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bours, and thero is nothing left forhim but to
b the remeindor of the night ashe best cav,
in hunger, incold, and in discomnfort ; and ho
marches in the morning without having en-
Joyed cither rest or refreshment.  Such is
aften the fato of young regiments for alonger
tiod than would be believed, filling the
ospitals, and leading to all manner of evils.
Oatho other hand, see theold soldiers come
to theirgrouud. Let their feelings of fatigue
be greator small, thoy are no sooner suffered
to leave tho ranks than every man rushes to
socuro whatever the neighoourhood alfords
aslikely to contribute towards his comfort
for the night. Swords, hatclets, and bill-
hooks are to be seea hewing and hacking at
evarz trec or bush within reach; huts are
quickly reared, fires are quickliy blazing ;
and while the camp-kettle is boiling, or the
pound of beef frying, the tired but happy
souls are found toasting their toes around
the cheerful blaze, recounting their various
adventures, until the fire has done the need-
ful, when they fall on like men, taking
especial care, however that whatever their
inclination may be, they consume no part
of the provisions which properly belongs to
. the morrow. The meal finished, they ar-
range their accoutrements in readiness for
any emergency, (cering little for the worst
that can befall them fos the next twenty-
four hours,) when they dispose themselves
forrest; and be their allowance of sleep
long or short, they enjoy it ; foritdoes one’s
heart good to cee ¢ the rapture of repose
that's there,’
STRANGE WOUNDS.
In April, 1812, one of our officers gota
musket ballin his right ear, which came out
_at the back of the ueck ; and though, after
a painful illness, he recovered, yet his head
got a twist, aud he was obliged to wear it
looking over the right shoulder. At the
battle of Waterloo, in 1815, (having been
upwards of three years with his neck awry)
hereceived a shot in the left ear, which came
ous within an inch of his former wound in
the back of the uecck, and it set his head
straight again {
FAMILIARITY ON A BATTLE FIELD.
Colonel Beckwith’s manner of command
on-thoss occasions was nothing more than a
familiaer sort of conversation with the soldier.
.To givean idea of it, I may as well mention
that, in the last charge 1 saw him make with
two companics of the 43d, he found himself
atonce opposed to a fresh column in front,
and others advanciog on both flanks; and
seeing the necossity for an immediate retreat,
-he called out, ¢
back.a Lttle, if you please” On hearing
which, every man begen 1o run, when he
shouted out egain, ¢ No, no ! 1 don’t mean
shat--we ore in no hurry—we'l] just walk
quietly back, end, you can give thewm a shot
as you go slong.’ This was quite enough,
an(z syag gbeyed to. the letter—~the setiring
force keeping, up @ destructive fire, ond

ow, my lads we'll just go_

regulating their movements by his, as be
rode quictly back in tho midst of them, con-
versing aloud ina cheetful encouraging nan-
nor—his oye all the while watching the
encmy to take advantags of circumstpnces.
A musket ball had, in the enptime, sBaved
his forchead, and the blovd wag streaming
down his countenaneo, which added noga
little to the exciting interest of his appear-
ance, As soon as we hud got alittle way
up the face of our hillk, he called out, ¢ Now,
now, my men this will do—let us show
them our teeth again!’ This was obeyed
assteadily as if the words ¢ Halt, front’ had
been given on prade, and our line was in-
stantly in battle aray, while Beckwith,
shaking his fist in the faces of the advancing
foe, called out to them, ¢ Nuw, you mscals,
come on here, if you dme ¥’

FIRST ADVENTURE OF 4 SAILOR,

*Tis pleasant round a winter’s hearth,
With a bright fire blazing high,
To choose sad tellk amidst oue mirth,
And sigh, with happiest hearts on earth,
O’er gricfs that chunced befure our birth,

And dangers long gone by.
Old Sung.

One Christmas eveuning, an old man sat
ina great arm-chair close toa bright five.
His hand was an a book, but his chin was
sinkingon his breast, and though his spec-
tacles (with the red firelight glure wpon
them) were sturing straight on the page, his
eyes kooked very much as if they were shut.

