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WINTER

Not death, bt sleep wherein all Nature Hes

"Neath low'ring  clouds and sullen sombre
slaien,

But leafless trees 'mid seenes of dusky hue

Aud  drear and checerless
the view!

landseapes meet

Harsh winds shrick wild a mournful fright’-
ning  air

As it of Life's vebirth they did despair,

With storm and tears they often mowrn the

dearth

leaves and flowers that bLeauteous macle

the earth.

(L

The silent brooklets held in tey theall,

Aud snowilakes cover earth with virgin pall;
The artist, Frost, attempls designs to {race—
Fuir, fleeting pietures dainty in their grace !

Not death, bt sleep wherein all Natare lies
'Neath low'ring clouds and sullen smbre
sliios:

Sleop-seazan’s brici—though skies be over-
Citst,
In vewer Dheanty Nature wakes at Tast!

—Muoxy FPorpe in the frish Cufiofic.
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BABYLON

The Wue dusle ran hetween the strevts:
love was winged within my nind,

It Teft to-day and vesterday wnd
thousand years behind,

To-day was past and dead for

from to-day my feet had run

Through a thousand years to walk
of ancient Babylon,

On temple top and palace ruof the hurnished

eold flung back the ravs

a red sunset that wuas dead and

voud o million days.

my
thrice «o

ne, for

the wavs

Of

lost be-

The tewer of heaven turns darker blue, a
starry sparkle now begins:

The mystery and magnificence, the wariad
heauty and the sing

Cone baek to me. I walk beneath the sha-
dowy multitnde of towers;

Within the gloom the Tountain jety it paltid

ptist i Jily flowers.

witlers tull me and

cardens, und 1 hear

Familine voizes, and the voice T leve 1s whis-
pering in wmy ear,

Oh real as in dream all this; and then a
hand op mine s laid:

The wave of phantom time withdraws; and
that voune Babyloninn maid,

One dron of beauty left behind from all
the flowing of that tide,

I looking with the self-same cyes, and hore
in Treland by my side.

Oh light nur life in Babylou. it Babylon
has taken wings,

While we are in the calm and proud pro-
cession of eternal things.

—A. Eoin An Aunthology of Modern Terse.

The the seeut of nany

CION AND UNSERN
(o boy el Hhowgld B Dud secn u deaf
fevcre The feee )

“Not Lo sight or taste or toueh he ceedit,
Heaving owly do we trust seenre.”
SE Themeas dyuines.

1.
You say you've watehed the trees
Grow green, then fude awny:
The brown leal Uutter in the brecse,
then drop and furn te clay.

Abt I remember how

The wind sighed in the trees,
And erooned awd ealled: Come cee 1f now
You see me [oll=-sivht ne'er deceives!”

3.
A mocking wind, my oyes
Drelude,
Sight, toneh, and taste s bl diaguise
To veil God's seerets liere helow,

for well L know

B!
The shaooting star; the =oul
Wingine ils howmeward way;:
IFalling leaf to its earthiy woal--
Faith secs, hut noi the eves of clay.

—J. AL FreyParriek oo the feish Naseaey
as
THE JOLLY FLLOW

e slaps vaun on the <henller,

When vou meei himoon the siveet,
And wmiles his overy hroadest

With uowmile that can’t e hoat,
et sive vou the enee over

And he W ask vou how yeu are,
Aud then, to top the clinmx,

Fle will effer a clzar.

mometines vou'll see linime smiling,

And sometimes vou'll see him arin,
He's just the sort of fellow

Who will stick throneh thick and thin.
He doesn’i brouvd o'er troubles—

He's of antimistic bent,
[e'll give vou hig last dollar

When vou're down to vour last cent!

When olher Tellows <hon yon,
Al the warld seens voside down,
[Te'l take vou oud amd treat voen
To o ihe hizuest feed in fown,
You'll Hed vonre soivils soaring,
Andd vonr conrage coming ek,
And with i, strenuth fo cenguer
With xour feet Brnoin the track!

He's just o jolly fellow,
But you miss him when he's voue,
Like vou do some cherished relic
When yon've turned it into pawn.
You ¢an’t realise the value
(O ihiv honest, loving heart,
Until the sathwavs widen
And there comes a time to part,
Bul, memories of that friendship
Will endure until the end,
And that same carefree follow
Will remain o sineere friend!
—Cararriye Boizasers Havsox 1 the Trish
VWerdd.

ON TWO SISTERS DYING AYTER
AFTER SERVICE IN WAR
In woods remote, hid in the mountain hol-
lows,
Iroves there are that have a zentler Leauty,
Poves that are narked s by poet’s images
Al thiey e called Daves of the Wounded
Tearvt.,
And sueb they were, Doves of the Wounded
[Heari:

We knes their names, hut we could never

learn
Fhe eall vould bring them to our hreasts or
liands.

Bearine the srain of meren they, oo went

To reekine wasles, and there they took their
nlhices

Mo sonred o covered o with strong-faring
hirds

T thelr hearts woere a-sirain,

the

a-straim,

Duves of Wonnaed Fearl, with hearts

Oui of ihe reeking wastes here erew hefore
Lthem

Their woonds remate,

hullows,

lid i the mountain

And they fed towards them from the vreeking
wistes

And

arnvard-world
Lo

it we  would  have

in!

Doves i the Wounded Heart, they loft our
worhil,

Gur barveard world and Teft our reeking
wasles,

froves of the Weannded Heart that had the

henuty
OF Tar-off woods hid in thio monntain hol-
lows |
----- Paonue Conew o the Joish Ntafesino.
HH

THOUGHTPS BEFORE BPAWN
This breathing self—though o myself "ty T—
Cannot itself contain,
Dadly ooworld of (hinge,
Seent uther-—separaic,

Aronnd ne die
which, by their make

But in von sky,

Wiere wities one nog, what thonsionls woere
ke

Whiabe merory, with rielh breall al sive ad
fako,

Becvives aml venders Tilet Thus
Mwars unsatisliod, from laving
a0 lIt‘l']}]_\'

Thitating

mist | he
ilrunlk
al aowave where moeons have sinlk,

For muons whiel L <shall never seq!

Yet iy dreams they rise; their kingdoms
e,

O, softhv, upon o warld where T lie dumb,

What breathing dawns shall break ! My day
moes by

Fore-knowing, and fore-shandowed of its rest:

But those far suns are gaihered to my breast,

As Tiere, veleased from self, content T lie,

Watehing an old moon reap the merning
sk

Hovasnay

—TLAURENCE in the Sulurday Ie-
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