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• Thim the room wu bathed in glory,

And I Mw in my darling's eye*
The far-away look of wmder
That come* when the ipirit flie*

;

And her lipt were parched and parted.

And her reason came and went.
For the rayed c

.' our home in Devon,
Where our happiest years were spent.

**And the accents, long forgotten.

Came back to the tongue once mote.
For she talked like the coontry i'nw

I woo'd by the OeTon shore.

Then she rose to her feet and trembled.
And fell on the rags and moaned.

And, • Gire me a crust—^I'm famished—.
For the Io»e of God I ' she groaned.

" I rushed from the room like a madman
' And flew to the workhouse gate^

Crying, ' Food for a dying woman I

'

And the answer came, < Too late.'

They drove me away with curses {

Then I foi^ht with a dog in the street,

And tore from the mongrel's clutches

A crust h« was trying to eat.


