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Has the arrow of death found its way to thy heart,
And the life-blood congealed in the fount where It rose?
Oh! if talent or worth might foil death's poisoned dart,
Thon had'st not been laid where bis îictims repos.

If the graves gloomy sovereign extending his sway,
Can linger to triumph o'er conquest achieved;
Well might the grim tyrant wvith thee for a prey,
Exult o'er the tribute his prowess received.

Must I think of thee now, as the guest of the tomb,
Pale captive consigned to that dreary abode;
No! for faitlh sheds a light on the deptb of Its gloom,
And shews me that thou art at home with thy God.

I'il think of thee now,'mid the glorified throng,
I see thee in silence, extatie, adored;
I lear thee, the song of the ransom'd prolong
Unto Him who has loved us, be praise evermor'.

Yet fond recollection will often restore thee,
Meek pastor, fulfilling thy errand of love;
Oh! in heaven-taught eloquence, few were before the*,
When teaching the way to the kingdom above.

I'il remember thee still, as the brightest and best,
And when life's pulse shall cease, and this spirit be f&es;
If permitted to enter the home of the blest,
Methiuks, that with rapture, again I'l meet thee.

Three Rivers, September, 1849.

THE QUEEN AT EU.
What echoes hitlier from my home? The roar

of navies, prelude to a noble scene I
The Deep exults aloud I for England's Queen

l out upon lier waves, that never bore
A richer burden te the Norman shore;

Where Albion's royal flag-lhow often seen
WaYing a sign of terror I floats serene

O'er our Wlite Rose, beside the Tricolor.
-We-Il maay'st thou boast, gray King I to harbour now

This Soereign Flower:-nor deem he only wears
Frcsl wsoiîanihood, and state, and wide command;

For Eiglaind' very heart, and pride, and prayers,
Rest llie a glory on that fair young brow-

The Cytiosure of Earth descends to bless thyhandl


