Home  Sweer Home

NewrounsLand  Poems

|
b‘f NicHoLAs FEDBDEL

3191
il
2

SEP 1 1979




ey

Treltl . :

{ i ks AR
Ex s p

B

N-;' KQJ ;
“HOME, SWEET, HOME 101N, NITE
It 44

PAAAS AL J\WVL\ s~

L I!rpp\i‘(

NEWFOUNDLAND

o SR
s = - Tt

ey

POEMS.

B T e,
T S Sy TR
Z ;
=
*

¢  BY N PEDDEL. @

———

i

.. STANDARD PRESS, .
AR 1904 i




T

5 THOMAS ROSS, -

. (Successor to C. W. Ross & Co.)

* ~GENERAL DEALER AND IMPORTER—

———(F — =

. Dry Goods, Bonis and Shoes, Hardware,

Lumber, Brick and Lime.

H. C. WATTS, —

Dealer in Provisions, Groceries,
Vegetables, Oats, Poultry, Wool.

THE BEST QUALITY OF GOODS KEPT.
ALL OFFERED AT THE LOWEST PRICES

B@™ Special attention given to orders, —®j
WATER STREET, EAST, HARBOR GRACLE.

J. & J. MADDOCE,

General Importers of
DRY. GOODS, PROVISIONS, GROCERILS.

Lumber of all kinds always on hand,

WATER STREET, CARBONEAR, NFLD.

 S\McCARTHY'S HOTEL <

Tourists and Travellers
can be accommodated at
McCarthy's Hotel and Restaurant,
Near Railway Station,

\f" WATER STREET, CARBONEAR. ™
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Hew may small amounts of money be sent in a way which is CHEAP, QUICK, and
ABSOLUTELY SAFE?

ASK THE POSTMASTER FOR A POSTAL MONEY GRDER.

This method of remitting small sums of money is safe, cheap, superior to otner
forms for remittances, and the Government guarantees correct payment to the per-
sen for whom the money is intended )

SEE fHE LOW RATES CHARGED FOR NEWFOUNDLAND, CANADA,
AND THE UNITED STATES.

To remit $10.00, or any smaller sum, will cost but 5 cents.
- 20.00 will cost but 10 cents.
“  30.00 will cost but IS5 cents.
And larger sums in similar reasonable proportion.
E@F™If lost, a duplicate will be issued, without any expense whatever, and
without delay.- g
Orders paid at 113 offices in Newfoundland. o JE 3
More than 39,000 of these Postal Orders are issued every year, amounting to
$619,000. No nisk, no loss; conaucted solely for the convenience of the people.
Remittances in this way preferred by merchants, publishers, insurance companies,
etc., and unite economy and safety with simplicity. The Postmaster will teli you
| all about Money Orders, which may be obtained payable in all parts of the world.

| H. J. B. WOCDS, Postmaster General.
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% MUNN & CO., 4

EXPORTERS, IMPORTERS,
DEALERS IN

PROVISIONS, GROCERIES, PAINTS, CILS,
TAR, FISHERY SUPPLIES, Sc.

;{ontd for e GuanpranN and Nonwjor UNToN
Fire Insuranco Compnnios.

Water : Street, : Harbor : Grace, : Nfld.

‘eed. A, WHITMAN, <

CUSTOM TAILOR,
Keeps a- full stock of TWEEDS, SERGES and
other Cloths,  PRICES TO SUIT EVERYIODY,
Samples and Sell-Measurement Cards sent upon
application.  Everything up to date,

WATER 'STREET, WARBOR GRACE, NFLD.

WM. & GEO. HARRIS,
BLACKSMITHS, &c.

Horse-Shoelng specially attended Lo,
All Work executed at moderate prices, and  with
despateh,
MARTIN'S BROOK,
Water Street, Harbor Grace, Nfld.

f nol Attentlon . Donter n ol kinds
110 nll Orders, of Looal Mdes......,

HENRY D. TAYLOR,

" Mannfacturer of

. LIGHT AND HEAVY LEATIIERS.

* LeMarchant Street, Harbor Grace, Nfld.
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PREFACE.

In introducing this little Book of Songs to the
lovers of poetry and especially to Newfoundlanders,
no matter in whatsoever part of the world they may
dwelly T trust they will find in almost every line some
subject of interest, and probably it will bring to their
memory some half-forgotten scene and romantic plea-
sure of their early childhood.

T'he various pieces were composed from time to
time during the past twenty-five yeais, the subject of
cach effort suggests to the reader the time and occa-
sidn of its writing.

After deep thought and consideration I decided
to bring these poems before the public for its u{)pr(w.\l.
Hoping my humble efforts will be appreciated by those i
who like to hear the beauties of nature turned into
sOng.

L am, yours respectfully,
Nicuoras oo,

April 15th, 1904,
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NEWFOUNDLAND SONGS

BY NICHOLAS PEDDEL.
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OLD SADDLYE ITTLT.

O, seenos of my ehildhood, why do you still haunt me,
Shoot not thine arrow 8o elose to my hoart,

Why should L mourn, for the days thiut are gone by,
Griove for thoso pleasnres that none ean impart,

ST In my dreams, Timagineg tho beauty,
That nature sublime in sueh moasure did (i1,
Whon sunranys ghones forth on the dazzling vivalets,
Thit courned down the slopes of dear Saddlo L1

Ad T gnzod on thoge seenes, nll thely {:rumluur Inhaling,
My y(uull’: glowing honrt, It leaped forth with w will,
While the hleating of lnmbking resound through thoe

valloy,
Enelrellng the bordors of Old Saddlo 11,

To stand on He summits, whilo sunbeams ndorning
Those eragy that hy nuture ]'ll‘up out old and quaint
And hronth the pure. nlr, that swoeps pust in the

Hummor,
Thats watted so eooling from grand Lndy Lake.

TUH Lhore that tho Inndsenpo ftn bonu oy unfolding
eflont ek Hu shndows o’or valloy nnd vill,

Whitlo the thrush ohuwnts (s Tays bn niolodions sweoelness,
Adldm Tumteo waporior (o Old Saddlao THIL

Unohangod thero [t 1os refulgont In honnty,

And entelion the fulnt rays of onoh fast waning moon,
:\Imnrhlnﬁ tho dows on T thinly olud follngo,

While Ny wnd ‘dulsy whoot forth In fu'l hloom,

-

To lhh*( of tho ‘mul, whon 1t lny thore ¢o 1onoely,
Butreling tho temposis ng long, long ngo,

Untrod save by denlzons prowling the forost,

In paths whore the red man tound plessare to ronm.

Anclentbards they may sing of tholr own dolla and thelr

mountains,
And echo swoot straing ovor valloy and rill,
But to mo all is lost in true adoration,
Of thy grandeur, dear Old Saddle 1Ll
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“Atenrly morn it s no harm,

! 2

THE VILLAGE MATD,

Ono onrly morn whon Venus hright,
Hor heitllunt vays displuyod,
And Inndseape shono with listro Hght,
On hill and lowery mend,
Almost in stupid roveris,
In thought T paced the pluins,
Unconscious of romantic seenes,
And elonr torrestrinl straing.

Ono lonely ¢otlugo Ina wood,
‘I'ho dondest seono of all,
Bodeoked with tvy, vordant groon,
And moss-clud quuint old wall,
Tts path was thromgh w sunny glade,
fenonth a tlowery lnwn,
And on it played one lovely maid,
That could the henrtonthral,

1 stood in moditation
.o view that maid so fair,

Ior halr in golden ringlots 1ooss
Hung o’er hor shouldors bave;

As gracofully sho teippod along,
A bonuty most seronoe,

My henrt she won, althongh being young,
'hen scarcely in her toens,

Boroft of explunntion,

With falnt nnd finttering tongue,
I tondorly addrensed hor,

Sho lookad so falr and young,
She turned to mo so gracofally,

With soft melodions spoech,

And gnyvo that toueh (o nuture,

1y blushos on hor ohooks,

L8 4 unh\ly, b madd, this onrly morn

Why do you wallk from fomoy'’

MIdo uuju(”mu aoollng brovso,
1

And while I am nlono,

Tho onrly thrush sings on ench bush,
Tholy notes 8o elonr and free;

With stradns of love U1 walk those grovoes,
And Join their melody,”

o glancos of this comely maid,

Tt did my henrt heguilog
And wishing hoer good morning,
Sho suid with courteons smilo—

CUAroyoun nlrunﬁ:ur in this land?
)

You look so blithe and gay,

T'o come again this way.
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1 howod nasont, thon on T wont,
My slops for to rotraco,

Tophig oneo moro to rench thut shoro,
And seo that lovoly facos

Whero I could Hve in harmony,
And alwaya her adore,

In tranquil rest T would hesblest,
Beneath that cottage door,

Tor five long yeara T plonghed the main,
Tossed on the billows' erest,

And st the thonght of hor 1 loved
Would goothe my nehing hroast,

1 longed gore to ho hnelk nguin,
Oneo moro with her alono,

In rurnl shades and sunny gladoes,
With this fuir maid to roun.

