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RESIGNATION
(Ior the N.2. Tablet)
Loash in Thy vineyard, Lor(,
T have wrought thre’

storm and sung
Take

Thou the harvest stered,
My stewardship is done.

Remember not i wrath

The fruitless Autmmnn flown ;
Make the flowers of my path
A bridge unto Thy throne.

~—Hanonn Garracrivn.
Nelson.

o

A SHIP, AN ISLE, A SICKLE
A ship, an isle, & sickle mapn—
With few, hut wish how splendid stars
The mirrors of the Seaare sirewn
Between {hojp silver barg!

A isle hoside
The pale ship
While in the
A star-ship-
Put forth its
To the unpe
And st
The isle

e isle she lay,
anchored in the bay,
Yonung moon's port of
s the mirrors to]d—
great and Jonely light
fleeting ocean, Nighi,
+a ship upon Ter seqas,
and the islang eypresses
Wont satling on without the gale:
And still there moveq ti -
A eresesnt ship withoy
—Jasmes Kiunoy

zald

e moen so pale,
ta sail!

Piecksr, in 1y Anthol

ey
of Moadepy Verse,

7

FOR A WORD
How shall you ever Lnow the adoration
I spread like samite cloths  boneath your
foel ?
How shall yau cuesy the
Learned from Your eye
swoeel?

brooding desolation
5 80 passionless and

There must he some word Like the stur that
palses

In summier’s rose transparency of

Or Like the Bird-uote Jear
gauzes

Beltvoeon the hour of dew,

dusk,
d threugh shumber’s

the hour of nisk
i
There must be some one word atl is more
tendor
Than wny word my lins have ever learned
Without which ¥ ean never, never render
L spresh e love vour cool sweet love has
curued.

You lLnw
trosses, )

lts possionate tides, its daily tint and glow;

Why st Lhere be within obseure recesses

This tenderness of love vou eamnot kngw?

—Winnray ALEXANDER Perey, in the Yale
eview,

as noe my heart’s forlern dis-

Poetry

MONEEN BWEE
There's a Jitile pusture-field g1
ealled the Moneen Bwee,
Lmbedded Iike an emerald mid h
grown,
So happy sped my childhood on that peace-
ful sunny lea,

In memory it remaineth as the dearest spot
I've known,

homo wao

azel over-

Its wild flowers were s

how’s radiant sheen ;

The song-birds found

haven near itg rim; :

A knoll steod in the cenire where the T.epra-
caun was seen,

Who made tle raddy bootees for the fairics
ol Sheedrim,

vivid as the rain-

at nesting-time o

Tho veean breoze came fleating o'er the
o

moenntaing prrple side,
Perfumed by flaming  aolden gorse that
crowned tho fallow brows,
Below, the brask a-babbling sent it
far and widoe,
When howewsrd thenes af
drovo the Kerry cows,

s musie

even-tide I

Oh

s time or distance can not change
love for Moncen Bwee,
And thero in dream I ofte

bright summer skies,

The west wind fans it ontl]

rastling hazel-tree,
While spell-hound by
my youthlul jovs,

—SEsGiay O'Diuacna.

my

n roam henegth
v through each

its heauty T rotaste

Ix Mevory o
MOST REV. THOMAS O'DEA, DD,
Bishop of Galway and Kilmucdungh,
Vicar-Apostolic of Kilfenora,
R.LP.

“T have fought o good fight.

I have
kept the Taith.”

[This sonnct, perfect jn construction and

ryithm and thyme, pays a graceful trivute

to & learned prelate wlose death deprived
the Irish

bishops of a saintly and hivhly-
gifted hrother, "Frin's Aquin,” though

a
poetie exauporation

» could with mueh truth
bo applied to the former Maynooth Pro-
fessor of Theology, whose fame ns an e
ponent of the “Art of Arts” ywas not limited
to the great college in which he tanght from
1882-18%4 nor even to Ireland itself. 7,
say that he was the most capable theologian
among the bishops of Ireland is to pay him
A very high compliment in view of the fact
that a laree number of the Irish bishops have
held the Chair of Theology in Maynooth,

admittedly the groatest Catholie seminary
in the werld.]

Lion-of the triple fold, thy well fought fray
For God and country many a victory wan
Thomond wag proud of thee her princely

Son ;

Now chilled by death bheneath the Western
clay, ‘

Pillar of justice wert thon in thy sway;
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Thy lodestar truth, unheeding
blame;
Though K
name,

Praise or

rin's Aquin was thine honored /

As poor Man's friend Uiou wouldst be knowy
for aye.

Repose in peace near Galway's patron Saint,
With Tuchanan and Celman of the cell;

After thy toil untiring can’st thou tell
Free do their

taint;
"Neath Mary's Throne,
ful place,
Great Pateiot, Poulift of the Duleais race.
Sustiay O'Deaena, L,
!;2

CONSTANTINE IS SHOWN THE CROSS

Awcovl in a tree-top hooteds and ho woke;

. ! "
croziers pass from slightest Q
r

take now thy right-

Kiltaloe.

P
Then cast aside the lian-skin coverlet;

Aud turning seftly oin his conell of leaves

Gazed intg tho njght, hi exves blinded with
tears,

And his Tonely spirit eried, and his tongue
unlocked,

“Strengthen my hauds,
he prayed,

“Help e, yo deitios who suard cur fanes!

Or is it that ve are not %—hlind and dumb.

Help me some god who made these losser
gods;

Sond me a sien to lell mo who Thon art.

Tf praver can morve Lhee, T owill bring Thee
o,

Couie to my aid, hright Spivit of the shios.

O gods of Greece,”

Awlimper shook the sbiliness of the night,—

The wolvey wero running  underncath  the
pines,

For Darkuess manifested her decrees,

And thea le raised his head, and stared—
ainazed :

Above the Aaunting, peering, midnight meon,

Where all men's eyes might see i, hung ¢
S-‘J‘(jﬁ

—Hersrnr 15, ParyEr, in the London
Spectador.
b
THE FLOWER
A wild bind filled the morning air

With dewy-hearied 5O
T took 3t in a0 poledey slnare
Of meshes close and strong,

Bul where 15 now the song U heardy
For all my cunning art,
T who would house o singing hird
Have caged o broleon Lieart.,
—Wowio Ginsox, fu the Tondoy Beokman,

-
b

SONGS :

Mauy deatbs have gone to build L
Every movement T have willed,
That my life may be fulfilled.
Many deaths, vet I have breath

. Still to sing of life and death.
All the selves that died in me,
Live again in melody.

—Mary Brext WHITESIDE, in the Weekiy
Review (New York).
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