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'Ii] i UNGER:

A R' A N ) A R'JlS'I'S.

lii PF~ %IIZLit SII SSA S 'lie I«r ti, h -IR le drîs en tii de-
,],air, Aere rîsîing agaînst avrings
that nmade lite insuppoirtabtle, a
vioung i fficet, Rîîget dleIlse

ttimpscil a siing tîtat thriileîl aIl lus
counrvîîîcmn a îth a wild passioin of îatrîî t sm.
In tîje l.inguage ot Carîvie, "the siiund ot
it luI tingle in men's'seins, an<i wlîtle
armie., andl assembtles (]icl sing it, wi th eves
wee;.ing antd liurniiig. ssith heavts defiant <if
deaîh, <leýIit, anîl des il." i >tre's stirrtng
îîh turc tells its <ian story. 'I hie <entrai
fgure t- the verv incarnation otfiiuîîaged
L.iberty iotne tii avenge liter wrung's. TIhe
peopjle c'rave lîut a leader, and under
Lilierty's Standard they rush tii deatît as to
a bianquet. l'rum every h'îuse, tr(im the
street',, an<l frîîm every spilere ut lite, old
anud young, men anul boy1 s, flock tî swel
the ranks ot the îrooi1 s. Anti as they march
they sing:

Ve sonis of France, awake tîî gliiry!
Hark !bars! what myriadsbid you rise.

Vour children, wives, and grandsires l'tary;-
}lehîiid their tears, and hear their cries!

Shall hatetul tyrants, mischtf iîreeîlîng,
M itlt htreling hisîs, a ruffian bîand,

Afftnght an<l desolate the land,
.%'hile liberty and peace lie bleeding.

7 0-arms I to-arms I ye brave 1
'i hie as enging sword unsheathe

Mari h cmn mari h on! ail hear's resus'ed
On vivtîiry or death!

Now, now, the dangerous siormn la rolling,
%Vhich treacherous kingu, confederaîr raise;

'Ihe kâgs ut aar, lut lvcse, are hcsahing,
And labour fields and cites blaze.

And shahl we basely view the muin,
While lawless, wiîh guihîy stride,

Spreads desolation tar and wide,
WVith crimes and blood his hands imbruing?

To-arms! to-arms! ye brave! etc.

W.ith luxury and pride surrounding,
'iMe bold, insaîtate despots dare-

'Iheir thint oft gîld and poîwer unhuunued-
Sluo mete anti vend the light and air.

iike heasts uf burden wuulil they load us,
Like gods would iiid their slaves adore;

But man is ;.ian, and who is more?
Then shall they longer lash and goad us?

'lu arms! to-arms! ye brave 1etc.

0I Liberty, van man resign thee,
Once liaving felt the generus flaire?

(7an (lungeons, buits, or btars confine thee
Or whips thy noble spirit tame?

ioo long tîte world has wept, bewailing
']'hat falskhoud's dagger tyrants wield;

But freedoim is our sword and shteld,
And ail their arts. are unavailing.

'lo-arms. tu-arms! ye birave 1etc.

t'tRH E AY OF F tEl Eit.

One t oftîe most interesting pictures of
S"alon Ot il879 was jules Garnier's picture
(ct the l>ay ut the Fete, wonderful in its
hrilliancy ut color, motion and animation.
TIhe scene ta in Flanders at the height ut the
carntval. Young men and women are go-
ing about singing and dancing, and in skill-
fui contrast, m<,nks are reciting their pray-
ers.

The youngest monk carrying the waliet,
in whjch he bas collected abris for the coin-
munity, looks wistfuily, tîmidly and nervous-
ly at the enjoymtent which hie in his austernîy
has foresworn.

*re Faistaffian monk in the centre is per.
haps "on the fence." Whether tu bestow
souri kindly sympathy on the innocent en-
joyment of the scene, or juin his left hand
friend in deep disgust at such levity. AI-
together the picture is one that once seen
can neyer bie forgotten, for aIl parties, are
enjoying thçmselves in thetr own way with
a remarkable unanimity.

Garnier, decidedly one of the best rinters


