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A SIEGE.
11OUNG, beautiful, well-arnmed anid brave,

lie stood wvitlîin die citadel,

In bis hiltland bis gIe.tiiing lyve
Above, the banner guarded well:

Withiott the foe wvas fierce and grrini,
I-lis trumpet cail as lion's roar;

Ili front, a garden's spoils for hlm
l3eliind, an Aceldama's gore.

THE DEFENDER.

lJpon the ramparts as lie stood,
A shining, alb bis coat of mail,

Thie barbarie arrows 'round hlm strewed
Pierced not thiat armior's filnîy veil

W~hile inany a deadly javelinthov
By bis strong arnm, broughlt to the dust

A fiery warrior, thio' alone
God with him wvas, his sirengyth and trust.

THE ASSAULT.

Ten thousand savagre bownien rushed

To stormi the fortress, strong adfair,
Sonie Up tthe froxviing bastions pushcd,

Sanie sou-lit for breachies; cver-ewhere
rfhey seenîed, but vigilant and bold

The one defender watclhed and fotugt,-
Upon the winds bis locks of gold,

His deliant glance as lighitning wrought,


