
Vol Vl M NTRe L 6NtEMra13 1itE i 0.lNo i

Vom vi. MONTREAL, NOVEMBER, 1880. No. i.

PA31ELA. .
To the tonbs ofMontnartre this beauty was

talken

(To Joux P. LiEoAnEs, O., of Paris To sleep with the lhoî,sands that lonely
-throughb kind watchluless and TwaitL e great calt when those thouisands
noble patriotism the romains of Pamiela wk
-iady Edward Fitzgerald were saved To slecp far away from her home la the
from the fosser Commune, into wbich vest.
woro cast the bodies buried in the Far awvay from the tombyard

gra ad of Motntmartre and by T Whose lark'ness and gloon guardgravThe rest of those der ons she loved in her
whom they wore convoyed to London, lire;
and intoîrd in the family vault at Were none there to name ber?
Thames.Ditton.) No guardian to claini ler?

No one o vatch over the Geraldine'à wife 
IIV

Few wver the wonen her rivais in beanty, Yes, (roin Erin's own Isle a son truc and
Few were the learts so fond and so true; kindly,
Few w.ere the wives that surpassed lier n Protected her tom-b on an alen Cod

duty, While hundreds went by and coldy or
Virtues were round her, ofevery hue. blin

When grie's saddest morrow Neglected u eldust oer whose glory they
The wild day of sorrow trod I

For hil of lier love, did break on hs life, And when all were hurried
With anguish and weeping, Away, to be bured
She guarded him slcepg In thejossee (or tie conimon, th lo y

The tribfuil, the noble, the Geraldinc's
wife I lie liastened to take ber

From the grave they wouild makei er'
lie guarded and wathed o'er the Geral-

dine'swfe
Her dear one survlving, ln France's gar

centre,
She wept and she pinedt e'er the joys that And back the fli land whiere ber huîsband ia

lad flown, sleeping
No pleasure e'er more ln tiat brigbt soul A nd back to the west he swiftly did conie,

could enter To place lier remains, vhere the shadows arc
'Twa filled with a sorrow conplctcly its creeping

own. O'er the friends tit lic.low in the graves of
'Till saddening, repininge ber homne,
And slowly declhnng The death belis are ringing,

At laet she went forth roin this valley of Wiile sadly tley're bringîng
strife Pamela to iest from the world 's awful strife;

Bhe sunk in thatshimber, And eaci oue in praying,
Whose hours bave no number, Js tearfully paying,

'And woke in God's glory-the Geraldine's God bless the true friend of the Geral
wife. dine's wife 1"


