
POSTHUMOUS POEMS.

THE WARRIOR.

He haa mounted his courser, and onward he hies

Kih'rhifW^Vi "^'^^'^'^^ blue «^-«

;

unesign to his love, one lowly-breathed nravprABd &gle^ of hfa ^„ri janoes brigftXugh the

The eye of hU ooureer with war's fire U rii

rnhZ^^^k^'^^'f^-Tf^^'^^^^^^^ bit,itte breath of his nostrils, like the burning sirocOr the spray
< f the cataract ascending in ^ok^'

And defiant his neigh to the trumpets afar •

?fS^t\^ Bendufah I how eager thy pace

Th«t?^ ^'T^
of the hunter w'Len bJun' for the chase!1 hen onward my steed, tiU the high ground we clearThen dash at the foe with a bouni a^ a ch^r '

Like a rock from the hills dashing down on Z' olain

Shta' * path grimly marled ^trthesfi^b,"'

AnTnl^V^.T ^^battle reap fame and renown.And pluck off the garlands from Victory's crown"
ZoBBA, Nov. 1856.

BALLAD.—KRflfiHT AND LAD».

Adieu, adieu ! my lady fair,
The trumpet's brazen call

Invites me to the battle field,
To fight, or bravely fall.

My war horse trembles with delight

^
His gleaming eyeballH glare,

-T.Bu tossiuK high liig nowiiig mane.
HiB neighings fill the air. ni


