
OAK LEAVES.

Dear mothèr, 1 ha ss'd-the seas,
And viewed a" goodly land;

But better far hasl,;,been to M e
The clasp of th, - lov'd hiuiid."

"My son,"she said; 11your words are balm,
To sodthe'my trôubled- soul;-

0 say aie jOys, as'.sweet as these
-Within the madd'ning bowl?

Ah 1 stay with thy sweet'sisters,'stay!
For they have lov'd thee well;

Thy 'W'*dow'd motherý bears thee now
A- love no tongüe cantell

No more l'Il leave my friends,'l he said,
'.'To roain- in' distant lands

A widow'd mother, sad and kne'
My heart's best love demands.

.11 sit me in my-haD y home,
l'Il go'no more astray,

But walk with you; - my sisters faîr,
In* wisdom.% pleasant way.

-- ILTh-en promise me you'Il touch no more,
The, hateful, deadly bowl;

But cast its. bitter dregs froin out
YO'ur inmost heart aùd soûL

Isît a pleasure pure and high
To.drain thé fiery cup ?YY

No l for Ïts, poison burng the heart,

..And. dries-its fountains up!"


