finis1h witb our locg-neglk-cted task,
But 1 could nuL work for tbinking (1 muet eonfees with

shrinking)
Of a question 1 wais dyiog just to a.ak.

There was no one near to hearken as the skies began ta
darken,

So 1 whiispered "1,EiIy, will yen marry me";
The darling girl censented arnd be sure sbe's ne'er relented
The bargain that she made that day with me.
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AN IRISII GLEN.

I 'm thinking of a morning in the dear aud far oth day.
When the April stin 'vas shedding u'er Earth ite tnolden

rayea;
And the birdeens iu the bushes their sungs were singing

when
1 roamed, a happy maiden, within an Irish glers.

-Oh the world seemeil guod tu live iu, thiat morning lon-,

As Nature in it s beauty wit h pride seemed aIl aglow.
For every lower seeineilmlig andl every tree wvas

green,
And you'd searrh the widle world over to lIud a (airer

scene !

And 1 %vas just as hiappy, and jltst as free fromn eare
As was the tiny flow'ret that grew so coyly there ;
For Sorrow ne'er hall touched me, nor Trouble jiasseci

mny way,
And Earth tu me seemedl Heaven, and Life one stinny

day.

But now the wurld seeins gadifer, aud 1 amn sadder t00,
For I've had to, meet the troubles that then 1 never knew.
And 1 oft-times feel a longing for those days to come

again
'%Vheu 1 wantiered, free and hiappy, within that Irish -,len.
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AN lRl'-)l MOTIIIR.

Only an Irish mot her, simple and pure of heart,
ln whum the worlti's amnhitiong anil jleastire played no

part.
No wealtlî or learuinîg ha(] site, no grandl or loft airs
Rut oh yoit shlotuli have hîcard lier teacli lier littie oneis

their prayerg

The Ioving Iookis they gave lier, %vlieii eatulà niglut around

Their infant, hîrayers thîe.% iiiiirrnireuh, twotili (lo you good
to See ;

'Iheir fervent -Guil Iles'; w;uun~a t heir cosy beds
they Aoluighît

1MuRst bave vost t liat I risit 'M ut lier tisau.v a t earful t luotulit

Of svhen ber elierislieil ohtl)~~rità- tu inan's entate have
grown,

And rite ini distant fiiu miunitrhlu sit anil weehî alune,
Dwvelliuig un t lie hîygouuses, yet ibraviixg uiglit anicl ay
Tlîat (v'od milit hless lier elIàildreii vhmo %vanulered far awvay.

Ahit may tIsatilîer -00ud muotier, %%lien lier hain turni
wvhite 'with vegrs,

Hear her lovedI ones "Gotil less Nhatiiny*' riuging, stilî
wvithiin lier ears ;C

.May the woris t hîey 1ispeîh as vhiihîreu lie ast fervent as of
oldi;

l'lieu t bat h risli haut her"s port iona i fur rirhuer t ban gold!
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Su you're cumin-g back, Nlavottrneen, tu yuîar uwua iule in
the West

When the epritigtirne je returning and the birds begiu tu
neet.

Whien the Dalluodils are blooming and the treee are
clothed in green.

And the mun tapont eauli hili-erest casts a shirnmering
golden 8heeu.

Ai, we thougit the ocean crnel that votuld bear yon ou
its breast

To a far-off land ut etrangers from ail who lovetl yon lîegt
B.it we look on it more kinilly, nom- we know tite hour is

near
When it bears von baek, alanuahi, tu tiioqe who wait yuut

here.

Howv utir land wvill give you welcorne as yuifre sajîeetlisi.g
o'er the foamn,

Wlten dimly in the is4tanc-e you see the huis of borne
Their %miling tille will greet you at hreaking of the day,
And the gentle sviude ut Ern will softly ronui you play.

Soou you'!l hear t lie eweet iuirds singing, as yuu iix:ed to,
long ago

lu te greei. gleit wliere te fainies at twiliglit ronie azaîl
lO ;

Souut you'il listea u tu e intrmur of thle Rt reainiet in the
gIlade,

And roam again the vaiieys wiaere ini rhladiuoi oft votn
ttrayed.

