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THE DEATH OF BEDE.

BY MISS C. CAMBEHON.

Vordant Spring lier niantie spreadling
OVer the landscape far arid wvide

Heraided the fast approaching
8eason of Ascensiontide.

Thirong,,,lî the forest's leafy stiliîess
R-ang the birds' swveet harnexîy

Mixed with sournds of murrnuring wvaters
Rolling te the distant sea.

Round the convcnt's sculptured portal
Underneath the jutting caves,

'Meng the c1ingin~g briar roses
And the wild erness of leav'es,

Bright thie.iMaytide sui) ivas giancing
Oni the swailo,%vs' snowy breasts,

Round the Gothic casernent, flitting
As they biiilt and linedl their nests.

in a vaulted Gothie chamber
I)ay by day a feebie monk

At his carveii desk %vas leaning,
\Vhile the tonsured head wvas u

0*cr the tinie-iworn vciluni pages
0f a massive volume, wvhere

C~lorious illuminations
Hie wvas settint- down-witli care.

Frei the sunrise te the sunset
Stili lie labored on and on,

'loiling .it unearied patience
Atthe Gospel of St. Join;

FaLst and faster life ivas sinking,
Feebler grew its dyingç flaie,

Yet this woi'k must, l) aecomplishied
Rtre the laE!t great sunînions camie.

0f ton as wvitIî heavy eyelids,
Weary limbui and aclîing brow,

Through the long brielit heurs hie labored
Te fulfil that sacred vow,

Ris disciples gathercd round hini,
And ivith anxious hearts votid say

"Rcst awvhiie, beloved master;
WTait until the cerning day."

& 1Brethren,"5 lie would answer sirnply,
"Nighic is faliing dark and fast,

8oon the ianîp %vill be extinguishied,
Every heur may be its last.

Very brief the tinie, renîaining
'l'O complote t!4is labor blest,

But as soon as it is finislieî
Verily 1 hiope te rest.

"Meantirne, let uis werk-h together,
lleart te heart, and man te mnan,

Ere niy seat is vacant ever,
Learn and labor ail we eau.
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Perfect I will Icave this copy
0f the Gospel of St. Johin,

Erreî' shall net miar its beauty
Aftcr 1 ani dead and gene."

S$9 tie pupils with thieir master
Wreught, and labored side by aide

Througli the dlays that, lenigthiened sloi0y
Towvard the briglit Ascensiontide.

And the nionk of Jarro'v -%vlisperci,
0f t ns thonghi the twilight, gleoni

Rang- the soleînn cbiînes of -%-sper,
IPilot ! iliot! lead me hionme ! "

Froîîi the heurs.of early inerningr
On Ascension• eve wvere they

Gathîered in that vaulted chamber
Toiling throughi the ]ivelong day;

And the piacid surmmer twviliglit
Found the miaster in bis chair

To the patient scribe dictating,
Who the text put down withi care.

Tears tiiese faithfui eyes were blinding
And upon tue veiium fell, 0

But, at iengthi, througli evening stillness
Rang the deep-toned chapel-beli.

"Master ! rny beloved master!
One brief passage yet reomains;

Sureiy thon canst scarce repeat it,
Woern witb teil and racked wvith pains."

"Talie tby pen," the monk said quiek4ly,
ISet it zlowiv ithieut deia.y

Iii iny Car the suininions soundeth
And I nst that. voice obey.

Quick ! for on the glerious threshoid
0f ininortal life 1 stand,

Inspiration cernes upon ime
Vaiftud frorn the Better Land."

Clear and fuil lus voice resouind-.d
Througlî the vaulted Gothic rooin,

One by ene the wvords wvere painted
By the fading summer gieem.

"learest mnaster, it is finislied!
Said the patient scribe at last.
It la finislîed !" said the master,
"lToil la ended : Jordan passed

"Glory te the Hecavenly Fatlier,
Glery te the Riseni One,

Glory te the Hely Spirit
Whle, uneîîding ages run

Tien upen the pavement sinking
As tic final words he said,

Lifting up bis face te, heaven,
Bede's noble spirit fled.


