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Oh for till' wing of the wild-biiil.

Daring and dauntlesH mid ficc,

Thr silence and scent of the forest,

The breath of the hills and Hie sea.
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Anil ®ti|rr {lontw

Canada.

Hail to .Ik- dn-at Dominion,
Her flag iu splendor llios

Ujmn tlu! wind's wild pinion,
'Xeatli l)|ii„ Canadian sifies.

And when flie breezes bear it

Aloft on tower or flood
It «al«.s tlie kinj,'ly spirit,

It stirs our Viliing blood.

If]

Tbe Fniliers of oiir ration
Have bnilded snre and strong

On broad and d.H'p foiin.lations
Ot valor, tnitli and song;

For while 'twas yet the morning
The.v throned the true and best

And, bonds and barriers scorning,
The.v ('ared tlie danntless West.

H
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TUE WINO OK TUE WILD BIRD

Our iniKlit Mlinll nu>lt tlu> mountains,

Our coiiiiru-rci- ijird tin- scan,

Our fort'stsi, flcliln niul fuuntainB,

Oive niUHic to the breeze;

Here Seotlund'H purple tliiRtle

\\'itli EuRland'R rrwe Bhall stand,

The tl«Mir-<le-lig Hhull listen

To the harp of Ireland.

Never may blight of battle

Or thundering steel-girt host,

Sword-clang or war-drum's rattle.

Disturb our peaceful coast;

TliL' bulwarks of our own land

Ooil and the riglit shall be.

Our Canada the homeland

Of power and liberty.

Build, then, a flaming altar,

And with its sacred Are

Of love and praise exalt her.

The Land of our Desire;

12
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O/i hiiiii,,/ roii.-iimmntion.

Oh lUxlini/ /mhlii,.".

To he a lii/htroiis mithn.
The HluiulnnI l„r all limv.

Life.

now brief is life: it« j,,,,,,^ ^^^^
Ho swiftly winjf their flight,

We have but time to live

When siitldi

and love
Piily, 'tis night.

13



TUE WING OF THE WILD BIRD

The Pines.

I STEAL apart

To the woodland's heart

When the work of the day is over,

When the odors sweet

Of the forest meet

The scent of the blooming clover.

I sit and rest.

By the broez(( caressed,

With the lofty pine-trees o'er me,

The wind-harp's sigh

In the branches high

And the open sea before me.

The fresh breeze sings

Til rough the pine-tree's strings.

And a milliim leaves are shalien.

14



THE PINES

But when in the sky

The wild winds die,

She sighs like a lover forsaken.

For the qiic-en of tlie trees

Is the bride of the breeze

And the harp of the winds she holdeth,

She sings her wild rnnes
To the forest tnnes

And melodies rich unfoldetli.

From the pelting hail

And the northern gale

This sliade is the wood-bird's cover,

In these sheltering arms
She is free from alarms

Though the tempest is raging above her.

fi:

The golden light

And the ink of niglit

\Vith tlie blue of tlie sky are blended
In tlie leaves so fine

Of the evi-rgreen pine,

In its beauty so <lark and splendid.

15



THE \VlX(x OF TUE WILD BIRD

Tho mystic thrill

Of the forest hill

And th(> shadows weird that hide me,

And tlie moon's bright gleam

—

What a perfect dream,

With you. My Love, beside me!

When every light

In the vault of night

Is trembling with deep emotion,

And a straight, white line

Of bright moonshine

Buns shimmering up the ocean,

I sit and rest,

By the breeze caressed,

With the stately pine-trees o'er me,

The wind-harp's sigh

In the branches high.

And the open sea before me.

16



A STKEET ACQUAINTANCE

A Street Acquaintance.

I MET till) devil in tlic stieet.

^^itll slioos u]»m liis cloven feet,

I l<new Iiiii, not. Qnotli he: "Hast lieiud
The news ailoat, the latest word?
Indeed no. Then I'll tell thee all,"
And straightway from a tongne of gall
Snch innuendo, hint and sneer
Poured into my unwilling ear
In polishefl phrase and damning ehiuse,
I marvelled who this devil was.
"Excuse me, Sir; if words can tell,

I've met a denizen of hell."

Retorted he with face aglow

:

"A stranger thou, else wouldst thou know
I am Sir Gossip of renown,
Highly respected in this town."
"Jnstas I thought," said I, nd now,
Oood-morrow. Prince of Devils thou."

Ml

I
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THE WING OF THE WILD BIRD

Sunset on Scarboro' Heights.

The world is swingin}; iiiKlitwards; 'tis October,

And twilislit'x on the hiMglits;

Tho Bluti's, like silent sentries gray and sober,

Stand lonely in the fading evening lights.

As down the sky tlie sovereign sunlight marches

And grays to crimsons turn,

The bannered light gleams through the western

arches

And tongues of fire clear through the cloud-

rifts burn.

The ruddy glow of gold and purple splendor

Bursts o'er the hills in light;

Bright Phoebus backwards looks with glances

tender,

And, smiling kindly, beckons us good night.

IS
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SfTNSKT OS NCAKHOIJO- IFKIfJIlTS

I.ike levvllod Inneen i„ .so>„,. kn;.^htly «tory,Or daylighfs p„.pl,. ,„•,,.

TlK. red ....floHion of ,,„: .s,;,.-s briKht Rlory
Clothes all tli,.wosth.ga,.„it„,.o of fire.

Soon f d,, tho wondrous .....nt insubstantial;
* ormilions tnin to grav—

The silont «l,is|„.,. of tliat rost-ovanjrol
Whoso slumber steals o„r b,.r.I..„s all away.

> 'W dips^tho s„„-s rod rim bonoath tho land-

Now fades tho Rlowing liffht-

Upon the ho.fThts of Scarboro' 'tis night.

19
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THE WING OF THE WILD BIEl)

Canada's Call.

LoiTU as the voi<c of licf JtKip-booiiiiug waters,

Clear as (lit' lilt of licv sons-birds in Jlay,

Canada calls to licr sons aud lier danglitcrs:

Lift high your standard of manhood to-day.

Her(! iu the dawn of a great nation's morning,

Rings the clear voice of oiir country's apYioal,

Calling for heroes who, self-interest scorning,

Do what they know, and dare what they feel.

Not in the wealth of her prairies so peerless,

Not in her output of silver and gold,

But in a people, frw, righteous and fearless,

Lies her supremest r" treasures untold.

20



TUE CENTURY BELLS.

CaniKla rails. Then lot the response be
f/'x-tl'at shall honor our Rlorions land;

I..'tns he all we would pray that our sons be,
All that our hopes and traditions demand

1 "« as the Kold in the heart of her mountains
Strong as her torrents that leap to the sea,

i>fraiRl,t as the pine-troo and clear as her fonn-
tains,

Honest and fearless, face-forward and free.

in

II

The Century Bells.

Tire century bells proclaim the hour
From clansiuR bronze in tones sublime;

God s hand of everlasting power
Sweeps o'er the clavier of time.

21



THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

The Wing of the Wild-Bird.

Oh for the wing of the wild-bird,

DariuR and dauntlcsH and hw,

Thf gilenco and stent of the forest,

The breath of the hills and the sea.

Down the dim shores of dream-islands.

On throngh the ocean of blue.

To fly with a comrade, a lover,

A soul that is always true.

Oh for a rest where the star-gleams

Keep with the darkness a truce

In shades of the evergreen pine-tree

Or groves of the odorous spruce.

Slumbering 'mid spacious horizons

Under the sentinel stars,

Breathing the balm of the balsams,

The fragrance of deodars

;



THE WIXO OK TUK Wll.D-BIKD

Waking to sec o'er the hilltops,

Daylight's fair banners unfurled
^Vll('n morning comes flinging her glories
Up the round sweep of the world.

i

Then under splendid eloud-nrches,
Hp the vast reaches of sky,

Pinion to pinion wide-soaring.

My comrade-lover and I,

Tar on the wing of the wild-bird

Daring and dauntless, would flee,

Inhaling the air of the mountain.
The scent of the infinite sea.

i I



THE WINn OF THE WILD-HIBD

The 'Tobico.'

Bkuim) the hill,

Near the old sttw-inill

Where the quiet waters flow,

Where the gchoolhoys swim

When the light is dim.

We played, long years ago;

And I often dream

Of that winding stream

Where the long-leaved i-ushes grow,

Of the worms in a tin

That we stuck on a pin

To flsb in the 'Tobico.'

When school was out.

With a leap and a shout

We rushed to the river's side,

24
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THi'; w IN<; <ii' I ill-: wti h uiiU)

7 h' Tobico.
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THE 'TOBICO'

And all the boys,

^Vitli a merry noise,

Plunged into its cooling tide;

We swam elate

'Neath the old sv ;ug-gate
Where the geese to th pustures go,

Or sprang from tht L^:-!;

And merrily sank,
With a splash in the ' Tobico.'

When the sunset-flame

And the twilight came,
We lay at the streamlet's ^ge.

