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THE WIDOWED SWORD.

They have sent me the sword that my brave boy

wore,
On the gold of his youny renown—
On tho last red field, while his fate was sealed,
Aund the sun of his days went dowin,
Away with tears
‘That are blinding me so;
There I8 Joy in his years,
Though hls young head s low;
And I'll gaze with a solemn delight evermore,
On the Sword that my brave boy wore.

“Twasfor freedom and home tbat I guve him away, |

Like tha sons of his race of ol ;

Apd thouagh, agod aud gray, 1 am chiidiess this

duy—
There'’s a glory above him
To hallow his nume—
A land that will love him
Whodled for its fame;

TRAITS AND ANECDOTES OF SIR
WILLIAM NAPIER.

s YOUTH.

“Braest friend and noblest foe was Wil

. Jium Napier. Oue of a group raused from
" amony the mediteval dead, and set m the
" midst af us clothed in a temperament which
Cachnitted all the amelivrating influences of
" aur modern period of dviliztion. Brought
up in an Irish country town, Sir William
Napier, though best known n after hfe as a
writer of history, owed as little as possible
. 1o the odieation of the schoolmaster.  If)
, according to Dugberry, reading and wniting
are the gift< of nature, spelling certainly 1s

«not, and Sir Williun Napter never wholly !

And asolace will shine, when my old hieart i~, 8Cquired the art: Lut nature gave him a

sore,
-Roihwd.the S8word that my brave boy woure.

AMlsonobdle, sotruec —~how they stoud, how they fell {

In the battle, the plague, and the cold;
Oh, as bravely and well us ¢'er story could telt
Uf the fowersof the heroesof old.
Like a sword through tho foe
Wus that fearful attack,
t §0 bright erc the blow

Comes s0 bloodily back;
And, foremost among thom, his colors he bore,
And horo {s the Bword that my brave boy wore.

1t was kind of hls comnides, ye know not how
kind;
It 1s mnore than the Indles 1o me;
Yo know not how kind and how steadfast of stud
Tle soldler to sorrow can he.
They knew well how lonely—
How grievously wrung,
Is the heart that its only
Dove luses so young;
And they closed his dark eye when the battle
was o'er,
And sent his old father the Sword that he wore.

JOHXN BULL TO PADDY.

Balieve me, ifall these uafounded alarms,
Wihich elrculate every day,

Proved true by to-morrow, and Fenian arms
Were uplifted to plunder and siay,

We should stitl Liold our own, with unterrsfled

hearts,

Let the ontrages be what they will;

Aund our motto, howover the injuries giare,
Should be, “Justice to Ireland i stin,

Itts rfot. to scoundrels whom patriots disown,
And whom Erin has reason to fear,

Thatthe meaningof Frecdorn can truly be known, | campaigns with lus friend Lloyd, poring

Nor the cause of “Old Ireland” be deanr.
No! the heart of the patriot never fongets,
'T!s not thus he should conquer hlis foes;
Aad the ecmblem on which his rellance he ses
Iathe Shamrock entwined with tho Rose.

“and the writings of ancient and modern
- philosophers, and astonishing all by Ins
* wonderful memory ; raging at any story of
| oppression, melting iu pity at any tale of

{ mind eager and energotic, ardour of noble
; thought aml feeling which found its vent in |
elaguence of word and actioa, a heart warm
and constant, a person strong and beautiful.
Perhaps the schoolroom might have but
* eramped his growth; our shrubberies need
'eulture and dressing, our oaks only want
¢ space,
¢ And a boy who, before he had left the
“nursery. saw his homeo attacked by a mob in
the ahsence of his pavents, and the nurse
" standing at the door with two loaded pistols
while she sent for assistance, and who, be.
| fore he was twelve years old, was, with his
. {four brothers, armed by their father for the
defence of that home which was regularly
fortified against the Irish rebels of 1798, was
not likely to want military spirit. He was
- tond of books too. ‘Though not crammed
‘ with grammar and lexicon, as a boy heread
all that came in his way, devouring Plu.
« tarch's Lives with special eagerness. Through
} life he seized on 2 new book vith a boyish
{ appetite.
+In the year 1800, when he was only fom.
! teen, William Napier received a commission
tin the Royal Imish Artilery. Four years
i later Sir John 3foore got him & company in
' the 43rd regiment, then forming part of his
own brigade. 1Ieservedin theCopenhagen
in 1807, and the following year joined the
ary under Sir John Moore, in Spain.  ‘The
« veung soldier is thus described by his bio
' grapher + “Quite wild with animal spirits
i and strong health, brimming over with fun,
Joking with his_comrades, racing, jumping,
* swimming with his men, studying Napolcon's

over the lives of real and fictitious heroes,

misfortune, with a fondness for animals
amounting almost to a passion, and delight-
ing to observe indications of characier, ocven
in a Lird or kitten, this strong, tender,
handsome, and gifted man, surrounded by
50 many temptations, passionately admiring
beauty in women, was yet never known to
be otherwise than pure in thoughtand deed,
by comrades who lived with him in all the
intimacy of VLarrack life, and this, too, at &
time when society was far more indulgent
than it is now. 1t is a beautiful and noblo
picture.”

Willinm Napier was his own schoolmaster,
studying the campaigns of ancients and
moderns by the aid of the best maps and
plans, and occupying his leisure in drawin
and painting, for which he had decidec
talent. So excellent was his memory that
he could repeat the whole of Pope’s trans-
lation of Homer; and such was his self-
cnntrol that, though he excelled in billiard
playing, he gave it up entirely lest it should
become too engrossing.

HIS CAMPAIGNS.

Captain Napier bad the reckless daring of
his race. 1o took more than his share of
the hardships and perils of Sir John Moore's
disastrous retreat, but the dangers of his
own service do not scem to hiave satisfied
him. In 1808, being at Vigo, on hoard the
*Hindostan,” hearing of a secret enterprise
to cut out a Prussian frigate, moored in the
harbour, with boardings, fittings, and all
things ready to meet an attack, he borrowed
a sailor's dress and ship’s cutlas, and was
with the seamen in the boats when the
Commodore relinquished the attempt as too
hazardous,

At the “bitter fight”* on the Con, Capt.
Napier was shot in the left hip, but con-
tinued with his regiment until, in the com-
bat of Cazal Noval, he received a bullet,
which, never being extracted, caused him,
through the remainder of his life, many
days and nights of agony. In this same fight
his brother George had an arm broken by a
bullet, while carrying hiswounded subaltern
oft'the ficld during & heavy fire, In his life
of Sir Charles Napier, Siv William thus de-
scribes tho day: *Combat followed combat,
tho light division led in pursuit, and Capt:
Napier, with his wound still bandaged,® rodo
about ninety miles on one horse, and in one
course, to each the mmny. Mis regiment
being with the mamm body, ho lnc:mi each
morning the ever-recurring sounds of the
light divison’s combnts in front, and had
hourly to ask of wonunded men if his brother
were still alive, Thus advancing, on the
4th of March, ho met a litter of branches,
borue by soldiers and covered with a blank-

* He had been wounded i the face at Busaco.