'l'ie olit folks, ltuw tlaey're waiting to -reet titeir aîei't
une,

Andi tu give their dariiag weimue titere'Il lie nothiug left
Undune!

Ai, t iere are glati Limtes coumiug, and well vou know iL too,
Fur thiere'e no plaee like vour uwua lanad. thouigb voii seek

thle whole world thtolai.
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THE LOVER'S PLAINT.

Now Kitty, colleen oge,
Don't yon know 'tii you, y ou rogue,

That'a tearing ont my lieart this long, long while?
Though I'xn wei) nigh oiff my head,
Mlmont wishing 1 were dead,

Yois neyer do a cingle thing but smile.

WVhen haif the boys; arotind
Are 'just worshipping the ground

The girl I love no dearly treade upon,
l'm nearly in despair
For 'tic more t han 1 cau hear

When 1 want tu count myseif the lucky one.

Oh won't you tell me trite
'rhere's no one else for you

But the boy who'd face the world and ail beside
Just to have yon for his own-
Just yon, and yon alune-

And have the right of cailing yon his bride?

Nuw stop your teasing, do,
For I've waited years for yuu-

WVaited tili une littie word you'd say.
Aud if but your eves say 11Yes"
Then aIl the reet l'Il guesu,

(But don*t forget tu narae the happy day).
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ILEMENIBRANCE.

There'. neyer a star in (God'a wonderful sky
But îninds me alwa,&YI of yoit.
Like the shining lights in the heavens abo%-e
Were your sweet true eyes of bine.
There's neyer a bird in its woodland home
But its sonug through the leafy treets
la carried a Ion gto m y Iistening ear
On the wings of the Maytime breeze.

The âweet pure notes bring me back &gain
To the days when our love wvas Young,
And 1 Iistened often at twilight hour
To the old home songs yon sung.
Thert's neyer a flower in glen or glatie
That lifta to the sua its head,
But breathes a message of love somehuw
From the rose of my heart now dead.

LATER ON.

1 know as years roll uuward
And my day turns intu ngt
1 shall find somewvhere to guide me
A uhining beacon Iight.

1 k-now that life is never
A bed of roses fair.
For somnetime in iLs passin,
Its cruel thoras lie hare.

The cloud that overbangs me,
Dark thotugh iL may seetn,
Will show 'ere long its Iining-
1 shall see the silver gleam.
Though happy morn is sa.ddenett
'Ere noonday doth appear,
Mayhap when evenulg stealeth
Uopea lodestar bright may peer.
Somewhere a hand shall beckon
A.nd lead me safely on
To a realm of joy and -sunshine
With care and troable gone.
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Nature Poems.

SVNSETI ,%,r SEA.

Froin afar in the wvegt eoines the radliant glearn
Of thle sun on the rippling sea,
Tingintg its crests witli a shiînmering gold
'I'lIat gladdens the heart o' tue
There's the plash of waves 'gaiust the I)ebbly shore
And the sea-birds hiaunting cry,
As, weary of fliglit, with droopiug wings,
To t leir rocky nest!j thbey hie.

While landward the ciant, hiff arise,
Like gentinels guiarti,g the deep.
In vvinter's etorin or stimmner's ca1m
Their silent watli they keelp.
The fishiermen with their tiny vraft
Are wending their homeward w.y ;
'1'ireâ, yet thankful and pleastul witlial,
WVit h the fruits of their toilsuine day.

Ont un the deep stands a lonely isle,
Surinuunted by lighthouse tall,
Where the varied Iiiuesof the setting, siu
lu transient heauty fall.
Vet as 1 wvatch the sceue go fair
It slowly fades away,
And the waters but nuw hby the sun-gbIýw kissed
Are turned to a sullen grey.

