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SPIRLT or Syapearny! feom Meaven deseend !
A Nariny weeps ! Corvnnia mourns o feienil.
Hashrd be the sonml of Pleasurd’s thrilling lyre—
Quenehd be the Hamoe of Passion’s glowing e ;
Let shouts of victory fir lanrels won,

Give place to grief, for LAWRENCE, Valonr's son.
The Warrior who was &'er his country®s prile,

Tlits For that country, bravely, nobly died.

0! neer to man did bonnteous Heaven impart -

A purer spirit, n more generous heart ;

And in Toar ueane did Notare sweetly Dlem,

The fearless Hern, nmd the faithful Frieml.

Low in the dost now lies that gedlike form ;
Cold i« that hand, whieh in the battle-storm,
With dauntless cournge el the fhithil blwle,
And deeds of Spartan valoiie there display*d.

As same Fonid mother who liewails her ehilll,
Al vents her griel in’ monmful accenls wild

Bo look'd Cotounnas Grxies when uh.-mmgnlh,:_._
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SALY me, she oried, % wonld Heaven nd longer save
My wuelclosl Hero from the silent grave ?
“Could not my privers one little respite goin?
“Wern all my toars nod supplicntions vain !
“ Must men like win b oropp! in manhood's Lloom,
S L the dreary ¢ furest of the tomb
L Bearee hind his glurl-ml, Lright career begun,
= Ero from its stellar Lieight declin'd his sun.
“Yet limg his victues shall mointain their sway,
“ And fire the Hiroes of the Tuturo day.”

Now from the regions of Eternal Light,
T where thy soul has wing'd its joyful flight,

Witness the tears that for thy loss do flow,
Beholl & nution whelm'd in silent woe :
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The pearly drops whiell tremble in each eye,
Shull sooth thy spirit 'throntd sbove the sky.
Brusr Elunnl Parewell! thy memory, ever dear,
Oft shall receive fuir Fueeunts holy tear ;
ln cach l'rl‘ml Tieart shall live thy peerless name,
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A ﬂ,ﬂlu shall rise thy MIONUMENTS or FAME




