
words and loy ing hearts, And bauds to clasp My own,
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Are better than t4ae fair est flowers, Or stars that e ver
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SECOND VERsi.

The Sun imay warm the grass to life,

e1t dew, the drooping flo*er;-~ i-

eyes groV bright and wvatch the light,
,f Autumn's opening hour;
ords that breathe of tenderness,
And smiles we know are true;warner than the summer time,
And brighter than the dew.

Tir1R VERsR.

It is not much0 the i world cI gie'
With all its subtle art;

And gold and gems are not the things,
To satisfy the Iieart.

But Oh ! if those who clister round
The altar and the hearth,

IIave gentle words ai loving smniles,
Hlow beautiful is Earth.


