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Lost, Somebody's Ohiid.
[The following pocin, by Mr. Thomas Mackeitsr, in the

Oriental G'askel, cannot but bc appreciated wherever read,
and its sentiment ivili deeply mave the huarts of mothers,
everywhere. As a geai of aur litorature it witt bo treasurcît
by ail readers, and iit addl groatly to its author's reputation.]

Somebody's child is tst to-nigiti t I oar the betinian ring;i
And the eartli is trozeu liard and white, aud the iud bas a

uipping sting.
I know my babes aro long abcd, a tender, motherly lîand
Laying a bleîsing ou overy hicad, atter their evening prayers

were said-
Gai> licol the slumbering band t

Yct somobody's cliîldi is tost, I say, this niglsobittcriy coid,
Seinue innocent lamîb tins gene astray, unwittingly frei its

fold.
ctB-,ttman 1 oh, betlizan, whose cbild is lest 7"1 And I grasp

my staff and cloak ;
But tho ringrer ever the wold hait cross'd before 1 tardily spekce.
The neiglibors sean galbai', sud fair and near wo puy juta ditch

and l'en,
Titl, buîrk 1 su answvering about I hear-The rover la found

again.
Ah;t mather, fond motlier, yaur huart is ighit, with Joe to

your besoi bauind;
But many a chitd is lest to-nigbt, who'tt nover, ne, neyer bo

fouud.

Ay! samebody's child t l ost ta.night, whîite tho wind is highi
sud hoarse,

And the scudding ship, like a bird a-triglit, flics shivering an
ils course.

She suddeuly drops ln the yawning dteep, as nover ta return;
She teaps a-top the watcry steep, a-creaking frein stemn te stern.
110id Wett, gaad bark, for a score et tives comprise thy cost-

liast l'reight;
Bise inving mothers, and maids aud wives, wilI ever bo

desotato.
And wclt sha lialds, with a single sait outsprcuîd to guide

lier way,.
White ailthIe furies et the gaie, araund her butwarks play.
The saitor boy with a fearfut heart, sighs for lis distant home,
And tie liasty tears frein lia eychids start, aud drap in the

briny f esun.
Iu tbe menîlîs agane a faîber sigh'd, and a mother trcmbled

with fears;
But that fatliers; law had lie defiefi, and scoand Ihat uiother's

tears.
The pitiiess blast iîaw mocks lus grief', and a linge anct hun-

gry wvsve
Bears huan away boyend relief, ta the deptbs of an ocean grave.
The braud is btazing uiponl the hearth, tic wark for the day

is done,
And tic faither's bear, runs aver the eart in la earuch of the

waudering son.
tt Oh l 'viiere is aur puer boy ta.night-tiis niglit se blesk

and wild 7"
The mether abuts lier eyes ta the light, and iuly pras fer

lier cbitd.
The busy needles ait cesse their fliglit, white their hearts

ssy, tg Where is lie?>
They drcam net ho bas sunkea frein siglit, dawn, dewu, down

in thue sea.
The mother may pray, and slio may wcep, tilt alie weep lier

life away,
But neyer mare wilt she find the sbcep, tbat wittully wenl

astray.

Somcbody'e child la lest to-niglh! Oh 1 serraw is on the day
Whcn a virgini's faine is marr'd witli btight, tlisl caunat be

cleauscd away.
A humble family sit in the gleeni, bemoaniug Ibeir liopelcs

aliame:
Would that ahe were safe in tho temb, with honor upen lieri

naine1
White deck'd ln the garments of satin aud sin, tlie failen

daugliter, I wcen,
[s acorched with a foyer et h'eart withiu, theugli reigning as

wsnton-queen.
Op merciful Faîher 1 is tliis the chitd, Thy band crealed se l'air?

Witb cyes whore Bii plu innocence smuted, and coy aud msid-
only air ?

Io 1his the pramising morning-ftower, the brightcst its rivais
atueng ?

Io this the bird that sang in the bower, with sweelcst and
merricat teuigue?

Ah me 1thflu chld is more Ibsu lest; for lier tow-fialten tarin,
On siu's vatuptueus surges tasscd, witt perish tn passien'a

starmn.
And the meotler muuy aigu and stie may wvcep, tilt she wccp

lîcr lite away,,
But nover more witt she fund tlua atîcep, that svickcdiy wvut

stray.

Somcebody's child is lest to-niglt-a, widaov's auly soi',
Witti brow as light, and cye as brigl, as ever yen toek'd upan.
igAnd lie iil be my staff and stay "-1cr words wcre inly

speken-
cc Whcn I am otd and my hair le gray, sud my natural etrengtli

is breken."
ler mothcrly seul îvith prideo acrran
ils the lact greîv up ta the estate et in,

And she said, lu bier jay, that uabady'e bey
Could match lier paragon by a apan.

Tixue stale ataîig, sud lier tecks were graîy, but lier licart
bad lest its pride,

Fer the in had wandered se far astray, 'tivere better the,
bey liad died.

A loattîseme, vite, sud gibberiug thiiîg,
Stiuug by tlîe paisenaiîs sti-woriu's stiîig,
Despised of in, cantcmning Ge),
And gnashing at tlîe avenging rod,
Wtierewittî lits passionis scaurged hiîu sere,
Titi faiting hie ceuld fuel îîo more-

Ah t somcbody'a chitd was bast ln him
When hoe tooki up
The wassait cap,

Aud sipped perdition frein ifs brinu.
Then bis xusuhood died, sud tue beautifel bey
0f lus mallicr's pride, spitted lu the sand the cuip of lier oey-
Iustesd she qusff'd a woruuwood draught,

A sarely-smilten waman;
Yct laved sue stilI, thraugh evcry il,

Ttie chul'J se scarcely humant.
In weariucss sud watcbings aften, uuinurxnuriugly lier grief

alie bore,
Until, uuîwrapt la sbreud ar caflin, ber son lsy desd beforee

bier deer.
Her sorroîvs had came se lliick sud faîst, tlîey ctustcr'd roundl

lier cerywlicre,
Titi, reasen ulterly avercast, the darkucss tîid away lier care.

Yet ofîtimas she would ask l'or anc
Long gene train home, bier beautiful sou;
And white sho clîidod bis long delay,
Shu %vautd longingly sigh, sud wbiinper sud pray-

That moîber witt sigh sud she witt wcep, tlt sbe weep lier
lite uiway;

But neyer more will she find tbe slieep, that wickoedty weul
ashray.

Se mauy chitdrcîî are lest ha.uight, Ibal 1, even I, couid weep,
As I hear the brealhimîgs, sefl sud ligbt, frein the crib whcre:

Temmy's seep.
And 1 sîrsin my vision te picre the cleuds, that bang aver

ycsrs ta caine;
But uther darkuess the futlure shrauds, sud the tangue et the,

seeriladuinb.
Se I lsy thern dewn in the besoin of grace, tlie chiîdren wlien;

GoD lias given,
Trusting ietli bring thein ta sec His face--tho face et aur

Lard ln, Ilaven.

A geed wil'e la tbe uiast faihuful sud constant companieut
a ruas cas passibiy have by luis side wbite perl'orming the
jeuruey of lte. Whon a womn loves, she loves with a double
distitlld devolcdness. Her lave is as deep as the ecean, A&
utrong as a bempen baller. She wilt net change except lu a
very alrong fil et jesausy, sud evon then lier love lingera as
ft loth ha depart, like evcnlug twitigbl at the windows. of' the

West.
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