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À& MOTIIER'S WVAML

AN EPISODE 0F L&ÂLCASIIIE DISTRESS.,

Dead-decad-deid 1
Far botter it should bc so ;-

To lie in a pauper's coffin there,
Than sin's temptation to k-noiv,

For O!1 my girl w-as bonny anid fair,
But beauty's a curso you soc,

When hunger and w-ant, disease and caro,
Such merciless fiends can be.

It w-as for her sake that, day hy daýy,
My heart grew hoavy anid soro;

Till hope itself seemed ebbing away
From my life's dark- sunless shore.

Dead-dead-dead!1
She w-as starvcd tD death, I Say!

Because of the foerce and cruel strife
'Mid our kinsmen far away-

Mari, look on her face, so worn and pale,
On her hands, so white anid thin;

Hors w-as a spirit that would not quail
From striving hor brcad to w-m!1

But, yonder, closed is the fâctory gate,
Tho origine is red w-ith rust;

And w-bat could w-c do but starve, and w-ait
Till peace should bring, us a crust?

With her brother lying 111,
Anid her fathor shivoring on the stop

That leads to the sulent raiii!
Alone 1l kneel in my blinding tears-

Alono in my black dospar-
My heart o'orburdened with gloomy foakrs,

Yet far tee bitter for prayor!1
Why do you prate how the w-orld stili grows

More kind and re wiïc cach day ?
Wa's bloody flamo stili glitters and glow-,;

The olives of peaco decay!
bead-dead-dend!1

O God,' that my ourse could fail
On the heads of those w-hose selfish aims

Rave w-orked such w-oc for us ail 1
Mani, blame me not for my burning w-ords,

'Nor bid me these tlioughts disclaim;
P'r deatlî has riven the silvery chords

,That swofled through my ariguished frame.
Truc I'm only a w-omari, w-hosc heart

Lies struck by a mortal blow;
But, God 1 l'ew keen is the bleedirig Smart

A mother alone may know 1


