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LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS.

e
LESEONED OY rivn
@ All the Bafnts and Guardian Angels
Threeg In leghoan to protest it." Brexwr Foevin. 1
# Fou beboid in me
Only & travelling Phyelelan,' Bigxwer PosTer. &
% Tha wtotre, that aguingt your coement drives,
In thka fttle village below waylald me." Bimner FosTen, @
# Like a vapour the golden vialon
Bhall fade &nd pass” Bingkr Fosten, 19
 How now, my frbend] This looks quite Tonely |
No bamper fiying from the walls,
No pagea and no sanesokals, :
No warders, and ong porter oaly!™ Dinket Fostew, 30
* The day & done; end slowly from ihe seme
The steaping sun upgathers his speat whafbs,™” Bimuer Fosree, 17
Prince Hesny sested, wifh a book, Ewae, afo
distance, pathering fowers. Biner Foorae. 8
“ And o | be hesrd
The sudden singing of a hird.” Jare E. Tav. ™

* They sro altting with Eisle ot tha door,
Bhe is telling them stories of the wood,
And the Wolf, sad Litle Ked Ridinghood." Hieuer FosTem. 34

" His gave oa the farm, the house, and the grange,
He gave ux the horses nnd the carts;
And the great oxen In the stall.™ Brzner Foevew. 42

. Y My Redeemer and my Lord,

1 beserch thee, T entrent thes,
Gaide me in each aot and woed.” Jawu B, Hav, 40

i T saw our littla Geriruda die
Blie left off breathing, and no mora

1 smoothed the pillow benenth ber boad." Taxe K Mav., 40
' Why Leep me pacing Lo aod fro
Aniid thews alsion of sscred gloom ] Iuser Fosvsm, o1
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“ Lol with what depth of blsckress thromn
Agalnat the gloads, far up the skies,
The wells of the esthedral rise,
Like 0 myaterions grove of stone. ™

¥ A pulpit in the open niz;
Arnd s Frize, wha is preschisg to the crowd,”™

" Under the doorway’s saered shadow ;
We can aee ol things, and be freer
From the srowd that modiy beaves and prosses! ™

“ How very grand it is and wondeful}
Never bisve I beheld a cbureh oo splimdid 1"

“ Abomg the gorden walk, and thenca
Through the wigket in the garden fence,
I steal with quist pase.’”

¢ Hpil to thee, Jesus of Naxareth |
Thoogh in a manger thon drawest thy breath,
‘Thoa art greater than Life and Death,
Creater than Joy or Woel™

w0 Joseph ! T s muel afradd,
Par men ore gleeping In the shale.™

o Now, little Jesus, the carpenter’s som,
Lat us see how thy teak s done.
Cunat thos thy Letters say 1™

“ With fragrant flowers thy head ks crowned,
Whils like & gusrd we atand aroond,
And hafl thes as our King!"

o Dump nnd eool s this deep ravine, and eool the
soand of the brook by onr side1™

. % Now they abop ot the way-slde inn, and the wagoner

laupgks with the landiord's danghtar,
While ovt of the dripplag troogh the borees die.
tend their leathern shles with woter,™

© Gweet in the afr with the budding hews, and tho
valley stretehing for miles beloer
Is white with blossomieg eherry-trees, as if just
eovered with lightest snow,™

SRISONER BT

Brager Fostee,

Bimgrr Foarxi.

Bmxer Fosram,

Treztar Fosree.

Jaww E. Hav,

Jame E. Har.

Jarz E. Hav.

Jawe B, Hay.

Jare E. Hav,

Bizxer Fosrie.

Biuwer Fosmen,

Boeser Fosves.
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78
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** Over our heads o white easeade is gieoming
agatest the-distant Lill*

 Hark ! from thelittle villagebelowus the bells
of the ebwrob are ringlng for rain!

Priests anid peosmnts En long procsssion come
furth and kneel on the arid plain,”

& T always enter this saered place
With o thoaghifal, solemm, nod reveremt poce,”

¢ In that aneient town of Bacharach |
The beautiful town, thal gives us wine
‘With the frogrant odoar of Muscedine [™

 There, now, Lkers 1s one in her nest;

T enn just ontah » glimpse of her kead and bhreast,

And will sketeh her thus, In ker quiet nook."

it Elowly, slowly up the wall
Bieals the sunshine, steals the skode."

i I 4a Count Hege of the Bhine,
The deadiiest foo of all cur rmes]™

# [ia you, Erother Paul,
Creep usier the window, close to the wall.”

T feed iy soni drawn anto thes,

Strangely, and strongly, and more asd more,
As to one I have knows and loved before.”

* Gallast, grnoeful, gentle, tall,
Fairest, noblest, beat of nli,
Wrs Walter of the Vogelweid”

¥ Two shadows, meoiated on shadowy stecds,
Taking the narrow patk that leads
Tako the forest dense aed brown,"

“ Yonder Lies
The Luke of the Foar Forest-Towes, apparelled
In Lgkt,”

“ This brldge is called the Devil'a Bridge,
With & singls arch, from ridge to ridge,
Tt leaps noroas the terrible choam.™

TEESNER I

Brnxer Fosvae.

Bingwr Forzim,

Jana E, Har.

BipExr Frerem.

Janm E. Har.

BisEET Fosven.
Janst E. Hav.

TrnEsr Fosrsa.

Jane E. Ha¥.

Biugxr Fosres.

Binmer Fomss,

Bimier Foeren,
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“ This bs the highest point, Two ways the rivers
Laap down to diffsrent seas.™ Brzxer Fosrze.

 Land of the Madonna |
How beautifel It a1 It seoms o garden
Of Parndisa | * Bizsrs Poeres.

48 It 1s o band of pilgrims, moving slowly
O their long journey, with uneovered feet.™ Binxxr FosTea.

* The night ks calm mnd cboudloss,
Amd still aa still can bey
And the stars come furth to Haten
To the masks af the sea.” Brager FostEk.

O bofuze the freskoning gale,
That fills the mow-white luteen sail,
Bwiftly our Light felnoan fies ' Buaxer Fosrza.

¢ dhe s & galley of the Gran Duea,
That throagh the fear of the Algerines,
Comvoys those laxy brigantizes, ™ Biexer PosTea.

4 Thers, that is my gauntiet, my banner, my shield,
Hung up o a challenge to all the deld [ Jing B, Hix.

* Who is it coming under the trees?
A mman, in the Prince’s livery dressed |- BisEsr Fuost=m,

U They are asiling homoward down the Ehlne,
Ia & eplendid barge, with golden prow,” Brnxer Foerea.

** And what 2 seene there, throngh the door |
The forest behind and the gerdm before,
And midway an old man of thresssone,
With s wifo and children that caress him." Jawe E. Hay,

“ Gep yemder frel 1% in the moon
Slow rising o'or the eaxtorn bilL™ Biakey Foaven.

* Fuinter and folnter the blsck lines
Eagin to quiver
Alomg the whitening surfuee of the paper.” Jave E, Hav,
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