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FEMBERTON MILLE.

Through the Factory's stovied rooms,

Bugily hum a thousand looms ;

Warp and treddle, shuttle and woof,

Thiilling and throbbing through floor and voof ;
And the whirr of wheels, and the ondless pant
Of engines naked, snd grim, and gaunt,
Thrill with their motlon the § icy &dr,

And shake with fremors the crazy stair.

Throngh the Factory's various parts,
DBusily beat a thousund henats ©

Father and son, and deughter and wife,
A microcosm of labor and life,

All day long, from the vise of sun,
Honestly worl till the dwy ia done
Himble fingers and busy hand,
Weaving and working for all the land,

Throngh the Factory's honey-combed walls,

A Power subtle and snake-like crawl®?

Year by year, and day by day,

This unsecn Mystery feels it5 way

Throngh eraele and crevice, throngh bearh and jolst,
Through weak foundations, sappy and molst,

Tt filters through Factory's 10np’:h and hmsdt.h

Its presence i Ruin, its nume is Denth |

Oh! swiftly, merrly, to and fro,

The fashing shuttles they come and go,

Ther weaver hums some worknag's tune ;

The work-girl dreams of the time ]aag: Juna,

Tha holidey time of hard-earned j

When ghe walked the fields with iacr farmer boy ;
And children are there in their rosy bloom,

But the roses are growing above a tomb !

A ronr--p crash—and a sidden heave,

Of every story from base to erve !

The plaster shivers in mussive flakes,

Fach casement, lintel, and door-post qua.km
Then down- --clow\\—dcywn—hdm_

With thunder that echoes through all the town,
Come flotr aid celling and murderons wall

Tn one vast avalanche burying all !

Bwift throngh street, and alley, and slom,
Preathless the puilid popolacs come :

The city 18 white with an awfunl fear,

For Death ! Death ! Death iz here !

And mothers pod davghters have left their home,
To stand by that smoling hetacomb,

And lay the curse that nevey departs,

On those who have broken & thousand hearts,

A curse on f' e Milliongires

Who sit at home in your easy chairs,

And orack your nuts and sl your wine
While T wail over this son of mine |

A enrse on ye who laid the stones

That croghed my darling hushand's bones !
A ourse on you who made the plan
Youmore than devil, you liss than ran !
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