
4& t S f t cX\^ 

T H E L I T E R A R Y W O R L D . 

As mhen the MIII in darkness s*ts, 
And night fills o'er the earth. 

Along the azure fields above, 
The >tars of hear en come forth. 

\ So when the sun of L.berty 

| From out the gloom like radiant sUn, 

j Whom glorious dreams inspire ; 
j High-priests of Fieedoai in wbo-c Pools 

I That on the futme.dini and'dark, 

Thus, oh, Huii£rma, through the night 
I That wrap> thee in its gloom, 
1 Light from one burning tool streams forth, 

A torch above thy tomb. 
~~ Thy tomb ! ah no, the mouldering shroud 

K;e ljr.ni its confines springing forth 
He wing- :he upper air. 

Thy tomb ! then iiom its door ere long 
The stone shall roll away. 

Thou ehajt come foiih, and once again 
Greet the i,ew risen day. 

That d..y. that, prayed and waited for 
"~ So long, shall surely rise, 

L Again shali creel our eyes'. 
What though before the shape evoked 

The coward heart ha.- quailed. 
And when the hour, the moment came, 

Tbe recrear.t arm has failed. 
~ What though the Apostate wields the sword 

With fratr cidal band. 
And the la-; Romans wander forth 

In exile o'er the land. 

:h sospended olfr thee bangs 
Lrian's gl literng steel, 
_'. tr.. heirt l - cm-bed beneath 

Oh Prop 
The 

mandate has go: 
owcr, must Kail, 

a tbe all ! 
the. 

v tbe Greek 

The -Lve? of Power, the «word, tbe scourge, 
The scaffold, and the chain. 

Awhile may claim their becatombi 

But they i t f t t t w.th Tyranny 

Winged, among thoughts that pierce like light. 

Thou<**)l- that str.ke throuDrh the triple mail. 
That sr-reid. and bar 

More quenchless than ti 
. Karoo! on his Morletn foe. 
Rest, rest in peace! beroie sbades. 

Whose blood like water ran ;— 
For every crimson drop ye sbed 

Shall rise an armed man. 
Rest, rest in peace! heroic hearts 

That wander still on earth: 
TBocsirrs. your immortal messengers, 

Are oa their mission forth. 
The pk>o<"ers of Liberty 

Invincible they throng ; 
They scale and undermine the toweta 

And battlements of Wrong. 
Speak, Sages, Poets, Patriots, speak ! 

' And the dark pile shall falL 
As at the prophet'* trumpet tones ! 

Once fell the city* wall. 

- The following- lines appropriately c o n - — ~ 7 V t f l TTTp 

Press Dinner to Kossuth :— 

Thri'igh dark inn cc 

i Mill waves thy flanr 

-.th. numbers tr. >•»". siunder.. Ivin^ 
.No |»mer nrih run „„>„,„ or unsay, 

i . ^ . i M y :<, tie rl, ii.l;. rlivi, flying, 

And f 1" u nbms <»itnt•'<! TKnoliV'tn'to day 
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