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AN quict along (he Polomae to- nleht ]

Where the soldiers lie peacefully drenming,
Al iheiv fends in fhe rays of the clear antumn oo,

And the light of the camp fires are  gleaming:
There's only the sound of the lone sentey’s tread,

As be tramps from ibe rock to i(he Tountali,
And thinks of the two on the low trondle bed

For away in the col on the mountuin.

3
His muskei falls slack_ his faee, doek and gieim,
Grows genile with memmories fender,
Az e mulfers a pray'e Tor the childeen azleep,
Al their motherZ Moy heaven defiend  her!™
The mweon seems to shine as Lrighily az then—
That wight, when the live yel un=paken -
Leap™d wp do his lips, apd when los smemoe'd sows
Were pleds™d, 1o be ever #nhiroken,

]
Thew deawing  his sleeve roughly o'er his TYER,
e dashes ol the fears that are welling,
Amd gathers hiz gun close up 1o his breasi,
A= if to keep down the heart’s swelline:
He passes e Fountain, the Glnsted ‘nlul;! e,
Aud his Poolztep is lagging and WELEY,

Yl ooward he gecs, threa' the broad Lelt of ligh,
Toward the slades of the Torest so dreary.
5.

Mark! wa= it the pight-wind that rustles the leaves?

Wa= 0l ihe moonlight so wond'ronsly flashing?
1t look™ like a rifle! “Ha, Mary good kye!™
And Bis Vite: Lloed iz ebling and plashing.
AN quiet along the l'ﬂJInm:r to-nighi
Mo souml save (e rush of the rlver;
While =oft fulls the dow on the face of the dend,
“The Pickei's™ off duly For ever.
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