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The fair one lovéd the flatterer best,
She lightly turned away:

Sir Knicpht my choice is wisely made,
I eannot bid you stay."

fiemet his hauçrhty rival's smile
Of triumph and delight;
Then frow the moruing I)reeence dear,Ir C
He pas8ed into the ni(rht.

Where swords flashed high on battle field
He won a «Iorious nanie;

IPhe valiant theme of cotintlass lips,
Thé triiiiipet sopiid of fâme.

Supp)rted on a soldier's breast,
He breathed away his life

While happy visions of the past,
Rowc 'niid the war's wild strife.

He saw agrain h-Ils native home,
The cottage and the vine;

And all the merry vintage cheer
Ilis home upx)n the Rhiue,


