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A song for the oak, foi' the brave old
oak,

Who hatli ruled in the greciwood
ion g,

Here's hcalth and renowil to bis broad
green erown,

And his fifty arms so strong.
There 's fear in his frown when the sun

gocs down
And the fire in1 the west fades out,

And le showeth his mniglit on a. wild
mlidnight

WTlen stormns thro' lis branches
shout.

In clays of old, when tlic spriiig witlî
gold,

WTas liglîtning his branches grey,
Thro' the grass at lis feet, c.rept niaid-

ens sweet
To gather the dew of May;

And ail the day to the rebec]- ga.y
Thcy carolled with gladsor-ne swairis,

Tley arc gone, they are dead, in tlie
e hurchyard laid,

But the trce le stili remaiins.

Chorus.

Then sing to the oakç, the brave 01(1 oakz,
Who stands in his pride alorie;

Aîîd stili flourishes he, a hale green
tree ;

Whcn a hundred years are gonie.


