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Ono dear oiio aloix; l.as loved on to <lie Iiisc,

Thus unaltered tacli suason Iia.s found licr
;And tlif whirhviiu; that bore all beside on its

blitHt,

Hut more close to i.iy boiom has bound her.

I blamo not the roae that wiMi summer has
fled,

I uplraid not the cban.folin,',s I eberished ;

T!ie sunllower hv\ livay while with sunbeams
'tis fed,

Thai/ have smiled in thoir seasons, and per-
ished.

I ask not tlio win;,' that ean mirtrate at will.
Nor the flower tl-at will f;u]o in SejUcmber ;

But ';ive niet.ho ijosoni (bat jicver grows chill.
And the rose that wil' bloonr in Deteniber.

THE SINGING-BIRDS.
We conic to turn your thoughts awhile
Frompolifiis and pelf ;

T.i briny: 3ou pwof ;hat, we've struck "ile"
At sin;,-!?!',' school in (,'uelpl).

CnoRus.

Oh, love your little si i^'i'.ig-birds,

Throw sunshine o'er the throng
;

The noon may mar with wailing words
Their merry mornivig song. !

No bevy of fair foreig\i birds,
i

No nii,'htinga'es are we, i

To witcli your eyes with gorgeous dyoi, I

Your hearts with melody.
|

We're just such little warblin,' things
|

A8 May-day wakes to sing ;

No winter yet has warped our wings,
We've known no (inie but spriiig.

We meekly for your favor sue,
Al'nd we're hut young and shy

;

We're going to sing "Had, White and Blue,"
.\nd "Coniin' f-hro' the Rye."

And "I'm o'er young to marry yet,"
iVnd songs with stirring words,

And every "Pa" who owns a pet
Will cheer the wingiug-birds.

We're freedom's fledgliug-s, forest bred ;

If caged we couldn't sing.
We dare a foenian'.s hand to shred
A feather f;om our wing !

We have no fears, our volunteers.
Again should raiders roam,

Will not forget who« foes are met,
Thoir singing birds at home.

A thousand tongues i;roclainied his shame ;
!>he struggled as for life

.\gainst conviction, but it came,
.She was a drunkard's wife.

The wine cup and the wassail bowl
Had stolen his heart away.

And grief, oh, grief was breaking
The hyi,rt of Mary Hay.

An exile from her is'and home,
.Stnvin.f her i cars to hide ;

Over the v/atei-s she has come,
H maniac for her guide.

She weujis and iJiiiys for him bv night.
She toils for him bv da\'.

While ,;rief, oh, grief is b.-caking
The heart of Alaiy Hay.

She sinks upon her lowly bed,
No friendly hand is nigh

;

Her little orphans wail for bread.
She beais lu.i, now their cry.

Her cold, p.a'e lips have bretithed his name.
And now they c'ose for aye—

Oh, grief, oh, grief has broken
Tlie heart (jf Mary Hay.

f

The drunkard's wife sleeps sweetly now,
Her toils and iears are o'er ;

She rests whore Huron's wa'.ers flow.
Far from her native sbore.

No tear o'er her lone tomb is shed.
None lin;i-er there to ^ v.

Oh, grief, oh, grief h!is ••okeii

The heart of Mary Hay.

MARY HAY.

Air

—

Alire Oray.

He wooed her wnen a ha))py girl.
In youth and beauty's pride ;

She knew no guise, she feared no guile.
He won her for his bride.

A brief, bright hour, and tlien a change.
Came o"er iiim day ijy day.

And grief, oh, grief was.breakinif
The heart of Mary Hay.

THE SOCIAL CUP.

The social cup.
Oh, sip it up.

We drink at nature's fount

;

The wo!'ld is all

Our banquet hall,
Our guests ye may not count.

Chorus—Then drink as we.
And drink as free.

No stinted cup is ours.
The clouds do bear
Our he-'lthful fare.

And pour it »ci-th in showers.

The creatui-s all.

In field and stall.

The tenants of the sea,

The feathered tribe.

In air that glide.
Are of our company.

/

Each flower holds up
Its tiny cup, ^

Our joyous pit- Uro tr. j.-in
;

The trees do sip
With many u Up

Our health in8i)iring wine.


