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MRS. RAYMOND'S CONCERT.

A bc^art as Hoft, a heai-t as kind,

A -eart as sound and free,

As in the whole vvorhl thou canst iind

'rhat heart I'll Mive to thee.

J5id that heart stay, ami it shall stay,

To honor thy decree,

Or bid it languish ([uite a\vay,

And 't shall do so for thee.

Bid me to weep, and I will weep.

While I have eyes to see.

And bavin>^- none, yet I will keep,

A heart t(. wee|» for thee.

Bid me despair, and I'll despair.

Under that cypress tree.

Or bid me die, and I will dare,

E'en death to die for thee.

Thou art ray life, my love, my heart.

The very eyes of me,

And hast command of ev'r|^)art

'j\) live or die for thee.

Sonff. 'i:;t6t ailorbs oi Alavmiuu.'
Pr. J. Clarke.

Mli. J. MARSHALL.

t^H
\\ war, that for a space did fail.

Now trebly thnnd'ring, swell'd the -ale,

J
Antl '-Stanley!" was the cry.

A lii^dit on Marniion's visage spread.

And fir d his ghi/ing eye.

With dying bund, above his heiid.

He shook the fragnunt of his blade,

Andshoute.l "Victory:"

"Charge, Chester, charge I On. Stanley, on!"

Were the last wor<ls of Marmion.
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