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THE LARRK.

1 saw a Lurk within the dawn,

Rise, Joylul, from his watery nest,
The sunshine glittering on his breast,

As swift he sped te hail the morn;
And lLiglher, higher, to the skies
T watched the tender warbler rise
Till in a blaze of living Light
He vanished from my clouded sizht.
I midst the cares that cirele me,
My soul might spresd her languid wing,
And nto Heuwvenly prace should spring;
And like the hivd, whose radiant flight
Had fed him far imm earthly sighrt,

Thus soar above carth’s sinful sod
And journey clogser to iy God.
—G. Toounas in the Irish 1Werld,
H¥
TO ROBERT BROWXNING.
A Japanese Appreciotion.
You are a smokineg-room story-teller of Lhe
pageant of life scen by senses,
Your guste In speech turns your art into

ohseurity,
Again from the obscurity inte a valedictory:
You ave a proviucialism endorsed by eccen-
irie pride.
Yuou

are sometinies riotons o escape from
archism,

Vour great thirst for expression
a soul-wounding romancer,

makes vou

You often play the mystagogne, and appear
cruel,

You are a glutten of colorful adventures.

Yon are a troubadour werenading hetween

Hie stars aud Life,

Your Tove song on a guitar terments us even
phvsicealiv:

You are 2 realist who uonder the darkness
purifics himself inte the light of apti-
s ;

You

are g

weillin wildls

Truchtey,

dancing on human

—Yoxi Nocvenro i the Fuglish Reciew,
THE QLD WOMAX,

ber moak, sitting willh {olded

abroad with dim ungquestioning

crovn strineely quiet and ioler-

~he |'*~ lenrned paticuee: those she loved
ST o,
Ao overth s rone, and all the dreams of

vouti,
Ard ariel eIl hath found its natoral
iner,

ened-

And now shie feels there is no more to learn.

Phrend she sty gnarled simplicity,

Mot hitls nar rocks more tranquil, and cven
wy thov
e hears Time's marks upon her patiently.

Flive 1y the wohor wiadam of the years,

A o shie watts for what she kuows will
collle

Selected Poetry

Dreathing the calmuess of all quict things,
Twilight and silence and a heart at peace.
—Jony Bunker in the Commowealth (New
York).
"t

THE LISTENERS.
“Ts there anybody there?” satd the Trav-
eller,
Kuocking on the moonlit door;
And Iis horse in the silence champed the
Srasses
Of the forest's ferny floor;
And a bord flew up out of the turret
Above the Traveller's head.
And he smete upon the door again a second
time;
“is there anybody there?’ he said.
But no one descended to the Traveller;
No bhead from the leaf-fringed sill
Leaned over and looked into his grey cyes,
Where lie stood perplexed and still.
But unly o host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then

Sland Tistening in the guict of the mopn-
light )
To that voice [rom the world of men:

Stoold thronging the faint moonbeams on the
dark stair
That goes down Lo the empty hall,
Hearkening in an nir stirred and shaken
By 1he lonely Traveller's eall.
A Be felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,
While his hoerse moved, cropping the dark
turf,
"Neath the starred and Jeafy sky ;
For he suddenly smote on the door, even
Louder and lifted his Liead: —
“Tell them 1 came, and no one
That I kept my word,
Never the

ruswored,
he said.
least stir made the listeners,
Thowa's every word he spake
Fell eclioing through the shadowiness of the
still Linnse
From the one man left awake:-
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,
And how the silence surged softly backward,
When the plunging hoofs were gene.
—WuarTEn wE A Mame in An Anthology of
Maodern Verse.
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FARTH MAGIC
Fernando's oyes stare past rou
s hody's limber as a hough and strairht.

Yan speak 1o him, he never scems to hear,
And then be answers you a minute late.

gray as rain,

s wift—Tiy
him—
Makes im a person in the country-side.
Give him a forked sticlt, cherry or sweet

father had the trick before

apple,

And he ean show you where ground waters
Lide,

Ho Tarches over our green Lills and holds
A fresh branch in his grimy, vise-shnt fists,
The fork straight up until thc water's near,
Then 1o his grasp its very fibre twists.

The high point swoops—TFernando stops and
waits,

Turns his stick up again and lolds it fast!

And when it answers to the water's call,

He nods and grius his weasel grin atrlast.

“Your spring's right here,” le says, “smje
eight foot dewn,

I make it, thouglh I ain't se good on knowin’

The depth as father. He could always tell,

But you dig here, and keep right on a-goin’.”

Magic so old, so simyple, and so strange!

To be the medium between a spring

Decep underground and a hough's love of it—

Truth has sometunes an odd and pagan ring.

And why Fernando? Secarce articulate

As Dbrooks and windy branches, one
these

He speals an older language when he tells

The secrets he and earth know and the trees.

—Herrs Ives Gocenuwst in the New York
S,
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SWHAT PORRIDGE TIAD JOHN KEATSY
Shaper of geld, 11 what mine of amazement
Dug you the metal Time's acid eats not?
Whence were the tests of your cunning ap-
praisement——
Whispered from darkuess and never forgot ?
What was the mystery hid in tle flame?
Had you your greatuess in real prevision?
Spread you your wings for the pundits’
derision—

Babbling that beaunty and truth are the
sime?
"
Some, supereilious, grant, as in pity,

Gaze to your tlen.sute-honae, blinking to
seo0 )
Starry great

pretty.”’

What had they snid when the ﬂuxﬂ-:z was

free P—

Geld of the vein without trace of alloy!
Same of us agonise, some of us fake it:
Is it a wonder we never quite malko it?

What was your sceret, incredible hoy ?

chalices, saying, ‘z‘hey re

Silversmith, casting the nymphs and the
dragons,—
Artisan clever in gilding or glass,
Hark to the tinkie of delicate flagons!
Hark to the roar of the vessels of brass!
Potter, with hauds on your requisite clay,
Tell of its nses, and we shall believe you;

Still shall the eustom of patrons deceive
you,

Dreaming your wares ar

day,

¢ for more than to-

We that are given to problems alchemic,
When the hrain’s crucible giows at the core,
Frown io find genius is ]IOH-(’pldelC
Grieve that its riddle is wot in ihe ore,
Wanton of rule fows infinity's rhyme: |
Whose shall protest when he sces the con-
clusion ?>—
Gold of the ingot and slag of the fusion!
Gold of your star on the heavens of Time!
—GEoRgE S1ERLING, in the New LRepublic.
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