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THE, PATRIOT'S G;RAVE.

B y John B3oyle O'Reilly.

I' arn going to niy cold and silent gravc-rny lamp of life is îîearly
extiriguislîed. 1 have parted wvitlî everything th-tt is dear to mie iii titis lice for
mny country's catuse-vili the idol of my soul, te abject of my affections; my
race is ruii, te grave opens ta reccive mie, and 1 sink int its bosoni! 1 bave
but ance request to :iakc at my de1 ,arture from titis wvorid-it is the chiarity of
its silence ! Let noa marn write nîy episapli ; for, as no mari who kriows my
Motives dare ni vinchicate them, let iot ignozrnce or prejudice asperme thcm.
Let titem re!si iii abscuriîy andi peace ! Let iiy memnory rest in obliviori, arid
my tomnb iîniiiscribed, unli ailier times anid other mcn cari do justice ta My
character. WViîen my cou ntry takes her'place a mong t nations af the, carth,
iien, and sia i lt then, let nmy cpiiaph be .vitteni."-SÉecli of Roberi Emmet
in: the Dock.

Tear clown the criape from the colurnn ! Let the shaft stand white
and fair!

Be silent the ivailing rnusic-there is no death ini the air!1
We cor.e flot in plaint or sorro%%-nio tears may dim our sight;
Vie dare not weep o'er the epitaph wve have flot dared to write.

Corne hither with glowing faces, the sire, the youth, and the child;
This grave is a slhrine for reverent hearts and hands that are

undefiled :
Its ashes are inspiration : it giveth us strength to bear,
And sweepeth away dissen.sion, and nervethi the wvill to dare.

In the rnidst of the tornbs a gravestcne-and wvritten thereon no
word 1

And behold ! at the head of the grave, a gibbet, a torch, and a
.sword !

And the people kneel by the gibbet, and pray by the nameless
stone

For the torch to be lit, and the narne to be w~rit, and the sword's
red work to be clone!

With pride and not ivith grief
We lay this century leaf

Upon the tornb, with hearts that do plot falter;
A few brief, toiling years


