
Not long they walted for the sound
That told the atrifé begun,
Hark 1 Ironi the river'a other aide
[t la the signal gun.
A thouaand cannons froni the hisl
Bellowed in fierce acclaim,
And ail the rnighty Une of blue
Swept upward through the scene.

0f what âvail are words to paint,
The atrife that none cani tel),
The hurrah frein the union host,
Trhe wild confederate yeII.
The sabres' cIànk, the hoisemen's tramp;
'l hie sream of shot and shell,
And groana of dying mnen that went
To make the inimic l1.

àAIl day againat tbose awful heiglits,
Our lines wrre hurled in vain,
Ail day the shattered ranks closed up
But to be torn again.
ijutil the sun withdrew ite liglit,
As il for very ahame,
Aud niglit came down upon the field
To end the bloody ganie.

The tnorning wakes ail fair and bright
Upon the dead array,
And lovingly on hilt and plain
The bleased sunbeains lav.
The figlit was done, the fi eld was won
The blues had lest the day,
And from. their works ail curioucly.
Swarmed down the men in gray.

Thick lay the slain like sheaves of grain
Ripened by battle auns,
But eue had died beyond the reat
A stene cast from. the guns,
They raised hin sotly-fortbe brave
Respect the brave 1 ween,
.And in his cap unwithered stili
Tliey found the sprig or green.

0f ail the thousand8 laying round
Close packed in death'e embrace,
That one-though all. were brave and r-
From-death liAd got suck grace.


