THE LITERARY GARLAND.

(ORIGINAL.)

. THE BATTLE oF THE PLAIMS OF ABRAM.

«
Th .
O hast girded me with strength unto the Battle.
On 1.
'elAb.r M shone nor moon nor star,
qum‘fly Zathered from afar
m;hl"g tide of ruthless War,
mall it pomp and revelry.

B, IT.
Th:': S‘:)h the canopy of night,
Prep, > Of Britain in their might,
to die or win yon height,
A?d Passed the word—*“ Our Ancestry !*

.
T::k'm“ed Saint Lawrence’s stormy wave !
The hi%ds’ the vales—each rock and cave,
and Montmorenci gave
Au echo like artillery.

Thbus\: ! Yo freest of the fres,
Who w, Wift the stream and rough the sea,
ﬂ:‘d not die for liberty,
€0 midat this night’s obscurity !

1v.

cnpe i V.
Iny en Rmond’s passed ; now on the strand,
Fay r:e, chief and vassals stand :
:‘ Saeh scabbard flew a brand,—
l‘P‘up the mountain rapidly !

ou vI.
Thoazo :e" thought, than said and done ;
Ayg o,erere no hearts the fray to shun,
height, like orient sun,
¥ stood in glorious panoply !

oy VII.
In hufr?m the vale below advance
Thei; ba: Pace the hosts of France :
Ners wave—their armour glance,—
l°ng to meet the enemy.

Ah ' ere VIIIL.
Shy %l d’ R orb, with fading ray,

Tb.'“h the closing scenes of day,
@ bands, in fierce array,

Yo will tell of agony.
h.u N 1X.
)
“‘G Ur s the signal now is given :
M fos lﬁn warlike sounds is riven :
’ Tests hj :
M.&\ hm‘cause on heaven
mark his eye of bravery !
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X.
As wave meets wave upon the shore,
So deepens fast the combat’s roar

High is each arm, and deep in gore,
The field is red and slippery.

XI
Yet onward—onward, press the brave ;
Around them flags opposing wave :—
¢ Qur country or a glorious grave !’
Is shouted high and cheerily.

XIL
And now the pibroch’s mountain tones
Are heard amid death’s dismal groans :
They fire Old Albyn’s fearless sons—
Woe—woe, to France’s chivalry.

XIII.
They think on Scotia’s hills and glades :
They whirl in air their tartan plaids—
In blood they dye their dauntless blades ;—
Saint Andrew !—their’s is victory !

xv.
But over whom, so pale and cold,
Dares death his sable ensigns fold ?
Alas ! ’tis Wolf—the good and bold :
His life’s blood gushes rapidly !

XV,
A veteran at the warrior’s side
The glorious issue saw, and cried
¢ They run !”—the sinking hero sighed,
“Thank God !—I die contentedly !”’
) D.C.

A SENSIBLE ARRANGEMENT,

A wortly gentleman, had the bell-wire of his door
cut one night by some inebriated person returping
from the garden. To prevent the occurence of a
similar outrage, he ordered the bell-hanger to place
it out of reach.

If a person has a great knack a finding out feats
of legerdemain, you may pronounce him a blockhead,
1 never knew a clever man who was worth a farthing
at detectieg such tricks.

The most honest gourmands are decidely the

 English ; they talk of the subject with profound

gusto, and may be said to have studied the philosophy

iof eating more deeply than any other nation in

Europe. .



