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ADVERTISEMENT.

A AR AR

‘T'nesk songs arc almost improvvisations, the outpour-
ings of a full heatt, exulting in the valor and the worth,
and lamenting the niisfortunes and losses, of the gallant
reglment whose carcer they wook to honors  Many of
them were written at the moment when the ovent which
tlm.y record, first reached the ears of the writer. They
may be rude, but they ats enrmost § tho lyro of the
peet may he wanting, but the feeling, which it sought
to declare, can suffer fiom no such reproach.
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LAYS OF THE PALMETTO.

W ARANS

THE WELCOMED OF CAROLINA TO ThE
PALMIYITO REGIMENT.

1.
Wrneonr, thrice welcome, men of the Palmetto |
Your country rings ont weleome from the steeplos,
Our cannon speaks your welcome, with our voices,
Aud our full hearts,

"
We look with pride upon your little squadron,
With pride that weeps while voicing your full mumpha.
Our tears flow frecly for yonr perish'd numbers,
The brave who fell !

ur,

Green be their honors in our proudest nmuls,

Green be your trophies in all changing seasons,

Freshen'd by Love, that «till records your valor,
Among our first,
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v,
We watch your first fell passage with the foeman—
When your light legions, through the Mexic lances,
First bore the gay green banner of our people,
At Vera Cruz.

Ve
We follow with sad eyes your weary marching
O’er plains of sand, to conquer Alvarado,
While the dread Sun, still shooting fellest arrows,
"T'roubled your host.

AR )
Your paintul torm of wearluess and walting,
Maudden'd to hear the strite wt Cerro Gordo,
While ye wore sunk with sickness, slow recruiting

Bager, but woal,

Vil
Then do we see o wmarching on Puebla—
It yields—it gives no trophy to your valor,
"I'axing your patienco only, your forhenrance,
And not your wtrength.

VI

But soon the signul cellel ye to Contrerns—

‘Then do we see yo smiting, darting onward,

Wherever foeman waited, or trump sumton’d,
Your souls to strife.
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IX.
How swept ye to the fight at Churubusco,
How mow'd ye down the legions of Valencia,

How drove, and crush’d, and captured, tho foul traitors,
That joined our foe.

X,

There saw ye sink our Butler—there, another,

The gallant Dickirson, too quickly followed,

Both, at the head of your advancing columns,
Slain "neath your eyes.—

XI.
Ye wept, but quailed not 3 saddened, ye were strength-
ened,
Ficrcely to take sweet vengence on the legions,
From whose dread ranks the fatal missiles issued,
That struck your brave!

1L

Oh! not unworthy of the bright example,

Was the fierce lead of Gladden, when ye darted,

Among the first, o’er walls of that strong castle,
Chapultepec !

XIIL

Then followed the last strife at La Garita,

The gates of the proud city of the Aztec,

When, pressing through the aqueducts’ great aiches,
Ye won the prize.
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Xav,
Flisty o'er the elty walls your banner waving,
Firat, o’er tho trwpled foo your wirriors rushing,
Fivst, with your shout of triumph in the battle,
First in our hearts,

-

AN,
Welcome, thrice welecome, wmon of the Palmetio.
Well huve yo borne our hunner with the bravest,
And long, and prowdly, shall our Country lionor,
' Your deeds of tune,

TH CALL 'TO ARMN,

Whis s Wits W EHoi WHeR e Faliuetio Segiuasil was 1 cours
ouganbzation,

N

Canortnians, who tnherlt
Rights your sives have haught with bload,
Seck ye now nn equal merit,
By an eqanl haetibood ,
With n name renown'd in story,
“I'ls for you, where all nre brave,
Still to seek the heights of lory,
Though they only yield a grave,



9
Hark ye, as ye hear the clarion,—
In the furrow leave the plough =
Sons of Sumter, and of Marion,
Spaed ye to the battle now ;
Ye have fields of fame before ye,
Ruch as joy’d your sires of old ;.
Ye can write as proud a story,
With a stroke as sharp and bold...

p
flear the ery of Louisiana—
“Lo! our sons at Monterey !’
Tennessee, too, waves her banner,
Joyous in her deeds that day ;—
Shall they shame us, Carolinians,
While a past so proud as ours,
Waves us on, with eagle pinions,
To a proot of eagle powers !

.

Never !—Be the spirit written,

In each eager soul and glance ;
We who braved the steel of Britain,
Will not heed the Mexic lance :

To the field where glory beckons,
Svaring high o'er Aztec towers :—
He, who ot the danger reckons,
In the fight, is none of ours!
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THE GATHERING,

The #pirit of the land,

The mighty ery hath heard
The trumpet of command,

The forest deops hath stive’d
A voioo is on the Lilla,

Aud a voico iain tho vale,
With a sound that nothing stills—

“ Do not fuil !

