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Ilow blood, and tears, and sorrow, Surging beat;
Ile canriot hear, above that sullen roar,
The curse of licaven swvelling evermore;
111e cannot feel how earth and air grow dark;
Ris eye can onlly gaze, bis spirit oniy hark.

The speil is wound. Witli cadence grand and slow,
Deep as the music of a thouisaiid spheres,
Majestic as the uerai in arcli of years,
is song is poured. Flowv on, stera music, floN!

Sweep on thy destined pathi of wrath aud woe.
Aye, lift thy face, thon son of impieus France,
And bathe thec iu yon wvarlike plauet's gylance;-

lIerom his fierce eyc thy seul with. ardour fire;
Strike grauder chords e'er rireedoîn's funeral pyre.
Il Alloits enfans !" Oh, chlidren of the land!
I-leed not that shont-ift, not the red righit band;
The lurid flush of Terroe's dawvn swims nigh;
Ilear ye the shrieks that rend the lowering sky
Behiold the place of skiills, how red the sqed,
With martyrs' blood, that crics alond to God!
Se the keen axe, around w-hose rhastly ±bronc,
The yells of thousands hush the gasp of one;
«%hlere human tigers, witli unceasiDg roar,
Cool the hot heart and !land iu seas cf gore;
Whiere woman fair and pure, and childhood gay,
Lend the weak hand te war, and lead the fray;
Where the fierce father spurns the once-loved. son,
And brother laiighs o'er brother's niurder doue;
Where silent temples cease to pray, aud stand,
X'Jith fast closed. doors agrainst t.he unhallowed. band,
Or ope the sacred grates at their wiid cry,
Who fill the bouse ZDof prayer Nvith revelry;
A land, upen whose sad and darkeiiing path,
Streain out the vials of Alighrty Nvrath.
Stili higli and clear abeve the hell beneath
Soars thy proud veice, thon swelliug song of death.
Cease, cease, wvild dreanl! nor rouse w'vith cchoiugy tread,
The hallowed slumbers of the l)eaceltll deafl.
Let not sad mernories of bygone strife,
Spring froin the dinst, and býuru with fiercer life.
The poet, with a power uneartlîly fraught,
Nerved bis bi«h, seul to voice his couiutry's thought.
The music wa1-Ld upen bis sweîlitig lyre,
Rlose with the passion cf ail age ot fire.
Hie sangr and ceased-his destined ivork w:éoer;
Ilis song Nveut forth te gruide the NNirlwiind's roar.
He saïgf and ccased ; <nid nenfrom sea to sea,
(7u)$re cc thuat oie-hut 0Libc,'rty.,