A Imeh cornes over the noisy foam
As aight gently spreads its pail,
And uougbtt eau 1 hear save the croouing song
Of the waves as they vise and full.
And 1 think of the wond'rous power of God-
0f the heiplemoness of man-
And feel what a tiny part 1 tli
Of the Great Creator's p1in.
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.NIN WOODI.AND LOVER.

Olt ! I have a littie lover,
A lover fond and true;
And my love is alwavs singing
WVhetIîer skies he grey or blie.

He's a gay liglit-lîearted lover
Is titis littie mate of mine,
And 8houid lie cease tu %voo me,
1My heart wotilîl e*er repine.

He cals me in the morning-
As tuie siu inotantsm in the qky
Andi Nattures winged songsters
Frorn their rusy nests du tiy.

Andi lie catis tue too at nuonday,
W~it I lu MSWeet InlodiotIsq VOhVe
Andi my heart ilies f rom it 9 bundage
Tu tie lover of it a ehu1ce.

Andi we sing our songs togetiter
To the green wosantI tîe hîiik,
As we listeit to the ehtatter
Oif tIse inerry inuntain rills.

Olt ! m sure you know this lover,
Andi have heard him oer and o'er--
'Tis that singer of the woodie.nd,
Little tîtrustie, 1 adore.
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THE WANING YEAR.

How still, howv quiet, the woodland,
WVith the shadows of night stealing o'er;
The song-birds of summer have vanished,
We hear their gay chorus no more.

Lonely and sad have they left us,
IVe sigh for the summer &gain ;
For the joy and the music and laughter
T bat e'er fol) owu on in its train.

The music of nature is changing;
No longer gay revels she holds.
And the moan of the wind through the branches
A lament of saduess unfolda.

In the stillnese and quiet of Autumn,
Droppig down as the chili winds sweep by,
Are t 1eleaves that once were her glory-
Now withered and shapeless they lie.

Teaching poor mortals a lesson
That they, like the leaf, must decay.,
That the fairest, the best, and the strongest
Muet faîl, like the petal, some day.
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PROMISE 0F THE SPRING.

There's a bird up ini the tree-top, and 'Uin singing Ioud te
me

Of the Spring that in a-coming-f the.Spring that in Wo be.
Hi. little voice in cbeery, with happineus repiete,
Ait February's sunshine his carol sweet doth greet.

Hix weleome song of promise it trairel. far and wide,
O'er the bill-top, throngh the valley, and half the world

beaide.
Every heart he fille with gladue..e at the tbonght of comlng

Spriug ;
New life, and love, and Iatighter to the Ionely will he briug.

The iunowdroptà they are speeding f rom their cosy beda of
earth,

(.lad Wo be awakeued, by the woudland r ngster's mirth.
'Soou the daffodiluç will folluw withb t heir graceful wavingf

forme,
And ail Nature juin in bidding farewell to 'winter storme.

SUNRISE.

Faintly at firei roue the motintainx
elo reet the Ibeateous dawn,

The various tint s of sunirise
Kissug eaeh d-isied lawu.

Then in orean of golden glory
M as dijîped each hilide steep,
WVhile the humenteatis sheltered 'neatb !hem
Nestled a golden heap.

The treesq ait they waved in the lireezes
WVere luathled iu a yello'v iheen,
The gultit-n-sitaftetl suinl>eains
Cildiug t hieir vluak of green.

The itlray of t lie rivOiiig ;t reamiet
Glifttenrifl ike je%% els rare-
The roseate hues of the murning
Shione ini profusiiou tiiere.

And Nature aroste f rom it 1%is e
ru weione the h'reak of dlayi
Njt h mirt hfil -song andl 'ith h atter,'Merry aq Cildltre:î ai play
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,m.,<)DE D)AYS.

lAxok ont iu-rosa t lie moorland
In Septeinber's golden days,
When the yellow gorse in bloming
And there'ls heather on the braeq.
Away duwn in the cornlield
*rhe cornerake hittei no mure,
Fur the siekle rob)i itg hoinestead,
A ni the gleaxneri wtork i-; der.

