Greed »

Greed! thou heast made of me a slave;
My heart no longer pulse a tender beat;
Thie callous soul of mine no tears 1o lave.
[ worship at @ golden shrine and grest . . .
The gold that Y have fileched throush ot’he?'..%
Where are my tears the solace of the heart?
fmprisoned by the 7nlden bars nf cain which
of zain ‘
Which [ myself have wrought and csnnotpart.

And when T welk no shunshine round me falls;
The canopy of greed hath darkened earth; s;
¥air hesven hath ceased to hear my ehifledcal b
My hopes are ch illed as warrew chilleth mirth
No pity fondles me for ebricken poor.

Whet would I give? My Gold' to hesl myseli

0f this disesse which all my -illne= vore-

My heert is sick ond dull from wicked pelf.

Oh’ eould I drown this eye unused to flow

In tender mush love's measenZers and true!
Phen would I recompense for Agsthle~" woe

wy ich T have done In t4=o an® now revlew.
Methinks Skern vengence knocketh &b Ty door
ind shouts the torture ol my ceptured wealt,’
Nor detn he fail Lo scourde enf neeh, Me Ore,

And moens in scorn - Physiclan heal thyseli.
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Yrost hre rosSese.

Oh weepest not fond Mother-earth
iho change heth bared thy bresst

And withered what thou Zavest birth
When spring time was thy guest.

Thy puleelese breast in eold repoee
Shall nurse next verdent veer
¥hen thou dos=t weke and bid the rose
To shed =weet Virtme's tear.
Then thou'll wesr the bridal veil,
The lendecepe of thy wend,
Thy vernal robe for mount end dale,

Thy truent lover's bond.
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A Baehelor's Lament.

I'd like to know who killed my eat,
I'd like to know the man,

The mice have stoll'n every once of fat

' I had to grease my DPén.

Cho .- 5

Bring back, oh! bring back my tabby to me.
I'd like to know who killed my eat,
I'd like to know the man'

Come back oh‘come back my tabiy to me.

T cannot sleep a wink all night
For the squeak and gnaw of miee;

And they play at pool and snarl emnd bite
And camble briek bat diee.

The wind 2oes howling o'er my bed
For went of window panes,

The thieving rats on putty have fed
Till not a light remains. :

I went one day for my Sunday hat,

But none had I to wear
'Twas & ball of shreds a earded bat

“oft as 2 basy's hair.




THE TREE.

o

“Breathes there a man with soul &o|

dead”
‘Who never spoke to yonder tree,
Nor drank in silence what it said
Beneath ite breathing canopy.

It templed first the pilgrim's prayer,
Under the freedom of the skies;

And stood the bridal of the air
With -sweetly incensed lullabys.

The morning hills at rising sun -~
Breabhe‘g fragrance from its thous-

and trees
When spring and summer blend in
one
To weave and float, the mormng
breeze.

The tees with soft and spul-like[

voice

Doth kiss in agonyv the sod;
It bleeds, where once it did rejoice,
The felled, the ornament of God.

The |solemn pines must weeping
stand
Beneath the vernal liquid sky,
And gaze on that fell Lhuman hand
Which smete and bade their com-
rade die.

“There’s pleasure in the pathless

wood,”
There’s life, there's healing in it3
leaves;
Then squander not what God made
good,

Which sky and earth and man‘

bereaves,

—C. H. Baltzer.

Middleton, March 1, 1921,
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TO NEXT SUMMER

Then, T would wake from thee, sweet
dream,
When winter’s blast and icy dale
Yield to thy sun in throbbing green,
And Distance echoes Winter’s
wail.
And then bedew’d with ether hlue,
I’'ll wander in the fields alone,
To gather jewels as pure as dew
And sip the splendours of  thy
throne.

Fair Queen of the Irieadow and
Love;
Parent of the rose and wingsome
elf,,
Sweet incense thou wadtest ahove
From buds of thy birth and robes

of’ thy self.
Thou clothes the earth in gold and
green,
And thrills W1th music from thy
bird,
. And wash with dew thy flowers that
dream,

Ere slumber of thy Morn is stirr'd,

it

Let Fancy be thy dearest shrine,

When I can clasp no sweeter god;
In fancy kiss the bud divine

To leap in glory from the sod.
I will not fret for L.andscape's death,

Nor weep a tear for withered vine:
For well I know next summer’s

breath

Will hail “the good old summer

time.”

