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POEMS OF POWER



SHE QUEEN’S LAS?T RIDE
L ]

L]
(WRITTEN ON THE DAY OF QUEEN VICTORIA’S FUNERAL)

®
HE Queen is taking a drive to-day,
They hav& humg with purple the carriage-way,
They have dressed gith purple the royal track
Where the Queen goes forth and never comes back.
«

Let no man labour as she goes by

On her last appearance to mortal eye ;
With htads uncoveged let all men wait
For the Quedh to plss, in hch"ega]'statc.

Army and Navy shall lead the way
For that wonderful coach of the Qucen’s to-day.
Kings and Printes" and Isords of the land
Shall ride behinY her, g hymble band ;

nd over the city and ovér the world
"Shall the®Flags of all Natons bg half-mast-furled,
For the silentdady of royal birth
Who is riding away from the Courts of earth,
Riding awgy from the \;orld' nrgst
To a mystical goal, on a secfetfquest.



4 THE MEETING OF THE CENTURIES

‘Though in royaf splendour she drjves through town,
Her robes are simple, she wei‘ s no ¢rown :

And yet she wears one, for, widowed no more,
She is crowntd with the love that has gone before,
And crowned with. the love she has left behfnd

In the hidden devpths of each m?umzr s .njmd.

Bow low your heads—I:ft your hearts pfm/high—-—
The Queen in silence ig driving by ! a

THE MEETING OF THE CE‘ITURIES

CURIOUS vision on mine,eves unFurlcd
In the deep night. I saw, or seemed go see,
Two Centuries meet, and sit down vis-a-vis
Across aue ereat round table of the world :
One with suggested sorrows in His mign, '
And on his brow e furrowed lines of thought ;
And one whose glag expectant presence brought
* A glow and radianze from the realms unseen,

Hand clasped with hand, % silence for a space
The Centuries sat ; the sad old dyes of onc
(As grave peternal eyesregard a son) °

Gazing upon that giher cager face.

And then a voicé, as cadenceless and grey
As the sea’s monody in winter time,
Mingled fwith tones melodious, as the ghime

Of bird choirs, smgn{g‘m the dawns of May



THE MEETING OF THE CENTURIES ¢

THEQOLD CENTURY,SPEAKS
By wou, Hope'stands§ With me, Experience walks.
*Like a fair jewel in 2 fuded box,
In- mystear-rusted Reart, sweet Pity lies,
For all the dremms that look forth from four eyes,
And thosgbright-hned ambitions qwhich I know
Moust fall likg leaves and perish ir. Time’s snow,
(Eveu as my soul's garden gands bereft,)
I give you pnyl 'ti the one gift lcft

"ruzwzw cenTURY
Nay, nay, good friegd ! not pity, but Godspeed,
Here in the mornjng of my life I need.
Counsgl, and rot condolence ; %iiles, not tears,
‘To guide me through the channels of the years,
Oh, I, am blinded by the blaze of light
That shmes gpon me from the Infinite.
Blurred is my vision by the cRge a;proach
To unseen shores, whereon the nmes encroach.

'y THE 0LD c:wruh

Illusion, all illusion. L&t and hear

The Godless cahnons, boogming far and near.
launting the: flag of Uhbelief, with Greed

"For pilog lo] the piracetigetn speed -

Bears on to rgin. War’s most hideous crimes

Besmirch the record of these moderp times.

Degenerage is the world, I Teave to, you,%-

My happiest speech to eﬂrth’u’ll be—adieu,



6 THE MEETING OF THE CENTURIES

THE NEW C NTU&.?

You speak as one too weary tdbe just.
I hear the gugs—1I see the greed and lust,
The death throes of a giant evil #il
The air with riot and confusion. Ille
Ofttimes makes fablow ground fom Go'od-;:,nd Wrong
Ruild’s Right’s foundation, when it graws too strong.
Pregnant with promise is the hour, and grande
iThe trust you leave in my all-willing hand,

. .

THE OLD CEATURY

As onc who throws a flickeringaper’s ray

To light departing feet, my shadagved way

You brighten with your faith, Faith makes she man.
Alas, that my poor foolish age outran

Its earl§'erust in God! The death of art

And progress folJows, when the Yorldg hard heart
Casts ont religion, t is the human brain

Men worship now, ang heaven, to them, means—gain.
-

THE NEw SENTURY
Faith is not dead, tho’ pne!t and creed may pass,
For thought has leavenedathe wholc' unthinking mags,
And man look® now to find the Gpd within,
We Shall talk moreyef loveand less of sin,®
In this new era. We are drawing netr
Unatlassed boundaries of a larger sphere.
With awe, wait,ti&Sgicnac leads us on,®
Into the full effulgerke of its dawn.



DEATH HAS CROWNED HIM A MARTYR 7

DEATH HAS CROWNED HIM A MARTYR
(warr'rew ON THE DY OF PRESIDENT MEKINLEY'S DEATH)

TN the midst®of sunny watcrs, lo! the m1ght}' Ship
of Stard " .
Staggers, bruised and torn and woundcd by a derelicy of
" fare, . .
One that drifted from its moorings in the anchorage®of
hate.

On the deck our nobPe Pilot, in the glory of his prime,

Lies in woe-impellfig silence, dgad before his hour or
tinte,

Victim of a mind self-centred in a Godless fool of crime.

L]
One of .earth’a disstpsion-breeders, gne of Hate’s un-
Jeasoning tools,
In the annals of the ages, whgn the world’s hot anger
cools, .
HY who sought for Cnmss distinction shall be known
as Chief of Fools.

L]
In the anmls of the :g::, he who h&d no thought of
fame®
(Keeping on tite path of duty, caring not for praise, or
blame), .
Close beside the deathless Lgncolm, writ in light, will
shine his name.



8 DEATH HAS CROWNED HIM A MARTYR

i [
Youth proclaimed him as a hero . time. & statesman:
love, a'man;
Death has crowned him as a ma.rtyr,-—.o from goal.to

goal he ran, G

Knowing all the sum of glory that & human life ma¥y
span, «

He was chosen by the people ; not“an tcc:dem of
birth .

Madc him ruler of a natiop, but l)u own intrinsic
worth. v

Fools may govern over kingdoms—not republics of the
carth.

He has raised the lovers’ standard by his h:y;lxy'and

faitd,.
He has shown how vmlc manhoed may keeft Jree from
scandal’s bréath. > !

He has gazed, wnh ust unshaken, in the awful %eyes of
< Death.

In the mighty march of progress he has sought to do his
best.
Let his enemies be sﬂcnt, as we lay him down to re:t,
And*may God asspsge th€ nnxu{zh of ame suffermy
woman’s breast.
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'GRIEF

S the funebal train with its ho.noured dead
On éts mournful way went sweeping,»
While tlorrowﬁxl nation bowd its hedd
And ‘the whole world joined Tn weeping,
1 thought, as I looked one the solemn sight,
Of the one fond heart despairing,
And [ said 1q mygel?, as in truth I might,

* How sad must be this sharing.”
. *

To share the lifing with evep Fame,
‘For a heart that is only human,
Is hard, when Glory asserts her claim
Like a bold, insistent woman ;
Yet a greap, grangd passion can pyt aside
. Or stay each selfish emo&n,
And watch, with a pleasurg that springs from pride;

lts rival—the world's devotion.
®

But Death should render to love its own,
And,my heart bowedsdown and sorrowed

For the stricken womap who wept ‘alone

_ Wille even her dea. ?ms Bérrowed ;

Borrowed from her, the bride—the wife—
For the world’s last martial honow,

As she fat in the gloom of her darkened life,
With her widow's g;ief fyesh upon her.
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GRIEF

¢
He had shed the glory of Love and Fame
In a golden halo about Ker [ -
She had shared his triumphs and worn his name ¢
But, alas ! he had died without her.
He had‘wandered in many a distaat realm,
And:never had left her behind him,
But now, with a spectral shape at the‘iiclm,
He had sailed where she could not find him.

It was only a thought, that ca.nc that day
In the midst of the mufied drumming
And funeral music and sad display,
That T knew was right ard becoming
Only a thought a1 the moumi;“\g train
Moved, column after column,
Bearing the dcad to rhe barial plain
With a reverence grand as golemn,

ICLUSION

ODand I in s'pa‘.e alone
And nobody clsc in view,
“ And where arc the pcoplc, O Lord,” I said,
“The carth below, and the sky o’erhead,
And the'dead whom once I.knew

L
“'Tha& was a dfc;m,” God smiled and s.aid—
“ A dream that seemed to be trde.
There wdre no people, hvmo or dead,
Therc was no &arth, and no sky o'erheal ;
" There was onlyQMyself—in you,”
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o ]
“Why do I fég} no fear,” I asked,
& Meeting You hbre this way ?
For I have sinned I know full well ?
And is there hedven, and is there hell,
And is thig the judgment day " °

“ Say, tﬂoie wcr; but dreams,” :he Great God saiil,
“ Dreams, that have cegsed to be.

There are no suchethings as fear or sin,

There is no you-—ryeu never have been—
There is nothing at all but A"

ASSERTION
o~

I AM serenity. *Though passions beat
Like mi‘ghty billows on y he'lplcss heart,

I know beyond them lies the.pcrfcct sweet
Sereaity, which patience can impart.

And when wild tempeys in my bosom rage,

* Peace, peace,’ I cry, ®it is my heritage.”

* (]

I am gooa hcalth.. Though fevers ratk my brain
And mde disorders mitilate ayy strength,

A perfect reswration after pain,
I know shall be my recompense at Igngth.

And so tlwough grievous da)' and sleepless night,

¢ Hecalth, health,” I cry, “it g my own by right.”

(] ’



1 AM

I am success. Though hungry, @id, illclad,

I wander for awhile, I smite and say,
“It is but for a time—I shall be glad

To-morrow, for good fortune'comes my way, -

Geod is my father, He has wealth un¢old,

His wealeh is mine, health, happiness, and gold.’

I AM

KNOW not whencal came,
I know'not whither I go ; ¢ -

“But the fact stands clear that I am here

«In this world of pleasure and woe, |

And out of the mist and"murls
Another tyith shines plain—

It is my power each day and hour
To add to its joy or its pain.

I know that the earth exists,
It is none of my business why 5,

I cantot find out what i itis all about,
I would Gt waste time to try. ©

My life is a brief, brief things

1 4m here for a little space,
And while I stay T would like, if # may,
To brightqp and better the place, .



I AM 13

The trouﬁu:, I think, wish us all
Is thelack ofta high.gonceit,

If each man thought he was sent to ghiis spot
To make & a bit more sweet,”

How soqp we could gladden the world,
Hpw ecasily right all wropg, .

If nobpdy shirked, and each onc worked

To help his fcllomzlong !

Cease wondenng why you came—
Stop lookirfy for faults and flaws ;
Rise up to-day in your pride and say,

“I am pagt of the First Great Cause
. ﬁowever full the world,®
There is room for an earnest man,”™
It had need of me, or I would not
* * 1 am hererto strengthen the pla"ri."

WISHING

O you wish the world were better
Let me tell you what to do :
Set a watch upon your actions?
oKeep them alwiys straight and true ;*

Rid yowr mind of selfish motives ;

Let your thoughts be clean ard high,
You can mate a little Edeg

Of the sphere you oggupy.

[} ’



WISHING

Do you(wish the world were wiser !
Well, suppose you make 1 start,
By accumulating wisdom
It the scrapbook of four heart :
Bo not waste one page on fplly ;
« Live to learn, and legrn to live.
If you want to give men knowledge
You must ggt it, erc you give.

Do you wish the world were happy ?
Then remember day by diy
Just to scatter seeds of kindncss
As you pass along the way i
For the plecsures of the many
May be ofttimes traced to one,
As the hand that plants an acorn
&3helters armies from the sun.

. WE TWO

E two make homg of any place we go; ¢
We two find jo¥ in any kind of weather;
Or if the earth is clothed in bloom or snow,
If summern days invite, or bleal.: winds how,
What matters it i{ &ve two are together? o
We two, we two, we make our world, our weather.

We two make banquets of the plainest fare ;
In every cup we find the thrill of pleasufk ;
We hide with wrgaths the furrowed brow of care,



WE TWO 15

- )
And win to smfles the set lips of despair.
For us Jife always moves with lilting measure ;
We two, we two, we make our world, our pleasure.

. We two find yout* renewed with evc}y dawn ;

Each day holds sgmething of an unknown glory. »
We waste mo thought on grief or pleasuregone ;
Tricked outylike hope, time leads us on and en,

And thrpms upon his harp neg song or story.

We two, we two, we fd the paths of glory.

We two make heaven Rere on this little earth ;
We do not need to wait for realms eternal.
We know the use gf tears, know sorrow’s worth,
And pam for us is always lovess rebirth.
Ouw patlls lead closely by the paths supernal ;
We two, we two, we live in love eternal.

THE POET'S TREME

“What is the explanalion ot 'the strange silence of
"Hne'can pocts concerning Americau triumphs on sea and
and P'— Literary D.gest,

HY ;hould the poet of these pregnant times
Be asked to ging of war’s unhuly crimes ? |

To laud and culoglsc the trade wh:ch thrives
On horrid holochusts of human lives?

Man was adighting beast when cargh was young,
Aad war the only theme wl;en Homer sung,
L ]



16 . THE POET'S THEME

*Twixt might lnd might the equil coumt lay,
Not s0 the battles of our modern day.

’I‘oo often.now the conquerin;; hero struts

A Gulliver among the Liliputs,
1

Success no longer rests on skifl or fates,
But on the movements of a syndicate.

Of old men fought and deenaed it right and justs
To-day the warrior fights bec‘mue he must,

And in his secret soul feels shame because

He desecrates the higher manhood’s laws.
[

Oh ! there are worthier themes for poet's ‘pen .

In this great hour, than bloody deeds of men

~ A
Or triumphs of one hero (thor:gh he be
‘Deserving song fof his humility) :

The rights of many'—not the worth of onc;
The coming issues—not \he battle done;

The awful opulence, nnd awful need ;

The rise of brothcrhood—the flll of gréed,

The soul of mar replete wnthmGod s owl} force,
The call « to heights,” and afoe the try “1o horse, -

Are therc not hetter themea in this grect age
For pen of poet, of for voice of sage
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‘ » .
Than those old tetes of killing? Song is dumb
Only'that greater song in time may come.

When comes the barg, he whom the’ World waits fqr,
Je will not sing of War.

SQNG OF THE SPIRIT

ALL theaim oflife is just
Getting back to God.

Spirit cﬂatin} off its dust,
Getting back to God.

Every griefwe have to bear

Disappointment, cross,espair

Bach is but another stair
Chmbmg back to God

Step by otcp and mile by n;de—-—
Getting back to Goll ;

Nothing else is worth thg while—
Getting back to God.e

Light and shadby fill each day,

Joys and sorrows pass away,

Saile at all, and shailing, say,

. . Getting back to God...

'Do net weit,a mournful face
Getting back o God ;

Ssatter sunshine on the place
Going back to God 3
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WOMANHOOD

Take what pleasure ydu can find,
But where'er your pIdu may wigd,
Keep the purpose well in mind,—

* Getting back olGod,

WOMANHOOD'

HE must be honest, both in Jnuught and deed,
Of generous xmpulse, arid abcve all greed ;
Not sceking praise, or place, or power, or pelf,
But life’s best blessings for hgr higher self,
Which means the best for all,
She must have faith,
To make good friends of Trouble, Pain, and Death,
And ufiderstand their message,
She should be
As redolent with%ender sympathy
As is a rose wish fragrance.
Cheerfulncss
Should be her mantle, ®ven though her dress
May be of Sorrow’s weaving.
On her face
A loyal nature Jeaves its seal &f grace, o
And chastity is in her atmospher;
Not that, chill chastity which seems austere
(Like untrod lnow-pcaks, lovely to bepold’

Till once attameal-—-’then barren, loveless, cold)
. .
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: )
But the white fieme that feeds wpon the soul
And lights the patBway to a peaceful goal.
A sense of humour, and a touch of mirth,
To brighten up the&hadowy spots of edrth ;
» And pride that passes evil—choosing good.
All these un.ite ih perfect womanho?d.

MORNING PRAYER

- 3
ET me to-ddy db somerning that shall take
A little sadness from the world’s vast store,
And may I be so favdured as to make
Of joy’s too scanty sum a littfe more.
Let me not hurt, by any selfish deed
Or thoughtless word, the heart of foe or friend ;
Nor would I pass, uri’gccing, worthy necd,
Or sin by silence when | showd defend,
However meagre be my worldly wealth,
Let me give something that shaf} aid my kind—
A Word of courage, or a thought of health,
Dropped as I pass for troubled hearts to find.
Lt me to-night look back aoross the span
*Twixt dawn and dark, and to my conscience say—
Because of some good act to beast’8r man—
“ The world i better that I lived to-day.”
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THE VOICES OF THE PEOPLR

OH ! I hear the people calhgg through the dly nme
and the night time, .

They aro calling they are cryipg for the coming of the
right time.

It behooves you, men.and women, n behoqva you toe
be heeding, )

For there lurks a note of menace underneath their
plaintive pleading.

Let the land usurpers listen,' let the greedy-hcarted
ponder,

On the meaning of the murmur, rising here aad swelling
yonder,

Swelling loudeg, waxing stronger, likg & storm-fed stream
that courses

Through the valigys, down abysses, growing, gaining with
new forces.*

Day by day the river widens, that great river of opinion,
And its torgent beats aiid pluugeo at the base of gfeed's
« dominion. o
Though you dam it by opptessxon and fling golden
bndges o'er it,
Yet the day and hour advances when in 1 fright you'll fiee
before it,
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Yes, I hear the people calling, thmug‘h the night time
and the day tinfk,

Wx;etchc'é toilers in iiie’s autumn, weary young ones in

" life’s May time

"They are crying, they are calling for their share of work
and pleasure

You are hcapi'n; high Your coffers while yoﬁ give them
scaaty measure, . '

You have stolen God's,wdde acres, just to glut your
swollen pursgs— _ '

Oh! restore them t3 His children ere their pleading turns
to curses, .

THE WORLD GROWS BETTER

Fal:t thc’.carth is full of sinning
And of trouble and of woe,
: But the devil makes an inning
Every timg we say it's sa.
And the way to gef him scowling,
And tq put hir back a pace,
Is to stop this stupic growling,
Ang to lgbk things in the face.
) L] 9

Af ;ou ance at history’s pages,
In all lands and eras known, »
Yoy, will find the buried ages
Far more wicked Eﬂan’our own,
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THE WORLD GROWS BETTER

As yo:I scan each word aad lc‘t)ter.
You will realise it nfore,

That the world to-day, is better
‘Than it ever was before.

1

There is much that need; amending

. In the present tim:, no doubt ;

There is right that needs amending,
There is wrong needs erushing aut.

And we hear the groars dnd curses
Of the poor whu sparveand die,

While the men with swollen purscs
In the place of hearts go by.

But in spate of all the trouble
That obscures the sun to-day,
Just remember it was double
In the ages passed away,
And hose wrongs shill all be righted,
Good shall dominate the land,
For theedatiness now is lighted
By the torch in Science’s hand.

Forth from litt/é motes in Chaos,
We have came to what we are ;
Add no evil force can jtay us—
We ghall mount from star toatar,
We shall break each bondeand fetter
¢ That has bound us heretofore ;
And the earth is surcly bettere
Than i ever was before,



A MAN'S IDEAL

A MAN’S IDEAL

LOVFLY little keeper of the home,
Absorbed,in menu books, yet orudite
When Taced counsel ; quick at repartec
And slow to anger.  Modest as a flower,
Yet scintillant and radiant as a star.
Unmercendry id hér mould of mind,
While opulent and dainty in her tastes.
A naturé genergps and free, albeit
The incarnation of economg.
Sh® must be chaste as proud Diana was,
Yet warm as Venus. To all others cold
As spme white glacier glittering in the sun ;
To me asardent®as the sensuous rose

23

That yiclds its sweetness to the burrowing bee,

All ignorant of evil in the waerld,

And innocent as any cloisterel nun,

Yet wise as Phryne ® the arts of love

When I come thirsting to her nectared lips.
Good as the best, and temptmg as ¢he worst,
A saint, a sirefl, and a paradey.
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THE FIRE BRJGADE

HARK ! high o'er the rattle‘md clamour and cjatter
Of thaftic-filled streets, clo you hear that loud
noise ?
And pushing and rushing to see what's the matter,
Like herds of wild cattle, go ‘pell-mg]l the boys.

There’s a fire in the city ! the engines are c8ming!
The bold bells are clan{gmg, “ Make way in the
strect !” . .
The wheels of the hose-cart are spinning md humming
In time to the music of galleping feet.

Make way there ! mike way there ! the horset are flying,
The sparks from their swift hoofs shoot highe? and
higher, .
The crowds are mcreasmg—thc,gamu‘a are crying :
“ Hooray, bovs! ' Hooray, boys I’ “ Come on to
the fire!” -

With clanging and banging and clatter and rattle
The long ladders follows the engins and hose.
The men are all ready to dash into tattle ; .,
But will they come out again? God only knows.

At windows and debrways crowd. questioniing faces ;
There's something about it thet qmckcns one’s
breath.*
How proudly the,brave fellows sit itr thetr places—
* And speed to the gonfljct that may be their. death |
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[ ]
Still faster and faste? and faster and Yaster
The grand horsey Nunder and leap on their way.
The red foe is yondtr,’nd may prove the master;
Tnm out there, bold traffic—turn out there, I say !

For once the loud truckman knows oaths will not
matter,
And rcms in FKis horses and ylclds to his fate,
The engines are coming b’plcasurc-crowds scatter
Let street car angd tn‘ckman and mall waggon wail.

They speed like a comet-—-they pass in a minute ;
* The boys follow on lie a tail to a kite ;

The commonplace street has but tmffic now in it—
The great fire engines have swept out of sight,

THE TIDES

E eareful what rubbish you tqgs in the tide,
, AP On outgoing billows it drifts from your sight,
Bt back on the incoming gvaves it may ride
And land at your threshold again before night.
: ) careful what rubbish you *toss in the jide,

Be careful ahat follies you toss in I#fe's sca,
On bright dagcing billows they drift far away,
But back on the Nemesis'tides they may ‘be
Thrown down-at your threghold an unw clcome da;
Be careful what follies you te# iw youth’s sea,
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WHEN THE REGIMENY CAME FACK

LL the uniforms were blue, all the swordy were
bright and new,
When the regiment went marchmg down the street,
All the men were hale and strong ar thcy proudly
’ moved along,
. Through the cheers that Ui owned the music of‘ their
feet.
Oh the music of the feet kecping(time to drums that
beat,
Oh the splendour and the gluter of the sight,
As with swords and nifles new and in unifornfé of blue
The regiment went marching to the fight!

When the regiment came back il thc guns ‘and swords
were black
And the uniforms had fuded out to grey,
And the faces of the men who marched through that
street again &
Seemed like faces of the %end who lose their way.
For the dead who lose -their way “cannot look mére
wan and § gray.
Oh the sorrow afd the pity of the sight,
Oh the weary lagging feex out of etep with drums
that beat,
As the regimenw comeg marching from fhe fight.
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viro\un TO MAN

“Woman is man's enemy, rival, and competitor.”— JouN
}. IncaLLs.

OU'do but jest, sir, and yoft jest fot well,

HowPcould the hand be enemy of the arm,
Or 3ced and sod be rmals ! ‘How could light
Feel jealoury of heaty plant of the leaf,
Or competitioa dwell *twixt lip and smile ?
Are we not part and parcel of yourselves
Like strands in owe great braid we entertwine
And make the perfect whole®  You could not be,
Unless we gave you birth ; we are the soil
From which you sprang, yet sterile were that soil
Save 2 you planted (Though in the Book we read
One womal\ bore a child with n8 man’s aid,
We find no record of a man-child born
Without the aid of woman ! *Fatherhood
[s but a small achievgment at the best,
While motherhood cothprises heaven and hell.)
This ever-grbwing argupent of sex
Is most unsccmly, and devoid of sefse.
Why gaste more time in contwoversy, when *®
There is ngt time enough for all of love,
Our rightful occupation in this life 3
Why psate of our dcfccti, of where we fail,
When just the story of gur gorth would need

[ ]
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Eternity for tetling, and our bese

Development comes ever thjﬂgh your praise,

As through our praise you rfyach your highest gelf ?

Oh ! had you not been miser of your praise .

And let our virtues be their own reward,

The old-estaplished order of the wold

Would never have been changed, . Small blame is
ours « ¢

For this unsexing of ol;q;cives, and worse

Effeminising of the male. 'We fvere

Content, sir, till you starved us, heart and brain.

All we have done, or wise, or otherwise,

Traced to the rqpt, was dunc for love of you.

Let us taboo all vain comparisons, ¢

And go forth as God meant us, hand'in hand

Companions, matcs, and coiarades evermere ;

Two parts of one divinely ordainad whole,

'THE EARTH

HE earth is yours and mine,
Our God’s bequest.
That testament divine
Whq dare contest ?*

Usurpers of the earth,

¢ We claim our share.

We arg of rqyal birth.
Bewars ! beware!
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U:\loost the hand of greed
From 's fair land,

We claim@ut what we need—
‘T'hat, we demand.

*NOW

LPAVE with God tosmorrea’s where and how,

And do concern my;:lf but with the Now,
That little word, {,hough half the futare's length,
Well used, holds twice its meaning and its strength.

Like one blmdfoldcd proping out his way,

I will Mot try to touch beyond mday.

Sitce all tbq;future is concealed from sight

I need put strive to mpake the next step right.

That done, themext, 2nd so on, till Idiud
Perchance some day I am no longer blind,
And looking up, behold a radisnt Friend
. Who says, “ Rest, gow, for you havereached the end.”

YOU AND '1T0.DA,

ITH every rising of tht sun
Thiak of your life as Just begun

The past has shriv ed and buried decP
All yenerdays-—-thcre Ig? them'sleep,



ki

YOU AND TO-DAY
¢

Nor seck to°summon back #ne ghost
Of that innumerable hotf

Concern yourself with but to-aay ;
Woo it and teach it to obey,

- [ P *
Your wish and will. Since tim: began
To-day hase™zen the friend of man, o

l’ .

But in his blindness andhig sorrow
He looks to yesterday and to-morrow,

¢
You and to-€ay ! a soul sublime
And the great pregnant hour of time,

With God between to blnd the train,*
Go furth, 1 say—attain=—attai,

THE REASON

'O you know what moves the tides
D Astthiey swing from low tqhigh }
*Tis the love, love, love, N

Of the moon within the sky.
Oh! they folloy where she guides,
Da the faithful-Kearted tides.
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Do you know what moves the carth
®ut of »\"inirvinto spring 1
*Tis the love, Bve, love,
Of the sun, the mighty king.
Oh the raptyre that finds birth
In the fiss of sup and earth! »

Do you"know what makes sweet songs
‘Ring for me abpyc wearths strife ?
"Tis the love, lqvc,‘ovc,
That you bring into my life,
Oh the glory of the songs
In the heart whete love belongs!

MISSION

F you are, sighing foi®a lofty work,
If great ambations dominate your mind,
Just watch yourself and see you do not shirk
The common little ways of being kind.

If ygu are dreaming 8f a futpre goal, '
When, crowned with gloly, men shall own your
» power, ¢ .

Be careful that you let no struggling soul

Go by unajded in the present houre

If you are moved to pity for the earth,
And long to aid it, do not look so high,

You pass some%poor, dumb creawire famt with thirst—
All life is equal in the e.termﬂ oy ®
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If you would help to make the wrong thmgs right,
Begin at home: there lies a lifitime's tojl.*

Weed your own gardedi fair for &l men’s sight,
Before you plan to till another's soil,

Got chooses His own Jeaders in the world,
And from the fest He asks but wnllmgf hands.
As mighty mountains into place are hurled, .
While patient tid€s may anh shape the sands,

REPETITiON

VER and over and over
The:e truth: 1 will weave in song—

‘That God’s great plan needs you and me,’
That will is greater than destinyé

Aund that love moves the world alopg.
However mankind may doubt it, -

1t shall listen and herr my creed—
That God may ever be found within,
That the worship of celf is the onl) sin,

And the only devilis greed

Ovcr and over und over
These truths T will say and sing,
That love is mightier far than hate, |
That a2 man s‘own thought is 2 man s own fate,
‘ And that life %5 a guod!y t’hmg



BEGIN THE DAY "

B’E(tIN THE DAY

EGIN eich mornfng with a talk to Ggd,
And ask for your divine inheritance
Of usefulness, conteptment, and success.
Resign all feary all douly, and all despait.
The stars doub? not, and they are undisiayed,
' Though Whirled through spae: 07 duntless centuries,

And told nut why or v‘hcrﬁfore : and the sea
With everlasting ebk and flow obeys,
And leaves the purpose with the unseen Cause,
The star sheds radiance on a million worlds,
The sea ig prodigal with waves, and ye:
No lpstre from the star is lost, and not
One drop is missing from the ocean tides,
Oh! brothes to the star and sea, know all
God's opulence istheld ih trust for those
Who wait serenely.and who work in faith.

- WORDS
RDS are great forces in the realm of life :
Be carcful of their use.e Who talks of hate,
Of poverty, of sicknesg, but scts rife
These verp elements to mar his fatc.

When love, health} happiness, and plenty hear
Their names repeated over day by day,

They wing thelr way like anw?rini‘ﬂirics near,
Then nlestle down withjn our homes to stay,
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Who talks of evit conjures into sHape

The formless thing and givz it Tife andecope,
This is the Jaw : then let no Word escape

‘I'hat ddcs not breathe of everlasting lope, .,

FATE AND I

ISE men tal e tkou, O Fate,
Art invincible andfgreat.

Well, I own thy prowess ; still
Dare I flout thee with gy will.’

Thou canst shatter in a span
All the carthly pride of man.

Outward things thou caust control §
But stand back—1I rule my sogl !
Death? "T's such a little thing—
Scarcely worth* the mentioning.

What has death to do witlf me,
Save to set my spifit free ?

L ]
Something in me dwells, O Fate,
That can rise and dominate.
»

Loss, and sorrow, and disaster,—
How, then, Fate, art thou my master?

In the great primeval morn

My immortgl whl was born,
L]



FATE AND I

Part of thit stupendous Catice
Which concgived the Solar Laws,
Lit the cun;‘gnd filled the scas, |
Royalest of pedigrees.

That gread Cause was Love, the Source
Who nost loves has most of Force?

He who harbours Ha e, hour
Saps the soul of‘ﬂ)eacc and Power,

He who wi]l not hate his foe
Need not dread life’s hardest blow,

In the realm o"brotherhood
Wishing no man aught but good,
Naught but good can come to me—
This is love's sapreme decrec.

Since I bur my door to Hate, »
What have I to fear, O Fate?

Since I fear not—Fate [‘vovg
I the ruler afn, not:t}xoul

ATTAIN MENT

SE all yopr hidden forces. Do not miss
The purpose of this life, and do’not wai
For circumstance to mould gr chagge your fate
In yoyr own self lies Destify, oLet this



36 fi PLEA TO PEACE‘!

Vast truth cast out all fear, all p:e'indicc,'

All hesitation. Know that fp are great®
Great with divinity. So dominate'
Environment, and enter into bliss,”
«Love largely and hate nothing. { Hold no aim
That dos noé chord with upiversal good.
Hear what the voices of the Silence say—
All joys are yours&.®; qu put forth your clgim,
Once let the spiritnal Jang Txe urderstood,
Material things must answer znd ‘obey.

A PLEA TO PEACE

HEN mighty issurs loom before us, al}
The petly great men of ¢he day scem small,
Like pigmies standing in a blaze of light
Before some grim majestic mountain-height.
War, with its blandy and impartial hand,
Reveals the hidden wcakg&s ofa l:md
Uncrowns the heroes trusting Peacg has made~
Of men whese honour & a thing of trade, "
‘And turns the scarghhght full onemany a plate
Where proud conventions long have masked disgrace
O lovely Peace ! as thou art fair be wise,
Demand great men, and great men shall arise -
To do thy bidding. K{vcn as warriors fome,
Swift at the call of¥bugle and of drum,
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So at the voice of Peace, imperative’

As bugle’sgall, shall heroes spring to live

For country and for In every ]and.

In every age, men are what times demand.”
Demand the best, 0 Peace, and teach thy sons
They need not rush in front of death-gharged guns
With murder i their héarts to prove their worth.
The grandest heroes who have graceq the earth
Were love-filled souls w}ro dld not seek the fray,
But chose the ufe,~htrd hlgh and lonely way
Of selfless labour for a suﬁ':nng world.

Beneath our glorious flag again unfurled

In victory such heroes wait to be

Called into bloodless action, Peace, by thee.

Be thou insistent in thy stern demand,

And wisey great men shall rise up in the land,

P{lESUMPTlON'

H,ENEVER Iam pronc to doubt or wonder—
I check myaclf and say, “ That xmghty One

Who mm the solar gystem cannot blundcr——

And for the best all things are belﬂg done.”
Who set the stars on their eternal courses

Has fashioned this stranje carth by some sure plan,
Bow low, bowlow to those ma’esnc fprces,

Nor dare to doubt their wisdom,®uny man.
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You cannot put oné little star in motion,
You cannot shape onc single forest'leaf,

Nor fling a mountain up, nor ainé‘an ocean,
Presumptuous pigmy, large with unbelicf.

Yoy cannot bring one dawn of regal splendour,
Nor bid the dav to shadowy twnhght fall

Nor send the pale moon forth with radiagze tender—
And dare you dqnbgs,h&One who has doneeall ?

"% 8o much is wrong, there is such pain—such sinning.’
Yet look again—bchold how mu.h is right !
And He who formed the world from its beginning
Knows how to guide it upwaid to the light,
Your task, O man, is not to carp and cavil ¢
At God’s achievements, but with purpose strong «
To cling to good, and tutn away from evil,
That is the way to help the world along. '
A

rHIGH NOON

IME'S finger on the dial of my life
Points to high noon! and yet the half-spent day™™
Leaves less than half remaining, for the dark,
Bleak shadows of tle grave engulf the end.,
To those who burn the candle to the tick,
The splutteriftg socket yields*but little light,
Long life is sadder than gn carly death, <
Wc cannot count omravclled thteads of age
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Whereof to weave a fabric.  We must use
The warpand woof tge teady present yields
And toil while daylight lasts. When I beghink
-How brief the past, the future, still more brief,
Calls on to action, gction!  Not for me

Is time for retgospection or for dreams

Not time for $¢lf-laudation or, remorse.

Have I done nobly ?  Then T.xistaot let
Dead yesterday unborp fo-morrow shame,
Have I done wronk} Well, let the bitter taita
Of fruit that turned to ashes on my lip

Be my remindef in temmtation’s hour,

And keep me silent when 1 wouldcondemn,
Som.ctim'cs it takes the acid of a sin

To cleanse the clouded windows of our souls

So pity nmy, shine throdgh them,
L]

L L®oking back,
My faults and errors seem like stepping-stones
That led the way to knowledge df the truth
And made me valuewirtue 3 sorrows shine
In Tainbow colours o'er the gulf of years,

wi{{here lie forgotter plcasures.
Looking forth,

Out to the western sl:y still bright With noon, *
I feel well spurred, and booted for the strife
That ends not till Nirvana“is attained. *

Battling with Yate, with men, apd with myself,
Up the steep summit of my life’s fd¥enoon,
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Three things I learned, three things of precious worth,
To guide and help me down the westcm slape,
I have learncd how to pray, and tonl and save :
To pray for' courage to receive what comes,
Knowing what comes to be dmnclx sent ;
To toil for nnivgrsal good, since thus
And only thus can good gome anto me r
To save, by giving whalgpever I have
, To"those who have not—this slore is gain,

TI—IO.UGHTNMGNE"TS

ITH cach strong thought, with every earnest
longing
For aught thou dcemest needful to thy soul,
Invisible vast forces are set thronging
Between thee and that goal.

"Tis only when seme hidden weakness alters
And changes thy desirg, or makes it less,
That this mysterious army ever faltars
Or stops short of success.

Thought is a mag"net ; and the fonged-fos pleasure,
Or boon, or aim, or ob]ect, is the wteel ;

And its attainment hangs but on the measure
Of what thy soul cay feel, v
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. SMILES

MILE a little, smile a little,
As you go along,

Not nlone.when life is pleasgnt, ,
Bt when things g0 wrong.

oCare delights to see you frpwning,
Loves t0 hefr you sigh ;

Turna sanlmg face upon her—
Quick the dame will fly.

Smile a utue, smite a ntyie,
All along the road ;
Every life must have its burden,
, Every hearvits load.
Why it down in gloom and dar. ness
°
With your grief to sup ?
As you drink Fate’s biger tonic,

Smile across the cup,
o .

Smile upon the troubled pilgrims
Whom' you pass and meet ;
Frowns are thorns, and szmles are b]ossoms
Pit for weary feet, ¢
Do not make the way scem harder
By a sullen face ;
Smilke a little, smile a'littlc,,
Brichten up the olace.®
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Smile upon your undone fabour ;
Not for one who grieves’

O'er his task waits wealth or glory 3
He who smiles achieves.

Though you meet with loss and sorrow
An the passing years,

Smile a little, smile a little,
Even shrough your tears,

THE UNDISCOVER‘ED COUNTRY

AN has explort.d all countries and all lands,
And made his own the secrets of each climg,
Now, ere the world has fully reached its prime,
The oval earth lies compassed with steel bands,
The seas are slaces to ships that touck all strands,
And even the haughty elements, sublime
And bold, yield him their secrets for all time,
And speed like lackeys forth at his commands.
«

Still, though he search frumn shore to distant shore,
And no strange realms, no unlocated plains
Arctleft for his attrinment and cohtrol,
Yet is there one more kingdom to explore?
Go, know «hyself, O man | there yét remains
The undiscovered country of thy soul |
L]
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_THE.UNIVERSAL ROUTE

> we journey along,” with a laugh and 1 song,
4 A We see, on youth's Aower-decked slope,
Like a beacon of light, shining fair on the sight,
The beautiful Statiop of Hope.

But the wheels of old Time roll along as we climb,
And our youth speeds away on the years;
And with hearts thattare numb with life’s sorrows wi
come ‘.
To the mist-covered Statlon of Tears.

Still onward we pass, where the milestones, alas !
Are the tombs of our dead, to the West,

Whre glitters and gleams, in the dying sunbeams,
The syeet, silent St4tion of Rest.

All rest is but chmnge, %ind no grave cgn estrange
The soul from its Parent above ;

And, scorning the rod, it soars Back to its God,
o the limitless ity of Love,

UNANSWERED PRAYERS

IKE sgme scho:)lmaster, kind # being stern,*
Who hears,the children crying o’er their slates
And calling, “ Help me, master " yet helps not,
Since in his silence and refusa] lies |
Their self-development, so God aWides
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Unheeding many prayers, He is not deaf

To any cry sent up from earnest hearts; o
He hears and strengthens when he must deny.
He sees us weeping over life’s hard sums ;

But should He give the key and.dry our tears,
What would jt prpfit us when schoof were done
And not one lesson mastered? ‘r

What 2 world *
‘Were this if all our prayers were answerad. Not
In famed Pandora’s box were such vast ills
As lie in human hearts. Should our desires,
Voiced one by one in prayer, atend to God,
:And come back as evénts shaped to our wish,
What chaos would result!

In 'my fierce youth
I sighed out breath enough to meve a feet,
Voicing wild prayers to heaven for fancied booas
Which were denied ; and that denial bends
My knee to prayers of gratitude each day
Of my maturer years. Yet,ftom those prayers
I rose always regirded for the strife |
And conscious,of new strehgth, Pray on, sad heart,
- ‘Thatewhich thou pleadest for may rot be given,
But in the lofty altitude where souls )
Who supplicatg God’s grace are lifted, <here
Thou shalt find help to bear thy daily lot
Which is not elsewhc.re faand,

.
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THANKSGIVING

walk on starry fields of white
And do not sce the daisies,
For blessings common in our sight
We rarcly offer praises,
We sigh for some supreme dcl?gh‘{
To crown oug liVes with splendour,
And quite ignore our daily store
Of pleasures sweet and tender.

: ’

Oyr cares are bold and pushtheir way

‘Upon our thought and feeling ;
They hang about us all the day,

Qur time from’pleasure stealing.
So unobtrugive muny a joy

We pass by and forget it,
But worry strives to own aur lives

And conquers if we let it.

]

There’s not a day in oll the year
But holds some hidden pleasure,
And, looking back, joys oft appear
Todrim the past’s wide measure,
But blessinge are like friends, I hold‘
Who love and labour near us.
We ought to raise our nqges of praise
While living hea.rts can helr us,

45
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Full many*a blessing wears the guise
Of worry or of trouble;
Far-seeing is the soul, and wise,
Who knows the mask is double.
But he who has the faith and strength
To thgnk his God for sorrow
Has found 2 joy withou alloy
To g'. iden every morrow.

L]
We ought to make the mfoments notes
Of happy, glad Thanksgiving ;
The hours and days a silent phrase
Of music we are living.
And so the theme should swell and gréw
As weeks and nionths pass o'er us,
And rise sublime at thig good time,
A grand Thanksgiving chorus.

CONTRASTS

L]
SEE the tall church steeples—
They reach so far, so far ;
But the eyes of my heart see the world's great mart
o Where the siawing people ate.

I hear the church bells ringing s

Their chimes on the morning air §
Bpt my soul’s gad eag is hurt to hear

The poor ma®'s cry of despair,
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“Thicker and thu:ker the churches,
Neare@and nearer the sky—

But alack for their creeds while the poor man’s needs
Grow decper as years roll by |

THY SHIP

HADST thou a shjp,*in whose vast hold lay stored ,
The pnccless riches of all climes and lands,

Say, wouldst thou let it float upon the seas
Unpiloted, of fickle windwthe sport,

And of wjld waves and hidden rocys the prey ?

Thirk is that ship ; and in its depths concealed
Lies all the wealth of this vast universe—
Yea, lies some parg of God’s omnipotence,
The legacy divine of every soul.

Thy will, O man, thy will is tha, great ship,
And yet behold it dnfnng here and there—
One moment lying motnonlc&; in port,
,Then on high seas by sudden impulse flung,
Then drying on the sands, and yet again
Sent forth on idle qugsts to no-maqs land
To carry nothing and to nothing brmg ;
Till, worn and frexted by the aimless stri ifg
And buffeted by vacillating’ winds,

It founders on®a rock, or springs a lea,
With all its unused treasures 1n the®hold.
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LIFE

Go save thy ship, thou slugga;é; take the wheel
And steer to knowledge, glory, and suecess,
Great mariners have made the pathway plnm
For thee ta follow ; hold thou to the course

Of Concentration Channel, and all things

Shall comegin answer to x!\v swcrvcl ss wish

As come! k{he needle to the magnet's call,

Or sunliglttn the prisoned blade of gréss

That yearns ull winter fdr ¢he kiss of spring.

LIFE

LL in she dark we grope along, «
And if we go amiss '
We learn at least «hich path is wrong,
And there is gain in this. .
We do mat always win ('he rade
By only yrunning right ;
We have to tread the mountain’s base
Before We reach jts height.

The Christs alone no errors made 3
So often had tkey trod

The paths that lead through light and shade,
They hdd become as God.

As Kgishna, Buddha, Christ #pain,
They passed along the way,

And left uhosc mighty truths whith men
But diml¥ eraso to-dav.
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But he who loves himself the last
And knows the use of pain,

Though strewn with errors all his past,
He surcly shall attain.

Some soulsahere are that necds must taste
C¥ wrong, eme choosing rigﬁt/'

We should not call those years.4 waste
Which led us.to the light.

A MARINE ETCHING

YACHT from its harbour robes pulled free,
2 And leaped like a steed o’er the race-track blae,
Then up behind her the dust of the sca,
A gra&%g. drifted, and hid her from view,

“LOVE THYSELF LAST "

OVE thyself laat. Look sear, behold thy duty
To those who walk beside thee down life’s road.
Make glad their days by little acts of beauty .
And help them bearethe burden of garth’s load.

Love thyself l:st. sLook far and find the stranger
Who staggers "neath his stn and his dcspa“u ;
Go, lend a hand, and lead him qut of danger,
To heights where he may sce the ®orld is fair.
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Love thyself last, * The vastnesses above thee
Are filled with Spirit-Forces ; strong and pure
And fervently these faithful friends shall love thee :
Keep thou thy watch o'er others and endure..’

o
Love thyself last, and oh ! such jqy shall thrill thee, "
As neveret %o selfish souls,was givep ;
Whate'er th;\zg a perfect peace will fill thee,
And carth shall*seem the ante-room of Héaven,

Love thyself last, and thou shalt‘gr'mv in spirit
To see, to hear, to know, and dnderstand.
‘The message of the stars, lo, thou shalt hear it,

And all God's joys shall be at thy command.

CHRISTMAS*FANCIES

HEN Ghristmas bells are Avinging above the
fields of snow,
We hear sweet voice! ringing from lands of long ago,
And etched qp vacamt places .
Are half-forBotten faces )
Of friends we used to, cherish, and loves we used te
know -
When Christma Bells are swinging above the fields of .

sSnow.,
. .
Ubprising from the ocean of the present surging near,
We sce, with strange emotion, that & not free from
fear,

e
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1

That contmcnt'Elysun

long vanished from our vision,
Youth’s lovely lost Atlantis, so mourned for and so dear,
U{msmg from the ocean of the present surging near.

When gloomy, gray Cecembers are roused to Christmas
mirth,
wThe dullest life remembers there once was joy on earth,
And draws from youth’s fecesses
Some memory it possesscs,
And, gazing through‘ the lens of time, cxaggerates its
worth,
When gloomy, gray Dcccmber is roused to Christmas
mnrth

When hangmg up the holly or mistletoe, I wis
Each heart recalls some folly that lit the world with bliss.
Not allathe séers and sages
With wisdom of the ages
Can give the mind such pleasure *as memories of that
kiss o . o
When hanging up the holly or amistletoe, I wis.

Por life was made for loving, and love alone jepays,
As passing years are proying, for all of Time's sad ways.
There lies a sting in plcasure,
And fante gives shallow measurg,
And wealth is but a phantom that mocks the restless
dlYS, . »

For life was made for loving. and onl!? lovine pavs.
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When Christmas bells are pcltiugq the air with silver
chimes, ' .
And silences are melting to soft, melodious rhymeb,
Let Love, the world'’s beginning,
End fear and hate tnd sinning ;
Let Love, the (God Eternal, be worshxpped in all climes
When Chr&‘:nas bells are pelting the air with silver
chimes.

THE RIVER

I AM a river flowing from God's sea

Through devious ways. He mapped -y course
for me; “

I cannot change it ; mine aléne the toil

To keep the waters free from grime and soil.

The winding Tiver ends where it began ;

And when my life has compassed its brief span

I must return to that mysterious source.

So let me gather daily off my cotirse

The perfume from the blossoms as 1 pass,

Balm from, the pines, and healing from the grass,

And carry down my current as J go

Not common stones but precious gems to show ;

And tears (the holy water from sad eyes)

Back to God'’s sea, from which all rivers rise,

Let me convey, not Hood from woundtd hesrts,

Nor poison whicn the upas tree imparts.
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When over flowery vales I leap with Moy,
Let me not devastate them, nor destroy,
But rather léave them fairer to the sight;
Mine.be the ot to comfort and delight. -
Apd if down awful chasms I needs must leap,
Let me not murmur st my lot, but sweep
On bravely to the end without one fear?
\ Knowing that He who planned my ways stands near.
Love sent me forth, to Lqve I go agfin,
For Love is all, and ovtr all. Amen,

SURRY
)
THEkE is much that makes me sorry as I journey

sdown life's way,
And 1 seep to see more'pathoa in poor human lives

eachday. o »
I'm sorry for the strong, brave men Wwho shield the
weak from harm, .

But !vho, in their own troubled hows, find no pro-
tecting arm.

J'm sorry for the victors who have reached success, to
stand ) ¢

As targets for the arrows shot by envloas failure’s hantl.

I'm sorry for®the generous hearts who freely shared
their wine, ¢

But drink along the gall of tears in fortune’s drear
decline.
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I'm sorry for the souls who hmfd thexr own fame’s
funeral pyre,

Derided by the scornful throng like ice dcrldmg fire.

I'm sorry for the conquering ones who know not sin’s

defeat, .
But daily tread down fierce desirl *neath scorched and
bleediny, feet. > ¢

Pm sorry for th~ anguished heaits that break with
passion’s strain,

But I'm sorrier for the poor stvrvcd souls that never
knew love’s pain,

Who hunger on through barrcn years not tasting joys
they crave, .

For sadder far is such a lot than weeping o’cr a grave.

P’m sorry for the souls that come unwelcomeg into birth,

I'm sorry for the unloved old who cymber up the earth,

I'm sorry for the suffering poor in life’s great maelstrom
hurled— ‘

In truth, I'm sogry for them all who make this achmg
world. < &

But undcrneath whate’er seems sad and is not understoody

I know there lies hid from our ught * mighty germ of

L] goo d T
And this bellef stands firm by mey my ‘termon, motto,
text—" .

The sorriest things in_this life will scerg grandest in the
next.
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)

[}
AMBmON's TRAIL

F'4ll the end of this continuous strmng
- Were simply fo attain,
«How poor would seem the planning and contriving,
The endless urging®and the hurried dnvmg,
Of body, heert, and brain |’

But evey in the wake of true achigving
There shines Yhis glowing trail—
Some other soul will be spurred on, conceiving
New strength and hope, in its own power believing,
Because /hou Adst not fail.

Not thine alone the glory, nor th? sorrow,
" If thou dost miss the goal;
Undreamed of lives in wany a far to-morrow
From thee their weakness or their force’shall borrow—
On, o1, ambitions soul,

UNCONTROLLE.D

HE mighty forces of nfystcnous space
Are one by one subdued by lordly man.
The awful lightning that for cons ran
Their devastating and untrammelled®race,
Now bear hit mesgages from place to place
Like carrier doves. ‘The winds lead on his van 3
The lawlesy elements no longer can
Retist hiy strength, but yield with sellen grace
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¢
His bold feet scaling heights before tintrod,
Light, darkness, air and water, heat and gold,
He bids go forth and bring him power and pelf.
And yet, though ruler, king, and demi-god, .
He walks with his fierce passions uncontrolled,
The conqueror of all things—“ave himself,

WILL

OU will be what you will to be

Let failure find its false content

In that poorword * environment,”
But spirit scorns it, and is free.

It masters time, it conquers space, ‘
It coweg that boastful thickster Chance,
And bids the tyrant Circumstance

Uncrown and @ a servant’s place.

The human Will, thit force ‘unseen,
The offspring of a deathless Soul,
Can.hew the way to any goal,

. Though walls,of granite intervene.

@
Be not impatient in delay, %

But wait as one who understands;
When spirit risgs and commgnds
The gods aré*ready to obey.
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The river seeking for the sea

® Confronts the dam and precipice,
Yet knows it cannot fail or mjss ;

You will be what you will to be !

TO AN ASTROLOGER
s

AY, seer, I do not doubt thy mystic lore,
Nor question that the tenor of my life,

Past, present, and #he future, is revealed
There in my horoscope. 1glo believe
That yon dead moon compels the haughty seas
To ebb and flow, and that my natal star
Staads like a stern-browed sentinel in space
And challegges events; nor lets one grief,
Or joy, or failure, or success, pass on
To mar or bless my earthly lot, until
It proves its Karmic r.ight to ceme to me.

[ J
All this I grant, but more than this 1 Anoew !
Before the solar systems were conceived,
When nothing was but the einnamable,
My spirit lived, an atom of the Cause.
Through countless ages and in magy forms
It has existed, ere it entered in
This human frame to sepve its little day
Upon the earth. ‘The deathless Me of me,
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ok e b

The spark from that great all-creativé fire,
Is part of that eternal source called God,
And mightier than the universe.

Why, he
Who knows, and knowing, never once forgets
The pedigrec divine of his own soul, ‘
Can conquer, shape, and govern destiny, . -
And use vast spaze as "twerp  board for chess

+ With stars for pawns ; can change his horoscope
To suit his will ; turn failure v. success,
And from preordained sorzows, harvest joy.