Atlength my ramhling wus o'er,
Being weary of the sen,
In hopes (o meet that fair one,
I strolled ngain that way;
In her coul shady arhour,
While small hivds sang with glee,
There 1 espied that fair one,
In stlont roverie,

Soon as she recognized me,
Sho bid me to deaw near,

And down her red and rosy cheok,
There volled n woleomo tonr,

“TwW lve long ?'nnru #lneu you've heen hero,"
Sho modestly did say.

“@omol toll mo’trne, what eanso hnve you,
T'o como agnin this way?”

“¥an gave tho Invitation,
Whon we last mot alone,
You lovin I.r wmllod onmoy |
And whilo on the oconn fonm,
That smilo wiw over doenr to mo,
I prized (tns my 1fog
Submisslvely 1 ask of theo
Paie muld, to bo my wife”

Sho tendorly looked on e,
While ridiant shono her face,
It's five long years I've watehed for you,
Since we et in this lone place.
When fierco winds blew 1 sighed for you,
And now you're back to me
We'll join our hands in wcnllocfc bands,
Inlove and unity.
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1 fondly envessod hor,

v Woe joined in heanteous song,

The groves re-echoed hack sweet strains,
1'rom all tho feathered throng.

With'swoot content and merriment,
Wo'll romin thoso woodlands o'or,

By rippling brooks and snnny nooks,
Bonenth that cottage door,

[ o FEACISI L

$.d v 'l‘lll'}.(ll..v\l' NEW YEAR,

Last night T sat enwreapped in thought,
O'er scenes of fifty years,
I wandered baek to by-gono days,
With all thelr joys and eares,
While meditating on those scenes,
; . I heard thosignal gan,
1 fo o Tostarted from any roverie,
Vs It echoed “ Ninety-one.”
Erect I stood, as ofi in youth,
T'o hail the glad New Year,
To think the pleasures it would hring
| To some, and others eare,
i Insnltry glens, on monntain heights,
| And sunny landsenps fair,
{ ALl must proclaim and in one strain,
We'll hail the glad Now Yenr.

TR All naturo’s wondors it will bring,
L ] ¢ Through Hm w rulod the past,
' The hills und valloys will he vlnn‘,
l‘ With snow from wintor's hlust,
i T'ur off, on Groonland's h-‘]' motnds,
! \ Whora leahorgs vond th
2 AN Wi agroo with unity,
i ILis tho gld Now Year,

o nly,

Spring will apponre with greoonly form,
WIth nature’s hosom bure,
Thoe tondor plants thoetr loaves put forth,

i
{
.! S o o enteh the balmy uir,

And nl)unln buds thelr tiny hoads,
Will hatl the morning sun,
S AL o sy with melody,

:l',',,",‘ The New Your has hegun,
Lo Chand, lovely songstor of the grove,
" "o o And haileach summer noon ;
a4 Yon roses, elnd in rich array,
S Send forth yonr sweet perfume,
i s Qor flowery meads and rippling brooks,
GRS T And sunny glades so fair,

All must agroe, (quito cheorfully,
+ It s tho glad New Yonr,
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EMIGRATION YEARS AGO.

One summer's evening when rose and daisy,
Closed in their bosom cold drops of dew,
The shades of night were softly falling,
And feathered songsters sang notes so true.
Their thrilling notes from the groves résonnded,
And lent their sweetness to nature's call,
While the tinted rays of the {ading sunshine,
Bedecked with grandenr the brookleta alt

I walked from home for recreation,
In meditation I paced the plain;
Near those rural shades that are so fascinating, |
I was captivated there to remain, .
With inspective eye 1 gazed around me,
. And counrted scenes that were passing fair,
In a sunny glade 1 heard two discoursing ;
I stopped to listen in silence there,

e said, ** Fair maid, I am going to leave you,
To seek a home on gome distant shore ;
I will join the fast tide of emigration,
T'hat our sons and danghters have joined before.
You know there are thousands of men and maidens
Who have settled down in other lands,
Driven from home for welf-preservation,
They have been degraded in Newfoundland,

There is no redress from those gaudy rplers,
By insinuation they do ensnare,

While our country's prideanust leave by thousands
1or want of labor from year to year.

Our scliools are closed in many a village,
While we hear the cry of prosperity, ,

‘But our sons must grow up like dusky Zulus
And be transported far o'er the sea. -

Our Learts were full to overflowing,
w When we thought retrenchment would rule the

day, )
But lazy leaches like swarms of locusts,
Would take the orphans’ small dole away.

el el
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Our mineral wealth, it can scarce be equalled,
Our timber arcas have been ignored §

But a blooming railway premeditated,
Conld waft us over to other shores,

Our aged parents must stay and ponder,
Their hoary heads stricken down with grief ;
Iror the loss of dear ones in silent anguish,
A tear rolls over the care-worn check.
The day must come when retribution
Won't be disputed by foc or {riend ;
The wealth of India if we conld command it
Is not suflicient to make amend.”

At length with accents so sweet and softly,

She said, * Dear brother, it yon must go;
Lly fervent prayer shall be alwayes for you,

T'hat God may bless you wheree'er you go.
You send for me when the days are brighter,

Il wait with patience for your command ;
Then I'Il strike the string and my harp shall

murmur,
Tarewell forever, dear Newfoundland.™

—— O W s

& THE TRINUIY BAY TTRAGEDY,

You gons of Infolleity,
That tread Hio's vugged way,
That Katow (ho curo of muny yoirs
: Whioh now hnvo prssed nwny 1
Draw noury, whilo I voluto to you,
An nwful lrnm\d'y,
That did hofall one inpdy wons,
Nour Northorn Trinlty.

In Xightoen Hundred and Ninety-two,
On February twonly-scyon,

The morning brokoe out'with brilllant sky,
And brightly shone the heavon,

Tho son was hright and franquil,
Al naturo svemod nl rest;

Tu gonrch of Renls our honts soon sped,
Upon the billows’ crost.

That morning whon we loft our homne,
NS And launched out from the land,
' 'We little approhenduod,
' What dungers wore at hand,
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Wo hndo furowoll to (hose we lovod,
Ax wo often did boforo,

Not thinking In our cigor chugo,
Wa'd woo thoso frionds no moro,

All soomed to go on plensantly, '
As wo skimmed swift o’er” tho bay,

Until Borens rose with frenzy wild,
And struck us with disma

)
Our smull boats reelod through wind and sleet,

As ench man plied thoe oar,
With dying hopo at every ulru‘(o,
I'or to iogain the shore.
Though somo they had snccoeded,
In reaching of the land,
The sight was most u\nlmlllng,
Toseo donth’s fey hand, -
Combined with frozen Ich-,fnu,
And gusts of wind and snow, .
Bonumbod those hnrdy inlwarl 1hinbs,
And lny thelr vietims low.

What awfal sound 13 this wo hear,
Comos floating o'or the loa,

It is no sound of morrimont,
1t isno rovelry.

It's born upon the northerp blast,
Across tho stormy soen,

T4 I8 nery foriuman holp;
Th comon from I'rinity.

Alng that holp fw not at hand, )
T'hore wro twolve men doomaed to dlo,
Irom thnt nwtul donth by froozing
On ookl loy Nolds to T,
No humuan thought onn ploture,
T'ho ungulsh thnt they folty
Untll the vital spiark waos gonoe,
And o bovume extinot

Noxt mnrnlnf dawned with ghastly form,
1

And frowlngly looked dowu,
On cold donth's awful ravages,
Wilh corpses strown around.
And yot thore's somo with frozen limbs,
That stragglo throngh the night,.
Ifor thelr life's snlceone oifort muko
And land at Hourt's Delight. y

'l'hu{ lived to tell the doleful tale,

WVhile kind friends gathered round,

And mauny a pitying glanco was given,
And silent tears flowed down,




| e
| .

; ! Tor thoso horeft of thelr dear sons,
i So quiekly eallod away,

In the osenn deop for thelr long Tast sleep,
' In tho unconselous son,

’
Tho mothor ertes In fronzy wild,

T'ho widow's hopos wre o'or,

{14 Tho futher of hor smiling habo,
| On aarth she'll K00 no more,

I e Cold death with its untlmoly grasp,
fi il | Has takon thom away,
bl . Until the sen shall yield her dead,
‘ | On that great judgmont day.
i g
|

B And may thyt God of morey,
L . Who dled tho lost to savoe,
{1 Extond Wls richest hlossing
o ench mother and hor hube,
And muy thoy how submissively
Unto His holy will;

141 C " e ts the Great Omnipotont
{ {1t f Thint bide tho storm bo slill.”

RN '

il % - .
t' LINES ON TIHE OLD YEAR.

