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JAIRUS- DAUGHTER

Lifeless she lay, so spiritually fair,
Death to the pallid brow had only givenA holy calm «uch as the angels wear,
A long, last smile flung back to earth from heaven.

^Vt^A ^'"' ^r^ ^"'^ ^^ ^«^P^«« -o^ow.
In the deep, speechless woe of imef and love,

Gnet which can know no day of rest, no mon^w.
Which time may dim, but never can remove.

And there 'mid sighs and whispers of distress,
Loud sobs of woe and murmurs of despair.

Was one whose soul was steeped in bittemesa-
A woman s childless, breaking heart was there.

Oh
!
weeping mother in thine anguish wild,

'

«^Zt^^^
^eath which wears such lovely seemin. >

Fond mother! *tis a sleep which knows no dreaming.
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