But it needs no voleo to wake
T'he flerea spivit of the Tand
{t hina willd revengo 1o tuke,
And it stivs with bolt and bhrand ;
Not in sudden wreath it come s,
Luko the vixing of the gale
That ir summer noontide hums,
Noon to fail ! ’

But with souls that long have striven,
With a rising, rousing strength ;
To whom mighty thoughts are given,
Being mighty deeds at length ;—

Ye behold them on their path,
And ye may not doubt the tale,

That a pecple right in wrath,
Never fail !
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W AR SONG OF THE PALMETTO REGIMENT.

This scag was written and published whila the Palmeotto Regiment was
at ite place of rendezvens, near Charleston, jast before its departure for
Mexico. Treed not remind the reader how gloriously the Palimettos ful-
ttiled the promise contained in the first fonr Hnes of the last verse.

Now, wave the green Palmetto,
And cheer the glorious =ign,
That tells of many a victory,
Your tathers won and mine ;
They strove and struck together
And we will strive as they,
While an arm can wicld a weapon,
And a foeman fills the way!
So wave the green Palmetto,
Our Carolinian tree ;
Our fathers bore it through the fight, :
And so, my boys, shall we !

Good limbs of Anglo-Norman,

If they’ll but wait the strife,
We'll show these mongrel Mexicans,
Though battling to the knife ;
Good blood that, coursing freely,

For twice two hundred years,
Has given two mighty nations
To sway both hemispheres !
A keen wing to the riile,
A fleet spur to the steed,
A shout to make the welkin ring,
And we have done the deed !
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Now wave the green Palietto,
And when the fight is worst,
We'll bear it on, through strife and storn
"Mong charging lines, the first ;—
we'll think of ancient valor,
When fields at home were won,
When Mariou made the foeman skulk,
And Sumtor made him run 1—
We'll think of friends and brothers,
Whose hearts with triumph burn,—
And gentle maids; that look with tears,
T'o welcome our return.

FAREWELL OF TIE PALMETTO VO!
TEER.

o

‘The average age of the members of the Palmetto Regiment, s
1y three yems. Youth seeking glory, and lesring itself awany tr

oA

Now, flows the banner to the breeze,
Now, sounds the trump that bids uvs go;
The barque is ready on the seas,
Aud we must speed to seck the foe;
And never hearts more proudly yet,
Went forth at Freedow’s trumpet cry:
But ties we cannot well forget,
Bring tears to many a n}an\y eye.
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I
We do not weep with human fears,
With sense of danger, dark and dread ;
The foe shall never sce the tears,
That fall upon a sister’s head ;
Behind the cottage door where Love,
Stands waiting for the parting kiss,—
"Tis there the deepest pang we prove,
Where first we found the sweetest bliss.

nr.
Ah! thither,—when in fields of strife,
Our hearts in fancy still shall fly ;
"There still, when struggling wild for life,
Shall cling each fondest meraory ;
Perchance, even then, some earnest prayer
Shall crown with peace our parting breath,
And still the sigh of heart most dear,
.8hall bless the spirit freed by death.
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THE MARCH TO ALVARADO.

Ia thus mnarch, which was rendered unnecessery by a gatlant achicie
ment of ihe Navy, the sufierings of the Palmetto Reginent were ver
M. Tothis has been traced the terrible smortality which foltowed ¢
. .ithlamentably thinned their rapks before golng into battle.

1.

Wgary the march o’er hot and stifling plains,
Droops the green banner in the silent air ;
No cooling spring, to soothe our burning pains,
No sudden breeze, the languid heart to cheer ;
The fever swells and courses in our veins,
Qur comrade faints, who never yet knew fear ;
Still we press onward, while no lip complains,—
Oh! for the strife, the strife! to calin this deep de-
spair.

II.

Better the battle with uncounted foes
‘Than this oppressive sickness, this dread weight;
Oh! grief; to perish thus, without repose,
Sinking aleng the way side, ’neath a tate
That makes an obscure death the worst of woes,
And the poor dying heart thrice desolate ;
Denied on fields of strife the eye to close,

Where pride and hope may still the pangs of deat}:
abate.



«OH! SHARPER THE STING IN THE
GRIEFS.”