Tho old yonr rolls with fleoting brouth,
\ St tainter i thg chase,
; I'ho struggle o'er, the victory won,
Tt longs for s rolense,

T8 deeds the human honrt have plereod,
1 ¢ With muny a bitfor pang,

| And In obgeurity "twill He,
? While nges roll along,

Ly . Tdko ehafr hinrlod by n mighty wind,
|1 A P T fengmonts nanttorod wide,
l T oowtn nt will, that Torkd rlnlo.
| - On bilowod fonming tde,
1% W i I'ho ovonn from Ha shinnboring hod,
1
|
|
|

o

g Lowps forth with fondish gloo,
ANd echoos forth thoso (hrilting seonos,
i I'he deods of Ninoty-Threo,

e pre

H 1 + . 'I'ho yonr of |I'nuul|lm|uu and strife,
’ it W That ancients have forotold, .
LMW L the prgo, by seer nnd snge, |
; As In the duys of old,
» Barthquakes and storms with frightfal foyrms
2 . IHavo crushed down feeblo man,
. To dopths below the human thought,
. By death’s untlinching hand,
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rond ships rockod in their eradlo heds - |
Like playthings have heon tossed,
Amddst the ronr nnd din of gltorms,
And In tho ocean logt—
Sunlk in thodoop, while storn mon mout
I'helr God's most Just deoroo;
Nono tell the talo of thelr dying wall,
To dark oternity. ‘

The sword from scahbard has been drawn,
Dotinntly it wiolds, .

Tn southern elimes and Indian wilds,
Boneath tholr blood-stained hills,

Statesmon havo trled thoir lands to gulde
By lnws of equlity,

Irom ruthloss bhinds und flondish gangs,
That prowled in Ninety-Threo.

And yot with all those harrowing (s,
There's plensure to be found—

God bhenntities our vordant plalos,
And hills to hills rosound.

hoe buhbling bhrooks in sunny nooks
Glido on without decline,

And roses bloom, and sweot perfume,
Shaed forth insummer time,

R L

DEAR OLD NEWIFOUNDLAND,

Draw noar all yon that would be true
Unto your own donr lnnd;

You muses nine, with ino combino,
Your ald T do demand,

Your volees ratso loud In fta pralse,
And JoIn hoth honrt and hand,
Towootho the wall that doth provall,

O'er denr old Now tonndland,

Arotne, you sonw, for Hhortye
“'hf wloop you In thiw denrih?
vy nndd ennt ofY this rurntrn yoko
‘Thnt hinds you down o aurth|
Your hanrdy sons domnnd It,
Butdiplomats won't seo;
Boywo must honr oppression,
Through forolgn Lyranny,

Whero can our youth find plensure now,
I1is bivthrl 'Kt. almost gone,

Thero i8 no lord to wield the sword
In our defence, not one, . X

)

o S, it 2
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. While thoe tide of emigration *

Swoops from our Island home,
Our comely sons nnd dnughtors,
In othoer lands do vowm,

No moro to troad thoso pleasant paths
Wheoro home Hs lustre spread,

No moro to ganzo on those donr seones,
Nor parents holy head,

While mothers beg with anguish,
Andmake the storn commund:

. Qive back to me my liberty,

In dear old New foundlund,
|

We'ro drivon to desporation
By trontlos mudoof yoro,
And statosmon’s fulsg pretension,
How hard for to endure; \ Y
While hounty compotition,
Inoour markots hns command
We'ro hesot with 'roneh um{runn[on,
In dour old Nowfoundlund,

Our minerals Ho nndevoloped,
Our thmbor mueh the snme;
None will invest thelr monoy,
While u forcign tand doth elnim,
'l‘lw( will pull down onr fuctorios,
Jivondi gives command,
Iow enn wo rest without rodrons
or poor old Now foundiand,

Tal), nedont putriot of our wost,
Nor stop thy fuello pong

SProolnbm unto wll natlons

lhiw I8 oue dindom,

Toll thom "ts this wo prize tho most
And for It wo must wtund,

Though hlood muy sinln the vordant plaln
OF dowr old Now fonndland, ’

Blow, gontlo hroozos, round our consl,

And lull our honrts (o ros; '

" Apponse tho Indignation,

That's tmponding in each bronst, ]
Tor soon the storin with tur

May burst on dalo and s{rnml,
And vie in gleo for mastor,

O'or dear old Newfoundland,




THE 8HAMROCK, Pl

Donr 12rin, I love thoo!

"o home of my ahildhood!

Whero Hght-henrtod I wandored
O'er valloy and dale,

And gathered around me

I'he dear lttle shamrock, -

That now 1o iy memory
Youth’s plensurcs roveal.

1 love thee, T prize thee,
Dear plant of IIIY country; -_
Thy memory still hnunts mo ’
“1ar over tho son,
In rapture 1 found theo
In youth's Klnwln¥ BOWAON,
And that's why 'l wonr theo
On St Patriek’s duy.

Wo'll then groot onch othor
With plensure and friendship;
We'll Joln with our friends

In thelr mirth on that day;
And tho doar lttle shamrocl,
Tho prido of old Krin,
Weo'll wenr on our bogom

On St Patriek’s day,

T love you, dear shamrock,
I'or in thee s union,
You've found in the valley,
13y stronms whoro they glide;
In Woxtord and SHgo,
And swoot 'l'ipporwry,
Aund graco tho #leop banks
Of tho Blaskwator slde.

Whon In distant Tnnds,

Amongut cold-hionrtod slrpngors,

Or prizod by somo falr one
Phint's donr 1o my honrt—

Thore’s s plieo I my bosom

That throbs with emotion,

1"or tho thought of tho shamrock
I*rom mo onn’t dopurts |

I'ho roso and tho (histle
Nhoot forth in duo soason ;
They'ro prized for tholr bouaty
I"ur over tho son;
Dut the dear 1ttlo shamrock,
I'ho pride of old Irin, P>
'l wear in my bosom
On St Patrick’s day. ¥

S TR
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<. Agin youth when I found thee,
In old age ' ,n'lzn theos
Ilnlkl T'hmo guing the vietory,
wd P'wadd fo rost,
Kind frionds will adorn me,
1'or love of thelr conntry,
By lxluullng the nlmmrm:k,
Your plunt, on my breast,

B —

THE LINE TO HALL'S BAY.

Good pnn‘:lo, Justylend your nttontion,
And Hston to {\'lml 1 sny,

And ' sing you a qulot, ploasing ditty
About that grout line (o Hall’s Bay,

The wholo sehome is working so elover,
1I'ho TAberals Just got it in timo;

Tor ull tho nowspapors proelaim it,
There's four thousind moen on the line,

Ono morn us I strayed from tho hamlot
Tho Innd-seapo belng dranvy wid mi«l,
Uneonacious of wild seones ahout me,
In doep meditntion I strolled,

Just thon eame a hrnwny yonng fellow,
I know he'd be qulto up to ﬁmn,

T sald, * Dick, you're off for n ramblo,”
"d. yeH, ulr, ' hound for the line”

T wadd, “ Lnd, you'll have to ho anvaful,
For Todgings nro not vory gowd,

iho frost ofton goes holow voro,
"Thoy sy thore's neonralty of wood,"

CWhat do T earo for hnrd wonther—~ '
S hoso haedships wo'll theow to the wind-.

53 l"m“‘lhu,v sy, that ench day they will pny us

Ivo “whinors” In hand on the Hne,”

“dood morning to you, Dlek,” I taltered,
e seomed overfoyed with the straing
I know ho had somothing to toll mo,
And then be 1n thme for the teain,

1
Ho sald, “Siv, and won't T he happy;
' got I(Itly over the way,

"And we'll live in our own litfle homegtead,

Away by the line to ITall’s Buy.

\
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And whon we aro well sottled over,
“ I'm suro there'll ho no Inck of broad,
And God, oo, will Dless our endenvours,
With Sally, and Kitty, and Ned. .

And when T come home In the evening,
Iow joyMl, though working all day,
Two kisses 1’1l have to glve Kitly,
And one for the blg Whiteway,

Wa'll sit down and falk mattors over,
Sheo'll have the full ehurgo of it u'l;

With bleating of lmnbs all around hor,
And culvos fastened up in the stall,

s thoen she'll ho golng to markot,
Drossed up in hor own llclr wu?’
Whitle ') uso the hatehot and gra >|rur,

In making the line to Hall's Bay.

"I'w il bo near the great Gander Rivor,
Where trout wo ean get in galore;

There'l ho sawlng and nmkhu]; of nhfugluu,
\nid ping talling down at the door,

Yad wirh u!l +his d homest lahanr,
I'm cure Wial we'll goon blvas the duy,
That ity and 1 fivst got over,
T'o live by (ho line to Hall's Buy.”

- ——

A NEW YEAR'S GRVITING,
ITall thntod morn! barst forth from thy embryo stuto,
Thy slre I doomed Lo 1ty oternal fatlog
Lost In thowe rouline so futhomloss untold
Nono but the sublime eye of God onn 1t hohold,

Wrapt In thy swaddling bands, wo groot theo now,
Now-=oomor, full of wondor und of mighit;

Nugos mu?' murk tho foot-printe of thy san,
Botore tho eloso of thy otornal night,

Speak, dummy, spoak, of wondera yon'll perform;
Myrlads in anguish wait to hear you nur

Thosoe words that will enlighton haman thought
And load them In llu)uop]moura wlzard ways,

The duys of homage will seon pass nway,
Bonenth those fust untiving, rolling years,
And human, fallen, feeble, contrite man,
Must wander still heneath thig valoe of Turs,
L N
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™h dn*/n, though shortor than a span,
Must bleasings bring to all the human race,
One touch of God’s omnipotent, grent hand,
COnn bloss this sontlo oncth with richoest grace,

The landseapo will ho elad with vernnl groon,
Andoponing huds thelr grandour will untold;
Tdly und dulsy will hedock the mead,
And shed thelr fragrant essonco manifold,

Nature will bloom In all hor queenly garh,
And foathered songstors Join in one combine

To hail the ploasures of this glad Now Year,
Aud pralse tho Mukor of all things divine.

