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THlE MAID IS NOT DEAD.
Oh ! say not she is dcad 1
J3reathe not a word so dread!

Thoug-h stili aud cold the graceful form reelinetli.
Forget the beauteous dlay;
ili in a purer day,

A more exalted sphere, the spirit shineth.

What though hier budding spring
lias felt the wîthering C

0f mortal bliglit ancÊ mereiless decay!1
WVhat thougli lier young life's mora
lIas darkened in its dawn,

Ere she had tasted of the golden day!1

A nobIer, purer life,
Witli fadeless beauty rife,

0f deeper eonseiousness and richer bloom,
I-as ail its fulness shower'd
On bier youing soul, and dower'd

11cr being with a bliss which knows no glooiu.
Ah!1 why so sadly grieve
That your belov'd should leave

Its earthly dwelling for a palace fair?
Your Ioss to ber has been
A boundless gain, I ween,

And heaven is richer for the basQ ye bear.

For now another gem
Gbows in the diadem

OfP Hin wbo fils the place with glory-beams;
Another precious flower
B3looms in the blissful bower

Another iaînb feeds by the crystal streanis.

Another niinstrel fiings
Mdusic Prom sweet harp-strings;

Another star illunies the spirit land.
Another white robed forai
Basks in the radiance warm;

Another suraph joins the sister band.

Ah!1 weep, but not in woe,
IRather sbould joy.tears flow,

That your sweet child bath found a bouse Mo fair.
Let hope and faith be stron,
And ye wiIl both ere long,

lu ail her joy and ail lier glory sh'are.
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