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PREFACE 
"Mignonette" consists of verses and excerpts from 

diary, written by my dear departed sister Mia. Probably 
neither she nor some of our literary relatives would approve 
of printing these, but they are being published, not as 
poetry, but as merry skits dashed off as family incident 
and game suggested, or school paper and presentation com
mittee requested. Moreover, they are not being published 
for the general public, but for an inner circle of under
standing friends, in memory of one of the finest person
alities of our generation. 

The name "Mignonette" for the compilation was sug
gested to me by Estelle M. Hart's pretty poem~ 

INFLUENCE 

Soft, scentless, feathery flowers of blue 
Were in my garden border set; 

Beside them, clothed in tender green, 
Grew the dear fragrant mignonette. 

I plucked a spray of blossoms blue, 
And kept them with me in my room, 

And suddenly I came aware 
Of faint fragrance from their bloom. 

I could not think what it might mean 
That such a fragrance I should get 

From scentless flowers, until I thought
They grew beside the mignonette! 

* * * * * * 
So, haply, from this life of mine 

:'Iiay come a spreading fragrance yet; 
I surely should some grace have caught

I grew beside thee, Mignonette! 

MARGARET FARQUHARSON YALE. 



"Mignonette" 

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER 
My sister's earliest rhyme extant was in answer to a request 

in The Northern Messenger for twenty-four lines on the merits of 
that paper, and was written while still a pupil in Public School. 

The merits of The Northern Messenger, 
And but twenty-four lines allowed, 

In order to get them all into that space, 
I will surely have to crowd. 

Only thirty cents for a paper like that, 
And it's easily understood, 

The stories are short and interesting 
And for all are assuredly good. 

From it we read of noble men 
Who went to foreign lands, 

T o tell the poor heathen of Jesus Christ, 
And were cruelly killed at their hands. 

I t gives us examples of poetry 
Which are very touching and sweet, 

As regards the lessons in cooking, 
For everything there's a recipe. 

In every writing something is put 
To lead us to heaven's door, 

I recommend it to all my friends, 
The Messenger, evermore. 

1 



He looked very hard 
At a card 
Of five beautiful dames, 
And he conned o'er their names 
And thought, as the tears tumbled down 
On his coat, · 

"I'll clear my throat ... 

He sat down to tea 
But only could see 
The five empty seats. 
They had gone, the dear sweets. 
His mother advised him to carve 
Or he'd starve. 

'Twas vain, 
He'd a pain 
'Neath the left of his vest . 
So he went to the street 
Dragging ten pounds of feet, 
Much distressed. 

Sad , sad day. 
Poor Harr-ay! 
But I'm getting gay, 
Which is not like Mi-a, 
And so must away 
For ever and aye. 

JEANNETTE'S CREEK PARTY 

There's a "spree" on to-night 
At the Creek 

An "invite" comes to me, 
Mia, quick! 

Catch the four-twenty train, 
Bring your napsack and brain, 
And your 'breHa, fear of rain 

Hard and thick. 
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There is hope in my heart 
In the town. 

The" invite" I'll accept, 
Hurry down. 

Catch the four-twenty train, 
Take my raincoat and brain 
My umbrella, fear of rain, 

And my gown. 

But as I hurry out 
Through the gate, 

I hear a voice behind me-
"You are late." 

Got my napsack and my brain, 
Got my 'breHa, fear of rain, 
But I didn't catch the train-

That's my fate! 

A HAY DAY 
Composed and written in the Scotch maid 's album in memory 

of the event described, the lad being our cousin, now a missionary 
in China. 

A hay day, a gay day, 
A sun shining bright; 

A good yield, a mown field, 
A-flooded with light. 

A wagon, a driver, 
To guide the team right. 

A sunshade, a Scotch maid 
In quest of a ride. 

A "Whoa," a "Go," 
And field-ward we glide, 

I , in the middle, 
With one on each side. 

A full rack, a sharp crack, 
And homeward we go 

With sunshade and Scotch maid 
And all in a row. 

This hay day's a gay day 
We're part of the show. 
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A cry . for our driver's 
Attention had strayed. 

Mosquito or sand fly, 
Or maybe the maid! 

Tipped over in clover
The ride was delayed. 

My name has the blame, 
But the next time I ride, 

With sweet maid 'neath sunshade, 
And lad at her side, 

I'll manage the team, 
That whatever betide, 
The hay the next day 

On the rack shall abide. 

TO LOTTIE 
Lottie resigned to take a position with the Brass Works. 

They heard of our most able staff 
They sized us up-alas! 
They picked on you-of course they would

The Brass. 

If 'twere for matrimony now, 
We'd let it pass, 
But, Lottie dear, we didn't think 
You'd leave us-us, 

For Brass. 

