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Selected Poetry

COUNSEL.
Seck not in others sympathy,
But dwell
Alone in your own soul and frea,
Iror welt '
Time teaches that no other mind
Or heart
Can wilh your own its veal bliss find.
Apart,
Then, wander with your dreams, and know
As  true—
Only that self within the self can co
With vou.
—Mary Dhxox Taaver, in the
Krentug Post (Philadelphia).

Sfirday

A WATER-TILY.
OL? Lily white on yeu dark pool,
Serene and queenly fair,
Fow camest thou from out the gloon,
Sail'st thou on morning air?

What holdeth thee so reeally--
Perhiaps o fairy stair,

Aud arcecaclr step, mayiap a bud,
Awading snmmons there,

Al v like some hright star art Lhou
Upong the water's hrogst

Muote synihol o Fhs loveliness,
Gl ~ends to make us blest.

— M. . Beyvrox, i the Pilst (Boston).

»

LIGHTS oUT.
I have cevae o the, borders o sleep,
The uriathomable deep
Farest wheve all mist lose
ey )
I'heir way, however straieht,
Or winding, soon ar late:

Thov canuot choose,

Many o road and (rack

That, wivee the dawn’s Hrst erack,
Uy te the forest hirink,
the

Deceivel travollers,
sueddent wow Blurs,
Al i Uiy <iiek,

iHere fove onds,

Despatr, sunhition ends,

A pleasure and sl tronble.
Although moxt sweet ar hitter,
Here ends in sleep that is sweeter
Than tasks most nobie,

There i ot any hook

Or face of dearest louk

That T would nor turn from now ,
To vo into ilie vuknown

I tnust cuter amd eave alone

I know not how,

The tall forest towers:
lix elaouds folinge lowers
Aliend, ~holt whave shelf:
Its silenee L liear and obey
That T may lose iy way
And myself,

—Epwann Tuoviia, o i

Wadeyu erse,

Anthedogy  of

RED CLAY,

God, keep we pleased with simple joys; -

I must not sight the stars too long;
Not yeb forget that T am flesh,

Nor strain my cars for seraph’s song.
The erehid is a bloom most rarve,

Frail greenhouse  beauty, gaily dressed—
That WMush-rose prowing by the gate

A common flower? | love 1t best.

ut on my lips a simpic lay
That fellow-men may understand;
Not all may sense a symplony
Or fugue of Baeh's sublimely grand.
But all way sing the dear home songs
Aud soroke the heise eat on the hearth—
May ~ntll the seent ol burning leaves
And tove

Lo bt Wonan, horn ol larrly,

Faslioned From adam’s good red clay;
Aud, though my soul essays the skies,

My fect must tresd the toilsome way
OF cartiily puths: let me not Lifs

Learian wings that wonld not wels
Wore they 1o soar oo near the sui—

Lile wmst be Lved el loved and fell!
c-Lmenie Faaxs, i the Los Angetes Tams

Megieing,

v‘

TIE ROADSIDE.
They pass me in ther seeming cnctless file,
Foael with his face and figure all his own ;
Aoe with ity weariness, vouth with its smile.
And eael honsell alone,

They pas~ on exeh 1o Ty chusive goal,
Or, mayhe, Gl and Taint upon the way:
Facle was, ke me, a pilgrim hunsor soud
Living his Hittle day,

They all had dveams, like me. and all awolke
To find that day was made of harvder stufl
Their hmhbles. ke my own, when fairest
Ioke,
Ane all had pain enough,
Meross thelr road heaws of sunshine
fell,
Then quick the shaduws ene and bronght
iho dark:
Al pulled their hows and shot their arrows
well,

And net one il the mark.

=ome

Now net a footfall on the silent road,
Here I am left slone beside the way:
And all T know is, cach had his ven load
To earry oll He day.
—A. W, in the frish Catholie,

]

DAY-DAWYX,
The davwn-winds whispered through the eorn,
Across the dew-drenched fields of morn:
And then the wild birds, in the trees.
Awolke to shre their melodios.

And fram the foan-pale blossomed hedge
Dew dripped, and an the rviver's edge
Young willows seemed, with glances shy,
To watch the hubbles satling by,

the smell of fresh-turned carth,

b

The sun rose o'er a dew-drenched world,

And at his touch the flowers unfurled; } o

But some slept on in beds of dew
Where fernus their faces hid from view.

Along the margin of a field,
Beneath w hedgerow, half conecaled,
Primroses throst their faces out,

As if to hear the cuekoo shout.

Un bill and valley suuashine spilled,

Drinking the dew night had distilled ;
Faint laughter rippled through the morn,
From the misty hills where streams ara boru.

The whins were velled with gossamer,

And all (he hedges were astir

With wildbird hite wud Deetles” horn,

As with Fanfare the day was born,
—Partwex Dourrty. in the frish Wordd,

v

ACHYMN, i

How tair are the blue hills that call we away,

The goid of 1he gorse and the green of the
~od!
17 Laove Jemds sueh ~ph'l]flnl' 1 {hines uf a
oy,
How aie the eternal must he, O my God !

The div-raeod Dawn with the gold e her
T
The exli to the soul wlore dhe sea maketh
e,
The hivdds 1 their eloisters a1 eveninge prayer,
With the

depths unknown !

cehoes  responsive  in heartls

The wrilis of the thrash and the songs of the
~trean,
The joy of the lark as il soars 1o the skies,
The spices distilled by the roses that dream,
The rood of the wicht with its myriad eyes!

The clint where the swallows on swiftest wing
itv.
The eleam of the corn-stalks thal whisper
and nod,
Tlie solt colored sign of the arch in the sky—
Haw sweet is Thy power and Thy goodness,
s Gl !

The spell of  the sunset, the silence that
snothes,
When decpest
solemn thonght,
The hush o'er the hills and the valley that

hronds.

wake feelings and  most

When musings eternal eome o'er us un-
sorelit !

I thought” on ihe wealth of earth’s beauties
nuntold— '
(iod's sweel ministrations—as homeward:
trod, . -
And erted with a fervor of joy uncontrolled ¥

“How fair must Thy home be, my Father,

my God!
~—J. O'H,, in an exchange.

E. S. Robson

Guspest Eouas in Town.
—

Opp. MUNENPAL BIDGA., BMIOTOLE DEALEBE owd IMPORYER. Good Workman-
Oycle Repairs a Specialiy.

AR Acoesgories Stochked.

Hastings

Prams Repaired and Tyred.




