
Tho moon shf<!s I'orlh a p'lle ami wicr.lly li^lu.

Where souls had llowii t'roiu sieiies so liaik:

Thci-e woman labors thrnuiih lh«' 'irfiny ni^ht.

To aiil ill hrishlenini;- tin- laiiii an.
I

lin^t-rini; spark.

Ttu'ir U'lalii- lu\ iiij; hands at mi.iniyht I'nl.l

The RoMior's arms across ihe lift-less hreasl,

And drops a mothers tear upon the cheek so <oM.

As she I'lMNS to Him aii.i\e. to uranl cteiaial f'st.

Fai- iiom lliy li.imi', aiioss the Ixuindless sea,

Thy soii^s are heard aseeiidins unto C.od.

Where daily thou hast wrouKht to set the ( iptive free

From the j.ath of yii • wherein his fiel have trod

Tin- ^lahbath niuih apiirars. the walrhman at tlie \^v«\^

Where thei-"- an- im Sdinals i-X' t-pt tin- o. ean's foar;

AVhen low : A voiee is heanl that whisjiers low.

Thou art aimther t^ahhath nearer Heaven's shore.

Calmly rcslinK 'thei-e" mi board that fragile haniiie.

Awaiting lor His (all. is a widowed mother's h<>y.

His sun is seltini:- fafl. it is >iu\y a feeble spark.
" 'Tis lle-i-'-" a wmiiaii ki Is to pray in holy joy.

She kiss.-d him fnr his love and absent mother.

As she drew his head npmi in-r throhhiiiK breast:

Then with tears of joy. slu mils liim U< aiiMllu-r,

Wlin h.is called him to a brtt.-r Inane to rest.

He feels her tears upon his c idd and pallid .-hMek,

And smiles at her who seeks in vain to smother

The words she could not. dai.- not spenk.

As she wept ;md kissed liim lor an absent mnthci-.

And when that soul has How n to Him who ^ave.

She laid ii fjided rose upon that silent breast;

Then watched the bubbles risini; f.oni the ocean grave.

As she prayed to Him above, who grants the wet.ry rest.

Next, we meet her in the h(i\cl m .b-spair.

Atleiuling to the wants of those in dire d'stresB:

We hear the i heerful voice that breathes the prayer.

Then eatch the angel's whisper, thy efforts He will blrss.

We see the numerous dainties upon a ttiblc siiread.

And the tears of gratitude de.scendlng from Ihe eyefl:

We hear a feeble voice ascending from that bed,

And mark the heaving bosom strive to suiipress the sighs.

'Tis woman! Who can minister to those who need ;i fii'i d

When all the world jippeiirs to them a blank?

Tin woman who can cause the stubborn will to ben.i.

And raise the weak tmd fallen to the highest itink.

How oft we see her sympathy in a substantliil way
By alms undeen to all but Him. Ihe king of hne;

And 'Iheie" uiion her knePB. at rir.sr of winter's day.

She breathes a silent prayer that (U)d will iirant her love.


