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1J The. Poet's Reading of the Trees

THE HAWTIHORNE-TREE THE POPLARS

By Siegfried Sassoori By Thcodosia Garrison

Not miuch to me is yonder laxie My poplars are like ladies trim
WhNerc 1 go every day; Escli conscious of her owni estate:
But when there s been a shiower of rain ln costiume somewhiat over-prim,
And hedige,-birds whistle gay. In i anner cordiitlly sedate,
1I know,,, my lad that's out in France Like two old neigbeTs mtet to chat
WiLlh fearsomne things to see Beside my garden. gate.
Would give his eyes for just one glai y ttlyod rsocas
At ourwhite hawthorne-tree. My faty ld heisrta it
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