—C. H Baltzer.
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f}postrophe

to the Sun

Great monarch, who can your Kking-
doms number,
That do homage to thy fiery power!

Are not the fires which in mid-earth

slumber
Heirs of thine the same as gentle
: ﬂower%?
Yield not only half thy realm of splen-
dor

To create and re-create here below,

Thinkgst thy other half some help
doth render

In the vaults beyond where thy sun-
beams glow?

‘Tis only a thought like down of a
thistle | blow.

Radiant dispenser of heat and light,
Thou strengthens the weak and
crushes the strong,
Hurls from the globe the sable wings
of night,
Brightens flowers which in the mea-
dows throng,
And yet too great for man to look

upon
‘When enthroned from thy meridian

flight,
Thou destroys the mighty. Life when

begun

Is cradled in warmth from thy lofty |-

height,
Subdued by thy gentle
your dazzling light.

touch from

Fain would I agk, Art thou the source
of - life?
‘Whence comest « the germ-bursting
bud of spring?

This 1is life within nature’s realm of
strife,
Aye more, methinks the birds that
gladly sing

Render praise of song to thefcelestial.
Winter’'s icy fingers vanishdlike dew
At thy command from haunts terres-
trial,
fragrant rose
matchless hue,
Which flaunt their

The and fruit of

toilless. splendors

from thy sources drew.
The seat of life which vaults eternal
gpace,

Controls the hearth the ocean’s
mighty bosom
By diffusing sunbeams or whirlwind’s
trace
‘Which baffles fleeting man’s earthly
wisdom;
Nog less are these devoid which claim
a thot
The river’s ceaseléss flow from this
is fed
By deluge that falls from thy sprink-
ling pot
Placed there
o’erhead,
Of all thy deeds the human tongue
hath never said.

in the heavenly blue

Thy power is great, nor doth man deny

That nature great and small in rill y
or sea

Proclaims thy majesty o’er land and
sky,

Or wherever thy countless kingdoms

be,
Must bow to thy rolling sceptre of fire.

Grand puissant orb the love of
flower

Which lives on sunbeams from its
distant sire f

Bedecked 'in jewels from recent
shower,

Gently falls’ from the clouds as thy
floating tower.

Thou unfurls the bud and clothes. in
gorgilus green
The mountainside in robes of ether
dye,
And fills with song from distant sunset
scene
By birds which hail your new-made
summer sky.
Thus with timely pace in trodden bal-
dric
Bestows thy healing beams like gen-
tle nurse
‘Who watches flight of time with measg-
ured tick
In unison with
perse.
storm or calm thou
earth’s universe.
—C. H. Baltzer.

thee man’s ills dis-

In art king of

.
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Charity, like the hove.,
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etX with i bh listant star,

[

Charity where is thy field of
'Pis here 'tis there , it gleams afar.
S . ¥ :

fis the best of God's attributes

And makes us better than the brutes.

Vhy shaeckle ink or hold thy hand, ,

N7V ‘\ vy 4

O6r speak with tongue when costeth not ©
Dash to the edrth the Jevil's brand
And strive to make abétter lot,
Por him who eraves thy charity
And thus enter eternity.
Pris there 'tis there The Happy Iand
A R Where clothed -in robes of spotless white,
Crowned with jewels the love-made band
To spend Ehernity's delight
With Cherubim around the Throne

ind found through Charity alone.

There is & dearth in human form,
thieh easts a8 shadow before the Light,
searching storm ,

i

burninge sands unyield

forever hide zxs

L{,”Lbk tL
And stand aloof no ort yietd-
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- Mother’s Flag

Music by

Words by
PAUL HEINRICH Dr. CHAS. H: BALTZER
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1. Tell my moth - er when you found me,
2. For she knows I died for Eng - - land,
8. 'Tis the Un - iongJack she gave me,
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; I was bur -ried neath the slain, And my coun-try’s flag was
That I died for Eng - land’s flag; Peace and free-dom is  her
And she bade what-e’er the strife, You must meet your foe - men
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round me, . Crim-soned with my life - blood stain

slo - - gan, - First to hoist the free-man’s flag
brave - - ly - Tho’ you stain it with your life
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Tell her that for her - you kissed me Shed-ding tears up - on my
And I know she will but  proud ly Kiss this em-blem of the
Fell our ban - ner ‘neath  the foe men, Tram-pled by the fren-zied
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she’ll guard it as no
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