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THE SERENADE OF TRUILUS,

COLLINS,

This is the very song that Troilus

Sang tu his Cremids, what tims the gust

$owled through the fong, silll streets of witchfut Teoy,

Q love, sweet love, thou sleepest all the night—
Hleepest, soft pillawed in the purple dusk,
Whﬁ’: I am purlug for thy silver voice, R
Cone forth, cotae forth, my sweet, ty Cressida.

Bofily the Blue sea wraps the islnd ehores,

Hallly the colotiess aie cufulds the world,

«‘bﬂl{‘ around the plae the vy twines,

Kven 80, tho while the gold atartight bolda the sky,
1 softly wohile smYmce thee, Criesside.

How shall [ weary theo withsong? Amid
The sheen of dy.ng Munbe, thy vivtet eyed
RONEie Taonen e ot

o ol
O Ustens ! 1o swecet mn'guu:x'x. d!e soft wuMd moens ;
Lat the door wisd upoa iis golden blugee
Love~Love arridi—hath been with mo
While ...u..m‘-'{; mhe pausg of ux{olxcm, '
1 cleft the Achsians down. *F'was Love, not f,
SMid the wild shock of Ares, Cressidaf
Olisten! Thy earis kisaed by Lave'stow chant,
Let the door waud upon its goiden hiuge.
A light step passed slong the gallery,
A nl»‘vul \'gice quc-liougd at (‘n‘ggv’f‘acn deor;
And the two fovers u otle loug cibmce
Mingled. *Twas full three thousend years ago.

T HE BRITISH CASABIANCA.

Wx feel that few subjects could be more
interuating than the tollo-ving anecdote of
an incident that really occurrod i one of
our late Indian battles. The yeuthful hero,
Afexander Pennicuick, had, us it appears,
ptomised to watch over his aged ather,
and he gallantly fulfilled that proinise, us
will be seen by this extract from a tale cu-
titled “the Devoted Son.”

It will be remembered that Casabianca,
who isreferred to as ¢ happier than® young
Pennicuick, was the braveson ofthe French
cuptain of L’Orient man of war, and thathe
¢ stood upon the burning deck?’ of thut ves-
sel’ and was blown'up with it in company
with his father, because determined not to
abandon the post in which he hud been
placed till released from it by the word of
command, which his fathee’s lips were un-
able tospeak : —

¢ The noblest thing which perished there
Was that young uod faithful beart.”

¢ . . . Thesunhad now passed itsnoon;
six weary hours had goue by, the heated toot-
tired charger drooped its head, and thie march-
wora soldier began to look for rest and refresh-
ment. At leogth the welcome command to balt
was heatd ; the trooper dismounted from his
saddle, the infantrs piled their arms, and the
calour men were basy marking out the ground
for the cocampment.

% A Jong low ridgo was before them ; beyond
was a8 scattcred jungle and broken uneven
ground ; abore which rose another ridge, par-
allel to the distant stream of the Jhelum, which
flowedinits rear. Along those heights, extend-
ing thres miles, were seen the glimmer of the
weapons of & numerous enemy, and at intervals

darker spots devoting the positions of formid- |

able batieries. Upon the left appeared the low
roofs of thelittle hamlet of Moonj; upon the
right, at the end of a long, low, wooden range
was an isolated Lill of great natural strength,
near Roosulpoor, behind which was a narrow
£0! throagh which the foe, if discomforted,
migbt readily retire. Such was the position
occupied by the Sikhs and Astar Singh. The
intrepid old veteran, whose name was a proverd
of no common bravery, where all were brave,
whose sabre had made the obstinate Affghan
turn aud fly, rode out to watch the foe: when
suddenly from the midst of them shot forth a
slender tongue of fiame, a light wreath of smoke,
a hollow murmur; a cannon ball rolled almost
beaeath the boofs of the charger of the general.
Tt was the fatal harblager of a blood-stained day.
He resolved for battle; with rapld glance he
surveyed theensmy, and gave the word * Ad-
vancs!” Tearied and faiut, the troops respond

