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we offered our siiuplo tri))uto, we will leave tliereon this beautiful

imniortdle—a myrtle wreath of poesy, whicli the Lynchburg Vir-

yinian lias lovingly twined in honor of the good man

:

Orcatneas is fallen ! Sec, yc sons of earth,

Thocoufiueror coiuiuercd, even in the birth

Of lofty victory, and wonder at the chaiii>e !

But yt'ster-eve his thouj;iits »»n Hclds did ranue:

His eye was 'rapt in blazo, and freedom sk-pt

Secure within its bosom, where she'd ere])t

For irreater safetv in tho dreadful hour,

When wrathful tyranny unchained its power,

And Oade her choose between subnussion, shame,

And loss of country, honor, and of name.

Now beams no more the eye's lieroic litiht

;

No more the pulse beats with a stern dfli^ht

;

No more the sword directs the march of war :

Closed is the ear to the deep sullen roar

Of miirhty combat—to th' exultiiiLr shout

Of marshalled vict'ry on the lieels of rout

—

IJe who in battle showed a C;usar"s skill,

A Jiayard's fearlessness, a Crouiwell's will,

But who suri)assed tliem all in this — that crowned

AVith laurels such as never yet have bomid

With greater beauty the triumpliant head.

Gave all the praise to Glod—the God who led

Old Israel's hosts, wlien Phuroah hennned their way,

Thro' the dark waters unto Canaan's day

—

He, too, is fallen

!

Now the very breath

Of war seems hushed, astonished at the death

Which its red hand has wrouj^it upon the chief

Of all its daring spirits.

On the leaf

Where splendid actions and immortal names.

Blend their rich colors in the midst of flames,

Behold, in characters, which like the lightnings ran,

Jackson, the hero, patriot, Christian man

!

Ages shall sing his praise : a nation weeps

—

Behold, how still the spirit of the mighty sleeps !


