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drons of" cuirassiers debouclied from the
road, and, stipported by a fiold piece,
showed front against us. This was the
moment that the remainder of our bri-
gade slboiild have came to, Our aid, but
izot a maii appoared. 1-lowever, there
w-as not an instant to be lost; alrcady
the pluniginig fire of the four-pounder
hiad swcept through Ouîr filics, arid evcry
moment inecased our dangPr.

"Once niiore, my lad-s, fortvard !
cried ont gallant leader, Sir Charles
Stewvart, as, waving his sabre, lie dash-
cd into the thickoet of the fray.

So sudden wtas Outr charge, that we
wvcre upon îlîem before they were pro-
parcd. 'And hiere ensued a terrefie
struggl,,e; for, as the cavait-y of the one-
my gave ivay before us, wve came upon
the close rankcs of the infantry at half-
pistol distance, who poured a withering
volley into us as w-o approaclied. But
what could arrest the siveeping torrent
of our brave fellotvs, titougil every MO-
ment fa1lingýr in nunibers?-

Harvey, eur major, lust biis at-m near
the shouhier ; scarccly an officer wvas
not weundcd. Powver receivcd a deep
sabre cut in the check,' fromn an aide-de-
camp of General Fo 'y, in rcîurn for a
%vound hoe gave tbe -encrail; while 1, in
my endeavour te save General Laborde,
whcin unhorsed, -%vas cut donm tbroughi
the hielmet, and so stnnned, that 1 Te-
membercd no mote -around me; I kcept
my saddle, it is truc, but 1 lost every
sense of consciousness ; îny fit-st glixni-
mcring of reason coming to my aiýd as
1 lay upon the river batik, -ana foit nxy
faithful follotver, Mlize,atling,,my tem-
ples; wviîl ivater, as hic kcpt up a mun-
îiigi fire of lamentations for my being
murtherced so youIIg.

"Arc you boîter, Mister Char-les !
Spalze to me ulanahi; say that you'rc not
kilt, darling,,-do nowv. Oh, ivirrah,
ivlxut'l 1 ever say to the master ? and
you dn0ing so beautifl ! Would'nt lie
give the best baste in bis stable to bc
looking at yo01n to-day? Thiere, tàkc a
snpI); it's onl y water. Bad luclc to
îhern, but it's hiard ivork beaten> them ;
thert, only gone ni. That's ri-ht-
iiow you're coîning to.il

"Xhere arn J, Alile ?"
lets here you are, darling, resting

yourself."
IlWell dharley, my poor feflow,

you'vo got sore bones too,» ct-led 1-oiv.
Cr) as tvitlî bis icce sivathedc in banda-
eZs, hoe lay doivni on the grass beside

me. "-It was a g-llant thin w'hile it
lastcd, but lias cost us decarly. Poor

-Whiat of lirn," said 1, anxious]y.
14Poor felloiv, hoe lias scen bis last

batule-field. Ho feil across me, as we
caime ontupon the road. I liftud hlm up
in niy at-ms, and bore Muin along aboivo
fifty yards;- but ho %vas stone dead-not.
a sighi, not a wvord escaped hirn ;-shoi
thtoughi the forceead." As hoe spolzc
bis lips trcrnSlcdl and bis voice suik to
a more wFhisper at the last wvords-
IlYou rernmber wliat hoe said last nighlt.
1Poor fellowv, lic w-as every inch a soi-

dier.?'
Sncb %vas bis epitapli.
I turned my hcad tovaris the sccnt

cf our lato encouitor ; sonie dismotintcd
guns and broken ivaggons alone inark,
ed the spot ; *while fat- in tlue distanci;
the dust of the rctreating colnmns shoiv-
cd the beaten cnemy, as they hurried
toivards tlue frontiers of Spai.

LxiÉx the soul of the landscape, is thtc
gusli of a fresh streamn; it knoi-s iio

s1e1p, no pause, it worlis for ever-thc
life, tho cause of life Io ail around. The
great frarne of nature inay repose, but
itae spirit of the w-ater rests not for a
ýmomont. As the soul of tho landscape,
so is flic soul of mnan, ii *our delpesî
sînrabers its course glidos onand %workis
unsilent, unslunubering thirougbi its des-
tinced cluannel.

Tiir fit-st troubadour on record w-asa
Prince, viz. Williamn Count of Poiton-
Ile lived at the end, of the cleventh cen-
tury, and atthe commencement of dit
twelfth, dying in 1 122 Hoe took part in
tbe ut-st crusade, and iih most of biS"
companions ini tbat expcdition,' sufirnd
numerous bardships ana difficulties.


