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PAMELA. nr.
To the.tombs of Montmartre this benuty was
taken,

(To Joun P. LFONARD Esq., of Paris|To slc?p \uLht the thousands that lonely
—through whoso kind \\'lltdlfllllless and To a\\:tuetrl?cmgiex\t call when thosethouennds
noble pntnotlam the remains of Pamela awaken; e
—Xady Edward Fitzgerald were saved | To sleep far assny from her home in the
from tho fossce Commzme, into which west,

wore cast the bodies buried in the
grave yard of Moutmartre, and, by
whom_thoy wore conveyed to London,

‘and intorred in the fumly vault_at |

‘Thames- Dltton ).
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Few werc the women er mvn]p in be:mty,
Few were the henrts-go fond and o true; i

Few were the wives that surpnsscd her in
’ duty,

» Virtues were round her, of every hue,

When grief’s saddest morrow ;

“The w'{fd day ‘of sorrow s

For him of lier love, dld break on “his lec,

| With snguish and wee ing,.
. She ;yumle(l him sleeping,

The trn({h lnl, the noble, the Geraldind’s

! wife - ‘

f

1I.

-Her dear one ‘-urvmng, in Frnnces gay

centre,
She wept nnd she pmcd oer the joys that
: had ﬂown,
No pleasure -e'er more in tlmt bright -sonl
could enter
"Twas ﬁlled with a. sorrow completely its

’T\ll saddcmn repinin
And slowly de%’lmi]r)) g

At last she went forth %rom this . vnlloy of.'

atrife;
She sunk in L)mt slumber,
Whose hours have no number,

And woke in God’s glory-—the Gornldmc 8.

- wife.

. \

Far away from the tomb-yard
Whose dark'ness and gloom guard
The}rect of those dear ‘ones she loved in' her
ife;
Were none there to name her 7-
No guardian toclaim her?
Rooneto \mtch over'the Gemldmc’s mfel

v,
Yes, from Erin’s own Islc a’son’ true. nnd .
‘kindly, KT
Protected her tom\) on an alien sod . .
While * hundreds “went by and coIdly' or,
blindly >
Neglccted the dust o'er’ w})osc glor; they
<. trod!
“And when nll were hnrned
. Awny, to be buried ;
In t}hgjosxec for the common, the low]ym
©life, . :
He hastened totake her " sl
: . From the grave they would muke her-
Ee g\mrded and” watched oer Ll\c Geral:
dmcs w\fe. : Lo e

V.

‘And b'xck to the lnnd “here hcr )msbnnd xs :

sleeping 3 i
And back to the weet he swiftly did comie,
To place her remaing, where the slmdows are

-ereeping
O’er thie: fnpcnds that lie. 10“ m the grxwes of
her-liome, .
~The denth bells are’ rmgmg,
. While sadly they’re bringing
Pumcla to rest from-the world’s awful stnfe ;
. And each one in praying, - :
Is tearfully saying, . :
«God bless the  true - friend of - thc Geral-
< 7 dine’s wife 1”

1




