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T the sahes and the memory of Napoless Bmonaparte

REMOVAL

Of Napoleow’s Ashes. §

ICHAND=~s

Attend you gallant Britons bold, unto these lines I will unfold, &
The deeds of valiant herees I'm going to relate, -

Who for centuries that are gone Lye, fought for Englang manfully,
And in the british records. there you'll find the date,

All of a valiant Corsican, asever stood on Europe's land,

¥ am inclined to sing in praise ;> how noble was his heart,

In every battle manfully, he s'ruggled hard for liberty,

And to the world a terror was Napoleon Buonaparte.

And now across the foaming waves, to fetch from St. Helena’s grave
The proud aud gallant Frenchmen, so boldly do depart,

To bring away, as Britons say, and consecrate without d,elay,

In Paris town, the ashes of Napolcon Buonaparie.
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We read of gallant Mariborough: we read of valiunt Nelson,

We read of neble Jarvis, brave HHowe, and gallant Blake,

Of Walfeand Abercombie, ereat men who fought by land and ses,
Back from the drys of Wellington untc Sir Francis D:ake,

They were men of courage true, and fought like Britons of {rue biue,
Always wasundounted, s0 noble was eich heart, °

But Kurope we must unders'and, could not boast of late of such a man
As the valiant li.tle Corsican, Napoleon Buonaparte,

When at the [sle of Elba, Napeleon fought for liberty,

And when he went across the Alps, he did the world amals,

He would never yield when in the field, but strive to-gain a victory,
Hurope will long remember, how Moscow it-did blaze,

But fatal June at Waterioo, did make Napoleon for to rue,

To see the tricks of Rlucher struck terror to his heart,

It was then he had to fight or run, he ciied, alas! I am undone,
Like a bullock sold in Smiihfield, was Nap: leon Buonaparte.

It was in thedays of Castleragh, brave Buonaparte was led astray,
At the battle of great Waterloo, was bought by English gold,

We long may recollect the day, when Grouchy did the French betray
And brave Napo'eon Buonadarte upon the ground was seld ;

He in the field then valiant stood, saying, while I have life and blood
I will not diea coward (with his hand apon his heart),

I always proved myself a man, but now ‘¥ no longer stand.

My glass is nearly run, cried brave Napcden Buonaparte.
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He was by his friends forsaken, and prisener he was taken,
And he was sent to England, just like a conviet bound,

Far across the briny waves, a gallant soldier bold and brave,
On board the Bellrophon man-of-war, to Plymou h Sound,
Where he alittle time did 14y, and thousands flocked by night and day
From here and there, and everywhere, in drovesfrcm every part,
They were sttuck with wonder and amaze, a3 anxiously on did gaze
That valiant little Corstcan Napoleon Buonaparte.

Then soon it was concluded, Napoleon should be banished

Unto some distant Island, where he no more should smile,

And he was sent across the sea. a prisoner for life te be,

His days to end ‘n misery on St. Heelna’s Isle;

Louisafor her husband wept, and day ner night she seldom slept,
The briny tearsrolled from her eyes to soeth her aching heart,
Where is my Emperor? shecried, Oh! cursed be that gold that brib'd
Galse Grouchy to betray my brave Napoleon Buonaparte.

Sotne years he lived an exile, and mourned on St. Helena’s shore,

Ard there, alas, he was deprived of evero bosom friend. 3}

He respected was by high and low, through Europe wheresoever
you go; s

On the Isle of 8t. Helena he there his days did end.

He cried my glass is nearly run, I can behold my setting sun ;

And as he spokc, he gently laid Tlis.’hand upon his heart,

He looked a~ound, and gave a smile,and died upon St. Helena’s Isle

And there they laid the ashes of Napoleon Bucnaparte.
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Now toerect a monument agreed s every soldier,

The peer, likewise the peasant, every Frenchman bold and brave ;
4nd in A vey little they’ll bring from St. Helena’s Isle

The ashes of Napeleon that Isy s mouldering in the grave.

{1 toz eity of oreat Paris a tomb will be erected,

For g0 spiendii™ Jo ee: Min hie ashes and his heart,

Anc rich and poor who pass that way, will joyfully tmute pay,
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SPEAK OF & MAN.

squetaire,

"Neath a vine cover'd porch sat an old musquetaire,
Watching intently a fair child at play,.
The toys around him scatter'd, tho’ simple they wers,
Bore the old soldier’s thoughts far away; ’
At the sound of the drum he was feeble no more,
But flourish’d his crutch in the ajr—
“If asoldier you be, find a gutor in me ¢
Shoulder arms!” ecried the old mousquetaire.
Then the old mousquetaire, spoke in warlike array,
He built mimic ramparts, and storm’d mimic
Oh, the heart of a soldier was formed that da 5
In the garden of fresh wild flowers; :
¢ 'Twas thus” he oried, “ our Emperor stood,
His sword flashing bright in the air;
His cry, ¢ Vive la France brave! comrades
To the charge! on my brave mousquetaire.’

“My musket and sword I have hung up to rest,
With my knapsack and belt and batter'd canteen,
At Jena, at Wagram, the East and the Wast,
With the old mousquetaire they have been,
I could still stand a brush tho® nearly four soore,
But prudence now whispers beware,
For the period draws nigh when King Death’s shall ory,
¢ Pile your arms, to the old mousquetafre.’*

SPEAK OF A MAN.

Oh, speak of a man as you find him,
And censure alone what we see;
And should a man blame, let’s remind him,
From vice we are nome of us free;
If the the veil from the heart could be torm,
And the mind could be read on tne brow,
There are many wee'd pass by in scorn
We are loading‘with high honours now.
Let's speak of a man as we find him,
And heed not what others may say,
Ifhe’s frail why a kind word will bind hims,
When coldness may turn him away.
For the heart must be barren indeed,
Where no bud of repentence can bloom g
Then why. should we cause it to bleed,
If & amile or a frown change its dooms,
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