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SOMEBODY’S DARLING.
Into a ward of the whitewashed halls. 

Where the dead and the dying lay, 
Wounded by bayonets, shells and balls. 

Somebody’s darling was borne one day- 
Somebody’s darling, so young and so brave. 

Wearing yet on his pale, sweet face, 
Soon to be hid by the dust of the grave, 

The lingering light of his boyhood’s grace.
Matted and damp are the curls of gold, 

Kissing the snow of the fair, young brow, 
Pale are the lips of delicate mold- 

Somebody's darling is dying now.
Back from his beautiful blue-veined brow, 

Brush all the wandering waves of gold;
Cross his hands on his bosom now- 

Somebody’s darling is still and cold.
Kiss him once for. somebody’s sake, 

Murmur a prayer both soft and low;
One bright curl from its fair mates take— 

They are somebody's pride, you know;
Somebody’s hand hath rested there— 

Was it a mother’s, soft and white?
And have the lips of a sister fair

Been baptized in their waves of light?
God knows best! He was somebody’s love;

Somebody’s heart enshrined him. there;
Somebody wafted his name above, 

Night and morn on the wings of prayer.
Somebody wept when he marched away, 

Looking so handsome, brave and grand;
Somebody’s kiss on his forehead lay, 

Somebody clung to his parting hand.
Somebody’s waiting and watching for him, 

Yearning to hold him again to her heart;
And there he lies with his blue eyes dim, 

And the smiling child-like lips apart. 
Tenderly bury the fair young dead, 

Pausing to drop on his grave a tear;
Carve in the wooden slab at his head, 

“Somebody’s darling slumbers here.” 
—Marie R. Lacoste.



Lament of the Irish 
Emigrant

I'm sitting on the silo, Mary, 
Where we sat side by side, 

On a bright morning long ago, 
 When wet you were my bi ide. 
 The corn was springing fresh and green, 
 And the lark sang loud and high, 
 And the red was on thy lip, Mary, 
 And the love light in year eye.
The place is little changed, Mary, 

The day is bright as then:
The lark's loud song is in my ear, 

And the corn is green again!
But I miss the soft clasp of your hand. 

And your breath warm on my cheek, 
And I still keep listening for the words 

You never more may speak.
’Tis but a step down yonder lane,  

And the little church stands near: 
The church where we were wed, Mary, 
I see the spire from here;

Ent the grave-yard lies between. Mary, 
And my step might break your rest:

For, I've said you, darling down to sleep 
With your baby on your breast.;

1.

2.

3.

BE KIND TO THE LOVED ONES AT HOME.
Be kind to thy father; for when thou wert young', 

Who loved thee so fondly as he' ?
He caught the first accents that fell from thy tongue, 

And joined in thy innocent glee.
Be kind to thy father; for now he is old, 

His locks intermingled with gray;
His footsteps are feeble, once fearless and bold: 

Thy father is passing away.
Be kind to thy mother; for lo! on her brow 

May traces of sorrow be seen;
0, well may’st thou cherish and comfort her now; 

For loving and kind she hath been.
I'm very lonely now, Mary
For the late pour make no new friends’.
But Oh! they love thee better far. 

The lew Out Father Benda.
And you were all I had, Mary, 

My blessing and my pride; 
Thera's nothing left to care for now  

Since my poor Mary died,
I’m bidding you a long farewell, ,

My Mary kind and true;
But I’ll not forget you, darling,

In the sand l*m going to;
They say there’s bread and work for all,

And the sun shine' always there;
But I'll not forget old Ireland;

Wore it fifty times as fair.
And often in those grand old woods,  

I’ll sit and shut my eyes,'
And my heart .will travel back again. 

To the piano where Mary Jies;
And I'll think I see the little stile 

Where we sat side by side,
 And the springing corn, and bright May
  mem.

When first you were my bride.

4. Remember thy mother; for thee will she pray

5.

As long as God giveth her breath;
With accents of kindness then cheer her lone way, 

E’en to the dark valley of death.
Be kind to thy brother; his heart will have dearth 

If the smile of thy joy be withdrawn;
The flowers of feeling will fade at their birth

If the dew of affection be gone, 
6. Be kind to thy brother; wherever you are, 

The love, of a brother shall be
An ornament purer and richer by far 

Than pearls from the depths of the sea.
7. Be kind to thy sister; not many may know

The depth of true sisterly love;
The wealth of the ocean lies fathoms below .

The surface that sparkles above.
8. Thy kindness shall bring to thee many sweet hours, 

And blessings thy pathway to crown;
Affection shall weave thee a garland of flowers, 

More precious than wealth or renown.



A MAIDEN'S SOLILOQUY.

ANNIE L. LESLIE.

Tis wondrous strange, 
How great the change, 
Since I was in my teens. 
Then I had beaux 
And billets-doux, 
And joined the gayest scenes. 
But lovers now have ceased to vow; 
No way they can contrive 
To poison, hang, or drown themselves, 
Because—I’m thirty-five!

Once if the night 
Were e’er so bright 
I ne’er abroad could roam, 
Without, “ The bliss, the honor, miss, 
Of seeing you safe home? ” 
But now I go 
Through rain and snow, 
Fatigued, and scarce alive;
Through all the dark, 
Without a spark, 
Because—I’m thirty-five!

They used to call, 
And ask me all 
About my health so frail; 
And thought a ride 
Would help my side, 
And make my cheeks less pale; 
But now, alas! if I am ill 
None cares that I revive, 
And my pale cheek 
In vain may speak, 
Because—I’m thirty-five!

Now if a ride improves my side, 
I’m forced to take a stage, 
For that is deemed quite proper 
For a person of my age.
And then no hand is offered me 
To help me out alve;
They think ’twon’t hurt me now to fall, 
Because—I’m thirty-five!
O, dear, ’tis queer 
That every year 
I’m slighted more and more; 
For not a beau pretends to show 
His head within our door; 
Nor ride, nor card, nor soft address, 
My spirits now revive;
And one might near as well be dead, 
As say—“I'm thirty-five!

...................................... .......... ......................... 

THE GYPSY’S WARDING.
Trust him not, O Gentle Lady,

Though his voice be low and sweet, 
 Heed not him who kneels before thee,

Softly pleading at thy feet.
Now thy life is in its morning;

Cloud not this thy happy lot, 
I Listen to the Gypsy’s warning,

Gentle Lady, trust him not,
Lady, once there lived a maiden, 

Young and pure, and like thee fair;
Yet he wooed, he wooed and Won her, 

Thrilled her gentle heart with care.
Then he heeded not her weeping, 

He cared not her life to save I
Soon she perished—now she’s sleeping 

In the cold and silent grave!
Lady, turn not from me so coldly;

For I have only told the truth, 
 From a stern and withering sorrow, 

Lady, I would shield thy youth, 
 I would shield thee from all danger,

Shield thee from the tempter’s snare 
Lady, shun the dark-eyed stranger,

I have warned thee—now beware.
Take your gold; I do not want it, 

Lady, I have prayed for this, 
For the hour that I might foil him, 

And rob him of expected bliss.
 Aye, I see thou art filled with wonder 

At my look so fierce and wild,
Lady, in the churchyard yonder 

Sleeps the Gipsy’s only child.




