\ B P A ——

THE KING'S CORONATION,

Rigo, Bnglish mother, tuno thine harp,

Aml waft elear stealns neross the maing
Millions do walit to touch the chord,

And echo sweotly baek ngain,
Ono mighty pounl of thrilling notos,

From southorn elimos to westorn sun,
Will buret with sweotost melody,

And greot Vistorin's Royul Son,

Another blossom from the branch of Lis ancestral
royualty
()nu“t‘lny ruluo thut nestled there and on its pelals
4 wrl
That roso wuyn'l'm the moston onrth
Tnoh I“f" honrt will homngo ‘nuy;
And myriads sing “God hloss onr King,”
On this his Coronution Dy,

T'roud ships rooleod In thalr erndlo hods,

.Mur;!nn leally will oross the song
Thole Natlon’s Tannora fhatloring ‘nluh-—

A tethuto to THs Mujonty,
While Illrlllluln'n lngs on stutely ships and lovdly

g

A woleomo pay,

A slght unhllmu‘ wnd well-defined,
n this his Coronntion Day,

* Qront Monaroh of onr Saxon rnce
Wo greot thee and thy noble (ﬁucun.

I'rom snowy hilltops \vo‘Yl rojolco,

. And valleys olnd with vornal groon,
Wo'll holst on high old ¥ngland’s flag,
Our emblem ; ull unite, Hooray;

In this thine oldest colony,
On Coronation Duy.
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COMIO. -

Tho old king whals to his old mato said ;

‘I'hings down horo aro looking dond;

1o tossod hig tall In tho alr with gloo

And sald, old mate, wo'll have u sproo.
Chorns— .

T'ral lnl liddle la, tral lal liddlo la,
Tral 1nl Hddle la, lal o lal & la,
‘I'ral 1al Hddle In, tral lal liddle la,
U'ral lul lddlo 1, 1n 1u la.

An invitation then he sont—

1t was for a good Inton t—

ighes all, hoth old and young,
Lo and blind, to joln the throng.

Chorus,

Tho tlatiish enme with his month ajar,

And next to him the fluke on a par;

I'ho soulpin leaped with his thorny poll,

And the L»Imwr erawlod from hls prylng-holoe,

Chorus.

Salmon with thelr shiny senlos

Camo In oompnn( with tho whales;

Codfigh and ""H” n mado their way,

And the noxt thut flapped in was & malden-ray,

Ohorus,

The suniish played, and the porpolso rolled,
And tho dolphin bared Its hack of gold ;
All'wero In right joytal mood

Whoen In esme sprawling an ola dog-hood,

Uhorus,

Horring nlmvmlngl,‘ulltl 1deo

WD Tong wnout bitl=fiwh by his wldoy

Fho squld, tall foromont, ho dartod by,

And ran his tadl In tho poor orab's oyo.
Choruas,

Son onts and mnokerel Jooklod nlong,

Just In thne to Joln tho throng;

The mussol tugged at hie bourd halt mad,

1o would like to go with the erawling orab.
Chorus,

Thore woeroe sea-weod bannors flonting round,

Andample space for all was found ;

Xach one drank, and each was fod,

And they ull reposed on the oyster-bod.
Chorns.
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The feast was over, and nono was shy,
Tommy cods und othor fry

Paussed around with ronl good will
Oze-ogg Inm In oystor sholl,

Chorus,

All wore morry and full of gloe,
And the sea wad smooth ag smooth could ho.
Thoy thunked King whulo und his mate by his sldo,
And tloated nway on u full spring tide.
Chorus,

. a® b

THE BRAVE COLONIATL BOYS,
Awny on tho veldt In u forelgn clime
Whoro poallng thunders ronr,
And tho vivid hash of Hghinlng dashed
Its radinnes o’er and o'er,
Sleeps muny w brave nnd noble honrt
Bonenth the hurning sun,
1'rom lordly hall nnd lowly oo,
And many a widow's son,

When Krugor sent the ehallenge,
Then voso the patvfol ery

In honor ot old Beaan's
Men sped o dure and die,

‘T'he mothor folds her durling boy
In one long, loved embrace,

“@Go forth,” sho erted, with fronzy wild,
“0phold old England’s raco)

Thy fathor's sword hungs on thoe wall—
I'ho omhlom of our ruce,

On muny ahared fought battle-field
Tt nover wns disgraead,

ko 1L, who evlod, * (o woldiors pride,
1o honor 1 haw won,

My forvont prayor for your wolfure,

ST My henve young soldlor won,"

On tho thivtleth of Ostohor,

I'rom Queboe wo snbled down,
On bonrd the whip Surdininn,

Wo wore hound out to Cape Town,
One thousnnd brave Coloninls

Bound fora forelgn shoro,

Mo eross our gtool on veldt and moed

Agalnst tho wily Boor,

At four o'clock that eveving, ! '
As we stenmed from the plev,

T'en thousund voices echowd,

And cheer roso uftor cheer,

)
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Tho waning moon looked down with pride,
I'he sun burst forth with joy, .
Its tinted rays tho scone ‘mrlrnyml
or the brave Colonlal boy.

When wo arrived at Capo Town,
We soon foll into line
sldo, Amongst the Brivsh soldlors,
And with them did eombine
To fight for onr Queen and Liberty,
Our couragoe soon was triod,
F. When eannon ronrod, and erimson gore
IMowed down on every side.

We tonght ko troe Canadinng,
While bullets gpattered round,
And muany tho brave Colonial
Ly Inim-«ling on the ground,
While nt the Modder river
Onrvalor wo did display ;
Aguinst that grim old (rron'Ju
Wo helped to gain the day,

And now the war is over,
Wo'll sall for home once moro,
And leave onr gallant comrados—dead,
o sleop on Afrie’s shore,
Wo'll ombrace our wives and sweet-hoarts,
When they moot us with gruutany
But asilont tonr’ll voll down our ¢heo
Por the braye Coloniul hoy,

R

THE LION AND TITH BOER,

Ononlght e T lny down (o slumbor,
Half drowmy wod tossing In hod,

Whon I thought of the days thet puesed ovor,
No wondor it tronblod my hoad,

Strango seonos of my youth did (-.mnlpnun mo, '
1 mournoed o'er the lhnui(hlu of tho pnat,

Whon Morphoeus, more prudont than Nuturoe,
My oyos elogod In slumbor at lnst,

Tdrenmed I was roving a forost,
Through Naturo in lmnutx #ublimo,
Tho seent of the wild rose,and foliage
Brought swoot scenoa and pouce to my mind,
But O how things change in o moment,
My half-dreamy ‘)Iunnuro was o'er,
Tor then, not far off in the jungle,
An African Lion did roar,
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)  ITyawnod, T wasstruek with a panio
" 45 A statne T nlmost romnined,

Just hy my sldo stood thoe monster,
Poerocious, with rough shaggy mane,

Iviowed him with utter amnzoment,
T'he monstor lookad at me so keen,

T knew that he'd give me no quartor
Lt | . : Tho' he the great forest king,

i i Bewildored, T stooped for a weapon,
o T thought that [ would him atinck
IR M ]lm.Auul in those moments of horror
il wild honr camo erossing the track,
. ITe winead, for ho well knew his mastoer,
It took his attontion trom me;
Tt gnvo somo thmo Lo considor,
So 1 watehed how the two would agreo.

With a grunt and a growl they fell fighting,
With snout, teeth and elnws, lmm? and tail;
The wild tight to me was nmusing,
And then I walked in with my flail,
The roars that he gave wero tremendous;
I usod my strong stlclk on his head;
The bour seomed to renlizo 1,
Aud soon the rongh lon was dead.

Tt ehanced for to be In n valley,
And being relloved of my fear,
I renched out my hand for to feel him-—
Tho monster was coverod with hair,
PPy O whut a sensation o’ortoolk mo,
PRI Wihitlo touehing his long shagry mano,
I wns (luh-kly nrousod from my slumber,
Not to dronm ahout Hous nguin,

- -
THE S S GREENLAND TTRAGEDY,

Awny, fur nway, (o tho home ot tho koal,

On the norlthern frozon pan

Whoro tho loohorg rowrs (u ln(‘y howd,

And (ho uturm-kln‘( weowls with mighty droad,
Appulling feoblo man,

Tho ocenn leapod from Ia slumboering bod,
Sy And erashod with a mighty sarge;
Thoe awful tempest sweops nlong
) With nnhallowaed sound trom d’.. threatoning gony
oy And proelaimed n funceral dirgo.

