THE LOST CHILD.

BY FREDERICK H. LITTLEHALE.

Dedicated to the noble people of Randolph and Stoughton who forsook all other business and joined in the search f o r Asbury Littlehale, who was lost in the woods of Stoughton, Mass., Aug. 17, 1885.

A summer's day serene and bright,

A little child at play.

And little does the mother think

Her boy may stray away.

But soon his prattle 'round the house

No longer does she hear,

And aunt and mother loudly call;

Then search in silent fear.

No childish voice in accents sweet

Doth answer to their call,

And nameless dread and deathly fear

Upon each heart doth fall.

Loudly now and louder still

The brazen hells of Stoughton ring;

And quickly hastening to the spot

Great throngs of people bring.

" What news? what news? " each neighbor asks,

"Why ring the bells so loud?

What mean these groups of anxious men,

What means this hurrying crowd? "

" A child is lost in Stoughton wood,

A babe not three years old " ;

A shudder shoots through every heart,

And each one's blood turns cold.

Two hundred men with stern set brows,

Are soon upon the ground;

Determined to keep up the search

Until the boy is found.

And as the sinking sun goes down,

The night comes swiftly on,

And still the mother's cry goes up,

" My child, my child " is gone.

But soon the woods are filled with men

Far searching, high and low;

Among the rocks and through the fen

The lanterns faintly glow.

And as the night grows on apace

Down comes the pouring rain,

Filling the father's heart with fear,

And causing nameless pain.

The mother sits the livelong night

Moaning in agony wild,

For much she fears that ne'er again

Will she see her darling child.

All through the night the cries of men

Resounding through the glens.

Keep to their work the barking dogs

That search the dismal less.

But now the morning light appears,

Back roll the clouds away;

And as they disappear comes forth

The brilliant god of day.

Five hundred men all formed in line

Now search each foot of ground.

When suddenly a cheer is heard,

And each man shouts, " He's found! "

The joyful shouts increasing fast

Soon reach the father's ear,

And joy and gladness in his heart

Take place of hopeless fear.

And soon he hurries from the woods

As fast as man e'er sped,

For well he knows no cheers would rise

It his dear boy was dead.

And quick he hastens to the house

Whither the boy is borne,

And soon beholds his little one,

His limbs all scratched and torn.

The baby boy soon is clasped

By his mother's loving arm;

Who knows full well that God alone

Has saved him from all harm.

His little dog all through the night

By the lost babe did stay,

And kept him warm through rain and storm

As in his arms he lay.

