
IN THE IEIORY OF IY IOTHER

ffhether at darn of the rornlng oE late at ntght

She nlnlsters to the needs of the llttle nlte

At lntervals, then her slurbers cease

That she nay knor ber babes rest ln peace

Tbo lor ronths no absolute rest sbe knors

l{htle rtth utuost tenderness she bestors

The love that none but a rother can glve

To a tlny rlte, tbat lt ray tbrlve and llve'

Tben rhen lt [as strengtb to toddle about

Hor ln bendlng and ttlttng she rars herself out'

No belng, no elerent so flerce and rlld

But she rlll step between lt and her chlld'

In the sale tay' then, ln later Years

All her Joys, hopes sorrots and tears

Are all lald as a sacred offerlng

To the best of ltfe for her beloved olfsprlng

When sons or daughters suffer sbe suffersr toot

No frlend Eore slncere, no love Eore true



ARE ORDINARY LIVES ALL LIKE IINE

OX can lt really be!

Then lf such a thlng rere true

There could be nothlng good or llne

If all rere bound llke re

Iy fate that opposes at every turn

Any lnltltatlve rhatever lt be

There ls alrays a sorethlng to hlnder le

Il re eould knor the story ol each one

There are rllllons rho trled and trled

lfho have not the battle ton

For they rere kept to the extrere

At every turn by the glant poverty

Hho steps ln betreen and so ruch as to say

Sunrount re ll you dare!

God rade all good thlngs to abound

But the rlcked rlch ln sore ray devlse

To lanlpulate so tblngs ron't go around

If there were no rant they rould have no porer

And the rorld rould becone a paradlse



THE OLD TIXE IORNING GLORY

A hurble llttle florer qulte unknorn grors

Forgotten ln thls age of sclence and style

For never do re see lt at the llorer shors

So of course lt ls consldered not rorthrhlle

By folls rho tollor only rhere the fashlons lead

Regandless ol lhat ls beautlful noble and true

They gror lattest rhen on llattery they can leed

No tlle have such for an old tlre bloor

That once ln grandlothetfs gardens gret'

Sreet llttle rornlng glory lor thee ls no rool.

Poor llttle seeds left ln forgotten corners

Lucky to have escaped the ash can and the flre.

For sttll on Earth are lelt a ler rourners

flho rlss the blaze ol purple and saphlre

Of tens ol tbousands ol blossors on a hlgh rall

Greetlng ntth thelr glory tbe rlslng sun

Cllrblng to the gables they stop not at all

Tttl at tbe top ln brllllant clrcles they run

Tho rlll rlll use patlence, rork and tlle
Not to develop agaln a blossor so dear

To the hearts of people as that of thls vlne

And tend lt rlth tenderest care each year

Tlll by culture lt regalns tbe fragrance and beauty of yore?


