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Bosides he knew his men were brave, tried veterane in the field,-
From Louisbourg victorieus wave that seldom thouglit te yield:
And whien the soldier kueit to, tell liow the foe it waes that ran,
"Se soon 1" was ail that feebiy feu1 frora the lips resisting pain.

"Send Burton," anl lie breatlied again, "Ite, chock themn in retreat,
"Te guard St. Clîarles'8 '-ridge and plain, and inake seure defeat:"
Alas 1'twas duty's last ooeheat, in faintest wlîisper sighied,
For death his soldier-victim pressed and would net be defied.

But now te him doath had ne sting, thougli his years had been but brief,
For hie knew his deeds wveuld joyous ring te seothe a mother's grief:
"New Ged be praised," his last words caie, " fer happy do [ die;"
And those around huai knew hie fame was immortality.

Aî1d stili the centuries love te, tell of victory's glorieus sheen,
That gilde tho plain whiereen lie fell, te keep) hie glory green;
Fer hie renown is England's mi-lit that, finds lie3r own the faine
0f these who (bath. have darod iii fighlt, for the honour of hier uîarne.

Witlî speed ef liglit, as on the silvered plate
0f phetographie art, the tinte innate
On fancy's film, begrrimmed withi battle-breath,
Group animate areuind the hiere's deatb.
Acress the goree-dad plain, iii dawn'e faint liglit,
WVe stili weuld see the prelude of the ffight,
And breatliless wateli the paneramic viewv
0f red-array on battle-field anew.
Beheld the invader'e columns puress the edge
0f siopes worni headlong near the river'e sedge!
Withi nature for defence on further side,
The left battalion, steeled witl veteran pride,
Turne te the field, for ne defeat prepared,
Till fate and death its courage tried have dared.
From neighibouriîîg woods, a galling fire declares
The foe astir; and thoen the messa;ge nears
They're on the mareh,-a band te reach St. Foye,
WVhile three divisions o'er the plains depley.
At first, attack disturbs tlîe British flank,
As tribute-claims it draws from every rank;
But Townshiend and hie men, withi speed ef wind,
The aid desired for cemrades wavering find,
While, stili their general's friendly voee rings jut
Te re-aseure brave men witli valour'e sheut.
And neow we see, as fancy'e freaks beheeve,
In lighits phantasmic, French and Britieh niove,
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