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THERE'S DANGER IN THE TOWN.

BY 'JOHN IL YATES.

There, John, hitch Dobbin to the post; corne near me, and ait dowfl

Your mother wants to talk to, you before you drive to town.

My liairs are gray, I soon shall be at rest withiu the grave;

Not long will mnother pilot you o'er life's tempestuous wave.

I've watched o'er you from infancy, till now you are a man,

And I have always loved you, as a mother only can;

At morliug and at evening I have prayed the God of love'

To blesa and guide mny darling boy to the briglit home above.

A mother's eye is searching, John-old age can't dim its siglit,

When watching o'er an only child, Wo see if he does right:

And very lately 1 have seen what has aroused my fears,

And made niy pillow hard at niglit, and moistened it with tears.

I've seen a light within your eye, upon your cheeks a glow,

That told me you are in the road that leads to shame and woe;

Oh, John, don't turn away your liead and on my counsel frown,

Stay more upon the dear old farmn--there's danger in the town.

Remember wliat the poet says-long years have proved it true-

That "Satan finds some miscief still for idle hands to do."

If you live on in idleness, with those wvho love the bowl,

You'll dig yourself a drunkard's grave, and wreck your reckless soul-

Your father, John is growing old, his days are nearly throtjgh,
Oh1, lie lia labored very hard to save the farm for you;

But it will go to ruin soon, and poverty will frown

If you keep hitching Dobbin up Wo drive into the town.

Your prospecta for the future are very briglit my son,

Not many have yonr start in life wlien they are twenty.one;

Your star that shines so brightly 110w, in darkness will decline

If you forget your inother's words, and tarry at the wine.

Turu back, my boy, in your youth, stay by tlie dear old farm;

The Lord of Hosts will save you with lie powerful right armn;

Not long will mother pilot you o'er Iife's tempestuous wave,

Then liglit lier patliway with your love down Wo the silent grave.


