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Selected Poetry

“BEHOLD, YOUR HOUSE IS LEFT.”
How quiet (s the louse across the street—

Bare and neglected till one 'year ago

Two lovers lighted it with hopes aglow,
And mado each inmost nook and corner

sweel,
A nestoof peace, vel wever quite complete.

Young frecs they sel, persuaded shrubs

b grow,

Waorkad joyously till dosk rlescended low,
A nest ol penees ver never gliite complete,
How quiet is the hittle home to-day-—

Upon the wall her eherished rambler. red,
The poupics hlazing, ile nasturtioms gay,

The birds that goaed their nestlings over-

hend
Ave mocking him whose skies are loaden
gray—

Faor she who loved it all is Iying dead.
—Maern Bourguey, in America,
[

THE LITTLE RED CALFE,
The little red ealf
1Por a day wiad o lhalf
Has Dlinked in the light—
His blue eves adaze
In tho buttereup hlaze,
Ho fancies the worlil is one hright—
A worll where a fellow,
Fresh field, groen and yellow,
Whatever bretide,
May snuwele juosafety his mother's wirm
side,

Little brother, I, too,

Once fancied as you;

The werld was one fair

Fresh meadow of flowers,

Tntil the black hours

Burst on me and stripped the mead bare,

0, little rod hrather,

Keep close tn vour mother

Whatever betide

And snuggele as long as you may to Ler side,
—Wirren Grosox, in the Obsereer,
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PIACE,

A Lime swingss ot npon il rusty isges

And years ol denht and yearning follow,
cue by oune,

1 see an old land givl i silver friuges;

Now tearfully  despomlont, and in smilss
Hnou, .

She rears her green shores o'er the voiceful
S 0reag

That tskes Tier o i full and free embrace

Like some clovoted parent in its motion

Caressing this dear ¢hild of more than
matchless graco,

¥

Sad days were hers, almost from the begin-
ning,
Tho' saintly lives wore spent upon her fer-
tile soil:
Ambitiow’s curse her ranks was ever thin-
. NN,

As cvery age cngondered its own juckiess

hroil,
Parthelan, Nemed, Firholg, great De Da-
nann,

Milesian and hold Norman—each her shores
have tried, o

The choiee is God's, when all their lets have
been drawn, .
And peace and justice her ill-fatcd tears have
dried. '
—BEeRxarD Tansgy, in the frish TForld.
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I[N LONDON,
When I Jook out on London's teeming <ireeis
On grim grey houses, and on leaden skics,
My conrvage fails me, and my Tearl grovs
sick,
Aund [ rememher that fair heritage
Barter'd by me for what your London wgives,
This is not Nalure's city: 1 am kin
To whatsoever is of free and wild,
And here I pine between these narrow walls,
And London’s smoke hides all the stars {rom
me,
Light from mine eyes, and [Teaven from iy
heart,

For im an islanidl of those Southern seas

That lie hebind me, guided by the Cross

That Tnoks all night from ont our splendid
skies,

1 know a valley opening to the Fast.

I'here, our by hour, the lazy Ude creeps in

Upen the sands I shall not pace aEnin—

Save in a deeam,—ud, hour by hour, the
tide

Creeps lazily outl, and I hehold it not,

Nor the young moon slow <inking 1o her
rest

Belind the bills;
trees

Climmering i the starlieht s ey aro

Of what has been, and shall be never

No, never more!

nor vel the dead white
whasts

e,

Nor shall T hear agaiu
The wind that rises at the dead of night
Suddenly, and sweeps inward From e sex,

Rustling the tussock. nor the wekay’ wail
Tchoing at evening from the tawny hills,

In that deserted garden that [ lov'd.
Day after day, wmy flowers drop unseen:
And as your Summer slips away in tears,
Spring wakes our lovely Lady of the Bush.
The Kowhai, andd she hustes to wrap herseld
Al in a mantle wronght of living gold;
Then come the birds, who ave lier worship-
pers,
Te hover vound her: tuis swilt of winge,
And bell-hivds flashing sudden in the sum.
Cavolling: ah! what Tnglish nightineale,
Heard in the stillness of a sitmmer eve,
From out the shadow of historie elms,
Sinps sweeter than our Bell-hird of the Bush?
And Spring is here: now the Verounien,
Our Koromike, whitens on the eliff,
The honey-sweet Manula hudy, and bhursts
To bleom, and the divine Convolvulus,
Most fair and frail of all our fovest flowers,
Stars every covert, Tunning riotous,
0O quiet valley, opening to the Rast,
How far from this thy peacefulness am I!
Al me, how far! and far this stream of
L].f(“ .
From thy clear ereels fast falling to the sea!
Yet let me not lament that these ithings are

Iu that lov’d country I shall see no more;
All that has been is mine inviolate,

hd

Lock’d in the secret book of memory,
And though I change, my valley knows no §
change, !
And when I lpok cn  London’s teeming
streets, :
On grim grey houses, and on leaden skies, |
When speech seems but the babble of a crowd
And musie fails me, and my lamp of life
Burns low, and Art, my mistress, turns from
me,— -
Then do T pass beyond the Gate of Dreams
Pk oy Kingdon, walking winconsirained
By wavs Tomiliar under Southern skies;
Noronnrecomyinied s the dear dumb things
Folovsl oree, Tiave their immortality,
There {007 is all Tulilnent of desire:
I s the ealley of my Parvadise
Fodhd awain Jost ideals, dreams loo Tair
For Lastiney there 1 omeel.oney more mine
(AL
Whoam Death has stolen, or Life estranged
from mo:
And thither. with the coming of the dark,
Thou comest. and the night is full of stars,
Doy Wineox, in New Zealand Verse.
w
FORSARNDEN HOMES AXD GRAVES.
These wanuiain wildy that rest so still,
These wantds and wasles so vast and deep,
These ravines round ench rocky hili,
Where lonu-lost cattle ream at will
PDoneath the eagle's ken and sweep,
I7aw fram the setilers’ haunts are foand
[nde vestiges of Tife and death,
Forsoken home and bocial mound
O thoswe vwhaose names still shing, around,
To civeling wilderuess and heath,
Thowe elden -
L

BYe

valls, whose ruing low
net in many a lonely ride,
Deaortod hearths whose fires did glow
With homelicht in the loug ago

By Titree flut wr gully side.

Rownd them the gheen of summer-day
Falls deearisome and desolate ;

Thir shadow Hues of branches stray

O'er waifs of ¢hildhood’s broken play,
Urnivrcclden path and fallen gate,

The notes of wild birds, that slsewhere
Bring lones of gladness, seem to change
To coronunchs of sudness there;
The curlew™ ery upon the aiv
Sawndis like woshriek along the range.
The very <lreariness scems rife
With low awd stealthy undertones,
Feotiall and voice of former life;
Wraith-presences of sire and wife
Al ehiildren eling to wood and stones, .
Some woman's hand did plant and train
That runner by the shattered door,
Which clambered  through the splintered
nane
And pallid turneth out again,
Asif from speetre on the floor.

(nee Lite o'er Death hath made its meoan;
There hath heen sorrow even here;

M one small grave with weeds o’ergrown

A child sleeps in the wild alone,
With only sileuce crooning near. 7

Here the night-zephyr, passing, wings I
At midnight o that she-onk nigh, g

Plaxs, harplike, on its drooping strings,
Aud to its dreary cadence sings

The wildwood's soothing lullaby.
—H. H. BracxzamM, in Australien Bollads.
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