
ODE FOR THE Q UEEYS JUBILEE.

Hark !' how Îhejoyous tumutts'inks and szýeIIs,
And beats against the sky

In m elo dy

Mark how the bitiows of the'mighty sea

Toss theïr white arms in glee,

And race along the strand,

.Joining theïr voices with the symbhony

Qur Quee'n has yieided to love.

Biow ! silvery bugles bloîv

Tliat ait may know.

1 V.

Toli toil'! 'ye deep-mouthed belis,
Answer each thunderinj gun.

Your cadence sadly -ieils

Of a great life-work done.

Death ruies this changing earth,
Through royal halls he stalks,

And with an - awfui mirth

Man's noblest eforts mocks.

He stitis the busy brain,

,b art,-Tears loving souis a

And leaves alone to reign


