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MY FEPITHERED LADY.

WlVH.RE.'ER Of aid my Lady wvent
Ail art, ail nature seemed ta be

Attuned in soft accompaniment
To sing bier praise to mec.

Witb lier ail gentleness wvould move;
Her smile 'vas life, her look wvas love.
XVithin lier bonnet sbione the rose,

A lily sheltered at lier breast,
But now svhere'er my Lady gocs

No human heart can rest ;
The very stones beneath bier feet
Crý IlMurder! Murder! dowvn the

street.
For in her bonnet is tie plume

That wvaves above bier bcad, ta tell
She bas, within lier soul, na room

For Pity's self ta dwell;
That she can sec, unmoved of pain,
Homes plundered, babes and mothers

slain.

La ! in the liall of dance and sang,
The maiden, clad wvith snowy grace;

No more sbce glides like light alang,
Haov changed arid slow ber pace;

Knee-deep sbe seems ta wade throughi
death

Of white-wvinged creatures cast beneatb
Naov at the altar kneels tlie bride,

Pure jay and spatless wamanbood.
Ah, plucki tbat dainty veil aside!

Her bair is red wvith blood !
Hark ! through the bymn of praise, a

cry
0f bircls in bridai dress that die.
Beside the infant's cat tbere stands

A mother rabed for evening rout,
The fury in ber jewelled bands

Would cast lier owvn cbiid out!
She bas but killed, for fan and lace,
A beran's offspring in its place.
Ibere in the land of suni and flowvers

Witlî orange scent upon tbe air,
Wben Egrets.buiîd their bridai bowers,

Tbev take them plumes ta 'vear,
Sucb plumes-ts wvitb truce love in sigbt,
WTilI tell the fluttering beart's deligbit.

Tîîey~ mate, and happy is tbe breasi
That feels anc day its softness Sti ri

By that ncv life witbin the nest,
Loud calîs the parent bird;

T he vcry savage in tie wood
Must sliare the jayance of the broot
But hands, wion, Fashion arms %%

greed
And hearts made cruel by tie Chia..These knaw aur Englisli ladies nec,
Same littie borrowed grace.

The merchant unta murder doams
A wvbaIe bird-nation far its plumes.
Fierce shouts are heard, and up t

springs
A palpitating cloud of saund,

The shadaovs of ten tbausand wingý
Mave trembiing an the graund,

And secm in silence ta entreat
For mercy round tbe murderers' fe.
Gun answcrs gun, the cloud that rt

Lies warm and waunded underneai
In ail tbe lîcart-appalling tlîroes

Of agany and deatb ;
F.rom quivering flesh tbe ruffians t
The feathers for my Lady's liair.
There falls a bush upon tbe wvood

Wbiere gun made echo unto guii.
But still tbe brancbes drip wvitb blot

And, fainting for tbe suni,
Unfed, unsbcltered nowv by breast,
The cbildren perisb in tbe nest.
Wings, meant for fligbt, that coi

flot fly
Are rotting, higli above, in air;

Beneatb, the carrion bodies lie
Wbose fauit wvas being fair.

And Vanity that wrougbt tbis dooGoes dancing off wvitb Egret-plume 1
0 Englisx mother, maid, or bride,

W.Vo seek for Fasbion's feathe
grace,

Came in your beauty and your pr
And gaze upon the place:

Then say if Love can wvear again
For Pity's sake, such plumes of ra ç
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