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THZE DESERTE»,

AT THX EXECU'TON OP TH£ E S4e T8Z.

Oh, moy not the deserter knels,
To face lte death he scorned,

Upon the cold and clammy sad,
Forsaken or unmourned.

'hiere is a being near the spot,
Unieeded and fbrlorn,

Who is gazing in her anguish,
And will weelp wien he is gone

She dares not ware her silken scarf,
In token of adieu

rf.8t it should unman the courage,
That is now so calm and truc.

But on her paid check there fails
One bÙrning tear.-that tel

Ihe is feeling in ber agony
A thousad sad fareweilLa

The warrior fails, and no one heeda

Her dismal shriek to save;
)ut she will sigh above his& tomb,

And weep upon lhis grave.
And by lier young and mournful look.

And by her low sad moan,
The world wi!l know that she Io lei-

Desertd and alone
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Persons wishing to discontinue their Subscriptions, or to hl

the Musonm is sent by mistake, are carnestly requested to red-

turn the numbersas soon as received,by postor other conveyance,
and as far as lies in their power, uninjured ; several individuals
have allowed as many as four numbers to be forwarded to them,'
before giving the least information on the subject, and then re-,
turn them not only with the pages cut, but so soiled and other
wise injured that they are perfectly useless, although ve are en.
tirely out of numbers of the same date.

Distant subscribers are respectfully requested to forward th
ftirst six. months subscription for the Musenm to the respectir

or to the Office in Montreal.