Congratulations to the firm 
That steals our skilful lass; 
They wisdom have, altho' they showed 

Some Brass. 

To help you to remember us, 
This pin we give en masse, 
You'll please accept, altho' it is 

Not Brass. 
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S. S. WHITE CHRISTMAS 
Here we come, one, two, three, four, five, six, seve 

flocking 
To present, why of course, a Christmas stocking. 

They're painfully limp, but they're soft warm hose 
And we'll guarantee that they'll warm the toes. 

Now if you think it very shocking 
To present a friend with an empty stocking, 

Then here's your chance to show good will 
And out of your pockets the stockings fill. 

Dr. Logie told us, and I'm sure he knows, 
That it's bad for patients to have cold toes. 

They'd do far more good if you filled each pair, 
But at any rate we've done our share. 

So here's to the patients, Hip Hurray! 
May they have warm toes for Christmas Day! 

TO IRENE 
It is a night of mystery, 

This ancient Hallowe'en, 
And we have heard strange whispers 

That they're going .to steal Irene. 

Now if 'tis madcap, goblin, sprite, 
We'll get her back, I ween, 

But fairies have been whispering 
That she's stolen to be a queen. 

So here we are to prove it, 
With a little looking-glass, 

And if she'll only look in it 
I know we'll see him pass. 

And we will follow , follow, 
For it's really very mean, 

For him to steal away, like that, 
Our charming sprite, Irene. 
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TO SARA 
My dear friend, guess who? 
I'm indebted to you 

For timely, kindly suggestion. 
But I've lost my chance quite 
By the terrible blight 

That comes with acute indigestion. 

The sea's not the place 
For a beautiful face, 

And my charms, which you know were real 
fetching, 

Have quite disappeared, 
I am haggard and bleared 

With that cruel, fathomless retching. 

Now if I could find 
A man tha t is blind, 

My voice I would try to control. 
The hiccough I'd check, 
I'd struggle on deck, 

And him hopefully try to cajole. 

But alas! none are blind, 
And those, to my mind, 

Are contrarily clothed in blue; 
But the peer is in grey 
And, though far be the day, 

I shall wait till he flashes in view. 

Yes, I can't see so clear 
The lord, duke and peer, 

Which I vowed to pick up on the way. 
And I fear, on this line, 
It will take all my time 

To rope in the peer in grey. 

So don't rest on your oars, 
For on Canada's shores, 

The lords are more lordly than here. 
Keep your weather eye peeled 
And your look far afield, 

For we're nearing the end of Leap Year. 
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VISIONS IN WEED SMOKE 
"Doors in Scotland are often so poorly constructed that they 

won't shut. "-Toronto Globe. 

The rain comes beating in 
On the floor, 

For I really cannot quite 
Close the door. 

But I rest here in my seat, 
Perpendicular my feet 
In a smoke that's not from peat, 

Heart so sore. 

Rain is pouring with a dart, 
Aberdeen's a sea; 

There's a beating in my heart 
Dearie me! 

Will she ever come again 
From that clear enchanting plain 
Where they have but little rain 

Darling G? 

Strangers swear it's fairy land 
In Canada 

That's the land where people wear 
The Panama. 

Oh, my heart is in a stew! 
What if she should not be true? 
I shall die, that's what I'll do, 

Georgiana. 

But the rain may fall or dash
Jolly! Phew! 

For I know that Georgiana 
Will be true. 

She will come home bright and fat, 
First we'll purchase dog and cat, 
Then we'll occupy a flat 

Just we two. 
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FROM THE BUTTERFLY'S 
STANDPOINT 

Written while attending Summer School at Guelph. 

Once upon an evening, dearie, 
While I flitted bright and cheery 
Over dear familiar milkweeds 
Where I'd often flit before, 
While I contemplated camping 
SUddenly there came a tramping 
As of someone roughly stamping, 
Stamping on a hardwood floor . 

"'Tis a Hereford cow," I muttered, 
"Stamping on the stable floor

Only this and nothing more. " 

Ah! distinctly I remember 
'Twas two months before September, 
And the coun try was affected 
For within two miles or more 
By a parasitic creature, 
Monster limbed and coarse of feature. 
They were humans and would meet you 
If you dared outside your door; 
And I trembled lest the tramping 
Shouldn 't merely be the stamping 
Of the Hereford on the floor . 

Then I heard a little flitter 
"'Tis the hens there in the litter 

Wyandottes with chickens scraping 
Just outside the henhouse door." 
This I said, but ere I said it 
I was gently covered o'er. 
And I cried, " It is the monster! 
Let me out, I do implore, 
Please to show me to the door. " 

Then methought the air grew denser 
And the monster seemed immenser, 
As the bottle's mouth he quickly covered o'er. 

