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WEST SHORE.

Unto the west, and with ths umber beightates,
Which shisisa likv sapphive on the golden floor,

W know the mistake that our hearts anos had made
Are borna oat on the wiream of the years,

Whaes day is sinkiog in ber dying splendor And the dross ol & love we onee Uieaght to be tree
Upox the threshold of night's desky door, s vow gans, with its doobts aod it fes,
m&h&ﬂﬁmmm?dm. h‘lh‘hm‘.m'“m-”
While geatly uight, with hor tar.jewaled fingors, N s WS BRSNS %
Clases tho eyelid of deperted day. 50 Whis my Smal hath the mend of. you s,
Buses A, Oris. Whan our love is th traset ani best ;
Wo hare learned the saddast of bessuns in life,
While the years have boan drifting swsy :
We realise sow all that lesson hath cost, .
THE HOME OF ART, Anwa stuod hors ut the close of the day,
There in an old postio lypd Tho dark sight of the past hath been fillad with narest,
0f parple vales and violet holghts, Hut the sunlight of moming now breaks,
Whers scnlptors worked and marblo breathed While the glory of hopa tills my lite with ite wine,
And thought took wildest, widest flights. And my wpirit s new parposs takes,
A sen-girt land whoss oryatal airs Hoa, my Jove, the dark elonds trom the monntals sow roll,
Intanieated unawaros And the mist shall soon rise from 1he ses,
Whers mountain gutss fenced ont the world, While tho surrow that clouded my hoart is dispalled
And Lovely tribes immortal grow L the sanshios my soul fiuds ln thee.
Whiere tresdom kiseod the budding sonl Sulem, Ovegun. Ouxvm B, Evonaxn,
And let the light of genivs throngh. —
0, lund of art! O, Lusd of Greooe |
i No. 9. UNDER THE PINES,
Joy und deepair for il mankind, Bofors thve grats i tha Aealig)
Along the tair Pacifie slope On the night when the pear grows ald,
A ohain of woa.kinsed, run-kissed lands— Watehizg the smoks ourl phantom-like
nmmﬂwdu-a-m. Andl the sols tarn to llving gold,
Bright rivem roll o'er golden snde, Tolt and o Pl
Like wmtinale the whits peaks rism hmmd-uotmm
‘That goard thin new world paradiee. chimes,
Desp (v hor vallops guuine walts ml:::" '"n:'«.m;.*
To murse swhils her troplo bleom, pines.
Thist yot shall burst sod bear abevad 1 bave laft musio and danaing,
Tmymartal eyeles of parfume, The sott perfumed, tropiosl sir,
Biorm's helghts, Willumothe's vales, The eye and volows that told me
Thy inland seas and southland sun, *This ross of the mountaioe * s takr,
As tulrer yot shall yot surpasm Onos more | am Holows, dasghter
ON DRI E—— Ot * Ol Ben.” of *the bles bird elsim | *
A Buxny e, 1 hoat iy bog lover saking,
— Wil ross, will you Jove ma Uhi saine
Whea with nthne's nistor
THE CRY OF THE SPIRIT. i suobian o
A i Will my blus bird of the mountaine
“mmwmxw Com Bask 40 the hacae mask souie dap P
Andl baok of Lfe's turmoll thoee Listh Upon our sure-footed ponles,
The infinite ruptre of it - g‘:‘hﬂ gy eanpon wild,
From ovee the moustaine enshadowed -~ 1o gaihar flowsrs,
Thors flushoth the glory of dawn ; In the twilight of apringtimo mild,
Giothsnmana's gatowny bat olsapeth ‘The glant peaks io the gloaming
The way that n Barioar hath gooe. A Bewmedl tonohiog the ekilnlng stam ;
TRn008 cyprem-am baward Th moonlight upon tha pine trem
ml:'o::um'llhudiulm: Turwed thair bnnchos to gulidss bars.
From oros-tipped summits of angaish | asvwernd, with baad uplifind,
Tho pitying Clirist Jooketh down, “ Just we long e the norih star shines,
Wo turn froos the bascls that wrs offarsd 1 will kewp the vows | mads pon :
To thoss Lhat Wa Bover can graep, In the moonlight, undor the pines.
And fuint in our terrible longing B0 1've lnft the dexaling ball room,
For forms that wo never may clap. Deckeod in jawals that brightly gleam
From the arma held out to smbruos i 1a tay dress of pear] whits mitis,
We shrisik with s mosniog, to pray 1 bave coma 1o my room to dream.
For tha pressare of arms that ars folded 1 kneal in the glowing firelight,
Forever and wver nway, An 1 Hiatom 1o paw your ohimes,
" And whinper low the vouws | made
2 oy e 1 the moonlight, undee the pines.
This pamiooats ery of the apirlt, Sam Francisco, Cal(foenia, fimac Hiwwann,
‘Thin waiting for dage undawned ! I
0, tathomlmes ooean of lsaging,
Thot hreakn ou & glittering strand, No. 10, « FAILURE,
Beyomi) whero our thought.-abalie may yuiver,
Tha sboee of s unmen lnad | I’%I ‘l'lrhwdh'ﬂlhlnwim:
It my litw, han ruled it from the atwrt.
!movd?hﬁm.mm Tha twme |hat other ponts gain with sse
Bant ost from our long wlghta of angaish :"‘t""""?‘:"""‘“"‘“
To ek for the barbor of mom. g B g sl ed
Chsncs Sravews WiLaad, A star whiss rectanos ua'er will shine for me !

THE HEART OF MY LOVE.

Thets are muysterios desp that Lis hid in the sinrs,
There are merots that greon hillows koeep,

But not greater than thoeo in a true woman's heart,
Filled willh bowe tha) in holy and deep.

Thers are pages whose writing | pever oan. resd,
o the boart of my love, troe and wwet,

For its secrmin are doep sa thoes of the stars,
Or thoss kid (n the waves st my foad.

Bt the hemrt of wry daling 82 lnst shall nzfold,
In the Hight of & pession Liks mise |

“Tin & besutifol volame § pran so Lo read,
That the kay to the clawp | shall find.

Hlackfoot, Idoko.

And bave | hoped for ten loag yeare In valn !
Woern | no post conld 1 feel sseh pain ?

Mo peet | ust & drenming, foolish gisl.

A uselea shell art thon, no gleaming pearl.

0, world of dreams, whioh I must lre without |
Dear gift of song! How can 1 live snd doubst
That It lo mime ! 'What bs sy life 1o me
Without my dreams ! Hope, it 1 banish thes,
My hanrt will break, Wall, broken hearis bring desth
Andl rest and pencs, instead of troublsd breath,
T 1w of dreama st with my life has grows,
Crass i1, and rewson tottans on ber tirone.
And yot, how oan | horps | anoh effart brings
Bat sdded waight to thess weak wings,

That strive (o sont, and madly bast asel stradn,
With feabls streagth, aguinst sn lron chaln.

Tds O, Warrnom,




