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To Heaven are raie'd hie weary bands
As askitig strength and aid-

Listent Ife speaks! The crowd around

Watch, as with znadness for the soundL-
Hie gasps, the pallid, lips have stirred,
No ear bath cftught the faltering word-
The red blood to his ghastly brow
Rushes with sudden fierceixess now;

Up from the faint heart roll'd.
Now, to the violet heaven's expanse
Turiis "id his eye's despairing glance,
As to reprc#ach the cruel Power
That bids hina die this awful hiour- Î

His glorious tale untoldt
Hark? Frein the throng a low, deep moan
Spreads o'er the hush its thrilling toue--
Yon white forrn, cold and trembling there
Hath waked that whisper of despair,
And see--the Herald's st.raining eye
riires at the sound haîf maddeningly-

And then, a new found voice
Fr>xn the tired, 11fe's last effort wakes-
Though in the strife the brave hleart breaks,

"Victory!' Rejoice! Rejoice!"

Peace joyous crowdIsI
Thore in a death-bod bre-

Let softer voices sooth the dyirig oar--
Caine gently round with liglit and solemn troad,
Thero the boy-soldier droops his graceful head-
Mark the white lip-the dark eye glazod and diii;
Youth, valour, hope are passing there with him-
Not in the storin of fight wbc- shouts rang high,
And bannera gleaun'd and obarging spears s%'ept hy,
Faits that brighit spirit-

Yet hie fight i8 won.
Hia country Baved-hizs task of love ia done,


