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WAR-TIME.

O my bird, my beautiful bird !
Sing no more to-day ;

‘Tho sgddest maidon undeor the sun

1 must be, till this woary sas is done ;
For my lover hias gone gway.

Al! your voice could never drop as it docs
Down through those slepdes bars,

If you ever had loved n-soldier lad,

And ho was all the friend you had,
And was gono away to the wars,

You ate quiot now ! too quiet, my bird,
To suitmny restiess mood ;

"T'is fearful to feel thoe house so still,

Sing out again till you sing your fill 5
I shall dic ivith solitude!

Yet low } sing low whilehe is gone
To fight for the Union Jick }

I would not hear youvoice ring out,

Till it blends itsclf with the nation’s shout,
When wny lover from the warscome back,

You must sing for us both on that hlessed
day
When I welcome my soldier boy ;
For my eyes will dim with the happy tear,
And my beart will come to my lips sonecar,
That 1 cannot speak for joy !

LUCKNOW KAVANAGH, V. C.

‘Tuere is o fatal facility about autobiogra.
phical writing which makes it the most fav-
orito form of composition; the thoughts of
the writer, and especially of the unaccustom.
ed writer, can be e¢xpressed more conversa.
tionally, and therefore more casily, in this
fashion than in any other. He does not en-
tangle himself in so many grammatical laby-
rinths, nor—in particular—find himself con-
founding together the first person with the
third, or unable to discover his nominative
caso. Nevertheless, there aro graver evils
about sutobiography than those. Even
when this style is adopted in mereo fiction,
the public will persist in identfying the pen-
and-ink hero with the flesh-and-blood writer,
compelling thercby his principal character

‘to appear, if spirited, abraggart—if modest,
a spooney 3 and when the autobiography is

authentic, the difticulty of steering Lotween
thess Seylla and Charybdis, is of course con-
siderably increased. One cannot, with any
humility, describe onc’s solf as possessing
all the virtues; aud still less can one aftord
to writo one's self down as commonplace.
It is far worso than the undertaking of one’s
own opitaph—although that is 2 .delicate
operation—inasmuch as you have to hear
critisisms on the composition ; while, more-
over, the epitaph only concerns yourself,
whereas yourautobiograpby, unless you have
been a hermit in the wilderness—in which
case it is to be hoped you would have beon
bettor employed than in ¢ writing for Col-
burn or, Longman, or Murray ‘—must needs
rolate o otlier people. That is why almost
all autobiographics are published after the
.dqaths of the authors. The sword of Damo-
cles—tho 1a8H 6t the Horsewhip—is always
hanging over that gentleman's shoulders
who publishes us ¢ Recollections " uvtherwise
than as his ¢ Remaing” We have Faown a
certain eminent literary person to pass the
latter part of his life much respected, or, at
all events, amidst the Kindest offices of Ius
acquaintances, because he was known to be
compiling a posthumous record of his exist
ence; wheroas if’ some of his friends could
have caught a sight of the manuscript, it is
possible that they might have hastened its
publication by wringing his neck. The fact
is, an autobiographical writer may inflict the
cruelest chizstisement uponvery worthy peo-
ple by simply telling the truth; and post-
humous writers always do tell tho truth,
and in the most unpleasant manner con-
ceivable. They write as it were from tho
sanctuery of the tomb, where action for Ii-
bel can no longer He against them.
Nevertheless, if one wants to till one’s own
pockets by an autobiography, it is highly
pecessary that it should appear duringone’s
life, and there are some narrations which
needs must betold in the first person. When
a man oscapes alone from a shipwreck or a
fire, he must tell the story himself : and
Liucknow Kavanagh, who gained the Victor-
in Cross for venturing alone through a hes-
tilo city and an cnemy's lines, in order tn
act as guido for the releving anny under Sir
Colin Campbell, could scarcely have got
another to relate the tale. Nomore modest
ond simple story exists than his account of
that ono incident—a plain and unvarnithed
icture of a brave man performing a perilous
uty; whereas, on the other hand, his his-

tory, as n whole, and whenever it refors to

others, exhibits the worst ovils of the auto.
Liographical class. It is harsh and detracta-
tory towards the author's equals and super-
jors ; it is quernlous and bombastie in so far
as it concerns himself, He unwittingly hands
us the privato key to s own character, and
when ho asks us o bewail with him at his
ill-success in life, wo can say littla more than
that we are not the least surprised at it.
1 here are some men that cannot ¢ven com-
plam of their misfortunes without leading
their hearers to sympathise in somesort with
thoso at whose hands theirinjuries lave been
received. It they did aot deserve them,
they scem at loast to have brought them on
themselves. We cannot imagine that Mr.
Kavanagh's behaviour can have been at any
time concilintory or judicious towards those
wlho held his tortunes in their power, al-
though we ullow that ho has been cortainly
isutliciently rewarded for his great decds
ile is, howover, one of tho bravest men, as
wg should imagine, who evar breathed, nor
nedd we speak further hero concerning him,
cxcept as rospects that bravery. Betoro he
took upon him that voluntary service which
has made his name so famous. he showed
himself as gallant a soldier, civilian though
he was, as any in that belenguered band
Lucknow Presidency. He made no pretence,
indecd of that entire absence of fear, which
—it it exist in any man—must heeds rob
courange of all its virtue, but fully conscious
of each peril, he put iv aside 1o make way
for duty. Fighting above ground is not
agreeable to most people, but how shght «
matter must that be when compared with a
death-grapple in a counter-mine ! *What a
nervous moment was that tirst crasl on all
fours through a long, narrow, cold, damp
mine, appalled by the darkness and a fancy
that an encmy may have got in, wishing to
blow our my shrinking brains, or that it
might fall in aud bury me alive ! It tried
mo considerably, and I had to saya great
many encouraging things to myself to calm
my agitated heart; which vehemently panted
for tho hght again. Indeed, it cost many el-
forts 10 appease my fears, and gain conti-
dence in those subterrancan ramitications,
in winch I sometimes strayed av nigh? de-
spainng of ever getting out. At last 1 dis-
covered that a resolute man was more dan-
gerous below than above ground, and 1 scon
had an opportumty of testing my sp.nts
the bowels of the earth, gz

¢ The enemy were heard mining in the
south corner of the Nekh quarters, and the
éngineers counter-mined to stop them ; but
they had done so much hefoye being discov-
ered, that we broke in abount three feet from
our own shaft, and the miners cscaped. At
this moment, I reliéved the officcr on dnty,



