
FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

But iii the cliorts one voice %was imite,
One smoîoth brow ruflled at 1Frieda's priso;

Two black cyca flaslîed, *as our iaiden tript
Throughi the town on the long briglit stimnier

(lays. -

Unitit, on1 the bland anti balrny air,
Tiiere %vas a whisper of coluînny,

That grew and spreati till it swelled and rolleti
Liko' a rill.fed river that seeks the eea.

Anti the lips tliat hiat haileti otr Frieula quceni,
Now 1101(1 their peace, raid nover a word ;

wliile the welconîe (lied out of eyes once -fond,
So soon as lier blythe yoinin stop %vas heard.

Father and mother liati long been dead;
Anti noNy in tho midst of lier colti, changeti worlcl,

The young hicart drooped like a lily crusheti
Or a tender leaf by the frost-wind curlet

Whierever she went the songs were hiushied,
Speech did but wound lier, andi sîniles deride;

Anti whoere slie lingered the folk passeti by,
Like Levite anti priest, on the other side.

Until lier sorrow andi passion grew
Too grievous and heavy for lier to boat;

Andi sue bent lier stops to a distant place,
Whiero none coulti know lier, andi noue xîeed care

Wliat was the terrible lie that seared,
Witli its scorchiîîg breatit, that trusting lîeart,

Andi none would about iii lier shrinking cars
Tîte cruel and hopeless word IlDepart 1"

Anti lire aIle toiled for lier daily breati;
Andi brooding, inuseti on lier ivrong andi woe,

And froni the depths of a w'ounded soul
Voweti revenge on lier dastard foc.

"Sonie day," she said, I s hall son her again,
Sonie day, some bour, ny turn, will corne;

Andi xy heart and hanti shafl bc hard, nor spare
The malice that drove me fromi love Knd home."

B3ut it ehanced one day that à preache;r passeti
On his îiorthwarti way through the little town,

Andi just outside, on a smnootli, green sward,
With a book in hie hand, ho Bat him down.

And sooni froni the etreets Andi the eountry side,
Men, wives, andi chiltiren came pressing. round;

Thon the preaclier* rose with his grey head bared,
WVhile the eager listeners sat on the ground.

And 'mnong the listeners was one, still young,
NVlîo hiad corne witli a heart, so bitter ant i ardl

Wit ivotinded niemiories, hate, and Nvoe,
That hier very face wvas elianged anti narreti.

Andi now as tlîe preaclier opened hie book,
Slio ivondered blankly iwhat lie wvould -say,

But starteci andi Ilishiet as the clear tones read,
"Vengeance is M.Nine! I 1 vill repay."
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Then, witli a voice grownl llictie aind loiw,
Ile spoke of tlîe mîiglty Nwork of Uni5e

'Who li lovei Ilis own witi à, cliatngeless love,
Anti foir their redenîptiosi a battle wvon.

Nu tînouglits of vengeance wero His on earth,
Thnougli tue world refuseti to greet lier Lord;

Tlnoigl the rieli took consel against Ris life,
Anti tiarneti deaf cars to nis gracions wvord.

No thnotglîts of vengeance wcre Ris, e'en whion.
Deatli's pangs were pierciiig ini tlîro' andi thro';

H is gentle prayer wvas, "lFatier, forgive,
Forgive tlieni, tlîey know iot wlîat, they (In 1"

Andi the precer's eye wore full of tears,
As ho pleatiet on for tlîe Lordls <bar salie;

Till the Spiri t strove witlî Frieda'a soul,
Anti her strieken heart seenîcti like to break.

That very niglit, cre she feli asleep,
She carried to Christ lier grief anti sin,

Andi gave up aIl; andi, renounicing self,
She let tIne lo7ve of tlîe Savionr in.

Tlîe months passed on. ];ut one 8torniy niglit
Frieda was wending lier hineward. way,

Wlîen she0s pied a figure, tattereti, forlorn,
fllown by the winds like ai bark astray.

"&Cliarity 1" shrilleti out the iomneless wvretcli,
Anti stretchèti a treniulous, fieshless lianti

She looketi like death on the shores of life,
Or a -lioet froiin out the forgotten landi.

Andi in that inomént the wan Match nîooxi
Pcered forth froni the eloutis like a tearful oye,

Anti showed to our inaiden the form, though changed],
And the face-of her one great enemy.

A qýick dieep sob she gave, Ms she seized
The poor thin. hanti in her strong young clasp,

Anti lier warin heart miurmnureti, "lNow heaven ht'
praiseti

That vengeance at letgth is in my gmap

She led. the wanderer's !altering stops
To lier lowly dwelIig, and took her in;

Fed aînd warnîed hèr, and soothed her pain,
Anti hearti lier àtory of deep-tiyed smn;

Ileard, and whispered of ilum who canme
To cure the sick, anti the lest to save;

0f pardon anti peace through His dear name
Who tiieti, but rose frora a conqueror's grave.

So, coals of fire with their sacreti hea t,
Were heupeti on the liest now lying lo-i,

Anti froni thiat poor couchi there came, now-born,
Asou], a geni for the MLastor's broiv.

Anti Frieda, blesseti as nover before,
Froni the depths of a satisfied spirit saiti,
"tlank Thce, Lord, that vengeance ivas Thtine
Anti in Thy goodtime Thiou hast repaiti."

. . R. .