There is no puny, planet, sun, or moon,

Or zodiacal sign which can control

The God in us! If we bring #/af to bear
Upon cvents, we meuld them to our wish ;
"Tis when the infinite 'neath the finitc gropes
That men are governed by their horoscopes.

THE TENDRIL’S FATE

NDER the snow, in the dark and the cold,
A palg little sprout was humming ;
Sweetly it sang, 'negth the frozen, mould,
Of the beautiful days that were coming,

“ How foolish your songs I” said a lut‘np of clay ;
“What is there, I ask, to prove them ?

Just look at the walls b&ween you and the day,
Now, have you the strength to move them ¥
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But under the ice and under the snow
The Pale little sprout kept singing,
%] cannot tell how, but I know, T knqw,
* I know what the days are bringing.

% Birds, and blofsoms, and buzzing bees,
Blue, blue skies #hove me,

Bloorh on the meadows and buds on the trees
And the great glad sun to 18ve me.”

A pcbble spoké mext : “You are quite absurd,”
It said, * with yous song’s insistence ;

For I never saw a tree or a bird,
%0 of course there are non& in existence.”

*But I know, I kngw,” the tendril cried,
In beautiful sweet unreason ;
Till lo! frog its Prison, glm‘iﬁcdb
It burst in the glad spring season,

THE "PIMES

HE times are not degenerate. Nan's faith
Mounts higher than ofeold. No crumpling
«reed
Can take from'the immortal soul the geed
Of that supreme Creator, God. The wraith
Of dead blliefs we cherished in our youth
Fades but to let us welcome newborn Truth
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Man may not worship at the ancient shrine
Prone on his face, in self-accusing scorn”
That night is past. He hails a fairer niorn,

And knows himself a something all divine; *
Not humble worm whose heritzge is sin,

But born of Qud, he feels the Christ within.

Not loud his prayers, as in the olden time,
But deep his reverence for that-mighty force,
That occult working of the great, All-Source,

Which makes the present era 'so sublime.
Religion now means somefi:ing high and broad,
And man stood nqyer half so near to God. |

THE QUESTION

BESIDE us ih our seeking after pfgasurcs,

Through all our restless striving after fame,
‘Through all our search for worldly gains and treas'.ves,
There walketh one whom no min likes to name, "

Silent he follows, veiled of form and feature,
Indifferent, if we sorrow or rejoice,

Yet that day comes when every liying creature
Must look upon his face and hear his vqice.

When that day comes to you, and Dc.ath, unmasking,
Shall bar your path, and say, “ Behold the end,”

What are the questjons Phat he will be asking
About your past? Have you considered, friend ?
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I think he will not chide you for your sinning,

Nor for your creeds or dogmas will he care ;

Ho will but ask, “ From your life's first byinning
» How many burdens bave you helped to bear ?”

SORROW'S USES
L}

HE usgs of sorrow I comprehend
Better ahd better at 2ach vear's end.

Deeper and decper'l seem to see
Why and wherefore it has b be,

Only after the dark, wet days
Do we fully rejoice in the sun’s bright rays.

[
Swecter the crust tastes after the fast
Than the sated gourmand’s finest repast.
L J

The faintest cheer sounds nevep amiss
To the actor %ho onr.g has heard a hiss.

To one who the sadness of freedom knows,
Light seem the fetters love may impose.

. LY
And hg who has dwelt with his heart alone,
Hears all the music in friendship’s {one.

So bettqr and better I comprehend
How sorrow ever would be ogr friend.
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IF

WiXT what thou art, and what thou wouldst be,
Tet *
No “If” arise op which to lay th® blame.
Man makes a mountain of thaf puny wdtd,
But, like a blade of grass before the scythe,
It falls and withers when a hiftnas w I,
Stirred by creative force, sweeps toward its aim,

Thou wilt be what thou coulgdst be. Circumstance
1s but the toy of genius.  When a soul

Burns with a god-like purpose to achieve,

All obstacles between it and its goal

Must vanish as the dew beford the un.

“If” is the mojto of the dilettinte 4

And idle dreamer ; ’us the poor excuse

Of mediocrity, Thestruly great

Know not the ward, or know it but to scorn,
Else had Joan of Arc a pgasant died,
Uncrowned by glory and by men unsung,

WHICH ARE YOU? N

[ ]
: HERE, arce two kinds of people on earth to-day ;
Just two kinds of people, no more, I say.

.
Not the sinner ang saint, for it's well understood
The good are half bad, and the bad are half good.
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Not the rich and the poor, for to rate a man’s wealth
You must firt know the state of his conscience and
health. i

Not the humble and proud, for, in life’s little span,
Who puts on vain airs 1s not counted a man.
N .

oNot the happy and sad, for the swift flying years
Brings each man his laughter, and &%€h man his tears.

No ; the two kinds of people on earth I mean,
Are the people who lift and the people who lean,

Wherever you go, you will find the aarth’s masses
Are always divided in just these two classes,

And, only enough, you wilf find too, I ween,

There’s ohly one hftcr to twenty who lean.
*

In which class are your Are you easing the load
Of overtaxed lifters, who toil down the road ?

Or lre§ ou a leaner, whd lets otfjers share
Your portion of labour and worry and care ?

THE CREED TO BE
[ ]

UR thoughts are moulding unmade $pheres,
And, lxke a bleasmg or a curse,
They thundef down the formlBss years,
And ring throughout the universe,
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\rHE CREED TO #E

We build our futures by the shape
Of our desires, and not by acts.
Thete is no pathway of escape ;
No priest-made creeds can alter facts.
(Y
Salvation‘is not begged or boughe,
Too long this selfish hope sufficed ; |
Too long mah recked with luwless thought,
And leaned upon a torturfd Christ.

Like shrivelled leaves, these worn-out creeds
Are dropping from Rcligion's tree ;

The world begins to know its needs, ¢
And souls are crying to be free,

Free from the load of fgar and grief, *
Man fashioned in an ignordnt age ;
Free from the ache of unbelief

He fled to in rebellious rage.

4
' <

No church can bi#d him to the things
That fed the first crude souls, evolved §
For, mounting up on daring wings,
He queftions mysteries all unsolved.
[ ]
Abové the chant of priests, above
The blatant voice of braying dpubt,
He hears the, still, small voice of Love,
Which sends its simple message out,
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And clearer, 8weeter, day by day
o3 andate echoes from the skies,
% Go roll the stone of self away,
And let the Christ within thee rise”

L
. INSPIRATION o

OT like a daring, bold, aggressive boy,
Is inspiration, dager to Plirsue,
But rather like a maiden, fond, yet coy,
Who gives herself to him who best doth woo.

Once she may smile, or tﬁricc, thy soul to fire,
In passing by, but when she tufns her face,
Thou must persist and scek her with desire,
1£ thou wouldst win tde favour of her grace.

And if, 1ke some winged bird, she cleaves the air,
And leaves thee spent and stricken 8n the earth,
Still must thou strive to follow gven there,
c’fhut she may know thy valour and thy worth.
e

T"r2n shall she come unvcih’lg all her charms,
Giving thee joy for pain, and smiles for tears;

Then shalt thou clasp her with possessing®arms,
The while she mutrmurs music {n ¢hine ears.

Bur ere her %iss has faded from thy checls,

She shall flice from thes over hill and glade,
So must thou geck and ever segk and seek
*  For cach new conquest of this phantom maid.
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THE WISH

HOULD some great angel say to me to-morrow,
¢ Thou must retread thy pathway from the start,
But God will grant, in pity, for thy sorrow, .
Some one dear wish, the nuarest to thy heart.”

This were my wish {—frdm my 1ifé's dim beguming
Let be what bm been ! wisdom plannedethe whole ;
My want, my woc, my efror:, and my sinning,
All, all were needed lessons for my soul,

THREE FRIENDS

F all the blessings which my life has.'known,
I value most, and inost praise God for three :
Want, Loneliness, and Pain, those comrades true,

Who masqgeraded in the garb of foes

For many a year, and filled my heart with dread.
Yet fickle joys, like false, preunuous fnenda,
Have proved less worthy than this trio, Firs

Want taught me labbur, led me up the steep
And toilsome paths to hills of pure delight,
Trod on]y by the feet that know fatigue,
And yet press on until the heights appeur.
Then Iqueliness and hunger of the heart
S2nt me upreaching to the realms of space.
Till all the silences grew eloquent,®

And all theiFloving forces hailed me friend,

LCY
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Last, pain taught prayer! placed in my hand the stafl
Of close communion with the over-soul, :

That I might lean upon it to the end,

And find myself made strong for any strifé,

*And then these three who had pursued my steps
Like stern, relentle®t foes, year after gear,
Unmasked, ad turned®their faces full on me,
And lo » they were divinely beautiful,

For through them sdon? the lustrous eyes of Love.

* YOU NEVER CAN TELL

OU never can tell when you send a word,
"Like an arrow shot from a bow
y an archer blind, be it cruel or kind,
Just®where it may, chance to go.
+. It may pierce Phe breast of your dedest tricud,
Tipped with its poison or balm;
o a stranger’s heart in life’s great mart,
It may carry it# pain og its calm®

You never can tell when ;ou do an act
' Just what the result will be; .
But with every degd you are sqwipg a seed.
s Thougly the harvest you may not see.
Bach kindly act is an acorn dropped
In God's productive oil.
You may n8t know, but the ¢gree shall grow,
With shelter for those who toil?
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(HERE AND NOW

You never can tell what your tho/nghts will do,
In bringing you hate or love;

For thoughts are things, and their timr“‘y wings
Aré swifter than carrier doves. .

They follow the law of the universe—
Each thing must create it kind;

And they speed o’er the arack to bring you back
Whatever went out from your mind.

HERE AND NOW

ERE, in the heart of the world,
Here, in the noise and the din,

Here, where our sprits were hurled

To battle with sorrow and sin,
This is the place and the spot

Fof krowledge of infinite things;
This is the kingdom where Thought

Can conquer the prowess of kings,

Wait for no heavenly life,
(Scck for no temple alonc;
Here, in the midst of the strife,
Knoiv what the sages have known,
Seg what the Perfect Ones saw*-
God in the depth of each soul,
God as the light and the law,,
Godus,beginning and goal.



(HERE AND NOW' 69

Earth is oq; chamber of Heaven,
Daath is no grander than birth.
Joy in the life that was given,
Serive for perfection on earth;
-Here, in the turmoil and roar,
Show what it is to be calm,
Show hdw the sptrit can soar
*And bring back its healing and balm.

Stand not aloof nor apart,
Plunge ir? the thick of the fight;
“There, in the streetyand the mart,
That is the place to do right.
Not in some cloister or cav,
"Not in some kingdom above,
Here, on this side of the grave,
‘Here, should we labour and love,

UNCONQUERED

HOWEVER skilled and ssrong art thou, my foe,
However fierce is thy Yelentless hate,
Though firm thy hand, and strong thy aim, and
straight . .,
Thy poisoned Jrrow leaves the bended bow,
To pierce the target of my heart, ah ! knows
I am the master yet of my own fate.
Thou canst n8t rob me of my pest estate,
Though foitune, fame, and friends, yel, love shall go.
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Not to the dust shall my true self Ec hurled,
Nor shall I meet thy worst assaults dispayed ;
When a]l things in the balance are well weighed.
There is but one great danger in the world—
Thou canst not force my soul to wish thee ill,
That is the quly evil that can ill.

ALL THAT LOVE ASKS

LL that I ask,” says Love; “is just to stand
And gaze, unchidvd, deep 1n thy deat eyes;
For in their depths lies largest Paradise.
Yet, if perchance one pressure of thy hand *
Be granted me, then joy { thought complete .
Were still inore sweet,

“ All that I as},” says Love, «all that I ask,
Is just thy hand-clasp. Could I brush thy check
As zephyrs brush ‘a rose leaf, words are weak
To tell the bliss in which my sonl would bask.
There is no langnagcmbut would desecrate
A joy so great.
<

“All that I ask, is just one tender touch
Of that soft cheek Thy pulsing ptlm in mine,
Thy darl eyes lifted in a trust divine,
And those curled lips that tempt me overmuch
Turned where I may not scize the supreme bliss
Of ¥ne mad kiss,
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“All that I ask,” says Love, “ of life, of death,
Or of hlghﬂxeaven itself, is just to stand,
Glance melting into glance, hand twined In hand,
The while I drink the ncctar of thy breath
In one sweet kiss, bat one, of all thy store,
I ask no morgy”’

< All that I ask "—nay, self- decelvmg Love,
Reverse thy phrase,%o fhus the *words may fall,
In place of <“all | ;ak,” say, “I ask all,”
All that pertains to earth or soars above,
All that thou wert, art, will be, body, soul,
" _ Love asks the whole. »

“DOES IT PAY "

IF one poor burdened toiler o'er life’s road,
Who meets us by the way,

Goeson less conscious of his galling load,
Then life, indedd, dom?ay.

If we can show one troubled heart the gain

That lies alway in loss, .
Why, then, we teosare paid forallsthe pain
Of bearjpg life’s hard cross.

If some despondent soul, to hope is stirr’ed,
Some sad Jip made to smile,

By any act of ours, or any word,
Then, life has been worth while.
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SESTINA

WANDERED o'er the vast green plains of, youtll,
And searched for Pleasare. On a distant height”
Fame’s silhoueite stood sharp agfinst the skics.
Beyond vast crowds that thrénged a toad highway
I caught the glimmer of a golden goal, .
While from a blooming bowér sthiled siren Love.

Straight gazing in her eyes, 1 laighed at Love
With all the haughty insolence of youth,

As past her bower,I strode to seck my goal

« Now will I climb to glory’s dizzy height,”

I said, “for there above thé common way .
Doth pleasure dwell companioned by the skies.”

But when I rfached that summit nEar the skies,

So far from man I gmemed, so far from Love—

“ Not here,” I cried, * doth Pleasure find he¥ wgy,"”
Seen from the distant berderland of youth,

Fame smiles upon us ffém her sun-kissed height,
But frowns in shadows when we reach the goal.

*Fhen were mihe dyes fixed on‘that glittering goal,
Dear to all sense—sunk souls beneath whe skies,
Gold tempts the artist from the lofty height, ’
Gold lures the maiden from the arms ¢ of Love,
Gold buys the §resh,fingenuous heart ‘of youth,

“ And gold,” 1 said, “ ~ill show me Pleasure’s way.”
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But ah! the so1l una discord of that way,

Where savagethordes rushed headlong to the goal,
Dead to the best impulses of their youth,

Bhnd to the azure beauty of the skies ;

Dulled to the voice of conscience and of love,

They wandered far from Truth’s eterngl height.
'

Then Trath spoke tg me from that noble height,
Saying, * Thou didst ‘pas? Pleasure on the way,

She with the yearmpg eyes so full of Love,

Whom thou disdained to seek for glory’s goal.
Two.Jlending paths beneath God's arching skies
Lead ltrayght to Pleasure. Ah! blind heart of youth,
Not up fame's height, not toward the base god’s goal,
DothePleasure make her way, but 'neath calm skies
Where Duty walks with Love in endless youth.”

,=~ . THE OPTIMIST
THE fields were bleak arfjl sodden.

Not a wing
Or note enlivened the depressing wood ;
A soiled and sullen, stubborn snowdrif} stood
Beside the rogdway. Winds came muttering
Of storms to be, and brought the chilly stiag
Of icebergs in their breath. Stalled cattle mooed
Forth plaintive pleadings for whe earth's green food.
No gleam; no hint of hope in )nythmg
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The sky was blank and ashen, like :be face

Of some pqor wretch who drains life’s ®up too fast.

Yet, swaying to and fro, as if to fling

About chilled Nature its lithe arms of grace,
Smiling with promise in the wmrry blast,

The optimistic Willow spoke of sprmg

¢ «
THE PESSIMIST

HE pessimistic locust, last to leaf,

Though all the world s glad, still talks of grief,

AN INSFIRATION

HOWEVER the battle is egded,
Though proudly the victor comes
With fluttering flags and prancing nags .
And echoing roll of drums,,
Still truth proclalmuhns motto

In letters of living light,—
No qudition is ever settled
Until it imsettled right.

Thoughsthe heel of the strong oppressor
May grind the weak in the dust,

And the voices of dame with one a&laim
May call B greag and just,
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Let those who applaud take warning,
And Rep this motto in sight,— -
No quemon is ever settled
*Until it is settled righe.

Let those who hive failed take cougage ;
Though “the enemy seems to have won,
‘Thoagh his Lﬁ are strong, if he be in the wrong
‘The battle is hot Yet donc ;
For, sure as thg morning follows
The darkest hour of; the night,

No question is ever settled
Until it is settled right.

Old man bowed down with labour!

* Old woman young, yet old !

O hélart oppressed in the toiler’s breast
And crush®d by the power of giAd |

Keep on with your weary bajtle

#Agsinst triumphant might ;

No question is eVver scttled
Until it is setrled right,

[ ]
LIFE'S HARMONIES

ET no man pray that he know not sorrow,
Let no soul ask to be free from pain,
For the gall of to-day is the"sveet gf to-morrow,
And the moment’s loss iprthe lifetime’s gain.
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Through want of a thing does its worth redouble,
Through hunger's pangs does the fefit content,

And only the heart that has harboured trouble ,
Can fully rejoice when joy is seat.

Let no man shrink from the bicter tonics
Of grief, afid yearning, snd ne:},nnd strife,
For the rarest chords in the soul’y ¥armonics
Are found in the' minor s:raills of life,

PREPARATION

E must not force eventa, but rather mlke

The heart¢soil ready for their coming, as
The earth spreads carpets for the feet of Spring,
Or, with the strengthening tonic of the frost, *
Prepares for winter. Should a July noon.
Burst suddenly upon a frozen wornd
Small joy would foilow, even though that warld
Were longing for the Summer. Should thé<ing
Of sharp Decomber picrce the heart of June, *
What death and devasmtion would ensue !
All things are planned. The most majestic sphere
That whifls through space is governed and controlled
By supreme laW, ds is the blade of grass
Which through the bursting bosom of ¢he earth
Creeps up®to kiss the light. Poor, puny man
Alone doth strive and battle with the Force
Which rules alf lives®and worlds, and ke alone
Demands effect befouvqroducmg camse,
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.
How vain the hope! We cannot harvest joy
Until we s&w the seed, and God alone
Knpws when that seed has ripened. Oftawe stand
.And: watch the ground with anxious, brooding eyes,
Complaining of the slow, unfruitful yield,
Not knowing that the shadow of oumelves
Keeps off the nlight tnd delays result.
Sometimes our fié4e ipatience of desire
Doth like a sultry May force tender shoots
Of:half-formed pleasures and unshaped events
To ripen prematurely, and we reap
But.disappointment ; or we rot the germs
With briny tears ere they have fime to grow.
While étars are born and mighty planets die
Arfd hissing comets scorch the brow of space,
The Uhiverse keeps its eternal calm.
Through patien® preparation, year or year,
The earth endures the travail of the Spring
And™nter's desolation.  So our souls
In grand submission to a hjgher law
Should move serene through all the ills of life,
Believing them masked joys.

[ * o
GETHSEMANE

IN golden youth when scems tht earch
A Summex-land of singing mirth,
When souls are glad and hary are light,
And not a shadow lru in sight,
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.
We do not know it, but there lies
Somewhere veiled under evening Skie
A garden which we all must see—
The garden of Gethsemane.

With joyous steps we go eur ways,
Love leilds a halo to qur days ;

Light sorrows sail like clou\ja‘far, .
We laugh, and’ say how szung we are,
We hurry on ; and hurrying, go

Close to the borderland of Woe

That waits for yon\and waits for me—
Forever waxts Gethsemane,

Down ahadow; lanes, across strange st,reams,
Bridged over by our broken dreams ; .
Behind the misty caps of years,

Beyond the great salt fount qf tears,

The garden Les. Strive as you may,

You cannot miss it in your way ;

All pathg that have been, or shall be,

Pass somewhere tfirough Gethsemane.

All those who journey, soon or late,
Must pass within the garden’s gate ;
Must kn&¢l dlone in darkhess there,
And battle with some fierce despair.
God | pny those who cannot say, o
« Not mine but Thine”; ; who anly pray,
4 Let thig cup $as,” and cannot see
_The purpose in Ogghsemane.
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GOD'S MEASURE

OD measures souls by their capacisy
For entertaining his best Angel, Love,
Who loveth most xs nearest kin to God,
Who is all Love, or Nothmg .
3 He who sits
And iooks out & xks palpitating world,
And feels his heart swell in him large enough
To hold all met avithin it, he is near
His great Creator’s startard, though he dwells
Outside the pale of churches, and knows not
A feast-day from a fast-day, or'a line
Of Scripture even. What God wants of us
Ts that outreaching bigness that ignores
All littleness of aims, or loves, or creeds,
And clasps all’Earth and Heaven in its embrace,

NOBLESSE OBLIGE,

HOLD it the duty of one who is giftcd
And specially dowered in all men’s gight,
To know no rest till his life is lifted
Fully up to his great gifis’ hexght.

He must mould the man into rare completeness,

" For gems are set only In gold refined.

He must fasflon his thoughts anto perfect sweetness,
And cast out folly and pride from his mind.
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For he who drinks from a god's :ald fountuin

. Of art or music or rhythmic song &

Must sifé from his soul the chaff of malice,* '
And weed from his heart the roots of wiong.

Great gifts should be worn, lile a crown befitung,
And not like gems in a beggar's hands !

And the toil must be constant ;'tédﬂnremitting
Which lifts up the king «.’¢ crown’s demands.

THROUGH TEARS

N artist thiled over his pictures; «
He laboured by night and by day,
He struggled for glory and honour
Bat the world, it had nothing to say.*
His walls were ablaze with the $plendours
We see in the beautiful skies ;
But the world beheld only the colours
That were made qut of chemical dyes.

Time sped. And he lived, loved, and suffered ;
He passed through the valley of grief. -
Again he taled over his canvas, 5
Since in labour alone was relief.
It showéd not the splendour of colours
Of those of his earlier years;
But the world ? the warld bowed dbwn before it
.. Because it wis painted with tears.
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A poct way gnfued with genius,
And Jﬂ,ung, and he sang gl the days,
He ‘wrote for the praise of the people, ,
* But the people accorded no praise.
Ob ! his songs were as blithe as the morning,
As sweet as the music of birds;,
But the world had nb homage to offer,
Because they ¢ze nothing but words.

Time sped. Apd the poct through sorrow
Became like his suffaring kind.

Again he toiled over his poems
"To lighten the grief of hisxmind.

They were not so flowing and rhythmic

*  As those of his carlier years;

But'the world ? lo! it offered its homage,
Because they were written in tears,

So ever the price must be given
By those secking glory 1n art g
So ever the world is repaying
The grief-stricken, suffering heart.
The happy must ever be humble ;
Ambition must wait for the yrars
Ere hoping to win the approval
Of a world that looks on throug!® its tears.
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WHAT WE NEED

HAT does our country nced? No armies
standing '

With sabres gleaming ready fqr the fight;
Not increased navies, skilful gnd commanding,

To bound the waters with an iron might ;
Not haughty men with gluttedgurses trying

To purchase souls, and keep the power of place ;
Not jewelled dolls with one anothér vying

For palms of beauty, elégance, and grace.

But we want women, strong of soul, yet lowly,
With that rare meckness, born of gentlencss;
Women whose lives are pure and clean and holy,*
The women whom all little children bless ¢

Brave, carnest women, helpful to eash other,
With finest scorn for all things low and mean;

Women who hold the names of wife and mother
Far nobler thzn the title of a queen.

Oh ! these are they who mould the men of story,
These methers, ofttimes shorn of grace and youth,
Who, worn andyveasy, ask no greater glory
Than making some young soul the hon%e of truth ;
Who sow in tearts all fallow for the sowing
The seeds of virtue and of scorn for sin,
And, patient, watch the beauteous harvtst growing
And weed out'tares which crafty hands cast in ;
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Women who do nét hold the gift of beauty
As some riyre treasure to be bought and sold,
But guard it as a precious aid to duty—
The outer framing of the inner gold ;
‘Women who, low above their cradles bending,
Let flattery’s voice'go by, and give no heed,
While their pure prayers like incense are ascending;
These are our country's pride, our country’s need.

PLEA TO SCIENCE

SCIENCE, rcaching backward through the
» distance,
Most carnest child of God,
Expbsing all the secrets of existence,
With thy divining rod,
I bid thee speed &p to the heights supernal,
Clear thinker, ne’er sufficed ;
Go seck and bind the laws and truths eternal,
But leave me Christ, | ’

Upon the vanity of pious sages
Let in the light of day ;

Break down the superstitions of all ages—
Thrust bigotry away ;

Stride on, and bid all stubborn foes defiarce,
Let Truth and Reason reign :

But I bescech ehee, O Immorta) Science,
Let Chiist remain,
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What canst thou give to help me Bear my crosses,
In place of Him, my Lord ¥

And what to recompense for all my lossos,
And bring me sweet reward ?

Thou couldst not with thy clear, cold eyes of reason;
Thou gouldst not comfott me

Like One who passed through that tear-blotted season
In sad Gethsemane ! -

Through all the weary, wearing hour of sorrow,
What word that thou hait said

Would make me strong to wait for some to-morrow
When I should find my dead ?

When I am weak, and desolate, and lonely—~
And prone to follow wrong ?

Not thou, O Science—Christ, my Saviour, only
Can make me strong,

Thou art so cold, to lofty, and so distant,
Though great my need might be,
No prayer, however coustant afid persistent,
Could bring thee down to me.
Christ stands so near, to help me through cach hour,
To gujde me day by day
O Science, sweeping all before thy power—
Lesve Christ, I pray ! ¢
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RESPITE

HE mighty conflict, which we call existence,
Doth wear upon the body and the soul,
Our vital forces wasted"in resistance, o
So much there is to conduer and control.

The rock which meets the billows with defiance,
Undaunted and unghaken day by day,
In spite of its unyielding selfpeliance,
Is by the warfare surely worn away.
[ ]
And there'are depths and heights of strong emotions
Thag surge at times within the human breast,
More fiercg than all the tides of all the oceans
Which sweep on gver in divine unrest.

I sometimes think the rock worn with adventares,
And sad with thoughts of conflicts yeg to be,
Must envy the frail reed whiciP no one censures,

When, overcome, 'tis swallowed by the sea,

This life is all resistancg and repression.,
Dear God, if in that other world unseen,
‘Not rest we finid, but new life and progresston,
Grant us a respite in the grave between,
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) SONG

SONG

PRAISE me not with your lips, dear one |
Though your tender words I prize,
But dearer by far is the soulful’ gaze
Of your eyes, your beautiful eves,
Your tender, loving eyss.

O chide me not with your lips, dear one | -
Though I cause your “osom sighs.
You can make repentance deejer far
By your sad, reproving eyes,
Your sorrowful, troubled eyes,

Words, at the best, are but hollow sounds ;
Above, in the beaming skies,
The constant stars :ay never a word,
But only smile with their eyes—
Smile en with t.hcir lustrous eyes,

Then breathe no vow with your lips, dear one-
On the*winged wind speech flies,
Buot I read the truth of your noble heart
In your soulful, speaking eyes—
In your deep and beautiful eyes.
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MY SHIPS

F all the ships I have at sea
Should come a-sailing hoine to me,
Ah, well! the hgrbour could not hold
So many sails as there would be ®
If all my ships came in from sea.

If half my ships came home from sea,
.And brought their precious freizht to me,
Ah, well | I shduld h.u; wealth as great

As any king who sits in state—
So rich the treasurcs that woyld be
In Ralf my ships now out at sea.

df just one ship 1 have at sea

Shorld come a-sailing home to me,

Ah, well ! the storm-clouds then might frown;
For if the others all went down,

Still rich and proud and glad’1'd be

If that one shipgame back to mes

If that one ship went down at sca
And all the others came to me,
Weighed down with gems ang weglth untold,
With glory, honours, riches, gold,
The po8rest soul on earth I'd be
"If that one ship came mot to me.

O skies, b8 ulm ! O winds, blovx free—
Blow all my slups safe home to me !

87
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HER LOVE

But if thou sendest some a-wrac'i(,
To never more come sailing back,
Send any—all that skim the sea,
But bring my love-ship home to me,

HER L@VE

HE sands upon the ocean side

‘Fhat change about with cvery tide,

And never true to one abide,
A women’s love I lifen to.

The summer zephyrs, light and vain,

That sing the same alluring strain

To every grass blade ¢n the plain—
A woman’s love is nothing more.

The sunshine of an April day

That comes to warm you with its ray,

But while you stiils has lown away—
A woman's love is iike to this.

God made poor woman with no heart,

But gavg her skill, and tact, and art,

And so she Jjves, and plays her part.
We must not blame but pity her.

She leans’ to man—but just to hear

The praise he whispers in her ear;

Hers¢lf, not him, she holdeth dear—
O fool! to be deceived by her.
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To sate her selfish thirst she quaffs
The lovk of strong hearts in sweet graughts,
Then throws them lightly by and laughs,
-+ Too weak to understand their pain.
As changeful asghe winds that blow
From every region tp and fro,
Devoid of heart, she cannot know
The suffering of a human heart,

EAR love, if you and I could sail away,
With snowy pennons to the winds unfurled,
Acress the waters of some unknown bay,
And find some island far from all the world ;

If we could dwel? there, evermore alone,
While unrecorded years slip by apace,
Forgetting and forgotten and unknown
By aught save nattve song-pirds of the place;

If Winter never visited that land,

And Summer’s lap spilled o’er with fruits and flowers,
And tropic trees casteshade on cvery hand,

And twin.éd boughs formed sleep-inviting bowers ;

If from the fashions of the world set frec.,
And hid away from all its jealous strife,
I lived alone for you, and you for mee—
Ah'! then, dear love, how sweet were wedded life.
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But since we dwell here in the crowded way,
Where hurrying throngs rush by to skek for gold,
And all i commonplace and work-a-day
As soon as love's young honeymoon grows o'd ;- |

Since fashion rules and nature yields to art,
And life is hurt by daily jar and fret,

"Tis best to shut such dreams down in the heart
And go our ways alone, love, and forget.

LOVE'S BURIAL

ET us clear 2 Lttle space,
And make [ ove a burial-place,

He is dead, dear, as you see, .
And he wearies you and mg
Growing heavier, day by day,

Let us bury him, Isay.

Wings of dead white but{crﬂyca,
‘These shall shroud him, as he lies

In his casket rich and rare,
Made of finest maiden-hair.

With* the pollen of the rose
Let us his white eyelids close.

Put the.-oswe thorn in his hand,”
Shorn of leaves—you understand.
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P

Let some holy water fall
Bn his dead face, tears of ggll—

As we kneel to him and say,
¢ Dreams to dreams,” and turn away.

Those gravediggers, Douby, Distrust,
They will lcever him to the dust.

Let us part here with a kiss—
You go that way, I go this.

Since wr buried Love to-day
We will walk a%eparate way.

«LOVE IS ENOUGH"

e
OVE is enough. Let us not ask for gold.
Wealth bregds false aims, and pride, and selfishness;
In those serene, Arcadian days of old
Men gave no thought to princely homes and dress.
The gods who dwelt on fair Olympia’ height
Lived only for dear love and ove’s delight.
Love is enough.

Lave is enough. Why should we care for fame ?
Ambition is 2 mosf unpleasant guest :
It lures us with the glory of a name. |
Far from the happy haunts of peace and rest.
Let us stay here in this secluded place
Made beautifal by love’s endca’rin_g geace !
Love is enough.
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Love is enough. Why should we s:sive for power ?
It brings mgn only envy and distrust. *
The poor world’s homage pleases but an hour,
And earthly honours vanish in the dust.
The grandest lives are ofttimes desolate;
Let me be loved, and Jet who will be great.
*Love is enough.

Love is enough, Why should we ask for more ?
What greater gift have gods vot}chsafcd touen?
What better boon of all their precious store
Than our fond hearts that love ard love agair *
Old love may die; pew love is just as sweet;
And life is fair and all the world complete : '
Love is enough!

LIFE IS A PRIVILEGE

LIFE is a privifege. Its youthfal days
Shine with the rgdiance of continuous Mays.

To live, to breathe, to wonder and desire,

To feed with dreams the heart’s perpetual fire,

To thrill with virous passxons, und to glow '

With great ambitions—in one *hour to know

The depths,and heights of feeling—God ! in truth,
How beautiful, how beautiful is youth !

Life is aprivilgge. Rike some rare rdle
The mysteries of the humap mind unclose. -
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What marvels lio*m earth, and air, and sea!
What stores 8f knowledge wait our opeging key !
What sunny roads of happiness lead out «
Beyend the realms of indolence and dgubt !
And what large pleasures smile upon ;‘d bless
The busy avenues of usefulncss! ’°

Life is a privilege. Though noontide fades

And shadows fall along the winding glades,
Though joy-blooms wither in the autumn air,
Yet the sweet scen? of sympathy is there.

Pale sorrow leads us closer to our kind,

And in the serious hours of life we find

Depths®jn the souls of men which lend new worth
Anil majesty to this brief span of earth.

Life is g privilege. If some sad fate

Sends usalone tqyseck the exit gate,

If men forsake us and as shadows fall,

Stil} does the supreme privilege of all

Come in that reaching upward of thg soul

To find the welcoming Pres@nce at the goal,

And in the Knowledge that our fect have trod
Paths that led from, and must wind back; to God.

INSIGHT

IRS, when you pity us, I say
Youswaste your pity.,, Let it stay,
Well corked and stored upon yolir shelves,
Until you need it for yourselves, ’
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We do appreciate God's thought
In forming you, before He brotfght
Us into life. His art was crude,
But o ! so virile in its rude,

v
Large, &ic mental m-c.‘ngé: ; and then
He learnea His trade in making men,
Learned how to mix and mould the clay

And fashion in a finer way,
¢

.

How fine that skilful way can be

You need but lift your eyes to see ;
And we are glad God placed you there
To lift your eyes and find us fair.

Apprentice labour though you were,
He made you great enough fo stir
The best and d~epest depths of us,
And we are glad He made you thus,

Aye! we are glad of many things ;
God strung our hearts with such fine strings
The legst breath moves thcm, and we hear
Music where silence greets your ear.
¢
We suﬂ'er so? But _women’s souls,
Like vnolct-powder dropped on coals,
Give forth thelr best in anguuh Oh,
_ The subtle secrets that we know
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Of joy in mrﬁw, strange delights
of ecmt’ in pain-filled nights,
And mysteries of gain in loss
Known but to Christ upon the ¢

Our tears are pitigul to you ?
Look how the heaveg-reflectin
Dissolves its life in tears. Thf sand
Meanwhile lies hard upon th€ strand.

How could yous, pity find a place
For us, the mothers of the race?
Men may be fathers unaware,

So ppor the title is you wear, »

But mothers—who that crown adorns
Knows all its mingled blooms and thorns,
And she whose feet that pain hath trod
Hath walked Yipon the heights with God.

No, offer us not pity’s cup. .

There is no looking down or up
Between us; eyz looks staight in eye s -
Born equals, so we live and die.

A WOMAN'S ANSWER

YGU call m: an angel of love and of lig?xt,

A being of ness and heavenly fire,

Sent out from God's kingdom to glide yqu aright,
In paths where your spirit may mount and aspire,
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G
You say that I glow like a star onits course,

Like a ray {&'om the altar, a spark from the source.

Now Tist to‘~ ny answer—let all the world hear it,
I speak u\afraid what I know to be true— '
A pure, faith},! love is the créative spirit
Which mak\A vomen angels ! I live but in you.
We are bound sou! to soul by life’s holiest laws ;
If I am an angel—v-hy, you are the cause,

As my ship skims the sqq, I look up from the deck,
Fair, firm at the wheel shines Love's beautiful form.

And shall I curse the bark that last night went to wreck
By the pilot abandoned to darkness and storm ?

My craft is no stauncher, she too had been lost

Had the wheelman descrted, or slept at his post.

I laid down the wealth of my souf at your feet
(Some woman does this for some man every day).
No desperate creatare who walks in the street
Has a wicktder heart than I 'mlght have, I say,
Had you wantonly misused the treasures you won—
As 50 mapy men with heart-riches have done.

This fire from God's altar, thi¢ holy love-flame,

That burns like swect incense foreveg for you,
Might now ' be a wild conflagration of shame,

Had you tortured my heart, or bcen base or untrue.
For angels angd devxl& are cast in one mould
Till love guides them upward or downward, I hold.
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I tell you the women svho make fervent wives
And sweet tendkr mothers, had Fate been§ess fair,
Are the women who might have abandoned Jheir lives
To the madness that springs from and encf in despair,
As the fire on the hearth which sheds brigh¥/ness around,
Neglected, may level the ®alls to the grofad.

these things,
in one breast :

us our wings,

s the worst could be

The world makes grave errors in judgi
Great good and great evil are bor
Love horns ug and hoofs us, or giy,
And the best could be worst,
best.
You must thank your own worth for what 1 grew to be,
For the demdn lurked under the angel in me.

THE YWORLD’S NEED

O many gods, so many creeds,
So many paths that wind ind wind
While just the art of beigg kind,*®
Is all the sad world needs.
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THE LAND BETWEEN

] Ky
ETWEEN the little Here and ]u};er Yonder,
There is d realm (or so one say I read)
Where faithful spirits love-enchaifAied may wander,
Till some remembering soul #om earth has fled.
Then, reunited, they go forthafar,
From sphere to sphere, where wondrous angels are.

Not many, spirits in that realm are waiting ;
Not many pause upon its shores to rest ;

For oply love, intense and unabating,
Can'hold them from the longer, higher quest.

And after grief hasqwept itself to sleep,

Few hearts on earth their vital memories keep.

Should I pass on, across the mystic border,
Let thy love link me to that pallid ladd ;
I would not seck the heavens of finer order
Until thy barque had left this coarser strand.
IHow desolate such journeymgs wowmld beg
Though straight to me, were they not shared by thee

Wert thou firs? called (dear God, how could I bear it i
1 should enchain thee with my love, 1 know.

'Not great enougl am I to free thp spirit,

Front all these tender ties, and bid thee go.
101
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Nor would a soul, unselfish as thine 'ow
Forget so sodix, and speed to heaven alone.
€

On earth we hnd no joy in ways diverging ;
How could we find it in the worlds unscen ?
[ know old mehiories from my bosom surging,
Would keep th\ = waiting in tl.st Land Between,
Until together, sidé by side, we trod
A path of stars, in ot\i-.‘grea( scarck for God.

LOVE'S MIRAGE

IDWAY upon the route, he paused athirst ;
And suddenly across the wastes of hcat,
He saw cool waters glemzmg, and a sweet .
Green oasis upon his vision burst.
A tender dream, lorg in his bosom nursed,
Spread love’s illusive verdure for his feet ;
The barren,sands changed into golden wheat ;
The way grew glad that late had seemed accursed.

She shoné, the woman wonder, on his soul ;
The garden spot, for which men toil and wait ;
The house of rest, that is each heart’s demand ;
But when, at last, he reached the gleanting goal,
He found, oh, cruel ireny of fate,
But descrt sun upon the desert sand,
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THE NEED OF THE WORLD*®

KNOW the need of the world,

Though it wosld not have megknow.

It would hide its sorrow deep
Where only God may go. '
Yer its sccret it cannot keep g

It tells, it awake, or asleep, .
It tells it to all who will liced,

And he who runs may rcad.

The need of the world T know,
[ 3

1 know the need of the world,

When it boasts of its wealth the londest,
When it faunts it in all men™s cves,

. e . ’

When its mien is the gaye.t and prou-dest.
Oh ! ever it lies—it lies, .
For the sound of its laughter dres

[ ]

In a sob and a smothered n®an,
And it weeps when it sits alone.

The nced of the world I know. .

I know the nced of the world.
When she earth shakes under the tecad
Of men who march to the fight,
When rivgrs with blood arg red
And there is no law but might,-
And the wrong way secms the right
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When he who slaughters the ‘mog
Is gll ten’s pride and boast,
The need of the world I know.

I know the need of the world.

When it babbles of gotd and fame,
It is only Rlead us dstray

From the'thing that it dare not name,
For this is tlkgad world's way.
Oh! poor blind\vorld grown grey
With the need of a thing so near,
With the want of a thing so dear.

The need of the world 1 know,

The need of the world is love.

Deep under the pride of power,
Down under its lust of greed,

For the joys that last buttan hour,
There lies forever its need.
For love is the law and the creed
And lo%e is the unnamed goal
Of life, from man to the mole.

Love is the need of the world.

THE GULF STREAM
. [ ]
KILLED mariner, and counted sane and wise,
"That was a cyrious thing whigh chanced to e,
So good a filor on so fair a sea.
With favouring winds and blue unshadowed skics,
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Led by the faithful beacon of Love’s eyes,
Past reef'and shoal, my life-boat bounded free

+. And fearless of all changes that might be
. Under calm waves, where many a sunk rock lies.

A golden dawn ; ye} suddenly my barque
Strained at the sails, 28 in a cyclone’s blast ;
And battled with an unseen current's force,
For we had entered when the Aight was dark
That old tempestuous Gu'. Stream of the Past.
But for love's eyes, I aad not kept the course.

REMEMBERED

IS art was loving ; Eres set his sign
* Upon that youthful forehead, and he drew
The hearts of Wwomen, as the sun draws dew.
Love feeds love's thirst as wine feeds love of wine ;
Nor is there any potion from the vine
Which makes nten drunkgn like the subtle brew
OF kisses crushed by kisses ; and he grew
Inebriated with that draught divine,

Yet in his sober mements, when the sun
Of radiant summer paled to lonely fall,
And%assion’s sea had grown an &bbing tide,
~ From out the many, Mémory singled one
Full cup that scemed the swectest of them all—
. The warm red mouth that niocked him und denied,
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¢

. HELEN OF TROY

ON THE ISLE OF CRANAE

HE world an abject vassal to her charms,
And kings competing for® single smile,

Yet love she knew not, till'upon this isle

She gave surrender to abducting arms,

Not Theseus, who Mucked her lips’ first kise,
Not Menelaus, lawf¥ mate and spouse,
Such answering passion in her heart could rouse,

Or wake such tumult in her soul a~ this.

Let come what will, let Greece and Asia megt,
Let heroes die and kingdom: run with gore ;
Let devastation spread from shore to shore—

Resplendent Helen finds ker bondage sweet.*

‘The whole world fights her battleswwhile she lies

Sunned in the fervour of young Pariy’ eyes,

QN THF ISLF OF RKODES
L]

The battles ended, ardent Paris dead,
Of faithful Menelaus long bereft,
Time is the only suitor who js left :
Helen survives, with youth and beauty fled,
By hate remembered, but by love forgot,¢
Dethroned and driven from her high estate,
Unhappy Helen fegls the lash of Fgte
And knows atMast an unloved woman's lot.
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The Grecian mzr;.vcl, and the Trojan joy,
The worlds fair wonder, from her palace flies
The furies follow, and great Helen dies,

A death of horror, for the pride of Troy.

[
Yet Time, like Menelausa.all forgives.
Helen, immortal in her beauty, lives.

LAIS WHEN YOUNG

AIS when young, and all her. charms in flower,
L2is, whose beauty was the fateful light
That led great ships to anchor in the night
And bring their priceless cargoes to her bower,
Lais yet found her cup of sweet turned sour.
Great Plato’s pupil, from his lofty height,
Zenocrates, unmoved, had seepn the white
Sweet wonder of her, and defied her power.

She snared the world in nets of subtle wiles:
The proud, the famed, all clamourcd at her gate;
Dictators plead, inside her portics;
Wisdom sought madness, in her favouring smiles ;
Now w® she made the laughing-stoek of tare :
One loosed her clinging arms, and bade her go.
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LAIS WHEN OLD

AIS, when old and all her beauty gone,
Lais, the erstwhile courted pleasure queen,

Walked homgless through Coxnth,

One mocked her miens-
One tossed her coins ; she took them and passed on,
Down by the harbour sloped a terra.ed lawn,

Where fountains played ; she paused te view the

scene,

A marble palace stood in bowers ef green,

*Twas here of old she revelled till the dawn.

Through yonder portico her lovers came—
Hero and statesman, athlete, merchant, sage’;
They flung the whole world's treasures at her feet

To buy her favour and exalt her ¢hame
* * * * »
She spat upon her dole of coins in rage
And faded like a phantom down the street.
«

o EXISTENCE

~ €
OU are here, and you are wanted,
Though a waif upon life’s stgir 3
Though the sunlit hours are haunted
With the shadowy shapes of gare.
Still th® Great ‘One, the All-Seemg
« Called your spirit into being—
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Gave gou strength for any fate.

Since your life by Him was nceded,

All your ways by Him are heeded—s
You can trust and you can wait,

You can wait to know the meaning
Of the troubles gnt your sou ;
Of the chasms intervening
"T'wixt your purpose and your goal ;
Of the sorrows and the trials,
Of the silene and denials,
Ofttimes answering to your pleas;
Of the stinted sweets of pleasure
And of pain's too generons measure—
You can wait the why of these,

Forth from planet unto planet,

You hgve gone, and you will go.
Space is vast, but we must span it ;

For life’s purpose is fo Mow,
Earth retaing you but a minutg,
Make the best of wha? lies in it ;

Light the pathway where you are,
There is nothing worth the domg
That will leawe regret or memg,

As you speed from star to star,

You are part of the Begmmng,.
You are parcel of To-day.
' When He set His worfd to spmning
* You were flung upon your way,
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" HOLIDAY SONGS

[
When the system falls to piecgs,
When this pulsing epoch ceases,
« When the is becomes the was,
You will live, for you will enter
In the great Creative Centre,
Inethe All-Endurig Cause,

HOLIDAY SONCS

AILING away on a summer sca,
Out of the bleak March weather ;

Drifting away'for a loaf and play,

Just you and I together ;
And it’s good-bye worry and good-bye lu.trr}’
And never a care have we ;
With the sea below and the suff above
And nothing to do but dream and love,

Sailing away.togctl‘cr.

Sailing aw;y from®the grim zld town
And tasks the town calls duty;
Sailing'away from walls of grey
To a lind of bloom and beauty,
And it’s good-bye to letters from our lessers and
our betters, *
To the cold world’s smiile or its frown.
We saii agay on &sunny track  *
To find the summer and bring it back -
And love is our oaly duty.
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Afloat on a sea of passion
Without a compass or chart,
" But the glow of your eye shows the sun is high,
By the sextant ¢f my heart,
I know we are nearing%he tropics
By the languor that round us lics,
And the smile on your mouth says the course is
south
And the port i3 Paradise.

We have lefi grey skies behind ps,
WE sail under skies of blue;

You are off with me on lovers’ sea,
Apd I am away with you,

We have not a single sorrow,
And I have'but one fear—

That my lips may miss one offgred kiss
From the mouth that is smiling near.

There is no land of winter ;
There is no world of care ;

There is bloom angd mirth all dver tl% eartk,
And love, love everywhere,

Our boawis the barque of Pleasure, »
And whatever port we sight

The touch ¢f your hand wil] make the land
The Harbour of Pure Delight,
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ASTROLABIUS ¢

‘(THE CHILD OF ABELARD AND HELOISE)

¢

1
RENCHED from a yassing comet in its flight,
By that great force of two mad hearts aflame,
A soul incarnate, back to earth you came,
To glow like star-dust for a little night,
Deep shadows hide you wholly from our-sight ;
The centuries leave nothing but your name,
Tinged with the Iustre of a splendid shame,
That blazed obtivion with rebellious lighy.

The mighty passion that became your cause,
Still burns its lengthen.ng path across thc Jears ;
We feel its raptures, and we see its tears
And ponder on its retributive lafvs,
Time keeps that deathless story ever new ;
Yet finds no answer. when we ask of vou.

i
At Argenteuil, I saw the lonely cell
Where Héloisz dreamed through her broken rest,
That baby lips pulled at her undried breast.
It needed but my woman's heart to tg]l
Of those long vigils and the tears that fell
When aching arms reached out in fruitless quest,
As afteidlight, wmgs brood an empty nest.
Se well 1 know that sorrow, ah so well’)
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Across the ceq:uma there comes no sound
Of that vast anguish ; not one sigh or word
Or echo of the mother loss has stirred, »
The sea of silence, lasting and profound.
Yet to each heart, that once has felt this grief,
Sad Memory restore8 Ti;ne's missinglcaf,

nt
But what of you? Who took the mother’s place
When sweet cxpandmg love its object sought ?
Was there a voice to tell her tragic lot,
And did you ever look upon her face ?
Was yours a cloistered secking aftey grace ?
Or in the flame of adolescent thought
Wehen Abelard’s departed passions caught
'To burn again in you and leave their trace ?

Conceived in natere’s bold primordial way

(As in their revolutions, suns create),
You came to earth, a soul imma2culate,

Baptized in fire, with some great part 4o play.
What was that part, and whercfore hid from us,

Immortal mystery, Astrolabius !

COMPLETION

HEN I shall meet God’s gencrods dispensers
Of all the riches ih the heavenly store,

Those lesser g8ds, who act as Recompegaers
For lotteliness and loss upon this shore,
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Methinks abashed, and somewhat heitating,
My soul its wish and longing will declare,

Lest they reply : “ Here are no bounties waiting :
We gave on ¢arth, your portion and your sharea”

Then shall I answer : “Yeg, I do remember
The many blessings 92 my life allowed ;
My June was always longer than December,
My sun was always stronger than my cloud,
My joy was ever deeper than my sorrow,,
My gain was ever greater than my loss,
My yesterday scemed less than my to-morrow,
The crown Igoked always larger than tl:e cros,

“[ have known love, in all its radiant splendour,
It shone upon my pathway to the end. ¥
1 trod no road that did not bloom with tefider
And fragrant blossoms, planted by some friend.
And thosc material ihings we call successes,
In modest measure, *rowned my earthly Iot,
Yet was thgre one sweet hapginess that blesses
The life of woman, which to me came not.

1 knew the hope of motherhood ; a season
1 felt aduttering heart beat 'neath my own ;
A little cry—then silence.  For that reason
I dare, to you, my only wish make {nown.
The babe who grew to angelhood in heaven,
1 never watched unfold from child to man,
And so I'®, that unto me be given
That motherhood, which was God’s primal plan.
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“ All womagkind He meant to share his glories ;
He meant us all to nurse our babes to rest.

To croon them songs, to tell them sleepy 3torics,

» Else why the wonder of a woman’s breast }

He must provide for all earth’s cheated mothers
In His vast heavefls of shining sphitre on sphere,

And with my son, there must be many others—
My spirit children who will claim me here.

¢ Fair ereatures by, my loving thoughts created—
Too finely fashioned for a mortal birth—
Between the borders of two worlds they waited
Untj they saw my spirit leave’ the carch.
In God's great nursery they must be waiting
Yo welcome me with many an infant wile,
Now fet me go and satisfy this longing
To mother children for a little while.”

SLEEP'S TREACHERY"

8 the grey twilight, tiptoed down the dgep
And shadowy valley, to the day’s davk end,

She whom I thought my’ ever-faithful fricnd,
Fair-browed, calm-eyed and mother-bosomgd Siecp,
Met me with smiles. “Poor longing heart, I keep

Sweet joy for you, ” she murmurcd “I will send

One whom you love. with your own s0a®fo blend
In visions, as’the night hours onward creep.” ’
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I trusted her ; and watched by sta;ry beams,
I slumbered soundly, free from all afirms,
Then not my love, but one long banished came,
Led by false Sleep, down secret stairs of dreams
And clasped me, unresisting in fond arms.
Ob, treacherous sleep—w sell me to such shame !

ART VERSUs CUPID

[ 4 room in a private house. A maiden sisting before a fire
meditating.]
MAIDEN
OW have I fully fixed upon my part,
Good-bye to dreams ; for me a life of art
Beloved art! Oh, realm sercne and fair,
Above the mean and sordid world of care,
Above earth’s small ambitions and*desires !
Art! art! the very word my soul inspires!
From foolish memories it scts me free.
Not what has been, but that which is to be
Absorbs me now. Adieu to vain regret!
The bow js tenscly drawn—the target set,
(4 knock at the deor,

Marp (aside)
The night if dark and chill ; the hour iV late,

. o« (dloud)
Who knocks upon' my door ?
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A Vaice Outside
*Tis I, your fate!
MAID

‘Thou dost deceive, noteme, but thine dwn self
My fate is not » wandering,’ vagrant elf.,

My fate is here, within this throbbing heart
That beats alone for glory, and for arr.

