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1-love the Night-I hav-e ever loyed 1 will'ever lord
it and all that. beloncs to it of s1hadowed b-cauty, and si.
lent loneliness, and-dim, and doubi ful, and desperate pur.
pose.-,.;-I have looked-up'ion-the niarch of a gallant army
in the midniorht hour.-the heavy rneasured tread of arm-

ed, men, and buorle and dru-rn were mute and proud ban-
ners were folded -and the deep dull rollinor of the can

nonwheel-amd the sharp rincrinrr of the iron shod hoofa %In
on the flinty earth told of the war-steed's procyress,-an,-el'

the'dusky cand solemn bearinor of that martial panoply was-
om .mous of terror, and blood,. and death.-I have gazed
upon the d'inu watchfires, and the wide scattered tenteM
of a slumberinçy host -and pickets- and videts, and sen-c > 3 -tineils were wakefül movinc thincrs of shadow and Proly--

Iincr watchfulriess,-and 1 ý have looked on all this tiltc
breaking day heizard the bua-le sine its reveillé to the droiv-

sy soldier"s ecar.-I have paced in. the lonely hour the for-
ified. ramparts of a garrisoned city,. and marked the
tary centinel on the gli-Oomy ba.,ztior);'-,and the solernn-pomp-
of the passing rounds.-t-ind the relief, witli its àeep cLangc
of the presented musket-and the one word demanded;

above all« oth-andgiven.-I have, looked on that sio-ht,
ers, Possibly, the moi-_,t lippressive anion the various bear-.0
inqs of warrior-life-the progress of arnied- and' mountedýc c
men along the- streets of a city at night;-and the light ofc c
lamp and torch fell brightly on helmet and phime and sa-

bre, and each noble * lookinordragoon, as light and'shadow

fitfully flashed over the sple'ndid figures of hirnself and«

charger,,,,teemed individ-ually a rich study for the painter's

eyeý--and trampling boovesp and clancring steel, and the-.

ringing of ilngling spurs and bridle curbs, and the dîs-
dainful srio:rtiàor of eome impatient ,qtýeed-niade a niasic
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