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TII EENODY.

Ntbw the rose blushe titat above hi., hea.d
Opens its pettils to the desvs of iîeaven,

But fromrn y Loriot! tose titu blusit i,; lied,
Andi unto rnarblc mny sweet rose is c-
llowv dost tiiou shinilier in tii> cliy-eold beil.

Rose, fronît iiy ho8oin ruik-iy, rii-1li riven ?
I'

*rell mne. oh rosz! 1.4 it of itappitie's;
Trîy blushes are coriceived? Ji t if surroiv?

Tell nme, oh rose! Nlvtisinks the alsu er iq.
-I blusit In fei.c the Snutii-winti's ardent kis.

Biut 1 shall die anîd Le forgot I iiv-
But 1 shll die andi Lc furgoi uîîsrw!

TLo-inorrow ? îih, to-îîiorrow!
For titis eons;iimintr sorrow,
IV hat uespeiîtiie eati 1 Lîrruîw

Frotît to-day or froni the days ts. lie?
None!

For LIaîghing giçt ine cryiwng
Nonc!

For living givt. mie ulying:
Froni tlle liglit, oht, Pt lie ltide nie in the ci-id that luant.ee thee

IV.
I.ke a înirror the breane of the. -ra

Yet in the d.îrk c:îveîîs hîei
.rUé >uuilLran tins!setiîing th c aldr.uns

Of 'vo. of unspeak-affle ivn!
As deele is the. eky as thine cye ivas,

As swCl2t i tue wiiid as tiîy breatlî,
But who wiil resoive to nue wlty 'ttwaq

*rliat onc sîiffled antd onue lauglîild at thy death?
V.

lVe a~re but atonts iut this icorld of sense-
Mé' are but lentes iipoit tte iwinds of Tïime-

WVe cricmble dust-like-we are hurried hence
By blasis zintoward-and the paîîtossime-

The mockung fantomime of our existence endcs.
-Around the world a tunerai train extcnds
Whosc mardli bezan wlten Tinie its first fruit bore-

Wjtose marcli xvill end vwlîen 'ritie shal! le no more.
E<yttL Ax.Yr~y.


