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THE LENT.1WL.

Two lovely bidren, biit and gay,
Without a thouglit of care,

Caime bouiiding froni yon princely bouse
That towers so iiobly there;

Two littie rosebuds on onc stemn,
For ail the world is one ta thei.

To ineet tlîeir father iiu thicy go,
With jayous, springring feet;

And eagerly hie presses on,
His loving ones to grect,

lie clasps thein to bis hleart, and then
Hie is the happiest of mien.

And ce-ery evening finds thein there,
Until, alas! one day,

Thle father ta bis bouse pursues
His solitary way ;

No children's voices mneet his ear,
With music swect bis path ta cbeer.

Witbi anxious step lie hurries on,
Inspired with terror strange;

He ineets lus wife wjthout the door.
«'Teill me, oit, m-by this change!

The eidren, wbat of thiein!*' bie cried.
"Ahi they are well, I bis wifc rep)bcd.

1I long to bcar their înerry voice,
I lonîg to seu tiieni sinile.*'

"You'f1 sec thei vcry soon, 'shc saidl,
''Just hear me for awhile

A King, sonie jewcls lent to nie,
Wbicli very preciolîs were ta thec.

"For seven long years 1 kept the geins,
And deenied them as n'y own;

But tbis sanie morn a înessao-e caime
Fromi thc King ujponi bis thronc,

Asking tbose jcwcls fair ta be
Llcstored ta ilini, but lost ta ne.

"Now mnust I yield theni up ta iiîn,
Or inay I keelp thein stili?"

The lîusband answer îîîade at once,
" Yield themi! of course you wili.
1' wilI, " slic said;- -' niow coine with nie

And you aur children dear shal see."

Slic led lîim ta an muiier rooam
(Not spcakiiig all the way),

'hec, stretched u1pon a bcd of deatlî,
His tiio fair chidren lay.

Hec only said, " 1The King who lent
These iriceless jewels nuw lias sent;

"Nor sent in vain ; they are lis owi.
We yield lim w-bat arc His ;

They're sjafer far beneath His care
Thani in a world like this.

We cannot Hl-dn is ways,
But -we eau trio;, su give llîiui praibè."


