In the little white chamber whare all bs still,
And the roses poep (o st thalr own swest will,
The young wother sits with s ehild at hor braast,
Teadurly trying to lall it (o resd |

Nmpled hands fondlo her bwom of snow,

And wot lipe press kissss—while sho sings low,
* 0, haah thes, darling, and go to slesp,
There's time mongh—time, dearie laft 1o weep |
0, hush theo—hash—" sha eroons, dreamily ~

“ Hush thoe~hush thoe-bush thease! "

Frra Hisaixson,

Ot to the baruyard the [armer goss, 2
Whete the stream steals thro' and sings s it flows;
Woarily plodding with soll.worn fest,

Ho yot tinds something vaguely sweet

1o the low, soft murmur of myrisd froge

And the nolsy weloome of wall-kept hogs |

He oounts them—and one ls away or lost |

Ho qulok in the troagh the food Is tossad,

While the farmer oalls loudly and anxiously,

“ Posoos! Powwo 8! Povooaal”

WEST SHORE. "o |
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Down through the fald in the fading light Over the hill whare the dylug svan

The milkmald goes with her tin pails bright | Lingers a moment whos dag b dene,
Htoope by the spring underneath the pines, And fushos the west with & Rood of light,
And pushes saide the olustering vines, The plowhay goss kn the fragrant night,
Planges them into the babbling pool, Minglog and whistling right merrily,

And holds them, waiting, till drenohed sud sool | For his heart is olean and his soul is free |
Then rises and goos through the long, wet grass, Hwitohing the flowers, and takiog no heed

By the narrow path where the cattle passy, How fur in the distance the hores feed |
(heorily oulling, strong and fres, And thay sidlo sway with s long, slow lope,
" Bo-ook-s! Bo-ook.e! Bo-ook.es" When he oalls "Co'p, Pan! Co'p, B! Co'p! Co'p!”

n,

Out to the orchard the housewile goes,

Whaere the dews fall thiekly on pansy and ross,
(Chiases the ohickons from roost on tha Lress

And Invites them into the coop, (f they plesss |
Counts and recounts them, but oue ls gone,

Hhe searohes the orohard, the gurdan, the lawn;
Kvon in the grase that by deop sod wel,

Hhe looks for the place where * Bpookie ™ has st |
Hattling the wheat, she calls, coaxingly,
“(Ohonokal Chocke! Chuokoal”