Voice
[ Amother knock at Jnr‘]

Pray, let e in; I am so faint and cold.
[Door, is pushed ajar. Enter Curiv, who approaches
Jire grith outstretched hands.)

u:m (indignantly)
Maethinks thou art not faint, however cold,
But rather too couraggous, and most bold ;
Surprisingly ill-mannered, sir, afd rude,
Without an invitation to intrude
Into my very presence.

CUPID (warming his hands)

But, you see,
Girls never mind a little chap likg me.
They're always v:'ntching for me on.the off;
And hoping [ will call.
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MAID (Paughtily)

¢ Indeed, not I!
My heart has listened to a sweeter voice,
A clarion call that gives command—not choice
And 1 have answered to that cﬂl, “J come™;
To other voices shall my ears be dumb.
To art alone I consecrate my life—
Art is my spouse, and I his willing wife

curip (slowly, gazing in the grate)

Art is a sultan, and you must divide
His love with many another ill-fed bride, «
Now I know one who worships you alone.

MAID (impatiently)

1 will not listen! for the dice is thrown
And art has won ms. On my brow some day
Shall rest the laurel wreath—

curip (sitting down and looking at M critically)
Y

. . Just let me say
I think sweet orange blossoms tnder lace
Arec better suited to your type of face.

MAID (ignoring interruption)

1 yet shalTRund before an andience
o Thatslistens as one mind, absorbed, interse,
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And with my génius I shall rouse its cheers,
Still it to silence, soften it to tears,

Or wake its laughter. O, the play! the pl:y.!
The play’s the thing! My boy, tée play!!

cur (swddenly clagping bis bands)
’ Oh, say!
I know a splendid rble for you to take,
And one that always keeps the house awake—
And calls for pretty dréssing. Oh, it’s great !

MAD (excitedly) |

Well, well, .what is it? Wherefore make me wait?
)

euPID (tapping bis brow, thoughtfully)

How is it those line? run—oh, now I know;
You make a stately entrance—measured—slow—
To stirring music; then you kneel and say
Something about—to h8nour and gbey—"

For better and for worse—till death do part.

MALp (angrily)
Be still, you foolish boy ; that is not ars.
.

cUPID (seriously)

She needs great skill who takes the rle of hute =
In God's stupeudous drama human life.
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MAID (suddenly becoming serions)

So I once thought! Oh, once my very soul

Was filled and thrilled with dreaming of that rdle,
Life scemed sq wonderful ; it held for me '
No purpose, no ambition, but to be

Loving and loved. My highest thought of fume
Was some day bearing my dear lover’s name,.
Alone, 1 ofttimes uttered it aloud,

Or wrote it down, half timid, and all proud’
To sec myself lost utterly in him ;

As some small star, might joy in growing dim
When sinking in the sun ; or as the dew,
Forgetting the brief little life it knew

In space, might on the ocean’s bosom fall

And a:k for nothing—aenly to give x:ll.

cupip (aside)

Now, #hat's the talk—it's music Yo my ear
After that stuff on ““art ¥ and a “career.”
I hope she'll keep it up.

MAIWEN (continuing her rmeru)

Again my dream
Steand into changing pictures. I would seem
To see m in beautiful array
¢ Movt down the aisle upon my wedding diy;
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And then I sawPthe ‘modest living-room

With lighted lantp, and fragrant plants in bloom,
And books and sewing scattered all about,

And just we two alone,

curip Yin gkt aride)
There’s not a doubt
I'll land her yet!
MAIDEN

My dream kaleidoscope
Changed still again, and framed love’s dearest hope—
The trinity,of home ; and life was g8od
And all its deepest meaning understood.

[Sits lost in a dream. Rebind scenes a woice sings o
lullaby, “Beautiful Land of Nod.” Curip in
ecstasy tiploe® about and clasps bis hands in delight.)

Another scene ! 2 matron in her prime,
I saw myself glide peacefully with time
Into the quict middle pears, contgnt =
With simple joys the dear home circle lent.
My sons and daughters made my diadem ;
I saw my happy youth rencwed in them, <
The pain of growing old lost all its sting,
For Love stood ncar—in Winter, as in Spring.
[Cupo tiptses to door and makes a signal, Maipss

starts &p dramatically.]
"T'was but a dream! I woke all sudo:h-.nly‘.I

The world had changed! And now life means tb me o
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My art—the stage—excitement and thetcrowd—
The glare of many foot-lights—and the loud
Applause of men, as [ cry in rage,
“ Give me the dagger!” or creep down the stage
In that slecp-walking scene. Oh, art like mine
Will send the chills down every listener's spine |
And when I choose, salt tears shall freely flow
As in the moonlight I cry, “Romeo ! Romeo!
Oh, wherefore art thou, Romeo #”

Ay, 'tis done
My dream of home life.

curID

It is but begun.

MAIDEN

The heart but once can dream a drerm so fair,
And so henceforth love thoughts I do forswear ;
Since faith in love has crumbled to the dust,

In fame alone,e put my hope and trust.
[Curio at the door beckons excitedlys  Emter

Jever with outstretched arms.]

CUPRID *

Here'’s one who will explain yourse!f to you
And make that old sweet dream of love come true.
Fizag, your foolish quarrel; time is briefe—
So waste noore of it in doubt or grick.
[ T#e lovers meet and embrace.]
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curip (im doorway)
Warm lip to lip, and heart to beating heartp
The cast is made—My Lady has her part.

CURTAIN

THE REVOLT OF VASHTI

. (FROM THE DRAMA OF MIZPAH)

AHASUERAS
S this the way to greet thy lovéng spouse,
But ‘now returned from scenes of blood and strife ?
I pray thee raise thy veil and let me gaze
Upon <hat beauty which hath greater power
To conquer meghan all the arts of war |

VASHTI .

My beauty ! Ay, my éeauty! 1 do holg,

In thy regard, no more an honoured place
Than yonder marble pillar, or the gold ,

And jewelled wine-cap which th¥ lips aeress.
Thou wouldst degralle me ip the people’s sight ]

¥
AASUERAS

Degrade thee, Vashti ? Rather do I seek
To show my People who are gathered xe#¥’
How, as the consort of so fair a queen,
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I feel more pride than as the mighty &ing :
For there be many rulers on the earth,
But orfiy ene such queen. Come, raise thy veil !

VASHTI
Ay! only one such quém | ‘A queen is one ‘
Who shares her husband’s greatness and his throne.
I am no more than yonder dancing girl
Who struts and smirks before a royal court!

" But I will loose my veil and loose my tongue !

Now listen, sire—my master and my king ;
And let thy prmces and the court give ear !
*Tis time all heard how Vashti feels her shame.

ANASULRAS

Shame is no word to couple with thy name !
Shame and 2 spotless woman may not mect,
Even in a sentence. Choose another word,
1
VASHTI

Ay, thame, my lord—therc is no synouym
"That canwgive vokee to my ignoble state.
To be a thing for eyes to gazé upon,
Yet held an outcast from thy heart and mind;
To hear my beauty praised but not my Svorth ;

come and go at Pleasiire’s beck and call, .
%o& from*Wisdom's concfaves! Think.ye

o that
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A noble calling for a noble dame?
Why, any concubine amongst thy train
Could play my royal part as well as I—
Wete she as fair!

anfsus-AT

Queen Vashti, art thou mad ?
{ would behead another did he dare
T'o so besmirch thee with comparison,

-
VASHTL (to the courf)

Gaze now your filll Behold Queen Vashti’s eyes!
» Howstlarge they gleam benecath her inch of brow !
How like a great white star, her splendid face
Shines through tlee midnight forest of her hair
And see the crushed pomegranate of her mouth !
Observe her arms, her throat, her Bleaming breasts,
Whereon the royal jewels rise and fall b—

And note the crescent curving of ber hips,

And lovely limbs suggested *neath her rofes!
Gaze, gaze, I say, fot these have made h#® queen !
She hath no mind, no heart, no dignity,

Worth royul recognition and regard ;

But her faif body approbation meets

And whets the sated appetite of kings!

Now ye have seen what she was bid to sn&ws

The queen hath played her part and begs to got
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AHASUERAS

Ay, Vashti, go and never more return !

Not only hast thou wronged thine own true lord,,
And mocked and shamed me in the people’s eyes,
But thou hdst wrongsall grinces and all men

By thy pernicious and rebellious ways.

Queens act and subjects imitate, So let

Queen Vashti weigh her conduct and her words,
Or be no morc called “queen !”

VASHT]

I was a princess ere I was a queen,

And worthy of a better fate than this!

There lies the crown that made me qucen in iame ! «
Here stands the woman—wife in name alone |

Now, no more queen—nor wifey-but woman still—
Ay, and a woman st1ong enough to be

Her own avenger.

THE CHOOSING OF ESTHER
L] '
‘(rnou\ THE DRAMA OF MIZPAH)

AHASUERAS

TELL.mc thy name !

, b ESTHER

Mg name, great sire, is Esther,
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Ao
~4

AHASUERAS

So thou art Esther 2 Esther | ’tis a name
Breathed into sound as softly as a sigh.

A woman's name should melt upon the lips
Like Love's first kisses, nd thy countengince
Is fit companion for so sweet a name

ESTHER

Thou art most kind. I would my name and face
Were mine own making and not accident.

Then I might feel clated at thy praise,

Where now I feel confusion.

AHASUERAS
Thou hast wit

As welleas beauty, Esther. Both are gems
That do embellih woman in man's sight.

Yet they are gems of second magnitude !
Dost ¢hou possess the one great pefect gem—
The matchless jewelgof the world called /ove ?

ESTHER

Sire, in the heart of every woman fwells
That wondrous perfeet gem !

AHASUERAS
. Then, Esther, spe=k]
And tell me what is love/ 1 fgjn would know ’
Thy definition of that much-mouthed word,
By woman most employed—Ileast understood.
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ESTHER ‘
Whatccan a humble Jewish maiden know
That would instruct a warrior and a king?
I have but dreamed of love as maidens will
While thow hast knogrn itséfulness.  All the world
Loves Great Ahasucras!

AHASUERAS

All the world |
Fears great Ahasueras ! Kings, my child,
Are rarely loved as anything but kings.
Love, as F'see it in the court and camp,
Mecans secking royal favour. I would know
How love is fashioned in a maiden’s dreams..

ESTHER

Sire, love secks nothing that kings can bestow.

Love is the king of ai! kings here below ;

Love makes the monarch but a bashful boy,

Love makes the peasant monaich in his joy;

Love sceks ne_place, all places are the same,

When lighted b7 the radiance of love's flame.

Who deems proud love could fawn to power and
splendour

Hath knowu not love, but some base-born pretender,

AHASUERAS

[ «
If this Be love, I 'would know more of it.
Splak on, fair Esther! What is love beside ?
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' BTHER
Love is in all things, all things are in love,
Love is the earth, the sea, the skies above ;
Love is the bird, the blossom, and the wind ;
Love hath a million eyeg, yet,lgve is blied ;
Love is a tempest, awful in its might;
Love is the silence of a moon-lit night ;
Love is the aim of every human soul ;
And he who hath not loved hath missed life’s goal !

AHASUERAS

But tell me of thyself, of thine own dreaMe !
How woutdst thou love, and how be loved again ?

* ESTHER
Who most doth love thinks least of love's return ;
8he is content to%¥eel the passion burn
In her own bosom, and its sacred fire
Consumes each selfish purpose and ‘desire.
*Tis in the giving, lofe’s best rapture ligp,
Not in the counting of the things il)j

AHASUERAS

Yet, is there not vast dnguish and despair

In love that finds no answering word or smile?
)

BSTHER
So radiant is lot®, it lends a glow |
To each dark sorraw and to every woe.



130 THE CHOOSING OF ESTHER

To love completely is to part with pin,

Nor is there mortal who can love in vain.

Love %s its own reward, it pays full measure,

And in love's sharpest grief lies subtlest pleasure.,

AFASURRAS

Methinks, a mighty warrior, lord or king

Must in thy fancy play the lover's part;

None else could wake such reverentia: thought.

ESTHER

When woman loves one born of lowly state,

Her thought gi®es crown and sceptre to Rer mate ;
Yet be he king, or chicf of some great clan,

She loves him but as woman loves a man.
Monarch or peasant, ’tis the same, I wis

When once she gives him love’s strrendering kiss.

+HONEYMOON*SCENE
. (vnb\ THE DRAMA OF MIZPAK)

AHASUER4S
HAT were thy thoughts, sweet Esther 7 Some-
thing®passed
cross thy face, that for a ‘moment veiled
Thy soul from ming,%nd left me desSlute.
Thythoughts were not of me? '

¥
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ESTHER
Ay, all of thee |

I wondered, if in truth, though wert content *
With me—thy choice. Was there no other one
Of all who passed before thee at thy court
Whose memory pursues ®hee %/#th regre:?

AHASUERAS

I do confess I much regret that day
-And wish<I could relive it,

ESTHER
Oh! My lord!

.
AHASUFRAS

“Yea! Y regret those hours I wasted on
The poor procession that preceded thee.
Hadst thou come %irst, then all the added wealth
Of one long day of loving thee were mine—
A boundles fortune squandercd. Though I live
To three score years #hd ten, as J do ho)c,
In wedded love beside thee, that one ¢, y
Was filched from me and cannot be * ¢storeds

WTHER
And then to think how frightened and abashed
I hung outsifle thy gates from early morn,
Not daring to 8o, in and meet thmc eyes,
Till pitying twilight clothed me o ther veil,
And evenirg walked beside me to thy door. ’
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°
AHASUERAS

So it~ was thou, fair thief, who stole that day,

And made me poorer, by—how many hours ?

» ! ESTHER

Full cight, I think. They seemed » hundred then,
And now time flies 2 hundred times too fast,

AHABUERAS .

Then eight more kisses do I claim from thee
This very hour—first tithes of mauy due,

I shall exact these payments as I will,

And if they be not ready on demand,

I'll lock thee in the prison of my arms,

Like this—and take them so—and so—und so!

BSTHER

But kings must-think of other things than love
And live for other aims than happiness.

1 would nd\ rag thee from thy altitude

Of mighty ﬁ%: and great conqueror

To ch.ta thee y my side.

AHASUERAS

° Such slaviry
, Would please me better' than to conquer earth
Wuhout thee, Bsther. I have stoBd on heights
And heard the cheers of multitudes below ;
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Have known she Joneliness of being great.
Now, let me live and love thee, like a man,
Forgetting I am king—
I am content. '

BSTHER

Content is not the patlAvay togrest deeds.
+As man, I hold thee higher than all kings ;
“As king, thou must stand higher than all men
In other eyes. Let no one say of me :

“ She spdiled his greatness by her littleness ;
She made a languorous lover of a king,

.And silenced war-cries on commanding lips—
With hongyed kisses ; made her wbman's arms
Preferred to armour, and her couch to tents,

“Unti? the kingdom, with no guiding hand,
Plunged down to ruin.”

-
AHASUERRAS

Thou woaldst have me go—
80 soon thy heart hath wearied {

ESTHER

My heart is bursting with its love for thee !
Canst'thou not feel its fervour? But great men
Need wiser guidance than 2 woman'’s heart.

My pride in thee is equal <0 my love, »
And I would hawe thee greater ¢hgn thou art—

Ay, greater than all other men on earth— .
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Though forced long years to feed nly Mingry heart
On food of memories and wine of tears,
Wert théu but winning glory and renown.

AHASUERAS
Thou art most noble, Esther ; thou art fit
To be the consort of a king of king:.
But I have chewed upon ambition’s husks
And starved for love through all my manhood’s years ;
And now the mighty gods have scen it fit ,
To spread love’s banquet and to name thee host,
May I not feast my fill? O Esther, take
The tempting nectar of those lips away
And give me wine to rouse the brute in mé,
To make me thirst for blood instead of love |
Wine! Wine! Isay!

ESTHER
Ahisueras, wait !

Methinks good milsic is wine turned to sound.
Here comes iy minstrel with an offering
Pressed from the ripened fruit of my fond heart,
Mine own che wdrds and mine the melody
And may‘ it linger longer in thine ear
Than on thy lip would stay the taste of winc.

Sing onl ! MINSTREL ¢

When from the field returning,

Love i a' warrior's yearnfng,

Love in his heart is burning, -
Love is his dream,
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'l'alk not to him of glory,

Speak not of fuces gory,

Sing of love's tender story,
Make it thy theme,

Sing of his lady’s tresses, o

Sing of the Smile that blesses,

Sing of the sweet caresses,
And yet again

Sing of fair children’s faces,

Sing of the dear home graces,

Sing till the vacant places,
Ring with thy sjrain,

" Yet as the days go speeding,

Shall he arise unheeding

Love songs or words of pleading,
Strong in his might |

Helmet and armour wearing,

Hies he to deeds of dazjng,

Forth to .lhe battle faring, .
Back to the éight.

Sing now of ranks contcnding,

Sing of loud voices blending, .

Sing of great warriors sending
Death to their foes |

gSing of war missiles hummbhg,

Strike into mattial drumming,

Singg of great victory céming,
As forth he goes.

135
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Back to the battle faring,
Back into deeds of daring,
Back to the fight,

AUASU: RAS
No less a lover but a greater man
A better warrior and a nobler king,
1 will be from this hour for thy dear sake.

€

THE COST

OD finished woman in the twilight hotir
And said, “ To-morrow thou shalt find thy place :
Man's complement, the mother of the race—
With love the motive power—
The one compelling power.”

All night she dreamed and wondered, With the light
«Her lover catfie—and then she dnderstood
The purpose of her being. Lite was good

Apd 4l the world scemed right—

And nothing was, but right.

She had no wjsh for any wider sway:
By all the questions of the world unvexed}
Supremely loving and supcn'bly uxcd
She passed upon ‘her way——
*Her feminine fuir way.



] THE COST 117

But God neglicted, when He fashioned man,
To fase the molten splendour of his mind
With that sixth sense He gave to womankin(
. And so He marred His plan—

Ay, marred His own great plan.

She ssked so little, and so much she gave,

That man grew sclfish : and she soon became,

To God's great sorrow and the whole world’s shame,
Man’s sweet and patient slave—
His uncomplaining slave.

Yet in the nights (oh! nights so dark and long)
She clasged her little children to her breast
~Andwept. And in her anguish of unrest
She thought upon her wrong ;
She knew fow great her wrong.

And one sad hour, she said unto har heart,
“Since thou art cauge of all my bitter pain,
I bid thee abdicate the throne ® lct brain
Rule now, and do his part—
His masterful, strong part.”
Shé'wept no more. By new ambition stirrea
Her ways Jed out, to regions strange #nd vast,
Men stood aside and watched, dismayed, aghast,
Aud all tte world demurrtd-&-
Misjndged her, and demurred.
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Still on and up, from sphere to wideliing sphere,
Till thorny paths bloomed with the rosc of fame.
Who once demurred, now followed with acclaim 3
The hiss died in the cheer—
The loud applauding cheer.

She stood u'iumphan.t in that radiant hour,

Man’s mental equal, and competitor.

But ah ! the cost ! from out the hear: of hes
Had gone love’s motive power—
Love's all-compelling power.

THE VOICE

DREAMED a Voice, of one God-authorised,
Cried loudly thro’ the world, “ Disarm! ‘Disarm.
And there was consternation in tht camps;
And men who strutted under braid and lace
Beat on their medalled breasts, and wailed, “ Undone "
The word was echued from a tnousand hills,
And shop and mill, and factory and forge,
Wherg_tlfrove the awful industries of death,
Hushed into silence. Scrawlgd upon the doors,
The passer read, “ Peacc bids her children starve.”
But foolish vomen clasped their little sons
., And wept for joy, not reasoning like méh.

_ Again the Voice tomanded : “Ndw go forth
Ad build 4 world for Progress and for Peace
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This work haf walted since the carth was shaped ;
But men were fighting, and they could not toj

The needs of life outnumber necds of death.

Leave death with God, Go forth, I say, and build.

And then a sudden, comprehensive joy"

Shone in the eyes of men ; and one who thought

Only of conquests and of victories

Woke from his gloomy reverie and cried,

“ Ay, come and build! I challenge all to try,

And I will make a world more beautiful

Than Eden was before the serpent came.”

And like g running flame on westefn wilds,

Ambition sprcad from mind to listening mind,
reAnd b ! the lonms were busy once again,

And all*the carth resounded with men’s toil.

L ]
Vast palaces of Science graced the world ;

Their banquet tables spread with feasts of truth
For all who hungered. Music kissed the air,
Once rent with boom of cannoni. Statues gleamed
From wooded ways, where ambushed armies hid
In times of old. The sca and air were gay ™
With shining sails that soared from land to land,
A universal language of the world

Made natiets kin, and poverty was known

But as a word marked “obsolete,” ljke war,

The arts were Rindled with celestial fire;

New pocts sang ¢o Homer’s fume grew dim ;
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And brush and chisel gave the uiond.'ering race
SubXmer treasures than old Greece displayed.
Men differed still ; fierce argument arose,
For men arc human in this human sphere ;
But unarmed Arbitration stood between

And Reason settled tn a h€adred hours

What War disputed for a hundred years.

Oh, that a Voice, of one God-authorised
Might cry to all mankind, Disarm | Disarmg !

(30D’S ANSWER

NCE in a time of trouble and of care
I dreamed I talked with God sbout my pain

With sleepland courage, daring to compliin  °

Of what I deemed ungracious and urfiair.

“ Lord, I have grovelled on my knees in prayer
Hour after hour,” I cried ; yet all in vain ;
No hand lesds up to heights I'would attain,

No path is shown me out of my despair.”

-
.Then aiiered God : “ Three things I gave to thee—
Clear brain, brave will, and' strength of mind and
heart,
All implements divine, to shape the wy.
hy shift the burden of thy toil on Me?
Till to the utmost he has done his pirt
With all his might, let no man dare to pray.”
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’ .
THE EDICT OF THE SEX

WO thousand years had passed nnce/Chmt
was born,
When suddenly there rose a mighty hmt
Of women, sweeping toa centeal goal *
As many rivers sweep on to the sea,
They came from mountains, valleys, and from coasts.
And from all lands, all nations, and all ranks,
Speaking all languages, but thinking one.
And that one language—Peace.
¢ Listen,” they said,

And straightway was there silence on the earth,
For men were damb with wonder and surprise,
* Listen, O mighty masters of the world,
And hear ths edict of all womankind :
Since Christ H® new commandment gave to men,
Leve one asother, full two thousand years
Have passed away, yet earth is red with blood.
The strong male rufers of the world pfoclaim
Their weakness, when we ask that war shall cease.
Now will the poor weak women of the whrlg,
Proclaim their strenggh, and say that war shall end
Hear, then, our edict : Never from this day
Will any woman on the crust of earthy °
Mother s®varrior. We have sworn the oath
And will go bagren to the waitjrgtomb
Rather than breed strong sons at wars behest,

Or bring fair daughters into life, to bear ’
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‘The pain of travail, for no end But whar.
Ay« let the race die out for lack of babes:
Better a dying race than endless wars !
Better a silent world than noise of guns
And clash of armies,

* « LoRg we asked for peacs,
And oft you promised—but to fight again.
At last you told us, war must ever be
While men existed, laughing at our ples
For the disarmament of all mankind.
Then in our hearts lamed such a mad desire
For peace on earth as lights the world at times
With some great conflagration ; and it specad
From distant land to land, from sea to sea,
Until all women thought as with one mind
And spoke as with one voice ; and now behold !
The great Crusading Syndicate of Peace,
Filling all space_ with one supreme resolve,
Give us, O men, your word that war shall end :
Disarm the World, gnd we wilf give you sons—
Sons to construct, and daughters to adorn
A beagpifu] new carth, where there shall be

““Fewer and finer people, opulgnce

And opportunity and peace for all.
Until you promise peace no shrill birth.cry
Shzll sound again upon the aging earth,
We wait your atswer.”

And the world was still
Whilc men considered.
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THE WORLD-CHILD

T times I am the mother of the world ;
And mine seem all ®s sortows, and its fears,
sThat rose, which in each mother-heart is curled,
The rose of pity, opens with my tears,
And, waking in the night, I lie and hark
To the lone sobbing, and the wild alarms,
Of my World-child, a wailing in the dark :
The child I fain would shelter in my arms,
I call to it (a® from another room
A mother calls, what time she cannot go) :
% Schp well, dear world; Love hides behind this
gloom.
There is no need for wakefulness or woe,
The long, long night is almost past and gone,
The day is near.” And yet the world weeps on.

Again [ follow it, throughout the day.
With anxious eyes I see it trip and fall,
And hurt itself in many  foolish way :
Childlike, unheeding warning word or call.
I sec it graspgand grasping, break the toy;
It cried to own, then toss them on the floor
And, breathless, hifrry after fancied joys
That cease to please, when added to its store,



44 THE HEIGHTS

I sce the lacerations on its hahds,"
\Made by forbidden tools ; but when it weeps,
I also weep, as one who understands ;

And having been a child, the memory keeps
Ah, my poor world, howcver wrong thy part,
Still is there pityrin mw mother heart.

THE HEIGHTS

CRIED, “ Dear Angel, lead me to the heights,
And spur me to the top.”
The Angel answered, “ Stop
And set thy house in order ; make it fair
For absent ones who may be speeding there.
Then will we talk of heights.” .

I put my house in order. ¢ Now lead on "
The Angel said, ““ Not yet;
Thy gérden is beset

By thorss and tares ; go weed it, so all those

Who come to gaze may find thc unvexed rose ;
‘Then will we journcy on.” A

I weeded well my gardent * All is done,”
The Angel shook his head.
“ A ‘beggar stands,” he said,

“Outside thy gates ; till thou hast given heed

And soothed his*sorrow, and supphed his need,
Say not that all is done.”
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The beggar feft e singing. * Now at last—

At last the path is clear.,” - o
“ Nay, there is one draws near

Who seeks, like thee, the difficult highway,

He lacks thy courage ; cheer him through the day.

Then will we cryp ¢ At bast " ©

I helped my weaker brother. “ Now the heights ;
Oh, guide me, Angel, gude !
The Presence at my side,

With radiant face, said, ** Look, where are we now i

And lo ! we stood upon the mountain’s brow—
The heights, the shining heights!

ON SEKING “THE HOUSE OF JULIA” AT
HERCULANEUM

OT great Vesuvius, in all his ire,
Nor all the centuries, could hide your shame,

‘There is the little whdow wherg you cume,

With eyes that woke the demon of desire,

ARd lips like rose leaves, fashioned out of %ire ¢
And from the lava lgaps the molten flame
Of your old sins. The walls cry out your name —

Your face scems rising from the funerad pyre.

.

There must have dwelt, within your fated town,
Full many a ¥irtuous dame, 2nd noble wife
Who-made your beauty seem as star o sun ;
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How strange the centuries have 'banhed down
Your name, fair Julia, of immoral life,
And left the others to oblivion,

A PRAYER

ASTER of sweet and loving lore,
Give us the open mird
To know religion means no more,
No less, than being kind.

Give us the comprehensive sight
That seés another’s need ;

And let our aim to set things right
Prove God inspired our creed.

Give us the soul to know oug,kin
That dwell in flock and herd,

‘The voice to fight man’s shameful sin
Agajnst the beast and bird,

Give us a heart with love so fraught

. For all created things,

That even our unspokea thought
Bears healing on its wings.

Give us religion that will cope
With lifg's colossal wocs,

And turn 2 radiant face of hope
On troops of pigmy foes
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Give uf the mastery of our fare
In thoughts so warm and.white,
They stamp upon the brows of hate
Love’s glorious seal of light.

Give us the strong, courageous aith
That makes of pain a friend,

And calls the secret word of death
“Beginning,” and not “end.”

WHAT IS RIGHT LIVING?

HAT is right living 2 Just o do your best
When worst seems easier.  To bear the ills
' Of daily life with patient cheerfulness

. . .
Nor waste dear time recounting them,
e

To talk
Of hopeful things when doubt is in she air.
To count your blessiggs often, giving thanks,
And to accept your sorrows silendly,
Nor question why you suffer. To accept
The whole life as one perfected plan.
And welcome each eveAt as part of it.
To work, and love your work ; to trust, to pray
For larger ysefulness and clearer sight. *
This is righit living, pleasing in God's eyes.
Though you be Reathen, hereticor Jew.
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JUSTICE

OWEVER inexplicable may seem .
Event and ci:cumstance upon this earth,
Though favours fal] on thpse who none esteem,
And insult and indifference greet worth ;
Though poverty repays the life of tail,
And riches spring where idle fect have trod,
And storms lay waste the patiently tilled soil—
Yet Justice sways the universe of God.

As undisturbed the stately stars remain
Beyond the glare of day's obscuring light,
So Justice dwells, though mortal eyes in vain
Seek it persistently by reason’s sight.
But when, once freed, the illumined soul looks out,
Its cry will be, “ O God, how could 1 doubt |”

TIME'S GAZE

TME looked me in the eyes while passing by
The milestone of the year. That piercing gaze
Was both an accusation and reproach.
No speech was needed.« In a sortowmg look
More meaning lies than in complcining words,
And silence hurts as keenly as reproof, | #
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Oh, opulent, kind giver of rich hours,
How have I used thy benefits|  As babes
Unstring 3 necklace, laughing at the sound
+ Of priceless jewels dropping one by one,
So have 1 laughed while precious moments rolled
Into the hidden corne of the past.
‘And I have let large opportunities
For high endeavour move unheeded by,
While little joys and carcs absorbed my strength.
And yet, dear Time, set to my credit this :
Neot one white bour have I made black wi'h bate,
Nor wisted one living creature aught but good.
o

Be p:tic;t with me. Though the sun slants west,
, The day has not yet finished, and I fecl

Necessity for action and resolve

Bear in upon my consciousness. [ know

‘The earth’s eternal need of earnest souls,

And the great hunger of the world for Love.

1 know the goal toehigh achievement lics

Through the dull pathway of s:'.lf-conqucst first ;

~And on the stairs of lictle duties done  *

We climb to joys that stand thy test. O Time, -

Be patient with me, and another day,

Perchance, in passing by, thine cyes gay smile.
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THE (WORKER AND THE WORK
v, . ¢
THE WORKER AND THE WORK

N what I do I note the marring flaw,
"T'he imperfections of the work I see ;
Nor am I one who rather db than /Ze,
Since its reversal is CFeation’s law.

Nay, since there lies a better and a worse,
A lesser and a larger, in men’s “iew,
I would be better than the thing I do,
As God is greater than His universe.

He shaped Himself before He shaped one werld
A miliion eons, toiling day and night,
He built Himself to majesty and might,
Before the plancts into space were hurled.

Aud when Creation’s early wark was done,
What crude beginnings out of chaos came—
A formitss nebula, a wavering flame,

An errant cumet, a vorac:cus sun.

And still unable to perfect His plan, ,
What awful creatures at His touch found birth--
Those protoplasmic monsters of the carth,

That owned the world before He fashioned Man.

And now, behold the poor unﬁnishe\ state
Of this, His latest mastcrpxece ! }hﬁn why,
Seeing the flaws in my own “work, should I

Be troubled that no voice proclaims it great ?



THE WC‘RKER AND THE V'ORK 1351

Before me lie the cycling rounds of years ;
With this small earth will die the thing I do:
The thing I am, goes journeying onward through
A hillion lives, upon a million spheres.

My work I build, as best #can #nd may.,
Knowing all mortal effort ends in dust.
I build myself, not as I may, but must,
Knowing, or good, or ill, that self must stay.

Along the ages, out, and on, afar,
Its journey leads, and must perforce be made.
Likewise its choice, with things of hame and shade,
Or up the path of light, from star to star.
. L]
When alk these solar systems shall disperse,
Perchance thisdabour, and this self-control,
May find reward ; and my completed soul
Will fling in space, a little universe.

ART THOU ALIVE ?

RT thou alive? Nay, not too soon reply,
Tho' hand, and foot, and lip, and ear, and eye,
Respond, agg do thy bidding yet may be
Grim death has dgne his direst wark With thee,
Life, as God gives it is a thing apart
Fzrom active body and from beating heart.
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It is the vital spark, the unseen fire,

That moves the mind to reason and aspire ;
It is the force that bids emotion roll,

In mighty billows from the surging soul,

It is the light that.growe from hoar to hour, :
And floods the brain with consciousness of power ;
It is the spirit dominating all,

And reaching God with its imperious call,

Until the shining glory of His face, *
Illuminates each sorrowful, dark place ;

It is the truth that sets the bondsman free,
Knowing he Will be what he wills to be.

With its unburicd dead the earth is sad.

Art thou alive ? proclaim 1t and be glad.
Perchance the dead may hear thee and aride,
Knowing they live, and bere is Pexadise.

TO-DAY

'41 LGVE thie age of energy and force,
Expectantly I greet gach pregnant heur ;
Emerging from the all-creative source,

Supremw with promise, imminent with power.
The strident whistle and the clanging {ell,
The noisc of gongs, the rush qf motored things

« Are but the prophct voices which foretell

A time when thought may use unfettered wings.
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Too long the drudgery of earth has been

A barrier 'twixt man and his own mind.
Remove the stone, and lo! the Christ within ;
« ‘For He is there, and who so secks shall find.
The Great Inventor is the Modern Priest.

He paves the pathw:g to ashigher goal.
Once from the grind of endless toil released

Man will explore the kingdom of his soul.

And al! this restless rush, this strain and strife,
This noise and glare is but the fanfarade
That ushers in the more majestic life
Where faith shall walk with aciencc, unafraid,
I feel thastrong vibrations of the earth,
1 sense the coming of an hour sublime,
“And bless the star that watched above my birth
And let me live in this i important time.

THE LADDER

NTO each mortal who comes to carth

, A ladder is given by God, at birth,
And up this ladder the soul must go,

Step by step, from the valley below;

Ctep by step, to the centre of space, *

On thi,n‘adder of lives, to the Starting Place,

In time deparfed (which yet c::durcs)
I shaped my ladder, and you shaped yours.
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Whatever they are—they are what we maae @
A ladder of light, or a ladder of shade,

A ladder of love, or a hatcful thing,

A ladder of strength, or a wavering string.

A ladder of gold, or a ladder of straw,

Each is the ladder ofaighteou: law,

We flung them away at the call »f death,

We took them again with the next hive breath.
For a keeper stands by the great birth.gates ;
As each soul passes, its ladder waits,

Though mine be narrow, and yours be broad,
On my laddtr alone can I ciimb to God.

On your ladder alone can your feet ascer
For neane may borrow, and none may lead,

If toil and trouble and pain areefound,
Twistcd and corded, to form each round,

If rusted ifon or mouldering wood

Is the fragile frame, you mrast make it good.
You must build it over and fashion it strong,
Thodgh the task be hard as your life is long ;
~ For up this ladder the pathway leads

To earthly pleasures and spirit needs ;

And all that may come in another way

Shall be but illusion, and will not stajy

19
In uscless effort, then, waste no time ;
Rebuild your ladder, and elimb and climb.
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WHO IS A CHRISTIAN?

HO is a Christian in this Christian land
Of many churches and of lofty gpires !
Not he who sits in soft upholstered pews
Bought by the profits of unholy greed,
And looks devotion, while he thinks of gain.
Not he who sends petitions from the lips
That lie to-morrow in the street and mart,
Not he who fattens on another’s toil,
And flings his unearned riches to the poor,
Or aids the heathen with a lessencd wage,
énd builds cathedrals with an increased rent,

Christ,'wilh Thy great, sweet, simple creed of love,
How must Thd&h weary of Earth’s “ Christian " clans,
Who preach salvation through Thy saving blood -
While planning slaughter of their fellow men.

Who is a Christian? It is one gvhose life

Is built on love, on kindness and on faith ;

Who holds his brother as his other self;

Who toils for justice, aquity and PEACE,

And hides no aim or purpose in his heart

That will not chord with universal gfod.

Thoug(he be pagan, heretic or Jew,
That man is Christian and beloved of Christ,
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THE GOAL,

THE GOAL

LL your wonderful inventions,

All your houses vast and tall,

All your great gun-fronted vessels,
Every fort and%very wall,
With the passing of the ages,

They shall pass and they ¢hall fall.

As you sit among the idols
That your avarice gave birth,

As you count the hoarded treasures
That you think of priceless woyth,

Time is digging tombs to hide them
In the bosom of ihe earth.

There shall come a great cozvulsion
Or a rushing tidal wave,

Or a sBund of mighty thunders
From a subterranean cave,

And a boasting world’s possessions
¢Shall be buried in one grave,

From the Centuries of Silence
We are bringing back again
Buried vase and bust and column

€

And the gods thiey worshipped th:n,

In the strange unmentioned Lities
Built by prebistoric men,
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Did they steal, and lie, and slaughter ?
Did they steep their souls in shame ?
Did they sell eternal virtues
Just to win a passing fame ?
Did they give the gold of honour
For the tinsel c®a name ?

We are hurrying altogether
Toward the silence and the night ;
There is nothing worth the seeking
*But the sun-kissed moral height—
There is nothing worth the doing
But the doing of the n‘g/.r‘t.

THE SPUR

ASKED the mck beside the road what joy existence
lent. -
It answered, “For a million years my heart has been
content.”

1 asked the truffie-secking swine, as rooyng by he
went,

 What is the keynote of your life i He grunted out,
4 Conteiit.”

I asked = slave, who toiled and sung, just what his sing-

ing pfant,
He plodded on h% changeless way, and said, “1 «m
content.”
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1 asked a plutocrar of greed, on what his thoughts were
bent,

He chinked the silver in his purse, and said, “1 am
content.’ €

I asked the mighty forest Jree from whence its force
was sent.

Its thousand branches spoke as one, and said, ** Frome«
discontent.”

I asked the message speeding on, by what great law was
rent
God's secret from the waves of space, It said, * From

discontent,” ¢
1]

I asked the marble, where tle works of God ".nd man .
were blent, . ¢
What brought the statue from the block. It answered,
¢ Discontent,” v

1 asked an nirgel, looking down on earth with gaze
intent, €

How man should fise to larger growth, Quoth he,
“'Threugh discontent.”

AWAKENED!

LOWLY the Pegple waken : they huvc\‘:e:en,
J Like weary soldiers, sleeping in their tents,
While traitors tiptocd through the silent camp
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L]
Intent on plunder. Suddenly a sound—
A careless movement of too bold a thief--
Starts one dull slecper ; then another stirs,
A third cries out a warning, and at Jast
The people are awake! Oh, when as one
The many rise, united ard aleet,  °
With Justice for their motto, they reflect
The mighty force of God's Omnipotence.
And nothing stands before them. Lusty Greed,
Tyrannieal Corruption long in power,
And smirking Cant (whose right hand robs and slay:
So that the left may dower Church and School),
Monopoly, whose mandate took fibm Toil
The Mother Earth, that ldleness might lol]
Andsbreed the Monster of Colossal Wealth—
All these must fall before the gathering Force
Of public indignation. That old strife
Which marks the progress of each century,
The war of Right with Might, is on once more,
And shame to him Who does uog take his stand,

This it the weightiest moment of all timg,
And on the issues of the present hour

A nation’s honour and 2 country's peace,
A People’s future, ay, a World's, depe'nda.

Until the vital questions of the Jay,

Are sopfd and settled, and the gpendthrift thicves
Who rob the cBffers of the saving poor

Arc led from fashion’s feasts to prison fure,
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And taught the saving grace of honest work—
Till Labour claims the privilege of toil

And toil the proceeds of its labour shares—
Let no man sleep, let no man dare to sleep !

SHADOWS

AM sorry in the gladness
Of the joys that crown my days,

For the souls that sit in sadness

Or walk uniaviting ways
On the rudiance of my labour

That a loving fate bestowed,
Falls the shadow of my neighbour,

Crushed bencath a thankless load,

As the canticle of pleasure
From my lovelit altar rolls,
Theveis one discordant measure,
As [ think of homeless sonls.

And | know that grim old story,
Preached from pulpits, is not so,

For no God could sit in glory
And see sinners writhe below.

In that great eternal Centre

Where all human life has birth,
Boundless love and pity enter

And flow downward to the eanth,
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And all souls in sin or son'ov.v

Are but passing through the night,
And I know on some to-ruorrow
God will love them into light.

THE NEW COMMANDMENT
 Let go the Cross."—GerTRUDE RuNsHoON.

HEARD a strange voice in the distance calling
As from a star an echo might be falling.

It spoke {pur syllables, concise and brief,
Lharged with a God-sent message of relief :

Lft ge the ¢crass!  Oh, you who cling to sorrow,
Hark to the gew command and comfort borrow.

Even as the Master left His cross below
And rose to Paradise, let go, let go.

Forget your wrong:, your troutles and-your losses,
For with the tools of thought we build qur crosses.

Forget your griefs, all grudges and all fear
And enter Paradise—its gatcs are near.

Heaven is a.realm by loving souk criated,
And he!} was fashioned by the hearts that hated,

Love, hope and"trust ; believe all joys are yours,
Life pays the soul whose confidence endures,
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The blows of 'zdvcrsc fate, by larger pleasures,
As after storms the soil yields fuller measures,

Let go the cross ; roll self—the stone—away
And dwell with Love in Paradise to-day,

SUMMER DREAMS

HEN the Summer sun is shining,
And the green things push and grow,
Oft my heart runs over measure,
With its fidving fount of pleasure,
As I feel the sea winds blow ;
Ah, then life is good, I knavv,

And T think of sweet birds builging,
And of <hillren fair and free ;
* % fid ofglowing sun-kissed meadows,
And of tender twilight shgdows,
And of bodts upon the sea.
OH, then life scems good to me!

Then unbidden and un®anted,
Comc.thc darker, sadder sight; ;

City shop and stifling alley,

Wkere mxefortuncs ¢hildren rally
And the hot crime-breeding® nights,
And the dearith of God’sdelighus, -
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And ] think of narrow primn;
Where unhappy songbirds dwell,
And of cruel pens and cages
Where some captured wild thing rages
Like 2 madman in his cell,
In the Zoo, the yild, beasts’ hell.

And I long to lift the burden
Of man’'s selfishness and sin ;

And to open wide carth’s treasurcs

OF God's storehouse, full of pleasures,
For my dumb and human kin,
And to ask the whole world in.

+ THE BREAKING OF CHAINS

ETWEEN®he ringing of bells and the musical
clan of chimes .
1 hear a sound like the breaking of ;hams, a]l through
these Christmas times. ,
For the thought of the world is waking out (‘)fa slumber

decp and long,
And the race is beginning to understand how Right can

master Wrong.

And the eyes of the world are open'mg‘wide, and great

are}n. truths they sce
And thé heart of®the world is smgm* a song, and i its

burden s “ Be free !"’
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Now the tbou‘ght of the world and the wish of the
world and the song of the world will make

A force so strong that the fetters forged for a million
years must break. ¢

Fetters of superstitious fear have bound the race to
creeds -

That hindered the upward march of man to the larges
faith he needs,

Fetters of greed and pride have made the race bow
down to kings ;

But the pompous creed and the costly throme must -
yield to mmglcr things.

The thought of the world has climbed ab8ve old paths
for centuries trod ; P

And cloth and crown no longer mean the “vested
power of God."”

The race no longer bends beneath Lhc wenght of Adam’s

.~

But stands erect and knows itsglf the Maker's first of
kin, ’

And the need of the world and the wish of the world
and the song of the world I hear,

All through the clangmg and clashing of bells, this
Christmas .img o’ the year ;

And I hear a sound like the breaking of chnm, and i xt
secms to sayto sne, \

4 the voice of One who spoke of old, “The Truth
sha]l make men free.”
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DECEMBER

PON December’s windy portico
® The Old Year stood, and looked out where the
sun
Went wading down the West;®thrbugh d;ifting clouds,
# [, too, shall sink full soon to rest,” he sighed,
“ And follow where my children’s feet have trod ;
Brave January, beautcous May and June,
My lovely ddughters, and my valiant sons,
" All, all save one, have left me for that bourne
Men call the Past. It scems but yesterday
I saw fair August, laughing with the Sea,
. Snaring the Earth with her seductive wiles,
And 'm:ldng conquest, even of the Sun.
Yet has she gone, and left me here to mourn,”
Then spake December, from an open door :
“ Father, the night grows cold ; come in and rest,
Sit with me here beside this glowing grate ;
1 have not left thee ; thou art not -done ;
My house is thine ; all warm with love and \light,
And bright with holly and with cedar sweet.
My stalwart arm in thing to lean upon g
The feast is spread, I only wait for thee ;
God smiles upon thy dead, smile thau Oh me.”
Then through the open door the Old Year passed
" And dagifhess setted on the outer’world.

12
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“THE WAY"

OWEVER certain of the way thou art, ,
Take not the self-appointed leader’s part,

Follow no n.an, and bx no man be led,
And no man lead. Awake, and go ahead,
Thy path, though leading straight unto the goal,
Might prove confusing to another soul.
The goal is central ; but from east, and west,
And north, and south, we set out on the quest ;
From lofty mountains, and from valleys low :—

How could all /ind one common way to go ?,
]

Lord Buddha to the wilderness was brought.c
Lord Jesus to the Cross. And yet, think not ° '
By solitude, or cross, thou canst achlcvc,
Lest in thine own true Self thou dast believe.
< Know thou art One, with lite's Almighty Source,
Then are thy feet set on the gertain Course.

Nor does it matter if thou feast, or fast,

Or what thy cresd—or where thy lot is cast }

In halls of pleasure or in crowded mart,

In city streets, or from all hen apart—

Thy path leads to the Light ; and peace and power.
Shall be thy por'fxon, growing hour by hour,
Fo''ow no man, apd by ho man be led.
“And no man lead, But new and go ahea}),
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THE LEADER TO BE

HAT shall the leader be in that great day

167

When we who sleep and dream that we are

slaves
Shall wake and know that lecrty is ours ?

*Mark well that word—not yours, not mine, but ours.

For through the mingling of the separate streams

Of individual protest and desire,
In one united sea of purpose, lies

‘The course to Freedom.

When Progeession takes

Her undnspmed right of way, and sinks
Thg olcl traditions and conventions where
l'hey may not rise, what shall the leader be ?

Np mighty wa;:i‘or skilled in crafts of war,
Sowing earth’s fertile furrows with dead men
And staining crimson @od’s cerulean sea,
To prove his prowess to a shuddering world..

Nor yet a monarch with a silly crown
Perched on an empty head, an in-bred heir
Tmnmeles: titles and anemic blood. ==

‘No rul vfurchucd by the perjurel votes
Of stri dcmagogues whose god is gold.
Nat ene of these shall lead to Liberty.
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The weakness of the world cries out for strength.
The sorrow of the world cries out for hope.
Its suffering cries for kindness,

He who leads
Must then be $trong andek.opeful as the dawn
That rises unafraid and full of joy
Above the blackness of the darkest night.
He must be kind to every living thing ;
Kind as the Krishna, Buddha and the Christ,
And full of love for all created life.
Oh, not in war shall his great prowess lie,
Nor shall he find %his pleasure in the chase. .
Too great for slaughter, fricnd of man and“beast,
Touching the borders of the Unseen Realms v
And bringing down to earth their mystic fires *
To light our troubled pathways, wise »..2 kind
And human to the core, so shall he be,
The coming leader of the coming time.

THE GREATER LOVE

EAR thou my prayer, great God of opulence ;
Give me‘no blessings, save as recompense
Fo= iyl ssings whigh 1 lovingly bestow N
On needy stranger or on sufferings foe.
If Wealth, by chance, should on my path appear,

Let Wisdom and Benevolence stand near, ;
[ ] -
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And Charity within my portal wait,.
To guard me from acquaintance intimate,

¥et in this intricate gréat art of living
Guide me away from misdirected giving,
And show me how to spu-4eha laggard soul
To strive alone once more to gain the goal.

Repay my worldly efforts to attain
Only as | develop heart and brain ;
Nor brand me with the “Dollar Sign " above
A bosom void of sympathy and love,
[ ]

If on thescarrying winds my name be blown
JTo gny land or time beyond my own,

Let is not be as one who gained the day

By crowgling others from the chosen way ;
Rather as one who missed the highest place
Pausing to cheer spent runners in the race.

To do—to have—ig lesser than to BE :

The greater boon I ask, dear God; from Thee.

THANK GOD FOR_LIFE

°
HANK God for life, in such an age as this,
Jich with ghe promises of Letier things.
Thank God, for being part of this great nation’s heart,
Whose strong pulsations are not ruled by kings.
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‘Our thanks for fearless and protesting speech
When cloven hoofs show "neath the robes of stare.
For us no servile song of “ Kings can do no wrong."
Not royal birth, but worth, makes rulers great. *

Thank God for peace ‘within our border lands,
And for the love of peace within each soul. “
Who thinks on peace has wrought, mosaic- squares of
thought
In the foundation of our future goal.  «

Our thanks for love, and knowledge of love’s laws.
Love is a greater power than vested might.

Love is the central source of all enduring force.
Love is the law that sets the whole world rigl’it.x ¢

Qur thanks for that increasing torch o 1ight
«The tireless hand of science Lolds abroad.

And may its growing blaze shine on all hidden ways
Till man beholdmthe sithouctté of God.

TIME ENOUGH

I KNOW it is early morning,

~ "And" nope: is Yalling aloud, |

And your heart is afire with Youth's desire
To hurry along with the crowd. ’
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But linger a-bit by the roadside,
- And lend 2 hand by the way,

"T'is a curious fact that a generous act
*Brings leisure and luck to a day.

I know it is only the noontige—
There is chance enough to be kmd
But the hours run fast when noon has passed
And the shadows are close behind.
So think while the light is shining,
And act ere the set of the sun,
For the sorriest woe that a soul can know
Is to think what it might have dene.

1 know it is almost evening,
» .Blt‘the twilight hour is long,

If you listen and heed each cry of need
You #W™M:ht full many a wrong.
For when we have finished the journey

We will all look back and say :
“ On life’s long m®e there was ngthing worth while
But the good we did by the way.”

NEW YEAR’'S DAY

.
HEN with chnginw ringing
Gomes the year'sinitial day, ;"

{can feel the rhythmic swinging
Of the world upon its way ;
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And though Right still wears a fetter
And though Justice still is blind,
Time’s beyond is always better
Than the paths he leaves behind,

1n our fons of c\utencc,
As we circle through the night,
We annihilate the distance
"Twixt the darkness and the light.
From beginnings crude and lowly,
Round and round our souls have trod
Through the circles, winding slowly
Up to kanowledge and to God.

With each century departed
Some old evil found a tomb,
Some old truth was newly started
In propitious soil to bloom, e -«
With each epoch some <ondition
That has handicapped the race
(Worn-outgreed or superttition)
[Into knowledge yields its place.

Though in folly and in blindness
And ia sorrow still wve grope,

Yet in man’s increasing kindness
Lies thie world’s stupendous .ope ;

BTN Jas \CSI hoar of crrors

Is as radiant as the dawn, «.

Set beside the awful terrors
Of the ages that have goue.
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And above 'the sad world’s sobbing,
And the strife of clan with clan,
I can hear the mighty throbbing
Of the heart of God in man ;
And a voice chants throggh the ¢himing
Of the bells, and seems’ to say,
We are climbing, we are climbing,
As we circle on our way.

IN AN OLD ART GALLERY

EFORE the statue of a giant Hun,
There stood a dwarf, misshapen and uncouth.

His lifted eyes seemed asking : *“ Why, in sooth,
Wasdmmes. fashioned like this mighty one?
Would God show favour to an older son

Like earthly kings, and beggar without ruth ‘

Another, whosinned only bv_his youth ?
Why should two lives in such divergegce run i”

Strange, as he gazed, that from a vamshcd past
No memorics revived of war and strife,
Of misused prowess, and @#-broken law.
That old Hun’s spirit, in the dwarf re-cast,
Lived out the sequence offan.cafffiy ilfe.
4 Il was Hhe statue of bimself be saw!
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TRUE BROTHERHOOD

OD, what a world, if men in street and mas

Felt that same kinship of the human heart

Which makés them, ‘Wthe face of flame and foor
Rise to the meaning of true Brotherhood !