Quiet is the wotmiand
And lieuefmml are the valej;

WVhile the patient -imeeli and vattle
Lie h)ruoing ii the dles.

lIn thle early Inorning
Soft inistn eufoloi the liil),
Aud like thc wave« of ue-ean
AI) the valleyfi lilI.

At e' e, wheaî tw~iliglht gshacuon
Cuine stealiu.t ioft 13 ruui,îl
E'very' limit uf niature

Litin -odîltiade î.ruomiad.
S Su eet Lèricltý of glun4nm'i, . ut fimsa,
1,l101 reSt -maniait fi ut lae year,
j% hmrin lî:tt a humai %% il lain 1 <ee
llhit liul.lq t heu, u'er <h-ar.
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AI'RIL.

Apuil, April, dancing o'er the hillii,
Springtume'shapy m&iden the earth with rapture thrillis.
Happ ynodding branches the wvelcorae stranger greet,
Mile puimiroses and daisies lay smiling at her feet.

April, April, milful child of Spring,
With mirth and gong and chatter you make our valcys

ring ;
'rhen suddenly y ou venture their happineas tu drown,
And on the verdant landscape go, callously to frown.

Drippiwg, droppiug, e>n the sodden ground,
Fall your tears, oh April, in solitude profuund,
Husbed the birdland voices, stilled the swaying breeze,
Nought tu> hear save raindrops falling throuigh the trees.

Trhen shyly, slyly, thruugh branches here and there
You eatch t.he golden sunbeamis speeding everywhere,
Brushinîg ail the teardrops froin eacli daisy ai eye,
Andi making eseL duili cloudlet froin the hilltup iiy.

April, A pril, poutiug, wayward maid,
See the Xowerr g reet yuui in Ioveliness arrayed.
'So bide your shameftîl weeping, instead let langliter ring,
%Vhle liaibly woodland dioris lu yuuir praige wvill sing.

At-, [MN.

silent thle wt,odç in Att nnu*s cdusitîg y,
No longer the lirds meltxtiutàîs mîîtsit raise
(one are thLe liowers t * graeed otir gardeus fair,
Nu mure the lîlarklird anti thrrusi wvill w~ar1î1 there.

Yellowv and bruwn the leav-es that utîce mere greeu,
hIn tilir dyiug Ibeatîty nu%% are they Secu,
For nal tire hath Jimoven t heni no sombre idhruti,
As, ini sulbimission, to inother-earth thîey liumed.

Bare are the betiges-hrowî the ,notintain-:,iie,
NN'lier- htut late the heather Ielumiuinel ini pridte,
Dl)î are thle skies, andi dark (lie quitet his,
Anti louely, su lonely, geetn tlite vales, antI rils.
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COMINC OiF filE Pl .

Twitter, twitter, twitter, f rom yet leaflesm trees g
Whisper, whisper, whistper, ol the murmuring breeze,
Tell of Spring's awakening from ber lingering sleep;
Tell us oî her coming her promised tryst to keep.

White, white snowdrops peelbiug frum their lonely lied,
Each in maiden shyness hending low its head,
As if a message telling tu its friendg below,
And coaxing tbemn to venture forth their charms tu show.

Crooning of the strearniet in the quliet glade;
Released from gril) uf %Viuter that long itft course l-is

stayed.
Countless golden slintcain.q darting in and ont,
Flitting througb the brauchîei, dlaucing ail about.

Vesi Spring, fair Spriîîg ii; vu:ning, and these ber beralds
bring

The tidings of ber s.dvent, dulling Winter's sting,
For '-vhile he yet may linger as; t haotgh he loathed to leave,
$ipringtime*i gentle tingere, soon hir, fitnetal shroîîd wil

weave.
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WOODLAN D EC HO ES.

'Titi love-titne in the %oxlaud,
Dou't you hear the vitorts %weet,
And see the leafing liragivheg
Weighied IIowu by tinv feet '
Tiiere's the blaekhird, perky creatie,
Witii bis Ijlnàe-làlatk o)biuiug toat
Carolting hi% love-soug,
Nigh Ibursting bis wee t broat.