And the whipoorwill
Sang loud and shrill

And the frog croaked in the sedge;
The tune so sharp
Of the crickets harp

Rang out while we whispered low
As we lay on the ground
And heard the sound

Of the rippling ' Tobico.'

i:

ill

25



TIIK WIN(i OF TUE WILD-BIKD

The snow-banks white

In the pale moonlight

Still stand out keen and clear,

And the mj-stie haze

Of thos(! olden days

Is still to my memory dear.

I linger still

Hy the ice-bound rill

Where we skated long ago

In the fair starlight

Of the winter night,

On the dear old ' Tobico.'

2«



TUK GATES OP LIFE

The Gates of Life.

The golden sun is crowning
The hills with mellow light,

And dusky shades are falling—
The eyelids of the night;

And like a low, sweet noeturn,

Di-eani-whispers from the west
Thrill out their shadow-music
And soothe my soul to rest.

'i;

^A'hile Nature sings to Nature
And tlowers kiss the sod.

My soul's quick ear is open
To hear the voice of God-

Not in sucli stormful chaos
As nmrked the dawn of time

When worlds 'raid fire and thunder
Surged from abysmal prime.

27
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TUE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

And not where, flre-ombattleil,

With cliisli and clangor rife,

Tl-.;' forgo of constellations

Heats ont new spheres of life,

Bnt in the sonl's deep silence,

Like host with velvet shod,

I hear the march of history,

The silent feet of God.

And thongli my heart is weary

And sinking in the strife

Reneath the awf\il burdens

And mysteries of life.

Soon as the stillness deepens.

Time phantoms fade from sight

And leave my soul a-quiver

With universal light,

Till all the past and future

Are present to my soul.

All time and space are current now,

The part is as the whole.



THE (iATES OF LIFE

Tims standins nmto, enraptured,

Eiiwreatlii'd in cosmic lif,'lit,

The purpose of tlie ages

Unveils before my sij^lit.

n

And now I know eartli's strivings

And tears and wailings i)rovo

That Love is ever climbing

New Calvaries of Love.

Rtit he that loveth never

Is wasted in the strife;

Who worsliip self accomplish
The tragedy of Life.

Far uj) the mount of lieauty

Fair stands the ( ity wall,

The gates of Ood are open
And lif(> is free to all.

And wlien Die .soul doth enter
The life so ricli and long,

The stillness wakes to music
And everlasting song.

29
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TllK \VIX(i OF Tin<: WIUDBIBD

For lift- is largo and lofty,

And I-ovp is strong and bold,

And only licroi's enter

Tlie sliining sjates of gold.

AhouwVnitj life unnicanired

Ik thrirx (iiiil flifirn alone

WhuKc lircn an' clfarli/ Hounding

The iiiiircrxul tone.

I waken from tlio vision

And all tlie hills are bright

With pink and rose and amethyst,

A symphony of light;

And still like sweetest noctiirn.

Dream-whispers from the west

Trill ont their sliadow-mnsio

And nil is perfeet rest.



S(>X(i (iK KMI'IHK
"i

Seng of Empire.

Winds of all tlii' contiucuts,

Waves of every soiiiuliu}; sea,
Hear the Hag of Albion,

The standard of the free;

Clarions sound the nation's songs
\\'hile her armies march apace,

Ood of battles, gird with power

'

To free the human race.

>i!

O'er a hundred years ago.

Nelson's cannon sliool; the Nile,
And the Sphia.x, astonished, watched

Beside his ancient pile;

But a second Nelson spoke
And the Mahdi met his doom

Where Omdurman's strojie a\-enged
The Hero of Khartoum.

I r
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TUE WIXO OF THE WILD-UIUD

Over Afric's sunny roalni

Late till" Lion piislied liis paw,
Now tlie Oraiijic and tlit; Capo

Ilet'd one imperial law,

And tbe Triple Cross Hies free

Over ISoers and Britons all,

From tlie lieadlands of the south

To the sources of the Vaal.

Where the mighty Ganges rolls

From the slopes of Ilimalay,

Where the sunset tips with flre

The temples of Bombay,

Britain rules with mild control

Prom the Heights at Khyber Pass

To the bounds of Mandalay,

To the borders of Madras.

From the distant Austral land,

Britain's lieritage of peace.

Kindred hearts unite witli ours

Across the western seas;

32



80\(j or K.MPIHK

Anipl(. orcnn rontinont

^lii..f of all o„rfl,'s tnyriart islos,

-., ...^"^™ "' « Iipinisplierp.

Onwarrl to the jro),!,.,,
^>-,,^f

Onvi,r,l fo tlio hni. inj; ah".
To tho 'Indian Siiinmoi-- skiVs
Of Onnarla the Fair;

Una of flshps, Hoofls and firs,

T.nnd of maplPs, oaks and pinos
Orains and frnits and flowers rare,

Tlie prairies and tho mines.

Knjrland to Oibraltar rails,

Malta sends the inessaRo on,
Cvprns speaks to Esypt
And India tells Ceylon;

Now Australia hears t' .• word.
Hoars Hon-kong Vantonvei' call,

Thnnders the Dominion's voice
To old Westminster Hall.

I^'l
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TUK \VI.\(i Ol' THE WII.D-IUHD

Jliircliiii^' nil ill ,'vovy Innil.

noiitiii}; fjiir on rvpry tide.

Waves tlio stniidiinl Hint we li.vi',

Kor wliich om- fntlicrs died.

KviT.v continent siistnins

.Millions of oiii- noble free,

(ife.-il iinil nooil U- iill tli.v sons,

Mtiir of the ciiipired sea.

Anbition.

If thou dost seeli to <'hanRe the course of history
And make tlio pace some faster to the goal,

He true and kind, for thus, bv some sweet
mystery,

Tlioii Kiv'st a nobler tendence to the whole.
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MKIIKSMHi,

Liebesljed.

,""««"''" l..f(lH.nH„-
'""'';'*"'-V""lH.,vi,.

,„, l,.„n..,.,.|.H,
I ""' '"^n'f; yo„ I,,.,-.. i„ ,|„. ,i.,,f...

"
'

i"l

'« «>nj.'n,}: (,, ,„,, n,i.s so,,.-

iamk,N.s„,j(.voM„||
,1 ,. ,„„j,„

Tli.'W,ssf,„.,.ssinf,„.s„,„„„.,sw,.,.f
JTa.s|,.s,„,i unto n„.(l,is ,.„„,,,.
"<•" n..y,. ,o ...,.„ss ,,.„„,. „.„„l,.,.i„. f,„.t
'"""-'".'^ .v.." I....V out,.,. .,,„„„;.,

'

Of f,„. „„,„,„„. ^.i^,_ ^,^^^^. ^^_

..r,

For Lov. ,« «„. ,,on,.t of t,.,. worl,!.
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TlllO \VI.\(i «»r TIIK \VII,D-niUD

r?iit liow Klionld T know how nwi-ot nnd trno

In till' xoiil (if (he lirci'zc nnd the sod,

JFiid I never, .My Own, in my love of yon,

Fonnd Hie gi-ent, sweet heart of f!(Kl.

One Consciousness.

O.NK <;()ns(ionsnes.s is all that is or evermore can

be;

Are not the billows of the world one all-em-

braeinj; sea?

With The lOternal I am one, and only thus am
free.

1 rise superior to fate; I challenge fear, I forfeit

earn,

I stand heroic and elate, and strong amid the

eternities.
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TWTN niJKKZKM

Twin Breezes.

Wirii.i; ti„. |„.,^,x,,N_

'>»< IdifThf iimni.

Ifilstlcd tlin.H(;li tlif

Yell

Cbioris, b.v til,. (I,

Zcp]

<>\y corn.

"wcrs kist.

'.yr, clinsci- of (I !< mist.

Flo.

Strii.vpd afar from
All thoir kin,

om tlip riistliii};

•^"ornfield's din.

F

"ncatli snn and sk;

"'I West M-inils

37
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TIIK WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

M '

Wliispi'vcd Cliloris,

Flower-kist,

To the Cliaser

Of (lie Mist:

" From tlu> winds thnt blow outside

Let us steal away and hide;

Let us hide a

Hundred years

In the vale of

Smiles and tears."

"Let's," said Chaser of the Mist,

Unto Chloris, flower-kist.

\}\

I

if 1

So they tletl, 'neath

Starry sky.

Flower-breath, and

West-wind's si(;h

;

Stealthily within the house

Hid as quiet as a mouse;

For a loufi. Ions

Time they hid,

Out of si}?ht, these

Breezes did;

Like a hermit in a hut,

Like a kernel in a nut.
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TWIN UliEKZES

But one morning

On our gaze,

Out thoy sjjranj?, to

Onr amaze;
<"iim(. fortli first tlic Flower-kist,
Then the (Phaser of the M ist.

How they sans, to

f'heer their host,

Drinking many,

JIaiiy ii toast.

Till their litde limlis grew long.
Till they waxed both stout aud'strong.

Then they romped from
Karly dawn

Till the sunset,

On the lawn.
Or in attic, screaming loudly.
Rode their wooden war-horse' proudly.

How those precious

Little pets

Sang their solos

And duetts.

