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MADA URA.

BY G. MARTIN, MONTREAL.

Like a white blossom in a shady place,
Upon her couch the pure Madaura lay,Lovelv in death ; and on her comely face,So soon to make acquaintance with the clay,Fell faint the languid light of evening gray,Flecked with the pea-blooms at the window case.

Deep sobbings echoed in the outer hall,
And all things in the chamber seemed to mourn•The pictures, which she loved, along the wall,
The cherubs on the frescoed ceiling, lorn,
Looked downward on the face so wan and worn,And sad each wavy curtain's foamy fall.

Born with the last, the long, laborious sigh,Her soul, expanding upward, wondrous fair,Lingered regretful, loath to seek the sky,
Loath to forsake its sister-semblance there;
And hovering in the chamber's dusky air,Gazed on its blank abode with piteous eye.

Therçetoo, .glad-wfnged, impatient to depart,É'ehvixt the fragrant window and the maid,
The Angel-Guardian of her gentle heart,

&d now the escort of her trembling shade,
'Pointed to where the-day-beams never fade,Poited theirpath on the cebestial chart.

Then spoke Madaura's Soul: "My comely shell,Bleached."with a silent grief which we alone,WVhich only you and I have known too well,In cities and in solitudes have known,
Poor pallid tenement! no more my own,I grieve, and yet rejoice to say farewell 1


