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) But let lhe ﬂood i rush on! 1

vaes f‘or thy snke a dcndher blow

* His plighted’ “maiden when, she. fears . :

- For hifn the joy, of

“Lhinks of thy fate, nnd checks ber tears

.- And she, the, mother of t'hy boys, .

Though in her eye and fuded cheek,

s read the grief.sh speak,
The memory,of:] ried joys, . - r,‘:

And even she who, gave thée birth, .

Will, by their pilgritd circled hulrth, T
Talk of thy doom :widiut.asigh3 .

For thou art Freedom’s nowy nnd ane (H

One of thc f'(.w, tbe 1mmorml names, -:‘ .

“Thut" were not born to dle. R

ENGLAND'S DEAD,

BY MBS, HEMANS, " -

Son of the Ocenn Tsle! . .-
Where s\eep your, mlghty dend? B

Show me.what high and smtely pile ‘

Is renrcd o'er glory sbed 2.

Go, strnnger’ ‘track the deep, .
Free, tree, the white sail spread,,

. Wave may not.foam, nor wild wind sweep, :

Where rest not Dngland’s Dcad.

- On Egypt’s burnlng plnms, '
By the Pyramid olersway'd,. = .

With fearful power: thie-noon-day rexgm',
And the pulm-tree ywlds ne shnde. SN

But let the angry sun’
From Heaven look ﬁerce]y red,

Unfelt by those whose task is’ done' "
There slumber Englnnd’ 1

. The humcnne linth mrght,
" Along the Todian shore;

And far by Ganges’ banks by mght
Is heard the txger sroar, .

But Tet the soind ro]l on!
It hath;no tane of. dread,

Hi

‘For those thiat from their 1ails have gone, :

There slumber Englnnd’s Dend

Loud rush the torrent ﬂoo 3y .
The Westem wnlds arion,
And frrein green Columbia’s woods,
The hunter s bow i is strung. .

“Let the arfow’s ﬂxght be spéd

‘Why should they ‘réck, whose task is donc, :

‘There slumber England’s Dead. -
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