Sometimes loud and sometimes low
Some were fast and some were slow.

39
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THE WING OP THE WILD BIRD

'

gang they both, in

Variovis voice,

Never givinp

T.Ts the choice

Of their method, tune, or time,

Whether trivial or wiblime.

Thus they spent the

Fleeting years

In the vale of

Smiles and tears;

Ohloris, tlower-fairy mine,

Zephyr, murmur of the pine.

^'l

But I sometimes

Seem to hear

Far-off music

In the air,

Catch a glimpse of heavenly light

From the land that knows no night.

Then it seems that

Chloris mine,

And my Music

Of the Pine,

Have achieved their lofty graces

In the light of heavenly places.
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TWIN BREEZES

All their frolic

And their fun

Are reflected

From the sun;
I can see in those frank eyes
Truth as open as the skies;

From some far-off

Isle of peace

Where from wrong the

Wicked cease

They have heard the music flow,

Caught heaven's harmony, I know.

Thus I learn that

Flower-kist

And my Chaser

Of the Mist

Are the angels God has sent
On some heavenly mission bent;

Some bright purpose
He will let

Each accomplish

For Him yet.

For I see His gifts and graces
In the light of those twin faces.
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TllK \VlN(i OP TFIR WILD-BIRD

The Fishers.

n

Whebk the tisliCTS, rocking, resting,

Or anon, tlic l)mows bn-asting,

F(k4 tin' patlios of the. ooean

Wlicrc llicy toss witli constant motion,

Drifting on the sea;

All its snlitlc otloi's breathing.

Where its siir.u-s. foaming, seething,

ISh'mling with the moving cloud rifts,

Woo the soft wi-.ids .ana the star-drifts

O'er the mighty sea;

Whether going forth or homing.

In the midnight or the gloaming.

Th(>y are .Irawing in the gl.-idni-ss

Of ihe snnshine, or the sadness

Of the boiindless sea.

42



THE FISUKUS

One tliey are with all sm-rotinding,
-"

With the angry siiif, resounding,
From the far-otf coasts and sli.- Hows,
One with all that makes or hallows

'

Memories of tlie sea.

Lonely dwellers on the oeean,
Kvermore yonr brave devotion

Lives in all yonr sons, abiding,
Leavening uieir sonis, and guiding

O'er life's fitful sea.

All the oeean's moods and tenses,
\Vlii.spera, whimsies, snl)(le i.:.nses,

All Its deafening boom and thunder.
All the terror, gloom and wonder

Of the st(u-mful sea;

All the restless moaning, shifting
lAiists and shadows, cloud-forms drifting

Heaving waters, vast, unbounded,
Deep, mv-sterlous, unsounded,

Of the changeful sea,
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

Builded into soul and sinew

Of tlie flslier, draw and win you

By the patience and the power

Born of changeful sun and shower

On the wind-swept sea.

'•f 1

1 i

1

In our nation's many races,

May we never miss the traces

Of the sweep and width and wonder,

Of the calm and storm and thunder.

Of the open sea.
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UXDEK THE OPEX SKY

I 'I

Under the Open Sky.

U.VDEK the open sky, its myriad star-points
gleaming,

Tbe gibbous moon swings up from the eastern
hills,

The pine-tree moans as the breeze sweeps
through its Eolian heart.

I listen intent to the music and find the music
within me;

I gaze on the white, silent moon-its light is
within my soul;

The stars, too, shine out of the vast reaches of
my own consciousness.

The open heavens are too small to contain me-
I contain them.

'

I crowd them all into the merest corner of my
soul

•'

And sometimes forget they are there.
I never fail to forget when thou art remembered

O Love.

;'
I
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TUK WINO OV TlIK WlLUniUT)

In Patmos.

AMONd tll«' lxl»'« of '^VPWP

IMviliDiiHl bv th." sky, and by tlic wa

ICnSjinll.'tl, st.^iii ratii.o* bviists the tloo.l,

Ami icais to Ik-uvcii, iii)oii a loiky base,

Its 1H>1.1 a.r<)l><)lis. Tlieiuc to belioW

Tbc sun alx.vi- the Asiai" mountains rise,

Is „n.. wild divam of .joy; but when tlu> day

Sinks down b.-l.ind lb.- sea and l.-uvcs tlu" world

KnviiMra.-d witli tbc stars, some mystic power,

l-.-rvadiuK niflbl, steals softly o'er tlie soul

And thrills it witli a wondrous loneiinesa—

Sw<'ct ajjonv of intinitc desire,

A y..aruin!i'liUe tlie prayr whose v)leading love

I'uveils the universe.

liuSSed the isle,

And barren now, but winterless, save when

Euroelydon, tlie Si>l'' i""*"''' '" *'"' ""''*'''

•Tliu nicxluni iiiuui'
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IN J'ATMOS

<•<..»..« wliirlius ,l„w„ i„ ,„j,,, ,.i, ,,^.^j,, ^
storui

;

O.- wlK-u, from J.Ia ,„. ()l,v,„,,„s i,„rne,
Tlu. trailing ci.rln.s, t„st a,.,l f,,,,v,.,l. s^-.H'ps „n
ast ^ai.ms, I'Mtums, Cos, « i,„l-tor„ nn.l wild.

I^ike sircii-s lu.ir tl„. «uuton treses fly
Across tli(. loucly momisterv-s lu-isht

'

Whore om-c ii l„i|.|,v (iriM-ian city^stood
Om- irnln. renmlns, ll„. Ust of tliat fair pw,.
Tlmt omv j^av.. na,,.,., -l-ahaosa,' to tl„. sUor.
>\asli(Kl t,y the Icarian Boa.

\':

.... „ In t'i<>sp <lark davs
UI.on fleroo Do.nitian soonrftod tl.o saint., 'of

(!od,

lymm a j.rison «as. ifero .Jolm holovod
S.-<|m«torod Ions by (-aosar an.l tlio soa
Hat oft and saw Ito.no's sl.ips like s,,o,.t,'os glido
A..-OSS tl.o plaoid wavo with n.or,l,andiso
1«) hphcsus or ("orinth and the West
Those an(l,or..d not beside the lonely Me
\\'thont Oomitians word, n.,r in itsbav

'

Host harbor of the uu-h, fo„„,l rest
'

'
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TUE WINO or THE VVILD-BIBD

'^ n

ji'

'Twas on a day, flrst of the seven, ere yet

The Bun had quenched the stars, John stood

alone,

And thought of Oalilee, of days and dawns

When, lingering near the ever sacred sea,

Ue talked with him whose word was music

still—

A mystic melody that thrilled his soul,

When harli! A voice of trumpet volume rolled.

Far louder than the distant thunder's roar.

It echoed lilie a thousand cataracts,

Filling with awful music earth and Blsy.

John turned; but when he saw the majesty,

The face of splendor in the midst of stars.

The eyes of flame, the stature of a god,

Strengthless, in awe and fear, he fell as dead

Upon the rocky slope beneath the palms.

Then spake the vision, saying in clear tones:

" Rise and fear not, but stand. I ever live

And hold the keys of life. Write what I say.

To Ephesus:
' Faint not. Thy worth I know.

Keep thy flrst love; sr 'Jbalt thou overcome

And eat the fruit of liic in Paradise.'
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IN PATM08

To Smrrna write:

'Yp heroes! Fear ve not.
J know ,vonr bonds, .vour poverty, vour pain,
NotbinK iH finer than .vonr fnithfn'lness.
Life is .vonr crown, and ye are rich indeed.'

To PergamoB:

'Thon boldest fast mr name
Even in Satan's seat. Well done. Yield not
With any compromise to sin. I give
To thee a name, a sweet and sacred name
Which none shall know bnt I and thee alone,
And It shall tell my love and power in thee.'

To Thyatira write:

'Thy labors all,
Thy kindly, faithful services I see;
But be thou pure, for thus shalt thou be strong
Be Pure, and, over self, dominion hold,BE PURE and nnto thee the world shall bow.'

To Sardis write:

'Awake! Arise! Hold fast.Or thou Shalt die. Thou hast a few that walk
Spotless with n,e. To these I give my Life.'

49
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TIIIO \VIX<1 «>l' TllK WILD lUUl)

i M

I

'I'll I'liiliitli'lpliin:

' Tliiiic ciiciiiK'K

Sli,.ll w..vsl.ip III.-'- .I'ul tlir""!!l' 111.- oi..... iloor

Of vi.lnrv tliy fi.idifnl f<'<'t nliall imxs,

r„c I Imv.- I.)v.-<1 tluK'. Tliou Imxt k.-pt my

woi-J.

Upon tliy iK-iiil Hliall 1»' " •'""" "f '"''•'

l.iiiMlicou:

'Tliciii lift iHit iilivc-.

Nor nrt tliou .U-ml ; tli«n nrt "«>* •<'1<1 "'"• 'x'^-

Thy wcaltli ih all Iliy .(.nflilonci-, lint tlioii

Art wi-t'tclu'd, iiakt-<l. Miii'l and poor. Trust

not

TlK- nntri(Ml Kolil. li<-liol.l I stand h.-ir lonj;

And knock, an.l kno.-k. I-o, ho that oiH-n.-th

Th(- door to nic shall rise to iiowcv and reifin

On l.ift-'s hifjh throne.'"