THE DECADENT

MONG the virile hosts he passed along,
Conspicuous for an undeterminegd grace
Of sexless beauty,  In his form and face
God’s mighty purpose somehow had gone wrong.¢
Then on his loom, he wove a careful song,
Of sensuous threads ; a wordy web of lace
«  Wherein the primal passions of the race
And his own sins made wonder for the throng,

A little pen prick opened up a vein,
And gave the finished mesh a crimson blot—
The lasi consummate touch of studied art.
But those who knew strong passion and keen pain,
Looked throtigh and through the pattern and found
Mﬂﬂt; Y * Py

One single great emotion of ghe heart.y,
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LORD, SPEAK AGAIN

HEN God had formed the Universe, He thought
Of all the marvels therein to be wrought
"And to His aid then Motherhc«:fwas brbught,

u My lesser sclf, the feminine of Me,
She will go forth throughout all time,” quoth He,
¢ And make My world what I would have it be.

“ For I am weary, having laboured so,
And for a cycle of repose would go
Into that silence which but God may know.

“'I‘xér&'are I leave the rounding of My plan
To Motherhood ; and that which I begun
Let woman finih in perfecting man.

¢ She is the soil : the human Mother Earth :
She is the sun, that caff the sced to =arth.
She is the gardener, who knows its worth,

“From Me, all seed, of any kind must gpring.
Diving the growth such seed and soil will bring.
Far all is Me, and I am everything.J

Thiis having spoken to Himself aloud
His glo'ious face upon His breast He bowed,
And sought repose behind a wall of cloud,



176 . LORD, SPEAK AsAIN

Come forthy O God! though great Thy thought and
good, ,

In shaping woman for true Motherhood,

Lord, speak again ; she has not understood.

The centuries pass: ungsycles roll along—
The earth is peopled with a mighty throng,
Yet men are fighting and the world goes wrong,

Lord, speak again, ere yet it be too late,
Unloved, unwanted souls come through earth’s gate ;
The unborn child is given a dower of hate,

Thy world progrésses in all ways save one,
In Motherhood, for which it was begun, °
Lord, Lord, behold how little has been done ! |

et

Children are spawned like fishes in the sand,
With ignorance and crime they fill the"land.
Lord, speak again, till mother, understand.

It is not all of Motherhood to ke uw
Conceptiog pleasure or deliverance woe.
Who plants the seced should help the shoot to grow.

Better a barren soil than weel and tare,
Or sickly plants that die for want of care
In poisonous jungles, void of sun and air,

True Moth:fl;bd;i }s not alone to br“eed
The human race ; it is to know and heed
Its holiest purpose and its highest need.
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Lord, speak again, so woman shall be stir.r
With the full meaning of that mighty wori
True Motherhood. She has not rightly heard.

MY HEAW

NHOUSED in deserts of accepted thought,
And lost in jungles of confusing creeds,
My soul strayed, homeless, finding its own nceds
Unsatisfied with what tradition taught.

The pros and cons, the little ifs and ands,
The but and maybe, and the this ‘and that,
On which the churches thicken and grow fat,
1 6‘om’:l'but structures built on shifting sands.

And allggbaiz heavens were strange and far away,
And all their hells were made of human hate
And since for death I did not care to wait,

A heaven I fashionegyfor myself one day.

Of happy thoughts I built it stone by stong,
With joy of life I draped each spacious room,
With love's great lighe I drove away all gloom,

And in the centre I madaGod a thronc.

And this dear heaven I set within iy heart,
And carried it about with me aitvay, =
Ang then the Shanging dogmas of the day
Seemed alien to my thoughts and held no part.
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Now as I take my heaven from place to place
I find new rooms by love's revealing light,
And death will give me but & larger sight

To see my palace spreading into space,

LIFE

N a bleak, bald hill with a dull werld under,
The dreary world of the Commonplace,
I have stood when the whole world sccined a blunder
Of dotard Time, in an aimless race.
With worry at\ut me and want before me—
Yet deep in my soul was a rapiure spring ‘
That made me cry to the grey sky o'er me :,
«Oh, I know this life is a goodly thing ¥ *

I have given sweet years to a thankle®®uiy
While cold and starving, though clothed and fed,
For a young heart’s hunger for joy and beauty
Is harder to bear than the%ted of bread.
I have watched the wane of a sodden season,
Which let hope wither, and made care thrive,
And through it all, withowt earthly reason,
1 have thrilled with the glory of being alive.

And now I stand by the great sea’s splendour,
Where¥Ve add beauty feed heart and eye.

The brilliant light of the sun grows tender \
As it slants to the shore of the by and by.
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I prize each hour as a golden treasu
A pearl Time drops from a broken stﬁng
And all my ways are the ways of pleasurc,
And I know this life is a goodly t)ung

And I know, too, that not ir .1¢lsecmg,
Or having, or doing the things we would,
Lics that decp rapture that comes from being
At ome with the Purpose which made all good.
And not frgm Pleasure the heart may borrow
That rare contentment for which we strive,
Unless through trouble, and want, and sorrow
Itehas thrilled with the glory of being alive.

GOD'S KIN

HERE is no summit you may not attain,
No purpose which you may not yet achieve,
If you will wait semencly and belicve
Fach seeming loss is but a step toward gaig.

Between the mountain-tops lic vale and plain ;
Let nothing make you question, doubt or gricve ;
Give only good, and good alofw receive ;
And as you welcome joy, so welcolne pain.
-

That ghich you fnost desire awaits your word ;
Thtow wide the door and bid it enter in,
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Speak, and’ the strong vibratioris shall be stirred ;
Speak, a%d above carth’s loud, unmeaning din
Your silent declarations shall be heard,
All things a~e possible to God's own kin.
v
A
CONQUEST

ALK not of strength, until your heart has known
And fought with weakness through long hours
alone.

Talk not of virtne, till your conquering soul
Has met temptation and gained full control.

Boast not of garments, all unscorched by sin, ¢ |
Till you have passed, unscathed, through fires within,

Oh, poor that pride the unscarred soldier shows,
'Who safe in camp, has never faced his foes.

Qe

THE STATUE

GRANITE rock in the mountain side
Gazed on th- -:rld and was satisfied,
It watched the centuries come and go.
It welcomed the sunlight, yet loved the snow.
It grieved when the forest was forced to fall,
Yet joyed when steeples rose, white and td],
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. |
In the valley beiow it, and thrilled ¢t 2 hear
The voice of the great town roaring pear.

Was caught by the mill whee! #nd borne away
And trained to labour, the gy rock mused

“ Trees and verdure and stream are used

By Man the Master ; but I remain

Friend of the mountain, and star, and plain,
Unchanged forever by God’s decree,

While passing centuries bow to me.”

“When the mountain stream ;o;?%s idle play

"Lhen all unwarned, with a migh?y shock
Out of the mountain was wrenched the rock.
Br:lised and battered and broken in heart,

{t "Wks carried away to the common mart,
Wiraskad.and ruined in piece and pride.

* Oh, God is cruel,” the granite cried,

¢ Comrade of mountains, of stars the friend,
By all deserted, hggv sad my end.'.’

)

A dreaming sculptor in passing by

Gazed at the granite with thoughtful eye.

Then stirred with a purpose suprenfely grand

He bade his dream in™tN®Totimexpand.

And lo! from the broken and ¢#hapeless mass

That grieved and doubted, it came tovpass

Izt a gloriod\ statue of priceless worth
infinite beauty, adorned the earth.

3
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SIRIUS

“ .
“Since Sirius erycsed the Milky Way, sixty thousand
years have gome!'—GaMwrt P, Serviss.

INCE Sirius crossed the Milky Way
Full sixty thousand years have gone,
Yet hour by hour, and day by day,
This tireless star speeds on and on’

Methinks he, must be moved to mirth

By that droll tale of Genesis, ‘
Which says creation had its birth

For such 2 puny world as this.

To hear how One who fashioned allemes
Those Solar Systems, tier on tiers,
Expressed in little Adam's fall
The purpose of a milliogatpheres.

And, witness of the endless plan,
To splendid wrath he must be wrought
By pigmy~creeds presumptuous man
Sends forth,s~G uib*primeval thought,

]
Perchance from half 2 hundred stars
He hears as many curious things ;
From Venus, Jupiter and Mars, o
And Saturn with the beauteous rings,
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There may be students of the Cause
Who send their revelations out,
'And formulate their codes of law
With heavens for faith and h
e
On planets old ere form or place
Was lent to earth, may dwell—who knows—
A God-like and perfected race

That hails great Sirius as he goes.

s for doubt,

In zones that circle moon and sun,
"T'wixt world and world, he mgy see souls
Whose span of earthly life is done
Still journeying up to higher goals.
. -‘.,
And on dead planets grey and cold
(it spectral souls, that barboured hate
Life after life, he may behold

Descending to a darker fate,

And on his grand majestic course
He may have caught one glorious sight
Of that vast shining central Source «
From which proceed: <" Lifg, all Light.

L[]
Since Sirius crossed the Milky Way
Full sixty thgusand years have gone,
Nt;roru,l man may bid him stay,
No mortal man may speed him on.
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No mongl mind may comprehend
What beyond what was before ;
To God bé glory without end,
Let man B _humble and adore,

AT FONTAINEBLEAU

T Fontainebleau, I saw a little bed”
Fashioned of polished wood, with gold ornate,
Ambition, hopt, and sorrow, ay, and hate
Once battled there, above a childish head,
And there in vain, grief wept, and memory plead
It was so small ! but ah, dear God, how great *
The part it played in one sad woman’s fag, =
How wide the gloom, that narrow object shed.
The symbol of an over-reaching aim,
The emplem of a devastated joy,
It spoke of glory, and a blasted home :
Of fieeting honours, and dxsordered fame,
And the lode passing of a frag\le bt))
P ity

It was thc audle of the King uf Rome,
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THE MASQUERADI

OOK in the eyes of trouble % a smile,
Extend your hand and drghot be afraid.
"Tis but a friend who com§ to maquerade
And test your faith and courage for awhile.

Fly, and he follows fast with threat and jeer.
Shrink, and he dcals hard blow on stinging blow,
But bid him welcome as a friend, and lo!

The jest is off—the masque will disappear.

.o, SYMPATHY
S thg way hard and thorny, oh, my brother?
Do tempests beat, and adverse wild winds blow ?
And are you spent, and broken, at each nightfall,
Yet with each mogreou rise and onward go ?
Brother, I know, I know!
I, too, have journeyed so.

Is your heart mad with longing, oh, my sister ?

Are all great passions t yuai-lreast aglow ?
Does the white wonder of your owa soul blind you,
And are you torn with rapture and with woe ?
Sister, I know, I Rnow?
I, too‘havc- suffered so,

’
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Is the road fil}=d with snare and quicksand, pilgrim?
Do pitfalls §e where roses seem to grow ?

And have you jpmetimes stumbled in the darkness,
And are you B§tised and scarred by many a blow.?

Pilgrim, I know, Isgnow !

I, too, have sttnbled¥®.

Do you send out rebellious cry and question,
As mocking hours pass silently and slow.

Docs your insistent “ whercfore " bring no answer,
While stars wax pale with watching and droop low ?

1, too, have questioned so,

But now [ knosw, o know ! ,

To toil, to strive, to err, to cry, to grow,

To love througt all—this is the way to ke, |

INTERMEDIARY

HEN from the prison of its body free,
My soul shall soar, before it goes to Thee,

Thou great Creator, give it power to know
The language of all sad, dumb things below,
And let me dwell a season still on earth
Before 1 rise to sogeasdtvimér birth :
Invisible to menp yet seen and heard,
And understood by sorrowing beast and bird—
Invisible to men, yet always near,*
To whisper counse! in the human car;
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And with a spell to stay the hunter’s }and
And stir his heart to know and underyand ;
To plant within the dull or thought
Fhe great religious impulse to be !

Before I prune my spirit win&i';nd rise

To seek my loved ones in their paradise,
Yea! even before I hasten on to see

That lost child’s face, so like a dream to me,
I would bg given this intermediate réle,

And carry comfort to each poor dumb soul :
And bridge man’s gulf of cruelty and sin

By understanding of his lower kin?

"Twixt Weary driver and the straining steed
On 'wmgs of mercy would my spirit speed
And each should know, before his journey’s end,
Thet in the other dwelt a loving friend.

From 200 and jungle, and from cage and stall,
I would translate each inarticulate call,

Each pleading logkseach frenzied act and cry,
And tell the story to cach passer-bv Poe

And of a spirit’s privilege possessed,

Pursue indifference tq its couch of rest,

And whisper in its ear until in awe’

It woke and knew God's all-embracing Jaw
Of Universal Life—the One in %AlL

Lojd, let this ission to my lot befall
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LIFE'S CAR

[

No waiting a To-morrow car,
When you can board To-day.
Success is somewhere down the track;
Bcfore the chance is gone
Accelerate your laggard pace,
Swing on, I say, swing on—
Hurry up !

¢ Step lively !
Belated souls are following fast,
They shout and signal,  Wait.”
Conductor Time breoks no delay,
He rings the bell of Fate.
But you can give the man behind,
With ope hand on thesber,
A finul chance to brook defeat,
And board the moving car.
Step lively ! .

“Move wpt” "

Make way for others as you sit
Orstand. This crowded earth
Has room for every journeying soul

En route to higher birth.

.
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Ay, room and comfort, if no one
T'ook double share or space,
Nor let his greed and selfishness .
Absorb another’s place. .+’
Move up! '

“ Hold fast1”
The jolting switch of obstacles
With jarring rails is near.
Stand firm of foot, be strong of grip,
Brace well and have no fear.
The Maker of the Car of Life
. Foresaw that curve—Despai,
And hung the straps of faith, and hope,
. So you might grasp them there.
Hold fast !

OPI'ORTUNITY

SEND forth your heart’s desire, and work and wait ;
The opportunities of life are brought

To our own doors, not by capricious fate,

But by the strong compelling force of thought.

THE AGE OF MOTOREIE THINGS

HE wonderful age’of the world I sing-
The age ®f battery, coil and spring,
O)stcam, and storage, and motored thing.
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Thoughf faith may slumber and art seem dead,
And allfhat is spoken has once been said,
And all &at is written were best unread ;

Though hea R are iron and thoughts are steel,
And all hat hag value is mercantile,
Yet marvellous truths shall the age reveal.

Ay, greater the marvels this age shall find
Than all the centuries left behind,‘
When faith was a bigot and art was blind.

Oh, sorry the search of the world for gods, ,
Through faith that slaughters and are that lauds,

While reason sits on its throne and nods.,
. L Y

But out of the leisure that men will know
When the cruel thing: of the sad earth go,
A Faith that is Knowledge shall rise and grovs.

In the threb and whir of"fth new machine
Thinner is growing the veil between
The visible earth and the worlds unscen.

The True Religion shall leisure bring ;
And Art sha]l awaken and Love shall sing :
Oh, ho! for the age of the motored. thing !
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NEW YEAR
MoRrTaL ¢

‘HE night is cold, the hour is } e, the world is
bleak and drear; ‘
Who is it knocking at my door "'

Taeg New Year:
“] am Good Cheer.”

Mortas : .
““Your voice is strange: I know you not; in,
shadows dark 1 grope
What sack you here:”’

TupNptv Year:

“ Friend, let me in; my name is Hope.”
o
MorTaL:

“ And mine is Failure ; you but mock the life you
scek to blesss
Pass on.”

Tue New Yeak :
L d
“Nay, open wide the door ; I am Success.”

MogrTat :
“But T am ill and spent with pain; too late has
come youf wealth,
I cgnnot use it.”
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Tue Nsw YEar:

“Listery friend ; I am Good Health.”

Monrat : .

“ Now, wide\' fling my door. Come in, and your
fair statemants prove,”

Tue Nsw YEar:

“But you must open, too, your heart, for I am
Love.”

. DISARMAMENT

E have outgrown the helmet and cuirass,
The spear, the arrow, and the javélin,
These crude inventions of a cruder age,
When men killed men to show their love of God,
And he who slaughtered most was greatest king.
We have outgrown the nced of war |
Should men = o
Unite in this one thought, all war would end.

Disarm the world; lnq let all Nations meet

Like Mch, not monsters, when disputes arise.
When crossed opinions‘iang!e into snarls,

Let Courts éntie them, and not armies cut.

When State discussions breed dissensions, let .~
Union and Arbitration superséde

The hell-created implements of War,



$HE CALL . 1oy

Disarm the world ! and bid destructive thought
Slip like a serpent from the mortal mind

Down through the marshes of oblivion, Soon

A race of gods shall rise|  Disarm ! Disarm !

THE CALL

LL wantonly in hoars of joy,
I made a song of pain.
Soon Grief drew near, and paused to hear,
And sang the sad refrain,

Agtin and yet again.

Then recklessly in my despair,
I sang of hope one day.

' And Joy turned back upon life’s track,
And smiled, and came my way,

And sat her down rto stay.
o o

A LITELE SONG

H, a great world, a fiir world, a true world I find
it} .
<A sun that never forgets to rise, .
On the darkest nigllt, a star in the skies,
And a Pod of love behind it
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Oh, 2 good life, a sweet life, a large life I take it,
Is what He offers to you, and me; '
A chance to do, and a chance to be,

Whatever we ch'os.e to make it.

Oh, a far way,; a high. way, a sure way He leads us ;
And if the journey at times seems long,

We must trudge ahead, with a trustful song,

And know at the end He needs us.
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A DIALOGUE

MORTAL

HE world is full of selfishness and greed
Lord, I would lave its sin,

SPIRIT

Yes, mortal, earth of thy good help has need,
o Cleanse 1byself within,

L 4
MORTAL

Mine ear is hurt by harsh and evil speech,
I would reform gep’s ways.

SPIRIT

There is but one convincing way to teach,
L .

Speak thou but words of praise. -

MORTAL »

On every hand is wretchedness and grief,

Despondency #nd fear.

Lprd, I'would give my fellow-men relief.
195
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SPIRIT
Be, then, all hope, all cheer.

[

MORTAL

Lord, I look outward and grow sick at heart,
Such need of change I sce.

SPIRIT

Mortal, look in, Do thy allotted part,
And leave the rest to ME,

THE WEED

WEED is but an unloved flower I
Go dig, and prune, and guide, gnd wait
Until it learos its high estate,
And glorifies some bower,
A weed is but an unloyed, flower |

All sin is virtue unevolved,
Release the angel from the clod—
Go love thy brothér up to Ged.
Behold each problem solved,
Al sin is virtue uncvoled.
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STRENGTH

RHO is the strong ! Not he who puts to test
His sinews with the strong and proves the best ;
But he who dwells where weaklings congrgate,
And never lets his splendid strength abate.

Who is the good? Not he who walks each day
With moral men along the high, clean way ;
But he who jostles gilded sin and shame,

Yet will not sell his honour or his name.

Who R the wise?  Not he who from the start
With Wisdom’s followers has taken part ;
But hg who looks in Folly's tempting eyes,

And turns away, perceiving her disguise.
L)

-
Who is serene? Not he who flees his kind,
Some mountain fastness, or some cave to find ;
But he who in the city’s gosiest scene,
Keeps calm within—he only is serene.

AFPIRM

ODY and mindy and spirit, all combine
To make the Creatyre, huan and divine,

Of this great trhhity no part deny.
Affirm, afirm, the Great Eternal L

R
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Affirm the body, beautiful ‘and whole,
The carth-expr.ssion of immortal soul,

Affirm the mind, the messenger of the hoﬁr,
To speed between thee and the source of power.

Affirm the spirit, the Eternal I—
Of this great trinity no part deny,

THE CHOSEN

HEY stoor before the Angel at the gate }
The Angel asked : “ Why should yeu enter in "
One said : “ On earth my place was high and great;”
And one : “I warned my fellow-men from siet”
Another : I was teacher of the faith ;
I scorned my life and lived in love with death.

'And one stood silent. “Speak I” the Angel said 3
“ What carthly deed has sei.t you here to-day »”
# Alas! I did but follow where they led,”
He answered sadly : “I had lost my way—
So new the country, and soatrange my flight
I only sought for guidance and for light.”

« You have no passport I  “ None,” the answer came.
“I loved the arth, tho' lowly was my lot.

I strove to keep my record free from blame,
And make a heaven sbout my humble spot.
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A narrow life ; [ see it now, too late ;
So, Angel, drive me from the heavenly gate.”

The JAngel swung the portal wide and free,
And took the sorrowing stranger by the hand.
“Nay, you #lone,” he said, “ shal] come gvith me,
Of all this waiting and insistent band.
Of what God gave, you built your paradise ;
Behold your mansion waiting in the skies.”

THE NAMELESS

NNUMBERED gods may unremembered dic ;
A thou$and creeds may perish and pass by ;
Yet do Ielift minc eyes to ONE on high,

* * .
Unnamed be HE from whom creation came ;
There & no word whereby to speak His name
But petty men have mouthed it into shame.

I lift mine eyes, and witha river’s force.
My love's full tide goes sweeping on its coumse
.To that supreme and all-embracing Source,

Then back through all thost thirsting channels roll
The mighty billows of the Over Soul.
And I am He, the portion and the Whole.

As little streams before the flood-tide flee,
As rivers vanish to become the sea,
The I e}im no more, for I AM HE.
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THE WORD

H, a word is a gem, or a stone,or a song.‘,'
Or a flame, or a two-edged sword :
Or arase in' bloomg or « sweet perfume,
Or a drop of gall, is a word,

You may choose your word like a connaissenr,
And polish it up with art, .
But the word that sways, and stirs, and stays,

Is the word that comes from the heart.
¥

You may work on your word a thousand weeks,
But it will not glow like one

That all unsought, leaps forth white hot,
When the fountains of feeling run.

You may hammer away on the anvil of thought,
And fashion your word u.;ith care, i
But unlgss ydu are stirred to the depths, that word

Shall die on the empty air,

For the word that comes*from the brain alone,
Alone to the brain will speed ;

But the word shat sways, and stirs, and stays,
Oh ] that is the wotd men heed, a
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ASSISTANCE

EAN on no mortal, Love, and serve ;
(For service is love’s complement)
But dt was never God's intent,
Your spmt from its path should swcrvc,
To gain another’s point of view.
As well might Jupiter, or Mars
Go seeking help from other stars,
Instead of sweeping ON, as you.
Look to the Great Eternal Cause
And not to any man, for lights
Losk in; and learn the wrong, and right,
From your own soul's unwritten laws,
And when you question, or demur,
_ Let love be your Interpreter.

“CREDULITY"

F fallacies com.e k:xocking at my*doog,
1'd rather feed, and shelter full a score,
Than hide behind the black portcullis, doubt,
And run the risk of barrmg one Truth out.

And if pretension for a time decejve,

And prove me one too ready to believe,
Far less my shame, than if by stubbosn act,
1 brand as lie, some great colossal Fact,
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On my soul’s door, the latch-string hangs outside ;
Within, the lighted candle, Let me guide

Some errant follies, on their wandering way,
Rather, than Wisdom give no welcoming ray.

CONSCIOUSNESS

OD, what a glory, is this consciousness,

Of life on life, that comes to those who seek!
Nor would I, if I might, to others speak,
The fulness of that knowledge. It can,bless,
Only the eager souls, that willing press
Along the mountain passes to the peak,
Not to the dull, the doubting or the weak,
Will Truth explain, or Mystery confess, .

Not to the curious or impatient soul

That in the start, demanis the end be shown,
And at each step, stops wairing for a sign ;
But to the tireless toiler taward the goal,
Shall the great miracles of God be known
And liferevealed, immortal and divine,

‘THE STRUCTURE

PON the wreckage of thy yesterday,

Design the structure of to-mgrrow.  Lay
Strong corner stones of purpose, and prepare
Great blocks of wisdom, cut from past despair.
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Shape mighty pillars of resolve, toset

Deep in the tear-wet mortar of regret.

Work on with patience. Though thy toil be slow,
Yt day by day the edifice shall grow.

Believe in God—in thine own self believe,

All that thou hast desired thoy shalt achieve.

OUR SOULS

UR souls should be vessels recciving
The waters of love for relieving
The sorrows of mey.

L
For here lies the pleasure of living ;
*In taking God’s bounties, and giving
The gifts back again,

THE LAW

HEN the grcat universe Nas grought
To might and majesty from naught,
The all-creative force was—
Thaugtt,

That force is thine. Though desolate

The way may seem, command thy fate,

Send forth thy thought—
: Create—Create!
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KNOWLEDGE

OULD you believe in Presences Unseen— -
In life beyond this earthy life ? BE STILL:

Be stiller yet ! and listen,  Set the screen *

» Of silence at the portal of your will,

Relax, and let the world go by unheard,

And seal your lips with some all-sacred waord.

Breathe “ God,” in any tongue—it means the same 3

. LOVE ABSOLUTE: Think, feel, absorb the
thought ; *

Shut out all else ; until a subtle flame

(A spark from God's creative centre caught)
Shall permeate your being, and shall glow,
Increasing in its splendour, till, YOU KNOW,

«Not in a moment, or an hour, or day
The knowledge comes; the ppwgr is far too great,
To win in ang desultory way.
No soul is worthy till it learns to wait,
Day after day be patient, then, oh, soul;
Month after month—till, lo! the goal ! the goal|
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GIVE

IVE, and thou shalt receive, Give thoughts of
cheer,
Of courage and success, to friend and stranger,
And from a thousand sources, far and near,
" Strength will be sent thee in thy hour of danger,

Give words of comfort, of defence, and hope,

To mortals &rushed by sorrow and by error.
. And though thy fect through shadowy paths may grope,
Tixou shalt not walk in loneliness og terror.

Give of thy gold, though small thy portion be.
Gold yusts and shrivels in the hand that keeps it,
Tt grows in one that opens wide and free.
ows his harvest is the one who reaps it,

Give of thy love, nor wait to know the worth
Of what thou lovest ; and ask no returning.
And wheresoe'er thy pathway leads on tarth,
There thou shalt find the lamp of love-light burning.

PEREECTION

HE lcaf that ripens only in the sun
Is dull and shrivelled ere its race is run.
The leaf that mafles a carnival of death
Must tremble first before the north wind's breath
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The life that neither grief nor burden knows
Is dwarfed in sympathy before its close,

The life that grows majestic with the years
Must taste the bitter tonic found in tears,

FEAR

EAR is the twin of Faith’s sworn foe, Distrust,
If one breaks in your heart the other must,

Fear is the open enemy of Good.
It means the £od in man misunderstood.

Who walks with Fear adown life’s road 'wﬂl meet
His boon companiens, Failure and Defeat,

But look the bully boldly in the eyes,
With mien undaunted, and he turns and flies,

LI
THE WAY
ETWEEN the finite and the infinite
The missing linR of Love has left a void.

Supply the link, and eatth with Heaven will join
In one conginued chain of endless life.

Hell is wherever Love is no§ and Heaven
I Love’s location. No dogmatic creed,
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No austere faith based on ignoble fear
Can lead thee into realms of joy and peace.
Unless the humblest creatures on the carth
Are bettered by thy loving sympathy
" Think got to find a Paradise beyond.

There is no sudden entrance into Heaven.
Slow is the ascent by the path of Love,

UNDERSTOOD

VALUE more than I d&pise
My tendency to sin,
* Because it helps me sympathise
With all my tempted kin.

He who has nothing in his soul
‘That links him to the sod,

Knows not ghas joy of self-control
Which lifts him up to God.  *

And I am glad vy heart can say,
When others. trip and fall

(Although I safely passed that way),
# ] understand it,all,”
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HIS MANSION

HERE was a thought he hid from all mep’s
eyes,
And by his prudent life and deeds of wort!.
He left a goodly rectrd upon earth
As one both pure and wise,

But when he reached a dark unsightly door
Beyond the grave, there stood his secret-thought,
It was the mansion he had built and brought
“To dwell in, on that shore,

EFFECT

N unkind tale was whispered in his ear,
He paused to hear. .
His thoughts were food that helped a falsehood thrive,
And keep alive.

LI }
Years datvned and died. One day by venom's tongue
His name was stung.
He cried aloud, nor dreamed the lic was spawn
Of thoughts long gone,

:‘\‘Iach mental wave we send out from the mind,
Or base, or kind,

Completes its circuit, then with added force
Seeks its own source. :
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THREE THINGS

NOW this, ye restless denizens of earth,
Know this, ye seekers after joy and mirth,
Three thﬁ:gs there are, eternal in their worth.
L]

Love that outreaches to the humblest things ;
Work that is glad, in what it does and brings ;
And faith that soars upon unwecaried wings.

Divine the Powers that on this trio wait.
Smpreme their conquest, over Time*and Fate.
Love, Work, and Faith-—these three alone are great.

OBSTACLES

“ @The slothful man saith, There is a lion in the way; a |
lion is in the street,”—PROVYRB3 xxvi, 13

.
THERE’nrc no lions in th® staeet ;
No lions in the way.
Go seck the goal, thou slothful soul,
Awake, awake, [ say.

Thon dost but dream of obstgcles ;
fn God’s great lc;i;:on,

That word illstarred, no page has marred
Préss on, I say, press on.
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¢ PRAYER

Nothing can keep thee from thine own
But thine own slothful mind.

To one who knocks, each door unlocks ;
And he who secks, shall find

PRAYER

EAN on thyself until thy strength is tried ;
Then ask God's help ; it will not be denied.

Use thine qwn sight to see the way to go ;
When darkness falls ask God the path go show,

Think for thyself and reason out thy plqr{ F
God has His work and thou hast thine, oh, man.

Exert thy will and use 1 for control ;
God gave thee jurisdiction of thy soul.

4
All thine immortal powers bring into play ;
Think, act, strive, reason, then look up and pray.
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CLIMBING

HO climbs the mountain does not always climb.
The winding road slants dowrpvard many a
Sime ;
Yet each descent is higher than the last,
Has thy path fallen ?  That will soon be past.
Beyond the curve the way leads up and on.
Think not thy goal for ever lost or gone.
Keep moving forward ; if thine aim is right
Thou canst not miss the shining mountain height,
Who would attain to summits still and fair,
Must nePve himsclf through valleys of despair.

W@RE IS NO DEATH, THERE ARE NO
DEAD.” .

(Suggested by thebosk of Mr. Ed. % Randall))
L)

HERE is no death, there are no dead.”
From zone to zone, from sphere to sphere,
The souls of all who pass from hege
By hosts of living thoughts are led ;
And dark or bright, those souls must tread
The paths they fashioned year on year.
For hells are built of hate or fear,
And heavens of love our lives have shed,
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THERE IS NO DEATH

Across unatlassed worlds of space,
And through God’s mighty universe,
With thoughts that bless or thoughts that curse,
Each joorneys to his rightful place. '
Oh, greater truth no man hath said-
“There is no-death, there are no dead.”

It lifts the mourner {rom the sod,
And bids him cast away the reed
Of some uncomforting poor creed,
And walk with Knowledge for a :od.
It bids the loubter seck the broad
Vast fields, where living facts will fetd
All those whose patience proves their need
Of these immortal truths of God,

It brings before the eyss of faith
Those realms of radiance, tier on tier,
Where our beloved ¢ dead "' appear,
More beautiful because of “ death.”
It speaks to grief: “Be comforted ;
There is no death, there are no dead.”
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REALISATION

RS was a lonely, shadowea 1ot ;

Or so the unperceiving thought,
Who looked no deeper than her face,
Devoid of chiselled lines of grace—
No farther than her humble grate,
And wondered how she bore her fate.

Yet she was neither lone nor sM ;
So fhuch of love her spirit had,
She found an ever-flowing spring
Of happiness in everything.

So near to her was Nature’s heart

It seemed a very living part

Of her own sabf - %nd bud and blade,
And heat*and cold, and sun and s.ﬁarie,
And dawn and sunset, Spring and Fall,
Held raptures for har, one and all,

The year’s four changing seasgns brought
To her own door wha't thousands sought
In wandering® ways and did not find—
Divession and content of mind,
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¢ REALISATION

She loved the tasks that filled each day—
Such menial duties ; but her way

Of looking at them lent a grace

To t“n_ings the world deemed commonplace.

Obscure and without place or name,
She gloried in another’s fume.

Poor, plain and humble in her dress,
She thrilled when beauty and suécess
And wealth passed by, on pleasure bent s
They mgle earth secem so opulent.

Yet none of quicker sympathy, .
When need or sorrow came, than she.
And so she lived, and so she died. .

She woke as from a drsam. How wide
And wonderful the avenue

Thag ssretched to her astonished view !
And up the green ascending lawn

A palace caught the rays of dawn.
Then suddenly the silence stirred
With one clear keynote of a bird ;

A thousand answered, till ere long
‘The air was quivering bits of song,
She rose and wandered foth in awe,
Amazed and moved by all she saw,
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For, like so many souls who go
Away from earth, she did not know
The cord was severed.

-
* Down the street,

With eager arms stretched forth to greet
Came one she loved and mourned in youth ;
Her mother followed ; then the truth

Broke on, her, golden wave oa wave,

Of knowledge infinite. The grave,

The body and the earthly sphere
» Were gone ! Immortal life wasShere !

The led her through the Palace halls ;
From gleaming mirrors on the walls

She saw herself, with radiant mien,

[.7el robed in splendour like a queen,
"While glory round about her shone.

¢ All this,” Love murmured, ¢ is your own.”
And when she guzed with wondering eye,
And questioned whence and where™m™d why,
Love answered thus : “ All Heaven is made
By thoughts on carth; your walls were laid,
Year after year, of purest gold; °

The beauty of your mind behold

In this fair palace ; ay, gnd more

Waits farther op, so vast your stdre.

I was not worthy when I died

To take'my place here at your side;
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) REALISATION

I toiled through long and weary yean

From lower planes to these high spheres ;.
And through the love you sent from earth

I ha\e atained a second birth.

Oft when my erring soul would tis

1 felt the strength of your desire ;

I heard you breathe my name in prayer,
And courage conquered weak despair.

Ah! earth needs heaven, but heaven indeed
Of earth has just as great a need.”

Across the terrace with a bound

There sped a lambkin and 2 hound

{Dumb comrades of the «ld earth land)

And fondled her caressing hand.
«YOU LOVED THEM INTO PARADISE "
Was answered to ber questioning eyes™ e
“ You taught them love ; love has no end |}
Nor does love’s life on form depend.

If t’hgs be mortal withodt love,

He wakes to no new life above.

If love in humbler things exist,

It must through othter realms persist

Until all love rays merge in HIM.

Hark! Hear the heavenly Cherubim "
Then hushed and awed, with joy so vast

It knew no fature and no Vant,

She stood amidst the radiant throng

That came to swell love’s welcoming song—
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This humble soul from earth’s far coast
The centre of the heavenly host,

On carth they sce her grave and sa;/:
¢ Sh® lies there till the judgment day ;°
Nor dream, so limited theirethought.
‘What miracles by love are wrought.
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THE EMPTY BOWL

HELD the golden vessel of my soul
And prayed that God would fill it from on
high.
Day after day the importuning ery
Grew stronger—grew, a heaven-accusing dole
Because no sacred waters laved my bowl.
¥ So full the fountain, Lord, woulllst Thou deny
The Mtele needed for a soul’s supply ?
.1 ask but this small portion of Thy whole.”
* Then from the vast invisible Somewhere,

A vaice, as one love-authorised by Him,
Spake, and the tumult of my heart was stilled.
“Who wants the waters must the bow! prepare ;
Pour out the self thgt chokes it to the brim,
But empticd vessels, from the source e AT

KEEP GOING

8 the goal distant, and troubled the road,
And the way long?
And Beavy your load !
Then gird up your courage, ahd say “ [ am strong,”
" And keep going.
221
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KEEP GOING

Is the work weary, and endléss the grind
And petty the pay?
Then brace up your mind

And sa’ “ Something better is coming my way,”
And keep doing.

Is the drink biteer life pours in your cup—
Is the taste gall?
Then smile and look up

And say “God is with me whatever befall,”
And keep trusting. ‘

Is the heart heavy with hope long deferred,
And with prayers that seem va*n?
Keep saying the word—

And that which you strive for you yet shall attain.
Keep praying.

A PRAYER

YUST as I shape the purport of my thought,
J Lord of the Universe, shape ‘Thou my lot,
Let each ill thought that in my heart may be,
Mould circumstance and bring ill luck to me,

Until I weed the garden of my mind
From all that is unworthy and unkind,
Am I not master of my mind,>:dear Lord }
Then as I think, so must be my reward.
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Who sows in weakness, cannot reap in strength,
That which we plant, we gather in at length.
Great God of Justice, be Thou just g me,

* And as my thoughts, so let my futwm?® be.

THE LONDON «“BOBBY ™

TRIBUIE TO THE POLICEMEN OF ENGLAND’S CAPITAL

ERE in my cosy corner,

Before a blazing log,
I'm thinking of cold London
Wrapped in its killing fog ;
And, like a shining beacon
Above the picture grim,
I see the London * Bobby,”
And sing my song for him.

1 see his stalwart figure,

I see his kindly face,

I hear his helpful answer

At any hour or place.

For, though you seck some by-way
Long miles from *his own’ beat,

He tells®you all about it,

And how to find the street,
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He looks like some bold Viking,
This king of earth’s police—
Y4t in his voice lies fecling,
Anl in his eye lies peace;

He knows and does his duty—
(What higher praise is there?)
And London’s lords and paupers
Alike receive his care,

He has a regal bearing,

Yet one that breathes repose ;
It 1s the look and manner

Of one Who thinks and Arows,
Oh, men who govern nations,
In old worlds or in new,

Turn to the London “ Bobby *
And learn a thing or two.

READ AT THE l;EN.EFIT OF
CLARA MORRIS

(AMERICA’S GREAT EMOTIONAL ACTRESS)

HE Radiant Rulers of Mystic Regions

Where souls of artists are fitted for birth
Gath Ad togethgr their lovely legions o~
And fathioned # woman to shine pn earth,

They bathed her in splendour,

They made her tender,
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They gave her a n.lture both sweet and wild;
They gave her emotions like storm-stirred oceans,
And they gave her the heart of a little c}nild.

These Radiant Rulers (who are not human
Nor yet divine like the gods abeve)
Poured all their gifts in the soul of woman,
That fragile vessel meant only for love,
Still more they taught her,
Still more they brought her,
Till they gave her the world for a harp one day:
And they bade her string it,
Fhey bade her ring it,
While the stars all wondered to hear her play,

L)

She tquched the strings in a master fashion,

She uttered the cry of a world's despair :

Its long hid secret, its pent-up passion,

She gave to the winds jn a vibrant air.
For oh ! the heart of her, s
That was the art of her.

Great with the feeling that makes men kin.
Art unapproachable, .
Art all uncoachable,

PFragrance and flame from the spirit within,

. ®
The earth turns ever an ear unheeding
To the sorrows of art, as it cries “ encore.”
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And she played on the harp till her hands were
bleeding,

And her Bfow was bruised by the laurels she wore.
She knew the trend of it,
She knew the end of it—

Men heard the mugic and men felt the thrill,

% Bound to the altar

Of art, could she falter ?

T'hen came a silence—the music was still.

And yet in the echoes we seem to hear it ;
In waves unbrqken it circles the earth :
And we catch in the light ot her dauntless sfirit
A gleam from the centre that gave her birth.+
Still is the fame of her
Felt in the name of her—
But low lies the harp that once thrilled to her strain ;
No hand has taken it,
No hand can waken it—
FoT*wix o of her art was her secret of pain.

¢ TWO GHOSTS

T *O dead men boarded a spectral ship

In the asfral Port of Spacc

On that ghost-filled barque, they met in the dark,
And halted, face to face.
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“Now whither away ’—called one of the ghosts,
¢ This ship sets sail for Earth,

On the astral plane you must remain,

" Where the newly dead have birth.”

>

“But I could not stay and I would not stay,”
The other ghost replied ;

%I must hurry back to the old Earth track
And stand at my loved one’s side.

*¢She weeps for me in her lonely room,
In the land from whence I came ;
©h ! stow me away in this ship, I pray,

For I hear her call my name.”

-~ ' .
« % Yo must not go, and you shall not go,”
Thg first ghost cried in wrath,
* Your work is planned, in the astral land,
And a guide will show you the path.”

“But the one I love "1 loved her 70 g
+  The first ghost stood and cried ;
¢ And year on year I waited here,
Yea, waited till you died.

“ For I would not come between you two,
Nor shadow her joy wirh fear, *

But mine is the right, I claim this night
To visit the earthly sphere,
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TWO GHOSTS

“ For you are dead, and I am dead,
Angl you had her long—so long.

And t& look on the grace of her worshipped face,
Ah! now it can do no wrong.

“] am fettered to Earth by love of her,
And hers is the spell divine,

T'hat can help me rise, to the realm thar lies
Just over the astral line,

“ [ have kept to the laws of God and man,
I have suffered and made no moan ;
Now my lfitle share of joy, I swear
I will have—and have it alone."”

A skeleton crew the anchor drew,
And the ship from the port swung free ;
With a muffled clang the girost bell rang,
And the boat sailed out to sea,

¢ [
%..1 one ghost stood on the deck and laughed,
As only a glad ghost can ;
While a swooning soul was dragged to his goal,
To work out the astral span.

I-.\d a woman wept and praycd ere she slept,
For a dream to ase her pnn 3

But she dreamed instead of a man long dead,
Who had loved her all in vain,
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WOMAN

STRANGF are the ways that her feet had trod

Since first she was set in the path of duty,
Finished arfd fair by the hand of God,

To carry her message of love and sbeauty,
Delicate creature of light and shade,

She gleamed like an opal, on wide worlds under:
And earth looked up to her half afraid,

While heaven looked down at her, full of wonder.

Flame of the comet and mist of the moon,
Aud rew of the sun all mingled in her.
- 4nd the heart of her asked but a single boon—
TMc should seck her, and find her, and win her
She grasped the scope of the First Intent
That mide her kingdom for fer, no other,
And joyfully into her place she went—
The primal mate, and the primal mother.

Large was that kingdom and vast her sphere,

And lightly she lifted and bore cach buiden,
Lightly she laughed in the eyes of fear,

For love was her recompense, love her guerdon.
And never in camp, or in cave, or in home,

Rose voice of mother or maté compliining.
And never the foot of her sought to roam,

Till love in the heart of the man secmed waning.
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In the broad rich furrows by woman turned

Man, unwitting, set plough and harrow.
For worlds (o conquer she had not yearned,

Till he spoke of her feminine sphere as “ narrow."
The lullaby changed to a martial strain—

When he took her travail, and song for granted—-
Ang forth she forged®in his own domain—

Till the strange “‘ new woman” the old supplanted.

¢ Strange "’ “ith the glow of a wakened soul,
And “ new " with the purpose of large endeavour,
She turned her face to the higher goal—
To the higher goal it is turned for ever.
Trade and science and craft and art,
Have opened their doors to the call of woman ;
Aund greater she grows in her greater part, ¢
More tenderly wise, and more sweetly human,

Brave foremothers of freedom’s birth
Smile through space on your splendid daughters.
At one with liberty lighting the earth,
Thajr torches flame o'er the darkest waters.
They 111& a lustre to sea and land :
They sweeten t}xe world with theu' wholesome graces :
As out in the harbour of life they “stand
To cheer and welcome the coming races



WOMAN N 231

Brave forefathers and heroes who fought
Under the flag of the Revolution,
War was the price of the freedom you bougnt,
Bt peace is the watchword of Evolution.
The progress of woman means progress of peace,
She wars on war, and its hosts al;u'rning ;
And her great love battle will never cease,
Till the glory is seen of a world disarming.

The woman wonder with heart of flame,

The coming man of the race will find her.
For petty purpose and narrow aim,

And$uualt and flaw she will leave behind her,

‘W.{,Ec‘gmwn tender, and she grown wise,

.They #hall enter the Eden by both created ;
The broadened kingdom of Paradise,

And love, and mate, as the first pair mated,

BATTLE HYMN OF THE WOMEN

HEY are waking, they are waking,
In the east, and in the west;
They are throwing wide their windows to the sun;
And they see the dawn is breaking;
And they quiverwith unrest,
For they know their work is waiting to be done,
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They are vaking in the city,

They at: waking on the farm ;
They are Wwaking in the boudoir, and the mill;
And their hearts are full of pity

As they sound the loud alarm,

For the sleepers, vgho in darkness, slumber, still,
L Y

In the guarded harem prisan,
Where they smother under veils,
And all echoes of the world are walled away ;
Though the sun has not yet risen,
Yet the ancignt darkness pales,
And the sleepers, in their slumber, dream of euy.

And their dream shall grow in splendour
Till each slecper wakes, and stirs ; .
Till she breaks from old traditicns, and is free ;
And the world shall rise, and rend=r
- Ungo woman what is her®,
As it welcomes in the race that is to be,

Unto wom#n, God the Maker
Gy the secret of His plan;
It is written ous in cipher, on her soul ;
From the darkhess, you must tage her,
'To the light of day, O man!
Would you know the mighty meaning of the scroll,
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MEMORIES*

AM thinking of the Springtime
Om the farm out in the West,
When my world held nothing for me that I wanted,
(Save a courage all undaunted),
And my foolish little rhymes,
Were but heart beats, rung in chimes,
That I sounted, just to ease my life’s unrest,
Yes, I sang them, and I rang them,
Just to ease my youth’s unrest.
»

L3
When I heard the name of London,
“in it early day, afar, '
"In that Springtime of my Country over yonder,
Then® used to sit aund wonder
If the day would come to me,
When my ship should cross the sea,
To the land that %cem®d as distant as astar
In my dreaming, ever gleaming
Like a distant unknown ctar.

oo,

Now in London in the Springtime,

I am sitting here, your guest.
» .
# Written to be rmd at Luncheon, given by my Pub-®
lishers to the London and Provincial Booksellers, April 12,
1910,
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Nay—T {hink it is & vision, or a fancy—

Part of dfeamland Necromancy ;

And I question : is it true

‘That the great warm hearts of you,

Heard the winging of that singing in the West,
chrd the chiming of my rhyming '
From the farmhouse in the West ?

Let me linger in the fancy,

Fur the soul of me is stirred

As I dream that 1 am sitting here among you 3
And the songs that I have sung you

Shall grow str.ongcr through the art

Of heart speaking unto heart,

‘T'hrough the gladness of the singer who is hpasdee
Lo! my sungs have crossed the oceun, ’
But the voice of my emotion finds no worde

SEE?
.

F orie proves weak who you fancied strong,
Or false who you fancied true,
Just ease the smart of your wounded heart
By the thought that it is not you !

It many forgst a promise made,
And your faith falls into the dust,

Then look meanwhile in your mirror and smile,
And say, “ I am one to trust !”
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If you search in vain for an ageing fa$<
Unharrowed by fretful fears,
Then make right now (and keep) a vow
To grow in grace with the years.
[ J

If you lose your faith in the®word of man
As you go from the port of youth,

Just say as you sail, ¢ I will not fail
To kegp to the course of truth {”

For this is the way, and the only way —
' o At least so it seems to me.
It is up to you, to be, and o,
W hat you look for in others, * Sce ?

THE PURPOSE

VER nnz ovc: the task was see,, .
Qver and over I slighted the work,
But ever and alway I knew that yet
I must face and finish the toil I ghirk.

Over and over the whip of pajn

Has spurred and punished with blow on blow 5
_As ever and alway I tried in vain

To shun the labour I hated so.
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Ovcr'ﬁ;-nd over I came this way

For{just one purpose : O stubborn soul

Turn with a will to your work to-day,
And learn the lesson of Se/fControl,

* THE WHITE MAN

HEREVER the white man’s feet have tred
(Ol far does the white man stray)
A bold road rifles the virginal sod,
And the forest wakes out of its dream of God
To yield him the right of way. P
For this is the law : By the power of thought,
For worse, or for Letter, are m'sacles wrounght

Wherever the white man's pathway leals
(Far, far bas that pathway gone)

The Earth is Jittered with broken creeds—

And alway the dark manfs tew. recedcs,
AR the white man pushes on.

For this is the law : Be it good or ill,

All things must yield tosthe stronger swill,

Wherever the white man’s light is shed,

(Oh far has that light been thrown)
Though Nawre has suffered gnd beauty bled,
Yet the gaal of the race has been thrust ahcad,

And the might of the race hus grown.



A MOORISH MAID 237

For this is the law : Be it crael or kind
The Universe sways to the porver of mina

®* A MOORISH MAID

BOVE her veil a shroudedMoorish maid Y
Showed melting eyes, as limpid as a lake ;
A brow untouched by care ; a band of jetty hair,
And nothing more. The all-concealing haik
Fell to her high arched instep. At her side
An old duenna walked ; her withered face
*Half covered only, since no li gefing grace
Bespoke the beauty once her master's pride,

Above her veil, thec Moorish maid beheld
The*modern world, in Puaris decked Algiers
Saw happy lad and lass, in love’s contentment pass,
Or in sweet wholesome friendship, free from fears.
She saw fair matr®ns, ®alking arm-in-agm
With life-long lovers, time-cndeared, fd then
She saw the ardent look in eyes of men,
And thrilled and tremblct with a vague alarm.

Above her veil she saw the'stuccocd court
That led to dim_secluded rooms within.
She followed, dutiful, the dame unbeautiful,
Who told her that the Christian world means sin.
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Some ﬂ‘y, full soon, she would go.forth a bride—
Of one whose face she never had beheld.

Something within her, wakened, and rebelled, ;
She flung aside her veil, and cried, and cried.

-

LINCOLN

HEN God created this good world
A few stupendous peaks were hurled
From His strong hand, and they remain
The wonder of the level plain.
But these qolossal heights are rare,
While shifting sands are everywhere.

So with the race. The centuries pass -
And nations fall like leaves of grass.
Tlhey die, forgotten and wnsung ;
While straight from God some souls are flung,
To live immortal and sublime,

So lilfg great Lincoln for alltime,

I KNQW NOT

Di.'ATH ! Iknow not what room you are abiding in,
But I will go my way,
Réjoicing “day by day,
Nor will I flee or stay
Ror fear [ tread the path you may be hiding in.
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Death! I know nat, if my small barque be nlaring you ;
But if you are at sea,
. Still there my sails float free ;
“ What is to be will be,”
Nor will I’mar the happy voyage by fearing you.

Death ! I know not, what hour or ;pot you wait for,me ;
My days untroubled flow,
Just trusting on, I go,
For oh, I know, I kuow,

Death is but Life that holds cume glad rew fate for me,

INTERLUDE

HE days grow shorter, the nights grow longer ;
aThe headstones thicken along the way,
And lifc grows sadder, but love grows stronger,
For those who walk with us day by day.

e .
The tear comes quicker, the laugh comes slower ;

The courage is lesser to do and dare ;
And the tide of joy in thg heart falls lower,
And seldom covers the reefs of care.

But gll true things in the world seem truer ;
And the better things of carth s&em best,

And friends are dearer, as friends are fewer,
And love is 4// as our sun dips west.
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Then 1:£ us clasp hands as we walg together,
And Tet us speak softly in love’s sweet tone ;

For no man knows on the morrow whether
We two pass on—or but one alone,

RESURRECTION

AUSING a moment ere the day was done,
While yet the earth was scintillant with light,

I backward glanced. From valley, plain, and heighe,
At intervals, where my life-path had run, «
Rose cross on cross ; and nailed upon each one
Was my dead se]f. And yet tha: groesome sight
Lent sudden splendour to the failing night,
Showing the conquests that my soul had wpn.

Up to the rising stars I looked and cricd,

“ There is no death ! for yar o year, re-born
I wake toarger life : to joy more great,

So many times have I been crucified,

So often seen the resurreation morn,

I go triuntphant, though new Calvarics wait.”
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THE VOICES OF THE CITY

HF. voices of the city—merged and swelled
*Into a mighty dissonance of sound,
And from the medley rose these broken strains
In changing time and ever-changing keys.

Pleasure seckers, silken clad,
Led by cherub Day,

Ours the duty to be glad,
Ours the toil of play.

Slecp has bound the commonplace 1

o Pleasure rules the dawn,

Small hours sct the merry pace
And we follow on.

We must use the joys of earth,
All its cares we'll keep ;

Night was made for youth and mirth,
Day was made for slecp.