to the cry; the soldfer forgot that his strength
was almost speat, the ofcer ouly thought of
animatng and leading on bls men. The light
Lbatteries ruttled by, leaplug aver tho broken
tound; the dragoous swept forwand in ouc
gdm.m charge. Swiftly they mingled with the
f90. Sisty guus have opeaed upon them & de-
vustating fice. But see, thero moves 4 colum,
the swarthy hoe, and equipinents mack the 25th
and 41st regitments of netive infuntry—tho faith-
ful eaduring stpoys. In frout of the brigade
Marthes steadily and fine £, M. 25h, Upon
their banners are Inscribed the names of balfa
wcore of victories won ou the sands ot Egypt,
on the befghts of the £yrenees, and themewory-
r:.opled plains of Spain and France—colors g\l-
tly borne, that won the praise of the immor-
slliagton—they move onward silently,
ehch man-kesping calmly in Lis rank; o artile
sty supports them. The cauncoude tbius them
a4 they sdvauce. Before them on a steep ac-
clivity, snd st a distance, thunder fourteen
ups, smiting down wilk an uaseen stroke.—
hey pause—they areexhausted; theyare reads
to vg\k and faiut. Hurrahlonfon! One gai-
laat soldiec beads them; they mount, they
struggle om the very brow of the bill, they
wavee ; onward again, the bayonets have pas-
sed the mound, the battery isstormed. Speed !
Speed! With eapid blows the guns are spiked
aud reudered useless. The Sikbs aro ou them;
the thick idngle teems with a thousaud fves;
on every side spring up armned men; the fire of
their mateblocks singes them—gallant 25thi
hund to hand, one against ten, they maintain
the unequal fray, Rapid as the strokes and the
dia of some vast machinery, sword jars sgaiust
sword, and bayonets ring upon the weapuns of
the egemy, la vain! in vainl eight huzdred
T2en, scarce one hour siuce fullowed you veteran,
and the fair boy beside hiwn, 20 the battle: a
score of ofticers have fullen around them; well
nigh five hundred gallant heattsare .old. The
old man stands alimost alone; his veteran urin
wearies, droops; nigh seventy winters huve
blanched his grey hairs, but not cooled the fire
of his stout heart; & mound of dead is beneath ;
the Gin of war riogs on Lis car, there is o hope
of rescue or of 2id ; ‘the eaeiny presses o1 so fust,
and furious—~his right hand tires; is there no
Llade to iuterpose nnd save ?—Iu vuin, he has
fallen! ha! onu gallant boy steps forth! be has
fought lorg beside bim; bis father's murdecer
has bit the dust.  Brave boy! be strides acruss
his fathess corpse, two soldiers lift it, they bear
it oft—away ! the foemen close nround him and
bis precious burden; he will neversurrender it;
oince more he strides across the dear breathless
body ; no tear iu his eye, notremour in hisarm,
Ob 1 happier young Casabianca, standing beside
thy father on the burning deck ot I'Orient, to
cmbrace and die together in the sea, a-fire with
the blazing fragments of the wreck; be will
never yicld his father—so young—no care for
life! no pity hasthe fierce Sikh; heis wounded,
hie fullz, aud in bis last effort to shield the dead,
bis breath oflife i3 spent,  Noble Alexander
Penaicuick! the old wan and the boy—lovely
in their lives—in Jeath they are not divided.'—
The Churchmon's Companion.
 OswarD yet, my gallant soldiers,
¢ For the honour of our name,
“For the glory of our country,
“ For tho prize of deathless fame;
“ Think upoun our martisl story,
* Think upou our comrades’ graves,
¢ Think upon our names as Britons
it Auq the flag that o'er us waves!

#0n the gales of Spain it floated,

% Symbol of a conquering race ;

" "¢Let our hearts' best life-blood dyeit
¢ Ere it droop in strange dizgrace!
“ By the dear ones left behind us,

“ By our homes beyond the sea,

# By our fathers and onr chiliren,

4 Death or victory~follow mel’

Thus he spake—that aged chiefiain;
And, e'er well his words wers spent,
Twice four hundred gallant voices
Par and wide the war cry sent—

“ Onward! oawsrd! we will follow!

Death or victory 1 Lead the wayt?
Beaver rolces through the tumult
Rose not all that fearful day.

Calm be stands, though rouad and o'sr
him

Ralus the storm of Hery sleet.

Oae by one bis gallant cowmredes,

Falling, porish at his feet.

Fur a vay the Beitish banoers

Rise above the battle's tide;

Neater stil] the dark-brow'd foemen

On wso pressiog side by side!

Through theday a young bright stzipting
Bver by bls side bad been

Stight and fair In form snd feature,
Soldier-like in heart and mien;

Strangely calm the boy's prond beariog—
Strangely beight bis fashing eye—
Learoing in hie firat Jast battle

Hoth to conquer and to dle.

Onward, onward come the foemen;
Nearer atill they press around ;

Qune dread pause of expectation,
Then upoa their prey they bound!
Gleam in ate their thirsty sabres,
Rines thieir cry of demon bate,
Spriogs the boy to guard his father—
Al! one instant all too latel

Prostrate lies the boary chicfiain,
Deadly fulls the striphing’s tlow,
Aund, beside bis dying victim
Sinks the Stkh who 1aid him low.
(’er his sire the Loy is bending.
Life’s st sands are nearly cun,
But his eyes ere slowly closing
Look a blessing on hisson.

This no time for ilial mouvring,
Grief a calmer hour must wait ;

Now above his gallant sire

Stands the boy to meet his fate—
Of his owu young life regardless,
Struggling, while no teuts may fow,
To preserve his father's body

From the iusults of the foe.

Young brave hierol  comes no succour
ln this hour ¥ sore distscss?

Midst the crowding foes around thee,
Weary, lone, and fatherless!

Belp! some help! In merey save himd
Sce! He fuints—he bleeds—-he 2inks:
Shield him1 shield him ftom that sabiel
Na! s blade kis life-bloud drinkst

- . . - . . - . Y
Glorious was thy fute, voung soldier,

't hus to fight and thus to dist

Death to thee was victory,

For it vaioly strove to part thee

From the sire thou could’st not save
Hero in thy finul duty,

Honour! Honour tu thy grave !

A Litstto Conovet Grey,.—We think that
there has beea too long a cold impassable bat-
rier batween the private and the officer. The
Otlicer, who is unkaown to his men, or known

- | only as adespol who takea no interest in 1heic

welfare, but regards them as mere soulless ma-
chines, bora to eat, drink, mareh, do duty, and
for their country to shoot and to be shot, does
uot deserve popularity. Let it not bea strange
thing for an Officer to enter, teach, and cren
(if he possesses the gift of oratory) to lecture
occeasionally upoan some scientific subject in the
Gazsison School. 1t was the union in pursuit
between soldiers und Officers which rendered
the Army of the Commonwealtb irresistable.—
Let such union be ours, and we shall not be
compelled to wait long for the most glorious
regulta.~Naval and Military Gasette, July 10tA,

Terrible, 21, prddie steam-trigate, isin Sheer-
uess basin, having new boilers and a thorough
overhaul. This vessel fully merits ber name,zs

litis generally allowed scarcely a vessel in the

British Navy would have steamedout of Katcha
Bay during the heavy gale of wind in the Black
Sea last war at the rate of two or three knots
an bour, when cowmanded by Capt. J. WGleve -

ty, and the ehief cugineer, Mr. Andrew Douglas,