Ou ! sharper the sting in the griefs that deplore him,
That he fell not in battle where fame might be won,
With the shouts of his comrades exultingly o’er him,
And the voico of his country proclaiming her son ;
That with spirit as eager as any for glory,
No bugle sang wild in his ears as he died,—
No drum beat the conquest, o’er iields black and gory,
Cheering life, as it fleets, with a promise of pride !
0 :

Put siient and sad, with each image of sorrow,
In the glooms of the camp, with disease at his heart;
Still vainly he sighs for the glorious to-morrow,
Which shall sce his brave comrades to baitle depart;
They will rush to the van when the storm cloud is rising,
They will thrust the red steel to the heart of the foe,
Clamber up his high places, his cannon despising,
And pluck the bright honors of fame with each blow.

While he, on his lone couch, wtill destin’d to languish,
"Neath a struggle that pleases not pride to endure,
Still moans o’er the thongtt, full of hitterest anguish,
That tells him even death can no triumph secuye ;
No impulse of fight the death agony smothers,
No friends may exult while they weep o’er his name,
And the country that shouts o’er the deeds of his brothers,
Still forgets the poor victim that died without fame.
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«OUR PLACE WITHIN THE PICTURE.”

These were the words of Col. Butler, In a letier to General Worth, -
toring active service for the Pulmetto Reglent. 1t had been their mis
ortune to lose the upponunhr at Cerro Gordo,—that battle baving becn

gsught while they were on thelr march to Alvarado, or recruiting at Vers
ruz.

AAAAAAAN AN

I.

“ Qur place within tho picture,”—such place as oft, o1
© yore,
The sires, whose names we cherish still, in forwari
manhood bore: .
A thousand hearts of hope we bear, that leap to wi:
a fame, .
*As bright as that they left to us, which hallows stil
their name:—
Give us our share of canvas, too, that when our chii-
dren see, ‘
They’ll say, as we have felt and said,~* behold suc!
* sires have we ! ” '
Our valor their inheritance—our deeds a guide f:
their’s,
~ Framed in our nation’s pictured life, and brightenin_
still with years!.
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Our place within the picture that shows our nation’s
powers j—
Our numbers fow, a little space, is all we ask for ours ;
But doubt not we shall fill it well, no: faintly show
through shade, '
Crouch’d in the background basely still in doubtful
light display'd ;
Our flag among tho first torise when fierce the battle
goes,—
Our shout of battle first to shake the hearts of gather-
ing foes :
True to the name our father’s gave, shall be our pride
as sons,
With a bright place in the picture, ® near the flashing of
the guns.”
"
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«WE'VE A RIGHT FROM ANCIENT VALOR."

AR A AAA

It was the urgent entreaty of Lt. Col. Dicklason, embodied in the lette:
of Col. Butier, to Gen. Worth, to * be near the fiashing of the guns.” Soutt
Carolina might well claiw * the right from ancicnt valor.””

A

% We’vE a right from ancient valor,”
To the chief; our Hero said,—

To be first in ranks ot danger,
When the fiery bolt is sped ;

Our soldiers pant for battle,
As the war steed when he hears

"The shrill sumumons of the trumpet,
And the cannon, at his cars!

The youth of my green banner,
Are no serviles bought with gold ;
Tuey’d notlose the precious season
For the India’s spoil untold ;
Still they murnuwir, gathering round me,~—
“ Who is he that danger shuns ?
Let us seck the toe’s strong places,
Near the flasking of his guns !”

“They have rights from ancient valor,”
And will iake those rights their own ;
They are children of the noblest,
To our forest country known ;
And the humblest of our people,
Still remembering whence he came,
Will fight on, as if his valor,
Were tor Carolina’s fame !
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THE BATILE OF CONTRERAS,

|

Dio they folter or fidl ot the summons,

The sons whom to battle we sent,—
When the bugle rang out for the rally,

And the bright steel for chnrging was bont j-=
When wild rawe the ahrick of the dying,

And wilder the shout of the foe,~
And our own gallant soidlers replylng,

Speang engerly forth to the blow ?

e

Contreras shall spenk for that mecting,
When the hland of our sons flow’d ag free,

Ax the struams that leap down from our mountains,
To a joyli! embrico with the sen j—

Not the shout, nor the shot, conld appal thomy—
Nor the shock of n conflict so new

Thus taught, that, whate'er might hefal thom,
They must still to their tathers bo true !

118
Oh! gallant and faithfill as over,—
\Ve joy in a race that has still,
From the first of our fortunea and conquests
Piaved the worth of its virtues and will ;
Stiil true to the flag floating o’er them,
T'o the cournge that cama from the pust j—
They died 1—but how ean wo deplore them,
Thus conquering and true to the last!



“THREE CHEERS FOR SOUTH CAROLINA.”