WVhile bis mate in yunditer IiiisIme.,
In mure mudlest garh) of lirowii
Covlv liqtens tu Iiiù' ralliu-,

Whjvb:I bis. rivais try tu druwtu.
Fur the tbritsh im there a-t uniint,
His uwu meiodiois; theine.
To hi% lover near hiîn jerrisiuig,
Euwrajopedl iu Illisîtal direain.

Azol t le sparruwv, thuîîidm ,,uj sugster,
fiatt bis littie tale tu tell
Aud bi% e-eas;elegq c.hat ter, chat ter,

8eeinq, tu wvurk it% jtrîsose wel(.
Ait, Iaowv these lit; le luve.ssoijgs
4 bf ont happy~ fent lhere~1i ni

lMl:ko a il istiial %vorli 4eeiii lriýIi er,
Fur its surruws inake ntiiifis'

70
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TUE BLACICBIID'S SONG.

A blackbird sang tbis uiuruiug
Within my garden fair.
Hie twug wais une of glaittier,
And joy laeyoiid emlpare.

His littie throat seeuied litirstitu,
As he piped hie cheery lay :
i feit my sait lieart gla<l4itql*
And my iturruow nielî 't v

'Twas sumuier ail] aruiîud ume,
And the l>laekl.irdi kimew it lu.

Th'ie 'vurli wvae wraiblied ii, sîtiuiltine,
The skies of Ileaveu m ere M'ine.

But sorruw*s tlark, dull %% iit er
Su long liait lieid tny iieart,
Su long liadl kepi mue I earfi.
Thiat lie seezned fill luthti u part

lit wlieti yulî 4dng. iîîv l'la, iiî
Within mny hîreast agii
'l'le EuIntine uf Ille, -'îîiiltier
Tak ea t ie pîlace uf %% iul er* ran.
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MORNNG.

Out f rom the Est cornes the tiret faint .treak
Oif the I. y thst in drawing near.
The soft breeze throws a kiss to the trees
Telling them Dawn in here.

13 pf rom their downy, cosy neses,
Tii. birds of the woodland wake ;
And from their tîny rutfled heade
The dew of the niRht-tiine shake.

Then burst they fort h in a gleef 'il song
To welcome the infant morn,
lVhile far and wide oit the zephyrs luw
Their melodies s" eet are borne.

The dewdrope resting on leaf and blade
Are flashing in myriade there ;
Their bright eyes greetiug the .. inbeams ivaroe
That are mpeeding everywvhere.

The grer.t Ligiît-giv~er si.iiles ont the scene-
The valleys, the wemis, the bille;-
And the inighty flood of hie botuntifful store
Into Cre' ice andti ranny i;pill1e.

Ah, morning, jride of the day to corne,
A welconie 1 sing to thee.
Thou mskest me feel it ii; goodl to live
And a sharer of earth tu lie.
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A NIORNING IN JI'NE.

As the sun peeps o'er the hill-crestiq
At early morn in Jâne,
TIhe whole of w~ond'rour. Nature-I#.nd
WVith gladness seeme a-tune.

Trhe woodland choirs their melodies
Pipe forth from bnsh and tree,
The blaekhird, thrush, and linnet,
1'nite in harinony,

And swell t heir choruis to the breeze
That 'vafts u*er bill and dale,
WVhisp'ring tu earh leaf and tlower
IL'e own melod ions tale.

The tluwe4-rs of t lie %voodland tou
ln grandeur meem tu vie,
Nodding each itsa pret ty head
To the iut winis paq-ing 1>y.

Aid uoîeuiug eaelh its dewy eye
To gaze tilouz zble inurn,
WVelenining wvitl p ure tieli.glit
l'he 1beatty oft lie dawn.
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SUMMk.R GLORIES.

List to the sweet birds singing,
Away in the greenwood trie.,
How sweetly carry their voices
Ou the wiflgs of the sighing breeze.

