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THE FRIENDLY TREER.
(For the N.Z. Tabletf.}

Dear friendly tree, how kind in sununer's
heat
Thy pleasaut shade, when toiling up the
Lill,
Inn thy oasis, {rom the desert streot,
One stands to rest, to pause, to drink one’s
fill
Of cooler air; a gracious friend in days
OF gorgeous sunshine when the heart s
light
And singg gay meladies of endless mirth,
Unsliadow'd; how the soft
plays
Among thy foliage, through which as hricht
As mermauls’ eyes, the
on earth.

wind

skv peers down

And still upon o rainy day, dost try
To leep ihy faitl and prove thyseli a
friend
To those who, storim-bound, thee descry,

And hasten where thy droaping  houghs

exfend
~Kind  shelier:s Tneath iy green-clothed
arms. one feels

Sceure, and the

fooks ferth, waitmg for
rin
To stay ils wrath; hut ifueh by incoh, i
crawly
The dumpness; in the dreary
steals,
Unweleonse, sellish guesls who farih aeain
The vietim drive amid the rain (hat {alis.

coldves:

Lilee thine, do seem to me all human arms:
I davs of sunshine giving rest. delight,
And soft allurement when no lond alarins
Of strife and turmoil sound; hut of the
night
©With storms tremendous Wlzeken all this way
Of life, what theu?  What then?  Ab?
Then
Doth lx11 mere huinan consolations, o'en
Of truest friead: tis God alone ean lav
Sween consoladion’s halm on souls of men,
He, Whe, Samavitan, hath ever heoen.
Axerny Hasrrxes,

Ao d
anew

CTHE PRIEST.

A the white altar Lie slands,
In Iis vestmends of gold:

He will take Owr Tord in his hands
Like Mary of old.

Bread of the wheat will be braken,
And wine in 2 cun be spilled.
Te will speak as Chreist bath spoken:
They shall e Christ, as He willed.,
Anointed and like the saints, wise
With a wisdom which may nof appear,
He will offer the Sacrifice
Of Calvary lere.

L e e R ]

crisply,

Poetry

He will go out [rom this plaee,
A Mavtha will weleome im
Stitl with that Light on his face
Whicl ler cares cannot din,

He will go forth to the strvicken,
Pastor keeping goad ward :
Graceg and blessines will quicken
From Linm of the Lord.
—1' L W Conxow-Dyerry o the frish Bosney.

MY MORNING THRUSEHL
Halway up the incline
That leads to the ratllway slation
I hear him, old friend of mine,
Bursting with jubilalion.
The meeting is nothing new,

But he seerms as surprised as ever

With his gax What pou?  What you!
What yon?
Well, T never!”

SHere agaim® dlere azmin e Hlore again 2
“Tis a jest that he foves repeating.

But his heart, Tike annie. is fain
OF our regular morning meetiinge,

High from his tree-tap there
His welroming volee 18 ringing,

For whatever the weather, Toil o fair,

e s ~inging,

Such diguid Jov as e spill!
While he sitx on s fefty pereh he
Pours forth his phrases aud trills
With the ease of o Galli-Chred,
lreav Triend, as T pass nlong
Be sure T shsll not Tormet
R0 plensed, so plessed. so

VUlL.
Pleased”” woes
the sone,

“To have mel vou!™”
“Touchaioae,” i the Ty Mail,
DUNCTON 11ILTL

He does not die that can bequeath

some anfluenee to the land he knows,
Or dares. persistent, mlerwreath

Love permanent with the wild hedgerows:
dre, hnd

Ile doex nol st remaing

Substantiate with s darling plains,

The spring’s superh adventure ealls
Fhis dost sthwart the woods o flame:
His houwndary river's seerel falls
Perpotuzte and vepeat Bis name.

ITe rides hiv lovd Oetober sky -

He does not die, He does nat ie.

The heeches know the accustomed head
Which loved them, and a peopled air
Beneath their benediction spread
Comforts {le silenee evervwhere:
IFer pative shosts veturn and these
Perfect the mysteries 1n the drees.

Sa, therefore, thouglh myself e erosst
Tle shuddering of thdat dreadful day
When friend and fire and home are lost,
And even children drawn away—

The passer-by shall hear me still

A bov that sings on Duncton Hill.

~-Himame Benoc, in dn
Madern Verse.

. »
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LOVE NOT ME FOR COMELY GRACE.

Love nwob me for comely grace,
For my pleasing eve or face,
Nor for any outward part,
No. nor for a constant heart:
¥or these may fail or tnrn to ill,
S0 thon and 1 shall xever:
Keow,. therefore, a lme woman's eve,
And Iove me siill Tut know net why—
So hasi thou the same reason still
To doat npon me ever.

— Trom John Wilbve's Second Sel of Madri-

gals, 1609,

SPLENDIDS LONGUM VALEDICO
NITHIN,
Leave me. O Love, which reachest but to
dust.

And thar myv mind, aspire to higher things.

Girow rich in that which never taketh rust:

Whatever bhut  fading  pleasure
hirings.

Draw in thy beams. and hnmble all tly
mieht

Te that sweel voke where lasting freedoms

Fades,

lhe
Which breaks the clouds and opens forth
the Tight
That dolh both shine and give ns sight to
=00,
O 1alke fast hold! let that light be thy guide
1, this small enurse whieh birth draws out
1o denth,
And {hink how evil becometh him to slide
Who seckellh Heaven, and comes of heav-
enly ‘breath.
Then farewell world! thy uttermost I
see:
Tternal Love! maintain thy life in me.
—8r Putuir SipxEY.
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TO RUPERT BROOKY.

fn Sevros of the far Tonian Isles

Thore lHes clernally a dust comeealed-—

An Enelish dust within 1hat foreign field

Whase lips God must have loved, Beyond all
trinle,

Al Lorturing dreawms, disasters. and Defrayals

He sleeps to whose clear gaze Beanty re-
vealed

{or Tustrous eves, to whom she lent her
shicld

Of erace, and eloquence no hate defiles. . .

Mo gleeps with the cleet among the brave- ¥

A polden yonth of Hneage too proud,

Too old, too Fnglish in rescrved disdain

To share the burden of the modern slave,

To siand for peace against the madding
crowd,

Or for Truth’s sake te wear a galling chain!

-~Brext Dow Annxgox in The World To
Morrow.
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