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I say, you must have the best disciplined troops in
the army which you maintain for the service of their
country."

WELLINoTON IN PARLIAMENT.

1
3agpipes sang ' cha-mi-tu-lidl,' and the fair-baired men

came out,
With eyes like skies, when bonn.y Juna lools rerrily

about;
A4d hearts, like heaving billows in their dcep and surging

might,
Swept forward in stern mxajesty to grappie with the

fight,
They were men-who every monent ciarged each

monent's precious breati,
They were "bairns o' Celtic nithers"-Lhey were bmn

who look at death.

There might be thoughts of other lands-of blue and
heathery hills,

0f dark and glassy sleeping locas, aind low melodius

rills,
Ut they rose but for a monent-ticy were cast avay

in scorn,
The belted plaid held nothing to degrade them or to

mourn.
Tley were bairqs o' Celtie mithers that that could

whistle out their breath,
And look with bounding bosom on thei ghast!est front

of death.

'There might be wafted fragrance "frac the bonnie, bonnie
broom,"

hIt it warned them, like a native seer, to lii the hour
of doom;

Irhat to shrink was like the " Black Monteati " to driec
a Neird of guilt,
thlink that "milthers' mil',-! was vai' and holniour w ii

Unfelt,
'ut-the belted plaid was over them-the answ er was

Msade low-
he "Bodach " called for us-we arc willing-and we go.

tale too, of the lark, that sings so scetly o'er the

hake
ht carry lack the faithful heart for childhood's

Yearning sake.
t night brood through blessed minutes " o'er the land

6ae far awa,
h lealest an' the kindest that tieir faui c'en ever saw."

t in their iountain loyaity they sank their ancient

troth.
er be it said thuat plaided Gael forgot the soldier's

Oath1i

" "We return no more,"-a coronach of the Alpin or

a18cGregor family. It is frequently chanted by trains of

ghland emigrants when leaving the stratis of Lomuond.

"5ke the Swiss with their Ranz-des-Vacies, they lave

y pathetie airs that iight bespeak a return to those
1 omaes and beds ofheather," but, unlike then, they have
hard landlord and a cold welcome to forbid it.

They thought not of the wail must rise o'er one peace-

hallowed glen,
When they muttered out the slogan and strode forth

like martyr men;
They thouglht not of the silence that would fall upon the

shieling,
Nor hie ashes strewn upon the fire of woman's fervent

feeling.
They ient as men who dare the worst-at honour'a

" sacred bode,"
And in vict'ry's bloody banners rest vith freedom and

with God.

Glen Iulahan.

THE EMIGRANT'S FAREWELL.
15Y sAMUL. R. c5IRNELL.

Tine's wavs dosiiiiig ,n tow'rds eternity's occan,
Mayv bea' everyx famuly~ lov 'l hject awvay,

Um 'tu ill live in tie Lcrt, tli ac h tender emlotion

ts uo.tened, ni:deh hiob, tlxi meorŽ 's ra'.

When Sunnirr gai wars ur buties aind treasurcs,

Ansd iýl sng perfuiel and fair in tihe tree,
How1v my hieart will reieniber oli pleasures,

i the bli.,s It lias fe L as ive gazed upon thee.

I shîaî i ilf thee 'often whe eveni cx ingt teendCiin,
0er nu.t;in .md fl-icd, les ts ':mty impari,

An xîd whe nîi t in its stillness, soft i ILicnce lending,

the choi ds of deep feeling whi dwell in the
heaxrt.

I shlall thi of tihee oten, thon io.eliest, dearest,
ir tr' thyi set fa-c on a 'ar i! tit shore,

A dLk i ;d m.iay pass o'er tlie sky 'tis carest.

It has Len :o wih .e-i sixall see tce no more.

II ut bitd the farewell, a 'i fan elic forev'er,
Uc : rigl dreai ii'st faeh, aild b'e broken its sel,

And t th ecs, oh!i thsxe eyes! vith thîeir soft liglht msay

.Ueaii ie jioy oer my path. I'arc-thee-well, love

APA TIIY.
There is a curse,-the dire.t of all those

Whsichi gather o'er our life;-it is to bear
Ail that shoild grieve us withrout grief; to weer
A heartless caln, a loatlisomie peace, wlen woes

Are dealt untio us largelv; vile repose
Usurping the blank souli: while hope and fear
Alike., foirsaxes us, and the naxtIrad tear
No longer fon thie heart, like life-blood, flows.

This only do i dread: fron this alone,
O Fate, udefeisd ne! though it be mv doom,
To writhe, ere long, beneath a scourge of steel,

Shield me fron horror's worst-the heart of atone.
W'iate'er the ills that are as yet to corne,
Grant me the power their keenest edge to feel.
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