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Drawn by the shine of the warrior's sword,
The soldler paused beside it;

He wrench'd the hand with a glant's strength,
But the grasp of the dead defled it.

He loosed his hold, and his English heart
Took part with the dead before him,
And he hooour'd the brave who died sword in hand,
As with soften’'d brow he leant o'er him.
-mmmmmm‘tﬁmm.
soldier’s grave won
Before 1 would take that sword from thine hand,
My own life’'s-blood should dye It
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THE BRIDAL MORNING.
BY M135 LANDON.

Thy bridal moming ! They are pow
The Iust braid of thy tresses wreathing

The Jast white pear] s om thy brow,
The orange Bower's beside thee breathing.

Why, thou art quecn-like ; that rich zone,
The satin’s snowy folds conflaing,

Is Lright with every lodian stooe
Whose hues have caught the day-break shi-

nlog.

And thow art fair=~O, very fuir!

And suitest well thy gay adoring ;

Al’ii.,““.:.":;"l'.m‘.;’::";;i.. '




But thoy art less fair than pale -
Pale !—hilht?:tﬂo'nm.m:
Fling over her the silver vell—
That cheek will be more bright t-morrow,

No wore, 0o more [—the rose hath said
Farewell to that pie choek for ever; '

Those gens may Cast & meteor red 1
Upon that fuce, but the heart never,

Those eyes have toars they not weep,
Thoae lips words mnbh?p?tm:

As weak as frail, thou cunst vot keep,
Nor yet forget, vows thou hast broken.

Her eye is on the mirror ixed,
\’e}msbehr'nma she gazes ;
be past e present mized,
Till both soem one In memory s mascy,

That loag bour—what doth it bere
The ".'p-kneoucuknl '
His image— can that be dear ' —

s umage whom thou hawt foryaken !

What does it bere I—that cypress grove,
That bour of moonlight and of dreaming ;
That one fond dreaun of early love,

Half of life’s worldliness redeeming 1

The vow that bound your hearts togetber !
O froth, such is on ocern's wave !
0 change, wch s in April westber !

And has that fickle beart been won
By buables such as those arouod thee !
This chala of gold—Is this the one
lo which thy sewer love bay bound thee ?

Go, queen it in the lightest hall ;
Be there the gayest and the brightest :
Soon words were little to recall
What now in vanity thes slightest

Go, glit tlave! school thy brow :
Htm%omm-un oﬂlluzenh‘;
Go lord awaits thy vow-
Thy lover, shriokest thou from such ., eting !

In vain ! thioe early droam is past—

%bmhn“—chnmhm:—
s fowery contruct did not hast ;

This may~"tis writ in golden letters.

0O shame, that ever this should be !
Gold thus o'er love and faith provailing !

Greatcurse’ whereahall we fly from thee,
Wheun even woman's faith is g !
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I GAVE THEE, LOVE.
BY Miss LANDON
I gave thee, love, o soow-white wreath
OF llies for thy raven hair ;
Al ! that pow another’s gift,
Rubies and gold, should glitter there
I saw this morn that lily wreath
N throwe wpom the ground,
And then | saw upon (by brow
The chaplet of those rubies bound.
“*Tis no new passion, po new face,
Hath woa thy fickie heart from me ;
That | bad better borne than koow
That gold hath wroaght this change in thee,



