
The mount'ain storis rise hh.
In the snowy.Pyrefices

.nd toss the pine-boughs through'the sky,
Like rose-leaves on the breeze.

But let the'stormn rage on
Lettile forest leaves be sped !

Frt Roncevalléi dîeld is won,
There sluinberEngland's Dead.

On the frozen deep's repose,
Ts a dark and dreadiful hour,

When round the ship the ic-fîields close,
To chain er with their power.

But let the ice drift on!
Let the cold blue desert'sprea d!

Tieir coursewith mast and fliag isdonc,
There slumber England's Dead.

The warlike of the Isles,
TIe muen of field and wave*;

'Are'not the rocks their funeral piles?
The seas and shores their grave ?

Go, stranger! tracktie deep,.
Free, fre, the white sail spreaid !

Wave may notfoamn, ner wild wind sweep,
Whererest net England's Dead.

STANZAS.

O woman !woan !where art thou,
Whein pain, and want, and misery res
On inan'sdevoted hearti, àmd brow .?
Art with the gay,,with song ad jest?;

O Woman! wonan! lwhere art sped,
vhen doom'd, disgraced, in prisoi's cell,

Wlien focs are up-and friends are fled ?
Art in the hall witli aBeau nid Belle?"

0 wcman! wonan! wherethy heairt,
When li who pledged his love and hald,
la on the field, in'death'-apart.
Trom home and sire ?--Art with the grand ?

Gay, changftul--.fasho' self! -
fet of lier soul is witlh the sad ;

Tho' laughing,-lively--"fancy's CIlf"
lier samile oft nkes the wcdry gid.

*O.whlere ? O whiere ?-na meteor lighit,-
Shte rests where gloom and*deati is found.
And like the "Cereus"flower of nglit--
Shae bloomaswhere darkness shadowm round.


