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A FORLORN HOPE.
A RECOLLECTION OF BADAJOZ.
BY ALLASTER.
b ¢ say, you must have the best disciplined troops in
the army which you maintain for the service of their

Country,”
WELLINGTON 1N PARLIAMENT,

Bagpipes sang ‘ *cha-mi-tu-lidl, and the fair-haired men
came out,

With eyes like skies, when bonny June looks merrily
about;

And hearts, like heaving billows in their decp and surging
might,

Swept forward in stern majesty to grapple with the
fight,

Th(‘y were men—who every moment charged each
moment’s precious breath,

They were “bairns o' Celtic mitlers”—they were men
who look at death.

There might be thouglts of other lunds—of blue and
heathery hilis,
Of dark and glassy sleeping lochs, aud luw melodivus

rills,

Byt they rose but for a moment—ticy were cast away
in scorn,

The belted plaid held nothing to degrade them or to
mourn,

hey were bairgs ¢’ Celtic mitlers that i{hat could
Wwhistle out their breath,
And logk with bounding hosom on the ghas
of death,

3t front

There might be wafted {fragrance “frae the bonnie, bonnie
broom,” :
Ut it warned them, like a native seer, to hail the hour
of doom
hat to shrink was like the “Black Monteatih” to dree
2 weird of guilt,
O thinl tiaat “mithers’ milic was vain” and Lionour was

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 thought not of the silence that would fall upon the
shieling,

Nor the ashes strewn upon the fire of woman’s fervent
feeling.

They went as men who dare the worst—at honour's
“sacred bode,”

And in vict'ry’s bloody banners rest with freedom and
with God.

Glen ITulaban.

THE BEMIGRANT’S FAREWELL.

ing on tow'nds eternity’s ocean,

every fondly lovad object away,

Lntwiil dive in the Leart, tili each tender eraotion
15 soltened, niade houy, inmemor)y’s Tay.

tn wears her beauties and treasares,
g perfumed and fuir on the tree,

When Suiin

And Blossuius
How sally my Leart will remember ol:d pleasures,
And the bliss it hus feit as I've gazed upen thee,

I shadl thieh of thee often when evening desvending,
O'¢r mountain wnd dood, does its heanty impart,
And when night in its stillness, soft intlucnce lending,
Wl s the chords of deep feeling which dwell in the
Licart,

I shall think of thee often, thou Ioveliest, dearest,
Nor fe Lthy sweet fuce o a far distant shore,
Ak ciond naay pass o'er the sky whentis clearest,
It Lias Leen o with vie—1 si:all see thee no more,
-

L st Lid thee fareweily a =aid fucewell forever,
Gar ©eight deesm mest fade, and be broken its spelly

unfelt, . ( And tidnzeyes, 0! those eyes! with their soft light may
Ut the belted plaid was over them--the answer was never
made low— v Beam one joy o'er my path, Fare-thee-well, luve!
The « Bodach " called for us—we are wiiling—and we go. | farewell!
A tale too, of the lark, that sings so sweetly o'er the §
 lake, |
Mighy carry back the faithful heart for childhood's : :
Yearning sake. .
It might brfod through blessed minutes “o’er the lind APATI'IY'
h:r for awal:., . e There i3 a curse,~the direst of all those
alest an’ the kindest that their fuin ¢’cn ever saw, s B L o
Ut in their mountain loyalty they sunk their ancient | Which gather o er our life i_lt 13 to.hc.::u'
X troth, _»:l:‘tl:::l:l:oul\(ll gnc]\'e :115 without gnox‘; to wear
. . . .. A heartless calm, a loathsonie peace, when woes
‘e:argfx it said that plaided Gael forgot the soldier's Are dealt uato us lavgely; vile rf‘)pnse
Usurping the blunk soul: while hope and fear
.\“_ - Alike fars:.;ke us, and the uatural tear
‘We return no more,"—a coronach of the Alpin or No Jonger from the heart, like life-blood, flows,
N Gregor family. It is frequently chanted by trains of This only do I dread: from this alone,
. hland emigrants when leaving the straths of Lomond, O TFate, defend me! though it be my doom,
® the Swiss with their Ranz-des- Vaches, they have To writhe, ere long, beneath a scourge of steel,
:unl Pathetic airs that inight bespeak a return to those Shicld me from horror’s worst—the heart of stone, '
Omes and beds of heather,” but, unlike them, they bave Whate'er the ills that are as yet to come,
hard landlord and a cold welcome to forbid it, Grant me the power their keenest edge to feel.
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