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“A game of chance doth much enhance 
The life of man below. 
Add unto this a riot’s bliss 
And streaming blood’s red flow, 
A dash of fight, a show of might, 
Will add unto the game. 
All summed in one we have this fun 
And hawkeye is its name.” 
baron turned his face to the wall and yielded 

-T. A. H. - 
WINTER 

Through all the vastness of our northern clime 
The Earth, secured by winter’s icy arm 
Is stilled, but haply only for a time,, 
To soon revive with sunshine, bright and warm. 

So all the placid lakes and peaceful streams, 
Which now are moulded firm in crystal clear, 
Reflect the shadows in the sun’s bright beams 
Of all the trees that line their borders near. 

While through the sleepy stillness of the woods, 
The squirrel’s chatter and the bluejay’s call 
Proclaim the happy current of their moods; 
And bring a feeling of content to all. 

And there a lonesome bluebird from its perch, 
Left here to mourn its feathered mate, now dumb; 
Seems but a bit o i  sky in yonder birch, 
A fitting promise of the spring to come. 
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