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TWO PIC’[’URES

'Twas on a time 'once, not .so long ago,

A painter lived, who- loved - the little
chlldren. :
And nothing that he saw in all the world
‘Seemed falrer than their faces, c‘hubby,
sweet and frank.
I stirred the fire of genius in his sou), |
‘To paint with worthy touch, the lovelie.,t
- he could find. N
<He “made the picture. and he called it
. ‘Imnocence.
‘They hung’ it. gladly 'mid choicest works
“of art. - _
It ‘made men t’hlnk that Inrnocence had
“highest worth.
'Mid rush for gold and hollow-ness ~of
~vanity, - .
"Mid whited sepuchres of all the wox‘ld s
hypocrlsies, .
Mid t,alents glitterlng, and empty ﬂat—

N

terles, S -

! Men looked ‘pon the l‘ace that hid no
secrets. e
They folt a, ealm steel oer their llfe for
L -one’ shor. hour ’
V: A breeze rom :some;. mysterlous shore

'INNOCENCE.

The years ﬂed on.
some ‘who ' looked,

Passed on with spirlts ta,r Irom like a.

child,

They
he would wa.rnlng glve.

A picture he would palnt with hardened
face and eye,

'The mark that sin would bra.nd upon the
worldlvmg’s brow.

He sought the prison and selected there a

face,

That darkest was a.nd meanest; most un- f

‘like the. child

That' once, & score- of- jears ago he lmew

“and loved.

He found it; and he begged the c!hancef"

‘to paint it there,

Aud -as the lines.on canvas g-rew, with‘-.__

- seddenlng heart

He questioned from the man the story:

. of. his crime.
A deed ot deepest gullt wa.s hl
not tell.

the crlme, poor man, R

¢ ’Twas ehums and drink that” led at last
“to mad’ despair. TR
was not'always so, he said

R

The pa.lnter saw that‘

were not drawn’ by beauty-—:'- o

But envy, passion, selﬂshness a.nd greed
Yoot galn. - -

}Ha.ve marred-. those - chlldllke llnes ‘ot

“puarity and ‘grace, .

‘I d give a thousand worlds to be a chlld
agein.

Alas, ’Lwas true,
- winsome l‘alr,

" not .preserve .

‘A beauity ‘dropped by God within fhis sin-
Eota world. : :
~And pow the plcture ihangs beslde the
childlike - one,

And ‘Innocence’ and ‘Crime’ their stories

=

pN

“ever telll .

s ‘only touch of Chrlst; has alchemy'

~ 3

dwlne,

?_W'.ho ‘once the whltened ﬂesh ot leper‘

lightly touched

~

And soon. it came to Ibe like ﬂes‘h oi’ lit- i

utle endlds .
&nd slnners dyed wlth deepest sta,ln can
whltened be.v s
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WHAT I LIVE ron o
[What I ]‘lee For’ was. wrlt.ten by my

,{ K»Whose hearbs are. ldnd and itrie

N, e
J‘or the’ 4heaven tha.t smﬂes a.bove m!

4

that - lnnocence,' m_ost

Could hideous grow; and years alone canv

i

Forthe task- my God assignedme, -
For the brlght hopes yet. to findame, -
And the good that I. can o - !

‘I live to, lea.rn Lhelr sf.ory

-Who ‘suffered .for: my sake;
Ty emulate their ‘glory, '

And - follow in rthei_r wake';
‘Bards, patriots, ‘martyrs, ‘sagas
The heéroic of all ages, . ..,
"Whose deeds crowd history's pages,

And Time's great volume amake.

I live to hold communlon
Wltfh all- that is divine:
To feel there Is a.union oo
*Twixt Nature's heart and- mlne'
To profit by afiliction, )
Reap truth from flelds of fictiim,
Grow wiser from conviction, .
And fulﬂl God’s g:r'md deslgn

T llve to hail that season E
" -By.gifted ones: toretold,
-When men- shall live by rea.som,
" And‘.not alone by’ gold,
“When  man - to man umited, .
And every wrong thln 3 righleﬁ




