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Championof¥Freedom,the hrave La Fayette.
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Why pours the lond canon its thundering peal ,
Why stream the gay flags on the gale;
Why sounds the glad trump, and why glitters the steel,
As in swifiness approaches thatsail ?
"Tis the proud joy of Freemen exultinglv met ,
To welcome their Champion,thebrave La Fayette.
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America’s sons,in arms haste to greet
Him whom virtue and valour have led;
While herdaughters pluck flowers to strew at his feet,
And with lanrels encircle his head _
Yet when these wreaths fade, unwither'd there yet
Shall bloom a bright garland for brave La Fayette .
4
The veteran who stood inthe fight by his side,
Though the locks of his youth have grown hoary
Now darts the bright glance of a yonng hero’s pride,
While his bosom again hurns with glory _
And he points tothe fields he can never forget ,
Where he battled for freedom,with brave La Fayette.
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The angel of Freedom,ihy dungeon has barst .
And indignantly shiverd thy chain ;
And the land that aronsed thy young valour at first,
In rapture now greets thee again.
All hail! to the fields whieh thy best blood oncewet”
Each drop is remember’d _ beloy'd LaFavette.
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O! would that the Chieftain,the foremost in fame,
The friend in adversity tried,

Could join in the yoice of a nation’s acelaim,
With the veterans who press te thy side:

But the foe none ean conquer, the hero has met,

And his grave now shall drink the warm tearof Fayette.

Oh! Freedom,who secoffs agthe bright diadem,
On the mnnm;ch’n pfﬂuﬂ temple that glows,
On her laurels will place thebright tear asa gem,
And ballow thedrop as it flows,..
But long may it be, ere the Hero's regret |
Shall speak in a tear at the tomb of FAYETTE.




