THE  MOTHER
Pious when most of worldly prospers fond,
When they best pleased her she could look beyond ;
Had the young priest a faithful lover died.
Something had been her bosom to divide ;
Now Heaven had all, for in her holiest views	270
She saw the matron whom she fear'd to lose;
While from her parent the deje&ed maid
Forced the unpleasant thought, or thinking pray'd.
Surprised, the mother saw the languid frame,
And felt indignant, yet forbore to blame.
Once with a frown she cried, "And do you mean
"To die of love—the folly of fifteen?"
But as her anger met with no reply,
She let the gentle girl in quiet die;
And to her sister wrote, impell'd by pain,	-•	280
"Come quickly, Martha, or you come in vain."
Lucy meantime profess'd with joy sincere,
That nothing held, employ'd, engaged her here.—
"I am an humble a£tor, doom'd to play
" A part obscure, and then to glide away;
"Incurious how the great or happy shine,
"Or who have parts obscure and sad as minej
"In its best prospect I but wishM, for life,
" To be th' assiduous, gentle, useful wife 5
"That lost, with wearied mind, and spirit poor,	290
" I drop my efforts, and can a£t no more;
"With growing joy I feel my spirits tend
"To that last scene where all my duties end."
Hope, ease, delight, the thoughts of dying gave,
Till Lucy spoke with fondness of the grave ;
She smiled with wasted form, but spirit firm,
And said, she left but little for the worm.
As tolPd the bell, "There's one," she said, "hath press'd
" Awhile before me to the bed of rest;"
And she beside her with attention spread	300
The decorations of the maiden dead.
While quickly thus the mortal part declined,
The happiest visions filPd the aftive mind;
A soft, religious melancholy gain'd
Entire possession, and for ever reign'd \
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