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icidelit it te deatlî.bed of te 1>owger Etircslredetick.

O rare Nwiîîs O fair Nvîngrs
'L'lerc %Vlas, no ansver whvy

Like a bl(îssotn droplied uipon lier l)reast

But it tlilled the sulent vunlpauly
Ihat ;av the Einpress lie.

SlON%, Io lier last weak bteatliings,
lIs becl<ouîiîg pillions stirreci,
ind the stately lliotîrîîer's rev'ereîît Nvatelled
As if soute star-hotui bird

I[ad loft the listeîîing skies to tieet
A whlispereul prayer just. lieard.

'Flîct it rose in biloyatit beauîty,
Anid soft as floatinwv dowtî

IL touclici the qjueeîîý lieart. and kissed
'l'lie' Ilea< tua> %vote a cruwui,

Anîd thcv saw a, giory liglit lier fac
ilîrougli sorrow's fîîrrowiug frowt.

In thte Ilîusl tîat rolind lier pilluw
Fell like the feilling dew,

Frot the palace wiud(ow joyouisly
'rThe iîîscct auget flew.

«The grolden grate swtg v l,'tley said
-Oui' mtaoUer ]lits passed tlîrotglî."

O bhi<l Ilour, O kind lîour
At tie ebb of ail the sens!

Otie Fait to the relaedbeggar buisl
Ant i e gtreeuî-eaved roy.al trees,

Aîîd tîîeai estate and grandeur mate
Molire soils liave no degrees.

But te spriîigtitue, the wingr-titîie,
Featlier andi flower of Mýay!

Tlîey hit-st froîn breaking tonibs to speak
The saine sweet truthi aiway

-Deatli catîtot lîold the clirysalis
Beyoud its plunxing-day.

* Brighlit etîîblein of the nou-nincv
Ont of the inortal niglbt,

To lîighI and hutmble ever yet
On uiittiîng fans of liglit

Th'le îailk-white lrntterfly repeats
Tuie lesson of its fliglît.

And offly mni otits1unbers
'flic sleeping wvortn titat rose,

The whîile for nobler life lie wvaits,
Tha> cones, but xîever goes,

.And preetis bis wving for etîdless spring
Wliose suinrise liour God knows.

-Christian LEndcavor IVorld.
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