Hark to the rniirmuring streantlet

Glain 'er màos% and atone,
qhog uiet dll and throtigli diugle,

Wending its way alone.

See how the sun sheds itn glury
Over eaelî heath-elad bill,
And tinte ewadi, glitteriuîg wvavelet
0f the silvery rippliug ril.

Look at the wauilering clu,îollet,
Ail tleiey anct soit and whîite,
As tlîey ruam u'er a sky of à,mare,
Kissedl ly te iestn'ii lîiglit ligie.

Ah, these inake te ,aî,îsic of siummuer,
Briugink, glailuesig Lu vuuîag and old,
Andt tirilling eavh poet aud art isi
Witt) rapture and pleasuire tintultl.

MUSINtC, AT ESl*..

As 1 ruain o*er t lie invst ival moorlandt
.Aud survev ail its wortilerftl store
1 think ul itg King and (Creat or,
And aeknowledge lusf power inore and mnore.

Wliat lpeiettv liem Iiditen tu inany
WVho Llaimk flot of Part Ifs ianv jovt
WVho ieek lbut t lie 'sonders of uxaukiimîl
Where the j'reat hives of inmlistry rige.

l'bey kuuw. nut titat valut, sulent Nature
Envelopes far, far stranver titsigR
Thau a wurld o>f cuininotioîî aui Iinîsîle
lu a lifetinme of energy horings.

Tbpire is inure Lo lie leamît f romn Darne Nature
ln une short latur 'mIent with lier kima,
Than yoars upon yearii of toiliug
'Mid the' city*s edread turauoil and diu.
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Fliitter of wings on lîrantelies hare,
Chir ug of ejarosIere andi t here.
Dead leaves switling coîî;i. âud rotind
'Ers- they tome Lu test on the diegolate grutinit.
Col winds blowing o'er vale atii lea,
Whîistiing througIî eatelà leallesig t tee.
Grey cludg guardimg a direary seime,
LeRving ns1 lunigiug for what bia- beeni.

Longing for Siiiiiiier, with azure skie.9,
'%Vlieiî eclîoes of qonggters fruî wootil&ni ti-îe

Whbeu loreeveN gliuie over mîîour anîd glatie,
Like suft, sîweet iiiii-ic liv fainies Ida> cal.
%N lien t raiN of ru-otqi.is peelî liet %% ee
l'le Jîeigerows qiat lied iii enieralal greert,
Andi wuudlîine týlîîsî cri teinhat t lie lec,

Wiîile tIîild reji gat lier th iii idotu iii glee.

Luiiging foturiî ani1 t liei uî-;rs ii
Aual ',iiinhaeaiîîîa taiiviiîî. oh every itili
F"or t Ilie lahlatai t114 ilia t Jjlvee;l
As out froin t lieir <radie o trovî t liev vreeja.
%%*e wait , antii i or t heir I*îînîiot agàamn,
Tlîrourgli t lie alrearY clai ' of iki anîd raqizî
Ati t rvashîre t heiti iîîaî hîey ha% e lihîssti away.

loiîgli lit tic "e leedcdi ilier ini their day.
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SUNSET AND DAWN.

Murmuring river and quiet stream,
Golden the mea.dow in sunset gleam,
Voices from birdland heard on the breeze,
kustling of leaves osi willowy trees.

Breathing of kine alnd patient sheep
In verdant pastures where cattie sleep;
'jtaris twink ing faintly when night doth fal
Caisting its veil of teist o'er &IL

Night-birds calling from ivied tower,
WVaking the insects in rose4illed bow et,
Bats on the wing flittiug to and fro;
Then the dawn with the world aglow.

Shimmering liglit on the difitant hilo,
And the lilting bird the valley tbrille.
Diamondis tlashing from daisies' eyes;
Where xnorning dew un the greenswvard lies.

Farth re-evhoes the song IIrd*s call
From its pinuacle there ou the tree-tops tall,
Ail nature-land is awake, alive,
I"rom tne wayotide tlower to the hee ini itiq hive.
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AN OLD FASHIUNEI GARDE.N.