"Wretch," I cried, "uncork the bottle, 
Pull the cork out, I implore!" 
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But he paid me no attention, 
To his friend I heard him mention 
Very coolly, "That's one more,'" 
And his friend cried, "Twenty-four." 

And my body, never flitting, 
Still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pin just where he put me, 
Right behind the moth before. 
I am "Monarch" by my label, 
But I'd sooner far be able 
Just to flit and glide and flutter 
In the milkweeds I adore, 
Flit and flutter evermore. 

DIARY 
School Section No.5, Chatham Township. 

Almost two years have I spent at the noble 
pedagogic occupation in this secluded corner, 
"obscure and unobserved," and yet I must ere the 
age of dotage sets in when recalling powers weaken 
and vision dims, record the ups and downs involved in 
such a lengthy period at such an occupation. 

Scene I-First morning, eight-thirty o'clock, busy 
at blackboard work, a crowd of heroes bold stalk 
noisily into the entry. I am absorbed (apparently) in 
my work. Stamping commences. I am totally 
oblivious. Remarks are made, such as "Ain't she 
short?" "Guess we're busy," and a sonorous voice 
strikes up, "My Cree 0 Bell, I love you well. " The 
chalk runs on the board at a two-forty gait. I am 
contemplating. A handful of peas is rolled from the 
entry to the front. I turn. I walk slowly to the 
door. Only the corner around which they tumbled is 
visible. Two youthful innocents of five or six years 
stand ground. The valiant have disappeared. I say 
in impressive tones, "So these are the boys of School 
Section No. 5." 

Scene 2-George B. has brought to school a 
printing press on a small scale. The day is stormy. 
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The greater part of noon hour has been occupied in 
stamping books, rulers, etc., with the respective 
names of owners. A second-part boy looks over the 
shoulder of a senior, and laboriously spells aloud 
"M.L.F." Now what does this stand for? My ear, 
sensitive to that familiar combination, suspects 
unprivileged freedom has been taken with it. In the 
afternoon I see on the margin of Harry's arithmetic, 
my name stamped. I say quite indifferently, taking 
up the arithmetic as I pass, "Oh, this is my book, 
Harry." Harry says, "Please, teacher, no, it's 
mine." "Oh, yes, it is, Harry, my name is on it," 
and I lay it on my desk. Then I ask all those who 
stamped my name on anything to rise. Two other 
boys rise. I ask them to bring forward what they 
have stamped. Lloyd brings a ruler, Archie a 
geography. I thank in a good-natured way the boys 
for their gifts, telling them that the presentation is so 
unexpected that I really found it hard to express the 
thanks I would have liked to express. Later Harry 
says he needs his arithmetic. I offer him the loan of 
mine, and tell him to copy the questions out and 
return to me. He does so, and I notice that the 
stamping has been carefully erased. I tell him, "I 
see I have no further claim on this," and give it to 
him. A forgiving speech follows with a warning 
against any liberties in the future being taken. 
Archie, in the course of a few days, with a muddy 
stick labels something with the forbidden lettering. 
A severe castigation follows, after which the "M.L.F." 
is allowed to rest in peace. 

Country teaching ended for her when she joined the 
staff of McKeough School, in the city, where she remained 
until her engagement and marriage to the Chairman of the 
Board of Education. A toast to its principal, and verses 
to some of its teachers on leaving, follow: 

So here's to the tot with the long, knobby legs, 
And her mate with the smooth brushed hair, 
And here's to the wrestling tousled head, 
And the lass with superior air; 
And here's to the half-grown, giggly girls, 
And the boys with bat and ball, 
To the reckless bunch on the giant-stride, 
And the teachers, here's to them all. 
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Here's to the teachers, the high-minded teachers, 
Alert and with eyes aglow, 
Who transform Bob and Ben into excellent men, 
Yes, whether they will or no. 

And here's to Miss A., unexcelled principal, 
Teacher, adviser and friend, 
Source of esprit de corps wonderful, 
Steady and keen to the end . 

Drink with me, then, to the scholars and teachers, 
Drink deep to Miss A. too, 

"Here's tae us, wha's like us," 
There's no school to equal us, 
Then drink, drink, drink to McKeough. 

TO ROSE 
Gifted with beauty and grace, 

Rose with the eyes so blue. 
We miss your sunny face 

We're longing already for you. 

The space that you left is filled 
Your work is done by four. 

But the space in our hearts could not 
be filled, 

If they sent a hundred more. 

You need but the gold of your hair; 
For gems, the light of your eye. 

We want you to think of us, dear, 
But we didn't know what to buy. 

We wish you joy and success 
In the new path that you walk 

But begrudge you sore to Uncle Sam, 
Our flower of the flock. 