* Come grandfather I” exclumed a fine
young midshipman, who bounced into the
rocm, followed by his two brothers, ¢ put
dowa yaur book, und tell us a story.”

The old geutleman stasted,—Llis boak
fell from his haod,—he pushed up his spee-
tacles, rubbed his eyes, settled his wig,
asked what o’clock it was, und finally, com-
plained that the boys never would let himn
read in peace.

Just then, he felt a little twitch fiom be
hind. He looked round ; it wus Willy, the
youngest, the darliug boy, sitting ustride on
the buck of his chair, with oneiand hulding
his grandfather’s book high above lus head,
and with the other pulling s pig-tail, oras
hecalled st, hus beli-rope, by way of gaining
attention,

. % Al! you little rogue,” said the grand-
fathos, smiling, *¢ what are you doing with
my book and my pygtud 2

+ Tell ne what the list page was about,
aud youshall have them both again.™

¢ Aund whst if 1 canuot ¢

‘“'Then you must tell us a story, as we
asked you to do.”

“ Well, then, the last page was about—
Buanaparte.”

« W het about him 1

¢ Let me see—he weaot to Moscow.”

« A forfeit! a forfeit 1”7 cried Willy,
clapping his bands. < Bony left Moscow
threg pages ago 1, '

* Well, theu, Lsco I must submit," said
the happy looking old man. ¢ What sort
of story will you have 1

¢ Boarding the Bucentaur in Trafalga:
Bay,” said the young sailor, *“or cutting
out a frigate, or suling under the guns of
some irightful French battery.”

*No," snid James, who was a pale and
pensive looking boy, and he grasped his
grandfather’s armn as he spoke. ¢ No,--
tell usabout that dreadful stomn, two dnys
after o sca-fight, when the dead drifted
along on the tide, and knocked aguinstyour
boat. .And tell ¥s how you thought you
knew among them the face of your friend,
and you slmost thoughthe spoke to you, the
wind whistled so loudly as his body drifted
by intho tempest. Tell us something lke
thut. Come, make haste, before tho can-
dles are brought iu, and let it be very hor-
tible |” .

¢ What zay you, William 2” said the
grandfather, tasuing to his youngest, his
namesake aud favousite. ¢ What shall
ithe "

Wilky smiled in his face, and climbed his
knee, and looking up with his bright blue
eyes, said, 1 shou& like something dread-
ful, too ; but I am tired of battles. Cannat
yowtell us something that you felt and saw
when you was g little boy, like me 7"

 Before I was your age, Willy, I lost
my father, and because my mother was. very
poor, I was sent tosea, When 1 was nine
years old 1 had madea voyage to Greenland,
and scen many wonders,—great, terrible, B
and beautiful. I ought to be able to amuse E
you with acceuats ofhuge icebergs. of whale §
and seal fishing, and many other thirgs, §
The peril, however, that had most power §
over my hmaginetion, and of course, the one J
I temember best, was the cat-o’-nino-tails, §
So completely was 1 possessed, during thas [
miserable year, with the dread of corporcal §
suffering, that [ saw nothing, felt nothing, g
and can relute nothing, of thay teip. 1 §
nevershall forget the fisst time tliat 1 saw §
my mother aftes that Greenlsnd voyage. §
1 ran home as soan as £ could get ashore, g
but my wather had left her house, and the §
people who had suceeeded could not tell me §
whereshe was. 1 was in ugomes—1 man 8§
along the market-place to the well-known §
abode of Sithy, the old vake-wife Sha
told me, that my mother was sick, and poor, §
und lived in a garret over the way. Sis §
said that she lovked in upon her sometimes, g
but that she had no doctor, because she M
could not afford to pay one. I had a fow §
shillings that had been given mme befors B
Iwentto sen; I had them in my hand, !
wrapped up in the corser of a haudkerehief,
I run off to the nearest doetor, showed .hin
my money, and boggéd bim to take it and ¥
come and cure my miother, e smiled at §
the offer of my purse, but a tear started to §
my eye when he saw my distress, aud he §
willingly followed me, when X rax. towaxt




