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THE SOLDIER'S RETURN.

A iiiiithfi's MMiis iire opoii, lo embiace her soldier Imy,

The tears thai iritklf o'f.'r her cheeks, are those of holy joy ;

And now her prayers that from her heart so often did ascend,

Are answered by hi r (iod. Ili' dow's trusted fiieiu).

She !o%es her noble boy, who fought for Britain's Queen,

Among the rocks and hills, with treacherous foes unseen ;

She Kazes on his m; nly form, in blood-stained khaki clad,

Then breaths a prJ'.yer to Heaven for her wounded soldier lad.

She calndy kissed that brow, now bronzed by Afriu's clime.

And Weill uin>n his shattered arm, now powerless for all lime :

Then with a mother's arms she clasped him to her breast,

Atid sighed within her heart, Cod knoweth what is best

She listens to bis tales in teais of ra|.turous joy.

And prays to r.od above for the welfare of her boy :

She hears from his own lips the stories of our brave,

Who are restiuK in the veldt, vithout a stone to in.ivk tlnir srave.

He brings with him as relics of this cruel aTid treacherous war,

A mutilated arm, and on his breast a long and ghastly scar-

Yet still he si>eaks in praise of the enemies of our Queen,

And of the many acts of mercy—by human eyes unseen.

May Uod watch o'er that mother and her wounded .soldier boy.

And may their lives be one of sweet and hallowed joy ;

And when the bugle call from Heaven shall descend.

May that mother and her boy— to brighter homes ascend.

CHILDHOOD S DAYS.

I oft .ecall my childhood days.

They were to me so bright and fair ;

When I could bask In sunny rays.

And ideaauros of a home could share.

'Twns oft I tlshed yon meadnw laook,

Whc^reln the speckl''d trout did play.

And oftvn mourned the loss of hook.

l!ul seldom ever caught nu" p'-ey

I loved to loiter in the lane.

Where sweet violets and primrose grew ;

Then gaze upon the golden grain.

That drooped their heads lienealh the dew.

My mother died and left her boy
hepeiidont on a stranger's care :

Hut my father dear, I was his joy.

And .ill the sweets of life did share.

'Twas at the age of five 1 went to s< hool.

Where T was placed to keep me from harm's way
Home rallec. me dunce, but others called me fool,

ft \v:.p W ..He tn !i)P pro\ ided T coidrt play.