So, Rose, with heaps of love 
Accept this billet doux, 

Procure some trifle lest you forget 
The girls of old McKeough. 
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JOE 
The next selection was written for an old maids' party in our 

home, in honour of cousin Tibbie, all being in the teen age or early 
twenties. Each guest was asked to bring a photogra ph of her 
old flame, and give an account of her ancient romance. Of 
course, old-fashioned pictures from family albums were requisi
tioned, one girl (Sara) bringing hers in a huge hat box, which she 
kept near her and lovingly opened at intervals! Mia wore her 
hundred-year-old heirloom silk dress for the occasion, and all 
dressed in old fashion-fin gerless mitts, long ringlets , etc. 

My beau was Joe, 
What though 
He was slow? 
He was Joe, 
My beau. 

Joe sick, 
Doc. quick. 
Great pain, 
Doc. again. 
Gave dope, 
No hope. 
Not wed, 
Joe dead. 

Grand name, 
Stout frame, 
Red hair, 
Proud heir. 
Snub nose, 
Long toes, 
I suppose, 
Ah me! 
Couldn't see! 

From crown 
Straight down 
Complete 
So sweet. 
We sat 
Like that 
My crown 
Laid down 
On Joe, 
My beau. 

Thirty years 
In tears. 
Old maid 
I'm afraid. 
Time long, 
Love strong. 
Joe yet, 
You bet. 

FROM DIARY 
Electric man, around to test meter; took it out, 

remarking that we might burn as much as we liked. 
I accordingly put on two lights in the dining-room, 
but Fa ther quietly reduced it to its usual. 

Father passed my open door, when I was exercising 
flat on the floor, face down, and remarked, "Are you 
at your devotions, Mia? That's somewhat on the 
Orien tal plan. " 

Hot porridge elicited this story from Father. 
"Here comes my wife wi' my porridge. If it's too 
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TO IRVA 
Can't you see the dining-room 

Aglitter and aglow! 
The buffet with the candlesticks 

The table set just so. 
Irva beaming at the head 

And Herron at the toe. 

He carves and Irva daintily 
Proceeds to pour the tea, 

Using the little yellow cups 
Which now presented be, 

By Ada, Ella, Beatrice, 
June, Mia and Marie. 

And some fine day when fortune smiles 
We'll take a tour-may be, 

The janitor and all the staff-
To see New York, and thee. 

To drink your health and stay with you 
A month, or two, or three. 

TO IRVA-FROM WHOLE STAFF 
Now that old McKeough piano, 

Why. some notes were off the key, 
And the tone was harsh and tinny, 

But when Irva played it, Gee! 
You 'd have thought that Paderewski 

Or tha t Bach, or Wagner played, 
So inspiring, captivating, 

Was the melody she made. 
And the rows and rows of villains 

Mischievous, unruly , crude, 
Stood erect and sang like angels. 

Why? Irva's playing was so good. 
So we bestow this box which jingles 

In appreciation of your skill 
Make it with your magic fingers 

Play whatever tune you will. 
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TO THE BOARD OF EDUCATION 
Written after the Board of Education passed a resolution 

forbidding teachers to engage in any other employment than 
teaching. The prophecy of the next to last verse was fulfilled 
when the" Nell" of the next verses resigned; but what was loss 
to the teaching profession was great gain for the nursing one. 

Chatham, August, nineteen-nine, 
Dear Board of Education, 

Re the mandate passed regarding 
Teachers' occupation. 

Problems follow in the wake 
Of injustice done, 

And consequence falls not alone 
On the guilty one. 

Taxes will be up in G, 
More pay they will demand; 

Three Hundred Dollars rather shy 
To bind them foot and hand. 

One gets her board, and helps at home 
A second chooses rather 

To take more healthful outside work 
And pay her board to Father. 

Now, gentlemen, have you the right 
To dictate which she'll do? 

The one that helps (to save her board) 
Is she not earning too? 

And if you pass an unjust law 
They may turn the law on you, 

They can very soon assist you 
In reducing what they do! 

They clearly can refrain from work 
Until eight-forty-five, 

And the aforesaid work which often 
Has continued on to five. 

They'll stop at four and nevermore 
With reckless consecration 

Will time be spent as heretofore 
In careful preparation. 
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And that big roll of papers 
Of which they are so fond 

They'll tackle during hours
'Tisn't mentioned in the bond! 

And have you never ·heard it said, 
If work you wish well done, 

Apply not to an idle man-
The busy man's the one. 

Why, progression's at a discount! 
So is aspiration! 

You ignore the power and strength 
That come through perspiration! 

Dissipate till four A.M. 
Drink, carouse and booze, 

Vegetate and rot-don't work, 
Or your job you'll lose. 

