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B-o d ies all tortured and warped by sin,
Misery vermin and rags and dirt,

A babe wrapped, up in a wornooout skirt!
All brought in for the warmth and light
Out of the ache of the winter night.

Many a heart in that motley throng
Sorrows toniight with the Missioner,

Weeping the loss, of Cecilïa fair,1 19
joining now in the angels'song.

" Friends, ïS there any wW take lier place
The father asks in a trembling tone,

While the young folks sigh, and the old folks
groa-4-

His loss is theirs, for lier music sweet
Was the cne bright spot in that smPocursed street,

0 J9Why does lie rise, with those pie-"Clllg eyes,
The " drunk " that we left ïn the corner, there
Running his hands through his long grey hair,
What i's that passion that rends his breast,

Workïng his face like a fiend, possessed ?
Is lie mad ? Has the Drink,4Demon crazed his

brain ?
Wait, friends-see, now lie ïS calm, again,"

And themission,41eader and people gaze
As slowly lie walks past the faded baize,
That serves as a screen to the organooloft,

Speaking first to the father, in whisper soft
" You may trust me, sir, - will you let me playOb Oh, I must, once more, e'er I pass away! "


