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;Ve bi(i ii'lieu to Thoe our gracious Queen,

Thou h:ist left this toilsome, troubled shore ;

Hut kiiouins what Thy earthly life has been,

We hope to meet where jiartiuKS are no more.

We trust a^ain to meet Thine earthly form.

That in the silent tomb was lately laid
;

v;ieep sweetly on "Our Queeii" a-vay ''roai e;uth!y '-tnrms.

As in thy rubes of •death" thfu are arrayed.

THE EXILE.

Oh ' Father lead nie with Thine hand.

rntil this earthly strife is o'er ;

Then 1 shall reach that iiromised land.

And dwell upon its shining- shoi'e.

An exile from my native shore.

To a land beyond the sea,

I bid farewell to scenes of yore.

And her who rocked me on her knee.

Twas oft 1 mocked that .Mother's tears

That foil upon her reckless boy ;

And her prayers now .sin;nnK in niy ears,

oft filled my bleeding lieari with joy.

Oh ! could I once more press the hand
That cooled my throbbinK. fevered brow,

I then could rest in this fair hind.

Where luy footsteps d lil' feel)ler srow.

Awa.y from i liil.lhood s happy hi>ine.

Days, months, and years glide slowl\- by
;

As here in this f.iir Land t loam,
'V\''here 1 am dooincd to li\o and die.

I lorm tu meet "Thai Mother" dear,

Who taught me at her knees to pray
I'.ul she h.as (Tossed that river clear,

Whi-re 'lis always <iiie et»'rnal day.

Yet '. To I hop'' no hccil 1 gave,

I!ut laughed ;md s\ing in drunken glee :

And oft In anger did I rave
Al liif who Sought inv ihains to free.

'Tls oft, nicthinks. I hi ar that voice

That spoke to me In tender tones ;

And oft within my heart re.1o)oo,

.Mthoiigh past days my soul bemofins.


