
THE HARP.

MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS.

The followving exquisite piece of poetry, describing the trounibed lire ind sacd death of
Scotland's beautifl and ill-'atel Queen, ivould be very suitable för recitation at Catiolic
entertain nILts. i was written by H. G. Bell, Ebsq.

TE coivrlT.

i look'd far baolc in other years, ami o 1 in bright array,
I saw, as in a dIream, tie forms or nes pass'd away,
I ias a stately convent, with its oh and iofty walls,

And gardens, widi ilcir broad green walkis, wî'herc soft the footstep fal s
And o'er the antique dial-stones the creeping siadoîw pass'd,
A nd ail arounid ti nioonday sun a drowsy radianîce cast.
No soid of busy life was leardi save from the cloister dim,
'l'lh tinkling or lie silver bell, or tiie Sisters' h oly hymn.
And therc live noble niaidenis sat, beieathi the orchard trees,
.1 n that first buding spring of yothii, whei ail its prospects please,
And little reck'd they wien tley sang, or kieit lit Veiper prayers,
Thiat Scotlanild kiewi nio proider nm es-heid none more dear tian teirs -
A nd littIc even tle loveihe>t tlouglt, beforc tie Virgin's shrine,
O f royal blood and high descent from the ancient Stuart liiie
Calmily ier happy days flew one, uncointed in tieir flight,
Aid as tiey flewi, tiiey left belhind a ilo.ng-coitinuiiinig iglit

The scene was changed. IL was the court-thc gay court of Bourbon-
A nid 'nieatli a tlioisadiiil silver lamps, a thousand coirtiers throng
And piroudily kindiles H1enry's eye-well pleased, I weei, to sec
The la nîîîd assciible ail its wealh of grace and cliivalry:
G ray Montmorency, o'er vhose lead lias passed a scorn or years
Strong in hiself ad chilidrnc stainl, the lirstani is peers
A id next the Ci aises, who 0 well filiine's steepent heights assailed,
And nalikel anmbition's din\nond ridge, vhere bravest liearts live faied
And higher vet tlcir path chall be, stroner shall wax thcir miigit,
For oe cinciontoruncy's star siiiai)lile ILs îaning i liht.
il ere Louis, l'inec of Conle, vears h is all-conîquering sword,
Witl great Coligni by his side-each namne a househiold word i
And therc walks sue of Medic-that proid Italian line,
The m11otier of a race of king--the iaughty Cathfarine !
Tie forins thlit foll1w iii lier train, a glorious siinshine miake-
A nîiky way oh stars thai grne a comet's glittcring wake;
13it fairer than ail the rest, whiio*baskc on fortune's tide,
E iii lgeIti in tiie liiht of you lt, is sh e tle iew-ma1:1d e bride
Tle homage oh a tioiiand hiearts-t fond deep love of one-
'Tle h'opes thit lance around a:iihèwhose charis are but becn-
They ligiten up lier clestnuiit oye, they iantle o0er lier clheekc,
Thiey sparkle on lier open brow, and iigli-soii'd joy bespeak.
Ah i wiho sha il biaine, i rscarce that day, tii -oiigI ail its brilliant houirs,
Shbe tlioglht of that quiet convent's calhn, iLs suinshine and its dlowers i

Til VOYAGE.

Tie scene lis cliaiged. It was a barlk ihat slowly lield iLs vay,
A nd o'er its Ice ic coast of France in the light of evening iay,
And on iLs deck a lady sat, who gazed %vithî tearfuil cyes
U poi the hist receding hills, that diiln and) i distant rise.
No imarvel that hie lady wept; tlere was no land on carth
Sle loved like tiat iear laînd, alitIioug sheo owed it not her birth;
IL was lier iother's land, the landor childhood aind of friends-
ItL wa the land where she iad fouind for ait lier griefs amends-
The land wliere lier dead iusband siept, tieland vlefre she lnd kznown
The tranîquil convent'hnshed reþoce, and Iliegplendois of a throne
No mnarvel that tlie lndy wveþt-it uns the land of irnicc,
TlIIe clioosei hoie of cliivahry, the gardei of roiliance i
The past vas briglt, like thosid.lear hiilc sô far behind lier bark
Th hitire, like the atlelri g niglit, wvas oîinîîous and dark ,
One gaze again-one long, last gaze-" Adi'eui, fair Frahine, to th'lee1
The brecze conies ibrthîlLshe is'aloiie ontiîin'lOnscious cea.

TIE ,ritOhliED TimRo2à.
The scene was chnged. It as iive' f ra and suurly nood,
And in a turret-chlamber Iighio annióï Holyrðô
Sat Mary, listerlingto t1ie raill, aLd iliing Wih tIîc %vinda,


