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. Waves torch plume—and no

Sonnet by Charles Lamb. 367

The funeral pomp is near—-throuﬁh the cold air
_ les’ heads are bare;

The moonlight mingles with the grosser flames,
And rustic’s sobs with sighs of high born dames.
This regal city has flung early out !
Her worth and beauty—not with song and shout,
But with a sadden’d eye that loves to seek
‘The ground, and with a paleness of the cheek.
Temple and tower and palace peal around
A holy note—a slow and solemn sound.

Far from the scene where star and torchlight show
Nobles in tears, and majesty in woe,
He—who presumies in this sad theme to fling
His rustic iand o’er an untutor'd string,
Apart and lonely as his days have flown

ute and inglorious—nameless and unknown—
He coo will wail ; and sadly will he call
His loved one near by his lone cottage wall—
No lights to ‘lumine him—but those which cheer
An angel’s visit—should one visit here.
}‘1& too will ponder ona ;{ender theme— %

ife’s passing pageant—Hope's decei eam—
Virtuep:mslull;%reemess, to our idle given,
Flown like the dew on the lark’s wing to heaven.—
Mild maiden majesty fled like the beam
Of the moist star upon the troubled stream,
While heaven and earth give sign that God has trust
Of as much sweetness as death sweeps to dust.
Rude though his verse be—though it lacks the might
Of tender Campbell,—or Scott’s glowing flight,—
Rogers's elegance,—the feeling strong
Of Byron’s lay,—or Southey’s noble song,—
Though he be none of these, at whose high call
Wealth showers her gems, and gifts of fortune fall,—
Who come abroad in pomp, and pall, and stand
With princes and the proud ones of the land ;—
Yet he is one for this sad theme who brings ' *
A grief as tender as the babe’s heart-strings,—
Can drop as true a tear, as warmliy
"Fo heaven, as can the mightiest o then all,

.To bless his country, and het kingly line,

And make them like yon stars—bright, lasting, and divine.

Tuex talk of time, and of time’s galling yoke,
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