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And proud -was France; Éhould her spirit quail,,,
Foi the tyrant of an hour ?
Should her conquering ban.ner stoop to trail ?
The fame of gallant -Frenclimen fail
At Prussian insolence of power?
The Czar looked on,
Perhaps he siniled
To see the War Storm lower.

The prize between, the nations lay;-
But wvho dared stretch forth bis baud
To takze by storm, or the price to pa.y,
Prew on his head the fierce affray,
And blasting and ruin on bis land.
With jealous throb
They stood at bay,
And the* fires of bate were fanned.

IRemembered bopes that had been delayed,
And i'emembei'ed wronys from their silence crept,
And revenges deep that for time had stayeci
Came out of the darkness Nvhere they slept.
So the eagle, that swoops to seize its prey
Starts the Yulture's ravenous brood;
Nouglt boding good
ID. the darkened horizon lay.

The air grew rife with the stealthy sound
As ships-frozu their mioorings creaked,
With the wide-mouthed câaunon, bristling round;
And arsenal doors on their hingres ground»

Russian Governuient, which lad. not rýecovere& ,'fromn the meortifieà'tion of the.
part taken by France in the Orimean war, and the inflammable state of public&
feeling generally at the close, of the -Au8tro-Itaian confliot, when men seemed
to be standinig yet with their right hand upon. their sword-hilts-tiese were the
general circumstances of the time. It was at this crisis, «W -cn al parties
augured, from appearances, 'the miost sanguinary war of môdern -times, that.
Her Majesty interfered, and by lier personal influence &verted--se, dirà:a éaRMity-.

lis;


