The Tragedy of a Village Maiden.

Than Bridie Byrnes ‘twere hard to meet


More blooming beauteous maid,

And Willie Watson at her feet


His loyal homage laid.

But slighting Willie’s worth and truth,


Her troth betrayed and broke –

She listened lightly to the suit


More specious sweetheart spoke.

But he, when wed, ere many weeks


Proved cold – and worse, unkind – 

And Bridie’s beaming crimson cheeks


By sorrows soon were lined.

Years fled and in their hastening healed


Full many a scar and sore;

But ne’er did Willie Watson yield


His heart to maiden more.

He mixed with men of many a sort,


And learned the lesson’s truth

That grief and suffering oft bring forth


The soul’s most sacred fruit.

As once a sanatorium’s ward


He crossed, a friend to see,

In weak, familiar tones, he heard


With wondering ear, ‘Will-ee!’

He paused, approached, a startled glance,


And mem’ry shocked returns,

For there, in seeming death-like trance,


He sees poor Bridie Byrnes!

Aged, withered, haggard, worn and grey!


Than Willie none might know

That ghost of glamorous girlhood’s day


Such few short years ago.

The friend she’d failed, there by her bed,


Mid gasps each effort cost,

She told of heartless husband fled


And baby later lost


Of want and pain and dark despair – 


Of broken health and strength – 

Of kindly nuns, and ceaseless care


Through lone months’ weary length.

She held to him a wasted hand


As these last word she spoke,

Then softly sighed to slumber, and 


In happier world awoke.

Poor Willie’s tears upwelling teemed;


As passed her latest breath

He gently closed the eyes that seemed


To smile on him in death.
