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To those who fell in arms, that glor'y.mc day,

Bat falling help'd to win it; and to thosa

Who shared the triumph, now have follow'd them;
To him who sleeps beneath the golden (ross;
And to the few remsining, ere the last

Bhall pass sway from earth—ihis thankfnl lay.

Yor brave deeds, held in memory, will revive
In sﬁer'dnys, when perﬂ calls them forth;
Gor give ue Jasting Peace; CGop save the Quuww,






Ir is the day of rest; the matin-bells
Are sounding forth from every village-tower
Glad notes of Peace on Earth, good will fo men;
Axnd in the vale, between two gentle heights,
A little onward from the forest edge,
The fields are standing thick with rising corn,
Rejoicing in the plenteous rain of heaven.



But other sights ere long will meet the eye,
And other sounds will drown the Sabbath-bells,
And msr the Sabbath quiet; and the bopes
OF harvest from those fertile fields must fail;
For here two mighty hosts sre met, to try,
Within the compass of & summors day,
The last grest issues of a long-fought war.
Where then arc all the golden dreems of pence,
That smiled on Hurope but a year ago?
All rudely shatter'd! while the comncil sate,
Meting out kingdoms, and arranging terms
Of treaty, that should bind the world to pence,
Cnrb the strong powers of earth, snd guard the wesk,
By the firm sanctions of the general leagme;
Upon the council-table, in thoir midet,
Fell, like a thunderbolt from cloudless sky,
The startling word *Napoleon is in France’!
And all their counsels turn'd from Pesce to War.
Then fast and frequent came the posts, that told
Of his triumphsl march; how Lyon rose




And weleomed him; how strong battalions, sent
To bar |:us way, turn'd round and follow'd him;
And he, who bossted he would bring him caged
To Faris, canght the madness of the hour,

And rode once more as Marshal by his side:
Thuos with glad welcome moving through the land,
Withoot & battle, daily gathering force,

He wins the city, mounis the vacant .ﬂmme,

An Emperor, with his srmy, omee again.

Then, master of an hondred thousand men,
He claims his right to be received once more
Among the brotherbood of sovrsn powers;
Accepts the will of Europe as hia law,
And promises sn Empire bent on pesce.

In vain! short, stern, and hopeless was the word;
All Europe holds him outlaw; his return
Is breach of compaat, troubling the world's peace;
If he will still have empire, he must held
His empire by the sword; for Europes will
Iz bent on crushing sll his power to harm.



