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1 miss thee, myMo.__ther!

deep._est impressd on my heart
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thy i_mage is still The

And the tablet so faith_ful, in

 
 

       
  

    
      
 

death must be chill, Ere a line of that image de__-part;
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1 miss thee my Mother,

Thou wert 



   

  

   

torn from my side, when I treasurd thee most, When my reason could measure thy.
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never replacd up.on earth. Could be never replacd up_on. earth,
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I miss thee,my Mother! in circles of joy, Where Ive
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I miss thee my Mother. ;
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mingled as gay as the rest, For how slight is the touch that will
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me_lo.dy sweet may be float.ing around, Tis a ballad I learnt at thy
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ND

sssf

——

es77%

1 miss thee my Mother.
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wins thee, my Mo. ther! when
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young health has fled, And I sink in the languor of pain, ~ Where,
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where is the arm that once pillowd my head And the ear that once heard me com
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I miss thee my Mother,
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plain? Other hands muy support, gentle accents may fall, For the

fond and the true ‘are yet mine: Ive a blessing for each, F am
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T miss thee my Mother.
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