
I. XTIS ECIN AY10B 7
And pullcd licr ulp on f ho coininon

To gather a folv late flowcrs
(Sacb a ono slio ivas for a posy,

That littie girl of ours).
But wo anado up timo at tha turnpîkze,

And neyer slacked speed nt ail,
Ti tha mara priekzcd cars aI tha gatcwvay

0f the Connit.y Hospital.

Tha aid gatchzeeper, hie kncw me
*WelU, bat hoe lookcd riglit queor

*When tha6 shay drcw% up nt the outrance,
Ana i caflcd out my naine-' Johni Lear,

Coma for lais littla baby.'
I've-I'v, js aid an likce, 'Yo u'rc to wait-

I'v--lve ustlin aspecial order
To lot noa one insida the gate.'

'Twas odd, but thera's raies in them places,
And it wvasn't a strangcrs' day;

Sa 1 sings out, ' Ail right, xny hicarty,
Just cail Nurse Janie, I Say,

And give lier this shawl for baby;
The ivind, it blaws prctty froc,

jAnd sha'l want a ivrap, rny pretty,
jAs 1 tako lier home with. me.'

I ivaited thora quite contented
Till that thora nurse came ont-,

Stranga sha looked, toa, hialf frighitened-
)Vhat wore thoy ail aboutPjFallawing bier cames the parson-

jTho chaplain thcy eall him bore-
Says lie, ' Mid the horse, please, porter;-

Coma te my roam, John Lear.'

Ho loakzed sa grave, I was mindcd,
As I elinckcd the reins ta a lad,

To say, sort o' liglit and cheery,
'Tis only my littla un's dlad

As lias coma ta fetali his darling,
INa ned ta disturb yau, sir;

Thanks all tho samne for your kindncss,
JBut nurse, six e wiflfotch me lier.'
Has any ana put on papor

Tho f£col of a Iightning- stroke ?
'Causa tbat's what I feit ncxt nminut.e,

Afore the smilo of nxy jolie
IWas off my lips. Thom two silent!

Tha faltering maxi at the gate!
Il struck ine sharp ta tho hearl's cure,

1 iad caine for mny child loo laie!

Thcy say I'd . faco likao marble,
And I spoke, I linoly, firin and clear;

Says 1, '1 arson, nnrse, hava it ont now,
Tlil me abolit iny dear.'

But lice'd a choÔka in lais voico thon,
And shc wero cryiîîg-Nurse Jane,

Sobbing, ' 'Twero ail in a minute,
And nover a thouglit of pain.'

Thon they took me ta seo my darling,
Lying se fast asieep,

Nover ta wake for father.
Lord! but tlîat waound went deep.

No ana an carta eould beal il;
It almast drovo ina wild;

I nmust got nme home ta, tho zuother,
Givo me my littho ehildl

The kzindiy folki would ccme witih me,
But I bado 'cm flercely 'nay l'

Only my littho baby
Slîould rida home 'nti, mea that day.

With tho shawl round the tiny coffin,
I eradlod ili on my k-neo;

No 'uind of Goa shonld cilii it,
Thaugli Ris hiast ha piored througli me.

That waas a ride in a thonsand!
The campany was threa;

My one littie decar dead darling,
Almîghbty God, and me!

You'd have said as WCv ail l'Cpt silence,
But my Goa, Hoe spalze through thie giaom;

And I answered, ' Amen, Thy 'aili, Lard,'
Aforo I gat baby home.

They'd sont fromn tho hospital oarly
(I'dI missed tho man by the way),

And thora .avasn't no need for spcaking
Moen tha borse stopped short 'aitli the shay,

And shc cames ont of aur cottage,
And says, with tiglit-boiden breatb,

Give me my awn, awn dar]ing;'
The 'armon arc bravo, ta tho death!

And sue presses the cold wahite coffin
Close ta lier mothcr-breast,

Ana carrnes iL into the lîouse.plae,-
Goa oniy hlnws the Test.

I'd te put the heorse in the stable
Afore I i'as free ta came;

Sa there, sir, I'vo told =ny stary
0f lîow I fctched baby home.

H. A. F.

177 1FETCHING BABY IIO'NIE.AUCUST ISSO


