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Il
With Villa Marla's faitbful dertd,
Among thre just We Muade his lied,
The. cross bc lovcd, ta oliioid lus head,

Miserere, Domine 1

Ili
The sies rnay lower, ivild dtorms may ravo
Abovo aur comrado's mountain grave,
That cross is v:ighty Btili ta savo-

Miserere, Doirine I

IV
Dcaf to the calle of Love snd Oare-
He bears no more bis mortal sharo-
Nouglit eau aval hlm now but prayer,

Miserere, Domine!1

To such a hicatt wvho could refuse
Just pay ment of ail burial dues,
Of Hoiy Chu rch the rite and use?

Misùerere, Domine 1

VI
Right solemnly thre Mass was aaid,
While burned the tapera round the Dcad,
And m-inly tears like rain -%vere shed,

Miserere, Domine!1

Vil

No more Saint Patrick's aisies prolong
The burden of bis fumerai sang,
Hia noisoless niglit muat now bc long,

Miserere, Domine 1

'vii

Up frore the depths -to heard arise
À prayer of pity te the skires,
To Him who dooxus, or justifies,

Miserere, Domine!1

Xi

Down fram thre skies we heard descend
The promises of the Psalsint penned,
The benedictions wilhout end,

Miserere, Domine I

Mighty aur Hoiy Church'sççilI
To shield bier parting souls froru illy
Jealous of Death 1 abs guards thons still,

Mi:erere, Domine!1

xi

Thse dearest Friend wilI turn away,
And leave the clay te keep thse Clay
Ever and ever Sue will stay-

Miserere, Domine!i

XII

When for us siuners, nt aur need,
That Mather's voice la malsed ta plead,
Thre frontier hasts of Brtavais tako beed,

Miserere, Dominna!

MilI
Mother of Love 1 Mother of Pear 1
And haiy Hope, ansd Wissdom dear,
flehold we bring thy suppliant here,

Miserere, Domine!1

xlv
His flaming heart is still for aye,
That held fast by thy clemeney,
Oh look on hlm iil laving eye,

MNiserere, Domine!1

XV
fils palil was as the testcd gald,
ia. hope assured, mot ovcrboid,

Hia Cliarities past count, untold,
!dsaereTe, Domine)1

Woell may they griove wvUo laid hitm there,
Where oals! tbey iiud his cqual-Whero 7
Nought Can avail him now but prayer,

Miserere, Domine 1

XviI
Friend of my soul, farowell ta theci1
Tby trutb, thy trust, thy chlvalry 1
As thine-so may my lasi end bel1

Misserere, Domine!1

AUM»smattou of the Mon. T. D'"Arcy MeIGee.
Ottawa, 7th.

Hon. T. D. MeGez vas assassinatcdl at the door of diis lodging-
bouse, in Queexi'a Printer'a building after leaving the House of
Gommons this morniug, at h l.ast two.

Ho was shat throu ghn tihe ba~ of tho head by some eue standing
near him, and fell dead on the side.walk, ieaving bia latch-key in
the door.

Ho bad ieft the House with ana or two members, and partedl with
them a fcw yards frani home.

He vas ail alose, therefore, with the assassin.
We are further informed that tho hair of the u. irtunato gentle-

man's head was' singcd, showing that tIse fire-arua must have been
close ta his bond.

Coroner VanCortland Sir John A. Macdonald Col. Gray, Speaker
Cockburn and many oîtser zueiners, wero quictdy cil the spot, and
Sir John lias takeun mensures te have ail sources of exit from, city
strictly guarded and vratehed.

Ifoiue of commons.
Ottawa, April 7.

UNITED EXPRnBS1ODI OP B5T35T L4D IORO AT TIIE MURISIL OP
711E ION. Tfl0MÂS D'ARCY M'OEU.

The Speaker took the Chair at ten minutes pat three.
Thse galleries were densely crowdcd.
Sir John A. MacDonald rose amidat thse breathicas silence of thse

HOUe, and manifesting feelings of the most profound emotiou,
which for sanie time almost stapped his uttezauce lie ad -- Mr.
Speaker, it ia with pain amauxitiuug ta anguish that irise te addresa

ou. Fie who last night nay this morning, vas with us and of us,
whose voice la stilliringiug in our cars, who charmed us with his
marvellitneloquence, elevated us by bis large statesmanship, and
instracted us by his wi'sdom and bis patriotiaru, la ne more - la foully
murdcred. If ever a soldier, who feil on the field of battie in thse
front of the figlit, deservred well of bis country, Thomas D'Arcy
McGce descrved weil of Canada and its people. The blow which
bias just fallen is too receut, the ehock s tee great, for us yet to,
realize its awfui atrocity, or thse extent of this most irreparabie loss-
1 feel, Sir, that aur sorrow, our genuine and unaffected sorraw, pro.
vents us froni giving adequate expression te aur feelings juat now,
but by aud by, aud at length, this Bouse will have a melanchoIy
pleasur in consider.ng thse character and position of my late friend
and colleague. To ail, thse loas is great, ta me 1 may sey inexprea.
sbi seB; as te loas mot only of a varia political friend, who bas
actcd with rmc fer some ycars, but of ane with whom, I enjoyed thse
intercommunication of his ricli and varied mmnd, the blow lias been.
overwhclmiug. 1 feci altooeether incapable of addressing xai'self te
ýtIe subjeet just now. Our aeparted friend vas a man of the idest
and most geneous impulse, a man 'whose baud vas open. fi overy
loue, whose hcart was mande for friendship, and whose enmitit z wera

itn water; a man wvho had ne fal no guiei in vit a man,
in simiplicity a child. He might have lived a Ion g and respeeted life
lad hie chose n the easy path of popularity rather than the storri one
of duty. He has lived a short life, respocted and beloved, and died
a herale death; a martyr ta, the cause of his country. How easy it
would have boon for hlm, had he choson, to have sailed along thse
fulli tide of popularity with thousauds and hundreds of thousanda,