‘Time bhas cut his beard, and lo!
He is but a boy, ° *
.' . ‘
Singing, on with him we go,
Ah! but life is joy.
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We are the vendors of beauty,
" We the purveyors for hell ;
The carnal bliss of a purchased kiss |
And the pleasures that blight, we <ell,
_God pity us; God pity the world,

We are the sad mace-victims
Of the misused force in man,

Of the great white flame burned black with shame
And lost Jo the primal plan,

Geod pity us; God pity the world,

We are the Pixrpose of Being
Gone wrong in the thought of the world.
The torch for its hand made a danger brand
And into the darkness hurled,
God pity us ; God pity ihe w‘ur]d.

1

We are the toilers in the realm of night
(Long, fong the hours of night),

e are the human lever, wheel, and bol,
That keeps the civic vehicle from jolt,
And jar upon the shining track of day

(The unremembered day):
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We sleep away the sunlit hours of life |

(Unsatisfied, sad life), '

We wake in shadow and we rise in gloom.

False as 2 wanton's artificial bloom

Is thag made light we labour in till dawn
(The lonely, laggard dawn).

Like visions half remembered in a dream

(A strange and broken dream)

Our children’s faces, secn but while they sleep,
Within our hearts these weary hours we keep.
We are the toilers in the realm of night

* . {Long, long the hours of night).

CHORUS

We arc hope and faith and sorrow,

e are peace and pain and passion,
We are ardent lovers kising,
We are hagay mgthers crooning,
We are rosy children dreaming,
We are honest labour sleeping, *”
We are wholesome pleasure laughing,
We are wakeful riches feasting,
We are lifted spirits praying,

We the voices of the city.
* ‘

Out of the medley’ rose these broken strains,
In changing time and ever-changing keys,
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IF CHRIST CAME QUESTIONING

F Christ came questioning His world to-day,
(If Christ came questioning,)
«“What hast thou done to glorify thy God,
Since last My fget this lower earth plane trod "
+ How could I answer Him; and in what way
One evidence of my allegiance bring ;

If Christ came questioning ?
1

If Christ came questioning, to me alone,

(If Christ came questioning,)

I could not point to any church or shrine, °
And say, “1I helped build up this house of Thine ;
Behold the altar, and the corner stone ™ ;

I could not show one proof of such a thing ;

If Cnrist came questioning. ‘

If Christ came questioning, on His demand,

(If Christ came questioping,),

No pagd.: soul converted to His creed

Counid I proclaim ; or say, that word or deed

Of mine, had spread the faith in any land;

Or sent it forth, to fly on stronger wing ;
{If Christ came questioning,

If Christ cathe questioning the soul of me,
{If Christ came questioning,
I could but answer,  Lord, my little part
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Has been to beat the metal of my heart,

Into the shape I thought most fit for Thee ;
And at Thy feet, to cast the offering ;
“Shouldst Thou come questioning.

il

“From out the earth-fed furngces of desire,
(Ere Thou cam’st questioning,)

This formless and unfinished gift I brought,
And on life’s anvil flung it down, white hot :
A glowingtthing, of selfishness and fire,

With blow on blow, I made the anvil ring ;
(Ere Thou cam'st questioning).

-

2y

“The hammer, Self-Control, beat hard on it ;
(Ere Thou cam’st questioning,)

And with each blow, rose fiery sparks of pain ;
I bear their scars, on body, soul, and brain.

245

Long, long I toiled ; and yet, dear Lord, unfit,

And all unworthy, is the heart [ bring,
To meet Thy -Jucstigning.”

ENGLAND, AWAKE! .

BEAUTIFUL great lady, past her prime,

Behold her dreaming in her ealy chair ;
Grey robed, and veiled, in laces old and rare.
Her smiling eyes see but the vanished time

7
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Of splendid prowess, and of deeds sublime.
Self satisficd she sits, all unaware
That peace has flown.before encroaching care,
And through her halls stalks hunger, linked with crime.

England, awake ] ftom dreams of what has been,
Look on what is, and put the past away.
Spcak to your sons, until they understand,
England, awake ! for dreaming now is sin ;
In all your ancient wisdom, rise to-diy,
And save the glory of your menaced land.

BE NOT ATTACHED ‘

E not attached.” So runs the great command
For those who seck to “know " and * under-

stand.” .
Who sounds the waters of the deeper sea
Must first draw up his anchor and go free,

¢ e

But not fqPiie, that knowledge. I must wait
Until again I enter through life’s gate,
I am not brave enough to sail away
To farther seas, and leave this beauteous bay.

|
Live barnacled, my anchor lies; and oh |

I would not lift it if [ could, and go
Al! unattached, to find those truths which lie
Far out at sea, beneath a lonely sky.
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Though peace of heart, and happiness of soul,
Await the seeker at that farther goal,

, With love and all its rapture and its pain,
Close to the shores of earth I must remain.

Nor yet would I relinquish nfy sweet dream
To gain possession of the Fact supreme.
I am attached, and well content to stay,
Learning guch truths as love may send my way.

AN EPISODE,

LONG the narrow Moorish street
A bluec-cyed soldier strode,
(Ah, well-a-day)
Veiled from her lashes to her teet
She stepPd froth her abode, o
(Ah, lack-a-day). 4

Now love may guard a favoured wife
Who leaves the harem door ;
(Ah, well-a-day)
But hungry hegrted is her life$
When she is one of four,
(Ah, lack-a-day.)
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If black eyes glow with sudden fire
And meet warm eyes of blue—
(Ah, well-a-day).
The old, old story of desire
Repeats itself anew.
(Ah, lack-a-day.)

-

When bugles blow the soldier flieam.
Though bitter tears may fall
(Ah, lack-a-day). '
A Moorish child with blue, blue eyes
Plays in the barem hall.
(Ah, well-a-day.) .

THE VOICE OF THE VOICELESS

AM the voice of the voiceless ; .
Through me the damb shall lp”cak ;
Til] the deaf world’s ear be made to hear
The czv of the wordl&s welk.
From sfvzet, from cage, and from kennel,
From jungle and stall, the wail
Of my tortured kin pfoclaims the sin
. Of the mighty against the frail,

T am a ray fyom the.centre ;
And I will feed God’s sperk,

Till a great light glows in the night and shows
The dark deeds done in the darl,
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And full on the thoughtless sleeper
Shall flash its glaring flame,
Till he wakens to see what crimes may be
Cloaked under an honoured name.
.

..The same, Force formed the yparrow
That fashioned man, the king ; .
The God of the Whole gave a spark of soul
To furred and to feathered thing.
And I am’my brother’s keeper,
And I will fight his fight,
And speak the word for beast and bird, !
o 'Till the world shall set things right.

Lg: no voice cavil at Science—
Tbe strong torch-bearer of God;

For brave are his deeds, though dying creeds,
Must fall where his feet have trod,

But he who wyuld teample kindness
And mercy into the dust— -

He has missed the trail, and his qucst will fail ;
He is not the guide to trust.

For love is the true religion,
And love is the law sublime 3

And all that is wrought, where love is not,
Will die at the touch of time,
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And Science, the great revealer,
Must flame his torch at the Source ;
And keep it bright with that holy light,
Or his feet shall fail on the course.

Oh, never a brufe in the forest,

* And never a snake in the fen,

Or ravening bird, starvation stirred,
Has hunted its prey like men.

For hunger, and fear, and passion
Alone drive beasts to slay,

But wonderful man, the crown of the plan,
Tortures, and kills, for play.

He goes well fed from his table ;
He kisses his child and wife ; =~
Then he haunts a wood, till he orphans » brood,
Or robs a deer of its life,
He aims at a speck in the'azure®
Wingedelove, that has flown at a call ;
It reels down to die, and he lets it lic ;
His pleasure was sceing it fall.

&

y

And one there was, weary of laurels,
Of burdens and troubles of State ; +

Rothe jungle he sought, with the beautitul thought
Of shooting a she lion’s mate.
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And one came down from the pulpit,
in the pride of a duty done,
.And his cloth sufficed, as his emblem of Christ,
While murder smoked out of his gun.
L ]
One strayg from the haunts of, fashion
With an indolent, unused brain ;
But his sluggish heart fcels a sudden start
In the purpose of giving pain,
And the fluttering flock of pigeons,
As they rise on eager wings,
,. From prison to death, bring a catch in his breath ¢
® Obh, the rapture of killing things!

Now, this is the race as we find it,
Where love, in the creed, spells hate ;
And where bird and beast meet a foe in the priest
And in rulers of fashion and State.
But up to thg Kingdom of Thinkers
Has risen the cry of our kin ; .
And the weapons of thought are® burnished and
brought
To clash with the bludgeons of six:.

Far Christ, of a million churches,
Come near tqythe earth agairf ;

Be more than a name ; be a living Flame ;
“Make Good " in the hearts of men.
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Shine full on the path of Science,
And show it the heights above,

Where vast truths lie for the searching cye
That shall follow the torch of love.

TIME'S DEFEAT

IME has made conguest of so many things
That once were mine. Swift-footed, eager
youth ‘
That ran to meet the years ; bold brigaad health,
That broke all laws of reason unafraid,
And laughed at talk of punishment.

Close ties of blood and friendship, joy of life,’
Which reads its music in the major key
And will not listen to a minor strain—
These things and many more are spoils of time.

Yet as a congreror who onl'} stort{ll

The outpos® of a town, and finds the fort
Too strong to be assailzd, so time retreats
And knows his impotence. He cannot take
My three great jewels from the crown of life :
Love, sympathy, and faith ; and year on yeas
He sees them gfow in lustre and in worth,
And glowers by me, plucking at his beard,
And dragging, a5 he goes, a uscicss scythe,
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.Once in the dark he plotted with his friend

Grimt Death, to steal my treasures. Death replied :
“They are immortal, and beyond thy reach,

I could but set them in another sphere,

To shime with greater lustre,”

Time and DeatR
Passed on together, knowing their defeat ;

And I am singing by the road of life.

THE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC
HAVE listened to the sighing of the burdened and

t.h% bound,
I have heard it change to crying, with a menace in the
sound ;
I have seen the &oney-getters pass unheeding on the
way, .

As they went to forge new fetters for th® people day by
day.

Then the voice of Labour thundcred forth its purpose

and its need, o .

And 1 marvelled, and I wondered, at the cold dull ez}
of greed;
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For as chimes, in some great steeple, tell the passing of
the hour,

So the voices of the people tell the death of purchased
power,

All the gathered dust of ages, God is bushing from His

Book ;
He is opening up its pages, and He bids His children
look ; .

And in shock and conflagration, and in pestilence and
. strife,
He is speaking to the nations, of the brevity of life®

Mother Barth herself is shaken by our sorrows and our’
crimes ;

And she bids her sons awaken to the portcnt of the
times ;

With her travail pains upory her, gke is hurling from
their placew

All the miniohs of dishonour, to admit the Coming
Race.

By . # voice of Jnmcc bidden, she has torn the mask
from might ;7 .

"All the shameful secrets hxdden, she is dragging into
light ;
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And whoever wrongs his neighbour must be brought tc
judgment mow,
Thoufh he wear the badge of Labour, or a crown upon
is brow,

There is gtowﬁ’k\in Revolution, if the word is under-
stood ; ‘

It is one with Evolution, up from self, to brotherhood ;

He who utters it ynheeding, bcnt on sclf, or selfish
gain,

His own day of doom is speeding, though he toil, or
though he reign.

God is calling to the masses, to the peasant, and the

peer ;,

He is calling to all classes, that the crucial hour is
near ;

For cach rotting theonc mest tremble, and fall broken
in the dust, -

With the leaders who dissemble, and betfay a people’s
trust,

Still the voice of God is calling ; and lbOVC the wreck
I see, »

And beyond the gloom appalling, the grcat Guvernment-
to-Be.
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From the ruins it has risen, and !ﬁy soul is overjoyed,

For the school supplants the prison, and lherc ire mo
“ unemployed.” -

And there are no children's faces at the spindle or the
loom ; ..

They are out in sunny places, wheresShe other sweet

thmgs bloom ;
God has purified the alleys, He has set the white slaves

free, i
And they own the hills and valleys in this Government-

] to-Be.

THE.RADIANT CHRIST

RISE, O master artist of the age,

And paint the picture which at once shall be
Immortal art and bless’d pgophecyg,
The bruistd wision of the world assuage ;
To earth’s dark book add one illumined page,
So scintillant with truth, that all who see
Shall break from superstition and stand frce.
Na let this wondrous work thy hand engage.
T a& mortal sorrow of the Nazarene,
Too long has been faith's symdol and its sign;
Ton long a dying Saviour has sufficed.
Give us the glowing emblem which shall mean

@)
w
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Mankind awakened to the Self Divine 3
+The living emblem of the Radiant Christ,

Too long the crucifix on Calvary’s height
Has cast its suydow on the human heart,

Let now Religion's great co-worker Art,
Limn on the background of departing nighr,
The shining Facezall palpitant with light,
And God's true xx:ssngc to thé world impart.
Go tell each toiler in the home and mart,
“§g, Christ is with ye, if ye seek aright.”
The world forgets the vital word Christ taught;
The only word the world has need to know :
The answer to creation's problem—Love,

The werld remembers what the Christ forgot 3
His cross of anguish and His death of woc ;
Release the martyr, and the Cross remove !

1 P

For now  the former things have passed away,”
And man, forgetting that which lies behind,
And ever pressing forward, secks to find *

The prize of his high calling, Send a ray

From art's bright sup to fortity the May,

And blaze the trail to every mortal mind

The new religion l#es in being kind ;

2

3

7
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Faith stands and works, where once it knelt to pray ;
Faith counts its gain, where <nce it reckoned loss ;
Ascending paths its patient feet have trod ; .

Man looks within, and finds salvation there,

Release the suffering Saviour from the Crans,

And give the waiting world its RAd)(! God.

AT BAY
WITE ‘ .
EACH out your arms, and hold me close and
fast.
3 . N ®
Tell me there are no memories of your past ¢ .
That mar this love of ours, so great, so vast,

HUSBAND
Some truths a~e cheapened when too oft gverred.
Does not the deed speak louder than the word ?
(Dear God, that old dream woke again and stirred.)
P Pl
< WIFE
As you lov¥ me, you never loved before ?
Though oft you say it, say it yet once more.
My heart is jealous of those days of yore.

‘ HUSBAND
Sweet wife, dtar comrade, mether of my child,
My life is yours by memory undefiled.
(Tt stirs again, that passion brief and wild.)
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WIFE

You never knew a happicr hour than this ?
We two alone, our hearts surcharged with bliss,
Nor other kisses, sweet as my own kiss ?

HUSBAND

I was a thirsty field, long parched with drouth,
You were the warm rain, blowing from the south,
(But, ah, the crimﬂ;on madness of 4er mouth !)

Ysu would not, if you could, go down life’s track
For just one little monent and bring back
Some vanished rapture that you miss or lack ?

HUSBAND

1 am content. You are my life, my all.
(One burning hour, but one, could I recall ;
God, how men 2ie wher, driven to the wall !)

THE BIRTH OF JEALOUSY

ITH brooding mien and sultry eyds,
Outside the gates of Paradise
Eve sat, and fed the faggot flame  *
That lit the path whence Adam came.
(Strange are the warkings of a woman’s mind.)
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His giant shade preceded him,

Along the pathway green, anid dim ;

She heard his swift approaching tread,

But still she sat with drooping head.

(Dark are the jungles of unhappy thoughtst

He kissed her mbuth, and gazed w}thrn
Hbr troubled eyes ; for since their sin,
His love had grown a thousandfold.

But Eve drew back ; her face ws cold.
(Oh, who can read the cipher ol)a soul.)

“ Now art thou mourning atill, sweet wife .
Spake Adam tenderly,  the life

Of our lost Eden? Why, in #ies

All Paradise remains for me.”

(Deep, deep the currents in a strong man’y heart.)

Thus Eve: “ Nay, not lost Eden’s bliss

I mourn ; for hcavier woe than tl}is

Woears on mg, with one thought accurzed,

In Adam's¥ife I am not first.

(O woman’s mind ! what hells are fashioned there.)

¢ The serpent whispered Lilith’s name :
\“was thus he drove mc to my shame)

Pluck yonder druit, hé said, t“d know,

How Adam loved fer, long ago.

{Fools, fools, who wander searghing after pain.)
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“1 ate ; and like an ancient scroll,
I saw that other life unroll ;
I saw thee, Adam, far from here
ith Lilith on a wondrous sphere.
(Bold, ®old, the daring of a jealous heart.)

- —

« Nay, tell me Yot I dreamed it all ;

Last night in sleep thou didst let fall

Her name in tenderness ; I bowed

My stricken headfand cried aleud.

(Vast, vast the torment of a self-made woe.)

“ A;d it was then, and not before,

That Eden shut and barred its doer.

Alone in God’s great world I seemed,
Whilst thou of thy lost Lilith dreamed.
(Oh, who can measure such wide loncliness.)

“ Now every lit®e brec:¥ that sings,
Sighs Lilith, like thy whisperings. °
~Oh, where can sorrow hide its face,
When Lilith, Lilith, fills all space "
(And Adam in the darkness spake no word.)

4

@
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SUMMER’'S FAREWELL

«

LL in the time when Earth did most d%p]ore
The cold ungracious aspect of young May,
Sweet Summer came, and bade him smile once more ;
She wove bright garlands, and in winsome play
She bound him willing captive. Day by day
She found new wiles wherewith his hegrt to please ;
Or bright the sun, dr if the skics' were grey,
, They laughed together, under spreading trees,
By running brooks, or on the sandy shores of seas..

They were but comrades. To that radiant maid
No serious word he spake ; no lovers’ plea.
Like careless children, glad and unafraid,
They sported in their opulence of glee.
Her shining tresses floated wild and free ;
In simple lines her emeraldgarmeng« hung ;
She was botlmgood to hear, and fair to sce ;
And when sh€'iaughed, then Earth laughed too, and flung
His cares behind him, and grew radiant and young.

o goldc;l day, as he reclined beneath
e arching azure of enchanting skies,
¢ 3 .
Fair Summer came, engirdled tvith a wreath
Of gorgeaus leaves all scintillant with dyes.
Eftulgent was she ; yct within*her eyes,
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There hung a quivering mist of tears unshed.

Her crimson-mantled bosom shook with sighs ;
Aboye him bent the glory of her head ;
And on his mouth she pressed a splendid kiss, and fled.

THE GOAL

LL rbadsﬁh.xt lead to God are good ;
What matters it, your faith, or mine?
Both centre at the goal divine
"®f love’s eternal Brotherhood.

The kindly life in house or street ;

The life of prayer and mystic rite;

THe student's search for truth and light—
These paths at one great junction meet.

.
Before the oldest bpo.k Was Writ, o
Full many a prehistoric soul #
Arrived at this unchanging goal,
Through changeless Love, that led to it,
[}

What matters that one found his Christ
In rising sun, of burning fire?
If faith within him did not tire,

Hie longing for the truth sufficed.
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Before our * Christian ™ hell was brought

To edify 2 modern world,

Full many a hate filled soul was hurled
In lakes of fire by its own thought.

..

A thousand esas=ds have come and .j-.v.;et;
. But what is that to you or mce

Creeds are but branches of a tree«

The root of love lives on and on.

Though branch by branch proves withered wood
The root is warm with precinus wine 3
Then keep your faith, and leave me mine

A/l roads that lead to God are good.

CHRIST CRUCIFIED

OW cre I slepg, my pigyer had been
<hat I might sce my way
To do%he will of Christ, our Lord
and Master, day by day ;
And with this prayer upon my lips,
* I knew not that I dreamed,
But suddcnly the world of night
2 papdcmomum seomed, i
From forest, and from slaughter house,
from bull ring, and irom stall,
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There rose an anguished cry of pain,
a loud, appealing call

As man—the dumb beast’s next of kii—
with gun, and whip, and knife,

W{Zpleasure-seeking through the earth,

lood-bent on taking life.

From trap, and cage, and house, and zoo,
and street, that awful strain

Of tortured creatures rose and swelled
the orffestra of paip.

And then methought the gentle Christ
appeared to me, and spoke :

1 called you, but ye answered not ”’—
and in my fear I woke,

1%hen next I heard the roar of mills ;
and moving through the noise,

Like phagtoms in gn underworld,
were little girls and boys

Their backs were bent, their bigws were pate,
their eyes were sad and old ;

But by the labour of their hands
greed added gold to gold.

Again the Presence and the Voice :

# “ Behold ghe crimes 1 sct,

As ye have donc it unto these,

so havesye done to me.”
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CE{RI ST CRUCIFIED

Again I slept. I seemed to climb
a hard, ascending track ;

And just behind me laboured one
whose patient face was black,

1 pitied him ; but hour by hour
he gairad upon the path ;

. He stood beside me, stood upright—-

and then I turned in wrath,

% Go back !” I cried. “ What right have you
to walk begide me herc}y *

For you are black, and I am white.”
I paused, struck dumb with fear.

For lo! the black man was not there, -
but Christ stood in his place ;

And oh ! the pain, the pain, the pain
that looked from that dear face,

L]

Now when I woke, the air way, rife
withethat sweet, rhythmic din
Which &lls the world that Christ has come
to save mankind from sin
And through the open door of church
‘and temple passed 2 throng,
* To worship Him with bended knee,
with Sermon, and with song.
But over all I heard the cry
of hunted, mangled thsgs;
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Those creatures which are pat!t of God,
though they have hoofs and wings.
I saw in mill,-and mine, and shop,
the little slaves of greed ;
Isheard the strife of race with race,
11 sprung from one God-seed.
And thcq] bowed my head in shame,
and in contrition cricd—
¢ Lo, after nineteen hundred years,

Christ#till is Crucified.”
' L]

THE TRIP TO MARS

H! by and by we shall hear the cry.

“ This is the way to Mars.
Come take a trip, on the morning Shiy ;
It sails by the Isle of Stars.

“A glor?ous vic\: of planetsnew
We promise by night and dgy.

Past dying suns our good ship runs,
And we pause at the Milky Way.”

[ ]

I am almost sure we will take that tour
Together, gny dear, my dear.

For, ever have we, by land and sca,
Gone jogrneying far and near.

267
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Out over the deep—o'er mountain steep
We have travelled mile on mile ;

And to sail away to the Martian Bay,
Oh | that were a trip worth while,

Our ship will race through seas of space,
Up into the Realms of Light,

Til! the whirling ball of the earth grom small,
And is utterly lost to sights

Through the nebulods spawn whd'e planets are born,
We shall pass with sails well furled,
And with eager eyes we will scan the skies,
For the sights of a new-made world.
From the derelict barque of a sun gone dark,
Adrift on our fair ship’s path,
A beacon star shall guide us afar,
And far from the comet’s wath,

¢

.
OhL! many a start of pulse'and heart
We have felt at the sights of land.
But what would we do if the dream came true,
And we sighted the Martian strand ?

Sc ' if some day you come and say,
They are sailing to Mars, [ hear,
" I want you to know I am ready to go—
All ready, my dear, my dear. ,
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FICTION AND FACT

N books I read, how men have lived and died,
With hopeless love deep in their bosoms hidden.
While sge for whom they long in secret sighed,
Went o' her way, nor guessed this flame unbidden.

In real life, I n:v'er chanced to see

The woman who was loved, and did not know it
And observation pfoves this fact to me :

No man can lofe 2 woman and not show it.

PROGRESS

HERE is no progress in the.world of bees,
However wise and wonderful they are,
Their vjisdom makes not increase. Lies the bar,

To wider goals, in that tense strife to please

A Sovereign Ruler? Forth from flowers to trees
Their little quest is ; net from star to star.

This is not growth ; the mighty s®star

Comes not to do his work with such™s these,

So in the world of men ; when legions toil

To feed a Monarch, and begem a ciown,’

'They build before high heayen a narrowing wall
And the great purpae of Creation%poil.

Not on, and upward, is the trend, but down ;
The Race can risesbut with the rise of all.
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HOW THE WHITE ROSE CAME

HE roscs all were pink and red,
Beforc the Bumble Bee,
A lover bold, with cloak of gold,
Came singing merrily
Along the sunlit ways that 1
From woodland, and from lea.

He paused besde an opcn?ag rose,
The garden’s pet and pride ;

She burst in flower that very hour,
While wooing zephyrs sighed ;

No smile had she for onc of those,
And hope within them dicd,

The ardent butterfly in vain

On radiant wings drew near ;

The hapless moth in vain grew wroth—
The fair rose leaned to heart

The decBsvoiced stranger’s low refrain
That Yhrilled upon her ear.

She gave her heart in love’s delight

Add let the whole world see ;

Alas! one day, away, away,

Sped trdant Bumble Bee

"Twas then the red rose turned to white-
So was the tale told me.e
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I LOOK TO SCIENCE

[ 4
LOOKX to Science for the cure of Crime ;
To%atient righting of a thousand wrongy :
To fina) héaling of a thousand ills.
Blind runner neg, and cruel egotist
It yet leads-on to more than mortal sight,
And the large knoyledge that means humblenees,
And tender love for all created things,

I Jook to Science for the Coming Race
Grdwing from seed selected ; and from soil
Love fertilised ; and pruned by wisdom’s hand,
Till out of mortal man spring demi-gods,
Strong primal creatures with awakened souls
And nofmal passions, governed by the will,
Leaving a trail of glory where they tread.

I look to Science for the growth #F Faith.

That bold denier of accepted creeds—

That mighty doubter of accepted truths—

Shall yet reveal God’s secrets to the world,

And prove the facts it secks to overthrow.

And a new name shall Science hengeforth bear-—
The Great Religion Of the Universe,
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APPRECIATION

HEY prize not most the opulence of June

Who from the year's beginning to its ciose
Dwell, where unfading verdure tireless grs'ivs,
And where sweet summer's harp is keﬁx: tune,
We must have listencd to the wigier's rune,
And felt impatient longings for the rose,
Ere its full radiance on our vlslon glows,
Or with its fragrantcsoul we canﬁcommunc.

Not they most prize life’s blessings, and delights,
Who walk in safe and sunny paths alway. -
Bat those who, groping in the darkness, borrow
Pale rays from hope, to lead tuem through the nighe,
And in the long, long watches wait for day,

lic knows not joy who has not first known sorrow.

THE AWAKENING
[} L

LOVE 4 tropics, where sun and rain
Go fOrth together, a joyous train,
To hold up the green, gay side of the world,
And to keep carth’s banners of bloem unfurled

\; I love the scents thzt are hidden there
By houseketper T ‘ime, in der chests of air :
Strange and subtle and all a-rife, ‘
With vague lost dreams of a bygone life.
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They stea] upon vou by night and day,
But never a whiff can you take away :
And never a song of a tropic bird
“Oytside of its palm-decked land is heard.

And nowhere else can you know the sweet

Soft, “ joy-inggothing,” that comes with the heat
Of tropic regions. And yet, and yet,

If in evergreen x'vorlds my way were set

I would span the waters of widest seas

.To see the wonder of waking trecs ;

Yo feel the shock of sudden delight

That comes when the ord).ud has changed in a
night,

From the winter nun to the bride of May,

And &e harp of Spring is attuned to play

The wedding march, and the sun is pricst,

And the wor‘d is bidden to juin the feast,

Oh, never is felt in a tropic cliﬁ,q,

Where the singing of birds is a ccascless chime,
That leap o’ the blood, and the rapture thrill,
That comes to us here, with the first bards trill ;
And only the eye that has looked on snows

Can see the beautygthat lies in a fose.

The lure of the tropics I understand,

But ho! for the §pring in my native land.
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MOST BLEST IS HE

MOST BLEST IS HE

OST blest is he who in the morning time
Sets forth upon his journey wi )lf no staff

Shaped by another for his use. Who sees
The imminent necessity for toik
And with each morning wakens to the thought
Of tasks that wait his doing., Never yet
Has unearned leisure and thc:gift'of gold
Bestowed such benefits upon the ycung
As necd and loneliness ; and when life lddl .
The burden of a duty, difficult,
And hard to carry, then rejoice, O soul!
And know thyself one chosen for high things.
Behind thee walk the Helpers. Yet lead on !
They only help the lifters, and they gife
But unto those who also freely give.
Not till thy will, thy courage, and thy strength
Have done their utmost, and thy love has flowed
In pity agd compassion, out to all
(The worthless, the ungrateful, and the weak,
As well as to the worthy and the strong)
Canstcthou receive invisible support,
Do first thy part, and all of it, before
Asking the-helpers to do gnght for thee.
For this alone the Universe exists,
That man may find himself.js Destiny.
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NIRVANA

DROP of water risen from the ocean

orgot its cause, and spake with deep emotion
Unto a pzssing breeze. “ How desolate
And all forlorn is my unhappy fate.
I know not whc¥fce I came, or where I go.  »
Scorched by the sun, or chilled by winds that blow,
I dwell in space a little time, then pass
Out into the niglst and nothifigness—alas !

“* Nzy,” quoth the breeze, “ my friend, that cannot be.
Thou dost reflect the Universe to me.

Look at thine own true self, and there behold

A world of light, all scintillant with gold.”

Just there the drop sank back into the wave

From whence it ceme, Nay, that was not its grave!

It Jived, it mov'cd, it wa; a joyous nart

Of that strong palpitating ocean heaw,;

Its little dream of lonelincss was done ;

It woke to find, Self, and Cause, were one.

So shalt thou wake, sad mortal, when thyscourse
Has run its karmic round, and reached the Source,
And even now thou gost reflect theswhcle

Of God’s great glory in thy shining soul,
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Witre

LIFE

OH ! I fecel the growing glory
Of our life upon this sphcrc,

Of the life that like a river

Runs for ever and for ever,

From the somewhere to tha h=re,
And still on and onward flowi.ig,
Leads us out to larger k ~owing,
Through the hidden, to the clear.

And I feel 2 deep thanksgiving
For the sorrows [ have known ;
For the worries and the crosses,
And the grieving and the losses,
That along my path were sown,
Now the great cternal meaning
Of each trouble I am gleaning,
And the harvest is my own,

Tam n;chnt with knowledge
Of the Purpose and the Cause,
And I go my way rejoicing,

And in singing seck the voicing
Of love’s never-failing laws.
From the now, unto the Yonder,
Full of-beauty and of wonder,
Life flows ever without pause.
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And I feel the exultation

Of a child that loves its play,

Though the ranks of friends are thinning,
Still the end is but beginning

Qf a larger, fuller day,

And the joy of life is spilling

From my spirit, as all willing

1 go specding on my way,

JWO MEN

O much one thought about the life beyond
He did not drain the waters of his pond ;

And when death laid his children "neath the sod
He called it—** the mysterious will of God."”
He would not strive for worldly gain, not he.
His waalth, he said, was stored in God’s To Be.
He kept his mortal body poorly drest,
And talked about the garments of the blest.
And when to®his last ﬂccp he laid him down,
His only mourner begged her fvic'lq;v's gown,

One was not sure there was a life to come,
So made an Eden of his earthly home.

He strove for wealth and with an open hand
He comforted the ngedy in his land..

He wore new garments often, and the old
Helped many a brgther to keep out the cold,

19 _
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Ie said this life was such a little span
Man ought to make the most of if—for man,
And when he died the fortune that he left
Gave succour to the needy and bereft.

ONLY BE STIFL

« NLY be still, and 1n the ulence grow,”
If thou art secking what the gods bestow,
This is the simple, safe, and certain way
That leads to knowledge for which all men pray
Of higher laws to govern things below.

But in our restless discontent we go
With noisy importuning day on d:fy-——.
Drowning the inner voice that strives to say
“ Only be still, and in the silence grow.”
. '

We doubt, vy.; cavil, and we talk of woe—
We delve in books, and waste our forces so 3
We cling to creeds that were not meant gp stay,
And close our ears to Truth's immortal lay.
' Oh wouldst thou sce, and understand, and know ?
“Only be st{ll, and in the silence grow.”
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" PARDONED OUT

* J'M pardoned out. Again the stars
1 Shine on me with their myriad eyes.
So long I've peered "twixt iron bars,
I'm awed by this expanse of skies.
The worl} is wider than I thought,
And yet ’.tis not so wide, I know,
But into its remotest spot
My talefof shame can go.

I'm pardoned out. Old Father Time
Who seemed to halt in horror, when
I stained my manhood by a crime,
With steady step moves on again,
And through the black appalling night,
That walled me in a gloom accurst,
The wonder of the morning light
In sudden glory burst.
L]
I'm pardoned out. I shall be'&nown
No more by number, but by name,.
# And yet each whispering wind has blown
Abroad the story of my shame. *
I dread to sce men shrink away
With startle® looks of scorpt or fear,
When in life’s crowded marts some day,
That nam? falls on their ear.
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THE TIDES

I'm pardoned out, ah God ! to roam

Like some whipped dog among my kind.
I have no friends, I have no home,

Save these bleak walls I leave behind.
How can I face the world of men, ¢

My comrades in the days of yore?
Ob | hide me in my cell again,

And, warden, lock the door.

THE TIDEC

H, vain is the stern protesting
Of winds, when the tide runs hlgfx 5

And vainly the deep-s:a waters

Call out, as the waves speed by ;
For, deafl to the claim of the ocean,

T'o the threat of the loud winds dumb,
Past reef and bar, to :hores afar,

They rush whenthe hoargis come.

Vainly, (’he‘tempcst thunders,
Of unsexed waves that roam,

Away from the mid-sea calmness,
&Where Nature made their home.

For the voice of the great Moon-Mother,
Has gpoken and saidy “ Be free.”

And the tide must go to the strong full fow,
In the time of the pemigee,
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So vain is the cry of the masters,
And vain the plea of the hearth
As the ranks of the strange New Woman
Go sweeping across the earth,
They hgve come from hall and hovel,
They have pushed through door and gate ;
On the world'’s highway they are crowded to- day,
For the hour i¥ the hour of fate.

Many are hust in the crowding,
The light of the home burns dim ;

AT§ man is aghast at the changes,

* ® Though all can be traced to him,

They sat too long at the hearthstone,
And sat too oft alone :

And the gilence spoke, and their souls awoks,
And now they must claim their own,

Let no man hope to hinder,
Let no man bid them pause :
They are moved by a hidden purpose,
They follow resistless laws,
And out of the wreck and chaos
Of the order that uged to Be, .,
A strong new race shall take its piace
In a world we arg yct to sce,
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Oh, ever has man been leader,
Yer failed as woman's guide.
It is better that she step forward,
And take her place at his side.
For only from greater woman,
May come the greater man,
Through hfe’s long quest they should walk abreast—
As was meant by the primal pln.

PROGRESSIOMN

O each progressive soul there comes a day.
When all things that ha.e pleased and sausfiede

Grow flavourless, the spring- of joy seem dried,

No more the waters of youth’s fountains play ;
Yet out of reach, tiptoeing as they may,

The more mature and higher pleasurcs hide.
Li%e, like a carcless nurse, fails to provide

New toys for those the eoul has east away,

Upon a strange land's border all alone,
Awhile it stands d. mayed and desolate.

Nude tog, since its old garments are outgrown ;
Till clothed with strength befitting its estate,
Tt grasps at length thoee raptures that are knowa

To souls who learn to ]abour and to wait,
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ACQUAINTANCE

NOT we who daily walk the city’s street,

Not those who have been cradled in its heart,
Best unvlerstand its architectural art

Or realise its grandeur, Oft we meet

Some stranger who has staid his passing fect

And lingered with us for a single hour,

And learned more of cathedral, and of tower,

»
Than we who deem our knowledge quite complete,

’
Not always those we hold most loved and dear,
t always those who dwell with us, know best
' ® Qut greater selves. Because they stand so near
They cannot see the lofty mountain crest,
The gleaming sun-kissed height, which fair and clear
Stands forth—revealed unto the some-time guest,

ATTAINMENT

HERE # no sumr.nit you may not attain,
No purpose which you may not yet achicve
If you will wait serenely and believe.
Lach sceming loss is but a step to’rd gain,

Between the mountain-tops lie vale and.plain 3
Let nothing make you question, doubt, or grieve ;
Give only good, and good alone receive ; *
And as you welcoge joy, so welcome pain,
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That which you most desire awaits your word ;
Throw wide the door and bid it enter in.
Speak, and the strong vibrations shall be stirred ;
Speak, and above carth's loud, unmeaning din’
Your silent declarations shall be heard,
All things are possible to God's own kin,

THE TOWER-ROOM

HERE is 4 room sercng and fair,

All palpitant with light and air;
Free from the dust, world's noise and fuss— .
God's Tower-room in eacli of us,

Oh! many a stair our feet must press,
And climb from self to selflessness,
Before we reach that radiant room
Above the discord and the gloom.

u ™
So many, many stairs to climb,
But mount them gently—take your time ;
Rise leisurely, nor strive to run—
Not so the mightiest feats are done.

Well doing of the little things :
Repression of the word that stings 3
The tempest of the mind made still
By victory of the God-like will.
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The hated task performed in love—
All these are stairs that wind above
‘The things that trouble and annoy,
Up to the Tower-room of joy.

L)
Rise leisurely ; the stairs once trod
Reveal the mountain peaks of God ;
And from ®s upper room the soul
Sces all, in one united whole.

FATHER

s 2
E never made a fortune, or a noise

In the world where men are seeking after fame ;
But he had a hcalthy brood of girls and boys
Who loved the very ground on which he trod.
'They thought him just a little short of God ;
Oh, you should have heard the way they said his name—

¢ Father ¥

There seemed to be a loving little pray.er
In their voices, even when they called him Dad.”
Though the man was never heard of anywhgre
As a hero, yet you somehow understood
He was doing well his gart and making good ;
And you knew it, by the way his children had

Of sgying “ Father,”
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{1e gave them neither eminence nor wealth,

But he gave them blood untainted with a vice,

And the opulence of undiluted health.

He was honest, and unpurchable and kind ;

He was clean in heart, and body, and in mind

So he made them heirs to riches without price —
This father.

He never preached or scolded ; andd the rod—
Well, he used it as a turning pole in pldy.
But he showed the tender sympathy of God
. To his children in their troubles, and their joys.
He was always chum and comrade with his boys, *
And his daughters—oh, you ovsht to hear them say
“ Father.”

-

Now I think of all achicvements "tis the least
To perpetuate the species ; it is done
By the insect and the serpeny, and the beast,
But the man who keups his body, and his thought,
Worth bestowing on an offspring love-begot,
Then the highest earthly glory he has won,
When in pride a grown-up daughter or a son
Says ¢ T'hat's Father,”
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THE NEW HAWAIIAN GIRL

EXPFLANATORY

KamenayeHa Finst, of the Hawaiian Tslands, conquered his
foes ina great battle, driving them over the high mountain
peak, known as Pali—one of the famous scenic views of the
world, and the goal of all visitors in Honolulu, .

The Hula (pronounced Aoola) was the naticnal muscle and
abdominal dance of Hawaii, and the late King Kalakua was
its enthusiastic patron. The costume of the dancers was
composed chiefly of gkirts of grass; The Hula (so attired) 1
now fotbidden by law. The Hula Kui is a modification of
g dance and exceedingly graceful.

< Meny charming young :clf-supporting women in Honolulu
fiace their ancestry back to hamehameha with great pride,
The chant is a weird sing-song which relates the conquests of
the race.

It is the custom in Honolulu to present gaests at feastsand
festivals, of departing visitors, with long wieaths of natural
flowers, and which are worn by men as well as women, about
the head, hat, and neck. Ihese wreaths called lais (pro-
nounced Zys), somyetimes reach below the waist.

The flower-sellers are one of the national features ot
Honolulu,

Scene made to represemt grounds at Hawaiian Horel,
Sort of open café or pavilion with palns, vines, and
tropic flovers, RALPH sitting alome with a drea
air.

Enter wrupL—in short troveling suil—typreal American
§iri—=blonde and geiste.
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ETHEL

H, here you are. Your sister and your mother
Commissioned me detective, sleuth, and spy,
To find the disappearing son and brother ;
And tell him that the time is slipping by, C
Our boat will sail in just two hours, you know,
Dear Honolulu, how I hate to go. ,

RALPH

Don’t mention it ; I shiun the very thought,

ETHEL

You see this is the sort of thing one hears
And don’t believe, until one sces the spot.
We left New York in snow up to its ears ;
And now a Paradise ! the palm, the rose, |
The Boaganwillia, and the breath of summer.

RALPH

I tell you Honolulu‘is a hummer.

It pays for six tong days upon the ocean—

And those sad memories of a ship’s queer motion.
~A <. ETHEL

There’s one thing, though, thay’s disappointed me—
¢ The much exploited Honolulu maid.

1 haven't secn a beauty in the town.
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RALPH

They're thick as ripe bananas on a tree.
Y%u have not been observing, I'm afraid.

ETHEL (shrugging ber shoulders)

Oh well, tastes differ ; I don't care for brown,
At least for thisgpronounced Hawaiian shade »
I really can’t imagine how a man
Could love a.girl Yyed to a chronic tan.

L]

RALPH

=~ Semeone has said, ¢ Love goes where it is sent.”

eTHEL (sadly)

I think that true ; one cannot guide its bent,
Bue I must go ; and will you come along?
Your mother said to bring you.

POLPH
. Not quite yet ;
I'll wait until that bird completes itg song :
The last I'll hear, till many a sun has set. _
Just tell the folks I'll meet them on the pier.
[Exit evury, looking disappointed
e . *

RALPH (sitting dowh in a rgperie)

A nice girl, Ethel ; but, by Jove, it’s queer
The way a fellow’sstubborn mind will turn



290 THE NEW HAWAIIAN GIRL

To something that he should forget, That face— .
I saw once on a San Francisco street, ’ ’
How well I do recall the time and place !*
“ A girl from Honolulu,” someone said.
I wonder where she is now | Married? IDead?
[A silent reverie for a moment. Then speaks
again.) N
I planned this trip with just one crazy thought—
To look upon that strange girl’s face once more,
That is the luny project which has brought
The four of us to this idyllic shotk. hat
[Laughs and lights 2 cigar.] -
My scheme was worked with such consummate care
That mother thinks sé¢ planncd the whole affair,
Then she invited Fthel as her guest,
[Silence for a moment.)
Well, sometimes mothers know just what i¢ best
For wayward sons. &
And yet, and yet, and yet,
Why is it one girl's face I can't forgct ?
Why is it that I feel despondent hearted
In missing that fool hope for which T started ?
Four t“susand miles is something of a chase
.To run tg cover one clusive face
‘And then to f /. .
[Rewerie,, A chint is peard outside.  The man
listens, " The chant ceases and then & maiden
shewly approaches calling out Fer fumer wares,
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« swhich she carries in a basket ; she wears several
lais kerself, om bat and neck,  She does net observe
o the man at first.]

SFLOWER GIRL (calls in & musical voice)

Lais, lais, royal lais, béautiful flowers in bloom ;
Colours of splengdour, fragrance so tender,
Blossoms to brighten your room ;

Lais, lais, roy.al la®, who buys—

raLpy (Jans firward and says aside

» (Tiue and the serpent meet in Paradise.)
[He moves forward as the maid enters the doormay.
Recognition shows in both faces. Then the
maiden recovers ber self-passession and starts to go.]

» . .
RALPH (with sudden bold: ess and excitement)

T11 buy you out, in case you then are free
To stay awhil® beneath®this banyan tree,

And rtell me all about your lovedy land.
»

FLOWER GIRL (with dignity)
Your pardon, sir, I do not understand.
. -,
RALPH “who seemy drunk with exfilaratio,)
Oh well, 'tis plain enough ; from realms ot snow
1 landed here some #ittle time ago,
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A lonely orphan, without kith or kin.
I need a friend.
[FLower GIRL gives him anm indignant, suxtrisea
glance.  Then speaks with quiet sarcaim.)
Sir, they will take you in
On Hote] Street.  The Y.M.C.A. there
Shelters all homeless youths within its pale.

RaLPH (shaking his head sadly)

They wouldu't take ¢ in. 1 am from Yale.

Giry (ecith mock symparhy)

Oh, that /s sad. | Pecause no skill or tact

You might employ could ever hide the fact
From all the world, wherever you might be
Now Harvard, Princeton, Stanford men, we sce
And never know, until they speak the name ;
But Yale—-it Lears its brand. g

«

' RALPY (réproachfully)

You're making game
j Ut me, and of my College, cruel girl
. [‘;ﬁpprmrba ker excitedly.)
Come, drop thase flowers, and let us have a whirl,
I'll give you both the Yale Yell and the Boola,
If you will dance for me your famoys Hula,
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GirL (drawing back baughtily)

I dance the Hula?  You mistake, my friend ;

Yow heard my chant, but did not comprehend

‘The meaning of it. Hark, while I repeat it.
* [Repeats the chant.]

SaLed (puzzled) i

I'm sure there’s nothmg in the world can beat it ;
But—er—the Janguagc is a little queer

1 did not quite cajch all the words, I fear;
Besides, I'm so distracted by ycur face.

GIrL (proudly)

That chant relates the conquests of my race ;

Though I am poor, and hawk about these lais

To earn'my bread, yet in the olden days

There was no prouder family on earth

Than mine. But Polynesian pndc of birth -

Is quite beyoncr the white man’s , scope of brain,

And so perchance I speak to yod in v:un
[Takes ber fewers and tarts 7 &e.]

RALPH (Mitercepts ber) .

Great Scott ! but you are splendid when you’re mad !
Now, please, don’t go*; I'm really n¥t so bad :
I don’t mean half 1 sav.

3

20
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cm‘(tarm blazing eyes upon him)

Oh, all you men

Of pallid blood, again, and yet again
Have offered insults to our island races.
I own we ence were savags ; and thie traces
Of those wild days remain ; but, sir, go back -
A liitle way, on your ancestral track,
And see what you will find. A horde of bold
And lawless cut-throats, started many an old
And purse-proud race ; and brucal strength became
The bloody groundwork for pretentious fame
When Might was Right. If every royal tree =
Were dug up by the roots, the world would see® «
That common mud first mcihered the poor sproat,
Your race is higher than my own, no doubt ;
Then shame upen you, for the poor display
Of noble manhood that you make to-day,
Thinking cach brown-faced girl your lawful prey.

[Turns her back upon*bim and sarts to go.)

*

raLPH (pleadingly)

Oh :3/ now, let a fellow have a show,

41 never fmeant to rouse your anger 9o ;

"I only mcant-—l-——wz:l], you sec the change
OFf climate wis so sudden ; %nd the strange
And gorgeous scenery, and your glorious eyes
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Upset my btam. But you have put me wisc,
I own that I had heard—

o [Husitates, and vy breaks forth again.)

Oh, yes, I know you heard

Wlld tajes of Honolulu ; and were stirred
With high ambitions & return to Yale,
The envied hero of a wilder tale ;
You thought eacls maiden on this Isle, percharee
Wore skirts of grass, and danced the Hula dance ;
And gave her lips to any man for gold.

" ae RALen (Jiterrupting)

R, *pon my honour, T was not so bold —

GIRL (ignoring, and twith vehemence)
-

You thought the old-time licence still prevailed ;
You did not know across the heavens had sailed
A beautiful staf in brilliancy array ed,

#The Self-Respecting New Hawaitan Maid—
Who prides herself upon her blood and birth
And holds her virtue at its priceless worth =
Afd stands undaunted in her rightful placg
Snow white of soul, however brownm.éfce,
Warmer in blood than, your White wgmen are
And yet more moral in her life by far
Than many a leadersin your halls of fashion,
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RALPH (gazing at her with admiration)

I vow I like to see you in a passion ;
Such royal rage ! Your forbear was, I know~
Kame-a-lili-like-kalico,
Or some such name : who g~t in that great tff
And tumbled all his foes zgwn off th= cliff.
I fgel I'm lying with them in [hf valiey
While you stand all triamphant, on t'e Paii,
L]

GIRL (iling and :g(m;m')
You mean Kamchameha First, 'm sure.
Yes, I am of his line.

RALPH

May it endure
Until the end of time ; for you are great ;
The world needs women like you.
[GIre turns te go.

L]
RALPY
Oh, now wait!

I want somc flowers ; please hang about my neck
A domen lais 5 and give me half a peck
Of nice bouquets ; then I will hire a band

. And celdlzas. my entrance to your land,
I'll dance the Hula, bp and down the street
And cry Aloka, to each girl I meet ;
And if she frowns, and calls g cad, and charl,
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I'll shout, Long Live the New Hawaiian Girl—
Rah, rah, rah, Yale, Yale, Yale!
o[ A Hawaiian Band is heard approaching.)

cirL @aughingly, as ib‘ hangs lais about his neck)

Well, there’s your banu-; and since you are so kind,
To purchase all wy flowers, I've half a mind

To favour you with, not the Hula, sir,

But something more refined, and prertier,

I'll teach it 16 you ; ask the hand out there

To play the Hul®Kui dancing air ;
. Then follow all I do, and capy me,

T}ns is the way it starts, now one, two, three.

- [After the dance ends, rRaLew approaches the ciru

with tense face and speaks with groa: seriouiness.|

Girl, though I do not even know your name,

Yet heresl stand, and offer you my own ;

It was for you I came, for you alone,

Across the half world. I have never known
Forgetfulncss, Since first your face I saw,

In coming here, I but obeyed Love’ > law ;

1 thought it fancy, passion, or caprice ;

1 know now it is Lore.

FLOWER GIRL (mtlv emnol ot

lpra) youfccase ;
You do not understand yourself ; go, go ;
®  [Urges bim tozvards exit,
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RALPH (seizing ber Fand)

I will not go until I hear you say
That you remember even as I do .
That brief encounter on thestreet one day.
[FLower GiRry turns kel face away and tries to free
ter hand}, o

£ X, 7, ‘a-[; ¢
RALEH (exiltantly)

Oh, it is Fete ; and Fate we mus.t voey.
[Zakes ring from bis finger.]
Let the ship go; but with my heart I stay.
[ Atiempts to place ring on carL's finger, Ste wrencles
ber Fand free, and stands with both bands bebind
ber as she speaks with suppresed emotion, |
The heart of every Island girl on carth ®
I think hides one sweet dream, and it is this 3
To one day meet a man of higher kirth—
To win his heart—-to feel his tender kiss—
And sail with him to some far distant land.
This tgo has been my dream ; wherein your face
Shone Bke a beacon.

[&pcb RALPH a5 be starts firward.]

s But I know your race,

Too well, toovyell. I knowshow such dreams end,
You could not claim me in your land, my [riend,
For colour prejudice is ramparft there,
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RALPR (impetuously) '

v

Bur I will stay for ever here, I swear—

FLOWER GIRL

Nay, do not swear, y:‘-.r\would but break the vow
As many another has. Our tropic sun

Affects men like & fever ; when ’tis run,

Then their delusiops pass. . Oh leave me now ;
I hear the whistle of your ship—adieu !

Alohoa ocie—may 6God be with you.

.- [ Enter wTurL Aurriedly)]

Uome, Ralph, your mother and your sister wait
Quite frantic at the pier, lest you be late.
They sent me for you.

[Ex# »aLPh with ETHEL; b2 Jooks back and flings
GIRL & wreath. GIRL smiles and sings Hawaiian
somg, picks up the wreath and drops face in ber
bards aPCurtain g’an doton.






MAURINE AND OTHER POEMS






MAURINE

PART 1

SAT and sewed, and.sang some tender tune,
Oh, beauteous was that morn in early June |
» Mgljow with sunlight, and with blossoms fair ;
The climbing rose-tree grew about me there,
And checked with shade the sunny portico
Where, morns like this, I came to read, or scw.

[ heard the gate click, and a firm, quick tread
Upon the walk. No need to turn my head ;
1 would mistakg, and dopbt my own voice sounding,
Before his step upon the gravel bounding.
In an unstudiced attitude of grace,
< He stretched his comely form ; and’ from _his face
He tossed the dark, damp curls ; and at my kitees,
With his broad hat he fanned the lazy breeze,
And turned his head, and lifted hi# latffeyes,
Of that strange hue we see in ocean, dyes,
And call it blue sometimes and sometimes green,
And save in poet cyes, not elsewhere seen,

303
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“ Lest I should meet with my fair lady’s scorning,
For calling quite so early in the morning,
I ve brought a passport that can never fail,”
He said, and, laughing, laid the morning mail
Upon my lap. “I'm welcony. ? so I thoughit !
I'll figure by the letters thay I brought
How glad you are to see me. Oply one ?
And 'that one from 2 lady? PI'm dndone !
That, lightly skimmed, you’ll . thmk me b .
bore, .
And wonder why 1 did not bring’ you four.
It’s ever thus : a woman cannot get
So many letters that she will not fret
O'er one that did not come,”
“ 'l prove you wrong,”

I answered guily, “ here upon the spot |
This little letter, precious if not long, ¢
Is just the one, of all you might have brought,
To please me.  You have heerd me spcak I'm sure,
Of Helen Trevor : she writes heret to say
She's cuming out to see me ; and will stay
Till Autumn, maybe. She is, like her note,
Petfte and dainty, tender, loving, pure.
You'd know her by a letter that she wrote,

or a sweetseintd thing. "Tis always so
Letters all blots, though finely written, show
A slovenly person. Letters stiff and white
kespcak a nature honest, plainoupright.
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And tissuey, tinted, perfumed notes, like this,
Tell of a creature formed to pet and kiss.”

