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¢ Bat, hark ! the murmur of a voice, hath spread
. Around me words of an unearthly lore :— . .
¢To the dark tomb its denizen  restore ! .
Gwe bacle the dead oh' king, give bdck the dend !'

** I hear thee !—and a]thounrh my heart wxll yenrn e
. For the lost’ fellowship it has confessed :
StilL I will give thee (o thy silent rest, ..
And to.the dead I will the dead.return.‘ "

* But I will raise a'noble monument
I Alcobaga’s ancient ivalls; and there, -~
With many a:sacred mass and holy ‘prayer;’ . -
Shall that-bright form to its last home; be sent.

8 ‘Tba:t, in the after-time, may many then,
‘Knowing thy: spirit Liath becore divine; - -
Find ‘a sure refuge at’ thy honoured shrme,

For sinful deeds done by repenlant men.’

Of what avall was all lhlS oorueous scene—
Thus proudly garnishing the earth-—worm s feast f—
Nought ! for at the same table scrved ]mve been, =
King, couruer, and’ priest. ‘ i
_ Mock not the grave, for in a little space
' ‘There ghall we all bave place.” *~
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"MARIA, rne ORPHAN. ..
" BY BBS. m BAYLEY. :
Author of ““Tales of the Heath,” “ the Widow and Davghler §e.

I'recollect Maria Austin, as the most beautiful, most love-
able, and lovely creature my memory recalls, and whose un-
complaining sweetness and ¢heerful endurance of those thousand
petty but galling annoyances to be found in the dependant life,have
left an impression on my mind never to be obliterated. .

The first hour she saw the light of day deprived her of a
mother, and from that moment, she became the sole consolauon
and darling object of her survwsmg parent.
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