Gentlemen, I think you'll find 
That better far 'twould be 

To judge work done from nine to four, 
Not work done after tea! 

And if the work he does is poor, 
Dismiss whoe'er he be, 

And never stop to ask him 
If he's working after tea. 

But if the work he does is good, 
What reason can there be, 

To squash him 'cause he's spunk enough 
To work some after tea. 

The best of them will leave us 
If the Board thus misbehaves, 

For worthy Britons, as you know, 
They never will be slaves. 

And unambitious, worthless drones 
Will fill their place, you'll see; 

And I have little ones at school, 
And that's what's biting me. 
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TO BEULAH 
We love your size, we love your eyes, 

We love your heart so true. 
Don't think that he's the only one, 

We're all in love with you. 

So when you're calmly nibbling breakfast 
At a table set for two, 

Think of us who hurry-skurry, 
Getting ready for McKeough. 

And as with dainty cap and broom 
You sweep what isn't there, 

Will you see the pail and brushes 
And the colonel on the stair? 

And when the kettle's singing 
And the meat is on to stew, 

Just recall the hungry faces 
On the hall bench at McKeough. 

And as you swing the masher, 
And the 'tatoes look like snow, 

Won't you see the music baton, 
And the faces row on row! 

We wish you joy and happiness 
We know that he'll be true, 

But take this little souvenir 
Lest you forget McKeough. 

For he is not the only one
We're all in love with you. 

TO NELL 
Ting-a-ling, dong bell, 
Twelve o'clock, Dear Nell, 
If this wee note which we enclose 

Were proportioned to our love 
'Twould be made out for thousands, 

Yea millions, and above. 
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We'd send an automobile 
And jewels rich and rare 

We'd present you with a city block 
And a regal coach and pair. 

We'd send a modern aeroplane, 
The envy of the nation, 

But-well you see we're handicapped 
By our Board of Education. 

So we send our choicest, dearest love 
And a gift for fear that you 

'Twixt millionaires and doctors 
Should forget dear old McKeough. 

Lest you forget the butter crocks, 
The smell of gasoline, 

The subtle perfume of salmon cans, 
The rabble cry" Ice Cream." 

The cracker smell at luncheon, 
The slates you scratched at noons, 

The cut of Jimmie's" trousahs," 
The woolly-headed coons. 

Lest you forget John's twinkling eye 
And Thelma's haughty mien 

And the old familiar duster 
Ably switched by Mr. Green. 

Lest you forget the pedagogues 
On dear old Forest Street 

The-Law! that's the second bell 
I hear the tramp of feet. 

P.S. If luck lay at your feet 
Twelve millionaire bachelors true, 

Having taken your pick, please, Nell, 
Commend your friends at McKeough. 

Then came a May time that was marked by drives with one 
who "measures up in religion, politics, outlook, everything," 
but the diary, always sketchy, is more so at this juncture! 
There was a proposal, and a refusal, evidently not from any 
doubts about him, but about herself. 
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Up in the hills was a clear little pool 
Fed by a stream so small 

That it wasn't sure that its outflowing drops 
Reached the ocean at all. 

The ocean, strong and big and pure, 
Called to the little pool, 

But it couldn't go, for it didn't know 
If ever it would be full. 

Seaward, seaward blew the wind, 
No sound came from the main, 

But the little stream to a torrent grew, 
And the pool was filled before it knew 

With waters it couldn't restrain. 
So down it tumbled with never a fear 

That the ocean changed would be 
For the heavens had filled it brimming full 

And sent it out to the sea. 

My heart after many a day o'erflows, 
No sound comes from the sea, 

Ah! dare I trust that it will not change 
That it still wiII welcome me? 

But if through changes that God has wrought 
The sea should respond not again, 

I'll tunnel a way to the other slope 
And water the smiling plain. 

And joyfully flow, for strong is the Power 
That turns our loss to gain. 

Anyway, the understanding suitor gave 'her another chance, 
and on October 29th she was presented with a beautiful diamond 
ring which produced the following gem with no other title than 
the memorable date: 

OCT. 29,19-

As gem absorbs the lustrous light 
The sun sheds full and free 

And sends it back in sparkling rays, 
My heart responds to thee. 

And so, this precious little gem 
Most precious is to me, 

For in its depths I see your love, 
And my response to thee. 
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Wedding bells rang for them on December 28th, and the 
diary at intervals t hereafter shows how happily the matrimonial 
ship sailed. 

For some party in her new home, she composed fortunes for 
about twenty guests, a few of which follow, number one being 
retained for herself. 

1. I'm sorry for all you girls, 
For a lthough the men are thick, 

You have only a choice of what is left, 
For I have taken the pick. 

2. Why did you say no, 
Your heart didn't want you to, 

When he comes again, say" yes, yes, yes, " 
He's the only one for you. 