As the Palimetto Regiment wasfiling pamt General Beott, on its way w the
baltle field of Churubusco, the veweran General ralsed his hat and cried t,
his Staf—"Geutlemen, three cheers tor S8outh Carolina!*

“Turek cheers for Carolina !"—
The gallant band that hears—
Well knows the mighty chief that speaks, -
Will never shame those cheers ;-
They know the iron storm that waits
Their cager march across the plain,
But they will brave the worst of fates,
To hear that hero’s voice again,
Iu cheers for Carolina!

1I.

“Three cheers for Carolina {"—

What tale it tells, that cry,
Of valor proved in other ficlds

And names of chiefs that cannot die !—.
Of blood toe often tried of yore,

To leave a doubt that ihese will seek
Worse ficlds than valor knew before,

That Fame shzll still as proudly speak,.

In cheers for Carolina!
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CHURUBUSCO.

I
anoven the gloomy night we watch’d while the rain:
waw fulling fust,
And we crouch’d without a shelter in our dreary
bivouack ;
Ne'ther gong nor gupper cheer’d us, and our blankets,
from the blast,
Were n cover quito ns idle as against the f)c 8 attack ;.
fiui our hearts were full of fire and wo panted for lhc
dawn, | ;

When the struggle of Contreras should determine of
the day;
And our eyes at midnight straining, though the light
was wholly gone,
Still show’d the crowded heights where Valencia's-
squadrons lay,
1.
The daylight found us wakeful with our toilets ready
made,
And, though we knew it not, with the heds for many
spread ;
With the cartridge driven home, we unsheathed the
eager biade,
And were soon abroad where zahrilly flew tho bullets
round our head. A
We too had «hot to send, and well lessoned in the play,
By the practice of our hoyhood, in the old Palmetto
State.
Each bullet had its mission, and it speeded on its way,

Seldom needing second messenger to do tho work of
fate..
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Our game was quickly ended ; tor we mow’d the .
down,
As the skilful reaper mows the o'er burden'd fi !
gradn;
Don Nalus did wo cupture, aud wo chused Pon |
rejon,
And a hout of other Dons did we put In o
Pain g
They wero whipt bofore wo knaw it, nid o up 1),
helglts wo sprang,
* Wo guve them such a shout us disturh'd thejr solid
But suddenly wo hoard where our distant bugles vy
And we know that the battle was not wholly o
)ol.

1338
There wero pluins of Churubusco, where, with e
thousznd men,
The grentest Don of ally with his leg that “had 1,
Fronch'd,”
Ly In witing for our nrmy, like atigor in hia don,
But a den most wisely chosen, to the very eyes ¢
trench'd,
Through flolls of stundlng corn, and tuough ditel,
whero the rain
Had been stunding rather longer than was gratet
to the sight,—
And o'or tructs of pedregaly which wtill put our feet
pain,
With 0 hobble now, and now a rush, we hurried
the tight, '



Vo
There were works that we must master, where the
starry flag we hore
Had a fate to be uplifted, and by hands that should,
be ours :
We bhad names of home and fathers, dearly historied
before,
And the single thought asufficed to awaken all our
})O\\’Cl'.“.
Did they stand us 7 could they stand 1 when with blaz.
ing bolt and brand,
O’er the muzzles of their cannon did our active lee
gions pour 1—
Soon we cross’d their wild embrasures, and the com
bat, hand to hand,
Never Don or Savage yet with the Saxon could en-
dure !

V1.
We were into ’en, and over 'em, and through ’em, with
a cry,
That sent terror to their souls as their standard
down we tore ;
Their serpent in the beak of our cagie soaring high,
Never felt in bed of cactus half se comfortless before.
it had done you goed to see what a scampering they
made,
Helter skelter, o’er the plain, while each Polka as he
flew,
As if Letter taught in this, than in any other trade,
Made the figure, with his coat tail, that we call the
“sauve qui peut.”



TIHE DEATH o' BUTLER,

Nodeath could have beon more glorlous than that of Ratler: w
wieknuss, Bul risiag row Wis boed &t tie signal of Yaliy; thitlce weo

fulling at the hoad of his Reglment, alrvady on ity way o a ghor
lﬂ'y.

ll
Wuen Butler heard the xignal
‘That show’d the battle nigh,
Though foebls un his couch hio luy,
‘Hiw spirit mounted high;
He buckled on hiv annor,
He mounted his good steed;
“Ho ! said he, *Curolinians,

I'in hero with you nt need,”

i

“I'ho signal rang for battle,—
The voice of Shields aroso,—
‘Look men of the Palmetto,
Our foemen round us close;
The common laws of danger,
Would teach ux now to ly,
But wo've a better lesson,
"T'o break through them or die !}’
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{18
“We're ready now!” cried Butler,
Our men are few but true ;
Upon them, Carolinians,
We've but to dare and do!™
Then rang the fearful volley,
Then came the fearful rush,
Then rose the shout of triumph,
And then the awful hush!
R
He falls,—the steed of Butler—
His master rose again;—
He falls,~~the gallant chief himself]
But not among the slain,
Once more he waves his banner,
And leads his column on ;
Then died, upon the glorious ground,
His people’s valor won! .
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THE PALMETTO FLAG IN BATTLE.