This passed, and. nillins on.

Th<- .anvass of the xvondrons dream displaye<l

The drama of the world and destiny—

The web of history, tlie wai-p of years,

While life's swift shuttle shot through strands

of time

In voices, trumpets, jndsments, life and death,
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IN I'AT.MOS

Notions ,,iHl .lottn mihI mighty kiiics .Irtl.ronnl.
lOxt.'niiiiiiKiiif; wiiiH. llic |.o«..|- of ki.hmI
Tl..- wo,.s of thr ,>l>yss_,,ll ..;,.,. „il,l ,,,,',.^,|

In one iiii|)o.siii^' iniiiiiiiitiia till

Th.. Ilifrht „f ,|„,..s nn.l Ih.. ,li-,.j„.i „f lif,.

Wi'iv |ii<'tiiivcl ill nil ||„„,..

l-oiiil (iiini|(c(s Mai-i'fl.
•\n.l liKlilMiMffs liiirsf f„|.,i, f,,„„ ,, „.„,,,,_

"•|-Cil(Il(.(l llllOII...

And stni-s in wild ronfiision linitliiiK down
;''"•'"'""••' ""• I-ix-ins of III! MMnjjs on.woin
In tliiindcr, Nd.nn tind (iir.

,_,
Tlion cniiic the end —

IlK-i-onsniniiiiifion „f the will „f (iod
Tl.cp,.|T,.,.tlif,. f„,„.lii,.|, nlllif,. wMx'.nv,.n
no<rs ,„.n,,. ..s,;,,.|isl i„ „ ,„.„..,,„|.n ..arfi,
And ..nrth foi,.v,.,.,„„i,. f,„. i,,,,,,,,,^ ,,„^^.,,,_

Ktars. ,
_ ,^

All sin w.-,s i.iit invny. Tl„. ,,l,vss of fl,.,.

IW,-r.y..d tli. ,„.„.,.st , ,.,, ;,f ,.,,,„,,
«)f tlK- .n,nsK.vsso,s l„„.,f,|| ,„ f,„.i, ^,.^,,
>ot on- r,.,n,n.„.d in all fh,. ,n„Itif,„,,.
Tl.nt tl,|.„iij:..„ „„. ,,;„„ .,,„„i„i„„^ ^f ^,,,. ^^.^_,|^|
">• '"^•" ".•ms.i,.„.,.d ,|„, ,,, f,„^,, f,,„„f,„.,„^.^,
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIBD

( (

'

! 1

The voice of an innumerable throng

Vestured in white, rang through the trembling

air

Till 'round the throne there surged a sea of

These were the faithful souls that had endured

The fearful persecutions of their time,

Now nevermore to hunger, weep, or die.

For God himself had wiped their tears away

And there was no more death.

The vision passed.

And when it ceased, the day was almost done.

The sun descending o'er the western wave

Was marshalled down by couriers of fire;

The palms threw out their shadows o'er the sea;

A ship that sought Miletus, thither bound,

Sailed by and into the Meander veered.

The zephyrs of the sea, that fanned the day

To sleep,' caressed the silver hair that framed

Th' Apostle's noble face with light. He turned,

Bearing in his glad heart faith in that Love

Which rocks the world to rest. Whose sympathy

Will let neither a sparrow nor an empire fall

Unheeded or alone.



HE CARES

He Cares.

OOD seems, sometimes, not for our souls to care,
But like the still, eold air,

The dear, keen stars, the ravening, eruel sea,

Unmindful of our joys and woes to be.

Despairing, self-outlawed,

^^'e cry in bitterness, « There is no God."

Througli the cold night the silent star-lamps
burn

And evermore return

In the same orbits fixed for aye.
'• It is but law, it is not choice," we say,
" If God knew all. He'd chide

And sometimes even turn the stars aside."

M

" Surely," we say sometimes, « If God were true,
He'd keep the sky all blue

Instead of gray, or make more rain to fall

When rain is manifestly good for all.

He cannot know the strain

When hearts are broken, souls o'erwhelmed with
pain."
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

Some hope denied, like foolish child we fret

Because Ave cannot get

The thing we most desire. When we shall

grow

Godlike in thought and will, our souls shall

know

That there is nought sublime

That we shall ever reach unless we climb.

•iJ

How shall we leave the struggle out of life

Yet victories win? The strife

Remove, which mastery and conquest brings,

Yet make our hearts the thrones of mighty

kings?

How, if they never stumble

Shall souls untried be great, yet humble?

H^ 1

Along the invisible zodiac's bars,

Thou hast not swung the stars.

Nor held in their high place the circling spheres

For even one brief hour of all the years;

And wouldst thou criticize

The Power divine whose word commands the

skies?
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IIE CxMtES

Hath not God spoken even unto thee,
Till thou rouldst almost see
With open vision, all His };lorv bright
TransfignrinK th.v soul witli Love's fair light'
Hath not tliine open ear
Heard some faint echo of Heaven's music clear?

Though man combines in intellect and soul
The i)urpose of the whole
Dreatn not that „>a„ has feeling, will or thought,Or any consciousness that Ood has not.
wliall any i)art so small
Exceed in any way the Soul of All?

Shall God lack consciousness, or will, or care^ hose universe so fair
'

Is nicely flttefl to the use of man,
Showing the marks of an eternal 'plan,
So that we ever find

The evidence of an Eternal Mind?

Thou canst not fully sever thine own soul
From Him who is its goal.

The very sympathies that move thy heart
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

Prove that of His Oreat Sonl thou art a part.

Thus doth thy pity heal

Thy woes, thyself and God to thee reveal.

I

Thou sayest "He cares not," or "He is asleep,"

" Knows not the fearful steep

I climb alone, my awful burden bearins,

With neither God nor man a.y sorrow sharing;

Forsakes me on the cross

And cares not that I suffer pain or loss."

O weary Brother, thou art not alone;

Thy God-forsaken moan

Has pierced the ages with that awful word

Since on Golgotha's brow it first was heard.

Since, like a tragic knell,

Upon the Syrian air its accents fell.

Do not in thy deep sorrow-blindness charge

Benevolence so large

With heartlessness, or for one moment's space

Blot from thy heart the image of His face

Whose love lights up thine own

And makes thy life His temple and His throne.
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LUX UBIQUE

All that is seen in billow, star or strand,
In fen or fertile land,

In garden, field or fam or city street,
Are multiplex designs whose imports' meet
In God's majestic plan,

Conceived in love, and now revealed to man.

) I

Lore is sulHcient, though God's power may beNo open sesame
To every door, yet shall His guiding fire
The emblem of I^ve' infinite desire,
Be pillared on the SKios
To show us, pilgrims, where his love-land lies.

Lux Ubique.

The sun can find uo darkness anywhere
Where'er his bright eye turns is daylight fair.

I
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THE WINO OP THE WILD-BIRD.

Lines Written for a Wedding.

|: )

«li

\\" I

VVe'bb all born lonesome. To ourselves ad-

dicted,

Straightway we weep, and by our thoughts

afflicted,

We wander up and down the lonely spaces

Of our own consciousness, and find no traces

Of personal bliss derived from our own graces.

We look around us on the earth and stars.

The birds and flowers, the crescent moon, and

Mars,

The swelling sea, the mountain's weird mag-

nificence.

The shaded dell, the forest's deep significance,

The tumbling torrent's foam o'er wild cascades,

The sunset's splendors and soft evening shades;

These hold our keen attention for an hour.

But soon we learn that nature has no power

To dear the shadows from the soul, and part

The clouds that sadden and depress the heart

Discouraged here at length, from nature's views

We turn to art and beauty, music and the muse.
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LINES MUITTEN IHm A WEDDING

Art gives a subtle satisfaction for a while
Aud clmrms us with its form, and toue/and

style;

But soon we learn that Art can never bring
Into our wintry n„„1s perennial spring.

^^'e turn again upon our lonely path,
Wondering if wisdom still no solace' hath
tor our dejection.

,.„ ,
''•'en we seek the sages

>Mio long hav,. eonu«l the wisdom of the ages;The Whence, the whither, and the why is sought
The what, the how, and the eternal ought
Pure reason seemed to be a sun, but soon
I a es sadly, and we know 'tis but a moon
Total-eclipsed, and all the murk of night
Obscures the last, least, ling-ring ray of light.

And now there comes the keen conviction
That after all, true joy is but a fiction,
And all the course of life a deep affliction.At length we find the cure of all our trouble
\\hen we decMMe henceforth to travel double-home charming maid, on heaven's mission beLt,
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIBD

Looms on our sight, our woes to circumvent,

Pierces aiion the citadel of lite,

Becomes our mentor, manager and wife.

And now behold, our riddle's straightway read.

No more we scan the wisdom of the dead,

But read in living eyes that read again

The feelings, thoughts and purposes of men.

li

Here would I cease; indeed 'twere well I could

Make end of such a story in such mood

:

Then would I bow to you witli low salaam

And close the door with the accustomed slam;

But truth forbids, and truth cannot be mended.

