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'T w.is till- evo bi'lbro Ctiiistiims, wIhmi nil tluo' the In

N..t I iTiMUiii' was rdiriiii,', nut I'Vi'ji ii riiuiiii',

Ixcciiliii;,' llini- (MTsiin-t, with Ihi'ir cuMcli'aHi oun vvliofl, 'l^t'fit
Ititcudin:,'. ot' ciiiirsf, lliu liu'lll l>''ll to "li';il

;

Wild, Willi rc)iilslr|is i|iijli> iioi-iclf^^s, rr<'|)t up I'iUbiiry'ij laiiu,

Ari'DiiiiilihliiMJ tlicir |iiii|>om', .mil (ri'pt hick iiiiiiii ;

And Ihiiii lliiit il ly to llii^, the ciiinpil.T Indicvcn,

The bell has beoii nii»^iiit{, uiiU ho have tlu: tliiuvori.

And now, lest it miiy bu s:iiil of llio cuuipiliT, as uf llciiii', tho
autiqiiury,

'To fiitiiii' 11 ;ps iriiy tliy diiJiiPHS Inst,

A.I tlioii iiiL'oorv'si tlio iliiliic,:! ot' tlie piist,"

I pIoso niy Ixxtk u'itli llu- Colli. wiip^ ln'imlirtil linos of poetry, i.,' tiiiss

lliiiuiiih (loiild, (•onccniin;j: tlio nui^niiticcMf olui Irco, now stiuitlin.u- in
I'lirkcr slroet, hcfom flio lioii.so ol" Mr. Uiclninl .l:ii|iii'.s, wlii^'li wuh
lran.si)liuiti;d mul &ct ont by his orundfuiht'r, Mr. llicliiinl .laiinos, in 17 i:j.

Tin; OLD i;lm or xkwhury.

Did it i.'vcr fiirni' in vour way to p;i.ss

Till' silvi-ry pond vvilli its lii"ii;;i( of :,'rim.

Ami! tliri-'adiii:,' tin' lain" liard by to snc
Thu veloraii Kliii ol' Newbury /

Yon saw how its roots had ijraspcil the ground,
As if it had I'olt the iMith wi-nt round.
And I'astfnod tln'tii down with dcloriiiinod will
To ki'op it .^ti'aiiy, and hold it .still.

Its a;;i'd trunk, .so .stately and stroll!,',

lias braved the blasts, as they've rushed aionir.

Its head has towered and its arms have sfireud
While tnoro than a hiinilied yoars have fled.

'VV'ell, that old I'.lni. that is now so yrand,
Was onco ii twii; in the rustic baud
Of a yoiilhl'ul peasant, who went one night
To visit his love by the tender liilht

Of the iiiode.st moon and her twinkling host,
'While the .star, that liithleil his bosom most,
And g.ive to his lonely li^et their spi'cd,

Abode in a rotla;,'i.' beyond tho iTiead.

'Twas the peaceful close of a summer's day,
lis glorious orb had p,is>ed away.
Tho toil of the held, till the morn, had ceased
For a season of lest to man and beast.

The moth' '.ad silenced tho huiriming wheel
The father relurued for the evening meal,
Tlie tlianks of one. who bad chosen the part
Ol' iho ))oor in spirit, ihi! rich ill he.iit,

Who having the soul's grand panacea.
Feel all is added that's needful here.

And know this truth of the human breast,
That wanting little is being blest.

Tho good old man in his chair reclined

At a humble door with a peaceful mind
While the drops of his sun-burnt brow wore dried

' Uv the cool sweet air of tho eventide. '

Tho son from the yoke had unlocked the bow.
Dismissing the faithful o.v to go,

And graze in the close ; he had calLd the kine
For their oblation at day's decline.

IFe'd gathered and nnmheied the lambs and sheep
And f.islened them up in their nightly keep.
He 'd stood by the coop till tho hen would bring
Her huddling brood sate under her wing.
And made them secure from the hooting owl
Whose midnight prey was the shrieking fowl.


