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UF!':'."'I-' wi vagaband) whe tabe
Chur packs and paddles Sunday

The gaod falk look auwsterely dazin,

Thoueh they may rmile o Menday.

Somre rall ns parars, atherr framps;
The traih they never neiw —

e faithfully attend the Church

Cf Saint Bartholomean,
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DEDICATION

DeEar Harpy Davy:

You and I have gone to Sunt Bartholo-
mew's Church together too often, and shared
the same camp-fire and the zame blanker too
many cold nights for any formal wards to
pass between us, even an the printed papge,
Sa here I will put only the old wish that we
have said so often, and meant so sincerely.
—Here 's Luck!

5. H, B.
The Eggshell,
June z28th, 1ol






SONGS OF
SAINT BARTHOLOMEW

.

Saint Bartholomew s-an-the-Hil!

']'[T:""-'E!

June on the sunoy hills, June

Among the fragrant sedged, June

Trilling with brocks, rickling the children's
feet

VWith her fox-tail grasses,

June with her maulen face!

Ah, the still doy passes

So lngenngly in Junel

l.ike a thread of golden honey

Poured from a silver jar the long hourz drip

Ilere in the sun, dreaming amid the fields,

Hezring the viflage church-bell gravely
ciank,

Secing the black-robed worshippers below
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EONGE OF

Step decorously along the dusty path—
How the sweet amber moment-drops fall

coaxinglyl

And in the grass the harebell nods her head

To us free pagans, saying,

"' Hear to me!

I call you to my preacher!®™ The groined
ranf

©f the rough, gnarled and ancient apple-tree

Spreads its fret-carving cl=ar against the blue,

Here at Saint Bartelmeo's-on-the-Hill:

The lark skips blithely through the tangled
verch,

Lilting remembered scrape of hitanies,

And in the orchard-choir boom the bees.

Hist!

In the dusk of the pines

Was it stir of a keaf?

Was it fight of a frightened bird?

Chr is 1t Syrinx here in the warm wood

Sealen from Pan and his revellers?
Soft!  Softl

Upon yvou, hider!
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