. The strong man faltered in his steps,
i . As thoe blinding storm passcd by,
-~ As ono by ono his comvades full,
Y0, And shroud themselves in thelr iey pall,
.ttt 'There to succumb and die. ‘
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Liko a lamb that wanderod from the fold,
Away in tho u|rour¥ wilds
YVeoblo and faint he tottored on
THLgrim death elaimed him tor his own,
nd he pillowed his hend and died.

No loving wifo with fond earess,
Nor a tender mother’s eare,

‘Was near to sooth his aching breast,

As hielpless he tossed on the billow's erest,
Nor wipe tho trozen tear,

116 Jies n holpless hoap of clay,
And the storm swoops on at will,
Until we honr the Muater's voloe,
At that sound both earth and sea rejoice,
I‘or 1le bida the storm be still,

And now benoath the echnurehyard mound,
1lis long Inst tributo paid,

Wo lenve h’im in his onrthly mound

Until the angel’s trump shall umlmf,
On the Great Judgment Day. :

e —
TINE BLUB AND WIHT'TE,

[Dedleated to Meesrs, El-l_l-lrou.& Co,, St. John's,)

Onoe ovoning as T walked abroad,
With olenr and trangull mind,

All nuture soemod to lonp for joy,
With boaution moat sublmo,

My oyo had onught ono donr old seonoe,
That Hed mo with delight,

Prond fluttoring In the uvunlnv hroowo,
That grand old Bluo and White,

My thoughts ean off to distant Jundw;
Acrows the briny maln,

Awvny to Afvlon's hirning sirands,
And bulmy nlr of Spuln,

I thought how proudly thoro 1t flow,
Amidst Its shoquored ife,

T could not ylold hut onward reel,
To mustor in the strife,

1Tow oft at bold Gibraltar,

Whore many flags do whirl,
On muny tho tall and stately ship,
Thut dear old flag unfurl,
Graceful it Lifts its lofty head,
Across the In'lu¥ main,
Whon fieree winds howl and dark night scowl,

It still protects its name. :



20

It's hailod by many s swarthy Moor,
On Portugal’s falr Innd,

Ohtnoso, Muluys, Hallans
And muny the H]mnluh Don.

Thoy say It In‘lutxu us food nut»ply,
Como! hall it with dellght,

On this fur shore, us oft of yoro,
We'll bless tho Blne and White.

Al donr old sunny Italy,

How often hasl thou smiled,
On eargoes of our slaplo

Senton from White ear Tsle,
Undor tho grént Vesuvius,

1o Nuplos fulr and hright,
1'rom Labrador, ns oft !mr.m-‘

We'll sond the Blue and White,

Awaydown o Barbados,
Where spicy breezes blow,
Tt thero Inhanles tho balmy breath,
Of fragrant orango groves.
Majestienlly it flonts uloft,
1Us viewod from distant plains,
By black und white it's prized sliko,
Boneuth the sugur canos,

To Brazll in the sunny south,
Tt ofton takes its ight,
Whore the milky eoconnut s found,
And colfoo vieh and hright.
Protectod by our hurdy turs,
LL st fonts on for galn,
Tn wind and storm I fears no harm,
Upon tho raglng main,

Tt ton e wronnd our marine bunlew,
Whore stocimy winds do hlow

Through fogs and wloot to otthnes meol,
Thint dondly ovoun foo,

A man upon tho look=outerlos, -
A stenmor in hor flight,

Quiolk ! sound the horn, sho’ll do no harm,
Show hor the Blue and White.

Tts an omblem of the homestend
Plown from many a cottnge door;
I8 the signal of the lishorman,
On dreary Labrador,
It flies on many u hill and dale,
And many ships with glee,
Amongst thesoals on hroad ize-fields,
Iar off to Cape Chidley,
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Mow let mesay in pnmnq. LA
With prayerfal thoughts benign,

May the old flag In honor fly .
O'or 1ts anoostral Jinoj

Muy God protect Its owners
And guldo them on lrlglnt,

Giveo honor where honor I8 duo, -
And bless the Blue and White.

et < A S .
HALL/S BAY LINE, *

Youn rambling boys of plousure,
Come Joln me in my song,

With me combine, your muses nine,
Tt won’t detain you long,

In voeul stralng your volces ralso,
Like birds in summer time,

hat #ing thelr songs with liberty,

Away by lall’s Bay Line.

One morning a8 I walked ahroad,
Just at tho broak of day,

The oarly thrush perched on each bush,
Melodious sung its lay.

Tho sun sent forth Its tinted rays,
With grandeur most sublime,

To sip the dow, whore lilles grow,
Awuny by Ifall's Bay Lino.

The verdant leaves bedecked tho troes,
Henoath the sunny glado;

And oponing huds, thelr tlll'y heads,
Hul:nisslve homage pald.

While twlco ten thousand humming hirds,
Thule notes #o olour define,

In raptures swoll, 0'or hrook and dell,
Away by Hullw Bay Cino,

T'ho nnglor with his hoolk and lng,
Gitdos through tho sunny nooks,

Ennmored with thowo durzling woonvs,
Iy bubhling, lmrllu brovks.

T'o gnteh the troul thut busk and play,
I1n Indiun Summor time,

In placid wtronms, thore most sorene,
Away by Hully Bay Line,

The sportsmun with his dog and gun,
Joing In tho eugor chuse,

T'o hunt the deor that frolio there, '
Beneath that moss-clad wasto,

Or roving through some lovely copse,
Or down some deop ravine,

'l‘hox are tnpfmd by wily man,

! way by [lall's Bay Line.
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- Wo lovo to ;‘uzu on Lhowo gnow=olind hillw,
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‘Wheon wo arrive at Gander: Lake, i
Amidst that fertile pluin, g
And gazo with an Inspoctive oye
On that oloar tranguil gtroam,
Or stand henonth those rurnl shudes,
‘I'hut naturo has combluoed,
Wo'll bloss tho day, we chanood to stray,
Away by Hull’s Buy Line,

Pro;}rouo nt Jength has markoed tho path,
‘hat howling Iron-horse,
Wil make {ts whistle sound be heard
I'ar off to Port-nux-Basques;
While thonsands of those h{outlng lambs,
Will gamble in thelr kind,
And man, and malid, thelr homestead make,
Awuny by Hull's Buy Line,

Success attond our fisheries,
Muy thoy continue long.
‘With enterprising stutesmen,
Say Whitoway and Bond.
anpurll{ will on us mile,
A in the good old time,
We'll plough, and sow, and reap and mow,
Awny by IIall’s Bay Linoe,

PATRION,

Wae love to roam, from our dear old home,
Up tho sublimo mountain side,

And watoh tho spray, with Its stlvery ray,
O'er the babbling, seothing tide, o

We love to Hngoer nonr those orngs, ‘
And nature’s wondora view,

And watoh tho shore, with {ts distant ronr,
And tintod huos of bluo,

Tl tho Inndd thnt gavo him birth,
"Plo tho homao, 'ty the hiomoe of onr ehildhood dayw,
"My tho doarost lnnd on onrih,

Droswod In thole rohos of whito,
CAnd Aurorn Noroalls’ dugs)lng shuados,
That Hluminato tho night,
We love thoo, O 'wo love thoo sitll,
Whore o'or our 1ot muny bo,
Our hoarts you bogulle, doar son glrt lsle,
. With your grand old seenery,

"I'la the home, e,
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We love thoo for those sunny smiles, : .
When epringtimedoth appear, 5
When the robin chants ita welcomo song,
With stralns so eweet and cloenr,

Wo lova thes when those tiny buds,
With boauty most serene,

Bedeck the troos and sunny monds,
With vernal living green. '

"I'ls the home, &e.

Wo love thee, whon the soft winds blow,
Around those rural shades, :

And ovoning songsters chant tholr notos
Beneath those sunny glades,

Woe love theo when the wild red roso
Sheda forth 1s essqneo swoet,

And 1lfes bloom, with sweet perfume,
As Lhe luss with the rosy cheek.

"I'ig the home, &o.

R

TG WANDERER I'ROM ITOME.

You sons of Terrn Nova, .
‘That busk on fortune’s tide,
While porhups some loving comrados,
Languish In a forolgn.climeo,
With o y(mrnlur for hig country,
No muatler where ho roams,
ITe cun only then find plensure,
In the thoughts of rolling home,

Cionus.~Ttolling home, to ‘Torra Nova,
Rolling home, doar land to thoo}
Rolling home to Terea Nova,
1tolling homo across tho sen,

m (tho hall-room or the thentre,
In tho throng of rovulry,
Or Inlonguo with Uistunt strangors,
Or whovo o'or his Job may bul \
Thoro's n lunulnn for tho homontond, 1
Whore s willing thoughts had flown,
T'o roonll thowo seonoes of ohildhood,
‘Whon so light ho waus rolllng home.

Tolling howme to ‘Porra Nova, &o,

Whoen slumbering on his plllow,
Or In vislons of the night,

Or luld low with burning fover,
In somo sunny southern ¢lime,
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No falr slstor walts upon him;
T'o soothe his fainting moan,

But his heart leaps forth with gladness,
When he droams of volling homo,

Rolling homo to Torru Nova, &e.

