Time-battersd, sllent, sad, checure,
Neglectad, shagyy, shy and poor,
He came,
A pligrim o'er the world's hard ways,
Unseen by lortune’s geotle gase,
Or lume.
Hia hair ls white s winter's rime,
Or heads of dandelion time
That fiy.
His wrinkled aboss twside him fang,
His old, thin cost sbove them hung
To dry.
Tha buey Srelight o'er hica plays,
He holde out to the warming blase
His hand.
The pitecos need of care and bread

The cramped, bloe fngers, scarve cotepresd,

Command.
He mormare in his deep. 1o sighe
Of youth's lost days, of summer shies—
rweel dream
He wanders throagh the leafy glade,
And rests within the cocler shale
Of shrensn.
Nt alwaye sick, aod poor, and o,
Not always bowe bese 0 the cdd |
Nt 0.
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[N traces of lile's rossale yoars,

Of man'y best bopes and saddest lears,
Bl show

Again his boybasl's home he wee,

The laces dear, Uie arvhing lrves,
The wall,

Wheee, yeas by pear, (he marks made new
Mo tal!

Again be walks the path buabde

Of hat,| wlo came etch erentide

Bopeep—~

Who, s bher namesabe did of old,

With protle hand lad to the luld
Har shasp.

The baming Lyt o res (el

Mo starting, wabet Mo thasks w ol
le's pons.

A md eyed wanderer again,

e Larrien o (Lroagh eew and reie,
Al

Moy joace one proar e s loet sitend

May bassiogs o hio hoad demwad,
Wemy.

Hopma sha) ' guined of ioeg past yours,

And swii! ta ol hasrt reading luere,
P2
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