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THE EVE OF BATTLE,

All was so still, so soft in earth ard air, - </

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there.~
~Lara, - .

There is no situation, perhaps, in which man is more
susceptible of the kinder feeli ngs of his nature than when
he is about to risk his existence in the tide of mortal con-
flict. The ties of love—of friendship —and of kindred,
seemin that bour to be woven more closely round the
heart, and dearer than they ever were bsfore; and the
probablhty, which will intrade itself on the mind, of our
soon be‘ntr nsens-ble to thcm all nge> life a thousand
gharms,

Agitated by such feelings as these on the night prece-
ding a desper rate engagement ; and efxable to take the
repose which was to fit me for encomfermo the fatigues
and dangers of the approachmor combat, I strolled some
distance from my tent, hoping the freshness of the night
air might, in some degree,‘ten_d to calm the feverish fer.
ment of my spirits.

Tt was a delicious night in the earlier part of June
and the full moon shone mth—as I thought at the time
—-unnvaﬂedsplendor The camp of cur army was situ-
ated along a height which gently sloped down to a smalil
river, scarcely a musket shot in breadth ; and on the opr
posite side of which, ona correspoilding range of hills.
was formed that of the enemy.—All was silent as the




