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and harvest. Only rarely did Lo look on his
own people; they were as lonely, but as
bound and busy as he. He had half come to
himself, and standing on the mountain of his
desire, he set his foot firmly on the flowers
of illusion, and spoke again te his own soul,

“ I have not bought—the world—not yet,
not yet. Fool that [ was to take my handful
of early whin blossom for the sverlasting gold
that buys Hertha's love and Hertha's scorets.
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highway of life. And still in wy breast I
feal tho flame that consumes mo trying to
unite with its owu mighty cssence—the
aconinn flame at the heart of Hortha,  Woo
is. me for the Thrall- guarded walls of
Woo 1s
me for the invisible bonds that leld the

flesh that hold the spark peot!

sons of a new land  frowr the  cchereal

essenee of beanty ! DBeauty we lave over

the face  of (hoe  Nature-

before s,

But I have the gold here, here in the mines
of my spirit. The sordid Thralls of poverty,
care and barren world-clatter, sit mouthing
by the caverns, guarding against light and
grace as of old; but they shall be scattered
yeb. It is long waiting. *Iron sharpeneth
iwon,’ but where are they whose spirits should
strike fire on mine like flint on tinder? No
living spark yet out of the cold, cummon

“BEUOLL TUY BRETHRER,

nymph, unawnke,
but
nre we

unawnre ;
nowhare

tonehed with the
pragnant  aic of
the ancient Kip
doms, palpileting
with  the  long
sighs o the -
Lare -lovers  and
nitlure-singers
who have made
oue glovious com-
the

world’s dawn till

pasy  Trom

uow.  Woe is ne,
stenining in the
aufraitfal, vold
spaco thet bhroods
over an unstoried
land 1™

THE CORAL INSEUS,”
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AGay the poet stood on the pale mountuin of
his desire, and the almond had begun to
blossom in his hatr, and he stooped as old
men stoop, locking for the dronmless pillow
of earth after the weary day.

“I have hunted the mavsh light,” be said,
“% have followoed fire that is no fire. 'T'he
snow-drifts of time have heaped me with a
frozen doubt that will pot melt this side of
the judgment day. All these years T have
bidden in my heart Mght that was no light,
fire that was no Hre. Whoamn T that havo
called my follows barnfowl—my fellows, who
have lived their ripe aud aceepted lives in
animal content and hovest medioority ¥ They



