
Athwart these plaine, where arnùes erst have foughit
In mlhort-timed strife, we stili would gido in thouglit,
To reati hieroic Ilay-dream in the forms.
0f gathering clouds, arrayed for battle-storms,-
To watchi the flash that livid gleams on deatli
While moars its thunder o'or the torrid heathi.
Is that the pibroch of the Celtic braves
That cals contending kinsînen te thoeir graves ?
Are these the shouts of 'Liberty that gluide
To elavery a budding nation*s pride?
Adown the hollow thiere may stili ho fonuud,
Near by an obscure pillar, holmet-crowned,
The spot revered, wliere Wolfe victoriouis fell,
Within the sound of Montcalm'a dying knell:
'Twas yondor up the siope, in full array,
While yet the scene ivas one of doubtful fray,
Ile saw, thioughi haze of death, bis trusty Ceit
Rush at the foe: 'twas heýre bis groat hoart foit
At once the groatest mortai joy and pain,
SouI-wrung with victory as lie passed within.

Abroast the linos the horo fell, ia tho thickest of the fray,
And ho whisperod noar hiita not te toli, till victory crowned the day:
As lie lay upon Mie greiiswardlqlope, withi angLiHilt in his eyes,
lus seul stili bounded, winged with hlope, te grasp anmbition's prize.

Apatriot trained, his king lie served: his courage nover paled:
Against his feeble body norved, his spirit never failedl;
If lie feît his race its goal liad fomid, for hlmt wvas glory's gain
la tho hopes that stili. darod hiover round his bitttle-fieldl of pain.

A rnoinent's thioughit for those hoe loved in the doar old English lome,
And thoen again his longings roved te sift thto cannon's boomi:
WVill lio die before the victory a,ýsire 18 s inbis ears,
To sound the valedictory of bis earthly hiopes and foars ?

Ahi! ne, for stands a mossonger with tidings from the plain,
Whose trotibled smilo is harbinger of ioy reprossed by pain;
For hie kuows his goeral's dying- fast, whiate-'er the news hoe bear.e.,
And his heart, witli sadness overcast, bis zeal rostrains witlitears.

Yet stooping o'r the prestrate form te catch the hero's oye,
lie toils liow fast bofore the storrm, they ru» the musketry:
"Who -uns ?" the general quickly said, though ne bear was in bis face,

For of nothing was hoe e'er afraid, unlous it wore disgrace:
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