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O MATER DULCDS.

T Nuzareth, T'd peep some day,

To learn your rare unwonbed way

To wateh you, with your boy al play,
Dulee videntem.

Al eve T'd love to linger too,

Hearing nld mysteries made new,

To learn true pondering from you
Dulee loguentem.

And dave T oask that it might he
Aly wrace Lo feel awake in e
That love. which held Alice hy the tree,
Dulee dolentem?
—Swster Cracz, BT in Amerien.

¥

THERE 18 A LADY SWEET AND KIXND.
There is a Indy sweet and kind,

Was never face so pleazed iy mind;

I did but see her passing hy,

And yet I love her till T dic.

Her gesture, motion, and Lier smiles,
Her wit, her votee my heavi heeniles,
Beguiles my Lieart. 1 Loow woi why,
And yet I love wer till Lodie,
Cupid is winged aund deih range,
Her country so my love doth ehange:

But chinge she eavil, or clumge she sk,

Yol will T lave her till T die,
—-Fron . Thomas Foridl's Music of Swmdiyg
HNinda, 1607,
s
TO AN UNRKNUWN ANCESTOR.
My mifts Luve come to me far Jown ile

yeurs:
T am the son of huntainen of old Ume,
The heir of tiwid virtue and of erime.
Offspring of 2lneeavds and of pionecers,
Inberiter cf juggled lupes and foars.
Sonme mave e pieliy. some gave the wrime
O damaged sond<s Some of them Lelped
my elisnh
Toward CGold. Frem some cane smiles.
others tepes,

from

Oi. T o elitiored up with leeacies

Long Boes of hmeliod blosd have handed

down.
Yol T ibunk Goel unon my heeded koees
For Wi whoo whether King or hawdy
clown,

P making svinpathy hiv eouseiovs arl.
- —_ B v
Bequeattee the it of Kindness oy heart,

—& Oavy Bawnuw, i the Stealfond Monfiiy
5'

TRAYERS,
Ciod. Who created ne
Nimhle awd lolit of Thnh,

In three eloments froe.
To v, tooride, o swine
Nat o when the sense ix don,
B vy Prom the Teart of |n

b owould renersher Hime:

Take the havks of o hoy,
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dJest, King and Lord, .
Whose are my foes Lo Gght,

Givd me with Thy sword,
Swilt and sharp and bright,

Thee would T serve if T mighl,
And congier if ¥ can;

From day-dawn till night,
Take the strength of a man,

Spirit of Love and Truth
Breatling in grosser clay,
The tight and flame of vouth,
Delight of men iu the fray,
Wisdom in strength's deeay;
From pain, strife, wrong to he free,
This best gift T prax,
Take my spirit to Thee,
—-Huxry Cusrres BEECHING, in An Anthalrgy
af Modvrn Trrse,
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MAGISTER LINGUISTICTS.

(I'rize poem awarded by tlie Leache Memor-
1l Associntion.)

TTis feet beeawe too feeble for the stair
And so they found him ent a lower room
Where academic claitor never came
Mong the wusiy acadeinie hall
And set up there his tall, diseolored desk
Boside 1hn Thore he sat

faught

Dlackboard, nhid

His pronp of ueck. stoap-shonldoered  eradn-
HRESE

Manthing ihe acctnts of a dosen fonures

Anebwrlling out (heir svishole on U hoard §

CThe Tude-Friropean vent stands fhaes

Wienee cme the Sl

s, Lhe

Lailin Lo, an

Yind next by oconsenan] clange we e

I othas the DL
Norse

Hich Gorman and the

To-day a ward or twa <ums up the ianle

I cennmon ok, Slowly s palsied
hands.
Lilke twisted vools of dwarfed, <tormeriven

irees
Tiat clatehod the Llackened. nrehistorie soil
When ovee the Cothie hnnter shook his spear
Sl Artala Lashed forth bis FHune to war,
Traced characters unenutl,
words,

dark rnots of
And from the fragents of foroellen speech
Brew nystie Taws of tanenare, setting ilp
Mis detters, like tin soldiers. in a row
Tovineille {6 ordinnery minds.
The continent had lete its double mark
Upon him, in o heavy knotied searf
And bigh, «Uff collae, willh the wings inrned
1p, -
(Sixle of old Teipaig and of IMeidelbere
And in the faded wrinkle of a sear
Aong his ehin, from student-duel days
Before the classronm corner was his throne,
He Laved the sineet through his Tatler vears
K rugeed asoa elsistered Gothie tower
Alhove some wealher-orey monasiic shrina
The sepulehorved old hooks of learned lore.
Loug reasured, G11 the sreebway eruoihlisd
Where fine erepl vudier, wnawing
stone,

al Ahe

—-I'rasers Masox, n the Lyrie.

N PROMISE.
Be not so desclate

And the hall of the hearl is enpty
And silent as stone,

As age left by elildren

=sad and alone.

Those delicate children,
Thy dreams, still endure.
All pure and lovely things
Wend to the Pure.

Sigh not. Tnto the fold
Their way was surc.

Thy gentlest dreams, [hy Frailest,
Tiven those that wers

Born and lost i a hearl heat,
Shall meet thee there.

They are become iminorts]

In shining air.

The unattainable beauty,

The thought of which was pain,
That flickered in eyes and on lips
And vanished again;

That fugitive Leauty

Thou shalt attain.

Those lights innnmerable
That led thee on and on,
The Masque of Time ended,
Slall glow into one
That shall ba with thee lor ever,
Thy travel done,
— A, in the Tvisk Stufesmon,
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THE LOVERS.
Years passed like chinking orwans in the
. slreet,
Grinding for coppers their cternal dances
Il seemed o liin and her there was no
clhiauee
That they wight ever meet:

A fow words long ago they had to say,

A look—a fHlower pressed into a haund—

And then, nlong the horizon of the land

The light poured out and fercely died the
day.

Now, in the night, they sat. each one apart,

While the wvears, trundling their orgaus,
ground together

A dreary riotous dance, that in grey weather

Wakened the same old ache within each
heart.

I'nder the touch of time, thin wrinkles fell

And tightened round their eves. Now they
were old.

Dark, bitter ashes in a cup of wold

Wag all the past,
hell,

Yet, ore they died, they were once wmore
united
As two stars rushing to destroy cach other:
The thickening crust of years no more conld
‘smother
Their hearts—the horizon rose and was up-
lighted—
Gricf faded out lieforo their final bliss
That rose to birth out of the lonelv places,
They had passed over au fimmense abyss
And the pale light of the dawn smoty on
wicir Tacus.
—Joux Govev Viereusr, In The Lyrie,

The present was slow
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