My listener heard me with a slow, odd smile ;
Stretfhed in abanday at my feet, the while,

He fanned me idly with his broad-brimmed hat.
“Then ali young ladie} must be formed for that !”
He laughed, and said.

“#Thgir letters read, and look,
As like as twent} copies of one book.
They're written in a dainty, spider scraw),
o™ darling, precious Kate,’ or ¢ Fan,’ or ¢ Moll.’
The *dcarest, swectest ’ friend they ever had.
They say they ¢ want to sce you, oh, so bad !’
Vow they’ll ¢ forget you, never, necer, oh !’
And then they tell about a splendid beau—
A lovely hat—a charming dress, and send
A little scrap of this to every friend.
And then to Qose, for lack of something better,
They beg you'll ¢ read and bufn this horrid letter. ™

He watched me, smiling. He was pronesto véx

And hector me with flings upon my sex,

He liked, he said, to have me flash and frown, ,

So he could tease mg, and then laugh me down,

My storms of wrath amused him 'very much : '
He liked to see mo go off at a touch ;
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Anger became me—made my colour rise,

And gave an added lustre to my eyes.

So he would talk—and so he watched me now,
To see the hot fiush mantle cheek and brow,

Instead, I answered coolly, with a smile,

Felling a seam with utmostfcare, meanwhile.
“The caustic tongue of Vivian Dnngerﬁeld

Is barbed as ever, for my sex, this morn.

Still unconvinced, no smallest point T yield.
Woman I love, and tust, despxte your scorn.
There is some truth in what you sa) ? Well, yes!
Your statements usually hold more or less. |
Some women write weak letters—(some men do ;)
Some make professions, knowing them untrue.
And woman's friendship, in the time of need,

1 own, too often proves a broken reed.

But I believe, and ever will contend,

Woman can be a sister woman’s friend

Giving from out her large,heart’s bountcous store
A living love—claiming to do no morc

Than, through and by that love, she knows she can :
And living by her professions, /ike a man.

And such a tie, true friendship’s silken tether,
Binds Helen Trevor's heart and mine together, "+
& love het Or heer beauty, meekness, grace ;

For her whitg lily soul and angel face,

She loves me, for my greater strength, maybe ;
Loves—ind would give her hisast’s best blood for me.
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And I, to save her from a pain, or crom,

Would suffer any sacrifice or loss,

Such can be woman's friendship for another.

Could man give more, or ask more from a brother "

I paua.ed : and Vivian leaned his massive head
. Against the pillar of th portico,
Smiled his slow, ‘ceptlc smile, then laughed, and said :
4 Nay, surely not—if what you say be so.
You've made 2 sta’tcment, but no proof’s at hand.
Wait—do not flash your cyes so! Understand
I think you quite sincere in what you say :
Y Qu Jove your friend, and she loves you, to-day ;
But fncndslup is not friendship at the best
Till circumstances put it to the test.
Man’s, less demonstrative, stands strain and tear,
While woman’s, half profession, fails to wear,
Two woiden love each other passing well—
Say Helen Trevor and Mautine La Pelle,
Just for example. R

Let them daily meet
At ball and concert, in the church and street,
They kiss and coo, they visit, chat, Caress ; i
Their love increases, rather than grows lesss;
And all goes well, till *Helen dear * discoyers
That ¢ Maurine darling” wins too many overs,

L8
And then her ¢ precious friend,’ her “bet,’ her ‘sweet,’ !
Becomes a ‘minx, af creature all deceit.’
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Let Helen smile too oft on Mauiine’s beaux,

Or wear more stylish or becoming clothes,

Or sport a hat that has a longer feather—

And lo! the strain has broken *friendship’s tether.’
Maurine's sweet smile becomes a frown or pqut ;

¢ She’s just begun to find thAt‘Helcn out.’

The breach grows wider—fanger fills each heart ;
‘They drift asunder, whom ‘but death could part.’
You shake your head ! Oh, wcll we' ] never know !
It is not likely Fate will test yon‘l 80, ,

You'll live, and love’; and, meetjug twice a year,
While life shall lust, you'll hold eacn other dear.

I pray it may be so ; it were not best

To shake your faith in woman by the test,

Keep your belief, and nurse .t while you can.

I've faith in woman’s friendship too—for mau |
They’re true as stecl, as mothers, friends, and wives :
And that's cnough to bless us all our lives.

That man’s a selfish fellow, and a bore,

Who is unsatisficd and ashs for mge.”

% But there is neeq of more ! I here broke in.

“T hold that ywoman guilty of a sin,

Who wquld not cling to, and defend another,

As nobly as she would stand by a brother.

Who waoitld not suffer for a sister’s sake,

‘%.0d, wefe thefe need to prove her fricndship, make
"Most any sacrifice, nor courtt the cost.

Who would not do this for a friend is lost

To every nobler principle.””
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“ Shame, shame !”

Cried Vivian, laughing, * for you now defame
The whole sweet sex ; since there’s not one would do
‘The thing you name, nor would I want her to.

I loverthe sex. My mother was a woman—-
I hope my wife will be, and whelly human,

And if she wants to make some sacrifice,

I'll think her far, more sensible and wise
To let her husband reap the benefit,

"Instead of some old maid or senseless chit.
Selfish? Of couese! I hold all love is s0:
And I shall love my wife right well, I know.
Now there's a point regarding selfish love,

You thirst to argue with me, and disprove.

But since these cosy hours will soon be gone,
And all our meetings broken in upon,

No more of these rare moments must be spent
In vain discussions, or in argument.

I wish Miss Trevor was in—Jericho |

(You see the rMfishness begins to show.)

She wants to see you ?—So do ¥ : but she
Will gain her wish, by taking you from me.
*Come all the same ¢ that means I’ll be zllownd

To realise that ¢ three can make a crowd.”
I-do not like to feel myself de trop.

With two girl cronies would, I not be so } o
My ring would interrupt some privase chat,
You'd ask me in ang take my cane and hat,

21
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And speak about the lovely summer day,

And think—* The lout ! I wish he'd kept away.’
Miss Trevor'd smile, but just to hide a pout

And count the moments till I was shown out.
And, while I twirled my thumjs, I would sitewisling
Tthat I had gone ol hunting birds, o fishing,
No, thanks, Maurine ! TW¥e iron hand of Fate
(Or gtherwise Miss Trevor’s dainty finvers,)

Will bar my entrance into Eden’s gate ;

And I shall be like some yoor soul thet lingers
At heaven’s portal, pdying the price of sin,

Yet hoping to be pardoned and let in.”

He looked so melancholy sitting there,
I Jaughed outright. “ How w.ll you act a part ;
You look the very picture of despair !
You've missed your calling, sir! suppose you start
Upon a starring tour, and carve your name
With Booth's and Barreit's on the heights of Fame
But now, tahooing nonsense, I shall send
-

For you to help me entertain my friend,
Unlews you come without it. ¢ Cronies #  True,
Wanting our ¢ frivate chats’ as cronies do.
And we'{[ take those, while you are reading Greek,
Or writing ¢ Lines to Dora’s brow ’ or ¢ cheek.’

ut wheniyou hpve an hour or two of leisure,
Call as you now do, antl afford like pleasure,
For never yet did heaven’s sun shine on,
Or stars discover, that phenomguon,
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In any country, or in any clime :
Two maids so bound, by ties of mind and heart,
They did not feel the heavy weight of time »
In weeks of scenes wherein no man took part.
God made the sexeato associate :
Nor law of man, nor stern decree of Fate;
Can ever undo what H® hand has done,
And, quite along, make happy either one.
My Helen is an qqly child : —a pet
Of loving parents : and she never yet
Has been denied gne boon for which she pleaded.
A fragile thing, her lightest wish was heeded.
Weudd she pluck roses ?  They must first be shorn
By carcful hands, of every hateful thorn,
And loving eyes must scan the pathway where
Her feet may tread, to sce no stones are there,
She'll grow dull here, in this secluded nook,

° .
Unless you aid me in the pleasant task
Of entertaining. Drup in with your book—
Read, talk, siogefor her ®metimes.  What I ask,
Do once, to please me: then thare'll be no need
For me to state the case again, or plgad.
There’s nothing like a woman’s grace andsbeauty
To waken mankind to a sense of duty.”

’
«I bow before the mandate of my Queen:
Your slightest wish ig law, Ma Belle Maurine,”
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He answered, smiling, “I'm at your command ;
Point but one lily finger, or your wand,

And you will find a willing slave obeying. R
There goes my dinner bell! I hear it saying
I've spent two hours here, lying at your feet,*
Not profitable, maybe—surely sweet.

All time is money ; now whre I to measure
The vime I spend here by its solid pleasure,
And that were coined in dollars,gthen I've laid
Each day a fortune at yonr fect, fair maid
There goes that bell agam ! T'll eay good-bye,
Or clouds will shadow my domestic sky.

I'll come again, as you would have me do,” * ¢
And see your friend, while she is seeing you.
That's like by proxy being at a feast ;
Unsatisfactory, to say the least.”

L
He drew his fine shape up, and trod the land
With kingly grace. Passing the gate, his hand
He lightly placed the garden wall-#fon,
Leaped over like a fcopard, and was gone.

And, gosng, took the brightness from the place,
ct left the June day with a sweeter grace,

{ d my yourg eoul, so steeped in happy drcamt,

Heaven itself ’scemcd shown g me in gleams,

There is a time with lovers, when the heart

First slowly rouses from its dreamless sleep,
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o

To all the tumult of a passion life,
Ere yet have wakened jealousy and strife.

Juss as a young, untatored child will start

Out of a long hour’s slumber, sound and deep,
AndVie and smile Vith rosy lips and cheeks,

In a sweet, restful trance, before it speaks,

A time when yet no wérd the spell has broken,
Save what the hreart unto the soul has spokers,

In quickened threbs, and sighs but half suppressed
A time whert that sweetaruth, all unconfessed,
Gives added fragance to the summer flowers,

A golden glory to the passing hours,

A*hopeful beauty to the plainest face,

And lends to life a new and tender grace.

When the full heart has climbed the heights of bliss,
And smiling, looks back o’er the golden past,

I think jt finds no sweeter hour than this

In alllove-life. For, later, when the last
Translucent drop o’erflows the cup of joy,

And love, md¥*mighty®than the heart’s control,
. Surges in words of passion front the soul,

And vows are asked and given, shadows rise

Like mists before the sun in noonday skies, =
Vague fears, that prove the brimming cup 's alloy ;
A dread of change—the crowning moment’s curse,
Since what is pcrfcct, change but renders worse®™
A vain desire to cnpple Time, whepgoces

Bearing our joys ayay, and bringing woes.
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And later, doubts and jealousies awaken,

And plighted hearts are tempest-tossed and shaken,
Doubt sends a test, that goes a step too far, «

A wound is made, that, healing, leaves a scar,

Or one heart, full with love’s sWeet satisfaction,
Thinks truth once spoken always understood,
While one is pining for the tendeg action

And Whispered word by which, oPold, *.was wooed,

[ J
But this blest hour, in loge’s glad, golden day,
Is like the dawning, ere the radiamt ray
Of glowing Sol has burst upon the eye,
But yet is heralded in carth and sky, < e
Warm with its fervour, mellow with its light,
While Care still,slumbers in the arms of night.
But Hope, awake, hears happy birdlings sing,
And thinks of all a summer day may bnng.

In this sweet calm, my youny heart lay at rest,
Filled with a blis ful sense ¢f peaceg, nor guessed
That sullen clouds were gathering in the skies
To hide the glorious sun, ere it should rise.

-

PART 11

'l&, litle t:irds that never tire of humming
About the garden in the summer weather,
Aunt Ruth compared us, after Helen's coming,
As we two roamed, or sat and ®alked together.
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Twelve months apart, we had so much to say

Of school days gone—and time since passed away 3

Of that old friend, and this ; of what we'd done

Of how our separate paths in life had run ;

Of ®hat we would do, in the coming years ;

Of plans and castles, hopes and dreams and fears,

All these, and more, a® soon as we found speech,

We touched u;x'm, and skimmed from this to that,

But at the first q\ch only gazed on cach,

And, dumb avith joy, that dxd not need a voice

Like lesser joyspto say, “Lo ! I rejoice,”

With smiling eyes and clasping hands we sat

Wrapped in that peace, felt but with those dear,

Contented just to know cach other near.

But when this silent eloquence gave place

To words, "twas like the rising of a flood

Above g dam. Wae sat there, face to face,

And let our talk glide on where’er it would.

Speech never halting in its speed or zest,

Save when o orippling laughter let it rest ;

Just as a stream will sometimas pause and play

About a bubbling spring, then dasp away.

No wonder, then, the third day’s sun was nigh

Up to the zenith when my friend and I

Opened our eyes from slumber long ana deep :

Nature demanding recompense £or hours 4

Spent in the portic8, among the flawers, .

Halves of two mghts we should have spent in
sleep.
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So this third day, we breakfasted at one :
Then walked about the garden in the sun,
Hearing the thrushes and the robins sing, .

And looking to see what buds were opening.
¢ ¢

The clock chimed three, and we yet strayed at will
About the yard in morning ‘dishabmc,

When" Aunt Ruth came, with aproft o’er her head,
Holding a letter in her hand, and said,

“ Here is a note, from Vitian I opineT

At least his scrvant brought it. And now, girls,
You may think this is no concern of mine,
But in my day young ladies did not go

Till almost bed-time roaming to and fro

In morning wrappers, and with tangled curls,
The very pictures of forlorn distress,

"Tis three o’clock, and time for you to dress.
Come! read your note and hurry in, Maurine.
And make yourself fit object to be seen.”

b

Helen was bending‘o’er an almond bush,

And ere she looked up I had read the note,

And calméd my heart, that, bounding, sent a flush
To brow and check, at sight of aught 4¢ wrote

“ Ma Bellé Maugine "’ (so Vivian’s billet ran,)

« Iy it not time I saw jour cherished guest?

¢ Pity the sorrolys of a poor young man,’

Banished from all that makes eyistence blest.
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I'm dying to see—your friend ; and I will come
And pay respects, hoping you'll be at home
To-pight at eight, Expectamly, V. D.”

Inside my belt I slipped the billet, saying,
“ Helen, go makg yourstlf most fair to see :
Quick! hurry n®w! no time for more delaying
In just five hourse caller will be here,
And you muft look your pretjiest, my dear |
Begin your toilet®right away. I know
How long it takes you to arrange each bow—
T8 twist each curl, and loop your skirts aright.
And you must prove you are ax fait to-night,
And make a perfect toilet: for our caller
Is man, and critic, poet, artist, scholar,
And vieys with eyes of all.”

“Oh, oh! Maurine,”
Cried Helen with a well-feigned look of fear,
“You've fright®ed me'so I shall not appear ;
I'll hide away, refusing to be sétn '
By such an ogre. Woe is me ! beweft
Of all my friends, my peaceful home I've left, =
And strayed away into the dreadful wood
To meet the fate of poor Red Riging Hood.
No, Maurine, no! you've given me such a frighe,
F’ll not go near your ugly wolf to-Wight,”
Meantime we'd lefithe garden ; and I stood
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In Helen’s room, where she had thrown herself
Upon a couch, and lay, a winsome elf,
Pouting and smiling, cheek upon her arm,
Not in the least a portrait of alarm,
“Now, sweet I”” I coaxed, and Khelt by her, “ e good !
Go curl your hair ; and please your ewn Maurine,
By putting on that lovely grenadine.

Not evolf, nor ogre, ncither Calibgn,

Nor Mephistopheles, vou'll meeg to-night,

But what the ladies call {a nice young man’}

Yet one worth knowi :lg—strong with hicalth and might
Of perfect manhoud 5 gifted, noble, wise ;

Moving among his kind with loving eyes,

And helpful hand ; progressive, brave, refined,

After the image, of his Maker: mind.”

“ Now, now, Maurine I cried Helen, “d believe
It is your lover coming here this eve,

Why have you never wmten of him, pray ?

Is the day sct r-—:md when? Saff, Maurine, say !”

Had I betrayed by some too fervent word

The sccrlt love that all my being stirred ?

My lover ? Ay ! My heart proclaimed him so ;
)ut first %is lips, must win the sweet confession,
EYe even Helcn be allowed to know. "
I must straight-way crase the slight impression
Made by the words just uttergd,
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“Foolish child!”
I gaily cried, * vour fancy’s straying wild.
Jusg let a girl of eighteen hear the name
Of maid and youth uttered about one time,
Anddf her fancy goes, at break-neck pace,
Def; ing circumstances, reason, :pace—
And straightway builds$romances so sublime
They put all Shalcsprare’s dramas to the shanse.
*I'his Vivian Danguriield is neizt bour, friend,
And kind companion; bginging books and flowers,
And, by his thoughtful actions without ¢nd,
Helping me pass some otherwise long hours ;
Bt *he has never breathed a word of love.
1f you still doubt me, listen while I prove
My statement by the letter that he wrote,
* Dying to meet—my friend !’ (she could not sce
The dash between that meant so much to me),
¢Will come this eve, at eight, and hopes we may
Be in to greet him.!  Now I think you'll say
"Tis not much lske a lober’s tenlder note,”

We laugh, we jest, not meaning w#at we say ;

We hide our thoughts, by light words ]ig';‘htly spoken,
And pass on heedless, till we find one day

They've bruised our hearts, or leftysome %ther b;oken.

.
e 'y .
I sought my room, and trilling some.blithe air,
Opened my wardrofe, wondering what to wear,
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Momentous question | femininely human!
More than all others, vexing mind of woman,
Since that sad day, when in her discontent,
‘To search for leaves, cur fair first mother went,
All undecided what I should put on, ‘
At length I made selection of a lawn-—
White, with a tiny pink vihe overrun—

My smplest robe, but Vivian's fawourits one.
And placing a single flow’ret in m'y hair,

I crossed the hall to Helan's chamber; where
I found her with her fair locks alb let down,
Brushing the kinks out, with a pretty frown.
*T'was like a picture, or a pleasing play,

To watch her make her toilet. She would stand,
And turn her head first this, aud then that wiy,
Trying effect of ribbon, bow or band.

Then she would pick up something else, gnd curve
Her lovely neck, with cunning, bird-like grace,
And watch the mirror while she put it on,

With such a sweetly grave*and theughtful face ;
And then to view & all would sway and swerve
Her lithe young body, like a graceful swan.,

Yelen wal over medium height, and slender

Even to frailty. Her great, wistful eyes
Were like the*deep blue of autumnal skies;

And through them looked herseul, large, loving, tender.
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Her long, light hair was lustreless, except

Upon the ends, where burnished sunbeams slept,
And on the earlocks; and she looped the curls

Back with a shell comb, studded thick with pearls,
Costly yet simple. “Her pale loveliness,

That night, was heightened by her rich, black dress,
That trailed behind hen, leaving half in sight

Her taper arms,qind shoulders marble white.

I was not tall as Helen, ald my face

Was shaped and doloured like my grandstre’s race ;
For through his veins my own received the warm,
Red b blood of Southern France, which curved my form,
And &lowed upon my cheek in crimson dycs,

And bronzed my hair, and darkled in my eyes.
And as the morning trails the skirts of night,

And duskp night puts on the garb of morn,

And walk together when the day is born,

So we two glidcd down the hall and stair,

Arm clasping arm) into the parlour, where

Sat Vivian, bathed in sunset’s gorgeous light.

He rose to greet us, Oh! his form’was grand s
And he possessed that power, strange, occylt,
Called magnetism, lacking better word,

Which moves the world, achieving great fesult
Where genius fails cogpletely. ‘Touch his hancf
It thrilled through all your being—m?et his eye,
And you were movedy yet knew not how, or why,
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Let him but rise, you feit the air was stirred
By an electric current.

This strange force
Is mightier than genius. Rightly used,
It leads to grand achicvements ; all things yield
Refore its mystic presence, and its ficld
I. bread as earth and Leaven. Bue abused,
It sweeps “ike a puison simoon og its course,
Searing miasma in its scoxg;hmg breath,
And leaving all it touches struck evith death,

Far-reaching science shall yet tear away

The mysiic garb that hidis it trom the day,
And drag it torth and bind it with its laws,
And mahe it serve the purposes of men,
Guided by common-sense and reason. Then
We'll hear no more ot séance, table-rapping,
And all that trash, o'er whu h the world is gaping,

Lost in eflect, wlnle science scehs®he cau-c.
L ]

Viyian was not %onscious of his power :
Or, if he, wa s, knew not its full extent,
¢ knew his giance would make a wild beast cower,
l-\l yet he knew not ghat his large eves cent
Into the heart of woman the eame thrill
“That made the lion servant of his will,
And even strong men felt it,



'‘MAURINE 323

He arose,

Reached forth his hand, and in it clasped my own,
While I held Helen’s ; and he spoke some word
Of pleasant greeting in his low, round tone,
Unlikt all other voices I have heard.

Just as the white cloud, at the sunrise, glows

With roseate colours, so zhe pallid hue

Of Helen's cheek.'like tintgd sca-shells grew. .
Through mine, hishand caused hers to tremble ; such
Was the all-mast'ring magic of his touch.

Then we sat dowr, and talled about the weather,
The neighbourhood-—some author’s last new buok.
' Butpwhen I could, I left the two together

To make acquaintance, saying I must look

After the chickens—my especial care ;

Aud ran away and left them, laughing, there.

Knee-deep, through clmer to the poplar grove,
[ waded, wher®m® pets Were wont to rove ;
And there 1 found the toolish mdther hen
Broodmg her chickens underneath a«ree,

An easy prey for foxes. ¢ Chick-a-dee,” *
Quoth I, while reaching for the downy thin‘gs
T'hat, chirping, pecped from out thg motl®r-wings,
“ How very human is *our fofly ! When 2
There waits a haven, pleasant, bright®and warm,
And one to lead you thither from the storm
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And lurking dangers, yet you turn away,
And, thinking to be your own protector, stray
Into the open jaws of death : for, sce !
An owl is sitting in this very tree
You thought safe shelter. Gd now to your jpen.”
And, followed by the clucking, clamorous hen,
So like the human mothen here again,
Moaning because a strong, proteciing 2rm
Would shield her little ones frop cold and harm,
I carried back my garden hat brimful
Of chirping chickens, like whitesballs of wool
And snugly housed them.

And just then I heasd
A sound like gentle winds among the trees,
Or pleasant waters in the summer, stirred
And sct in motion by a passing breeze.
"T'was Helen singing : and, as I drew near,
Another voice, a tenor fui! and clear,
Mingled with hers, as murmuring streams unite,
And flow on stronger in their wedded mighe.

Lt was & way of Helen's, not to sing

The songs that other people sang. She took
{Sometimgs an extract from an anciént book ;
Arain some floating,fragmentary thing.

And such shg fitted to old Relodies,

Or clsc composed the music, One of these
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She sang that night ; and Vivian caught the strain,
And joined her in the chorus, or refrain,

. SONG.

Oh thou, mine other, stronger part !
Whom yet I cannot hear, or see,
Come thou, and taRe this loving heart,
That loggs to yield itsall to thee, .
I call ming own—oh, come to me !
Love, answer back, T come to thee,
i I }
come to thee.
° .
"This hungry heart, so warm, so large,
®° 1Is far too great a care for me.
I have grown weary of the charge
I keep so sacredly for thee,
Come thou, and take my heart from me.
Love, answer back, I come to thee,
. I come to thee,

I am a-weary, waiting here
For oge who tarris long for me,
Oh ! art thou far, or ait thop near ?
And must I still be sad for thee ?
Or wilt thou straightway com® to me ?
Love, answer, I am near to thee,
I come to thee,

The melody, so full of plaintive ch8rds, ¢ pe
Sobbed into silencc—ethoing down ‘ttxc strings
Like voice of one who walks from us, and sings.
Vivian had leaned up8n the instrument

22
.
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The while they sang. But, as he spoke those words,
“Love, I am near to thee, I come to thee,”

He turned his grand head slowly round, and bgnt
His lustrous, soulful, speaking gazg on me,.

And my young heart, cager to own its king,

Sent to my eyes a great, glad, trustful light

Of love and faith, and hung upon my cheek

Hopd's rose-hued flag. There wae ne need to speak.
I crossed the room, and knelt by Helen, *Sing
That song you sang a fragpment of ont night
Out on the porch, beginning, ¢ Praise me not,
I whispered : and her sweet and plaintive tone
Rose, low and tender, as if she had caught  **
From some sad passing breeze, and made her own,
The echo of the wind-harp’s sighing strain,

Or the soft music of the falling rain,

19

SONGC.

O praise me not with your lips,&deaf one !
Though your tender words 1 prize.
But dearer by far is the soulful gaze
Of your eyes, your beawriful eyes,
«  Your tender, loving eyes.

O chiae me rot with your lips, dear one |
Though I cause your bpsom sighs,
You can make repentance deeper far
By your sad, reproving eves,
Y our sorrowful, troubled eyes,
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Words, at the best, are but hollotv sounds ;
Above, in the beaming skies,

The constant stars say never a word,
But only smile with their eyes—

. Smilewn with their lustrous eyes,

Then breathe no vow with your lips, dear one;
On the wimgéd wind speech flies. o
But I read thetruth of your noble heart
1n yous soulful, speaking eyes—
In ygur deep and beautiful eyes.

e

.o
The twilight darkened, round us, in Mr'o‘/c:m,
While Helen sang ; and, in the gathering gloom,
Vivian reached out, and took my hand in his,
And held it so; while Helen made the air
Languid &ith music. Then a step drew near,
And voice of Aunt Ruth broke the spell :
. ¢ Dear ! dear!

Why, Maurie, Helen, children §, how is this ?
I hear you, but you have no light in there.
Your room is dark as Egypt. What a wgy
For folks to visit! Maurie, go, I pray, -
And order lamps.”

And so there chme a llght, -
And all the sweet dreffns hovering around
The thllght shndows flitted in afﬁ-xght
And c'en the music hid a harsher sound.

£
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In pleasant convéerse passed an hour away :

And Vivian planned a picnic for next day—

A drive the next, and rambles without-end, ,,
That he might help me entertaip my friend.

And then he rose, bowed low, and passed fron) sight,
Like some great star that drops out from the night ;
And Helen watched him tHrough the shadows go,
And turned and said, her voice subdued and low,
“How tall he is! in all my life, Maurine,

A grander man I nevgr yer have scen.”

PART T1I1

One golden t.:¢lfth-part of a cleckered year ;
One summer month, of sunligat, moonlight, mirth,
With not a hint of shadows lurking near,

Or storm-clouds brewing. .

"Twas a royal day ;
Voluptuous July held her lover, Eart},
With her warm arms, upon her glowing breast,
And twined herself about him, as he lay
Swiling and panting in his dream-stirred rest.
She bound him with her limbs of perfect grace,
And hid him with her trailing robe of green,
Ang wound him*in her long hair’s shimmering sheen,
And rained hcr ardent kisseston his face, ‘
Through the- glad glory of the summer land
Helen and I went wandering,*hand in hand,
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In winding paths, hard by the ript wheat-ficld,

White with the promise of a bounteous yield,

Agoss the late shorn meadow—down the hill, -

Red with the tigeg-lily blossoms, till

Welstood upon the borders of the lake,

That like a pretty, placid infant, slept

Low at its base : and Kttle ripples crept

Along its surface, just asdimples chase

Each other o’ermn infant’s sleeping face.

Helen in idte hours hadglearped to make

A thousand pre®y, feminine knick-knagls :

For brackets, ottomans, and toilet stands— .+

L#Sour just suited to her dainty hands. e

That morning she had been at workfn’ wax,

Moulding a wreath of flowers for .my room—

Taking her patterns from the living blows,

In all thgir dewy beauty and sweet bloom,

Fresh from my garden. Fuchsia, tulip, rose,

And trailing ivy, grew bencath her touch,

Resembling®he diving Flants as much

As life is copied in the form offdeath :

These lacking but the perfume, ang that, breath.
o -

And now the wreath was all completed, save

The mermaid blossom of al}, lowerdom}

A’ water lily, dripping from the wave.

And 'twas in search of it that we hAl come

Down to the lake, afd wandered on the beach,
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To see if any lilies grew in reach,

Some broken stalks, where flowers late had been ;
Some buds, with all their beauties folded in,

We found, but not the treasure that we sought.
And then we turned our footsteps to the spot *
Where, all impatient of its chain, my boat,

The Swan, rocked, asking to be set afleat.

It was 4 dainty row-boat—strong, yet light;
Each side a swan was painted snowy whites

A present from my unrle, jast before

He sailed, with Death, to that myd.erious strand,
Whe..: freighted ships go sailing evermore,
But nones ~turn to tell us of the land.

I freed the Swin, and slowly rowed about,
Wherever sea-weeds, grass, or green leaves lifted
Their tips above the water.  So we drifted,

While Iiclen, opposite, leaned idly out

And watched for lilies in the waves below,

And softly crooned some sweet and dreamy air,
That soothed me like 2 mother's lellaBies.

I dropped the oars, 4nd closed my sun-kissed eyes,
And let the boatsgo drifting here and there.

O, happy Hay | The last of that bricf time

Of thoughtless youth, when all the world seems bright,
+Yre that dispuiséd angel men called Woe

Leads the sad heart through vglleys dark as night,-
Up to the heights exalted and sublime.

On cach blest, happy moment,el am fain

b )
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To linger long, ere 1 pass on to pain
And sorrow that succeeded.

From day-dreams,
As gblden as the summer noontide’s beams,
T was awakened by a voice that cried :
% Strange ship, ahoy ! ®air frigate, whither bound "
And, starting up', I cast my gaze around,
And saw a sail-boat o’er the water glide
Close to the *Sman, like $gme Jive thing of grace ;
And from it loold the glowing, handsome face
Of Vivian. -
E XJ

o
R

% Beauteous sirens of #fe ;ca,
Come sail across the raging main“with me !’
He laughed ; and leaning, drew our drifting boat
Beside his own. * There, now! step in!” he said ;
“T'll land you anywhere you want to go—
My boat is safer far than yours, I know :
And much more pleasant with its sails all spread.
The Swan? We'll take the oirs, and let it foat
Ashore at leisure.  You, Maurinep sit there—
Miss Helen here. Ye gods and little fithes |
I've reached the height of pleasure, and.my' wishes,
Adieu despondency! farewell to gare {"e

A

"T'was done o quickly : that was Vivian’s way.
He did not wait for®ither yea or nay.
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He gave commands, and left you with no choice
But just to do the bidding of his voice.
His. rare, kind smile, low tones, and manly fncc‘
Lent to his quick imperiousness g grace
And winning charm, completely stripping it €
*  Of what might otherwise have seemed unfit.
Leaving no trace of tyranny, but just
T'hat nameless force that scemed togay, * You must,”
Suiting its pretty title of the Dazy,
(S0 named, he said, that iy ‘might rhyme with Swar),
Vivian's sail-boat wa. carpctcd wich blue,
Wiile all its sails were of a pale rose hue,
The dingtiest craft that fiirted with the breeze*s
A poet’s falicu,in an hour of e.wse.

Whatever Vivian had was of the best.
His room was like some Sultan’s in the East,
His board was always spread 2s for a feast,
Whereat, each meal, he was £ both dosttand guest.
He would go hungry sooner than he'd dine
At his own tablgif ’twere illy sct,
He so love§ things artistic in design—
Order and beauty, all about him. Yet

o kind hewwas, if it befell his lot
To'Line within the humble Reasant’s cot,
He made it seeeh his native soil to be,
And thus d:sph) ed the true getility.
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Under the rosy banners of the Dawn,

Around the lake we drifted on, and on.

It was a time for dreams, and not for speech, .
And so we floated\on in silence, each

WedVing the fancies sviting such a day.

Helen leaned idly o'er the sail-boat’s side,

And dipped her rosy fingers in the tide ;

And I among the cushions half reclined,

Half sat, and waeched the fleecy clouds at play,
While Vivian with his Blank-book, opposite,

In which he seemed to either sketch or write,

Was lost in inspiration of some kind,
o

K

No time, no change, no scene, can #cr efface

My rind’s impression of that hour and place ;

It stand out like a picture. O'er the years,
Black wish their ropes of sorrow—veiled w.th tears
Lying with all their lengthened shaves between,
Untouched, undimmed, I still behold that scene.
Just as the last of Indian-summer days,

Replete with sunlight, crowned with amber haze,
Followed by dark and desolate Deeember,
Through all the months of winter we r<':£ncmbcr:
The sun slipped westward. . That pecdliar change
Which creeps into th® air, and speaks of mgh:
While yet the day is full of golden %ht,

We felt steal o’er us®
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. Vivian broke the spell

Of dream-fraught silence, throwing down his book
“ Young ladics, please allow me to arrange
These wraps about your shouldgrs. I know well
The fickle nature of our atmosphere— t

*  Her smile swift followed by a frown or tear—
And go prepared for changes. Now you look,
Like—-like—oh, where's a pretty signile ?
Had you a pocket mirror here yowd see
How well my native talcnt is displayed
In shawling you. Red on the bremette maid ;
2l on the blonde—and quite without design
(Oh, Vv&g&: that comparison of mine ) .
Well—like™a]gne rose and a violet blue
In one bouquet ..U fancy that will do.
And now I crave your patience and 4 boon,
Which is to listen, while I read my rhyme,
A floating fancy of the summer time,
Tis neither witty, wonderful, nor wise,
So listen kindly—but don’técriticige "¢
My maiden effort of the afternoon :

“ If all the shipt I have at sea
“ Should ome a-sailing home to me,
Ah, wéll | the harbour couldenot hold
Y So many sails as chere would be
¥ all my ships‘came'in fmmQ sca.

@ If half my &ﬁps came home from sea,
And brought their precious feight to me,
LB
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Ah, well I T should have wealth as.great
Aas any king who sits in state—

So rich the treasures that would be

n half my ships\now out at sca.

wrf just one ship I have at sea
Should come a-sailing home to me,
Ab, well | the storm-alouds then might frown
For if the othgrs all went down
Still rich and pyoud and glad I'd be,
If that one ship came back to me,
[ .
«If that one shig went down at sea,
And all the others came to me,
Weighed down with gems and wealth untely,
With glory, honour, riches, gold, ., *
The poorist soul on earth I'd by
If that one ship came not to me,

“O skie#be calm ! O winds blow free—
Blow all my ships safe home to me.
But if thou sendest some a-wrack
To never Moregome sgiling back,

Send any-—all that skim the sea,
But bring my love-ship home to m.e."

Helen was leaning by me, and her head °
Rested against my shoulder : as he read,

I stroked her hair, and watched the fleedy skies,
‘And when he finished,®did not turn my eyes.

I felt too happy and too shy to meet®.

His gaze just then. ¥ said, “’Tis very sweet,
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And suits the day; does it not, Helen, dear "
But Helen, voiceless, did not seem to hear.
“"Tis strange,” I added, “ how you poets sing
So feelingly about the very thisg
You care not for| and dress up an ideal
So well. it looks a living, breathing reall
Now, to a listener, your love song secmed
A heart’s out-pouring ; yet I've hear you say
Almost the opposite ; or that you decmed
Position, honour, glory, pi)wer, fame,
Gained without loss of consciend® or good name,
e thmgs to live for.”

“ Have you? Well, you may,
Laughed Vi\ean, “but "twas years—or months ago !
And Solomon &'s wise men change, you know !
I now speak truth! if she I hold most dear
Slipped from my life, and no least hope,were left,
My heart would find the years more lonely here
Than if I were of wealth, fame, friends, bereft,
And sent, an exile, to a foreign dand*’
His voice was low, and measured : as he spoke,
New, unknowg chords of melody awoke
Within my soul. I felt my heart expand
With that sweet fulness born of love. I turned

Y To hide the blushcs on my cheek that burned,

A leaning over Helen, brgathed her name.
She lay so mptionless 1 thought she slept :
But, as I spoke, I saw her eyes unclose,

f.
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And o'er her face a sudden glory swept,

And a slight tremor thrilled all through her frame,

“ Sweet friend,” I said, “ your facc is full of light :
What were the dreamns that made your eyes so bright ¢
She enly smiled for answer, and arose

From her reclining posture at my side,

Threw back the clust’ring ringlets from her face
With a quick gegture, full of easy grace, N

And, turning, spake to Vivian, ¢ Will you guide
The boat up near that little clump of green

Off to the right ?e There’s wher : the lilies grow,
We quite forgot our errand here, Maurine, i
And®bur few moments have grown into hours,

What will Aunt Ruth tnink of our lirg’ring so?
There—that will do—now I cangxach the flowers.”

“Hark ! just hear that!” and Vivian broke forth
singing,”

“¢Row, brothers, row." The six oclock bell’s
ringing! . .

Who ever knew tfree hours to go so fast

In all the annals of the world, before ?

I could have sworn not over one hatl passed.

Young ladies, I am forced to go ashore !

I thank you for the pleasure you have given ;

This afternoon has been a glimpsesof hedven,

Good-night—sweet dftams! and by your gr:cious
leave, )

I'll pay my complimefits to-morrow eve.”
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A smile, a bow; and he had gone his way :
And, in the waning glory of the day,
Down cool, green lanes, and through the lengih'ning
shadows, s
Silent, we wandered back across the meadows
The wreath was finished, and adorned my room ;
Long afterward, the lilics’ xopied bloom '
Was dike a horrid spectre in my sight,
Staring upon me morning, noon,sand night,
. L]
.
sFhe sun went down. The sad new moon rose up,
And passed before me like an empty cup,
The Great Unseen brims full of pain or bliss,
And gives Hiss&ildren, saying, * Drink of this.”

A light wind, from the open casement, fhnned
My brow and Helen’s, as we, hand in hand,

Sat looking out upon the swilight scane,

In dreamy silence.,, Helen's dark-blue eyes,
Like two lost stars that wandered from the skics
Some night addwn the meteor’s shining track,
And always had been grieving. to go back,

Now gazed up, wistfully, at heaven's dome,

2 4 scemed to fecognise and long for home.
Her sweet voice broke the sifence : *“Wish, Maurine,
Before you sfeak ! you know the moon is new,
And anything you wish for Will come true
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Before it wanes. I do believe the sign!

Now tell me your wish, and I'll tell you mine.”

I turned and looked up at the slim young moon ;
And, with an almdt superstitious heart,

I sighed, “ Oh, new moon ! help me, by thine art,
To grow all grace and goodness, and to be
Worthy the love a truesheart proffers me.”

Then smiling dgwn, I said, “ Dear one ! my boon,
I fear, is quite tos silly or too sweet

For my repeating : so m'!l let it stay

Between the moom and me. But if [ may

I'l] listen now to your wish. Tell me, please |” ~-
-

L

All suddenly she nestled at my feet,

And hid her blushing face upon sy knees.

Then drew my hand against her glowing check,
And, leanjng on my breast, began to speak,

Half sighing out the words my tortured car
Reached down to catch, while striving not to hear.

«“Can you not guess who ’twas about, Maurine ?
Oh, my sweet friend| you must enc thls have scen
The love I tried to cover from all eyes ®

And from myself, Ah, foolish little heart !

As well it might go secking for sope ary
Whereby to hide the sun in noonday skies,

When first the strange sound of his vgice I heard,
Looked on his noble face, and touched his hand,
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My slumb'ring heart thrilled through and through
and stirred

As if to say, ‘I hear, and understand,’

And day by day mine eyes wergrblest beholdmg
The inner beauty of his life, unfolding N

In countless words and actions that portrayed

The noble stuff of which his soul wa, made.

And ore and more 1 felt my helgt upreaching
Toward the truth, drawn gently by his teaching,
As flowers are drawn by sanlight.  And there grew
A strange, shy something®in its depths, I knew
At length was love, because it was o sad

And yet so sweet, and made my heart so glad; -

Yet seemed to pain me. Then, for very shame,
Lest all shoul}_rggd my secret and its name,

I strove to hide it in my breast away, ' .
Where God could see it only. But each day

It seemed to grow within me, and would risc,

Like my own soul, and look forth from my cyes,
Defying bonds of silence # and would speak,

In its red-lettered Janguage, on my cheek,

If but his name was uttered. You were kind,

My own Maurine ! as you alone could be,

So long the sharer of my heart and mind,

MWhile }et you saw, in sccmmg not to see.

*n all the" years we have been friends, my own,,

And loved as women very rirely do,

My heart nd"sorrow and no Joy has known
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Tt has not shared at once, in full, with you,

And I so0 longed to speak to you of this,

When first | felt its mingled pain and bliss; .
Yet dared not, l2gt you, knowing him, should say,
In pity for my folly—* Lack-a-day !

You are undone : because no mortal art

Can win the love of such a lofty heart.'

And so0 I waited; silent and in pain,

Till I could knggv I did not love in vain,

And now I know, beyend a doubt or fear.

Did he not say, § If she hold most dear

Slipped from my life, and no least hopc were left;
Mywheart would find the years more lonely hereo-
Than if I were of wealth, fame, friends, bereft,
And sent, an exile, to a foreign Lud’?

Oh, darling, you must /ore to understand

The joy that thrilled all through me at those words,
It was as 1f a thousand singing birds

Within my heart broke forth in notes ot praise.

I did not loak up, but Pknew his gaze

Was on my face, and that his cpes must see

‘The joy I felt almost transfigured me.

He loves me—loves me ! so the birds kept singing,
And all my soul with that sweet strain i ringing.
If there were added but one drop of bligs,

N¢ more my cup would hold’: and so, this evep

I made a wish that | mnght feel his kxss
“Upon my lips, ere yon pale moon should leave
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The stars all lonely, having waned away,
Too old and weak and bowed with care to stay.”

Her voice sighed in silence, W hiie she spoke
My heart writhed in me, praying she would cease—
Each word she uttered fallmg like a siroke
On my bare soul.  And now a huch like death,
Save that ’twas broken by a quxckycfra“ 11 breath,
Fell ’round me, but broughg not the hoped-for peace.
For when the lash no‘long:r leaveg its blows,

- The flesh still quivers, and the blood still fows,

-

She nestled on my bosom like a child,

And "neath her hiéid my tortured heart throbbed wild

With pain and pity. She had told her tale— '

Her self-decciving story to the end. .

How could I look down on her as she lay

So fair, and sweet, and lilyglike, and frail—

A tender blossom on my breast, £nd say,

“Nay, you are wrong—you do mistake, dear friend !

'Tis I am Ioved‘ not you" ? Yet that were truth,

And she must know it later. }
‘Should I speak,

« }d spread a ghastly pallor o'er the cheek

Flushed now with joy? And while I, doubting,

pondered,
She spoke again,  “ Maurine! I oft have wondered



MAURINE 343

Why you and Vivian were not lovers, He

Is all a heart could ask its king to be ;

And you have beuuty, intellect and youth.

I think it strange you have not loved cach other—
Strenge how he could pass by you for another
Not half so fair or worthy, Yet I know

A loving Father pre-artanged it so.

I think my heart has known him all these years,
And waited for Bim. And if when he came

It had been s a lover 3£ my Jriend,

I should have re®ognised him, all the same,

As my soul-mate, and loved him to the end,
Hicrx'ng my grief, and forcing back my tears <
Till on my heart, slow dropping, day by day,
Unseen they fell, and wore it al¥away.

And so a tender Father kept him free,

With all the largeness of his love, for me—

For me, unworthy such a precious gift !

Yet I will bend each effort of my life

To grow in grnccoand goodness, and to lift

My soul and spirit to his lofty Reight,

So to deserve that holy name, his wife,

Sweet friend, it fills my whole heart mfh dchght
To breathe its long td secret in your eaf.
Speak, my Maurine, and say you [pve tq hear I”

The while she spoke, my active brain®gave rise
To one great thought®f mighty sacrifice
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And self-denial. - Oh ! it Llanched my cheek,
And wrung my soul ; and from my heart it drove
All life and feeling, Coward-like, T strove

Ta send it from me; but I felt itcling

And hold fast on my mind like some live thing ¢
And all the Self within me felt its toi ch

And cried, “No, no! I cannot do so mmach—

1 am not strong enough—there is hig ca'l.”

And then the voice of Helen badeeme »)cak,
And with a calmnes, borne‘of nerve, I said,
Scarce knowing what I uttdred, “ Fweetheart, all
Your joys and sorrows are with mine own wed.,
Lshank you for your confidence, and pray  *-
I may deserve it alwnays. But, doar one,
Something—rperhaps our boat-t le¢ in the sun—
Has set my head to aching. 1 must go

To bed directly ; and you will, I know,

Grant me your pardon, and another day ‘
We'll talk of this together. Now good-night,
And angels guard you with heu gings of light.

0

I &issed heg lips, and held her on my heart,

And viewed her as I ne’er had done before,

I gazed upon her features o'er ‘and o'er ;

N Wrfed het white, tender face—her fragilc form,
Like some frail plant that withers in the storm;
Saw she was fkirer in her new-found joy

Than ¢’er before ; and thought, “ Can I destroy
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God’s handiwork, or leave it at the best

A broken harp, while I close clasp my bliss ?”
Lbent my head and gave her one last kiss,

And sought my room, and found there such rclief

Aax sad hearts feel when first alone with grief, .

The moon went down, slow sailing from my sight,
And left the ?tgrs to watch away the night.
O stars, sweet stars, sq changeless and serene !
What depths o‘woe yeur pltying eyes have scen !
The proud sun sets, and leaves us with our sorrow,
Teegrope alone in darkness till the morrow.
‘The languid moon, e’en if she deigns to rise,
Soon secks her couch, grown weary of our sighs ;
But from the early gloaming ol the day

- Sends golden-liveried heralds forth to say
He comes in might ; the patient stars shine on,
Steadfast and faithful, from twilight to dawn.
And, as thgy shone upon Gethsemane,
And watched tHe struggle of § God-like soul,
Now from the same far height they shone on me
And saw the waves of anguish or mg roll.

The storm had &m.m upon me all unsgen :
No sound of thunder fell upon ‘my ear ;
No cloud arose to tell me it was near;
But under skies all gunlit, and scrct‘xe,
Isfloated with the current of the stream,
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And thought life all one golden-haloed dream.

When lo! a hurricane, with awful force,

Swept swift upon its devastating course, .

Wrecked my frail bark, and cast nfe on the wave

, Where all my hopes had found a sudden grave.,

Love makes us blind and selfish ; ot!.crwise

I had seen Helen’s sceret incher eyes ;

So uscd I was to reading cvery look .

In her sweet face, as-[ would read® bock.

But now, made sightlgss b);‘]ovc's blinding rays,

I had gone on unseeing, to the end’

Where Pain dispelled the mist of golden haze

This: walled me in, and lo! I found my friend™

Who journeyed with me—at myv very side—

Had been sore wousnded to the heart, while I,

Both dcaf and blind, saw not, nor heard her cry.

And then I sobbed, “O God! I would have died

To save her this” And as I cried in pain,

There leaped forth from the srill, white realm of
Thought ¢ ¢

Where Conscience dwells, that unimpassioned spot

As widely differept from the heart’s domain

A; north frém south—the impulse felt before,

And put away ; but now it rosc once more,

I \ greater grength, and said, ¢ I}cart, wouldst thou
) ¢ :

What lips havg uttered 2 Then 7o, lay thy love

On Friendship’s altar, as thy gflering.”
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“Nay 1" cried my heart, “ ask any other thing—
Ask life itself—'"twere easier sacrifice.
Byt ask not*lovg, for that I cannot give.”

“ But,” spoke the voice, ¢ the meanest inscct dies,
And is no hera! heroes dare to live
When all that makes life sweet is snatched away."
So with my hgatt, in converse, till the day,,
In gold and crimson billows, rose and broke,
The voice of Conscienee, all unwearied, spohe.
Love warred wigh Fncﬁdshlp heart with Conscience
fought,
Houdts rolled away, and yet the end was not:
And wily Self, tricked out like tenderness,
Sighed, “ Think how one, whose life thou wert to
bless, -
Will be cast down, and grope in doubt and fear !
Wouldst thou wound him, to give thy friend relief ?
Can wrong make right ?
e~ “Nay ® Conscience said, “ but Pride
And Time can heal the saddest hurts of Love.
While Friendship’s wounds gape wide and yet more
WIde, .
And bitter fountaing of the spirit proves”
1]

-

At length, exhausted with the wharing’strife,,

I cast the new-found®burden of my life

On God's broad breast, and sought that deep repose®
That only he who wWatched with sorrow knows.
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PART IV

&

¢ Maurine, Maurine, 'tis ten o'clg k 1"arise,
My pretty slugzard, open those dark eyes

And sec where yonder sun is! Do you know *
I made my toilet just four hours ago "

"Twas Helen’s voice : and Hclcn'tg'cm!c kiss

Fell on my cheek. As from a deep abyss,

I drew my weary self Tromt that sipange sleep

That rests not nor refreshes.  Scarce awake

r conscious, yet there secmed a heavy weigin

Bound on my breast, as by a cruel Fate.

I knew not why, and yet I longed to weep.

Some dark cloud seemed to hang upon the day ;

And, for a moment, in that trance [ lay,

When suddenly the truth Jdid o’er me bréak,

Like some great wave upon a helpless child.

The dull pain in my breastgrew l1ke—q knife—

The heavy. throbbing of my heart’ grew wild,

And God gave back the burden of the life

He kept what tifae I slumbered.

“You are ill,”

Cried Hclcn, “ with that blinding headache still !

1 Yu Jook so*pale dnd weary. Now let me

Play nurse, Maurine, and care for you to-day !
 And first I'll stit some dainty to your taste,

And bring it to you, with a clp of tea.”
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And off she ran, not waiting my reply.
But, wanting most the sunshine and the light,
I left my couch, gnd clothed myself in haste, .
And, kneeling, sent to God an earnest cry
Foghelp and guidance.
“Show Thou me the way, *
Where duty leads, for I am blind ! my sight
Obscured by seJf. Oh, lead my steps arightl
Help me see the®path : and if it may,
Let this cup pass :—and®yet, Thou hcavenly One,
Thy will in all tisings, ndt mine own, be done.”
Rising, I went upon my way, receiving
The ftrcngth prayer gives always to hearts beligvira.
I felt that unseen hands were leading me,
And knew the end was peace.
' ' “What ! are you up "
Cried Helen, coming with a tray, and cup,
Of tender toast and fragrant, smoking tea.
“You nanghty girll you should have staved in bed
Until you af® yoyr breSkfast, and were better ;
I've something hidden for you Bere—a letter,
But drink your tea before you read,it, dear!
*T'is from some distant cousin, auntie satd,
And so0 you need nothurry.  Now be geod,
And mind your Helen.” . .
. . S:), in pasiive moan,,
1laid the still unopened letter neary
And loitered at my bgeak(ast more to.plcne
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My nurse, than any hunger to appcase.

Then listlessly I broke the seal and read

The few lines written in a bold free hand:

“ New London, Canada. Dear Coz. Maurine!

(In spite of generations stretched between N

Our natural right to that most handy claim

Of cousinship, we'll use it 11l the same)

I'm cpming to sec you ; honestly, in *ruth!

I’ve threatened often—now I meun to act ;

You’ll find my coming is asstubborn fact.

Keep quiet, though, and Yo not ecll Aunt Ruth.

I wonder if she’ll know her petted boy
o spite of changes ?  Look for me until

You see me coming. As of old P'm still

Your faithful friepd, and loving cousin, Roy.”

