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SWERL BREEAK.
Sweel hreese that sets the summer buds a-
swaying,
Dear lambs
playing,
Let mie not think!
() floods, upen whese brink
The merey hirds are nwaying.
Dream, softly dreeam! O blessed mother, lead

amid the primrose  meadows

no
Tusevered from thy girdle-lead me! feed
e !

T have ne will hul thine:

P need not hiad the juice of elemental wine—
Perisiv remoler use

OF sirencth reserved Tor contliel yet to come!
Tl
A« long as 1oy feel thy hand---

mo bo dumly,

Thix, this ix all- do ve oot understand

ifow the greai Mother mixes all our hloods?

O hreeze!

O lawhs, O primroses, O floods!?

=T Browx, in Au Yuihalogy of Modern
Terse.

O swaving hids!

s
ey

HIis PITLGRIMAGE,
Give mie miv seallop-sliell of quict
My siaff of faith Lo wallkk upon.
My seript of oy, immortal diet,
My hoitle of salvation.
My gown of glory, hope's (rue gape,
And thuy T'N take wmy pilarimage.

Bleod wnsi be my hody's halmoer
No other habin will there he given:
Whilst my soul. ke quiet palmer,
Travelleth towards the land of heaven,
Over the silver mountains,
Where spring the neciar fountains.

There will T kiss
The howl of Tiliss;
And drink wine everlasting fil]
Upon every itieen hill,
My coul will he a-dey hefore:
But, after, it will ihirst no more.
=S Wanier Raewen (1552-1618),
GQ‘;U
THIS MOORLAND ROAD.
Where there's seont of blossomed
Ear from cify’s dingy mart,
A grey, lone road goes wending like
snule aeross the
There's little traflie
horse and cart,
Ov the lithesome foet of
wav {o Tie-ng-n-ow,
T can picture it now winding through the
heather and (he mist ;
The broading hills bevand it silhouetted
‘wainst Lhe sky., ’
As the hlushing hues of sunset fade 1o wald
and ameilivst
While ncross the guict hou-tinds sounds o
startled curlew’s cry.

heaihor,

byer,

on it save a country

taivies on thoeir

A-winding throuzh the heather, hy Ny u
dark loch's edge,
That old hog read’s still wailing there, to
* feel my feet again;

Where scented winds are sighing through the
ceangban and sedge,

Aud neighbors wailt io weleome me hack
to my native glen.,

—Parriex Dodrnry in the Teish World,

ELUGY.
They ave o sure ol you now,
The loving and cruel and blind.
You are so frail and small
Sinee the light dimmed out of vour lace.
Death's ultimate commuonplace
Has given you back to them alt:
Now fhey ean comprehend
Aud aftord Lo be kind.

You are so plasiie now

So osubmissive al siill

Your slender, rehellions hands

Have been folded and hildden away.

You, who were too rave to pray

When xoor soul was scarved by the bands

That they Torged threusd the vears

On vour yonth, gnid
will.

vonr dreamn, and yull?

They ean be generous nw,

They who never have given.

When they cave you a shall

Complacently hranded 00 Besi

1 tiink thal you paused in your ques
Worlds away, while von laughed

Your old dannlivss Laugh

Through yonr startied wew Tieaven.
—Deeask Hevwawn o the Tondon W oerei,
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DREA GHOST.

Iark ! A creaking tread

Aeross the eeiling overhead.

I hold my quickened breath,

Aud keep myself as still as death.

The wall-clock loudly ticks,

The hedroem handle clicks.

Slawly, from stair to stair, the stealihy stride
Carey me, helpless limbs : wheve shall 1 hide!
No. no! You eannot move; stand taut,
Freet, and stiffen; throléle thonght,

Now- now— il's at the open door;

Now . A figore, eves upon the floor,
Sublessilvered. hunehed and arms athwari.
In flowing robe of red, as lost iu thouehi,

Glides slowly pasi, and leaves e rooted
there.

You say tou don't believe il ; stand with me.
Listen and wateh the open door; you'll see,
o oddire do oll thel may beeome a man.”’
Hush? What was that? A creaking tread
Aeross lie eciling overliead.

I take my viding whip

Within wy steeled grip

We hold our guickened breath,

And keep aurselves as still as death.

The wall-clock loudly ticks,

The bedroom handle olicks.

Slewly, from stair Lo stair, the steallhy glide.
Carry us, heloless liwbs; where shall we lide?
No, no; vou cannot move; stand taut,
Ereet, and stiffen; throttle thought.

Now—uow- 1t reaches now the open door,
Now . walken, waken your limbs and will,
Will that you strike it, will and kil
Sinash goes the whip; I sirike the air,
Heeover, strike again, strike there and tliere,
Bint stili the figure, hunched, with
athwarl,
Passes in gown of red, as lost in thought,
And vou stand «till; now what say you?
“You do it wrony, being so majestical,
To offer it the show of vivlence,”

arns

Breath conics; limbs relax: T wake Lo sense.
=11, H. Angorr in the Nrew Stetesman.
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IFROM TH I 1HLLS.
1.
ARTISTRY.
To hring this lovelimess 1o be
Bven for an hewr, the Builder must
liave mined in the laboraiory
OF niny a star for ils sweel <dust.

Oh. o wake possible (hat heart

Anel that gay breath so lightly sivhed:
What avony was in the arl!

How many gods were erucified !

2

AOSACRIED
e =il

Uitpack whal you have brongld,
Nor leosen on this air

PLACE,

be still: nor dare

ed snomes of vour thovght,

Ureover: bemd ihe head
And fot the el o bare.
This air that then breathest
Is Loy air,

Sin not against the Breath,
Using ctherenl fire

To make seem as facry
A wanion desire.

Kuow that
Can
Dread
The

this granite height
he w judgment throne.
thon the unmovable will,
wrath of stone.

3.
ABUNDANCE.

Lake grey mastodon
Upen ihe mountain side
Rocks Jay as if {o guard
1s wustere pride.

All stone nnto the oye:
Yet 1s the heart at rest

Ax ehildren happed in eradle
Qr on the breast,

\
&

All that earth is,
Mountzin or solitude,
Was horn out of mity
And is milk for her brood.

— A% in the Irish Staltesman.
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