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At rven*;ng'si stilî and starry hour
WVhen not a breatn stirred leuf or llower,
WVhon Luîia'e lengthencd ohadowe sought the weet,
And Nature's drowny mye. iii sloop were prsused,
Througb gmuv. vard wnlks arnonq the tombe 1 etraypd
Wbere wceping mother-i utt badi kneit andi ptyf'd,
Whcn round nie snyriad voicen stili and deuil,h WIita accentio tender,

Cried 'Ritv:,einber,
Trendi lightly o'er tun-'îs the sleeping desil.'

At midnight lauur, 1 tutiefd iiy fcut
To pace theo city*s lonelv strerl;
Now hushed the hustlin;g din titat ruleil the day.
Feaint voices frurn the pavement steemed to
'Whor, Earth was young and fair, long ere the fln.ir

Our flinty shapeless forms 'iv're fleh and blood.
A ni whnennlber sentence from the throne is rond.

Our plea su tender,
* Yon'Il remeinber,

'Titud lightly o'er inn-us the sleeping dead

*Agiiin 1 roanned ie graasy plai.nBeside a streain wbosc nitirnaning strain
SI chantedl dirges for thec slaughtereti brnve
Whbe bloocl in ages putI had stainod its wave.
And ii-hispering echoes Crom the bille arounti
Stilfaintly poured the bttloestund'ring sound,

A vo:ce so tender
Crieti ',Remember

Treati lightly t'er un-us the sleeping demid.'

1 nmade my couch beneuith a trc
And dreaint of thinge beyond the sea;
In dreamas 1 traversed Afric's aid unti
ind shuddcring stood on Ganges bloody sqtranti

1 mounted Alpgs, saw Atlas's hoary peak,-
ýSnw cilles ruicd, caverne dmrk anti deep.
13ut whereer 1 roanied, hencatb my quivering tread,

That voice no tender
Crieti 'Remember,

Tread lightly o'er us-us the sleeping tieaV.

Arouseti anti trcmbling with. my r ght
At dawn 1 sought n mountain height,
But round me whispering spirite in the breeze,
Soft murm'rîn_ tbrough the trem'lous aspen leaves,
Exclaimet wit rocks and birdit andt op'ning flower.-
Eurth'e wearty sons are sleeping 'neath your tread,'

Then man, remember,
Their word so tender,

*Treail ligbîly doer us-u the sleeping dend. IOA