When east on the raging billows,
Whero Yu““"f‘ thundors roar;
And vivid flush the lightnings
On some rock-bound distant shore;
Though the night {8 dark and dreary,
On that couseloss oconn foum,
There's one hopoe that ever cheers him,
"I'ls the hopo of rolling home.

Rolling home to Torrn Tovs, &o.

When the balmy winds of summer,

Where the dute and chostout grow,
And tho path is strewn with roses,

Or where ¢’er he chance to ronm,
When romantic scenes surround him,

+11is honrt pants while alone,

Faintly sighlig with emotion,

I'or thoso frionds he loft at home,

Rolling home to Terra Nova, &e.

‘When tho falling shades of avening,
In that spicy land so fair,

And the star-beéspanglod hoavens, r
Most rofulgent do n‘n onr,

Yot ono soft, sult tour will guthor—
No tresh Louutlos cun atone,

To rollove that heart-felt pussion,
1rom the thought of volling home,

Rolltng homo to Terrn Nova, o,

e

A POIIM TO BISTER WILLTAMS,

orTIrg DEXP SIEA MISSION,
Yuly maid from a far-oft distant land,
v What lusplration fived thine ardont brain,
To lenve the home where roso und lly grew,
And venture far across the billowed muin,

. Has the Omnipotent thy tender hosom swelled,
/ To useo thy talenton this rock-bound shore,
[A ministering angel to the weary ones,

That sicken on this dreary Labrador,
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Or has thy youthful love been ever marred,
By some unworthy suiter in his pride

That eaused thee thus to seek this uullhulo,
1"rom busy 1to, to 011 that aching vold,

No charms attract that elear Inspoetive eyo,

Suve sublime mountalng toppling almost o'er;
Or raging bitlows from their oozy beds,

Lash spray nlong this rock-bound shore.

No flowery mneads adorns the sunny glebe,

Nor fonthered songsters hail tho tinted morn,
To cheer the woary fishers on thelr wny,

Whilo thoir frail barks each harbor do adorn.

And yot tho Great Crontor of mankind,

Through you sent blessings to this storlle land,
Ason the night nt Geneserat,

When Josus choose the humble fisherman,

e T

A WAIL FOR NEWFOUNDLAND,
What awful vial of wrath {8 thundered forth?
ITas the Omnipotent sont forth this stern deerece,
T'o erush down feeble, fallen, contrite man,
T'o depths of untold want and misery?

Why have those gathering elouds burston this land,
Ihat onee appearod so grateful (o the view,

When dotted by erontions mighty hand, \
With radiunt skios bodoeeskod with nzure blue?

Alus! those tranguil honrs are past and gono,
Wlnllul;nuu with mun ¢ontond to mastor In the
wirife
And momon{s that onco npponrod to wwoll
Is hown nuundor with tho proning ku‘ru.

I'lio rowo thut onee adorned the lovely chook
Apponrs to fado, sw by the wintory bilawt,
Orughod down bononth thiy dire ontustrophe,
While stern mon sullen atand and look aghast,
Thoe loving mother watch with dire simplielty,
'l‘hoau‘jnwolu that she prized the most on earth,

. Whiletrom her inmost soul she prayed most fervently

T'o God to ghield them in this hour of dearth,

The yeur of Ninety-four is past and gone,
And while remorseless and obscure 'twill lie,
Like thistles that are crushed beneath the foot,
Send forth their thorns to wound the passer by.
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‘Its blrlhrlﬁhl itgave in a momentof time,

. None save the hand of Omuipotent God ;

“The Joy bolls have pealed forth to welcome the *
bride

" Tho wiso ways of nuturo, do qn!nklly move on,
10
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Nature appears to'doff her queenly garb,
And 'umr‘;uurlng billows mock defiance on eac)
stran
While every l(upwt soems for to invoko;
Some tmely ald, for dear old Newtoundland,

But as the shades of evening pass away,
And durker shadows seen to overspread,
Oune choorlng volce within us seems to #ay.
Be still, that i)tumiuo old, will bruise the Ser-
pents head. .

et <Gt

LINES ON TIE OLD YEAR.

Sunk low in the abyss of time.

‘While many o ploasure, und many a woe,

Still lurk inher foot-prints,trova which she has flown,
T'o eternity’s endless shrine.

1)
!
The year "0 it 15 now past and gono, i
t

It is gone with the thousands that passed on hefore,
Unshrouded in mystery’s ways,

And passed like & phuntom no more to entwinoe
1arth with all'its unhallowed days.

No ‘l»oet can picture, his poor feeble brain,
8 too frail its duration to know,

All gublimo in boauty, s ways ean rocord
In that futhomless valloy bolow.

And yot its briot stay on this quaint senlle earth,
1Tas awakened now vislons of

The gensons did roll, and thelr hoauties unfold,
I'hrough tho days of contontlon mnd sirifo.

Adorned In the sunshine of lifo:
While the death-knoll has sounded Its most solemn §.
notos ‘ )

To warn us another has now beon evolkod;
Deoath has mastered and won in the strife,

Aud the dew=drops bespangle tho mond, 9

The featherod songater, his notes will prolong,
+ While ten thousand volees will join in the song,
. To praise 1Iim who all things have made.
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LINES IN COMMEMORATION OF JOIIN CABOT.

Awake, oh, awalke, sonw of old Terra Nova,

Why have ye slumbered obseurely so fouu,
Call forth tho muses in true adoration,

Join with the harp-strains so sweot in tho song.

Fcho sweet notes through the valley and hill side,
tarJoin in the morning the sweet feathered throng,
Minglo with fragrance of roses and lilies

I'resh on thelr petals the tints of the sun.

Call forth his ‘)reuonce with true exultation,
=+ Itigo like the phoonix, his ashes now cold;
Ask the Now World for a true celobration

In commemoration of * Cabot” of old.

With true inspiration he rode o’er the billows,
Piercing each moment throungh mystery's wilds,
None but the hoart of a brave noble suilor,
Dare to approach on that far-secthing tide.

T'rail was his bark as she sped o'er the ocean.
“Onward,” his watchword, what ¢’er might be-

de,
Lonely ahu' rode on the crost like a sea-bird,
Onward andonward till land he espied.

Oh! with what m‘)lure he proudly looked on it,
!,lnpuu and ambition wore then sot at rest,

Ifow joyful his heart that quick beat with emotion
When viewing the now land of “ Capo Bonuvest.

Bulld up his statue with true animation

1Tigh on the hill top to show forth his work;
Stroteh out ono arm as nslgnal for soamon,

I'lie othor oxtend awany 1o the North,

.
Thero lot it stand for the world’s admiration,
Bold on the headland beneath the prond waves,
Just to remind us of him who first found it, .
That bold navigator “John Cabot” the brave.
Ld

LINES ON TIIE OLD YEAR. .

The old year I8 past and 1ts last floeting breath,
Ts wafted luto the unknown;
Tt Kloldod its birthright, like those that are gone,
While myriads in wonder they gravely looked on,
Unconsclous of whero it had flown, |
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", And mountain to mountuin have cause to resound
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Tt was borne, like a spectre, uway on the wings
ot lﬂluru(ty'n endless chilmes;
None mark its path hut the All-seeing eye,
Whose wonders sublime, no one cun deery,
In that fathomloss valley of time,

Thongh brief was 1ls stay on (hilsqualntsentle oarth,
Its dution It had to perforing

Tt shod forth the Hght trom the bright satellite,

While the star-spangled heavens adorned the night,
And scowled in the fierce winter storm,

The vernal greon valleys of spring dld appear,
Whon It breathed ifs warmth o'er the lund;
The sun’s tinted rays their grandour portrayed,
While the azure blue heavens tholr splondour
displuyed,
Refulgont to wonk fallen man,

The ym.mg l\lvig and sapling burst forth with u
nound
And all nature with life was aglow
The lambkins did sport by tho side of their dams,
While murmuring rivulets unconsciously ran
I'romn the hill slopes to valleys below.

The landscape nppeared in its livery of green,
And the songster did chantin the glade;
While ten thousand notes floated out on the air,
In straing so melodious, 80 sweot and so clear,

While the dew drops bespangled the mead.

The rose in its benuty burst forth from the bud,
Adorning the mendows 8o rare

‘While lily and daisy In union cnm\nlned.