And truth to say, our troubles are not ended

When we are wed.

I 1

I

Without true love, and lovely truth,

We never can attain the dreams of youth;

The altar contract is a hideous shackle

For which no convict would exchange hip tackle;

But 'vith them, all is heaven, beneath, above;

For even hell's emparadised by love.

How vain that eager rad impulsive joy

That finds an ecstasy in every toy

—
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L1XK8 WRITTEX FOB A WEDDING

In fashion or maohine-made charity
In iii.itativc. art or debonair society
How Hljallow is that heart that's satisfied
\Vith club or politics, or pretty bride.

We never own her queen whose stem demandsComp,, the toil of our unwilling hands,Who cla.ms from us more than her love con.pels

And yet we g.ve our love with rare delightTo her who, though she claims it not-her right% virtue of her hond-our life doth moveTo he.ghts of glory by her matchless love.

''''

''terse'
"""^ ''°""' ^''^ """ """^^ "'"•^

A wider compass on the instrument of verseTo speak of such a love as it is meet,
'

WiH.'T;f''/"""'^°"«'^'^'-'^«--t.
;

;"' "•-
'

'^ ""«rt to love and trust me well
1.1 scale theheightsof heaven, rdd^
Loves throbbing wing should mount throughgloom and glare,
And soaring, pierce the palpitating air,
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ivii

vi 1



THE WING OF TUE WILU-UIUD

Mount to tbc gutets of Uod through many a

strife

And storm the heaveus for more abundant life.

IV

The blisB of heaven was liOve, even from of 0I4I,

Uut love returned makes heaven a thousand-

fold-

Makes the Houl brave and strong and free

To stand serene and fair before eternity.

When love divine all life with joy shall leaven

"Twill make a fairer earth, a far diviner heaven;

'Twill bathe with holy light the sea, the sky,

the sod,

And glorify the human with the character of

God.

I

Love.

Sovereign l^ove, as pure as frost

That tips the mountain where it towers

And in the fleecy sky is lost,

Yet warm as sunshine on the Howers.
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' XI'KAK WITH THEE
;l

I Speak With Thee.

{ttondeaii.)

J

^.KAK «ith th«., a„,l all is brigUt;
llK'«k.vm,i.,.pi.r|,l,u., the uiglit

TI.v'h
""'!'' '""*'' *'"•"«'' •'*''>'' «" "till;Thy thougLt «ith „,u«i,. ,,ot.. the .il,Je fillA.K1 all th,. «,„„„.,eut with light.

•

Tbeolomlsha„R,ow, and cold, and whiteThe morn.ng air i« chill despite
'

The splendors of the sun, until

I speak with thee.

Rnt thou hast wings and ready flight,And when my thoughts With thine unit;
I mount th,.,h>.on^,,Kies; the thrillOf perfect life is n.ine, so will

I speak with thee.

i'|.

I
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THE WINO OF THE WILD-BIRD

fl,
1 The Saguenay.

r

I/'

A^a

Foams thy torrent, Saguonay,

Dowu its dark ahysmal way;

rliito's river, «treaiii uiiiiini',

Pent in crug-liue, ililY iiud [H-alc.

'Twas no wild, relentless force

Grooved the mountains for thy course;

'Twas no giant of the cave

Cleared a channel for thy wave.

'Twas no fearsome, weird phantasm

Blasted out that awful chasm,

While above all human reach

Yawned the cavern of La Niche.

No grim Titan of the height

From the spacious womb of uight

Smote the highlands till they broke

'Neath the fury of His stroke.

M



THE 8AGUENAY

'Tnas the mighty hand of Hod
f^inot,. Uic moiiiifaiuM with Ilin rod

^Vhll(. FIi« lijthtninKH .1,^.,, theivundpr
Unrst earth's r(K-k-rihh<^ ,ruHt ttH..,Hl,.r.

Bade thp wntero pnsH elate
Through that miRhty rivergnte

Wliere tlie rapes, like sentrie.^. lisf
To the beaming, azuie Nkios

Hade the waters of St. John,
Swift, iinrx-tuons and stronft.

Meet the sea-tidos rolling hack
From the shores of Tadoiisae.

It was boundless Love's desire
Burst the bonds of cosmic fire.

Tore the earth's rock-roI«>8 apart,
Cooled her fever-heated heart.

Hence that gorge, so deep, so high.
Corridor of rock and sky.
With Ood's peace inspires the breast—
Jlingled majesty and rest.
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'> THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

i>{ A Rift in the Clouds.

\i

The sky was sva.v, iiiid the droarv day

Dragged on its weary hours;

A drizzling rain diiiiMUHl tlie window pane,

In tlie niontli of birds and flowers.

II ; ''

:'! I Oh, dull was the day in that month of May,

And joy and merriment died;

" The world is sad when it should be glad,''

My lonely spirit sighed.

Bnt lo ! in the west, like a harbor of rest

On the shore of an infinite sea.

Burst a sky-bhie band from the shadowless

land,

—

A dream of eternitj'.
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A RIFT IN THE CLOUDS

From botwo(>n tlu- i-lond-fon.is in that belt of
storms,

Hope looked with a gaze so tnie
That Joy saw h.T fa,-,. i„ ,i,at ,1,,.,,, i,l„o spm^e,
And sprang into life anew.

Then out through the hars, fro,., the hon,,- of the
stars,

All the pi-omise of life ,-ame hack.
And the ,.Iou,ls so gmy that had darkened the

day

Grew bright in their heavenly track.

No more I'll complain, in tl,e storm and rain.
That life is dull and sad.

For behind the shroud of the veiling cloud,
The heavens are always glad.

So ever hence, though the clouds he dense,
III rem,>mber that heaven is true-

And gold could not buy that dream 'of the sky.
That glimpse of the infinite blue.
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Great Music.

A STOEM of rare and unimagined sweetness-

Accumulated treasure of the past,

Comes sweeping down tlie avenues and vistas

Of unremembered seons old and vast.

Prodigious energies and pent emotions,

Till now unuttered through the ages long.

Have burst in music through the ancient flood-

gates,

Descending like an avalanche of song.

The ' phantom pains of many perished passions,'

The toilsome struggle up the hills of strife,

Weird shades of old heredities, awakened.

Teem down the years and through the gates

of life.

68
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GKEAT MUSIC

Tims music, like a mystic incantation,
Calls up timc-spcctri's in a gliostl.v tlirons,

And in a voice of love and power transcendent.
Encompasses the centuries in a song.

Or, like the sound of many distant waters,
«lien deep to deep across the ages calls!

The subtle, pathos and the thrill of music
t'plift the soul, w'lere'er its cadence falls.

It Bathers tones of tender thought and fc-ling
And Wends them into one harmonious whole-

Eternal chor.iM of perfect rest and healing,
The surf-line music of the sea of Wf«l

""'
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w

H<'

Turn Back, O Clwiot.

(Rondel.)

Ttihn back, O Otariot of Time,

And bring my youth aRain to me,

Tako all the fjlittcr of my prime,

But leave rae sweet simplirity.

From gilded phrase of pharisee,

From pious aemblanre, moek-sublime,

Turn back, O Thariot of Time,

And bring my youth again to me.

Some Ariel wand, some magie rime.

With mystie art the change decree,

Transform me till once more I climb

For cherries in the garden tree.

Turn back, O Chariot of Time,

And bring my yoiith again to me.
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CHILDREN'S PBAYEE

Chadrens Prayer.

••tAl, O Heavenly p,rter, hear m,
WhiJe our vowes rise to Thee:

SaTi<H,r, guide ns aiKl he t^r us.
Help us all to follow Thw.

When the pobes of nigtit enfold ns
May we feel tlmf Thou art near-

May Thy loving hand still hold us
'

'

Though the day i« skiaiag clear.

In life's battles, Lord, defend ng.
May we true »n<1 faithfiil be-

We will go where Thou dost send nsWe will try to be like Thee.

n
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Night in June.

The stare are drifting down the west,

And night and silence woo to rest.

t
I

'

The sentry moon with silvery gleam

Glides softly down the stellar stream.

No sound betrays the ghostly powers

Whose shadows haunt the mystic hours.

The zephyrs pay me tribute rare,

In odorous, nectar-laden air.

!:'
The earth and heaven are all atune

With soundless song this night in June.

All is so silent in the street

I almost hear those engines beat

T2



NIGHT IN JUNE

That swing the worlds with solemn sway
Along their radiant, starlit way,

Where all the planets nightly march
Ablaze, athwart the gleaming arch.

The winds are dnmb, the waters rest,
The clouds in quiet moonlight drest

Lie slumbering in the lower skies
Where moonbeams fade and starlight dies.

The world is rare, and sweet, and bright,
This peerless, leafy, glad June night.

i

A dream of heaven, a voiceless tune
A lover's joy, this night in June.

The stans are drifting down the west.
And night and silence woo to rest.

78 M t
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Ideal Canada.

Among these clomt -eefed hills we'll build a

state

Fairer than prophet's dream, firmer than fate,

Where luxury and lust shall not despoil,

Where wealth shall be to worth—the fruit of

toU.

