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Tir GoIMEs RrLE is the niame of a small monthly paper pub-
lished in Cleveland, Ohio. It is an avowed enemy and opposer ol
slavery, intemperanee, sabbath-breaking, smoking aud chewiig of to-
bacee, or uzing it in any flormîi ,0 as tu ruin the system. It is a paper
that is well calculated to do good. Price 50cts. per annum.

MY MOTIER 'S D E A D.
I'm very, very lonely ;

Alas!. I cainot play
I an so sad, I sit and weep

Througlout the livelong day.
I miss dear nother's welcome.

Her light hand on ny iead,
IIer look of love, her tender word

Alas ! iy mother's dead.

I have no heart to play alone
To-day I thouglt I'd try,

And got mny littie hoop to roll,
But ah ! it nade mie cry ;

For who will smile to see nie come,
Now mother dear has gone,

And look so kiidly in mîîy face,
And kiss her little son ?

l'il get ny bleý-ed Bible,
And sit me down and read

My nvtler said tlat precious book
Would prove a friend ii need.

I seem to see dear mnother now,
To hear lier voice of love ;

Slie niay be looking down on me,
Fromîî her bi iglt hume above.

She said that I nsit come to her-
She cannot come to me ;

Our Fatler teach a little one
Ilow lie niay coie to thîee

For I an very lonely now ;
Our Father niav i cone,

And jlin ny niotlier in flie skies ?
And heaven shall be our home.


