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Hymn of St. Ephrem, the Syrian
(IFor the N.Z. Tablet.)
Unveil lerselt; no longer
Hiding her blushing fuce;
But thanking Thee, Who freed her
Fram ruin and disgrace.
Yen, may she hear the weleome
OF perfect peace, for 1
Have paid the debt entirely
Of her ingolvency.

The serpent, who seduced her,
Lies crushed heneath Thy foot,
O Tree of Life, that grewest,
Upspringing, from My Toot.
The flaming sword and Angels
Thou hast from Eden’s door
Withdrawn, that Father Adam
Might enter in once more.

Let bim and hapless Eva
For retuge fiy to Thee,
Beneath Thy spreading hranches,
And pluck Thy Iruit from e,
Now let those mouths be sweetened
By This, Which Lere T hold,
Which by the fruit ferbidden
Embittered were of eld.

The slaves, that cut of Eden
Were thrust, may now again
The blessings, that were forfeit,
Through Thee once more obtain,
By Thee Thyself with vesture
Of Light may be arrayved,
N louger stripped and naked,
But glad and unafraid.
—Translated by ¥, G. M.

L 4
The Hill Born

I have grown weary of this langnid land;
Sick of the low horizon line that flows
Like a great sombre river; sick to death
Of rose and laurel, eucalyptus, palm,
Brooding in lavish sweetness. 1 am mad
For the harsh glory of my own far hills,
¥or the stern mascluinity of home.

They do not have sunrise or sunset here;
Rather the shameful day slinks cowering in
Over gray waste of waters and gray land,
Under a muted, melanchely sky,

And never does it burn away in one

Swift, splendid burst of sanctifying flame
As day once did, but shambles grayly past
Under the mantle of the leper fog,.

To the dull stupor of a starless night.

O God!—for splendid spaces in this dawn—
Tror glimmering vastiess—for the wind that swings
Tumultuously in from starry distances—
Tor the white beauty of a hill horizon—
I'or the tempestuous magic of a sky
Torn into shreds of fire—and for the hush
Of aspen leaves black on an amber heaven—
For all the mighty pageantrics of day
Phat made life epic large, I ain athirst.
They have Deen musie in my memory;

. They will go echoing with me till T come

~Home to my hills. . .

‘ —Tep QLsox, in the New York Herald.

A Prayer
Oh, Young New Year, take not these things from me—
The olden [aiths; the shining loyalty
Of friemds the bitter, searching yeurs have proved—
Tho glowing hearth fires, and the, books 1 loved ;
All wonted kindnesses and weleoming—
All safe, hard-trodden paths te whiclk I eling.

Oh, gay Xew Year, clad with the thrill of spring—
Leave me the ways that were my comferting !
= Launry S1vvoxss, in New York Life.
v

You Sanx In My Dream
You sang Lo me. dear, last night throngh all of my dreamn-
ing,—
O, why did vou sing>—
To know thit your song and my joy ave only seemning
Is a Iatter thing.

For inlo vour veice all onr mualliplied leves came throng-
g, —
Dreams have heartleas ways,—
Awl then I awoke to this numb, inarticulale lonpging
Of silent dayvs,
—=0 ML Mapseneva, in Keghts Freant,
T

They
They Lave seribbled on the wally and en the table linen,
Vhey duve planted onions in my painted llower-hox,
They have palled the pepny hads and played with them for
marhbloes,
Aud shorn their olfin locks.
They have striped themselves with paint until they looked
liko anciont Dritons,
Thex have plaved with poison ivy U1l their oye were
swollen shut,
They have failea down the cellar stairs and oat of sleeping
porvehes
Andl head first i the water bult,

They have set {heir bare feet firmly on bees and broken

hottles,
Thex have stabbed themselves severely with shears and

earvimgr kuives,

Thexy have <lood in {roul of molor ears and dared the thingg
to kil Them,

And with the greatest diffienity 1 have saved their lives.
—-Asing Winwen, 1 the New York Nue and Globe.

~. . ]
The Owl

When T was young my heart inclined
To eggs and fishes, moths and stamps.
These were the lodestenes of my mind,
And to any fect-suceceding lamps.

But moths dissolve and stamps deeay,
Iishes prow siale and eggs lake wings;
And when my childliond passed away
I put awny all childish things.

Now am T Maron's throngh and through,
Awmd suller in my sonl disease,
I have forvotion all T knew
OF newts and lzards, toads and hees.

Now am I lost. Loug years ago
1 lheard the gates of Heaven slain:
Yet deep within ruy bones I know
All that I ever was I am.

To-night 1 felt the silent beat

Of owlets’ wings—my blood Tushed fast.
Breathless T koncew beneath my feet

A little outerop of the past.

—Arexaxper Gray, in the London Mercury.
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