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IR WALTER EALEIGH.

With & He to face thy Ea‘einu:_,
Wilt thou go from hence P—wilt die ?
No! 'twas false ]—his life's past honour
Raleigh never could belie !
And he had oo hand for treason,
Or for base and lynx-like gile,
Towards friend, or foe, or monarch—
Walter Raleigh, I could smilel

1 could smile, though thow art dying ;
Though my tears are falling fast ;

These, thy words, in thy last death-pangs,
England must believe at last.

Hush I—in breathless silenes standing—
Crowds in wonder on him paze ;

For & voiceless pray’r he's praying
Ere the headsman ends his days.

Up he rises, calmly smiling,
As the glittering axe draws near;
On the block his head he's laying,
With no single sign of fear |

Bee |—for not a musele quivers—
Yet cur hearts beat fust and high.

God 1 most bitter is this pictura
Of s true man dogm’d to dial

Headsman, doat thew shake and tremble ?
Raleigh speaks to him again.

# Quick! what dest thou fear P-—now, strike, man!™

And the head and trank.are twain.

And there is the head, all gory—
Ha! that I such sight should see!

Loyal subject, valiant warrior,
Friend, and wizest statesman, he.



[k WALTER RALEIGH.

Falls the blood yet, wildly gushing
From the pain'd snd quiv'ring frame ;

Neighbour, take me from the scaffold
Ere I gurse cur monarch’s name.

Shame and scorn cling to the monarch
Who could track a man to death—

Calmly, patiently, with falsehood—
Sure as bloodhound after breath [

James of Sootland—art & Stuart ?
They wera brave as they were bold ;
But, thou minion of thy minions !
Whenee conld come thy spirit’s mould ?

Out upon thee! Were Spain’s Indies
Even offer'd thee instead,

They'd be poor blood-price to barter
For o loyal subject’s head.

But I kmow for Spain's Infants
Thou hast shed yon blood that flows ;
And, by Heav'n! in stern rebellion =
My now anger'd spirit glows.

James of Scotland [ shame bs on thee—
Widow'd wife and orphan pine,

Blood thou shed'si—then blood be on thee!
It ghall eling to thee and thine.

While, in after years, old England
Scorning thee, this deed shall view;

PBut ghall know thee, Walter Raleigh,
For & brave man snd a truel



