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inuch the vestibule of the Capitol
at WVashington as of the Parliarnent
Houses of WVestnminster, and the
customs, the traditions, the very
language, of tlue ancient courts
which, for agyes hielci their sessions
here, are familia-r and effectuai to-
day in everv tribu.ia1 xvhich is
known to the daughiter nation
across the sea.

'Westminster Hall is old 1-:ngland.
Kings nuay have founcled it, but
the people now reign in it. It is
the area wvhere the great events of

the kingdomi not only concentrated
their force, but developed into
picturesque scenes. Unlike the
Abbey, it has no tombs; unlike the
Tower, it lias no dungeons; its
nienmories,. like spirits, are flot
visible in its interior to-day; and
yet if they couid ail revive in the
breaclth of their association, if they
could ail speak from the depth of
their occasion, neither Towver nor
Abbey couid exceed its power both
to nuove and to impress the mind
-whizh stands within its gates.

THE KING 0F ENGLAND.

IIY 11ENRY "ZEWBOI.T.

In that eclipse of noon wbien joy wvas hiuslied,
Like the birds' song bcneath unnatural nighit,

And Terror's footfall in the darkness crushied
The rose imperial of our delight,

Tien, even thon, thoughl no man cried "ie cornies,"
And no inan turncd to greet him, passing thiere,

With pbantom hieralds ehallenging renowvn,
Aiîd silent.throbbing drumns,

I saw the RiUng of England, hale and fair,
Ride out ivith a grecat train throughi London towvn.

Unarmed hie rode, but ini his ruddy shield
The lion bore the dint of many a lance,

And up and doiva his niantlo's azure field
Were strewn the liles plucked in fainous France.

Before hini wvent, withi banner floating -%ide,
The yeoman breed that served bis honour best,

And inixed wvith thiese bis knighits of noble blood;
But in the place of pride

is admnirais in. billowvy uines abreast
Convo3'ed hirn close like galleons or the flood.

Full of a strength unbroken showed his face,
Anxd lis brow calin wvith youth's unclouded dawn,

But round his lips %vere linos of tenderer grace
Sueci as no band but Tiine hatlb ever drawn.

Surely lie knewv bis; glory biad no part
In duli docay, nor unto Deathi nxust bend,

Yet suroly too of lengtbiening shadows dreanied
Witbi suinset in lis beart.

So brief his beauty now, so near tho end,
And now so old and so immortal'seernieci.

0 King arnong the living, tiiese shahl bail
Sons of tby dust that shahl inherit tbee;

0 King of mon that die, thougli -ve must fail,
Thy life is breatbed froin thy triumphant sea.

0 nman that servest mon by riglit of birtb,
Our heart's content tby heart shaîl also keep,

Thou, too, with us shaît one day lay thee down
In our dear native earth,

Full sure the King of England, wbile we sleep,
For evor rides abroad througli London town.

London, England.
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