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MAN BY HIMSBELF.

Beeause my grief is guict and apurt,
Tlhink nol lor such a reason ib is Joss.
True sorrow malkes a silence in the heari;
Joy has its friends, but grief its loneliness.
The wound that 1ears too readily confess,
Can mended he by {ortune or by art,
But there are woes mo medicine esn dross.
As there are wounds that from the spirit

start, :
50 do not wonder that T de nol weep,
Ov say mwy anguish is oo Hiike shown :
There is a quict here, there is g sleep,
There is a peace that 1 Lave made my own,
Man by himeell voes down inia the deep,
Cortain and unhefriended andd ahone,
— Rosrrt Navnax in (e ey Yotga-ine,

HOKLANTD,

I sirayed within the boeland |
And all irs lure | felt,
The carves L carried from
Into

rowil

te 1own
ts azure  elf,
The darkling paols, (he faves

Sl tead e on and on,

Rowirs

N Yareot the passing hears
Nor saw e day was walle,

When darkiess come, 1 Khiny

ol whenee,
And whispered in her ear
0o ‘
Phe hog-Tand Tetiored TTRSEECTITINN

Aud made e preicaner,

Nocvay of Meht apon e feft,
No <hadow of 4, sotl,

Sive thal L felt iy senlinel
The mighi-wind, on s roniad.

1

The bogdard pitied my despair
And genlly vent my ehatin;

Who Tured afare (e wanderer
Now Tueed b Lhome aeain,

= AW i e Frish

Bosaiy,

-
.

FOROTHE FALTEN,
With pravd thankepiving, & wother for her
childron, :
Englawd naviris for Lier dead aeross the
NErL.

Fles or

s,

hor tiedv ihey were, spivit ol ey

Fallen v ihe caune of (e Mree.

Sotenn the dving (heiil s Deatl august aud
ravil
Sties =arrew up indo immaortal spheres.——
There ix music in the midst of desolation
And o rdory (hat chines unon our tears,
They went with sones i e battle, ihey
were young,
Straighil of limh, irue of eve, steady
aulow, .
They were staunch to
uncounted,

and

the end arainst odds

P oetry

They shall not grow old, at aze Teft Lo
grow old -
Age shall nol weary (hen, nor the years
condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in {he
morning
We will retremiber them,

They mingle not with iheir Taughing cone
rades apain

Ther =it no mare at familinr vables at

home ;

They Lave no ot in onr labor of he i
Hine
They sit heyond Fuoland's foan.
But where our desives are and cur hapes

profound,

Felt us a wollspring ihat s hidden from

sight,
To ihe tnnermost heart of their own land
they are known
As the stars are known fo the Nioht.
Yo the stars that <hall e brichte when we

are dusi

Maving in marches npen ihe heavenly
plan,
As e stars thal are slarey 1o fhe e of
onr darkness,
To the endl o the end, they remain.
Lavueyecs Bivvox, iy

Meadeys

doe Unthadogu  of

| verse,

s
~»

CROSS HOAhS,

Postin] it rhe rontds

meel,

s whoere the roads

And the s was shingne and (he birds sunge
swoot,

I st the people passing by, and some were
vers old,

And they shivered  and  Aley  dithered as

though the day wax cold,

Por the sadness of the weight of years was
on them like a coat —

They were tired of secking Charon, and his
overladen hoat,

ad rest and fake

I hadle them sit a while

thoir ease,

“No orest,” they eried, CPor osuch oas us,
No orest Tor such as these?

Then g yonng wan came towards me; and
ob, bt he was strong,

Aud as b came e whistlod o stivring hattle
SO en

Psatd to him s “Good-merrow, and the day s
fine and dey,”?

Then he said: “The rain is coming, thongh
the crows were fiying high.”

Iasked him where he came from— what took
Lhim on 1he road.

Ue way off to find his fortune in the Tand of
flowing gold.

He was tivod of all their talicing and their
tales of Tir na nOge,

And many a litile hungry child witlhout a
~hite or sup.

I osuid: “May God so with youn and keep
you on your way.”

But oh, my heart was leavy wilth the things
I saw that day.

—-M o, n the Zrish Weekdy fadependent.

(o SHIP
=0 Ship of Slate!
Our Tathers huilded thee in ioil and pain,
Wet with o blood-red dew and hidler rain,
Larly and late.

"Neath heavens without o siar.

While tn the shungied bar

The wan tide culll
CCome--follow nre

OF STATI!

Over the broad, deep e,
Finding, iu service, life:
And peaece, past sirife,

Ov death, in honor pall’d.

“And so they went,

Tn their wide seeking spent ;

And some sunk down 1o <eep

Mo the dim shadewy dleep;

And

With exes {hat strangely burn'd,

For ahat they'd Took™d throueh il dim veil
divine

some petnmmd,

O'er lite's horizon Jine,
afy

Hoturning weury e,
!
]

B oy

sail’d apmain,

med Tatte~eavr™d, and <alt o wind

fann'd

Heroed,

Yoo bhringive hack o Lad
Thouchts hovond morial price,

OF bigh achievement horn, and <ieribice,

SWhither, O ship, awav

Ov whatl slrange quests fo-day -

Weird wiilings on ihy sails,

Thy broad decls sirewn with bales

Of bitter words, and promises, and Uiveals,

o many that the weary heart forpets

Half that is writien ere thou Teave the hay -

To the posr—money without toil for it:

To all- rewards unmeasured hy wan's wit:

Hewehts reach’d without an ache of elimb-
ng fect,

And money—money—moneve - ali replete

With lhappiness, that conld
hought —

As though ene trivph without pain is aot;

Forgetiing how onr fatlhers, ofien nour,

Songht peace, and  found i, free
money’s hire— -

Fo Ttenor’s pathway over fearless trad,

And Aouched in love ihe very foel of (fod.

as  inough he

from

“r Ship of State,

Bre the grey hour grow late,

Fling half those windy walleis (o the wave,

And write npon thy prow thal Happivess

Comes uol by mere material More or Less,

Bat by eontentnient sought

Where Lonest men have wronght ;

And. when thon sailest o’er the singing
foam,

Bring hack not Hate, but Love and Friend-
ship, Lome."
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