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Lurked the dark sntimig spirit,

WuitiiiLT with his j)urp()H« drep,

To uplift the blow ol" horor,

That will cimsi' two linids to vvoep.

() ! What <ouiiti y Hung his meinluTHi

First upon his native ^hore

And what boNoni loudly nursed hiui.

Thus to stain his hands in ^ore.

Heinous in the dct^d ol" horror,

It nflVonts our every iK)Vver,

That thus tore him from pedestals.

Where his win^ alone could t<»\ver.

It has hushed the silvery mubie^
That did warble in his sonp,

And suspended llowing rivers,

That burst olten from his tongue.

IV ire the fniitful lingers,

That 'jribcd us ancient lore,

And inij)arti'd to our country
Gifts we cannot boast of more.
Deck the platform, clothe it deeply,

In its ebon robes of pride,

Call our country's sons and tell them,.

How its peerless champion died.

Tell them that his tongue of fire

Never more will greet them here,

Ask their cinssic taste to give us
On his dust a peariy tear.

TTnsh'd th'^ eloquence that took them
Tu i:n;>'r oi )":ilnj^ of lii^ht,

Bronir'nt th< ;; ij-ciasure oeath his genius
That pour'd. ou them lustre bright.

And their heart caught inspiration,

AimVl to clime the hill of lame,

While he bore them on his pinions,

To it.« brow to write their name.
We shall bask within the radiance

Of his eloquence no more,
For his mighty spirit's left us

For another boundless shore.
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