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tee-i-\Éý that's Godes' truth says 1"- an' felt about
T'o touch her dawne.Y hand 1 for-,all looked dark,

An' in my. hunger-bleacWed, shmall-beatin' heart,.
-I felt thýe kindlin' of a burning"spai&.-
0' by me sow 1, tliaf is, the holy trutl,

rhere's Rosie's éheek has kept a dimple still,
-ic s -the craythur th

An kie'. eyes aré, bright ere
Died- Lthe weeny ones, might eat there fill."

th ad the daisies thick-and white,,
W Ili ey,

Ane _,spre
hèad that wanst

Above-they ay on my breast, -
I had no-tears, but took the childhers'hands,

Aii"-saysi. Weell, lave -the, mother to her rest,"
An' och 1thé -siod w'as green that sûmmers day-;

. J An' rainbows crossed the low hilIsY blue an'. fair;
.,..--But -black an foul the blighted- furrows stretched,

An' their cruel ' oison thr-ough the air.

An"all'was'qui'et-on, the sunny sid's
Of bedge-àn' ditcli the stha'rv*ïn. craythurs lay,

An', thim as la'ck'd the rint from Qmpty walls
Of little cabins, wapin'turned away.

Godes curse lay heavy 'on the p'oor ould sôd,
An whiâ ùp' on her increase- His hand

Fell with'ringly, there samed no bit blue
For,,Hope--to shine through ýthe sthricken land.

No'facthory --C'himblv' sh'oked àgin the- skY?
No mines yawn'd on the'hills so full an' rich

A. m'an w hose pâties faïled had nought to, do,
But fold his bands le dow in a ditch. 1


