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THRENODIES ON THE QUELN.

Innuinermble poetie contributions liave
been cahied forth by the nation's sorroiv for
the loss of their Ibeloved Qucen. A notable
one is that Iby the poet Inureate, Sir Alfred
Austin, of which ive quote the closing
Elles -C

Dry yuur tears and cease to weep,
Dead 1 arn flot; no, asleep,
And asieep but to your seeiîîg,
Lifted to that land of Beiîîg.
Lying on iife's othier shore,
Wakeful now for evermiore.
Lookiîg tiiezce, I stili will be,
Su that you forget flot nie,
AI] that, more thaît, I was t bore,
Weighited %vith iny Crown of eare.
Over you 1 .'itill w'ill ireigmi,
Stili -%viil coîîîfort, antd sustain,
Througli ail %%eifar-e, tiîroughi ail ili,
You shial bet, ry People still.
I have left you, of rny race,
'Sons of wisdoni, wives9 of grace,
WVho agajît lave ofispring, reared
To revere, and be revcrc(f
Tihose on Mighty irones, anti thtose
Doonîed theiteto whien Hcaven deerees.
Chief amongst thein ail is Onte
WTeIl you knowv, my first-born Son,
flest and tendcrcst son to nie,
Heir of niy Autiority.
H-1e tlirough ail nîy lonciier ycars
Tempîercd with his sntle nîy tears,
And wvas, in iny wviuoNved wvant,
Coniforter andl confidant;
Therefore, trustfui, steadfast, brave,
("ive int whiat to Ile yon gave,
Whio arn watchimîg froni Above,
Rcverence, Loyaity amîd Love!
Aîîd taliese gifts He back will give
Loilg as Hc sliah reign and hive.

0f greater poetic nert in ourjudgnient,
however, is that. of Edwvin Marlmami, iwhio
ivrote " The Man with thie Hoe. " It is
soiething to hie thaniikful for tlîat titis
noble tribute to Ermgand's noble Qucen
cornes froun an Antenicau i peu, and was
rcad b)y the author at a inentonial meeting
ini Newv York :

Tim PAssi.Nr oF V-,roitiA.

Homnage and liinsi of hicart behong Lu Dcath,
\Vhen at te door the Dread One cntereth.
The courteous departure of the soul
To seek its iihimperisliable goal,
The stili withdrawah of tiat, inward Thing
Thit gives the shapon clay the aurcohe,
Sends on ail hicarts Lite ancicnt wvondering.

Axmd so a stilhniess falis across the da;y,
Noiv thiat the Qucen lias pushced acide the

Crown
And, witli no hieralds telling lier rcnown,
lias golie te alîgust, umattended way-
Gonie dowî Mite way ilicrc ail of Carth

recsleIs,
Leaving beltimtd a fragrantce of goord dccds,
A wrcath of mlenlories for ever green

Above lier itamie, niother and fricnd and
Queeiî.

WVitLever fortunte came Lu shiape evont,
SIe carried inalier lieart tue Gxood Iatent.
AntI sureiy, too, since titat far fragrant itour,
Wliten first the bougîts of Edent broke to

floiver,
Notlting lias shiited miore kingly than kind

. deede ;
Lo, out of these thîeGColden 1-eaveit proceeds!

Tuie itteîîtory of good deeds wviil ever stay
A iarnp tu liglît us on the darkened way,
A mtusic to Lte car on clainouring street,
A cooliuîg wveil amid te îîoonday hleat,
A sceat of green hougîts bhown. througi

%tro v alis,
A feel of rest whien quiet eveaing falls.

The kindly deed wili live in mceniory
%licu Lonidon, iii far centuries, siaîl be
As still as Babylon, an(d both a dIream-
Miien Lonidon dcad shall bu some poet's

thenie-
Mien ail lier tombs and towvers shall bo a

fligllt
0f ghostiy arci e in the noisciess niit,
Tion as conte bard oit legends borne aiong
Shiah bîîild lier fadcd giories itîto Sonig,
Sonte 1-onien siîîg lier daring an(d defcats,
Fillingw~ith erowds again the grass.growit

strecets,
Plaeing dead kings bak oit tieir crumbled

seats-

Thîcre suddenhy %vill start into Iics riyite
Vietoria's millte lonîg iavendered by Tinte
And ;ii te pout heurt of hit will stir
At somîe miîall iîeart-iwarm clînoniehe of )w'r,
The obýcîwe wviispcr of soie kindhy dced
0f titis dw~d Quen, lier quiek reltly to

neeci;
And Io, )lis song will brighitem atd wvil

sitine
As thougit a star chiould b', '-. aloig te

lle

Greaiter titan aay kinîg with i wofishi hordes
Thtat ever cliibed te pathtway of te

swor<ls
W~as titis Qtucenminotiter, gracions, gemîtle,

A wltite fair flower of Chîristiant wotîait-
htood.

lier banuters felt thec wind of every cea,
And yet sie lieid a %vider reain la fee,
The pure Iiigli Kiigdoni of te WVotmanly.
Peace to lier spirit as the years incre.cac-
Peace, for lier iast great passion ivas for

peace.
0 God cof nationis, Oit the dark of tiiý,s
Senti dowt te whiite fire of te Kinîg of

kimîg s,
Until aeilrs shall bo iifted up
To drinki withi commîmîtun aat te equal cap.
Scndà wisdlom miîon nations, aici cend down
Oit kings te deeper mtaiing of te crowvii.
Coule, (;od of Kingsï and peuples, brcatic

o11n cii
Till Love's lternic ages flowcr again.


