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How alecp the brave, who sink to rest,
By all their country's wishes blest ;
When epring, with dewy fingera cold,
Beturns ta deck thelr hallowed mould,
Bl there shall dress o sweeter sod

Than faney's foct have ever trod,

By falry hands their knell iz rang,

By forms unssen their divge i sung ;
There Hexor eomes o pilorim gray,
To bless the toef that wraps their clay,
And Freeoow ghall awhile repair

To dwell a weeping bhermit there.
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ADJUTANT BACON,

— s

I PROPOSE to erect o siraple memorial, inseribing
thereon the name of my departed son. Itiz a delt
due to his memory, which some one should dis-
charge, and who better than the father that knew
gnd loved him. If I needed a warrant for this, 1
might plead even high authority, T remember
more than forty years ago, to have read with great
admiration, and with munch youthful sensibility,
the memoir prepared by the poet Beattie, of a son
of brilliant promise eut off in the moraing of life,
and passages of that moving tribute now, st the
distance of nearly hall g century, shill linger in my
memory ; and every admirer of Burke will readily
recall that heart-broken wail over an only son,
dearly loved and early lost, which will live as long
as the unequaled orations faat have meade his
name immortal I do not of course ventuwre to
compare Ty ease with these eigual and affecting
instances, bui I n=e them by way of illustration,
or better still, perhaps, of apology for my attempt.

Much, nnder these circumstances, must of course
.ﬁ.*



6 ADJUTANT BACOXN.

be pardoned—and will be by the feeling and the
charitable—io the paternal heart sorely wounded,
and parental hopes shattered and erushed, but I
still think with President Stearns, who has given
tous an admirvable portraiture of a zon of the finest
promize and most devoied hercism, the Adjutant
of a Massachusents regiment, who gave his life for
his country at Newbern, that @if proper allowanes
is made for parental partiality and tenderness,
perbiaps, in the case of one so early called away,
no person eonbl give a botter impression of his
real life and motives than his father,”

I approach the tasle with no desire or expesta-
tion of maling » sensation, or begqueathing a name
to posterity.  Fame is nothing to him now who
slecps gquietly with kindred dust on Forest Hill,
and less than nothing to me, who have buried so
many hopes and aspivations in his early grave.
For friendly eyes, and gentle and loving, ag well
a8 maniy hearts, not lost to tonderness, while
they kindle with admiration, this brief’ record is
intended,

Wintiam Kreenayn Bacox, the only son of
Winnran Jonsszor and Finiza Kieknaxnn Bacorw,
was borm at Tien. No Y, on the fifteenth day of
Febraary, 1842, o [ell, mortally wounded, at



