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THI RETURN.
And so at Jast L wrod the ways
I once had found = fair,
To find the rosc of memary
Had droeped and faded there.

Noon en the strange-familinr ways;
Dust, and the cemmon things;

Tntil at last the day sprends ong
Tor flight its lovely wings,

And let their golden shadows Tall
Across the fields 1T kuew:

And then the sudden splondor e
As it was wont to <o,

Tike the old amile across a fare
Whose early charm s speuot,

That light of unforgotten days
Trembicd—-and eame—and went !

When 1 forget the Little Lionse
Wherein my time must end,

1 chall forget what neighbors ean,
The value of o fricud.

I shall forget the Yace of love.
The sgund nf mirth and song,
When 1 forget tho little house
Where | owas glad o Jong,
—1rro Ganrisox,
' SEELOG
TRIBUTE TO THE NURKE. ]

In addressing 2 class of graduate nurses recontly,
fatholic Bishop puid this tribute to the noble profession: —-

Your calling is one of the few professions i which a
livelihood may be gatoed by works of merey,

For, if to visit the sick is a corporal work ol werey,
how mueh more is it one to wateh by their hedside day and
night, to lift their limp Bodies, to smooth the pillow nnder
their aching heads, to wipe the cold swueat feom theiv Jore-
heads, to administer to thew their Foad and medicine.
cheer them, to nurse them back o health, or ot least, pre-
pare them for a happy deanth?

“1 was sick and vou wvisited me.”" the Divine Judgo
will say to the just on the last day. They shall answer:
“Lord, when did we sce Thee sick, and minister 1o Thee?”
Then, answering, He shall say to them: “Amen, [ suy Lo
vou, as long as you did it to one of these My lenst hroth-
ren, vou did it to Me.”’

The Good Samarifan.

Martha has lier praise and rveward hecause she pre-
pared for Christ His bedily food.  You will prepare it
for Him in person of His sick brethren,

Wherever the Gospel shall he preached Mary Map-
dalen’s name will be held 1o memory, hecause shie washed
and wiped tha sacred feet of Jesus amd anointed His Lody.
You follow her example whenever yon bathe His {eet, who
aro the sick poor.

Yeronica wiped the sweat and bLload off THis face with
‘o napkin, You do the same when you wipe the faces of
His brethren.

SBimon the Cyrencan helped Chrizt to earry His cross.
You help His cehildren to do so,

- You are the Good Samaritan whe poured wine and oil
into the bleeding wounds of the waylarer whe journoved
from Jerusalem dowrn to Jericho, fell into the hands of
robbers, was stripped of his vaiment, was wonnded and
left half dead.

In your profession you follow in the footsteps of Christ,
who went up and down the Holy Land heuling the sick.

" The work which you perform is so pleasing in the eves
of God that it was undertuken Ly the greatest saints and
by pious ladies of the highest hirth and vank.

THE MUSIC OF NATURE.
Nuture s full of music if we but stop o listen to it.
Weo ure often adjured to keep our eyes open; but let us

keep our ewrs open, tus, su that we may reall

really hear the
music that is being made all about us (said Miss Rdith
Howes, at a lecturette given hefore the St. Cecilin Musieal
Club, Dunedin). Everybedy can enjoy ihe rhythmic surg-
ing of the sea, the lulling cadences of falling waters, the
wind in trees, the. wild music of a storm in the hills; e
not everyene hears the quieter songs.

You are sitting, perhaps, in a wide grassy paddock.
There is no wind, only the hot sun shining down. The
world scems silent-—so sitent that you droop drowsily over
your book. Suddenly you are wide awake, rtoused by
sounds, a multitude of sounds. You have nnconsciously
hegun to really listen, The buzzing of flies, the humming
of haney hees, the droning of humble bees, the orchacstra-
tion of erickets, the high piping of a gnat—all these are
there; with a hundred other softer and less distingnishablo
notes and rustlings and Auttering of wings,

Aud then a skylark rises and sears, filling the air with
thrabbing melody. Bird songs! Al day they ring about
our gardens, and we scarcely notice thems. A Dblackbipd
piping through the rain, a thrush fluting in the morning
sunshine, a goldfineh or hedge sparrow trilling from A
twig; any one of theso is enough to fill one’s mind with
uladness. And what a treasury of song is our hush, where
the native birds still wreathe their inimitablo meiodies
ahout the trees. The golden bell notes and exquisite cnlls
and phrases of the belibird and the tui are surely the
highest, development possible of Nature's muste, and the
hour-long ecstasics of the little
soul to happiness!

It is a fascinating pastime for anyone with a hearing
ear and a littlo knowicdge of musie to take down the hivd

songs of a distriet.  Nothing teaches one so welj to reaily
hear. no hobby is mere delightful.

SOO000000

EXAMINATION “HOWLELRS."

Here are o few flowers of faney, culled from a list
ol “howlers”™ perpetrated during the Christmas examin-
tions in English schools: “Shakespeare wrote tragedies,
comedies, and errors.”  “Phillippa was a hrave Qucen. She
married Edward 1.7 “Henry met Beckett on the altar
sleps, and severcly massacred him.”  “Martin Tuther didl
not die o natural death, but was ex-communicatod by o
bl ©A straight line is one which, heing continually
produced, shall never end.” ** “Anno Domini ' means * alier
death.”** “The three estates of the realm are Buckingham
Palace. Windsor Castle, and Balmoral.”  “People go to
Afrien to Imnt rhinostriches.,”  “The guilds were the an-
cestors of trade unions, but now only old women wo there
to soew. "

grey warbler charm one's
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OTUT OF THE DEEPS.
Out of the deeps hast thou brought me
Well with my ship in hand,
Out of the fog and out of the night,
And into the Moerning Land.
Crested and erown'd the billow,
Oft with the vengeful spray,
Tnder me ail of the pitfalls,
Over me—Ah, may I suy!
God! now the light green shoreling
And the beacon light of love;
Thy hand was my guiding compass
My night-star watching above.
T have stemmed my ship's last danger,
The' the rocks may remain below,
I steer with my compas’d Godhead,
I fear on no sea to go.
T have reached earth’s sweetest haven
TUnshrouded by flaw or cloud,
My shipmasts point fair heavens,
The sunshine falls on her shroud.
8o, while I sail I know me
A hand puides my own at sen,
A hand that will swing my ship to port
When my Lord hath need of me.

—Dr. James Hexpersox, in the (nfholic Bulletin.
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