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PREFACE.

I have to thank the editors and proprictors of
The Australagian  (Melbonrne), The  Dally
Telegraph, Sydney Mail, Bidletin, Sundey Times
and Calholic Prese (Svdoev) amd The Windeor
and Kichmaond Gazette for permission to reprint
those of the following verses which first appeared
in their colnmns.

I alsn wish to aeknowledge that An Inweoca-
tign is to some extent indebted to my Friend
Rudyard Kipling's Kecessional.

K. M.
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O MY WIFE

No white-sonled angel could have helped me
Hore,
d know of no one who wnll blame me less,
Should I af last be cast wpor the shore
OF begoared circwmstance and littleness,

I have dear friends of provewn faith and heart,
Their love (s still to me as star to wight
But thouw art as a ploiet sef aparvt,
A shining orh of ever-grawing light,

Sweetheart, there 18 seant music tn theze zongs,
Thetr measure marches do ne lordly beat ;
Yet if one steadfast chord to them belongs,

"Tig you who made it puve and strong and
sweet.






