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AN IRISH MOTHER.

AN IRISH MOTHER.

HER dreams fill heaven and earth,
lier love is a love divine

Ripen'd through sorrow and time and tears,

'Tis sacred. as chalice of wine.

She kneels at an altar of hope

When cloudlets have shrouded the day,
e

And her faith as a taper burns bright and clear

Thro' the love thaît illu 'ines each ray.
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