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INTRODUCTIVE

Y ERSIL

Then permit me to revel In the wealth of all versa,
And forbld me no part of their themes;

For the poats have written, their thoughts to dispersa,
That others might share in their dreams.

In words gracefuolly framed they the topic define,
With acft language that ebbs and flowas;

They bear me away on the bosom of rhyme
To the land of Peace and Repose,

Perhaps it may be in the majeatic lines
Of the grand old mastersa of song;
In their heavier themes that my epirit finds
Btrength, a8 my tranguil mood they prolong.
They hold sweeping power, my mind to Immerss,
Like the tide that engoifs where it flows;
They bear me away on the billowa of verse,
To the land of Peace and Rapose.
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JUBT MURBE.

MIDNIGHT UNDER CALIFORNIA SKIES

I sleep and 1 dream—
That I sail the mea ol deepest blue,
Where all the stars are mirrored true.
And the waning moon is reflected too
From the depths of lts calm still face.
On this gea that touches no cliff or shore,
That has no breakers to rock and roar,
Like a phantom my ship is ealling o'er,
Ap gmoothe ag if gliding through space.

On the deck I reposs in my sieamer chafir
And I feel the touch of the cool night aln
As I view the fafry like scene from thers,
Through the measte of my own fying bark.
Other phantom ships go eaillng by
With never a sound as their way they ply,
And never a messege or a signal Ay,
As they go sesking some distant mart.

Thosa phantom ships are all white or gray,
And they are all safling the self sams way,
Mot one of them lingers or cares to slay

Her speed till the journey's completa.
But my ship {s not palnted white or gray,
And I sall in the oppesite way from they,
Heither do 1 tarry or pause to ERY

One word to that fiylng feet

And now I behold a wreck on the deap—

A frafl little bark that had falled to keep

Paca with the other ships of that flaat
Disappeared from the falrylike acene.

But another great ship met a fate much worse,

When, heedless of danger, she steered her codrse
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Right onto the shores of a rock bound coast;
The sbock startled me out of my dream.

Ah! It wasn't a dream, I was wide awaks,
I was only allowing my fanoy to take
Me salling away In its own wild waka,

On the breast of the midnight breeze.
The sen, in my fancy, was the great blue sky,
The ships, the white clouds that go salllng by,
And my deck chalr, the cot upon which T He

Out under my own fig trees.

The masts of my ship was a giant branch,
The safls were the leaves that toss and dance.
And they appear the part In the caroless glance,
That it pleases my fancy to give,
That rock bound comst was the mother cloud's breasg,
Whera all the little clounds Ay to rest,
Now long before this I koow you have guessed
The land where I've chomen to live.

HEAVENLY GLIMP3ES,

Down deep in the blush of the rose I see
: A picture from another world given,
1 cannot decide juat what it can he,
Tnleas 'tis the sunrize in heaven.

On the petals of the llly thers seems to glaam
The purlty of Immortal things,

Munat he the reflectlon of some heavenly scena,
Perhaps 'tiz of the angels’ wings,

But in a lHttle chlld's smiling, innocent face
Shines a vielon far more falr,

Than In anything else of terresiral grace,
For henoven, ftzalf ix imaged thers,
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LIFE'S GREATEST MOMENTS

Life's greatest moments spent with a friend—

With some dear soul!, whose musing and mediation geem fo
blend

And beat in harmony with those of our own,

As a swaet song and ite melodious chords are oue in tone.

Life's dearest moments spent with g friend—

With some loved one whose sweet companfonship sesma
to lend

lospiration of soul food for mated minds,

Our thoughts move In unigpon, our desires one in kind.

Lita's aweetest momenta spent with a [rlend—

Some loved companlon we've known long since, or then
Perhaps 'tls an erstwhile friend who fesls

This atonement of apirit, and a compact of fellowehip sesls.

Life's choicest moments spent with a friend-—-

Just a day or an hour of swest communion that trenda

To lead upward and onward to & loftler throne

OFf inspiration and thought than we'd reached had we striven
alonea.

Life's greatest moments epent with a friend—

Some ne'r forgotten person whose fellowship will not end

With parting of ways, for we've lived the divine,

And deep impressions of kindred minda are not subject to
gbaence or tima,

TRUTH.

Man, in his unatable building,
Flaces timbers that decay and fall;
Mature in her infinite mercy,

Drapes and shields for the eves of all
Man wanders apart from the pathway
That leads to the perfect and right;

Truth, divine, silently followa
In his wake, and wipes out the blight
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THE CAGED LION.

To and fro, to and fro,
Thore iron bars are but prison walls;

To and fro, to gnd fro,
The great out-doors to his spirit calls,
In hiz solemn, ceanelesa and nervous tread,
He geems to avoid some hidden dread;
He 18 all unmindful of the curious throng,
That views him the whole day long.

T'p and down, ‘round and ‘round,
From this prison he longs to escape;

Up ard down, ‘round and ‘round,
Would that providemce could ope’ the gate.
Can any who look at him fail to ses
That he waes never mesnt for captivity;

In appeasing the restlessness of his soul
Hi= bedy iz paying the toll,

Out in the free, it was his to ba,
Without caution or fear he walkad alona:
Over the bramble, and over the les,
The forest trees were the walla of his home.
And he ruled that home in &ll mejsety,
Nona ever disobaved his excellemey;
For then he waa king of the wonderful wild,
But now he I8 a broken exile,

How §8 it man places a ban
Upon the freedom of the least of this land?
How is it man places s ban,
And defies the work of & mightier hand?
Would that humanity sew no plessure or pease,
Except in the comforts of the greatest or lesst,
Wounld that forever the will of man
Ceased the opposing of nature’s plam,
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DHATH.

With his polsonous wand, Death sweeps the world oo winga
Thet carry him swiftly, and far;

Under hie devantating power all things he brings,
His presence, no reglon can bar.

He torns toward the arid pilaing of the desert wild,
Bome victim falls at his quest;

In the frozen steppem of tha north his hands have dedlled
What pleased his fancy the best.

He s an unwelcome visitor, nome can seek to evade,
He comes at ooon, st night, at morn:

The seas, the valea, hills and mountains are his to invade,
He spots & victim as soon as "tia born.

He darea to lay bends on the most precious things we hold,
He takes a little, he takes our all;

We are powerless to reslst him, he I8 a burglar hold,
We, ourselves, must come &t his call

No llly is too fair and lovely for his deadly clotch,
No flower thet he will not slay;

Mo palm tree s0 high and stately that he will not touch
And spoil it with grim decay.

Yonder hill hald its monument, seemed a gift of time,
From its destroction all would refrain:

Yeot, Death lald his hand e'en, to that graceful pioe,
And the cones never grew agaln

Lo In his ruthleas devastation he dared to touch
Even the brow of the Holy Christ,

The wery earth trembled with awe that he dare] so much,
And for a moment that touch sufced.

Bat it was the propheta of old, who, in thelr w/sdom had

said

"Dissolntion the Christ shall not ses™

They looked and beheld Him—tha Christ was ny dead,
But He livod—and He liveth through starnity



