
Tkle Burûi of oses.

Perchiance the lion stal1king,
Stili shuniis that hallow ved spot,

For beast and bird have seen and heard
That iichi nian knoweth not.

]But whIen the warrior dieth,
Ris conirades in the wvar,

W'ith arns reversed and muffled drum,
Followv Iis fiincral car;

They showv the banners taken,
They tell his batties won,

And after Min lead lis miastenless steed,
While peals the minute gun.

Amid the noblcst of the land
We lay the sage to lest,

.And give the bard an lionourcd place,
With costly marbie drest,

In the gyreat minster transept.,
Where liglits like glonies fail,

.And the sweet choir sings, and the organ rings,
Along tlie eiblazoneci wall.

This was the truest warnior
Thiat ever buckled sword;

Thiis Mie rnost gifted poet
Tliat ever bre,,Ltlied a wvord;

And neyer earthi's philosopher
Traced with. hisgolden peu

Ou the deathîcýs as (, trutlis lil osage

As lie wrote dowvn for men.

And liad lie not high lionour,-
The hiliside for a pail,

To lie iu state while angels wait,
With c-tars for tapers tali,

And the dark rock pines, like tossingy plumes,
Over lis bier t0 wvave,

And God's own. hand in that lonely land
To lay him in the grave?

In thiat strange grave without a name,
Whence lus uncofflned day

Shial break atgaini, O wondçrous thoughit 1
]3efre tIe Judgment Day,