Their fragrance set forth with thelr potals entwined,
I'loated out on the clear balmy uir,

The soft winds of summer swopt over the len,
And tho hrooks na thoy rolled rippling by,

Procluimed that the old yoar was Imuulng awiy,

Aud nature sublime should hold firm the sway,
And waft it away to the past,

Yet seod time and harvost will qulckl{ move on
In those paths whore the old YN" s trod,
Till tho nuwl_yuur burst forth at the great trumpet
sound,

By the will of Omuipotent (lug.
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GRANDMA’S TABBY CA'.

the wings —
"I'was In a cottnge, neat and ¢lean,
K eyo, Old grandma lived Just like n quoon,
deery, \\’Ilh proetiy Botsy, ‘llulup end fat,
J And purly husy tuh y ent,

Although miss pussy looked so nice,

Intsonlle oarth, Sho ofton stranglod rats and mico!
She played ahout tho houso so sprat,
it satellite, And wished miss Botsy was a cul.

rned the night, She had no one with her to play,
storm, Nor help her in her frisky way;
And when purchanee she did regale,

Id appear, Old grandma stepped upon her tail,

‘the Pmul; Which cunsed poor puss to shed some tears,
portruyed, And vow revenge tn after years;

plendonr Well, on one day it happened so,

Thut grundma would an nnti'l‘x 10,
Sho snid, “ Another thing '] do,

PI' turn that tabby eal out, teo,

th with u 3 1 know for mischief she's inclined—
I dare not leave that cat behind.”

W, So then without the faintest doubt
l‘lclr dams, Shoe quickly turned the tabby out,

usly ran She senrce had time to eross the path,
ow. Beforo mlnulpunsy quickly thought—
She said, “ P11 soon be in again,

Right well T konow that hroken pane,

'gtl'.;(';:‘f"' < Lean getin with all my ease
n lho'nlr And get a nib at grandma’s cheose.”
10 0loar. So when old grandma turned the lane
he me i Her tabby cat was in again,
ad. : She turnéd around to hor delight,
‘I'he cuphonrd door was open wide,
n the bud, So puss she laughod w mooking smlle,
a And lnpped the milk and eheese meanwhile,
’ She ents and laps, her stomach erums, '
tals entwined, And then she thought of grandma’s jams,

Sho senrched ench cornor round for pelf,
Some quaint old Jurs stood on the shelt

he len, 1 “Phoso must contadn the jum, I know,

Ing by, L . Soup tho sholf 1 quickly go2

ng away, She found tho Jam, hut O, nlns!

ho sway, Anold rat-trap now umlu‘nl her fast, '

I'he tnhiby seronmed with might und main,
As old grandman cume in the lano,

" move on ] Miss Botsy sereamed with all her might,
s trod, And grandmn got an awful fright,
it trumpet Nho peepod hor hend in Just so tar,
Whaen down came bottles, eat and Jar,
to resound Tho whole concorn made such a rouse,

Sho thought “himsolf” was in the house,
But pussy askod to be forglven;

“ Yes,” grandma sald, “1t's on condition—
You leave just now, you awful cat,

And get your living eatehing rat.
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TITE SEALERS SBONG,

On the stormy const of Newfoundland,
In the spring-time of the yoear,

Whon Borens thunder forth its blast,
From tho Aretic rogions drear,

' Whore feoborgs surgo with o dismal eraclk,

Through tho Northern frozon puns,
Who braves those dangers without fear,
I'he sons of New foundland,

Thoy salled from home in the month of March,
"o tho home of tho hear und the seal,

In search for gain on the storm-tossed main,
Away on the cold ico-llelds;

Whore the baby scal in its innoconce,
Send forth & pitcons ey,

But tho sealer’s knlte will end Its life,
In tho erudlo whoere it lle.

Teun thousand tuken in onoe day,
By o havdy foarless crew,

They will take a teip miles from their ship,
Those mon will dare and do,

In the doad of night when thoe storm king rage,
What heroie huods are done,

They will buttle for life on puns of lece,
a:ur the troxsure they have won.

Eq\li&npud thoy go o'er the cold ice tloe,
With rope and guff to guide,

And always truo to a comrudo,

Whatover may botide,
Tho atorm muy hoat with snow and sleot,
But on and on they Fo,
To ﬁnln tho gonl, the ship to lond,
"rom the northern gront ico flow,

Succoss attond thoso sonlhunters, :
May thoir courngo novoer fufl,
Muay Providenoe protoot them,
WVhen on tho raging maln,
8. Blandford and A, Juckman,
1, Dawo and many more,
And Knov and Koan and Winsor,
Qod send ull safe on shoro.

L1 L
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THE MOTHERLAND,

Liston, comrades, while I sing you,
Of the s(ruggio that’s begun;

By our hardy sons of Brituin,

'Noenth a foreign burning sun,

F Sandy deserts, mountain kop{lun
Mowing r‘vuru through the t]ell,—-

All surmounted by our herocs,
Foreing on through shotand shell,

) Cuonvs: 3
4 Just keep your hands off mother,

1"or all her ehildron love hor,

And tell her we ure ready for the fray; .

I'rom Australin’s sunny strand

‘I'o the shoren of Nowfoundland,

Wo are all atyour command, |
It you say, say, say. |

Britain’s 1lags are fast unfurling,

In the tight for liberty,
Telegraphing o'er the ocean,

T'o her sons whero'or they be,
Saxon blood is at its highest,

On fair India's coral shore,
And Canadians are erying,

“ Liborty, and nothing more.”

Cuonus:

Just koep your hands off mother,

We tell the world we love her,

Sho has millions yot that foar no foeman’s steel ;
Tror with hor groat bull-dogs, ‘
That nover yot knew elogs,

We'll brook' no Kruger traitor, ‘
At her heols, heels, hoels.

Though our sons nre slain in hattle, !
Lylng In thelr eold gory bed, !
Thore aro millons brouthing sofily,
’ Pralse and honor for tho dead,

. Wouv not, mother, for your dear ones,
Who have diod on Afrie’s shore,
IPlghting for thelr Quoen nnd country,

As thelr futhors did hoeforo,

Cuons:
Just keop yonr hands off mother, :
Wo'll show the world wo love her, ; 1
S You vomemboer s Old Beltain's prido; i E
While this wartare s procceding, ‘
1
‘

And Colonies are bloeding,
With our blood we will cement it,
Side by side, side, side.

'
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No llyrunl'u hand has bound them,
They ever shall be freb,

Both Isfuck and White shall share alike,

In one great destiny.
Ouwr people in South Africa

\k/ 1l sing thut song of yore,
In voeul straing, * God suve the Queen,
Paul Kruger’s reign is o'er.”

Cronus;

Just keop your hands off Mother,
W toll the world we love her;

I'he world remembers Waterloo,
Aund then at fume-ed Inkorman,
Whoro our soldiers muwde the stand,
Showing what the Britons

Could do, do, do.

B —
CONFEDERATION,

One morning as T walked from home,
And meditated quite nlone,
This was iy cogitation:
That under this ealnmlity
We sign the bonds of unity,
And join Confederation,

Just then I round a corner stepped,

And there stood two so well equipped

For uny consultation,

The fivet ['mot was Dr, Dan,

e held the pestle in his hand,

Doetermined, if ho could, to eram

Well down the thront of Uncle Sam
The word—=Con*sdoerution,

Thit Suminal thought 1t was no go,
That diveet tax would hiurt us 8o,
In elaiming thoy'd make such a show
Without conslderation,
But whon he know the tariff bill
Would enre every horeld ill,
e qulekly gobbled up the pitl,
And Jolned Confederation,

The noxt stepped up wans Mister Tim,

A rligmarole ho did begin, i
About our situation,

1o suid, * Our bunks are all to smash,

1ts time to leave off talking trash
Aud send the delogation;

|
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or if wo wait we'll rue the day
We didn’t send those chaps away
T'o join Confederation.”

The next camo up, you'll understand

It was a good old tisherman

Ho tucked his punts so unugiy round,

With his south-westor battened down,
And stood in meditation.

Atiength he said, * Why stand you here,

The invitation is from thero,

1t shonld be our first ﬂmu‘fht and care D |
T'o Join Confederation, . \

There next appeared upon the soene

‘I'wo six-foot bobhics neat and trim,
Thoy laughed with oxultation,

""hey suid “ My lads, it is no {oku.

We're willing now to doff this coat;
Thut's our determination,

You know we're patriots good and true,

And now there's not so much to do,

There will be “specials” quite a few, .
Lets join Confederation.”

v Justthen two more they came along
Dotermined for to join the throng,
Thelr buttons glittered in the sun

And shone with lumination. )
They suid, “T'here’s no use lurking round,
The importations are cut down;
Let’s mako no hositation,
The tariff—it will be so small—
108 not enough to koop us all,
So come, my luds, lot one and all B {
Go Join Contederation, \

A tinker and & blucksmith, too,

’I‘Iw( thonght there would be more-to do,
And for self-prosorvation,

They snld, “ 1t no uso talking rot,

Just striko the lron while 11'a hot,
And now with neclamation,

Let's usk tho Promior right nwur,

Right well we know we'll got fulr play,

And soon our tsland tukoe the sway
Under Confoderation,

. e

A tailor, in his fly-tail coat, Y . |
A shoo-muker, thoy (rllukly spoke ' H

Without Insination, =7 }
“We'll malke more punts, X ; {
And sell more hoots, ’

Right well we know none can dispute, 1 i

8o we've an inclination, ’ } ‘
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Home-spun and loathor will come freo,
Aund thut’s our profits can’t you soo,
So one and all they must ugroo

1'o Join Contedorution.!