Where man shall be as steel in brawn and nerve,

And free, only because he loves to serve.

And none shall gain by wrong, or spoil, or

fraud,

Where poverty's unknown and greed outlawed.

Each shall respect the rights that others hold

When all are true as truth and pure as gold.

Our Canada shall then securely stand.

The home of our desire, our Holy Land.

U



K8PERANZA

Her mountains tipped witii snow, her summer
days,

Uer rorests, fields and lalces, her pleasant bays,
And all her fruitful lands and wat<.r8 bright
Shall be a praise and joy, the world's delight.

May this delightful dream with hope inspire
Tdl each shall see nt last his soul's desire-
Till peace nhall reign serene o'er stream and

sod,

And all the echoing hills shall praise our God.

Esperanza.

Give life a vaster sweep, let Love's wide orbit
run.

Majestic through the deep, full circuit of the
sun.

What though bright years be past, and radiant
stars be si-t

;

Their joys are not the last, there shall be
brighter yet.

I
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Though all the Music.

Though all the music in the world be dumb

The vibrant heart still hears the impassioned

song,

And when the storm is stilled, the foe o'ercome.

The soul that spent its forces shall be strong.

All energies have rest for final fate;

Grace is the goal of each disordered form

;

Love's the divine significance of hate

And tenderness the meaning of the storm.

:

!

i! I

The fire is fire though there be no fiame;

The sun still shines though half the world's

in night,

And peace is but the brief and cunning name

That veils the shoclc and fury of the fight.

I I I
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<^OMPEN8ATION

TlH- Monl in leash of decorous decree
Ik still the wild arena of desire;

Though whipped to line of strict onformity
The^flame stiU bums, still li.es the r^'ng

Thus ever stnfe is peace, and calm is storm,Ami far ,s near, and near is out of sight;The sp.nt gives the only real form
To every fleeting phantom inlts flight.

Compensation.

Thehe's music in life's discords, and
every loss;

There's joy for every sorrow, a crown for every
cross.

every

gain in

77





MICtOCOPV RESOLUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

A APPLIED IIVHGE I.

^^ 1653 East Main Street

^^S Rochester, New York 1*609 US*^S <'''6) *82 - 0300 - Phone



rr

THE WING OP THE WILD-BIHD

('

• ('J'

i'l

'|1

Heroes.

(Medley.)

Speaking of heroes,

They are men who much attract us,

And the fact is

That as to theories,

I am one, and all that's lacked is

Just

—

the practice.

The difference is zero

'Twixt me and a hero

With only this trifling exception.

That he is one now

And I shall be, I vow,—

The difference is one of inception.

ft' 'I

Of heroes I'm not a full-fledged one,

A confession I make to ray sorrow;

A hero's a hero at all times,

I—always a hero to-morrow.

78
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HEROES

The difference 'twixt a hero
And a common man like me

Is that he is a hero now,
And I—intend to be.

When I wish to play the hero,
I get in such a flurry,

And the thing's in such a hurry
And won't wait.

That—to shorten up the story—
Someone else has got the glory

I'm too late.
'
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Adjustment.

I SAID good-bye to the friends at home

And put out alone on life's wide sea,

With visions of hope and dreams of joy

That waited with open arms for me.

But the years were swift and the winds were

keen,

And my storm-tost bark was frail and old

;

I was chilled to the heart as I floated on

'Neath a sky of gray o'er the waters cold.

Then I looked afar o'er the western wave,

Where the sun had set in a golden sea,

And my being was swayed by the mighty rhythm,

And tuned to the march of eternity.

lii
i
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ADJUSTMENT

And someliow the roll of t!.e shining wave,
The sweep and strolie of m.v tireless oar,

Are now singing to ine, oh so wondrously,
A music I never heard before.

And I know the time is coming soon
When the dawn sliall hni-st into golden day.

And the noises of earth, so harsh and shrill,

'

Shall be hnshed till we hear what the angels
say.

And there comes assurance, sweet and strong
Of a love that lives in life's darkest hour,

That throbs at the heart of the universe,
And thrills me tr- with its sweetness and

power.

81 •I
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Voices of the Past.

I STOOD amid the scenes of happy childhood

And heard again the voices of the past,

Low-murmuring streams, and odors from the

wild-wood,

Their magic charm o'er all my being cast.

I heard again those voices sweetly singing

The songs of love and praise we sang of yore,

Their music seemed like heavenly echoes,

ringing

Back in their course from some celestial shore.

The hopes and dreams of other years were

fading

Beyond the reach of mem'ry's farthest range.

But now they live, my spirit all pervading,

And nevermore shall know the power to

change.
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LUXURY

SiDR on, Hwr,.t voicoH, Hinp. oh sinp for over
"f loT.., and home, and .hildhood's golden

hours,

The mystic music of the shaded river
The voice of souR-bira., and the breath of

flowers.

Flow^ntlv on, .ve .vears, .vour burdens bringingYo«r «,„„es „„d j,,vs shall a^e and death JefvAll sorrow fades, but joy k..ps ever singing:
'

^^^ » immortal and can nerer die.

Luxury.

Alas these much-esteemed immunities
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Home.

The peace of death has come

Into his soul, whose life wag peace,

And in his cottage home,

Vine-clad, 'mid trees and flowers.

He lies, while gentle showers,

Lilie sympathetic tears, fall from the skies,

As there the aged pilgrim dies.

A thousand times or more

Upon his course the moon had waxed and

waned,

Yet TigorouB he bore

The weight of years, then, calm

As note of evening psalm.

Launched on the shoreless sea, and from death's

strife

Entered triumphant through the gates of life.
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HOME

Hi8 simple piety

Lit up liiH kinilly t,. ,', ond rigljtcongncHH
And hiftli-Honled honesty

Were in IiIh actiouH, no

That none m y ever iinow
Tlie fnll frijiniflcanco of that true life
So full of firiiineHR and bo free from strife.

f'alm as the silent hills

In heather robed beneath th- oloiid-forms
white,

When Rlittering de- distils

And stars shir bright

On vale and height;
So, mastered by his soul, in strength he stood,A witnosB that the ways of Ood .> good.

Sons of brave sires, fail not,
But be ye strong to do such deeds as those

lour sturdy fathers wrought;
The barriers to heaven
Break down, and with the leaven

Of tn,th and love, the earth renew and claim
This world for heaven in your fathers' name.
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September.

How perfect is that opal haze

That wraps the soft September days

In atmosphere of Eden's rest

By sunshine kissed and breeze caressed.

All the rich harvest's treasured yield

Is borne from every fertile field,

But summer lingers for a time,

In sacred nights, and days sublime.

M !

gtay with us still, peerless, serene

September days. What though the green

Is fading from the flowerless sod?

Each morning is the smile of God.

I
t"

,
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WHO IS IT?

Who Is It?

If he has to, he will not,
He will if he mustn't;

He does if he shouldn't
And should if he doesn't.

If he can, he won't try it,

M he cannot he wants to;
Whatever's forbidden.

That's just what he's drawn to.

You'd have him a sage.

Then he'll talk like a fool;
He's as cross as a saw-horse
And acts like a mule.

"Who is it?" you ask,

I should like to know, too.
But it's your private task
To take care 'tisn't you.
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The White Hyacinth.

Came to my door one winter night,

From an unlinown hand, a flower white.

Was it bread on the waters cast, I wondered.

Returning after days unnumbered?

, I

Or had some soul, as a simple dower

Burnt incense of love in the breath of a flower.

Perchance some word, or smile, or tear,

Some tender thought to help or cheer,

Some gentle deed of kindness, done

To disperse the cloud and reveal the sun,

f".

, !
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THE WHITE HYACINTH

Had strayed away into realms of light
And returned again that winter night.

It was only a flower, bnt its fragrance cameLike incense sweet from an altar flame;

A simple gift, but that little flower
Uplifted my soul in a dariisome hour.

Though Its form in the dust of ..time shall lie.

«s beauty shall breathe through the air aboveAnd enwreathe even pain with the gloiy of lo^

Its fragi'ance sweet shall always rise
Like the mem-ry of «ong when the music dies.

No matter who sent that symbol of lightTo my welcoming heart that winter night,
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THE WINf} OF THE WILD-BIRD

I pray that Heaven may ever send

Its richest ftrme to the heart of my friend

Who brousht on that winter niffht to my door

His message of love in the heart of a flower.

,

Comraideship.

WHEN all is past, and earth's brief life is

ending,

This shall sustain my soul in triumph then.

That God and man have loved me so divinely,

And I liave loved and helpe<l my fellow-men.
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MOHT AND DEATH

Night and Death.

O Sacred Night, how gently dost thou lay
Thy soothing hand upon the dying day,
And close each weary eye with tender care
And hush to rest in holy peace and prayer.'

So comes the night of death with radiant calm
l^ike benediction after evening psalm;

'

Ueath is the dawn of life, its night the rising
morn,

Its larkness day; dying is being born.

