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o Christmas Song.

wow bey tor the botly and yew!
TWhen the days are short and the world is white,
The door is shut and the fire is bright,
Qb cheerily sing on the coldest night =
They for the bholly and yew.

Tow bey tor the bolly and yew!

Jor brown ¢yes wide with a merry light,

JFor "prisoncd hands beld warm and tight,

The dear oId tale on a winter’s mght,
EHnd hey for the bolly and you.




Child Fancics.

Two wide, blue eves evaded slecp, tonight,
Two [ids that will not fall, disclose the light
Of merry thoughts. Z busy little brain
3Fs troubled, and there comes a rain

Of cager questions.

The light's turned oft=3 vaise the blind. The sky

Fs vich with million diamond lights, and bigh

The barvest moon is bung. The ficlds are bare,

e langb and say “Dame Earth bas cut bev bair.”
e maid and 3.

Jsut clonds are scolding off the moon to bed

Fn suely baste, There droops a drowsy bead

s all the alad sky=glories disappear;

“3U0s dark,” the wee maid cries in sudden tear,
“Phas God turned off the stars?”

o



F 00 not care to [ooR upon the snow,
Too white it glitters in the sun = 3 know
Such tbougbts ave wrong, and yet they s¢em to stay,
3 know the world is beautitul today,
But 3 am tived.

F wonder it 't were caster in the rain

Fnd storm to still this restless, weary pain,

Since all the cold white glory makes me sad=

Znd vet the wind's fierce sbriek would drive me mad,
3 am 80 tived.

Db there, you little child! it 3 were you

30 lav my troubles down, as children do

On motber=sboulders, dcar. 1MHow best of all

3 think, it on¢ were only young and small
Tdben one is tived.
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Since then fond arms will Litt you up, and fold

1Pou soft trom ev'ry wind tbat blows too cold,

TANd tender voice will sootbe away all fear,

U@bile eyes will ook an added blessing, deat, ™
Because vou're tired,

;Bsut, being small, you cannot understand

thow, one day, you may long too, for a band

To guide as motber's did, not dream of bow

thearts drift in doubt, as mine is dritting now
TUbhen 3'm s0 tived,

&0 tired. F do not work, or ever beed
The bours as they go by = where is the need?
3 cannot think, or cry, or ¢ven pray = (
JBut ob, to sleep = but it must [ast alway
Since F'm so tived.
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Eln El3ure IRbyme.

ber eves wer blue,

= Dou knovw the Rind »
She smile® nme =

3 0id 1 nino.

Jsut day by day
My ardor grew;
3 lived for ber =
= Ter epes were blue. =

(Y soul re¢joiced
ZlL while or move,
her smile then grew |
Zn awtul bove, r

Zino still she smiles
= 3 wondcr why! =

her ¢yes ave blue
Ind soam 3.




Scatoam and Sunsbine!
See the daisics where they grow
UaAith bearts of sunlight and a row
Ot petals white as snow

Fn stately line.

Wabere clover breeses blow,
'adong buttcrcups ot golden sheen,
Zind tall, amid the vellowing green
Ot wheat a=nod, screne

The daisics grow.




Hpril's Dole.

Fm sorry tor Epril, for I know
Her's is a wearisome rvole;

She bas little of snow and [¢ss of the sun,
i large s the portion of tears {n ber dole.

Say good=bye to the winter, the trostand the tun,
Hhere's this glum [ittle go=between,

TAith a mien 80 8ad and a face so long,
Tnd never a sfgn of a smile to be seen.

Don't welcome bev, no, tbe little dour thing,
She's a nuisance to frown at and shun,

To vail at and carp at, to banter and ban,
This pale littie, prim Hitle, sad little nun,

Fm sovry for Hpril, for 3 know
She is mourning through atl the years,

for the portion that falls to bev lonely lot
Beging with all fools and ends with all teavs,




n EHpril Song.

Ended the wintet, vanisbed the snow,
may and a week and the seasons go;

2 thaw and a frost and a wind that’s drear
Ob! these are ZEpril's whbims my dear,

Some sun, and a mist, and a gleam of gold
Day and a week and the montb grows old,
TAith a “pea” and a “nay” wbile Zipril's bere,

The birtb=month of a tear, my deat.

# wish and a bope and a dream or two,
Day and a dawn wben the dream comes true;
TQitb a smile and a song and tbe tlowers near,
For Hpril days are done, my deat,




In Fuly.

mHere in the wood, a world of green,
Slyly the sun bas coaxed the sheen
Of [eaf and bud to warmer bloom
Until nowbere {s found a voom

For wider beauty.

Deep in the shadow of the mossed
Treestrunks, with million stars embossed,
The stillness soothes and all the gloom
Of softest green becomes the tomb

Of pretty things.

there in the wood the old earth brings

Close touch with just the beart of things,

TAbile breeses (ull to lazy dreams

Life breatbes a passion rest that seems
To echo silence.




Digconient.

Elcross the vears, = long bills of time
These tired feet bave yet to climb;s
3 wonder it the joy will come,
3t lips sball sing tbat now ar¢ dumb,
Hcross the years.

For Life, we seem to stand and waii
# beart's sad breatbhing space=0f late
TAe've growi too glad each day is done,
Since time may bide some tuller one
Zcross the years,

2 day in Aite’s long year, but one,
Hlthbough at ¢ve tbere sety Life's Sun,=
TAben lips dare speak the beart’'s dear song;
3 think the way could not seem long

Zlcross the vears.




bt Dawi,

F awoRe ere the dawn, and the peace was so deep,
TAith a busb in the world till the stars were asleep.

o 3 wbispci‘eo your name in a tender soft way,
TQith a blessing and praver in the dawning of day.

Then my beart grew 8o warm, ere it’s sorrow sbould wake;
That 3 knew 3 was glad for the name's sweet sake.

TQith a soft little trust in a world of doubt=
#Ind the peace of a love with the pain left out.

. . -

“ Mow the world lies awake in the sun's golden gleams
TAbile 3 long in my soul for the dark and it's dreams.
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Fellowship.

Waben all the saintly crew,
TAbo've never sinned at all

tHave drawn their skivts away from pou
Fnd stalked by, grand and tall,

THIL all bave onward marched,
Each with averted face,

Their very blood all nicely starcbed
Beneath thefr garb of grace.

Some tew will tail in scorn,
JBut not in sympatby,

End pow'll forget you were forlorn
End lived so drearily.

Once in your need they stood,
End well they understand,

%0 they are not too fiercely good
To grasp a lonely band.




Mew Dear's Eve.,

The moonlight sends across the sea
#1 golden stretch, and 3 to thee
Tdould fain speed on the glimm'ring way=
Z foolish dream, since bere 3 stay
Znd send, instead, a greeting.

The seasons pass and, one by one,

The lonely tasks ave daily done;

But what s not s yet to be

S0 heaven speed o botb thee and me
End bring to pass our meeting.

The moonlight spreads a glitt'ring way,

Bat scarcely safe, and wbat 3'0 say

3t 3 were only neatr you dear,

adust keep awbile, since 3 stay beve
Znd send instead a greeting.




