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36 THE SONG OF THE EXILE.

xx.

Yet, as he lay u'pon his couch at rest

Amonor his officers, he seemed to be

Prescient of his fate ; for he addressed

His frie'nds in verses from an Elegy,

And to this. line a special accent gave:

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

xxi.

Foreknowledge of his fate"perchance impressed

This truth upon him. Glory's path would lead

Him to the grave that day, and there at rest,

No longer pain or glory would he heed.

Full well might these appear a rnockery

To him who soon would meet eternity.*

Pale and weak with recent illness, Wolfe reclinéd among his
ofÉcers, and, in !ý a low tone, blending with the rippling of the river.
recited several stanzas of the recent poem, Gray's 'Elegy'Written in a
Country Churchyard.' Perhaps the shadow of his approaching fate
stole upon his mind, as in mournful cadence he whispered the strangely
pathetic words -

'The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,
And all that beauty, all that wealth - ere gave,

Alike await the inexorable hour,
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.'

«4 With a prescience of the hollowness of military renowii, h ex'claimed, 'l would rather have written those lines than take eue ec
to-morrow. ' "- Withraw's History of Canada, P. 246.