1.
Five times that flag went down amid the fight,
As often fell the form the stafl who bore ;
Stricken with a mortal hurt, but still with sight,
Fix’d ever where its folds had flown before '—
Five times that flag roso waving to the sky,
Borne up by bravest kearts that conld not fear,
Unuiil, above the foe, triumphantly,
Its folds went free to the delighted air,
And the deep echoes of the field replied,
To the faint cheer of those, who, seeing, died !

1.

Oh! Lanner, thus baptized in victory,—
Rent with the storm of battle ;—sacred blood,
Hath made thee dear to our posterity,
With others, waved on mountain and cu flood ;—
Flag of the Eutaw ;—flag by Moultrie worn,
By ocean’s side ;—by Marion, in his deep
Umbrageoas realm of swamp ;—by Sumtcr borne
O’erplainand mount, whereever wing might sweep,
Or the sword gather harvest—thou shait fly,
With these, proud trophy, long.—as honored and as high.
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THE WIDOW OF THE WARRIOR.

1 had particularly in mind, while writing this and the song which follows-
tho young bride of Lt. Col. Dickinson. Iknew Dickinson well and servod
with him in the Legislature. He was a proud, high epirited gentleman, of
novle aspeet and erect forin ; and 1t was only a ahort time before he left for
Mezxico,that he hecame the husband of the fair, sweet woman who depiores
hisloss. Isaw them together, ‘while he wason his way to join his regi-
ment at Hamburg.  How littie did eho, how litte did any of us, anticipste
his fute. Kow could she, beholding his youth, khis strength, his manly
benuty—regarding him through the inedium of love and hope—dream of a
terinination so abrupt to his carcer,

1.

They parted in tears, but the sorrow,
‘T'hat spoke in that tender farewell,

Was tinged with a hope that still brighten’d
The hues of each drop as it fell ;

For how could love dream of such meeting,
Or that one who so lately was blest,

Should lie coldly nor speak to her anguish,
With her cheek pressirg, pale, on his breast |

1.

She knew not one image of sorrow,
When, at the first summons to strife,
She saw him go forth in his beauty,
The model of manhood and life ;—
Ah! little the confident passion,
"That worshipped his beauty and grace,
Ever dreamed of that mar:hood in marble,
That coldly receives her embrace.
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L.

She clings to the bier, nor will listen-—
While gazing on features sc dear—

To the counsel that chides her entreaty,
To the sense that can never more hear ;

Though her kindred around her are weeping,
Her love, still unwilling to part

With the dear one agaip in her keeping,
Stili funcies a pulse in his heart.

“«AND WHAT, WHEN HIS COUNTRY.”

I.

And what, when his country is loud in his glory,
And the song of the minstrel is pour’d in his praisc
When the chronicle gives up its page to his stery,
And eloquence glows with his deeds into blaze ;—
What voice of the heart shall enliven her sorrows,
Who sits by the lonely hearta brooding the past,
When hope had its tale of & thousand to-morrows,
Each happiex than true love had render’d the last.



-
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Yes, pride shall be hers, that the heart whose devotion
Brought love’s sweetest solace to share with hor own,
Had a courage as firm in the battle’s commotion,

And a life which she shared with his country aione ; -
She will glow with the voice that is loud in his honor,
She will feel that its praises are dear to his fame ;
And the country whose need flung these sad weeds upon

her,
Shall atone by the tribute it brings to his name !

mnr.
But vainly the.song of the minstrel, deploring,
Shall teach that forgetfulness needed o'cr all ;
And vainly the cry of our eagle upsoaring
Shall soothe the d sep sorrows that keep her in thrall ;
E’en the voice that repeats, of his deeds the proud story,
Must enliven the griefs it can never remove ;
And the very same plaudit that rings with his glory,
Shall teach but too truly his loss to her love!
C*
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YOUNG WHITFIELD BROUKS.

Young Brooks of the Edgelield Comjany, when dying of his w
sppealed to General Shields tor his testimony m favor of hin cond
1t might be conveyed 1o his father und his country. 1t was wil
that Shields answered the entreaty, grieving bitteily that a yeuth
nuble sheuld be cut off ir the very hour of Ris victory.

