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POETRY.

Nor the life-blood of thy frame

For one moment queneh this flame!

Weep, not beside my towb,

7hai s gende, painless gloom!

Let the worm and darkuess prey

On my senscless, slumbring clay.

Weuep for the priceless gem

That may not bide in them;

Weep the lost spirits fute:

Yet know thy tears too late;
Had they svoner tall n—well,—
I had not wept in HeL!

Physician. cans{ thou weep?
Then et tears thy pitlow steep.

Conldst thou view time's uearing cave,

Pooird (o whelin e i its grave;
"The last and lessening =pace,
My it el hour of grace,
Yet with gay wnfaltering tongue
Promise health and sojonrn Jong?
View me busied with the tovs
OF a world of shadowy joy=?
O! had look. or sizn, or breath
Then whisperd aught of death!
Thongh nature in the strife
ffad Joosed her hold on life,
And the worm received its prey
Perehance an carlier day—
This, this—and who can teil
That 1 had dwelt *n Henn?

Talwe prophet. fatt'ving pricst,
Fall frauebt with mirth and feast!
Fhy weeping should not fail
Pt with Hiv: dark-ended tale!
For the living—for the dead—
There is gnilt upon thy head!
Thon didst make the « narrow way”
As the broad one, smooth and gay:
o spake in aceenis bland,
OF the right and better Tand,
That the sonl unchauged within,
"The sinner in his sin,
OF God and Christ anshriven,
Lay down with dreams of heaven!
Fulse pricst thy labours tell,
1 dream’d—and woke in el




