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Selected Poetry

THL JOURNEY'S END.
Good-bye, dear heart.  DBe thow, as I am,
glad.
Glad for the grace of loneliness and yearn-
ing
My heart, fur faring from thee, shall have
had

Ere its returning.

Pluck future joy frum out this present pain;
Rejoice to kuow that these small sceds of
SUTLUW
Shall be Love’s harvest when we meet again,
Sone bright tu-wmorrow,
—T. AL Dy, in e Yutkelogy of Modern
Peyse.

k4
THE DUNCE.

I had no learning, il ne brains;
And cvery master called we dull;
Of furze-lit lills, and leafy lanes,
And biuebells 1all, in woods to cull;
Of all of these at school T dreamed,
"And all the rest bui foolish scemed,

No brains T had, and not much heart
To tot np fiwures in o s

The leaf-hrown vead, the havpiled eart,
The bramble fruit, the wild bee's hnm,

The wood fire's incense on the hreeze—

No care hud I but just for these.

The pupils Inoked at me askanee,
Their quickiess made me shamed and shy—
With their drah world at varianee,
I had no wish but just to lie
Aund prohe what lay bevond the skies,
And wonder i the Tearned are wise.
—Marve Cavasscr, in the Trish Waild.

v

JACK STUBBINS.
Juek Stubbins was o earter lad
Wiheo hadn’t much
They paid him Hittle, loved him less,
And so, one sumimer day,
He up and joined the Infantry,
Aud marched with them away,

tor sy,

He marched away to Waterloo
And stood within s square;

The drizzling rain that fell at dawn
Made drake-tails in his hair—

Hut when the sun shone out again
Jack Stubbine wasn't there.

Joltny Stubling had no money,
And he hadn't any brains;

The only things that Johnuy left
Are tersely called “remains-—
Mavbe the so1l of Ment St, Jean
A trace of these retuins, . |

Hut all the rest of Julinuy
Has long whistled down the wind-—
At least, 1t was this haunted breeze,
That blew him 1o my mind,
And I who hear the haunted breeze
Am puzzled what to sav:
Why I should hear the haunted lreeze,
And ke be—blown away.

—G. K.l Weelly.

ARBOR NOBILIS.
(Ireland in the PPenal Days.)
Like o Cedar our greutuess ayose from Llhe
carth;
Or a plane by some broad-flowing river;
Like arms that give blessing its boughs it
vut forth:
We thought it would Dless us for ever.
The birds of the air in ity branches found
rest
The old lions crenehed inoats shadow
liake o clowd o'er the sen was s pendulous
crost;
Tt murnme’d or leagues o'er the meadow,
Was w oworm af 1ty mol? Was if Behibning
that cliarr’d
What aye after ape had ereated ?
Nob so! Thwas e merehant its glory tiat
niaer'd
And the waliee Wiat, feaving it. hated,
Its branches lie spiintered ; the hiollow trunk
HrouNs
Like a churel that survives desolations;
But the leaves, seatler’d far when the hurri-
PADS MOADS,
Far their healing are senb to the natious.
—Avnry e VERe.

<
CALLING TO ME.
Through the hush of my hearet in the spell of
its dreaming .
Comes the song of a bush hoy glad-hearted
and free;
Ob, the gullies are creen where the sanlight
s streaming, 0
And the voiee of that voungster 15 calling
Ly e,

It is calling to me with a hanniing insistence,
And my Teet wander off on o houf-heaten
track,
Tl hear the ol magpies away in the dis-
tanee
With a song of the morning that’s calling
me hack.
It s ealling me back, for the dew's on the
clover,
A the colors are mellow on mountain and
trees )
Oh, the gold Las gone gray i the heart of
the rover,
A the hash inthe snnshine is ealling to
ne.

s calling to me. though the breezes are
telling

Gy tronbadour tules to ihe stars as they
roam ;

For the tapers are it in the humble old dwel-

ling,
And the tove that it shieltered is calling me
Liome.

It is calling me home—hut the white road lies
gleaming,
And afar from it all wust T tarry and dree:
Just an echo fur off, in the hush of my
dreaming, '
Ts the voice of a yvoungster thut's calling
to me.
—“John O’'Brien’" in dround the Borce Log.

THE JOUGRNEY.
When Shakspere came to Londou
Three centuries ago,
He came where hills rise steeply,
Where silver rivers flow;
By Shipstone, Woodstock, Oxford,
Through Wyeombe's market square,
And little dreamt the townsfolk
_What traveller went there.

When Shakspere broke his journey,
Tho landlord at the inm

Would pay but prudging homage
To one whose purse was thin.

A nobaly front Stratford,
A pilgrin humbly clud—-

For who was there 1o wlhisper
The treasuve that he Lad?

The ol ajonz the Wighway
Wonld pgreet him oas he came,
Nor opruess s morrew’™s magie,
Nor guess Tus morrow's fane,
And did Te hear the trinmplh
(H all the years to be,
Or but o blackbird piping
Cpon a willow-tree?

—~Auney St Janx Aneock, in itlhe Home
Magazine,
v
THIS WORLD 1S ALL A FLEETING
S110W.

This world is all a fleetiug <how,
For man’s illusien given;

The smiles of jov. the tears of wee,

Deeettful shine, deccitful How—
There's nothing true but heaven!

And false the light on glory's plume,
Ay fading hues of even;
And love, and hope, and beauty’s bloom
Ave blossoms gathered for the tomb—
There's nothing bright but heaven!
Poor wanderers of a stormy day,
From wave to wave we're driven,
And fanexy's flash and reason’s ray
Serve ot to light the troubled way—
There's nothing calm hut heaven!
—Thoxas Moone.

THE WOMAN OF THE BEADS.
No white-haired harper at his instrument,
Who calls sad melodies from all the strings,
Ever a swecter strain to heaven sent
Thaw saving over and over the self-samo
things.

G vrie drewmer, woman of the beads,
Whose days all run in Rosary refrain,
Your fngers feel the strings when sorg heart
bleeds, ’

Tor singing softer 15 the hard cateh of

pain!

Harper of humble message 1o the skies,
Through all the strings there runs a single
note,
Yol, lonely woman, the tears wait In your
eyes,
The lyric gasp is halting in the throat.

Lady of faded face, of {allen cheek,
Whispering Hail Marys as if unto a lover,

She of the Sorrows loves you when you speak
The same words, never tiring, over, over.
—P. J. Cargowr, C.8.C., in an exchange.
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