So Ruy was coming! He and I had plyed
As boy and girl, and later, youth and maid,
Full half our lives togcthes  He had, been,
Like me, an orphag ; and the rdof of kin

Gave both kind shelter,  Swift years sped away
Ere changg was*fcle : and then one summer day
A long-logt uncle sailed from Indna s shore—
Made Roy his heir and he was surs no more.

¢ He'd write eas daily, and we'd see his face
Once cvery year.”  Such was his promise given
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The morn he left. But now the years were seven
Since last he looked upon the olden place.

He'd been through college, travelled in all lands,
Sailed over seas, and trod the desert sands.

Waquld write and plan a visit, then, ere long,
Would write again from Egypt, or Hong Kong—
Some fancy called him +hither unforeseen.

So years had pagséd, till seven lay between

His going and th® coming of this note,

Which I hid+in my bos#m, and replied

To Aunt Ruth's queries?* What the truant wrote "
By saying he was still upon the wing,

And merely dropped a line, while j Journcymg, -
To say he lived : and she was satisfied.

Sometimes it happens, in this world so strange,
A human ‘ueart will pass through mortal strife,
And writhe in torture : while the old sweet life,
So full of hoge and beapty, bloom and grace,
Is slowly strangled by remorsclgss Pain :
And one stern, cold, relentless, takes its place—
A ghastly, pallid spectre of the slam. .
Yet those in daily converse see no change
Nor dream the hearf has suffered. '

+ ~ Soshat day
I pnsscd along towardthe troubled way -
Stern duty pointed, and no mortal gaessed
A mighty conflict ha& disturbed my breast.
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I had resolved to yield up to my friend
The man [ loved. Since she, too, loved him so
I saw no other way in honour left.
She was so weak and fragile, once bereft
Of this great hope, that held her with such pewer,
She would wilt down, like some frost-bitten flower,
And swift, untimely death- would be the end.
But [ was strong ; and hardy planss, which grow
In out-door soil, cau bear bleak Winds that blow
From Arctic lands, wheredf a single breath
Would lay the hot-house ‘tlossont low in death.
The hours went by, too slow, and yet too fast.
«All day I argued with my foolish heart ‘
That bade me play the shrinking coward’s part
And hide from pain. Ard when the day had
past ’
And time for Vivian’s call drew near and nearer,
It pleaded, “ Wait until the way seems clearer ;”
Say you are ill—or busy ; keep away
Until you gather strength enough to ‘play
The part you have resolved on.”
“ Nay, not so,”
Made answer clear- eyed Reason ; “ do you go
And put your resolution to the test.
yResolve, however nobly formed, at best RS
*Is bit a still-born babe of Thought until
It proves cxnstcnce of its life and will
By sound or dction,” .
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So when Helen came
And knelt by me, her fair face all aflame
With sudden hlushcs, whispering, “ My sweet !
My heart can hear the music of his feet,
Go down with me to meet him,” I arose,
And went with her all calmly, as one goes
To look upon the dear face of the dead.
That eve T know got what I did or said.
T was not cold—my manaer was not strange ;
Perchance I talkedymore Aeely than my wont,
But in my speech‘Was naught could give afiront ;
“Yet I ¢onveyed, as only woman can,

“353 .

That nameless something which bespeaks a chanffe,

o Tis'in the power of woman, if sit be
Wholc-soulcd and noble, free from coquetry—
Her motives all unselfish, worthy, good,

To make herself and feelings understood

By nameless agts, thus spering what to man,
However gently andwered, causes, pain,

The offering of his hand and heart in vain.
®

She can be friendly, unrestrained and kina
Astume no airs of pgide or arrogance; ¢
But in"her voice, her manner, and ker glance,
Convey that mystic sonething, undefined,
Which mén fail not to understand and gead,
And, when not blind with egoism, heed,
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My task was harder—'twas the slow undoing -
Of long sweet months of unimpeded wooing.
It was to hide and cover and congeal
The truth, assuming what I did not feel.
It was to dam love’s happy singing tide
That blessed me with its hopeful, tuneful tone
By feigned indifference, till it turned aside
And changed its channel, leaving e alone
To walk parched ,plains, and whirst for that sweet
draught J .
My lips had tasted, but a‘.lothcrquaﬁ’ed
It could be done, for no words yet were spoken—
~None to recall—no pledges to be broken. * )
“He will be gricved, then angry, cold, then cross,”
I reasoned, thinking what would be his part
In this strange drama. *‘Then, because he
Fecls something lacking, to make good his loss
He'll turn to Helen, and her gentle grace
And loving acts will win her soon the place
I hold to-day ; and like a‘troub](cd dozam
At length, cur pase, when he looks back, will seem.”

(3]

"That eveming passed with music, chat, and song,
But houre that once had flown on airy wings

¥ Now limped on weary, aching limbs along,
Eact moment like some dregded step that brings
A twinge of Pa‘m.



-

MAURINE * 353

As Vivian rose to go,
Slow bending to me from his greater height,
He took my hand, and, looking in my cyes,
With tender questioning and pained surprise,
Sald “ Maurine, you are not yourself to-night ;
What is it? Are you ailing #”

“Ailing? No,”

I answered, laughMg lightly, “ I am not ;
Just see my checky sir—is it thin, or pale?
Now tell mc, am I looking very frail "
“Nay, nay,” he agswere?. “it cannot be seen,
The change I speak of—'twas more in your mien—
Preoccupation, or—I know not what !
Miss Helen, am I wrong, or does Maurine
Seem to have something on her mmd this eve ?
% She does,” laighed Hclen, “ and I do believe
I know what ’tis! A letter came to-day
Which she Yead slyly, and then hid away
Close to her heart, not knowing I was necar,
And since shes bccn as Pou have seen her here.
See how she blushes ! so my rardom shot
We must believe has struck a tender' spot.”

Her rippling laughter dloated through thefroom,
And redder yet I felt the hot plood rise, ,
Thén surge away, to lesve me pale as death
Under the dark and swiftly gathering gloom

Of Vivian's questiming, accusing eyes,
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That searched my soul. I almost shrieked bencath
That stern, fixed gaze, and stood spellbound until
He turned with sudden movement, gave his hand
To each in turn, and said : « You must not st.md
Longer, young ladies, in this open door.
The air is heavy with a cold, damp chill.
We shall have rain to-morrow, or btfozc
Good night.” .

He vanished in thg':larkling shade ;
And so the dreaded evening found an end,
That saw me grasp the cogscienge-whetted blade,

And strik¢ a blow for honour and for friend.

« How swiftly passed the evening ! Helen sighed.
“How long the hours " my tortured heart replied.
Joy, like a child, with lightsome steps doth glide *
By Father Time, and, looking in his fac.e,

Cries, snatching blossoms from the fair roadside,

“I could pluck more, but for thy hurried pace.”
The while her elder brotir Pajn, m%n grown,
Whose feet are hutt by many a thorn and stone,
Looks to some distant hilltop, high and calm,
Where he chall find not only rest, but balm

For all hif wounds, and cries, in tones of woe, '

¢ Oh, Father Time | why is thy pace so slaw i

Two days, all $ad with lonely wind and rain,’
“Went wbbmg by, repeatingy’er and o'er
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The miscrcre, desolate and drear,

Which every human heart must sometime hear.
Pain is but little varied. Its refrain,

Whate’er the words are, is for aye the same.

The third day brought a change, for with it came
Not only sunny smiles to Naturc's face, .

But Roy, our Roy came back to us. Once more
We looked ingg his laughing, handsome eyeg,
Which, while they gave Aunt Ruth a glad surprise
In no way puzzled herpfor one glance told

What each succgeding 'ne confirmed, that he
Who bent above her with the lissome gmcc

Of hts fine form, though grown so tall, could be «
No other than the Roy Montainc of old. <

It was a sweet reunion, and he brought

So much of sunshine with him that I canght,
Just from his smile alone, enough of gladness
To make my heart forget a time its sadness,

We talked &dgether of the dear old days :
Leaving the present, with its depths and heights
Of life’s maturer sorrows and delights,

1 turned back to my childhood’s level Jand,
And Roy and 1, deag playm tes, hand iy hand,
Wandered in mefn'ry through the olden ways.

%

It was the second evening of his coming.
Helen was playing dgeamily, and hdmming

S
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Some wordless melody of white-souled thought,

While Roy and I sat by the open door,

Re-living childish incidents of yore. -

My eyes were glowing, and my cheeks were hot

With warm young blood ; excitement, joy, or pain

Alike would send swift coursing through each vein.

Roy, always elequent, was avaxing ﬁnc,;n‘?;

And Rringing vividly before my gagg.

Some old adventure of those halcpon days,

When suddenly, in pausesof the talk,

I heard a well-known steptpon e walk,

And looked up quickly to meet fuli in mine

The eyes of Vivian Dangerficld. A flash ¢

Shot from their depths :—a sulden blaze of light

Like that swift followed by the thunder’s crash,

Which said, * Suspicion is confirmed by sight,”

As they fell on the pleasant doorway scene.

Then o'er his clear-cut face a cold, white look

Crept, like the pallid moonlight o’er a brook,

And, with a slight, proud bending ofeche head,

He stepped toward us haughtily, and said :

« Please pardon my intrusion, Miss Maurine,

¥ called towask Miss Trevor for a book

She spoke, of lending me ; nay, sit you still,

y And I, by grant of your permission, will

"Pasghy to where I héar her J:laying.” .
. “ Stay,”

I said, « one’ moment, Viviap, if you please;”
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And suddenly bereft of all my ease,

And scarcely knowing what to do or say,

Confused as dny schoolgirl, [ arose,

And some way made cach to the other known.
They bowed, shook hands, then Vivian turned away,
And sought out Helen, leaving us alone,

“ One of Missgd tevor’s or of Maurine’s heawx ?
Which may he b®, who cometh like a prince
With haught; bearing ahd an,eagle eye

Roy queried, laughing ; and I answered,, Since
You saw him pass me for Miss Trevor's side,

I lcavé your own good judgment to reply.”

And straightway caused the tide of talk to glide
. In other chanuels, striving to dispel
The sudden gloom that o’er my spirit feil,

We mortals are such hypocrites at best !

When Conscisnce tries dur courage with a test,
And points to somé steep pathwuy, we sct out
Boldly, denying any fear or doubt ;

But pause before the first rock in tHe way,

And, looking back, with tears, at Conscience, say:
“We are 50 sad, dear Conscience ! for we would
Mast gladly do what to thee Sceméth godd ; |
But lo! this rock ! we cannot climb it, so

Thou must point out some other way %o go,”
Yet secretly we are rcj:)icing : and,
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When right before our faces, as we stand

In seeming gricf, the rock is cleft in twain,

Leaving the pathway clear, we shrink in pain, ,

And, loth to go, by every act reveal

What we so tried from Ccnscience to conceal,

I saw that hour, the way made plain, to.do

Withecarce an effort what had séegpcd a strife

That would requite the strength%f my wholc life.
[

Women have quick percefRinns, gnd I knew
That Vivian’s heart was full of jealous pain,

® Suspecting—nay, irlwering —Roy Montaine *
To be my lover. First my altered mien—
And next the lettgr—then the doorway scene—
My flushed face gazing in the one above
That bent so near me, and my strange confusicn
Wlen Vivian came all led to one conclusion :
That I had but been playing with his love,
As women somctimes cruélly dg, playe
With hearts when‘their true lovers are away,

“There could be nothing casier than just

To let him linger on in his belicf

Till hourly-fed Suspicion and Distrust

Shoy'd turn to scorn'and anger all his gricf.
Compared with me, so douéy sweet and pure
Would Heléh scem, my purpnse would be sure

And certain of completion ' the end.
Powy,
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But now, the way was made so straight and clear,
My coward heart shrank back in guilty fear,

Till Conscience whispered with her still small voice,
“The precious time is passing—make thy choice—
Rgsign thy love, or slay thy trusting friend.”

The growing moun, watched by the myriad eyes
Of countless st2m, went sailing through the skies,
Like some young princg, rising to rule a nation,
To whom all eygs are yarne in expeetal ion.
A woman who pos.esses tact and art
And #mrength of will can take the hand of doom,
And walk on, smiling sweetly as she goes, ¢
With rosy lips, and rounded checks of bloom,
Cheating a lotd-tongued worla that never knows
The pain and sorrow of her hidden heart
And so I joined in Roy’s bright changing chat ;
Answered his sallies—talked of this and that,
My brow urruffied as the calm, still wave
That tells not of the wrecked ship, and the grave
Beneath its surface.

Then we helird, ¢re long,
The sound of Helen's gentle voice in song,
And, rising, enterzd’where the subtle power
Of Vivian’s eyes, forgiving while accusitg, o
Finding me weak, had won me in that hour 3
But Roy, always pohte and debonair
Where ladies were, now hung about my chair
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With nameless delicate attentions, using
T'hat air devotional, and those small arts
Acquaintance with society imparts

To men gallant by nature.

™

"Twas my sex
* And not myself he bowed to. Ha? my place
Been filled that evening by a dowager ., .
Twicehis own age, he would hav’e&iven‘ her
The same attentions. But they s€fved to vex
Whatever hope in Viyian’ssheart remained.
The cold, white look crept Qack ypon his face,
Which told how deeply he was hurt and pained.
.

L3

~
Little by little all things had conspired
To bring events I dreaded, yet desired.
We were in constant intercourse : walks, rides,
Picnics and sails, filled weeks of golden weather,
And almost hourly we were thrown together.
No words were spoken of rebuke or scorn ;
Good friends we seemed. But 2§ a guif divides
This land and that, tlxough lying side by side,
Sp rolled a gulf between us—deep and wide—
The gulf of"doubt, which widened slowly morn

And noon and night, .

‘ . ,  .Free and’informal were

Thcsc"plcmcs and excursionsy, Yet, Rlthough
+ Helen and I would sometimes choose to go

Without our escorts, leaving Wiem quite free,
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It happened alway Roy would seek out me
Ere “passed the day, while Vivian walked with

her, .
I had no thought of flirting. Roy was just
Like some dear brother, and I quite forgot
The kinship was so distant it was not
Safe to rely.upon in perfect trust,
Without resegyg or caution. Many a time,
When there wi® some steep mountain-side to climb
And I grew weary, he avould say, “ Maurine,
Come rest you jere.” And I would go and lean
My head upon his shoulder, or would stand
AndTet him hold in his my willing hand,
The while he stroked it gently with his owh,
Or 1 would let him clasp me with his arm,
Nor entertained a thought of any harm,
Nor once supposed but Vivian was alone
In his suspicions. But ere long the truth
I learned in consternation ! both Aunt Ruth
And Heler. honestly,  faith, believed
That Roy and I were lovers,*

Undeceived,

Some careless words might open Viviaa's eyes
And spoil my plans; So reasoning in this wise,
To all their salliés I in jest replied,
Fo naught msented, and yet natight d&nied
With Roy unchanged remaining, confident
Each understood jusi what the othet meant,



164 MAURINE

If I grew weary of this double part,

And self-imposed deception caused my heart
Sometimes to shrink, 1 necded but jo gaze

On Helen’s fuce : that wore a look ethereal,

As if she dwelt above the things material .
*And held communion with the angds.  So

T fed my strength and courage through the days.
What tjme the harvest moon rose fgll ind clear
And cast its ling’ring radiance on #fe earth,

We made a feast ; and called from far and ncar,
Our friends, who Lamc to shgre the scene of mirth,
Fair forms and faces flitted to and fro ;

But nonc more sweet than Helen'®, Robcd 11t white,
She Aoated like a vision through the dance.

So frailly fragile and so phantom fair,

She scemed like some stray spirit of the air,

And was pursued by many an anxious glance

1 hat looked to see her fading from the sight
Like figures that a dreamer sces at night,

And noble men and gallants‘gracc.d theescene :
Yet none more nobld or more grand of mien
Than Vivian—broad of chest and shoulder, tall
And finely farmed, as any Grecian god

Whose hlgh-archcd foot on Mount Olympus trod,

\I is clear-cut face was beardless ; 4nd, like those
Same Grecidn statdes, when in calm repose,

Was it in hue and feature. Flamed in bair

'"'Dluk and abundant ; lighted by large eyes
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T'hat could be cold as steel in winter air,
Or warm and supny as Italian skies.

Weary of mirth and music, and the sound

Of tripping feet, I sought a moment’s rest
Within the lib’ry, where a group 1 found

Of guests, discussing with apparent zest

Some theme of inZerest—Vivian, near the while,
Leaning and lﬁ;nning with his slow, odd smile.
“ Now, Miss La Pelle, we will appeal to you,”
Cricd young Guy Semple, as 1 entcred.  “We
Have been discussing right before his face,

All miwebuked by him, as you may see,

A poem lately published by our friend :

And we are quite divided. I contend

The poem is d libel and untruc.

I hold the fickle women are but few,

Compared with those who are like yon fair moon
That, ever faithful, rises in her place

Whether she’s greeted by the flowers of June
Or cold and drear} stretches ok white space.”

“ Oh ! cried another, * Mr, Dangerfield,
Look to your laurels! or you needs must yicld
The crown to Sempfe, who, 'tis very pldin,
Has mounted, Pegasus and giasped his manc.;'

All laughed : and then, as Guy appealed to me,
1 answered lightly, “ My young friend, I fear

305
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You chose a most unlucky simile
To prove the truth of woman. To her place
The moon does rise—but with 2 djfferent face
Each time she comes. But now 1 needs must hear
The poem read, before I can consent
*To pass my judgment on the sentinient,” )
All clamoured that the author was the man
To read the poem :_and, with tonds that said
More than the cutting, scognful wordg he read,
Taking the book Guy' gave h‘im, h;: began :

HER LOVE,

\
The sands upon the ocean side
That change ahout with cvery tide,
And never true to one abide.

A woman's love I liken to.

The summer zephyrs, light and vain,

That sing the same alluring strain

To every grass blade ol tihe plainyg
A woman’s bove is nothing mors,

The sunshine of an April day

That come! to warm you with its rey

But while you smile has flown away-
Awoman’s love it like to jhis,

$od made Poor woman with no Wreart,

But gave ber skill, and 1, and are,

And 30 ghe lives, and plays her part.
We must not blame, Itut pity her.
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She leans to man—but just to hear

The praise he whizpers in her ear,

Herself, not him, she holdeth dear—
Oh, fool®l to be deccived by her,

To sate her selfich thirst she quafls
The love of strong hearts in sweet draughts,
Then throws them lightly by and laughs,

Too weak. to understand their pain,
[ X J

As changc?ul as the winds that blow

Frown every region®to ang fro,

Devoid of hgart, she cannot know
The suffering of a humanu heart.

-
I knew the cold, fixed gaze of Vivian's eyes
Saw the slow colour to my forehead rise ;
But lightly answered, toying v th my fan,
“That sentiment is very like 2 man !
Men cail us fickle, but they do us wrong ;
We're only frail and helpless, men are strong ;
And when loye dies, they take the poor dead thing
And make a shrou8 out of thew suffering,
And drag the corpse about with them for years,
But we P—we mourn it for a dayewith tears !
And then we robe it for its last long rc;t,
And being womer, fecble things at best
We cannot dig the grave ourselvas. Apd so
We call strong-limbe#t New Love to lay it 8w ;
Immortal sexton he ! whom Venus sends
To do this service fof her earthly friends,
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The trusty fellow digs the grave so deep
Nothings disturbs the dead laid there to sleep,”
The laugh that followed had not died away
Ere Roy Montaine came seeking me to say
* The band was tuning for our waltz, and so
Back to the ballroom bore me. In the glow
Ard bgat and whirl, my strengtlf qrg long was spent,
And I grew faint and dizzy, and W€ went
Out on the cool mooplighted portico,«
And, sitting there, Roy drew my janguid head
Upon the shelter of his breast, and bent
¢ His smiling eyes upon me, as he said :
“ Tl try the mesmerism of my touch
To work a cure-: be very quiet now,
And let me make some passes o'er ydur brow. .
Why, how it throbs ! you've exercised too much !
"Y shall not let you dance 2gain to-night,”

Just then before us, in the broad moor'ight,

Two forms were mifrored : and'I turned my face
To catch the teasing and mischievous glance

Of Helen’s gyes,‘as, heated by the dance,

Leaning on Vivian’s arm, she iought this place,

%] beg your parden,” came in that ronnd tone
Of his low voice. I think e do intrude,”

%.Rowing, they turned, and left us quite alone
Ere I could speak or clange fiy attitude.
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PART V

A visit to a cave some miles away
Was next in order. So, one sunny day,
Pour pranging steeds conveyed a laughing load
Of merry pleasure-seckers o’er the road.
A basket picnic, music, and croquet
Were in the pr{gramme. Skies were blue %nd clear,
And cool winds whispered of the Autumn near.
The merry-makers filled the time with pleasure :
Some floated to $he Music's rhythmic nteasure,
Some,played, some promenaded on the green.
Ticked off by happy hearts, the moments pagsed.
The afternoon, all glow and glimmer, came.
Helen and Roy were leaders f some game,
And Vivian was not visible.

. “ Maurine,
I challenge you to climb yon cliff with me !
And who shall tire, or seach the summit last
Must pay a forfei8" cried a ramping maid.
“ Come ! start at once, or own you are afraid,”
So challenged I made ready for the race,
Deciding first the forfeit was to be
A handsome pair pfootees to replace »
The victor’s Joss who made the raugh agcent,
"The cliff was steep amd stony. On wc wen?
As cagerly as if the path was Fame,
And what we climbed for, glory and a name.
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My hands were-bruised ; my garments sadly rent,
But on I clambered.  Soon I heard a cry,
“Maurine ! Maurine ! my strength is whdlly spent !
You've won the boots ! I'm going back—good-bye I”
And back she turned, in spite of laugh ‘and jeer.,
I reached the summit : and, its solitude, |
Wherejn no living creature did ihegyas, -
Save some sad birds that wheeled ¥nd circled near,
I found far sweeter than the scene below.
Alone with One who knew my hidden woe,
I did not feel so much 2lone as when
o I mixed with th’ vathinking throngs of men/
A}
Some flowers that decked the barren, sterile place
I plucked, and read the lesson they conveyed, '
‘T'hat in our lives, albeit dark with shade
“A.d rough and hard with labour, yet may grow
The flowers of Patience, S);mpalhy, and Grace,
3

As I walked on in nfeditative thGught,

A serpent writhed across my pathway ; not

A large or dcadlf serpent ; yet the sight

Filled me with ghastly terror and afiright,

\;shrieked iloud : a darkness veiled my eyci—
nd I fell fuinting ‘neath thc‘watchf'u} skics,

ofywas no cowgrd. Country-bred and bora,
I had no: feeling but the keen¥st scorn
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For those fine lady “ah's ™ and “oh’s” of fear
So much assumed (when any man is near),
But God implagted in each human heart

A natural horror, and 2 sickly dread

Of that accursed, slimy, creeping thing

That squirfns a limbless carcass o'er the ground.
And where that inborn loathing is not found
You'll find the serpent qualities instead.

Who fears it no® himself is next of kin,

And in his bosom holdsesome treacherous art
Whereby to coungeract its venomed sting.
And all are sired by Sitan—Chief of Sin.

Who loathes not that foul creature of the du;t,
However fair in sceming, I distrust. :

I woke from my unconsciousness, to know

I leancd upon a broad and manly breast,

And Vivian's voice was speaking, soft and low,
*

Sweet whispered wprds of passjon, o'er and o’er.

T dared not breathe. Had I fornd Eden’s shore ?

Was this a foretaste of Eternal bliss?

%My love,” he sighed, his voice like wilids that moan

Before a rain in Sumjner-time, ¢ my owg,

For one sweet stolen moment, lie and rest

Upon this heart that Jpves and hates you both !

O fair false face | Why were you made so fair |

O mouth of Southern gweetness | thau ripe kiss

e
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That hangs upon you, I do take an oath’
His lips shall never gather. There !—and there !
I steal it from him. Are you his-all his ?
Nay, you are mine, this moment, as I dreamed—
Blind fool—believing you were what you seemed-—
You would be mine in all the year: to come.
Fair fiend ! [ love and hate you in a breath,
O Gagd! if this white pallor wese bu- deatt,
And I were stretched beside you €old and dumb,
My arms about you, so—ia fond cmbrace !
My lips pressed, so—upon yourg dying face "
“ Woman, how dare you bring me to such shame!
How dare you drive me to an act like this,
To steal from your uncon-cious lips, the kiss
You lured me on to think my rightful claim |
O frail and puny womzn! could you know
“Ilic devil that you waken in the hearts
You snare and bind in your enticing arts,
The thin, pale stuff that i in yoyr veirid doth flow
Would freeze in terrar.

. Strange you have such power
"To please or pain us, poor, weak, soulless things—
Devuid of passion as a scnselgss flower !
Like buttcrﬂlcs, Jour, only boast, you. wings,
Ther, ndw 1 scorn you—sgorn you “from this hour,
And hate mysélf for having talked of love !”
'He pusicd fac from him. And I felt as those
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Doomed angels must, when pearly’ gates above
Are closed against them.

n With a feigned surprise
I startcd up and opened wide my eyes,
Apd looked about. Then in confusion rose
And stood before him.

3

au ¢ Pardon me, I pray!”
He said quite codly, * Half an hour ago
I left you with the company helow,
And sought this cliff. ,A moment since you cried,
It seemed, in sudden terror and alarm.
I camerin time to see you swoon away.
You'll need assistance down the rugged side '
Of this steep cliff. I pray you take my arm.”

*So, formal and constrained, we passed along,
Rcejoined ou. friends and mingled with the throug. *
To have no further speech again that day,

[ ]
Next morn there came a bulkyydocument,

The legal firm of Blank and Blank had sent,
Containing news unlooked for. A estate
Which proved a cosy fortune—nowise great

Or princely—had in France been left to me,
My grawdsire’s last descendant.  4nd it prought
A sense of joy “and freeslom in the thought .

Of foreign travel, which I hoped would be

A panacea for my troulded mind,
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-

That longed to Jeave the olden scenes behind
With all their recollections, and to flee
To some strange country. .
' I was in such haste
To put between me and my native land
The briny ocean’s desolating waste,  »
I gave Aunt Ruth no peace, until she planned
To sail that week, two months; though she was fain
To wait until the Springtime. Rof Montaine
Would be our guide and gscort.

‘ . No one dreamed
The cause of my strange hutsy, But all seemed
Fo think good fortune had quite turned my brain.
One bright October morning, when the woods
Had donned their purple 'nantles and red hoods
In honour of the Frost King, Vivian came,
Bringing some green leaves, tipped with crimson
nw,_ flame,—
First trophies of the Autumn time.

" And Roy

Made a proposal thit we all shbuld go
And ramble in the forest for a while,
But Helen said Che was not well—and so
Must stay at home. Then Vivian, with a smile,
Responded, “I will stay and“talk to you,
And they rmay g ;" ut which her two chedks grew
Like twin blush roses—dyed with love's red wave,
Her Gir facg shone transfigured with great joy,
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And Vivian saw—and suddenly was grave.
Roy took my arm in that protecting way
Peculiar to samg men, which secms to say,
“1 shield my own,"” a manner plcasing, e’en
When we are conscious that it does not mean
More than % simple courtesy. A woman
Whose heart is wholly feminine and human,
And not unsexcd Ly hobbics, likes to be
The object.of that tender chive'ry,
That guardianship which man bestows on her,
Yet mixed with defcrcnce ; as if she were
Half child, half ange]

Though she may be strong, .
Noble and self-reliant, not afraid .
To raise her hand and voice against all wrong
And all oppression, yet if she He made,
With all the independence of her thought,
A woman womanly, as God designed,
Albeit she may have as great a mind
As man, her brother, ye his strength of arm,
His muscle and his*boldncss sfe has not,
And cannot have without she loses what
Is far more precious, modesty and "gracg.
So, walking on in her appointed place,
She docs not strive t8 ape him, nor preténd
But that she .iceds him for a guide and friegd,
To shield her with hi® greater strength from harm,
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We reached the forest ; wandered to and fro
Through many a winding path and dim retreat,
Till I grew weary : when I chose.a seat .
Upon an oak-tree, which had been laid low
By some wind storm, or by some lightning stroke.
" And Roy stood just below me, where the ledge
On which I sat sloped steeply to the edge
Of sugny meadows lying at my fegt,
One hand held mifle ; the other §rasped a limb
That cast its checkergd shadows overshim ;
And, with, his head thrown !@ck, :ﬁs dark eyes raised
And fixed upon me, silently he gazed

* Until I, smiling, turned to him and spoke ¢ *
“Give words, my cousin, to those thoughts that rise,
And, like dumb spir‘its, look forth from your eyes.”

The smooth and even darkness of his chcek
mJ stained one moment by a flush of Ted.
He swayed lis lithe form fcarer as he stood
Still clinging to the,branch abqge his ‘nead.
His brilliant eyes grew darker ; and he said,
With sudden pagsion, “ Do you bid me speak ;
I cannot, then, keep silence if I would.
" That hatcful fortune, comingyas it did,
\ Forbade my spcal.mg sooner ; for I knew ,
A hassh- tongucd world would quickly mlscomrrue
.« My motive for a meaner onc. But, sweet, -
g'go big my htart has grown g ith love for you
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I cannot shelter it or keep it hid.
And so I cast it throbbing at your feet,
Fo- you to guard and cherish, or to ircak
Maurine, I love you better than my life,
My fnend-—-—my cousin—be still more, my w:fe
Mannne, Maurine, what answer do you make '

I scarce could bgedthe for wonderment ; anJ numb

With truth that Yell too suddenly, sat dumb

With sheer aniaze, and atared,at Roy with eyes

That looked no feling but complete surprise,

He swayed so near his breath was on my check.

“Mautine, Maurine,” he whispered, “ will you speak ?
o

Then suddenly, as o’er some magic glass

One pictare in a score of shapes will pass,

I secemed to see Roy glide before my gaue.
First, as the* playmate of my earlier days—
Next, as my kin—and then my valued friend,
And last, my.Jover. Adwhen colours blend
In some unlooked-t8r group b&ore our eyes,
We hold the glass, and look them o'er and o’er,
So now I gazed on Roy in his new? guise,

In which he ne’er ap})carcd to me before,
.

His forh waslike a panther's in iss gracs,

So-dithe and supple, afd of medium height,

And garbed in all the clegance of fashipn. .
His large black eyes wéhe full of fire and passion,
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And in expression fearless, firm, and bright,
His hair was like the very deeps of night,
And ‘hung in raven clusters 'round @ face
Of dark and flashing bcauty.
He was more
Like some romantic maiden's grand ideal
Than like 2 common being. As I gazed
Uponsethe handsome face to mine qigrised,
I saw bcfore me, living, brcathing‘, real,
The hero of my early daydreams : though
So full my heart was with that clear-cut face,
Which, all unlike, vet claimed the hero’s placc,
"* I had Jot recognised him so before,
Or thought of him, save as a valued friend.
So now I called him, adding, .
“Foolish boy!
Each word of love you atter aims a blow
“\uat sweet trust I had reposed in you.
I was so certain I had found a true,
Steadfast man friend, on whom.I could depend,
And go on wholly trusting to the end.
Why did you shatter my dclusion, Roy,
By turning*to a lover ¥
“ Why, indeed !
' Because 1 lovcd ou more than any brothcr,.
Or any friend could love.” oThen he began
..'To argue like a lawyer, and to plead
With all his&loquence. Agd, listening,
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I strove to think it was a goodly thing

To be so fondly loved by such a man,

Ard it were best to give his wooing heed,
And not deny him. Then before my eyes,
In all its clear-cut majesty, that other
Haughty and poet-handsome face would rise
And rob my purpose of all life and strength.

.G

Roy urged and argucd as Roy only could,

With that nnpctuous, Boyish *cloquence.

He held my hafMs, mid vowed I must, and should
Give gome least hope ; till, in my own defence,

I turned upon him, and replied at length :

¢ 1 thank you for the noble heart you oﬂ’cr?

But it deserves a true onc in,sxchange,

I could love you if I loved not another

Who keepsemy heart ; so I have nonc to proﬂ;c‘g."

[ ]
Then, sec.n‘g how dhis dark eyes flashed, I said :
“Dear Roy! I know my words secm very strange ;
But I love one I cannot hope to ged.
A river rolls between us, dark and deep.
To cross it—were t# stain with blood my hand.
You force my speech on what I fain would keep
In my own bosom, lwmt you understand? ©
My heart is given to love that’s sanctified,
And now can feel nosother, ¢
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Be you kind,
Dear Roy, my brother ! speak of this no more,
Lest pleading and denying showfd divide
The licarts so long united. Let me < find
In you my cousin and my triend of yore,
«And now come home. The morning, all too soof
And unperceived, has melted into noon.
Helen will miss us, and we must, retuzn.”
- [ 4
) L]
He took my hand, and helpgd me to arise,
Smiling upon me with his sad, dark cyes,
Where passion’s fires had, sudden, Ceased to burn,

L]
‘-

“ And %,” he said, “too soon and unforeseen
My friendship melted into love, Maurine.
But, sweet ! I am not’«holly in the blame
For what you term my felly. You forgot,
So%w:g we'd known each other, I had flot

In truth a brother’s or a cousin’s claim.

But I remembered, when th‘rougb every® nerve
Your lightest touch went thrilling ; and began
To love you with that human love of man
For comely womah. By your coaxing arts,
You won your way into my heagt of hearts,
'\nd all Plafonic fcclmgs put to rout. .
A maid shou'id never lay aside geserve *

With one who'’s ot her kinsman, out and out.
Bik as we nowe with measureq steps, retrace
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The path we came, ¢’en so my heart I'll send,
At your command, back to the olden place,
And strive to )oféb‘you only as a friend.”
I felt the justice of his mild reproof,
But answered, laughing, “'Tis the same old cry :
“ The wotnan tempted me, and I did eat.’ .
Since Adam’s time we've heard it.  But I'll try
And be more pruient, sir, and hold aloof
The fruit I fewer once had thought so swet
*Twould tempt you any. I\.Iow go dress for dinner,
Thou sinned against ! as also will the sinner.
And guard caciaactf that no least look"betray
What's passed between us.” -
Then I turngd away

And sought my room, low humming some old air
That ceased 'upon the threskold ; for mine eyes
Fell on a face so glorified and fair
All other venses, merged in that of sight,
Were lost in contemplation of the bright
And wongrous picture, which had othernise
Made dim my vidfon. *

Waiting in my room,
Her whole face lit as by an inward 'ﬂ;me
That sheds its halo 'round her, Helen stood ;
Her fair hands fglded like a lily’s leaves
Wc@\cd duwn by happy dews of sumyner eves,
Upon her cheek th® colour went and came
As sunkghe flickers o’er 2 bed of bloom 3 Py
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And, like some slim young sapling of the wood,
Her slender form leaned slightly ; and her hair
Fell ’round her loosely, in long curling strands
All unconfined, and as by loving hands

Tossed into bright confusion,
- Standiné there,
Her starry eyes uplifted, she did seem

Like some uncarthly creature of a djeam ;

Until she started forward, gliding stowly,

And broke the breathless silence, speaking lowly,
As onc grown meck, and humble ip an hour,
Bowing before sume new and mighty power.

“ Maurine, Maurine !” she murmured, and again,
“Maurine, my own sweet {riend, Maurine "

And then,
Laying her love-light hunds upon my head,
SheTRwned, and looked into my eyes, and said
With voice that bore her joy in ev'ry tone,
As winds that blow across a gardgn bed ©
Are weighed with fragrance, “ He is mine alone,
And I am his=-all his—his very own,
So plcdgcd this hour, by that most sacred tie
Save one beneath God’s over-arghing sky.

T could not wait to tell you of my*bliss: e

1 want faur'blcssh:g, sweetheagt I and your kiss.
So hiding my heart’s trouble with a smile,
I feancd and Mssed her daintyemouth ; the while

n
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I felt a guilt-joy, as of some sweet ¢in,

When my lips fell where his so late had been.

And all day'lmmg I bore about with me

A sense of shame—yet mixed with satisfaction,

As some sfarved child might steal a loaf, and be

Sad with the guilt resulting from her action,

While yet the morselin her mouth was sweet.

That ev umgv'hcn the house had settled down

To sleep and qu:ct, to my room there crept

A lithe young form, rébed in a long white gown :

With steps likglfall‘pf thistle-down she, came,

Hcr.mouth smile-wreathed ; and, breathing low my
name,

Nestled in graceful beauty at my fect.

2

“Sweetheart,” she murmured softly,  ere I sleep,
I needs m-ist tell you all my tale of joy.
Beginning where you left us—you and Roy® '
You saw the colour flme upon my cheek
When Vivian spole of stayi'g. So did he j—
And, when we were alone, he gazed at me
With such a strange look in hls.wond rous eyea.
The silence decpened ; and I tried to spcak
Upon some commén topic, but could not,
My Heart was in such tumalt. , .

In this Wise
Five happy moments glided by us, fr.xught o
Witk hours of feeling.  Vivian rose’up then,
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And came and staod by me, and stroked my hair,

And, in his Jow voice, o’er and o’er again,

Said, ¢ Helen, little Helen, frail and fair.’

Then took my face, and turned it to the light,

And looking In my eyes, and seeing what

Was shining from them, murmured, sweét and luw,

¢ Dear eyes, you cannot veil t}le truth fram slght.

You lovc me Helen! answer, ie it so ¥

And I made answer scraightway, ¢ \i’lth my life

And soui and strength [ love you, O my love I’

He leaned and took me gently to h1s breast,

And said, ¢ Here then this dainty héad shall rest
' «Henceforth for ever: O my littie dove ! .

My lily-bud—my fragile bloss:m-wife I’

And then T told him ail my thoughts ; and he
Listened, with kisses for his comments, till
My tsg was finished. Then he said, < I°will
Be frank with you, my darlm from the start,
And hide no secret from you in gy heaft,
I love you, Helen, but you are not first

"To rouse that love, to being. Ere we met
1 loved a woman madly—never dreaming
She was not all in truth she was in sceming.
hnoug; ! she proved to be that thing accuned
Of God and ‘man— wxly vam.coquettc.
I hate myself for having loved her. Yet
S0 Ruch my hgart speut on hgy, it must gn:'é
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A love less ardent, and less prodigal,
Albeit just as tender and as true—
A milder, yeta faithful love to you.
Just as some evil fortune might befall
A man's great riches, causing him to five
n some low cot, all unpretending, still
As much his home—ns much his loved re:reat,
As was the p{iqcc‘, palace on the hill,
E’en so I give You all that’s left, my sweet |
Of my hcart-fortune. .
¢ That were more to me,’

I made switt smilin§ answer, * than to be
The *‘worshipped consort of a king.” And so
Our faith was pledged. But Vivian woul®not go
Until I vowed to wed him New Year day.
. And I am sad because you §d away
Before that time. I shall not feel half wed
Without y3u here.  Pustpone your trip andg-ay,
And be my bndcsmald »

* o« Nay, I cannot, dear !
"Twould dlaarrangc our plans tor half a year,
I'll be in Europe New Year day,” I aid,
% And send congratulations by tht cable.”
And from my soul thanked Providence for sparing
The pgin, to me,of sharmg in, and weaYing,
The festal glrments of 2 wedding scendy o
While all my heart was hung with sorrow’s sable,
Forgetifig for a scason, that between e



356 MAURINE

The cup and lip lics many a chance of loss,

I lived in my near future, confident

All would be as I planned it ; and, across
The briny waste of waters, I should find

Some balm and comfort for my troubled mind.
The sad Fall days, like maidens auburn-ttessed
And amber-eyed, in purple garments dressed,
Passed by, and dropped their tepm upon the tomb
Of fair Queen Summer, buried in hvef bloom.

"t

Roy left us for a time, and Helen {ent

To make the nuptial preparations. Then,
~Aunt Ruth complained one day of feeling ill {

Her vers ran red with fever ; and the skill

Of two physicians could not stem the tide.

The house, that rang-fo late with laugh and jest,

Grew ghostly with low whispered sounds : and when

The Qutumn day, that 1 had thought t8 be

Bounding upon the billows of the sea,

Came sobbing in, it found me pale and worn,

Striving to keep away that unloved guest

Who comes ugbidden, making hearts to mourn.

Through allcthe dnxious weeks I watched beside

. The suff’rer’s couch, Roy was my help and stay;

" Others werk kind, but he alone each day
Broughj.strength &nd comfort, by his cheerful fiuce,
And hopeful words, that fell in that sad place
Lise rays of ljght upon a darkened way. N
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November passed ; and Winter crisp and chill,
In robes of ermine walked on plain and hill,
Rgturning light and life dispelled the gloom
That cheated Death had brought us from the tomb.
Aunt Ruth was saved, and slowly getting better—
Was dresséd each day, and walked about the room, *
Then came one morning in the Eastern mail,
A little white- v.mg,ed Blrdlmg of a letter.
I broke the s®afjand rcad w

“ Maurine, my own !
I hear Aunt Rut‘n 1s bctter, and am glad.
I felt so sorry 7.3 y#u ; and so sad
To think I left you when I did—alone R
To bear your pain and worry, and those nights
Of weary, anxmus watching.

=, Vivian writese””

~Your plans are changed now, and you will not sail

Before the Springtime.  So you'll come and be
My bridesmaid, darling! Do not say me .
But three yeeks more of girlhood left to me.
Come, if you can, Yust two weeks from to-day,
And make your preparations here. My sweet |
Indeed I am not glad Aunt Ruthjwas ill— .
I'm sorry she has suffered so ; and still
I'm thankful sometifing happened, so you stayed,
I'm sufe my -wcdamg would be jncomplete
Without your presende, Selfish, I'm afraid”
You'll thtnk your Helen. But I'love you so,

L] -
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How can I be quite willing you should go?
Come Christmas Eve, or earlier. Let me know,
And I, will meet you, dearie! at thg tsain, o
Your happy, loving Helen.”

Then the pain
“That, hidden under later pain and vare,
Had made no moan, but silept, sccmed to sleep,
Woke from its trance-like lethaey, te steep
My" torturcd heart i anguish and &esp.ur.

I had relied too fully on my sj‘(ill'{-
In bending circumstances to my will ¢
* And now I was rebuked and made to ses
That God alone knoweth what is-to be.
The. came a messenger from Vivian,. who
Came not himself, as’he was wont to do,
But sent his servant each new day to bnng
A kim¥''y message, or an offering
Of juicy fruits to cool the ljps of fever,
Or dainty hot-house klossoms, with thelt bloom
To brighten up the convalescent’s room,
But now the servant only brought a line
From Vivia® Dangerfield to Roy Montaine,
i « Dear 8ir, and Friend ”—in Igtters bold 1md plain,
' Written on cream- -white paper, s& it ran: e
“ [t is the Will and pleasure of Miss Trevor, «
And therefore doubly so a wish of mine,
That you shadl honour me ugxt New Year Eve,
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My wedding hour, by standing as best man
Miss Trevor has six bridesmaids I believe
Being myself a_ novice in the art—

I€T should fail'in actmg well my part,

I'll need pratection "gainst the regiment

Of ontraged ladies. So, I pray, consent

To stand by me in time of need, and shield

Your friend smccrvly, "Vivian Dangerfield.”

w &
by

The last least hopc had vanished ; I must drain,
E’en to the drc%s, th:s bitter cup of pain.

PART VI

v.There was a wegk of bustle and of hurry 3 ‘
A stately home cchoed to voices sweet,
Calling, replying ; and to tripping feet ’
Of busy bridesmaids, running to and fro,
With all that girlish ﬂuttcnm and flurry
Preceding such occasions.

Helen’s reom

Was like a lily-garden, all in bloom, *
Decked. méh the dnmty robes of her trousseau.
My robe was fashioned by swift, skilful hands—
A thing of beauty, clsgant and rich, * o
A mystery of loopings, puffs and bands ;
And as I watched it ggowing, stitch by stitch,

— 26
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I felt as one might feel who should behold
With vision trance-like, where his body lay
In deathly slumber, simulating clay, .

His grave-cloth sewed together, fold on fold,

I lived with ev’ry nerve upon the strain,

As men go into battlg ; and the pain,
That,'more and more, to my sad hourt revealed
Grew ghastly with its horrors, was ccncealed
From mortal eyes by' supethumar power,

That God bestowed upon mg, heur by hour,
What night the Old Year gave unto the New
The k.cy of human happiness and woe,

The pointed stars, upon their field of blue,
“Sho. =+ white and p;(f'cct, o'er a world below,
Of snow-clad beauty ; all the treus were dressed
In gleaming garments, decked with djadems,
Each sceming like a bridal-bidden guest,
Coming o'erladen with a giit of gems.,

. The bustle of the dressing-room ; the sound
Of eager wices 'in discourse ; the clang
Of ““swect bells jangled ”; thud of steel-clad feet
That beat swift music on the faozen grougd—
All blenttogethér in my brgin, and rang
A medley of strange noiscs, incomplctek
Hnd full ofediscords, .
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'Then out on the night
Streamed from the open vestibule, a light
T'hat lit the vBlvet blossoms which we trod,
With all the hues of thase that deck the sod.
«The grand cathedral windows were ablaze
With gorgeous colours ; through a sea of bloom,
Up the long aisle, to join the waiting groom,
The bridal corxge pdsed. .
As some lost spul
Might surge onenith the cuflous crowd, to gaze
Upon its coffingd body, so I went
Witl.x that glad festal throng. The organ sent
Great waves of melody along the air,
That broke and fell, in liquid drops, like #pray,
On happy hearts that listengd. But to me »~
oIt sounded fainsby, as if miled away,
A troubled spirit, sitting in despair
»
Beside the sad and ever-moaning sca, «
Gave utterance to sighyng sounds of dole.
We pauscg before ghe altar. ® Frumed in flowers,
‘The white-robed man of God stood forth.

391

. . I heard.

The solemn scrvice open ; throu.gh lohg hours
I seemed to stand gnd listen, while each word
Fell om my gar a8 falls the gound of clay

Upen the coffin of the worshipyed dead, ®
The sta‘tsly father gave the bride away :

The bridcgroom circjed with a goldgn band @
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The taper finger of her dainty hand.
The last imposing, binding words were said-—
“ What God has joined let no man yput asunder ¥—
And all my strife with self was-at an end ;
. My lover was the husband of my friend. .

How strangely, in some awful hour of pain,
Extermul trifles with, cur sorfows bi:&d !

I never, hear the mnght) organ’s thuudcr,

I never catch the scefit of Beliotrape, *

Nor see stained windows all ahlazbwith light,
Without that dizzy whirling of the brain,
And all the ghastly feeling of that night,
When Yny sick heart relinquished love and hope.

I 7

The pain we feel so keenly may depart, -

And ¢’en its memory cease to haunt tfe heart :

But s®ine slight thing, a perfume, or a sound

Will probe the closed recesses of the wgund,

And for a moment bfing the oM-time smart.

Congratulations, kisses, tears and smiles,

‘Good-byes : and farewells given ; then across

The snowy waste of weary wintry miles,

Back to py gu-Ihood’s homea wberc, through each
room .

For evérmore pale phantomuof delight

Should aimless wander, always in my sighg,

Pointing, with ghostly fingess, to thg tomb
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Wet with the tears ofliving pain -and loss.
The slecpless nights of watching and of care,
Fellowed by that one week of keenest pain,.
Taxing my weakened system, and my brain,
Brought on a ling’ring illness.

Day by day,
In that strange, apathatic state I lay,
Of mental ang pf physical d¥spair.
I had no pain, ho fever, and no chill,
But lay without ambition, strength, or will.
Knowing no w'gh for anything but rest,
Which seemed, of #1l God's store of gifts, the best.

L

L

>

Physicians came and shook their heads and sighed :
And to their score of questipns I replied, '
“*With but one Whguid answer, o’er and o'¥r,
“] am so weary-—weary—nothing more.”
Ve

I slept, an® dreamed I"was jome feathered thing,
Flying through sp:ce with ever-aching wing,
Secking a ship called Rest all snpwy white,
That sailed and sailed before mé, juswin sight,
But always one unchanging distance kept,

And woke more geary than before I sltpe,

I sleptyand dreamed I ran to win a prize,
A hand from,heavensheld down before my cyc;

-
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All cagerness I songht it—it was gone,

But shone in all its beauty farther on.

I ran, and ran, and ran, in cager quegt . ¢
Of that great prize, whereon was written * Rest,”
Which ever just bevond my reach did gleam,
‘And wakened doubly weary with my dréam,

L]
I dreamed I was a cry&al drap of rqin,
That saw a snow-white lily on the®plain,
And left the cloud to aestlesin her breast.
I fell and fell, but nevermore foung rest—
I fell and fell, but found no stdpping place,
« Through leagues and leagues of never-ending %pace,
While space illimitable stretclied before,

e

e, -
And I\ hese dreamseBut wearied,me the more.

Familigr voices sounded in my room—*

Aunt Ruth’s, and Roy's, and Helen’s: but they
seemed . ‘e

A part of some strange fancy I had dreamed,

And now remembered dimly.

Wrapped in gloom,
My mind, o’ertaxed, lost hold 99’ time at Jast,
iIgnored its future, and forgot 1ts~past, .

And grepct along the prcscn{ asalight,
Carried, uncovered, through the fogs of mght,
WRII flicker faintly.

L]
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But [ felt, at length,

When March winds brought vague rumours of the

o spring,. ,
A certain sense of * restlessness with rest,”
My aching frame was weary of repose,
‘And wanted action. *
o Then slow-creeping strength
Came back Wlt'h Mcm ry, band in hand, to bring
And lay upon my sore and bleeding brcast,
Grim-visaged Rccollegtlon ’sthorny rose. *

I gained, and fatled. One day could ride and walk,
The next would fiad me prostrate : while a flock
Of ghostly thoughts, like phantom birds, would flits
About the chambers of my " eart, or sit,

Pale spectres of the past, with folded wings,
Perched, sdcmly upon the %qiceless stringgg
*That once resoundcd to Hope’s happy lays.

So passed Yhe evcr.-char'\ging. April days,

When May came, lightsome footed, o’er the lea,
Accompanied by kind Aunt Ruth aad Roy,

I bade farewell to home with selret joy,

And turned my wan face eastward to the sea. o
Roy p}anncd ous foute of travel : for all lands
Were one t0 him. Or Egypt s*burniwg ends,
Or Alps of Swuzcrland or stately’ Rome,

All wete familiar as ghe fields of horge. L4
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There was a year-of wand’ring to and fro,
Like restless spirits ; scaling mountain heights
Dwelling among the countless, rare delights
Of lands historic ; turning dusty pages,
Stamped with the tragedies of mighty ages .
Gazing upon the scenes of bloody acts.
Of kings long buried—bare, eanvarnisied facts
Surpassing wildest fictions ofsthe byaig ;
Rubbing against all people, high an low,
And by this contact feclingeSelf tq gruw
Smaller and, less important, and thi,wm
Of human kindness deeper, secthg God,

* Unto the humble delver of the sod,
And to vhe ruling monarch ou the throne,

;xcn hope,’ ambmon, oy, and pain,
And thX all hearts have feclings dge our owr

Theress no school that disciplines the’mind
And broadens thought, likegcontact wnh manlund
The college-prisoned greybeardg who Iias burned
The midnight lamp, and book-bound knowledge
« learned, * :
Till sciences'or cldssics hold no lore
' le has not conned and studied, o’er and o'er,
“Is but a babe in wxsdom, when cémpaged
With sofie Uunlettered wand'rar, who has shared
Tl:‘c hospitalities of every land ;
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Felt touch of brother in each proffered hand ;
Made man his study, 4nd the world his college,
Ahd gained his grand cpitome of knowledge
Fach human being has a heart and soul,
And sclf is but an atom of the whole.
I hold he is best learntd and most wise
Who best and most can love and sympathise,
Book-wisdorg gakes s vairf and sclf-contajned ;
Our banded mthds go round T little grooves;
But constant frigtion with the world removes
"These iron foeg'to freedum, and we rise
"T'o grander hcights’, and, all untrammelled, find
A beétter atmosphere and clearer shies ; .
And through its broadencd realm, no longgr chained,
Thought travels freely, leaving Self behind.
here'er we chanced to winder or to rog,
Glad letters came from Helen ; happy things,
Like little Birds that follow on swift wings
Bringing their tender messages from home,

L]
Her days %ere pogins, beaugitul, compleze,
The rhythm perfect, and the burden sweet,
She was 50 happy—happy. and w0 West, i
"My heart had foupd contentment in that year, em
With %ealt) restored, my life seemed full of cheer.
The heart of youth ¢urns ever (o the Bgiw ;
Sorroy and gloom may curtain it like night,



398 MAURINE

But, in its very anguish and uarest,
It beats and tears the pall-like folds away,
And finds again the sunlight of the day. .

