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Nature's Thanksgiving

Sweet rimpeodist, Lo whom the serenade
Phat, dov-leng, thor dost from unwenried throa
Pour forth in treble of thy woodland note,
Amid the leaf-rloom singing unafrzid;
Yo whan. uphorine from censers flosers have made,
Floats incense skyvwards where the sun’s gold Dhoat
Oars westward in the blue to lands remote;
To wham stile fields their thanks for summner’s aid?
1Tuthinkinge questions: vet how seldom seen
A chureh door open; temples evervihero
Stane dark and silent that for God were meant:
Nuture alane wives thanks: in plous micn
Tarly and fate with song and thuriier
She kneels in adoration, lowly bent.

—J. . Cupmexs. in Amercien.
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The Great Seducer

Who locks feo long from this window

At the gray, wide, cold sen,

Where hreakers scour the heaches

With fingers of sharp foam;

Who loaks too long through the wrax pane
At the mad, wild, bold sea,

Shall sell his hearth to a stranger

And turn his back on howe,

Who looks teo leng from his window,
Tho' his wife waits by the fiveside,
At aoship's wings in the offing,

At n ogull’s wings on air,

Shall Tatch his gate behind him.
Tho' his cattle eall frem the hyreside,
And kiss his wife, and leave ber.
Aod wander overywhere,

Who looks too long in the twilight,

Or the dawnlight or the woopnlight,
Who sees an anchor lifted

And hungers past content.

Shall pack his chest for the world's ond,
For alien sun—or moonlight,

And tollow the wind, sateless,

To  disillusionment!

Core Youxc Rier, in The Cenfury,
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Two Sewing

The wind is sewing with needles of rain:
With shining needles of rain

[+ stitches into the thin

Cloth of earth—in,

In. in. in.

(Oh, the wind has often sewed with wme -
One, two, three))

Spring must have fine things

To wear, like other springs.

Of silken green the grass must he
Embroidered, (One and two and three))
Then every crocus must be made

o subtly as to seem afraid

Of lifting color from thoe ground, -
And after crocuses the round

TTeads of tulips, and all the fair
Intricate garb that Spring will wear
The wind must sew with needles of rain,
With shining neecdles of rain

Stitching into the tlhin

(Math of carth—in,

In, in, in—

For all the springs of faturity,

(One, twa, three))

—Hazen Havn, in Current Opinion,

A Dream
14 was fanned of unseen fires,
The fires that chasten and smart,
Gf my scarcd soul's white flame,
And the red flame of my heart.
Of the feree white heat of vouth
And the glow of its passion fire
Yonth, the Dreamer, who fashions
And eolors the Heurt's Desirve.

With deed dreams halt Foreet

The bving ore was wrounght,

Till it shaped itself inomy heart, o«
Took Torm, and eome forth—a thought

it barned as oo ostar e the dark,
L its travail hour ol bicth,

As o dinmond deep in the womb
OFf the fruitiut red-brown carth,

Tike the rhyihm ol joyous sound,
Like a gleam of tremulous light,
It fell on men's wond'ring cars,
To glowed and sang in theirssight.
L ]
They pondered it o'er and o'er,
They sundered it part frem part.
The gong that was half my souwl,
The word that was all my heart.

“The has lost the clue”’ they soid-—-
“Fhe clue and the golden key.” : -
But it—ik was all my life
For it came tfrom the soul of me,
~—Curisy, O'Byexe, in the Ieisk TVaidd,
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Light-Foot

GREEN TATTERS.
Green taiters Hung to every wind,
Swinzive from the erookod arms of walnuts,
Flving from the storm-tops of maples,
Fovery poplar a-flutter
With green and silver,
Bending, hending, hending.

When did it happen?

Wihen were these green tatters

Flung ant to every wind?

When did the new grass

Go blazing over the hills?

Wlie can remember

When the sky was heavy with bare hranches?
Who ean reinemhor

Ay day not Glled with green and silver
Bending, beoading, bending ?

RUNXERS,

Monnseed and honeysnekle

Tunning along old walls

Fling out bare arms, hend down a peaeh tree,
And so clamber

Oui into the roadside,

To loal in tha deep grass.

Curl about Mlackberry canes

And shake down storms of white petals.
Away and away, following

A laze mud-road,

Ont between the tumbled fenres,

Out among the pastures,

Ol runners,
Vel o o with vou,
Let mo clamber over an old wall,
And breaking through blackberry canes,
1ot mo follow vou
Barefoot along a thick roadside,
Away and away.
.
Wait for me, T am coming,
Moonsred and honevsuckle !

Berxawn Rayyuoxp, in the Nation and Athenoeum.
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