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Selected Poetry

| Note.~The pocms we give this week may he deemed appropriate to the Silver Jubileo

SOGGARTH AROON.

Am [ Lhe slave they say,
Soggarth Aroon?
Since you did show the way,
Soggartlh Aroon,
Their slave no more to be,

Whils they would work with me

Ol Ireland’s slavery,
Soggarth Arvoon,

Whx not her poorest mau,
Soggartle Aroou,

Try fo do all e can,
Soggarih Aroon,

Tler comnands 1o fulfil

0F hig own leart and will,

Nide by oside with vouw still

Seggarth Avoon?

Eazat and heave to you,

mocearth Aroon,
Vi he nol stave to you,

Socearth Aroon,
Nov, ont of Tear to you,
stand oup ose vear tooyeu.,
Ocich ant of {ear o gow,
th Arooen!

Wi, i the wiizer’s nighty
Sogearth Arcon,

When thie eold Blast did bite,

Sosearlh droon,
Came 1o my eahin door,
Aued, ooy enrtien floor,
Foaelt by el siel ad poor,

Ropearth Arvoon®

Wha, on the marriaee day,
Rogoartly Arean,
Made the poor ealin pay,

owrarth Avoon,

Aol did Beth Gingh and s,

A et bearts boorieer,
Aol noor ehiviviening,

Sorvarllt Avaon ?

Wiy, as fricid anly et
Soyrarth Areon,
Mooy ddbd flout mie ved,

1 1 H
Moscarth Advoan ?

Al when v heart was dinn,

.
(e

Wit T <hounld oive to i,
sooasth SNrvoon ¥

Ochil von, and ondy yaou,
Sozearth Lman !
Y]

Swrgacth Aroen

o dove thev ™ never shiake,
Yhen for onld Teelan!Ds sake,

Vg o nnr! dil fake,
arth

Aroan!

while e eve did hrim,

el For thas L owas trae to yvou,

awes, T Jrisdk Minsirelsy.

celebrations now heing lield in connection with Ioly Cross College, Mosgiel.]

IN MEMORIAM.

DEVERENDISSIML BOMINY MICHAELIS VERDOXN.

Not in commotion, Lord, swept by no storm
or strife,

From dawn to evening star he lived his
peaceful life,

Never lhe vain applause, unever the garish
light
Stifled the tnner eall, clonded the fnner sight,

Praver was his lamyp of life, Duty his guiding
Tnw,

Clear through the mists below the Sun of
Heaven he saw.

Swoeler ihan fweense rose the worship of Bis
days; )

Moving suongst us here, with God he walked
alwivs,

The work of his hands we knew ity record
s wril In stone;

But U lewple of Gad within was Tis sl

tiod’s alone.

AWt ot we saw the alow and ihe gloam that
wianled theond
The body thar verled o sheine ton saeral Tor

N Lo view,

Notbom

e i

crmuotion, Lord. peacelu]l and enlin

Sleeping o Htle while Lo riee with the Cro-

—J. K.
LT AT
ansg
I MEAMORTAN
PRV RSN JAMER UACMENUHIN,
s dere o Mranee

A Lol wooden eross witl sk veur tondy,

And wen whe Toved you in these aw il
enrs

Will Tl hesfde it with eves wet with
SRS

Somov ere e Finee
Whoen night has vetled the stricken fickls
o glenm,
Aud wondering slacs are shining in the
sk, &
They' I speak of you apd tell how herces
Jie,

somoalere in Franee
Whore the Wild Geese [ownd wany a Teneiy
oriEe,
The Jand they Toved bas eanghf von w Ler
hienzt
Aivd given vau owith them unending rest.

Spinewhere 1 France
Our land lieroes whom vou died Lo save,
When the swift summons called vou  to
VOUT Crowe,
With Tovinge leards have laid (heir Tadre
down,
Sontewhere in France,

—J.K.

IN MEMORIAM.
REVERENDL PATRITII DORE.
Segaré « vunl Your work is o'er,
Aud ryou have now unending rest;
Tl chalice you will raise no moro
Is clasped in cold hands on your breast.

Short was your day! But who shall tell
How pgreat your merit in God’s sight?

From dawn io dnsk you labored well,
And heavy were your sheaves ere night.

Tn perfect peace, and far from pain,,
Tl cross for ever laid away,

Yeur losses are eternal pain )
In the clear dawn of Heaven's day.

We hend above your silent hier,
Where in your sleep you now lie down,
And pray, God rest yon, Phedvaiy, dear!
Who pass to wear your shining crown,
—IK.

FN

IN MEMOREAM.
FATHER J0HN 0'DONNELL.
b the Jap ol the lenely smouniains,
A Negard, we Tand vou downg
[far {he long, long day iy ended
And vonr own fhe viclor's erown.

The deep lake Hes below you,
Aud the strong Bills vigl keep,
sentinels servied cunrding

You, Negeeel, i vonr gleep,

Mo bleenn b Wil God vou were walking
Awd never yvoir feel prew tired:
Sirone heart, thal never faltered,
By Uhrist™s own Heart inspired !
Sleep, me! vone own Joved mounlains
With the parnered peace you won—
Sleop. Segreel, your toil s over:
O faithiud zoul, Well doune!
—J.1L.

R

FAREWELLS!
They are so sad to say: no poem tells
The agony of hearts that dwells
T Tone mnd last farewells.

They are Bke deatlis: they hring a wintry
chill

To Summer's roses, and to Summer’s rill;

And yet we hreathe themw still,

Tor pure as altar-lichls hiearts pass away;
Hearts! we smid 1o them, “Stay with us!
Stay 7

Awd they said, sighing as  they said it,
“N:]_\'.”
The sunnicst days are shorlest; darkness

tolls
The starless story of the night that dwells
T lone and last farewells.

Two faces meet here, there, or anywhere:
Fach wears tho thonghts the other face may
wear ;
Their hearts may break, breathing ‘farewell
forter.
—(Father) Anwam J. Ryaw, in Poems.
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