3. Get your green box ready, 
For he 's not far away; 

You'll be late if you're not ready 
For the first of May. 

4. He has a good head but he's rather shy
He'll tell you his story by and by. 

5. A ship ! a ship! you sure will go, 
And when on board will meet your beau. 

6. Curly hair and eyes of blue, 
My dea r, beware, he's after you. 

FATHER'S 86TH BIRTHDAY 
He picked us up because we cried, 
And soh-me-doh to us replied, 
And walked to make the tears subside. 

He danced with us when we were cold, 
And clapped his hands to make us bold, 
And said" toots toots," but didn't scold. 
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He played with us pump-pull-away, 
Lined us for drill at close of day, 
But ere we slept, did with us pray. 

He laboured hard, did little earn, 
Denied himself to let us learn, 
And looked for nothing in return. 

In fact he's just the dearest Dad 
That any family ever had. 
We hope we'll never make him sad. 

He's eighty-six years young to-day, 
But if he live long as Methusalay 
We never never can repay 

OUR DAD. 

FATHER'S 88TH BIRTHDAY 
Congratulations to you, Dad, 

And blessings on your pate; 
There aren't very many now 

That live to eighty-eight. 

Your happy face, your heart so young, 
Your energetic gait, 

Are quite unusual in a man 
That's lived to eighty-eight. 

We wish you many happy years, 
And lovingly we wait 

To minister to any want 
You have at eighty-eight. 

But 'tisn't years that make us old, 
Not if the soul is great; 

You're surely young and fair to all, 
Though you are eighty-eight. 
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DIAMOND ANNIVERSARY 
To Father's cousin, Mr. John Fletcher, and Mrs. Fletcher, on 

the occasion of their Diamond Anniversary. 

His youthful eyes scanned Morven's height, 
She played along the Don, 

And many a happy mile since then 
They two have travelled on. 

A gallant groom and bonnie bride 
They crossed the wide, wide sea 

With happy thoughts of what had been 
And hopes for what would be. 

They battled hard with trees and stumps 
Mosquitoes, swamps and heat, 

But brave of heart and strong of arm 
They toiled and scorned defeat. 

Responsive to a neighbour's joy 
Or sorrow, gladly they 

Now passed the night watch with the sick 
Now joined in mirth some play, 

Or quilting, log, or raising bees. 
They knew not how to shirk, 

In life and service they inspired 
The Sunday School and Kirk. 

Though eight dear bairnies claimed their care. 
Their big hearts welcomed more 

And nary a hairn without a piece 
Was known to leave their door. 

The expectan t toddlers followed her 
To get the milk-house butter, 

I see it yet, the rich blue jam 
That set my heart aflutter. 

Their children's children's children join 
To honour them to-day, 

And friends are met to wish them joy
God bless them all the way. 
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YOU 
It's not your laughing eyes of blue, 
Nor yet your lips of cherry hue, 
It's not your fluffy hair of gold, 
Nor clothes, for clothes are bought and sold. 
But at the heart of you, is you-
The soul of what you say and do, 
Not eyes, nor lips, nor clothes, nor hair, 
It's what you are we love, my dear. 

DIARY 
September-Saturday-Called around at Father's 

this morning, entering with empty garbage tin at back 
door. When leaving, Father invited me to go out at 
the front. I informed him that my shoes were not 
very clean, whereat he said, "Her very dust to them 
is dear. " I went out at the front! 

Father, on rising, thought the 'day was Sunday, 
and said at breakfast he was like the lazy Highland 
farm hand who said, "I like a weety day, and a dry, 
and ilka morn the Sabbath. " 

Jean (the maid) said to Father, "You must hurry 
up and get better. " 

Father-"The doctor doesn't want me to hurry." 

Father (receiving lemonade from Jean)-"Have 
you a glass for yourself?" 

J ean-" Yes. " 
1-" Have you?" 
Jean-"No, but if I said so, he'd not take his." 

Excerpt from Uncle William's letter to Charlie 
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hot, I'll have a row wi' her, and if it's too cold, I'll 
have a row wi' her, and I'll have a row wi' her 
anyway. " 

Porridge a little singed, or "sung" as the Scotch 
say. Father remarked in a good-humoured way, 
"The porridge is musical this morning." 

Mother, after breakfast, going out to the garden 
to get some vegetables, says, "I'm sorry to leave 
before Pa goes (to work). Give him my love." 