Ueath leads to life wherein is no decay.
And night's a voyage into fadeless day—
A point of darkness in a world of light,
'Tis ahvaj-s morning just beyond the night.

We sleep, and dream glad dreams of love and
trust;

We die, and when our outer being turns to dust,
Then deathless love life's music doth prolong
In pure heart-tones of heaven's eternal song.

n
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Transfiguration.

OUT from the realms of the eternal land

A voice came singing tones so sweet to me

They waked within my spirit chords so grand

That heaven alone could match their harmony.

Those rare sweet tones had blended into song

The treasured memories of all the years,

Had mingled joy's glad notes so rich and strong

With sorrow-s tender plaint of grief and

tears.

Mysterious music everywhere I heard,

And felt my own glad heart the joy prolong;

Responsive chords through all my being stirred

Till all my soul was melted into song.

Far deeper than the hush of woodland shade

And grander than the earth's sublimest song.

Swept through my soul that wondrous serenade

So rich and pure, so permanent and strong.
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TRANSFIGURATION.

I heard the deep and solemn undertone,
And felt the rhythmic beat of nature's heart:

Uenceforth I live as one whose soul haa knownThe rapturous thrill of heayen's all-perfect
art.

I

Now all the music of the silence teems
With subtle, soundless chords, so clear and

grand,

That in their cadences my spirit seems
To catch dim echoes from the heavenly land.

The mystic charms of dream and shadow steal
Like odors sweet from holy censer thrown

'

And enter my glad spirit, till I feel
Beneath their spell my life intenser grown.

xNow all the worlds dull coat of sombre gray
Glow's brightly 'noath the golden sun and

stars.

For love's clear light has chased the gloom
away

And broken through the cloud-encompassed
bars.
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Evknescence.

H''

in

THE ancient stars their sentry lieep,

The winds of Ood still blow;

The ocean smites the rocky steep,

The hills sublime are mantled deep

In everlasting snow.

But time has turned man's towers to dust;

His hosts with iron shod,

And all the temples of his trust,

Have vanished, with his pride and lust,

Before the breath of God.

Of man's achievements, every trace

Soon mingles with the dust;

This only time cannot efface

—

To be a brother to the race.

To love, and toil, and trust.

i



THE EVERLASTING ARMS

The Everlaiiting Arms.

OrT of (Jod'N thouRht, into God's heart
Lo such thy lot. The cloud-reefs part,
Brightness ahead and land in sight,
Sweet vinelands bathed in golden light.

Love's torch alight, and safe the ark.
And calm the sea when souls embark;
In storm and fire, though wild the night
Yet safe the ark. Love's torch alight.

Down through the narrow straits of sleep
Assured of life beyond, we sweep
From deep to deep and trust Thy might,
O Love, our Pilot, Love our Light.
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Niagara.

A THOUSAND Btreamg all gather into one

And in tliy thunders sink:

Four mighty seaa to thy dread margin van,

And dare thine awful brinls.

The shock of cavalry in battle-sweep,

The might of war's impact,

Are whispers, to the thunder o'er the steep

Of thy great cataract

While yet there was no ear to hear thy moan

And all the earth was young,

Out on the lonely air thy monotone

Its deep vibrations flung.

The sun was painting rainbows on the mist

That veiled thy watery crown,

When fierce Cambyses staggered all the East

A-d trampled Egypt down.
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NIAGARA

Still boomed thy floo,l in oeawlew. cannonade
And wfthed in yeasty foam,

'

When Ooth and Vandal in de«trnotion laid
The towers of ancient Borne.

Thy torrent brealts the adamantine rock
And hurls it from the height;

The flrm-knit earth cannot withstand the shoclc
Of thy propulsive might.

How wild the storm that ever downward sweeps
Tlie whirlwind of thy foam,

How still the sky that all thy waters weeps
In raindrops from its dome.

Sublime and silent is that mighty force
That dwells within those forms

Whose wings of mist soar upward in their
course

And veil thy breast in storms.
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THE WINQ OF THE WILD-BIBD

Howe'er r«iiBtlM«ly thy fnry sweep*,

How vast soe'cr thy power*,

In gravitation all thy glory «lepp«,

Th.'- BUbstance in the Bhower*.

m

ti
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Reveille.

DbeaiuS of night

Gently lingered,

Beams of light,

Slender-flngered,

Came in stealing,

Day revealing;

All was bright and cheery.

Still I slumljered, weary.
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REVEILLE

Then my hand,

Softly fanncMl,

Folt the breathing

And onwreath inK
Of a Bweet caresw,

And a little fairyV kiM
Wooed me from the dreum ab^HH;

_Thug the litth' lifiper

In an eager whinper:
" Det up now and dess."

And thereafter

Smiles and laughter,

Then mock-formal bow,

Stooping quite profoundly,

"Bekfast's Vady n-.w;

Hope ooVe slept t-.ite soundlv."
"Slept quite well, I tiiauk you, Miss,"
Then I gave the child a kiss,

And wrote this.

I ,
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

Nirvana.

THE golden autumn sunset spreads o'er the land

its light,

And a dream of peace comes drifting into my

soul to-night.

My thoughts are calm and quiet in the light of

the golden West,

And chastened by the shadows that whisper of

coming rest;

For Nature has her voices, her language grave

and gay.

But never so rich her music, as at the close of

day.

Then I read her subtle lesson in tones of the

mellow light,

And an infinite peace assures me that I read

her lesson aright.
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NIRVANA

She soothes my pain and sadness and cools my
fevered brow,

And Bays to my tired spirit: "I an. resting
to-night; rest thou."

"How vain are all thy strivings for what the
world calls good,

Oh rest from thy strife forever in the infinite
Fatherhood."

"Ah, vainly thou art longing, for thou .seest
thyself apart,

While thy real soul is hidden in the Universal
Heart."

"Then lot the storm of anguish that doth thv
life befall

Fade like a vain illusion into the Soul of All;

"The whirlwind of fierce passions, the storm of
base desire.

No more thy soul distressing, consumed in •

cleansing fire."
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THE WING OP THE WILD-BIRD

O glorious autumn sunset, the splendor of thy

light,
,

Like a restful dream, is drifting into my soul

to-night.

:
i

Divine Order.

THE moon beats time and all the seas

Run singing up their coasts;

Orion and the Pleiades

Lead on their shining hosts.

The cosmic tone sublime

Bach faithful atom hears.

And moves in perfect time

With music of the spheres.
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WHEN NATURE SINGS

When Nature Sings.

(Rondeau.
)

When nature sings, oh then abide
Thou still, my soul, while night-winds glide
Awhmpering in soft, low moan
From far-oflf shores, its mystic tone

As sweet as when Love woos his bride

The spirit of the All doth hide
In soughing wind and mo.MJng tide;
My human heart is not alone

When nature sings.

I hold communion with the wide
Expansive sky and sea, and ride
As comrade to the sun in everv zone-
The Soul of All and I are one,"

When nature sings.

103



i If
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Sea Voices.

The strong Rea-winds are blowing,

The hillows lasli the shore,

The ships are coming, going,

Are sailing evermore;

But ever o'er the ocean

Where surges sob and sing,

With restless rhythmic motion

The bells of the sea-gods ring,

And far away o'er the restless sea

Are voices calling, calling me.

ii:

I
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Down through the gray mist stealing.

There gleams a harbor light,

The fitful sea is feeling

The pathos of the night;

The vapors of the ocean,

The waves that sweep the sands,

With deep, divine emotion

Caress their distant strands

Obeying Heaven's supreme behest.

They call to love and faith and rest.
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SEA VOICES

A rest of dreamless beauty,

A life where sorrows cease,

Where love transfigures duty
And thrills the soul with peace.

Now gleams the light Elysian
And floods with deep delight

The soul's enraptured vision,

A heaven that knows no night;
Ah, still I hear o'er the restless sea,
Sweet voices calling, calling me.

•'f
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

Flower Hymn.

With loving hearts, O Lord, we bring

The fragrant incense of the flowers,

And on the altar of our King

We consecrate our noblest powers.

The lily's pnre and spotless dress,

The daisy's innocence so fair.

Are emblems of Thy holiness.

The sweet reminders of Thy care.

The birds Thy matchless glories sing.

The fields are white with waving corn.

The breezes heavenly incense bring,

Prom all the fertile valleys borne.

The earth is breathing back to Thee

The odors of the perfect flowers;

So may our hearts responsive be,

And yield the fruits of golden hours.
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MOTHER

Thy gracious gifts on us bestow
According to Tliy will and word,

Till we in fuller measure show
The perfpct beauty of the Lord.

Mother.

On through the sweep of the years,

Cleaving the white crests of foam,
Safely thy life-barque appears,

Nearing the harbor of home.

If"

Swift bounds thy boat o'er the brine,

Shadows flit weird o'er the sea,

Lights from the morning-land shine
Over life's ocean to thee.
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

Earth-lamps are fading from sight,

Fitful their shining at best;

Yonder the heavenly light

Oleams in the radiant west.

When the dim shadows of earth

Deepen to darkness and night

Then shall heaven's morning of mirth

Dawn with more glorious light.

