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For now - my race lis ended, 1 sbaH rise
To soar subEmely tbrgug4 the azuré skies,.-.mM

From sphere to sphere my wayward soul shall roam,
And vast immensity sball be my home';
And whèn 1 ' see her oer my grave relâne,
With zepbyrs' wings IM soothe my Emelined

THE VOLUNTEEWS GRAVE.f

Farewell to thee, camrade, thy marching is ended
No more wilt ' thoùjoin in the ranks of the brave;

For now lby thy mourning companions attended,0
We see theeconsilmed to thé Volunteer's Grave.

When the pestIence of Treason was raging around us,
- And threaten"d învasion, united e,-wh band,
That would join in the ties of affection that bound us

To the Tiu-one of our fathers fiR death should disband.

And Death hath discharged thee, the first of our number,
From the blast of whose mandate there's notbing eau

save ;
But soft be thy P'now, and sweet be thy s1tunber,
And green be the grass round the Volunteer-s Grave.
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]ERRATUM.-In the 16th Une of the Preface., for What is not,
is not," read le'What'is writ, is writ.
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THE END.,


