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REPENTENCE.

JINI CRow (who has gane down to the dock whcre repairs are i': Progres)-" Fa' de Lord, Mars' Debbel; you let me off dis on
liie! I didn't menti fo' ta take dat chickcn, and V'il put 'un back, cf ya' gib me anc mo' chance, gaod Mars' Debbel 1 "

" LIBERTE, EGALITE, FRATERNITE."

A Gi.aRiaus Iegend truly ta write on city wvails I
1 muse and pander a'er it titi about nie twilight faits
A twilipht ai the mmnd, in ivhich 1 somchaw find,
The words grow dim and meaningless, becatise twixt them and me
Risc up strange things that will flot down, that paint wîth bitter glee
Alternatcly at these thrce wards and at the things 1 sec.

1 sec bold vice wvith brazen braw go flaunting in the streets,
liait felIaov, weiI met ! everywherc, by every ane she nueets,
Voung children look inta lier face and Innocence is slain,
\'outh grovels at ber feet and dwarfs the growth of brawn and brain.
The aged father unashamed %valks pompons by her rules
And womanhood detbraned, disgraced romains, the butt ai bools
Vet svhen a-flush, 1 ask ewonjieur why is it 8uch thîngs be ?
He shrtigs bis shoulders-spreads his palms-"C'ert la Lib;erté."

Ilere Citizen Republique, demacratie ta the care-
flosts of his titled ancestry, encore and yet encore!
WVhile Jacques and Jeanne's a ne littlu irl, uncared for and hall led,
IOZram at lier sweet wvill in the sireet the white they toit for bread;
Purquoi? The artny costs sa0 much, the Germansw~e n2:is1thlrash,
Jacqurs, ignorant, can't belpi himself, Sa he must pay the cash.
But Jacques must cat i Eh bien: I Then tax his bread, wine,fricarss&
And luxuries let lightly off-"Cestl 'EgaZdé. ",

Fraternity 1 ah blcssed noame, fraught with millennial drcams
" Vhen man and man shall brothers bc " and ail be what it seems.
Vet-who are those we daily sec, their laces limned with pain,
Fished up in yondcr net that spans the waters of the Seine ?
A-begging %vork they walked these streets,these splendid boulevards,
\%Vhere ail is gay and beautiful, where pleasure nauglit retards,
Till in despair with ane fell plunge thcy sped (rom lite aiway,
And here they lic and grimly seuile-"1 Vive la FraterwitE, "

Aye-here the dream is realized, the travestie of life
Macks them no more with empty sounds, here peace succeés the

suife.
Equal at last af prince or peer, the majesty af death
Crowning poor browvs ploughcd deep with care ta keep the moitai

breath.
This braggart trinity of %vords, transfixed by those still eycs
Here on these damp walls of the Morgue at length no longer lies;
<'La liberté, Egalié, Fraternité-Go to 1
Oblitcrate, write over it, ''Lile here is for the few."

.Paris, France, ,,ege.A AVLE

WANTED.-A bagpipe player, who is atsa an organist and singer
-state Iowest salary. Apply ta, etc.-City Pa/'er.

Mer nainsel wvill play ye a pibrnch lu psaw
A strathspcy or fie reel a' Tulloch and a';
Put she'il na like ta pig kist o' wbustles ava,

An' she'il sîrlg like a mavis farbyc, man.

Oh, her nainsel ta pipes she can screw them up weel,
SAn' ta fierce battlo slagan she'iI soan mak them squeal
Put ta pig kist a' whusiles' is Satan ta deit

An' ta pad wickcd music forbye, man.

Mirofer ber nainsel wiI sing ye ta sang,
Or ta psalm or ta paraphrase ten verses lang;
An' she'il skirl up " Duke Street " or 1'Majesty " strang,

An' soond ta C pitchfark forbyc, man.

PuaoifÎ 'ta pig kist o' wliustles? nia I na t
Ta fgoot Presbyterian pipes she'il can blaw,
Put ta bad kist o' whustles 1 gae 'wa 1 gae '%va

She'ii think ta hoo('s dloven forbye, mai',
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