I

“ Tell me,” cried the youth when dying,

Tell me that I do not shame,
That dear land that gave me being

And my father’s honor’d name ;—
Say, my General, that, in falling,

I was =ecking still the strife,
Through the tempest unappalling,

For their honor staking life.”

If.

Then the gallant chieflain weeping,
O’er the dying youth, replied :
“ By thesn eyes that speak my sorrow,
I shall speak your deeds with pride ;
With the bravest, you have ever,
Been where raged the battle most ;
Iu your fate, your country never
Braver heart or champion lost.”
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M.
“ Ah! tho sting from death is taken ;'™
Then the dying youth replicd—
“Heart of youth mnight well be shaken,
Dying thus in strength and pride ;—
But, in death, I do not perish,
With this sweet assurance won,
That my sire and country cherish,
Proudest memories of their son! " :

OH! STERN WAS THI VOICE OF THAT
ANGUISH.

1n writing this little poem, I had in my mind's eye, the particu'ar cases of
my old and excellent fricnds Whitticld Bronks, and General Cantey, both
losers of young and promising rons iu the battie fields of Mexico. They wild
uet, I am sure, refuso this feeble tribute at my hand.

B et

I .
Oh'! stern was the voice of that anguish that bade him,
The greyheaded sire, look forth for his son ;
And welcome the form, on &is shield wkere they laid
him,
For whom his old heart had ita welcome alone;
Yet no voice answered fond to ths cry of that feeling,
The pride of the past, and its dream both revealing,
That still to the ear of the dead one appealing,
Declared, in the triumph, the hope that was gone!
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:

How prougd was that hope in the hour of their parting,
When the young hero drew the sword fashing for
fame ! :
No doubt in his soul, that the tears sudden starting,
Could mingle the thought of that moment with blame !
Such pride, in the strength of his munhood, displaying,
As with sword and with sash lis fine person arraying,
His young soul in arms, not a moment delaying,
To rush to the battle field seeking a nume !

nr,

T'o fears of the foe and the combat a stranger,

flis raco had been thus from their earliest hours,—
Fearful only of shame and exulting in danger,

As the mother of deeds and the nurse of their powers:
Alas ! but too foudly the conquest pursuing,
He rush’d up the heights where the storm cloud was

browing ;

But though stricken down by the red bolt of ruin,

His hand waved his flag o’er the enemy’s towers.

v,
In his triumph he fell, in a strife that was glorious,
The iirst ¢n the ramparts where conquest was won;
He kuew, ere he died, that his flag was victerious,
And his dying shout cheer’d his brave followers onj—
And his old sire glows with the glowing narration,
And his kindling eye gleams with the praise of the na-
tion,
But, with night, he forgets all the glorious ovation,
And in dreams he is calling, “my Son ? O ! ny Son!”
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THE HIRAD OF THE FORLORN NHOPE.

<atnething mare b due tothe lender of o Forlorn Hape, than he gene.s
Iy reeeives feom posterity,  Ordinarily, he perishes, 1t {5 in the il con-
tonthat hio e dediented to fate, that he siatds forth and ofor hine.
1 n snerifica, Vet how seldom 1a ho remembered---his name, perhaps,
K even given, and all the glory for which he has ||r!l|wrme‘y letded
Jmself 10 death, for the safety of the rest, meraed in tho single great
patne that compands (the army. 'The vorsta winch ullew are enther

meantto deetare what he deservos, than to bostow the meed, (or which his

novifelt nartiflee be tade,

REVSRSPY

L
Do not forget, when loud the cannon pealing,
Exults in dungers past and victorios won,
How forth ha sprang, when death arcund was dealing
His fearful shafts, your own unhonored son l—
‘I'he humble naine, the nndistinguished station,
Unsashed, unplumed, declars no hopo of funo ¢
Death might secure a moments approbation,
But where the laurels for that lowly name 1

.

1.
Yet, with tho aingle motive of’ n apirit,

"F'o whom :he sight of danger hath its charms,~
With active impulse, thoughtless of the merit,
Ifo hears with joy the combat’s fierce alarms;

Hears but to answor, whon, an snerificons,
T'o seck and brave the danger, camo the call
For the adventurous few, to make the crisis,
And, with forlornest hopo, to dio for all!
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1,

Honor’d for aye, the heart sa well devoted,
Though lowly be the simple name he bears;
Still be his memory in our annals noted,
Though cypress be the mournful wreath he wears :—
Death found him first the angry torrent heading,
Careering o’er the summits of the foe,—
Hopeless himself, the way for others leading,
For whom the column soars, the laurels blow.

THE RETURN OF THE PALMETTOS.

I.

WuERE move the gay Palmetto’s,
That late went torth in pride,

Glorious in strength and stature,
Brave soul’d and eagle eyed?

