
THE OWL.

Soon, soon frorn that height shall the hiero be hurl'd!1
Froni thy rocks, 1orrcs Vedras, the knell lhas rung out;
Salaitanca lias spoken in accents of ire ;
Badajos proclainis froiniber craggy redoulit,
That the day of bis triunmph is soon to expire.
Tbhere's- a gathering of clouds lilce the on-conîing nigbit,-
There are fragmnen*.s detachcd froni the footstool of Might!

Hear the cries of ihie victmnis thar fell on the field!
The mioans froin Vincennes' deelp dungeons ascend;
And lie -Mio could conquer, but never would yield,
Is forced, for a moment, in spirit to bend.
"ris noon-it is June-'!tis the day of the Lord,-

On a l lgi bu is a gorgeous review;
1,1y buts, Quatre-Bras, have heard the famed word,
That ordercd the charge o'cr thy squares, Waterloo!
Thie last stroke bias fllen, and vanislied the ligbt ;
Therc arc ruins and glooni 'round the footstool of Mighti

Tbcli speck in the ocean has sunk froni bis view,
lic closes bis field-glass and turns froni the prow;
Ile has hiopcd his last hope, nu mure to rencw
The flusbing of joy on bis marble-Jike brow!
H is "lr'is gone like a dreani of the night,
His naie inua survive in the annals of faine;
But shadows shail bend with the gliory of light,
And curses, %vith blessinos, bc heapccd on bis naine.
Thus m'nish forever the throncs of MNight,
That rcst not their strcngth on the Pillars of Right.
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