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(FROM l'HE FRF.S;CH 0FLOCI, 71t1CIFTE.)

*Twa.s after those dark days of Gravelotte.
Wh'Len, 'niid the groans of France, th' Iscariot
Bazaine, oaths, honor trampling in the dost,
Hi forféited, with lietz, his country's trust.
Ai hungi'y wolves spring on the caravanea,
A torrent brolcen loose. theiferce UJhlans
Eyes lashing. sword 'twixt reeth, twentv ta one
swe pt over Strssbonrg, over Sedan, Verd~un,
B.rninR eech town. o'erwhelniing every village
Drunknk with wine, with horrors, blood And pillage;
Footprints of carnage, min, wbere they trod,
Swépt down on Paris, titis new scourge of GodJ.

Rapine, loot, lnaleshorrori, none might brave
Or check the". swinl caterer's fer the grave.
The Province, drainéAd of blood, pale unto death,
Trcmbltd 1bene-ath their grip and held her brx-ath.
Alone, unaideti, aridst other's fears,
Parim, Fani&s boulevard this thousaud years.
Paris, the Ceasar's 1 ride and Rome's despair
The throne oi Science and the Muses' lair,
Fickie a-q Bahël, wijenas SolyTna,
Learned in a single day the art o! war;
With ho-ad rect, and! eye-q that flashed disdain,
13hind hem forts deflant bwept the plain.

Mfur the world, scarce breathing, hung on the news
0if each succeeding day.

Europe flung loose
Eacbh night and morming, on the stornu blown air
Il 'r bulletins of -daily heaped despair
Pajris besît-ged1

*Twss in this day that France
Staking ber last hope on a single change,
Storxi boldly up again8t her cruel foe.-
A.1 poem, tender, dolorons yet clear
Breathèý,'frotu this rerooter hemiphere.
While others .tood apart and mockêti ber woe-
othtrs, fo-.r hot in rnost divine compassion
La Fra nce hati spent her best blood, soldier fashion-
Acro'ts the Atlantic, on that late found bhore
Whosle stranti the bine St. Lawrence washes o'er
Frrnebtuen, Armoricas brave race, d'er while
Bartered 50 gaily bv a monarch vile.
A humble nation, from ivs mothers koeo
,,Orplianed, alaà ! in farliest infancy,
Nowtowar'ls that ruother by the world denied
With vearnin g love h<'r heart, arma, opens 'wide.
Blooti wil.i be heard, that pure idolatry
fist gift to patriot heart of Go'! on higli,
Wakes in mach breast aiiew. Whereer you seek,
A flood of hnrning týr% hodews each cheek
And 'nid the sohhinga o! a grief profound

"Vive la France" rings fron myrisAd voices round

Depp in the valley, 'npaih the hoary walls
And towers of perouti Quehec ; whctme sinuons crawle
1%-'twpen historie banks on eithem hand
St. Charles, a score (if clustering hamie ta Rtand
Faubourg St. Rtoch, wbeme ail day loni there toil
A race o! noble heated sons o' the aoi .
There most of al, where in each manly breast

The serise o1 justice dwalt, a %el-corne guest,
Rang out ani liugeret the despairing cry
-France lies a bleeding! She will anrely die

One dark and stormv auturn ve, the wind
Illew shrilly thro' the hattlimeuts that lineti
The citadel; when 'mid their watch and ward*
Ju.t as the veslxer bell had ceased, the guard
That Ieaned above the raxoparta heard a &bout
And. far below, thé "MArxeillaise" nng out,
Minglrd with shriek o! fife and roll of dlruzzi
Floateti aiotg the hreee-the noiày hum
0f te fatubnrg. L.ike a waye rolled bark by the %torin
They gaiiu.d the uppe'r town, preâs-.ed on tu awarui
Abot theL'nnlStwhore above the d oor
Svnibol of France iiite'.rs, dirool>wd low th.' tricolor.

The leade'r of their niarch, - 1br.twny torse
Lik lcemrulea hintslf,-wttt car-w'
,Usd ru ggd asell, a hero's- heart and wil
Shone, I ike a lion, c.rgeti, tut lion stili.
A blacksiith stroiig andI swart, y.'a rudie I wi"en
\'ct one glanct c'.st upon! hi4 trautînil mien,
Ifis aapt.'t ceIt vet prendi, hibi ozn rowr,
Suiliced to mark the hrart that be.it below.

Before the. Consul he stands ont alone,
And i wth a trancluil voice, in whoee deept tons
A distant thnuder gmtýlêd.

"Thev &av below
That France hait n4ee<i of soldier-%. 18 it ho
W.' dlcn't know j ut what wax la, us lads here.
But we coi'oft a -ttdck that never léarnei to fear,
Andi, 1 shoulti uav, our fat berà lad etnou4l

.xperietice o! I'ru>stirs antd %uch tuff.
Andi for thée rést, il, don't necd znuch tw tel
Use bow tous an tix-we know t-hat well1
And 'tus witb ai,, in hanti we nican to %aiI
Fur France, dv.i see, Sir, if nsy words prmvail,'*

lHe pauseÀél, clbrkeildtwn the sol that dhecked hi.% flow
4 if a j echl, tatd i.clt a vigorous blow
With bis swart fiet just wbere bis chêst bai! hare,
Shewed the green cord o! bis scapulary there.

Yes, yt:s, rny Cnuwe %tand!bhrm to.dlay
Five hutndreti only. W'.'ll havô more, Allez
Take but thoe ive, and when they know, believe
Ten thonsauti will cry «Ilier,' to)-norrow ave.
Our rnothcm France, to her we long to fly
For lier to figlit, or, if needit le, to die
And by the Codi wbom 1 adore, I swcar
No traitor villain atands a aong4t Us berm.-

No more, for at the wordi the crowdl brokn houni
And with loud cries of - Vive la France" lîstl drownpd

Wha ele, e prpoed.Poor siîly hiearta pet true
Naught of Iaws international they knew
Framiers o! trt-aties sldotu talcs a notiou
T<, give a clause to filial devotion.

What tcould the Consul do but weeli, what cry
But «I tlank ynu, hir,m France thanka you," for repîy.
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