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MY MOTHER'S LAST PRAYER.

BY MRS. B. Z. MINTER.
Time’s fast speeding on, many changes T've seen, Z
Full of joys and sorrews my young life has been ;
Pve plucked its gay flowers, I've sipped the sweet draught
Of pleasure, and gaily with gay ones have laughed.
Yet ever through life, be it elouded or fair,
I hear the swact tones of my mother’s last prayer!

It rose in the strain I can never forget,

And my heart’s tenderest chords still vibrates to them v et ;

They were-earnest and low—they were trembling and wild,

And oh | they were sweet, as she plead for her child !

¢ Oh ! be, my dear Jesus | her bright guiding star 1’”

Were the sweet, earnest words of my mother’s last prayer,

Then on her dear bosom my little head lay,’

While her fond blessed life was fast ebbing away.

I heard the quick breathing, the low, gasping sigh,

And saw the last look of the sweet, mournful eye,;

And then a wild wail from my heart filled the air, '
As the sweet spirit fled with my mother’s last prayer.

Sad, sad, was my heart, and all darkened the earth,
As I wandered alone ’xmd the scenes of my birth.

My childish heart ached, and my tears like a wave
Flowed fast when I bent o’er my poor mothexr’s grave.
And still in my heart, in my ears, in the air, 5 o
There floated the straln of my mother’s last prayer. 2

Years fled, and T passed from the tall hills of green,
To dwell mth the gay in the bright festlve scene.
The goblet of pleasure was held to my lip,

While I was trembling and eager to sip,

But stlll from temptations, allurements so fair,
Ifled, when I tbought of my mother’s last prayer.

Oh, God! it is sw_ggt, when life’s storms come,

Ami moan in the heart like the knell of doom,

To feel that Thou, our guide will e’er be, b

‘ As our frail barques float over life’s rough sea,
. And 'tis sweet to feel that the beacon there e

b&t oaly ]llit lnk’% beat ﬁﬁ — Islit from the flame of a mother’s prayer.
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