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HOINIE FROM SCHOOL.

OH"! sweet the whispers of the Spring
Which stir the greening leaves

And sweet the melodies which ring
Through Autumn's golden sheaves.,

Oh ! sweet the prattle of the rill
As, in its youthfulpride,

It danceth downthe smiling hill
lé, To join the foaming tide,

But, sweeter far--,than, nature's chime
Unto a mother's-ear

More tender than the river's rhyme
Those-tones she longs to hear.

Those'notes unset to music's rule
Those high-strung notes of joyy

Which herald coming home frôm school
The coming of her boy.

Oh 1 beauteous are the rainbow hues
Which deck,-the'oriole's wing;

And sparkling bright the pearly dews
Which 'round fair morning cling.

Oh 1 lovely are the flowers which wreathè
Hea-ýen's hope o'er earth's dark wold

ýA-nd grander far than aughtlieneath,
Those orbs of gleaming gold.

But, unto mother-love aye true,
More bright than amber sky

That boyish form against the blue,
With ensiorn cap swung high.


