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THE BALLAD OF THE MOSS TROOPER.

APitAIRIE .ET TFT OROVCS.DESPArR,
WEEPING THErR TELEOOW LEAVc ~

THry fo:MMN LooRS UcOMMON BARE,-
FtEr.D OF TEE FoRry Tumavic»

Tihe summner's sun shane fierce and bot,
The sentry on bis ieat

Low vhiispered word of wrath. and sought
The shade side of the street..

Where golden bals-a magie three-
Hi ,aquivered in the breeze,

ard bv the portai halted hoe
Halted and stod at case.

Beneatih the pendent symbols there
cuthene n godts show.

Same thins'th t weie bath rich and rare,
-And Dome that were rather low.

And silently the sentry gazed,
In wonder mixed wvith doutbt, .

At gold anid silver glistened and gjazed,
Slumbrerinrg up the Spout.

Sill: tnd velvet side br side "
Along writi pistol and knife:

A dagerby a vedding ring,
Matclsed like husbansd snd wVife!

'The flote beside the silver spoon,
Ail silent os in deanth;

Ans! the trmpet gaspe! rt the otl bassoon,
Speechirs far want of breath.

But over all, both great and %nmll,
Albove, around and below-

Ever the soldier's gaze would fail
Upon a gorgeorus rosw'.

Of warrior garb, collapsed and grim,
On ignorinious peg;

With ?o[den gleam adown the serm
Or shoulder, arianad eg.

E.[ And satre bright wvit arned boo,,
6 Caque and buttoe and loop;

Wile saddles hung buif belt amsoug,-
Signs of a swaggermng troop.

Thirty and nine, b'eneath the sign
That quivered in the air ;-

"Ivat troopers they, O sentry ay,
loiw, caute such-troopers thera."

Romantic was that sentine], .
'Old thoughts about him go,

But the only words from his ipa tbat feli,
Were,-" blant me if I know !"

Adown, adhown the block-paved street,
The street of Notre Damse.

With bristled beard and shoe-less feet ,
A squalid man there crme.

Much burthen on his back via bo
.'Trappings of cavalry,-

Sadile and bridge, hoat and rpusr,
A glittering panoply.

And'on his footsteps folloed liow
A steed of a sleepy eye,

Watched as le went by Manly a crow
Wheeling under the sky.

"God lave thee, noble sentisel!
t see thy troubled brow,

Brief space have 1 my tale to tell,
Djriven I know not how."

"Full forty on the plain were we,- .1 mark thy wvonderisg eye,-
V marahaled an the broad prairie,

The river it rushed hard by,"

"One mors wve heard the stirrinag word,
'Forty, ta borie, ta horel'e!

There's battle down in ytinder town,
And the river we ouit cron5."

"lAdown we rmde ta tie ri:ar' brin ,
- uat et the Stemboat bell,

- eadv.to crou, both man.and orne,
l3nknowing of the apelt."

"But the sjiell, tIse spell of the water-bound
Was Ini both horse and asn,

And thiat Steamboat she always ran oground,
Thut tried to break our ban."

"We rigged us ou% with rmany a craft,
Drateau and baige and ennoe,

But l(argd not bateau nor lumberting rat
Would &oat with us for a crew."

For the ban it followed us tint and last,-
Drief word bave I to say,- .

That we never »soula pass thrat river fast,
Whilèe w were under pay."

"But the spell, the spell of the water-bound
· ' Ws change! opon man and! hore,-

Whien ty paid us off no-rt es wefind,
TiI! we pl!edged our trps with Maou."

"Unto whose pillared portals 1,
. Lait of the forty fold.

And driven b my stiong destiny;-
Soldier, njtale is cald."

Sareostic wras the sentinel,
M bayhap it was thut le

Fron bayonet's use liad learned Weil.
'Tlao licneb, cold irony.

And he laid with a wink," .young man, fostag man,
L'il bet you a forteight' psay,

MOSS 11 3TROOPERS ya will nick-nomed be
For ever and a day!"

LAipAtit:Z 19 Cof.D DSIPAIS,
Snoessrsa nCZa TELLOW LAVES;

HZR COxIxON .ooKS UNcOMMoN DA1t,
FIisD OF Tax PoiTy Titriace


