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WATERLOO AT NOON ON THE DAY
'kTRTHE BATTLE.-Ofl a surface

of t%ý' square miles, it wvas ascertained
that fifty thousand men and horses

~Vr ying! The luxuriaus crop of
'Pe grain wvhich had covered the field

Of battie, wvas reduced ta litter, and beat-
Ii the earth;- and the surface trod-

-'n on by the cavalry, and furrowcd
4eely by the cannon wvheels, strewn

wItrrany a relic of the fight. Hiel-
and cuirasses, shattered firc-armis

~dbraken swords; ail the variety of
lhtary arnaments, lancer caps and

'ghland bonnets; uniforis of every
Coloir, plume and pennon;- musical in-etrtttnents; the appar-atus of artillery,
4ru1tTs , bugles ;-but why dxvell on the
4rroiwing picture of a foughten field ?

ý'-ech and cvery ruinous display bore
InU1te test imony to the misery of such a
attle * »Could the melan-
hlY appearanceo f this scelle of death
h eightei-ied, it would be by witness-

!ng the researches of the living amidst
1desolatian, for the abjects of their

0'e Mothers and xvives and children,
f daYs wvere occupied in that maurn-

t dty; and the confusion of the
OrPses, fricnd and foc intcrmingled as
'Y 'vere, often rendered the attempt

in co-izn individuals difficuit, and
%en cases, impossible. * * in

%nrplaces the dead lay four deep up-Ueach other, markingr the spot saine
rls square had accupied, wbcn cx-

S for hous ta the murderous fire
Pt~~r.ench battery. Outside, lancer
CUlrah5 5 ier ierc scattered thickly
te earth. Madly attcmpting ta

~h~the serried bayanets of the Brit-
thyhad fallen, in the boatless es-

b'Y the musketry af the inner files.
tharther an yau traced the spot whcrc
t 0 avalry af Franco and EnIgland had
WcOtIntcred. Chasseur and huzzar
rQ' teminglcd; and the heavy Nor-

ante horses of the Imperial Guard wvcrc
,ih.Persed Nvith the grey chargers
10 lh had carricd. Albyn's chivalry.

1qere the Highlanders and tirailleur
Zry' ide by side together; and the hcavy

0go0 wiff g-reen Erin's badge up-hahehnet, wbas grapplirug ini dcath
4

wilh the Polishi lancer. * * *
On the sumnmit af the ridgo,, wherc

the grouuld w-,as cumbered. with the
dead, and traddcn fetlack deep in mud
arnd gare, by the frequent rush af rival
cavalry, the thick-strewn corpses af the,
Imperial Guard painted, out the spot
where Napoleon hiad been dcfuatd.-
Ilere, in calumn, that favaured corps,
on whom his last chance resteci, had
been annihilated;- and the advancc and
repulse of ths Guard -,vas traccable
by a mass af fallen Frcnchrncn. In
the hollaw belowv, the sltu ggl oaf
France had been vainly made;- for
there the Old Guard, when the middle
battalion had been forccd baýýIi, attempt-
cd ta meet the British, ai-d afford turne for
their disorganized companians ta rally.
Here the Brifish left, which had con-
verged upon the PFrcnch centre, hiad
camne up-and here the bayonlet clascd
the cantest.-Maxiwell' s Victories of
the British, Army.

TIIE BIEGUILER.

LovP is the beguiilcr-ýnaidens, bcwarc,
He couacs in a stalle and a sigli:

Shut up snd bar up vain- hearts as vo wvill,
He'u dart in throug"h the shicld oi an cyc.

He's liglit as a thistle and swift as the Nvind,
Whcen hoe sings-oh, the nightingale's dunif,

Srno hio% or other, hce's always uc-ar by,
tSoon or late lic is certain ta corne.

Keep Nvatch, geutIo lad y-howarc lest lie cause
You fronu sofi, doNiay slumbcr to start,

An,.d tako off whcen hc goes, like a iiiischievous
u!uIp,

Not the roof of your house, but your heart.
He' a terrible chap, though hoe hasn't a beard,
And doos not ésport whiskcrs, but curns,

A:itd bis Chlcek is as rcd as a su:mv,à-rich peacli,
And his lip is as srnooth as a , inls.

Wiîh the 'vile of a serpent h,, utiakt a bis ap-
proach,

PThough as harrnless in inien as a dove,Id ratluer encouinter an arrny of nien
Than thiat sly, luttIe archer, young lovc.

A tang-et for ycars hoe has made of my heart,
With an airn an well-taken anti true,

J'hat ai last it is riddlcd and taris iuta shncds,
And uioN cvcry arrow flics through.

)Ii, he's the be-guiler ali stcaleth a-way,
The very best plumecs of old Tulle:

Bcwarc of Iiim, ladies, but most when ho cornes
in the fanciful garnucuit of rhyrne.

Yu(ur pools p)rcîcud that tlir words arc cincu rce,
As a spoîl css, youn anigel's above;

Whieu t hev kno inLir souls thîey arc only
the'lies

0f that wicked, youing devil, call.ed Lovi.


