
THE OUI) WIFE

The Old Wife.
'Wind, wind, my swif t hand turris the whirring wheel,
And the gray laden spindle grows apace ;
The birch logs flare upoii a dreanu-wroughit face,
My fancies hurry with niy hurrying reed
Back to the jov 1 buried long ago.
Alas !and I arn old, with grief and years,
White-haired, with check worn hy a weighit of tears,
For I have drunk the worm-wood of my woe.
The fire-light fliekers ini his enipty chair,
The winds, along the casernent, fret and grasp,
I strain îny cars to hear bis foot at last,
And yet 'tis but niy fancy mnoving there;
I niurmnur to rny heart: " 'Twas here he crept
In bis first years, to catch my pasýsing gown
'Twas over yon, lis golden head sunk down,
And fashioned dreams, to please hîi, as he slept;
'Twas from this door, bis hurrying steps hiad straycd
To the dark night, the worid he (lid iuot know "

Ah God ! ah God ! that lue should suifer so,
While I sat here, untold and uîidisniaved

***The black rope swinging ini the quiet air,
The noose, great God, I sec it ai! so plain!
The gaping crowd * * * 'tis hranded on nmv brain
Each move, each word. that passed. 1 was not there.
Dreaiuîg of hlmii, and praying, here I sat,
Then came the news, strange, strange and horrible.
I cannot grasp) the meaning fuil and weli-
My heart blceds, but my senses wîll not act,
* * * His little bauds about niy face I feel,
1 hear bis boyhood's step approach the door;
Ah, but lie cornes not now, or evermiore!
My faîucies hurry with rny hurryîng wheel.
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