Tears and Prayers.

When rived and rent we inly ache

Oh, blame not tears that flow,

For tears are balm to hearts that break

And weeping softens woe.

When young life’s ebbing fast away

Who’ll bid the watchers-by

The current of their grief to stay

And seal the fountain dry?

The sorrow’s streams we see outpoured

O’er dear ones dead reveal

More true than tend’rest spoken word

What blighted bosoms feel.

Then freely flow the tears that tell

Of breasts bereaved, but yet

When ev’n the most they start and swell

Oh let not love forget

That but one prayer, one pleading sigh

O’er him whose life is fled

Availeth more his soul on high

Than tears in thousands shed.

