
THE ARROW-

MODERN INCANTATIONS.

xfrot Aitr# ............................. 1seU»uin.

,$rronbl &IIittij.......................... tai;îier.
i9birb Wflcl,).......................... 9baar.

......... ................. ............. LaiaIe.

Firsi Iviti :
"Thrice the blatant Globe bas howled.»

"Thrice, and once has Sanfieid whincd."

"Brown's ghost cries 1 Its tinie 1 it's tine!i

Firsi Wit ch :
"9Rourzl about the cauldron go,
In the poisoned sianders throw,
M. C., who retired alone,
Days and nights full thirty-one,
Venoxintd'fiilsehoo<is sleeping got-,
Simmer in the charming pot."

Ail :
4Double, double, toit and trouble,

Fire buTn and cauldron bubble.»

&end Wii:
Il'Slips of Deacon's leaders take,
In the cauldron boit and balce,
Voern of Edgar, tongue of Cook,
Western scalp and coniract book,
Cartwright!s surns and Laurier's gun;
Of Indian's flour inake a bun
With Riels blood. Stir race hate,
Sininer here the country's fate."

,,Double, double, natioi's trouble,
Fire burn, the siander bubble.'

Searnd Wvitck :
"lRebçl thoughts of anarchist
To throw in should not. be nissed;
Lies, ail colours, blue and red,
Slanders which niay flot be said,
AiU the vain imainings
He who would secession brings.
Seek fanatic spirit dire,
Add its heat unto the ire;
Stir the pot and make it buhbe;
We will work a nation's trouble."

"U lDouble, double, toi] and trouble,
Fire burn and catildron bubble."

Tl/drd Wich :
"lCool it with hypocrisy-
That's what charnis dernocracy."

Hecate .
IlAh, well done. 1 comnîend your pains,
And every one shall share the gains.
And now about the cauldron sing
To mix the scandais eachi doth bring."

S Sonpiio uknadSot

IlBy the pricking of my thunîbs,
Something wicked this way cornes.'

Enter Biake.

B3lake -
IlHFow now, you secret, black and niidniglht hags;
WVhat is't you do?"

Ait.
IlA deed 'without a narne."

Bl/ake .
««I conjure you by that which you profess-
Though little you believe it-answer me!
T-hough you untie the winds and let theni flght
Against the Churches; though anarch'al waves
Confound and swallow civilization up;
Though agriculture die, and industry
Doth wither at the roots;- and public works
Do topple down upon their builders' heads,
And ail that's prosperous in the state do die-
Yet do ye my behests."


