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ihour, stitrtiled wit1i the indestructibility of iîndying Art, huinan thought
ilbccaîne iiînril ; anîd onwce bonti in the wor]hl of îpirit and euit iii the table,
jor traved on the papyrus-written on the pardhinit or printed on the paper
-it died no iiior-I>ut bevane a boon anid a heritange to the sonls of ilien
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t,,UR1'ERt, Coliqiiror. IVirzior, King-
Suffering and pale lie lv;

A ifhaft liad strurlc the eangle iing,
And pierccd the strongy array.

A nii(itier ont, than -.11 'vas th;ere:
Tuef congueror by a breîith;

And lie the once proud lord of war,
Napoleon-gazed on Death!

Buit thligt, n nlemor3"s current born,
Was busy in that: hour;

His dreams were then of manhood'a mcmr-
0f victorv and or power.

Defent and .ruin passcd away,
lie saw but glory's srile-j Nor tl(iuht of prison or decay,
Iii lenc llelena's lsle.

flattie tn.1 truin; and ]nrdlv drumn
Thcese Sound lus Sp'irit bleard;

Hie Saw' the bannered army core-
Riang ou:t the~ cliieftaitàs word!

lie saw the gleaitiing sabres flashi,
Ho heoard the foenin's cry-

And thro' the din and martial cJash,
lie shouted victory!

Thesq wcre the warrior's dying dreams!
ILi Iived but in the past;

There only shone those glo'wing beames
Which haunt us to the last.

Pmoud memory mocked the strong control
0f danger's wasting breath;

The ruling passion of lis soul
Found utterance e'en ini death.

,,Head of the Army!M such the slîout.
Heard from that dying bed!

A moment more-the flame went out-
Napoleon7s soul had fled.

Themrightiest and the lonst of men-
Earth's master for a day-

Was far beyond this mortal ken,
Nought left but silent dlay. M. Z. I.