.1
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Pilot, her barque gently guide,

Safely to lee of the slip;

Never the fathomless tide

Floated so priceless a ship.

Hi

u

Guide o'er the silvery sea

Piercing the fog-forms of night,

Guide to the shores where the quay

Skirts the fair haven of light.

Billows, sink calmly to sleep,

Shadows, becloud not her path.

Tempests, depart from the deep.

Stay all your perilous wrath.
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MOTHER

Mother! How sacred the name,
Home of the virtues thou art,

Guard of Love's pure altar flame,

Queen of the home and the heart.

Strong as the hills is thy trust,

Straight as the light is thy way.
Tender, unselfish and just,

Guileless as childhood at play.

Soon with thy sheaves thou shalt come-
All that the Father hath given,

Bringing t!ie precious ones home.
Safe to the gamer of heaven.
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THE WINO OF THE WILD-BIRD

Christmas.

The world had long been waiting

The coming of the King,

When, one sweet morn In Bethlehem

Ere birds were on the wing.

The sons of God came, singing,

Down from the sliyey dome,

. And mortals heard the message:

' Immanuel is come.'

M

mi
:1

As rain o'er thirsty meadow

Awaits its cloud-release,

So paused one voiceless moment

The angel-song of peace;

Then suddenly such music

Burst o'er the Syrian plain.

The throbbing strains resounded

Through heaven's high-arching fane.
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CHBI8TMA8

It tLrillcd the starry silence,

And floated on the breeze,

Adown the drifting desert—
A mighty charm of peace.

Softly the augel-music

Htill trenil)l(s through the night,
And never has forsalten

Tlie liiiman spirit (luitc.

Tlie briglit and solemn glory,

Tlie angel-harp's glad ring,

The strange, sweet song of wonder
The cherub-voices sing.

Within onr hearts abiding—
The King of Peace shall come.

And make onr lives His temple.
Our hearts His radiant home.
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THE WINO OP THE WILD-BIRD

Ad Me»m Maritam.

IS«

The burn, as it flows from nionntain to sea,

Ever sings as it goes, so merry and free;

While playfully fringing its rockbed witli spray

Hears the ooean resounding far, far away;

Or, growing in might, the torrent's dull roar

Proclaims day and night the sea's sounding shore.

It rushes through gorges narrow and deep,

And flings its foam surges down the dark steep,

It rolls o'er the plains or winds through the lea,

All trembling to claim the embrace of the sea,

Till, fearless of ocean's foam-crested forms.

It rests in the arms of the goddess of storms.

i
't

My life is a river, broad, gladsome and free.

But over 'tis bringing love-tribute to thee;

It sings to the shallows that toy with ia, foam.

But thou art its ocean; thy heart is its home.
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WHOM GOD OATfl JOINED

Whom Cod Hath Joined.

With one Ideal aim, one Rlorioira promiHe,

We join our tiands—uur soulg liave long been
one,

The while the fleeting years fly swiftly from ub,

We keep in step, our faces towards the sun.

We, hand in hand, to life serene aspiring,

Engage with gladness in a noble strife

To learn God's lesson, wondrous and inspiring:

Love's law is truth. Love's real aim is Life.

Together hence, we serve our generation,

Whether in sunlit paths or ways of Are,

We give our lives—oh, sweetest inspiration-
One life, to Christ. No less doth Love require.
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

My Comrade.

nv

May no detliiiiug sun go down,

No evening fade to night,

Until tliy soul in joy I crown

With Love's eternal light.

I

No gift that Heaven on me bestows

Is ever fully mine

Till to thy comrade heart it flows

;

It then becomes divine.

The richest gifts I'll e'er resent

If thou hast been forgot;

My heart shall never be content

And thou remembered not.

i
What though to me but scanty fare

Dire circumstance decree,

I feast in palaces whene'er

I share my crust with thee.
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SOCIETY

Morn and Eve.

Blow Uk- loud trumpet in the early morn
To tell thy soul another day is born

;

In stress of labor every power invest,

Thy highest honor to have done thy best.

When evening fades from erimson into night,

Then rest, tired heart, and trim the inner light;

Make noble thoughts thy guests, and these shall

be,

All unawares, heaven's messengers to thee.

Society.

Not in the multitude

Doth true communion lie

'Tis in thyself, O Love,

'Tis Love and I.
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My Brother.

Father of all, Thou dost bestow

The vision clear Thy works to know,

But oh, that sweetest light impart.

In which I see my brother's heart.

}

The sounding seas Thy praises sing.

Through choirM air Thine anthems ring-

Uich music all, but better choice,

The accents of my brother's voice.

I know where nature speaks Thy powers
In mountains, meadows, streams and flowers.

But in my brother's deed and word
I see the splendors of the Lord.

ue



FOKM8

Help me to find Thy highest grace,
Not in the dim and solemn place

M'here temples consecrate the ground,
But where a brother's love is found.

Ood keep my brother. Break to dust
The storied cities, sabres rust.

Heaven's starry host in darkness pall.
But guard the love-light. Love is all.

Forms.

Thou canst not seal the truth in creeds;
The living word escapes its forms;

It finds new births in noble deeds
And higher life in stress of storms.
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Ml

Eulalie.

("IIILT) of summer,

Flower of lis'it;

Born of sunsbine,

Dew bedight,

By the river's gleaming; water,

HipplinS like its waves with laniihter.

Dwells iiiv tjiilalic.

Fleecy billows

Of the sky,

Birds of summer

Skimming by;

"Walden." glory of Port Carling,

For 'tis there Tiiy own sweet darling

Dwells, my EuJalie.
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KULALIE

Where the lily

In the spring,

With its comrades

Blossoming,

Fills the heart with peace and gladness,

Banishing this wild world's madness.

Dwells my Etilalie.

Up the river,

Down the bay.

Floating, hymning

Some bright lay.

Songs of old with glad heart singing;

Echoes of the forest ringing,

Praise my Eulalie.

Where the hemlock

Or the pine.

With their shadows

Day refine,

O'er the clear and radiant water,

Dwells my rare, my winsome daughter,

Dwells my Eulalie.
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Child of beauty,

Flower of Love,

Benediction

Prom above,

Robed in graci' and winged with lightness,

Clad in purity and brightness.

Sweet my Eulalie.

r

When life's burdens

Bear me down.

And my pleasures

All are flown.

Be thou still ray angel treasure.

Love me without bound or measure,

My own Eulalie.
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WAKEN MV 80DL

I

Waken My SouL

Waken my soul with a song of life, O Love.

The sttLietl wiuds blow tlieir flagrant breath

over my forehead

;

I breathe the eternal air; I exult in increasing

life.

Flowers of spring are blooming within me;
Odors of summer pervade me

;

Fruits of autumn my divine Lover pours into

my heart.

In storm of winter he braces my being for

stronger achievement.

I am firm-knit by the struggle; I can endure.
Fill me with life, O Love.
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Chilliwack.

Vale of beauty in the West,

Mouutain-girdud, fair aud blest,

Here hy lofty peaivs walled in

Friiiii tlie mad world's roar and diu,

Safe tliou Hittest in the West,

In thy cosy mountain nest.

When tlie heralds of the morn

All the purple heights adorn,

And the banners of the day

Chase the lingering night away,

Then the dawulight in tlie dell

Breathes a jMUiee tongue cannot tell.

fill'

When the golden sun declines

Hiding in the mountain pines.

Like a great Titanic pyre,

All the West is crowned with flre.
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When the mighty stars appear,

And the luooubeuiiiM wtft uud cleur

Spread o'er all the subtle night

l^ileut huruionles of li)fht.

The perfei-tions of thy face

Now reveal ii milder grace,

W'Btiired in a softer light

Tinctur<Hl « ith the biiliu of night,

Hreathiug beauty, verdure drest,

ijueenliest valley of the West.

Ourselves Forever.

We shall never be as nothing,

but shall keep eternal tryst,

Through the circle of the ages.

With the spirit of the Christ.

We shall have increasing triumph,

Through the bright eternal years,

Toiling, resting, serving, loving,

In our Qod-appointed spheres.
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THE WING OF THE WILD-BIRD

Vesper.

Father, I come to Thee, weary, for rest,

Just like a child, to lie close to Thy breast.

From all my toils I come, from all my care.

Oh, fake me to Thy heart and hold me there.

Weak and oppressed, I come; oh make me strong.

And fill my tirM sonl with light and song.

Give me the strength to stand firm in the strife.

At rest within the open door of life.

Though storms in fury blow across the deep,

Be Thou my Pilot when I wake or sleep.

Grant me Thy grace and power till time shall

cease.

And in the final hour—eternal peace.

,*(
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LAKE nOSSEAU

Lake Rosseau.

Dream of the golden day, wild wings a-flying;
Voices from far away, faint echoes dying;

Gleam of the mystic light purpling the high-
lands

;

Glow of the waters bright, jewelled with islands;

Breath of the woody bowers, joyance and laugh-
ter;

Shadows of leaves and flowers, dancing in water.

Airily down the dark, music comes streaming;
Drift on, my silent barque, ecstasies dreaming.
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