T.o!_wen and few returning,
The relics of that band,

That bore our gay green banuer,
In gladness through the land!
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1.
How nre their mighty fallen,
On lofticst placen slnin,
Ax bearing up that encign bright
They never bear again !
They won their crowns of laursl
Thrico dyed in hloody strife,
A wroeath of bloom unfiding—
But paid for it with lifn !

18
Their country’s joy is shadow’d,
As they who won the field,
Hear nought of our rejoicing,
Fach silent on his shicld;
Above the noiso of shouting,
Lo! woman’s wail is heard,
Each, in her homo of monrning,
Above the form prefer’d.

v,
The wifo of Kervhaw sorfows,
The widow o’er her slain 3
And maids of Edgefield languish,
For youth beloved in vain ;
While Barnwell’s matron bending
Above tho cottage looin
Still stains the woof with weeping,
Her first born’s early doom!
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THE DIRGE OF THE PALMETTO.

Oh ! mournfully—O ! very mouznfully,
Sound the returning bugles ;—we have won ;—
But in the shout that tells our victery.

Rings the sharp death-shrick of each gallant con :
1t rises o’er the tumult of the field,—

It stays the shout of triuraph ;—we deplore,
"That, to the God of Battles, we must yield,

‘The brave, who to the fight shall go no more !
Mournfully still, O ! very mournfully,
The clarion’s sudden plaint, the bugles faint reply !

They were amonrg our noblest—with the fire
Of generous youth still bounding in each heart ;
We saw them hurry forth with keen desire,
Burning for glory, eager to depart ;
They bore aloft the ensign of our name,
Thoe flag made famous by onr sires of yoro,
And, as they vow’d, they freshen’d it with fine,
‘Though to the battle they shall go no more !
Mournfully stilh==0 ! very mournfully,
The music that declares their death in victory !



~
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WELCOME TO THE VOLUNTEER.

This song was originally writton, at the request of the Washinston
Light Intantry,as & weicome to Capt. Biandingof the Charleston Compa-
ny. 1 have made a slight variation in n aingle verse, 'soas to render its

application general to the returning officers and soldiers of the Pal-
metlo Regiment.

1.

A welcome to ovr brother,
Home.returning from the strife,
He hath nobly won his laurels,
In the fields that peril’d life ;
He hath sought the front of battle,
e hath borne him as became
A true son of Carolina,
And our people’s ancient fame.

CHORUS.

Thrice welcome to our brother,
With a shout of three times three—
Hurrab, hurrah, hurrah, hurrah, hurrah !
Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah, hurrah !
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1.

Wo have welcomes for our brother,
From tho dopth of hearts that feel,

Thnt his own, in poncn or conflict,
1Tath boen evor true as steol !

By his truth and Jove he won us,
"['ill we gave him spear and shield,

And he brings them undishonor'd,
With new trophies, from the fleld.

1It.

O'er the plains of Churubusco,
Wo behold him as he goos,
With our gullunt guy Palmottos,
O'er tho heads of humbled foos 3
At Chapultepec’s grim castle,
At Controrns, und an well
Through the throes at La Garsta,
When the Aztec city fell!

‘ v,
Thrice welcome te our brother,
Thus in peace and battle tried §
He bath crown:d our name with honar,
And wo speak his name with pride ;
Though in ficlds of forcign dinger,
"Ihrough long scasons he 1oy feany,
In our hearts, no more u stranger,
Ho shndl still ind @ welcomo home ! »
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WELCOME TO THE CHIEF.

’
A A A

This song was written At the time when General Shields was aboat to
becotire the guest of the city of Charleston.

i
Open your gates, gay city, with a clang
Of martial gong and trumpet, and a fire,
Such as on plains of Churubusco rang
When your own forward sons went forth in ire ;—
Give voices to your hearts, that, when he hears,
His heart shall whisper—"'these arc brethren all,
Of those who followed me with bended spears,
When Mexico was stooping to her fall ;—
When, at Chapultepec, we crush’d her powers,
And storm’d, through all her gates, our way to Aztec
towers. .

.

Oh! these are glorious memories which are best
Treasur’d, when thus ye welcome home the brave ;
Thus keep ye shrined, within each martial breast,
The glory of the gallant sons ye gave ;—
So honor ye the children of your care,
Who thus go forth in confidence and pride,
Secure that love shall ever deck ths bier,
Of those who welcome battle as a bride ;—
Nor, in the mournful tribute o’er their graves,
Forget the homage due that welcomes living braves.
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PALO ALTO AND RESACA DE LA PALMA,

S sl

Ihis lyric was propared for the fourth of July celeheation lmmucdlate 1y
weccding the two batties above montioned.

bl

I
Now whilo our cups aro flowing

With memories born to bloom,
And filinl hands are throwing

Their wreaths o'sr valor’s tomb j=-
While lips exulting shout the praiso

Of heroes of the past that stood,
Triumphant, ‘mid old Moultrie’s blaze,

And prowd in Eutaw’s fleld of blood j=-
Be not forgot tho pallant teain,

I'hat lifts our name in Mexic war,—
Ono cup for Palo-Alto drain,

One cheer for Palma Resaca !

