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Jean. He ehildren of

saw the beaut
gently nurtured motherq; he saw the men

who moulded publie opunon ; he saw brawny
white-clothed slaves he saw the crowded
wharf, the bridge with long rays of motes
stretching across it from, the low-lying sun.

Now it' disappeared. The weird, lone-
some flood spread where that city of his de-

sires hadbeen,
Ma is gone. But the glory re-

Ms when the light fades away.


