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THE PRISONER OF MONKLANDS,

My hopo was Grey—1 had my fears—

’ Perchvu:z ks might

Nut think me right,

And blow ma in the Houss of Peers,
But gladsome cams his smoath reply,-
Approving of my calm repnse,

hough some may say that's all my eye,)
And bearing'balme to sonthe my woes,
Yes, 2ll might now ba pasing well,
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(Suggested by «“The Prisoner of Chillon.”)

But for the “Morming Chronicle,”
Whase galliug pen with venomed point
Has put the *Tunes™ quite out of juint,
1'd rather perish at the stoke,

‘Than e'er nanin a subject innke

Far such dissection—Hung the bunch ¢
“Hernld,” * hronicle” nnd—*unch 1"
Twere belter with my blood have sealed
{Like Paddy Blake,) the edious Lill,
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Upou the Stoney battle-field—

That mob —nethinks,1 hear iCatil
Twice vith eggs and vuce with sthoes,
Nenrly-broken wers my bones.

Bot nu more 111 wirdly go

To the Vandal City —No—

A prison’d martyr here ('Ll be

In" #dignified nectsality.