1.°
For Taylor—*Rough aud Ready,”
True son of truest sires j—
For May, who, swift and steady,
Trod down La Voga's fires;
For all who i that day of strifo,
Maintain’d in pride the stripes and stars,
The dead, who won immortal life,
~ And they who live for other wars ;
For those, who, with their victory,
New wroaths to grace our laurel bring,—
A henlth that deaing the goblet dry,
& cheer that makes the welkin ring!
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1.
Nor, though even now we falter,
With thoughts of thoso who died,
And, at our festive altar,
Grow silent in our pride,
Yet in the heart’s most holy deep,
FFond memory shrines the happy brave,
Who in the arms of battle sleep
By Palo’s wood and Bravo’s wave ;
Nor in our future deeds forgot,
Shall silent thought forbear to bring,
Her tribute to that sacred spot,
Where Ringgold’s gallant soul took wing.

v.
Fill to our country’s glory,
Where’er her flag is borne ;
Nor, in her failing story,
Liet future ages mourn ; -
Nor let the envious foreign foe,
" Rejoice that faction checks her spoed,
Arrests he: in the indignant blow,
And saddens o'er the avenging deed!
Fill high, though frora the chrystal wave,
Your cup, and from the grape be mine :
The marriage rites, that link the brave
To fame, will turn each draught to wine.
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THE CAPTIVE TEXIAN.

—————

This trifie is little more than a Parody upon ~ The Captive Knigut " by
Mrs. Hemans. The musie of the one wiil suit the other piece, and the
local Interes: which attaches o ewr sung, will probubly conimesd it w the
reader’s preference. ¢

A~

-

1.
*Tis the trumpet’s glorious strain !
They wind in pride 'neath the Mexic tow’r,
That northern host, in its pomp and pow’r,
With an army’s banner’d train ;
Sound ngain, clarion! clarion wild and shrill,—
Sound! let the captive hear thy music still !

Ir.

I live in thy lofty note !
1 had dven’d my brethren’s lances gone,
The pomp of war, and the martial tone,

And plumes to the winds that float ;—
Sound again, clarion! clarion wild and shrill,
Sound ! let the captive hear thy music still!

111,

And here, in my heavy chain,
I had wept as I saw them sweeping by ;
= I deem’d they had left me here to die,
Afar from the battle plain ;—
Sound again, clarion! clarion wild and shrill,
Sound! let the captive hear thy mus’ : still !
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v,
They rise on my sight once more—
Like the rush of winds when the billows dash,
‘The brave steeds hurry, the bright swords clash,
And they seek my prison door!
Sound again, clarion! clarion wild and shrill,
Sound ! let the captive hear thy music still.

Ve

They have crush’d the Mexic train—

They've broken the captive’s bonds at length,

His limbs are free, and he feels his strength,
- And leaps to his steed agnin !

Sound again, clarion! proudly pour thy blast ;

Sound ! for the Texian Chief is free at last!

‘THE GALLANT BARQUE.

1.

Our country is a gallant barque,
And gallant scamen man her ;
The Eagle’s spirit makes her flight,
‘The Eagle’s wing her banner ;
Where Heaven unfolds its boundless blue,
Where winds and waves can bear her,
Her voice in thunder speaks to realms,
"That hating, still must fear her !
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1L
From thirty Empires link’d in one,
She takes her strength and glory,
And makes a pregress 'neath the sun,
Most like a sunlike story ;
In peace she grasps the strength of war,
In war, her passion ever,
Is still to 3ave %oz foes who fain,
Would peace and freedom sever.

1L 3
"Thus, with the giant’s might endow’d,
No giant will degrades her;
Ot strength and wisdom justly proud,
No injured realm upbraids her ;
She heeds no mock of fo..s who hate,
But steers with progress steady ;
For those who hail with cheers—elate,—
For those with curses—ready.

A 1w,
Oh! gallant barque, i ever thus,
‘T'hy path in right pursuing,
No hostile hate can rear the rock,
Or wave, to work thy ruin;
The seas shall own thy progress wide,
‘Fhe realms of earth thy glory,
And, with his daily march of pride,
The sun shall write thy story.
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