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THINE OF THE SLAVI.

Tiink of the sluve, in your hours of glee; .

Yo whoure treading life's flowery way;

Noweht 5t its rasnkiing tioras had he,
Nought but the gloom of its wintry day.

Think of the slave, in your “hours of woel-m
What ave vour sorrows, to that he bears?

‘Quenching the Heht of his bosou’s glow,
With alife-long stain of gushing tears.

“Think of the slave, in yeur haurs of prayer. ,
When worldl. thoughis in your hearts are dim;
“Offer your thauiks for the bliss ye share,
Rut-pray for a brighter lot for him.
E. M. Chandler.