And yet, despite the changes without measure,
Despite sight-seeing, round on round of pleasure ; )
Despite new friends, new suigors, still my heart
Was conscious of a sonfething,lacking, where
Love once had dwelt; and afterwar d'cspmr.
Now love was buried ;, and dcspau‘ had. flown
Before the healthful zephyrs that had blown
From hexghts sercne and lofty # an§l the place

» Where both had dwelt was empty, voiceless space.
And so | took my long-loved study, art,

=4 dreary vacuum in my hie to fill,
And wogked, and labotved, with a rlght good will,
Aunt Ruth and I took rooms in Rome ; ; while Roy
ngcrcd in Scotland, with his new-fowad joy,
A d:unty little lassie, Grace Kildare,
Had spared him in he; flossy, ﬂaxcn hais,
And made him captive.

e o« We were thrown, by chance,

In contact with har people while in France
The previous season : she was wholly sweet

{ And fair and gentle ; so naive, &.¢ yet
So womgaly, she was at once the pet *
Of all our party-; and, cre many days,
Waen by her fresh face, and her artless ways,
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Roy fell a helpless captive at her feet,
Her home was in the Highlands ; and she came
Of good old.stpck, of fair untarnished fame.

Through all these months Roy had been trueas stcel
And by his every action made me feel

He was my friend and brother, and no more,

Fhe same big-squled and trutty friend of yore.

Yet, in my sccret heart, I wished I knew

Whether the lovc he fglt one time was dead,

Or only hidden; for my sake, from view,

So when he carge t me one day, and sa:d
The®velvet blackness of his eyes ashine .
With light of love and triumph : ** Cousir, mine,
Congratulatg me! She whom I adore

Has pledged to me the prohise of her hagd ;

Her heart I have already,” I was glad

With doubi® gladness, for it freed my mind

Of fear that he, in sccret, might be sad. s
1

From March till June had left her moons behind,
And merged her rose-red beautp in July,
There was no message from my’native land.
+Then came a few brief lines, by Vivian penned e v
Deathehad bcem{ear to Helen, but pa%ed by ;

The dangcr was noy over, G8d wasakied ;

The mopher and the child were both alive ;

No other child was gver known to thrive
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As throve this one, nurse had been heard to say,
The infant was a wonder, every way. .
And, at command of Helen, he wou}d send .
A lock of baby’s golden hair to me,

And did I, on my honour, ever sce

‘Such hair beforei Helen would write, ere long
She gaiued quite slowly, but,would suon be strong-
Stronger than ever, so‘the dactors sail, -

I took the tiny ringl¥t, golden—faw,

May hap his hand hadsevergd from the head

Of his own child, and pressed it to my cheek

And to my hps and kissed it otr 2hd o'ers
- All my maternal instincts seemed to rise, ¢
And clagiour for their rights, while my wet eyes
Rained tears upon the silken tress of hair.

The wogan struggled %ith her h;art before )

It was the mother in me now did speak,

Moaning, like Rachel, that her babes were not,
And cryfng out against her barren lot.

Once I bemoaned the long and lonely years

That stretchede before me, dark with love’s eclipse ;
And thought how“my unmated heart would miss
“Fae thltcr of a broad and manly breast— .
'The strong, bold arm—the tendehclinging bm--
And all purk lovc'l possessionsy manifold ; . -
But now I wept a flood of bitter tears,
Th¥nking of Jjttle heads of slyning-gold, *
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That would not on my bosom sink to rest ;
Of little hands that would not touch my cheek ;
Of little lisping voices, and sweet lips,
That never in my list'ning ear would speak
,The blessed name of mother.

Oh, in woman
How mighty is the lowe of offspring! Ere
®auto her wopdring, antaught mind unfolds
The myst'ry that is half diving, half human,
Of life and birth, the Yove of unborn souls’
Within her, and the mother-yearning creeps
Through her warm®heart, and stirs its hidden deeps,
And“grows and strengthens with each riper year. *

®torms may gather in a piacid sky, ¢

And spend tgleir fury, and the 1 pass away,

Leaving again the blue of cloudless day, »

E’en so the tempest of gny grief passed by.

'"T'was wei to mogrn for what I had resigned,

With the deliberate purpose of my mmd

To my sweet friend. .

Rchnqulsﬂmg y love,

§ gave my dearest hope of joy to her.

If Go® frop ouf His boundlcss store above,

Had-chosen added bessings to con_fer, ' e

I would mejoice, for her sake—not repine

That th’ immortal treasures were notymine,
A »
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Better my loncly sorrow, than to know

My selfish joy had been another’s woe ;

Better my grief and my strength te control,

Than the despair of her frail-bodied soul ;

Better to go on, loveless, to the end, . .

Than wear love’s rose, whose thorn had slain my

friend.
¢

Work js the salve that heals the wounded heart,

With will most resofute I $et my aim

To enter on the weary race (or Yame,

And if I failed to climb the dluy height,

To reach some point of exccllence in art,

L]

E'en as the Maker held earth incomplete,

Till m&n was tormed, and plactd upon the sdt®

The perfect, living image of his God,

All Iaadscape scenes were lacking in my sight,

Wherein the human figure had no parg,

In that, all lines of symmetry did meet—

All hues of beauty mingle. So I brought

« Enthusiasm In abundance, thought,

Much study, and some talent, day by day,

"T'o help me in my efforts to portray ¢
The wond rous powor, majesty and grac®
Stampéd bn some form, or kooking from some fce.
This was to be my specialty : To takes |
Human enotion for my thune, and mnkc
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The unassisted form divine expre.ss

Anger or Sorrow, Pleasure, Pain, Distress ;
And thus te huild Fame’s monument above
The grave of my departed hope and love.

This is not Genius. Genius spreads its wings
And soars beyond. itself, or selfish things.
Talent has need of stepping-stones : some cross,
Come chcateg purpose, somt great pain or loss,
Must lay the groundwork, artd arouse ambition,
Before it laboul.'s onwyrd to-fruition.

But, as the lark:’fro:lh beds of bloom will rise
And sail and sing among the very skies,

Still mounting near and nearer to the ligks,
Impelled alone by love of upward flight,
SeeGenius soags—2it does not need to climb—
Upon God-given wings, to heights sublime.
Some sportsman’s shot, grazing the singer's, threat,
Some venomous assaultof birds of prey,
May speca its flight toward the realm of day,
And tinge with triumph every liquid not.

So deathless Genius mounts but“igher yet,
When Strife and Envy think to®lay dr fret.

Theres nabalkfhg Genius  Only death
Can silence it, or hinder. While ther®s%breath
Or sengeef feeling, it will spurn the sod,

And lift itsclf to glory, and to God. 4
)
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The acorn sprouted—weeds nor flowers can choke
The certain growth of th’ upreaching oak.

. .
. . * 3
Thalent was mine, not Genius ; and my mind

Scemed bound by chains, and would not lea\e behind
*Its selfish love and sorrow, '
. Did I'stsive
To plcmre some emogion, lo' bis ey es,
Of emérald beauty, dark as ocean dyés,
Looked from the canyas : and my buyied pain
Rose from its grave, and stood byfme alive.
Whate’er my subject, in some huefor line,
» The glorious beauty of his face would shine, ,

So for & time my labour seemed ifi vain,
Since it but freshened, and made kecher yet,
The gritf my heart was striving“to-forger, =

While n his form all strength and magnitude
With grace and supple singws werc entwined,
While in his face all beauties were combined
Of perfect features, intellect and truth,
With all thatfin€ rich colouring of youth,
How could*my bush portray aught good or fair
Wherein no fatal likeness should intrude
Of him my soul had worshlppea\ .

Lal . But, at.Jast,
Setting a watch upon my unwise heart,q
That thus would mix its sosrow with my art,
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I resolutely shut away the past,

And made the toilsome present passing bright
Wtth dreams of what was hidden from my sight
In the far distant future, when the soil

Should. yield me golden fruit for all my toil.

[ ]

- PART W1

-» o ®

With much haré labour and gsome pleasure fraught,
The months rolled by the noiselessly, that taught
My hand to gro& njore skilful in its art]
Strengthened my daring dream of fame, and brought,

Sweet hope and resignation to my heart.
.

Brief letters came from Hele.n, now and then :

S was quite well—oh yes ! quite well, yudeed !
But still so weak and nervous.  By-and-by,

When baby, being older, should not need o

Such constant care, she avould grow strong again.
She was as happy aga soul colild be ;

No least cloud hovered in her azure sky ;

She had not thought life held such d@pths of bliss, «
Dear baby sent Maurine a loving®kiss, ° ’
Awnd said she was a_naughty, naughty girl,

Not to cbme.hom(and see ma’s little pearl.

No gift of costly jeweds, or of gold, ~ * ®

Had been #o precious or so dear to me,

As =ach brief line whemein her joy wasgold.

, 27
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It lightened toil,"and took the edge from pain,
Knowing my sacrifice was not in vain.

. .
Roy purchased fine estates in Scotland, where
_He built a pretty villa-like retreat.
“And when the Roman Summer’s lmxuld heat
Made work a punishment,”fe turned my face
Toward the Highland}, and-with Becv and Graee
Found rest and freedom from all thought and care.

~

i :
I was a willing worker. Not an hour
Passed idly by me : each, I weuld‘cmploy
* To some good purpose, ere it ghdcd on
To swel the tide of hours for ever gone.
My first completed picture, known as.“ Joy,”
Won pleasant words of praise. ¢ Possesses po'gez,"
@ Dnspla;!s much talent,” “ Very fairly done.”
So fell :hc comments on my grateful €ar.

Swift in the wake of Joy, and always ndar,
Walks her sad sister Sorrow. So my brush
Began depictipg Sorrow, heavy-cyed,
With pallid.visage_ere the rosy flush
Upon the beaming face of Joy had dried.

\ The careful study of long monthy, it won
Golden {‘p‘ymonsq even brmgmg forth
That certain sign of merit—a critique
Wkich set both pieces down as daubs, and weak
As empty heids that sang their praises—so
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Proving conclusively the pictures’ worth,

These critics and reviewers do not use

Their precious immunition to abuse

A worthless work, That, left alone, they know

Will find its proper level ; and they aim

Their batteries at nsfng works which claim
+.Too much of public noncc. oBut this shot

ResuRed only ¢n%ome noise, which broughs *

A dozen people, Where one came before, °

To view my pictures ; and I had my hows

Of holding those grai] baubles, Fame and Pow’r.

An English Baros who had lived two score

Of his allotted three score years and ten

Bought both the pieces. He was very kind,

And so attentive, I, not being blind,

Mssunderstand his meaning. ]

- Therefore, when
He said, &
“ Sweet friend, whom I would make my wife,

The ¢ Joy’ and *Sormow ’ this dear hand’portrayed

I have in my possession : now resign

Into my careful keeping, and make mine;

The joy and sorrow of your future life,” —

T was prepared to answer, but delayed,

Grown uﬂdchcd suddenly, +

b My mind *
Argued the tatter coolly pro and con,
And made resolve to sped his wooing an
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And grant him favour, He was good and kind ;
Not young, no doubt he would be quite cantent
With my respect, nor miss an ardet love ;
Could give me ties of family and home ;

+ And then, perhaps, my mind was not above .
Setting some value on a titled name-—
Ambitious woman’s w eakndss ! .

. ® Thaimy are”
Would be cncouraged and pursued the same,
And I could spend my winters alkin Rome.
Love never more could touch my.uaatcful heart
That all its wealth upon ¢ne obje.ct spent.
Existence would be very bleak and cold,

After lang years, when I wa, grey and old,

With neither home nor children.

. * . Once amwe,

I would forget the sorruw of my life

And pile new sods upon the grave of pain.

My mind so argued ; andemy sad hcart heard,
But made ho commdnt. ‘

Then the Baron spoke,

+And waited for my answer. All in vain

I strove for strength to utter that one word

My mind dictated. Moments rolled away— =
Until at last my ¢ torpid heart awdke, .

And fof¢éd my frembling lips to say him nay.
And then my eyes with sudden tears ocrnn.

In pity for gyself and for wiis man

\
il
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Who stood before me, lost in pained surprise.
“Dear friend,” I cried, “ dear generous friend, forgive
A troubled woman’s weakness ! As I live,
In truth T meafit to answer otherwise. ’
From out its store, my heart can give you nought
But honout and respect ; and yet metlought
I would give willing answer, did you sue.
Rt JDow I know twcrgcrucl.\\ rong I pxanncd—
'Iakmg a heaft that beat with dove most trde,
And giving in exchange an gnpty hand. *
Who weds for lo¥e alone, may not be wise :
Who weds withdut §, angels must despise,
Loveand respect together must combine
To render marriage holy and divine ;
And lack of either, sure as Fate, destroys ’
Continuatiorn ofthc nuptial ¢joys,
And‘brmgs regret, "and gloomy discontent ¢
To put to rorg cach tender sentiment.
Nay, nay ! I will not burden all your life &
By that posgession—an 8nlovipg wifc ; i,
Nor will I take the8in upon my soul
Of wedding where my heart goeanot in whole.
However bleak may be my singlglot, ,
I will not stain my life with such a blot,
Dar friend, farewgil ! the earth is very wide ;
It holds some fairer woman for ygur bridg;
I would I had a hearf’to give to you.
But, lacking it, can only say—adicu

[ J

L]
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He whom temptation never has asailed,
Knows not that subtle sense of moral strength ;
When sorely tried, we waver, but at length,
Rise up and turn away, not having Failed.

The Autumn of the tl:ird yer came and went ;
The méld Italian winter wai half speat, -
When this brief message came across the sea :

¢ My darling! I am dying.” Come to me.

Love, which so long the growing tyuth concealed,
Stands pale within its shadow, "~ Oh, my sweet !
This heart of mine grows fainter with each beat—
Dying wath very weight of bliss. Oh, come !
And take the legacy I leave to you,

Before these lips for evermore are dumb. &
In life or death,—Yours, Helen Dangerfield.”
This plaintive letter bore a month old date ;

And, wild with fears lest I had come too late,

1 bade the cid world nd new friends adieu,

And with Aunt Ruth, who long had sighed for hon

k turned my back on glory, art, and Rome,
2 .,

Al selfish thoughts were merged Jp one wild fear
That she fof whosz dear sake Iy heart had bled,
Rather than her-sweet cyes should know one tear,
Was passing from me ; that she mnght be dead ;
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And, dying, had been sorely grieved with me,
Because I made no answer to her plea,

“‘O, ship, thad sailest slowly, slowly an

Make haste before a wasting life is gone !

*Make haste that I may catch a fleeting breath !
And true in life, be true e’en unto death,

" O, ship, sgileon ! aifd beat me o'er the tide

To her for whom my woman’s heart once, died,
Sail, sail, O ship ! fon she Rath need of me,

And I would know what her last wish may be !

1 have been true, %o true, through all the past,
Sail} sail, O, ship ! I would not fail at last,” *

So prayed my heart still o’er and ever o';r,

Unrtil the weary lagging siip reached shore,

All sad with fears that I had come too I:tc,

By that strafge source whence men communicate,
Though miles on milgg of space betweed them lie,
I spoke whth Vivign : “Does she liveg? Reply.”
The answer came.  ““She lives, but hasten, friend !
Her journey draweth swiftly ¢ itscend.”

L4 .

Ahme! ah me! when eagh rememhered spot,
My own dear pome, the lane that Jedrto his—
The fields, the woqds, the lakey burst,en my sight,
Oh'! thep, Self rose up in asserting might ;

Oh, "hen, my burstipg heart all else forgot, e
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But those sweet early years of lost delight
Of hope, defeat, of anguish and of bliss.

I have a theory, vague, undefined,

That each emotion of the human mind,
Love, pain or passion, sorrow or despair,

Is a live spirit, dwelling in tlre air,

Until it takes possessiom of seme lrcu X
And, when at length, grown weary of tnrest,
We rise dp strong and east xt‘from the heart,
And bid it leave us wholly, and dcpart,

It does not dxc, 1t cannot die ; beit foes
And mingles with some restless wind that blows
About the region where it had its birth,

+ And thou@h we wander over all the earth,
That spirit waits, and lingers, year, by year,
Invisible atd clothéd liks the air,

Hoping that we may yet again draw near,
And it ma; haply take us unaware,
And once more find safg shelfer in the breast
It stirred of old with pleasure or tmrcst.

<

Told by my heart, snd wholly positive,
omg old emotion long bad ceased to live ;
hat, were it called, it could not hesr or come,
Because it w4s 50 veiceless and g dumb,’
Yet, passing where it first sprang into life, ,
My very soul has suddenly becp rife
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With all the old intensity of feeling,

It seemed a living spirit, which came stealing
Igto my heart from that departed day ;
Exiled emotioh, which I fancied clay.

So now into my troubled hcart, above

The present’s pain and sorrow, crept the love

"And s.rife apd passiore of a bygone hour, ,

Possessed of all their olden might and power.

"Twas but 2 mqment, @and the spell was broken

By pleasant words of greeting, gently spoken,

And Vivian stdod before us.
4 But I saw

In him the husband of my friend alone.

The old emotions might at times return,

Ang smould’ring fres leap p an hour and burn ;

But never yet had I transgressed God’s 1,

By lookmg ¢h the man I had resigned, ,

With any hidden feelipg in my mind, *#

Which sh® his wife, my friend, might got have known,

He was but lictle altered.  From his face

The nonchalant and almost halighty grace,

The lurking laughter waiting ishis eyes,

‘The years had stolen, leavipg in their place

A settlgd sadnegs, which was not despalr,

Nor was it gloom, 5or weariness, nor gewe,

But someghing like the vapour o’er the skies

Of Indian summer, bgautifuleto sec,
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But spoke of frosts, which had been and would be.
There was that irr his face which cometh not,

Save when the soul has many 2 battle fought,

And conquered self by constant sacrifice.

s

There are two sculptors, who, with chls:ls fine,
Render the plainest features half divine,
Al other artists strive #nd stiive in yay),
To p:cturc beauty perfect and complete.
Their statues only cruthble a their fect,
Without the master touch of Faith'aad Pain
And now his face, that perfect sbemed before,
“Chiselled by these two careful artists, wore
A look cx'alted, which the spirit gives

* When soul has conquered, and the body lives
Subservient to its bidJding,

In a room

Which uu.uncd out the FeBruary gloomg
And, redolent with perfume, bright with flowers,
Rested the cye like one of Summer’s bowers,
1 found my Helen, grho was less mine now
Than Death’s ; for on thc marble of her brow
\{15 scal was stamped indelibly. -. o

) Her form
Was like the slcndcr willow, when some storm
Has gripped it bare of foliage. Her face,
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Pale er‘)vaya, now was ghastly in its hae :
And, like two lamps, in some dark, hollow place,
Burned her large eyes, grown more intensely blue.
Her fragile hinds displayed each cord and vein,
And on her mouth was that drawn look, of pain

+ Which is not uttered. Yet an inward light
Shone through and made her wasted features bright
With an unearthly-Beduty ; and an awe
Crapt o'er mep gazing on h’egx for I saw -
She was so near to Heaven that ] seemed,
To look upon she face of one redeemed.
She turned ths.brillimt lustre of her cyes
ern me. She fad passed beyond surprite,
Or any strong emotion linked with clay.
But as I glided to her where she lay,
A smile, celestial in its sweetness, wreathed
Her pallid featutes. “Welcome home!” she breathed.
“Dear hands | dear lips | I touch you and rejoice.”
And like the dying echo of a voice .
Were he.r‘faint ronesghat thrilled upoﬁ’my ear,

I fell upon my knces beside her bed ;

All agonies within my heart were wed,

While to the aching numbness of my grief,
“Mine eyes refused the soldte of a tear—

The tortoréd Soul’s most merciful relizf,

Her wasted hand diresed my bended® Bead
For onc®ad, sacred moment, Then she suid,
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In that low tone so like the wind’s refrain,

¢ Maurine, my own | give not away to pain ;

The time is precious.  Ere another dawn ]
My soul may hear the summons and gass on.
Arise, swect sister ! rest a little while, .
Aud when refreshed, come hither. 1 grow weak
With every hour that passes. I must speak
And make my dying wighes ke |own to-n.ght.
Go now.® Arnd in the halo of her smite,
Which seemed to fill the room with goljen light,
I turned and lcft her. ¢ !

. Later, in ‘thc.gloom

Of coming night, I entered that dim room,

And sat dogvn by her.  Vivian held her hand :
And on the pillow at her side there smiled

The bcautc‘uus count’'nante of a sleeping child, o

“Maurine,” spoke Helen, *for three bffssful years,

My heart Mus dwelt in an encpanted land ;

And I have drapk the sweetened qup ofy)y'

Without one drop of angmsh or alloy.

And so, ere Pain.embitters it with gall,

Or sad-eyed Sorrow 6lls it full of tears,

And bids me qua'l, whick is the fate of all

Who linger long upon this troubled way,

God takes nmgto thwrcalm of Endless Day

To mingle with His angels, who alone

Can utderstand such blss as T fave known
.
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I do not murmur. God has heaped my measure,

In three short years, full to the brim with pleasure ;
Aud, from the fulness of an earthly love, -

I pass to th’ Immortal Arms above,

Beforg I.even brush the skirts of Woe.

“T leave my aged ‘parents here below,
Wich none g0 womfort thcxﬁ.-. Maurine, sweet {riend !
Be kind to them, and love them to the end,
Which may nos be far distant.
.' And I leave

A soul immortal ih your charge, Maurine.
From this most holy, sad and sacred eve,
Till God shall claim her, she is yours togkeep,
To love and shelter, to protect and guide.”
Sha touched the'slumb’ring cherub at her sids,
And Vivian Ecntly bore her, still aslccp,‘
And laid the precious burden on my breast.

.. * ‘
A solemn silence®ell upon the scene?
And when the sleeping infant gmiled, and pressea
My yielding bosom with her waxert cheek, .
I felt it would be sacrilege to $peak, ©
Such wordless joy possesscd me.

M . Oh7 atlast

This infant, who, i that tear-blotted Bast,
Had caufed my soul such travail, was my own :
Through all the londy COIIli:lg years fo be ‘
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Mine own to cherish—wholly mine alone.
And what I mourned so hopelessly as lost
Was now restored, and given back torme,

The dying voice continued :

. #1In this child
You yet have me, whose morzal life ghz cost.
Bur all that was most-pure and undefiled,
And good within me, lives in her again:
Maurine, my husband loves me ; yet I know,
Moving about the wide world, t¢ atd fro,
‘And through, and in the busy haunts of men, *
Not always will his heart be dumb with woe,
But sometfme waken to a later love.
Nay, Vivian, hush ! my «oul has passed above
All selfish {eelings ! 1 would have it so,
While I am with the angeis, blest andeglad,
I would gt have you sorrowing and sad,
In loneliness g° mourning to'the end. -®
But, love ! I could not trust to any other
The sacred office of % foster-mother
To this sweet,cheryp, save my own heart-friend,

\‘Tcach her'to love her father’s namre, NMautine,
Where'er swandrs. Keep my memory greén
In her young heart, and lead her in her yvuth,
To d¥ink fron.x th’ ctefnal foust of Truth :
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Vex her not with sectarian discourse,

Nor strive to teach her piety by force ;

Pl not her mind with harsh and narrow creeds,
Nor frighten her with an avenging God,

« Who rules His suabjects with a burning rod ;
But teach her that each mortal simply needs
To grow in hate of hawe and love of love,

To gain a kipgdom in the cByrts above.

 Let her bs free and natural as the flower},

That smile and Rod throughout the summer hours
Let her rejoicedn gll the joys of youth,

Butafirst impress upon her mind this truth : .
No lasting happiness is ¢’er attained

Save when the heart some other secks to Please.
The cup of selfish pleasures soon is drained,
And’full of gall aud bitterness the lecs. o

Next to her ‘god, teach her to love her land ;

In her young bosom light the patriot’s fighe
Until thedheart within her shall expand

With love and ferfour at her country’s name.
L]

# No coward-mother bears a valiant’sc:n.

And this, my last wish, is an earncst one.
- L]

Maurthe, my®'er-taxed steength is waning ; you
Have heard my wishes, and you Will be®rue
In death a# you have been in life, my own !
Now leave me for a listle while alone_
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With him—my husband, Dear love ! I shall rest
So sweetly with no care upon- my breast.
Good-night, Maurine, come to me jn ‘the morning.”

Butlo! the Brid-groom with no furthcr'warning
Came for her at the dawning of the day.
She heard His voice, 4nd smiled, ard passed away
Without a struggle.”
"Leaning o’er her bed
To give her greeting, I found but her clay,
And Vivian bowed beside it, - ©
¢ And I said,
¢ Dear f{iend ! my soul shall treasure thy request,
And when the night of fever and unrest
Melts in the morning &f Eternity,

Like a fried bird, then I will come to thee.
@

“ wili come to thee in thé morning, sveet |

I have been‘true ; and soul with soul shall meet.
Before God's throde, and shall not be afraid.
Thou gav’st. me trust, and it was not betrayed.

3 LS

“] will cg;mc to Jhce in the morniing,deat |
The night'is dark. I do not know how near’
Thg morn may be of that Eternal Day #

I can but keep my f:itrhful Watch and pray.
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« [ will come to thee in the morning, love !
Wait for me on the Eternal Heights above.
Tahe way is.troubled where my feet must climb,
Ere 1 shall tread the mountain-top sublime.

* . -~
« I will come in the morning, O mine own
But for a time must érqpe my way alone,
Through tears and sorrow, #ill the Day shall dawn,
And 1 shall hear the summons, and pass 01;.

.
L]

L]
1 will come i the morning. Rest secure !
My hope is cettaift and my faith is sure.
Aft2r the gloom and darkness of the night
I will come to thee with the morning light.”
* ) * » *

Thsge peaceful yars slipped silently away.
0

We dwelt tofether in my childhood’s home,
Aunt Ruth and I, andgsunny-hearted M#y.
She was 2 fair andgmost exquisite child ;
Her pensive face was delicate apd mild
Like her dead mother’s ; but through her dear eyes
Her father smiled upon me, dapsby d#y.
Afr in foreign countrics did he roam, o
Now réting uader Italy’s blue skies, °
. And now with Reg én Scotland.® *

. And he sent
Bricf, friendly letters,qtelling #where hi went ©
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And what he saw, addressed to May or me,

And I would write and tell him how she grew—
And how she talked about him o'er the,sca .
In her sweet baby fashion; how she knew

His picture in the album ; how each day )
She knelt and prayed the blessed L'ord would bring
Her own papa back to his little May.

It was a ‘warm bright-h:ornin‘g in the Spring.
I sat in that same sunny portico,
Where I was sitting seven yc;rs agd
When Vivian came. My eyes werq full of tears,
As 1 looked back across the checkered years. |
How many were the changes they had brought ! |
Pain, death, and sorrow | but the lesson taught
To my young heart had,been of untold worth.

I had learped how to “ suffer and grow strong "'—
That knowledge which best serves us erc on e..th,
And brin&s reward in Heaven.

.

Oh 1 hdiv long
The years had been since that ]unc morning when
I heard his step upon the walk, and yet
1 seemed to Irear imsecho still.

. Just then .
Down that same path I turned my q_vcs, tear-wet,
And lo! tly, wanderer from a forcign lind
Stood there before me l—holding out his hand
Andtsmiling with those wongdjrous eyes of old,
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To hide my tears, I ran and brought his child ;
But she was shy, and clung to mte, when told
Bhis was papa, for whom her prayers were said,
She dropped Rer eyes and shook her little head,
And would not by his coaxing be beguxlcd
Or go to him?
Aunt Ruth was not at home,

And we two sat and talked, as strangers might,
Of Yistant ountries which We both had sten,
But once I-thought I saw Iis large eyes light
With sudden passlon, *when there came a pause
In our chit-chat, @nd then he spoke :

- “Mauringg
I saw a number of your friends in Rome.
We talked of you. They scemed surpried, because ®
You were not "mong the seekers for a name.
They thought your whole ambition was, for fame.”

.
“ It might have been,” I answered, “ wgen my heart
Had notfing clsc‘to 811 it.  Now my art
Is but a recreation. I have tbis
To love and live for, which I had pot then.”
And, leaning down, I pressed g, tendgr kiss
Upon my child’s fair brow,

“dnd y"," he said,
The old Jight leapmg to his eyes again,
“ And yer, Maurine, they sey you might hawe wed
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A noble Baron! one of many men
Who laid their heirts and fortunes at your feet.
Why won the bravest of them no return ¥ '
1 bowed my head, nor dared his gaze to meet.
On cheek and brow I felt the red bjood burmy
And strong emotion strangled speccu

L. He rose
And came and knelt Leside me.

A
\ “ Sweet, my sweet 1"
He murmured softly, “‘God jn Hegven®knows -
How well I Joved you seven years rgo.
He only knows my anguish, and 1y %rief,
Whieh your own acts forced on me the belief *
That I had been your plaything and your toy.
Yet from Ris lips I since have learned that Roy
Held no place nearer th¥n a friend and brotheg,
And then a faint suspicion, undefined,
Of what had been—was—might be, srred my mind,
And that great love, I thought died at a blow,
Rose up w:thm me, strong wnh Rope and%ife,

« Before all hearen nd the angel mother
Of this sweetschildghat slumbers on your heart,
Maurine, Maurine, I claim you for my wife-—— «
Mine own, for ever, untjl death shall part e

4 * . )

“Through happy mists of upward welling tears,
"1 leafted, and looked ifito his beauteous eyes, *
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¢ Dear heart,” I said, * if she who dwells above
Looks down upon us, from ylmzure skiés,
She can byt bless us, knowing all these years
My soul hnd'yenrned in_silence for the love
That, crowned her life, and left mine own so bleak.
I turned yoTrom me for her fair, frail sake, *
For her sweet child’s, and for my own, I take
You back to be all mine, &r evermore.”

L] * [
Just then the child upon ty breast awoké
From her light sleep, and laid her downy check
Against her fether as he knelt by me,
And this unconscious action scemed tobe  *,-
A silent blessing, which the mother spoke
Gazing upon us from the mystit shore?



DUST-SEALED

L
DUST-SEALED

KNOW not wherefore, but mine cyes
Sec bloom, where other eycs see bllp)n.
‘ They find a rainbow, a sunrise,
Where others but dlscgrn deep night.

[ ] .
ki «

t
Men ¢ail me an enthusiast,
And say I look through gilded, haé :
Because wherc’er my gaze is caud,
I sce something that ealls fop pr‘éue.

I sav, “Behold thase lo oly eyes—

That tinted check of flower-like grice.”
They answer in amused surpris€ :

“ We'thought it a common face.”

v

I say, “.Waﬁ cver seen mofe fair? .

I seem t& walk in Eden's boWe:s,”
_They answer, with 2 pitying air,

“The “gcds are choking out the fowers.”

2
I know not wherefore, but God icqu
A decp. visian to my sight.
On whatsoe’er my gaze is bent
& catch the buauty Infirige ;
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That undeslying, hidden half
That all things hold of beity.

So let the dull crowd sneer and langh—
Their eyes are blind, they canriot see:

¢ ADVJCE”
¢

MUST do as you do? Your way I own
Is a very godtl way. And still,
There are«;omcmnes two straight roads to a town,
. Onc over, One under the hill, -

You are treading the safe and the well-worn wase

That the prudent'cpoose cach time ;
“And you think me reckless and rash to-day,

Becayge I prefer to climb.

Yous path is the ¥ight one, and s % mine
We are ndt like peas in a pods

Compelled to lie in a certin line,
Or else be scattered abr»! *

"Twere a dull old wobld, methinks, my ffiend,
1f we A1 went just one way ;

Yet our paths Will meet no doub?at the end,
T’lough they lead apart to-day.
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You like the shade, and I like the.sun
You like an ey&\ pace, )

I like to mix with the crowd and run,
And then rest after the race. ¢

*I like danger, and storm and strife,™
You like a peaceful time ;
I like the passion and, surgg of life,
y Yo like its gcnd‘: rhyme.*

'You like huttercups, dewy swee:,
And crocuses, framed in snovs ;¢
I like roses, born of the heat,

And the red carnation’s glow.
* .

I must live my life, not yours, my friend,
For sctit was writtcn down ;

We muyst follow our given paths to'the end,
But I%rust we shall meat—in town, .

' OVER THE BANISTERS

VER the banistess bends a face,
Diringly sweet-and beguilifg.
Somebody? standein carsless frace
And watching tht.: picture, smiling, °
.« -
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The light burns dim in the gall below,
Nobody secs her standd-

Saying good-night again, soft and low,
Halfway tip to the landing.

Nobody owy the eyes of brown,
Tender and full*of meaning,
That smile on thc'f.'aircst. face in town,
«Over the danisters leanifg.

"Fircd and slegpy, with d;ooping head,

I wonder why she lingers
Now, when“th€ good-nights all are said,
® Why, somebody holds her fingers.

He holds her fingers and draws her ddwn,
Suddenly growing bolder,

Till the loose hair drops its masses bpwn
Like a wmantle over his shoulder.

[
. . ) ..
Over #h# banisters soft hands, fair,

Brush his cl@cks like a fcgthcr, *
And bright brown tresses and dugky hair
Meet and mingle togetheg, o

'The;e’s a question asked; there's a swift caress,
She has fown like a bird f&om thg hallway, -
But over the baffsters lrops a  Yes)”
That shall brighten the,world for him aJway.
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THE PAST

' %’»m PAST

FLING my past behind me %ike a robe

Worn threadbare in the seams, and out of date-
I have outgrown it. Wherefore $hould I weep
And dwell upon its bcauty, and its dyes
Of Oncntal splendanr, or comp.: am
Thai'I must nceds discard ic? 1 &n weale
Upon the shuttles of the future years
A fabric far more durable. Subducd,
It may be, in the b'ending ofjitsthucs,
Where sombre shadcs commingle, yet the gleam
Of golden warp shall s"00t it through and through,
While*over all a fadeless lustre lies, .
And starred with gems made qut of crystalled tears,
My negv robe sha'l be richer than the old.”

SECRRBTS

THINK' not some lcnow):dgc rests with thee

alone
Why, even Gogs stupendous secret, Death,
Ve one by one, with our expiring breath,

Do pale with wonder sexze and make our ewn ;
The bosomrd tregsues of the carth afe shown,

Despite her careful hldmg ; and the air
Yields its mysteriqus marvels in despair o,
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To swell the mighty store-houge of things known.
In vain the sea cxpostqlatcsﬁ'raves ;
ot cannot.cover from the keen world’s sight
The curiouf wonders of its coral caves.
And s, delpite thy caution or thy tears,
The prying ﬂ’ngcrs of detective years
Shall drag t4y sccrgt out into the light.

APPLAUSE

HOLD it ome. of the sad certaia laws
Which makes our failures sometime seem more kind
Than that success which brings surc loss behind—
True greatness dies, when sounds the worid’s applausc e
Fame blights the object it wpuld bless, becanse
Welghed down with men’s expecrancy, the mind
Can no morggsoar to thuse far heights, £1d find
That freedom which its jnspi-ation was. «
When oncg we listen td®its noisy cheers
Or hear the pop#ace’ approval, then
We catch no more the music of the spheres,
Or walk with gods, and angels, but with men.
'Till, impotent from our self-con3&ous fears,

The playdits of the world t#rn into sneers.  ®
.
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T&\«E STORY

HEY met each other in the glafle—
She lifted up her eyes ;
Alick the day! Alack the maid!
She blushed in swift surpnse
Alas! alas! the wee that tgomer "from lifting up the eyes
' « .
The pail ‘}m full, the path was steep— «
He reached to her his hand ;
. She felt her warm young pulses leap,a
But did not understand.
Alas! alas ! the woe that comes from clasping hand
with Kand.
She sat beside him in ti.c wood—
He wooed with words and sighs ; o
Ah! love iy Spring seems sweet and good,
And maidens are not wise, © ..
Alas! alas! the woe that comes fro'{n hstmg lovers’sighs,

Thc summer san shgnc fairly down,
Th¢ wind blew from the south ;

As blue eyes gazed in, cye; of brown,
His kiss felbon her mouth, ;

Alas! alas! the woe that colnes from kisses on the
) ms)uth
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Add now the autumn time is)’ar,
The lover roves away, '
With breakimg heart and falling tear,
She sits the livelong day.
Alas! alag! fgr breaking hearts when lovers rgve
away,

» LEAN DOWN

LEAN down and lift me*higher, Joscphine !
From the Rternal Hills hast thou not seen
How I do strive fogr heights? but lycking wings,
I camnot grasp at once those better things
To which I in my inmost soul aspire. -
Lean down and lift me higher,
L]

1 grope a]ong—-no't desolate or sad,
For youth and hope and health all keep be glad ;
But too bright sunlight,sometimes, makesus blind, ®
And I dogrope for he®hts 1 cannot find;
Oh, thou must kn@®v my one supremeMesire—

Lean down and lift me.higher.®

Not long ago we trod the scli-sithe way.
Th#u knowest how, from day to fleeting day
Our souls wgrorvexed with trifies, and our feet
Were lured 4side to Bypaths whilh sected sweet,
But only s#rved to hinder and to tire;
Lean Yown'and lift muhfg.hc?.
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Thou hast gone orfyard to the heights serene,
And left me here; oM, loved one, Josephine ;
I am content to stay until the end,

For life is full of promise ; but, my*friend,
Canst thou not help me in my best deute .
And lean, and lift me higher ? *

Frail as thou wert, thQu hact grown strong and wise,
And quick to understand and sympathize

With all a full soul's feeds. It must be so,

Thy year with God hath made thee great, [ know
Thou must see,how I struggle apd \1spire—

Oh, warm me With a breath of heavenly fire,

And lean, and lift me higher.

LIFE

FEEL the great immeasity of lire.

All lictle aims slip from, me, and I reach
My yearning soul toward the Ipfinite, "
As when a mighty forest, whose green leaves
Have shut it in, and made it seem a bower
For lovers’ secrets or for children’s sports,
Casis all its clustering foliage to the winds,
And lets the eye behold it, limitless, '
And full of‘Winding mysterice.of ways :
So now with life that reaghu out befors,
And borders on the tnexplained Beyond.
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THE CHRISTIAN’S NEW YEAR PRAYER 4g5

I see the stars above me, World on world :
I hear the awful languag® of all Space ;

» I feel the distant surging of great seas, .
That hide®the secrets of the Universe
Iy their eternal bosoms ; and f know
That I ata but an atom of the Whole.

THE CHRISTIAN'S NEW YEAR PRAYER

THOU Christ, of mine, .Thy graciou; ear low
bending
Through these§iad New Year day},
To cateh the countless prayers to heaven ascending—
For ¢'en hard hearts do raise
Some secret wish for fame, or gold, or power,
Or freedom from 1l care—"
Dear, patient Christ, who listeneth hour onghour,
Hear now a Cisristian’s prayer.,
o
: .
Let this youllg year g:at, silent, walks beside me,
Be as £ means of grace
To lead me up, no matter what betide me,

Nearer the Master’s face, o °
If it nged be that ere I reach the Fountain
Where living waters play, o
My feet. should blcqi. from sharp ®gnes on the
mountaig,

Thengast them in myway.
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If my vain soul needblows and bitter losses
To shape it for Thy Wrown,

Then bruise it, burn it, burden it with srosses,
With sorrows hear it down,

Do, what Thou wilt to mould me to Thy pleasure,
And if I should complain, .

Heap full of angaish yet another messure
Until I smile at painge

Send dnngcrs—deuha' but tell me how to dare them ;
Enfold me in Thy care. .

Send trials, tears ! but give me strc.‘gth to bear them—-—
This is a (,hnst lan’s prayer. . #

IN THE NIGHT

OME LTIMES at night, when T sit and write,
1. hear the strangest things,—
As my brgin grows hot wish burmng thought,
That struggles for form afid wings,
1 can hear the beat of my swift blood’s feet,..
, As it speeds | with'a rush and a whir
From heart o bram and back again,
Like a race- -horée undcr the spur.

With my soul’s fine ear Ilisten andchar
The tender Silénce speak,,

As it leans on the breast of Night to rest,
And presscs his dusky chesk,
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And the darkness turns in its slé’ep, and yearns
For something that is king ~

And I hear the hxsa of a scorching kiss,
As it folds and fondles Sin. }

In its hufrying race through leagues of space,
I can hear the Earth catch breath,
As it heaves and moans, and shudders and groans,
AnYl longs Yor the rest of eath. ‘.
And, high and far, from a distant star, .
Whose name is unknown to me,
I hear a voice thatgays, ¢ Rejoice, '
Feor I keep ward o'er thec!”

Oh, sweet and strange are the sounds thawrange
Through “the chambers of the night ;

And the watcher who waits by the dim, dark gates
May hear, ifhe lists aright.

A PARCH sNow

ET the old snow be covered with the new :
The trampled snow, so sbied, ahd stamcd and
. sodden. .
Letit be hiddan wholly from our v:ew
By pure white flaReg, all trackfse ands untrodden.
When Wirlter dies, low at rhe sweet Springs feet,
Let hfm be mantled imee clem white sheet. ¢
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Let the old life‘b: covered by the new :
The old past lifs:so full of sad mistakes,
Let:it be wholly hidden from thewiew ¢
By deedsts white and silent as snow-flakes.
. Ere this earth life melts in the eternal Spring
Let the white mantle of r.cpcnr;-n‘ce fling
Soft drapery about it, fold on fcd,
Evep 1s the new gow covers up the old. |

PHILOSOPW Y™

T morn the wise man walked abroad,
« Proud with tic learning of great fools,
He langhed and said, *“There is no God—
"Tis force creates, 'tis reason rules.” *
Meek'with the wisdom of great faith,
At night he knelt viile angcfs smiled,
And x’vcpt and cried with anguished kreath,
“ Jehovah, God, save Thdu my child.”

. .
«CARLOS "
AST cight,I knelt low at my*latly's fect.
Orfe soft, caressing hind played ith my hair,
And one I kissed and fondled. Kneeling there,
I deemed my meed of! appiness complete,
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She was so f'air., so full of witcl!ing wiley—

Of fascinating tricks of moyth and eye ;

Sd'womml)\.thhal but not too shy—

And all my heaven was compassed $y her smiles
*

Her soft tou€h on my cheek and forchead sent,

Like little arrows, thjlls of tenderaess

‘Through all my frame.’ I;rembled with Sxcess

Of 18ve, and’slghcd the slgh ‘of great contcnt.

When any mor;&l dares to so rejoice,
I think a jealogs Heaven, bending
Reaches a stern hand forth and deflls a blow,
Sweet through the dusk I heard my lady’s voice.
.
“ My love'!” she sighed, *“my Carlos!” even now
I feed the perfumed zephyr of her breath
Bearing to me t those words of living desh,
And starting out the c)d drops on my bmw

For Lam Paul—wnt Carlos! Who is hc

That, in the supreme hour ofove’s delight,
Veiled by the shadow. of the falliftg night,

She should breathe low his nama, forfetting me ?

I-will nht.ask }u:r ! 'twcrc 2 fruitless tak,

For, woman-like, sig: would make m?l;;‘aeve
Some welbtold tale ; ®and sigh, and secem to grieve,
And gall me criel.  Nay, I will not ask, @
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But this r'nan Carlo!, whosoe’er he Se,
Has turned my cup of pectar into gall,
Since 1 know he has claimed some one. or all
Of these delighgs my lady grants to me.

'
He must have knelt and kissed her, iff some sad
And tender twalight, when the day grew dim,
How c]s’c could Ircm}‘d hér 50 of bln?
Why, reveries like thcs'c have made m&n mad’

.

He must have felt her soft hand h his brow, )
If Heaven wege shocked at Surh presumptuor
wrongs, «
«.And plunged him in the grave, where he belongs,
Still she remembers, though she loves me now,

And if hedives, and meets me to his cost, '
Why, wha avails it 2 I must hear and see

¢« That curst name « (,ar!un\_alway: baunting mc—
Sn has anfither Paradise bee® 1t -

LA MORT D'AMOUR
-

“FHEN was it that love died? We weve sc
fond, .
So very [O‘Illd adittle while ago.
With leaping pulscs, and blood all agtow,
We dreamed about a‘swectee life beyond,
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*When we shosld dwell togethep as one htart,
And scarce could wait that happy time to come.
Now side by side we sit4vith lips quite dumb,
And feel oufselves a thousand milgs apart,

How'was it that love died ? I do not know.
I only know that-all its grace untold
Has faded into gréy! 1 miss thfe gold
From our dpli skies ; but &id not see it go-

L]

Vhy should loge died  We prized it, I am sure ;
We thought' of nothing else when it was ours ;
We cherish®dsit in smiling, sufflit bowers :

It was our all ; why could it not endure ?

Alas, we know not how, or whcr{, or wﬁy
This dear thixg died. We only knoy it went,
And left us dull, cold, and indifferent,;
We who four heaven once in cach other’s sigh.
c"’“
How pitiful it is, and yet how true
That half the lovers in the world one day,
Look questioning in each other’s eyes this way
And know love’s gone forever, " S W do, .

L

Sometimes I cannot help | but think, dear heart,
As I lodk ut oler all the wide, smd carth
And see love’s flatne gone out on miny a Learth,
Thyt those Who would keep love must dwel! apart.
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LOVE'S SLELY

{LOVE'S SLEEP
{ (Vers de Société)

WE’LL cover Love with moses,
And sweet alcgi: he shall ke .
None but a fool suppases
.* Love always%eeps awake. o
I've known love$ without numbgr-—
True loves were they, arfd wicd ;
And just‘or want of slumbeg
They fined uway and died.

Ou:' love was bright and cheerful
4 livde while agone 5 ¢
Nop he is pale and tearful,
. And—yes, I've sgen him fawn,
Sotired is he of kissd
That he can only weepys
_ The one dear thing he misses
And longs for now is sleep.
L]

.C

" We could not let him leave us

Ong time, he was so dear, ¢ ®
But#now it’'would not glicve us
If he slept hlf a year.
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For b‘c.has had his season,
Like the lily and therose,

And it but stands tg reaton
’I-‘J;m.t he should want rep‘)sc.

We prized the smiling Cugid
Who made our days so bright ;
But he has ggown so stupid
We, gladly say ggod-night.
And if he wakens tender
"And fond, and fair as when
He filled our lives with splendour

»Weill gake him back arin.

And should he never waken,

- As that perchance may be,

We wil' not weep forsaken,
But sing, “ Love, tra-la-lee *

TRUE CULTURE '
L4 L]
HE highest culture is to speak no ilj;

443

The best reformer is the man whose eyes

Are quick to see all beauty ard all %orth ;
And py his own discreety well-ordered life,
Alone repruves the erring. . °
®. When thy gaze
“ .
Turns in on thine own so.ul, be most severe.
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ﬂut.yvhcn‘it falls uppn a fellow-man, -

Let lindliness control it ; and refrain

From that belit{lin'g cegsure that springs forth
From common Vips like weeds from marshy soil.”

THE VOLURFUARY
b ‘
H, ‘l'uam sick of loye rcciproca!cd,‘
Of hopes fulfilled, ambjtions, gratified.
Life holds no,thing to be anticipated,
And T am sad¥from being satisfoc

Bhe eager joy fele climbing up 3 mountain
Has left me now the highest point is gained.
The crystal spray that fell from Fame’s fair fountain
Was swegger than the waters were .when drained.
The gildc:l @pple which the vdorld calls pleasure,
And which I purchased with my gouth arjg; strength,
. X
Pleased me a moments But the empty treasure
* Lost’all its luseec, and grew dim at length,
[ .
¢
, And love, all glowing with a golden glory,
" Delighted ‘me a season with its tale, o
It pleased thg fonget, but at lagtethe story,
8o oft repeated, to my heart grew stale, *
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« I lived for self, and all I askedgwas given,
I have had all, and now am sick of bliss,
No other punishment designed by Heaven,”
“Could sttike me half so Forcibly‘ as thisf

[]

I feeh. no sense of aught but enerfation
In all th® joys my selfish aims have brought,
AnT know no wish put for annihgation,
Since that would give mg freedom from the thought
| ] [} [ .
Oh, blest is he who has some aim defeated ;
®Same mightp low®o balance all his gain,
For him thcrg',is a hope not yet\ mpleted ;
For him hath®ife yet draught::)f joy aud pain.

»

But cursed is he who has no balked ambitior
No hopeless hope, no loss beyond reair,
Buy sick and sawed with complete fruition,

Keeps not the pleasure even of despg‘lr.
»

THE,COQUETTE
ALONE she sat with her accusipg nearty
That, like a restless comrade, frighwd sleep,
And every thought that found hep left a dart™ © ™ =
"That hurt her s0, she could pot even weep,

licr heart that once had Been a cup well filled
With 10v€s red wine, save for soge drops of gall,

She knew was empy ; though St had wot spilled,
{ts sweets for one, but wasted them on al.l.
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S’xc‘ ood upon the grave of her dead truth, . .
And saw her soul's bright armour red with rust,
And khew thatall the giches of her youth
WerewDead Sa apples, crumbling into dust, ©
\

Love that had turned to bétter, biting scorn, **
‘Hearthstones despoiled, and -homes made desolatep
Made her cry omt that she Was ever vorn -
To loathe her beautveand to cursc. ber fute,

LIPPO

OW we must rart, my Loppo. Lven so,
] grieye to see thy sudden pained sugprise ;
Gaze not on me with suchmccusing eyes—
"T'was thine @wn hand which dealt dear Lote’s “death-
blotv.

I loved thee ®ndly yesterday. °Till then

Thy heart was like.a covered goldescup

Alyays 3bove my e.agcrﬁlp held up.

7 fancied thou wert not as other men,

'

xl knew that hcart was filled with Love’s sweetywine,

- Pressed wholly for my drinking. And mplip

Grew parched,vuth thirsting for qefe nectared sip
L0 whar. denied me. seemed 2 draught divine.
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. Last evening, in the gloaming, ghat cup syillcj
Its’precious contents, Even to the lees

Were offered to me, saying, “ Dring of thegf ™

And, when 'l gaw it empty, Love ‘#s killedl,

o ’

No word, was lcft unsaid? no act undone

*Towprove to me théu wert my abicct slave,

Ah| Love, hadst thow been wise enough to save

One little dfop of that swéet wine—but gne—
L]

. .
I'scill had loved thé’e? longing f(‘it then.
Bur even the is mine.~ I look within,

Aitd find it holds not one lust drgp 10 win,
And cast it down,.~—Thou art as other men .-

LIFE IS LOVE

IS anyone sad in the :vorld, I wondc—;?'
Does anyqge weep on a day like this,
Wiax the sun above and thesgreed carth under
Why, what is life but a dreameof bliss 2 ™

With she sun and the skies and the birds abbve me,

Birds tMawsing as they Wheel and fly— *
With the winds tbgfolluw and day ﬁ\ex loved me—
.?rho could be lonely ? O ho, not I']
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“s . LIFE IS LOVE

¢
Som body said in the street this moraing,
As\ opened my window to let in the light,
That t&'darkc day ofethe world was dawnmg ;
But INooked\and the EMst was a gorgeous slghl’

Oge who claims that he kefows al. yut it .
. Tells me the Earth is a vale of sin ;
But I and the bées and the bizds~- we doubt 1,
And think it 2 wurldevorth liviug’iag

Someane says that hearts arc Qcildc,f
That love is sxg:w, that life is are,
And the reaper Beath, with his shiffing sicl..
Gathers whatder is bright and fair.

Y wwid the thrush;-and we laughed together—
Laughed till the woods were all a-ring ;
Ard he said to me, as he plumed cach feather,"
“Weell pgople must croak, if they gannot sing !”
‘ L - A
Up he ﬂem( but his song, remaining,
Rang like 3 be]l in my heart alivday,
And silgnced the voicls of weak complaining
"1 Kat pipe hke‘lnucu zlong the way,  «

O world of lxght, and O world of beauty |

* Where are there pleasures so sweet g shine ?

Yes, life is lové, and love is dut é
And what heart sorrows? O no, not miine !
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