
HOME SICKNESS.

j IVER blowni stretches of ocean,
'\?Vitii eachi hour of the nighlt and the day,

____ JA swveet-cadence1 %oice cails ee.
" Corne hither away, cor-ne away!

It echoes f rom rnist-sha;dow'd mnountains,
It murmnurs frorn plain and far Y~ale,

In every clinie where 1 wander
1 hear its appealin-g ivail:

Whiether 1 talk, dreaým, or ponder
Ihear its appealing wail.

"Corne to the mother whio loves you-
Ohi, wvhy wvere we parted, ma crec ?

RZight merry wvi11 be our nieetiing
If you haste to nie over the sea;

Alavroie, 't would make me féel younger
For though rny locks have grown wvhite,

No change bligrhts the heurt of a miother,
And this heart o' inte is stili light;

With sorrows enougyh to smother,
This heart o' mine is stili lighit."


