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430, feal what [ hove fult,
Go, bear whod T havrs horna;
Hink ‘neath o Blow a fcer dealt,
And the sold, peowd worlid's soeen,
Thus struggle en feoen year to year,
Thy sole relief the scalding tear.

“ oy weep s T have wept
{er a Tored father’s fall;
Son gvery cherished promise swapt,
Yiutl'y sweetness turned to rall
Haopé's faded Bowers stoewad all Lhe way
That led me up lo woansn'a day.,

“ 3o, koeel na T biye enell;
Iinplyre, beseech and pray,
Striva the besetéod heart Lo melt,
The dewnword coarse to stay;
Be ozst with bitter eurse pzlde—
Thy provess burlesqued, thy tears defisd.

3o, stand whese T hinye etood,
And see the strong man Do ;



With grashiog teedh; lips bathed io blood,
And eold and livid brow:

(i enteh his wandering glance, ond sss

There mirrored his aouls misery,

(7o, heat what T bave heent,—
The gobs of gad despair,
As memory's feeling fount hath stirred,
Avud ks revenlings therg
Have told hirs whal be wlghl layve beeu,
Hid he the drunkard’s tate foreseen,

“{3p to thy mother's sida,

Arndd her proghed spicit cheer;
Thine ewu desp anguiak hide,

Wipe from her cheek the tear;
Mark her dimmed ope, her furewed brow,
The gray that streaks hae dark lisdr now,
The tolloworn frueme, the trombling limb,
Aund trace the vuin bank to Lin
Whoso plighted faith, in early Touth,
Promised elecngl lave and truth,
Bat wha, forsworn, hoth viclded up
This promise to the deadly cap,
And led her down Peoan Jave aod Tight,
From nll that made bar pathway beight,
And chained her there, fud wint pnd strife,
Thut lowly thing,—a drunkard's wifisf
And stamped gn ohildhood's beow, so mild,
Thet witheeing blight—a drnukand’s child!



"o, hear, and seo, nned feel, aud Koow
All that my zoni hath feli ewd koawn,
Then look within the wine-cup's glow;
Eae | (12 brightness cio atone ;
Think if ita flaver yni weuld Ly
17 all proclaimed, ' T drink oed die.

el me I hate tho bowl,—
Ilate s o feeble word ;
T Inathe, abhor, my verr suil
Ly strong dirgust 19 acirred
Whene'er I see, or hewnr, or 1e1]
{f the DARE REVERAGE OF WELL]