Two farmora thon along they came,
Iholr sentiments wore all the same,
They thought they'd surcly be to biame
To uhutu with degradution.
Produce then would to us roll,
1t would be blessings muanifold
In our presont situation,
We'll plough oar lund so well and noat,
While good Canacians raiso the wheat,
With hourt and hand we'll animate
I'hose in Confoderation,

. e - —

SAILOR JACK,
When I was & youn&; lad I lived with my granny,
My Mamma was dead and my Pa gone to sea,
Aud when I was five, like a duck in a puddle,
I wanted to paddle right up to my knoes.

1 often came home with my boots full of water,
And grandma would ehide me and send me to bed,

But in dreams I was rolling about on the ocean,
Enjoying a slumber on its cradle bed.

Atslx T would rambloe alone by tho soa-slde,
Anlnl watch the proud waves as thoy dushoed on the
shoro
And shout with great gloe as I saw each one rolling,
Aud join in the din of their most awtul roar,

Atsovon Tlnunched my first hont on the wator,
A freadl Hitlo bargue without radder or reol,
MX honrt gave o bound when [ suw hor heol over,
ud turn up hor bows to the soft summeor brooze.

I stopped round tha lake my hoartilght us a fonthor,
Anl«l watchod the dear thing us sho ouine nenr the
shoroe,
Quito wll‘llng to eateh her tho moment sho landed,
My own darling troasure, what could I do more.

At elght T resolved that I would ho a sallor,
Auﬁ follow my daddy across the rongh main,
And leave my old granuy and all hor fine dandles,
The turkeys and peacocks she kept in the lane.
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But grinny would ehide me, and then try to guide me,
And putin my hand the old spade fromm the rack,
The firat thing I'd do, dip it Into the waler,
I'he thing was too er for hor own sallor Jack,

When I was j)ust ton I applied fo a captain,
And nsked him to take e a lubber from shore,
Without hesitation he did quickly onlist me,
Aund seut me on bourd of a “seventy-four”

Our ship she was ordered away to a station,
I thought rather quickly, I cannot deny,

Onee more T strolled home to see mr old granny,
And found her in tears as she wished mo 1,«)nu¥-by.

Next morning the “boson's” lond whistle was sound-
ng--
All hands to quarters—our ship was awny—
T stood ke a suilor thut walts to be ordered,
And watched the proud waves as she skimmed o'or
the bay.

I was soon.ordered aft on the “ }mop” to the captain,
1o measared and viewed me from top to the toe,
He said with u smile, “ Juck, you'll soon be s sailor,

With tarpaulin jac’cet you cut a tine show,

That night in my hammock T slept rather soundly,
And dream’d of old granny away on the shore;
Soon I was aroused by the * boson’s” shrill wistle,
And all things about us seemed bustle and roar.

I {umpml out at once, but my sca-legs forsook me,
erawled and I scrambled away to the deek;
I soon wus pitehied hoadlong unto tho lee scuppors,
Our ship she was rolling and almost too wet.

The wind eame in gusts and roared through the
rig 'In!,.'. :
Sot lli;: nll.' 1ifts” and “braces,” leave none of them
wlnelk, &
Cluo up your * m‘n-gullunbullu." man “c¢lnolinos” and
“huntlines,”
Stondy, mon, steudy, como hoard the “main tack,”

T olung to a “shroud” walst-high in the wator,
My heurt soomed to fuil, but I couldu’t toll why,
1 thought of old granny so suug in the cottage,
And all things about her so warm and so dry.

T soon lenrned the “ ropes” and hecamo a good sailor,

M{ duty I done like tho rost of tho crew;

Iu storms or in battle where cunnon did rattle,,
Tomy king and my country I always proved true,
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ON THE BEAUTY OF WOMAN./

When woman wus crunted, i
And tukoen out of man,

Out ofa long and erookod hono,—
Dony It if you can.

It appears crooked woman was quickly made
straight in those days.  She'must have appeared most
beautiful and serene in Adam’s eye, so much so, that
he could not withstand the temptation to accept the
proflered apple, and in the historical words of Lord
Nelson, we pay this tribute: !

“l"n):louul with all lhy taults,
love theo still
1"air flower of earth,
Descendant of our fallen mother, Evo,
What thorns and roses often mark th path,
And yot hew sublime thou dost retrieve.
The glances of those orbs, that fu'ling tear
Tmplant in man the beauties of thine oye:
While he, through nature, views with hope and fear,
And prizes the Jowel no mun can deny,

e —

Old Saddle Hill, which is alluded to in one of
the olcnmb picces, is situated between Harbor Grace
and Carbonear, and is noted for its craggy sides and
sublime scencry, A clear view of Conception Bay
with its placid waters in summer can be bad from its
summit, and the scene must strike the traveller with
admiration and cause him to reflect a moment on the
wise ways of nature and the beauties that surround him
when standing on any one of the many points of van-
tage which the old hill affords.
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COME TO PARSONS'2<

I'or Hardware, Brushes,
Paints, (Mixed and Dry)
Varnishes, Kalsomine,
Curtain Poles.

E2"In fact everything for Man and Beast."§€3

1. H. PARSONS, Water St, Harbor Grace.

A good bieyelo is worth a hundred times its woight
inputont modicinos,  The averngze man hns fow discoses
which a bleyelo eannot heal.  Por every one Injured In
ln.-y.-lo viding thousands are mado healthler and hap-
pler'—ticorge Henry 1Pox, AM, M.D, Clinlenl Urofes-
gor Diseases of the Skin, Colle KBe of l'llynu ians and Sur-
geons, Columbin Unive |n1l\,( lonsulting Dermatologist,
Health Dept, New York City.

The ' Cruenl Wheel Is lhe Incst ()ver 200 In uu In mm.

Woobns’ S HARDWARE
P.O.B. 847. 167 Water Street, St. John’s,

They have come to stay,
No matter what others say :

fhe Walk Over Shoe.

JACKMAN THE TAILOR,

Sole Agent, St. John's.

=3, E. GARLAND,==

Leading Book-Seller and Stationcr

Stationery, Books, Charts, Magq mnn, Cricket, TFoot-
ball, and Tennis Goods, Toys, &c., &c.

Pee_ Outport orders given prompt attention.
pea_ 177 Waler Street East, St. John's. ¥




Job Brothers & Co.,

Water St, St. John’s, Nfld.

IM l'()ll’l‘lvl‘ll.\' o
BRITISH AND AMERICAN GOODS, Whole-
sale and Retail.
EXPORTERS OF
Codfish, Cod 0il, Cod Liver 0il, Seal 0il,
Lobsies s, Furs and General Produce.

All Orders for same promptly filled at very lowest
rates.

' AGENTS 1'or @
Royal Insurance Company, (Fire and Life), of
\ Liverpool.

Unlon Marine Insurance Co., of Liverpool,
London and Glasgow.

Maritime Insurance Co., of Liverpool.

JOB BROTITERS,
Mersey Chambers, Liverpool,

Cublo Address: “Jon, Bt John's,”
Codes used: A.B.C,, Scott’s, Watking',
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GEORGE GORDON,
! < Tinsmith & Sheet Iron Worker. ™
g " Stoves, Grates, Cod Liver 0il
{ Boilers, Galvanized Iron, Sheet

Iron Work and Tinware.

| Prompt attention given to ordors,

| Water : Street, : Harbor @ Grace, : Nfld. .

—— TUCKER ‘& CAMERON, —

f DRY GOODS, GROCERIES,
f HARDWARE, STOVES.
{ LUMBER, SHINGLES, &.¢.
o ESTABLISHED 1876, e

Water Street, Carbonear, Newfoundland

=" EDWARD PARSONS,—

CABINET-MAKER, &c.

For sule : 150 Bedsteads, 3 dozen double-
leaved Tables, 300 Chairs, 50 Washstands.
| Also, a (ull stock of TFumiture, Pioture

Moulding, Picture Frames, and Dictures.

WennING Rines, &c,

Local Photographic Views In endless varlety.

Water Street, arbor Grace, Newfoundland

|
{

| ¢Che Wacbor Grace Standard.
{

MUNN & OKE, Proprictors.
Published LEvery Week. $2 Per Year (postage
extra to United States,)
| To Harbor Gracians abroad, Tie StaNDARD supplics
the news of the Old Home.
Advertising Rates on application,

|
g
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Conl=1Tard and Soft. Lumber—all Qualities,
Round Timber on hand and eut to ovder,
I'rovisions and Grocories, Folt, Nalls, Limao,

E®= Agonts for the eelobrated Foley-Willlnms Planos
and m,unr, uml lh,) Io l mnlnul Touther,

hul and Wesl Prfmlul

<~""R.RUTHERFORD & €0.” 3>

WATER STREET, HARBOR GRACE, NFLD.

ESTABLISHED 1855,

W. Il. THOMPSON & CO.,
DRUGGISTS. :
——llarbor Gu ace, Newfoundland,—— .

Sole Agents for

RICE'S CELEBRATED * POWDRPAINT.”

A DRY POWDER,

Makes n Durable, Fireproof, Sunproof, Weatherproot .
Palnt by mixing with Cold Water, . Spreads
equal to best O Paint, L

Reduces Cost of Painting 75 per cent,

-
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