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i LEGEND OF THE PITCHER OF TEARS

(A famous painting, “The Pitcher of Tears," inspired
this poem,)

Many days a stricken mother
To her loss wnreconciled,

Wept hot, bitter tears, complaining
“Cruel death has stolen my child,

But one night as she was sleeping
To her soul there came a vision,
and she saw her little daughter
In the blessed fields Elysian.

All alone the child was standing,
And a heavy pitcher holding;

Swift the mother hastened to her,
Close around her arms enfolding.

wghy so sad and lonely, darling?"
asked she, stroking soft her hair.
“See the many merry children
Playing in the garden fair.*




“Look, they're bechkoning and calling,
Go and help them pluck the flowers,
Put aside the heavy pitcher,
Smile and play these sunny hours,"

From the tender lips a-quiver
Fell the answer on her ears:

“On the earth my mother's weeping
And this pitcher holds the tears.”

“Tears that touwh the heavenly blossoms,
Spoil the flowers where'ver they falls
And as long as she is weeping
I must stand end catch theam all.“

“Wait no lenger," cried the mother;
'"Run.and play, sweet child of minej
Never more shall tears of sorrow

Shroud your happiness sublime,“

Like a bird released from bondage
Sped the happy child away,

And the mother woke, her courage
Strengthened for each lonely day.




