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THE BALLAD OF THE MOSS TROOPER.

APRAIRIE LET TPY GROVES DEGPAIR,
WEEPING THEIR TELEQW LEAVES ;
TRY coMuaX LOOKS TNCOMMON BARE,—
Fierp or TE ForTY THIRVES !
The sumines’s sun shone fierce and hot,
The sentry on his beat
Low whispered word of wrath, and sought
The shade side of the street..

Where golden balls—a magic three—
High yuivered in the breeze,
Herd by the portai halted he,
Halted and stood at ease,

Bereatl the pendent symbols there
Outhung n goodly show,

Some things that were both rich and rare,
-And soipe that were rathier Jow.

And sileatly the seatry gazed,
In wonder inixed with doubt, -

At gold and silver glistened and glazed,
Slumbering up the spont.

Silk ond velvet side by side ®

Along with pistel and knife: .

A dogger by a wedding ring,
Matched like busband and wife!

‘The flute beside the silver spoon,
All silent os in death ; .

And the trumpet gasped ot the old bassoon,
Speecliless for want of breath.

But over ali, both §xeut and small,
Above, around and Lelow,

Ever the suldier's gaze would full
Upon a gorgesus ruw.

Of wartior gard, collapsed and grim,
On ignominious peg ;

With golden gleam adown the serm
Of shoulder, orra agd leg.”
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€F. I And sabre bright with armied boot, .
§ Casque and button and loop ;
While snddles hung buff Lelts amopg,~—
Signs of n awaggering troop.

Th_ir;i und nine, Lenesth the sign
hat quivered in the air j—
* What tzoopers they, O sentry say,
How came such"troopers there 7

Romantic was that sentinel,
‘Old thoughts about him go,

Buc the only words from his lips tha fell,
Were,—* blast me if I know!"

Adown, adown the block-paved street,
The street of Notre Dame,

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

Much burthen on his back who bors,
"T'rappings of cavalry,—

Saddle asd bridle, boot and rpur,
A glittering psnoply.

And on his footsteps followed slow
A steed of u sleepy ege,
Watched as e went by many a ctow
Wheeling under the sky.

“ God save thee, noble sentine) ¢
I see thy troubled brow,
Briel space huve 1 my tale to tell,
Driven [ know not how

“Full forty on the plain were we,=
1 mark thy wondering eye,—

We marshalled on the broad prairie,
The river it rushed bard by,”

* Ope morn we heard the stirring word,
. * Fonty, to hone, to horse!*
These's battle down in yunder town,
And the river we must cron.”
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“ Adown wo rode to the river's brink,
Just nt the Steombont bell,
. Ready ta croes, both man.and horse,
Unknowing of the apeil.”

“ But the spell, the spoll of the weter-bound
Was un both horse 4nd men, S

And that Steamboat she always ran aground,
Thut tried to Lreak ous ban.” '

“ We rigged us out with many a craft, -
Batean and basge nad canoe,

But Yurgé nor bateau not lumbering ratt
Would float with us for a crew.”

* For the ban it followed us tirst and Jast,—
Driel. word Leve L to say,— .
‘That we never should pass 1hat river fust,
- While we were undes pay.” . :

“ But the spell, the qyalI'oE' the watec-bound
" Was ohanged upon man and horso,—

" When they paid us off. no-rest we. found,

Till we pledged our trups with Moss."
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“ Usto whose pillared portals I,
" Last of the forty fold, =~ - .
And driven by my stiong desting ;—
. Boldier, niy tale is told.” ’

Yarcostic was the sontinel,
Mayhop it was that he

From bayonet's use had Jearned well
Yo luuneh cold irony. .

And he said with 8 wink, ¢ JOURE MoD. FOUSE Mo,
11! bet you a foreeight's pay,

MOSS I'ROOPERS ye will nick-nomed b
For ever and a day!”
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LaPRAtrz Y EEPS 1N COLD DRAPAIR,
SREZDDING BER TELLOW LEATXS ;
HER COMMON LOOKS UNCOMMOR DARK,—
Fiep of Tax Posty Tuteves?



