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A(ter the funeral of Mrs. Maggie Bray, wife |
of Fred Bray, the writer of the following
verses, ook up little Alice and asked her
where was mamma, She answered with all
the innocence of a little girl, these words,
| *She has gone,” and it i8 from those words
the'following verses were composed:

She has gone, Iittle Alice said; :
As she smoothed back her hair on her'
tiny head,
Gone, i8 it s0 the little one knows
That her mammae hag gone from earthly
© woes? |

. Gone, from this life of sorrow and pain. R

'_L}uné. to a home wher> peace doecs reiga, |
Gone, from the cares of trouble and strife.
Gune to a home of haavenly life, ‘

Gone, toa hdr.na beyond the skies

Gone, to a place where joy always lies,
Gone, from the Hitle ones here below,

Leit without mamama, the utue ones know.

Gone, yes gone, from father and mother,
Gone, from home, husband and brol.ha::.
Gone, to meet a sister love, i
Gone, to meet her there above,

Farewell, kind friend, fareweli,

. Your troub les and trials are o'er,
Sleep on aad take thy rest, .
We’ll meet-on yonder shore. €
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