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POETRY.

ODE A DU PERRIER SUR LA MORT

DI SA FILLE,
(Malkerfe—1555-1628.)

Ta dovuleur, Du Perrier, sera done étemelle ?
Lt les tristes discours

Que te met on Pesprit Pamitié patanelle
L'augmenteront toujours ?

Le malkeur de ta fille au tomlean descendue,
I'arun commun tréas,

Est-ce quelque d&lale odta rasun perdue
Ne sc retrouve pas?

Je sai< de quels appas son cnfance @it pleme s
Je n’a pas emrepris,

Injuricux ami, ofe soulager ta peine
Avecque son mépris.

Mais clle éait du monde i les plus belles choses
Ont e pire desting

Et rose, elle a vécu ce que vivent lis roses,
L'espace d'un matin,

La Mort adessigucurs 3 rulle autre pascilles ;
On a beau Ja prier;

1a cruelle quiclle cst se bouche les orcilles,
Et nous laiese crier.

Le pauvic en sa cabiane, ou le chaume le couvre,
E«t sujet & sex lois;

Et 1a garde qui veille aux barridres du Louvre
N'en défend pas nos rois.

TRANSLATION.
By Anrxrn Etawes,)

Thy gricf, 2u Yetrier, will st ne'cr depant ?
An! shall the words of woe,

Patemnal love is whispering to thy heart,
For ever make it flow?

Thy daughter's fate in sinking "mid the dead,
The lut for all in store,

1s it somc mazc in which thy reason fled,
Is lost for evermorc?

1 know what charms were spread 2bout her youth,
Nor hath been my aim

My injur'd fricnd ! the fatal blow to sonthe
By weakening her fame.

Hut she was of that world, whose trightest flow’rs
To saddest fate are bom;

A 10%¢, she number’'d all a rose’s hours,
The space of onc bright mom.

Oh! Death hath zigors beyond all compare,
To pray to her is vain.

Tre cruel Sprite is deaf 1o all our care,
oe heeds no cry of paia,

»or man in his hat, whate'er his state,
Must meet the dart she flings ;

And sentrics watching at the palace pate
Cannot defend our kings !
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THE STRIFE FOR THE PRIMAL GRADE.

1.

Half a yaar, half a year, .

Half a year over,

Each one with bated lneath
Strove for the bunhied

Hope for the primal grade!

Oh!what a fight we made !

Each one with bated Ineath
Strove for the hundred.

i1.

Hape for the primal grade !
Wias there a soul afraid ?
Yes, and we sadly know
Many hat blundered :
Ours not to ~it ant ery,
Qurs but to reason why,
Ours hut again to tey
And strive for the hundre .

1.

Query to tight of ug,
Query to left ¢ us,
Query in front ;v us,
We lookel at and wondered;
As if our doom to tell,
Or like a funcral knell,
Halting our very breath,
Rang out the college bell,
¢ Try for the hundred.”
v,
Flashed all our pen-points hare,
Flashed all at ence i air,
Tackling the * stunnets ' there,
Guessing an answer, while
Sure we had floundered s
Plunged 1n a mental smoke,
Thought gonc, amd heart near broke,
Over some «question,
No prompter kindly spoke,
\Vhen ¢'er we blandered.
Kad we went back, with not,
Nt the fall hundred.

v,

Query to tight of us,
Query to left of us,
Query betind us
We'd looked at, and wonderad,
Requested some fact to tell,
Truly our hupes soon fell.
We that had *thought ” 20 well
Came from the jaws of death,
Nack from the foe to tell
All that we made of them,
Made of the handred.

Vi,
When shall its memory fade?
O'er the wild guesses made
Profcssors have wondered.
Tlonor our real grade <

Hoonor the mark we made,
Part of the handred.

NONNEL.




