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And onward stili, anotiier fiel!-
P>reston ! thy scene of civil strife;

But broken now the spear and slîield,
Or turn'd iîîto the pruingi. knitiè -

'1'here mnet a Chrisian lhero's grave,
Gardincer,at once the good and brave.

Yon lonely rock amid the sea,
Thiat lifts itseif to giatnt licight,

1&oufl(l which the billows ccaseicssly,
Chafé ini their restless niight:-

'Twas there the martyrs of the Rock
])efied the Tyrant's rudest shock.

Tuntallan, from. the neiglibouring- steep-
The proudest stronghold. of the land-

Stili grandly looks o'er hait the deep,
Whiere once it held cornmand:

Faint relie of its former day-
Its fèudal, ail but regal sway!

Ahi! well that war lias hush'd its notes:
The trumpet peals flot to, the ear:

No more the hostile banner floats
O'er citadel and mere:

Tlhy triumphis, Christian truth, are seen
In wliat is now, and what lias been.

Now Scotlaiid, England"s, host, is one:-
Rebellion lifts flot niow its head:

No more the foray raid is run,
And peace, vith wing outspread,

Now broods o'er ail the landseape wide,
More peaceful in thiis Sabbath tide.

The feudal hiate, the civie strife,
The mustering hostf the gathering clan:

For these, the, amenitios of life
That flow 'twixt~ man and man:

The hostile shoek, the battle-ery
Contend flot now for -vietoryr.

Surely this caira lias something holy :
The stillness of the mourner's room;

WVich yet is flot ail nielaneholy:.
The dead has flot tie sinner's doom.-

}Iow happy when the soul subdued
Thus finds repose iL-s own rnood!

It se.ems that I eould linger here,
If I miglit always feel as rmow,

With secarce, a hope, àndl searce a fear,
And sorrow banishi'd from xny brow:

The quiet of this twilighit liour-
IIow deep, how hallow'd is its powver!