Phrases from Father's prayers at morning or evening 
worship appear, a few of which follow: 

"Thou guidest the mote as well as the planet in its 
course. . . . Let the process be what it will, we 
would be made like Thee. . . . We have not 
been obedient to the heavenly vision, and we have 
reaped, in our own being, the ruin that comes by 
disobedience. Teach us to know our pos
sibilities in Thy hand. Give us a divine enthusiasm 
for Thee.. Help us to walk before Thee in 
newness of life. . . . Grant us Thy presence that 
we may know Thy rest in the activities of service. 
. . . Bless us, not selfishly, but that we may be a 
blessing. . . . Humbling Thyself to manifest 
Thyself in the little sphere of space and time. " 

A Turk, Mr. J. K., who was a missionary in Persia, 
called at noon. Father invited him to dinner, and 
dingy and foreign as he was, invited him back while 
he was in town. He took advantage of the invita
tion. He was with us several days collecting for his 
cause, and one night announced his intention of 
leaving on the three o'clock A.M. train for London. 
Father insisted on him going to bed, and took the 
alarm clock to arouse him at the night time. We 
girls were sleeping on the balcony, and at two-thirty 
A.M. I heard steps down the verandah, and was 
annoyed to hear Father's footsteps following. As 
they turned from the house, I heard Father say in a 
kind voice, "Let me have your valise, Mr. K." 
Father returned an hour later to resume his rest. 
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after Father's death, Jan. 20, 1936, aged eighty-nine 
and a half years: 

"May you live out the days of the years of your 
sire, and leave the fragrance of a spirit as excellent 
and delightful. We got the word of your father's 
death by the same phone message that announced the 
king's death. Thus the king and the kingly depart 
together. " 
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DIARY 
April l.-"You're not getting up this morning, 

girlies. Did you hear the racket last night?" said 
Father. 

Mia-" No, what was it?" 
Father-"Oh, then you'll be the April fool?" 
Vida (like an Irishman)-" I heard it, Father!" 

M other (to Father standing in the door)-' , You're 
just blocking the passage. " 

Father-"Well, it couldn't be filled with anything 
better, could it?" 

M other-" Y es-I wan t to get through. " 

Father, away at Newbury, half expected back 
to-night. A big tea-leaf in Mother's cup. 

Mother-" It'll be Pa. No, it's crooked. It's 
not he." 

Mother, reproving Father for being late (two 
second;s) for breakfast. I remarked, "The new 
woman is asserting herself. " 

Mother-"The new man is not exerting himself." 

(Father mentioned in the papers for speech at 
Rotary Club, and I for some minor performance.) 

Mother-"You seem to be all becoming famous, 
but me. I wonder what I can get in for. " 

Father--" You'll have to 'Shoot a shentleman for 
yourself. ,,, The story was that some humble Scot 
was sporting a grand watch which he had taken from 
the body of one of the English gentry that he had 
shot in a skirmish, and a brother Scot was coveting 
the prize and got that answer. 

Father tells his dream in the morning-a vision of 
an immense sphere uplifted by flimsy strips of paper, 
and the idea brought in upon him strongly, that it is 
the small weak things that count in God's kingdom, 
that the whole kingdom is supported by the small 
deeds and acts in life. 

Another dream. Great noise, confusion, worry, 
turmoil. Jesus appeared-all quiet, calm, peaceful 
rest. Father tried to explain. Jesus with infinite 
compassion and love and sympathy, said, before he 
had a chance to speak, ' , Yes, I understand all about 
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it." Father happy and satisfied. He still finds 
comfort and peace in the recollection of it. 

Mr. S., of Winnipeg, called and met Mother for 
the first time. When leaving he forgot to say good
bye to Mother. Mother said, "You didn't say 
good-bye to me." A very gallant man, he begged 
pardon, and stooped and kissed her. Mother 
(coquettishly)-" I'm glad you forgot." 

"POETRY" 
The following was written during the game of "Poetry," 

in which each player is given a question to answer and a word to 
incorporate, in his rhyme. George, a guest, was a science student 
home for Christmas holidays, and he had been telling us of 
reading that very young babies had little feeling for pin pricks, 
etc., but had such a good grip that they could almost bear their 
own weight. He was just a newly-made uncle, but said that 
Daddy Bill wouldn' t allow him to tryout these theories! 

Allotted word-Jerusalem. 
Question, "What did Santa bring you?" 

Who came to visit me one day 
When in my little bed I lay, 
And gave me "sass" that was too gay? 

Not Santa-Uncle George. 

When pain and sickness made pa cry, 
And rna was busy with her pie, 
Who rocked and watched me with one eye? 

Not Santa-Uncle GeQrge. 

Who wished to give me Christmas cake 
And hallooed loud to see me shake, 
And would on me experiments make? 

Not Santa-Uncle George. 

Ah me! the abuse I've had to bear! 
But if Ma manage me to spare 
From pins and hangings in mid air, 
I hope I'll pay with torture rare 

Old Uncle George. 

