" THE RED RIVER EXPEDITION.

PROLOGUE.

HOPE fills my-heart, and will, S
"Till ev'ry:pulse- tha.t throbs, in deathis StL] s
‘8o charging scepds will pass, until the last’ : :
Of our short drama minglesin thepast. -~ = e
..+ . We cannot see, or-know the change to be,
% . In the dark vista of futurity.
’ .Thus, ‘wlhile we live, the rainand sunshine fall,
In fair proportion’ on the breathing all.
When we consider all the streams tnat flow,
Of human hfetmmﬁ as thoy come and go,
Tlooding, them ebbirg, ending in the same
Relentle@q grasps “of Deatn whose- very claim
‘We cannot for a sm«le woment shun,
‘But pay his tribute each and ev’r Yy one. . }
Some leave behind a mark of ““ how they ran in -
A footprint to the family of man, - ’
‘While chamo'mb hves hke mine, ah! who can
say
~ The good or evil of its transxent dd\’
Tt mattels not—=T11 even write the while, -
These qmet hours - passing, to beguile,
. Relate a tale of truth, (withott a fiction,) .
Of this RI:D Rrver E\PLDITIO\ .
Brave’ hed.xts are U.Lt.hex’d to the call,
Strong arms are pressing round our flag,
T’avenge a murdel ' martyr’s fall,
~ Nor Teave it e'en w hen ’txs a rag.




