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Sucocssfa!lj tbe hero cbained.

A woooded joatL lay ou tie sdow,

And hU fine eyes once strange to fear
'

Now droopiDg sank beneath death's hands

That soon wil! stay his life's career

;

With visage pale, desparing look,

While from his bieist n crimson tide

Unheeded flowed, his mantle souked,

His bed of scow with purple dvel.

A heap of slarn pillowed h's head,

No aid nor comfort there was nigh,

No haman sonad refieshed his ccr,

Bat dying groans, death's bitter sigh

From his brare comrades in arms,

Now wellering on the battle field
;

Alone in death, from kindred far,

With nonght from Russia's frosts to shield.

This yoathfnl bero left his home

1q eager search of the phantom fame,

To have his life's yoangsan thus set,

ObliTion to enshroud his name.

Fresh from the halls of laughing France,

The srav saSoons that Paris grace,

The conrted bean of fashions train,

And plea^'i'nes gay and giddy race.
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He knew tbat morn would ne'er expand

Its beaaties to his dying eyes
;

In prayer he conid no solace find.