"But what did Santa give to you?" 
Jerusalem! I'm in a stew! 
He brought to town one thing I rue , 

My Uncle George. 
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PELEE ISLAND GIRLS' CAMP 
There's mud upon my bedding, 

And there's spiders on my bed; 
My toes project beyond my cot, 

And the flies buzz round my head. 

My trundle bed is hard as stone, 
And my neighbours make a din, 

But I sleep like Rip Van Winkle 
Till the rising bells begin. 

The North Wind's chill and cruel, 
And my suit is skimp and thin; 

The water's cold and angry, 
And my heart is faint within. 

My soap is rough and sandy, 
And my towel rather gray, 

And my toothbrush and my wash-cloth 
Long since were washed away. 

But oh! the joy of plunging 
I can' t to you declare, 

Spite of mud between my "piggies," 
And seaweed in my hair. 

My spoon and knife have disappeared, 
My cup is undersize, 

My dishes smell of fishes , 
And there's flies, and flies, and flies. 

Our tablecloth is minus 
And the hens sit at the table, 

But we ea t, like Dr. Johnson, 
Rather more than we are able. 

We have to do fatigue work, 
And we're kept within our bounds; 

We must live up to schedule 
And refrain from midnight sounds. 
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We can't go promenading 
With attractive Island swains, 

Or the search-light finds our corner out 
With quite unnecessary pains. 

But Pelee Camp, we love it, 
Our Directress is a queen. 

Three lusty cheers for Pelee Camp, 
The best that's ever been. 

THE CHARGE OF THE 
LIGHT BRIGADE 
(With apologies to Tennyson) 

Written while at Normal School, Ottawa, and printed in the 
students' paper. 

Half a mile, half a mile, 
Half a mile onward, 
All on the c.P.R. 

Rode the One Hundred. 
Forward the conductor sped, 

"Change at Smith's Falls," he said, 
Into the Capital rode the One Hundred. 

Strangers to right of them, 
Strangers to left of them, 
Strangers in front of them 

Crowded unnumbered. 
Stormed at by gong and bell, 
Boldly they strode and-well, 
Into the Hall of Lore, 
Into the room pellmell, 

Stalked the One Hundred. 

Stood all with heads in air, 
Stood they, the dark and fair, 
Holding their pencils there 
While of the papers, all-

All of them wondered. 
Plunged in the language arts 
Right through the hardest parts, 

Hinsdale and Parkman. 
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Reeled from the nervous stroke, 
For dinner they sundered. 

Then they came back, they all
All the One Hundred. 

Straightway the rules were made: 
Was there a girl dismayed? 
No, though the gentlemen thought 

Someone had blundered. 
Theirs not to make reply, 
Theirs not to reason why, 
Theirs to stay home and cry, 
Down to their Normal work 

Went the One Hundred. 

When can Ottawa's glory fade? 
Toronto is in the shade, 
Our choice was wisely made 

No one here blundered. 
Honour the country round, 
Honour the school we've found, 
Honour the staff renowned, 

A\1 ye One Hundred. 

THE SONG OF THE WORK 
(Wi th apologies to Thomas Hood) 

Maiden Hood , born 18- , still living. .. The Song of th~ 
Work" was written with the hope of arousing an interest in the 
sufferings of the Normalites and of leading to some amelioration 
of their condition . 

With fingers weary and worn, 
With eyelids heavy and red, 
The hundred sat with bended back 
Long after their time for bed. 

Daub, daub, daub, 
In ye\1ow and blue and green, 

Till the joints are stiff and the hands tattooed 
And the painting not fit to be seen. 
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Doh, me, soh, 
All on the selfsame tone, 
And ray, fah, lah, 
Till it dies away in a moan. 

Taa, and Taa-tai, and tai 
Tai, and Taa-tai and taa, 

Till the voice is weak and the song nigh dead, 
And it ends with a wail on lah. 

Fold, fold, fold, 
In red and blue and white, 
And paste, paste, paste, 
Till twelve o'clock at night. 

Square and angle and cross, 
Cross and angle and square, 

Till the student is angular, blue and cross, 
And the eyes are fixed in a stare. 

With fingers weary and worn 
With eyelids heavy and red, 
The hundred sat with bended back 
Long after their time for bed. 

Work, work, work, 
In weariness, wonder and pain, 

And still with voices of dolorous pitch, 
With elbows down and eyes on "Fitch," 
Each fell to cramming his brain. 

A GLIMPSE INTO A SAD FUTURE 

Five Normalite girls, of whom my sister and I were two, 
boarded at .. Harry's, II and left a photograph of the five of us. 

He sat all alone 
Like a stone. 
No motion was there 
Save that of a tear 
As it sped down his cheek to his chin. 
He looked thin. 
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