In au aid fa.dianed garden 1 wander,
AiU sweet with the fragrance ut Jtue,
Where the woodbine and roses are neqtling
Anit eartli's sougsters are liiting a tiue.

There's a littie browu tlîrish there ahuv-e mne
Atid a biackhird pipes furth from a baslh.

Abreeze muirmura softiy in passiux-
Just a stir iii the tree4 theu a lînstli.

The lily in brigbtest of euiuurm
ls nadd ing aeross tu t le ruse,
WVhiie the peuuy stateiy and )>iinsling
A kiss tu thle 'vee paiîsy t lrows.

The mignonette shy and retiring
Hais eye sfor uunc bunt t lie hee.
1'he furget-ine-nut , mîîdest amsi simple,
ls wuuesl hy the slinder ruý;e-tree.

'rbere ks joy in timat old-fashtioned garden
It breat lieg ut a worMt free fromii eare
Wlhere t lie îlreaîiiec miay lijuer lu silenve
WVeaviug dav-dreains uoiigl au!l ta spare.
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TrHE sEA.

Oh great, wide, heaving ocean, witb the sea birds fing
o'er, 

yn

Your moods are ever changing as you kiss each rock bound
shore,

Like a playful ch~id you sometinies seein W f rolic o'er the
st rand,

Vour gentie wsvelets glistening 'gainst the dark aud
rmîgged land.

But oh, when roused to anger, how yuuir frothing, lashing
spray

Cornes hounding, rtishing, tuinbling, front o'erthe great sea
w&Y,

Like deinons stung to fuiry your wundirous breakers roar,
Of your tyranny and inischief tliere seeins an endiess store!

Then when the storni is over lxow tender is your mien!
One feelsi une vaut forgive yoti for the tyrant you have been,
For you tinrn the gent le mother, suftly cruoningo erthe be
0f t he peaveful ues t hat -sIttnier, t be %virked storm-fiend's

dead.

Ah, you nurse thein oh, -,o geutty, yoti who took, life's
lreatli away,

And foudly will yon keepi tltem-aye tili tbe Jiidgment
Day.

oh se& su sad, su soleinn, yet 1alayful sud su free,
ln whatever mni 1 Iind yu yoti"re stili the .rame to me.

To your voiee 1 love tu listen, he it gent le or ninkind.
Mulsic fili Of rulbtire tu every round 1 find,
Aud 1beauIty lies aruimnd yu wlieu the st'n-gluw c&sts its

sheen
On earh rippling wave that rzlistens, ruahing fairer stiil

i lie wene.
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REJOICE NVITH THE SPRING.

Coine -%vhtre the Springtime breezei%
Blow wild and free as the bird.
Corne where the call of Nature
On a Maytirne morn is heard.

There is life in the daisied rneado%
And joy in each sylvan strearn
Trhere is peace in the shadowy %voodland
WVhere lovera xnay idly dream.

Prim.:ose banks make a cuishion
And violets a carpe! for yon.
WVhiIe above you the sweet birdRt carol
Their love-songs tender and trite.

God'r, tonderftil sky in its beaut y
Srailes don~ n on you and en me.
The children of earth mnakt rnerry
And f111 otir heartcs witb glee.

Corne and he happiy t lien, qa-1 oue!
Rejuice, and bid welcurne tu May.
Be rlad %vitli the %world ini its gladuiess
l)ri% e surrow auc! cure iar away.

DAWN.

I)ew on the verdRnt meadow,
itson the green Iiillgide

Perftirne of flou ers frum earh garden
Chirp~inz of songster-, Iieçiqie.

Breath of the- heathery rnoorland
Filled 'vit h the freshne1cs cf inorn
!litinhnrst on Eaqteru horizon,
flesplendent hour of the ilawn

Thiq the hirth of the morning-
Rabe of the day te he.
The glory of (God's own heare-n
M irrore<i on ]and and rsea !
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